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I

• Well, Steinn, here I am. It was just magic to see you again. And out there too! You were so dumbfounded that you almost fell through the floor. That was no ‘accidental meeting’, you know. There were forces at work there, forces!

We had four hours to ourselves. Well, in a manner of speaking. Niels Petter wasn’t too happy afterwards. He didn’t say a word until we got to Førde.

 



 



We just strode up the valley. Half an hour later there we were by the birch copse once again . . .

 



 



Neither of us said a word the whole time. About that, I mean. We talked about everything else, but not that. Just like in the old days. We hadn’t managed to show a united front about what had happened. And so we withered on the vine, not you or me personally so much, but as a pair. We couldn’t even say goodnight to each other. I remember spending that last night on the sofa. And I remember the smell of your cigarette smoke from  the other room. I felt I could see your bowed neck through the wall and the closed door. You were just sitting hunched at the desk smoking. I moved out the next day, and we’d not seen each other since, not for more than thirty years. It’s unbelievable.

Then suddenly, after all those years, we’re awoken like Sleeping Beauties - as if by the same miraculous alarm clock! And we travel all the way out there quite independently. On the same day, Steinn, in a new century, in a totally new world. Suddenly it’s ‘Hi!’ after more than thirty years.

Don’t tell me that was just chance. Don’t tell me there are no forces guiding us!

The most surrealistic thing of all was when the lady who owns the hotel suddenly came out on to the balcony - she was the young daughter of the house back then. More than thirty years had passed for her too. I think it must have been the déjà vu of her life. Do you remember what she said? ‘So nice to see that you’re still together,’ were her words. They hurt. But they were also quite droll too, considering that you and I hadn’t seen each other since we looked after her three small girls one morning in the middle of the 1970s. We did it as a thank you for the loan of the bicycles and the transistor radio.

 



 



They’re calling me now. It’s a July evening, don’t forget, and here by the sea the summer holidays are in full swing.  I think they’re grilling some trout on the barbecue, and here comes Niels Petter with a drink for me. He’s given me ten minutes to finish off, and I need them, because there’s something important I want to ask you.

 



 



Can we make a solemn promise to delete every email we send each other after we’ve read them? I mean straight away, right then and there, and that naturally means no printouts either.

I see this new contact as a stream of thought vibrating between two souls rather than an exchange of correspondence which will be there between us forever. But a bonus would be that we could allow ourselves to write about everything.

We’ve both got spouses, and we’ve got children. I don’t like the thought of having our messages just sitting there inside the machine.

We don’t know when we’re going to make our exits. But one day we’ll pass away from this carnival with all its masks and roles, and only a few transient props will remain after us, until they too are swept away.

We will step outside time, leave what we call ‘reality’.

The years pass, but I can’t escape the feeling that something connected with what happened all those years ago may suddenly pop up again. Occasionally I sense that something is hard on my heels, breathing down my neck.

I can’t forget the flashing blue lights at Leikanger, and  I still start each time a police car is behind me. Once, some years ago, a policeman came to the door. He must have seen how jumpy I was. But he only wanted to find an address in the neighbourhood.

I’m sure you think I’m worrying myself unnecessarily. Any criminal offence must be obsolete by now anyway.

But shame doesn’t become obsolete . . .

So promise me that you’ll delete them!

 



 



It wasn’t until we were sitting amongst the ruins of the old shepherd’s hut that you told me why you’d come. You tried to explain what you’d been doing over the past thirty years, and you described your climate project. Then you managed to say a little bit about a particularly intense dream you’d had the night before we met each other on the balcony. It was a cosmic dream, you said, but you weren’t able to get much further because those heifers came frisking towards us and actually chased us down the valley again. After that, nothing more was said about the dream.

But your cosmic dreams are only to be expected . . . We had tried to sleep for a few hours, but we were too excited, naturally we were, and so instead we lay there with our eyes closed, whispering together. About stars and galaxies and things like that. Just about big, distant, higher things . . .

It’s strange to think about now. That was before I believed  in anything. But only just before.
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They’re calling me again. Just one final comment before I send this. That lake was called Eldrevatnet. Isn’t that an odd name for a mountain lake so far from civilisation? I mean, who were these ‘eldre’, these ancient folk, up there amongst the rocks and peaks?

When I drove by it recently with Niels Petter, I just stared at the road atlas. I hadn’t been back since, and I couldn’t look up, not at the lake. Some minutes later we rounded the next spot as well, I mean the bend by the precipice, and that was the most painful place to pass.

