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I had waitedall my life to visit the
town of S, where my parents had
abandoned me. There were no
cobbled streets, no church, no
mosque. Nothing I’d imagined.

A half-track loaded with cabbages
came smoking up the street, and
that was all the movement ... low
houses without stucco, an open
lockup full of rusty fruit machines.’

‘I know those places — there’s
always people looking out, that you
can’t see.

“The name had changed. It had
no mayor, no governor — it was
swallowed by an abandoned larger
city, in a district with a new name,
new people.’

“They’d have to do that.’

“Young kids like me — they wanted
us so young we’d have no memory,
and grow up grateful, swallowed in
a new society. We were given refuge,
but we’d always look like aliens. And
I wandered, naturally. We were
invisibly badged. Everyone knew we
were under surveillance, watched to
see if we had caught the sickness,
the vendetta. The killing urge.’

Nothing more to say. A life
history set out, a leitmotif, at least.

from ‘S’
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