
‘When she said goodbye to our marriage, instead 
of a heartfelt thank-you letter, my wife left 
me a notebook, a cheap green primary school 

notebook that, when I opened it, was filled with instructions 
on how to roast meat, cook cauliflower, how long the pota-
toes needed, what had to be thrown away from the chicory, 
how the lettuce was prepared and the peppers cut, and so 
on, and so on, all in her painfully recognizable, far from 
processed handwriting. After the cooking instructions fol-
lowed the cleaning tips and page after page I could read what 
should be done in the cottage every how often: the hallway, 
the toilet, the sink, the pantry and the shower, followed by a 
detailed explanation of the operating the washing machine, 
defrosting the refrigerator, how the control box worked, 
where the light switch was, the gas tap and the water meter, 
while the paragraph ended with the redeeming answer to 
the question on which shelf I could find the plugs in case 
suddenly all the light around me. 
 
 



Little, yes very little was left undiscussed, because my clothing 
sizes were also included, so that forty years later I would not be 
wearing the same clothes in which she had burst me and with 
one look at a neat, well-arranged list I could read what the col-
lar size of my shirts, the bandwidth and leg length of my pants, 
how big my socks had to be and my T-shirts, which underwear 
suited me and which jacket. 
 
I remember how perplexed I was. How hurt especially! I hated 
that notebook, I could kill it from the first moment I saw it, 
next to the gas stove in that empty house. All the misery of the 

divorce seemed drawn together in that square notebook with 
its pale green cover. When I opened it, I saw a perfect blue-
print of the sparse, godforsaken banal life that lay before me. 
Vacuum, iron and wash the curtains. Sponges, chamois leather, 
scrub the dog hairs from the carpet and squeeze the heavy 
plush tablecloth through the porthole of the washing machine. 
As elaborately as the notebook went into the most insignificant 
things, it was so daunting that it had nothing to say about the 
only question that tormented me from early in the morning 
until late at night: how should I go now that she was no longer 