I don’t think I looked up from the atlas until we were down in the valley. And so I learnt lots of place names, and I read them out to Niels Petter. I had to occupy myself with something. I was afraid I’d go to pieces and be forced to tell him everything.

Then we arrived at the new tunnels. I insisted that we drive through them, rather than past the stave-church and down on to the old road by the river. I made some excuse about it being late and we were short of time.

 



 



Ah, Lake Eldrevatnet.

The Lingonberry Woman was ‘old’. At least we thought so then. An elderly woman, we said. An elderly woman with a pink shawl across her shoulders. We had to make sure that what we’d seen was the same thing at least. That was when we were still on speaking terms.

The truth is that she was the same age as I am today, no more and no less. She was what we might call a middle-aged woman.

When you came out on to the balcony, it was like coming face to face with myself. It had been thirty years since we’d seen each other. But it wasn’t only that. I felt so clearly that I could see myself from the outside, I mean from your point of view and with your eyes. All of a sudden it was as if I was the Lingonberry Woman. That was the unsettling feeling that came over me.

 



 



They’re calling me again. It’s the third time, so now I’ll just send and delete. Warm wishes from Solrun.

 



 



I can hardly stop myself putting ‘your Solrun’, because there was never any breach between us. I just took a few of my things that day and left. But I didn’t return. It was almost a year before I wrote from Bergen asking you to pack up and send the rest of my stuff, and even then I didn’t regard it as a formal parting of any sort, it was simply the most practical arrangement, as I’d been so long on the other side of the country. It was several years before I met Niels Petter. And it took you more than a decade to find Berit.

You were patient. You never really gave up on us. I’ve sometimes suffered from the feeling of living like a bigamist.
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I’ll never forget what took place on that mountain road. Sometimes it feels as if hardly an hour passes without me thinking about it.

But then something happened afterwards, and that really was a marvellous and uplifting event. Now I see it as a gift.

If only we’d been able to accept that gift together! But we were terrified. At first you just collapsed and let me comfort you. Then you suddenly took off.

After a few days we’d already begun to drift apart. We’d lost the ability or the will to look into each other’s eyes.

Us two, Steinn. It was unbelievable.

 



 



• Solrun, Solrun! How beautiful you were! So resplendent in your red dress with your back to the fjord and the white railings!

I recognised you straight away, of course I did. Or was I seeing things? But it was you - as if you were the product of a completely different epoch.

And let me say right away: I certainly did not associate you with any ‘Lingonberry Woman’.

 



 



To think that you’ve written! I’ve been hoping all these weeks that you really would. The idea of using email was mine, but it was you who said, just before parting, that  you’d make contact when it was convenient, and so the first move was yours.

 



 



It is staggering to think of us chancing to meet again in the same backwater as before. It was as if we’d been living with a long-standing tryst to come together just then and there. But there was no agreement. It was an extraordinary fluke.

I came walking out of the dining room carrying a cup and saucer, and in my confusion some of the coffee spilt and I scalded my wrist, and how right you are in saying I only just managed to keep my feet - I had to stop the cup crashing to the floor.

I exchanged a brief greeting with your husband, who suddenly busied himself fetching something from the car, you and I managed to have a few words, and then the hotel proprietress came out. Perhaps she’d seen me pass reception and actually remembered me from all those years before when the hotel had been her mother’s.

You and I were now standing tête-à-tête, and she obviously took us for a middle-aged husband and wife who, aeons before, had come out for a romantic trip to this arm of the fjord before settling down and spending the rest of their lives together - I’ve tried to imagine it - before eventually, perhaps in an acute attack of nostalgia, returning to the scenes of their youthful escapade. So, of course, we’d have to go out on to the balcony after breakfast, and  although we’d given up smoking - politically correct as we both were - that was reasonable enough. We’d have to go out and see the copper beeches, the fjord and the mountains. We’d always done that back then.

The hotel had a different reception, and there was a new café for passing trade. But the trees, the fjord and the mountains were the same. So was the furniture and the paintings in the lounge too; even the billiard table stood there just as it used to, and I doubt if the old piano has been tuned. You played Debussy on it, and you played nocturnes by Chopin. I’ll never forget how the other guests gathered round the piano and applauded you heartily.

Thirty years had passed, yet time had stood almost still.

