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Recently Dina had been sleeping badly. At about four after midnight she was thrown from 

sleep, drifted about her flat, drank water, looked out of the window and went to bed again. She 

counted sheep but only saw goats. For sleep it wouldn’t make any difference between the two but 

Dina began to get angry at her imagination’s inability. She found herself calling up from her memory 

everything bad that had ever happened to her in her life. One old episode was especially annoying, 

when she had danced on stage in a performance and had fallen. She had literally “lost her edge” and 

had fallen down into the auditorium.  

She was hurt badly then and felt very embarrassed in front of the audience. But worst of all 

was that dreadful feeling of losing contact with the world. A high internal sensitivity to the space 

inside and around her was always Dina’s distinctive feature, always noted by everybody – her 

teachers in theatre school, stage directors in theatres where she worked, and stage partners, especially 

those who loved her. And those who didn’t were afraid of her: Dina seemed to feel the landscape of 

the stage through , invisible sensors within her body. And an awkward actor who was unlucky 

enough to have broken into this space would feel at once how the wave of fluctuating boundaries of 

this fine world was rolling up to Dina and sending back nervous reverberations as it passed over her.  

This small, but clear signal of hers made less finely-tuned actors tear around the stage 

searching for the “right” place, time, intonation and gesture. And those who were unlucky in this 

search had nothing to do but to hate Dina with a strength of envy and rage worthy of Salieri. Dina 

was used to both love and hatred – these two sensations were delineated with their depths and 

boundaries, and she entered the first and avoided the second easily, running around it on tip-toes. She 

was subtle and could pirouette easily. 
But then, after the fall, she became disconnected from the world for a moment and seemed to 

have lost this ability. She got up quickly, performing the incident as if it were a part of the play, 

returned to the stage and played her role up to the end. But she was deaf while acting. The text 

flowed on, the mise-en-scenes were played to the letter, but she had ceased to feel the vibrations, 

margins and boundaries of the action. Her acting became worse, although she managed to meet the 

requirements of her profession. The soaring sensation had gone, and the creative life became 

somehow uninteresting. Formerly there was always a spark inside her but now it had been blown out. 

Work, home, guests, embroidery – everything was like before… but without the previous joy. 

Dina visited doctors and was told that she was OK, her injures had been healed. She saw a 

psychologist who began to ask about her childhood, make hints and delve into her personal life with 

her husband. It was all unpleasantly besides the point and annoyed her. She never returned to the 

psychologist again. A mystic recommended by a friend displeased Dina thoroughly, and she left the 

waiting room before her time came up.  

Her husband Dennis, or Din at home, in consonance with her name, was permanently 

plunged into research of physical fluctuations. He put the changes of her state down to fatigue, 

approved that she had rejected the mystic, and suggested that she had better take longer walks: nature 

can recover everything, can't it? A tour in nature brought a kind of relief to her over the first hundred 

steps; but after that she recalled her fall, began to feel angry and low-spirited to such an extent that 

she ended her walk short of breath. The world not only ceased to show its flows and borders – it 

threatened to stop streaming through her, flowing in and out with the air through her lungs.  

Dina was frightened and decided to concentrate on her job. Her efforts yielded fruit only 

within the skeleton of the role, but there was always a certain moment when she came up against this 

very “insensibility”, when it was necessary to understand what was occurring around her and how to 

show it. When the sensation of the outlines and flow of the world is lost,  what can you do? Dina 

tried to restore her sensation of the field referring to both Stanislavski and Artaud, but it was all 

rubbish. She was standing in the void of the stage, blindly feeling her way, and fell into  despair. The 

stage director was puzzled and angry, friends were compassionate, enemies rejoiced, but nobody 

could help her. Dina understood that she either had to live on the stage like the deaf Beethoven lived 

in music (but how?), or to change her occupation. Her sensation of missing the target still remained 
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acute, there was no contact with the stage, and it was painful. She had to detach herself from 

everything and understand why the talent which had seemed to be her integral feature, like breathing, 

had gone and would not return. “Something has happened between me and God,” she thought, 

feeling cold and wrapping her coat around her,  returning home from a rehearsal. If I feel like I am 

missing the target, it means that I know what the target is. But that is the way you become some kind 

of Salieri who listens to Mozart’s music with pain and begins to decay with envy. Or should I 

become a critic? But she did not possess a fluent pen. Moreover, she had always been an actress; she 

had not ever even wanted to become an actress, she just was one, always.  

She got her profession not from training but from nature itself. Even in her childhood, Dina 

could easily get into a role by looking at a man in the street and beginning to move, behave and 

breathe like him. Yes, she knew how to breathe “like a stranger”. And now she seemed to have fallen 

into someone else’s breath outside of her own, and she felt that she could not return to herself. Yes, 

she’s in role, but not in her own role of Dina, but in someone else’s role, someone who does not 

possess her stage talent, her edge, or her knowledge of feelings. And what did this creature possess? 

What was she about? What was her talent now, if any? Everybody has  a talent, you know… And 

what did this creature want from Dina? Maybe, she was frozen with grief and wanted help to melt 

this glaciation of the soul? Or was she a vampire wishing to suck Dina dry? Or maybe she was 

possessed by the soul of a talentless actor, who had pushed Dina off the stage out of envy and was 

now sinking his teeth into her to prevent her from soaring, dancing and breathing what she really 

was? 

