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			How did anyone even manage back then to keep getting out of bed in the morning, day after day? Heaved up and drifting along on a broad wave of absurdity, although we knew and saw it, which made it all the worse! But in the end this very knowledge was what kept us alive, while others far better than we were swallowed up.

			

			—heimito von doderer, “Under Black Stars”
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			What’s New on Sunday?

			Why am I in this car?

			I’ll sit still. Sometimes, if you don’t move, your memory comes back.

			But it’s not working. One thing is certain, the driver is smoking. The vehicle is filled with heavy smoke. My eyes are burning. I feel sick. The man has gray hair, dandruff on his shoulders. On the rearview mirror a small cross is swinging on a string of pearls.

			One thing at a time. The driver picked me up, held the door open for me, and the others looked on open-mouthed, scrawny Franz Krahler, stupid Frau Einzinger, and also the small man whose name I can never remember.

			Because actually, at the Abendruh Sanatorium, every day is the same as the next. At breakfast the radio is on, you go to the park, your back hurts, there’s lunch, you look at the newspaper and get annoyed, while the TV is on; some are watching, others are sleeping, someone is always coughing pitifully. Then it’s already half-past three and dinner is served, and then you lie awake and have to go to the bathroom every half an hour. Sometimes there are visitors, but never for me. Sometimes someone dies and is taken away. But those who are still alive are not usually picked up by a black car with a chauffeur.

			

			We stop at an intersection, where three teenagers with long hair are crossing the street very slowly. The driver rolls down the window and yells that another war would do young punks like them some good, and when they ignore him, he only gets angrier. He drives off, still ranting.

			And now it comes back to me: to the television studio.

			“But which program?” I ask, leaning forward.

			The driver turns around and looks at me through the clouds of smoke, not understanding.

			I repeat the question.

			“I don’t care!” he shouts. “Why should I give a damn?”

			So I don’t say anything else.

			But he’s getting worked up. “I want to be left alone, just left alone! Is that too much to ask?”

			When we stop in front of the broadcasting studio, he has just pulled himself together. He gets out, walks around the car, opens the door for me. He grabs me by the elbow, pulls me up. This is rude, but it actually helps me get on the street without falling.

			The facade of the broadcasting studio is even grayer than the surrounding facades. All the buildings in Vienna are gray now, except for a few that are dark brown. The whole city seems covered with dirt. In winter the sky is stony and low, in summer yellowishly damp. Even that was different once. If you’re old enough, you know that in this city of garbage, coal smoke, and dog shit, even the weather is no longer what it was.

			The revolving door rotates haltingly, and for a moment I’m afraid that my journey will end here, but I get through, and in the lobby someone is actually waiting for me: a very thin young man with a clever face and round glasses, who shakes my hand and introduces himself as Rosenzweig, the editor in charge.

			

			“Very good,” I say. I’m always pleased when young people are polite. It doesn’t happen often these days. “In charge of what?”

			“Of the program.”

			“What program?”

			He looks at me for a few seconds before he says: “What’s new on Sunday?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“The program!”

			“What?”

			“That’s the name of the program. What’s New on Sunday.”

			What is this person talking about?

			“This way please!” He points to a door at the other end of the lobby. I follow him down a short corridor; then we’re standing—and this isn’t good at all—in front of a paternoster elevator.

			The first compartment passes by, followed by a second. I suppose I have to step into the third, I’m frightened, it passes by too. Come on, I tell myself, you’ve experienced worse. As the fourth compartment rises in front of me, I close my eyes and stagger forward. I make it inside, but would have fallen down if he hadn’t held me by the shoulder. It’s a good thing he reacted so quickly.

			“Let go of me,” I say sharply.

			Getting out is even harder, of course. But he sees it coming, places his hand on my back, and gives me a little push. I stagger out, he holds me steady again, thank God.

			

			“Stop that!” I say.

			It smells of plastic; from somewhere comes the hum of large machines. We walk down a corridor with signed photos of grinning people hanging to the left and right. A few of them I recognize: Paul Hörbiger, Maxi Böhm, Johanna Matz, and there’s Peter Alexander, who for some reason has scrawled With great thanks to my dear, dear audience under his signature.

			The young man opens a door with the word makeup on it. A fat fellow with a full beard is sitting in front of a mirror, with a makeup artist standing behind him, working on his face with a brush. When she steps back, he leaps up so suddenly that I flinch, and he hugs me. He smells of aftershave and beer. In a voice quivering with happiness, he asks: “How are you, Franzl?”

			I mumble that I’m doing fine, which is actually never true, least of all right now. I’m trying not to inhale. His beard is tickling my cheek.

			“And you?” I gasp.

			“Oh Franzl, what can I say? Liesl died two years ago, and the thing with Wurmitzer didn’t end well. And I even say to him: Ferdl, you have to do it now because of the old friendship, but did he want to listen? And, as you know, then I preferred to stay with Stenger, but he wasn’t honest.”

			I can’t breathe. Who the hell is this? Who are the people he’s talking about? At last he lets go of me, takes a loden jacket with staghorn buttons from the coat hook, big as a tent, throws it on, and walks out.

			I sit down. The makeup artist starts working on my face, and asks the same questions makeup artists always ask, what it is I do and what brings me to the program. They never know beforehand, they never recognize anyone, they’ve never looked it up, they always ask.

			“Herr Wilzek is a director,” says the young man who brought me here. I wish he’d told me his name, but young people these days don’t know how to conduct themselves.

			Of course she now asks what movies I’ve made, and with the same discomfort as always I list my three measly titles: Peter Dances with Everyone with Peter Alexander, Gustav and the Soldiers, also with Peter Alexander and with Gunther Philipp, and Schlück Is the Last to Go Home with people I don’t remember.

			

			And now, of course, she asks about Peter Alexander: “What’s he really like? He’s never been to me for makeup, surprisingly. I’d love to meet him one day.”

			I tell the anecdote that I always tell: “On the very first day of filming Peter Dances with Everyone, he knew all his lines by heart. Then the shooting schedule had to be changed on short notice, and a young actress, whose name I’d rather not mention, because in the meantime she’s become quite well known, had only learned the lines for that day, and then Peter looked at her and said: ‘Dear Fräulein, learning lines is like riding horses, do you want to know why?’”

