
Sandor looks tall and handsome as we stand before our cars. Sylvia and Jutta came with her son and the other one’s daughter. They both make preparations to get into his car. 
“Girl, you belong to Zuzanna now. You will go with her. Say goodbye to your Mistress. From now on, she won’t be your Mistress any longer.” Both women latch onto each other like two magnets in a bear-hug contest, squeezing so tight you’d think their goal is to merge into one overly affectionate human pancake.
“I would like to get home today, if you girls don’t mind,” Sandor smirks. Sylvia is the first to release the embrace. Jutta gets into the car, and a few moments later they are at the end of the street.  
“Come on, Syl. Let’s go.” It’s quite a change from Sandor’s new Toyota Land Cruiser to Toyota Corolla from 2001. 
Her voice is soft and bereft of emotion. “Thank you Mistress, for taking me in.”
“Oh, come on Syl. It’s me. Zuzanna. Remember her? Your best friend since kindergarten? You can quit the Mistress stuff.”
“I am sorry if Mistress is displeased with me.”
“Oh Lordy, lordy. Guess we’re taking the scenic route through chaos?” Sylvia kept quiet. She looked her age. Sylvia had always been the pretty one. Sylvia, the attention seeker, the other girls used to call her in school. A nasty, but accurate way of describing the friend I truly love. She was the beauty; I was the beast. We were inseparable those days. Fiercely loyal if anyone attacked my looks, not afraid to fight for me if needed. I had always been the voice of reason if she had a crazy idea. I think once a month I pulled her away from a minor disaster. She was afraid of nothing. Perhaps I had been a bit too much. Afraid.
“Sylvia, wake up. Koen is not with us anymore. He has given Jutta to Ilse and Sandor. That was a good choice. They will take care of her. If I have to, and if you still want to, I will find you someone new. For now, relax. Give yourself time to grieve. Be as kind to yourself as Koen was to you.”
“Girl. My name is Girl.”
“It has been a long time since you were a girl, Sylvia.” I said as gently as I could. No answer. We drove the rest of the way in silence to my house. I had spent the weekend preparing our guestroom into a cosy room for Sylvia. We — I often say ‘we’ where I should say ‘I’ — do not get visitors often. The guestroom had been a laundry room for far too long. It would be nice to have Sylvia with me. Since my retirement, the days have been long and boring. Taking care of Johan had kept me busy for almost a year, but after he died, my days were empty. There is a limit one can go to the garden centre in a week. I kept myself busy with making things. Sewing, Knitting, Croquet, making my own clothes from a simple piece of cloth. My mama had raised me to be content with what you have. 
Most people live simple, uneventful lives. We work, and if we had kids (which we didn’t want), we’d look after them; otherwise, we spend our money on nice things. Once a year, we travel to different parts of the world. We have a pleasant house of our own (mortgage free now). Johan went to see Ajax Amsterdam every weekend, and I would visit my mother on Sundays. When Mom started to forget things, she moved in with us. She had her own place in the extension Johan had built for her. He had been a good man to me, my Johan. A provider in the old-fashioned meaning of the word. Someone who worked hard and gave all of it to me, because we knew who was good at what in our team. Some of my friends called me frugal, but I was not. I just don’t spend money without thinking. 
“Consider my house your own for the time being.” I said. “Feel free to eat and drink whatever you want, I will give you a key to the house so you can come and go as you like.” 
No response. Not a smile, not a word. Never before in this life did I see Sylvia filled to the brim with a mix of apathy and lethargy. Johan’s death saddened me, of course, but I don’t recall ever feeling this devastated. Perhaps I had a lot of time to get used to the thought that Johan would leave me. Perhaps the feeling that he was painless now comforted me enough to go on with life? I didn’t expect Sylvia singing and dancing in the rain a few days after she buried her husband, but that empty look in her eyes scares me to death. 

