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"It is possible that part of the essentially traumatic mental pain that exists in guilt is explained by the way in which the experience of guilt disrupts the perception of time. Boden claims that the experience of guilt creates a "lag" in the perception of time since the focus is on the past, on the same act that has already occurred and for which we experience regret and sorrow. The way in which guilt binds us to the past makes it one of the most circular and recurring emotions, and therefore also the most traumatic. Guilt tends to move in repetitive circles like in flashbacks that characterize traumatic events. The guilt is mentioned again and again in the story, both in the sequence of events themselves and the accompanying physical experience." From the book Guilt, a journey to the roots of maternal guilt, Ortal Slovodin.

(Ruth stands in the center of the stage, hand on the bag, envelope in hand, looks at it takes out a letter, a feather falls, picks it up, doesn’t read it and puts the letter and envelope in the bag.)
Yesterday was my son Uri's birthday. His 18th birthday. 
Now, he hasn't lived with me for a while, but every birthday he always pops up to say hello, I bring him a cake and a gift and then we sit for a few minutes on the balcony and talk. Uri is not a big talker, but it's always nice when he comes over. 
So yesterday, just like every year, I sat on the balcony and waited for him with a cake and a gift. 
But he didn't arrive.
Thought he's probably late, but after a few hours, there's still no sign of Uri.
Now I know, half a year ago he had a fight with me, and we haven’t really spoken since, but it's his birthday and it's our yearly ritual. Uri wouldn’t miss it.
So, I called him, but his phone was unavailable.
A few more hours passed, I called a few more times and texted, and still, no answer.
Maybe something happened?
So, I called his father, my ex-husband - David, I haven’t talked to him for a long time and even though it was the last thing I wanted to do, I gave him a call. He had just put Roni, his little son from his second marriage to bed and tried to get rid of me. Only after I told him several times that it was important, he finally agreed to talk to me. I asked him if he happened to talk to Uri, who is also his son. David said no, and that in general they haven't spoken lately. Half a year to be exact. Half a year?
"David, how did this happen? Neither of us have been in touch with Uri for the past six months, and on top of that, his phone is turned off on his birthday. Where’s the kid?  We need to go to the police."
He’s surprised how the first thing that comes to my mind is to go to the police and tells me to relax
"Are you serious? Do you know if he has money? If he has food? If he's in danger? No, right? Our boy fucking disappeared, and you don't even seem to care."
"Ruth, enough with the drama. The boy’s phone is simply off, He’s 18 years old! You used to disappear too when you were young."
I know what he's talking about, he's talking about that time I disappeared on him in Nepal. I didn't disappear.
When I was young, I flew alone to Nepal. I met David at a Vipassana workshop, and from the moment I saw him, I couldn't take my eyes off him. At night he would walk me back to my room so I wouldn't be alone, and I couldn’t control myself. In the Vipassana - I didn’t stop talking and he listened to all my stories. Silent and smiling. In the end David couldn't help himself either and he entered my room. We had such an exciting romance for a few days, and I felt like I found my soulmate... But then the workshop ended, David started talking and... the magic faded. 
He wanted to keep traveling together but I wanted to be alone, without being responsible for anyone. So, I left. But then in the middle of the Annapurna trek I found out I was pregnant and returned. I had no intention of getting pregnant of course. I didn't know what to do and how to tell David. Eventually I plucked up courage, found out where he was sleeping and knocked on his door. I wanted to tell him I was going to have an abortion and keep traveling, all I wanted then was to keep traveling but he was so happy.  He gave me this sense of confidence and stability that no one had given me before him. "I'm not letting you disappear from my life again" he said. "We’ll be a family." And that's all it took for me to stay.
"Fine, David, I know you criticize everything I say, but it's not about me this time, okay? Uri needs us."
"So now we're playing mom and dad?"