			God, my reflection! At the Abendruh Sanatorium we don’t have mirrors, because no one shaves themselves; Zdenek, the caregiver, does it every morning. And so the sight comes unexpectedly: my eyes deep in their sockets, the sagging bags of skin, the cracked lips, the wrinkled gray skin on my bald head. My jacket sits askew, because my shoulders no longer fill it. My tie is not only stained but also badly tied, which isn’t my fault, because it’s been a long time since I’ve been able to tie a tie; Zdenek did that too. Can’t he make an effort? How often does it happen that one of us is put on television? I close my eyes so that I don’t have to see myself anymore. There’s a hissing sound; cold wind from the hair spray can blows over my scalp. But why? I have hardly any hair.

			“Yes, why?” asks the makeup artist.

			What’s going on?

			“‘Like riding horses,’ he said, why?”

			What does she want from me?

			“All right,” she says after a pause. “Done.”

			I stand up, my knees buckle, the makeup artist and the young man support me.

			

			“Don’t worry,” he says, leading me out into the corridor. Hanging on the walls are signed photos of Paul Hörbiger, Johanna Matz, Peter Alexander. I once worked with him.

			“Herr Conrads will ask only the questions we discussed beforehand. Just tell a few of those wonderful old stories of yours—nothing can go wrong. Herr Conrads never deviates from the script; he only asks questions prepared by the editorial team. And in this case, that’s me. He never improvises.”

			“I have to go to the bathroom.”

			He looks at his watch. Rosenblatt! I don’t know how I know it, but that’s his name. Something about it worries me, but at the moment I can’t say what.

			He points to a door. “But please hurry.”

			I go in. Everything is complicated: my fingers are numb and can’t properly feel the belt buckle and pants buttons, so it’s not exactly easy to pull my pants down, and on top of that the toilet seat is set too low. Then the roll of paper falls to the floor. I bend down, but when I try to pull it back, it unrolls further, and disappears through the gap under the stall wall.

			I hear footsteps, someone pacing back and forth, calling my name: “Herr Wilzek, we have to go to the studio!”

			“Yes, yes!” I shout.

			“It’s a live broadcast!”

			“Yes, just a moment. Just a moment.”

			Now there are several people. I hear agitated voices. And I’ve finished, actually, but standing up is fiendishly difficult, because the seat is too low, and now it’s time for the pants buttons and the belt buckle. I do everything as slowly as necessary. Rushing only makes it harder.

			I step out of the stall. Five men and three women are standing there, apparently all waiting for me. How can it be that women are allowed in here? Is this what we’ve come to, is nothing sacred anymore? But before I can even complain, they’ve surrounded me—one supports me from the right, another from the left, a third pushes; they don’t even let me wash my hands.

			

			“The program has already started,” says one.

			“We’ve moved the second guest up,” says another.

			“You have to go in. You’ll be live immediately,” says a third.

			A steel door opens, we are in a studio. Two cameras glide soundlessly through the room, I hear the high-pitched whistle of the spotlights, microphones hang on wires from the ceiling. In the middle a small living room is set up: flowered wallpaper with little landscape pictures in golden frames nailed to it, a sofa, an armchair, a table with coffee cups. Sitting on the sofa is a huge man with a beard, wearing a loden jacket. Standing next to him is a man I recognize; he’s always on the television in the Abendruh Sanatorium, but I can’t remember his name. At the moment he is singing to tinny music from the loudspeaker, kissing his fingertips again and again. Someone is pushing me forward, I almost trip over a cable, I’m maneuvered past the camera, now I’m sitting next to the bearded man on the sofa.

			The presenter is no longer singing, he’s talking about me. “A special pleasure,” he says in a peculiar singsong, “to have Franz Wilzek here with me, my dear old friend!”

			And I don’t even know him. I know I’m a little forgetful, but really, I’ve never met this person before.

			He turns around and approaches me with his hand outstretched. “Dear Franzl!” The first camera circles around him, while the second turns to my face; the red light jumps from one to the other, and on a monitor I see myself, forcing a smile, with big bags under my eyes.

			His name is Conrads! Suddenly it came to me, Heinz Conrads—my memory isn’t that bad. But I’ve really never met him before. I shake his hand without getting up. He is visibly displeased that he has to bend down.

			He turns to the camera and continues talking about me. He is reading from a stack of cards, but stretching the words in such a surprised, confusedly thoughtful way that no one would suspect he isn’t coming up with everything he says on the spot. Director, he says, wonderful funny movies, brought us all much joy, Gustav and the Soldiers, Peter Dances with Everyone, worked with all the best-loved stars! The monitor shows a clip: Peter Alexander singing, leaping, and grinning. I give a friendly nod, even though I can see that I’m not on-screen; the red light is glowing on the camera filming Heinz Conrads, and the monitor again shows his doughy face under the concrete-hard white helmet of hair.

			

			And now it has happened. He falls silent and looks at me. The light jumps; my face appears on the monitor. Did he ask me something? I was inattentive for just one moment, and that’s when it happened!

			I listen to the whistling, electrically crackling silence. Then I tell an anecdote chosen at random about the actor Schlück Battenberg. It’s halfway funny, and it works too: Heinz Conrads kisses his fingertips and exclaims: “Delightful!” The bearded man next to me also laughs, pounding his chest.

			“Have you two known each other long?” asks Heinz Conrads.

			“All our lives,” says the man I don’t know.

			They both laugh again. All in all, it seems to be going well. My head doesn’t work like it used to, but a program like this is something I can still manage.

			So I don’t even wait for the next question, but tell the anecdote about how Gunther Philipp fell into the water during the filming of Gustav and the Soldiers. Actually a weak story, there’s no punch line, the stupid fellow just fell into the water, and then they pulled him out, but the two of them laugh again, and so I also tell my best story, the showpiece: the young actress who only learned the lines for the first day. And how Peter Alexander looked at her and said, “Dear Fräulein, learning lines is like riding horses! Do you want to know why?”

			“Yes, Peter!” cries the idiot next to me. “He is really one of the greats!”

			I give him a sharp look to show him that he should be quiet.

			

			“Why?” asks the presenter.

			“Why—what?”

			“Riding horses?”

			The whistle of the spotlights is so shrill and yet so soft that you can’t be sure whether you’re really hearing it. The red light jumps from one camera to the other. I follow it with my gaze and see my head jerking back and forth on the monitor.

			“Oh, like riding horses!” I take a breath to finish my story.

			But something has been thrown out of rhythm, the story has become tangled, the next sentence won’t come. The one after the next is ready, so I skip ahead, but just at that moment it too dissolves—I still sense its outline, and I can almost feel it with my tongue. But when the words don’t form, I make the mistake of looking at the screen. There I am, my face confused and my mouth open. And sitting opposite yourself like this, split in two, and knowing that everyone at the Abendruh Sanatorium is watching, you really can no longer remember anything.

