
Okay. 
i can do this… 

i’ll start from 
the beginning. 
because the 
story only 
makes sense 
this way.

christ, why is 
this so hard?

Okay.

Baba.

baba was called baba because my aunt and uncle’s dog was named bobby. 
i chose her name, simply by changing all the vowels.

i was two years old. 
i have no memory of 
the name thing. my 
mom told me.



when i was seven… baba ran away.

that evening, after a day spent searching 
for her, going to bed felt wrong. we had 
to stay out, keep looking.

outside it was dark and scary, we had to 
Find her and bring her back inside. to safety.

i’m sorry 
honey…

there was no time to waste. 
i imagined her getting farther
and farther away.



the next day, someone called 
to say that they found her.

she was stuck on the roof of a 
shed. no one could Figure out how 
she got up there, and she wasn’t 
able to come down by herself.

i remember my dad. balancing 
on a ladder, reaching out 
to pick her up.

when we moved from 
the countryside to 
the city, i felt it was a 
great loss of freedom 
for both of us.

then my parents 
separated and i went 
to live with my mom.

everything was 
changing, but baba 
stayed the same.



in my room, above the bed, there 
was a magritte poster. golconda.

i asked my mom to buy it 
for me, i liked the colors.

it also had some Con-
fused political meaning 
in my teenage brain.

all those tiny Figures 
dressed for the ofFice, 
falling out of the sky.

one next to the other.

i was the one who found baba’s tumor. it was on her belly.



a round bulge, as 
big as a golf ball.

after her surgery, i kept having the same nightmare, where a man from the painting 
landed in front of me and unraveled the stitches on her stomach with his umbrella.



the operation didn’t help much, the tumor had already spread everywhere…

after the injection, they put 
her in a blue plastic bag.

her bones made a sinister sound.

i’ve had other pets since 
then, and i always tried 
to give them a better end…

better than hers, which 
i remember as rushed, 
impersonal, and cold.

are you justifying yourself?



six months later my mom got a cat. no. my mom’s boyfriendboyfriend got a cat.

he had moved in 
a year prior.

he didn’t try to parent me 
and pretty much minded 
his own business.

but he used this very 
strong aftershave that 
left behind a thick smell.

it always gave me a headache.

the cat was black with white socks.

it’s not that i didn’t like it.

but i was also not 
thrilled about it.

it just wasn’t baba. 
and that was enough 
to make it alien to me.



the cat spent hours cleaning itself.

at night you would wake up—a jolting pain in your 
legs—and Find it clenched to the sheets, trying to 
kill one of your calves.

it was just a cat 
doing cat things.

when i came home from one of the long, depressing after-
noons with my dad, it didn’t come to greet me at the 
door, nor to check on me if i laid still in bed for hours.

like my mom’s boyfriend, 
it minded its own business.