"Oh! Come on David! Can you listen to me for once in your life"
"Ruth I can’t deal with your nonsense, I'm not going to the police with you, it embarrasses me, they won't understand what you want, and you'll just waste your time and mine. Uri is a big boy so stop using him as an excuse to call me, okay? It's pathetic"
And he hung up.
Great. I'm alone in this. As always.

When I called the police, they asked me to bring something related to Uri.
(Looks at the room) I don't remember the last time I went up to his room.
I go up to the second floor.
For years I opened this door every day. I never thought I’ll be so afraid to open it. Funny. I know what’s in there. A big empty room, a medium sized bed and a brown closet, my pick. Naturally, I raise my hand to knock on the door. He used to get so angry when I entered without knocking, because of all the times I caught him masturbating - he would make a fuss about it. 
I enter. My God! It’s stuffy in here. I need to open the window. It’s dark outside, but you can still see Mount Carmel.
When Uri was a baby, I would sit here at night, soothe him, stare at this mountain and dream of the mountains I hiked in Nepal, maybe because I spent every day with Uri between these four walls while David went to work. The only times I had a bit space were when my mother would come over to help me. Mount Carmel. In the Carmel disaster in 2011 I stood here and watched this beautiful mountain burn before my eyes. Uri was so afraid that the fire would reach us. He had a little bird that wouldn’t stop screaming, so Uri just opened the cage and released her. David got so angr.y. He started shouting at him "You’re worthless" and he threw the cage out the window. What could I have done? Uri was so offended.
And now the room is so empty. After our fight six months ago, he took all his stuff from here. Clothes, albums, tapes, posters from the walls. He even took the blue rabbit doll that he hugged obsessively when he was 3! You couldn’t tell a child lived here if not for the marks on the wall that measured his height over the years. 
There’s nothing left here. But then, I go over to Uri's mattress and pick it up. (takes out a large notebook) He left this here.
When Uri was in 7th grade, they were given an assignment to make a family heritage book and write down family trips and events we used to do. On the first page I see a picture of my mother back when she was healthy and strong, a glorious grandmother, holding Uri proudly. She always knew how to calm him down better than me. He would call her mommy. He called us David and Ruth, but he called her- mommy.  I would follow him around saying "I'm mommy, I'm mommy". It didn't help. 

The next day, I was the first to arrive at the police station.
"Ruth Yarkoni? "You came to open a case about your missing son or something like that, right?"
"Yes" 
"Ok... how old is he?"
"18, his birthday was yesterday"
"Wow congratulations, how did you celebrate?... Oh, shit, sorry. Well, you look like a cool mom, I’m sure you’ll find him"
 "Yeah". Dumbass. 
After a few seconds she gets up and leads me to room number 66.
In room 66 there is a grey table and two grey chairs. It's cold in here. I'm looking for the air conditioner remote to raise the temperature a bit when a policeman comes in and asks me to sit down. He puts a tape recorder on the table and tells me solemnly that he’s going to record this meeting for future evidence.
"Wow, I already feel guilty and confess everything"
I try to break the ice, he remains indifferent. 
"What reason should what I say be used as future evidence?" 
"It's part of the procedure, if you don't want to, I can close the case right now."
He examines me, I'm cold and I feel like he sees it on me but doesn't care enough to get up and turn off the air conditioner. He turns on the tape recorder.
"My son Uri is 18 years old, yesterday, and he disappeared, maybe for six months already."
"Maybe? What do you mean by maybe? You don't know?"
"Well, we haven't been in touch for six months, so no, I don't know exactly when he disappeared."
He writes it down on his page 
"Okay, so half a year out of touch... so Uri doesn't live with you?" 
"Well, he grew up at home, but from 7th grade until half a year ago, he lived in a boarding school in Nahalal. It's a good boarding school. Anyway, I was told to bring some kind of object related to Uri, so I brought his family heritage assignment from 7th grade." 
He looks at me puzzled.
"What am I supposed to do with a 7th grade work assignment? He probably changed a lot since then, hasn't he?" 