			The presenter nods, folds his hands with the cards, looks up at the ceiling as if in prayer, and exclaims: “Delightful! Horses!”

			The man next to me laughs.

			“Marvelous!” the presenter exclaims.

			They must be sick with envy at the home right now, especially Franz Krahler and the stupid Frau Einzinger. And because I can’t push the image aside—I see Krahler sitting pale in his chair and Einzinger open-mouthed next to him—it happens once again, and I miss the next question.

			“Excuse me?”

			Heinz Conrads turns his eyes to the ceiling, sighs, and reads from his card: “Franz Wilzek became a director only late in life. Before that he was the assistant of G. W. Pabst.”

			Why is he suddenly talking about me in the third person?

			“G. W. Pabst,” he declares. “One of the great directors. A master, a legend. I knew him too, but no one knew him like you did!”

			

			Images flicker on the monitor: Greta Garbo in The Joyless Street, Louise Brooks in Pandora’s Box, Mack the Knife twirling his cane. I clear my throat and explain: “That’s Garbo. He discovered her for the movie. I only joined later—in 1941 with The Comedians. We met on the set of . . . A year earlier. On another movie. I was actually a camera assistant.”

			Now Heinz Conrads’s face fills the screen again. “He had just come back,” he reads from the next card. “From exile. To make films in German again. You became his new assistant.”

			I nod. Apparently I’m supposed to say more, but what? Behind the camera a young man with round glasses has stepped out of the darkness. I’ve seen him before, but I can’t remember where. All I know is that his name is Rosenkranz.

			“Did he tell you why he came back?” Heinz Conrads reads out. “He had already been in America. And then he was back here making movies for . . . ” He falls silent and holds his card as if something is wrong. It only lasts a moment, then he gains control of his features, twists his mouth into his doughy smile, slides the card to the back of the stack.

			“And after The Comedians the two of you made Paracelcus,” he reads. “With the great Werner Krauss, a great film, a classic.”

			“A masterpiece!” I say.

			“What was he like, G. W. Pabst—he did always have his name spelled with the two initials, G. W., didn’t he? He was usually addressed that way too. So what was he like, how would you describe him?”

			“A bit too fat.”

			Heinz Conrads laughs. “That’s Franzl! Always joking!”

			“He always wanted to lose weight. He wasn’t very tall, but somewhat round, and on set he laughed a lot, but when the lights went out, he often looked emptied out. Like a costume that no one is wearing.”

			The whistle has grown louder and shriller, and the brightness is suddenly almost unbearable. I can barely see the presenter anymore, I’m so blinded.

			

			“But when he gave an order, everyone obeyed. It didn’t even occur to anyone to do otherwise. Except when his mother was there. I saw her only once, she came to visit when we were filming The Comedians, he immediately looked like a child. A few months later she died.” I have to swallow; my throat is dry. The couch under me seems to be slowly floating across the room. “He had his own theory of film editing. That a cut must always be based on a movement, creating an unbroken flow from the first shot to the last. Later, when I was directing myself, I realized that in practice it’s hardly . . . ” No, I’ve gone too far, you can’t talk like that here. “He often talked about Greta Garbo!” I exclaim. “Such a beautiful woman! And Louise Brooks, who is hardly known today, but back then she was almost as big a star as Garbo. He discovered her too.”

			“Ah yes! The beautiful women!” Heinz Conrads laughs with relief. He moves another card to the back and reads: “And in your next film, The Molander Case, the great Paul Wegener played the lead role?”

			“Which film?”

			“Your next film,” he reads off the card. “The Molander Case. Paul Wegener played the lead role.”

			“Doesn’t exist.”

			“Paul Wegener?”

			“That film. It doesn’t exist; it was planned, but never shot.”

			For a few seconds it’s silent, then Heinz Conrads says: “No, no, it says here . . . It was shot. It’s just that no one has seen it, it was then lost.”

			“It wasn’t shot.”

			Heinz Conrads looks somewhere behind the camera. “Well, I was told you finished filming it, in early forty-five in Prague. Under difficult conditions, in the last weeks of the war, but then the footage just disappeared.” He squints at his card. It’s evidently the last one. He flips it over, looks helplessly at the back.

			

			“It wasn’t shot!” I shout. “It isn’t true, goddamnit, it doesn’t exist! It’s a mistake! A lie.”

			“Excuse me?”

			“A lie!”

			Heinz Conrads looks at his last card, then at the young man with glasses, then at the card again. “Franzl, you must remember your film, don’t you?”

			“It was never shot!”

			Heinz Conrads frowns so hard that his face seems to be imploding. At that moment my eyes meet those of the young man with glasses. He isn’t looking at his boss but at me, intently and directly, with a thin, frozen smile.

			I look at the screen. See myself looking off somewhere—of course, the monitor isn’t the camera, you have to look into the camera to see yourself looking out from the monitor, except then you obviously can’t see yourself because you’re looking into the camera, not at the monitor. And now the monitor, even though it’s showing me, is showing something else at the same time, and to avoid seeing it, I close my eyes, but that doesn’t help, and I still see them: black-and-white people in a concert hall. From high above I’m looking down on them, as if I were flying, a crystal chandelier is shining brightly, I’m sitting next to the camera on the arm of a long crane. They’re all facing forward, because they’re not allowed to look up.

			I open my eyes, but I still see it, as clear as ever, just as we saw it on the small screen back when Pabst was editing the film beside me. And at the same time I see it from above, from the sweeping crane on which I’m perched, while down below Pabst directs through the megaphone, farther forward, now pan to the right, to the stage, farther, where the actor is standing and playing violin!

			“It wasn’t shot! Your team did a bad job! You’re wrong! It never came to be!”

			The people below me. They’re not allowed to look up. If anyone looked up, it would ruin everything. It is crucial that the soldiers stay out of the field of view, because the shot must be finished today, and now Heinz Conrads is coming up to me: “Dear Franzl, such a pleasure having you here, but unfortunately we’re out of time!” I think he’s about to take a swing at me, and I raise my hands in front of my face, but he turns to the camera, the red light flashes, the monitor shows his face so large that his nostrils look like craters. “Goodbye, dear friends,” he says in a singsong, “thanks for tuning in, and wishing you all the best until we meet again!” Tinnily tinkling piano music from the loudspeakers, the red light goes out, on the monitor swirling letters form the words What’s New on Sunday with Heinz Conrads.

