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Fl yl eaf:

You are about to enter a bizarre and unfamiliar world -- the underworld
of "the glanmour."” It's a place both seductive and sinister, where nen and
worren possess envi able powers. A world of alternating states, a world that
exi sts on the edge of reality, behind a viel of invisibility.

In the world they call the glanobur, Richard and Susan neet and fall very
much in love. For Richard, the victimof a terrorist bonbing, fighting to
pi ece together his shattered nenory, it is a |love both strange and new. But
for Susan, a woman fighting for their future, it is a |love that began | ong ago
in Richard' s forgotten past. Now she nust help himto renenber the past they
share -- and the power they possess. It is a power that allows themto cl oak
t hensel ves in a nysterious aura or glanour. Poeopel who possess it can fade in
and out of sight. The glamur is a power they can use for good or for evil.

Yet for Richard and Susan, it is beconming a power they nust escape, or be
haunt ed by forever.

As sophisticated as it is provocative, _The Ganmour_ is a nmesnerizing
novel of psychol ogi cal suspense that dares to probe the powers of the nind
ESP, and the ways in which people see -- or fail to see -- each other. Both a
captivating |love story and a haunting netaphor of nodern life, it is a
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To Lisa

THE GLAMOUR

Part |

| have been trying to renenber where it began, thinking about ny early
chi | dhood and wondering if anything m ght have happened that nade ne becone
what | am | had never thought rmuch about it before, because on the whole
was happy. | think the reason for this was that | was protected from know ng
what was really going on. My nother died when | was only three, but even this
was a blow that was softened; her illness was a | ong one, and by the time she
actually died | was used to spending nost of ny tine with the hired nurse.

What | renenber best was sonething | enjoyed. Wien | was eight | was
sent home from school with a letter fromthe nedical office. A viral infection
had been attacking many of the children at the school, and after we had al

been screened it was discovered or decided that | was the carrier. | was

pl aced i n home quarantine, and was not allowed to mx with other children
until | ceased to be a carrier. The outconme was that | was eventually adnitted
to a private hospital, and ny two perfectly good tonsils were efficiently
renoved. | returned to school shortly after my ninth birthday.

The period of quarantine had |asted nearly six nonths, coinciding with
the best part of a long hot sumrer. | was on ny own for nost of this tinme, and
although at first | felt lonely and isolated | quickly adapted. | discovered
the pl easures of solitude. | read a huge nunmber of books, went for |ong wal ks

in the countryside around the house, and noticed wildlife for the first tine.
My father bought me a sinple camera, and | began to study birds and fl owers

and trees, preferring their conmpany to that of ny friends. | constructed a
secret den in the garden, and sat in it for hours with ny books or
phot ographs, fantasizing and dreaming. | built a cart with the wheels of an

old pram and skittered around the country paths and hills, happier than | had
ever been before. It was a contented, unconplicated tinme, one in which I built
up personal reserves and internal confidence, and it changed ne.

Returning to school was a wench. | had beconme an outsider to the other
children because | had been away so long. | was left out of activities and
ganes, groups formed without nme, and | was treated as soneone who did not know
the secret |anguage or sighs. | hardly cared; it allowed ne to continue with a
reduced formof ny solitary life, and for the rest of ny tine at school I
drifted on the periphery, barely noticed by the others. | have never regretted
that long, lonely sunmer, and | only wish it could have |asted | onger.
changed as | grew up, and I am not now what | was then, but | still think back
to that happy time with a kind of infantile |onging.

So perhaps it began there, and this story is the rest. At the noment |



amonly "I" although soon | shall have a nanme. This is ny own story, told in
different voices.

Part 11

The house had been built so that it overlooked the sea. Since its
conversion to a conval escent hospital, two |large wi ngs had been added in the
original style, and the gardens had been rel andscaped so that patients w shing
to nove around were never faced with steep inclines. The gravel ed paths
zi gzagged gently between the | awns and fl ower beds, opening out onto nunerous
| evel ed areas where wooden seats had been placed and wheel chairs coul d be
parked. The gardens were mature, with thick but controlled shrubbery and
attractive stands of deciduous trees.

At the | owest point of the garden, down a narrow pat hway | eadi ng away
fromthe main area, there was a secl uded, hedged-in patch, overgrown and
negl ected, with an uninterrupted view of the bay. In this place it was
possible to forget for a while that M ddl econbe was a hospital. Even here,

t hough, were precautions: a | ow concrete curb had been enbedded in the grass
to stop wheelchairs rolling too close to the rough ground and the cliff

beyond, and fairly prom nent among the bushes at the back there was an
energency signaling systemconnected directly to the duty nurse's office in
the main bl ock. Very few of the patients visited this place. It was a | ong way
to wal k down or back, and the staff were unwilling to push wheel chairs as far
as this. The main reason, though, was probably that the steward service did
not extend much beyond the terrace or the top | awns.

For all these reasons, Richard Grey cane down here whenever he coul d.
The extra distance exercised his arns as he worked the wheels of the chair,
and anyway he liked the solitude. He could get privacy inside his room where
t here were books, television, telephone, radio, but when actually inside the
mai n buil ding there was subtle pressure to nix with the other patients.

He had al ways been an active man, and al though he had been at
M ddl econbe for a long tinme, he had still not fully adjusted to the idea of
bei ng a patient.

Al t hough there were no nore operations to cone, it seened to himthat
his recovery was interm nable. His days in the hospital were on the whole
unpl easant. The physiotherapy was tiring, and |left himaching afterward. On
his own he was lonely, but mxing with the other patients, many of whom did
not speak English well, nmade himinpatient and irritable. Lacking friends, the
gardens and the view were all he had to hinself.

Every day Grey would conme down to this quiet place to stare at the sea
bel ow. This was a part of the coast known as Start Bay, the western extremty
of Lyme Bay, on the South Devon coast. To his right, the rocky headl and of
Start Point ran out into the dismal sea, sonetines obscured by mist or rain.
To his left, just visible, were the houses of Beesands, the ugly neat rows of
hol i day caravans, the silent waters of Wddi conbe Ley. Beyond these, the
cliffs rose again, concealing the next village fromhim The shore here was



shingle, and on cal mdays he would listen to the hissing of the waves as they
broke insipidly at the bottomof the cliff.

Above all, he wished for a stornmy sea, sonething positive and dranati c,
something to break his routine. But this was Devon, a place of soft weather
and tenperate seasons, the clinmte of conval escence.

It all reflected his state of nmind, which had become unquestioning. H's
body had been severely injured, his mnd | ess so, and he sensed that both
woul d repair in the sane way: plenty of rest, gentle exercise, increasing
resolve. It was often all he was capable of--to stare at the sea, watch the
tides, listen to the waves. The passage of birds excited him and whenever he
heard a car he felt the trenmor of fear

Hs sole aimwas to return to normality. Using sticks he could stand on
his own now, and he was sure the crutches were permanently in his past. After
wheel i ng hinself down the garden he would |l ever hinself out of his chair and
take a few steps leaning on the sticks. He was proud of being able to do this
al one, of not having a therapist or nurse beside him of having no rails, no
encour agi ng words. Wen standi ng he could see nore of the view, could go
cl oser to the edge.

Today it had been raini ng when he woke, a persistent, drifting drizzle
that had continued all nmorning. It meant he had had to put on a coat, but now
it had stopped raining and he was still in the coat. It depressed hi m because
it rem nded himof his real disabilities--he could not take it off on his own.

