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Five of the nine stories in this colléction, The High

R

Price of 0il, The Lbve Song of Bridget MacLeod, The Portavadie

Hole, 01d Flame and A Faint Smell of Gas,deal with pe0p1e and

events hav1ng to do with the o0il and gas 1ndustry The ngh

Price of 0il tells of the price which one family pays for the‘
b
exploration for oil off the toastiof Newfoundland - the loss

of a son. In a.lighter veTn, The Love Song ®f Bridget MacLeod

takeé us to the oilfields of Southern Iran, in 1951, and The

Portavadle Hole to the west coast of Scotland, where é multi-

million dollar project has turned into a large whtite elephant.

0ld Flame is a satire on promotjional ‘advertisingy A Faint

"

- 'Smell of Gas, on the way business relies on the compluter.

The -heartlessgness of big business is also touched on in

the .next two stories. The Pigeon is & study of the roots of

cogruption, of the men who sell arm%?eﬁ€§*t6ﬁfﬁéI”Wé?§”iﬁ“€héf*

Third World. In It's all:your Faullh Alice we meet an old maid

fighting to préserve her beloved village greeh. - ‘ ©
*The theme of Butterflies'are Blue is fa;th in‘the healing

powers of the mind and body. Faith also kept alive the body
A}

~and mind of- the narrator of Louise, the last of the nine stories.

-
’

In Louise, it is war.and separation that cause the mental and

St
d ’

physical injury. . . .

.
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* .The driver put the tiick into reverse and backed it up .

to the side of the plane, stopping i\t close to the open cargo

. compartment. He .got out, unlocked the rear door of the truck,

and-said "OK". to the.four men waiting to unloa;i the casket, ’ ’
Finlay had c.:limbed down from the truck as soon as it

Q\ »
stopped. His coat-collar up, he now stood against the side

of the truck, using it as a'shield against the cold night
wind that Whipp‘ed up a fine dust-of .snow from the runways of

the airport. . As he watched the men pull out the casket, he |

moved from one foot to the other, now and then pulling his

S
s

h‘ands from his p(?)ckektsf‘to. cup them over his mouth.
The men lowered the césket ;o that ‘it lay on the g.round
astride the tjA’O rope slings. One of ;:he men saia "Ri-ght," ‘ s
whereupon they all stooped \\o\ grip 35‘ handle o‘f the sling.
"U'p,"’ saiq the man, and they'shtraiglhteneazd, lifting the casket
ffom the ground. They walked the ,few steps to the long,
ribbed, aluminum crate where the same man said "Down," and
‘ they slowly lowered the casket into the crate. A fifth\f‘man .
came over, pullevdl down ,the ‘slid of the crate and strung wire
through_the clamps which held the 1id closed, twisting the

4

ends of the Iw;'_re with a.custom's seal. The four men each

e
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took a grip on’ the top rib of the crate, and when the same

-

~-man said "Right, "™ they lifted the crate and carried it to the

plane. "For Christ's sa]ge,kegp in step, "™ the man said,. as
they went up'th‘e rarhp to disappear into the black hole in the

side of the plane.

The. driver, who had returned to the warmth of the cabin,
‘ . N ’

’ . ) . . '
spoke to Finlay from the open window of the truck. "You wam‘./

to take these papers now?" .
"I'l1l be irigh\t with you, " said Finlay, but only when the

men ca;ne back ciown the ramp to load the otherﬁ baggage did he

“climb back into the cabin. .

: "These dre for the customs in Scotland," the driver said.

"And the other lot -~ here,. the white pai)er.s clipped together

at the back - you give these to the g'uy who picks up th:a body

dat the airport." This was more than the man had spoken in one

.

sentence durfng their ovérnight drive to Haliféx, and there
was a new ‘note in the m'an'é voice, a sudder;Kcheerfulvnes;s which
annoy‘ed Finlay. H:a knew whatl_ it implied: the driver's jpb
was finished<, the driver could get back to the Company's de-
pot, and he, Finlay, was now wholly responsible for the boay:

"There's also a package for, the next of kin," said the
‘driver, lifting a thick manjilla enveiope from the shelf be-
hind thé' seat. : -

"What do I do v‘u':th this?" Finlay asked, al;:hough he -
knew as he spoke that the driver would be of no help.

"If the Company didn't tell YOu,) I guess you give it to

the guy that collects the body."
"

T it i s b Bt h et ekl A W S
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The QOTpany had said nothing abput a péckage for the
next of kin. "When you get‘to'Scotland a hearse will meet
you at® the airpo;t[" the Cbmpany had s?id to- Finlay. "All
you have to do_is c}ear it throdgh customs and hand it over

. . /
to the driver of the hearse who will takg it to the-funeral

parlour." . Finlay reminded them there were no funeral
parlours in Scotland, only undertakers. "OK, then, the
driver will ¢take it -to the undertakersi" No, there was no

mention of any package for the next of kih. But then the
Company had said nothing about the plane being a regular

.

passenger plane,and it had never occur{ed to Finlay that the
plane wouid be anything bu£ a charter 767, the type thé

Company hsed when flying urgent drilling equipment or pieces
of machinery. Finlay had been disturbed to find t??ﬁ he and

Sutherland's body were going to Scotland on a regular

scheduled flight. -He was now giad they had drrived early

epough that the casket could be logded in the dark and before

the other passengers assembled.

"You gonna have some breakfast?"™ the driver wanted to
/

know when Finlay had put the papers and the package in his

r

hand luggage.

3
i

"No, I'm not hungry." Which was a lie, but he suddenly

felt an urgent need to get rid of the man and the truck and’

everything to do with the body:
The driver said: "Can I give you a 1ift?" and he said:

-

"No, I'1l walk," and the driver said: "OK, good luck," and

when Finlay had taken his hand luggage and suitcase from the

shelf of, the truck, he drove away, leaving-Finlay to walk back

vd

LI
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tQ'the{main building of the airport.

The building was further away than he had thoydht, and
. a - § N

the surface -of the runway was so glazed by_wind and snow thats

he had to walk slowly, testing each step before trusting it

with the weight of his body and suitcase. He stopped twice

”

to wipe the moisture from his eyeg, pull up his coat collar

and change the suitcase to the other hand. It had been a

mistake, he told hdeelf to bring so much 1uggage.‘ Why

bring the Chrlstmas presents for his parents? He shouid have

posted them as he usually did. And what possessed him to
bring” the present for Peggy? She'd only have %o carry it
back to Canada next week. My God, yes, next week. He'd

given precious little thought to where she'd stay. 'Until

' they were married it would have to be in that hotel in

Cumner,\theﬁnearest town to the gompany's depot. And what

would she do in a strange town during hie ten-day spells on’

the rig? The thought stirred a sudden needle of apprehension

in Finlay until he remembered the sound of Peggy's voice.

~

There had been no hesitation in that voice, only the sound of

joy running 5long the telephone line. Much better to be
ﬁérried now, she agreed, than to wait for that shore job the
ompany had promlsed him next year. |
Near -the airport building the snow had melted and the
tarmaec was steamlng, remlndlng $1nlay of the mist that used
to rlse from the low ground near his grandfather's farm, and

-

that frightened him as a child made to rise early for the
&
morning cattle. He and Peggy would call at the fgrm, he
, L]
decided. It would be a nice gesture before leaving for

. /
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N &;// In the washroom of the desarEed passange@’lounge he fook
. ‘\ .
| 1
. off his coat and washed his' hands and face,and washed them

again, SPQashlng the coldeater,over his face{_rubblng his
cold Qet hands on the back of his pébk and running them
through his, hair. ‘Although he had only dozed during the
overnight drive to quifa% and had lost. sleep the previous

night - the night of the accident - he did not feel-at all
\ .
©» tired but was strangely refreshed. Sutherland's body was now

-,

well away from him. Sitting in the front of the truck he had

not been able to rld himself of the vision of a body, cold

.
»

and dead, within reach of his neck. '‘Twice when the driver

—— e et

—_—

braked sharply on the narrow tw;sting coastal road to .
- Halifax, Finlay was suré the body had moved in the casket,
for there was a muffled fhump and instinctively he leaned
forw;rd ih his seat to keep the body at its prdpgr distance.
_\\\He sdw the body ‘as naked, Fnd having Sutherland's face. ,Or
| what he thought was Sutherlang's face. He hadn't been well
écqugintéd with the man, waé on different shifts on the rig,
and céuldnﬂt recall speaking to Sutherland but once. "I'm
. from Perthshire," Sutherland had said. "The coast?" Finlay
asked, for most of the Scots on'the rig had some connection
Qith the sea. "No, man; Strathyre, on Loch Lubnaig."l After

which Finlay said hé'd heard of*Strathyre, had never been

: " there, that he himself was from further north. J'Kincord,

near Aberdeen." Sutherland nodded, they stood facing each ~

. other in silence, eyes not meeting, embarrassed to:discover:

' N o R

4 that even as fellow countrymen and three thousand miles from
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g home they could find nothing more to talk about. B :
A cleaner came into the washroom. Finlay had been ' < :
. J H
standing. looking at his reflection im the mirpor. The
cleaner put down his mop and bucket. Finlay turned on the

cold Eap, cupped his hands under it, and doused his face

again. <

He Had‘é window seat on the plane; the middle seat was
) 4 empty and a tall_thinﬁ&in in a leisure suit sat in the aisle .
seat. A tongue of gray haiflwas combed déwn over the man's
upper .brow, hiding a bald pa£ch,Finlay imagined, but giyfhg '

.t U . , S
the man'a severe, napoleonic loock. Across the aislé sat a

14 ¢

~stout lady in green slacks and é’yellow sweater. She chewed ¢

’ as she talked to the khin man and threw her hands out like,

u] . -

she Qas feeding pigebhs. The thin man sat with his head back, '

-

. ‘his eyes closed, his facde twitching as if talking to itself
or rehearsing some part.in a secret play. Man and wife, . <
Finlay guessed. But why not sitting together?f . : '

"More room to stretch the legs,"'the thin man séid, ]
. v . ¢ . . H
opening one eye and turning to Finlay .without any warning. ) .

"Name is Ross. This is the wife. You going to Gander or all

' . the way?"-

. . Finlay gave his name, said he was going all the way to

~

Scotland, and they spoke no more till the plane had taken off

and levelled outs . oo ‘ % , . #
" "New shées,'{qpaid Ross, resting one foot on his knee.

N * .
"Wife insisted." - Then, leaning towards Finlay: . "You .

y »

P
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Scotch?" ;hd "'whexg‘ Finl-ayb nodded, Ross lowered himself

3 N . .
confidentially into the seat beside hﬁim. "M' father was
. L3 ‘

~

born there.. In Auchterlonie;" and he raised his eyebrows in

§

question. Finlay s&id he'd never been to.Auchterlonie. "You

. * 3
live in Nova Scotia?" Ross wanted to know, ar}d Finlay ex-

3

plained he had been working for three years on drilling-rigs
Jjust Qff the coast On hearing this Ross moved over to the
aisle seat and spoke to his .wiffe. From hhe way she kept
looking" over Rosg' shoulder, Finlay knew they were talking
about him. |

'?We\_héd you down as working on the boats," sa/id Ross

L
when he came back to sit beside Finlay, and he went on to

- explain that he had never been on the boats himself but had

J

been thirty years in a.fishpacking plant." Just retired,"

said Ross. "You never been on the boats?" he asked again.

. Finlay admitted he had worked on the North Sea trawlers for

two years before quitting to join the oil drilling company.
: ©

"Ah!" said Ross and fent back to speak to his wife. Finlay
t'«

wondered. what made ‘them think he had been at sea and concluded .

it was the deep tan of his skin. . , '

. "We're going to Scotland on vacaticn. Edinburgh,

<

Inverness, the Highlands, you know," said Ross, when he came
. }

back. o

t i

"The Old Country," said his wife, leaning across and
holding in suSpensmn/whatever she was chewing in her mouth.

"qus, the 01d Country," Sald Ross. "You gomg on

v

Vd
vacation to the 0ld Country?"}

’

Finlay hesitated. ° One word, he felt, would commit him
1 4
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to'téo ﬁaﬁy others. How could e explain he was éoing over
for five days only, to bring back Pegéy, ana that they didn't
ﬁave time to get married in Scotland? Sé he ﬁold Ross he was
going to Scotland to gét m;rriedJ . .
"Married, did‘yoh say?" said Ross, and' to Finlay's
embarrasement the man spoke loudiy to his wife: Jéaing to

-~ \

Scotland to pick“up a bride." Mrs. Ross leaned forward in

her seat and smiled at'Fiplaj'and two pgssengéré in front
turned tﬂéir heads inquisitively.
PGogd luck.to you, m' boy," Ross said, and put his hand. %}
on’the other man's knee. . oL
. Finlay,turned his head to the window. Perhaps he'd need

that luck in the coming Wweek. He had explained to Peggy on

the telephone that this* was ‘the only way if they wanted to

" get married now and not wait another year. The Company would

o
v

only give him a week - five ‘days to be exact -.he had ex-
plained. "On business," he had said, but hadn't told her .the
business was to accompany a dead body:v No need to worry her.
She'd said yes, if that's the waf it had to be, but how could
shg,gxplain all this to her father? He had reminded her he
had a father, énd a mother too, who would not understand.

At the thought of all he'd have to go through in the

N

next five days he suddenly felt tired. He shdt’his eyes and
dozed fitfully. He @as_gwapgjof the plane landing at Gander,
heard”tﬁe announéement of a half-hour's delay because of
problems in stowing the baggage, énd the noise of more people

coming on board. Bit all the time he kept his head tilted to

the window, his eyes closed for fear that Ross would start

1y
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another. conversation. The engines of the plane had stoéped
and Finlay could hear men shouting to each other outsidé the

plane, was aware of the gentie rocking of the plane as doors
2

were slammed. More and more he became aware of '‘a chatter of

voices inside the plane, heard but not ur;derstood,Alike voices -

in the next room, the voice of Mrs. Ross amongst them.

He opened his eyes to find that a small, middle-aged,

o

\
fussy-looking woman and a young boy had taken the two seats

\ k.

beyond Mrs. Ross. She and Mrs. Ross were taking turns at

looking out the window, gesticulating and excla@ing to each-

©

other, their voiges rising and falling in a confusion of loud

Y

whispers and excited exclamations. Ross turned to Finlay as
" *

if sensing that Finlay was awake. "It's a casket," he saiqg,
and when Finlay sat dumb, the blood gone from his face, Ross

repeated: "It's a casket. They're putting a casket on the
. ' }

>

plane."
The voices of Mrs. Ross and the middle-aged., woman had

attracted other ﬁassengers who turned in their seats to 1lqgok

’

out the window. Passenger,s on Finlay's side of the aisle got

up and looked over the heads of the others. A stewardess

came down the aisle. The middle-aged woman rose in her seat
ar;d~ leaned over the boy and Mrs. Ross and touched the stew- .
ardess on the arm. "I tell you I'm not flying with a de-

ceased,"' she said. The stewardess, said: "Now, now, nothing
to get upset about." She persuaded the middle-aged woman to
talge her seat and,s_pokg to he:g and Mrs. Ross in a 'low voice.

"They 're taking it out," said the man in the seat in

front of Mrs. Ross. "Yeah, but they're putting it back in

-

4




5y

10

N
o

again," said another man.. A third man said: ("Why the hell
ail this fuss about a coffin?"

The middle-aged woman got~out of her seat, pushed her
way past Mrs. Ross, and she and the stewardess went-down the

‘aisle to the front of the,%lane, the woman's hands waving,
her voice raised in pgoteét. The woman was back in,a minute
saying loudly, triumphantly, to Mrs. Rosé: "She's going to
Aspeak to the,Captain abou£ it. I to6ld her flat, we refuse ﬁo
fly with‘a deceased."™ But when the steygrdéss did come back
it was to help the woman and the small boy off the plane, the
boy crying, the woman protggt%&g vigorously. .

"Bloody disgrace; said Ross, and looked at Finlay for

iupport, but Finlay coulq\only stare dumblyfohis mouth dry,

his liﬁgs 3ith%ut strength} - )
"What ?o you think, Charlie?" said Mrs. Ross to her

husband. "We can;t get off, don't:live here," said Ross.

' said the man in front. ' "That's it,"

"Write to the airline,'’
said Ross in a voice full of social responsibility, "write to
the airline, that's what we'll do." But the noise of the
engines starting sent them all back to their seats:

When the plane had taken off, and levelled, Finlay felt“
the muscles in his body relax, the pain go from somewhere

inside him, his breathing return to normal. "God damn ~

fa ) .
Sutherland." WNo, no, he should not say such things. Yet the

words soéthed him, made him feel better, as Ehoﬁgh by uttering

them the weight of Sutherland's body had somehow been removed
\
from his sloulders. "God damn Sutherland, God damn and blast

Sutherland." He shut his ey®s, forced his mind to think of*

P
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.to get married;

oL

+

Peggy. That's what this is all about, he told himself., I'm

going to-'Scotland to bring back my bride. ' ) ’ ’

"Mr. Finlay?" The stewardess bent ovet Ross, touched

Finlay's shoulder. He nodded, sat up. She spoke in a low

voice.

. «"Mr. Finlay, if you let me have the papers we can radio

ahead, have the hearse meet you beside the plane."
Ross looked at Finlay, his mouth open, silent. When
the 'stewardess had taken the papers, Ross said to his wife ‘-

in a voice quick with injury: "He told me he was going home

and again, to the man in front: "He told

me he Wwas going home to get married."

. ung.—:.cr’

1 ’ .

\ " ’

When the plane landed at Glasgow, Finlay waited till
the other passengers had left before turning from the window.
A steady drizzle,blanketed the airport but he spotted a hearse

4
parked at the side of the airport building, and when he went

dwn the aircraft steps he found it drawn up beside the

\ 8

luggage compartment. He signalled to the driver who got out

g
-

and met him under the shelter of the wing.

"We'll have to wait for the customs t sign these," said

the driver, having examined the papers Finlay had given him.
"I can'E/wait," Finlay sgid. "I have anq&her plane to
catch." Which was true, although he had two hours to make -
the conneqtioﬁ. ."and I've got a‘pqckage for you," he went’
on, befgre the driver could protest. "This is for the next

of kin."
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, The~driver shook his head and ‘made no.effort -to—take

+

the. envélope. "The brother is here, give it to him."
. . S
Finlay explained he d4id hot know the brother, had not\\’

) known the dead man, they‘jusf happened? to wor& for -.the same

St e o

company. But the driver waved him away. He would look after °

the documents needed to deal with the body but the rest was

- P

Finlay's responsibility.7 "You'll find the brother in the '

terminal. I told him to wait in room 62 -~ that's a special

3

.. lounge they use for things like this."

.. * Finlay collected his iuggage and checked it at a cloak-

room. Carrxing only the package for Sutherland's family he

made his way’to room 62, At first glance he thought the room °:

X

~empty and was hesitating at its door when a soft voipé said:

"Mr. Finlay?"
” s 3 .
. She was about ‘his mother's age. Sunk into the deep arm-

chair, the bldck shawl matching the material of the covers,
she did not look big enough to come up to his shoulders.

A ~ o
"Mr. Finlay?" she said again.

"Yes," said Finlay, and let the door swing shut and

walked over.to where she sat. - . -

"We saw you speak to the driver. Ewan has gone to %pok

for you." ’

. =)
Finlay was unable to take his eyes off her face. "I

A

wasn't told you would‘Pe here," he tried to say, but the words

&ent dry in his throat and he had to cross to the table and
pour himself a glass of water. "Excuse me," he said.

"There was cattle to be‘fetchgd in. Father could not

-

come," said the woman. Finlay said "Yes," and took the seat ) ,

AN . e /
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* faciny her. ’ ¥

After a silence she said: "Were you there?"

, "What?" said Finlay, and the woman had to ask again:

"Were you there?"
&
) "I was sleeping," he said. -And vhen he :-saw her

s

tncomprehending look he went on: "We - your gbn and I - wqre
A
on different shifts. It happened at night‘ghen I was

sleeping.”
"Why was he working at night?"

. . . ¥ .
‘ Finlay had to think before answering: "Wé work all
\ night - every night; when we start a hole- we drill for

“¥
" moriths - we don't stop for night."

i

"It happened on the Sabbath," said the woman and lboked

%t him as though hoping he would deny it. /

\ " "Look, it's like...." And Finlay stopped. He had been
\ ; T Pp: :

about to say it's like fetching in the cattle; the cattle have

\

to hf fetched in and milked, even on the Sabbath. But he

kneW\pow the woman would answer. The cattle cannot wait, the
! / . .

\ -
woman would say, the .cattle have to be milked, Sabbath or no,

but thdt's no reason to keep on with your drilling.‘ So he ~ 77

4

made no\feply, but looked down at his hands.
The\yoman took a yellow envelope from her purse and
handed it‘to Finlay. He unfolded the teledram, read it, and
~handed it g§ck. .
"It sa§§ you will have Jamie's things for me," said the

\
woman. JamieP? The name hitﬁﬁinlay in the chest. The name,-

N}

somehow, made \utherland quite different from the Sutherland

in his mind. ﬁg had never imagined Sutherland as having a

\ o ’ -
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mother and a Christian name.
. - S
"You have something?" the woman was asking. .

"What? Yes, I'm sorry. I've this package for you." .

- "Please open it," said the woman.
Thgr; was Supherlang's wallet, a ring, his watch,‘g key-
{ i chaih, some photographs, éoins in a pléétic saﬁdwicﬁ bag, a

a . ' pen,ané a bundle of letters held together by an elastic
band.” There was alsg aylong white envelope, ﬁnsealed,

bearing the Company logo, and Finlay held this up for her to

L4 . .
see. "This looks like a letter from the Company," he said. .

"Read it to me," she said and sat-forward in her chair

¢ s

and was so pale that Fiplay wondered if he should offer to
. get her a drink.
"No, I'm all right," she said as if reading his thoughts..

5
2

"Please read it for me." ’ ’ . o
She can't read! The truth came so suddenly he had to.
i get out of the chair and go'fill two glasses with water so V)j
that the woman would not know what was in his mind.
"Thank you," she said, took i sip of water, and looked
at the papers expectantly. o L
"There are two letters. The first is from Kretchner -

1

Mr. Kretchner - the head ﬁioormah. He was in charge of your
- ' .
son's shift." Kretchner's letter was handf®itten and short,

and the woman made no comment when he read it to her.

~ "The other is the medic's report."
"The doctor?" she asked.

"Yes, the doctor," he lied. "I-think this report is

*

" meant for your own doctor -~ or for the....". He hesitated,

. o
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trying to recall if there were coroners in Scotland.

Y

Finlay read the first few lines to himself, then said:

"Please réaé it," she said.

"It's a long report, written by Bromley the medic. Bromley
explains he was called out...." ) ’

)

"Please read it to me," said the woman. N

\

Finlay made as though to say something to her, thought
the better\af\it, and drey his chair closer to her and read

to her what Bromley had written:

I got a call at about 4:15 a.m. to go to the drill
deck and found the injured man lying on the floor
beside the drillpipe. He was in shock with the
pupils dilated, but was breathing OK. I asked what
had happened but no one seemed to know because the
floorman working with him had gone for a blanket.
His head looked OK but when I opened his shirt I -
found he was heavily bruised on his chest and above
his right ribs. There was no external bleeding. I
told them to get a stretcher and we got him*down to
the hospital. The other medic helped me strip him,
dnd put him on a blood drip. His breathing was not
so good now so we made an airway to improve his
breathing. We also gave him 50 mg. emcotomine I.V.

I spoke to the other floorman who said he had been
hit on the chest and maybe the head when the spring
snapped on the drillpipe centraliser. The injured
man's arms were up at the time. One end of the
spring swivelled out and hit him and he was knocked
to the ground. We checked his head again but we
could not find any injury. :

The injured man was not responding. His breathing
stopped and we had to use the M-M resuscitator and
give him another 50 mg. emcotomine. After using the
resuscitator we found his heart stopped and started
cardiac massage. This time we were not able to get

a response although we tried cardiac massage for over
five minutes. N

We think this man died from a blow on the chest and
side which caused severe shock and internal bleeding.

When he had finished,the woman did not say a word, but

sat looking at the wall to the side of his Head - or so it




: é le

¢

seemed to)Finlay. :On the night - was it really only sixty
hours ago? - he had been wakened by the siience. The drill
h?d stopped. Had they struck oil? No, no, impossible, they
had at least two thousand feet to go. Broken down?p Would
drilling be delayed.'a week as it had been last winter? Then
came sounds - a hurrying of feet - Bromley's voice in the
corridor - ,more feet - a‘shout from the(bunk negt door:
"What's wrong?" Then silence again, and he-lay, lost in '
imaginatiéﬁ, till sleep came, finélly. All this timé€
Sutherland had been fighting for his life, noF fifty yards
away. |

The mother's eyes were staring, unblinking. What was
she thinking? What vision did she see? Was it all beyond
her understanding? Could she imagine the deck of a drilling
rig,and what was a centraliser, and what an M-M ré;us—
citator? Or was shé seeing her son as she had last seen him,

¢

or as a child.

The woman spoke. "T thank God it was not his face," she

said, tightening the 'shawl around her shoulders and pushing
herself to her feet. Finlay got out .of his chair to spdhd
facing her, the medic's report in his hand. The woman ‘came

over to Finlay, put her arms up and around his neck, pulled

~his face down so that she could put her cheek against his.

"God rest him," she said.
"God rest him," Finlay said, and held the woman to him.
For a moment he felt he had known her all his life.

"You will come home with us?" the woman said, releasing

o

‘him and looking up into his face.

’ v
T
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"yYes, o.f“course," said Finldy. "I will telephone my - .
. family.."'ﬁ;.r I ' ..

"We will. go now and find my son," said the woman.
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_THE PTGEON ' -
In the morning Kariéon, saber anq smelling of the kipd
of deodorant and‘lotidn you expect of the Ritz, and looking
more alive than any of ﬁs, said this .trip all he waﬂted to
buy was one cargo of three thousand automatic rifles, fifty
or so quookas and "any cannon that will shoot a shell five
and one-half miles." s

Tﬁe outside air was clear, not yet dusted by the
traffic, and I could see the pigeon on the top stone ledge
of the hotel across the street. Miss Marco, my secretg;y,
took notes. McGee took a secondtlongﬁgrink of water aha'
ran.a wet tongue over his lips. "Why five and one-half
miles?"

“We have to protect ‘ourselves. Thaé‘s the distance ',
across the strait; between us'and our friendly neighbours";
and Karlson smiled all.round and pierced his cigar into the
ashtray. He had been buying arms for his adopted country
for ten years and although blonde with fair,skiﬂ - except
where mottled by the ;&n - he always referred to the
Tanzanians as "us." ' N ’ .

o

A woman looked .down from cone of the hotel windows, a

maid shook out a yellow duster, the liglts blinked on the .
. ’ ’
18 .
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51gn that sald Ritz '‘and I wondered how 1ong it would take

them to flnd out that the top light wasn't w0rk1ng 4

"Well," sald'Katlson, "what have you to sell?"

) , v . .
had nothing larger. in 'stock than a reconditioned French

<

anti-tank gur,and that wouldn't shoot a:ghell more than a
mile. "Except in a strong following wind,"™ he added, and

looked round tge table;apd we all tried to laugh extept

Karlson.

.

-
5 ' . . . .
. . - N

"You don't have ény cannon?". Karlson wanted to know.
) 2 .

o . : .
"Haven't bought a cannon in years," said McGee.
° ©
I said in a low voice meant only

"Except ﬁig Bertha,'

for McGee, but Karlson overheard and leaned forward.
, .~
~ #"Big Berta? Who is Big Berta7";,and his grey eyes

i

turned to MlSS Marco who caught the look flushed, and-

o
studied: her notebook.
"Just a joke," I said. . “ ’
'He' persisted. "The nameé is familiar. Do I know her?"

. "The name for a-long—range field gun. "A special, made
" . T ’ . M
by the Germans in Worldl War I to shell Paris from a great

1 Y

distance." ' A < ) T

~ 4 . 3

Karlson looked atMigs Marco, sucking hatd on his. new
; > . - € 2

cigarﬁgs if to draw her closer to him, and she put her hands

on ‘the table as if to resist. How in God's name could 'his

mind be on women so soon after last night?~ But he was
>

v -, - ~ .

speaking. "What distance?" he wanted to know.

waved the question to McGee. "Seventy miles," said

~ - s
P .
>~

McGee said we could "supply the rifles and bazookas but

.
<
X i e ot

e’
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. Karlson arrived.

"ol
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McGee. "Or is-it seventy kilometres? But it's a museum
piece and hasn't been fired in years.". And to change the .
subjeét he went on: "We have a new automatic pistol you'll

.
like," and he produced from its red leather pouch ("not

holster," McGee insisted) a sample of the new Schiller IV.

9

Karlson blew smoke into the flowers Miss Marco had arranged

on the'conference table, took:the Schiller and fondled it,

. . Ve
and McGee and the others broke into a chatter of excitement
&4

about trigger release, reflex timing and sensitive recoil.
Yesterday on the ledge the pigeon had strutted in
front of its mate,-turning roynd and round with lowered

head, allo&ing the play of Jlight to bring out the irides-

cence of its neck feathers. Now those feathers, no longer

puffed out by skin muscles, were dull and¥flat as slate.

- Yo
The wind that blew along the ledge caught the underside of

the pigeon's winé, lifting the wing :-from the ledge so that

the pigeon locked alive and as if waving to people in the

streef.

"How much are we asking for the Schiller?" said McGee

to me.. . ' *

"In bulk?" 4 .

.

)
&

éﬁ)"Quoﬁe by the huhdred." o
"TwenEy-six thousand.. " Which;was twenty percent more
i

than I'd thought of asking yesterday morning, before
- «

o

"and delivery?" ‘ C .

-

I shrugged. "Two weeks for the first hundred, a month

"




s

for each hundred after that."

a

McGee looked at Karlsen whq rolled his cigar between
- Vo
his wet lips, pulled it out with a slight pop, contemplated
the lighted end and then nodded. "And the bazookas and

automatic rifles?" he asked. . *

- "We have these in stock, you can take them with you."
~ .
' His eyebrows lifted. "But they are so heavy," he sdid

% .
in mock alarm and spread his arms and appealed to us without

a séile. McGee and the others l;ughed and T smiled and
looked beyond Karlson to where the pigeon lay‘on the ledge
above the top row of windows. ‘Unless someo;e lookeé down
from the roof of the hotel and noticed the pigeon it could
lie there for days in full view of my off&ce. The thought
made me sick.

Miss Marco iéft the conference room to warn them waﬂ%
soon need the bar, and Karlson's eyes fo;iowed her, making
her fumble the doéruknob. When she éame back her own eyes
darted momentarily to his face and away, and she put her hand
to, her chin in her cénfusion, like a small girl at a party
coming back to a rgomful of bo;s having been to the toilet.

Karlson had ghrOWn ?p arm over his chair and movéd his
body so that the pigeon now appeared to be sitfing on his

. "l
left shoulder. - '

»

\

"Delivery must be completed before the rains," he said

to McGee.
"Which is March?"
v g "
"April at the latest."™ : %;

"No trouble," McGee said, "no trouble," and he looked

e ™

~& A
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A

around, inviting questions. When there were none he -
| said: "I guess that's it," and the deal was settled with

a handshake, both sides knowing the bargain would be kept.
‘ \

! &
' McGee suggested we,all go back to the penthouse for a

3

drink. "The hair of the dog," he said, looking at his

empty water glass.

M
) "I'll join you in five minutes," I told them, ahd on
the way out ?rew Miss Marco aside and put an arm redssur-
ingly on her shoulder.
"Have no fearc you're not his type"; and I smiled at
the vision of Miss Mérco dancing with Karlson, she wearing .
énly silver slipgers and black éilk tights,'ﬁefore the two
, of them disappeared somewhere in the night. I took her by
the arm to the windowz
. "Look, éee that pigeon?" A

Sﬁe équinted her eyes at the ledge across the street.
"I want you to phone the Ritz and tell them about that
pigeon."
"Perhaps it's sleepiqg.J
‘ "it's dead. It's been dead since B o'clock last
~night."
She looked again at the'pigeon, looked at me, put her
i haﬁd to her méuth, said nofhing.

"Phone the desk. Tell them the pigeon could fall on

the head of a guest. Tell them they can reach/it from the

‘“-\1> roof." -

5
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The ,instant I saw McGee in the penthouse bar I knew
something was wrong. When he is intense he has-a habit qﬁ
/
pulling at his eyebrows, giving short, quiek glancés around
him as Ehough expectingeothers to recognize thié as a secret
call for he;p.‘
"Karlson wants to'buy Big Bertha."
"Ah!" I did not know what else to say, so tosseg'back
my whiskey. x
"He says money is no object," said McGee, waving his
.

hand and giving a despairing look, as if dismissing all

hope of keeping his own wife if Karlson.were to say that

’

money was no object.

"That is correqgt," said Karlson who had approached my
shoulder. "No object."

"Is that so?" I said, aware that McGee's eyes were not
forgiving me for having first brought up the mattex of thé
gun. "You have explained why we bought’ Big Bert?a?" I
asked McGee, but when he didn't angwerll turned to Karlson.,
"We bought Big Bertha as a museum piece. We're going to
mount it at the entrance to our factory." B -

"Factory?" said Karlsoﬁ raising his brows in question.

The\factory, I explained, was where we stockea and re-
furbishéd the arms we bought around the worlq! rebored, |
replated, polished, mounted, oiled, greased and packaged
them for clients such as he. "But Big Bertha hasn'thbeen
fired in fifty years. We bought it from a bankrupt war
museum in Hamburg. Its barrel is badl& corroded, no spiral

left. Try and fire a shell from it, and woof!" I .said, and

Pl
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threw my hands in the air to show how the gun would. ..
diéintegrate, and my whiskey showbred over McGee's grey

flannel suit giving him the appearance of having 'made an

unsuccessful dash to get'oug’of as thunderstorm.

"Ach yes," said Karlsoﬂ Mthat's what McGee has been
'%elling me, the gun will explode if you fire it." He
rolled his cigar in his mouth and looked up at the ceiling
ligﬁt, his eyées glinting and sparkling as if alive with

fragments of metal flying from the gun.

ol .
"That's right," I said, as I helped McGee dry his suit.’
with my handkerchief. "Blow up in your face." -
-2 :
When I came back with a fresh drink McGee was making

ominous signs with his eyes and pulling again at 'the hair
- ) N
above them. "Karls?n doesn't want to fire the gun himself,

-

He wants to give it away. As a present. To the ruler of

~

a neighbouring country. As a token of goodwill."-
"As a gift," said Rarlson without any expressién. He

could have been talking about a binch of flowers. "You
A

- 7
will quote me a prige, yes?" : ‘ e

12
McGee ‘shrugged his shoulders, dismissing himself from

/
.

the answer.

"I'd like to think about it," I said.

Karlson was persistent. "I leave tomorrow morning."
: ° y
\ "I'll see what can be done. 1I'd like to talk it over
with McGee." I did not ask why he needed a quote if money
’ S

was no object.

"I leave early," Karlson reminded, and McGee gave me a

N
/

) /
last dark look and led him off to the bar.

e}

7
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.+ From the balcony I could see the pigeon&still-lﬁhere

on the ledge. | Missll‘vlarco,did not answer her phone so I
_called the hotel desk and explainzad I was from Consolidated - \
Imports atcross the street. .,
"Did my secretary phone you?'"y
"About. a room, sir?"
; "Nor,, abou't a pigeon." i

"A what?" \ ‘

"A pigeon. You know, a bifd." .

