
  



Besides, I had wings now 

The adrenaline flowed through my body. I had never done this before. For a while I lingered in the park 

and then walked into the street. I had not gone ten paces when I noticed that I was followed by a taxi. In 

the back sat a handsome dark man who beckoned me. He had short black curly hair, dark melancholy eyes 

and a sensual mouth. I hesitated. 

"Get in, get in the car!", he said. 

My curiosity got the better of my fear. As I walked up to him, the door swung open. I got into the taxi and 

we immediately drove away. 

"So boy, what are you doing all alone in the street", said the man. He spoke English and Dutch with a 

heavy French accent. 

"I don’t know, sir", I said shyly. 

"You don’t know?", he said smiling. "Have you eaten yet? Do you like Chinese food?" 

I nodded. 

We ended up in a cheerless canteen decorated with bathroom tiles. 

"This is the best Chinese restaurant in Amsterdam!", he said, "Don’t tell anyone, or all of Amsterdam will 

be here." 

He burst out laughing when he saw me fiddling with the chopsticks. "I'll teach you later", he said.  

"Use the silverware before your food gets cold"  

He ordered cutlery for me.  

"I'm Nathan, by the way. And what’s your name?"  

"Ángel”, I said after some hesitation.  

"Well, well, well, an angel at my table!", he said surprised and amused. "And now tell me honestly, because 

it interests me, what were you doing there all alone?"  

His question irked me. "And what were yòu doing there if I may ask, sir?"  

He laughed. "Touché. Are you still in school?"  

I shook my head.  

"Hm, you seem very young. School and study are very important."  

The last thing I needed were his wise words. I was growing more and more impatient with him. On a 

whim, I said: "For 25 guilders I will suck you off and for 50 guilders you may fuck me." 

I said this with bravado, but broke into a cold sweat. He looked at me in amazement. 

Then he said: "I offered you a ride in a taxi, paid for a meal and now I have to pay you? What do you take 

me for? " His eyes flashed. 

I didn’t know what to say. 

"It was nice meeting you", I said, and wanted to leave. 

"Ho ho, boy, how will you get home?" 

I shrugged my shoulders. "What do you care?" 

He shook his head. "Oh dear, so young and yet so cynical. Can I drop you somewhere?" 

I mentioned the address of Tim. He called a taxi and we drove to Tim's house. 

"Shall we meet again?", he said, "this was a bit of a false start. But I like you. You're a good boy. Here, I 

give you my card." 

I took his business card. "Nathaniel Frédéric Clément Benillouche. Musician and philosopher. I left him 

and couldn’t wait to tell Tim about this. 

  



Nathan 

At dusk I walked up the stairs to the shadow city of Paris while the lanterns were being lit. The sudden 

village-like silence took me by surprise while the evening fell. I only had to descend the stairs and the 

tumultuous city life danced towards me again. While I slowly absorbed this soothing tranquility I realized I 

was not alone. Behind me I heard footsteps. I turned around and saw three figures. One of them dragged 

a bit with his leg. I quickened my pace and heard that the footsteps behind me also were going faster. I ran 

faster and faster and finally put it on a run. I randomly hit an alley which to my relief came out on a busy 

shopping street. I lingered some time among the shopping public. When I thought I had lost my pursuers, 

I walked back. But it didn’t take long before the footsteps sounded behind me again. Them again. I 

recognized the sound of the dragging leg. Closer and closer they came. They were now right behind me. A 

feeble, serene feeling of resignation kissed my fear to sleep and made my limbs heavy. I stopped thinking. 

At the very moment I was going to surrender other footsteps mingled with theirs. In a reflex I cried for 

help. The footsteps came to a halt while I heard my assailants hurriedly moved away. An older couple 

looked at me in surprise while I stammering thanked them. They barely realized what was going on. When 

I was alone, I let myself fell backwards against the wall and slided down until I landed on the pavement. I 

forced myself to breathe slowly and evenly to calm down my racing heart. The overstrained drumming 

kept on going for minutes before my heartbeat returned to normal. The outside world dawned on me 

again. A little breeze blew through my clothes, which were drenched in cold sweat. Although I was still 

feeling a bit dazed I stood up and walked away. I needed some company and went to my favorite pub Le 

Piano Zinc. The bartender gave me a wink, but in his face reflected that I looked as if I had seen a ghost. 

"Are you okay?" He asked. "It's okay, I suffered from palpitations" I replied, trying to look as neutral as 

possible. I forced myself to calm down, but the tension didn’t vanish. I also had the unpleasant feeling 

that I was being watched. I turned around and saw a dark man who looked at me with an exploring eye. I 

walked over to him. Slowly it began to dawn on me that I knew him from somewhere. 

"Mon ange! Winged friend, don't you recognize me?", he said with a charming smile, “I can hardly believe 

my eyes. That was ages ago! How are you?" 

Nathan Benillouche. A warm, slightly hoarse voice, flair without frills, a sincere and theatrical personality: 

it was him, unmistakable. I was fifteen when we met for the last time and as many years had passed. He 

seemed not aged a day. He drank absinthe, and also wanted to order one for me but he saw my hesitant 

glance.  

  



 

"Are you afraid of going mad?", he said mockingly. "You believe in fairy tales."  

He ordered two absinthe and I didn’t protest.  

"Hone your knowledge. The bad reputation of absinthe dates from the period that they weren’t very 

scrupulous about distilling this liquor with all its consequences. We no longer live in the time of Van 

Gogh, boy, look.”  

He laid a perforated spoon on a high stem glass and placed thereon a sugar cube. Then he dripped ice 

water on it, from the carafe that stood on the table, until all the sugar was melted. The bright green color 

of the drink suddenly became turbid, like pastis. 

"Voila, le ritual de la louche", he said. "Drink up boy, give the green fairy a kiss!"  

He smoked cigarettes with a silver holder set with pale blue sapphires and was remarkably stylishly 

dressed. Something in his personality has always troubled me, so it was amazing how natural familiar I felt 

with Nathan. Lovingly he laid a hand on my shoulder when, hours later, my stomach turned.  
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