
This time she has
selected a different
variation: I

open up the gas

tap and poison myself.
Same pattern, only
other colors.

How often did I come
home from school
wondering whether
she would still be
alive. As soon as I
entered the house I
would check for the
smell of gas in the
stairway as an extra
precaution.

I wouldn’t even ring
the doorbell in order
to avoid the danger of

a gas explosion.

Then I opened the
entrance door

carefully. Don’t
switch on the lights.

It didn’t smell like
gas but perhaps she
has closed the
kitchen door prior
to opening the gas
tap in the oven.
Perhaps

S
he was lying on the
floor, her head next
to the opened
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