
And now, for a moment of weakness from 
 Alvira! Alvira, can you tell us how you’re feel-
ing in this incredible moment?

John, I am alive, and when that slips 
my mind I have all sorts of ways to re-
mind myself. As a young woman I count-
ed everything—my hours of sleep, my 
meals, my weight, my friends and lov-
ers, yes, I could tell you with precision 
all those numbers, almost to the second 
the time of day. That ability was the first 
thing to go, the first slowdown, as my 
mother called it. I would think it was 
three PM but find it was already five thir-
ty, and the years softened and blew away 
like that. 

Like your skin in a mirror before you 
put your contacts in, blurred afternoons 
are beautiful. The sunlight and the sol-
itude and the immobility, just you and 
the rooms of your residence, the tele-
vision everlasting. It was magnificent 
but I was alone. I was desperate for the 
weight of another body. My friend told 
me about the bar in the city where she 
met her beau, Aaron, nineteen years her 
junior. He was a stick of meat, eventually 
he figured that out and left her, but I had 
nothing to lose. I had barely sat down to 
order a cocktail when I saw  Henrik.

He was young but not the youngest 
man there, I guessed college-aged, aim-

less, throwing his life away. My friend 
leaned closer to me and said he was 
a regular. He had dark hair, olive skin, 
tired eyes, an angry mouth I’d later see 
curled into a cynical smile. He cocked 
his head and met my gaze. “You have 
no taste,” my friend said. He came over 
to us. I asked him what he was drink-
ing and was not surprised to hear that 
he couldn’t imbibe without a soda mix-
er or, at the very least, a handful of lime 
wedges. At heart he was a wealthy child, 
soft and spoiled. He felt entitled to fine 
things and I was in the mood to punish 
someone with them.

In the first year I bought him: a suit, a 
PlayStation, Invisalign, a watch, cologne 
and aftershave, a real razor, socks and 
underwear, a bed frame and mattress 
for his apartment, tickets to basketball 
games and concerts attended without 
me, a sound system for his car, and a 
Tiffany bracelet for his girlfriend. He 
showed me lewd pictures of her when 
we lay in bed together and I criticized 
her body, which was tight and boring. 
The second year I bought him only two 
gifts—Christmas and his birthday—but 
around the end of every month I gave 
him a separate check for rent. I told him 
to talk to me the way he talked to his 
girlfriends and he said things like, “Fuck 
you, you dumb bitch,” and, “I’m thirsty. 
Get me a glass of water.” I laughed and 

pushed him, slapped him. Sometimes it 
made him quiet and sullen. The rest of 
the time he fucked me roughly. His no 
kissing rule could be waived by an addi-
tional hundred and fifty dollars, but he 
would never kiss me back. It was a waste 
of money I allowed myself only on spe-
cial occasions.

And in return? I caught the clap once, 
twice, again. I sent him to my doctor for 
antibiotics and lectured him endlessly 
about using protection but he wouldn’t 
agree to it, even when I offered to pay 
him. “You’re paying me anyway, aren’t 
you?” he said. I cut him off for three 
months I spent between Paris and Aru-
ba. When I got back it was March, cold, 
cruel March. I couldn’t help myself. I 
called him in the car from the airport. 

The housekeepers kept the place dust-
ed and warm, but my things were alien, 
strange to me. Of course a good number 
of them were my late husband’s: the vas-
es, the backlit sculptures in their niches 
in the living room. 

The driver brought my bags in. I show-
ered and put my face on. I made myself 
a drink, and then another, before I heard 
Henrik’s car pull into the driveway. He 
was wearing the same sweatshirt and 
pants as when I saw him last. He was al-
ways ruining the clothes I bought him. 
At least he’d shaved.

He said nothing, not even hello. He 
came into the house, tracking mud and 
ice all over the floor, and without look-
ing at me went straight upstairs to the 
bedroom. 

“I need a thousand blowjobs,” he said, 
sitting on the edge of the bed. “What are 

you waiting for?” 

He took forever to please but I knew 
how to do it. Afterward we shared a cig-
arette that he ashed directly onto my 
pillowcase. “You don’t even sleep here,” 
he said, catching my eye—it was true. I 
preferred the guest room.

“Let’s go outside,” I said. “I feel nau-
seous.” 

“Are you crazy? It’s freezing out 
there.” 

“You can wear one of my fur coats.”

We went out and stood by the pool. 
He was right, it was about to snow again. 
My skin was still warm from sex and the 
tropics. He resembled a Soviet officer 
wearing my long brown fox over his day 
clothes.

“Have you ever been ice skating?” 
I asked, knowing he hadn’t. When he 
shook his head, I told him to stay put.

In the garage I rummaged through 
boxes until I found the one. Lou had 
never been athletic but that didn’t stop 
him buying all the equipment. I sat Hen-
rik down on an icy pool chaise and after 
doing mine I laced him into Lou’s old 
skates. They fit perfectly. He wobbled. I 
took his hand to steady him. 

We stepped onto the frozen pool. I 
got my legs immediately and skimmed 
towards the deep end. He hunched over 
painfully, straining not to slip. As a 
young woman I had been able to jump, 
had allowed centrifugal force to take me. 
I still moved so gracefully he could not 
look away.
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