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         During the summer, I see Sebastian and his friends at the beach several times. He spends the long summer evenings at the water's edge with a group of young and cheerful people until the sun goes down. Wearing nothing but shorts, he leaps about in the waves and chases a ball on the sand. I watch them from a distance and pretend to read my book. I know it's wrong, but it's also terribly alluring. It's not until late summer when the weather gets too cold for me to wear a bikini that I stop going to the beach. Ever since then, I have been looking forward to the beginning of the semester and to seeing him again.

         I've had my eye on Sebastian since day one. He does not attend class very often, but there is nothing too unusual about that. Many of the students don't attend class unless they fear not being able to pass the exam. But I have never noticed any of the frequent absentees in the way that I notice Sebastian now. Attendance is not compulsory at the university. During the introductions, the students are encouraged to show up for class and consider their studies a full-time occupation, meaning that they should dedicate 37 hours per week to attending classes and studying the curriculum. That seldom happens. Probably slightly more often in the first year, much less later on.

         I stay at my desk while the students pack up their books and take turns coming up to turn in their assignments in a small pile on my desk. That's the old-fashioned way of going about it. I smile, nod, and discreetly thank them as they walk past me. Some of them make eye contact, and others are already busy with their smartphones. The students' handwriting is of varying quality. Each time I give them an assignment they have to complete by hand, they complain. These days they all bring laptops to class, but I think it's healthy for them to maintain a direct touch with the subject matter, with no keyboard or internet connection. I think that's important, especially when they'll be working with art in the future. When they complain, they get the same reply they got all year.

         I can sense that they surrender more and more to the idea. I have an MA in Art History, where the medium, the essence, the touch are all important, and that influences my teaching style. The less I accept compromise in that regard, the more powerful my style becomes. I'm a good teacher. If I had to point to an area of my life where I feel the most charismatic, it would be as an educator. In my personal life, I am more introverted, more of a listener.

         As soon as the students have handed in their assignments on my desk, they begin to chat among themselves and continue their business at the university. They have so much energy. They leave the door open, and I can hear them making their way down the corridor. Sebastian is the last one to hand in his assignment. He gazes intensely at me. For a second, I wonder if he has seen me at the beach. When he has walked out the door, I gather the assignments together, straighten all the papers, and put them in my tote bag. It's Friday, and I won't be teaching another class until Monday.

         On the way to my office, I can hear the music and the chatting of the students from the room where they usually gather to prepare for the Friday evening festivities. My high heels make a clicking noise on the floor. It's a pleasant sound. I insist on wearing high heels even though, admittedly, it is sometimes highly impractical in Denmark. I walk past two young men talking in the corridor. I'm almost certain that they were in my class just now, but to be honest, I can't remember their faces too well after we've left the class atmosphere, with certain exceptions of course. The young men nod greetings at me, and I smile at them.

         When I first started teaching at the university, I was convinced that the students that year were unique, simply because the young people looked so very young. Now I have come to accept the fact that that's how people look in their early 20's, and that I too looked like that once. I went home and looked in my photo albums after one of the first semesters, and it was amazing how quickly it all came back to me. That night I had troubling dreams. It felt as if I had fallen into a canyon between the woman I dreamt of becoming, and the woman I am today. Not that I'm unhappy with my life, because I'm certainly not, but it's simply not how I had imagined it. And things might have been immensely different.

         For example, I decided to marry Claude because I sensed that a marriage with him would be undramatic and peaceful. On the other hand, I also opted out of intense desire, and that was an element I came to miss a lot after a few years. After our first infatuation was over, it became apparent that the passion in our intimacy would never reach the same heights again. I talked to my girlfriends about that, but back then, the undramatic and peaceful were more appealing to me. I think there was a side of me that required peace and quiet after some wild years filled with crazy escapades. I attempted to bring it back to life with new lingerie and massages, but my mission was too obvious, it all became an act, and I was rejected.

         I have the impression that my students like me, and that means a lot to me, especially since my circle of friends is quite small and has been since the divorce. Most of our mutual acquaintances ended up being on Claude's side. I don't really miss them. Maybe that's how I always expected it would be when, after 10 years, I made it explicit that I wanted something else, something more. I had never otherwise had an opinion about anything and was always the first to back down from any confrontation. Now I had suddenly had enough, and for a long time, I struggled to forgive myself for the fact that it took ten years before I gathered the strength to do what I did. When you make that kind of decisive change, it worries and upsets your friends, perhaps because it forces them to look at themselves as well.

         Having students as well-informed as mine is almost like having an extended circle of colleagues. Despite our teacher/student relationship, they can still teach me things. They often ask me questions I can't answer readily, and I quite like the fact that we don't agree on every subject and probably never will. Sometimes I get exhausted after teaching classes with hefty discussions, but afterwards, I feel content. How else am I supposed to grow as a person?

         After the divorce was final, I felt tremendously at ease. It was as if I had spent a long time unsuccessfully looking for the person I wanted to be, and then suddenly there I was. I could sit in my flat, surrounded by my things. I could wear anything I liked and generally waste my time doing what I wanted, and not spend my time doing things I didn't want to do.

         Claude is much more extroverted than I am, and it was sheer bliss not to have to go to art exhibitions and private parties almost every weekend. That was one of the things I thought I might miss, because all the time I've known Claude, that has been what our lives together have revolved around. We didn't have children, and we never talked about having them. I'm not a particularly good cook, and nor was Claude. I'm not all that keen on watching TV, and Claude wasn't either, so eventually, we would make something quick at home or order takeaway, and then visit our friends or attend art exhibitions.

         The life I have now is much more introverted. It feels as if I have to defend my choices when I'm around other people. Some of my closest girlfriends were concerned about all the evenings I spent by myself at home after the divorce, but now I realise that they had nothing to worry about. Somehow, a divorce is an opportunity to get to know yourself again, and that's what I did. I got to know myself again in every respect, including sexually. Somehow that tends to fade into the background while you're going through a divorce. During my long walks, I had pleasant thoughts about meeting someone again and being seduced.

         I tried some of the new ways of meeting people a few times, online dating, and so forth, but I quickly stopped. Not my scene. Perhaps I'm too old, but it felt more as if the lack of romance repelled me. Fortunately, my friend Brigitte was good at keeping me connected with the youthful. I think we both craved it. She was happy to come to my flat with red wine and talk loudly for a long time about her lovers, even though she has been married for a long time. On the one hand, I felt it was a bit of a shame. But on the other hand, it was terrific and life-affirming entertainment. I think she would like me to do more than I did, that I would let myself go and have fun with new men. In the late summer, I might tell her about watching Sebastian on the beach, but for some reason, I decided to keep that to myself.
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