He heard footsteps on the gravel, and the sound of someone pushing
t hrough the danp | eaves and branches that grew across the path. He turned,
doing it slowy, a step and a stick at a time, keeping his face impbile to
conceal the pain.

It was Dave, one of the nurses. "Can you nanage, M. Gey?"

"I can nanage to stay upright."

"Do you want to get back in the chair?"

"No . . . | was just standing here."

The nurse had stopped a few paces away from him one hand resting on the
chair as if ready to wheel it forward quickly and slide it under Gey's body.

"I came to see if you needed anything."

"You can help me with nmy coat. |'m sweating under this."

The young man stepped forward and presented his forearmfor Gey to | ean
on while he took the sticks away. Wth one hand he unbuttoned the front of the
coat, then put his big hands under Grey's arnpits, holding his weight, letting
his patient renmove the coat hinmself. Gey found it a slow, painful process,
trying to twi st his shoulder blades to get out of the sleeve w thout
conpressing his neck or back muscles. It was inpossible to do, of course, even
with Dave's help, and by the time the coat was of f he was unable to concea
t he pain.

"Al'l right, Richard, let's get you into the chair." Dave tw sted him
around, alnost carrying himin the air, and lowered himinto the seat.

"I hate this, Dave. | can't stand bei ng weak."

"You're getting better every day."

"Ever since |'ve been here you' ve been putting ne in and out of this
damed chair."

"There was a tine you couldn't get out of bed."

"I don't remenber that."

Dave gl anced away, up the path. "You don't have to."

"How | ong have | been here?" G ey asked.

"Three or four nonths. Probably four now. "

There was a silence of nenory inside him a period irretrievably |ost.
Al'l his conscious nmenories were of this garden, these paths, this view, this
pain, the endless rain and msted sea. It all blended in his mnd, each day
i ndi stinguishable fromthe others by its sanmeness, but there was that | ost
peri od behind himtoo. He knew there had been the bedri dden weeks, the
sedatives and painkillers, the operations. Somehow he had |ived through al
that, and sonehow he had been signed off, dispatched to conval escence, another



bed from whi ch he could not get out by hinself. But whenever he tried to think
back to beyond that, something in his menory turned away, slipped fromhis
grasp. There was just the garden, the sessions of therapy, Dave and the other
nur ses.

He had accepted that those nenories would not now return, that to try to
dwell on themonly hindered his recovery.

"Actually, | cane down about sonething," Dave said. "You' ve got sone
visitors this norning."

"Send them away. "

"You m ght want to neet one of them She's a girl, and pretty too

"I don't care," Grey said. "Are they fromthe newspaper?"

"I think so. |I've seen the man before."

"Then tell themIl'mw th the physiotherapist.”

"I think they'll probably wait for you."

"Can't you do sonething, Dave? You know how | feel about them™

"Nobody's going to force you to see them but | think you should at
| east find out what they want."

"I"ve nothing to tell them nothing to say."

"They m ght have sonme news for you. Have you thought of that?"

"You al ways say that."

Wil e they had been speaking, Dave had | eaned down on the handgrips and
swung the chair around. Now he stood, pushing gently on the grips, rocking the
chair up and down.

"Anyway," G ey said, "what news could they have? The only thing | don't
know i s what | don't know. "

Dave let the chair tip down onto its two srmall wheels at the front, and
nmoved around to Gey's side.

"Shall | wheel you up to the house?" he said.

"I don't seemto have any choice."

"OfF course you have. But if they've conme all the way from London, they
aren't going to go back until they've seen you."

"Al'l right, then."

Dave took the weight of the chair and wheeled it slowy forward. It was
a long, slowclinmb up to the main house because of the uneven path. When
propelling hinself G ey had al ready devel oped an instinct about jolts and
their effect on his back and hip, but when sonmeone el se pushed himhe could
never anticipate them

They entered the building by a side door, which opened automatically at
their approach, then rolled gently down the corridor toward the lift. The
parquet flooring had a satin-smooth sheen, with no signs of wear. The whole
pl ace was al ways being cleaned; it snelled unlike a hospital, with polish and
varni sh, carpets, good food. The acoustics too were nuted, as if it were
really an expensive hotel where the patients were panpered guests. For Richard
Gey it was the only place he knew as home. He sonetinmes felt he had been here
all his life.

They ascended to the next floor and Dave propelled the chair to one of
t he I ounges. Unusually, no other patients were there. At a desk in the al cove
to one side Janes Wodbridge, the senior clinical psychol ogist, was using the
t el ephone. He nodded to Grey as they cane into the room then spoke quickly



and quietly and hung up.

Sitting by the other wi ndow was Tony Stuhr, one of the reporters from
t he newspaper. As soon as he saw him Gey felt the famliar conflict on
nmeeting this man: in person he was |ikable and frank, but the paper he worked
for was a tabloid rag of dubious reputation and inmense circulation. Stuhr's
by-1ine had appeared in the past few weeks on several stories about a royal
romance. The newspaper was delivered every day to M ddl econbe, especially for
Richard G ey. He rarely did nore than glance at it.

Stuhr stood up as soon as Gey entered the room sniled briefly at him
t hen | ooked at Wbodbridge. The psychol ogi st had |l eft the desk and was crossing
the room Dave stepped on the foot brake of the wheelchair and left the room

Wodbridge said, "Richard, |'ve asked you to cone back to the house
because 1'd like you to neet someone."

Stuhr was grinning at him |eaning over the table to stub out his
cigarette. ey noticed that his jacket was falling open and a rolled-up copy
of the newspaper was stuffed into an inner pocket. Grey was puzzled by the
remark, because Wodbri dge nmust have known that he and Stuhr had nmet on
several previous occasions. Then Grey noticed there was someone with Stuhr. It
was a young woman standi ng beside him |ooking at Grey, her eyes flicking
nervously toward Wodbridge, waiting for the introduction. He had not seen her
until this nmonent; she nmust have been sitting with the reporter, and when she
stood up had been behind him

She cane forward

"Richard, this is Mss Kew ey, Mss Susan Kew ey."

"Hello," she said to Gey, and sniled

"How do you do?"

She was standing directly in front of him seeming tall but not really
so. Gey was still not used to being the only person sitting. He wondered
whet her he shoul d shake hands with her.

"M ss Kew ey has read about your case in the press, and has travel ed
down from London to neet you."

"I's that so?" Grey said.

"You could say we've set this up for you, Richard," Stuhr said. "You
know we al ways take an interest in you."

"What do you want?" Grey said to her

"Well . . . I'dliketotalk to you."

"What about ?"

She gl anced at Wodbri dge.

"Wuld you like me to stay?" the psychol ogist said to her over Gey's
head.

"I don't know," she said. "It's up to you."

Grey realized he was uninportant to this nmeeting; the real dial ogue was
goi ng on above him It rem nded himof the pain, lying in the intensive care
unit in the London hospital between operations, dimy hearing hinself
di scussed.

"I"l1l call back in half an hour," Wodbridge was saying. "If you need to
see ne before then, you can just pick up that phone."

"Thank you," said Susan Kew ey.

When Wodbridge had left, Tony Stuhr released the foot brake on the
chair and pushed Grey to the table where they had been sitting. The young
worman took the chair closest to him but Stuhr sat by the w ndow

"I"ve nothing to talk to you about," G ey said.