 



 



I’ve managed to overlook the only real alteration. The tunnels were new! We had arrived by boat and we’d left by boat. There was no alternative in those days.

Remember how it soothed our fears when the last ferry had arrived? After that the village was cut off and we had all the rest of the evening, the night and the next morning until the Nesøy nosed out of the fjord and returned with more passengers before lunch. Hours of grace, we called them. Now presumably we’d have had to sit on the veranda all evening checking every car that emerged from the tunnel. Would they all carry on westwards, or would one of them turn off at the Glacier Museum and come to the hotel to fetch us - I mean to take us into custody?

By the way, I’d forgotten that we’d looked after her daughters. So, you see, I don’t remember everything.

 



 



I agree to your idea about deleting the emails as soon as we’ve read them, then to delete the reply as soon as it’s been sent. I don’t like having too much lying about on disk either. Sometimes it can be liberating just to give one’s ideas and associations an airing. Nowadays far too many words are stored and archived on the Internet, and on memory sticks and hard disks.

So I deleted the email you sent me a good while ago and have sat down to reply. And I must confess that this business of deleting has its drawbacks as well, because as I sit here I already long for the opportunity to reread one of the passages you wrote. Now I’ll have to do it from memory, and that’s how this exchange of emails will have to proceed.

 



 



You intimate that there could have been some supernatural forces at work behind our remarkable reunion out there on the hotel veranda, and I’ll have to ask for your forbearance right from the start when it comes to such questions, because I’ll be expressing myself as candidly as I did in the past. I can only regard such chance meetings as fortuitous occurrences that are neither willed nor controlled in any way. It’s true that in this case it was a huge  coincidence and not just something insignificant. But you  must also take into account all the days we don’t experience things of that kind.

 



 



At the risk of fanning the flames of your penchant for the occult, I will admit something to you. When I travelled by bus and came out of the long tunnel up by Bergshovden, the fjord was shrouded in mist and I couldn’t see anything below me. The summits were visible, but the fjord and the valleys had been erased from the landscape. Then came another tunnel, and when we emerged from that, I was beneath the cloud cover. I saw the fjord and the three valley bottoms, but now I couldn’t see the mountainsides any more.

I was thinking, But is she here? Is she coming too?

Then you arrived. The next morning you were standing on the veranda in an almost girlish summer dress when I came out of the dining room balancing a brimful cup of coffee.

It felt as if I was the one who’d put you there, as if it was I who’d written you into the old hotel on just that day. It was as if you’d been born on the veranda out of my memory and my loss.

But it’s hardly surprising that I had you very much in my thoughts, now that I suddenly found myself back in the place we’d once nicknamed our ‘erotic backwater’. Although arriving at the same time was of course pure, complete luck.

I’d been sitting at breakfast thinking of you while I drank my orange juice and cracked open an egg. I was totally immersed in the vivid dream I’d had. Then I took my coffee out on to the veranda. And, hey presto - there you were!

 



 



I felt sorry for your husband. He had my full sympathy when, an hour later, we left him and headed into the mountains in our own twosome.

The way we walked, and the way we began to talk, seemed a delightful echo of the time we were here in the first flush of youth. The valley was the same, and as I said, You still look young.

But I don’t believe in destiny, Solrun. I really don’t.

 



 



You mention the ‘Lingonberry Woman’ again. And that touches on one of the strangest things I’ve ever experienced. I haven’t forgotten her, you see, and I’m not denying her existence either. But wait a moment. There was something I witnessed on my way home.

When both of you had left, I stayed on for the opening of the new Climate Centre next morning. As I told you, I was to make a small speech about it at lunch. So it was on Friday morning that I took the express boat from Balestrand to Flåm, and after a few hours’ wait there, got the train to Myrdal and then a connection to Oslo.

Just before we got up to Myrdal, the train from Flåm stopped at a great waterfall called Kjosfossen. The tourists  were practically herded out of the train to photograph the waterfall, or at least look up at the chalk-white cascade.

As we stood there on the platform, a nymph suddenly appeared on the slope to the right of the waterfall. It was as if she appeared out of nothing. Just as suddenly she disappeared again, but only for a split second, because she reappeared forty or fifty metres away. This was repeated a couple of times more.

Well, what do you think of that? Perhaps if you’re a sprite you don’t have to obey natural laws.