That night was sleepless again. At four o’clock she got out onto the surface of a dream, under 

the bright light of the full moon shining directly in the window. She remembered, that in the dream 

she was dancing and breathing, and the audience was breathing together with her. It was somewhere 

in the meadows. In the meadows where she saw goats instead of sheep. For some reason, she found 

her former anger about those goats funny. She had to take a holiday and go there. Montenegro? The 

Alps? An American canyon? 

So Dina took leave. She was walking home wearily, because she was leaving the problem 

zone but was not coming to a solution and she understood this well. Putting one foot after the other 

she reached her flat slowly, opened the door and heard a gentle  intricate melody. Dina looked 

around: in the passage of the entrance hall there was a small cylinder with a tail which was quivering, 

suspended on the electric lamp and emitting or, rather, radiating these magic ringing. Her husband 

came out of the kitchen. 

“What’s that, Din?” 

“Cauchy, original wind bells. A colleague brought a number of them back from his holiday, 

we studied the fluctuation interference effect of them in our office today. I took the most gentle one. 

For you.” 

Din rounded his lips a bit and looked to one side. He always did so when he was 

experiencing strong emotions. Dina came up and kissed him.  

“It’s alright, my dear. Everything will be alright.” 

And she cried, for the first time in many years. She had cried easily in her childhood and 

never did as an adult. She did not enter into life’s sad flows, as her God-sent gift had allowed her to 

circumvent them. And now tears caught up with her, reluctant and slow. Din embraced her and stood 

without a single word. And the bells were jingling their light-filled song, breaking down with their 

interference the melancholy waves that grasped Dina.  

These waves were new; she had never known such music before. 

“Where are they from, Din?” 

“From the foothills of the Pyrenees. Jim bought them on the road from a local and went into 

raptures. And there was a reason for it!”  

So, a place to travel has been found, Dina thought. Her husband understood too:  

“Wanna go there?” 

“And you?” 

“Okay. I’ll go too. I’ll ask Jim how to get there, we’ll take a holiday and go.” He always 

chimed in with her feelings just in time, Dina thought, wiping tears away and pressing herself against 

her husband. He was always studying strange physical subjects, earning money in various innovative 

projects, and remained a kind of “thing-in-itself”. But each time when something was wrong with her 



he suddenly turned out to be consonant with her in a most surprising way. In good times Dina 

sometimes felt like he didn't love her at all. She never knew when he would “step up” into her 

melody with his theme. Sometimes, busy with her roles and sliding over invisible flows, she felt 

absolutely alone, despite his being in one flat with her. But when trouble came, he managed to wait 

for the critical moment in a very precise way and suddenly do something which turned the situation 

onto a different track.  

Despite her sensibility to flows, Dina did not feel Dennis’s streams at those moments. She 

wondered how he was able to remain absolutely “noiseless” until his entry into the game. She felt at 

these moments that he came up suddenly, but he did it always with the greatest possible accuracy. 

She could not understand – was it from love, or did he just realize that matters should be settled and 

then he would be able to live on quietly, a bit detached, diving into his fluctuations again. Dina raised 

her eyes and looked at Din, trying to guess why he was such as he was. He lowered his eyes to her 

and said ironically, as if afraid of sounding too sweet: 

“Yes, it’s still me, the same old guy you married some time ago.” 

Dina burst out laughing and hid her face on his chest. He embraced her more strongly and 

made a low rumble intermittently, with a kind of murmur. It was their internal sign, a call sign of 

love. Dina began to take her jacket off and pulled him towards the bedroom. He was making a low 

murmur and laughing. 

“Jingle bells, jingle bells, ding, ding…” Waking up, Dina understood that everything was 

okay, but that the theatre had been left behind. It seemed to be covered with a veil, a thin gauze; it 

had become separated in the past and alien. “And what is it now?” she thought, stretching herself 

lazily. “There’s something new now. We shall see. Din, ding, we shall see.” Her mind noted that it 

was strange, so easily to abandon the passion she had devoted the whole of her life to. But cauchy 

were emitting a low melodic jingling, the sound made a clean echo in the morning coolness, and 

something new had awoken in her that night, when they were making love to each other under that 

tremulous jingling, feeling that everything would be alright. And in another way. 

Another way – it is good, Dina thought, having realized suddenly how stagnant her existence 

had become in the secluded world of the theatre, despite all her metaphysical adventures on the stage. 

There is the great, wide world all around, and the cauchy were jingling tenderly about it all, while 

she had secluded herself in one closed sphere, and nothing else. And it was Dennis, obsessed with his 

theory of fluctuations, who had repeated to her again and again: the whole of the world is threaded 

with sounds, the whole world is just one huge ringing sculpture. Long ago they had both come to the 

conclusion that the whole world was an acoustic theatre, and there was a place for each of them in it. 

But lately, Dennis’s world had been confined to his scientific studies, and hers to the theatre 

building.  

It was such luck that I fell down from the stage, she thought suddenly and was surprised at 

such an idea. It was such luck that this fall pulled me out of the box I had imprisoned my heart in. 

She turned cautiously. Dennis was sleeping, opening his mouth innocently like a child and putting 

his hand on her shoulder. His hand was masculine and heavy, while his face was open and childish. 

Tears flowed from her eyes involuntarily, and she tried to breathe smoothly, in order not to wake 

him.  

“Why are you crying?” her husband asked, smiling, with his eyes closed.  

“Because I love you so much.”  

 

 


