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It was one of those hot summers that just goes on and on. The kind of summer where the month of August feels as though it’s stretching on forever, and where you can hardly remember when you were wearing anything on your feet other than sandals. A summer when I wore nothing but skimpy dresses, and tiny beads of sweat would gather around my hairline and between my breasts.


That summer, I was staying in a house in the country. A friend of mine had let me use it. I was completely alone there, the nearest neighbour a couple of hundred metres away. But I did not feel lonely. The heat had drained all energy from the area, and the people I met when I went shopping or took a walk were quiet and polite. The tranquillity of the place went all the way inside my bones, and I relaxed and tried to focus on the stack of books I had brought.


My job was to take care of the house and make sure the garden wouldn’t get full of weeds. All in all it was manageable, even though I also had to keep the water in the pool clean, and keep the pool filters from getting clogged. But the truth was that I had no idea how to manage a swimming pool. After about a week I realised that I would have to remove fallen leaves and dead bugs from the water. But I procrastinated. Finding the proper equipment and working out how the pump worked was too demanding.


One day, when I came out of the supermarket, I found a business card underneath the windshield wiper of my car. My arms were loaded with shopping bags, and initially I felt a bit annoyed that I would have to remove this scrap of paper from my windshield. I almost threw the card away, but in the end I stuck it in my bag without giving it a second thought.
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