[bookmark: _GoBack]The Last bus ride
How it was possible to feel the sorrow this deep and still be alive, she could not comprehend. Nine months had gone, and the pain was still there, some ways even reaching deeper into depths of her she did not know existed. “Fuck the five stages of grief from this Kubler-Ross woman; there is just one unending, infinite and painful, lasting state of sadness,” she thought to herself with a slightly ironic smile in her skeleton like face.
She had been a woman full of joie de vivre, full of life, vigour and charm. Round forms, gipsy black hair and laughter like “silvery bells singing in the wind” he always said. He, the love of her life. They had met late, and maybe they would not have been mature enough before for the kind of relationship they now could have. She had been 47 and he 53, and now twelve years later she was 59, and he was gone. They had twelve most incredible years together, both being passionate artists. She was a theatre director, internationally acknowledged and they had travelled together everywhere, China, Norway, Israel. When he could he would travel with her, and if he could not, he would make sure to at least visit for a weekend. Middle age passion, passion for life, passion to feel through all your senses as intensely as one did as a child. He was an artist a painter, and it seemed that when they were together all their senses opened like a flower taking in the nourishment from the very air they breathed.
He was gone. One morning he just did not wake up. He was laying there peacefully beside her, and when she turned to kiss him, she felt his lifeless lips.
Not possible, so without any warning just like that. Life one minute there, next gone. Where does it go, life? “Nothing disappears, it just changes form, ice to water to steam and then integrating with air” he had told him. He was often contemplating death, but not in any morbid sense. Once (after quite many bottles of wine she had to admit) he burst out “we become butterflies – now we are caterpillars and just eat and eat, but then we melt in a cocoon and transfer to butterflies!” “you and me, my gipsy queen” he whispered in their most intimate moments “we melt together”. - “If you are a butterfly somewhere come and get me” she often cried “I can’t stay here without you, I am not melting I am frozen, alive but dead, a living dead. Oh, come!”
Still, here she was, without purpose or direction. Since he died, she had not been able to work at all. Her life had become robotic. She woke up, washed herself and ate something little. Outside of her kitchen window, there was a tree, and, in that tree, two crows were living. She could sit and follow them without conscious thought for hours and the day was gone. Her nights were not restful but full of hollow emptiness. She did not live, she survived.
Sometimes, like today, she took the bus number 73 to the graveyard and went to his grave. For some reason, it was easiest to talk to him there although she knew that he was not in his rotting body. Where ever he was, it surely was not there. Programming of tradition and childish religion, she knew that but did it anyway.
She put her coat on and covered her black hair with a scarf. Large sunglasses too, she did not want people to recognise her or approach her with intrusive curiosity or even well-meaning condolences. She had cut all the communication with the outside world to a minimum since his passing.
Outside the sunlight was nearly too bright, it was spring, and the sense of new birth and vibrancy was in the air. Rather than stimulating, the contradiction between her inner landscape and outside world made the pain sharper.
There was the bus, and she hurried her steps. The bus was full, and she stood beside a young Arabic man in black clothes. She looked passing to his eyes, they were full of fear and something else. She looked closer. Under his coat, she saw something squire and wires sticking out. The man looked at her again and opened his coat.
“Darling,” she quietly cried inside herself “I am melting - I will become a butterfly!”.