"I just wanted to see you," she said.

"Well, here |l am | can't run away fromyou."
"Ri chard, don't you remenber ne?"

“Shoul d | ?"

"Well, yes. | was hoping you would."

"Are we friends?"
"l suppose you could say that. Just for a tinme."
"I"'msorry. | can't remenber much about the past. How |l ong ago was it?"



"Not |ong," she said. She | ooked at himonly infrequently when she
spoke, glancing down into her lap, or at the table, or across to the reporter
Stuhr was staring through the w ndow, obviously listening yet not
participating. Wien he realized G ey was | ooking at him he took the newspaper
from his pocket and opened it to the football page.

"Wuld you like sone coffee?" Gey said.

"You know | --" She checked herself. "No, | only drink tea."

"Il get it." Gey propelled hinmself away from her and went to the
phone, asserting a sense of independence. \When he had ordered the
refreshnents, he went back to the table. Stuhr picked up his newspaper again;
obvi ously, words had been exchanged.

Looki ng at them both, Grey said, "I mght as well say that you're
wasting your time. |'ve nothing to tell you."

"Do you know what it's costing ny paper to keep you in this place?"
Stuhr said.

"I didn't ask for that."

"Qur readers are concerned about you, Richard. You're a hero."

"I"'mno such thing. | just happened to be there."

"You were alnost killed."

"And that nmakes ne a hero?"

"Look, I"'mnot here to argue with you," Stuhr said.

The tea arrived on a silver tray: pots and crockery, a tiny bow of
sugar, biscuits. Wiile the steward arranged themon the table, Stuhr returned
to his newspaper, and Grey took the opportunity to | ook properly at Susan
Kewl ey. He renenbered that Dave had described her as pretty, but that was
hardly the right word. What Grey noticed nost about her was that she | acked
di stinctive features. She was probably in her nmd to late twenties. She was
plain, but plain in a pleasant sense of the word; neutral was perhaps better
She had a regul ar face, hazel eyes, pale brown hair which grew straight,
sl ender shoul ders. She sat in a rel axed way, resting her narrow wists and
hands on the arnms of the chair, her body erect and confortable. She would not
| ook at him but stared at the crockery on the table as if avoiding not only
his eyes but his opinion too. Yet he had no opinion, except that she was
there, that she had arrived with Stuhr and therefore nust be associ at ed,
directly or indirectly, with the newspaper

How had he known her in the past? What _kind_ of a friend? Sonmeone he
had worked with? A lover? But surely he would renenber that, of all things?

For a nonent it occurred to himthat she night have been brought here by
Stuhr as some kind of stunt, to provoke a response he could wite about in the
paper. MYSTERY WOVAN I N LOVE BI D woul d be about par for the newspaper's
course, and as true to the facts as nost of the stories it ran

When the steward had left, Gey said to her, "Wll, what is it we have
to tal k about?"

She said nothing, but reached forward and pulled a cup and saucer toward

her. Still she did not look at him and her hair was tipping forward,
conceal i ng her face from him
"As far as | can renmenber, |'ve never seen you before in ny life. You'l

have to give ne nore to go on than that."

She was hol ding the saucer, pale veins visible beneath her translucent
skin. She seened to be shaking her head slightly.

"Or are you here because _he_ brought you?" Gey said angrily. He | ooked
at Stuhr, who did not react. "Mss Kewey, | don't know what you want, but--"

Then she turned toward him and for the first tine he saw all of her
face, slightly long, fine-boned, wintry in color. Her eyes were full of tears,
and the corners of her nouth were tw tching downward. She pushed back her
chair quickly, toppling the saucer with its cup on the table, colliding with
t he wheel chair as she pushed past him Pain jabbed down his back, and he heard
a gul ping inhalation of breath fromher. She ran across the room and went into
the corridor.

To stare after her would nean turning his head agai nst the stiffness of



his neck, so Gey did not try. It felt silent and cold in the room

"What a bastard you can be." Stuhr threw aside his newspaper. "I'Il call
Wyodbri dge. "
"Wait a minute . . . what do you nean?"

"Coul dn't you see what you were doing to her?"

"No. Who is she?"

"She's your girlfriend, Grey. She's cone all the way down here in the
hope that if you saw her again it might trigger some nmenory."

"I don't have a girlfriend." But he felt again the hel pl ess rage of his
| ost weeks. Just as he tried to avoid nmenories of the pain, so he shrank away
fromthe weeks before the car bonmb expl osi on. There was a profound bl ankness
in his mind, one he never entered because he did not know how. "And if she is
someone | know, what the hell is she doing here with you?"

"Look, it was an experinent."

"Di d Whodbri dge cook this up?"

"No . . . listen, Richard. Susan approached _us_. She saw the stories in
t he paper, and she cane forward. She said that you and she had once had an
affair, that it was all over, but that seeing her m ght help you regain your
menory. "

"Then it is a stunt."

"I won't deny that if you regained your menory I'd wite about it. But
really, this time I"'mjust here to drive the car."

Grey shook his head, and stared angrily through the wi ndow at the sea.
Once he had di scovered he was suffering fromretroactive ammesi a because of
t he concussi on, he had been trying to come to terns with it. At first he had
probed the feeling of blankness, thinking that if he could sonehow find a way
he woul d penetrate it, but to do so made hi m profoundly depressed and
i ntrospective. What he was doing now was trying not to think about it, to
accept that the weeks he had | ost would stay |ost.

"Where does Wyodbridge cone into this?"

"He didn't set it up. He agreed to it, The idea was Susan's."

"It was a bad idea."

Stuhr said, "That's not her fault. Look at yourself-- you're totally
unnoved by this! The only reservati on Whodbri dge had was that you mi ght be
traumati zed. Yet you're sitting here as if nothing has happened, and the
girl's in tears."

"I can't help that."

"Just don't blane her for it.
back into his pocket.

"What are you going to do now?" G ey said.

"There's no point carrying on with this. I'lIl call and see you in a
nmonth or so. You mght be nore receptive then."

"What about the girl?"

"I'I'l come back this afternoon.”

She was there, standing beside his wheelchair, a hand resting on the
grip behind his left shoulder. At the sound of her voice, Gey started with
surprise, jerking the stiffness in his neck, a conpletion of the novenment he
had failed to make when she left. How | ong had she been standing there, just
beyond the periphery of his vision? Stuhr had given no indication she had
ret ur ned.

Stuhr said to her, "I'lIl wait for you in the car."

He noved past them both, and again G ey felt that unpleasant sensation
of everyone being taller than him Susan sat down in the chair she had
occupi ed before.

"I"'msorry about all that," she said.

"No--1'"mthe one who shoul d apol ogi ze. | was very rude."

"I won't stay now. | need tine to think, and 1'll come back later."

Grey said, "After lunch | have to go for physiotherapy. Could you cone
agai n tonorrow?"

"I't m ght be possible. Tony's driving back to London this afternoon, but

Stuhr stood up. He thrust his newspaper



| could stay."

"Where are you?"

"W were in a guest house in Kingsbridge |last night. | could probably
stay another night or two. |I'Il arrange sonething."

As before, she was not | ooking at hi mwhen they spoke, except in short,
darting glinpses through the strands of fine hair. Her eyes had dried but she
| ooked pal er than before. He wanted to feel sonething for her, remenber her
but she was a stranger.