			

			Evidently it’s over. The young man with glasses whose eyes have been fixed on me the whole time is approaching me. “The credits will now run three times in their entirety. We had to bail out early. That has never happened before. You can be proud.”

			“I hope you feel better soon,” says the bearded man in the loden jacket next to me. “Nice to see you again, Franzl.”

			“You too,” I say, because I can’t think of anything else.

			“Did you really not shoot Molander? I always thought it had been finished, but then, when the uprising began in Prague—”

			I turn away and reach out my arm to indicate to the young man, whose name suddenly comes to me, it’s Rosenkranz, and for some reason this bothers me, to help me up. He does so. We take small steps toward the door.

			But Heinz Conrads is blocking our way. His face is contorted with rage.

			“Goodbye, dear Heinzi,” I say.

			“Crawl into your shithole and die.”

			I stare at him. For a moment I think I’ve misheard him.

			“And you?” he says to the young man. “How dare you bring this ancient shithead on my show? Here he is with half his marbles, and you stick me with these questions. You pack your things and get the fuck out of here, I never want to see you again!”

			

			“Very gladly,” says Rosenkranz.

			“Shut up. I don’t want to hear it, fuck off!”

			“Gladly,” Rosenkranz says again. We walk around Heinz Conrads, who is pale with rage. Walking with my eyes half shut, I hear a heavy door open and close.

			“For months I’ve wanted to quit,” says Rosenkranz. “But anyone can just give notice, I thought. You have to come up with something better.”

			I feel weak. The program really exhausted me; not only my hands but also my arms and shoulders are shaking. What happened anyway? My memory is already blurring. At first I was telling stories, everything was going well, then Pabst came up, of course, I’m always asked about him, and then everything fell apart. I got angry, perhaps even shouted, and I remembered the filming of Molander, but that’s not actually possible, because we never filmed Molander.

			“And then the boss said, all right, let’s go ahead and invite him, and then I wrote the questions, as always.” He falls silent for a moment, then he says: “My father was there.”

			“Your father?”

			“He was an extra. In the concert hall . . . In hall seven, in the studio in Barrandov, when you were shooting The Molander Case.”

			“Where’s the bathroom?”

			I have to stop. The floor is swaying; I think I’m going to fall. But he’s wrong, the film was never shot. I know because I was there. I was there when we didn’t shoot the film. I remember it not happening. I clear my throat, I want to explain.

			“I’ve searched everywhere,” he says. “There’s no copy. The negative is lost. You’re probably the only person who saw the dailies. Besides Pabst, of course. But Pabst is dead.”

			I push on the handle of the bathroom door and go inside. For a moment I’m afraid that he’ll follow me, but fortunately he stays put.

			The door closes. Everything is difficult, my clothing resists. My numb fingers can’t manage the pants buttons, the toilet bowl is too low. Only when I’m sitting down do I notice that the toilet paper roll is on the floor—I pull on it, but it only unrolls further, everything is so laborious. My elbow hurts, my back is stiff, my knees are so weak and wobbly that I can hardly stand up. One should die young. When I was a child, Dr. Sämann always came when I was sick. His cool hand on my forehead. “Are we sick?” he always said. “Do we have a fever?” And I thought, why is he saying “we,” he doesn’t have a fever at all, only I have a fever. I don’t know why he comes to my mind now, I haven’t thought of him for decades.

			

			When I come out, a young man with glasses is waiting. His hair is untidy, his eyes are bloodshot, as if he’s been crying. Probably an alcoholic. Young people these days have no self-control.

			“What’s the matter?”

			“I was thinking about my father.”

			“Will you take me to the tram?”

			He removes his glasses, puts them back on, and says softly, no, not a tram, a car will take me.

			We walk down a long corridor. Actors’ faces grin from the walls. I’ve made movies with some of them. There, for example, is Peter Alexander.

			“That’s a pro,” I say. “Peter! You can’t even imagine. On the very first day of filming knows all his lines. A young actress, I won’t say her name now, because in the meantime she—”

			“All right, all right!” he says sharply.

			I fall silent, offended.

			And here, to top it all, a paternoster elevator! Somehow I stagger into the compartment; I almost fall, but he holds me. The presenter—that much I still remember—was the famous Heinz Conrads. They’ll be pretty annoyed at the Abendruh Sanatorium that I was with Heinz Conrads, while for everyone else it was just another endless Sunday morning with a lousy breakfast.

			Can it be that the program didn’t go well? I remember agitation, stupid questions, there was trouble, someone insulted me—or I insulted someone, one of the two. Pabst was brought up, of course, that goes without saying, everyone asks about him, my own career as a director was ludicrous, not to put too fine a point on it. The only thing that’s important about me is that I used to be his assistant.

			

			The young man pushes me out of the paternoster elevator, holding me again. We cross the lobby. There’s a revolving door here too. The glass walls rotate, reflections interpenetrate, I shuffle forward and stand on the street. Soon I’d better lie down.

			There are three cars parked on the side of the road, each of them labeled austrian broadcasting corporation. The young man—what’s his name again?—opens the door of the front seat and helps me get in.

			“My father survived,” he says. “In case you want to know.”

			“I’m glad to hear it.” What’s this about his father now?

			He looks strange, his eyes are wide, wild, and at the same time somehow full of pity. He looks almost crazy. He opens his mouth, but then he shakes his head and simply slams the door. Young people these days have no manners.

			The car starts. On the back seat is someone’s newspaper: The chancellor stands behind a lectern looking sternly and threateningly at a group of men in suits. “Death Blow for Zwentendorf Power Plant,” says the headline.

			“What program were you on?” asks the driver.

			“Heinz Conrads.”

			“My wife likes to watch him. He’s a gentleman, she says. One of those men from the old days. When Vienna was still Vienna!”

			“And what is Vienna now?”

			He doesn’t answer.

			I try to remember. Something happened, but what? It begins to rain, drops of water drawing curved lines across the glass.

			“Were you watching?” I ask.

			“Well, how am I supposed to do that!” he says in the singsong people use when they talk to children and old people. “I sit in the car all day. Either I’m driving, or I’m waiting for someone to get in. I can’t watch TV until evening. But my wife must have seen it.”

			

			Outside, people are opening umbrellas. I lean my head against the cool window. I can hardly wait to get back. At the home everyone must be sick with envy.

