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To friendships that have passed,
to friendships that will pass,

to friendships that never really were.



Tonight, the dark is ample and well worth
seeing.

RICHARD POWERS,
The Overstory
Pass pass pass, that which passes through
everything!
JACK KEROUAC,
The Dharma Bums

Abyssus abyssum invocat.

PSALM 42:7
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I recall Republic Square, nearly deserted,
where the wind swept across damp, cracked
tiles. One could count the people on their fin-
gers, their expectant glances shifting between
Knez Mihailova Street and the National The-
atre, then back again, as if awaiting someone.!
AsIwaited for Emma, about ten figures dressed
head-to-toe in black, either already drunk or in-
tending to be by night’s end, lingered nearby.
Suddenly, a group of cheerful Asian tourists
wielding cameras emerged, their guide looking
as though he wished to unfurl an umbrella and
ascend skyward a la Mary Poppins.

The clock struck five, traffic growing loud-
er, yet not enough to muffle a performer’s ren-
dition of “Paint it, Black” near “Ruski car”.?
Amidst it all, the cacophony of open-mouthed
gum chewing, raucous laughter, and distant
grunts — likely carried by the wind from some-
where nearby — reached my ears. Though
tempted to glance at the group gathered by the
statue, | instead chose to offer a warm smile to
Emma, who had seemingly appeared out of no-
where.



“Could you imagine Andrea’s surprise
when I told her that you called?” she exclaimed,
embracing me as though we were long-lost
friends reunited after years apart. “I'm sorry
for being late! You look a bit pale, are you feel-
ing all right?”

“I'm alright, just a restless night. So, where
to?”

Standing beside me, her height accentuated
by unusually high-heeled boots, she linked her
arm through mine. “First, let’s go for a drink!”

*e e

I struggled to mask the quiet pleasure I felt
in my newfound freedom of movement, just as
I found it hard to conceal my deep-seated aver-
sion to the pervasive sense of obligatory busy-
ness that had defined Belgrade life for as long
as I could remember. It coursed through me
like a ceaseless current, each day blurring into
the next until all felt irretrievably squandered.

Emma’s smile was infectious, a beacon of her
joy that effortlessly enveloped me. Its warmth
was inescapable, soothing my senses as I took
in the colors she wore: shades of strawberry,
coffee, and dark chocolate. My gaze lingered
on the glint of her ear piercings, the understat-
ed adornment beneath her lip, and her meticu-
lously polished nails. A glimpse of an abstract,
geometric tattoo peeked from beneath the col-
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