"Hold on, sir." -

Voices spoke in the background.

"Can you spell the guest's name, sir?"

"No, no, I'm not talking about a guest. "I'm talking?
about a bird. A pigeon. Didn't you get a message there's
a dead pigeon on the top ledge of the hotel? It could fall
on a guest."

_"_Did you say a pigeon, sir?" ! E «

"Hold on a minute," I said. McGee had me by the arm !
and~ was asking was I phpning for an escort for Karlson, for ’
tonight. ”

"A woman? No, but I will." And to tl;e .clerk: "Yes, a
pigeon, on your ledge"; but he had hung up or we had/ become
disconnected. @ . . .

| "What's this about a pigeon?" asked McGee. i

"The“'pigeon is still on the l‘edge." j

<

"What the hell are you talking about?" he said, and

pulled away at his eyebrows and looked round at Karlson

-~

laughing in a group in the corner.

N
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"You've forgotten because you we"re a.s’ 'drunk as the
rest of us. And that was at eight o'clock," I said to
McGee, not accusing}y, just to remind %im.

"What was at eight o'clock?" R

."Karlson shotl:’a pigeon ¢n the ledge of the Ritz. He
also blew out thel top light of the hotel sign.. Don't you
remember him trying out my pﬁeumatic?"

McGee's face showed his disbelief. ‘ "You're crazy.

You s.ay this happened before we went out?" He half-closed
his eyes as if trying to focus his mind on the events of
last night. ' "You say Karlson killed aa pigeon with your
air. rifle? The bloody thing is Jnly a toy."

"It fires a\point two-o-two bullet,” I reminded McGee.

"Where is it?" «

;'Idhid it in my o%fice. At two o'clock this morning you
were all talking of shooting out the traffic lights at the
corner of Mountain. If he asks for a gun tonight tell him
they've all k@Jen sent back to the factory." -

.

McGee must have been worried by my tone, for he put his
arm on my shoulder. "Remember, Karlson pays cash."
"There's a limit to what cash wiil buy."
"Remind yourself of that next time you look at your
overdraft;,™ said McGee taking his arm back, and looking at

the spots not yet dried on his grey flannel suit. "Let's

have a drink and forget it."

-
— R
N

Around noon I was called to the Rhone,. Miss Marco
' ~

~

i
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"that gripped me for the first few hours of each day. One

.

\ 27 C- \ » 5

said the lady from the newspaper was here, early for her !

appointment. ' '

<« "I'll be right down. Put he‘r in the conference room. T
Give me fifteen minutes with her and come in a{ndﬁ remind me
of some engagement. And did you phone the hotel about the j
pigeon?" ’

"Yes, I told the desk. They said not to worry, they'd

-

T A
take care of it, and they have. The -pigeon has gone."

McGee. and Karlson were still at the bar. "I 've got

to go,".I said to McGee, "A press interview about our

buying Big Bertha." It was agreed that McGee would take
Karlson to lunch at the factory and that we'd meet for.

drinks at 7 o'clock. "And don't forget a woman," were 1
McGée‘s last words before I left. \

The liguor had slowly eased the pain behind my eyes,

and removed that nervous, uncertain feeling of,insecurity

drink - perhaps two - later in the afternoon would keep me i
going till évenir;g, and over the years I had found a way to ]
live through evenings so that even the thought of Karlson
would no longer concern nme.

The conference room was' two floors down. The door was i
oéen and s‘he was standing with her back to it looking at the
painting on the far v:zall, but I knew the back of her head
so well that the blood ran cold from my face. "My God!" , )

She turned. "Hello, Mike."

Stella had changed little in the five years. A bit

thinner perhaps, her cheekbones more prominent, her hair 1

\
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ciar}ser. But then we'd last been together in Southern

[

California where her face had been tanned, her hair

bleached from long days of sea and sun.
"My God!" I said again and went to her. ' After the.
faintest hesitation we put our arms around each other, and

without hearing her answers I- said how are you? why are
]

you here? what are you doing in this part of the world?

.

and you look so well. "You look just great. But don't
tell me the Santa Monica Conservationist is intere.sted-in-

a story on Big Bertha?"

"I'm now with Newsweek," she said.

S
-

"Ah! So you too have sold your soul." Now I knew

' [
what was different about her face. The scar she'd got in

-

Spain had been removed .

. "May I?" she said, and nodded to the tray o¢f coffee
Miss Marco had put out for us on the table.
"Of course - I'm sorry - pleasg sit down - I was
“expecting a girl from our local paper:"
"So I gathered from your secretary. Don't blame her -
I let her think - well, I wasn't sure you'd want to see me."
I sﬁr/ugg\éd: ,"'I guess we both said things five years

’

ago we don't feel today. You're looking great, Stella."

-

She made as though to speak, perhaps to return the

compliment, but stopped and turned her eyes again to the

y !

table. _ ' ’ 7,

. "Look," I said, "forget about coffee, this calls for

~~—

a drink. We've got visitors upstairs so I can't ask you

there. Let's go across the road to the Ritz."

>
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I i:o_ldyMiss Marco to cancel my appointments till

~three.

g The Maritime Bar was quiet and we found a corner
table. "X:Sd\l‘ook great," I said again. '"Five years have
made you younger."

* "Thank you - it's six - six in September."
"Ah, you remember."
"I remember."
We looked ét each other and smiled, and I knew without
saying that suddenly we were friends, that there would be
« no going back to. what we had, too much had been said and

.done that could never be forgotten, but it was something

to be friends.
"Oh 5M£ke, not champagne!"
"Why not? Here!s to the next six vyears. - Now tell me’
what you've been doing with yourself.™
. We finished the bottle, she had lunch, -and the day
looked much brigl"xter, Karlson dnd the pigeon forgotten,
"And you're now in New York?2"
' "Washing\ton. "
"And Newsweek is interested in Bi'g Bertha?2"
"That and other things - mainly other things."' }
"Like “ﬂhat other things?", I asked, signalling to
the waiter for another bqottle.

She made as‘ though to reply but stopped herseff,

finished her drink, leaned forward and said softly: "I

- ]
®

went back last year, Mike." -

Ah, so that was it. She'd been to Spain. She'd been

.
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back to the Spanish Pyranees vl/ere we'd first met, Stella
and I, both on scholarships, she writing a history of the
Basques, me with my sketchﬁéd and camera looking for tpe Co
eyries of the Aquila Chrystaeto, the Spanish golden eagle.
We'd lived in tents - me, Stella, Spencer and three others -
way high up above the line of firé on the hafsh fxﬁ"ls, where
the air was thin and in the mornings wet with migt, but
where the noon sun showed, below, a world of lush stream
valleys groomed with hay and alfalfa fields.

"You’went back to Catalonia?"

""To the village itself. We were doing a special on
the drug trade in Barcelona - you may have read it - and I

1

took a weekend off and drove up to Viella."
"How is it?" ) ' ' ‘

. "Unchanged. Ten times ten years wouldn't change
Viella. No, that's not quité true, there have been some
chang«‘as. The old church has gone, éestroyed in a :fire, and
the road to g'xe foothiJlIS is paved, and - oh, there's a new
hotel - I sta}yed the night - run by Huesca's son. Yes,
Huesca is still alive. ‘And Lugo and Cypriana, and..." She
spoke names I could put ho face to. "And they all remem-

bered me - they remember us all. 'The sanitary Americans,'

’

they call us."

‘ "Spencer was .ﬁhe only American," I remindegl her, and
wondered if my voice betrayed me. If so, she gave no hint
of it.

"American, Canagian, we're all the same to them."

I persevered. "Did they speak of Spencer?"

\
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| Sh(e nodded.

"What did they say?"

She shrugged. "Huesca = he was there that day,
reﬁember - told me ghree others have since been killed on
the same peak."

"Trying to reach the eyries?" , , -t

"Yes." She looked round the‘rooﬁ ag if seeking a way
out of this lane of convérsation.

"Do you think knowing three others have died makes me

feel any better, Stella? For chrissakes look at me, will

you!"

-

I shouldn't have said that, and when she turned to me
and I could see her eyes I hated myself for it. Do you

&
really think I'm trying to hurt you, her eyes were saying.

"I'm sorry," I said. "Tellkme more about the village."
For half an hour we spoke of old friends\and old 0 \
places, but shg must have known as I Qid that the- joy that
comes from remembering had gone apd would not come back.
"What other things, Stella? ‘%ou said you'd come to
see me about other things and I guess you didn't mean Spain
and Spencer." |
| "No, but I thought you'd like to hear about the
village." ’ C

"I'm glad you told me. I can talk dbout it now. What

. |
"Oh, let's start with selling arms to Africa."

other things, Stella?"

I sighed and looked at her,and.it came to me that it

had always been this way with Stella, like walking off a
s
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beach into the sea, warm at first, till suddenly the cpld

’
5

‘ undercurrent hifs you, often when you're not réady for it.
"I'm not up to it today." '
"You look tired, Mike. A bad conscience or a late

night?"

"Let's not'@o into conscience again. Lgﬁ's blame late

nights, and my getting old."

v

"fwknow Karlson is in town, " she said. "I'd like to
meet him. Can you fix it?"

So that was it. I should have guessed.

"He's not news any longer,™ T remindea her. ‘"Besides,

he's not here." Vhich was true; McGee would have taken him

away by now, to go see the factory.

"Is he coming back?"
I shrugged.

"CK, " she said, "let's talk about the pigeon."

I was saved by the waiter calling me to the phone;
Miss Marco to remind me of afternoon appointments. I told

her to rearrange them, that I'd be away for another hour.

Back at the table Stella said: "I was at the desk in

the Ritz when your secretary phoned. I was still at the

-

desk when you phoned. The desk.clerk said 'What gives

'\l

] with ghese peqple across the street, all this fuss over a
‘F ﬂtj - dead pigeon?' 'What dead pigeon?' Insaid, gnd he told ﬁe:
- {1 I also asked myself what gives with thése beople across .the
L S ' street over a-dead pigeon?" u

\
I pointed to the painting above the bar, a jacamar

bird beside a pool of green water. "You know how I feel

<
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about birds." L n i

"I know how you used to feel about birds. Aré you
s - « 4 . .
telling me you haven't changed? Am I supposed to believe s

you €an sell arms to Africa and still grieve over a dead

- ‘ ]

- pigeon? When were you last in Afrdica, in Tanzania?"

"Six months ago."
" "And what did you think?"

0

I shrugged. "Better than it was yeaf 5efore, and
better still than a yéar before that."
"But still criminal for the twentieth century!"”
"Criﬁinal?" I turned away, called ‘the waiter. The
pain was coming back behind the eyes.
| fLookﬁ" I said‘to Stella, "is this off the record?"
YYou know it is."
"Then let me tellr yoﬁ; I don't lLike the people who run
that country, or people like Karlson, any more thaﬂ you do..

And you know that,Stella. If I thought I covld stop these

1nnogents slﬁughterlng each other by giving p this job,

(3

I'd quit tomorrow and go live in the hills of Spain."” ?1I

Y

rubbed my eyeballs with thumb and forefinger.

"So why don't you?" %

"It's my job. If I didh't do it someone else would.

And if Karlson didn't deal with us he'd go to ophe of our -
competitors, and if he couldn't buy second-hand guns from

them he'd buy new ones from the government. Your government, .
| 7

<
]

she said.

Stella, the govgrnmenﬁ yon\help elect."

"I live in the States and I'm a Republican,"”

"And these are still the same old lame excuses, Mike."

”
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J/Waved this aside and finished the drink. The waiter

{

.had diluted it with tonfc instead of water and the taste

N\

!

was bitter to the tongue. I ordered a fresh drink while

Stella talked.

i

"Look, I know Karlson is here to see you, and ] want

to meet him."

"I tell you he's’no longer news. 'Time' ran a story

on him two years ago."

"Did you read it? Have you read the files, on Karlson?

%/ /

There is nothing about the man, everything about what the

méln does. I want a story on Karlson as a man. Does he
kick stray dogs, send flowers to his mother?"
"He does," I said. "Send flowers to his mother, I

mean. Let me tell you.,"

Q And I told hexr of how I'd once met Karlson, by cﬁance;

in the lobby of a New York hotel. He was on his way out

with & large bouguet of flowers and something - the size

of a jewel case - gift wrapped in the rich blue paper of

Berthier, the jew;veller. He said, with no blush of self-

consciousness, he was off to see his mother who?was in her

eighties. I had expected him to laugh and give me the

conspiratorial wink that often passes between men, but no,

he spoke earnestly.

"But don't be fooled, Stella. He's as cold and evil'

és the devil. And lecherous as hell," I addle,d with faint

vis*;‘Kons'of last night. L
"That 's the Karlson T want to write about.

me'et him, Mike."

I have to

~
-

.
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"Not a chance. He leaves first thing in the morning."

I )

"How about today, tonight?"

-

"For chrissakes, Stella, he's here on business and you
know he doesn't give personal interviews. | .

"He needn't know who I am You could introduce me as
your friend." | . ¥

7

"I'm sorry, but no."

She looked at the jacam‘ar bird ‘and said without
turning: "I've gé{t;.;l the pigeon, Mike.. It's lying in a
shoebox in my room. The pigeon has c':ne bullet hole in the
head, another in'the chesp. T}ﬁa blood has seeped out and
clotted on the wings. If— I get to meet Karlson tonight,
introgluced'as your friend, that™ the iast you'll  ever
hea;: about the pigeon. If I do'n't, there'll be a colour
phot;graph of ithat pigeon in the‘next is;sue of Newswee};,
and a colour photograph of an African child '‘dying from a
bullet in the stomach, and .a photograph of the balcony of
the Consolidated Export penthouse, and a photograph, taken

at night, of the illuminated sign of the Ritz, with the

light of the R not working."

L=
/

McGee phoned fr‘om the factory late in the afternoon.
"Karlson is still talking about Big Bertha. Hive you |
thoug.ﬁt about a price?"

"A hundred thousand."’

"Oh, for chrissakes!"

' 1 4
| "The man said money was no object, McGee."

'
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"Oh, for chrissakes?“~

"all right, you,fix'the price."

-

"How about fifty?"

5 . "Make it se&enty-five and a new suit. I puined your
“nice new -grey flannel suit with my scotch, remember."

B! "Have you been at it already?"

"I've been intoxicated by a beautiful woman with eyes

like grapes, if that's what you mean."
There was the sound of a voice speaking behind McGee,

. _ % and then he was back. "How about tonight - for Karlson -

»

a woman."

L AT T TR e L

. X "all fixed, all fixed, and cne for you."

"A lulu?" ‘

"Aha! you'll have to wait and sec.. And ask Karlson if

-
ke o g

he'll settle for an Aquila Chrystaeto?"
"What the hell's that?" -

"Aﬁépecies of the Spanish golden eagle."

B s

K "Have you been at it already?"

"You're repeating yourself, McGee, you're repeating
yourself. I'vevalready told you - I'm suffering from a
pair of glisteﬁing'gf%en grapes."

"dh, for chrissakes! Remember, we meet at seven, in
the lobby of the Ritz." '

I slept on the couch in my office for the rest of the

afternoon.

It is night. I am refreshed, warm and glowing.
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"Let's try the Embassy Club next, three in this car,

three in the other." These words come from a face the shape

©of McGee's.

"Yes $ir, yes sir," from a blue chauffeur, and the
Body of a tall thin girl with bones crushes my knees, fills
my face with its breasts and its attar of perfumed sweat.

The wind blows cool as on a hilltop and a voice - 1is
it Karlson's? - says: "For chrissakes shut tﬁe window,"
andl;he transparent folds of the thin girl's dress stop
flapping on.my brow like the wings of some flimsy eagle:
Or like the clouds on the mountain above‘Viella that used
to‘beat against the peak, to end defeated and fall into the

"

valley in tatters of small white plumes,

"You al}lright?" says the voice of the bones on my
knees. |

"You all right?" I said L Sgella the day I chased her
and she stumbled on the rock-strewn patﬁ and cut her cheek.
And stella said: "Do not worry. When you're famous you

s

will pay to have the scar removed," and her red hair shone

Y

and her eyes sparkled like green grapes f{gsh from the

hillspring flowing.

"We settled on sixty thouéand," whispers the voice of,

McGee,and I guess he is sitting .in the smell of whiskey

°

soméwhere in the limbo beyond my left ear.

"Send me the bill for the scar, Stella," I say.

"She's in the other car," says McGee. e

"You feeling better?" giggles the voice of thdﬁbones

t

on my knee.

a
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"We've been here before," I hear myself say to the
shape of McGee, and it must be later fof we are now erect

and engulfed by a new wave of light; thin blades of fire,

[4

- £
rgdgold, greengold, piercing to the eye.
"You dance disco?" says the voice of the tall thin

bones. . v
* ¥

A‘wave of noise flows from the instruments and spills
L
all over the floor, and I am skinless, unprotected.:

B

"Did you hear me? Sixty thpusand!" shou'ts McGee .in my

'd

ear, as if speaking to a deaf conspirator.

"What about your suit?" But when the voice of McGee ' E ,

answers’it is to say: "Stella sure has fallen for Karlson."

"Stella fell," I hear my voice tell McGee. “Stella fell
and cut her cheek on the hills above Viella."

My eyes shut, T see the blood of Stella's cheek, but as
I move to wipe it clean the face changes to become the face
of Spencer, as all faces become sooner or later in every
dream. "Spencé¥ fell, not Stella," I say to McGee, but he
does not hear. "Poor Spencer, poor bloody Spencer," I shout
at McGee but McGee lifts his glass and says: "Cheers."

"The eagle killed Spencer," I say to the tall thin

bones, but she smiles and puts her arms around my neck.

We dance in a collision of limbs, buffetting, probing,,

through the wreckage of bunches of bodies, the overpourings -

of fleshslack frames, with all mouths openigg, shutting,

spitting out a vast silence of words or singing to same

P

secret music.

"Cherry jubilee,"” cries the tall thin“bbnes and tongques

Py SR
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of flame shoot from the table.

"Too much brandy,"

says the voice of ﬁarlson,and in
the light of the blue lambent.flame I see the ;figure of
Stella, her arm around a neck, dancing. Stella is dancing
with Spencer,

' 1 make my way to Spencer to téll‘him I wasn't to
blame. That day they put the gun in my hands and said:
"Shoot, shoot the eagle, the eagle is attacking Spencer."
But I couldn't shoot the eagle - Spencer will understand
why - and the éagle attacked Spencer and his body came
dowﬁ, bouncing off the Spanish rocks, and the eagle stoéd
high on the ledge triumphant. "I have sh?t the eagle, it
cannot kili you again,”" I shout to Spencer and hope that
he'll believe me. But when Spencer turns, the face dancing
with Stella is the face of Karlson.

I swing at Karlson but he is no longer there. Arms
loosely attached to my body now hold Stella; the music is
soft, we dance as though up to our ankles in sand.

"Stella, Stella, thé man is the devil, how can you do
it?" |

"It's my job. If I doﬂ't do it Someone else will."
"It's not too late."

"Too late for what?"

"To forget aboug)SpenC£r."

"I thought you meant for us," ghe says. "gou know it's
too late for us, and that has nothing to do with Spencer."

Oh Stella; Stella, éon‘t you understand tﬁét there

comes with love an overwhelming need to possess the mind?

L J
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.
And that the guilt of Spencer's death came to possess what
mind I had? So what are we doing here, you and me, engulfed

in this_sea‘of sodden and withered faces, all trying vainly

to outmagic youth? ’

"You never did send me the bill for the scar," I say
. ! .

to Stella, but I am now dancing with the tall thin bones.

"What bill?" she says.

* “There are long snatches of incoherence, disremembered
N ]

\‘\\.

words, fleeting scenes of inéfcipherable shadows. Torrents
of noise pour over me, undeg me, all from a flood of half-
human faces, giﬁfired and sensuous, as if in some strange
rite:of exultation and party to some private and faréway

excitement. And there are .also mirrors of light and moments

of sad reflection. i

"I will cleanse myself 'of Spencer," I say to Stella.

"It is not too late." *

-

But Stella has gone, gone with the dewvil.
"Drink up," says McGee.
e g e 5,

: \
And with time comes a long and crushing silence.

The phone rang in my office.

.

"How are you this morning?" McGee's own voice was /’
coarse ds a rasp and I knew he'd spent the night competiﬁ;
with the noise.

"I'm fine, fihe."

"You know we got sixty tﬂbusand for Big Bertha?"

"You told me last night."
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"I didn't think you'd remember. You kept talking éf

&

mountains and grapes and golden bloodf eagles. But you

sure can pick ‘em." N

"How do you mean?" |
"Stella. Did you...."
"Shut up, McGee, shut up." ,

"Take it easy, take it easy."
hl

"Has he left?"

"Karlson? Yes, flew out first thing this morning."

"Did he pay you?"

"of course, cash." . 8

"Including the sixty thousand?"

"Huhuh." -

There was a silence.

'“You realiie he hasn't got a shell," I said, "so the

gun won't fire."

"What?"

"A shell for Big Bertha. The last oné was destroyed -
probably twenty.years ago." , - :

"Oh, for chrissakes! Why didn't you tell him?" -

"He said he wanted to buy Big Bertha. Money was no
object, remember? .He said hothing about shells."

"Can't we make a shell for him? He needs only one,
remember." /

"Not a hope. Have you ever looked down the barrel of
that gun, McGee? 1It's no. longer round. You want to try

and make us an egg-shaped shell?" .

"Oh for chrissakes!"

o
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It was only when I hung up I noticed a -phone messagé™*
propped on my desk. Stella had called early in the morning,
before I was in. Would I come across to her room, the

message said. e ' .

"Have you beeﬂ crying, Steli;?" ‘
"Crying? Good Lord no, I'm just tired. .Why should I
cry?"

"Karlson, lagt night. I thought perhaps —lwell you
asked for it, Stella, you asked for it, but I'm sorry Jjust
the same."

She laughéd. "So you should be, for waét;ng my time.
Karlson is about as exciting to spend an evening with as a
retired bishop; He showed interest once - no, twice. When
he was talking about his mother and when he somehow worked
ﬁhe conversation round to Romblé's translationfgf the Iliad.
Have you heard of Romblé, Mike?"

"You're jokingj"

"I wish Ifwere. f see now why he's been left alone by
the gossip columnists. The man's as innocent as a choirhoy.
Come to think of it I once knew a choirboy...oh, well. Like
some coffee?"

"1'd like a drink. What you mean is, he found out you
worked for Newsweek?"

"No, he didn't. He couldn't have cared less who I
worked for. Didn't you see him? I sat myself down ©on hié

knee and he b!ﬁshed like a ten-year old. But I don't
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suppose you remember. I see you still like to drink
yourself into a stupor. " | .
: -

She pouréd two cups of coffg%. "He' may shoot pigeons
but I'd let him go out with my sigter. Incidentally, he
says it was you or McGee shdét that bird." |

a "He's lying. How did the subject come up?"

"No, I don't Ehink he's lying. How did it come up?
Oh, I asked him how he'd enjoyed his visit. He looked at
syou and McGee - sort of sad like - and he said he d;dn't
like doing business with McGee because McGee was in;ane. ) b

He didn't say insane but some such word in Swedish. He says

he had to take the gun away from you and McGee, that you

were urging McGee to shoot something - Karlson didn't undér- .
stand what, he didn't know the words in English."

Shoot the Aquila Chrystaeto? 1Is that what Karlson
and Stella were saying, that I had shot my beloVed eagle?
Take 1he gun away from Mche, take the gun away from me?
What guné I had no gun. I held ogt my hands to S£ella SO
Stella could see I had no gun and my fingers trembled. Look,
Stella, at my hands, see how my fingers tremble at the vefy

. R [
thought of shooting my beloved eagle. WNo, I had no gun.
"I had no gun, Stella." But.she doesn't believe me, I can v
tell by the wéy she‘stares at me)she doesn't believe me,
and the pain is there again behind my eyes.

"Are you all right, Mike?"

How could she think I shot my‘beloved eégle? How could

she think me capable of such a thing, knowing how long ;'d‘

wq;ked with it, how much I loved it? "I couldn't do it,

N\
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M

Stella, I just couldn't bring myself to do it.,‘Look at my
han&s, see how m§ fingers tremble at the thought of it..
What would these hands do with a gun?" But Stella did not
.understand. Oh Christ, what could I say to make Stella a
understand? And why were we. talking again abouF Spencer?
She had told me years ago it was best forgotten, had ga}d
she understood, had said shé understood.... |
-

"Mike, are you feeiing OK? Sit.down, here, sit on the
bed. You really should go easy on the drinking. I know
it's no more of my business now than it was five years ago,

but...Mike are you sure you're all right? Mike, don't cry.

Oh, for God's sake, don't cry on me...."
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" OLD FLAME

L d ¢

\ -
'
k] 3
'

The morning Mrs. Paduski sent word to say her furnace

Rl

wasn't working, McNeely winked at me and said: "Well, m' boy,
| .
this is it," and we left the depdt carrying our usual tool-

kits, and wearing the old uniforms, still inscribed: Home

Heating 0il, The Hottest Thing in Town.

R

Mrs. Paduski was a middle-aged widow who lived alone
tyenty mﬁles from.anywhere, way up the valléy beyond Judy
Creek, in an old stone house fitted with an ea}ly forced-
draught Flaxman béiler and with cast-iron pipes throughout.

Hers was one of the first houses in our part of Northern

[y
N

Ontario to be heated with oil.

v

McNeely didn't say much during gur drive up the valley,

and that was unusual for him. In the four years since I'd

2

left school to join the company as an apprentice to him, I'd
got used to hearing his voice, with its residue of Irish,

going from morning till night, joking with customers, giving

advice to farmers, passing the time of day with strangers,

telling them all what was wrong with the world, and how it

! 19
would never be right 'until people started {o sing again. He

didn't sing himself, but he hummed a -lot when he wasn't talk-
ing. That day, on the way to Mrs. Paduski's, he didn't even

hum. He let me drive, and just sat looking down at the snow,

2

45
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Perhaps he was thinking about his retirement. More likely

be was dgoing iler in his mind what he had been told to say

to Mrs. Paduskj), and just how he was going to say it.

Her house'had been built in a clearing of trees by a
preacher, and all you could see of it from this side of Judy

Creek was a large wooden cross on the roof. McNeely said

r

not to risk the ice on the creek,so I steered us over the
bridge and stopped in the front yard. We walked round to

the back of the house to where we knew the kitchen was, and
. .

I guess she must have heard our boots crunching in the snow

.

because she had the.door open.
* "Come in, come in, take off your boots, nice to see you

Mr. McNeely." She stood on short fat legs, in black woollen

1

stockifgs, eyes'watering down her plump rei“cheeks, weafing
a tired blue bathrobe, and over her shoulders an old rabbit

coat to keeETOQt the cold, but which made bgr look  like an
unshaven barrei. "Come in agd sit down. .i've got the kitcﬁ“
én stove going so you can take off your coat."” She led the
way along the corridor to the kitchen, her -curlers bouncing

up and down to the rhythm of her waddle. Once insiﬁé she

took McNeely's coat, brushed the collar in an affectionate

.way with the back of her hand, and hung the coat on a peg

behind the door. An old pewter coffeepot was bubbling away
' 7 e .

d
A

on Eopﬂof the wood stove.

"Aha! ¢&offee. Sure and my mind has been on nothing else
. ‘ r .
the whole way up the valley, Mrs. Paduski." McNeely spoke in
a“broad Irish accen§,~ he usually did at the opening of any

\

conversation, but would quickly give up or forget. He also
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spoke with enthusiasm, altﬂough I'm sure he had been hoping
for‘something stronger than coffee.

"So, you"got my message," said Mrs. Paduski, beaming
at him. "Lucky.for me one of the boys from the viilage was
out huntin' this way yesterday." .

"Well, to tell you the truth, Mrs. Paduski, we've been
half expecting to hear from you," said McNeely, but before
she had time to raise her eyebrows at this he crossed the
bare tiled floor of the big, bright, high-ceilinged kitchen,
held his head over the coffeepot on the ;tove, and sniffed
away, Qith murmurs of "ohs" and "ahs" and t@e odd "begorrah."

I noticed on the.wall éhe same cracked mirror, and the
old calendar advertising the Steel Company of Canada,‘with~*
its photograph of a red-hot sheet of metal going into tﬁe
jawé of a rolling-mill, When I first saw that calendar, four
years ago, I imégined the late Mr. Paduski séoking the coke
in furnaces; or Mr. Paduski being cremated in 1980, and
she keeping the calendar as a token of fond remembrance. ?ﬁt
no. "I picked it up in the plumber's shop in the village and
liked the picture, so why should I change it?" I Heard her
tell McNeely. "Who needs to know what day or year it is, any-
way?" .

LY

McNeely now’ stood with his back to: the stove, swaying

[

gently on his heeis, hands behind his back flapping at imag-

inary coat-tails while Mrs. Paduski gazed at him admiringly,

coffeepot in hand, wishing, I'm sure, that he was a permanent

" fixture. "Coffee's poured, Mr. McNeely," she said and stood

aside to let him pass.




& /
48

X '

When the three of us were seated at the six-legged farm-

" house table with its blue and white squared plastic cloth,

Mrs. Paduski smiled into McNeely's brown and handsome face.
"Nice to have company again," she said. "It sure is nice to

~

see a friendly soul again." He réturned her smile and pushedr
back his silver hair, and for ten minutes he and Mrs. Paduski
talked.of old friends in the Yalley;and of how she hadn't
been to-the village all winter "because of them terrﬁble
drifts, deep as‘a heif;r's head, " and McNeely told her about
the Tomlinsons losing a:sow, and about ﬁow the Patty twins ﬂad

eloped with a couple of boys visiting from the cjty, and were

last seen by the Jensens in a cheap eating-house in Toronto.

Jenéén used to be the fuel delivery man and mention of his

!

name must have reminded Mrs. Paduski of why she had sent for

McNeely and me. - A

"The furnace went out during the night," she said, shakiﬁg
her head as she crossed to the stove to fill McNeely's cup.
"You want to help you;self ko some more coffee, boy?" (She
always called me boy, although I now stood six foot thfeg and
had the beginnings of é moustache).\ Witﬂout waitiné for my
reply she turned her attention back to McNeely. "I just
couldn't get it started again. I pushed the reset button, I .

checked the fuse and cleaned the jets but it still don't work."
. : ’ AN
She said nothing about maybe not having enough oil in her tank,

for in twenty vears our .company had never let Mrs. Paduski run
out of oil, and she knew it couldn't be we had forgotten to put

{
oil in her(tank. She lookedr at McNeely, her face open for his

prgise, waiting for him to tell her, Yes, she had done all the

7
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right things and she could do no more; but when McNeelyvsaid

nothing and wen},on sipping his coffeg she said to him: "Could

it be the Marchxaésease, d' you think, Mr. McNeely?"
\Y

v
I'd heard McNeely tell our customers about the March dis-

ease; how, after a long winter, thermostats would start mis-

-

behaving, flames would go out,and»families would wake up to

find pipes frozen and icicles sharp as needles in their thermal

underwear. Or, just as bad, furnaces would overheat and dear 5
old maids would .find themselves embraced by hot flushes. '

\
"No, no, it ain't the thermostat, I'm sure o' that," said

McNeely, but before she could ask him how he could be so sure

he held out his cﬁp, "Nice cup o' coffee, that was. Wogld

you have a spot more?" T .
While she refilled his cup he got up and walked round the

kitchen,'humming away, nodding his head wisely, running his

fingers up and down the cement seams ip the giey stone walls.

"See hére," he said to me," just like I told yoﬁ, not a crack

in this plaster. Ain't no coid air ever going to get through

these walls. These walls are tight as a drum.”
Y

"You got a house that leaks?" Mrs. Paduski asked, and I

thought I detected a touch of excitement in her voice, as if
she were hopina that McNeely, a widpwer, might be looking for a
new place to lodge; !

"No, I ain't got no house that leaks, but me and the boy"
(;nd he jerked his thuamb at me) "we've been inspecting-a lot
o' houses lately; looking for p}aces the cold air might get in,

like through cracks in the walls, or down old chimneys, or past

thé frames of windows. And I can teli you, Mrs. Paduski, there

+
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ain'glmany houses as tight as this house. How old is she
ndw?"

"Mrs. Paduski had turned in her chair and was following
McNeely with her'eyes. He had this effect on middlejaged
widows, I'd,noticed. On middle-aged women in general, come
to think of it.

"How old is the house?" McNeely'had to ask again.

"What? Oh, nigh on a hundréé years." And Mrs. Paduski
sigﬁed as if she suddenly felt as old. "This house was built
by my grandfather who was a preacher, and was handed on to my
father who.was also a preacher, and who ran off, as you know,"

We knew about herhfagher running off. She had been \
telling McNeely abéut\her father for twenty years, so he once
told'me. And she had mentioned her father running off the
first time I;é come to ﬁer house, the night her jets waxed up

0

and McNeely showed her how to keep them clean.
| "A hundr;d years, did you say? That I can believe. This
house has goq@ thick walls, as thick as a monastery. And nice
small windowé. Should be an easy house to keep warm. Not
hot," he added, "but warm enough to keep the pipes from freez-
ing." He looked at me and I nodded my agreement. ("In a house
like this," éaiq.McNeely, thumping his fist against the kitchen
wall, "in a house like this you could keep'the pipes fraom
freezing with just a few log fires." -

"That's all my érandfather had to keep him warm, just a few
log fires," said Mrs. Paduski, and as an afterthought she
added; "That was before my father ran off to ﬁeep,himself warm

f

with the. postmistress."”
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McNeely and I exchanged looks: This\gas t&e first time
she'd let slip that her father had run off Witﬁ the post-
mistress. ' F

"Is that so, now," McNeely said softly[,y @nd leaned forward
in his chair and raised his brows to her, inviting .her to say
\hore. Mrs. Paduski, absorbed in tragedy, continued. "He used
to meet the postmistress regular, at”the Qillage iibrary. Must
have been attracted.by her mind, for she wé;'skinny as a lath.
My mum and I thought nothing of it at first - he always had
likings for queer things, 1ike old .books and tombstone rubbings.x
He used £o Creep in cemeteries amongst the toﬁbs£pnes," she
said.

She got up, crossed the rcoom, ran her fingers in and out
of cupboards like a spider, and produced a photograph. "Thig
is him. This is my dad." And we lobkeé at a‘'faded photo of
what could héve Seéﬂ Mrs. Paduski with trousers, short ‘hair,
and a long moustache. "He.went to the post office to send a
telegram one.day.-'or so he said - and we ne;;r‘s him again.
Didn't take a thing with him except a spare pair of gocks and
49/ " a bundle of\books and all his tombstone rubBings. Just dis-
appeared—-pobf{? (Ana.Mrs. Padulski threw her hands in the .
air). "Just diséppeared, the two of them, my dad and the
postmistress, and neVer been heard of.since. First thing we
knew was when thg postﬁaster caﬁe to the door.

"*Your man has run off with my wife,' he said to my mum.,

"'What man?' said my mum.

"'Your husband, ' said the poétmaster.

"'Run off?' said my mum.