		

	
		
			

			Modern Hero

			Not a breath of wind, the palms unstirred around the swimming pool. Pabst felt as if he had stepped into a colorized photo. A bird hovered motionless above them. The sun was reflected in the water as glaring and round as children draw it. The cigarette tasted of cold ash. He sucked; no smoke rose. The man on the deck chair whose name he hadn’t caught earlier, and whom now it was too late to ask, looked at him without taking off his orange-tinted glasses.

			Then the man spoke, and Pabst didn’t understand a word.

			He nodded. What else was he supposed to do? Ever since he had arrived in Hollywood, he had been struggling to hide how bad his English was.

			Encouraged by Pabst’s nod, the man said something else, and now Pabst at least understood that he was praising a film, which was either about cowboys or about a woman in love. The man had, as Pabst also understood, either just seen the film or not yet seen it. Either he had produced it himself, or he wanted to produce it.

			“Great,” said Pabst. He knew you could never go wrong using this word with Americans, just as it was always safe to compliment their shoes.

			The man expressed his pleasure at meeting Pabst, declaring himself a huge admirer of his work. Pabst understood this, because everyone said it to him. At first it had filled him with pride and made him excited to work here, but by now he knew that it meant nothing.

			

			Pabst’s presence, the man enthused, was a colossal stroke of luck and a golden opportunity for the Warner brothers.

			Pabst fiddled with his collar and loosened his tie. He had made a mistake: because of the air-conditioning, his hotel room had been so cold that he had put on a thick linen shirt and his warm jacket. He felt drops of sweat running down his face.

			“I am very pleased about this meeting,” said Pabst, adding that he’d done quite a bit since he’d been obliged to leave his country, had made movies in France, including Don Quixote with the singer Chaliapin—

			“Yes, yes, yes, yes,” the man interjected, “a great picture, just great!”

			Because there was no ashtray, Pabst laid his cigarette butt in the grass. It was impossible that the man had seen Don Quixote; there were only half a dozen copies, none of them in America.

			The man said the picture was a knockout. No longer content to lounge, he sat bolt upright, clapping his hands. The picture had knocked his socks off! It had thrown him for a loop, it was absolutely terrific!

			Pabst nodded gratefully and fiddled with his tie to get more air.

			“But my favorite,” said the man, “is Metropolis.”

			“This one is not by me,” said Pabst.

			The man praised him for his humility. He couldn’t be older than thirty, and he was so thin that the sight of him filled Pabst, who had felt overweight since he was ten years old, with envy.

			It took Pabst a moment to realize that this was his cue: humility. He focused all his attention on the shimmering orange round glasses, which reflected the pool and his own sweating face. Suddenly he noticed that the bird was still stuck to the sky above them. He took a deep breath.

			But before he could speak, a servant interrupted. He wore a livery, smiled fixedly, and asked what he could bring them.

			

			“Water, please.” Pabst would have preferred a drink, but he couldn’t come up with the right words.

			His host said something incomprehensible. The servant bowed and disappeared without anyone seeing him leave.

			All right, said Pabst, taking a drag on his cigarette, he had an idea, it was great. A ship, luxury, on the high seas. Suddenly: War declared! Conflict, passengers everywhere, violence too. Tension high! He closed his eyes for a moment. He had hoped his English would improve once he started speaking, but it didn’t happen. And yet War Has Been Declared was really a good idea, the breakdown of a civilization could be shown on a small scale: elegant people from all over the world, just a moment ago still in distinguished harmony, but all of a sudden mistrust creeps in, conflict breaks out, factions form, people succumb to delusional rage. He saw a man with a knife running through the ship’s corridor, blood dripping from his sleeves; he saw a cracked porthole; he saw two women in ball gowns trembling as they cowered behind an overturned table in a once elegant parlor. And he saw the climax: a small man with a half-bald head, ashen faced, played by Peter Lorre, hanging from a chandelier with bound hands, surrounded by a bloodthirsty mob, and just as they are about to tear him to pieces, the door flies open. A radio operator comes in, bringing the news that no war has broken out, it was a false alarm, civilization endures! Pabst envisioned them exchanging horrified glances, not knowing how to go on after exposing themselves to each other so thoroughly. Quickly someone climbs onto the table and unties Lorre, and even he acts as if nothing had happened. And then the long tracking shot through the dining hall, where they’ve set up the tables again and are sitting down to eat. Many still have wounds on their faces, and their clothes are torn, but hesitantly the pianist, or no, better: a band once more begins to play “In the Prater the Trees Bloom Again,” and for the majority of the audience in the cinema it is indeed a happy ending, but for the small minority who understand everything it is sheer horror.

			

			“A big ship,” Pabst heard himself saying. “Rich people. There is war! Everyone is angry. The glass breaks, and the mirrors, and there is Peter Lorre. But it is not true! There is no war! Is it funny, serious, you do not know! The band plays!” He made motions as if playing a violin, then he hummed the old Viennese tune, because that much, at least, he could do; that could be done in any language.

			The servant placed two martinis on a small garden table. So his request for water had been misunderstood. Pabst took one of the glasses and drank. The cold, slightly greasy olive flavor of the alcohol did him good.

			“Great,” said the man. “Absolutely great.” He sipped his drink and smiled thinly. All the same, the man continued, the clarity on the scope was not at issue, was it, for the time being?

			Pabst leaned forward as if that might help him understand better.

			And the second thing, said his host, placing the martini glass carefully on the grass, but that wasn’t the crucial point, because the first thing came first, right?

			Pabst also placed his drink on the grass in front of him and took off his glasses to rub his eyes and clean the lenses on his tie. Only once he had put his glasses back on did he see that his drink had fallen over, the bone-dry ground absorbing the moisture.

			Pabst asked him to please repeat that.

			But instead of replying, his host pointed at the house. From there came a man, thin, in a silk shirt without a jacket, bounding toward them.

			“Jake,” the host called out.

			“Bob,” said the newcomer.

			Both declared that it was great to see each other. They shook hands with the enthusiasm of brothers reunited for the first time since fate had separated them amid a distant, difficult childhood.

			“And this here,” said his host, who Pabst now at least knew was named Bob, “is Will Pabst. Europe’s greatest director.”

			

			“Will,” said Jake. He professed his utmost delight. His handshake was warm and firm.

			“I am very pleased too,” said Pabst.

			Jake said he knew Will’s work. Such an overwhelming joy, you couldn’t even begin to describe it! He hadn’t slept for weeks after the Dracula film. Movies from Germany were the greatest of all, even if the day there sometimes began with the moon.