But he takes it anyway. He starts browsing and he gets to a picture of Uri when he was 5 
"Is he still a redhead like in the picture?" 
"Yes... He’s still a redhead. Tall for his age and a little round like his father."
He keeps flipping and stops at one of the pages 
"It's torn here at the end why?"
I look at the torn page trying to remember. What happened?
All that comes to mind is the blackboard in Uri's classroom with the sentence "Oh! The places you’ll go!”  and me in high, tight jeans standing in front of his teacher and I'm angry with her, what for? Oh, because of the comment she wrote in Uri's assignment. She wrote: "Very articulate and aesthetic project but I can't give you a grade, tell your mom to come talk to me" so I came. Uri stood there next to me with a humiliated look on his face. I put my hand on his shoulder, but he brushed me off quickly.
She said that his work was too similar to some movie she saw last weekend. And she asked me if everything was fine at home. What a rude thing to ask. Everything’s fine, I told her, why wouldn't it be fine?
When we got home Uri lost it. 
"So what, Uri?  So I changed your project a little bit. You saw what the teacher wrote, she wrote that it’s beautifully written, I'm sure none of your friends handed her a work like this." 
He starts crying "I didn't ask for your help!  You always destroy everything. Now my teacher thinks I'm a liar.'
I try to calm him down before David hears but too late.
Then David comes down the stairs screaming at me "stop inventing shit you’re harming the child" which only makes Uri cry harder
"I didn't make it up."
 "She did make it up" 
"Uri shut up already" 
David keeps yelling at me and Uri doesn't stop crying and that’s just too much:
"So what! So what if I made it up. We deserve to live like we’re in a movie don't we? Who cares about your stupid teacher” and I take Uri's notebook and tear out the page with the teacher's comment. 
They look at me like I’m an animal.
Uri is crying loudly, David won’t stop screaming at me, I want everything to stop, my arms and legs move by themselves to turn off all this noise in my head, Stop!!!!!!!
Blood, I threw a vase, and it smashed on Uri's leg. His leg is full of shattered glass and cuts, he folds and shouts - David runs to him, looks at me with hatred and takes him to the emergency room.

"Want a bagel?" The officer had already managed to get himself something to nibble on
"Oh... no. Thanks. I recall. I tore out the last page and framed it, the teacher wrote - your family is lovely. You handed in a beautiful and well-made project, you deserve an A+. Can you turn off the air conditioner for a bit?”
He looks at me strangely and then he moves on to his next question
"Are there any shocking events that happened recently in the family? I want to rule out suicide"
"Suicide? Uri won't commit suicide, it's not something we do in our family." 
"And still?"
He leans towards me, only the grey table standing between us. 
"You need to give me something to work with"
What does he want from me? Is he trying to drive me crazy? Admit something I didn't do?
"Mrs. Schechter, you come here claiming that something happened to your son, but from what you tell me, it doesn't seem like there is any real reason for his disappearance. Maybe I'm wrong, but it sounds to me like he's running away from something. Leave us your phone number and we'll let you know if we find out more details. Meanwhile, I suggest you talk to people who’ve been in contact with him lately. You said he was in boarding school, right? So maybe you should start there."
He takes out the remote from a secret drawer, turns off the air conditioner and leaves the room.

The bus stop for Nahalal is near the hospital. The same hospital where Uri was taken after...

For hours, I sat by his bed while he slept. I waited for him to wake up.
"Uri? Are you sleeping? well you’re probably tired, I'll let you get some sleep. 
Dad is in the hallway making phone calls he’ll be here in... sorry. sleep, sleep.
 Uri, do you remember that night... Sorry. 
