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When I got to the door, suddenly I realised that something was wrong. My hands were shaking while putting the key in the keyhole. The door creaked. I exhaled nervously while looking around my apartment. I couldn’t remember leaving the night lamp on. But I surely did remember leaving the window open. But now I could smell the strange mix of tobacco and musty smell. 
And of course there he was. Sitting in my armchair, smoking a cigarette. I didn’t want him there but there was nothing I could do about this. I have spent my whole life running away from him. I was tired. 

‘Hello there’ he said calmly. 
I shivered. I had never liked his voice, even now, after ten years of not seeing each other. He hasn’t changed. I could only see his wrinkles a bit more exposed. He started to have crow’s feet. I was scared. Sometimes I felt like he had been observing, spying on me for years like the Big Brother. I was aware that it was an irrational fear but I couldn’t do anything with it. It was overbearing me. I always tried to calm myself down with counting from 10 to 1 and trying to convince myself it was just a feeling. That's exactly what I was doing in that moment. But this time it didn’t work at all.
‘Hello Daddy’ I answered, hearing my voice shaking. I saw the smirk on his face.         I should have known better. I could never escape from him. 

But the most important thing was – I should never have walked through that door at the first place.  
To miasto jest ciche o zmierzchu,

gdy blade gwiazdy budzą się z omdlenia,

i głośne w południe głosami 

ambitnych filozofów i kupców,

którzy przywieźli ze wschodu aksamit. 

Płoną w nim ognie rozmów, 

ale nie stosy.

Stare kościoły, omszałe kamienie 

dawnej modlitwy, są w nim jak balast 

i jak rakieta kosmiczna.

To jest miasto sprawiedliwe, 

gdzie nie karzą obcych,

miasto szybkiej pamięci

i powolnego zapomnienia,

tolerujące poetów, wybaczające prorokom

brak poczucia humoru.

To miasto zostało zbudowane 

według preludiów Chopina, 

wzięło z nich tylko smutek i radość. 

Niewielkie wzgórza otaczają je 

szerokim pierścieniem; rosną tam 

polne jesiony i smuk1a topola, 

sędzia pośród narodu drzew.

Wartka rzeka, płynąca przez śródmieście, 

szepcze w dzień i w nocy

niezrozumiałe pozdrowienia 

od źródeł, od gór, od błękitu.