			Especially at night, said Bob.

			They both laughed. Pabst wondered what he had just misunderstood.

			“So we’re agreed now,” said Jake. “A Modern Hero will be filmed?”

			“No, no,” said Pabst. In agitation he stubbed out his cigarette on his shoe. It was a terrible script, he protested, a completely dreadful melodrama. He couldn’t do it.

			The two men looked at him for a few seconds with expressionless faces.

			“But there’s a circus in the movie,” Jake then said.

			“And immigrants,” said Bob.

			“Heartbreaking,” said Jake. To emphasize the point, he put both hands on his chest.

			“Jean Muir and Richard Barthelmess,” said Bob.

			“The best of the best,” said Jake.

			“And both of them want to do it,” said Bob. “They’re all in!”

			“But only with Will Pabst,” said Jake.

			“Because G. W. Pabst is simply the best,” said Bob.

			Pabst cleared his throat. But if that was the case, he then said, if he was really the best . . . Well, if that was true, then they could trust him, couldn’t they? Then his judgment on a script would carry weight, wouldn’t it?

			Bob sipped his martini. Pabst saw himself in the lenses of his glasses.

			They had full confidence, Jake assured him. Great, warm, sincere confidence. But first things still had to come first.

			

			A Modern Hero was ready, Bob said. The actors were ready, the script and the dog were ready, they had a green light, even the camera­person had been hired.

			“Why the dog?” asked Pabst. “What dog?”

			Now it was Bob who leaned forward and tilted his head as if there were background noise preventing them from understanding each other.

			Jake inquired what it was he needed a dog for.

			No, said Pabst, he hadn’t been asking for a dog, he had only mentioned the dog because Bob had spoken of one, but never mind that. He had to clear his throat again, his mouth was dry, now he would have liked a sip of water. Was the bird still hanging up there, in the same spot? He didn’t dare look up.

			“Well then, great,” said Bob, “terrific meeting, let’s go ahead!”

			Jake clapped his hands, his enthusiasm seemed irrepressible—his whole body trembled with it. “Terrific meeting,” he exclaimed. “Just the best!”

			“No,” said Pabst.

			They both looked at him, not indignantly, but uncomprehendingly, as if something inexplicable had occurred before their eyes, a wonder of nature, a mystery such as the world had never seen.

			A Modern Hero was a fundamentally bad script, said Pabst. None of it made sense! The hero was stupid, the girl was stupid, the story was complicated but still stupid! It was all senseless! Please, they had to believe him!

			He waited. Both of them remained silent.

			In Germany was Hitler, said Pabst. That was why he had come here. That was why they were all here, the refugees. People were afraid of a new war. That was exactly what War Has Been Declared was about, he said: “You have a small ship with the entire world inside. A microcosmos! Everyone understands it, this I promise you!”

			The two of them nodded, and for a dizzying second Pabst thought it possible that he had convinced them. It wouldn’t have been the first time. Back when he had filmed The Joyless Street, everyone had told him that you couldn’t make a movie out of mere everyday life. German films were about dragons and vampires and ghosts and romantic shadows, not about girls driven by hunger to sell their bodies, not about inflation, not about desperate people on a Vienna street, but he had done it anyway, and when he had wanted to hire a young Swedish actress for the second lead, everyone had advised him against that too, but he had insisted on his choice, and the film had been a success, even though the censors had thoroughly bowdlerized it and no one had seen it as it actually should have been. Even here in America the movie was famous, in Hollywood, where he was now sitting in front of two demonic idiots to whom he couldn’t make himself understood. And after The Joyless Street he had turned Wedekind’s Lulu into a film, and again found a young woman no one had heard of yet, an American actress with a charisma such as he had never witnessed before, and the film had conquered the world. Did all this count for nothing?

			

			“Everyone at the studio,” said Jake, “everyone at Warner loves A Modern Hero.”

			“Trust us, Will,” said Bob.

			“After that we can see,” said Jake.

			When he had come to Hollywood, Pabst declared, everyone had said to him: Do what you want! Do what you did in Germany, only even better! Everyone had said that!

			And now it had happened: He had raised his voice. And yet everyone had warned him that this was the one thing that wasn’t allowed to happen in America. Here there was no such thing as no, Lubitsch had explained to him; even if you wanted to tell someone he wasn’t right, you first had to tell him how right he was.

			“We hear you,” said Jake.

			“We understand,” said Bob.

			“But this is how it is,” said Jake.

			“A Modern Hero will really be a great, extraordinarily wonderful picture,” said Bob. “We all think so.”

			

			“Everyone,” said Jake.

			“And that’s why,” said Bob, “George Will Pabst has to make the picture. Because George Will Pabst is the best. In Germany, in Europe, everywhere!”

			And because he was the best, Pabst said, they wanted to give him an old, bad script and actors from the second floor.

			“Floor?” Bob repeated.

			“Yes, however you say it!” Pabst shouted. “Second level. Tier!”

			Jake and Bob nodded thoughtfully. And now the servant was back too, leaning forward and asking with the same sparkling mechanical smile whether he could bring them anything else.

			“That’s all right,” said Bob. “But thanks, Jim! Nice of you to ask!”

			“I’m so glad you get it,” said Jake. “I’m so glad we see eye to eye. That’s just terrific.”

			“Really great,” said Bob.

			“We’re going to do so much together,” said Jake. “First A Modern Hero. I have to tell you, I’m really excited!”

			And afterward, Bob added, when A Modern Hero was a big hit, which it would be, he could feel it, then they would almost definitely want to discuss the great idea with the ship!

			Both of them stood up. And Pabst, not knowing what else to do, followed their lead. Bob put his arm around his shoulder, and off they went, in perfect harmony, toward the street.

			Now that they were in agreement, they could take care of the details, said Bob. His people would send Pabst’s people what they needed.

			Pabst nodded, without understanding what that was supposed to mean. Because they weren’t in agreement, and besides, he didn’t know which people Bob was referring to—he was an emigrant; apart from his wife and his small son he had no people! In Germany he had been surrounded by colleagues, in France he at least still had ­producers and agents, but here he had no one.

			He stopped. This took some effort of will, because Bob was pushing him forward with his arm around him.

			

			“No,” said Pabst.

			Behind them Jake asked whether everything was all right.

			The sun was so bright. Pabst heard a mosquito buzzing. It went silent; a moment later he felt its bite on his cheek. He slapped it, now it was stuck to his fingers.