But let’s not be too quick to jump to conclusions. Had I seen a vision or a ghost? A couple of hundred other people had also experienced exactly the same thing as me. So had we all been witnesses to something supernatural, then, I mean to a real naiad or natural spirit? No, no. The whole thing was obviously arranged for tourists, and the only thing I can’t work out is how much pay the girls were on.

But is there anything I’ve forgotten? Yes - despite all this, the girl didn’t move across the landscape in a natural manner, she leapt from place to place at lightning speed. There was that too. But it was a trick! Just how many ‘sprites’ there were by Kjosfossen that afternoon, I have no idea. I assume that there were only two or three, and they were all paid the same.

I’m telling you this because I’ve realised something that perhaps we never thought about at the time, but which I don’t think it’s too late to consider. The ‘Lingonberry  Woman’ could have been planted somehow. She might have been playing a part, playing a trick on us, and it’s possible we weren’t the only victims of her bogus lingonberry whims. Eccentric rustics like her exist almost everywhere.

But again, is there something I’ve forgotten? There certainly is! It wasn’t just that she seemed to come from nothing and nowhere, but as soon as she’d performed her sketch, the earth simply swallowed her up. And perhaps it literally did. Perhaps she was a practical joker who simply sank into some old pitfall or behind some detritus, how can I tell? We didn’t examine the ground; the truth is that we ran full pelt up the valley as if the devil himself were on our heels.

Sometimes we say, I won’t believe it until I see it. But I’m not sure we even need to believe it then. We ought at least to rub our eyes on occasions before we judge. We need to ask ourselves how something or someone has managed to trick us so completely. We didn’t do that back then. We were terrified. And we’d been destabilised by what had happened a few days earlier. If one of us had flipped, the other would certainly have done so too.

 



 



Please don’t feel yourself rebuffed. I was so happy to see you again, and now I go round smiling most of the time. I’m not saying that such lucky coincidences are unimportant or meaningless. They can be highly significant because they  grab our attention and influence us. They can also be very important for what happens subsequently.

Of all places it was there we were to be reunited. So we just walked up to the shepherd’s hut once more. Who would have thought such a thing could happen again?

 



 



A hike of four hours isn’t a long time if you still have the occasional meeting, say once or twice a year. But when several decades have elapsed since your last encounter, four hours is a very long time. For then the difference between that one meeting and nothing at all is enormous.

 



 



• OK, Steinn. It’s nice to hear from you, but it’s also a reminder of why we drifted apart. One reason was that, then as now, we had very different interpretations of certain things we experienced together. Another was that you always spoke so patronisingly about my explanation.

But it is nice to hear from you. I miss you. Just give me a little time, and I’ll reply when I’m in a better mood.

 



 



• I didn’t mean to be patronising, but I can’t remember my exact words any more. What did I say? Didn’t I say that I go round the house chuckling because we’ve seen each other again?

 



 



Anyway, I have more to tell. I travelled out on a ferry with the same name as the arm of the fjord. The first place we  put in to was Hella, where we’d once parked that awful old car of ours - it was so strange to stand on deck looking down on the ferry quay - but then we crossed the main fjord to Vangsnes before we turned about and arrived at Balestrand. There, I paced up and down the point by the Kvikne Hotel waiting for the express boat from Bergen. It arrived a little late, I think it was half an hour behind time, and as I was going aboard, I discovered that the name of the boat was the Solundir!

I started. I thought of you of course. I hadn’t thought of much else since we’d waved goodbye from the old steamship quay a couple of days previously. But now I began to remember that summer we were out on the Solund islands, when we visited your grandmother. Wasn’t she called Randi? Randi Hjønnevåg?

 



 



I didn’t merely fall into a reverie, I would describe it more as a particular state of consciousness, for suddenly a whole cascade of old experiences flashed through my mind, vivid images and impressions from the time we were out by the sea when we were just twenty-something, almost like film clips from episodes I couldn’t remember filming, and they weren’t silent films either, because I seemed to be able to hear your voice, I could hear you laughing and talking to me. Didn’t I also hear the breeze and the seabirds, and couldn’t I smell your long, dark hair? It smelt of sea and kelp. This was no ordinary kind of thought process, it came  welling up like a geyser of suppressed bliss, like a flashback to a time which once had been ours.

 



 



First, I meet you up there at the old hotel more than thirty years after we were there last, and when I leave, it’s on a boat named after the tiny island group where your mother’s family came from. Didn’t you use to say that your own name is almost an echo of that one? We two usually talked about Ytre Sula, which was the name of the outermost island where your grandmother lived. But Solrun and Solundir! Was it strange I started?