»”2 ' ’ ]

v
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"'Run off. Skipped. Bolted. With my wife,' said the
/
postmaster,
"'Can't be,' said my mum. ‘He ain't finished floofing

the attic.'

"But he had, you know," said Mrs. Paduski. ."Skipped, I

mean; run off with the postmistress. Broke my mum's heart,

it did, for she never did get the floor of the attic finished.,"

She sighed.

I -handed back her faded father, and for a long timle she
looked at him, lost in memories. McNeely and I sat stdill,
breathing quietly, afraid we would disturb her thgughts.
Suddenly a shiver ran through her and with it the reason for
our visit. "Well, boys," she said, "should’we go downstairs

and fix the furnace?"

I let McNeely answer that. He drew his chair closer to

Mrs. Paduski and looked at her sympathetically, and her face
-
brightened, her father seemingly forgotten, and she opened

her eyes encouragingly, as*if thinking McNeely was about to

.
take her hand and comfort her.

"Mrs. Paduski," he said, "we ain't going to fix your

N
%

(

Mrs. Paduski shot up in her chair, ‘her cheeks came to a

|

slow boil, and she opéned her mouth speechlessly as though to

furn§ce."

let out steam. 'She looked at McNeely, then gt me, then back
to McNeely, and I noticed she had a long black hair at the
énd of her nose. "What d' you mean, you ain't going. to fix
my furnace? °®You ain't on strike, are you?"

"On strike? Of course we ain't on strike. You should

'
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know us better than that." McNeely was hurt.

"Well," she .said, "if you ain't on strike why don't you

fix my furnace?"

McNeely breathed in. "Because it don't need fixing.

~

Because theré's not a bit o' thing wrong with it."

Mrs. Paduski beamed. The thought must have struck her
9 . )
that she hadn't let us down, that no wonder she couldn't

find anything wrong with her furnace, there wasn't anything

wrony with it to find. But her smile went as quickly as it
N\

came.} "Then why ain't it working?" she said, and her whole
[ .

face asked thi/qééstion.

It wa o explain this that they had sent McNeely. "Send

-

McNgely," the Chairman had said when he heard about Mrs.

Paduski, and after he had consulted the members of the Board.

And McNeely approached it gently, as the Chairman knew he

IMrs. P;t,he said, knowing full well the intimate nature

/
of thd diminutive. "Mrs. P, when were you last in the vil-

N

|

ut a finger 'to her chin. “Last December," she said.

Qfﬁb%vs béénahgavy since then, and Albert stbpped coming with
\ .I ‘~z~> - !

-~

his QPOWplough. He mist be dead, " she sniffed.

Wisely, McNeely igndred Albert and the reason why he
.

(bl
hadnﬁtcome to clear the snow.
! ~
"énd you get no newspapers? Never listen to the news?
|

\ Never%talk to the postman?"

I

¥

W

&
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She sniffed again. "I get a weekly @per - seldom read
£,
it My T.V. stopped working in the afternoon - the only time
I looked at.it. As for the postman - don't talk to me about ’

iy
post—people.” McNeely had forgotten about her father and the,

. 4
postmistress. He changed his tactics.
"Mrs. P, " he said, "how would x&u like to be famous?"

Mrs. Paduski blinked. "Dunno," she said, "I ain't never

e been famous 'so how should I know?"

"It rﬁéans a bit o' money, a fair bit o' money," éaid
McNeely, "and your picture in the papers ahnd on the T,v."

She looked at him, suspicious. "They cut off my T.V. -
I told you that." l |

"No, Mrs. P, they didn't cut off just your T.V. They cut
off all T.V. in the afternoon. That 's why you're famous.
Let me explain. Livsteln ca;:e:?ul' now and I'l11l try and explain."

While McNeeiy was explaining, I went outside to c%ck our
equipment.  If anyone could handle Mrs. Paduski it had to be
McNeely. Look at the way he had convinced Mrs. B.ittson to
switch to gas; or how, back in 1980, he got Mr. Weinstock to
believe our oil was gooa kosher o0il, one hundred percent
Canadian oil, .and not a drop from any Arab country.

"How are the dogs2" said McNeely, when I came back into
the house. . ;

."OK," I said.

"You got sore feet?" said Mrs. Paduski looking at my

"

boots. L _

I didn't answer. "You told her?" I asked McNeely.

.

"I was just finishing," he said, and he turned again to

S
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Mrs. Paduski. "So, that's it, Mrs. P. That's the story.
Your furnace stopped for there ‘ain't no oil in your tank.
A;1d there ain't no oil in your tank for there ain't no oil
left to put in your tank."

"You r’neé'm you've run out of oﬁl?" said Mrs. Paduski.

"I mean we've all run 011}1t of o0il," said McNeely.
7 "In the village?" said Mrs. Paduski.
"In the village, in the town, in the country, ih the
;rhole goddam world,"‘said McNeely. "There's. not a drop of
oil ieft in the whole goddam worid.r |

I had never heard McNeely sail "goddam" before.

"And how come that makes me famous 2 said Mrs.&Paduski.

"Your furnace,” said McNeely, "was the last to go out.

We checked the whole country and the flame in your furnace

., was the last to go out. The last in Cénada, the last in

North America, could be the last in the world. That's why
you're famou.s, Mrs. P. That's why you'll bej)n T.V. and in
all the nex}:spapers. Do you -know what they're calling you in
Head Office? 'The Last Old Flame,' that's what they've
christened you Mrs. P, '"The Last Old Flame'."

M‘rs. Paduski went to the mirror. She looked down her
nose as if mentally snipping off the*hair from-its tip. She
took out her curlers and fluffed up her hair with her hands.
"How can I help you boys?" she said. .

"We want you on T.V.," said McNeely. "We want you to do
our company's commercials. We want you to be our ‘Last 014

Flame.' We want you to tell the world your flame was the

last to go out 'cos you used our oil." R ;
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Mrs. Padﬂski pult her head to the side to think about
thié. "Butlthere ain't no more oil foxr YOu to sell," she/
said, knitting her brows at McN.eely. 1

His face flushed with shame, his eyes turned to the
floor. "I know,‘ Mrs. P, I know. But life hasy to go on. So

" we now sell logs." He raised his head and he was the old
/ McNeely aéain. "Yes, Mrs. P, we are now/ into logs: the fuel
o of the future. And we want you to say you're going to bﬁy
our log:s 'cos you bought our) oil for twenty years. We want -
you to éay that in the papers, and on the T.V., Mrs. P. So,‘
what ‘do you think?2?"

Mrs. Paduski took a deep breath, moistened her lips with

her tongue, and" seemed to grow all of six inches.  "Why not,"

N
[

she said, "why not." . ,

You probably saw and heard a lot of Mrs. Paduski that
yeair, as we did. Her story was in all the [Saper»s, her photo
made the first page of the women's magazines, and there was a
time you only had to switch on your T.V. at night and there
she was. Not just on commercials, mark you. You n’1ay remember
seeing her dancing at the Insulator's Ball, or signing auto-
graph books at lumbermen recruitment centres, that sort of
thing. And the govermment used her on posters, telling us how
to"make the best use of logs, and to be sure to keep.ouir
teinperatures down. ) l

All that summer people drove up to Judy’ Creek just to see

where she lived, and the police had to stop them taking away

o
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her fence-posts and chickens as souvenirs. McNeely and, I
went to her house once, to take away her force-draught
Flaxman boiler so it could be sent to the'museum in Ottawa.
S}}e wasn't there, of course; that 'week she was up in Toronto,
cutting the ribbon at the Annual Dog-Sled Show. _IIn fact it -
wasn't until late in the winter that she got back to her

house, and a week or so later that she phoned us. That déy,

%

McNeeli; answered the phone. "Home heating service, the o

finest wood this side of the Rockies." There.was a quiver in

his voice as he spoke the word "wood." ‘"It was Mrs. Pa’lduski,"

he said when he hung up the phone. "She wants to see us."
Mrs, Paduski met us at the front door in a blonde wig

and a new rabbit coat. "Come in, boys, come in. Nice to see

’ o

you, Timothy." McNeely blushed and looked at me darkly, but

'I shook my head. No, no, I hadp't told her his name was Timothy.

"In here, in here,"” said Mrs. Paduski, guiding us away from
the kitchen and into the front parlour of the house, where a,
large log fire was.burning with a coffee percdlator on its

hearth. I noticed she walked unsteadily on a pair of silver

"shoes with her toes showing. She sat on the sofa and patted

the cushion beside her, but McNeelY s tood cauéiously by the
fire. There was a new red telephone on the table. y
"I didn't call you here to complain about the logs," she’
said, "though the Lord knows they spark gll over the carpet:
No? I asked you boys here for a spot of celebration." She got
up and went to the table in the corner, where I could see threé

cups and a bottle of brandy. "I thought I would lace the cof-

fee, seeing as how it's a cold day, and seeing as how we have



58

\

something to celebrate." \
"Aha!" said McNeely, rubbing his hanés. "And will you
1 ‘let me do the pouring, Mrs: Paduski?"
v "Dorothy," she said. ‘
"What?" said McNeely.
"You must call me Dorothy," said Mrs. Padﬁski.
McNeely blushed, started to hum loudly, énd unscréwéd
the cap of the brandy bottle as she poured the coffee.
"Here's to you," said McNee;y as Mrs. Pad&ski pulled
the table out in front of the fire, arranged three chairsn
and\signalled to us to‘sit down., I noticed the long black
hair.had gone from thé end of her nose. "How's businesg?" sﬁe
said. ”
"Can't complain," said McNeely, rﬁfilling his cup. "But
it's not like the-good old days. Except for you. We're real-
ly proud of you, Mrs. P." |

"Dorothy," she said.
Ll

"Dorothy," said McNeely. "We're really proud of you,
Dorothy. You did a fine jobaon T.V. We used to watch you
every night." He looked at me and I nodded, first to hiﬁ,
then to Mrs. Paduski. She put her hands to where her curlers

- PN

used to be, then looked down her nose and saw nothing there.

"So much fussing," she said. "All the time somebody was

fussing 'do this, do that, say this, say that.! I was all

wd;hed out. Was glad of a rest. I don't figure on doing any

more advertising. Anyway, I'm off to Florida next week."

%
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"You're taking a holiday?" asked McNeely.
"No," she said, "I'm leaving Canada. I'm off to live'in

Florida."

a

"For good?", said McNeely.

"For good,” she said.
- /
"By yourself?" said McNeely.

-

4

Mrs. Paduski beamed, raised her cup, and took a long. slow

?

sip. "With my father."
"Is that so," said McNeely. And then: "Didn't he run off

with the scoutmistress?"”

El N

"The postmistfess," Mrs. Paduski corrected. "Yes, he did

but she left him. Ran off and left him the same way he ran

<

off and left’my'mum. Ngw he's all alone with his books and
his tombstone rubbings. And he wants me to go and liwe with’

him, look after him. 1In Florida. In a big house, right on

the beach: Just think, boys, no more heating problems, no

- more snow. And I've got you boys to thank for it.n

"For the house?" .said McNeely, who was already showing
the effects rof the brandy.

"For £inding my dad. For him findiﬁg me.,. He saw me
deing my commercials, On the T.V." - .

"Didn't he };now you were here?" said McNeely waving his -
hand at the room.. - ' ,

"He said he wrote. Years ago. He said he wro{:e, but :
his letter must have been lost. Or stolen. He says you can
never trust t,htem post-people.”

"well, well, isn't that nice now," said McNeely, and I

could see he was. relieved. Maybe he had been worried about,
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why Mrs. Paduski‘’was celebrating, suspecting the reason might
have something to do with himself. "Here's to you and your

dad," he said, raising his cup.

"What's more, in Florida I don't have to wo'rr.y about
this," said Mrs:%Paduski, swatting hér slipper at a spark which
had jumped fromw‘ the fire .to the floor.

’ "That's true, Mrs. P," said McNeely, "but it's hot in
Florida." And he loosened his ‘tig and poure‘d another brandy.

"It gets mighty hot in the summer."

IS

"Ah!" said Mrs. Paduski, "I ain't got no worry on that
score. My dad's fulli; air~¢onditioned. The whole house: is
‘air-conditioned. I'll be cool enough," she said.

McNeely looked at mhe. I shook my head, No, don't say

a word. Mrs. Paduski hadn't been in the village recently,

she never read the papers, ',nevér looked at T.V. and wouldn't .

. N ‘.

talk to the-postman. So she wouldn't know anything about

the new laws on air-conditioning. But why spoil her cele-

bration? We w‘is]:ed her ‘luck, said goodbye, McNeely gave her

!
a hug, and we'went out into the snow.

Rl

"Mush, mush," said McNeely, and he hummed happily to

himself as the dogs pulled us back to the depot.

- >
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. BUTTERFLIES ARE BLUE

N

' . " man

spoke
cut the seat belt

slip him

the wing

and mind

oh christ

s ’ A _‘ look at his
rain falls gently swirling white

. under the ‘ \\\\\
trolley and on to '

be quick y

his legs .

oh christ :\ N
bloody legs \

snowpearls suspended in the white

even the sky is white yet it is night the voice says more light

give us more light and tag the
rip the cloth away and easy

bodies nurse- don't forget to tag

easy now easy on to the wing

and down down into a

stunnel of

darkness

and a thirst hot ’

and unquenchable.A T

' * the voice speaks

in the hospital

the jewish civic

i say i'm no jew ,

the voice speaks * \

we know you said /

so last uéek but

our door is open

to all men even to the unbelieveré
for the body must heal not the soul

- . , now shut your eyes

nd sleep

N : : -T sleep
. | sleep
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Sixty-four people were killed in the crash; the injured

.\ = ~
were taken to Riverdale, ITllinois.

The hgspital psychiatrist, Finestone, sits on the edge
of the bed. "They tell me you're in no hurry to leave us.”

I shrug. Finestpone has a large nose and réd, standing
on his face like a‘mounfain fired by the setting sun.

/ "Yéu still having these dreams about the crash?"

I ﬂod. fhere are 364 white acoustic tiles and 24
dustladen lights on the ceiling, and a plaster crack all the
way to‘the floor shaped ,like the Mississippi. Where St. Louis’
should be is onf§ a lightswitch. (

"You still having d;eams about the girl?"

§

I shpuld never have told him about Katie. She had sent
me flowers, but it was all over between us long before the '
crash. "No, I haven't dreamed of the girl in a month."

"Good, good. I guess that's scomething."

I gtudy the far wall. I June a patient had squirted
coca-cola, and the still-brown stain above the bed is the face
of Lincoln or, when viewed sideways, Lake Superior pointing .
the finger accusingly at Minnesota. I'd never thought of
.that before, the lake accusing Minnesota.... ) { ¢

"You'll be Back to normal withi% a day of leaving this
place," says Finestone. o

"Sure, I'll be alright on the day," I say,but he must

lknow from my voice I can't believe him. The ward is quiet,

drowsy with faintpiped music. A simple world and safe.
$
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Finestone pats his belly. "They all get this way after

a long spell in hospital. 's some sort of reversion to the

womb. You lie here, curled g, protected, nourished, building

up fierce images of the outside world. It hasn't changed..

At least not much. You still haviég dreams about that girl

and'Niagara? "No, I guess I've already asked you that." He
S AY
makes a note on his pad. "My wife and I went to Niagara for

N
1]

our honeymoon. I told you that, eh? I didn't think you
young beople went to places like Niagara for your‘honeymobn.
I thought young people nowédays went té Mexico or the Islands
or to Europe for hoaeymoons." (Wh$t4is he talking about? I
never said anything about hbneymooyiﬁin Niagara). He 'puts
his notebook in his pocket, rises to go, has a thought, comes
back. "How afe you getting on w;th your friend from Lebanon?"
"My lawyer?‘ Fine. He says”he's handled hundreds of
cases like mine, yet he looks so young. Is he arab?"
Finestone laughs and puts his head back to show off
giant nostrils. "So you can't'pronounce‘his name either.
He's been coming here as long as I remember for cllents 11ke
you,.and I've heard him called everythlng from Maramazouﬁ to

Marmalade. Still, he's been winning damage suits for years.

Is he -arab? I don't know. He's not jewish( that's for sure,

wbut he'll do you justice in spite of your jewish blood."

When I make to question this he adds: "You ﬁbrget you

. . f
ndw have ten pints circulating inside you donated by the sons

of Abraham."

He smiles, I smile, and I lie back to'study the tribu-
. , i ’

taries of the Mississippi.
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When I came out of hospital that fall my %awyer took me
by ambulance to City Hall to notarize my claim.

"Why not by taxi? I can walk with a stick." .

He turned a sour eye. "So you teach me.my business, eh?
Don't you Know they are watching us, spying on us? You are
meant to bé'pqor and in pain, and‘the poor cannot saddle a
donkey. So, we go by ambulance.™

With sixty-four people killed in the crash my claim for

damages could take years. "Unless we settle out-of-court," ,

said my lawyer.

"What do you advise?" ' ,

ﬁe shrugged. "Let us worry later. First we prove how
sick you are, that you need money now. You're sure you can
live on three thousand a month? - And stop clutchiﬁg my arm."

I let go his érm and turned my eyés from the world racing

outside the frame of the ambulance window. "Sorry. Can I

live on three thousand .a month? Of course, I have ﬁy job."

r

!
"No, no, no." He pulled his eyebrows. "You do not

listen. There will be no jobs. You are too sick for jobs.
I have explained. You do not listen. Why do you not listeh,

eh? Listen. You cannot work. Your health will not permit

¢

it. You are too sick. Look at you - pale, thin, you cringe,

your lips tighten when you walk, like the wind from the desert

I}

is blowing in your face. Why make me suffer by not listen-

ing?" He drank white fluid from a bottle, beat his chest
with his fist. "What is your job? It says on this form
you're an engineer. You tell me you write stories for

children. We gotta get our stories straight, OK?2"
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"I write children's stories in my spare time. I'm a
hydraulic engineer with Great Lakes Power. At least I was.
I'1l probably quit when I'm fit enough to Qalk,and take up
writing full—?ime."

He let out his breath so fast it hissed in his teeth.
"Listen, my ffiend with thelsoft heﬁd,lI tell you this

3

straight. You are an engineer, you gonna stay an engineer.

i

‘OK? You got that? How much damages d' you think they'd

give you if you tell them‘fou make a living writing stories
for children. iEh? I'll tell you. A'thousad§ a month, if
you're lucky. OK? So until this case is settled you're
gonna be a high\— whatever you call it - engineer." |
"Hydraulic," I said, and speiled it out for him. "I
study the flow of wéter.ﬁ ,
He raised his eyebrbws. "Water? Like in whisky and

=

water?"

-

"No, water like in rivers. 1I-help design dams for hydro-

electric projects." ]

.

"Ah. OK. ©Now get this, my friend. You will study no
water, no dams, till. I tell you. You will stay in your
apartment. Your job will be kept for you. You will work
only:when we have won our case or they have settled out-of-
court. First we convince their lawyer how sick you are."

Their law&er wore a blue serge suit, had a briefcase

L : .
bulging with insurance claims and had questioned me twice in ’

Vs

hospital.

. "So be it," I said to my lawyer. "So be it."

4
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We{sat two hours in the cold marble waiting room of City
Hall. Z ./

.."F$r notaries, time is like the desert, it has no
horizoni" my lawyer said with bitterness.l "Their minds are
the min&F of doctors. They summon twenty cases for ten
o'dlock.x They are public servants, you are their master, they
like to keep you waiting, it satisfies their ego. \They gloat
inwardly like bluebottles on the corpse of a fat camel." He
made as to spit but caught himself, reﬁemberin%.

We waited. A clock ticked loud, its arms moved s}ow.
A clerk woﬁld appear and shoﬁt a Aame and the front of_the
queue would be swallowed by a pair of large oak doors.’

I” squirmed.

"You are in pain, yes?" said my lawyer, and for the first
time his eyes smiled, his lips looked happy.

"Four cups of coffee for breakfast," I expiained and he
swore and went back to his ndils.

The clerk shouted my‘name. My lawyer wheeled me into a
room smaller than the large oak doors had‘led me tgﬁimagine.
He shook hands with‘;béfnotary, shook hands with the lawyer
for the iﬁsuranqe company, and the three of them talked of
last night's ball éame. There was much joking and laughing;
my lawyer poked the insurance company lawyer in the'cﬂest'
with his finger and laughed, and slapped the notary on the back
aﬁd lgughed.

Suddenly, as if by agreement, the laughter stopped as

my lawyer pulled out a document which I knew to be my claim,

and pulled a long face, and pdiﬁted to me; to my arms, to my

[
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’,

legs, to the scars on my cheek; and I could hear him say Ah,
what an engineer I had been, how brilliant my tennis, how
fine a son to an aged mother, how delicate had been my ming,
since I was also the author of children's books. "Children's
stqrieé. Stories for little children. Here is.a man once

fit to build dams and guide our future generations. But now,

(1‘
alas!" I heard my lawyer say.

The insurance lawyer smiled at this as-if bemused to
‘hear catalogued my scars of mind and body. He ghen;produced
a document of his own, which helread in a voice I could not
hear.
Whep he had finishéd, m& lawyer produced a third document,
and I heard him read the opinions: broken like a twig;'unable
) [
'§o play again; rib-cage collapsed; a steel pin in the left leg.
At which he came over and lifgéd my left leg. I shouted "Christ."

\

He dropped it again and I screamed.

"You see, you see," he cried triumphantly, and all three
went back to their huddle.

The four cups of coffee had'qprked the;r way fast through
what my lawyer éalled my intestinal organs. I called to him.
He turned his gead, gave a flick of annoyance, and went bhack_to
his argument. ‘I prayed for the strength of my stomach mHSEiesw

"Oh Jesus," I said aloud. My lawyer ~turned, his face

! _ softeniﬁg as he stood'gside to point to my twisted face.
"Oh Christ!" I said aloud, as my thigh felt warm, and as

the warmth spread down my leg.

"For God's sake, get me out of here," I shouted to my
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wheeled me out of the room.
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lawyer and shut my eyes at the shame of it.

He péid no attention buﬁ went back to his argument, pis_
voice raised in eicitemént, his’hands cutting the air into
slices.'

I forced'myself éo think of other days; of Katie and the
blue sky and' the sun and the trees and the time we'd gone
swimming té make love in the sandhills. ©h lovély, lovely
Katie, who had left me only a month before I'd taken that
plane for Tulsa; who had said gogdbye forever, who had sent

me flowers,'but whom I knew I would never see again.

My lawyer came over, patted me on the, shoulder and
S

S
\
throat. '

-\
S

"You are a genius, he said, dropping his voice into his
"You bastard," I said.
"A geniué," he said. "The piss, it was a masterstrokef
Why did you not tell me? Aha!" he said, "the torment on your
face was worth five hundred, but the piss," (and he put his
fingers to his lips and blew a kiss to the ceiling) "“the piss
was worth a thousand." He wheeled me into the waiting room.

L
he said. "Never," said he, "have I

"You are a guiet one,
seen such a masterstroke." ﬁe unfastened the belt, took the
sling fo my arm. "It has been agreed; four théusaﬁd five
hundred a month until the case is heard - unless we settle
out-of-court. Tell me, who is that woman?"

"Take me home, I'm wet."

"Why is that woman staring at you?"

."For God's sake, take me home!"
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'

He wheeled my chair around to face a woman seated. on the
other side of the room. .
"My God!" I said.
' She came over and looked down at me in anger. As'she
shouted, I ducked my head, fearing for a blow, and her words

\Qé(s‘igif. She made as though to strike me,but a man in a

brown suit'caught her arm and pulled her away.
"You all right?" said my lawyef.
After months of only symbathy her actions 1eft.m¢ cold
and sick.
%o "I'm all right," I said.’
"Who is the cookie with the scars on her face?"
"She 'sat beside me on the plane."
"In the crash?"
"In the crash."
"So what happened?"
"I don't know. Get me out of here."
"Christ, " sa£d my léwyer{.fithtakes all kinds of

vegetables to make a stew. Let's get my genius home and into

dry 4pants.". -

,

Next morning,Otis came round with news from the office.

\

He laughéd at my story. I said nothing about the woman.
"Give me four thousand five hundred a month and I'd go

' Otis said.

off for a year to Bermuda,'
"Two weeks in Acapulco will do me fine," 1 said.

He nodded to the table. "That your scrapbook?"
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"My firsl crash. I'm going to call it the sérapbook of
my first plgne crash.” r

"My God," said Otis, "you can't be superstitious, calling
it your first crash, and you flying off to Acapulco. 1Is it
tax-free?" / ' )

"I'm not superstitious. Is what tax-free?"

"Your loot. Your four thousand® five hundred a‘month."

"I forgot to ask."

"You'd better find‘out; You'd better f£ind out before
you squandér it all on a woman." It was no sooner said than
he hit hié head with his hand. "Oh hell, I'm sorry Joe, I'm
sorry." He knew how I felt about Katie leaving me. | \

"That's allvright,“jI said to Otis, and to make him feel
better I éhrew away my sticks and waltzed round the room.

"I'm not sure I'd know what to do with a woman," I said,
"but I guess we could always dancé:“

"Not bad,™ he said, "not bad. At this rate you'll be
back in the office in a month. We miss you. And the project
misses you."

R sét on the couch and waved to him to take tﬁs seat
opposite. "I'd like to talk aboﬁt that, Otigf~”if; not sure
I want to come back to the office in a month. «I'm not sure I
Qant to céme back to the office at all. I'm thinking of
quitting.”

He made ds thouéh to reply, seemed to think the better
of it, drew his chair closer so he could put one hand

reassuringly on the plastgr on my’left leg. "Look, I know

" what fou've been through,'first‘Katie,'then the crash, but

~
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don't do anYthing you might gegret later. TIf it's a change
of job you'd like, we can take you'off the Niagara project.
We have a new one cominglup. A 1000 meg;watt staéion on the
Nashwauk River{ north of Duluth.”

I shook my head. "It's not justhiagara, Otis, it's all-
_ rivers. Pqtting a dam across a river is like blocking an
artery, stopping the lifeblood. Rivers were put theré to
fiow, not to be «stopped up like drains, overflow, silt up,
become fat and unhealthy. #You ever been back to the Oconamowac
since we strung that dam across it? I went back last year,.
with Katie. This side of the sluice gate it's just a fat,
dirty, slob of a river. Ié used to jump through Oconamowac
cou?ty like every day was spring."

He patted the plaster below my knee, "I'm SOrry you
f?el that way, Joe. I look at it differently. If it's a

7

choice bétween 0il and coal and nuclear, or damming up a
fiver'to generate good, clean electricity - well, to me,
there's no choice. 1'd rather string a dam and kill a river
than pollute a city and kill you and me. But I'm an engineet,
not a poet."

"For chrissakes, Otis, I'm not a poet! Writing
children's stories doesn't make me a poet."

"I didn't mean you - I was talking of Katie," he said.

He got up, took his coat from behind the door. ' "Look,
if you come back to the office wé could alwéys second you 'to
Pacific Power for a few months - they're looking for a man

to help gg_afflood ogontrol project in the San Fernando Valley.
/i .

How aqutwtﬁat? You could lie in the sun, play tennis-in

[N
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December." )

"Phanks, Otis. Let me think it over. Maybe I'll get
endugh sun where I'm going." ’

\ "You leave Saturday?"

"No, .Monday. I've'pﬁ% it off till Monday." I didn't
tell him I'd put it off because of the woman. He drew a long
face. "No;’dén't worry," I said, "the party is still Friday
night. Come roundi/early and mix a bowl'of your specialvs
what do you call it?" ' : .

"Sweet Chariot." |

"Sweet Chariot it is," I séid,

"See you Friqu at seven." f

When he had gone I spread the newspaber ciippings on the

table. The list of those killedvin the crash was in the
nationals, and her name came back to me as soonm as I reéh the
list. Michael Hellar, aged 35; Anthony Hellar, aged 4, of
Riveraale, Illinois. "Mary Hellar," she had‘said from the
seat beside me. "My name is Mary Hellar."

I had first seen the Hellars waiting to boafd the plane

for Tulsa. The room was full and, like me, they/stood: the
mother with her back against' a pillar reading a bdok; tae,
father looking Quﬁ the window at the men refuellinq/the plane;
and the boy. It was the boy that attracted my attention to ;
the three of them, for the boy was the only movement in the
sultry heat of the Qaiting room. The boy swung from tﬁe.
handrail in front of the window, and with his arms and legs ™
extended his feet just touched the glass, leaving long black

s

scuffmarks on its surface from the rubber of his shoes. Twice



the mother scolded him, but from the way she kept glan01ng at

»

the plane, 1t guessed hen mind was on a seat and a long cool

L drlnk The father had a short beard arid” I remember laBelling

f him é college-professor or archltect. T s
< ‘ . They boarded the plane ahead of meuand to m; su;brisei
” - she did not sit beside the man and.the boy, but "took the seat
_ beside me at the back of the plane. After take;bff the stew-
ardess game from theafrqnt wit? a miniature ofvvodké and a
’ .glass of icé;cubes. ‘ - “ﬁ‘
"Mrs. Hellar? 'Qour husband said you'd iike yogﬁa on the
rqcks}“ ‘ . o ( N
"Thank yoﬁg" she‘said; and must haveafelt bound to ‘ex-
- , s \ ‘
’ plain,'for she turned to me: "ﬂy husband is up front with our
ISOPJ We couldn't get seats together." A\ Yo .
"Toa bad, " i.said. *We' introduced eufselves, found we
’livedgan Rive&rdale, and talked.briefly. But I was tired, and
) e ‘when sheetutﬁeq to her book I put my seat bacl, hd:ing to
sleep most of the\way te Tulsa...f%: T )
The'telephone rang. "I haven't ‘a date for Friday,"” Zald
otis. | / . | *
— "Not to worry, " T told(Him; "I've invited two nurses
\~from the hospltal ! - , ' A
‘ * N ‘
', LT ‘ Thaﬁxnight, fof/the first night in months, I dreamed of
] ‘ the crash and of Mary Hellar screaming in my face.
e ' ) In the mornlng I found the name in the phone book. )
B , . "Mrs. He;lar, please?' I'd like tg speak to Mrs. Hellar."
Lo~ .r'. !
5 ) ~' [

.ot
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"She's not here."

\'0

"Are you expecting her?" ‘

"She's not here. She doesn't live here any more®

"Do you know where she is?'

"I don't know. She didn't say."

"Didn't she leave a forwarding address?"

"Hold on." U

Thefe was shouting in the background.

"She didn't leave an address. She eaid she‘a collect

her mail."

" "Thank you. ', | ,
"1f you see her tell her to come col;ect her mail."

(ST

"I'l11l tell her," I said, "I'll tell her."

)

'

The‘garty was a success, said Otis. He and Ryan had

.taken at once to the nurses. ’Gr g;bught a gallon of suntan

[

loplon and hls wife Gerry a box of photographs ¢f their klds,
and the Martlns - who had really been Katie's friends, not i

mine —‘excused themselves#&ﬁh left at ten o'clock jmg& as the

ﬁ'
couple in the apartment next door arrived with Jake and June,

who' sald thelr babysitter had been late and how you could. no

sooner’ trust a babygltter than a member of the U.s. " Supreme

3 w; ' ‘ i ’ i L4
N . . ~. . a T
At midnight T told'Otis to mix a second gallon- of Sweet
' 'y 7

. ) ) .
Chariot and slipped into my bedroom to phone my lawyer.

:

;Fof‘chriSSakes," he said,”"isn‘t four thousand five
. / ‘

»

R !

Ia
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"I'd like you to trace a woman," I said.

"Your money will buy you any woman {in your neighbour-

hood." He sounded as if he'd been drinking. ?
"Very funny," I said. "I want to trace the woman who’
spoke to me in City Hall." : & ; T

"She tried to flatten you," he remﬁn&edk

"I want to trace her. She was in the crash. You know

her lawyer?” : P ’fl
, :
"I know him. The fellow in the brown suit."

"I thought so. Who is he? 1I'll phone him."

"Not a hope," said my lawyer. "You are spitting in

4

sand. He won't speak to you. She is his client."
“Then you ask him. I have to find her."

He swore. , )
"Ask him."

. = A
He. swore and hung up.

I tried his number in an hour, and an hour after that,

o .

bt his phone was off the hook.

"Have a drink, have@%eme Chariot, relax man, relax,"

said Otis.

¢

"I don't want a drink," I said. "I haven't had a drink

. 4
or a cigarette since coming .out of hospital."

A

At two o'clock they left and I took myself to bed.

* . s
' - , g . 2

. .
\ <
Al - N v
. " - B N N
o . b “ .

Saturday, I phoned the travel agent and explained I was’ .

o

just out pf‘hospital,'had had a relapse; and would have to - L

put off my vacation fofra week. One hundred dollars cancel-
. ", IR ﬁ- . ) - ’ -

H . !
e e MR i ":-
‘ . X R e
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» me, I have her telephone number."
N 4
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lation fee, she said, unless, I could get a certificate from
my doctor. 1I'll get one, I sai&ii

I phoned'my lawyer. "I need a doctor's certificate to
say I can't fly for a week." |

“ "Six weeks, if you'd like," he said. "After your phone

call last night I could have you certified. Which yreminds

"You have what?" / >
"I have her telephone number.J The lady who wants to
kill you." ‘“ d T ‘
"God bless you." . et )
I gat g; the edge of my bed 'staring at the telephone
until the courage came to speak tokMary Heilar.
"Hello? Mrs.-hellaf?"
"Yes." )
"Mrs.'Hellarﬁ My name is Joe Hurst, but tha£ won't
mean anything to yoﬁ...“ .
Mrs. Hellar made a noise and the ph;ne went dead. J \
I dialed again. "Mrs. hellar?"
"You've done enough, leave me aldne," she said, and hung
up on me. , ) \(’ A

"I tried again. Thefeawas no answer. I phoned my lawyer.
"She won't speak to me." ~ .

"Tell her I'll have the doctor's certificaté by tomorrow." : .
N _ | :
"""No, no, I'm talking about Mrs. Heplar." . ) .
{

"Ah. ?ﬁkﬁhe won't speak to you."

J

v -
"I nee% her address. The telephone company won't give

‘ itu“ o, ’ ) l ,/

.
. ' .
3 . . o °
1 - . '
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"I have it," he said.

"God bless you."

J ' | ‘ %
~—— . - . . ~ ;
I bribed the doorman five dollars and told him Mrs.
4
Hellar,was expecting,ﬁe. ]
( He pht the money in a wallsafe.’ "She's not in," he
said. ‘
"When did she go out?"
P He shrugged. I waveéd a ten-dollar bill.
"She's in," he said. "But she won't answer the door."
A youth came in with ; tray. b |
c "For 410," he said. *
"That'sers. Hellar," I said: T
) "It's her dinner," said the doorman. } P 4
"Phone her," I said to ‘the doorman._ﬁ"Phone her dnd say i
« her ainney is here. And if {ou mention me I'll have my lawyer j
‘ sue ;or extortion.” | ;
N v ) \3

She opened the door and I put my foot in the gap. She

pushed -hard on the door and it shut tight on the plaster on

my left leg. "Oh Christ," I shouted, and lay on the bare
: ~
hallway inﬁfront of her door until the police came and helped

me up and made me leave the building. ,

’g) B V ! A~ \’f "L’ ' j
. ) ( / ) |

,Acapulco was warm and pleasant and I came back after a §
12

-

N °

& week. .
A - J"A‘ N

- "I told you," said Otis when he picked me up at the

~ )

Erwe
Dt g
N AU .
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airport. "¥You should have gone to Bermuda."
"The weather is the same as Acapulco," ‘I said. "Too

much sun, the sky is too blue, and when your left leg sinks

4

the sea has few attractions. I'm full of sand and envy," I

told Otis. ‘\r:.
N\
I phon?i her frxom the airport, but there-was no answer. .