But do you remember that I told you the story of how I met Dad in Nepal? You were so cute, you asked me where is Nepal? Where is Nepal? I told you it was a faraway place, kand you said it wasn't fair and that you also want to go traveling to faraway places. So, I woke you up in the middle of the night and we took a bus for like 8 hours to Eilat? I think you were 5 or 6 at the time. And until we finally leave the house, until we finally go traveling, we get lost. I was so ashamed to call your father to come " rescue us". Cause we could really handle it alone if not for... then he picked us up, he was so mad at me, we were silent all the way back, you slept in the back with two blankets to keep you warm because your hands were blue. They said you had hypothermia. You were always so sensitive. I don't know how you’re my kid. You have nothing from me.
This isn’t working too well ha, Uri?
(approaching his bed) Do you remember that we used to read this book together, ummm... what's it called... "Alifim", about a boy who goes to study at this boarding school? That at first, it's hard but then he meets friends, and they do all kinds of nonsense together? So dad and I have been thinking about this for quite some time. We saw in Nahalal a lovely place, like what we read in the book, with lots of nature and outdoor activities and you’ll start studying there soon. I’m sure you’ll love the place.
(starts walking to the door then turns around) Urile’ I always wanted you to be happy. You know that right? I really think you'll be better off there than at home. (walks to the door and stops) When I reached the door I heard Uri crying, he sat on his bed and asked me if I could stay with him a little longer.  I told him I had to go, and I left.

And now I'm on the bus on the way to Nahalal
From the window the cold buildings of Haifa change to green and open fields.
And although these views are my favourite, I never liked going there. To Uri's boarding school. 
Uri also hated it when I came to visit, he would say it was invading his private space. 
Seriously, how much private space does a 7th grader need?
Anyway, I tried to come as little as possible.
Here we are.

From the gate I see three children playing ball. They seem to be about Uri's age when he started studying here. One of them kicks the ball over the gate and the other two laugh at him. I don't know if my Uri even liked playing ball. If he was one of those who missed or one of those who laughed?
And from the other side, I see her, she’s walking towards me.
It's been a long time since I last saw her. She’s changed a bit. Yes, she’s rounder, but her smile remains hers. Kabra, Uri's instructor.
When we first brought him here, I… I was broken and she… She was just a kid herself. Maybe 20 or so. She looked at me with a kind of motherly compassionate look and said: "He's in good hands" and put a hand on his shoulder. I was waiting for him to move her hand from his shoulder like he always does to me... but he didn't. And for a moment, I wanted her hand on my shoulder too. But before I noticed that hand led Uri inside and David and I were left at the gate and we returned home. At the beginning, he would still come home on the weekends.

"Uri's mom! how are you? You came to see me, I believe." 
I nod
"Let's go to my office" 
She’s got an office now, today she manages the boarding school. Suddenly she became a woman. She’s married, but no children. I don't know if it’s because it didn't work out for them or maybe she didn't feel the need because "everyone here is like her own". She’s basically the Ethiopian Janusz Korczak.
I enter her office, and all the walls are covered with student class photos, evaluation certificates, and honors. And in the center, there is one huge picture with a lot of children lying on the grass with the same shirt composing the phrase: "Thank you Kabra"
I look at her. Once again, I want her hand on my shoulder.
"Kabra, Uri is..." 
But she just brings me water and says nothing. She always gave me this feeling that she knows more, more than me at least. I can’t tell her what I came to tell her. Not her.
But you can't be silent forever, right? (sitting down) So at the end I tell her that we don't know where Uri is, and she just gives me that smile of hers.
"Why are you smiling?"  
"I'm glad to see you"
"What about Uri, Kabra? I'm going completely crazy, he doesn't answer my calls, he took all his things from my house. His room is empty, completely" 
"I know. He told me."  
(silence)
"He told you? Ori told you??"
"Mrs. Schechter..."
"Not Schechter, Yarkoni. We got divorced." 
"Good" she says 
(Ruth gets up) I stand up and she takes a step back, is she afraid of me? 
And then, behind her, I see him. Among dozens of pictures of children smiling and hugging her, I see my Uri, maybe15 or 16 years old... and he... he has a huge smile on his face. He looks happy. And under the picture, like an arrow shot straight to my heart I read the words - "Thank you so much, for being a mom to me".