But we mustn’t be tempted to draw any occult conclusions from such chance webs of connections. The boat was quite simply named after one of the county’s administrative centres, no more than that. So I calmed down. But I stood on the deck for a long time, smiling.

Well, what do you think?

 



 



• I’m out there now. In Solund, I mean. I’m in the old house at Kolgrov sitting looking out across reefs and islands. The only thing ruining the view at the moment is a pair of man’s legs. Niels Petter is standing on a ladder painting the upstairs window frames.

 



 



When you and I came down from the shepherd’s hut that Wednesday, my husband thought it important to leave as soon as possible, because he said we ought at least to try  to get home to Bergen in time for the six o’clock news.

It was already around three when we drove up Bøyadal and into the tunnel near the glacier. When we emerged again, we noticed how the mist was lifting and the sun was coming through as we drove along Lake Jølstravatnet. And the mist was the only subject Niels Petter commented on until we’d passed Førde. It’s lifting, he said. That was as we rounded the lake near Skei. I tried to start a conversation, but I couldn’t get any more out of him. Later it occurred to me that this laconic comment may have been more than just meteorological, that it may have been as much about his own mood as the mist.

As we drove southwards from Førde, he turned to me and said that it was a long journey all in one day, and that we might spend a night out at the house that had belonged to my mother’s family, which we now call our ‘summer cabin’. The original idea had been to travel straight home, mainly because of his plans for the following day, but the suggestion he was making now was his attempt at reconciliation, both for being so grumpy when I insisted on taking a long walk with you - after all those years, Steinn - and then for sitting silent in the car for so long afterwards. So we did. We crossed the fjord between Rysjedalsvika and Rutledal, and carried on to the Solund islands. We had a marvellous day out there by the sea while you were attending the opening of the Climate Centre. Naturally enough I sent various thoughts to you,  I mean memories and images, times we’d shared, and that was something I went on doing over the next few days. They were intense memories and some of them obviously reached you as the little ‘film clips’ you couldn’t remember filming . . .

We arrived home in Bergen late on Thursday evening, and early on Friday morning I went down to Strandkaien to watch the Solundir slip her moorings. She departs from Bergen at eight o’clock. You’d said you’d be leaving Balestrand that morning, and as I’d got up early anyway I took a morning stroll down from Skansen across the Fish Market to the docks. To wish you bon voyage, Steinn, to say goodbye once more. Call me irrational, but I just felt I wanted to. Don’t try telling me that my greeting didn’t reach you. It was nice to think you’d be travelling on the Solundir, and I imagined that you’d probably start reminiscing about me and our summer escapade out here.

No, the boat isn’t named after me. As you mention it takes its name from the islands at the mouth of Sognefjord, where I’d been almost the whole of the previous day, and where I’m sitting at the moment looking across the sea as I write. Fortunately, the legs have gone now; they were somewhat distracting both for the view and my thoughts . . .

 



 




Solundir is simply a Norse plural of Solund, and there are many hundreds of islands in the Solund group. Sól means ‘furrow’ and -und means ‘filled with’. The Solund islands  are filled with furrows. That’s no loose description of the geology here. ‘Furrowed, weathered o’er the sea . . .’ as our national anthem says.

I’m sure you remember how we used to chase about playing hide-and-seek amongst the psychedelic rock formations, which are made up of a brightly coloured conglomerate, and you can’t have forgotten how we walked for hours collecting stones in that sculptured landscape. You collected marble, and I collected a particular type of red stone. They’re still here, glowing, both yours and mine. I use them round the flower beds.

 



 



You’re right that my grandmother’s name was Randi, and I must admit to a certain disappointment that you even need to ask, because the two of you got on so well together. I remember that you once described Grandma as the warmest and loveliest person you’d ever met. She was forever going out into her little garden humming, Oh, how nice that Steinn is! to herself. There was something quite special about ‘that Steinn’. Grandma had never met such a wonderful young man.

My mother grew up out here too, as you know, on what is now the most westerly inhabited place in the country. Her maiden name was Hjønnevåg, you remembered that too, and when they gave me the name Solrun my parents didn’t just pluck the name out of thin air, it was partly inspired by the family background.
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Now we’re all out here again, all four of us in fact, before school and our routine lives take over in a few days’ time. Ingrid is now a student! The air out here in the mouth of the fjord is unusually still, and yesterday we could sit out in the garden and have a barbecue for once.

