Hello, dear friend—or perhaps, not quite a friend anymore. Doesn’t by Nat aliapLem F Orgetting Yoy
really matter who exactly. My winter days are spent forgetting you. OMmaia
November. I don’t go out much, but you know that. It’s strange to think

you once lay in this bed; I wonder who, now, finds your snoring irk-

some, or maybe you breathe softer these days / @l
Years and years you glept beside me?vgch, for eén& ter%a-

tures like humans, is eternity. Time carved deep wound-like wrinkles
into our skin, like an indifferent, callous doctor would. Time does not
care if it hurts yow'with needles. And

ello, dear friend, if I'm honest, I’'m not well. My room festers with
sadness, melancholy, despair—Ilike different breeds of cockroaches.
I hate bugs, but you know that. I made you kill them; you laughed and
pretended you had, but did not. Don’t worry, books keep me company.
m They fill th.e bed. Fgather them close,. where youonce |
%Wearrien —vyou'vereached thie winter of m%ntent. ont
fret, I’'m only sickened by the sun; bright days depress me, but you
know that. I read a dozen books, all at once, and listen to Chopin’s
nocturnes, like some kind of psychopath, but it quiets the mind. Lately,

my mind’s been buzzing, painfully. I drink tea from the cups you left,
one etched with a G. How strange. No one with that letter lives here.

Snow fell last week, enormous flakes, unheard of for November, in
Berlin. I wanted to show you. Instead, I showed your ghost and our
dog—he loves the snow, but you know that. It made him glad.

Snow felt warm with you in bed. I'd brush the snowflakes from your
long woolen coat when you'd come home, black tea in hand—the one
I asked to buy. Others are not as strong, but you know that. And they Y,
taste fake. I only believe in tea that smells as strong as coffee would.
You don’t like honey but brought it for me. Lemons in a transparent
supermarket bag—violently bright against amber-blue winter twilight,

)

o m
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Now, I imagine you come home to so shou fille

—to the brim—with snowflakes. A bag full of tea and lemons—no
honey. I still cut them into squares, the way you liked. Do you still? Or
circles? I read books filled with magic, Borges and such, while you drift

ou don’t See time pa siinke you would see the Mg, but

it does; it layers the city in its own cold veil, its invisible snowflakes.
You carry the droplets on your long woolen coat—on your shoulders,
but you don’t notice—walking briskly, neurotically, to meet yet another
date—somewhere in Kreuzberg, maybe. You're late, as always. The
memory of your presence slowly phsinto dust—mgothing.

At times, I wonder if I only in%e ogether—read abou{ WW

it in a silly book full of magic and believed, naively—while you came
home to someone else, laughing, telling her, “Remewmber that girl?
She’s at it again; she’s crazy—dreaming us into love.” Then you Kkiss, )
make dinner, and forget my palace of delusion. I guess I have our dog
as proof. And cups with the letter G on them. Yes, I do need proof.
Memory wavers; it’s hard to hold. M m
([
[ am so tired. , dear friend. I will forget you—my-winter days are W
spent forgetting you, after all. Your winter days are spent forgetting
me as well, I'm guessing. Be well. May someone who holds you dear

shield you softly from the ruthless cold, pick snowflakes from your
woolen coat, and warm you with some lemon tea.
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Hello, dear friend—or perhaps, not quite a friend anymore. Doesn’t by Nataliq Loma;
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really matter who exactly. My winter days are spent forgetting you.
November. I don’t go out much, but you know that. It’s strange to think
you once lay in this bed; I wonder who, now, finds your snoring irk-
some, or maybe you breathe softer these days(

Years and years you glept beside me, which, for brief and tender crea-

tures like humans, is eternity. Time carved deep wound-like wrinkles
into our skin, like an indifferent, callous doctor would. Time does not
care if it hurts yod'with needles. And thieyre evew'deeper now.

Hello, dear friend, if I'm honest, I'm not well. My room festers with
sadness, melancholy, despair—Ilike different breeds of cockroaches.

I hate bugs, but you know that. I made you kill them; you laughed and
pretended you had, but did not. Don’t worry, books keep me company.
They fill the bed. I'gather them close, where you'once lay.

Hello, dear friend—you'vereached thie winter of my discontent. Don’t
fret, I’'m only sickened by the sun; bright days depress me, but you
know that. I read a dozen books, all at once, and listen to Chopin’s
nocturnes, like some kind of psychopath, but it quiets the mind. Lately,
my mind’s been buzzing, painfully. I drink tea from the cups you left,
one etched with a G. How strange. No one with that letter lives here.

Snow fell last week, enormous flakes, unheard of for November, in
Berlin. I wanted to show you. Instead, I showed your ghost and our
dog—he loves the snow, but you know that. It made him glad.

Snow felt warm with you in bed. I'd brush the snowflakes from your
long woolen coat when you’d come home, black tea in hand—the one
I asked to buy. Others are not as strong, but you know that. And they
taste fake. I only believe in tea that smells as strong as coffee would.
You don’t like honey but brought it for me. Lemons in a transparent
supermarket bag—violently bright against amber-blue winter twilight,
against snowfall.

Now, I imagine you come home to someone else, your shoulders filled
—to the brim—with snowflakes. A bag full of tea and lemons—no
honey. I still cut them into squares, the way you liked. Do you still? Or
circles? I read books filled with magic, Borges and such, while you drift
between lovers.

You don’t see time passing like you would see the snow falling, but

it does; it layers the city in its own cold veil, its invisible snowflakes.
You carry the droplets on your long woolen coat—on your shoulders,
but you don’t notice—walking briskly, neurotically, to meet yet another
date—somewhere in Kreuzberg, maybe. You're late, as always. The
memory of your presence slowly morphs into dust—unothing.

At times, I wonder if I only imagined our life together—read about
it in a silly book full of magic and believed, naively—while you came
home to someone else, laughing, telling her, “Remewmber that girl?
She’s at it again; she’s crazy—dreaming us into love.” Then you kiss,
make dinner, and forget my palace of delusion. I guess I have our dog
as proof. And cups with the letter G on them. Yes, I do need proof.
Memory wavers; it’s hard to hold.

I am so tired. Hello, dear friend. I will forget you—my winter daysare
spent forgetting you, after all. Your winter days are spent forgetting
me as well, I'm guessing. Be well. May someone who holds you dear
shield you softly from the ruthless cold, pick snowflakes from your
woolen coat, and warm you with some lemon tea.



Artwork information: My Winter Days Are Spent Forgetting You is a visual prose poem (print
50X70) by Natalia Lomaia. The poem explores memory, forgetting, presence, and absence.
The act of forgetting becomes inseparable from the act of remembering, while absence
becomes a kind of haunting — a strange presence.
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