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A "POOR AUNT’ STORY

t started on a perfectly beautiful Sunday afternoon in
July = the very first Sunday afternoon in July. Two or
three chunks of cloud floated white and tiny in a distant
corner of the sky, like well-formed punctuation marks
placed with excebtional care. Unobstructed by anything
at all, the light of the sun poured down on the world to its
heart’s content. In this kingdom of July, even the crumpled
silver sphere of a chocolate sweet paper discarded on the
lawn gave off a proud sparkle, like a legendary erystal at
the bottom of a lake. If you stared at the scene long enough,
vou could tell that the sunlight enfolded yet another kind of
light, like one Chinese box inside another. The inner ligh‘t
loolked like countless grains of pollen — grains that were soft
and opaque and that hung in the sky, almost motif)nless,‘
until, at long last, they settled down upon the surface of
the earth.
On the way home from a Sunday stroll, I had stopped in
the plaza outside the picture gallery. Sitting at the edge of the
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pond, my companion and I looked across the water towards
the two brouze unicorns on the other shore. The long rain
season had finally ended, and a new summer breeze stirred
the leaves of the oak trees, raising tiny ripples now and then
on the surface of the shallow pond. Time moved like the
breeze: starting and stopping, stopping and starting, Soft
drink cans shone through the clear water of the pond. To me,
they looked like the sunken ruins of an ancient lost city,
Before us passed a softball team in uniform. a boy on .
bicyele, an old man walking his dog, a young foreigner ir
jogging shorts. The breeze carried snatches of music from a
large portable radio on the grass: a sugary song of love eithe
lost or about to be. 1 seemed to recognise the tune, but [
couldn’t be sure. It may have just sounded like one 1 knew,
Half listening, T could feel my bare arms soaking up the
sunlight — soundlessly, softly, gently. Every once in a while, 1
would bring my arms up to face level and stretch them
straight out. Summer was here, |
Why a poor aunt, of all things, should have grabbed my”
heart on a Sunday afternoon like this, I have no idea. There
was no poor aunt to be seen in the vicinity, nothing to make
me imagine her existence. She came to me, nonetheless, and
then she was gone. If only for some hundredth part of a
second, she had been in my heart. And when she moved on,
she left a strange, human-shaped emptiness in her place. It
felt as if someone had zipped past a window and vanished.
You run to the window and stick vour head out, but no one is
there. '
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