
Sylvia shut herself in her room and came out only to eat. I told her funny stories about us growing up, hoping to cheer her up, but it didn’t work. Exactly 10 days after the burial was Sylvia’s birthday, March 27th. I made her a birthday cake, which she ate none of. 
“After our visit to the grave, I want to go to Peter’s place. I want to see my grandson.” We have visited the grave every single day for the last ten days. There was nothing to see there. No stone on it yet. Just a piece of land with some sloppy soil on it, between large gravestones on either side. And yet Sylvia spent at least an hour near the grave, carefully removing dead flowers from the bouquets and funeral wreaths.
Today, Sylvia seemed more lost than ever. It had been raining all night. It looked like new showers were about to come down at any minute now. When she came to the grave, Sylvia fell to her knees and collapsed on the dirt, spreading her arms and legs into a grotesque X-shape. Sobbing so loud and sad it could break your heart. I did not have the heart to tell her to get up. I was glad Johan had been cremated because what do you find in a cemetery? Nothing but sand and dirt. When I felt the first drops coming down on my face, it was time to go. 
“Sylvia, come on, let’s get going. Our first stop will be at the farm where Sandor and the women will be able to offer their birthday greetings, and then, if you still wish to, we can also stop at Peter’s location.”
After a few minutes, I lost my patience with her. I bit my tongue at the last minute. Getting angry with her was not a solution. I helped her up from the damp floor and tried to wipe some of the dirt off her coat. I just made it even dirtier. No way we could arrive at Sandor’s place with her looking like this on her birthday. First, we had to drive home to change. At home, I had to take her coat off and put another coat on. She just stood there, like a zombie Barbie girl, just staring at nothing. I hoped a visit to Sandor and her ‘Mistress’ would cheer her up a bit. 
When we arrived at their farmhouse, I still considered Sylvia’s property by the way — it soon became clear they were busy with all kinds of things, except for a nice birthday gathering. They were busy with people I vaguely remembered seeing at the funeral, moving stuff from the barn, Sandor’s old house, to the main house. These two strange guys bullied Ilse and her mother in front of us for being lazy and not working hard enough. Both were wearing dresses, if you could call it that. The dress was short enough to cover the crotch, but hardly more than that. The top showed so much of their bare breasts, they might as well have nothing on. 
“Do you really want your ass plugged with the biggest buttplug we have?” One of them yelled. “Get a move on, you lazy cunt!”
The other one laughed like a hyena. Ever heard one laugh? It sounds like this fat guy: “If you whores don’t want to be sold to the highest bidder, be more careful with that stuff.”
Sandor came outside and said nothing about it. He had a little smile on his face.
“I thought we had made an appointment to stop by for Sylvia’s birthday today?” I asked with perhaps just a bit too much venom in my voice.
“OMG”, Sandor smacked his head. “I completely forgot. Happy Birthday, girl.”
“She is not a girl anymore. You can call her mother or by her name.” I said.
Sandor looked at me, totally stunned. They were all so soaked in their pseudo-world that they considered this behaviour normal. Sylvia was now my responsibility, and on your mother’s birthday, I expected them all to behave as if she were a human being. 
“She’s having a really hard time, just like you all are after losing your dad so suddenly.” 
Sandor looked frazzled. “It made sense for us all to move to the main house, and Martin and Donald were kind enough to help us move the heavy stuff. So, I’m afraid the house is rather a mess right now. We’ll throw you a nice birthday party in a week or so. I promise Mom!”
The mother in question had not said a word. She just looked at a point far away in the distance. These dudes who helped out were so busy that they didn’t even have time to say happy birthday to Sylvia.
“I am sorry”, Sandor said to me as if he should apologise to me. Sandor offered a seemingly obligatory apology to his mother, saying, “I’m sorry. We will make it up, I promise, it’s just, well, such a weird time right now, and the guys have to leave for home soon…”
“It’s okay, Master.” Sylvia said to her son and turned to the car. In my long friendship with Sylvia, I’ve seen things that would make most people’s wildest reality TV-fuelled acid trips pale in comparison. The timing, however Koen’s son thought it was appropriate to move in to his parent’s house, puzzled me once again. With some effort, I kept my opinion to myself.