Trying to give her something warmer than this cold exchange of

arrangenents, he said, "Are you sure you still want to talk to ne?"

"Yes, of course."

"Tony said that we--1 mean you and |--were once . "

"W went out together for a while. It didn't last long, but it mattered
at the tinme. 1'd hoped you would remenber."

"I"'msorry," Gey said. "I really don't."

"Let's not talk about it now. I|'ll come back tonorrow norning. | won't
get upset again."

Wanting to explain, he said, "It was because you were with Tony Stuhr.
t hought you worked for the newspaper."

"It was the only way | could find out where you were. | didn't
understand the situation." She had picked up her bag, a canvas holdall with a
long strap. "I'll come back tomorrow. " She had |aid one of her |ong hands

lightly on his. "Are you sure you'd |ike ne to?"

"Yes, of course. Cone well before lunch."

"I shoul d have asked you straight away: are you in much pain? | didn't
realize you would be in a wheelchair."

"I"mbetter now. Everything happens very slowy."

"Richard . . . ?" She still had her fingers resting on the back of his
hand. "Are you sure--1 mean, you really can't renenber?"

He wanted to turn his hand so that she would touch his palm but that
woul d be an intinmacy he knew he hadn't deserved. Looking at her |arge eyes and
her clear conplexion he felt how easy he nmust once have found it to be with
her. What was she like, this quiet-spoken woman who had once been his
girlfriend? Wat did she know about hinP? What did he know of her? Wy had they
split up, when their relationship had mattered to them both? She was from
beyond the conmm, beyond the pain of ruptured organs and burnt-off skin, from
the lost part of his life. But until today he had had no i dea she even
exi st ed.

He wanted to answer her question truthfully, but sonmething prevented it.

"I"'mtrying to remenber," he said. "I feel as if | know you."

Her fingers briefly tightened. "All right. I'lIl see you tonorrow "

She stood up, went past his chair and out of his sight. He heard her
footsteps soft on the carpet, then nmore distinctly in the corridor outside.
Still he could not turn his head, w thout the pain.

Both of Richard Gey's parents were now dead. He had no brothers or
sisters. Hs only relative was his father's sister, who was married and living
in Australia. After |eaving school, Gey went to Brent Technical Coll ege,
where he took a diploma in photography. Wiile at Brent he enrolled in a BBC
trai ni ng scheme, and when he had won his di ploma he went to work at the BBC



Television filmstudios in Ealing as a canera trainee. After a few nonths he
became a camera assistant, working with various crews in the studios and on
| ocation. Eventually he graduated to full camera operator

When he was twenty-four he left the BBC and went to work as a cameranan
for an independent news agency based in North London. The agency syndi cated
its news filmthroughout the world, but principally to one of the Anerican
networ ks. Mst of the news stories he was assigned to were in Britain and
Europe, but he travel ed several tinmes to the States, to the Far East and
Australia, and to Africa. During the 1970s he nade several trips to Northern
Irel and, covering the troubles there.

He established a reputation for courage. News crews are frequently in
the thick of dangerous events, and it takes a particular kind of dedication to
continue shooting footage in the mddle of a riot or while under fire. Richard
Grey had risked his life on several occasions.

He was twi ce nominated for a BAFTA Award for docunentary or news
filmng, and in 1978 he and his sound recordist were given a special Prix
Italia for filmreportage of street fighting in Belfast. The comendati on
read, "For obtaining unique and shocking pictures under conditions of extrene
personal danger." Among his coll eagues, Grey was popular, and in spite of his

reputati on he never found people unwilling to work with him As his stature
grew it was recogni zed that he was not fool hardy, endangering hinself as well
as others, but used skill and experience and knew intuitively when a risk

coul d be taken

Gey lived alone in the apartment he had bought with the noney his
father had left him Mst of his friends were people he worked with, and
because his work involved so nuch travel he had never settled down with a
steady girlfriend. He found it easy to drift fromone encounter to the next,
never formng ties. Wien he was not working he often went to the cinens,
sonetines to the theater. About once a week he would nmeet sone of his friends
for an evening in a pub. He generally took solitary holidays, canping or
wal ki ng; once he had extended a working trip to the States by renting a car
and driving to California.

Apart fromthe deaths of his parents, there had been only one najor
disruption to his life, and that had happened about six nmonths before the car
bonb.

Ri chard G ey worked best with film He liked the weight of an Arriflex,
t he bal ance of it, the quiet vibration of the notor. He saw t hrough the reflex
viewfinder as if with an extra eye; he sonetimes said he could not see
properly without it. And there was sonething about the texture of filmitself,
the quality of the picture, the subtlety of its effects. The know edge t hat
filmslipped through the gate, halting and advancing, twenty-five tines a
second gave an intangible extra feel to his work. He was always irritated if
peopl e said they could not tell the difference, on television, between a film
sequence and one recorded on an electronic canmera. It seened to himthat the
di fference was nmanifest: video "footage" had an enpty quality, a brightness
and sharpness that was unnatural and fal se.

But for a news nmedium filmwas slow and unw el dy. Sonmehow t he cans had
to be taken to a lab, then to a cutting room Sound had to be synched in or
overdubbed. There were always technical problenms during transm ssion
especially when a local news studio had to be used or if the filmhad to be
sent by satellite to one of the syndicating stations. The difficulties were
i ncreased when working abroad or in a war zone; sonetinmes the only way to get
the story out was by taking the unprocessed filmto the nearest airport and
putting it on a plane to London, New York or Ansterdam

News networks around the world were changing over to el ectronic cameras.
Using portable satellite dishes, a crew could transmt pictures direct to the
studi o as they were being shot. There they could be edited electronically and
transmtted w thout delay.

One by one the news crews were going over to video, and it cane,
inevitably, to G ey. He went on a retraining course and thereafter had to use



an el ectronic camera. For reasons he never really understood, he found it
difficult to transfer his skill. He could not "see" without the intervention
of film the silent whirring of the notor. He becane sel f-consci ous about the
problem attenpting to overcone it by fundamentally rethinking his approach
He tried to adjust his eye so he could see again, a concept to which his

col | eagues were synpat hetic even though nost of them were naking the sane
transition successfully. He kept telling himself that technol ogy was a nere
instrument, that his ability was innate and not a product of the medium Even
so, he knew he had lost his flair.

There were other jobs open to him The BBC and | ndependent Tel evi sion
News were al so changi ng over to el ectronic news gathering, and even though he
was offered a filmjob with ITN he realized that in the end the same problem
woul d arise. Another job offered to himwas with an industrial docunentary
unit, but he had cut his teeth on news filmng and it was never a rea
alternative

The sol ution came when the agency unexpectedly lost its contract with
the American network. Staff had to be made redundant, and Richard G ey
vol unteered hinself. He had no particular idea in mnd--sinply took the
redundancy noney, intending to use it to buy time to reconsider his career. In
the first month he went on a holiday to the States, then returned to his flat
in London to plan what to do next.

He was not short of noney. He had bought his apartnment outright with his
father's noney, and the redundancy lunp sumwould | ast at |east a year. Nor
was he idle, because he was given occasional free-lance work.

But then there was a gap.

H s next menories were fitful: he was in intensive care at Charing Cross
Hospital in London, surviving on a ventilator, undergoing a series of ngjor
operations, in pain and under sedation. After this there was an agoni zi ng
journey in an anbul ance, and ever since he had been at M ddl econmbe Hospit al
conval esci ng on the South Devon coast.

