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They can bite, cut your soul into pieces. That's what they say,

at least. Two lovers have fled from nameless creatures to a high
cliff. Waiting for salvation. Via heart resonance they try to
send an emergency signal. But their call for help may just as

well be their downfall.

His story is different. His story might start earlier, or may-
be later. Perhaps his story will focus on the danger. Or on
the events of the past decade. How the initial euphoria
about this life-changing breakthrough changed, switched
into amazement, confusion, unease, and then into genu-
ine, ancient fear. But my story is about us. About the us
that we were. He and I resonate together. How we knew
that we could only be saved if we stayed being whatever it
was that jeopardises us. How I believe that they will never,
never understand this.

Don’t look down. His shoes are at least six sizes bigger
than mine. If I feel a tingling in my throat as we walk



along the edge, he must feel it even more. The edge is wide
enough for our feet, but too narrow for my fear. It’s the
void below that threatens to grab me. You must remember
that this void does not have arms. The rocks rise high. I've
never been very good at estimating distances, but we are at
least fifty metres above the ground. Only the tops of some
trees reach this high. Behind the treetops, far away, lies the
world, strangely peaceful. So peaceful that I don’t dare to
look at it. We don’t hold on to each other. Better to rely
on our own ability to keep our balance than to try restor-
ing each other’s imbalance. But soon enough, when we'’re
there, I won't let go of him. I will clasp my body around
his, like a baby orangutan. Our skin will touch, our cares
will melt into one, our hearts will beat in tandem. For a
brief moment. For a very brief moment.

Don't look down. It’s another twelve metres or so to the
plateau. Easy peasy. I hear his breathing; concentrated,
enduring. I don’t believe that this breathing will ever stop,
it's what I trust in. You have to place your trust in some-
thing. When they came, last week, we were unprepared.
Of course we had our backpacks ready. Water, tins, torch, a
couple of clothes, rope, blankets, a knife. What we did not
have was confidence. We had shallow breathing, we had
trembling fingers with which we tied the laces in our shoes.
We had jerky, raised shoulders. We had looks in which we
tried to cover up our fear with irrational heroism.

I tried to ward off the thought that we’re caught in a
trap. Bad thoughts are of no use. But that doesn’t mean

they’re not real.



They can bite, cut your soul into pieces. That’s what
they say, at least. My mother turned into a shell when they
had bitten into her heart. An empty shell, only there to
remind everyone who she used to be. We had to end her
life. That’s not something you should think about, it’s no
use. But it was true.

The last few metres. His breathing becomes louder.
My fingertips scrape along the dust on the rock face and
dampen it. Cold sweat streams out of the palms of my
hands and the soles of my feet, and along my hairline.
I suspect I'll have more grip with slightly damp hands,
something to do with evolution, with survival, but be-
cause of my body’s response I register my fear even more,
which doesn’t improve things. Evolution was the begin-
ning and the end. It’s no longer needed. We have changed
our state, enabled ourselves to become the slowest, ugliest
and most stupid. The most redundant. We have evolved
out of the scheme of things. I don’t think we did it on
purpose. I just think that, even then, we were too stupid
to see this would happen.

He’s got there. He turns himself around towards me
and smiles, and for a brief moment I feel the happiness of
our beginning, before everything: his smile, the garden, us
and the pints of Guinness in a cloud of sunshine, coloring
everything, rendering it almost unreal. The image floods my
belly, all the way up to my heart. He reaches out his hand
and — one, two, three steps — hauls me in. Very carefully
still, we step towards the middle of the plateau. There, si-
multaneously, closely together, we sink towards the ground.

I