			“No,” he repeated.

			The two men smiled fixedly.

			“Nothing is all right,” said Pabst. “Nothing.”

		

	
		
			

			Peacocks

			She had kept him waiting for forty-five minutes—not because she had been busy, but because she treated every visitor that way. The whole time she had stood by the window, watching the colorful birds as they stalked and strutted back and forth. The gardener had once listed the names of all the species for her, but her memory had never been good; usually while filming, someone stood next to the camera holding a card with her lines written in large letters. That was why she had developed a certain restlessly searching gaze, which appeared very mysterious on-screen.

			The reason she enjoyed watching ornamental birds so much was that she actually should have been reading scripts. New ones came every day, they came with recommendations, with pleas, with prayers. No one in this town wrote a script without hoping that against all odds she would read it and accept the lead role.

			To her surprise she was looking forward to seeing him again. She briefly looked at herself in the mirror: She was wearing a simple brown silk dress and no shoes. Her face wasn’t made up, her hair fell straight to her shoulders. She examined her expression; her features were as motionless and unreadable as they ought to be. She exhaled and opened the door to the sitting room.

			As always, this room lay in cool semidarkness. It contained only a sofa, a small marble table on which the same never-opened book by an English comic novelist had been sitting for over a year, and a low armchair with a very straight backrest. The chair was, of course, for her. Almost all her visitors understood this instinctively; only very rarely did anyone sit down on the chair instead of the sofa. When it happened, she quickly excused herself with a headache and never let the idiot in question back into the house.

			

			Pabst, of course, was sitting on the sofa. He was leaning forward, elbows resting on his knees, glasses perched on the tip of his nose. A cigarette was tucked into the corner of his mouth, unlit, because her butler asked every visitor not to smoke.

			He looked up. Since the curtains were closed and the room behind her was brightly lit, he could see only her silhouette. This was how she always arranged it: The guests’ eyes had to adjust before they could make her out.

			He looked at her, and there it was, the broad but cool smile she remembered so well, the Pabst smile. At the same time, his body moved back, and his eyes narrowed for a moment, as if he were looking into too strong a light. Then he stood up.

			“Mon pape,” she said, extending her arm. With a perfect gesture, practiced in a Viennese dancing school at a time when a Kaiser still ruled, he took her hand and bent down to give it the hint of a kiss, his lips not touching her skin. Smiling, she gave a slight curtsy.

			“Greta,” he said, “to another woman . . . to any other woman, I would say, ‘You are more beautiful every time I see you.’ But not to you.”

			“Not to me?”

			“It’s too obvious. It would be the tritest statement. Like calling the rain wet or the North Sea cold.”

			She bowed her head as if in gratitude, for which there was, of course, no reason, because he was right, she was the most beautiful woman in the world, and everyone knew it. It was also this that made her life so difficult. Everyone acted skittish in her presence, anxious and confused, women no less than men. Excessive beauty was hard to bear, it burned something in the people around it, it was like a curse. Sometimes it seemed to her that she would soon have to hide from the world. Then she would do nothing but sit by the window and look at her birds.

			

			“I hear you’ve made a picture?”

			“A Modern Hero,” he said softly.

			“Who plays the lead?” She settled into her chair. He sat back down on the sofa, so carefully that despite his weight the springs didn’t make a sound. This heavy man had always possessed grace.

			“Jean Muir,” he said, and his eyes flashed, because he had of course understood that she didn’t mean the male lead.

			“Why didn’t you ask me, mon pape?”

			“Would you have considered it?”

			“You know I can’t refuse you anything.”

			Both of them knew that it was a lie. But he inclined his head and pretended he believed it. “I would never have dared offer you something like that. A wretched script, a paltry budget, and the producer constantly interfering. Can you believe it, he dictated shots to me! I helped . . . You know I’m not exaggerating when I say I helped invent the art of the moving camera. And then he even meddled in the editing. At least I ruined their happy ending. Now the modern hero’s wife leaves him, and he returns to his mother.”

			She laughed.

			“And Richard Barthelmess. Why does someone like that become an actor! You know that I can guide actors to greatness, Greta! But not him.”

			“Did you crank faster with him too?”

			Back then, during the first days of filming in Berlin, she had felt paralyzed with anxiety. Everything had seemed so foreign to her—the zeppelin hangar in Berlin ice cold under the klieg lights, the director and cameraman wearing thick coats, while she had frozen in her low-cut georgette dress; but even worse than the cold had been her stage fright, her nerves, her discomfort with her thin, freezing body. And that was when he came up with the idea of having the cameraman crank faster whenever her face was in view. It was a real magic trick: each of those slow-motion close-ups showed a play of expressions so enigmatic and impenetrably ambiguous that you couldn’t look away. She had it done the same way in her subsequent films.

			

			“With Barthelmess that doesn’t help, believe me. Neither emotional work nor crank. I never raise my voice on set, but there were times I was on the verge of shouting.”

			“Why does Pabst lower himself to make such a film?”

			“Because Pabst is a refugee. Homeless and helpless.”

			“Homeless Pabst may be,” she said, “but I’ve known him for a long time now, and he is never helpless.”

			“Not as long as he has friends.”

			“Among whom I may count myself?”

			“Greta, that I am yours is something you can hardly doubt. Is it too much to hope that you are well disposed toward me too?”

			She nodded with a smile—proud that her German was good enough to have understood that sentence. Yes, of course he was there because he wanted something from her. That didn’t surprise her. Everyone wanted something, all the time. People couldn’t help it.

			“I have an idea,” he said. “Rich and poor people on an ocean liner, a parlor, an orchestra, grand manners, tea and cake, liqueur glasses, but suddenly a radio alert comes through: war has been declared!”

			“You want to make another war movie?”

			“No. And yes. But not really. Because the alert is false. And yet war breaks out on the ship. The passengers fight, form groups, and arm themselves, maybe there are even deaths, although that might be too much, maybe not. We’d have to think about it. But then it turns out it was all just a mistake. An illusion. And then—Greta, this is the most important part!—they all have to carry on with the farce of civilization. As if nothing had happened.”

			She was silent for a moment before saying, “That’s good.”

			“So, would you do it?”

			

			“This is not a picture for me.”

			“If I make it, it will be for you.”

			“This is an ensemble picture. A Pabst picture. Not a Garbo picture.”

			“Don’t you trust the man who discovered you?”

			She looked at him with curiosity. Now his nervousness was visible after all. He picked up the novel from the table, leafed through it carelessly, put it down.

