It was 10 pm when I  arrived home. I Insert my ID card in the metal hole, type my name and code number on the special button. Number 5 ,  code 30. I enter the room.

I used to have a name,.Rosa. Everybody had a name years ago. They had family name and a family as well. I mean before the war. Before our land was divided. Before we turn into numbers. A lot of people donot remember those days. But I do. My photo albums helped me not to forget. 

My residence is a 8-meter room. A tiny kitchen with a sink and a refridgerator. Bathroom is next to the entrance. I live on the second floor in a grey-coloured buildinh. In the City of Women. The building has 30 doors. 30 women live in each unit. We all work in a factory. A factory where Sperm Capsuls are made and packed. The capsules  are imported across borders ,from Men's City. My neighbours,I donot know them. I see them every single day but donot recognize them. With all those air-masks and pollution-proof vests we all look alike. The Eraser Organization has announced  after the war and the resulting chemical pollution no one is allowed to come out without a mask and the pollution-proof outfit. They say black and red wounds would smash up our skin. They say any kind of relationship is a threat to  our health. "Pollution is easily emitted and put your brain at risk", that's what they say.

Door opens. Light and oxygen circulate across the room. I remove the mask.Televisions ( monitors) are off, all four of them on the walls. I stump on the floor. She recognizes the sound. She shows up. I pull the garbage pill out of my pocket, smash it and put it in the plate for her. She approaches  the food and starts eating. The black cockroach is the only living pet in this building. And my only companion. Her name is " Mujo" . It's forbiddent to keep her but we have so far managed to hide her from the monitors. The same as with my photo albums and my mother's tea caddy. I change clothes. Every now and then Mujo raises her head up to look at me. I take a tea pill to make tea. Today, I crave for a real tea, one of those my mother used to make whose smell filled every corner of our house.

I look around to find out if monitors are still off. I pull out the white cloth from under the bed. Take out the small tea caddy and the album. Fill the cup with hot water. Sit on the bed turning my back against  the monitors. I drop few tea leaves into the water. Open the album . Mujo pulls herself up the bed and touches my hand with her antenna.

" Look!  Mujo, this is a seaside. This is my husband, Sam. This little man is my oldest son. See this picture, It's Sohrab's first birthday. I wonder if he's still alive or dead. I haven't left this city since 30 years ago.", I say.

Monitors turn on. I threw the box, album and Mujo under the bed. I turn around and face the monitors. Number 20 asks for my daily report with a smile on her lips. She also questions me about not having reported my arrival. Number 20 the is the second officer in the Erasers Organization. I apologize and say  I was just about to ring the bell and inform my arrival. " why  haven't you walked home  today as you always do?", she asks. She asks if I had to see some one in the train, or if I needed to talk to someone. I found out she was looking for an excuse.Maybe she has seen Mujo? Or the album?? Otherwise, she knows better it's not possible to talk to others  with a mask. It's possible to move lips in that tight capsule, mute. It's possible to look at others but not see. " You know better that we just talk to televisions. You  are our only friends", I say. She's satisfied. She says I can take the food tray from behind the door. Meanwhile she turns out TV number 4 so I could listen to the news. I take the tray. Sit on the bed. A voice is coming from the walls. Scratching. 

TV's  blue lightis reflected on the food tray. "Twenty childbirth  have been accomplished today", announces woman number 35  at the back of that blue glass.  " Mothers are all  in good health", she continues. She says Reproduction Organization has declared that 30percent of those born were girls and 70 percent were boy. Girls have been delivered to building number 99/11 and the boys were sent across the borders to Men's City. Number 35 then tell us they are to show a report about yesterday's clashes in Men's city. " The operation of a group of  rioters who had gathered without  protection outfits and planned to escape from borders has been foiled and they were all transfred to hospital. This group had violated the rules and had come out without protection outfit and had talked to each other without a mask as a result of which their brain have been seriously damaged and are not going to survive long. They say that fellow citizens must be aware and report on any illegal measure that threatens the safety of the city and inform Eraser Organisation right away. The film wasn't broadcast due to some problems.

Monitors are off temporarily.I stand by the window. The little window in my room is half the size of the monitors.I look at the street. It's bright but empty. Only one street joins the two ends of the city, with no subdivisions. Subdivisions are harder to control. Street televisions are all on. 

I turn off the light. Push the air ocnditioner button to assure oxygeh circulation. I lie down on the bed. I hear whispering sound from the wall next to the bed. I move the bed. There's a hole on the wall. Light is coming out of it. Glittering of an eye out of darkness ! I ask her number. She says her name is Sarah. She calls me by my name. I panic.

She says she has been sent to this building recently. She has tried hard to get a room just next to mine. She says she has come to take me with her.

Take me? Where? My life is settled here. I say that out loud. She says she has come on behalf of my son. They love each other. She has been a border guard for two years and that's where she met Sohrab. Borders are so vast that they cannot install monitors from corner to corner. Away from the monitors' eyes they had removed borders between them. They had lived together. With no masks and no pollution-proof cloths. She says all they say is nothing but lies. She knows places where people live under the ground . All together ! Men, women, children…They eat together, sleep together, live together, celeberate together. No one has fallen sick. 

It's hard to believe.Men…no mask….no guard suit…open air…LOVE…. She says we leave together. She says  I am going to be a grandmother . I feel butterflies in my stomach. I feel warm.I love to see her face. I ask her to keep a distance from the whole on the wall. Put my eye on the light circle. I can see her. She is beautiful. She has a smile on her face. I insert my finger into the whole. She puts her hand on mine. How marvelous is this feeling…the touch.

I hear doors snap open. Hear Sarah's shouting as well.It's them. The erasers. They are all over her room. A pair of dark eyes face my eyes from other side of the whole. It's over.

They take Sarah.  They come after me any minute, I'm sure. I push the bed against the entrance door. Swith off oxygen current. Seize the album and tea box. Run into bathroom. I open the shower. Open the album as well. Steam fills the bathroom cabin. Photos  lose color. I breath heavily. Water comes uper and uper. I feel sleepy.

