THE GRAY ARMCHAIR

Two knocks on the door announce foday's weekday. She always comes
on Sundays, leaves her brown bag on the rack and, without greeting anyone, sits
in the ash-coloured armchair in the old living room. She watches out the window,
silently, always with a rosary in her hand. She doesn't seem to mind the coffee
stains on the couch, nor the messy magazines; she doesn't even seem to mind
the dust her feet kick up as she walks around the room. She just sits in that
armchair that surely should have been thrown away many years ago.

My parents never talk about her and | don't dare ask them, she's been
coming for too many years now. Sometimes | get the feeling that they don't want
her to be there. From time to time, | see my mother peeking in from the door, but
she never greets her. | know | have to stay caim but curiosity is killing me and 1
watch her in silence. She has more wrinkles on her body than | have ever seen
in my entire life.

"Mom" | finally dared to ask her, "why don't you throw the gray sofa in the
living room out? It's dirty and old and you never use it anymore.”

My mother looks at me and immediately a nostalgic smile appears on her
face. She looks towards the place, towards the lady, towards the armchair.

"It reminds me of my childhood" she says with the pain with which
someone talks about memories. “My grandmother used to sit in that same chair
when | was little. | don't know if | shouid get rid of it.”

The oid woman looks at me for the first time and a shiver runs through my
body. Tears flow from the black socket of her eyes and a hoarse cry makes my
skin crawl. Suddenly, my mother remains motionless. | want to go to her, but my
body doesn't respond. | feel cold on my neck.

"Don't let her do it. Keep the memory alive.”

And as if a blizzard has blown into the house, | see the woman's body

vanishing into air and for the first time in years, it's Sunday and the armchair is

empty.
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