
TODAY

SHE STARTED

WITH

C

The vinyl letters in different

sizes and colors she sold in her

shop found their way to shoarma

tents, garages and snack bars

throughout the city. Madame C

refused to work by command

so she made sure that there were

always enough figures and

characters in stock.

This was how she made a living.

To amuse herself, she begun each

new alphabet at a random place.

But today, when she placed her

knife routinely on the vinyl

to begin the first curve, she

hesitated. Why had she started

with the first letter of her own

name? Madame C lit a cigarette.

Did she recognize herself in the

forms she cut out of plastic?

Did she feel she left a mark on

the urban landscape? Did she

feel the author of her alphabet?

The young man with many

questions had passed by again

this morning and she had replied

that her late father had designed

the molds. She knew it was an

evasive answer, but she did not

like the idea that these letters

belonged to her personally. She

took her knife and restarted the

curvature of the C with a bit

more force than necessary.
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