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Zoldan 
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People say I am crazy, but I don’t care…  

They say I can’t hold it together, because I imagine things 

that are not real. But honestly, I am homeless and, you 

know, people then think you are crazy anyway. It is not 

worse to be out begging on the streets just like this than 

to be out begging and thinking you are the lord of a big 

country house with a garden full of tomatoes and peppers 

like my grandfather used to serve for Sunday salad. 

 

„Zoldan, come here!“ my boss yells at me. He does this 

little wiggle with the hand as if he was asking Buddy, my 

dog to come instead of me. Not that Buddy would pay 

much attention to anybody calling him. But at least he 

stays with me also in the worse moments. Yes, I have a 

boss and I have a job. Every morning I am brought to 

some street point with a car. I try to imagine it is a 

limousine service and that it drives me around Grand 
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Place while almost everybody is sleeping. I don’t care the 

car is smelly and full of other beggars like me. When I 

close my eyes I can hear faint music of violins and 

accordions that are played with love. 

„Zoldan, come here! What is wrong with you?“ My boss 

approaches and looks down at me. Since this new 

pedestrian zone in the middle of Boulevard Anspach 

opened, it is more difficult to tell crazy people apart from 

not crazy people. A yelling leader of a beggar gang does 

not stand out among the frenetic bikers, smoked skaters 

and Stammgast clochards. He looks at me with 

disapproval.  

„Buddy does not like crossing the street. Even if there are 

no cars“, I say.  

„Buddy is not real, you twat“, he replies. „How much did 

you make?“  

I look up to him and blink.  

„AGAIN?“ he says. „You need to talk to the people, 

Zoldan. Look them straight in the eye, with sad eyes and 
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shake the mug so they can hear the little you got, for 

heaven’s sake. How do you waste so much time? You 

know, I cannot...“ 

A little boy comes to me, I recognize him. He was here in 

the morning, with his father. „Read me one more“, he 

demands.  

„I read again at four“, I say. „Come back then.“  

„No“, the boy insists. „I want it now!“ And he wags the old 

rabbit book in front of my face: Some weird story about a 

grown-up rabbit in a forest that cannot decide who he is. 

„Leave the Monsieur“, his father intervenes. „We can 

come back on another day.“ Leaned to me he adds: „Can 

I reserve three spaces for tomorrow morning?“ He shows 

me a ten Euro bill. I nod. The boy waves goodbye as they 

leave.  

Then I turn back to the urban library and start choosing 

the book for the next session. My boss has left without a 

word. I wanted to tell him that I quit, but he might have 

figured that out by himself. He is a smart guy after all. 
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Sometimes I wish he was imaginary. I will soon find out 

whether he is, I think to myself, while I stroke the ears of 

Buddy. This is where he likes it most.  
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Laura 
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When Laura put up the ad on the urban library wall 

at Boulevard Anspach, she used her best drawing, or what 

she thought would be the best taken one: a pensative 

face of a woman, eyes half closed, the mouth about to 

whisper some serious truth. 

 

I can draw your face the ad read and then it specified her 

name and number, followed by the tag portrait 

professional.  

 

That was two months ago. It was still warm the day she 

waited at the Boulevard right after putting it up and 

longing to see someone noticing the ad immediately.  

Nobody seemed to have, so far.  

The streets were now full of wet leaves. The other day 

she even went back to the Boulevard to check whether 

the raindrops had washed away her drawing or some 
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nasty skater had brushed past it and torn it on purpose, 

envious of her talent.  

The ad seemed untouched though. She approached it, 

like a former friend she would not want to meet on the 

street. The free books that went in and out of the urban 

library had revolved around her drawing like river water 

washing around a rock. 

  

Lying in her bed that night she thought: „Why has nobody 

called? Was the drawing not good enough? Should I draw 

another one? A better one?“ She did not have a better 

one. She had never had a model either. She could use 

again a photograph in a magazine. Or maybe draw her 

own face. 

 

Then the phone started ringing. Clear and cool like the 

autumn breeze outside. Now? She thought. Would it be 

someone she knew? She went to the living room, picked 

up the receiver and pushed the blinking green button. 
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„Hello?“ 

„Is this Laura?“ 

She held her breath. 

„The portrait professional?“ 

The woman’s voice on the other end was full and grave, 

belonging to someone older, possibly. 

„Yeah, but it is late“ Laura said. 

„What are you doing, Laura? Would you like to draw 

now?“ the voice asked. 

„I...would“ Laura hesitated. 

„Can you draw me now?“ 

„What do you mean. I can’t see you.“ 

„Draw me“ the voice insisted. „Go, take a pencil and 

draw me.“ 

Laura stood still.  

