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gave up heroin and went home and began the methadone treatment

administered at the outpadent clinic and I didn’t have much clseto
do except get up each morning and watch TV and try to slecp at
night, but I couldn’t, somediung made me unable ta close my eyes and
rest, and that was my routine, until une day I couldn’t stand it any
more and I bought myself a pair of black swimming trunks at a siore
in the cenwre of town and I went to the beach, wearing the runks and
with u towel and a magazine, and I spread my towel not too far from
the water and then I lay down and spent a while trying to decide
whether to go into the water or not, 1 could think of lots of reasons to
20 in but also some not to {the children playing at the svater’s edge,
for example), untif at last it was (oo late and ! went home, and the
next morning [ bought some sunsereen and I went to the beach again,
and at around twelve I headed to the clinic and got my dase of
methadone and said hello to some familiar faces, not fricnds, just
familiar faces from the methadone tine who were surprised to see me
in swimming trunks, bu T acted as if there was nothing strange about
it, and then I walked back to the beach and this time [ went for a dip
and tried to swim, though ! couldn’s, apd that was enough for me, and
the next day 1 went back 1 the beach and put on sunscreen all over
and then I fell asleep on the sand, and when I woke up I felt very well
rested, and T hadn’t burned my back or anything, and this went on for
a week or maybe two, I can’t remember, the only thing Pm sure of is
thal each day | gou more of a tan and though I didn’t talk to anyone
each day J felt berter, or different, which isn’t the same thing but in
my case it seemed Jike it, and one day an old couple turned up on the
beach, I remember it clearly, it looked like they'd been together for a
long time, she was fag, or round, and must have been about seventy,
and he was thin, or mere than Lhin, a walking skeleton, § think that
was why I noticed him, because usually [ didn’t 1ake tnuch notce of
the peaple on the beach, but 1 did netice them, and it was because the
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guy was so skinny, 1 saw him and got scared, fuck, it's cie_ath coming
for me, I thought, but nothing was coming for me, it was just two old
people, the man maybe seventy-five and the woman about seventy, or
the other way around, and she seemed to be in good he?.]th, but he
lunked as i he were going to breathe his Jast breath any time nc_wl,r or
as if this were his last summer, and at first, once I was ov:er _my u‘lmal
fright, it was hard for me 1o look away from the old man's tace, from
his skull barety covered by a thin layer of skin, but then I gor used
10 warching the two of them surreptitiousty, lying on the sand,l [gce
down, with my face hidden in my arms,; or froim the boardwalk, siong
on a beneh facing the beach, as | pretended to brush sand off mysct‘lf,
and I remember that the old woman always came to thalbeach with
an umbrella, under which she quickly ducked, and she didn’t ?n-ear a
bathing suit, although sometimes I saw her in 2 bathing suit, but
usually she was in a very loose summer dress that made her look
fatter than she was, and under that umbrella the old woman sat
reading, she had a very thick book, while the skele:con !ll"iat was her
husband Jay on (he sand in nothing but a tiny swimsuiy, alnw:osc a
thong, and drank in the sun with a voracity that bmught_me‘dsstam
memoaries of junkies frozen in blissful immobility, of junkies focused
on what they were doing, on the only thing they could do, and then
my head ached and ! left the beach, T had semething to cat on th
Paseo Maritimo, a little dish of anchovies, and a beer, and then [
sroked a cigarette and watched the beach thraugh the window of the
bar, and then [ went back and the old man and the old woman were
still there, she under her umbrella, he exposed to the sun’s rays, and
then, suddenly, for no reason, [ felt like crying and I got in the watey
and swam and when [ was & long way from shore I looked at the sun
and it scemed strange 0 me that it was there, that big thing so unlike
us, and then I started to swim toward the shore (twice I almost
drowned) and when [ got back I dropped dowp nextto my towe] and
sat there panting for quite a while, but withaut losing sight of the old
couple, and then I may have fallen aslecp on the sand, and when I
woke up the beach was beginning to clear, but the old man and the
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old woman were still there, she with her novel under the umbrebla
and he on his back iy the sun with his eyes closed and a strange
expression on his skull-like face, as if he could feel each second
passing aud hc was savouring it, though the suti’s rays were weak,
though the sun had already dipped behind the buttdings along the
beach, behind the bills, but that didn’t seem ta bother him, and then
I watched him and I warched the sun, and sometimes my back stung
a little, as if that atternoon P'd burned myselt, and I looked at them
and then I got up, I slung my towe] over my shoulders like a cape and
went 1o sit on one of the benches of the Paseo Maritimo, where 1
pretended to brush non-existent sand off my legs, and from up there
1 had a different vision of the couple, I said o myself that maybe he
wasn’t about to die, I said to myself that maybe time didn’t existin the
way 1 thought it existed, I reflected on time as the sun’s distance
lengiliened the shadows of the buildings, and then I went home and
toak a shoswer and examined my red back, a back that didn’t seem to
belong o me but to someone else, someone it would seili be years
before I got to know, and then T curned on the TV and watched shows
that T didn’t understand at all, undi I fell asleep in my chair, and the
next day il was back to the same old thing, the beach, the clinic, the
beach sgain, 4 Toutine that was sometimes interrupeed by new people
on the beach, a womatt, for exampie, who was always standing, who
never lay down in the sand, who wore a bikini bottom and a blue
T-shirt, and who when she went into the water only got wet up to the
knees, and who was reading 3 book, like the old woman, but this
woman read it standing up, and sometimes she knelt down, though in
a very odd way, and picked up a big bottle of Pepsi and drank,
standing up, of course, and then put the bortle back down on the
towel, which I don’t know why she’d brought since she never lay
down on it or went swirmnmning, and sonietines this woman scared e,
she seemed too strange, but most of the time ) just felt sorvy for her,
and I saw other strange things too, ail kinds of dhings happen ac the
teach, maybe because it’s the only place where we're all half naked,
though nothing too important ever happened, once as T wus walking
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along the shore ! thought [ saw an ex-junkie like me, sitting on 2
mound of sand with 4 baby on his lap, and another ume [ saw some
Russian girls, three Russian girls, who svere probably hookers and
who were talking on & single cellphone and laughing, all three of
them, but whas really interested me most was the old couple, partly
pecwuse Ihad the feeling that the old man might die at any monent
and when [ thought this, or when I realized I was thinking this, crazy
ideas would come into sy head, like the shought that after the old
mun's death there would be a sunami and the town would be
destroyed by a giant wave, of that the earth would begin to shake and
4 assive earthquake would swallow up the whale town in a wave of
dust, and when 1 thought about what L've just described 1 hid my
head in my hands and began O Weeps and while T was weeping I
dgreamed (or imagined) that it wus night-time, say three in the
morning, and I leftmy house and went to the beach, and on the beach
I found the old man lying on the sand, and i the sK¥, up Near the
stars, but closer to earth than the other stars, there shone a black sun,
an enormnous su, silent and Hack, and Iwent down to the beach and
jay on the sand (oo, the oply two people on the beach were the old
man and me, and when 1 ppened my eyes again I realized that the
Russian hookers and the girl who was always standing and the
ex-junkie with the baby were watching me curioushy, maybe
wondering who that weird guy was, the 2uy with the sunburned
shoulders and back. and even the old woman was gazing at me from
under her umbrella, interrepting the readimg of ber yaterminable
book for a few seconds; mavhe wondering who that young nan was,
that man with sient tears running down his face, a man of thirty-five
who had nothing at all but who was recovering his will and his
courage and who knew {hat he would live a while longer. =
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