			“It’s true that you discovered me, but that discovery also made you great. And then you discovered Louise Brooks, who made you even greater. Why don’t you ask her?”

			He bowed his head, adjusted his glasses, took the unlit cigarette out of his mouth, and shoved it in his breast pocket. She was sorry to have to talk to him like that, but there was one thing experience had taught her: directors didn’t accept a gentle no, for the simple reason that people who accepted a gentle no never could have become directors.

			“I’m writing a part for you. An elegant lady who during the supposed war on the ship turns out to be mad, to be bloodthirsty and extremely dangerous. You’d be good at playing mad, Greta, you have the nervous temperament. Together we’ll create something unforgettable. For the second time.”

			She stood up and went to the window. Through the gap in the curtain she saw a palm tree trembling in the wind. The sea must be magnificent now. And theoretically she could do it—drive to the beach, jump into the surf, let the waves toss her around. But in reality it was, of course, impossible: people would gather, reporters would show up with cameras, the newspapers would write about it: “Garbo spotted on the beach.”

			Perhaps you should actually do it. Perhaps you should say yes to his film. He probably still had it in him, he was older, but he wasn’t yet old. And it was true, of course, that she owed him her fame.

			Back then he had taught her how to work on a role. No gestures, he had said, don’t move your face much, don’t act. This girl’s suffering is not something you feel, it’s not even something you know about, it is the substance of your being, the air you breathe, and yet you resist, the suffering doesn’t swallow you up, you’re still looking around for ways out, you want to escape. Once life has broken you, you’ll give up, but things haven’t reached that point. He had explained this to her with a seriousness she had never known people making moving pictures could possess. Movies—until recently that had been spectacle and eye-rolling, cowboys with pistols, duels between knights, ghosts in the night, and clowns fleeing from policemen. But when he spoke, it suddenly sounded like theater, like a novel, like true art. Don’t think about the camera—ideally, don’t think at all. I’ve already done everything necessary when I cast you.

			

			When he had explained that to her, on her second day of filming, they had been standing in front of her dressing room, and because she was shivering with cold in her thin dress, he had put his arm around her shoulders. It was a paternal gesture, even though he was only in his midthirties himself, and yet she had immediately thought about how it was customary: when you got a lead role, you had an affair with the director. On the other hand, she had known for a long time that there was little about men she found attractive. Men were broad and loud, they rarely smelled good, their faces were prickly, and when they’d had too much to drink, which was almost always the case, they turned red and sweated.

			With his arm around her shoulder he had led her over to the other end of the hangar, where the Vienna street Melchiorgasse had been re-created house by house, and in a soft voice he had invited her to dinner at his house, and she had nodded without a word. In the evening he had sent a chauffeur. Before she had stepped into the car, she had had to excuse herself, go back inside, and throw up.

			But when she climbed the stairs of the cold Charlottenburg house to the fourth floor, his young wife had opened the door, and she greeted Greta with an embrace, saying, “It’s true, what Wilhelm claims, you’re really the most beautiful woman in the world!” A Bohemian cook had served dumplings, and half an hour later his brother-i­n-law and his wife had arrived, and all the while a governess had been rocking a baby on the sofa, who sometimes moved his lips in his sleep and with his bald head looked like an old man. After the dumplings there had been apple strudel with vanilla sauce and sweet dessert wine, and in parting he had kissed her hand and told her that one day she would be called “the Divine One.” And that was exactly what happened.

			

			But that wasn’t important now. Fate had placed her in a position where she couldn’t afford sentimental gestures.

			“This is not a picture for me,” she repeated.

			He remained silent for a few seconds before saying: “I hope you understand that I had to ask.”

			“Of course.”

			“In my country, hell reigns. And my mother is still there. I have to work here, but A Modern Hero is coming out next month and will be a flop.”

			“Not necessarily.”

			“Yes it will. I know it. And after that I won’t be able to get back on my feet.”

			And there, she thought, he was unfortunately right. No emigrant survived a flop.

			“You’re far too pessimistic. If it’s not a success, just make a new picture. The cards are constantly being reshuffled. You’re the great Pabst. People will always count themselves lucky to hire you.”

			He looked down at his shoes for a moment before replying: “I wish I could believe that.”

			She suppressed a sigh. For all her affection, this visit had already lasted too long. “At least you escaped. That’s the most important thing.”

			He stood up. “Thank you for your time. You have given so much to the world as a whole that no individual should have any further claims on you.”

			

			He stretched out his arms. Slightly confused, unsure whether he had just complimented or reprimanded her, she took his hands. He bowed again to give her a perfect kiss on the hand. She couldn’t help thinking of the first time she had seen The Joyless Street and realized once again that this politely distant man was an artist through and through. The scene where the pushy butcher demanded sexual services from the young girl played by her in exchange for food—she had known immediately that she would never be able to forget it: the innocence, the realization, the mute despair on one side, the cold, mean greed on the other. That was what evil looked like, that was its face; it was no longer the actor Werner Krauss, it was meanness itself staring into the camera. She had indeed never forgotten the scene, and it was just as well, for no one had seen it since—the censors had cut it out, and all the copies in circulation were bowdlerized.

			He walked out silently. Softly he closed the door.

			She opened the curtains. A minute passed, then she saw him crossing the garden, accompanied by the butler. As he walked, he took the same already-crushed cigarette from his breast pocket, stuck it between his lips, pulled out a lighter, and lit it. The two men respectfully made a wide detour around a peacock fanning its tail. Its feathers shimmered in the sun, senseless and glorious.

			She sat down and closed her eyes. In the past, situations like this had agitated her greatly. She could imagine what it must be like to be God or an archangel and constantly feel the prayers rising from the depths. Each one by itself could be fulfilled, but precisely because there were so many, there was nothing to do but ignore them all.

			She wished she could simply disappear. Slowly step back into the shadows, becoming invisible there. Sometimes in her dreams she was actually walking on the street and no one turned to look at her. Often she imagined entering an ordinary place, like a laundry. She imagined what it might feel like to drop off clothes there, as completely ordinary people did.

			

			“Please clean carefully, the fabric is delicate!” Or whatever it was you said in a laundry.

			And the clerk, whom she imagined to be small and round and friendly, would moisten a pencil with her lips to fill out some form, for surely forms were filled out, though she wasn’t certain since she had never been to a laundry. And then she pictured the clerk—and the thought nearly took her breath away—looking her in the face without confusion and asking what her name was.
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