„Or don’t“ the voice added, suddenly a touch more 

distant. 
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„No, no. Please, stay“ Laura said quickly. She walked to 

her desk, the phone in her right palm. She was left-

handed. The pencil started moving surprisingly easy over 

the sheet of paper that had been sitting on the desk, as if 

waiting for an opportunity in the middle of the night. She 

started drawing a large and mighty nose, a bit like her 

own, but mightier still. 

 

„How do you imagine my face?“ the voice asked. 

„Maybe older“ Laura replied. Bushy eyebrows, clear eyes. 

Cornered by tiny wrinkles. The nose in the centre of 

everything. A thin mouth, smiling.  

„You can draw fast“ the voice smiled. The end line of the 

chin almost drew itself in one smooth stroke. It was 

ready. 

 

„What do you see?“ 
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Laura looked at the picture. „I see...myself. She looked 

again. „...in many years“ the voice finished Laura’s 

thought. 

Laura sat down. Was she dreaming? No, she was not. 

She could hear the breathing on the other end. Her eyes 

rested on the face of her older self. A face washed with 

grief, disappointment, fear and futility. And yet it was the 

smile she had drawn, on this thinning mouth of hers, that 

made her feel safe and sound. 

 

„Are you still there?“ the voice asked.  

„Yes“, said Laura. 

„That’s good.“ the voice continued. „Then it was not too 

late.“ And, with that, the connection died. 

 

Later, Laura, just before she drifted into a dreamless 

sleep, thought that the first thing tomorrow would be to go 

to the urban library and take down the ad. 
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Oscar 
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January 2nd 

 

Oh my Gosh! Isn’t that exciting? Exhilarating! My lord is 

setting me free from his rank library, in which he indulges 

in the tedious pages of his electronic nonsense books 

without even looking at us. He is setting me free, as some 

kind of New Year resolution I believe, free to the urban 

library of Ville de Bruxelles.  

 

What a blessing this is! Out in the fresh air and waiting for 

the minds of knowledgeable readers to set their eyes 

onto Dorian Gray, the heart-wrenching story of the 

Victorian young man, which is told right between my two 

covers. 

 

On my way I am, dear reader. 
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January 3rd 

I have not foreseen this, no. Frankly speaking, I rather 

supposed there would be a readers’ queue, or more 

precisely a crowd in this less disciplined vicinity, waiting 

to choose from the books exposed in this bohemian and 

attractive concept that the urban library constitutes. 

Admittedly, I am the only book with a certain value. And I 

say “certain”, because I am intending to be modest in this 

junk pile of old vehicle magazines and remainders of B-

list publications, some of them stained or intelligible and 

altogether of the most unpresentable appearance. 

 

January 4th 

Well, yet another day of waiting to be picked up. I feel like 

an old harlot at the yard of an opium den. Disgraceful. 

Notwithstanding, I am a patient being. In the end, I had 

been waiting on a dusty shelf for something to happen for 

more than 30 years. Oh dears. 
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January 5th 

Now, this is absolutely ridiculous. I have been woken up in 

the middle of a chilly night, just to serve as a primitive 

pillow to the greasy boffin of some drunkard. A heavily 

intoxicated stroller, it seemed, with no other place to lay 

his head on. Ridiculous, I said it. This is not a strong 

enough depiction, but I cannot find the right words for this 

harebrained idea of putting up an alfresco library in the 

middle of a city where it never stops to piss down on you.  

 

January 6th 

Still…well…nothing. A good soul picked me up from the 

street and put me back into the so-called library. Not in a 

subtle manner, but at least I am dry. 

 

January 07th 

Heureka! An angel has taken me under his wing. A Prince 

Charming, so graceful and tender, it could be Dorian 

himself. He is taking me on a bus-ride to his domicile. 
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How romantic that is. I feel so close to him and this is 

before he even read me. I cannot wait until he opens my 

pages one by one. His eyelashes brushing the air while he 

grazes through the lines I contain. His pursed lips 

whispering the words of the story I carry. His mind set 

alight by the passion I transfuse.  

 

January 08th 

I am a bit surprised. Obviously, they do make bookshelves 

differently these days. I must say I preferred those, where 

I was actually inside the shelf, not under one foot of it. 

But times change, I presume. And this habitation is 

humble, but not a bad place: So full of young souls, 

chattering voices, and spirits dancing in the flames of 

booze and smoke. From my rather uncomfortable position 

I heard talks about cupidity, statecraft and academia. I 

quite like that. I just wondered: When will they finally find 

the time to read me? 