 



 



The world isn’t a mosaic of coincidences, Steinn. It’s all interconnected.

 



 



• It’s great that you’ve replied. So I see that fortunately it didn’t take long for your humour to improve.

 



 



Just think that you’re there now. So I suppose I’m a little bit there myself too, as we’re corresponding. I’m the first to admit that two people can be in close proximity even though the physical distance between them is great. In that sense I agree that the world is interconnected.

I’m so moved that you went down to Strandkaien that morning to send a greeting to me via the express boat. I can see you in my mind’s eye running down all the steps from Skansen, and the sight puts me in mind of a Spanish film. I can now at least acknowledge that your greeting has arrived, even if I couldn’t before.

 



 



• But at one point, when we were going up Mundalsdal, you said that you rejected all ‘so-called supernatural  phenomena’. You proclaimed your non-belief in telepathy, or any form of second sight or clairvoyance. You made that assertion even after I’d given you some excellent examples of them. In your case it’s probably a matter of not using the antennae you’ve got, of keeping the blinkers on, or perhaps not recognising that you sometimes ‘receive’ things you think are your own inspiration.

But you’re not alone, Steinn. There’s a lot of psychic blindness in our age, and a lot of spiritual poverty.

I am naive enough not to be able to brush aside, as a simple coincidence, the fact that we happened to be standing together on that hotel veranda again. I believe these things are controlled in some way. Don’t ask me how or why, because I really don’t know. But not knowing isn’t the same thing as shutting one’s eyes. King Oedipus didn’t see the threads of destiny that were manipulating him, and when it did become clear to him, he felt so disgraced that he blinded himself. But he’d been blind to his destiny all along, of course.

 



 



• This has become a bit like ping-pong, so perhaps we should carry on emailing throughout the afternoon? I’ll then be able to enjoy Solund a bit myself this summer’s day. Eh?

 



 



• Why not, we’re having a conversation. I’m on holiday, and in this house we have an unwritten rule that on days  off everyone does what they want. We’re only strict about eating together. Apart from breakfast, that is; we help ourselves to that as we get up. But it’s not long since lunch, and now I have no commitments until we have dinner late this evening. If the wind doesn’t rise, it might be barbecue weather again today.

And you? I mean, what will I be visiting this afternoon?

 



 



• Sadly, I can offer nothing to match your surroundings. I’m sitting in a boring office at the University of Oslo, and I’ll be here until I meet Berit in town around seven o’clock. We’re going to Bærum to visit her elderly but mentally alert and very witty father. But that’s a long way off, and so we’ve got several hours together.

 



 



• Don’t forget that I studied at Oslo University for five years. Those years, Steinn . . . For me it’s sufficiently exotic just dreaming of those years.

But back then I don’t think you ever had any expectations of becoming a professor at the University. Wasn’t your ambition to teach at a secondary school?

 



 



• But I found I had an almost frightening amount of time to fill after you’d left, and that initially turned into a doctorate and then a research fellowship. But perhaps we should wait a bit before talking about ‘then’. I’m interested in who you are now.

• Well, I was the one who became the secondary school teacher. We spoke about that, and honestly I’ve never regretted it. I regard it as a privilege to earn my living by spending a few hours each day with committed young people, and what’s more teaching subjects that interest me. It’s not a mere cliché that you keep learning all the time you have pupils. In most classes I’ve taught there’s been some blond curlyhead who’s awakened memories of you and of us in the old days, and one year there was a boy who really was like you, he almost had your voice too.

But the floor is yours. I wrote something along the lines of not regarding it as a coincidence that we suddenly found ourselves standing on that balcony again.

 



 



• Yes, that was it. The very words ‘chance meeting’ or ‘fluke’ point by definition towards something which, statistically speaking, is unlikely. I once calculated that the chances of throwing twelve sixes with a dice, I mean twelve sixes one after another, is less than one in two billion. That doesn’t mean that someone hasn’t thrown the same number with a dice twelve times in a row, for the simple reason that there are several billion people on the planet, and dice are thrown almost everywhere. But in an exceptional case like that, we’re talking about odds of astronomical dimensions, and when it does happen, people sometimes begin to laugh hysterically, because in statistical terms you’d have to sit throwing dice for  thousands of years to have a reasonable chance of getting a series of twelve the same, though of course it could happen quite spontaneously, just in the course of a few seconds. Isn’t that a lovely thought?
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