I phoned my lawyer.
i

g

"The&“re getting near to the money we want," he said.
"You will be a rich man."
"And a lame man."

"Very well, a rich lame man. Better a salt sea than a

) L4

dry oasis," said my lawyer. "We'll have what we7ask§d for

»

Ey Christmas." ’ —_—

"How much did we ask for?2"

"You do not listen to me. We‘agreeq the night you Ié%},
but you do not listgn."

"I'tye forgoﬁten," I said. "I've lost m memory."

He swore. b"You have? Are you serious? How'bad is ié?
When did this happeng WHy did you not phone me?" He swore.

"I'm jokihg, I'm joking." '

He swore. "I should have let you rot in hospital. Which
reminds me, your fr;end is in hospital."'

"My friend?" o ‘

\
"The lady who wants to kill you."

"For God's sake, why didn't yQu let.me know?" ey )
"Brown-suit‘tolq\me this morning. You remember, her i
lawyer."

Yes, they daid at the hospital, she was allowed visitors.
A . Lo

. 5
\.~

14
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I bouqht a dozen red roses and went to-her room.

No, the nurse said, she'd had no visitors. Yes, the nurse

1
.

said, go in, but she's sleeping.

She was palér than befofe, hollow-eyed, her lips cracked,

asleep. The scars from the crash still showed on one cheek.

I‘étood looking at her for a long time wondering about the

tapes and bandages on her wrists,and the need for the saline

drip. Much later she opened her eyes.
"How~are you?"
She shut her eyes, turned her head to the wall.

"Please listen to me. I don't know what happened

between us, what I did to you. Is it because I wouldn't let

you'uqfasten your seatbelt? 1Is that i#? Is it because I
wouldn't let you leave your seat?" )

She spoke, but her dry lips choked the words.

I walked to the other side of the bed. "What did you
say?" |

"You wouldn't let me go to them," she said.

"You would have been killed. You wouldn't have got
there. fhe front of the plane was on fire." *

"GO away. "

"please, how can I help you?"

"Go away." ° X - §r
"Please?"
"Go away."i Her eyes looked for the bellcord.

"All right. But please let me come and see you."

“ J

.She put her hand out for the bell and I left the room..

o P

Next day she saw me come in and turned her head away.

o

v
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put my stick across the foot of her bed and sat in the chair

and spoke to her. ' @ -

"I need your hG':lp. Will you hélp me? I write stories
for children, but I'm at home these days and don't have
/anyone‘to read to. Will you listen? 1If you don't like any
of them, just shake your head‘. Will you do that Eor me?"

She ‘said- nothing.

"The first one is about two butterflies, a boy and a
girl, who fall in love. During a'storm they get se;;arated.
They miss each other so much their wings turn blue and th.ey

become outcasts. Other’ butterflies ds}m't understand....Are

you listening?"

I read to her Butterflies are Blue. She did not move,

but from her ‘breathing I knew she was awake.
o fv.\)

"The second is an Irish fairy story, beautiful but sad,

i
.

about a prince and -'princfss who fall in love, one lives in thé
north, the other in the south. Ireland breaks up and the
south floats off, away into the Atlantic." It has a happy

ending, I told her.

That day I read her Mulligan's Wig, Black Stockings, The

Magic Harg and Green Green the Rushes. I was halfway through’

Three Cheers for 0'Sullivan when I knewl\she was asleep.

!

P N - g
My lawyer phoned next day as I was -about to leave for

sthe hospital. ' L

Vs

"They will settle for two hundred thousand with no

further medicals. If we push for more we might get, it, Then

.
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again we might not. They might examine you and find you fit

as a violin except for the steel in your leg."
)3

4

"As a fiddle," I said.

"What?"

4

""As fit as a fiddle."
"That .too, " he said.

"Take it," I said. 0

0 "Tc;h, tch, " he said. "You haven't asked is it tax-free,

—

or what happens to your monthly payments."

"All right," I sa&a, "what about tax, what about the

' monthly payment?"

"Jesus," he said,“?‘it's exciting to ha\'(»,e you as a

client."

"Tell me," I said.

"No tax, the monthly payments stop in December."

"Take it," I sajyd. ’

"Aren't you gbing to ask ébout my fee?"

"All right. How much does my thief of a lawyer, that
son of a no-good Byzantine, take as a fee?" o

j‘“Twenty per cent."

"You're worth double," I said.

He swore and hung up. p}

.

For four-da‘ys' I read to Mary Hellar. Often she was

asleep and I read softly, but when she was awake - and I
could tell only by her brea";:hing, for she kept her face away

from me,and her eyes shut - when she was awake she said

-
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noj:hing. X

On the fifth day I didn't bring any stories. "Talk to
me," I said. "Remember, I was in the crash with you so we
have that in common, I'm not just another friend. You've
got"to talk about it, at some time yolu've got to talk about
it or the wounds will never heal." She said nothing. "Talk
to me. ’ Tell me how you feel. I don't know what it's like to
lose ones so dear *so quickly."

But if she heard she gave no sign of it.

Next morning I talked to her of flying and of my leg.

"I have a problem, This is my problem. My job takes me .
out of town and I have 'to fly. I have to go by plane.”

She was lying on her back wit}; her eyes closed, but I knew
she was awake. She qavé no sign that talk of planes and fly)ing

was unbearable, L

"rravelling by plane presents problems because of my leg."”

She opened her eyes momentarily.

"You know what happens when I try to board a plane? The
alarms sound, the bells,rinq. The bells ring and make one
hell of a noise the minute I try to pass the security barrier.
I know, bécau'se I fiew down to Acapulco last.week."

Her head turned and she opened her eyes and looked at my
leg now propped on the bottom of her bed straight)m)t in front.

"This leg is a problem. I'm not sure what to do about ‘
it, but one thing's certain, the minufe ~this leg tries to walk

o

past the barrieér- to board a plane, every goddam security agent

4

in the airport hears the alarms and come running."

I turned my head and looked at her. "I have a metal pin
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in my leg. Steel. Goes from my thigh to just above the
knee."

We looked at my leé. I hit my thigh with the palmJ of
my hand. " '

[

"At the airport they don't believe me. They think I'm
( hiding a shotgun up the'lgg of my trousers. How do I
_convince them it's a steel pin in my leg? Perhaps I should -
say 'Pull my leg, but you'd better be careful, if you pull
too hard it might céme off — it might come awal; in your
hand'."

For the first time since the plane I saw the suggestion
of a smile, not much, but enough, and suddenly it was the
happiest day of my life. I went down beside her bed and took
her hand and put it to my cheek and held it there till, slowly,

gradually, I felt the warmth returning.

PR

That wée:kend, when she came out of hospital, I made her
wa in the park. She had lost v;eight, her coat hung loosely
, on her ‘shoulders, her face was thin, hér hair dull and life-
less, there*was a flatness in her voice.
"You must get about," I said.

"I don't war;t to get aboyt." She walked, hands in’ pocket,

examining the cracks in the asphalt footpath.

> ,
"How about family, relatives?" "’
She stopped and looked at me before saying: "I have a -
sister in Boston. She has a husband and a scpn."' There was

né\bitterness in the voice.

3
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"Yok\have to start living again, meet people. How
about friends?" ’ ‘

This time she didn't stop, but pulled her coat collar .
up around her neck. "They were our friends. And I don't
need peoéle. Pgople will talk about things that don't have,
much impprtance ény more.," . .4

I shut‘that door, tried another. "I haven't walked in
this p&rk for years and I ¢an't think why, for I'm a country-
side man. .I hate seasides. Went to Acapulco for two weeks
and came back after five days. Too mucﬁ sand, sea and naked
bodies."

"I liké‘cities," she said.

I took her hand._ "My lawyer tells me I should buy realv
estate in Floridaqand live in the sun. He can't ;nderstand
why I like living in a c¢ity apartment, how I c;n be hapﬁy
with just hills and woods, country and rivers, at weekends."

She freed her hand. "When I was a schoolgirl we lived
in Boston, and my people had a summer place in Cape'de. They
coﬁld never understand why I liked to stay alone in the
apartment when they went off to Cape Cod."

"I've got a large apartment," I said. "Got it a year .
ago when it seemed I might be getting married."

She stopped again, looked at me. "What happened?"

"I don't know: Yeé, I do. She didn't 1like the job I
was doing." .

For the first time there was interest in her eyes. "She
didn't like you writing stories?"

v

I laughed, took her arm and led her to a bench. "I éuess

4 t
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I'd better confess," I said, when w; were seated. "I only
write stories in my spare time. I'n\an?;ngineer with a éower
company. You know the Ocanamowac dam?( I helped design the ’
water channels."
"So what's wrong about building dams?"
I I told her how dams take the life out of rivers, flood
good farm country, change the habits of fish and wildlife.
How, after ten years of helping to change the course of nature,
I'd come to see - after she had left me - that Katie was righE,
. » and I planned to quit.
When I had finished she shook her head slowly, loéked at
me, then away. "I guess you know what you're doing."
"I know whét I'm doing. Now that my lawyer hﬁs settled -
with the insurance company I'm going back to my job to finish N
off some projécts we're working on, then I'll quit. That
means for the next few months I'll be out all day,'and away,
oh, maybe two or three days a week in diffefent parts of the
7 country."” l‘ ' B

"If they'll let you on the plane," she said.

"What?2" -

v

¢ ) "Your leg. Hotw about your leg?" A smile came to her
lips, and the park was beautiful: . :
"You're right,” I said, "1'd forgotten about my leg. I
{ ' Awés saying about my apartment. I have a large apartment and ’ |
it seems such a waste, these rooms lying empty by theﬁselves.
Will you think about it?"
She was silent and I wésn‘t sure she'd heard.

\

"No strings," I said. "You come and go as you please.



86

<

Try it for a week or so, and if it doesn't work..."

~

* Her voice wls soft. "Let me think about it, Joe, let 7

me think about it.! e

i

>

Il

I helped her move her personal belongings - she had sold

Name””

everything else - into the larger bedroom. - (\ IR

- For the first two weeks I worked late, 'stayedvout ith

\
Otis and tried to be away to give her freedom, but when I
did see her she gave no sign she would be leéving. At first

when we met in the apartment and spoke, the words would lie

’

uneasy hetween us’, but as the weeks passed so did j:he
apprehensions, and the air no longer filled with tensions.
The days when w;a saw little of each other grev} fewer, but
lonv'g silences still spaced outr talk.

‘Mary Hellar lived on a fine dividing line between

recovery and remembrance. At times, when memories touched
her, she contracted within herself defensively, sat mute and

- -~
deathly, engulfed in sadness; words had to be dragged from

her. I attacked the silence; where had The gone today# had

she seen the Chinese exhibition? what did she think of this

1

g
book? Often answered in thin. smiles of politeness, of

I3

I S
mutmured thanks. I never knew her better than when I sat

It

lpoking at her refusing.tp close her mind to them, fighting
against acceptanceras if from guilt. If she ever looked

Beyond that wintery; or imagi;,ned a time after, she gave no
hint of it. )

Early in the yvinter, and without warning, she. asked me to
i . / ' . “ ;
W&y ,

e \J/’
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—drive her up to the Ocanamowar dam, and she had me explain

S L .
to her how we had” overcome the problem of stabilizing the
¢ ;
.

river banks at the entrance to the channels.

L -
/

‘"You must be very proqd,ﬁ\she said p waving her hand at.

«

the expense of water-above the sluice gate. . )

L

"This water covers ten thousand acres of what used to
be gpod farmland, Mary." ) —

"What -happened to the farﬁégs?"

3 S
"They were compensated. I guess they bought land else-
where."

"Did they complain about 'it?" ’ ! -

‘"Sure. Some of them wrote to the Governor."

"How_many farmers lost 1&nd?"

"Oh, twenty, thirty." | T

"How many peoplewwould suffer'from‘a\coaf’power—plant
in a city, or a Auclear plant anywhere?" .

"I.don't build these, Mary, someone else'aoes."

N -

"So you can't stand a little heaa, is that it?"

Her words took me by surprise: I tried to frame an

S

answer to them but coltld not, ahd ‘this troubled me at the
¥ [

i .
time and in the weeks to come when they kept coming back to

me. What pleased me most at the time was ‘the spirit with

1

which she talked to me. But these days , were féw.
On thé*qufs birthday, and asain ﬁt Christmas, she sat
silent, her eyes redrimmed. She would not join me and Otis

at the office party so I left early and came home, saying my

¥
Y

\leg hurt. She was sitting by the fﬁre.

N
"MMve béen reading some of your stories," she said. "I’

- )
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»

! see you never did finish the/one about the butterflies."
"Help me," I said, and took her hand. We sat® by “the

, fire®%ill it died away. Her hand félt like that of a child,.
/ o
a>° sleeping. : o o~ e

ygter that wintgr‘I took her to seé the projéct we were
completing\ét«N;§gara:‘ Aslwe stood looking at fioodlit ici-
cles aangling on thelfalls, a cgid.wind blew and she shuddered.
ot Instinctively I put my a{m across her shou%der; ahd for a

moment our bedies touched and away, as her hands went to her

~

mouth to warm them.
A

ﬂ . . o .
She no longer shrank from mention of her husband's name. -

“ For months now she had been able to say the name Michael, and"

e

her eyes would not £ill, her throat not harden. But she
could not say the name’Anthony. She still nursed grief for
. : X ,

. the boy, open in her mind. . . . ,
o »

‘ Suddenly in thq;spring, wiJL the flowers, she seemed.£o

e
P

give,up the figﬁt against living, a joy returninq. Drop by
~drop, like moisture tb'a flower, life re-entereé nerves and
senses, dry aﬁd unused. Hér\fggtures softened and 1o§t tﬁeir
‘barren fgarfglness and blossomed; smiles came more often to
her f§ce,and her laughter no ,longer ?ad an édg? of, guilt;

her voice lost itsidullness, her eyes their apathy,'they py

" glittered, sparkled; her body filled, her hands moved ‘as if
. ’ kY

. N

to an old excitement,
| It was nice to come Pome at night and have her ithere
- and I told her. "Ana'you're a good coﬁk." .

"Michael's father was a chef and Micﬁael taught me. "

-"He was a good teacher."

~

o

-
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"He was a good man.'" . ' \

s

-We went to theatres and a ball game -~ she'd never been
' . - \

to a ball game - we drove to Vermont to see the trees alive
. ‘ A Y

again, had maple syrup and chocdlate grasshoppers, dicve up

Mount Washington, cruised for a day on the lake, ran out” of

~y

gasoline on the Loop: ) .
. \ ) []

>
- 1

. ' . i
In April, with my projects completed, I knew I had to

gpeak to Otis.

\ o o

\

L4

. A ' L

"I love her, Otis, and I want to marry her. But before
I ask her, I need to get a job." ' . -

"You've got a job. You're still part of my team,
) / '
remember."

"I know, bet I don't mean that job ogt in galiﬁornia, I

fean a jdb here, with Great Lakes Power."
, "You want to go on working in hydrofelectric projects,
is that it?" i ‘

’

"If you'll have me."
\

L

'Qtis\goured us another drink. "Here's to us. And to
) X . " L4 ’ o !
yeu. I WL$Q you both luck.

"HHow about my resigqﬁ;ion?"
"I tore it up months ago."

-~
"Yeu knew?"

U »
He nodded. "That lady you're going to marry has a lot
)

of sense. She came to me one day, asked me why you were so
intent on not using your talent as an engineer. I told her

. to be patient, that you'd change your mind. She agreed. She

-



~said it was just a matter of time." . . .
; S s

"You think she'll have me?" I said. \

"I know it." He' opened the drawer, pulled out.a bottle -

and two glasses. "Sweet Chariot. This calls for a celebra--

tion." - R . : .-

»

"You know I'don't like liguor, Otis." ’

~

"Today you do. Today, you and.I are going to finish

<

this bottle. Today is your last Qay as an uncommitted man,

5emember."'

. e . L

B VAN
She opened ‘the’door of the apartment and all the words

‘I'd planned to say later came out simply as: “Illove“you; .

Mary, will you marry me?" ' , A ) .

L2 %)

she put both hands over her face and for a second I

didn't know if rshe was hlding, tears or laughter. ‘Théﬁ she )

came to me and our arms went out and around -each other like

two old friends before & long goodbye; but it was not goodbye,

L

I told myself, but the first step of a long journey vet to be ¥

s

made. I held her gentlx, silent, knowing she felt as I, that
PR ~y
this was a’ time to let the mind enjoy the luxury bf knowing,

not a time to say more, or do more: for one word could have
robbed the moment of its pleasure. Let the phone not rigg,

let no-one come to the door, let nothing happen that will

“

mean she has ‘to speak or I have to speak, or she move or I

move. !

Al

I did not put lips to her hair or lift her head between

my hands or kiss her eyes, her lips, her throat. I did not

-

Ve
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.my voice say_ “"Yes," blft I.did net’ under‘st‘and"the quest‘iqn.

- When she asked "Are you ready for me?" I answered "Yés\, my

" later.,

say my ., darling, lovely Mary. _ . - \‘

_ In time she dropped Hér .arms, took my hand to press 1t

~

.to her cheek and softly said "You’ know then, Joe?" I heard

[N

-

sweet, I'm ready," but the full meanlng of her words came
’

) .
> . “ , L

s .
1 <

- "I w111 always love them,'f she sa1d turning her face

' !

up to look at me for the 'first tlme.' "Mlchael and Tony w111'\
% . » \

always ‘be there, but so will yQu, always. | Yeu understand?" =

3

"I uni@,e'rstand," I sald, brushlng the halr from her brow
. . . & § H
and holding her face between /my hands. : . #

5

"Love me, Joe," she whispered. The nerves in my stomach
tightened with the excitement of the moment, the remnants "of -
Sweet Chariot were on fire inside me. 'I liftéd her "hand and t
my lips .touched her fingers so light and the/smooth of her
wrist and the soft upper part of her arm wheke there wé’f:e_ no
scars, then up to her neck, part scarred, a ée\ep red - Oh,
my lsweet, if love could bu:; heal you.‘ —lwhere\ the pulse beat

- \
hard, and down to brush her llpS, now dry like mine, and the

curve of her"throat, unmarked, under the collar o he soft . ‘
' ‘ PN ) ¢
shirt that covered her shoulders. As my-dips touche\a\h& I:

flesh a fine swéat came to my brow and the nausea of ‘the 1li-

. .

gquor surged in me.

\

I opened the buttons of her shirt, my arms going around

her naked to hold her tight against me. Suddenly she cried

out, her hands goirfg up to push their palms against my shoul-

. .
ders, forcing her body away.
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I loved Mary Hellar, so ‘there was only shock, pl\ty,

v .. and a deeper ‘sense of love when I saw her body‘ for the fl‘rst

‘ I

: q
B I tlme,( the purple scar tlssue on her breasts, t”ﬁe red puckered

.skin under ‘one arm, tl'{e raw herrlngbone stitch across her

stomach.. As I made to speak, the (g:esuiue of  ligquor caught in
my throat. Putting my hand to my mouth, I ran half-stooped,

+ Ffor the, ba tliroom, shutting the door behind me.

1 lay retching till the Sweet Chariot had gone and the .

Ry

> Vo . ' o @
L .~ sweat had broken and cooled my, face. "I put my head undexr?a

. ful:l 'tap, x:ir;sed .ml‘/ ‘m‘outh,, brushed my teeth, dried myself on

c o N g 'ht'owe'l., ,ana went back to hér, crying, "Oh God, Mary, forgive

me." - - '

y But she was éone, and there was only the sound of the

elevator. I‘made fcr'the stairweill, ran faster than I should"

was maklng the turn’ at the second landing when my leg tw1sted

“and I fell face down. All I remember is pain. ) §

4 .
- . N .

[}

¢

« ¢

N The hOSpltal psychg_atrlst, Finestone, seats himself on

-}

the edge—of the bed—"They told—me—you were back."

I ned. The Mississippi, now plastered, -lobks- like-the

St. ‘Lawrence in winter. Fresh stains bewart the face of

Lincoln. : ]
. N . n /

5

‘

"Our friendly lawyer wants to see you," says Finestone.

"Has he found the .gj;rl?:"
"The one you had those dreams about? I thought she'd
. : left youzy

v

' "No, o, the other girl Mary." . M

4

»”
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]

* «"You found another girl?. 0 soon? That how you broke

‘

.
—

your pin, try_ing 'to make it with a girl2?" - . . ,
"Has he found her?" . '
E:ine's.tone shrugs: "Don't know. He says he wants to see

you.

‘o

»
2

My lawyer sweeps in with sketches on a’'clipboard which

"he throws on the bed. "I have examined the stairwell. It ‘'is

¢ 4 -

narrow and badly lighted. We'can hit them for twenty. thousand.

OK? ‘i{ow is his leg?" This last question to Finestone who' -

ansywers: "I.only loock after his mind."

o

"His mind? You say he as a mind, eh? He has no more-

- v

mind ‘than a mouse who won't leave a sinking boat."

"Rit on a sinking ship," says

Einestone.

"Mouse, rat, I don't argue," says my lav}yer and tufns to

throw his hand accusingly .at my bandaged head. | "Why did you,

not phone me before they fixed you

up, eh? Have I not told

you ‘that one red photograph of blood is worth a thousarnd

.

LY

time to 'look for all the-women you

got no time. to look for'your women.

dromedary? Here, sign this.' One look at you and -they'll ‘ .

settle for twenty thousand."

=

"Find the girl."

0

(greenbacks? Yet yod\‘ do ﬁot phone )me, gh?" . . " )
‘ L, remind him I was uncc.msc_%ous’._ N
He curses u'uélr—hand'sme*a pen. "Here, sign this."
. "pid you find. Mary Hellar?" ’ ‘ |
. ’[Find her? What is the matter withi you? You- think I got -

lose? I already told you I_'

Are you deaf like the-

: T
- ' \\~

.My lawyer sucks hard -on his teeth. "So she can break ‘-

L1

»
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'changes his shonts."

. .94 . .
P «Q
v b

leg? Have you a broken lé&g footigh?" asks my lawyer.

+ "Fetish," says Finestone.

"Find her,™ I say. "Tell her we're in this together."
be in here," she says to Finesténe and po;ints to my lawyer.

“My lawyer curses. As he leaveé, I hear him say to

Finestone: "He is mad, like before. Truly the leopard never :

e . N -

b -

7

Later that day they wheel me into the theatre. The
needle goes‘ in ‘and sléwly I float into l‘space,(weigh,tiéss‘.
Weightless, as when the plane went into the 'spin.' I shout
to Mary don't go, fion't'go, don't l'eave your\ seat, but the
horror of all dreams grips me for the words are silentfin my

throat. We freefall further and I put out my arms to hold

her but the trolley pins my' leg to the seat and its coffee

wspills over my thigh.

Now I am in City Hall waiting for-the large oak doors
to open and when they do there stands Mary gowned for ‘our
wedding. When I walk to her she turns and the face is the

face of Katie, and I scream. Now a butterfly afloat on the

sourthern half of Ireland I cry to Mary don 't be afraid,

1! ll come back and f£ind you, buhgaln the words are silent
ags in a .vacuum. And when I try to fly to her ny wings are
* . &

blue and will not support me. sad butterfly, and b,lue.“ '

.

N -

“_Whateve“i:, " says my lawyer. - ' ‘ -

The nurse enters. ‘"Everybody out. You know hé shéuldn't

-

.your. other leg? Is that it? You _wan£ her to'break your other

%
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a

~

Blue butferflies can't/fly. Goodbyd, goodbye.

And I dream ‘that|I wake up and Mary is Holding my hand
. \ : . . '
in hers.- And I dréam that I wake up and Mary has a finger’

on her lips. "Don't speak." And I*sleep and dream and wake,
and’ tﬁere is Mary more real than in.my dreams. And I know

I am not dreaming.

!

-

"I've come back, Joe. Wwould you like some water?” -

I nod. ~- ' . .

i e
-

Mary says: "I'm going to read to you - sbme stories for
children.. Tell me if you like them. You don't have to speak,

just smile or nod your head." The first séory, she says, is"

*
about two butterflies, [a boy and a girl who get lost and who

.

miss each other so much eir wings turn blue and they can no

‘

loénger fly. But with time and patience and lots of under-

standing they grow pew wings, as beautiful as the first, and

+

they learn to 'lox}e again. ...
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{ THE PORTAVADIE HOLE
/

ﬂ . . . ? b

In 1975 the British Government dug a large hole close
s

to the sea beside the distant village of Portavadie, Argyll-

shire. 1Inside the hole they constructed a dry-dock, hoping

to persuade o0il companies to build drilling platforms in the

dock, opén the dock to the séa, aAand tow the platforms\tp the

~ .

‘oilfields in the North Sea. ' Portavadie {population 56, not

counting the sheep) was chosen because the sea there is very
{ &

deep. ‘

7

-But the oil companies didn't reélly want to build

driliing platfdrms in Portavadie. The village, you see, is

«'in the west, and the oilfields lie off the east coast.

’ N d
Today, five years later, the dry-dock is still unused,
unseen except by seagulls, forgotten by all, even by those

who live in Portavadie-or in the nearby villages of Kames,

A

Millhouse and Tignabruaich. Forgotten? Well, not quite....
. \ L1

Before calling the meeting to' order, McWhinny, Chairmaq
of the Portavadie and District Taxpayers Association, moved
his chair sif inches to the left to avoid the rain dripping
£hroughlthe tin roof of the backroom of Menzies' bar. No .

)

longer wrapped in warm memories of his lunchtime whiskeys,

96
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Y .. | -
/ he looked with cold eyes at the other four members. Excipt “
 for the minister a snobblsh lot, no respect, little help E\OV

him, full of «trivial complaints about clogged drains and .

straying sheep and the v/vickednes.s of the ft_aw sunmer visitors

who came to this remote part.of Argylishire from the town of

Dunoon or. the far-off city of Glaasgow. ‘Look at them, sitting
. there, toffee-nosed, waiting for ﬁim to spea/}’(, and all the

time laughing behind his back — ét hinI, McWhinny, owner of
the Po‘rtavadie General Store, a self-made man (well, ilearly
self-made, he adm<j:tted guiltily with a flash of acknowledg-
ment to his absent wife). Aye, he could welol‘_ imagine what
f:hey said about him when ile wasn't there. He could teil by
- the .way they looked at his ~face (éuffy’—eyed from liquor': .
blotched with cireles of red-blue veins) and by their half-
concealed émiles wk{en he quke. As he glanced round the
ntable all he could see were uplifted noses like those he had
known as a boy guttlng fish in .his father's shop in Dunoon.
~ He lifted the gavel and brought 1t\down on the table,
shix‘rering its planks of wood and causing a fine dust to rise,
but stgpping the chatter. He got tc? his feet, a man outwardly
devoid of every instrument of grace.: 4 . . .

"Lady and gentlemen" pause "I have called this extra-

ordinary" pause "spe-shul méeting" pause "to discuss the Hole."

-\ . ‘

H'e}spoke as he always did, in short, well-articulated phrases,’

w

as his wife had taught him and as though translating another's

N speech from a foreign tongue, so that his words fell in lumps

. s . : :
upon his audience. 1t had always been so with McWhinny. A
] ar-thinking, logicél man, if somewhai: slow, he had never

7/

v
-
. ' {

.
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gn able to expreés-his thgughts, no mattef how brillian;.
ﬁgﬁ@aé like..a fﬁréejyear 01d child who sees his mother -
fﬁaii,-béautiful, radiant - and 1ifts a‘crayon to draw hér
ﬁrpﬁ this image, but who prqduceé instead a ludicrols fi;;re
Qith'a round héad, round belly,-four_gpindiy limbs and hands
M ;iﬁé spiders. Somewhere between McWhinny's mind and mouth
?is?l&nes of articulation be;ame crossed. He saw,himseif,as
ﬁeing péssessed by a demoé, as.constantly,fightiﬁg to free
Lo .
?is stream of thought from the clutches of Eome‘infe:;aixma-J
ghine such as is]used in war-time to scramble messages, put
them into code, and make them unintelligible;',) Ve

"Solely - eh - to discuss the Hole," he said ggain, for
'%ear it had not been clear the first time. . _

"May the Lord have mefcy on all our‘ééuls," said the
;minister, who was hard of ﬁearing and thought McWhinny had
‘said tholiy to discuss the soul,*
| '"Agreed?" said McWhinnyz .

The minister nodded but the othefs were far from approv-
val.

.

"FeQESS. We need more fences for the sheep," said young

4

;Mrs. Scott who ran the Post Officerat Kames, a village served
by a narrow, twisting, single-lane roadf "Four more sheep
"hav# been killéd since puf last méeting, one by the school
.}bus." She looked round the table with a face that suggested
',the'driver of the bus had been drinking the blood of lambs.

» "Four more sheep," she repeated.

»

"In His eyes-we are all 'sheep," said the minister.

McPherson, the chemist froq Tignabruaich, lifted his gaze
. L

&
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-reluctdntly from the legs’ of YOung;Mrs.. Scott. A middle-aged
J

bachelog, whose main pleasure in life was his secret knowledge

of the 1lls and sins of those who lived in nearby,v1llages,

his receding hair "and expanding waistline now made it diffi-
’

cult- to entice single young ladies intd the back of his dis-
pensary. "I have_here a petition signed by all 27 house-
holders in my village complaining about the state of drains.™

He twitched %iis nose and his disapproving eyes settled on

McWhinny's blue serge suit, which was loud and commercial and

\

smelled of all kinds of caigarette smoke and residues of cam-
phor. . : -
McWhimny said nothing but waited, hoping for support from

" McHewn, the bUlldlng contractocr from M:Lllhouse. McHewn's eyes

L] -

and thoughts were on the walls of the -room whlch wer\e thin and

prefabricated and which rattléed in the winds blowing #r from,
o

the Atlantic. He could replace these walls with his surplus

cemént blocks - add a few shelves, new lights — electtic
heating for the w"inter, and’'do away with the paraffin stove....

, ‘ . .
. In the momentary silence there could be heard the ngise

of diétapt plumbing and a-voice c'ountin‘g empty’ bottles in the
bar beyond the curtain. This caused McWhinny's throat, to
.harden. i . . :

"Dld you say somethln', James Menzies?" he shou;:ed to
theov01ce in the outside bar, hoping MenZJ.e;s would understand
his need and offer hui.g réfreshme‘nt. 'I':Iauej];east b’{enz_ies could
do, McWhinny told hi'xvnslelf, to show. i’xis appreciation for all -~
that McWhi’ﬁny did for th;a commu;lity. But the only answer
from beyond the c;}_{rtain was the‘ tinkling of glasseé: )

- Y - ’

-
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"He doesn't open unti& six o'clock," said young Mrs.
Scott, with what McWhinny took to be:mhlicious pleasure.

w
"I know, I know that well," said McWhinny,with more than

a trace of anngyance.. .- "Now where was I? Aye. I was sayin'

_this is a special meetin' to discuss only the Hole."

- The minister was now humming "Rock of Ages."

"{ou can't call it just 'the Hole'," said McPherson.

‘"If this is going in the minutes you'd better call it by its

proper name -" taking a deep breath - "The Argyllshire 0il-

" Rig Dry-Dock Project, 1975." He leaned ‘forward to get a

Retter view of young'Mrs.-Scott's bosom. "That's what the
”

Government called it when they built it," he added, and young

. . ! 3 ]
Mrs. Scott nodded her approvel. g

~

L2

"Built it? Built it?" said McWhinny with_scorn and a
deepening of his cheeks, flushed with the pleasure of correc-
ting McPherson who had been to Dunoon High §chool. "You'don't
1 .
buildsa hole, man, you dig it. What do you say, McHewn? Did
&

they build the Hole or dig it?"

The Millhouse‘boﬁtractor, who had built himself a new

.
’

house ‘since the'digging of the Hole, was always a man for com~
promi§e. "Both," he sai « "First they excavated the cliffs
and the cHannel, then they constructed %he dry-dock inside the
excavation. Round the periphery," he adaed, loo&}ng into

McWhinny's eyes, hoping the Chairman would be foked‘by tge

e
wprd. o
‘ i

McWhinny dismissed the periihery with a wave of his hand.

don'£ think - what I mean

is, the Government - they aren't going to use the Hole. Not

-y ‘

"yo matter, it's clear ds day -

A
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"Dpn‘t blame .the Government," said McPherson. :"I£ wasn't
_rbuilt gor the Government to use, it was built for the oil .
companies. If them foreign oil cohpanies won't use-the dry-
dock you caﬁ't blame the British Goverhment." -

\ .- ——
"Not British, Inglish manh%Inglish{" cried McWhinny. _ "It

-«

\

was the Inglish éivil servants in London'who had the Hole dug."
He pointed his fihger.pccusinély in a soéiberly direction, and
opened his mouth, struggling for the words to remind them that .
. he, McWhinny, had warned them of the hypocrisy of the English
and their‘Argyllshire 0il-Rig Dry-Dock Project when it was
first proposed. "This manifespatipn‘of English concern for
Scottish unemployment is 6nly a sop. The English won't remove
tﬁe sting froﬁ the thistle oﬁ!our natiénalism," he'd triéd to
tell them but the words had been-lost Pn the way. Yes, he'd
known the dry-~dock quld never be used. Ié was an\English
idea, and what Englishman had ever done géod-for Scotland?
The Hole was a political, make-work préject,‘and the fools

1] .

couldn't see it for what it was.

¢ b

a But then, as now, when McWhinny got to his feet to tell
them, his fine~flowing stream of reasoned argument fellwfroﬁ
his mouth in incomprehensible phrases, loosely strung togeth-

L 4

er like raw lumps of uncooked meat from a sausage machiﬂé.
"Are you trying to say s;;;thing, Mr. McWhinny?" said
young Mrs. S?Ptt! seeing his facial contortions.
"I warned you - Inglish po}itici;ns - built it on the 1

wrong side of Scotland - no sense, no sense, not for the oil

business," McWhinny managed to get out.
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. "I've got a niece in éhe 0il business," said cHewn,in'

a manner which suggested she was a secret well in the desert.

,

"My God, can you - will you try and stick to the point!"

cried McWhinny, in the sound of a man going down in a swamp.

' said the minister. ' .
. P

"The secretary will record in the minutes," said McWhinny,

"In His name,'

forsaking any further’éxplanation, "that this meetin' has been

called to discuss only the Hole."

\ -~

"He's not here," said McHewn.

"Who's no' her%¥2?" asked McWhinny.

"Willie Frazer."’

McWhinny turned to the empty chair beside the stove where
the secretary usually sat. "Where the devil's he off to?" .
"He's gone to fetch tﬁé tea and sandwiches." ;

»

"Ugh," said McWhinny. . The mention of tea one hour - no,‘

’ > .
. |
fifty minutes - before opening time was somehow profane. And |

|

then: "Is there a volunteer to take the minutes til]l Willie

N {
Frazer comes with the tea?"

"I agree, I agree," said the minister, who had been think-

"yolunteer,"

ing of .next wgek's sermon but who heard the word
a word he always favoured.