Sonmewhere in the gap in his life he had been in a London street, where a
car bomb had been planted outside a police station. It exploded while he was
passing. He suffered nultiple burns and | acerations, back injuries, fractures
of pelvis, leg and arm and ruptured internal organs. He had nearly died.

This was the extent of his nenories on the day Susan Kew ey cane to see
him and she nowhere fitted into them

There was a conflict of medical opinion about Grey's amesia, and for
Grey hinself this was conplicated by a conflict of personal opinion.

He was being treated by two men at the hospital: the psychol ogi st James
Wodbri dge, and a consultant psychiatrist called Dr. Hurdis.

Grey disliked Wodbridge, because he found hi m hi gh-handed and often
renote, but he took a line that Grey found acceptable. Wodbridge, while
acknow edgi ng the traumatic nature of the injuries, and the effects of
concussi on, believed that retrograde amesia could al so be psychol ogically
based. In other words, that there were additional events in his life,
unconnected with the explosion, which Gey was now repressi ng. Wodbridge
bel i eved that the nenories of these should be coaxed out gently by
psychot herapy, and that the benefits of using other techniques to open up the
menories would not be worth the risks. He thought that Gey should be



rehabilitated gradually, and with a return to normal |ife he would be able to
cone to ternms with his past, his nmenory returning in stages.

On the other hand, Dr. Hurdis, whom G ey actually |iked, had been
pressing himin a direction he tried to resist. Hurdis believed that progress
wi th orthodox anal ytical psychotherapy would be too slow, especially where
organi c |1 oss of menory was invol ved.

Agai nst his personal feelings, Grey had so far responded better to
Wyodbridge than to Hurdis.

Until Susan Kew ey's arrival, Gey had not been too concerned about what
m ght actually have happened in the weeks he had | ost. What worried himnore
was the sense of _absence_, a hole in his life, a dark and quiet period that
seened forever renote fromhim Hi s nmnd instinctively shied away fromit, and
like the sore places in his body he had been trying not to use it.

But Susan Kewl ey had come to himfrom out of the absence, unrecognized
and unremenbered. She had known hi mthen, and he had known her, and now she
was awakening in himthe need to renmenber.

In the norning, when Richard Gey had been bathed and dressed, and was
waiting in his roomfor news of Susan's arrival, Wodbridge cane to see him

"I wanted to have a quiet word with you before Mss Kew ey gets here,"
Wodbri dge said. "She seens to be a very pl easant young woman, don't you
agree?"

"Yes," Grey said, suddenly irritated.

"I wondered if you had any nenory of her."

"None what soever."

"Not even a vague feeling that you mi ght have seen her sonmewhere?"

"No. "

"Did she tell you anything about what happened when you knew her?"

"No. "

"Richard, what |I'mgetting at is that you night have had sone kind of
row with her, and afterwards perhaps dealt with it by trying to bury the
menory. It would be perfectly normal to do so."

"All right," Gey said. "But | don't see why that matters now. "

"Because retroacti ve amesia can be caused by an unconscious wi sh to
bani sh unhappy menories. | think you should recognize this."

"Is it going to make a difference?"

"Seei ng her now coul d deepen your unconscious wi sh to bl ock her."

"It didn't yesterday. It deepened ny wi sh to know her better. It just
seens to ne that she might be able to remind me of things | can't renenber by
nmysel f."

"Yes, but it's inmportant that you accept she is not going to provide you
with the solution on her own."

"But surely it can't hurt?"

"We'| | have to see. If you want to talk to nme afterwards, 1'll be here
for the rest of the day."

Grey remai ned stubbornly irritated after Wodbridge had left. It seened
to himthat there was a subtle but definite distinction between his private
life and his presence in the hospital as a patient. He sometines thought that
hi s ammesi a was seen as a professional challenge by the people who were
treating him something unrelated to his real life. If Susan really had been



his girlfriend, their know edge of each other was presumably intimte and
deeply personal. Wodbridge's questions intruded on this.

A few mnutes after Whodbridge left, Gey took the book he was currently
readi ng and went out of his roomand along to the elevator. He propelled
hinself out to the terrace and noved to the far end. This was not only sone
di stance away fromthe other patients, but gave hima vantage point over nost
of the gardens and the drive leading to the visitors' car park

The weat her was cool and gray, with Iow clouds nmoving in darkly fromthe
northwest. The sea was normally visible fromthe terrace, glinpsed through
trees, but today there was a dulling haze over everything.

He settled down to read, but the wind was blustery and after a few
m nutes he called a steward and asked for a blanket. After an hour, the other
patients went inside.

Vehicles arrived at intervals, nosing their way up the turning incline
into the steep tarmacadaned drive. Two of them were anbul ances, bringi ng new
patients; there were several tradesnmen's vans, and a number of cars. Wth the
arrival of each of these, Gey's hopes rose and he waited excitedly for her to
appear .

It was inpossible to concentrate on his book, and the norning passed
slowy. He felt cold and unconfortable and, as nidday approached, nore and
nore resentful. She had pronmi sed, after all, and must have known what the
visit would nmean to him He started to invent excuses for her: she had had to
hire a car and there had been a delay; the car had broken down; there had been
an accident. But surely he would have heard?

Wth all the hel pl ess egocentricity of the invalid, Gey could think of
not hi ng but this.

The tine drew near to one o' clock, when Iuncheon was served and he woul d
be taken into the dining room He knew that even if she arrived in the next
few m nutes they could only have a short time together; at two he had to go
for physi ot herapy.

At five mnutes before the hour a car turned into the drive. Gey
regarded the sight of its silver roof and sky-reflecting wi ndows wth
fatalistic certainty that it was Susan. He waited.

She appeared on the terrace with one of the nurses, Sister Alicia, and
the two wonen wal ked across to him

"They're serving lunch now, M. Gey. Shall | wheel you in?"

Looki ng at Susan, he said, "I'll be there in a few m nutes.”

"I can't stay long," she said, |ooking not at Grey but at the nurse.
"Shall | tell themyou' re staying for |unch too?"

"No, thank you."

"Now you nustn't mss a nmeal, M. Gey," the nurse said, |ooking from
one to the other of them She wal ked away.

"Richard, I"'msorry | couldn't get here before."

"\Where have you been?"

"I was del ayed. "

"Was it the car?"

"What? Ch no--1 hired that |ast night."

"I"ve been waiting for you all norning,'

"I know. I'mreally sorry."

She sat down on the | ow concrete parapet of the terrace. Her fawn
raincoat fell away on each side, revealing her |lower |egs. They were thin, and
clad in ankle socks over her stockings. He noticed that she was wearing a
flowered skirt.

he sai d.

She said, "I had to tel ephone the studio this norning, and all sorts of
probl ems have cone up."

"Studi 0?"

"Where | work. You rnust renenber--no, I'msorry. I'ma free-Iance

artist, and | work three days a week for a design studio. It's ny only regul ar
job."
She | eaned forward to take one of his hands. G ey stared at the ground,



realizing dismally that for the second tinme he was feeling hostile toward her
"I"'msorry," he said.
"And, Richard, | have to go back to London today." He | ooked up at her

qui ckly. She added, "I know . . . but I'll conme back next week sonetine."
"Can't you cone before then?"
"I really can't. It's very difficult. | need the nmoney, and if | let the
studio down they' Il find soneone else. It's very hard getting the work."

