MAXINE VICTOR

K SOM | KATT

K som i katt. H som i hatt. G som i glass. O som i Ost.
S som i sol. R som i ros.

‘Tis but thy name that is mine enemy. What's Mon-
tague? It is not hand nor foot, nor arm, nor face nor
any other part. What's in a name? That which we call a
rose by any other name would smell as sweet.

| went to the flower shop one day. It was a lovely
spring day, and the flower shop was overflowing with
blooming blossoms and bountiful bouquets. It smelled
like roses, it smelled like frangipanis, like magnolias
and lilies and lavender. My dad once said to me: Never
call a bird a bird. Never call a tree a tree, because as
soon as you call it by its name you stop seeing the
poor little thing. What you see instead is a B-I-R-D and
a T-R-E-E, and what you're left with is a whole lot of
loneliness in a world that is so quick with words, and
so slow to see.

So there | was in the flower shop wanting to buy some
roses and | was sure that my dad was right. Little old
me sure as heck won't be making that mistake of
calling a rose a rose. And Romeo and Juliet were 431
years old so they definitely knew what they were talk-
ing about when they said a rose would smell just as
sweet by any other name. So | pointed to that bright
red perfume-smelling thing and said:

“l would please like a large bunch of any of that wild
or cultivated, usually prickly-stemmed, pinnate-
leaved, showy-flowered perennial plant.”

And the lady whom | suppose was the florist looked
at me with great big eyes and didn’t say a word. | was
surprised, and then | was worried that she didn’t know
what | was talking about, and so | quickly said:

“You know that fragrant organism noted for both its

beauty and its thorns, cultivated from remote antiqui-

ty..?”

And still she just stared at me with her great big eyes
and her big black glasses without saying anything. |
was getting flustered and | was running out of defini-
tions and descriptions and | was secretly getting very
cross with my dad because | was sure that the florist
thought that | was nuts when she suddenly rolled up
her sleeves, cleared her throat and said:

“Vi ar alla hypotesmakare.”

Now it was my turn to turn and stare at her in dis-
belief. What did she just say?

She shrugged her shoulders like it was totally no big
deal and she said:

“Vi ar alla hypotesmakare. Vi férsoker, i stort och
smatt, bringa reda i det mysterium som livet ar. Det
finns manniskor som kommer hit och tappar hakan. De
blir 6vervéldigade av alla dessa farger och lukter. De
famlar efter ord for att beskriva vad de ser. De séger:
Kloster. De sager: Bordell.”

| thought, bordell. Hmmm what a nice-sounding word.
If | were to get a puppy | would definitely call it some-
thing nice like Bordell. Kloster is also cute. | would call



my fish Kloster. | thought that this lady with big black
glasses had a nice voice. | didn’t understand a word
she said but | wanted her to continue talking, and so
| nodded excitedly as if | understood. | think she felt
encouraged because she smiled a serious smile and
she continued:

"l min tradgard har jag tva stora fragor: Vadan och
Varthan? De vaxer starkt och stort i regn och sol. | min
tradgard gar det slangar: det gar slangar av elektric-
itet. Om de kopplas ratt sa uppstar det frukt: deka-
denta dpplen och ananas och persikor som dryper

av sotma och saft. Jag skordar alla dessa frukter, jag
klyver dem itu. Kéttet kor jag in i munnen. Det smakar
farg och forlust. Jag graver i jorden, med bara hander
graver jag i den svarta vata jorden mattad av begar.
Vadan min sorg och angest och hunger? Varthan mitt
tvivel? Varthan min tro?”

Oh my god, she’s sounding really serious now, |
thought to myself. | had no idea what she was saying
but | knew that things were getting pretty intense. |
didn't know what | had gotten myself into when | wan-
dered into this shop. | just wanted to get a nice bunch
of flowers. | was worried that she was sad. | was wor-
ried that she was worried. | was worried that she knew
something that | didn't know. And while | was worrying
about being worried | felt a hand on my arm and |
heard a warm soft voice that said to me:

"Ogat &r glupskt. Det slukar ljuset och retar kroppen
till upphetsning. Litteraturen ar gammal och handen
ar tyvarr sa ung. Bli inte forledd av solen och varmen
darute. Drgj lite innan du kastar dig ut, féor handen be-
héver hemmets inomhusliga hélje och stillasittandets

langa uthallighet for att kunna skriva. Nar kroppen rér
sig faller tankarna ur handerna som &lar ur revorna i en
trasig hav, och da ar texten forlorad. Att skriva ar att
trana att sitta - stilla, lange och talmodigt. Res dig inte
om nagon knackar pa dérren. Res dig inte om nagon
ringer i telefonen. Sitt kvar &ven om du kanner igen
rosten fran andra sidan, s kommer du till slut att bli
belénad av skrivandets langsamma blomning.”

| kept my head bowed low. | didn’t know if she was
going to continue speaking to me. | was afraid that
she would stop; | was afraid that she would continue.
| wish | could tell her that | understood, | wish | could
say that she wasn't alone in this great big flower shop
bursting with colour and life, but | couldn’t bring
myself to lie because she was indeed a singular and
solitary figure, and the flowers that were alive today
would no longer be when tomorrow came. | started
tearing up and soon enough | was crying like a baby.
My nose was runny and | had tears and mucus and
snot all over my face. | was a mess and to think that

| didn't even understand a word of what she said!

| was embarrassed beyond belief. | dug around in my
pockets for some tissue paper and | started panicking
because | found none and my nose was streaming
and my eyes were streaming, so | started wiping my
face with my sleeves like an overgrown child - and
that was when the most astonishing thing happened.

| still can’t believe it as I'm telling you this. But there

| was sniffing and snorting and wiping my face with
my sleeve when all of a sudden my throat opened and
my tongue awoke with a fierce and frightening pur-
pose, and beyond my wildest dreams | suddenly heard
myself saying:



"Ar detta den skapande manniskans lott? Man gor sina
val for att kunna skapa. Man gér sina uppoffringar for
att valja sitt skapande framfér allt annat. Men vem har
tiden pa sin sida? Vad blir det av all denna skam och
skuld och vrede nar andan tar slut? Vad oroligt det &r
daruppe pa vattenytan, dar varlden ar. Dar finns ljud,
sa mycket ljud, s manga skrik, fagelvingar som slar,
vindkast, och virst av allt: solen. Ljuset branner den
som ar urholkad och flyter pa vattenytan utan vare
sig hud eller skal eller formaga att ta sig tillbaka till
djupet. Jovisst vill man sta i ljuset. Jovisst vill man bli
sedd. Men hur ska man kunna be solen om att skina
lite mjukare, och med lite mer émhet nér det ligger

i solens natur att brinna starkt och brénna allt som
inte tal dess sken? Hur ska den som skriver och malar
kunna géra sina bekannelser utan att bli brand? K som
i konst. K som i kris. O som i ord. O som i ond. M som
i Mamma. P som i pappa. H som i hem och hal och
hund.”

Goodness no, | didn't get any flowers that day. | don't
even remember how | got home. All | know is that |
said all those strange things in a tongue that | didn’t
understand and then | stumbled out of that place and
blacked out. | don't know what came over me, it was
as if | was possessed. A part of me longs to go back
there, to see that florist again, but I'm afraid that | had
made a fool of myself, and what'’s even more horrify-
ing is if she actually understood all of the gibberish
that poured out of somewhere inside of me that was
not supposed to see the light of day. | can’t go back,

| just can't. Not right away at least. But some day, I'll
garner enough courage and I'll go back to her, not to
buy an R-O-S-E, but to simply stand at the threshold
of her universe, and to listen with slow and careful

attention when she holds her paintbrush in her hand
and says:

"Dumma flicka, kara flicka, oroa dig inte. En bild, som
en blomma, &r rédare, kraftigare, envisare, trotsigare
och odédligare 4n man skulle kunna tro. Dumma flicka,
bry dig mycket, bry dig pa nytt, det kommer att I16sa
sig. Det finns ingen hemlighet bakom det jag gér. Jag
tar hand om mina bilder helt enkelt. Jag ger dem mina
dagar och mina natter, och dven mina hénder. Jovisst
ar laget vanskligt, jovisst vilts det omkull utan férvar-
ning. Men sa lange man haller fast vid sitt skapande
och tar hand om sina sma blommor kommer man att
kunna halla oredan borta ett hjirtslag till."



