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M drew the curtain and stood by the window. Snowflakes had begun to 

fall silently. In just a short time the appearance of the square opposite her 

office would have changed completely. Snow-covered scenes always 

moved her. They brought a strange sense of protection to her. She sighed. 

Yet another Christmas Eve spent with friends at a ski resort. Possibly for 

the last time. She placed her hand gently on her belly. She had confirmed 

it just two days before. Today she would announce it to A. As a present. If 

she was lucky and the roads weren’t closed. She had a last appointment at 

midday. She shouldn’t have agreed to it. On such a day she should have 

been doing her last bits of shopping and not meeting a new patient.  

“He is an exceptional young man. The nephew of a colleague from the 

ministry. He has studied Maths and Music,” said her friend who had 

insisted that she see him. The young man had had problems in the past 

with substance abuse and was now experiencing a serious crisis it would 

seem. His parents were at a dead end. That’s what her friend had told her 

on the phone. She had accepted. She felt that she owed her a favour. Her 

friend had supported her so much over the last two years, since she had 

opened up her own doctor’s surgery.  

At the same time H was sitting at a small cafe opposite the psychiatrist’s 

office. He had arrived an hour earlier than the appointment and was 

playing with his phone. For a week now he had been looking up all the 

information he could about her. From the first time he had searched for 

her on the Net, something drew him to her. She reminded him of his 

friend. On her website he had read her biography and her published 

articles. He had also visited her Facebook page. Trips, holidays, photos 

with friends, private moments. He had found it all. He liked what he saw. 

Thirty-five years old, light blonde hair and big eyes. He felt she led a full 

life. He awaited the moment when he would be sitting opposite her. 

‘What would her voice be like?’ he wondered. 

M, in her office, had lit an orange-scented candle. It neutralized the smell 

of the winter dampness, damp woolen clothes and bodily odours. She had 

started to get herself ready.  A professional smile and relaxed moves. They 

were all already in her mind. Attentive listening, some general advice, 

perhaps a mild anti-anxiety pill and another appointment as soon as the 

holiday period was over. As long as he wasn’t still involved in drugs. She 

didn’t want to work with addicts. They told a lot of lies and were very 

adept at manipulating others. They weren’t the only ones of course. One 

more hour and then off to the ski resort to tell A her news. To see the 

surprise on his face. They had already started talking of a life together. 

Nothing else mattered now. 

His father had been inflexible the last time they had spoken. He was to 

start seeing a psychiatrist if he still wanted to be financially supported. 

Those were his father’s terms. He would arrange for it himself. H knew 

there was little point trying to discuss it with him. After his release from 

jail a year ago, he had just been existing. Existing without work, friends or 

hopes. At the beginning he had tried to work. In vain. He had lost all 

motivation. He didn’t expect that a psychiatrist could really help him. But 

neither did he believe that anyone else could. He had abandoned the 

rehabilitation programme that he had started in prison. All the time he 

had been an inmate, it had been easier. When he was released he had 

had to totally change his life. And himself. How could he do that when 

everything around him remained the same? Nobody can turn back time. 

Certain actions can never be undone. Blinded by withdrawal symptoms he 

had violently pushed his girlfriend. She wouldn’t give him what she held in 

her hands. She was begging him to quit. So they could create a life for 

themselves. He tried to take it from her. She became obstinate. First he 

slapped her and then he pushed her with all his might. She slipped. 

Behind her a sideboard with sharp corners. A dull thud and then she 

collapsed in a heap like a sack. He took the little packet from her hands. 

He sat next to her. Blood started to trickle from her ear. First he had to 

get high though. Next to the dead body. Each time he felt that this was 

the only way that his fragmented world could become whole.  Everything 

finally in its place. For a while. And then again. And again. Nothing else 

mattered. Nothing else had mattered until that afternoon. That was when 

his world had ended. 

The time of the appointment had arrived. H got up from his chair, put on 

his coat and took a pomegranate out of his pocket. He had picked it from 

the garden of his house, to offer it to her. As a present. As he crossed the 

square he absentmindedly squeezed the pomegranate with his hand. Red 

drops stained the white, freshly fallen snow. 