"Al'l right, all right." Struggling against his disappointnment, Gey
tried to get his thoughts straight. "Let ne tell you what |'ve been thinking
since yesterday. | want to | ook at you."

He had already noticed that she rarely turned her face fully toward him
al ways presenting a quarter profile or keeping her head | owered. Her hair fel
about her face, obscuring her features. It had seened an attractive mannerism
at first, a shyness, a reticence, but he wanted to see her properly.

She said, "I don't |like being | ooked at."

"I want to renenber you."

She tossed her hair back with a Iight shaking notion of her head and
| ooked straight at him He regarded her, trying to renenber or see her as he
m ght have done before. She held his gaze for a few nonents, then cast her
eyes downward once nore.

"Don't stare at ne," she said

"Al'l right." They were still holding hands. "But you see, | believe that
if I can remenber you then I'll renmenber everything el se.™

"That's why |'m here."

"I know . . . but it's so difficult for me. I'm always being told what
to do by the staff, the newspaper keeps trying to make ne tell ny story, I'm
stuck in this chair, and all | want to do is to get back to normal. The truth

is, Susan, that | don't renmenber you at all."
She said, "But--"

"Let me finish. I _don't_ renenber you, but |I feel as if | know you.
honestly can't tell if that's because | really do know you, or because |'d
like to . . . but whatever it is, it's the first real feeling |I've had since

|'ve been here."

She nodded mutely, her face hidden from hi magain.

"I need to see you as often as you can nanage it."

"I can't afford it," she said. ve already spent nobst of what | have,
just renting the car. And |'ve got to pay the train fare back to London."

"Il pay for it all--1've got noney. O the newspaper can pay.
Sonet hi ng coul d be arranged. "

"It's just not very easy."

"Are you going out with soneone el se now?" She was staring down the
I ength of the enpty terrace, and he wi shed she would face him

"No," she said. "There's no one else." Her hand was fidgeting, the
fingers stroking the material of her skirt as if trying to tease up a fragment
of the cloth. "There was someone else . . . but not anynore."

"I's this why you haven't been here before?"

"Partly. He knew how much | was m ssing you, but nowit's all over."

Gey felt excitement in him a tightening of nmuscles, a feeling he had
not known since before he could renenber.

"Susan, tell me what happened between us. At the end. Wiy did we part?"

"You really don't know, do you?"

"No. "
She shook her head. "It seens inpossible you could forget."

"Can't you tell ne?"

"Well, it no longer matters. Now |'ve seen you again it's as if it

didn't happen.”

"But | want to try to renenber!"

"It wasn't any one thing. | suppose it had never really worked fromthe
begi nni ng. "

"Was it a row? What was sai d?"



"No, not a row. It had been going wong for some time, and we both knew
we couldn't carry on as we were. It was conplicated. This--other person was
around, and you were unhappy about that. You wanted to stop seeing ne, but
not hi ng was resolved. Then the next thing I heard was that you'd been hurt by
t he bonb. "

"Can't you tell me nmore than that?" Gey said

"Do you renenber the cloud?"

"C oud? What sort of cloud? What do you nean?"

"Just . . . the cloud."

One of the stewards had appeared on the terrace, a napkin fol ded over
his arm "W're about to serve the main course, M. Gey. WIIl you and your
friend be requiring | unch?"

"I"'mmssing lunch today," Gey said, and turned back to Susan. She had
stood up. "What are you doing? You can't |eave now "

"I"ve got to. | have to take the car back to Kingsbridge, then there's a
long bus ride to Totnes to catch the train. I'malready late."

"What were you tal king about just now? \What did you mean about the
cl oud?"

"It was sonething | thought you'd renenber."

"I"ve no menory of anything. Tell ne sonething else."

"Do you renenber N all?"

"No. "

"\What about those peopl e sunbathing? Do you renmenber that?"

He shook his head. "Should this mean sonet hi ng?"

"I just don't know what you want to hear! Look, we can talk properly
next time. |1've really got to go, and you should be having lunch."

She was | eaving; already she had turned away from him

"When will you come agai n? Next week?"

"I"ll come as soon as | can," she said. She crouched down by his chair
and squeezed his hand very gently. "I _want_ to see you, Richard. |I'd stay
with you nowif | could. Do you believe that?"

She brought her face to his and kissed himlightly on the cheek. He
rai sed his hand to touch her hair, and turned his head, finding her lips. Her
skin was cold, fromthe weather. She held the kiss for a few seconds, then
drew back from him

"Don't go," he said quietly. "Please don't |eave now "

"I really nmust." She stood up and noved away from him Then she stopped.
"I nearly forgot! | brought you a present.”

She canme back to him reaching down into her deep canvas bag. She drew
out a white paper bag, folded over and sealed with a strip of clear tape.

"Shall | open it now?" he said.

"Yes. It isn't much, I"'mafraid."

He broke the seal with his thunb and pulled out what was inside. There
were about two dozen postcards of assorted sizes and kinds. They were all very
ol d, and nost of themwere black and white or sepia-tinted. Some of them were
views of English seaside resorts, some were expanses of countryside, some were
fromthe European continent: German spas, French cathedrals, Al pine scenery.

"I saw themin an antique shop in Kingsbridge this norning."

"Thanks . . . they're very nice."

"l suppose you m ght have sone of themalready. In your collection."

"My _collection?_"

She | aughed then, a short sound, oddly |oud. "You don't even renenber
that, do you?"

"You mean | collect old postcards?" He grinned at her. "How much nore am
| going to learn fromyou?"

"Actually, there is something. You never used to call nme Susan. It was
al ways Sue."

She ki ssed him again, then left, walking quickly across the terrace and
vani shing into the building. He waited, and a short tine |later he heard a car
door slam then the sound of an engine starting. Soon he saw the w ndows and



roof of her car as it drove slowy down toward the | ane.

Dr. Hurdis visited M ddl econbe that weekend, and spent a |arge part of
Saturday afternoon with Grey. Hurdis adopted a synpathetic approach, listening
nore than speaki ng, never |eading his patient with sudden or surprising
guestions. He treated Grey as a participant in a problemrather than as a
reci pient of treatnent, and often their sessions together were nore |ike
conversations than analysis, although Grey realized this was probably not the
case.

He was in a conmuni cative nood that day, because at last he felt he had
something to tal k about, and had an interest in hinmself that was | acking
bef ore.

Not that the two short neetings with Sue had sol ved anything; his
amesi a remai ned as profound as ever, a fact which Hurdis quickly elicited
fromhim The principal know edge she had brought hi mwas the reassurance that
he had actually existed in the lost period. Until now, he had not truly
believed in hinmself; the sense of absence behind himseened to exclude him
But Sue was a witness to the fact of hinmself. She remenbered him when he did
not .

He had of course thought of al nbst nothing but her since she left. H's
mnd and life were filled with her. He wanted her conpany, the touch of her
hand, her kisses. Mst of all he wanted to see her, to | ook properly at her
but in a strange nminiature of his larger problemhe found it difficult to
renenmber what she was |ike. He could visualize peripheral details about her:

t he canvas bag, the stockinged ankles, the flowered skirt, her coat, her
maski ng hair. He knew she had | ooked himstraight in the face, as if allow ng
hima secret sight of her, but afterward he found he could not see her face in
his mind s eye. He renenbered her plainness, the regularity of her features,
but these too acted like a mask to her appearance.