"Thank you, minister. Are we agreéd the‘minister wiil
act as‘secrétary till Willie Frazer comes back? Good. Now
for Ehelfirgt item on the agenda." ’

"It's the only item," McHewn pointed out. | .

‘"No, no, man," said McWhinny, "there's Any Other Bfsi-

ness."

- *

"You said this meeting was called to discuss only the’
- .
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Hole," McHewn reminded..
.

- The Chairman wisely iénored this. "Now, he said, "when

in God's naﬂs are we going to decide what to do about the

o

Hole? " j

"In His name be praisedé" said the ministe;.

"We could use it for thé rubbish," said young Mrs. Scett,
with one eye on McPhersdn, looking for his support.

"Gooa iééa," said McPherson, wha'would gladly have sup-
ported Mip. Scott at any time OF the éay, Oi night. He had ™
his hand out to pat her‘enCouragingly on theﬁthigh when he
caught McWhinny's look aﬁd scratched his nose instead.

"No, no. No use. Not practicable. We've been over this

. . )
before. The fole is half a mile wide and three hundred feet

deep and Mr. Telfer, the afiﬁhmetic teacher, says it would

\
\

take two hundred years to fill it with all the rubbish from

. Portavadie, Millhouse Kames, Tignabruaich-and Dunoon.-™

"There's plenty of rubbish in Dunoon, God knows," said
McPherson. ' .//
"He has an all~-seeing eye," said the minister.
.hNow, now, we Ehouldn‘t speak that way'about Duncon,"
said McWhinny. He had been born in Dunoon, gutted fish in

Dunoon, worked his way up. Some day he'd go back to Dunoon

i

>

as the mayor. 2away from these fools. First, put Portavadie

on.the map, make it famous, get it in the news,, then he could
hope to be mawor of Dunoon. There were no straying sheep in
Dunoon, no clogged drains. But there was a laﬁge distillery

in Dunoon. He looked at his watch, moistened his lips.

"Don't put that in the minutes," he said to the minister.
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"What did he say?" the minister asked McPherson. Vgl

"He said not to put anything about Dunoon in the minutes. p

‘

In the minutes. The minutes. THE MINUTES:." B

« 'What minutes?" said the minister.

"Don't be shoutin' at the minister," said McWhinny.
"Now, any more suggestions?"

Mrs. Scott leaned forward to give McPherson a ¢hance of

N

looking at her warm, pink skin and have the plg}su e of catch-
. 1

ing him doing it. "Why not a swimming pool for tHe children,"
she said, and McPherson's eyes lit up at the thought of her in .

a swimming costume. McWhinny's inclination,was to ask her to

e

t
stop being‘a fool ®But he told himself to be patient. He saw,
tob, the fire in McPherson's eyes and quickly extinguished it.

"Too expensive. For one‘'thing, we'd have to employ a life-
. . , B
guard.™" )

N : "The Lord is our Saviour, said the minister:

» ) ' "We might get a grant from the government," said young,

3 * Mrs. Scott, crossing her legs, knowing this would lower the
"inquisitive eyes of McPherson. "After all, they've already
]

[} \ .
spent twenty million on the digging of the Hole."

{ ' . "Twelve million;" corrected McHewn the contréctor. "The
' other eight million was for deepening the gha nel and con-.
- structing, the houses for the men éupposed to build the oil ”
"Mrs. Scott has proposed a swimming pool," said McWhinny,,(
. shaking his head in despair. * "Now, tell me,/ how many children
: do you think would ugz a pool?" ¢
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"Well,"'said Mrs. Scott; "there's your boy,-and the four

‘wee Mchatney's, and Mrs. Miller has two, and Sarah Pollock

. 5 . .
has one on the way, and...." ./

N a

. \ .
"I didn't know she was married," said McHewn.
' ’ )
~"Next week," said Mrs. Scott.
"What was that?" said the minister. - |

"Sarah Pollock," said Mrs. Scott. , ‘ . '

“Shefsvgetting married next week," said the minister, "to

. an American sailor from the nuclear s#gmarine." .
7 ! .

"She's already beéen torpedoed," said McHewn and slapped
his thigh and was” about to open his mouth to laugh when 'he

-caught the Chairman's frown.

s

"Let's say twenty €hildren at’ the most," said McWhinny.

"A sheer waste - you see - a waste of taxpayers' monéy, Mrs.
Scott. Three thousand pounds a year on a lifeguard to look

after twenty bairns? Never. If there are no more sugges-

‘

tions...."

"A' multi-storied carpark," volunteered McPherson.

"If we lined it with cement and put on a roof it would

make a finetadditorium," said McHewn, who'd bought six hun-
. : ‘ !
dred bags of cheap cement when he'd first heard of the plan

to build oil rigs for the North Sea.

"Did he say an auditorium?" Mrs. Scott whispered to the

el

minister.
"You'll have to spéak up, child," the minister wﬁispered
back.

( "I think we can rule out an auditorium," said .McWhinny.

"So, now 'that's settled, I'd like to make a suggestion myself.'
. ( A

\
/ - A3

’

A
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He could sge that McHewn was about to point out that nobody

&

had voted against an auditorium, so he hurried on: -."I was N
down in Dunoon last week ;alkin’ to Mrs. McBride - her in
the travel agency....What in the name are you laughin' at,
Mc¥herson?" ' ' ¢

\ McPherson had his hand over his mouthi Gossip had it

\ .

that McWhinny Qént to Dunoon to collect a bottle from Mrs. )
McBride in exchapge for mentiéning“her travel aggnc& at L
least once &t every meeting. "I was about to cough," said ‘
McPHerson. f " //

r

"As I was saying before McPherson coughed," the Chair-
man continuéd, "T have a - I'm going to make ; proposal.
Mrs. McBride - her in the travel agency - tells me people
fly - people go all over/the wpgld to lock at notorious ) g
places, famous places. Like famous holes. Like the Grand

p .

Canyon in Arizona; and the Black‘Hole of Calcﬁtta. Take
the Black'Holg of Calcﬁtta," he said, looking around. "Now
if ‘we were to...." ‘ L

He was interrubted by Willie Frazer, who had run through ,

the rain with a kettle of-tea’ and a tray covered with tri-

angles of underdone toast and dry sardines, small brown . . o
squares of bread heaped with weak tinned salmon, and dry'
digestive bisguits. McWhinny watched him come in as though
waiting for a fly to settle so he could swat it. "So you've
arrived, Mr. Secretary," he said, bﬁt his sarcasm was lost
§\on the wet and dripping figure.‘ "A cup of tea?" he offered

McWhinny, who shuddered and declared a ten-minute recess in a

Y
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thick dry wvoice, ,
. ’ . N

When the cups had been cleared’McWhinny.stdod‘up to .

'call the meéting to order, and was surprised to see a face

BT ~

on the far wall where a cracked mirror advertised Sailor's

Cut tobacco, a name he hadh't seen since childhood. Was
that his face? Did he really look so old? He put a hand

to his chin to see the same hand rise, ran it over his face

Y

like an electric razor, fgeling its flabbiness under the
stubble. "Right," he said, sitting down with a thump, "back
to the agenda. As I was saying, people will’flf ~ will trav-
ei all over the wo£ld to look at famous holes. Like the Black
Hole of Calcutta. Not because it's a black hole, but because

it's a famous hole. People would coﬁe‘and see the Portavadie

[y

Hole - if it were famous." ;

"You're suggesting we paint the Hole black?" said

McPherson in mock seriousness, and Mrs. Scott laughed.

‘McWhinny clapped a hand to his brow and looked in des-

¢

peration at the curtain which led to James Menzies' bar. "No,

'no, man, you miss the point.- What our Hole needs is notoriety,

not a coat of ‘paint.”
McHewn, the contractor, who had been calqs;ating the profit

he could make on painting the Hole black, looked up in agiéa-

tion. . ¢

» "If you'll kindly sit in peace, McHewn, we'll get on with

<

the meetin'. Now, as I was saying, what we need for the Hole

*

is a bit of notoriety. We have to get it in the news."

[ @ Ly
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Therelwasﬂsilenée. No one, it seemed, had a good word
to say about the news. Mrs. Scott yawned gnd raised her
arms, allo&ing the sleeves of her blbuse to slip up past‘her
eibows. McPherson yave her exposed flesh a lingering, cove-
tous look. He had got to know her throat very well aﬁd}haq
fierce visions of kissing it,but he had never séen her arms -

naked above the wrists and he now had to do somgthing with

P
his face to hid;\his\feelings.'

"Well," asked McWhinny, "what do you thin

McHewn said: "We don't kndw what you mean, Whinny."

"Are you addressin' the Chair?" asked McWhinny.

N\

"What?" ‘ )
"I said, are you addressin'-the Chair, for if you are

you should call me Mr. Chairman.'" He turned to Willije Frazer:

<

"Don't minute that, Mr. Secretary."

"The minister is takin' the minutes," Willie Frazer

1

reminded him.

4

. "No, no, no," said McWhinny, "that was only while you

were fetching the téa. Now, let's get on with the busiﬁess,
the bar opened at six o'clock."

McHewn spoke up. "Perhaps, McWhinny - Mr. Chairman -
you'd tell us what you have in mind when you say. all the Hole
needs is a bit of notoriety."

The Chairman leaned forward conspiratorially but imme-

diately drew back, as if he'd opened some door by mistake,

when he found himself looking down the blouse of young Mrs.

' Scott. "Just suppose," he said, clearing his throat, "just

subpose as a first step we were to take the — to sue the
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Inglish governmment — to sue thém for digging the Hole. . .

Take them to court for.... He paused, grasping. for the

words to explain the constitutional illegality of the Hole,

land and England whighvdatéd back to 1707.. "For taking away

part of Scotland," he cried, "for reémoving - 'part of our

RS . -
heritage - our soil -~ our native land - illegally. We should

invoke - you know...." , . ’

"What is‘he,saying?"qtﬁe ministe} asked of youﬁg Mrs.
Scott.

"Something about suing the government. Last‘year Miller
lost thfee sheep in the Hole, worth all of twenty pounds
‘each,"”" she said. ! "

"We are all lost sheep," said the minister. . i

"Suing the government won't make the Hole famoué," said §
McPherson. "Why don't we publish the story about the minis- :
ter's bones." ; ‘ . ;

McWhinny lookeq ét McPherson, then at the minister, eye; .
ing him up and down, then back at McPherson. "What about the

minister's bones?"

"Tell them about your bones, minister."
"What was tﬁét?"-
"Your bones. YOUR BONES."

'"You'll deafen the poor man," said young Mrs. Scott, but
the minister understood and was talking about bones. "I found
them when I was a student," he was saying," near the place o
where they're going to build the oil-rigs." .

"I remember," said McPherson, taking his eyes off ysung
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Mrs. Scott.

"Yes, the boneé," said the minister. "The bénés of
Mhadaidh. We'found his grave not half a mile from here, where
they're going to bﬁild the oil-rigs. Mhadaidl, the‘Patron
Saint of Sinners."

There was a silence like the wrath of the Lord had de-

) .
scended on thg backroom of Menzies' bar.

"You mean he was buried where the Hoié is?" said McHewn.

"But of course,” ;aid th? minister sitting back in his
chair, surprised by thé sudden attention. "The grave of
Mhadaidh was rigﬁt where they're going to build the oil-rigs."

"and who the hell - I beg youf pardon, minister - and who
was Medad?" :

"Not Medad, Mhadaidh. It's the gaelic‘name for éhe Pa-~
tron Saint of Sinners. He lived in this pérﬁ of Argyllshire
and when he died they buried him out on the point, overlookiﬁg
theésea. The poor people who had sinned would come to him,
seeking absolution. He was a cgmpassionate man, This was a
thousan? years ago, remember. -

"Jesus Christ!" cried McHewn.

"No, He was 1980 ?ears ago," corrected the minister,

But McHewn's mind was in the futuae. Sinne;s in their
thousands would, come to see the grave of this Mgdad; gambleri’
from Edinbufgh, bookmakers from Ayr, ladies from the streets
of Glasgéw, they'd floek Eo Portavadie looking for forgiveness.
Visitors would.%eed hotels and restaurants and.pubs. More than
that,. they'd want dance halls and bingo parlours, casinos even.

And who better to build them than he, McHewn?

-

S
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"Did you put the minister up to this?" McWhinny asked
him, with more than a hint of suspicion; but McHewn was in
a cloud, encircling a mountain of cheap cement. |

nNo{ no, it's true, I'vé seen the bones in Fhe Glasgow .
Cath?@rai," said young Mrs. Scott. ™

The Chairman raised his hands to the ceiling. "So, the
bones are already on—aisplay, are they? And where's the news
in that? How in heaven's name, tell me, how is a bunch of
bones in Glasgow Cathedral, how is this going to bring
Portava&ie notoriety? Unless you plan to steal them," he
said -to Mrs.‘Scott with a humph. ‘

"Can't we get on with the question of the sheep? It's

gettind late," she threw back at him.’

"aha!" cried McWhinny, "I haven't finished. I said the.

. first thing we do is sue the Inglish government. Listen,

listen...." With the veins puléingron his cheeks, he opened
his moﬁth, spegchless, wanting to explain to he£ that suing
the English bovernm@nt was only the first phase of his plan,
was intended merely to focus attention on Portavadie, have
the newspapers send down reporters, put television crews on
the alert. But all ﬁe managed to,say was: "Wait, listen .- I
tell you - li§ten - suing is only the first steé -+this is ?
only the beginning." '
"an® in the beginning there was nothing," said the min-

ister.

"And since there's nothing'more to discuss," said young

) L ‘ ,
Mrs. Scott, "I'd like to get on with the business and bring up
[ ¥

the question ©f sheep."

3
5
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. "No, no,” ?ried McPherson, "drains-is next. -Ih alpha-
betiqal order, my déar Mrs., Scott, drains is next, coming as
itodogs before sheep. Unless, ogucourse..."‘he whispered,
and put his hand on her knee, his eyes going wild at the
daring. e

" "out of order, out of order!" cried McWhinny, sensing
the meeting was getting out of cdntrol. 'He rose to his feet,
gavel in hand, searching for words with an air éf increasing
despair;, his face twitchiﬁg like that of a.man caught in £he
brambles. Ten years of sheep and drains, drains and sheep,
was enough for any man. Look at that piﬁeous face, staring
at him from the o0ld tobacco mirior! Where werxe the'bright
eyes of his~youth, so full of promise, fired with ambition by
a heart and mind brimming with fine speeches yet to. be deliv-
ered. What would this youth have said to these fools? "Si-
lence. He&r me out. Why are w; so dividéﬁ? ﬁo,you not see
that this is their strghgth, the strength of the Inglish, to
keep us divideﬁ? Let us nofAsquabble over th% fate of the
Hole, for the Hole is a tempie to our exploitﬁtion by the
Inglish, a shrine to their .greed, a symdol of inglish lﬁst !
which perceives Scotland as.a bottoﬁless pit to be mined with-
out limit. BuF-no more! Let us, fogether, show them they
have gone too far. And let us, united, demonstrate our new
strength by asking - by demanding - that the Inglish give back
to us the hative soil they have stolen from the Portavadie
Hole. Let us make the Hole the graveyard oflall Inglish am=-

bitions. How do we do this? I will tell you. We will ap-

peal, through press and television,';g all Scots, everywhere,

i
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i@ all corners of ‘the earth to make a pilérim&ge to the
. o -
Hole./ As they pass through Ingland they will $eize a hand-

ful of Inglish soil.and,will'carry it as a tribute and will

. cast it into the Hole until the Hole is full againt, And to

v

- 4
those Scots who cannot make the pilgrimage we will say:

'Send us an Inglish token to be buried in the Hole: Stilton

)

'cheese o0r double Gloucester, Queen Anne Legs or royal Worces-

ter, Eton collars, Oxford bags, Chippendale, Chesterfields,

]

Bloomsbury, scones, Wedgewood china, &oals from Newcastle, old

o~

Cardigaﬁ;,land anythigé belenging ,to Cromwell or the iTpiOUS
Ge?rge Tge Third.' Oh! how the words of his youth would have
rung in the ears of°thése fools, stirred their bléBd, fired
their pasi}ons. But it was too late. He was powerless. Face

the truth, McWhinny, he told himself, face the truth. Words

»

gaom his mouth would nevegx inflame; they couldn't raise a

e . Ay .
spark in his peighbours. No, McWhinny, this is Fhe end of the

road. The futuré.hol@s nothing but ten more years of

.

McPherson, McHewn, and an aging Mrs. Scott; fightihg over triv—
ialities. “ : Lo
] : p ' .
'...and unless we deal with the sheep I shall be forced to

) -

R

-

resign.” e

-

£

"...the drains cannot be “left to the next meeting."

"...three hundred Bags of the finest cement." ' Tl
‘McWhinny stood, swaying in front of the mirror, eyes shut

"to keep o#p the horror of his face, and a vision came ,to'him of

A

three bodies hurtling -into the Hole. McHewn fﬁrst, bouncing
off the s) es of the dry-docky landing with'a thump on his rot-

ten cheap -cement,- cracking the bottom of the Hole in the ‘form
I3 “~ -

(. ‘ ) \
. - ,
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of a_ _giant web. Then McPherson. McPherson would scream
going down and his eyes would look back beseechingly at
young/Mrs. Sc¢ott., Ah! young Mrs. Scott. Maybe, with luck,

she'd. land on top of McPherson: That should piease McPherson,

" having young Mrs. Scott land on top of hif. McWhinny opened

his eyés and looked”at Mrs. Sgott and at McPherson and at :
‘ \

\ .

McHewn, and a wild satanic grin spread over his face at the

thought of the notoriety the triple Suicide - for it would
'surely look likt suicide - would bring the Hole., As he swayed,
his shoes creaked, and McHewn, turﬁingrto the npoise, was

shocked by the expression on the Chairman's face.

’

"McWhinﬁy, are you all right, fan?" said McHewn.

"The man's mad," " said young Mzs. Scétt and rose to leave.
The movement bnoke McWhinny's fascinadtion with hisiréflectiqns.
"ro the Hole!" hg cried, and pushed back his chair. "Weﬁfe all
going to the Hole! Let us walk hand in-hand to the Hole."

Young Mrs. Scott looked at him with alarm. McPherson made
for the curtain, b;t McWhinny reached it first and blocked his
way. The secretéry,.willie Frazer, drew further into his cor-
ner beside the stove. C_ s

"put down that gavel, McWhinny," cried,McHewn, his voice

s

risfen by an octave. "McWhinny? Do you hear me, man? McWhinny,

what the hell...."
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IT'S ALL YOUR FAULT, ALICE

- The village clock strikes

Wunnnnnn.... . .o

TWOOOOOO s e e v s o
N

Threeeee........

FOUrYrrYr.eosuaseaaoas

and the sound pours from the belfry, down
through thé ivy on the short sharp steeple,
built bf the sweat af the servants of the
Cabots ("And by their blood too, don't for-
get," Miss Dingle'would remind her pupils).
souna streams past the dry flaked tablets
of tombstones, bearing names from afar, al-
most illegible, names that still live in the
village ("They loved the village with their
livésﬂ'Miss Dingle told her childré;).
around the roofs the sound coﬁes tumbling,

[

skims the leaves of stately elms, across the

wide expanse of Green ("Every blade of the

_Green is our pride," she would lecture her

e

boys, and make them write these words a hun-
dred times for one dropped wrapper) across
the Green where -the children of the children

. A \\ .
Miss Dingle taught, today play with frisbies
2
or lie in the sun or smoke grass in t%e long
shadows of the trees she loves. (QV

along the dry road swirls the sound, stirs

115 \\
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the dust ("This dust was once the man,"

N . she'd say, as Whitman did) eskirts the

- hedgerows, hurrys @hréugh lawns, slips under//
the long arch of trees in thebdrivewéy, up .
the stone wall and in the opeﬁ window. In-
side the room sits young Mrs. Boultoﬁ, trying
‘to raisg money for her Committee of Women:-for
Greenspace -~ or "COW for Grass," as Miss
Dingle irreverently calls it.

"There is no way," Miss Dingle was saying, "there is no

way I'll ever believe that any child is fundamentally wicked.

Let me tell you..."

"Alice, please," said Mrs. Boulton, and put a restraining

4
hand on her friend's arm, "we really don't have time for that.",

Then turning to Mrs. McNulty: "We need your help, Jessica. We
need to raise money quickly to hire a kawyer if weﬂré going to
stop them féaring up.the Green."

Mrs. McNulty shifted uneasily in_her chair but didn't take

her eyes off the door leading to the hall.

-

"Is Jeremy still bothering you?" Mrs., Bou%ton asked, and

~ without waiting for a reply went to the door and opened it. *

A
There was a sound of feet scurrying down the corridor. Mrs.
\ .

Boulton shouted after them, "Jeremy, we've had qu%}e enough of

.

you for one day. ' Will you please stop your‘nonsense.? She
shut the door. "He imagines he's Benedict Arnold, spying on

n"

our meeting," she said apologetically to Mrs. McNulty.

"Aha!" cried Miss Dingle., "One of the gear boy's finest |

essays was on Benedict Arnold. And he once locked Rodgers in -
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the pbison cupboard, a;cgging him of being Benedict Arnold -
Rgdgérs'the Science teac%er, that is. Young fool, ran off
with~one of his own ‘pupils - what was her name? Jessica,
what was the name of the giri thaﬂ Rodgers of Science got -
the girl Rodgers eloped with?"

But the nose of Mrs. McNultylwas pointing again at the .
door. Such a long nose, éhought Mrs. Boulton. So long, so
sharp, like the fin of a white...oh, no, Mrs. Boqltop told
herself, she really shouldn't think things like that; but
still the vision pef;isted of Mrs. McNulty swimming on her
back in the sea to the screams of the scrambling children.

h "Jessica, what was her name?", Miss Dingle persisted.

"Jessica? Jess-i-cal!". Miss Din@le leaned forward so that

" one large chin hovered over the sugar bowl, and down came

!

her wrinkled hand firmly on Mrs. McNulty's knee, causing her
to jump like a fish and to drop her empty sherry glas; wglch
Miss Dingle deftly caught, to place beside her own on Mrs.
Boulton's coffeé table.
»

"What? Yes, yes, it's a bad year for raising money , "
gaid’Mrs. MgNufty turniﬁg her nose to the front.

"We wefé talking about God," lied Miss bingle, wagging
her finger at the nose.

"I heard you," said Mrs. McNulty. N

"T,adies, ladiés," séid.hrs. Boulton.

"You're lying, Jessica, lying like that'day fifty years

!
ago when you said Ed Dixon took you up into the woods."

But Mrs. McNulty's attention was once again on the door.
/ * '

,"Is he still out there?" she asked, with half a glance at
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Mrs. Boulton. >
:He's gone to his room."
"Dear boy," murmured Miss Dinglé.
"Is he - alright?"

"You mean that naise? Only his television. He likes

-

television - has it on most of the day." .

"Music, Jessica, that's what's missing from your life,"

~

said Miss Dingle. "Take time off from your funeral parlor

and listen to some music." She lifted a spoon, tinkled on '

~the rim of a ;herry glass, and sang the note "Ahhhh."

"Ladies, ladies," said Mrs. Boulton, one eye on the
mantlepiece clock. "Shall we get back to business? We need
to raise money quickly, Jessiéa. There are petitions to
organize, ads in the papers, halls for meetings, but first a
lawyer to file an injunction to stop them digging up the
Gfeen. And we'd like you, Jessica, to use your influence 5
with the Daughters of the American Revolution.”

"They don't plan to leave itlduglup," said Mrs. McNulty.
"The Gas (ompany only wants to dig a hole and put in a res-
ervoir undgr the Green and lay a pipe to f£fill it. From what

I hear, a lot of people , in the county would like to have gas.

/
It's cheaper than o0il, you know."

"But not the villagers," said Mrs. Boulton. "They don't
like }he\idea of all that gas ;;ing st??ed uﬁder where their
children play.; i

"No, perhaps not, but I was thinking of those who live
throughout the county. The villagers contribute so litt%e to

our- community," said Mrs. McNulty, and she went on to speak
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at great. leng;@\ of the deficiencies of the \}ili-érgers; and

it seemed to Mrs. Boulton that as she’ spoke of them her fnouth
hardly opgned but her jaws moved up and down, up and down, as
though chewing them like cud. MrsT ?oulton asked he}self again
if she had been wise in asking this worr'1ar1 to help them with
their cause. Miss Dingle had“ war‘ned her it would be worse than
blood from a stone ("Blood? We won't get half a tear," were

her words), but after all Mrs. McNulty was said to be the finest '

N

fund-raiser in the county,'[ and everybody knew her, whether they
.lived in the village itself or in the new, brick, cement-washed
houses that every year seemed to creep fucrther along the far
side of twelve-—m‘ile crec;k, serving as homes ;for the workers in
the paper mill. And if they didn't know Mrs. McNulty to meet,
at least they knew o_f her, aI}d would have seen her sere, gaunt
figure coming at them on her bicycl;a, her face “slicing through
the New England mist like the prow of a ship; or they gight
have listened to her speak, an underfed body on spindlc:—like
legs, standing on the platform of the Daughters of the American
Revolution; or they might know her only from her photograph in

-

the Free Press (for it seeme?i to Mrs. Boulton that when Mrs.

McNulty wasn't busy promoting something she was busy being

promoted) . But mostly they would know her from her motoring

[
=

around the county, sitting in the long black car (ocne of their
,0ld hearses, according to Miss Dingle) by the side of her

husband - and a full head higher, or so it seemed - her eyes

fixed ferret-_like on the paths and yards and sidewalks, mouth
going like a trap, giying him a commentary ogﬁall she saw and

who was doing what and with whom, his eyes never moving from
,J\ .
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the\top dead centre of the wheel between his hands. )
& ‘Ol\n one occasion, Mrs. Boulton remembered with a shudder,
she f;ad éone by mistake into a back room of the funeral parlor
and found Mrs. McNulty, jacket off, sleeves rolled .up, bare-

handed, swabbing a body with what looked like a wad of yellow

cotton wool. A vwhite enamel pan wds beside her, liquid was

~

oiling and bubbling on a stove and all the odours of death

wire hanging; - fog-like, in its steam.
i

/Later that same day she watched Mrs. .McNul‘ty in the hall
of the Daughters of the American Revolution, sliéing' crusts .
from ham and chicken sandwliches, and for some reason (which
she had never been able to explain satisfactorily to herss?lf,
or to Jeremy) she had been unable - quite unable - to eat any-
‘thing at' that day's summer picnic.... "And remember this,"
Mrs. McNulty was saying - and she now spoke as if .aﬁdressing
.the D.A.R. -" remegpber this, the Gas Company has said it will
pay for the coét of conﬂectihg up gas to any house that wants
iteeo o™

"And to the McNulty Funeral Parlor," said Miss JDingle.
"...and it will sell gas at half-price to:the church, and as
the Reverend Scrivens said last Sunday, the Ways of the Lord
should be served, and if a gas pipel}ne will let more people
serve by coming to churéh to worship and sing the praises of
the Lord...."

"Hallelujah!" sang Miss Dingle, tinklix}g a sherry glass
with a spoon and framing her lips like a goldfish.

"But not a gas reservoir under the Green!" said Mrs.

Boulton.

)
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"'To be used to heat the house of the Lord, and to warm
good,xgod—fearing churchgoers, " said Mrsd. McNulty, sitting‘
up straight as though afraid of being consumed to ashes for
speaking of the Lord from a slouch, 3

"And also used to cremate their bodies cheaply in the
McNulty Funeral Parlor," said Miss Dingle in a low bas:s,
bringing the spéon down sharply on Mrs. McNul;c:y's knee;

"What was that? And stop hitting me, Alice Dingle. What
did you say? What did she say? I didn't come here to be in-
sulted, Mrs. Boulton." ' |

Miss Dingle gripped the other's knee.‘ "The first true |
word you've spokgn today. And you didn't come here to give
away money, either. You always were a tl:.ghtwad, Jessica, even
as a schoélgirl. n . ~

‘"Al:'.Lce..'" Although a Boulton only by marriage, her voice
had all the authority of the last six Boultons whose portraits
beamed down from the wall. Then, turning to Mrs. McNulty:
"We need your support," she said soothim';ly, "we need money
for a lawyer, and if the D.A.R. would be kind encugh to donate
the proceeds from its speakers' nights? We know you carr)} a
lot of weight...." ‘ .

"Weight?" cried Miss Dingle incredulously, and she looked
at Mrs. McNulty as if examining a collection of bones.

» "...a lot of weight with the D.A.R., and if you could

persuad?e them t.o_ give us their proceeds, for a few months, sgy

. Y
six months.... What do you think, Jessica?"

—

"Humph," said Mrs. McNulty with a bitten-off yéwn.

As if her ‘humph' were a signal’, the door flew open with

1
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all the unexpectedness of a summer snowstorm. The ladies
shot back in their chairs as the long barrel of a' gun fanned
the room, now silent but for their heavy breathing.

"I'm Ned K:a\l\l?.\ Hands up, all three of you."

"The Lord preserve us!" cried Mrs. McNultx, and her haﬁd“s
shot to her head as if to stop her wig flying off. like a pi-
geon. |

Mrs. ,Boulton got to her feet and pointed to the doqr.
"Jeremy, put down that gun, put down that gun at once."

"Stick-em~-up, " said J-eremy, and brought the gun round to
the prominent feature of Mrs. McNulty's face.

'Oh my God!" she cried, h;ar body collapsing in several
places and — it seemed to Mrs. .Boulton = her nmose receding
into her face for protection.

"Stop it, Jeremy, stop this nonsense at once, v;e're in
the middle of a meeting." ‘

"Hand it over," said Jeremy and the hole at the end of
the gun lowered to the chain round Mfs. McNulty's neck.

"Humor him Jessica, whispered Miss Dingle, but Mrs.

1

MéNulty gave only a low moan and crossed her hands on her

4

chest.
Mrs. Boulton started to move from behind the coffee ta-
ble but Miss Dingle's hand went out to stop her. "Humor him

¢

Jessica, give him your chain," she said louder and rapped the

.
'spoon on Mrs. McNulty's knee. ’

"Here, drop it in this bag," said Jeremy, releasing one

@

hand from the stock of the gun. v

Mrs. McNulty took an imaginafy chain from around her neck
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and droﬁped-it in the imaginary bag. Jeremy backed to thg/,
door which led to the hall, but a hand out behind him to grip
“the handle, and was out and away in a flash. /

‘ "Well!" said Mrs. McNulty from a face now ravaged, by
fegr. "Well,'well, well, Weli, well! They were right, he
has changed,’ and not E%r the bettenr I Qohld say."

Mrs. Boulton's mouth had opened as if about to apologise
but thésé words set her back in her chair. “It's all your
fault, Alice." This to Miss Dingle, and beéfore the other
coﬁid reply Mré. Boulton got to her feet., "If you'll excuse
me, ladies, I'll go have a word with Jeremy."

When the door closed, Mrs. McNulty blew lobsely from her

’ .
lips. "Well, did you evef{ Did you ever see such a thing!
The Boultons may be the Boultons, and I knéw they have a
reputation for being eccentric,qbut that doesn't excuse behav-
ior like that. And whit did she mean it was your fault,
Alice?"

Miss Dingle gﬁt her fingers to her lips. "Not so loud -
they are all very sensitive about Jeremy, deér boy. But not
a word when she comes back. Yes, very sensitive. Ofgall the
Boultons I'd say he is the moét - how shall I put it? - imag-=
inative - and talented. Oh dear, yes! But not a~word when

’

she comes back. She knows there's been talk in the villige -

the usual gossip.- talk,’ talk, nothing better to do, most of

it from envy - the Boultons being what they are...."
"Yes, yes," said Mrs. McNulty with more than her usual

asperity, "but what did she mean it-was your fault, Alice?"

"Wwhat? Oh, that. She blames me - thinks it‘'was my fault

A
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for encouraging Jeremy.' Which I did. He was in my class,

you know, and such a dreamef, such an imagination! He used
o
to write the strangest essays on brigands,and pirates and on

the supernatural. Ned Kelly was one of his favorites - he

°

was the Australian Jesse James, you know. She thinks I en-
l 4

couraged Jeremy to”dream - which I @id. 'You are a Boulton,'

I would.remind@hih. 'And as a Boulton, living in Boulton's

Landing, you are invincible.'" Miss Dingle paused, remembering.
"I reminded Jeremy that they can conquer whq beliéve they can.

I reminged him...."
, AY

"Yes, yes, we know all about that," said Mrs. McNulty,

cutting the flow of words. "That explains what I heard in the

a
L4

village. ¢
"and what, pray, did %bu hear in the vilye;;é" said Miss
Dingle looking over her spectacles.

"Oh, certain rumours. When I told Mrs. Scrivens I.was

coming here today she looked at me in the strangest way."

L

"Mrs., Scrivens? "The minister's wife? Huh! Miss Dingle

blew her nose. "Mrs. Scrivens is a fine one to talk, that

< .
hypocrite. Prays for the poor while wearing her jewels and

mink. Ahd she's as bad as you - yes she is," (this as Mrs.
McNulty opened her mouth to protgst). "You don't fool me,
Jessica McNulty, you -never did - you and Ed Dixon, indeed!

Oh vyes, I remember. And now the Green. You'd letxthem )
stroy - you'd have tbem - those trees, three hundred fiﬁrs - .
and the only place for my children - where W1ly’ cbﬁédren !
play? Eh? To heip heat the church, you say? Eiddlestlcks.

And if it does, who wants to hear old Scrivens bore us to
[

s

.
N e e St en it



e | ———————— g o oo g v il < 1

: 125

>

|
death with platitudes from the pulpit? Eh? Let me tell

you;..." She stoppea as Mrs. Boulton came back into the
room. | |
I "Well, shall we get on with the meeting, Ladies?"
Mrs. McNule's eyes were on the door.
"No, it's all right, Jessica; we shan't be distﬁrbeé
again. Now, what would you say to another glass o£ sherry?"
"Good idea," said Miss‘Dfngle with a .quiet .belch that

o
was also a note of praise.

Y

The village clock struck five, and the music of its
bell found its way to the Boulton's house along the same
circuitous path it had followed for huhdfeds of yéars; énd
with the sun now hidden by the elms the first few wisps o?
evening mist refused to be  dispersed, but lay in the hollows
of the Green, sending the children home who shsuld have been
at school all day. n?

"So that's it," said Mrs. Boulton. "We‘need to ;aise
five thousand dollars by the end of the year."

"Quite impossible," said Mrs. Mc¢Nulty. "I've been look-
iﬁgngt your account book ané you've collected only two hun-
dred'and forty-three dollars in four months."

. "Incluaing youf two dollars," said Miss Dingle, "and -
‘three dollars from our righteous Mrs. Scriveng - prohably
pinched out of the ,collection plate.”

"Now, Alice, you know that's wrong."

"You're right, I doubt if he collects that much‘in a

T

-~

.- PN
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L week."
"Alice Dinglel" : ' ‘ .
- "Impossible," said Mrs. McNulty,+her nose in the account
book. "It can't be done in three months."

bl

"How much are we short?" asked Miss Dingle.

\‘ "You might as well Igive people their money back and close

[

the fund," said Mrs. McNulty.
"'our life is closed, our life begins,'" quoted Miss Dingle.

"Tcchh, " said Mrs. McNulty.