“But only one mother the wide world over”? I suddenly don't know, I’m not sure. I see him, how happy he is... the last time I saw him like this was... with my mother. He’s always looking for his mother in anyone else but me. 
"You know? When he was little, his kindergarten teacher would call me early every day to pick him up because he was crying that he missed his mommy and he was trying to drown himself in the sandbox out of longing, or threatening to drink glue and what not? Anything, so that I would come to take him home. And in a blink of an eye, he was already here, with you, and he didn't want to come back to me."
She doesn't say a word, doesn't reveal anything of what she knows, and she knows... I see that she knows...
"Ruth, do you remember that time you went on vacation in Berlin? Something like 3 years ago?"
 She calls it a vacation, "the vacation in Berlin”. It was more like David’s work trip that Uri and I jumped up on. The trip after which David and I got divorced. It was just a few weeks after my mother passed away, so Uri agreed to join. Did he tell her what happened there? One evening I saw that Ori had blue marks around his neck, I asked him if everything was alright, and he nodded, I didn't know what to do, what was I supposed to do?
She pulls out the drawer under her desk, takes out a painting and shows it to me. 
It’s a watercolor painting. In the middle is a yellow bird and it looks so... sad. But so, beautiful. The bird is in a cage, the cage is open, but the bird is just lying there looking defeated, completely powerless.
“When you came back from Berlin, Uri went into a sort of... depression. He hardly ate Ruth, he would walk around the entire school at night and each time the guard found him huddled in a different corner, but he wouldn’t talk to me and tell me what was wrong. Finally, after Michal, an art therapist, arrived at the school, he started drawing everything he felt. 
This is one of his first paintings. Beautiful, right?"
"Very. very beautiful. And did he get out of the depression?" 
"The pills also helped"
"Pills? What do you mean pills??
Kabara understands what she just said and tries to fix it.
"Cipralex, nothing serious."
"And you didn't think of informing me?"
"He didn't want you to know, and the social worker didn't think it was a good idea either."
"You gave my child pills without consulting me? Do you hear yourself? Are you mad??? If I'd known that's what’s going on, I would have taken him out of here."
"Where to Ruth? He didn't want to go back to you"
"Of course not! Who's asking him? He's a child! You can't make decisions like that. You cheated me. All of you, you and the social worker and the psychologist, None of you are his mother, I'm his mother. Only me! And he loves me! Do you understand that? And you - Who the hell do you think you are? If you had children, you would understand but you don't. So don’t try to possess mine.”
I hurt her but Kabra looks me straight in the eyes and says quietly
"Who do you think sat with Uri and convinced him to go visit you every year on his birthday? He didn’t want to, and every time I would convince him that it was important, but it wasn't easy, Ruth. He kept saying that your presence made him feel bad, so bad that he just preferred to stay away from you. Do you understand that Mrs. Yarkoni?"
My heart is about to burst out of my ribs, but I can't move. Maybe she's right. Maybe all he wants is to run away from me. My child wants to run away from me…?
I look at Uri's picture again, but he’s suddenly not smiling anymore, he’s just glancing at me with those sad eyes.
"Okay, okay… I'll go now. I’m sorry for everything I said. Kabra, if you see him, can you tell him that I was here? That I came looking for him?"
Seconds that seem like eternity pass by until she walks up to me and puts her hand on my shoulder. Finally, she put a hand on my shoulder.
"I won't tell him anything Ruth. You tell him yourself. It's not too late"
She writes something on a note and puts it in my hand, "This is the address where Uri lives now" 
She knew the whole time. 
"Thanks". 
She walks with me to the bus stop, we walk in silence, two mothers to one child. 
When the bus is in sight she says: "He never stopped saying he misses you”



I get on a bus, that takes me to a train that takes me south. To Tel Aviv.