"I think Sue is nmy best chance of recovering nmy menory," he said. "She
obvi ously knows me well, and she was there during the weeks |I've lost. | keep
thinking that if she only tells me one thing that jogs ny nenory, it could be
enough. "

"You mght well be right," Hurdis said. They were in the office he used
on weekends, a confortable place with big |eather chairs and a bookcase. "But
a word of caution. You nustn't be too anxious to remenber. There's a condition
known as parammesi a, hysterical parammesia."

"I don't think I'mhysterical, Dr. Hurdis."

"Clearly not, in the usual sense. But occasionally soneone who has | ost
his menmory will grasp at any straw, any hint of a nenory, and w thout know ng
how accurate it might be let it lead to a whol e sequence of invented
nmenories.”

"I"'msure that couldn't happen with Sue. She would put ne right."

"As you say. But if you started confabul ating, you m ght not be able to
tell the difference. Wiat does M. Wodbridge think about this?"

"I think he's against nmy talking to her."

"Yes, | see.”

Grey's preoccupation, since Sue had left, had been in trying to pry
| oose any nenories she mght have touched on. Fired by his new interest in
her, the few things she had said becane enornously inportant, and he exani ned



themin his mind fromevery angle. He talked themout with Dr. Hurdis, glad to
have an uncritical listener, someone who contributed by encouraging himto
tal k on and on.

In actual fact she had said remarkably little about their past together
It was synmptomatic, according to Hurdis, that he should seize on such
fragnents and try to find rel evance in them

He had sol ved one minor nystery on his Om: the matter of the postcards.
At first he thought he had stunbled on sonething fromhis |ost weeks,
somet hing hitherto forgotten, but then, surfacing fromthe old past, the
menory came to him

He had been working in Bradford, in the north of England. During an
afternoon off he went wandering by hinmself through the back streets, and cane
across a junk shop. He had a small collection of antique film equipnent, and
was al ways on the | ookout for nore. This particular shop had nothing of this
sort, but on the counter he cane across a battered shoe box cramed with
postcards. He | ooked through themfor a while, mldly interested. The wonan
who ran the shop told himthe price of each card was marked on the back, and
on an inpul se he asked her how nuch she would want for the lot. A few seconds
| ater the deal was closed for ten pounds.

When he got hone a few days later, Gey went through the several hundred
ol d postcards he now owned. Some of them had obvi ously been bought and
col l ected by soneone in the past, because they were unused; many of them
t hough, had nessages on the back. He read all the ones he could deci pher
scramed in fountain pen or indelible pencil. Alnmost all of themwere prosaic
di spatches from holidays: a lovely tinme being had, the weather inproving,
visited Aunt Sissy yesterday, the scenery is beautiful, raining all week but
we' re bearing up, Teddy doesn't |ike the food, weather glorious, the gardens
are so peaceful, the sun brings out the nosquitoes, we've all been sw mi ng,
weat her, weather, weather.

Many of the cards went back to the G eat War and before, their halfpenny
stanps mute tokens of how prices had changed. At least a third of the cards
had been sent from abroad: grand tours through Europe, rides on cable cars,
visits to casinos, insufferable heat. They were nessages froma | eisured class
now irretrievably vanished: travelers in an age before tourism

The actual photographs were even nore interesting to him He saw them as
stills fromsone |ong-1ost travel ogue of the past, glinpses of towns and
scenes that in one sense no |onger existed. Several pictures were of places he
knew or had visited: Edwardi an gentlenen and | adies strolling on sea-front
espl anades which now were littered with high-rise hotels, amusenent arcades
and parking neters; country val es where now broad notorways had been driven;
French and Italian shrines now cluttered with souvenir stalls; peaceful narket
towns now jamred with traffic and chain stores. These too were nenories of a
vani shed past, alien but recognizable, unattainable in every real sense.

He sorted the cards into groups by country, then returned themto the
box. Whenever friends sent himcards after that he added themto the stack
thi nking that they too woul d one day cone to represent a certain past.

Sue's rem nder of this had surprised him but the cards did not cone
from his amesi ac period. He had been in Bradford while still working for the
agency, pre-dating by at |east a year any possible first meeting with her

However, the fact that she knew about the postcards neant she nust have
seen them or they had tal ked about them

The rest of what she had told himwas nore vague. They had obviously
been | overs, although for a short time. They had split up. There was someone
else in her life, and the nane N all had been nentioned. She was Sue, not
Susan. Then two odd details: the sunbathers, the cloud.

What had gone wong with the rel ationshi p? The two tinmes he had seen her
at the hospital he had been initially hostile to her; was this an awakening
fromthe unconscious? If there was sonmeone el se, had everything been w ecked
by j eal ousy?

And what was the significance of the people sunbathing, the cloud? The



two brought a nental inmage of a hot beach, people spread out in the sun, the
interruption of a clouded sky. They were comonpl aces; why had she sel ect ed
t hese?

But taken as a whole, nothing she said stirred the slightest nmenory in
him Fromthe traceable reference to the postcards to the enigmatic cloud,
not hi ng hel ped.

Dr. Hurdis listened attentively, wote down a few notes as G ey was
speaking, but at the end sat with his notebook closed on his Iap

"There's something I1'd like to try," he said. "Have you ever been
hypnot i zed?"

"No. Would that work?"

"Well, it might. It's sometines hel pful in recovering | ost menory, but
it's inmperfect and by no neans a sure nmethod. It could make a difference in
your case, though."

"Why haven't you suggested this before?"

Hurdis said, snmling: "You re notivated now, Richard. |I'mdue to nake
anot her call here on Wednesday. We'll give it a try then."

In the evening, Gey spent an hour in the pool in the basenment of the
hospital, swinming to and fro very slowy, floating on his back, thinking
about Sue.

VI

She tel ephoned on the Tuesday evening. G ey took the call on the pay
phone in the corridor; he had his own tel ephone in his room but she nust have
been given the ot her nunber. As soon as he spoke to her he knew she was goi ng
to I et himdown.

"How are you, Richard?" she said.

"I'ma lot better, thanks."

There was a short silence. Then, "I'mon a pay phone, so | can't talk
too |l ong."

"Hang up, and I'Il call you back fromm room™

"No--no, there's sonmeone waiting. Look, |1've got to tell you sonething.

I won't be able to get down there this week. WIIl next week be all right?"

"No it won't," he said, against a thudding and inevitable feeling of
di sappoi ntnent. "You pronised you'd cone."

"Well, it's not possible.™

"What's the probl en?"

"I can't afford the train fare, and--"

"I"'ve told you, 1'll pay."

"Yes, but | can't get the tine off. There's a deadline, and |'ve got to
go in every day."

Two of the other patients wal ked slowy down the corridor, not speaking.
Grey held the receiver closer to his ear, trying for privacy. The patients
went through the door into the |Iounge, and he briefly heard music fromthe
tel evision set.

When the door had cl osed, he said, "Don't you understand how i nport ant
this is to ne?", but halfway through his sentence the pips interrupted him He
heard a coin fall, and the |ine opened again.

"I didn't hear that," Sue said.

"I said it's very inmportant that | see you."



"I know. |'msorry."

"WIl you definitely cone next week?"

"IN try."

"You'll _try?_ You said you wanted to cone."