L3

. "No, Walt Whitman," corrected Miss Dingle. "'Joy, Ship=-
mate, Joy.' That's what you need more of Jessica, joy. You've

spent too much of your life with. coffins and the uncut hair of

-

graves. Now, tell me, how much are we short?" | PN

"Close to four thousand eight hundred."
#

. "o ., "I can raise the eight hundred," said Mrs. Boulton.

"Leave the four thousand to me," said Miss Dingle.

P

o Mrs. McNulty said, "Impossible," closed the account book
, @nd handed it back. ' ' y
' ) ‘ "I said leave it -to fe." )

¢
[}

"'I‘h'at'/‘s kind of you, Alice, _but can*you really afford it?"

said Mrs. Boulton. )
. t
. "Oh, I don't have a cent, just my pension, but there are
-7 . .
ways. Like ,prostitution, and blackmail...." s
a \

b : ’ Y
) "Tcchh!" said Mrs. McNulty, and opened her purse.and

started to powder her nose as if to shield it from the coars-

' eness of such conversation. S

n -
el

\ »
"Don't worry, Jessica, I shan't sell my body." The

thought set Miss Dingle rocking back in her chair, laughing .

1 4
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at the ceiling. "But I am prepared to sell my soul," she
{
said, straightening up, her fiace solemn and giving Mrs.

7

Boulton such a look as to cause her to.get up and closé) the
window.
. ' "Behold, I do not give lectures or a little charity;

when I give, I give myself," said Miss Dingle, and when she

saw the consternation on Mrs. Boulton's face: '"Don't worry, \ :
ny dear. But if I do pop off - kick the bucket, my boys used

to say if I remember rightly - if I do kick the bucket 'you‘

/- ‘ )

shall have enough money to hire the best lawyer in Boston."
i

"Boston!" cried Mrs. McNulty jumping to her feet. "My
God! I'd'forgotten about Mrs. O;&gefe. Her train arrives at

6:30.% . :

*"But it's only 5:15," said Mrs. Tulton, consulting her
watch and the clock," and 'you can drive to the station in
f'Ivé minutes."

"Who's'?/Lrs. O'Kee_’fe? asked Miss Dingle.
"y can't; meet Mrs. O0'Keefe like this, ", said Mrs.‘ McNulty

with a sweep of her hands to her grey tweed suit. "I must go

’

home first and chande."
"Who's Mrs. O'Keefe?"
"This month's speaker," said Mrs. McNulty. "Don't you o

read our circulars? Here. She's going to talk to the D.A.R.
\

on 'The Environmental Advantages of Cremation'." .

"How exciting," said Miss Dingle. "That should raise
N } . o

i

ten cents for your funds. . Who the heli - I beg your pardon -~
o o

'

how many ladies will come to the hall on a Friday night to

}
Pl

,\”

learn &bout cremation?"
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Mrs. %;%ulty.ignored this., "I me; her when I was Pres-
ident of the D;A.Rj" She fingered her gold chain and medal.
"Béfore youi time," she said to Mrs: Boulton. "No, please
don't get up, I can let myself out.”

Mrs. Boulton sat down again.' "Right, Jessica, and thank
you for coming. And you‘lI‘let us know about money from the =
D.A.R. ?"'

"Humph," said Mrs. McNulty, and ‘she snapped the clasp of

her purse dnd left the room.

\ P

Miss Dingle did not acknbwledge the departure of Mrs.
McNulty until the door closed behind her. She lifted herself
from her chair and stood stretching; her arms too short for

her dress-sleeves, her gegerous body looking“as soft and com-

"fortable as a well-stuffed sofa, her spectacles perched on

the end of her nose like a pair. of under-nourished donuts.
Hands beﬁind her back, she waddled across thesroom, loocked up
at the Boulton porgraits, read their names out loud, pro- *
nouéced their names.Qistinctly as to a child, then mo;ed along
to exqmine the wallpapef, pale ye%ﬁgw with long green ferns,
like seaweed scattered loosely oy a beach. Sﬁe shook her

head. "So much for Jessica McNulty."

When Mrs. Boulton made no reply she lowered herself into

" the rockei. ."You're worried about what she'll say about *

Jeremy?"
Mrs. Boulton nodded.

"Leave her to me. Will you let me-deal with her, my
] '




: 129
dear?" .

"It's not only Jeremy's reputation that coﬁcerns me,J
said Mrs. Boulton. "Goodness knows it's probably too late
for that. 1It's the money. I shouldn't think the DJA!R. will
give ué much help if we have to rely on Jessica." -

"0ld fool," said Miss bingle, swinging the spoon iﬁ the
air as though at the spirit of Mrs.‘McNuity. "You can’ see

P
why Ed Dixon would have nothing to do with her."
"I didn't know Ed Dixon." ’
"0f course not, of course not. I keep Ebrbetting youth
has caught up with mé, will soon be old itself. Ed Dixon was
a year older than me.” éhe took a pip of sherry, put her head
back and rocked in hef chair so that her face caught fhe iight

from the cgiling. As Mrs. Boulton looked at her, she reralized

she had never viewed Miss Dingle from this angle before. How

‘her face was transformed! She smiled as she rocked, as though

some memory had touched her, some fragment from the past. And
her eyes! At first Mrs. Boulton.attributed the bright, rich
gleam in Miss Dingle's eyes to some reflection from the over-
head light. But no, #t wasn't that, the more she looked the
more sure she was that it was not the overhead light, nor any .
éxternal light for that matter. And what was she humming?

"The old school song," said Miss Dingle, as if antici-
pating the other's question. "You wouldn't recognise it, ;
would you? They ehanged it after the war. Ed Dixon was kill-
ed in the warj’ At Sakishima, on the 8th of May 1943. The

boys used to sing that song after football. Don't know why

they had to change it." She hummed and rocked and smiled, as
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if seeing for the first time some exotic- plant spring from
the Soil of her dream-garden, forced into premature bloom by
the warmth of her feeling. Then an indecipherable shadow
passed fleetingly across her face. "I knew about Ed Dixon
before they told his mother. 'Thisg island is called
Sakishima,' I said to my class that.day, the 8th of May, an
when I looked at it, a spot on the map, I saw Ed Dixon lying
on the beach.... I had to send the class home." She stopped

rocking, was silent, and for the first time Mrs. Boulton saw
: \

another Miss Dingle, saw two Miss Dingles, one inside the oth- -

er, fighting to get out. YImagine the nerve of thaé‘Jessica
McNulty ever thinking she waslgoodoenough for him." Her
voice tailed off, and aff;r a moment's silence she pulled her-
self up, sat erect; but when she spoke ﬁer voice still echoed
some long-lost feeling, and the pleasure of its memory still
éhowed upon her face.' "Should I.say hello to Jeremy?"

Mrs. Boulton, mesmerised, was caught ite unprepareq.
"What?" / . |

"Jereny. Shoula I say hello to Jeremy?"

"Jeremy? Oh yes! Jeremy. No, no, I don'? think so Alice.
He's best left alone when he's in one of his moods." She drew
in one deep breath, then another. "Perhaps we should get on
with our business."

"Not, much left to discuss," said Miss Dingle. "Jessica
won't help us, that's clear, but we'll find other ways.
'"Tempus abire tibi eswﬁﬁkl used to tell my boys, 'Tis time to
quit the scene, Tis timé'to think.'"™ She picked up the pam-

phlet Mrs. McNulty had left behind. “i'The Environmental Ad-

a
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vantages of Cremation'! That talk might not ;aise even ten
cents. And next month's is no better. 'Conversation in the
Kitchen'. Ngw I ask you!"

"Conservation, Alice.™

of -
"I beg your pardon?" ’
"Conservation. Mr. Zenbaum of the Department of Energy
will talk about 'C9nservation in-the Kitchen', it says. How

to save energy by using less toasters and ovens and...."

"I eat mostly sala@s/"‘observed Miss Dingle.

"...by using less ovens and electric mixers.énd carving
knives and refrigerators and chestfreezers and...."

"Tut, tqt," sgid Miss Dinglé. k

"What'have I said, Alice?" -

"It's‘not you, my dear, it's the cheétffeezers. Oh dear,
how I despair for words! If a nutcracker is to cracé‘nuts,
what might a chestfreezer be? A boy of mine would not be re--
sponsible for a word like that - nor a girl; for that matter.
We may have had our little language, my boys and I, words of
our own creation - we made up woxds, you know, to develop
imagination. 'Let loose your invention} I would’ tell them,
'heat your mind with incredibilities'. She stopped and nod-
ded. "And dreams," éhe'added, reflectingly, "and dreams...
now where was I? You see how that Jéssica McNulty has me all
confused? My mind is allnof a dither. Oh well, 'dulce est
despire,' said Horace, 'it is' pleasant to be foolish'.,"

I

'"Horace?" said Mrs. Boulton and knew at once it was a

mistake to ask. But Misg Dingle's mind had flitted, giving

Mrs. Boulton time to lead the conversation away fgom'horace.

-
e

-

E o
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"Talking of conservation,"‘she said, "do you suppose
Jessica saved energy by walking hqme? I didn't hear her car."

Miss Dingle stopped rocking. Mrs. Bouiton went to the
'‘window. "She's either conserviﬁg energy or she's got a bad
memory.' She's left her car in the driveway." .

"Jéssica is getting verylabsent-minded these days. Last
week I spoke to-her in that supermarket - what's it called? -
and she looked right thfough me."

"0ld age and senili£y affect some people before others,"
ldbserved young Mrs. Boulton. "They say the first thing to go
is one'g memory, " she added.

Miss Dingle giggled. {

"Did I say something funny, Alice?"

Miss Dingle did her best to smother her smile. "Passing
thoughts."

-

"You know it annoys me when people snigéer and won't say
what it's a?out," said Mrs. Boulton. )

Miss Dingle took a breath. "I thought the first thing to
go was the urge." ‘

"Ths urge? What urge?"

"I meant it as a joke, my dear."

"aAh!" said Mrs. Bouiton, and looked at the ceiling as if
for guidance. ‘ . <

"What wéé that?" Miss Dinglé was suddenly up in her

chair.

5
"What was whag?“ asked Mrs. Boulton who had started to

gather up the coffee cups and glasses.

"I thought I heard a scream."
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"Probably Jeremy and his télevisioq. The things he
looks at! Shail we declare our Committee meeting closed?"

"Are you sure?"

"Am I sure of what?"

"That noise."

"The television, I tell you. And if you'll excuse me
I'll clear up now = Stephen will soon be home." She shov-

elled the cups, saucers and glasses on to a tray.

Miss Dingle did not move till the sound from the kitchen

@ :
told her Mrs. Boulton was washing the dishes. She then got

up, walked cargfully over the floorboards and opened the door
leading to the hall.

Mrs. Boulton had hummed her way through the cups, saucers
and plates and was drying her silve;plated spoons when Miss
Dingle's feet came rushing back along the hall and'tp%ough the
sying door to thp kitchen. |

"Good gracious! Alice, you startled me."

Miss Dingle, breathless, pointed to the kitchen door.
"It's Séésica.ﬁ T

"Jessica? She's here? She's back?"

Miss Dingle shook her head and put an afm out as Mrs.,
Boulton made for the hall. "She's in the room at the end of
the corridor.”

"In the study?"

Miss Dingle nodded.

"Goodness me! Do you mean she never left?"

"She couldn't. She's tied up."

"Tied up? Tied up with Jeremy?"
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Miss Dingle shook her head. "Tied up by Jeremy. She's
tied to a chair, my dear.™

Mrs. Boulton's hand flew to her throat. "Jeremy has

tied'up...? You must be dreaming, Alice." i
"He says he's Ned Kelly and‘Jessica is his hostage."
"Oh my God! This time he's gone’ too far. Let me go,
Alice, I'll...." ‘

"He won't let you in. He made me leave and locked the
\

door."
- "But this is nonsense! Let me speak to him." She push~
ed her way passed Miss Dingle and along to the end of the -
corridor.

’"Jeremy!" (twisting the handle of the door). "Jeremy,
will you answer me!" (beating the door with her fist).

"Jessica, are you all right?"

"She can't speak," said Miss Dingle at her shoulder,

making her jump.

"Whyecan't she speak?"”

"He's gagged her. With a towel."
, "Good he;vens!" She shook the door more violently. When
there was no reply from the room, she took Miss Dingle by the
arm and led her back to the kitchen.

"To do this to Jessica of all people. You know what
she's like, Alice, the story will be all round the village by
tonight, and she'll exaggerate it so." They sat facing each
other over the kitchen table.” "We'd better wait till Stephen

gets home. He's the only one who can handle Jeremy when he\ﬁ\

gets in one of these moods."

.."\\\

e
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"Stephen mustn't be allowed in the study," said Miss

Dingle.

"Ooh, don't worry, he won't say a word about Jessica

e P T Sy i Kt

. . o being,tied up and gagged."
"It's not th;t,»my dear." Miss Dingle hesita£ed.
"Jessica would be so embarrassed. You see, she's naked."
Mrs. Boulton's chin slipped from the cup of her hands.
] "Naked? - You mean ﬁndressed'nqked?" '
5 . "Completely," said Miss Dingle. "Not é.stitch." ,
' ,"Oh my God!" »
"Jeremy says Ned Kelly stripped his hostages to keep
them from escaping,"\said Miss Dingle, and she cocked her
; head and put a forefinger to her chin aslthough considering

the veracity of such a statement.

"Damn Ned Kelly! And damn you, Alice, it's all your

fault." . : .
: . o ' ‘
Miss Dingle ignored this. "He's right, you know."

"Who's right?"

"Jeremy. About Ned Kelly. He really did strip his hos-

tages to keep them from escaping. We once discussed the...."

"Alice Dingle, why do yoﬁ gabble so? Jessica McNulty is
/

tied to a chair in my house without any...you know...and all

you can think of is...Oh! I do wish Stephen would come home."

é
"Perhaps we could climb in the window," Miss Dingle sug-

gested.

]
"If you can jump ten feet you might reach it," said Mrs.

Boulton.

"How about a ladder?" ~
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"Let's wait till Stephen comes homé. But not a wor@
abouf-a Jessica be‘ing naked. I'll...is that him? Is that you,
‘ Stephen?ﬁ
Miss Dingle shook her head. "I didn't hear anything.
Sit down and let me get you a drink, you look pale."
"Thank you, Alice."
"Where is ghe liquor cabinet?"
"Liquor? I don't want liqubr. I'd lfke a...Stephgn, is
that you? Stephen, we're here in the kitchen." ¢
The door swung open. "ﬁi mum," said the boy. "Hi, Miss
Dingle." .
‘ Mrs. Boulton got up, took her son's satchel and led him.
to a chair at the table. "Stephen, I'm so'glad you're home.
It's your father. He's up to his nonsense again."”
"Jesse James?"- asked the boy, stretchirg his arm forxg
cookie. )
"No, this time it's some Aqstralian ruffian called(Ned -
Kelly, and - here, let me get you some milk - and he's got
{Mrs. McNulty tied up as a hostage."
"0ld Mrs. McNulty?"
"Is there another?" asked Miss Dingle.
"He's tied her‘to a chair in hi;'étudy, and gagged her.
With a‘towel." ‘
o "That's new," said the boy. "Why Mrs. McNulty?"
"Who better," observed Miss Dinglg:
"Alice, keep quiet if you please. Now, Stephen, when
you'Ye finished your milk I want you to go speak to your fa-

ther.. You're the only person he'll listen to."
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"Tell him you're Joe Bryne," said Miss Dingle!

"The pop singer?"

"No, no, the bandit. Joe Bryne was Ned Kelly's best
friend. Your father knows all ab%Pt Joe Bryne. When he Qas
your' age he once wrote a magnificentvessay on Australian

bush-wranglers....bush-wranglers?'isn't that what they'ge

‘called? Stephen, can you...."

"Alice, please let get to the point," said Mrs. Boulton
in a voice that caused Miss Dingle to give her a searching

LI .

. "Now now, my dear, not to get flustered." She took the
boy by the arm. "Right, Stephea, go to dear - go to Jeremy -
go to your father and tell him you're Joe Bryne, and that the
police are on their way. Tell him the police are coming for
you both and it's time to get down to the railroad. fhat'll
make him come out."

"The police are eoming from where?"

"Don't worry about that, my boy. Just tell him they're
coming, and he'd better get down to the railroad." .

"Now finish your milk, Stepheng and do as Miss Dingle
tells you."

"And don't go into the study, my boy."

"That's rlght,Stephen, if he asks you in, tell him no.
Tell him he's got to get down to the railroad.

"O.K.," said the boy, and wiped his lips with his sleeve.
"You coming with me?"

"No, we'll wait here in the kitchen. He might look out

through the keyhole."
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They heard the boy shout, a voice answer, the boy shout

again. After a long silence the boy came back to the kitchen.

"Father's gone," he said. . oo .
‘ "You're sure?" /
"I heard him open'the window. He said he was off to the
/, : railroad." | ,
': "Géod," said Miss Din%le. "Com to'think'of it, Ned

’ Kelly did go off by himself." « i

1

. |
"But how do we get in?" said Mrs..Boulton. ) .

{There's a kadder down in the orchard," said Stephen.

‘ "Go get it, boy," said Miss Dingle. "I haven't climbed

through a window in years."
'Y \
Mrs. McNulty, hair in disorder, %as tied, gagged and
.blindfolded, with words bottled up inéide her, squeezing to
get out. \
"I see he didn't take your chain," said Miss Dingle as

‘ l“ bl
she removed the rag from the other's mouth. ¢

0y

"police!" said Mrs. McNulty hoarsely. "Get the police!"

"Now, Jessica, you mustn't get over-excited. You don't
|
realiy want the police. Here, put your ¢lothes on, you'll
i .

feel better after a drink."
"I want the police. That man. He's insane. Look at
me, look at mel" ]

e
"I'd rather not, if you don't mind,T said Miss Dingle.

"Remember, I haven't segn you in the buff for fifty years.

And forget about the police. You'd be the laughing stock of’

.

]
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the village." - ' .

"rhat man is a lunatic. What do you mean, the laughing
stock?" ’ ’ ,

"I'd have to describe to the police how I found you.

.

.Can't you imagine what the old Misses Potts wouild say?

»

'Jessica MgNulty, alone in a room with a man, and naked."'.

The sﬁory would be all through the villagé in an hour! They'd

have you raped and ravished, and you know it."
Mrs. McNulty, now dressed, looked up, and for the first

“time the full horror of her predicameht seemed to strike her,
for her lower jaw fell, loosE as a pelican's, a shudder of
o
weakness shook her body and her hands collapsed to her sides

& P4

. fgs though her skirts had been lifted in a-high wind._ A
"What...?" She tried to speak, but thegwérds Qouldn't ‘
form in her mouth.
fYou can rely on the Boultons not to say a word, and now

that you are going to be our chief fund-raiser, Jessica, you

A

can count on me. And I shall get hold of the photographs

-+
from Jeremy, never flear." Miss Dingle pidked up the loose,

L

silver-coated wrapper and the small, oblong,. yellow box. "He - ;L

Y

used a color film, I see," she said, and her eyes went to

Mrs. McNulty;s:pale grey skin and back ‘again to the box.
"Waste of money,:I"éhould say, but there youhqre." When she
saw Mrs. McNulty's eyes ﬁlying round the room she added:
"No, the camera has gone, I subp;se he's gotlit with him."
- ,‘Mrs. McNulty could not speak nor take her eyes of f Miss )

Dingle, as though bound to her by some common disaster, too

terrible for words. \
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"You sHall havé the film, I promise you. First thing

tomorrow when I call to collect your cheque. Make it out

to the Committee of Women for Greenspace, will you, Jessica?
o

‘Good. Noy off with you to the station and meet your Mrs. -
O'Keefe." She unlocked the door, and Mrs. McNulty, without
a glance or a word to the boy or his mother, wént from the

house to her car, her suit hanging loose on her frame.

«
v

"She's going to the station to meet Mrs. O'Keefe," ex-

plained M%ss Dingle.
"What if 'she meets pad?" said the boyl
"He's gone to blow up the railroad," said Miss Dingle.
hHe's what?" said Mrs. Boulton, her hana at per mouth.
"Oh dear, I didn't telllyou, did 12 YSu see, Ned Kelly
b%ew—upﬁthe rgilroad. He thought the police were coming by
train so He blew up the track of. the railroad, where it

t

crossed a bridge. Here, take my car and go down to the

o

bridge in Old Station Road. T shouldn't be sirprised if you

find Jeremy - Mr. Boulton - sitting on the tracks with his

imaginary sticks of dynamite.,"

i

/

—

in the chair, humming the old school song. Her eyes swungléi

round;the wﬁlls, admired the prints, past the bookshelves,
the trophy cupbpard;.and settled on the door of the closet
in.theqfar corner of lthe el-shapea room.

"You can come out now Jeremy, if you wish." Theﬁ back

, ré
to her humming, eyes still on the door, till she said again,

’ -
»
o/ , ,

~ Left alone, Miss Dingle went back to the study and sat .

\
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* louder. "They've all gone, Jeremy, time to come, ocut." She

closed her eyes, and when she spoke again it was as-if he

were standing in front of.her as a boy, in her class. "Dear:
boy. Do you suffer much? Do yaﬁ feel you have sold your

soul? Do you think, perhaps, we have both sold our souls,

‘and all for a piece of grass?" She sighed. - "They sold their

souls for a blade of grass," she said, shaking her head sad-

dly as though imagining such an epitaph.

.

As .she spoke, the village®clock struck six, and the
sound poured from the belfry, down the steeple, past the
tombstones and across the expanse of the Green. j

K - .
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THE LOVE S‘@IG OF BRIDGET MACLEOD

(RY
/

¥ hid behind a bunch of dates, but the Iranian soldier
must hive spotted my white dress shirt or gold cufflinks
glinting in the moonlight. ,

"Don't point that 5loody rifle," I said in Farsi. Viewed
from my place in the tree he seemed no morg than three feet
six, a thin dark dwarf of a man in an ill-fitting uniform.

"It's not loaded," he said.
"Then why point it?" ) g
He considered the end of the rifle as if expecting to

hear the answer come out of the barrel, then shrugged, looked

.up at me. "I suppose it gives me confidence. "It also commands

:
a

a modicum of respect.” , )

I looked down at him sharply. The Farsi word for

"modicum" is ngt a word that trips lightly off the tongue of a

soldier who earns five cents a day. "Did you say modicum?"
He answered in English. "Yes sir. Did I get it wrong?
Di# I mispronounce it?" .

I fell breathless from the tree, landing- in the litter
of dates at his feet. He put down his rifle, helped me to
my feet, brushed the dates from the back of my tuxedo, took .
off his forage cap and swished the legs of my trousers. Hé‘

was taller than‘'I had imagined, up to my chin, and, forty- ~
*dﬂ.
142
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five, maybe fifty years old. 01d enough to 5e my father.
"oid you speak in English?"
"I'm ;right so;rry, sir."Did I give you a fright?"
"My God, you are English.” |
"Scottish, sir." .
"All right, Scottish. Why are you dressed like this?
You can't be - don't tell me you're a....You're not in the

Iranian.army!"

Yes', he was in the Iranian army, sir. Yes, he knew
Iran was now violently anti-British, sir. He stood to
attention, eyes. straight, as though answvering questions on
the parade ground. "They were friendly enough when I
joined them, sir."

"That may be so, but they're about to throw us out.

Didn't you know that, eh? Us, the British, your own

countrymen!"

'

He g&ve as much of a shrug as his uniform would allow.
"They're very emotional people, and easily swayed. When I
enlisted they were shouting 'death to the Russians'". |

"When was that? And how in heaven's name did you cgme
to join this bunch of ruffians?"

For the first time his eyes lowered, his face fell and
his mouth looked ragged round the edges. He swallowed hard
and I noticed he had an extraordinarily large Adam's apple
which dipped briefly below the collar of his tun::Lc. "It's
a long story, sir."r He took a deep breath as though to

engage his mind in revers'e but then, remembering he had a

present duty, he lifted his eyes to face me. . "I should be
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ques'tionin'ﬂy_o_u_, sjfr. Can you tell me, please, what were
you doin' up t’ilat /tree?" . |

"What was that? What did you say?"

"Up the ,tra‘;’é', sir. Why were you up the tree?"

My breath came‘ out in a rush. "Hiding from you. 1I
thought you were a bloody soldier."

"I agm, sir."

"Pshaw! my good fellow, you know what I mean."

"and is that all you were doin', sir?"

"Of course. What the hell do you think I was doing?
Counting the dates?™

He ignored this and pulled out a three—inch notebook
from his tunic, a stub of pencil from his belt, and “started
té write. | |

"Wh‘at are you writing?"

‘

He cleared his throat. "I have to report you, sir, for

'

bein' out of the Bungalow Area after the curfew."

~

This was too "Good God, man! - can't you see

I've been to a parti.z - ¢ farewell party - one of my friends
leaving - had a few drinks — had to escort a lady home -

over; there" - (I pointed to the Benson's-bungalow) - "I was
taking a shortcut.” All of which was true. Benson had been
called up-country, to Masjid-—i-Sulima’ﬁ, to supervise repairs
- saboteurs had blown a hole in the pipeline - so I had 'taken
Judy Benson to the Fletcher's farewell party. ,‘"Look, I'm not
‘more than f£ifty yards outslide the Bungalow Area and it was

s

only five minutes past midnight when you spotted me."
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’

His face lacked sympathy. "I'm right sorry, sir, but
/

fifty yards is fifty yards, and five minutes is...." He
stopped. His e;res followed my hand into the inside pocket’
of my tuxedo and out again, fixed on the Hershey bar under
his nose. His head did not flinch, but his eyes turned up,
-unblinking, to give me a withering look. %?Y‘ou wouldn't be
tryin' tc; bribe n}e,‘sir?"

Suddenly feeling much smaller than my soldier, I pulled
off the wrapper and nibbled at the chocolate. He went back
to his writing, and when his eyes were down I examined him
more clésely. Beneath the fqrage cap was oil=-slicked hair,
black as jet, a. thin face burned brown with the sun, a
small military moustache qndér a long, aristocratic nose.
Brown eyes? Hard to tell in the moonlight, but dark, vyes
dark, with heavy brows. A distinguished face,- like that of
a B«‘akhtiari tribesman. ‘

"Look," I said, conciliatory, "let's be reasonable.
It's only {ninutes after éurfew, my bungalow is yards away,
you can se‘e I'm respectable. Why not have one of my neigh-
bours vouch for me?" |

He stopped writing, thought about this for.@ moment.
"Ri‘ght, sir, if you'll lead the way...." “

He slung his rifle over his .shoulder and walked beside
me along the dusty road, past the line of palm trees and |
" over the watered lawns to the row o§ bungalows. The night
was still., and above the steady hum ofy machinery from the

distant .refinery I could hear the food slosh around in the

soldier'é nightpail which he carried in his other hand.

USRI Y
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There was a strong smell of curry. He saw me look.
"Hungry, sir?"

» My stomach shuddered. "Ng thank you - all I need is a

drink."

Zr\.t the word "C;rink" his shoulders stiffened, his body
quivered, and his tongue Idar'ted out to moisten his lips. It
was a warm night,and what breeze there was came dry and
dusty from the desert. I pressed home my advantage.'
"Nothing like a drink on & night like this." There was no

l

doubt about his tongue; it flicked out, curled over the

ends of his moustache, ran along his lips and retreated.

His eyes rolled and he swallowed. "How right you are, sir."
I pressed further. "Let's hope the vodka\\is in the
icebox. I've run out of Chehel-o—Chahr" - the pébular

brand of vodka which sold for forty-four cents a bottle -
"but I'vefgot a full bottle *of Makhsoos." Makhsoos cos,t
fifty cents, was distiiled from more select potato peelings,
then aged for a week.

There was no doubting the soldier's quiver; it racked
his body and caused him to stumble.

"Are you alright?"

He answered, but the words came\h'oarsely, and after a
moment'..;, pause on we went, across the front lawn of ny
bungalow.

"This is where I live. Will I ask a neighbour to
identify me?"

He shook his head. "That won't be necessary, sir.

.

But perhaps I could...?"

Ao




147 . ' »

"Yes?" . »'#
.
"A drink of water would be very welcome. !
" "But, of course." I opened tﬁe door of my bungalow,
switched on the lights, and led the soldier along the

. +
~corridoy, through the mosquito netting, and into my sitting

room. 1
He blinked against‘the light, took one look and

stiffened, his eyelids. stretchi1l1g as he surveyed the room
slowly, darkly: and with the silent imputation of disg;lst“!
his head turnirnxg in short, sharp movements as 'though on a
ratchet, his face winc”inq with each movement as his eyes
took in the scene: the torﬁbs of dust, the floc;r unscarred
by the sweep of a brush, the discarded bills and bottles,
the rancid butterdish, the sofa dappled with the crumbs of
cookies, the scattered dice, magazin‘es, socks, tennis balls
and assorted golf clubs. '&e turned to me, silent, but his
eyes spoke of the horrors they had sden: a room,peddling
furiously downhill, Qinning the race to become an ever-

- lasting slum.

"It's comfortable," I said. "I have no servant," I

said., Why was I making excuses? I loved my room, warts
and all. . -

He* tried to smile.

;’f Y
v

"My servant left me a month ago," I said.

"One month?"

Aly'

I did not like his tone. I did not care for his tone

one bit. His incredulous tone implied my mother had been

1

one in a long line of sluts. Without answering, I walked
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stiffly to the icebox and threw open the door. "How do
you .like your vodka?"

My soldier fizzed like a half-opened bottle of soda
as his eyes lit on the mildewed melon and th:a blue-moulded
‘bowl of prunes, . I repeated my questj,c;n. "How do you like
your yodka - with orange .or lemon?"

His ‘eyes wer‘e now on the bottle in my\\l_"land, the state \/
of the roon se'emingly ;:'orgotten." N

. L]

"Vodka," I said, "with orange or lemon?"

-

14

There was no doubting the strug'gle within him. He had

to tear his eyes from that bottle.

- €
7

"No, thank you, sir."

/
/
"You don't want a drink?" [ S
"No, sir.” ‘]
I looked round the room. "You needn't worry - it's a
. ; -

H

new bottle - it hasn't been contaminated."
"It's not that, sir." e L
"What is it then? Don't you.drink?" \
His eyes rbol'led and his voice came through lips of
sand. "A cup of tea, sir - just a cup of tea."
"Are you serious?" -
"ouite seriousg sir."
"Yoﬁ don't drink?"

.

"No, sir Haven't touched a drop of the Demon in five
years and three months." ” "~ -
"and before +that?"

He shuddered. "I never talk about those days, sir."

"What made you stop?" . K ,
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He did not aﬁswer.

"Come on‘mag, out with it;"

'"I was~visited,_sir."

"isited?" .

"I had a vision, sir. It came to me one night when I
was stoned to the gilis. My late grandféther MacLeod - my .

S
mother was a MacLeod - he came to me in a vision. Sihce

then I've never touched a drop of the Demon, sir."

; I waited, but my soldier was silent, looking at the .
ceiling. 3
i
"Right," I said. "Let me get you some tea." I left

the sitting room and walked along the corridor to the

kitchen,

N N

The soldier put down his rifle and nightpail and came o
bounding after me. "No, no, allow me, sir."” He went to
the sink, pulled out the plug, rinsed out the socks, filled
the kettle, plugged it in, took a dishtowel, dried the .
week 's disﬁés and put them away in the cupboard. "Excuse
me, sir." I followed him back to the sitting room. He
took a deep breath and moyed-swiftly round the robm,
flicking things about like a conjurer. Clubs, balls,
magazines, bottles,and the rancid butterdish vanished to
hidden corners. 1In three minutes my sitting room had
regained some of igs virginal essence. He looked vainly
for a brush, took off his cap, swished the crumbs from the
spféi/wéved for.me to sit down, which I did, having:
followed this péfformance with something épproaching awe.

"You are a miracle worker, corporal...eh?"

&
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"Smiley, sir. Corporal James $miley." He put on his - .
) \
- .cap, 'stood to attention, clicked his heels.
, . i
"an old military man, I imagine?" ~

"Yes,. sir. Of The Highland Light Infantry, the

Foreign Legion, the Hong Kong Scouts, and the “If'anian

!

Army." -

"The Hong Kong Scouts?"

"The Hong Kong Scouts, sir. While sérvin' as butler
to‘his Excellency I was also Assistant Scoutmaster in the
Hang‘Kong Scouts."

"Butler? Excellency?"

"The Governor, sir. I was in his employ for two
years." ' °

“As a butler?"

Smiley removed his forage cap and bowed stiffly from
the waist. "First Underbutler, to be exact."

"Po the Governor of Hong Kqhg?"

";es, sir. Forltwo years."

I got up, poured myself another drink and pointed to
the sofa now free of golf'clubs and the crumbs' of cookies.
Smiley did not move but fixed his eyes on the pict&re of
my mopher, now straight, on the far wall. "“Sit down, J
corporal, I'd like to speak to you."

“;'d rather stand, sir."

"As you will."

I walked round the room examining corporal Smiley,

encircling him twice like a dog. .

l~"Corporal, I will be blunt. I am beginning to smell

Y
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B \\
a rat." N
N

"A rat, sir?"

"A rat. Do you follow me?"

»

"No, sir."
"fhen let me think out loud. A certain corporal in the

~ Iranian Army, whose time in the Army is nearly up, and who

has worked as a butler, is looking for a job. He hears of -

a gentleman who has been without a servant for a month.

\ T ———

Do you follow me so far, corporal?"\\\ .
N

"Yes, sir g \\\\\S .
"Right. The corporal alsc knows that this. gentleman

is in the habit of returning to his bungalow late at\night;

™~

after curfew. The corporal follows him one night forcin§\

7
\\
the gentleg\? to hlde up a tree. The corporal refuses to \\\\\\\\\\

be bribed by a\HersheY‘Bar*-He—has_hlmself 1nv1ted to the
\\
gentleman's bungal;\\\\He whisks round the place, rinsing.

——

.

out socks, cleaning up crumbs, and he 1lets it be known,
quite casually, that he has bee;\é\bptler to the Governor

of Hong Kong."

- S,

"First Underbutler, sir." )

"Alright, First Underbutler. Aam I right so faf ____________ . i
corporal?" “ ’ : [ ;

‘"Not quite, sir. My time in the Irani&n.Army is not’
nearly up."

"You mean...?"

"Yes, sir." \
"You plan to skip, to désert?”

"Not desert, sir. Retire."
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"Come, -cOme, c0rporal!"" 4 . . '
"As you wish, sir, Dese{t.“

"And you want to work for me?"

"If you'll have me, sir."

"Not on your lifle, corpogél, not on your bloody life. .

Whaﬁ do you think they'd do' to me if they found out I was

<
L]

hiding a deserter?" ’ ‘ p

kY

James Smiley said nothing: Without movihg his head
he turned his eyeé to his notgbodk which lay open on the
table. I picked it up, read what he had written, looked
at him, read it again, and put it' down. I went to the

icebox, poured myself’a large vodka Makhsoos with two ice-
. . . )
cubes and.a dash of lemon, raised the glass to my lips,

v I

downed the lot.

t

. ' b i .
"1 see, corporal.  _So that's what you had in mind.