I haven't been to Tel Aviv in a few years. When we pass "Hadera-West" I start to get excited. I think I'm the first person in history to be moved by "Hadera-West"
Netanya
Beit Yehoshua
Herzliya
Tel Aviv University
Tel Aviv Savidor Center 
Tel Aviv Hashalom
Tel Aviv Hhaganah
Florentine.
"Welcome to our home…Uri and Rotem "
Rotem?! He has a girlfriend! And they moved in together! Wow, what a beautiful building, renovated.
The whole ride over here, I was trying to think of what to say to him but now I just want him to see me and hug me and say he missed me. Well, he won't hug, but at least he'll smile. Now mommy’s here, and he's here and we have all the time in the world, right? Right. Just like that.
I’m about to knock on the door but I notice the door is open. “Is anyone here?” (walks in)
A beautiful house, furnished, where did the money come from, Urile’? And who is this mysterious Rotem and what does she do? According to the furniture, it must be high-tech. I walk around the house and imagine my Uri living here, imagine his routine. And it guides me: (Moves the chair) Here is the sofa from which he watches TV, here he cuts vegetables (Moves the table) I go into the bathroom. Oh, that nice smell! Ummm, it’s the smell of what’s the name of the perfume? I bought it for him for his bar mitzvah. I open the cupboard, "It's the same bottle!" I spray a little bit on myself and put it back right next to... the cipralex. Kabra is haunting me.
(standing at the corner of the table) I know it's wrong, but I can't help myself, I go into their bedroom. My god…My Uri has a grown-up bedroom.  And on their bed, I see Uri's blue rabbit doll. The one he was obsessed with when he was 3, just waiting for him to come back and cuddle. I pick it up, and an envelope falls from underneath. "To Ruth". In Uri's handwriting
What should I do?
Open it?
It clearly has my name on the envelope, did he know I would come here and find it?
But if he wanted to, he could have sent it to me, right?
I hear footsteps. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Uri is here, oh my heart, I’m not built for this. I left the door open; he knows there is someone here, I have to hide. Hide??? Come on, that's so stupid. What a nightmare! Meeting your mom like this for the first time after six months! (Puts the letter in the bag, the doll remains in her hand)
"Who's here? I'm calling the police" 
Wait, what? that's not Uri's voice
I come out of the bedroom
"Who are you?"
"Who are you?"
In front of me stands a guy about 25 years old, holding grocery bags in each hand and he looks stressed. He looks at me suspiciously and then notices the doll in my hand and his gaze changes, as if he recognizes me, but I don't know who he is.
"Doesn’t Uri live here? I received this address, I'm Ruth, Uri's mother, I was told he lives here"
"I get who you are. I'm asking you nicely, to get the fuck out of my house"
Well, that’s not exactly nice, but it doesn't matter now, I’m not leaving, not now.
"I'm sorry to burst in like this. I'm just looking for him, I saw it says Rotem on the door, are you Rotem?"
"Yes"
"Oh ok... so you’re his roommate?"
"No. I'm his partner"
I can't hide the surprise on my face. I look at him confused, Rotem who understands my expression answers "two years".
Two years. My child has had a partner for two years and I didn't know.
"I'm sorry, I'm just discovering a lot of new things all at once... I'm a little dizzy, can I have a glass of water?"
(Ruth sits down) He goes with the bags to the kitchen; I look at the room around me. I see on the TV dresser, a picture of the two of them on a trip to the north. How did I not see this before?
He returns with a glass of water and stands in front of me. We are silent.
I look at him, he’s a handsome guy, I imagine him hugging my Uri....
"Is he supposed to be back soon?"
"I don't know, and I really don't care either"
"What, but you said you were..."
"We broke up. I just wanted to see the surprise on your face when you find out. Uri would have never told you about us."
"Why did you break up?"
"It's none of your business, I'm sure it’s no news flash but it's not easy to live with your child."
