
They say you get used to everything. Maybe that's true. Sylvia and I stayed mostly at home. I wasn't ready to face the confrontation outside the house. It would have been impossible to do this with anyone else. But this was Sylvia. It felt different from living with Johan. I will not say it felt better. That would be a betrayal of the love Johan had felt for me. It was a strange sensation that Sylvia was responsive again from one minute to the next, almost as if she were the old Sylvia again. How is it possible that someone's mind can completely shut down one day, so much so that it's impossible to have a sensible conversation, and then, moments later, function as if nothing had happened? I didn't understand it, and to be honest, I didn't trust it. The image of a motionless Sylvia on a rope wouldn't leave my dreams at night. Of course, I was happy for her. Naturally, I hoped this could be the beginning of a recovery. But I didn't dare say it out loud, especially not with Sylvia five feet away from me, where she could hear every sigh.
One metre and a half. You remember COVID. Social Distance. Imagine reverse social distancing.
You can’t. Constantly being within arm’s reach of another person is inconceivable. To always be within a person’s circle of privacy. You smell her morning breath, the odours of sweat and her body’s own fluids. You bump into her body and touch involuntarily intimate parts of her body so many times, every now and then it doesn't feel shameful, because it happens so often. But most of the time, an apology slips through your barrier of embarrassment. It’s a cliché, but you only realise how much you like owning your privacy until you have lost it.
I don’t use makeup. Why patch up something ugly if the end-result is passably ugly? Do you know how much time Sylvia spends doing her makeup? On average, 30 minutes. I watch her for half an hour as she transforms from pretty to beautiful. Her finished look makes me feel even more grotesque.
“If I wanted to buy something, could I borrow something from you? I mean, borrow is the wrong word of course, because I cannot ever pay you back unless I take on a job. And I cannot work because you would have to work as well, you know…” She lifted her right arm. The links in the chain made a slight jingling sound. 
If the person on the other end of the phone has a strong voice, you don’t need to put him on speaker. Sylvia, within a metre of me, could hear him word for word. Sandor’s voice carried the kind of confidence that doesn’t ask for attention—it takes it. Without wasting time on polite conversation starters, I asked him, “If Jutta wants money to spend on herself, how do you deal with that, since your father excluded both his wives from his inheritance?” I asked.
“Did you know he had been giving Jutta 10 euros pocket money a week for several years? She could do with that as she pleased. If she needed more, she would ask him. I actually just continued that arrangement.”
“So you give her the 10 euro cash? I could do that as well, I suppose… Ten euros is… well, everything is a bit more expensive with two people, of course, but I will manage somehow.” My income was just above the welfare level.
The army had not given an important position to Sandor for nothing; the man was not stupid. “I will make arrangements today to have my mother’s money transferred to your account.”
“Please don’t do that. I really don’t need it. I have some savings of my own, but thank you for that gesture.”
“If you need anything, please don’t hesitate to ask. I owe you a huge debt that cannot be expressed in money.”
“I will, thank you.”
In some ways, it’s like a marriage. Two people who have habits and mannerisms are forced to live in the same house, and how much you love each other, they are bound to fight over small things, like putting the cap on the toothpaste back, or dropping your clothes just like that on the floor. I like to watch TV; she didn’t. She enjoys working in the garden; I don’t. I hate broccoli; she doesn’t. So we compromise. She is sitting with her laptop on the floor - she prefers to sit on the floor  - with her headset on as I watch the TV-program. 
Three taps on her shoulder get her attention to get some drinks or a visit to the bathroom. The other way around is nonexistent. She doesn’t ask me for anything to drink, and her bladder is impressively bigger or better than mine. 
The solution we could come up with to our Siamese clothing drama was to unpick the hem and sew the Velcro on the inside. It was far from pretty, but at least we could show ourselves in public again. Sylvia was the best seamstress of us, but I could hand sew a bit of Velcro, thank you very much. We were both unhappy with the result, but until we had a better solution, this would have to do.
Did it feel strange being tied to my best friend forever like that? Was I embarrassed to do number two with Sylvia standing there next to me? You bet I was! Did I regret my impulse decision? With the pictures fresh in my memory to see her dangling there on the ceiling, I instantly knew I had done the right thing. Of all the reactions I had expected from Sylvia, not this one. I was prepared for apathy, anger, and disgust. But instead, Sylvia seemed alive again, almost cheerful and happy. She mostly minimised the difficulties of being tied up like this, even when I complained about it. 
A few minor burns taught us that cooking together required much more communication — who is doing what and simple logistic directions: “Watch out!, To your left. Walk around me. Leash too short!” Other than that, we got along just fine. More than fine. After two days of looking after the animals of Sylvia’s former farmhouse, Sandor came back. He called right after they came back and invited us for the evening. He had something important to discuss with us. It sounded ominous. 