To report me as. being up a tree outside the bungalow of

. ‘ -

the Hospital Matron. To say I am a Peeping Tom. To say °1

\\\\\ tfied’to bribe yqu, first with a Hershey\SEE\QES\Fhen with

odka Makhsoos. You will feport all of this unleggfi\qive

°

you a“job. That, corporal, is blackmail." He did .not

<

answer. "But I will forgive you Smiley, for my mother was

Scottish and I am also a man of compassion. Tbe job is

-~ T .
yours." Proud of myself, I waited for his words of
v T
_gratitude. ’ A R,

"I think the kettle is boiling,, sir," he said. Tl

S L. Yo
<
On the day Prime Minister Mossadeq promised the

s

’
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Iranian people that thé dirty British would be thrown out
in a matter of weeks, the meticulous ¢torporal James Smiley
came to work for me. From*®ae first he ran my house like
an Army Camp. From reveille at six till the last post ét
nine he toiled with a fervour‘that bordered on the fanatical
- sweeping, brushing, dusting, washing, scrubbing, and po-
lishing. He seemed constitutionally incapable of doing
noéling. ’

" The transmutation of my bungalow was immediate. Floors

4

flashed with polish; walls, lamps and pictures surfaced from

-

a sea of cobwebs; carpets were beaten mercilessly to reveal

~secrets hidden for years; books were lined up for inspection,

rgsplendent in dps;ed jackets; the stove shone like the
barrel of’a new rifle; cutlery and pans were scoured of long.
foréotten meals, and copper pots now hung .in the kitchen, i
glistening like bronze medallions; shirts and suits paraded
shoulder-to-shoulder in closets, shoes heel-to-heel below !
them with faces sparkling and‘laces~trimmed to equal lengths;
my bed was tucked with eight inches - not nine, not seven,
but with eighp inches of the‘top sheet éhowing. |

The mere suggestion of a sandstorm would send James
Smiiey leaping for his dustér, and he seemed to know ;ntu-
itively when a fly had walkéd the polish off his furniture.
An untiéy visitor&would have him fussing and clucking like*

an 0ld hen. By the end of his first week I had come to

believe in one unique physiological fact - Smiley had been.

'

-~

When his day's work_was done, he would stand in the

°

B B b (ad s ok
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middle of our sitting room - it quickly became "our ~

.

bungalow" and "our sitting room", although he never sat in

it © = he would stand there, his passion satisfied for the

-

time being, hands on hips, .smiling contentedly like a Roman

lion replete with Christians.) He would then say goodnight,
4 .

sir, and disappear into his room. o
' - b
' Somewhere, Smiley fouhd the time to cook. "Good whole-

. - » . . .
some food, sir,"'is how he described it. His meals were

good and wholesomg and he had a wonderful way with spaghetl
ti.

"Rations are low, sﬁr," he said in his second week, - and

away he went to the local bazaar which was now out of bounds

to the British. He came back some hours later in a truck.

£
I ’

"Buy in bulk, sir, and you get the usual quarter-
mastér's discount."” And he unloaded sacks of potatoes and
other "haré rations" iﬁ quantities that would see us through
a siege.

‘ Smiley had a dread of insects. The air in our sitting
room glistened in the sunlight with the mist of Imshi.
"Make thém'swim in Imshi, sir," he would say, "and they;ll
get so weak they canna' bite you." He would pump gallons
of the insect repéilent at one mosquito visible only to ﬁis
eye. - ‘

In all this time helseldom"spoke of anything but
dOmgstic matters, and never offered ;ny comment on the
events around us - the riots, thetbannered parades, thé

chanting crowds, the roll of army tanks, the occasional

rifle shot, the wail of the refinery siren after another

N
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¢ . aw
kY
bomb threat - these were all part of an ugly world in which

Smiley had no interest. He never opened himself to any dis-
play of feeling, nor did he offer any word on/ﬂis personal
life. On one arm he had the tattoo of a girl\s head and
shoulders and the name "Annie," and below it were the words
"Jesus Loves Me," which looked somehow bluer, brighter, aq
‘ . - \

though they had been added much later, like the price tag on
a second-hand bqok. \\\\ )

I asked hip about Annig. .He stood away, looked thgough
me. Would I like more tea? Annie, it seemed, was Jjust a

L J
comet 4n his lifg.

\

"Smiley," I told Judy, "has saved my life. He could not
have deserted at a better time. What doc you think of my bun-
galow?"

She had come over for a dTi?k at sundown, as she often
did these days when Benson was' away in Fields, and she now
lay stretched out on my fejuvenated sofa, displaying her long,
tanned, and disconcerting legs. She had a mole on the inside
'lof her left th§%h, I observed, and wondered why I had‘never
noéiced the mole when on éhe tennis courts. ﬁér iyes were
shuf, against the flow of:qarm dry air being pumped gently
- round the room by the ceiling fan,, but when she spoke her lips
were moist. "Did I tell you Arthur phoned egain? He'll be
away for another week. Are you going to the party at the

Yacht Club on Ffiday?" . ‘

"What? Oh, yés, I suppose s0. I haven't given it much o
1 4

\

|
1 L \'

A,
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thought." Which was true. That summer, the summer of '51,

life was one long string of farewell parties, of drinking .

¢ [}

with friends from many countries who had come to this small,
green, hot oasis to run the largest, richest oilfield in the
world. We never said goodbye; all of us feeling, I suppose,
that goodbye was too ﬁinal;‘all of us hoping, I suppose, in
spite of threats and deportations, that something, somehow,
would happen before the last of us had to shoot the last pet
dog, drown the last cat, pay off the last of the loyal ser-
vants and lock the last doox. But the farewell parties were
becoming shorter and sadder. I did not want to talk about
parties. ‘"Do you know where Smiley is now? At church! Wéuld
you believe it; Judy, the man goes to church regularly, every
Sunday." I started to tell her Smiley's story, hoy he neve£
missed church on Sundays, not since that '‘Aight his grand-
father MacLeod ‘had come to hiﬁ in a vision.

She opeged her e&es, sat ub, covering the mole, and
held out her g¢lass for another drink. "Arthur really doesn't
enjoy dancigly, you ynow, but he goés to these parties for my
sake. Are you going to the facht Club with the Parkers?"™

"The Parkers? Namifahmam memsahib," I said to her. in
Farsi. "Did I Lell you that Smiley and I gbeak to each other
only i Farsi? He speaks ht‘ligg a native. We do that to
protect him - thch feminds me, Judy, *hot a word about him
to anyone. 'I wouldn't want the poor fellow to bé\arrestea
and_puL against the wall., Besides, he's such a goéd cook.
Same again?"

"Thanks. Cheers." She took a long drink. "Ah, that's

-

*le
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these days? You know, since the troubles began?" She put
Oher glass on the table, crossed her arms over her breasts,

putting her hands on her shoulders as though eeracing her-

self. !"When Arthur is away our bungalow is so pty I'm

.

, frightened:"

Did I tell

’ "Are you cold? Let me turn the fan-down.
+ ¢ \ \
you that Smiley played the bagpipes?" Smiley had collected
\

his few possessions from somewhere in the bazaaﬂ, two faded .

green duffel bags and a black case with polished metal hinges
. ) :

which held, he said, his bagpipes. ‘

"Cold? Good Lord, no!. Listen. What's th;t?"

Faintly, from the bazaar, came the melancholy cry of the

muezzin, calling the Moslems to prayer.

s

! "Only the mullah saying the suﬁ is now down. You having
oﬁe for the roadz Beﬁter still, why not stay for dinner?" I
could see she was in no mood to hear about Smiley. "Yes, why
not stay And have something with me. Smiley will soon be back

from church, and he .makes %h? most wonderful cﬁrry. Last

J

night we...." | ﬁ
She held up her hand, got to her feet, and dismissed
Smiley with a smile. ;You mix us another drink and I'll see'
what this new fellow of yours =~ what's his name? - has in his

kitchen. I can cook, you kndéw. . Since you're taking me to

M [3

the party at the Yacht Club, it's the least I can do, don't

\

you think?"
. i 1

. I
- - ) |

Judy and I went to the Yacht Club dance, that week, but

nice, I needed that. Do you find yourself drinking more ///’/

AT s s it B
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the Iranian police, vindictively, arrested the waiters for
breaking some obscure local law, and the party broke up
shortiy after ten o'clock. Having seen her home, I went back
to my bungalow and straiqht to bed. It was a bright, moon-
lit, Augus£ night, and I opened my bedroom window, leaving it .
covered with only the mesh of the mosquito netting. The
sound of the grasshoppers and the gentle hum of the neérby
bazaar soon lulled me into a peaceful sleep.

I'm not sure how’long I had been asleep, or for how long
I had been conscioué of the music before‘it fully awakened
me. I awoke with a start, my face wet with tears, my,skin
tight and cold, the sheet of my bed feeling like chilled sand-
paper. As I lay in Bed listening to the music, I was en-
gulfed by a fierce melancholy. The music came from the depths
of some poor and tortu;ed soul; it clawed ét'the{heart, tore
at the emotions. It brought back memories of a childhood hol-
iday sgent withpmy mother on the Scottish Island of Skye, where
I had stood on a cold wet hill to witness the burial of the
infant son of a Gaelic Chieftain. '

I got up, went to Smiley's room,and’knocked. He did not
answer. I opened the door. Tﬁé lights were off but tﬁe room
was bathed in moonlight from the curtainless window. ‘Smiley
was sittiné on a stiff, upright, cane chair in the middle of
the room, playing his bagpipes. He ;ppeared‘to be naked except
for a dark kilt, and he held the bag of the pipes under his
left arm, his fingers mov££g slowly over the holgs in the

chanter. His eyes were closed and I could see the glinty of

tears pouring over his puffed cheeks. 1 stdod there for five

¥
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minutes, unable to tear myself away from the music, but
Smiley did Bot once turn his head or open.his eyes. He was
playing the éirge softly, and each note came out of the
chanter filled with the grief of a thousand widowL. The
attraction of the music was fierce, and when I‘shut Smiley's
door I had to fight my way stprornly along the corridor and
into the sitting room, shutting each door behind me. The
force of the music lessened. I poured myself a drink and
willed myself into an armchair.

Then, of a sﬁdden, the music s£6pped,’and iﬁs spell was’®
broken. The silence was like a snap of fingers under the

nose. 1 shivered, put down the drink, went back to bed and

fell asleep,  exhausted.

"Smiley, what-was that tune you were pigying?" I asked,
as he served breakfast. |

"Which one, sir?"‘

"The tune you played last night - about midnight - a
dirge of some soft;" . |

He cupped his chiﬁ in his hand and looked for inspiration
at his séndals. "Ah, yes, that would be my grandfather's
tune. The one he taﬁght me as a child. It's called 'Lament
for Bridget MacLeod.'" .He spoke the name in English. "Bridget
MacLeod was my graﬁdmdther," he explained.

"Why the lament?”

l'éhe was carried off, sir, shortly after giving birth to

! ¢

my mother."

e e
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"Carried off? By the English?"
"By her Maker, sir."

"Oh, I see. I'm sorry. It's a very beautiful tune,

but very sad."

"Thank you, sir."

At work that day my thoughﬁs were constantly on Smiley's
music. Had I been drinking too much? Was I becoming emo-
tionally unstéble, like the others? 'These were trying times,
with old friends leaving, giving up a way of life, and the

b
stresses showed 'in different ways. People who had never .been

introduced would speak to each other in the company liquor

store, exchange rumours at cocktail parties, phone up neigh-
bours and invite them over for a drink. And Judy had a strange
longing in her eyes, these days; her voice was lower, huskier,. :
she clung to my arm, gave me goodnight kisses with a warmth I
found disturbing. Twice, when Benson was away, she phoned me
late at night. "You lbnely? I'm lonely, can I see you?" And

I said: "The ‘curfew, remember the curfew." Yes, these were
disturbed times. Smiiey's ﬁusic, I told myself, was all pagt

of this impermanent, -hallucinatory world.

Bf the middle of September the Fanks we;e'rumbling hourly
in the streets, filling thg air with a fine dry dust; effigies;
some Qith‘daggers in their breasts, others with ropes around
their necks, all labelled "British pig," or worse, hung from
trees around the bungalow area; shéuﬁing youths threw stones

from trucks; busloads of women screamed obscenities from

T
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behind their bl@ck «chadursy other‘voices, on the radio,
became daily more hysterical. |

One day, Benson came back from Ahwaz with the news that
he'd beep accused of spying, and had’ been given one week to
leave the country. . When Judy came to té&l me, she cried at
first, then laughed; for Benson, Qith his frayed moustache
and watéry eyes, gidn'ﬂzlook one bit like a spy. He was
fifteen years older and she was more of an age with me. "I
want to leave - but I don't want to leave."

I nodded, understanding what she meant, but unable to
put into words my own sudden feeling of'desolation.

"On Saturday night I'm throwing a farewell party for
the Bensons," I told Smiley. o

At first his e;es lit up (he had never forgiven Judy
for making dinner in hi; kigchen, and after her visits he
would pointedly 1lift the long, blohde strands of hair, one
by oné, from the covers of the sofa), but éhen he put on his
worried look, and his eyes flitted round our sitting room,
wip%pg one spéck of dust off the radio, straightening a chéir
cushion, washlng the curtains, rearranging the furniture.

"No, no, Smiley, this\yill not be a dinné£ party. It
will be quite informal. J&Stmg\few people for drinks and
dancing."”

"No food, sir?"

"No food.- Exéept fof.the usual tidbits. But we require
a well-stacked bar, two crates of oranges, eight bottles of

cherries, ten pounds of mixed nuts, and plenty of ice. And

clean out the verandah - we will be danting on the verandah. "
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Smiley said nothing, but his eyes told me that the
Governor of 'Hong Kong never gave parties where there was

no food, only drinking, and dancing on the verandah.

’

On the ﬂight, and by eleven o'clock, the party was \\\\\—v\ﬂf

showing 1ittie sign of success, with Winkley drunk and
asleep on the sofa, Helen Winkley attached to Smithers (who
was twenty years younger and who had been seen to jitterbug),
Fred and Janet Grayson prédictably talking too much but not

to each other, Brenda Forsyth tipsy and argumentative - Ken
« .

talked about golf - the Stingleys, Cynthia. and George, who
seemed to have little heart for their usual capers of throwing
or;nges at cgiling fans, dropping cherries down low-cut
dresses. The hospital Matron had recently been deportéd for
refusing to give an Iranian army captain a private room, and
her replacement ("Please cail me Miss Fortescue - Matron is

too formal') a woman immense in hips and\bust, discussed
appendectomies in a corner wiéh Al Bates who had a hearing aid
and a mechaéical nod. The Bensons arrived late and not talking
("What do you think?" Judy asked. "Is my dress indecent%")
Benson étayed close to the bar, Judy tried to laugh but I
caught her ‘crying quiétly in a bedroom. The others were ac-—
quaintances who had dropped in, hoping for a smile, but who now
stood in small sad clusters, exchanging nods and the latest
rumours.. .

i

"Jolly good party." Smither's hair dripped with fresh
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orange.
"Watch those bloody nuts," said Grayson, treading
them into the carpet - Smiley's carpet. | -
"Yes, jolly good party," said Smithers, and I had hoﬁes‘
we would see him jitterbug( But no. Everyone, it'seemed,
had forgotten how to dance. °
Something had gone wrong with parties, Judy said. There

o

was something grim and grey about parties, these days, no life,
no colour. Had I noticed that?| Yes, I had noticed that. Why,
she asked, didn't she enjoy parties any more? Was it because
she was getting old? Did I‘tﬁiﬁk she looked any older? She
,was much younger than Arthur, did {/Know that? Yes, I knéw
that, and no, I thought she loékedjas young as ever. And as
beautiful. Did I really think she was beautiful? Yes, I
thought her the most beautiful woman -~ girl - most attractive
girl.... Why had I never told her that before? Why did I
have to wait until he; farewell party? Why...? I didn't

really know. Well, I suppdse the circumstances of the moment,

the times in which we lived. Like London (I said) during the

. war, when a word not spoken at the time might never be époken;

when a deed not done at the time might never be done, might be
left undone, forever.... What deed? she wanted to know. Con-
fused, I said I was generalizing, aﬁd went to the kitchen tg
pour myself’a vodka Makh;oos.

Smiley was in the kitchen. He’had put out the bottles
of liguor with an increasing air of fidgetting discomfort, and

had gone to his room before my guésts arrived. He now stood

by the table, making himself a cup of tea, \looking at me with

o
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an air of disapproval.

"How is the party, sir?"

"Like the last one ﬂeld on the Titanic, Smiley.~ The
guests ‘are quietly contemplating Armageddon.”

"Perhaps a spot of music, sir," he suggested politely.l

The record player, I told him, hqﬁ been hit by an orange
which Stingley had thrown at the qeili&g fan. Smiley}winced,
his face full of condemnation, and haviné\ eezed his tea
bag and added milk and sugar he was about to ié“?g/the'kitchen
when he seemed to think the better of <4t. "If you ﬁeed my
help, sir...?-

"Yes?" | .

"Perﬁaps I cbuld piéy'some music, sir.”

The thought of émiley'é "Lament for Bridget MacLeod" and
what it would do to this party,made me shudder, and I told
him so. - -

"I could play something cheerful, sir."

"Like what?" )

"Like 'The Love Soﬁg of Bridget MacLeod,*® or 'The Macleod
Jig.'" -
"You're sure? - these are not? - 1 AOn't\want them all
in téars, Smiley "

"Quite sure, sir." x

"Very well. Let's have the jig first. But not too
loué. Pianissimo, Smiley, pianissimo; we don't want to at-
- tract the‘army."

"Don't worry, I'll close my door, sir."

¢

Back ip the sitting room I found Benson asleep at the

N »
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bar, and Judy- keen to carry on with Fhe 3ialect3c; Why,
‘she asked, is it so hard to make conVersat;on at parties
with people you can normally chat with at ease? A ﬁarty, I ex-

plained, is liké:play—acting, and when you speak to one

person you also speak to an audience. But isn't life out
here no more than a play? she wanted to know. "It is a
truth universally acknowledgedf," she said, then hesitated
befaore going on, tthat i do, very much, want to dance."™ The
irre%evancy of this last statement must have struck her, for
she loocked at me quizzically. "Why did I say that?"

Before I could comment, she put her hands up, as tﬁough-
in surrender, jumped two feet in the air, executed an ex-
quisite pas de aeux, and came down gently on her toes. This
moveméent took no more than a second, but in that short time
my own body became weightless and charged by a current of
wild excitement. I remember thinking: We have been struck
bf lightningj or some secret Iranian weapon! We are ex-
periencing one last, brief,moment of ecstasy before we all
shriéel up and die! But no, we were alive. Another second
had passed, and we were still alive, Judy and I. And in that
same second I became aware of the music in my ears;

The sound of Smiley's bagpipes, playing "The MacLeod Jig,"
came skirling'along the Forridor, softly at first, likg,the
first warning swell J&f the typhoon, testing itself on the
sﬁore. ‘

"What's that?" cried Smithers, mouth wide open.

The group huddled in the corner opened up, their bodies

stiffened, their heads turning to the door.
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‘ slouched beside Benson over the bar, got to his feet and

’ .
threw down his drink with a gulp.

K

"Whatho!" cried the Matron, and Winkley, now sdber,

‘grabbed hold of Brenda Foréyﬁh who stopped-straightening her

bra.

Within a ﬁihute, the full force of the music burst upon

the sitting room, drenching -the room in a wild and exotic
fervour. The music brought visions of blazing glens, sharp

hills of heather, the flash of daggers, the swish of kilts

\

and- sporrans, long hairy legs and soft bare bosoms, all veins

afire with raw red whisky. With ears twitching; eyes dilatéd,

shoulders straiéhtened and breasts uplifted, the party rose

a

"I say!" said Stihgley, opening his eyes. Grayson, once

to meet the music. It stirred their bodies like a transfusion

of wineblood, turned on the inner fountains of youth. o

The scene comes back to me dimly, through a haze;
Smithers‘bounqing to the floor, throwing off his jacket,
whipping Helen to her feet, spinning her like a top,
kicking his heels in the air, she responding,‘snakiqg out

her hair, clasping her hands behind his neck - Fred and

. Janet throwing their arms and légs in the abahdon of & ~ »

Highland Fling - Saralr bouncing on the sofa, her vodka:
slopping over the carpet, Grayson trying to catch her by
hooping his arms a;ound her silkclad legs - Brenda leaping
round the room, gazellé-liké, loéking‘for a partner - the
Matronj, Miss Fortescue, stooping as though to poucﬁ—her

toes, coming up with a frilly pié?‘garter, placing it round

Henry's brow, crying "Hail Caesar,“zslapping him at- the

Prage}
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top of his back as‘ﬁhough he had swaIIOWed a plumstone,

gettlng up on her toes and, squeallng "Ooh" before cal-

-

lapsing into his arms - Cynthla and George in- & corner,

“,
P
al

tw1r11ng like majoregtesﬁ tossing golf clubs in the air.
Withih moments the sitting room and verandah were

alive with bodies charged with some wi;d'eleetricity,

danc1ng and Jlgglng, whlrllng like derv1shes, arms and legs

thfashlng like some glant, eplleptlc ceqtlpede. I found %

myself, Jaéket and tie off, pounding the nuts on the carpet -

- r ., : , o
with Judy clutéhing my neck. C "

L

"What's the mlsic?" she shouted.

. "A jig, a scottish jig. Smiley is pla&iqggthe pipes."
' "The what?" S C - .
i ’ '
I had forgbtte; she didn't know about Smiley and his
. o 4 '

bagplpes. ] '

)

"My grandfather," I shouted. "He visits me - in a
2

vision, you know - and. plays the bagplpes.*

"%h'" she .cried, "tell him to keeé it up - 1sn't thls
. - A ,

fun! - takes me back - schooldays....; A

dhnd then, quite suddenly, we stopped dancing as the ~
dhole nature of the music changed. The wild and frantic
skirl’of the pipes now softened té "The Love Song of Bridget

. - » :

MacLeod " A music charged with a fierce, yet gentle, -ten-

derness, now falling to low sweet ngtes oé longing, now

i

rising to some high pitch of passion, it dimmed the lights,

warméd the cool breeze from.the desert, brought the /stars

closer.
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Such memories as I have are fainter still: , Henry,
burying'himself in the heart of the Matron, thruéting strong-

ly against her breasts#” she with his face between her hands,

sucking greedily at his moist 1ip§’— Sarah and George,.eyes

{
with a hot, dilated glow - Smithers locked in a restless
. » :
torment - Bill stroking the smooth brow of a shoulder,
- ;

slipping a hand behind a warm and pliant waist - Cynthia,

!

eyes shut, sighing at some gentle exploration - Fred with

urgent lips on skin I'd never seen before - husky,: irresist-

ible voices, words.molten in the throat, sighs and heavy
- p \

breatﬁings, all barely heard above the soft, sweet ambience

of the music.
A sensual spasm shot through Judy's body, and a low
moap of pleasure came from her lips as she pibbled the lobe

of my ear. I put my arm round. her generous body and took

her with me along the corridor to Smiley's room,. her dis=

’ t§gstiﬁg thjghs pressed tight against my oﬁn., I threw AN

. . ‘ L ®
open the door. Smiley was playing the bagpipes, sitting, ~°
! *

as ’before, on the upright cane ?hair, his eyes cloéed, his(
fape'élowing with be&gétude.‘ ﬂﬁ ' :
| "Play on, Smiley, play on," I said in a voice I did
not recognize as my own. ‘ S
With the door open, the music pdﬁ;ed out gndvflooéea ﬁi
the house. =~ . : . ’ ‘. o (l -
) Flushed with;lpﬁéiﬁgf‘bddi and I lgoked at each other. |
"I want this ;;rty.ﬁo éo on for ever," ‘she whispered. S o

. 3 B ‘. ’
: . : /
L

There is little more to be‘said of these last days in’

. ’ LY . ) S

. 4
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Abadan, back in '51. Much has been forgotten; what recol-
lections I -have are of life becoming even more confused and
unsettled. What I’do know is that my party - intended as a
farewell to the 'Bensons =~ was the last party for all of as.
For me, it also meant the last of %ﬁ}ley. Yes, he left be-
fore morning. When he didn't waken me for preakfast I went
to his room, to find it empty. He had gonei and everything
with him. At first, T"Was angry. It was his, fault, affer
all. He had played‘the music. So why the righteousneés?
Damn Smiley and his Scottish puritanism! But where had he -~
gone? For4days I questioned houseboys, servants, cookg and
soldiers, all a;ognd £he Bungalow Area, but no—ohe, it\seemea,
had ever seen Smiley or had heard of him.‘ They looked at me
s;rangely, shaklng their heads, eXEhanging-glances, thinking
no doubt that the heat or liquor had’ turned my mlnd. ‘

Then, early in October, the Iranian government formally
took over the oilfields and the refiaery; the few of us left
were shipped down the Persian Gulf,eh a British eruisef,
H.M.S. Mauritius. At the time we did noé know that history
was being made. We grieved for a much more personal loss -

¢

for fond friendships which, quite suddenly, had come to an

‘}/ /

'
"

end.

s

~

<: Years later, I ran 1nto Benson in a London club. "How

-

is Judy’" he asked and even'after all ‘this time, with mem-

ories darkeneq, I still felt gullﬁy. All I could say was:
. »

"She's fine, just fine."
. o -
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"And the children?" he wanted to know, although he had

4
-~

never seen our children.

R !
N3

4 o .
I told him the children were fine, too. We stood there, .

silent, each hoping the other would not suggest a drink - or ) Y
worse still, a meal - which the other knew he would have to
refuse but wouldn't know how to.

”

And then, as he[@as about to shuffle off, Benson said:
"I say, did you ever/find the féliow who piayed the‘bagpipes |
that night?" e

For arlong moment I stood looking at Benson, taking in ..
his qgn&s, then I shook my head and told him No, I never‘founﬁ
Smiley. On saying which I groke iﬂto a broad smile and patted /
him heartily~on the hack, an act which seemed to embarrass him y
further. I left the club, feeling a strange elation, a s;dden

warmth returning, and it came to me'that for a long time I had

doubted the very existence of Smiley, had come to suspect that

+he had been some figment of ‘the imagination, or, like so many v

A . %
other thin&s in life, some long-lost dream of youth. )

W
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A FAINT SMELL OF GAS y L e

A
[}

"Come in, Bennington, nice to Zee you, please take a
seat," said Mr. Percy, Manager of the Gas Company, a blue- -

. suited, smooth—~haired man with a round polished face. "And

’

hoY is the legal profession? I was thinking of you only last

week - was down in Florida, fishing and golfing - nice to get
. :

away grom the Montreal snow - was thinking about you - let's
see now, what was it? Ah,yes! ‘Do you collect flies?. Or is

that George Widdrington?"

"My partner," said Mr. quTington, the lawyer; and sat

[
down.

N

4 /
"0f course, of course. Getting mixed up with my Ingtons,

am I?" And Mr. Percy laughed to show off his new gold teeth.

< ' "Now," he said, pulling down his cuffs and mPving his gas-

b ‘ v~

opérated clock and the silfer dish with its six sharp pencils
to get a better view of his visitor. "Now, Bennington, you
said you wanted to see me about some overdue account?”

"The late Mrs. Da Silva," said the lawyer.

P

"Ah, ybs." Getting up from his chair the manager went to
p

a wallmap spotted with small steel pins with purple heads.
. o o _
"Da Silva, of 626 Mountford." He plucked out a pin with his

manicured nails and came back to the fiie on his desk.

"Account 626 Mountford," he repeated and leaned forward to
1

¢
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show his visitor his tan. "I have a surprise for you,
Widdrington, a very pleasant surprise. Have a cigar?% No? S

Don't .mind if I? Right. Yes, about 626 Mountford. We owe
it - that's right, old boy - the Gas‘Company owes 626
. !
Mountford about - let me see now,. I have it right here - yes, -
account 626 Mountford is blacklined to the amount of 228
dollars and 38 cents."
"Blacklined?" said Mr. Bennington, raising‘his eyebrows. -
"You know. Is non-negative, has a positivé plus, is in
the black, has 228 dollars and 38 cents to its credit. When
dﬁr computer makes out.the customer's bill it puts a black
line under any amount owing to the customer. It also prints
out CR for cred;t."

"How did that: come about?" said Mr. Bennington,

Mr. Percy looked at ﬁim in some astonishment. "It's:
beern that way ﬁor years. Computers, you know.” Not like when
we were young, no more ledgers and.scribbling clerks with.
leaking pens. We must not try to stay the onward sweep of
science, Widdrington, even if we céuld"“— he held up his hand

as though stopping the traffic - "and I douBt we could halt

it for an hour, -not for a minute" - his eyes turned to the

"gas-operated clock and away again. "Yes, all.gone,‘the ten

men and twenty gi{is we used to have working on monthly

afcounts. Since our DODO-600x has been in charge, it's done

o

away with all of that. Progress, Widdrington, progress."
[ "No, no," said the lawyer, "you misunderstand me. I

mean how is it that you owe Mrs. Da Silva - or rather the
>

estate of Mrs. Da Silva - as much as 228 dollars and 38 cents? ',

4

'
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Isn't it rather ;.lnusﬁlal for the Gas- Company to owe money to
its customers?" P

Mr. Percy moved‘uneasily tg the other side of his seat,
slid his gas-operéted clock back to the centre of his desk,
and put a f'ing'yer to his sunburned nose where th‘e skin was
peelli'ng. "ah, yes, I thought you'd ask that, and I had our

w

Accounts Department give me a special pfint—oﬁt. Unus;ual
case, 626 Mountford. We do\n't often get a credit we can't '
deblagk in a month. Depositive, wipe out, reduce to zero,"
he added, seeing the question on the lawyer's face.

"Is that so,"

“Yes‘,’/indeed," said Mr. Percy, juggling the papers on his
desk. "Back in April, we sent 626 Moun‘tford a bill _for 18
dollars. To be exact, 18: dollars and 24 cents. - The customer
paid the bill twice. Often hdppens, j(ou know. . Either paid
the same bill twice or we sent qut two bills. Ne matter,”
said Mr. Percy,with a wa;vé ofr the hand, "at th;a en’d of April
626 Mountford was blacklined to the amount of 18 dollars and
24 cents."

"You mean you owed her?"

"That's right, 18 dollars and 24 cents. "

"Mm," \s.aid the lawyer thoughtfully. "I've knov;n Mrs. Da

Silva since her husband died. She had to look after every

cent. Not like her to pay a bill twice."

But Mr. Percy has pressed a small red button at the
side. of his desk and a girl appeared at the door: "How do
you like your coffee?" he asked the other man. "Black? No

sugar? Make it two, if you please," he said, and surned back

b

-

1

o
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'
to his visitor.” "Now wheré was I? Ah, yes, in April. ' At
the end of April 626 Meuntford was blacklined 18 dollars."

£

"And 24 cents." .

"Exactly."

"What happened next?"

"Weli, May was very mild - ' we were golfir;g Kllin the‘ first'
week of the month, remember? - and 626 Mountford used only
7 dollars and 10 cents wortp of gas. That left a balance,
dwing to the customer, of 11 dollars and 14 cents. Apnd 'that
would show on the bill, of course, as a credit. - But would
you ,ﬁeli_eye it, Widdrington, 626 Mountford sent back the bill
with a cheque for that amount. So we now owed it 22 dollars

and 28 cents."
!

"You mgan Mrs. Da Silva sent you a cheque for the 11
dollars and 14 cents that you owed her?" o \’
"Exactly. So we sent’out a chaser.™’

"A chaser?" . )
"A mid-month bill. Our computer prints out a spec ial‘
mid-month bill when a customer is more than two months in
arrears."
"But Mrs. Da Silva wasn't in arrea:l:s!“ ,
"Ahal!™" criéd Mr. Percy, "our cemputer kneiv,. tﬁat, and,
, the)figure on the bill was shown as a credit."
' "Blacklined?" asked Mr. Bennington.
"ﬁxactly," said Mr. Percy. "Blacklined witI; the letters
CR for credit. But tr;at's not 'all. It also prints out the
letter J, and if the customer refers to footnote J on the

K ! N
bill-the customer will see that the Gas Company will either

-~
-

-

p it b = ©
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carry the amount forward or will credit the amount to the
cost of a new gas appliance." He put his hand affectionately
on the handle of his gas-operated pencil-sharpener.

"I've read the footnote," said the lawyer. ™"I've read it
several times and I think I understand."

"Good, " said Mr. Percy. "Ah, here comes the cup that
refreshes.”

While drinking his chfee Mr. Bennington spoke across
the desk to the red veins on Mr. Percy's ncsse, where the skin
had peeled. "So Mrs. Da Silva got a mid-month bill telling ’
her the Gas Company owed her 22'dollars and 28 cents?"

"That's right," said Mr. Percly,.moving his cigar—li}ghi;er
so that it sat beside his clock. "And do you know what?"

(

"She sent you a cheque for that amount?"
] - .
"Ah!" cried the manager, "you know about that. Correct.

She sent us a cheque for 22 dollars and 28 gents."

"So you now owed her 44 dollars and 56 cents?"

"No, Only 41 dollars and 56 cents. We Have a minimum
charge of 3 dollars a montﬁ. It seems the customer wasn't
using mich gas." He shook his head sa.dly.

"So you sent her a bill showing you owed her 41 ddllars
and 56 cents. And she paid that too?"

Mr. Percy nodded wisely. "You meet the most peculiar
people in this businegss, Widdrington. You 5‘ust would not
believe it.™ ‘

"Mrs. Da Silva was an old woman. She knew a lot about

cats but not much about credits and cemputers."

"So I see, so I 'see," said the other man, trying to, look
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at the tip' of hig nose. ‘ ;

"Please go on." |

"In November, when we owed the custdmer 63 dollars, .
Mr. Kernitz from 0.A.B. went to the house."

"O.A.B.2"

"Overdue Accounts Branch," said the manager, knocking
the ash fl;om his cigar.

"But Mrs. Da Silva wasn't an overdue account. She had
settled her account several times over."

‘Mr. Percy smiled -patie;1t1y. "We don't have a Branch to
deal with overpaid accounts, Widdrington. That'll be the
day," he said with a laugh, "that'll be the day when we need
a Branch for overpaid accounts." He laughed again and made
a note in his diary with one of his six sharp pencils.

"What happened whgn your Mr. Kernitz spoke to Mrs. Da
Silva?" )

"That's the problem, she wouldn't speak to him. She
kept her door on the chain and told him to go away."

"It's hard to understand account.s through a crack in
the door," observed Mr. Bennington.

"But she wouldn't:let him in," said Mr. Percy, bitterly.

- "She was an old -lady, and she 1ived by herself."

"Mr. Kernitz is a fine wyoung man," said Mr. Percy, |

-

b‘rushing cigar ash from his waistcoat.
" "I'm sure He is, " said the lawyer. "How about the man
who goes to read the meter?" .
"The custonc\’er wouldn't let him in after October. We've

had to estimate consumption."

o
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"Don't you think, pefhaps, she might, have been afraid?"
‘"What? Afraid of our men? No, no, no, no, no. We
choose them specially, Widdrington, well dressed and respect-

able." And he smoothed his hair witﬂ his hand.
The lawyer é?ook his head tblsignify that the other man
had misunderstood his éuestion, opened}his mouth to- speak,

hesitated and said: "Please go on,"

"In December, when we owed her well over 100 dollars,

.we sent her a letter.,"

"Would that also come from your Overdue A¢counts Branch?”

"Let me see - I have it here - yes, our O.A.B. wroéé to
626 Mountford refefring to footnote J and enclosing our
catalogue of new appliances. The letter wasn't answered, so
a few weeks ago we wroEe"again. This letger was returned -
unopened, 1 see."

