Truly, Madly, Deeply
(Talking to her therapist. Her husband has recently died and she sometimes sees him in her flat and is telling the therapist).
Nina: Mostly when I’m walking at night, or anyway, alone, if I’m frightened, then he’ll turn up, he’ll, he’ll talk, about what I’m doing, you know, some advice, he’ll say – ‘Don’t be frightened. I’ve told you – walk in the middle of the road at night’.

And I will, I move over to the middle of the road, or, I don’t know, he’ll say – ‘It’s a disgrace, this street is a disgrace, there’s no proper lighting, have you written, you must write!’ He’s always forthright, I mean he always was forthright so I suppose that’s not, but, you know, he’ll also speak Spanish to me, which is odd because he couldn’t speak Spanish – and I would have been feeling low, you know, very alone and hopeless and – and then he’s there. His presence, and it’s okay, it’s fine, and I don’t mind, and he tells me he loves me.

And then he’s not there anymore.

I feel looked after, I suppose. Watched over. You see, he never says anything profound or earth-shattering, you know, he doesn’t say ‘Well, God thinks this’ or – or about the planet or world events or, ‘There’s no God’, or... it’s all ‘Go to bed, brush your teeth’, or the way I’m brushing my teeth, because I always brush them side to side, and I’ll be doing that and he’ll say ‘Down at the top, come on, down at the top, up from the bottom, or lock the back door, cierra la puerta de atras.’
Lock the back door……or I find that I’ve just been sitting with my head in my hands and an hour has gone by, or longer, like this – with the heel of my palm pressed into my eyes, and I’m completely numb – and the kettle can be boiling away, or the telephone ringing, and I’m crying. I am crying. I can be on the underground and someone say’s to me “What’s the matter?”, and there are tears, it’s ridiculous. I miss him, I miss him, I just miss him. I know I shouldn’t do this.

I’m in the sitting room and I think there’s no point going to bed, he’s not there, or I’m in bed, I think there’s no point getting up, it’s anger, isn’t it, it’s rage, it’s rage. I get so angry with people, other people, other people in love, or out of love, or wasting love and women with children, growing children, fertile, but most of all I’m angry with him. I’m so angry with him. I can’t forgive him for not being here. I can’t – Oh God.

Oh God. I’ve run over, haven’t I? I’m sorry. Sorry. I’m fine actually. I am fine. Oh God, I’m late. Listen, I’ll see you next Tuesday. Thanks.
