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There are words too stupid to say: I will never forget her, she is always in my heart. 
 
I was living in an area close to Carrouge, still in Switzerland but just at the border so 
neither French nor Swiss. Close to C E R N, Europe’s nuclear particle accelerator. 
With money my grandmother had left me I had bought an old farmhouse and had 
started a plant nursery some years earlier. 
The plants were not exactly cacti, still, of the kind called ‘succulents’. Always make me 
think of salads or stews. Mostly from French-controlled African countries or Madagascar.  
Exotic-looking, suitable for high-end designer houses or offices. 
It was just me and every so often a cat which would show up at odd times. She did not 
seem to be a stray nor did she have a visible home nearby. 
 
I went once to a bistro in Carrouge where the owner-cook played music on a home-
made one-string instrument made with a wooden broomstick and an old washtub. Sang 
French folk songs. 
She sat alone at a table next to me. Short, curly black hair and kind of a darkish 
complexion. Reminded me of a woman I had known in New Orleans, a Creole look, I 
thought, or Mediterranean; that can mean practically anything. 
No more description. I remember every detail of her physicality. So what? 
 
She said that she was a physicist, working at C E R N on anti-matter forces and anti-
energy. 
I may have made too many stupid jokes about anti-energy. She laughed though.  
Once I asked her if she was Jewish. She replied that the present was so full and 
consuming she had no time for the past. ‘how we are active, what we do in the present is 
what matters.’ 
 



In our time together we would sit on my terrace and talk for hours about life and science. 
I have always thought of myself as an amateur botanist and I love all of the natural 
sciences. Never had much patience with physics, though, chemistry or even astronomy. 
I explained that the idea of breaking things, even atoms, to see what they are made of is 
basically a childish idea. 
She said that it was just a way of talking; atoms are not really smashed, it is really just a 
question of separating different fields of force so that each can be observed.  Like we do 
with light, for example, she said. Light sometimes acts like rays, sometimes like waves, 
but it has component parts that can be separated into kinds of light, ultraviolet, red, blue, 
like that.  Doesn’t mean that a photon is smashed. 
 
Scientists talk that way but it does not reflect reality, I said, the reality is that most 
science is misguided and wrong.  Just look at the state of the world, I said. 
These conversations would go on into the night, night after night 
 
I once told her that it was amazing that she could not see that the accepted scientific 
explanations of phenomena were just more fiction.  We need more poetry, I said. 
Do you write poetry? She asked. When I said no, she asked what poetry I liked. I 
answered by asking what poetry she liked. 
 
Mostly English, mostly pre-Larkin, pre- Elliot. Or at least less upper class. 
And Arabic poetry. I love ibn Arabi, she said. 
 
When I say we need a more poetic world I mean it more as metaphor. I seldom have time 
to seek out actual poetry to read. Most of it is self-indulgent nonsense. 
I report all this detail to see if I can recall something I may have missed. This kind of talk 
and banter went on for weeks and weeks, into late Autumn. 
 
Of course we made love well, often.  She was beautiful, I told her so every day. 
Everyone is, she would answer. 
Sometimes this would also lead to long sessions of light argument. I said that most 
people were a bit ugly, and that in fact as animals humans are really not nice-looking.  
Sometimes she would say something like, if one looks at it that way nothing is nice-
looking.  Many animals use the sense of hearing or the sense of smell for primary 
knowledge of others. 
 
You smell nice, I said. 
 
I go over and over everything we said, everything we did. Every day and night. It’s not like 
being jilted, when one can remember and reconstruct, find something one said wrong. 
Just that I cannot stop myself. 
 
 Ok, I will tell what happened: as we often did, we sat on my terrace, in chairs facing each 
other. The cat was there, lying nearby on a braided throw rug. We each had a glass of St 
Emilion, the bottle was on a small table, about half-full. 
We had eaten a meal of artichokes with a sauce I had made. 
Try as I constantly do, I cannot recall exactly what we were talking about.  I had said 
something.  Cannot remember what. A question, maybe. Maybe I had asked her a 
question. 
Maybe she was talking and had paused for a second. 
 
From one instant to another she vanished. She was no longer there. No noise, no 
anything. No longer there. At first I thought maybe I had missed seeing her get up, but a 



second later my skin moved on my body. I felt my scalp move on my skull. Almost 
jumped out of my skin. Now I know where that expression comes from. 
Then I looked around, slowly. Not moving. 
Rita? I called.  Silence. The cat got up cautiously, walked over to the empty chair. Sniffed. 
Looked around, sat down. 
 
After awhile, an hour or an entire day, I got up, walked through the house, the garden, 
outside. Called her name. She had vanished. 
That night was long. I began to shiver sometimes and sometimes I would cry. I became 
afraid.  
Afraid of nothing I could define or say. 
 
I lost track of time. Sat around the house. Walked around. Drank little, ate little. Never 
called the police, never called anyone. Didn’t go anywhere. 
Maybe a week later I went over to the C E R N labs where she worked. Did not go in, 
stood outside and watched  that whole day and the next two days. She was not there. 
During our time together I had met some of her colleagues socially. Never contacted 
them, they never contacted me. 
 
More than a year has passed now since that evening, and nothing is fading into nebulous 
memory; it is as though time has not moved at all. except for my expectations. Whatever 
they are. 
 
Both of my ex-wives accused me of being too opinionated. Don’t even know what that 
means. How would we live if we had no strong opinions? I think, I observe. So I know 
things. To pretend otherwise helps no one. 
Yes of course I understand that i could have acted differently. So could they. 
 
In this situation I have no opinions. 
There is no end. No point. No closure, as Americans like to spout. No chance to think, no 
way to think. Cannot even ask what happened and come up with a provisional answer 
that would allow me to move forward. 
‘what ever happened to that lovely woman friend of yours?’ she vanished. I cannot even 
say it makes no sense. Cannot talk, even to myself. 
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