"Yes," said Mr. Bennington, "I can understand that.”

"So, there we are," said Mr. Percy, spearing his cigar
in tﬁe ashtray. ' 4

"Yes, there we are," said Mr. Bennington and stood up
to go. ‘

"Don't mention it," said Mr. Percy, "we like to be
helpful." ‘

"And you’li send me a cheque for. the estate of Mrs. Da

Silva," said the lawyer/"for 228 dollars and 38 cents?"‘,Then,

correcting himself: "Less, of course, any gas consumed in

February."

"What? A cheque? OQh! No, no, can't do that, old boy.'

No, can't send a cheque. DODO-600x hasn't been prqg;ammed to

%

Il R ¥
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-

send out cheques. Not yet."
"I see. Then what do you suggest?"
¥
"Anything you say. A floor polisher, perhaps? Or our

N R .
new gas stereo? Or an executive oven? For her heirs, of

course." .
Mr. Bennington looked at Mr. Percy's round, polisg;i

face. "No, not an oven," he said, "certainly not an oven."

"pPerhaps you could make out a cheque in the old-fashioned

!

way?" he suggested.

Shaking'his head s;dly, the other man said:l "I suppose
so. I'll see what we can do aSout that."

When the lawyer had left, Mr. Percy threw the file inté
his out-tray and,smeared;more cream on the tip of his red,

peeling nose.

<«
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~ LOUISE

’

~ ! o

" ...and always, wh®n I think of-Louise, I see her as a

girl”in ‘Bruges. ' ' .

o~

"Steward, do we fly over Bruges onh the Wayyéo Montreal?"

@

"No, madame, Bruges is to the north, ' From Paris we fly

west to the Atlantic.” - N

1

1 know -that, of course. So, why do I ask? He'll think

I'm a stupid old maid,;weak'on’geography. I want to speak |
. ' - . / o

the name Bruges, I suppose. Or hear him speak it. Like-when
I asked him for champagne, for Modt et Chandon. " Like whén I

told the man in the next seat - (look at his black moustache,

grey at the roots, gingef at the tips. Does he réa}ly tint

his moustache? If a character in‘one of my novels was 8es- - /

v 3

cribed as having such a moustache, the critics would question

the credibility) =- like when I qbldwthe man in the next seat
: , \
4 had not.beeén to Montreal .in ydars, and was looking forward -

-
N

o seeing an old friend, hoping he would ask about this old
friend. Old friend? Oh God! \Louise, is that how I must,

describe you, as just -an old frignd?‘

v A

F

"You'll see a big change,”" the man says, and I shake my

<

head, Nos, we won't have changed. At least, not inside, not

.

where it matters. Then I realize the man means the city has

' » » ’ e
changeg, the buildings, for he is talking of highrise office

~
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bldcks ou‘Sherbrooke’éEreet and C6te St. Catherine.

-

"On -vacation?" he asks. "NQ( to attend a convention of
Canadian writers." 'H eyes betray his feelings, a new

respect, a new areness: be on guard,. she's a writer, be
g =¥

careful what you say. The fool. So why do I speak to him?

Hoplng he'll -ask about my frlend ‘'so I can speék your name.

Y

i
"Her name is Louise," I would say, and speak the name again.
R :

"Louise, Louise." But he goes back to reading his’ financial

. N] . :
paper, and I sip my Moet et Chandon and shut my eyes.

~

Louise, Louise. Thié sudden urg? to speak your name.

Ny

I have .not spoken your name aloud since I spoke to you, nor

"told _anyone of our love, afrald it would be judged by the

‘hypocritical moral standards of our time. But you have always .

L 4

been there, my dear, in my heart. A?d in my books, thinly

dlsgulsed as Dlane or Miriam qr Sarah.~ As I wrgte about them,

~

you were there, remlndlng me of all We shared- the weekend

in Breskens, the country lanes of Bruges, the\summerhouse, our

poetry, the half-bottle of Moét et Chandon in Ostend on,our
last day together. (Strauge\I should remember that, when the °

-

wine with last-night's dinner’is forgotten). The woman who
served us said something ind Flemish and gave you a flower,

A}
sadness ¥ n her voice, looking at our hands clasped across the
. * . r ) Co

table, knowing, I suppose, that we were parting. i

Oh Louise! Even now when I close my eyes I.see you, T~
3 L \

young as you,were that summer, and inwardly I smile as. all

manner of half-forgotten memories come back to me. Memories,

sweet Louiée, as ‘fresh as though I had met yeu for the first



O

1 - . 'y

time, yesterday.... N

~ ) , —

‘

Vi

~_ Why was that summer in Bruges longer thah any other

—
A}
¥ T~ »

. summer since the war? Of course, I was only ninet?en, and
perhaps the cold of wintér does not linger in the bones of
youth. No, no, it was more than that,’fbr I remémbq;, iate
.April, the lunchtime customeré of the Café Romany’sitting
o&tside in the shade watching the horses; horses with thick,
Slaék\leqﬁher harnesseé, shining and éprigged with. flowers,
hofses pulling early summer visitors,and clip-clopping down
the Kaiserlai. When did you last see a tree in the Kaiserlai
give so mucp shade, g0 earlylin*the year? Y .

My photograph of LouiSe was stolen early in the.wan:With‘-
her letters and éhg poems she wrote for me, but I have her

‘ _ image clearlf in my mind - th: high cheeklpones, the sweep\of

her hair, 'the arch Qf_ﬁér‘throat. Strangely; I can see her
clearer now than 4 could some years égo. 6ne day, by the Seine,
a girl walked past and I said, "That's my Loﬁise, thaﬁ's th%
Louise I remember." Yet not one month later anogher gind,
shorter, slimmer, stood against the sun, and her'profile was so
much like Louise that I haﬁato stop, frozen, my heart jumping.

When I firgt saw ﬁguis? she was sitting inside the Romany
at'th; back, and I was serving tables at the frpnt. Late ‘in
the evening the accordians stopped, and above the éhatter of
the customers.I heard a voice speak in Quebec French. -The

ceiling light shone on the head and shoulders of a girl seated

in a party of six, wearing a multi-colored cotton blouse with
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.the collar tu;ned up at the back. Thé larée points oﬁ the : y
" collar é;mé out.from her neck(anq\were gglden and streaked -
wiw%fred and beige éndfblack.‘ As though sensingtmy eyes on °
.her,she looked over to the bar and smiled, and I had the vision
of a butterfly. sprééding its wings. . \ \ -t |
. T went to her tabld. "You are from Quebee;; ’
"Yes, from Montreal, and you?" ‘ ‘ e . ) .
"Yes, Montreal." ' )
To ﬁy embarrassment she let ogt a cry and stood up,and.
I'm suie s;; wouid have hugged me had the table not been in U m'

the way. I must\sit down,she s@ﬁﬂ, and tell her where in

- - >

Montreal, and what I was doing-gs}e, and for how long.

Her naﬁe was Louise. Yes, she understood I had work to
do and could not stay more than a.fewtminutes, bit we must \
talk5later. No, not tonight, tonight shé had to" leave early.:
Tomorrow night? Yes, I would be working here tomorrow ﬂight,
and ever& night this week. We didn't talk for long that
evening, hut until she lef£, whenfver I cale to the bar for
drinks, she would ;aiée a hand.and smile.

I reﬁgmber goingnback_to my.lodgings the- first night- I
met Louiée,gnd lying in théﬂdark,thinking of her. It was
nice to meet someone from, home; it was disgurbing to meet
someone who had becope so quiékly - what was the word I used

. . .
that nig&t - intimate - was that it? During the féw minutes
we had together, she had found some way to strip'me of all"”

' . ) .
the innate defences I always raised t¢ strangers.

Next night the same party came to the Romany without hex,

and my disappointment was'strangely bi%ter. But shortly be-

\ | )

-~
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fore we closed, a hand touched my arm. "1 prom‘iéed,"“she
sajid, lanjd her! voice Xhad'an unexpected fondness. .

Vlﬁen the main bar 'closed we sat alone and talked. She
was a few x!ionths youhger than *me, and bw\aé living as an au pair

with a Belgian family befbre going back t;> the University o}I
v N v - T A
Montreal in September. , . NN

"To specialize in Euraopean literature?"

*  "Yes, I hope to teach, but not in a college, in a school.

- 4 ’

I love young children.  Have you ever, seen a child afraid to
3 ° ' .

take Your hand? They are so innocent, they open their heart

¢ ki

to you." As she said this she looked away from me, as though
my heart, unlike?that of a child, could never gbe cipen ¥o her,
and I had a momeﬁtary feeling of jeaiousy for all those un-

born children waiting. to be loved by her. But‘ Ehgn her eyes

turned back to mine. "You let me talk and talk," she said,

"of nothing but myself. Tell me about ybu. I want to Xknow
everything about you. From the beginning. Start when you

were a child." And she smiled,and all the gther chi'ldren' 1'd

been}so‘jealous of, were lpst,

.

My parents were dead; I h'a'é‘pnly one close relative, an_

aunt; I had come to Europe to help me be a writer. "I am
. ' N
going to be a weiter," I told ,her. How did I know? T just’ r

knew. No, I hadn't written muéh, a few poems, intfospective

.
~

esshys on life, short stories. No, nothing published, I'm
S

not good enough for that. "Not yet," she said, "but you will
be. I see it in you. A fierce determination’burns behind those
eyes," (I turned my eyes t¢ the cold marble table). YThere

. . t i
i;. a =" and shé\hesitated, discarded what she was abc‘aut to say,

! L[4

4



.are blushing," she said, and put Qut her hand as if to. totich
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and sét sileﬁt,tillll liftéd my head fo look at" her. "You

: ’
me, but let it rest on the table by my.finéérs; We sat.with-
eut a word, lookinﬁ at each other, till Madaﬁe Lafarge, the
bw?er, rang the bell for closiﬁg.

For the rest of that week, whenever I was free, I 'would
sit with Louise and liééen to her talk on &1l ménner,of things,.
sometimes questioning, drawing me out, making mé open my mind '
to her. She would speak and look at me to see‘what her words . ;
had done, agd.from time to £ime her hands would reach out,
confide;tial%y, yet stop just short of touching me, aﬁd she
wo&ld smfle,and a soft noise of pleasure would come from he;:B ;
fhroat,and the,full.forqe of her woﬁid come.to me with all the |
warmth of a summer breeze. A%Fhough time has dulled the edges

of my memory, the happiness of those first few days with Louise

A

hagﬂoften come back to me, so clearly as to be a kin? of torment.
" "Would you like to come dancing'with me tomorrow?" I asked,
at the end of that week. . "Tomorrow is.Sunday,_Ifhavelfoniéht

and tomorrow off, -and on Sdndays there is dancing in the square

v

B L o U D O
5
-
'

St. Nicholaé." I saw her hesitate. "There will be others -

“ LY

my friends - you'll likqmthem - they're not quiet, like me - a -~
* N ‘:&_} . 3 - = Tt Tl T .

few nurses, some boys from the university. I didn't mean dance

[}

with me." I laughed, 'trying-to make’;ighi of it, fearing she .
. ) -

would say No, and not wanting her ‘to see how much her No would

.
-

hurt me. . ‘ C -
'For a moment she said nothing, but waited till my laughter

had goﬁe, leaving gquiet and tense'thé_air between us; then she

.

nodded and said softly,J "I'd Fike to danceé with you." .
—’_—"' p

. ho »
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"+ She spoke the ‘words with é'.reat deliberateness, as though
' . - :

we had beer discussing a matter of some i'mporta\\nce,' dnd there

-

was something about the way she framed the words with her

lips, in the way she looked at me‘, so earnest, unblinking,

that made _mé ‘catch my breath and have a sudden feeling of
coﬂ‘fﬁsiom when I expected pleasu‘fe. On looking back, lI see
quite clearly now tﬁat Louise had recogriizeq, lgng before me,
- the strength 'of feeling betiween us. Now, when I reeall her
words, I smile at the joy p_f {:heir remembrance, but at i:he"

time... Oh'God, yes, she must have -known before that night,

. Lol

. . , ¢
she ‘must surely 'have known about us’'before she spoke those
words. to,nfe. Yet I never asked her, when did she know.

Why did I not ask? I suppose becanse the words she spoke were

t

overtaken by eveﬁts, and one does not guestion little things,

the nuances‘,‘till much later, when it is too Jdate. But .

'

' I shall ask her, I shall ask her....

»

-

a

That night, the Saturday night,\herlfriends,were cele~
brating a birthday_ in the Romany. ) -

A -
"If you have tonight off- why rot join our party?" she

said. ~
. . . .
"I suppose I could - would they mind?"

not a question. "What's more, aftef the party you will visit
my country estate and stay the night. The family I work for

have given me their summerhouse,and it has rooms to spare."
. 1 ')

Come visit her estate!  She spoke flippantly, but the

-

. \\ . ' .
oinvitation, I knew, was real, and all I could\s~ay\was: "Are

you sure?" ‘

¢

"You are my friend, aren't yoli?" she said, as a statement, -
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and lift 'our glasses in salute.,
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"I'm sure, I'm very, very sure," she said, and before:

I could question her again, she was-waving hello to a friend.

' I had né chafice to speak to Louise alone for what wa’s"

left of that evening, but her laughter rang above the chatter

of thé crowd, and now and then we would lbqk at- each other,

L3

Around one in the morning, &nd just, before the Romany
, .

clbsed, she came to me. "I think-we'd better go. Today is

' Sunday, and I have to be up by the time the family gets back °

3 .

1 T 1

from éhapel M

Y. ‘-’é’j ht to her friends and caught an all—hight

streetcar to BraBkatt, the suburb where she lived.

The lodge, om summerhouse, stood well b&c{k from the main

~ ¢

~house, was .sihgle-storied with two bedrooms, a sittingroam, a

»

bathrdom and kitchen. Although Louise had talked of a spare

room,we both accepted ‘that I should sleep N the other bed in

her room. She did not switch on the light {'I don't want '

them to know what time I come home") but sh;a pulled aside
—
the heavy' Européan drapes,’and we undre‘és,ed by moonlightl
"You don't get enough sun," sl.'n? said, when I removed my ~
bra and my body étood out as white as my bréasts. Her ow;i
skin was bronzed and dark in the moonlight. "

"I'11l make up for .it this summer," I 'said.

_ We said goodnight and 1 turned., faced the wall, and shut

v

"my eyes. Sleep did not come easily - the wine was in my

blood, and I could hear Louise bw»éathing --and when it did

-

.come, it brought strange and erotic dreams.

L

'These‘were broken by Louise sitting on my bed, grip’ging

'::\ A

.




W

"sleep."

4

my shoulder through the sheet. =

"You've been havmg a nightmare, and crying out in. your

b

I shuddered. -

"What - is'the matter?"

1

"Nothing," I said. "It must be the wine and the strange

bed. -You are right, I was- having a nightmare." ’

’

"Comg in beside me,” ghe said. . "There is plenty of room

for two. That's what my father would do when I was a child.

Bundling, he called it." She laughed, and I knew she was un-
certain of herself.. ’ R
T %
I lay with my back to Louise, facing the window and the

. -

moon, She pulled the sheet over us - it was a warm night and

~

there was no need for a blanket - a turned her body to my

s

back so that an inch separated us.

"It mugt be the excitement &f the evening," she said,
e :
and she f)'atted me on the arm as though to soothe a child.

[

The first touch of her skin on my skin sent a quiver through

%

my body.

"Cold?" \_ _ )

. "A little," I said, which was a lie.

7

ed a chair

She sYowly eased her body close t Wmine,

w1th hexr knees and put: her hand on my arm, letting it rest

there. We lay still, breathing in unlson; -both, I'm sure,
known.ng the other was awake, and both feeling a growing aware-
ness of the other 's body. To show she was not asleep, ihe

moved her flngere ll’ghtly over the surface of my arm, .ba\g:ely
‘ . L

‘touching' the skin, brushing the fine hair.

L | v
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I lay there, oblivious to time. She stirred, movéd
slightiy, and let her arm féll éérelessly‘over my body,
around my naked waist. At t@e §ame‘Eime,her'bodx ténsed
imperceptibly, and I. was aware of the pressﬁfe of her breasts

on my back, the touch of her hair on my qhoulder, her breath

. \ .

on the back of my neck, the smooth skin of her legs- against
. . ' . i

my thighs.

Then quite suddenly, but.- so naturally, as she moved her

. \ =
position again her hand slipped up my body. = At firs;rshe

made as though to move it, "but stopped, letting it stay there,

gently supporting my breast. ' We both lay still. Slowly,
g;ntly, she moved herlfingers EB.that their tips, almost ab-
sentmindedly, caressed. the underside of my breast, barely
touching the surface and quivéring glightly. The toucﬁ of
her fingers was electrifying. My mouth went dry,ahd an in-
tegse excitement éurged through me. t
She'shudder;d,and I could ?eel her‘heargbea as our
bodies closed. With each cgresgfthe tips of he{?fingers
. méved slowly upwards over my\low%r breast, touching more and
ﬁore éf myﬂskin, feeling their w;y_to my nipple. Then, of a
sudden, shé let the tip of oné\finger brush ﬁhe point of my
nipple., When I,‘xoo, quivered,\fhe{movéd her fingers under
the nipple and caressed it geqtly, feeliné it harden under
her, touch. |
| As I. put my hand’' behind me, to pull her closer, she let
her lips brush the nape of my neck, and the tip of her tongue
moved lightly over theLskin at the top of my spine. Then,

slowly, she raised her head and kissed me gentiy on my shoul-

e »
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der, on my neck, on the.lobe of my ear.

T did not speak, but turned to face Louise, her eyes

}

soft and warm to me in the moonlight. We lay there facing.

= .
each other, hands clasped together on,our breasts, commit-

- 1

ting ourselves to love. Wheg:we knew we were ready,we put

s

our arms around each other and kissed, softly at first, on
b , X R

the liés....

The stewardess is speaking. Would I like. some more

2

I3

"Thank §ou."

°
14

The man in the next seat seems to be asleep, the main

. lights are dimmed, as passengers watch an old movie. The

plane seems hardly to be moving against the'ﬁoon, yet wé

are getting closer, Louise. 'Closer than we have been, my
dear, since our foﬁr Months together in the summerhouse in
Braskatt. Four months out of a lifetime. Not much, perhaps,
but then these months were my life, are still my life. Oh,

yes! I see her so cleaxly when I shut my eyes, and I remember

-

; well the words we spoke, the plans we made, the clothes she

wore, the touch of her skin, the feel of her arms around me.
Our intimacy was strengthened by a common joy in many plea-

sures; lin poetry (she would ‘read aloud to me from Elizabeth

© B 1y PR L . A PN . e T
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as Breskens, over the Dutch border, where we slept the»ﬁ{gpt

- & -
in oldAbuifdings ("Caxton liwed here when translating Recueil
- , ‘). .
des Histoires de Tro&,ﬂ she told me, and.stood in awe. She

- was, to me, more beautiful than HEléne); in lying and talking

in the shade of trees (except with Louise, I have always been

1 Ll _ R .
withdrawn, introspective, and have spoken intimately only to:

7

&

the chdracters in my head).

-

That sﬁmmer,we were friends, we were'sisters; we were
lovers, we were never c?nsciqusooé any rgservations,nor‘aware
of any shyness; her love satisfied in me an inner hunéer that
no love hés éatisfied since. I loved‘her face, her throat[
her.eyes, her feet, her long slender fingers, the wéy she )
walked, the way she spoke, the bed she slept in, the clothes
she wdre, the comb she uged on her hair. I “loved her lips,
her cheeks, her,§Mi;e, her tee:h, the sceﬁt of her body, the,

touch of her skin. My love for her filled every corner of my’

being. Ddring our months together my mind and body werg\con-
4

" stantly in some exalted state of expectancy. These were days

of sunshine and no shade.

+

As time came for her to leave, we lay in the field next.
to the summerhouse: and planned our future together. She would

go back to Montreal and university. I would stay in Europe
{ 5 ) , <
till December and'}hen, if I could save the money, go by ship

to New York where, somehow, we would have a few weeks\together

during her Christmas vacation. I would come back to Bruges,
’ s .

'

and she would join me for the summer.

N3

~
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. . But, unknown tsxus, tpe'world was collap51ng around us.
e ‘_‘: * . J ’ o
Early in August,Loulse s parents started writing, then cabllng,

then phOnlng. There is going to be a war, they said, and she

.

had better leave Europe and come - bome. A war? Yes, said

.Madame Lafarge of the Romany, 1t\does not look good. The Boche
L \Q - . . v

. - < 1is'on the borders of France and Belgium.
! . ‘1' . ’
3 i I persuaded Louise she should leave,if only to stop her

* A4

" parents worryingx My. only relative - my aunt - had remarried, N

(o

"

’

\\ s »and- would not worry; she had other things'dn her mind.

. - v f
' It was agreed. Louise would go, I would stay in Bruges.

e AT O RREL T

Even if war did break out, we told each oth - and war, 'to
. 4

lovers, seems so improbable - even if Qar did break out,.
there would be plenty of time for me to leave,
"Women’ and children first," I said. ™"And I, after all,

am both woman and child." Louise took my hand and put ‘it to

*

her cﬁeek,and we sat in siklence, thinking: Women and chil- /

[}

\\\ . dren, that is how the world :saw us. - °
She was going back to Montreal by shlg from the port of

R ‘London,and that meant cr0551ng by ferry from Ostend to Dover.

/

: " I went with her as far as Ostend. We took the bus from ° (J)
Bruges, and sat in the back seat, side by side, holding hands,

not seying a word, but every so often turning to look at each”

-

otﬂer, forcing ourselves to smile. She had given me her
| .grandmotner;s ring, and I can remenber her twisting it round
. | ' .;nd round on-my finger as the bus wonnd its way leisg;e;¥ )
‘through the Belglan countryside. ° )
§

At Ostend we sat holding hands across a café table,and

shared our half-bottle of champagne. -,

[N

e

v
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. v
"To our fu.ﬁure," we said.‘ Our’ future at that time seemed
.
‘so immediate - it was the ne\xt hour, the next month, the next

year. The thbught of what lay beyond rever troubled us, if we 1

L2

ever imagined it at all. I gave Louise a half-bottle of Moet

et Chandon ("Not to be opened till we meet again") and she/,

¥

gave me a book by a new young Belgian poet. His name escapes

~
L W

me, but I remember feeling a fierce and astonishing jealousy,

.

as she sat there" and spoké of hi%l. She qéened the book on

the table, and read me one of his poems, Death of a Butterfly,

and my blood ran cold, and I held her to me protectively.\
They would not allow me on the ferry witholﬁlt a ticket,

: { .
and we decided I could not afford a ticket. We parted at the
S B
‘gangway, both stricken with silence:. When Louise was half-way

up I called her back, kissed her, and tried'to say something,
' ke % -

but couldn't. : o - )
LS ‘f -.- ' * -
Then, within a moment as,it seémed, the ferry had pulled

awdy, turned, and I could no longer see Louise. And, as sud- .

denly, the world was empty. "I sat on a bencH at the water-
~ f ‘ 1 o
front at Ostend, and wept. ‘ < : ¢

o

The man in the next seat starts to talk during dinner,

having switched to a haltring French, imagining perhapé, from

P -

. N . . o 7 . .
my conversation with the stewardess, that I am a Parisienne.

\
)

Have I visited Montreal often in the past?. G

' " » M 2 ’ \ N :”, N . &
"I smile and reply in English: "I was born there, I'm a .
>4 ’ ’ . ’ *
Quebecer." And I add, to makg it clear: "I left Canada before
the war." A staﬁe}nent which seems to interest him: ~.
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r

"You were in Eurdpe'dgginé the war?"

"Yes, in Belgium.“‘ ,
s N
I see him hesitate over the next question, and decide to

~-help. "I was working there when the Germans invaded, and could

3

not escape.“‘ Before he c¢&n pursue this, I ask the stewardess to

‘take away my .tray, saying I am tired and want to rest before we
s -
-

v

_How can you explain to anyone what life was like in the

Belgian Resistance, in the eariy 1940's? I became a trans-

lator. I could speak‘English, French, enough Flemish. to get

1
by. I was invaluablg,'they said. For a few months, then they

\

would smuggle ne out,*they said. But when the time came, I

knew too much ‘- their codes, their passwords, their h%adquar-

Feré. They, would~kill mé, rather than let me try to ﬁeave .
Belgium and get caught. ’ -

3
1 -~

How can you explain’ four years of sabotage, dynamiting

t

bridges, mining canals, sniping convoys, days without sleep ?

V]
apd food? And always, ,the fear.

There are those who will tell you that, after a time, a per- -

”

son in danger comes to terms, with fear, comes to accept it and

to live with it. I never came to terms with my fear. Fear

dominadted my life and ruined by health. The fear of being
]

t . Y
found, of being tortured, of being shot, never left me. Every
3 ‘ . -
morning became’a birth, every day a new life, and every night

a fear that I would not jsee the morning. My body became thin

s

with feap{‘and fgéi gave me large hollows fpr 'eyes, brought

sores to the/skin of my face, a7d a raging eczema to my hands

e
- L

and legs.” .

-y
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, ‘ .
And what of my love for. Louise? They say it is only the
. .

separated who know the tragedy of love. For years I lived
with that trag‘edgg,l and consumed myself with the loneliﬁess* of
it. There was no way of letting her “know I was still alive.
They told me they had sent news of m%—:‘\ to th_e‘ Canadian Emba’ssy
in Londor;, but this proved to.be a lie.

\ . .
I existed in this way for four -years,and in that time

lost my youth and what looks I had. I would stare at a face
in the mirror, and ask myself what had happened to the hair,

the fresh pink cheeks, the smiling eyes, and would weep with

7
N

self-pity.

In the second year, Daniel made me his wife, and my code
M . ra

.hame became "Danielle," a name I kept after the war when I

v
P

sthrted to write again, and the name by which I am now best
known. For o‘ver a year Daniel'he'lpevd me sleep at night,
looked after me,'Jshared my fears and made me feel human. Hé
was caught and executed in the winter oaf 1943.

As the war drew to an end, the thought of death terrified
me. Few of my friends who haé's;carted with me in the Resis-

tance, were still with us; some, we knew, had been killed;

others had just disappeared. I wanted desperately to get a

message to Louise,' to let her know I was alive, to see’her,

to speak to her, to let her.xhelp ‘me survive. But ﬁiré\t I had
to rest. Louise must not see me like this. I needed vita-
mins, goPd food, sunshine, and wee}ss of sle‘ep and rest.

Fo; me, the war ended in ,June 1944, shbrtly after, D—;iay,

when I was sent to the Canadian Embassy in London. On my
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first day I wrote a ﬁot;e to Louise, and ’Eo.sté it I h:;‘l‘d/gone .
over a thousand times what to say in my first. lerter, but
when the time came I could put few of my feelings on paper -
only the fact that I was alive and hoped to see her "in Canada,
within months.'. The letter was posted to the only #ldress I
'had, .the University of Montreal. v .

I spent the next day in the iibrary, readirlg the bfack is-
;.-,ues of Canadian newspapers. Late in the afternoon I opene@

a Montreal paper only a few months old, and found myself look-

ing at a photograph of Louise.

The shock of sbeeing her photograph, and of reading-of

~N

her marriage to a member of parliament, Robert Boyd - all lthat,v
4 ‘ ' v
on top of my ill-health - was toogmuch for me; and I collapsed.

e
3

I spent six weeks in a British hospital, and three months in a

sanitorium.

[ ’ " \

[ 44

v

f .- .
The stewardess touches my shoulder, to ask can she také

s

\

away my glass and what's left of the champagne, now flat.
le'he pleasure of the wine has goné. In its place is an
apg;rehension I'cannot put words to. Of course, Louise will
remember! Why should she have changed, any more than I‘ have
changed? Moments like . these’, unanswerable questions, flickers
of doubt,( have tried o insinuate themselves over the years,’

but I will have no part of them. Lisa, in my sixth and best :

novel, The Passionate Years, had many such moments of doubt,

A

fearing she might be forgotten by an old lover. Yet, when

they meet again, man-y vears later - how did I put it? - "they

’
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shéd in one single second those barren years of spiritual
loneliness...” and then something aboﬁ£ a fire that was never
quite extingﬂiéhed. Ah, Lisa and her lover! Lisa.was faith-.
ful to a mémory, as I have been.. And I know - don't ask me

~

- how, I just know - that Louise will havejbeen faithful, too.
Théé belief, always return%ndt gave me hope and strength and
the will to live; to live through months of_alcéhoi and drugs -
times best_forgotten; and hqury'years, writing in Londof;

. years in Bruges, where memoi}es defeated me in the end, and
' forced me to leave; more recently, lonely years in Paris.
Louise will know what I have been through, and that I am out
there, somewhere, waiting, loving, remembering. I believe
that. I have that faith. Liii/bad faith. Silly, romantic,

»

+ ¢ Lisa, in my nbvel....Louise\yill have read all my books. They
kY .
a \ . .
sold well in Canada. She will have recognized herself in

-

~Miriam and Sarah and Sqﬁantha. How many timés, I wonder, have
I éﬁut my eyes to see Louise, sitting by the fire.at home,
reading the chapter on Miriam in Brﬁges, nodding her head in ’//
recognition, smiling, wiping éway tears, lifting her head to the
window, to where she imagines I might bé, her high ch?ek bones, .
the‘sweeﬁ o% her hair, the arch of her: throat....The very words
I used to describe Samantha in my first novel, Escape from
Destiny. "Tinged with'a secret sadness," the critics said of
Yy first novel. Yes, Louise will have read them all. HSW,“I ,
' wonder, doés she remeﬁLer me?. By‘my own name, or as "Danielle?" rT
‘Does she;...Oh God ! theie goes that voice again, inside me,

taunting me: "SG: you have no doubts! Then why did you not go

\
to her when Robert Boyd died?". ‘ o oy,
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I cannot answer that. The question hds repeated itself
. \

a thousand times, but I still cannot answer it. Three wasted
. ! [

months,. when all I had to do was take a plahe for Montreal..

To their house. To her house, now. ﬁust before he died, there
¢

(. L}
was a photograph in the press of Robert Boyd, Member of Par- .

liament, at a reception in their home. Yes, I should have.

p

gone to her then, to comfort her. But all_ I could do was walk
about the streets of Paris tormenting myself; restless, won-

1
. dering, worrying, unable to work, writing a dozen letters to

-

Louise,and tearing them all up. An excuse, that's what I was

looking for, some excuse to go to Canada. Excuse to whom? To
¥

L

myself, I suppose. ‘ ﬁ? l

Then somebne,.somewhere, whoever controls our destinies,

must have heafd my cry. The invitation came, to the writers'
gyconvention. All doubts fdrgotten, ail faith restored> I booked
my flight for Montreal, filled with all the excitement and ex-
pectancy of youth. And many half—forgoﬁtep memories of Louise

- :
came backK to me, as fresh as though I had met her for the

first time, yesterday.... y

S ¢

"Her home is on the hill overlooking the city. A maid

4 .
meets me at the door. I explain that I am early, that the
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e "I sat for that portrait last yearl" . ;
" oh my God! I know that voiée!

Fighting the instinct to run and put %y aEQ? around her,
I turn. A small, plump, motherly woman stands "in the doorway,
with é\cat under .each arm, anq she looks af me over thertop of |
[ ' Jher spectacleé. Sﬁe has about her a gentle and bewildered air,

1ike that of a‘nun caught in'the city traffic. Lou;ée? Is
V ithis? - this cannot be...!
"How nice of you to come, Miss'#énielle. You're the first

A to arrive.' I'm so glad you go£ my note. I really didn't feel
up to the convention diqngr last ;ightv— you understand_~ since
my husband's death - since Robert's death i've been rather a .

xecluse. But I did so much want to meet 4ll of our overseas

writers, before you go back to Europe. Are the others coming?"

1.3
I-look at her in a trance of stricken silence. When I

fail to answer, she points her head at a chair by my side. "Do
sit doﬁn." She seats herself on a large upholstered chair
. across’ the room. . ’
"This is Roger gpd this is Raymond." She nods to the
’ cats. "And this is Danielle:" she says, addressing the cats
“and nodding to me. "Danielle is clever, and writes books;/ And
' ‘ she haé cipe all the way from Europe, just to see us."
Louise? 1Is™that really you, Louise? ZAnd don't yod know
o me?-' Have I.... | )
t She ;ooks up. "I hope you don't mind us calling you -

Danielle? "Miss Danielle sounds so formal."
I sit down oppos%te Louise, take otf my hat, shake out “

my- hair. Look at me, look at me...!

C

L o B N “ ~ " B . - . Ml n war s b L
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Sheklodks into my face:'_“Cat)food is now so expeﬁsive;“
she says. She puts one cat on the carpet by her feet,aﬁd
continues: "We are all so proud of our overseas Canadiap
writers - so proud of ali our writers. When Robert was iq

Government he .did his best to get grants for ouf'young

-

writers. And as you kenow, I've beii)theif presigent for mahy

years - of the Writers' Guild, t@ét is.”

She touches her thin, dry, cxacked lips to the other cat's

.

* -]
head, puts the cat down and watches it.leave the room, its back

arched. Her eyes stay on the door after the cat %aé gone, and
her head starts to rock gently up and down, long étrands of
hair ﬁallingwioosely over her ‘face. My mouth is dry, and whén
she hears me take é breath and try‘to swallow, she turns back -
to me, conscious again of my pfesence. p

"Ygs, poor Robert did not have much time to read,other‘

4
than wretched government briefs and business papers. You live

¢ ) e
Xn Rome, don't you?"

"Paris." I barely manage the word; all life has gone out
ofrm?.
"Of course, Paris. .Now that must be_excitiﬁg. Robert
and I Qent to Paris in - now, let me see - 1962 I think it was.
Such a beautiful city. Bobert adored it." °'As she speaks she
\ stands up, pulls twice on a tasseled bell-cord, then proceeds
\to brush her hands down over her black blouse and long black

)

ﬁflrt, picking off the white halrs of the cats. She pushes

»

bick the strands‘of her own hair which still hang over her
fage. "We shan't wait for the others,' she says.

\ The maid comes in with a tray, puts it down on the table

'. 2
\' ¢

\
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by Louise, and goes out without a word. Louise murmurs some-
i thing to” her as she leaves, then turns again to me. o

"I should have .asked if you preferred tea. Coffee will
do? Good. Yes, Ropert loved France. And -Belgium. Cream? -

" Sugar? I didn't go with him to Belgium. When children are

—_ \

~growing up, you don't like _to leave them for too long. Have
-you...?"
"No, no children." I take the cup, my hands numb.

"Huhuh, " shg séys.’ She’ turns towards the door as another
caf comes 1in, walks to her chair, and rubs its heéd against hgr
leg. She lifts the cat into her lap.

"This is-Pierre. Pierre was Robert's fé&ourite. Poor
c 6ld éhingn’you miss him so." She puts the cat's face to her

cheek, and continues to speak.to it softlyqiher eyes closed,
her head rocking gently. I sit in silence. She opens her
eyes, . ' . :
"You mu;t meet my daughter, Marie, before ﬁhe others
v ‘

come. And you can tell us both about last night's dinner, and

your exciting life in Rome.” She qﬁes to the door, taking the

' cat with her.
"Marie," I hear this woman say, "Marie, come and meet our

visitor....
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