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And then I stand there and listen 
to the silence. And it’s like the 
silence is speaking to me. But a 
silence can’t speak, can it. Yes, 
silence can speak in its way, and 
the voice you hear when it does, 
yes, whose voice it is. But it’s just a 
voice. There’s nothing else you can 
say about the voice. It’s just there. 
It’s there, no doubt about it, even 
though it isn’t saying anything. 
And then I hear it call out: so, 
here you are - and I hear that it’s 
the old woman calling that. And 
the voice says again: here you are. 
The voice says: finally, we found 
you - and I think how can it say 
something like that, because no 
one’s found me. The voice says: 
now I’ve found you - and I don’t 
understand anything, whose voice 
this is, and what it’s doing here, 
deep in the dark woods. I shout: 
who are you. The voice says: can’t 
you tell from my voice, I’m your 
mother, can’t you tell it’s your 
mother, don’t you recognize your 
own mother’s voice, unbelievable, 
not recognizing your own mother’s 
voice - and I think that this isn’t 
my mother’s voice, I know her 
voice very well and this isn’t it, 
and I have to answer something, 
I can’t just say nothing. I say: it’s 
me. She says: yes, it’s you. I say: 



but what are you doing out here in 
the forest. The voice says: looking 
for you. I say: you’re looking for 
me - and the voice says yes and I 
say why are you doing that. The 
voice says: because you can’t be 
out in the forest now - and I say 
no. The voice says: surely you 
can understand that much - and 
I say yes. The voice says: it’s too 
cold to be out in the forest now, 
and it’s too dark. I say: yes, you’re 
absolutely right. The voice says: 
you need to go home. I say: but 
I can’t find my way home. The 
voice says: you’ve gotten lost. I 
say: yes, yes, that’s probably true, 
I have. The voice says: that’s why 
we’re coming to help you. I say: 
thank you, thank you – and now I 
can clearly see the elderly couple 
right there in front of  me. And 
yes, yes, that’s my mother standing 
there. No question about it. It 
can’t be anyone else. It’s her, my 
mother. And my father is standing 
next to her. And he’s holding my 
mother’s arm. And it doesn’t look 
like he’s really following what’s 
going on. He’s just staring straight 
ahead as if  into a void. Into 
empty space. And I’m probably 
just staring into empty space too. 
I certainly am. I stand there. I try 
to stand totally still. And I see my 
mother and father coming closer 
and closer and as the old woman 
looks at me I hear her say: why 
are you just standing there, don’t 
just stand there like that, you can’t 









just stand there like that, behave 
yourself  - and I think about what 
she must mean by that, that I 
can’t just stand here like this and 
that I have to behave myself. Why 
can’t I stand here like this, and 
why does standing here like this 
mean I’m not behaving myself. 
What am I doing wrong. I can’t 
be doing all that much wrong just 
standing here without moving. 
I’m not doing anything. I’m just 
standing here. What’s so wrong 
about that. It can’t be that wrong, 
can it. And then it shouts again: 
don’t just stand there, you have to 
do something, you can’t just stand 
there, do something already - and 
it’s my mother shouting and I start 
walking towards my parents. And 
my mother says: good, at least 
you’re coming towards us, you’re 
doing that at least, if  nothing 
else – and I think I shouldn’t say 
anything, not because I don’t 
have anything to say but because 
I don’t feel like saying anything, 
and besides I don’t know what 
I should say, but maybe I can 
say that I don’t understand why 
they’re out in this cold dark forest 
too, so late in the day, yes, it’s 
night by now, and so late in the 
autumn, or early winter really, 
yes, I can probably say that. I say: 
why are you out in the forest. And 
she says: that’s what you’re asking, 
it’s unbelievable that that’s what 
you’re asking. I say: why. She says: 
because you’re out in the forest 



yourself  - and I say yes. She says: 
and what are you doing out in the 
forest, you’re going to freeze to 
death, you have to go home - and 
I wonder if  I should tell her that I 
can’t find my way out of  the forest 
and ask her if  she knows the way 
out of  the forest, but of  course 
she won’t know it, because if  she 
did why would she be walking 
around in the forest and I say: 
do you know the way out of  the 
forest - and she says: no, but he 
does - and she looks up at my 
father and she says: you know the 
way out of  the forest, don’t you – 
and he shakes his head. She says: 
you don’t know the way – and he 
says no and she says she was sure 
he knew where the way was, he 
always knew the way, she couldn’t 
remember a single time when he 
hadn’t known the way, she was sure 
he knew the way, she would never 
have imagined anything else, she 
says and she’s stopped, and she’s 
let go of  my father’s arm and now 
she’s looking up at him, and she 
says, and her voice sounds scared: 
you don’t know the way, you can’t 
find the way back home - and my 
father shakes his head. She says: 
so why did we walk so far into 
the forest  and my father doesn’t 
answer, he just stands there stiffly. 
She says: answer me. He says: but 
we came here together. She says: 
no, it was you who dragged me 
into the forest. He says: but you 
wanted to find him.