"Ok, but that's how it rolls in a relationship, isn't it? Sometimes you fight and it's not easy, but you seem like a nice guy..."
"It's not that. He didn't know how to love, because of you. You managed to screw him up nicely, you know."
(Gets up, leaves the doll on the chair) "Why are you talking to me like that?"
“What kind of mother tells her child I'm sorry I gave birth to you?”
I can't look him in the eye. It’s true. I said that. I said it six months ago in our last fight. So, he took all his stuff out of my house and told me "so you won’t know I was ever there"
(Holds the doll to her chest) I see an image in front of my eyes of me holding Uri for the first time, his first smile, that time at the age of three when it rained, and he crawled into my bed and clung to me tightly. How could I say such a thing to my child?
"Rotem, that sentence was said but not because I'm sorry that I have Uri. I'm sorry that he has me. But I'm his mother. I may not be the best mother in the world, I'm really not but Imt 'm his mother and I'm looking for him now, so can you please tell me when he’s supposed to come home?"
"I don't know. He's supposed to come collect all his things when he returns from Nepal" 
"Uri is in Nepal?"
"Yes. He flew there yesterday."
I can't stop the spark of joy this news gives me
"My child is in Nepal! My smart boy! I always told him when he was little that when your heads in a mess, Nepal is the place to sort it out. Did he say when he’d be back?"
"I don't know... anyway I have to go" 
"Sure, sure, sorry... Can I stay here a little longer?"
"No"
"Okay... "
 (Ruth takes her bag, fixes the doll on the chair and leaves)

I go down the stairs and leave Uri’s beautiful building.

My child is in Nepal, the place where my life changed forever. Those mountains were the place I always wanted Urile’ to see, to know that I used to be a different, better, calmer woman. Maybe I should join him? Maybe this is what needs to happen, we'll finally complete the mother and son trip I wanted to do so badly, and this time we won't get lost.
I see the bus approaching, so I reach for my wallet. The letter Uri left in his room, why are my fingers burning??
(Ruth takes out the letter)
(Ruth stands in the center of the stage, hand on the bag, envelope in hand, looks at it, takes out a letter, a feather falls, picks it up, puts the letter and envelope in the bag.)
Ruth,
If you're reading this, you probably already know.
For years I tried to understand why you and I don't get along. What did I do to you that made you hate me so much?
You probably don't remember, but when we flew to Berlin 3 years ago you didn't exchange a word with me. You were sad after grandma passed away. One evening I heard you and David arguing. You screamed at him that he was always working and leaving you alone with me and that you should have left me in my dorm at school.
When you left the room, I packed all my clothes and went in to talk to David. I told him I didn't want to stay. But he didn't let me go, he was angry with me, for everything, for nothing, and then out of nowhere we started beating each other. And before I knew it, he was on top of me, choking me until I couldn't breathe. Something in me begged him to finish it, to end this nightmare, but my body just kicked him until he let go and I ran away.
I ran as fast as I could down the stairs, when I got to the lobby I saw a huge birdcage. The size of my entire room at boarding school, with hundreds of colorful birds flying from place to place. But they’re in a cage. I stood there fascinated with them. Do they know they are in a cage? Then, on the other side I saw you, you were also staring at the birds. You won't notice me even if I'm standing under your nose, right? I came over and stood next to you, I wanted to tell you what happened with David, but you didn't even look at me and then I asked you:
"Why do you hate me so much?" 
"Uri, I don't hate you"
"But you don't love me either, right?".
You didn’t say a word but, I saw the tears streaming down your face.
 It's been 3 years, and nothing has changed. Just the realization that no matter how hard I try - I'm just not the child you wanted and you're not the mother I needed.
You’re a beautiful bird Ruth. You’re a beautiful bird and I was your cage. And then, you were my cage. 
And if you're reading this, you probably already know.
That I spread my wings and tried to fly. But I didn't succeed. It's over.
You’re free now, mother.
(the letter falls on the floor)
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