"I do, I really do."

Anot her sil ence.

Then Grey said, "Were are you speaking fron? Is anybody with you?"

"I"mat hone--the phone in the hall."

" Is_ somebody with you?"

"No, Richard. I'mjust working in ny room trying to finish a piece of
artwork."

Grey realized that he had no i dea where she even lived. A bead of sweat
ran down his face beside his eye. "Look, the phone's going to cut off in a
m nute. Have you got another coin?"

"No, I'mgoing to have to finish."

"Pl ease don't. Get sonme nore nmoney, and call nme so we can talk. O give
me the nunber, and 1'll call you." Tine was slipping away.

"I'"ll try to cone at the weekend, to nake up for it."

"Do you nmean that? It'd be--"

But the pips started, and Grey groaned in frustration. This tine no coin

fell. The line opened again, the few seconds extra the machi ne al ways al | owed.
"Please . . . call me now I'Il wait by the phone."
"All--" The line went dead.

He put the receiver back, churning wi th disappointment and fury. The
whol e building felt deeply silent, as if his words had sounded about the place
for all to hear. It was an illusion, though: he could still hear the
television set faintly through the door, and somewhere bel ow himthe centra
heating boiler was making its customary di stant noi se. He coul d hear voices at
the far end of the corridor.

He sat in his wheelchair, the tel ephone just above head height, trying
to calmhis feelings. He knew he was bei ng unreasonabl e; he was treating her
as if she were answerable to himfor all her actions and thoughts, as if vows
wer e bei ng broken.

Ten m nutes passed, and then the phone rang. He snatched it down,
hearing the dammed pi ps agai n.

Sue said, "I was only able to borrow one coin. W can talk for about two
m nutes. "

"Al'l right, about the weekend--"

"Pl ease, Richard. Let me speak. | know you think I"'mletting you down,
but when | found where you were | came down to see you without thinking of the
consequences here. | have to sort out nmy work, but 1'll cone at the
weekend--that's a promi se. You'll have to send sone money, though."

"I don't know your address!"

"Do you have sone paper? Or can you renenber it?" Speaking quickly, she
dictated an address in north London. "Have you got that?"

"I'I'l send a check tonorrow. "

"Now, there's something else. Don't interrupt, because there isn't tine.

I"mall m xed up because you can't remenber me . . . but since | saw you, |'ve
been t hi nki ng and thi nking about you. | still |ove you."

"Still?"

"I always did, Richard, right fromthe start. You'll renenber soon, |

know you will."

He was smling; he could hardly believe what he was heari ng.

"I"'mnot going to be here nmuch | onger," he said. "Maybe a week or two.
I"'mfeeling a | ot better."

"It's terrible seeing you in that chair. You were always so active."

"I wal ked a | ong way today--five tinmes across the room |'m doing nore
every day. You'll see at the weekend. You will come, won't you?"
"OfF course! | can hardly wait to see you again."

The nobod of depression she had cast himinto had evaporated. "I'msorry



about everything . . . I'"'mso cut off down here. It'll be different next
tinme."

"I know." The pips started, but now they didn't matter. Wen the line
cleared, Sue said, "I'lIl come Friday evening."

"Al'l right. CGoodbye."

"Goodbye, love." The line died

He hung up, then propelled hinmself down the corridor, thrusting down on
t he push wheels with all his strength. At the end of the corridor he swung
around and speeded back to the el evator

Once inside his room he went through the cardboard box of persona
docunents that had been sent down by the police and | ooked for his checkbook
Just to see these pieces of card and paper was like glinmpsing his old identity
again: a driver's license, tw credit cards, a checkguarantee card (now
expired), nmenbership of the British FilmlInstitute, an A.C.T.T. union card, a
BBC Club card, an insurance certificate for his car, a bank statenent,
nmenber shi p of the National Trust

He found the checkbook and wote a check for one hundred pounds. He
scribbled a note on the hospital's paper and slipped it into an envel ope with
the check. He wote the address Sue had dictated to him then propped up the
envel ope, ready for mailing in the norning.

He sat back in his chair for a while, dwelling pleasurably on her
intimte and affectionate words at the end of the conversation. He closed his
eyes, trying to renenber her face.

Alittle later he returned to the docunents he had scattered across the
table. These had been in his possession since arriving in Devon, but he had
scarcely | ooked at them Nothing could have seened nore irrelevant. Hs
affairs, such as they were, were being | ooked after by a solicitor retained by
t he newspaper, and in fact the check to Sue was the first he had witten since
the car bonb.

Suddenly interested in hinmself, he opened the checkbook and | ooked
t hrough the counterfoils. About half of the twenty-five checks had been used,
and the dates scrawl ed on the counterfoils were all in the period i mediately
prior to the bonb. Hoping for a clue, he | ooked at each one but soon realized
he could learn nothing fromthem Mst of themwere made out to cash; there
was one to British Telecom one to the London Electricity Board, one to a
bookshop, and one to G F.&T. Ltd for the sumof £12.53. This last itemwas the
only one he failed to understand, but he couldn't see that it was significant.

H s address book was also in the box--a small, plastic-bound not ebook
He knew nost of it was bl ank, because he had never been very good at witing
down addresses, but nevertheless he turned to the page for K. There was no
entry for Sue--unsurprising, but vaguely disappointing. It would have been a
sort of proof, a link with his forgotten past.

He went through the entire book, exam ning everything. Mst of the
addresses were of people he could renenber: colleagues, old girlfriends, the
aunt in Australia. Several of the nanes had just tel ephone nunbers agai nst
them Everything in the book had that famliar feeling fromhis known past,
provi ding himw th nothing new.

Just as he was about to put it aside, he thought to | ook at the back of
the | ast page, a nenory stirring that he sonetinmes used it for scribbled
notes. There he found what he was | ooking for: amd a nunber of obscure pieces
of arithmetic, a rem nder of a dental appointnent and a couple of doodl es was
the word "Sue." Next to it was a London tel ephone nunber.

For a nonent he was tenpted to pick up his phone and call her
i medi ately, celebrate the fact that he had found her in his own past, but he
hel d back. He was content with what had passed between them He would see her
on the weekend, and did not want to risk her changing her m nd yet again.

He put the address book in his pocket, thinking he could easily check
with her that this was still her present nunber. That woul d be enough to give
himthe sort of proof he needed, verify the link with hinself.



VI

The following norning G ey visited Dr. Hurdis's office. He was still in
the optimstic mood of the evening before, had slept well, and had done so for
the first time without painkilling medication. The psychiatrist was waiting

for him and introduced himto a young wonan who was al so in the room

"Richard, this is one of ny postgraduate researchers, M ss Al exandra
CGowers. Richard Gey."

"How do you do?"

They shook hands formally, Gey registering that she | ooked very young.
She was wearing a red skirt with a black woollen pullover, and had spectacl es
and | ong dark hair.

"Wth your permission, Richard, 1'd like Mss GCowers to be present while
you are hypnotized. Wuld you have any objections to that?"

"Not at all."
"This is just a prelimnary session. What 1'd like to do is put you into
a light trance and see how you react to that. If it goes well, | mght try to

deepen the trance a little."

"What ever you think is right," Gey said. That norning he had been
feeling curious about what hypnosis night be |ike, but not nervous at the
pr ospect .

Dr. Hurdis and the young wonan hel ped hi mout of his wheelchair, and
then Hurdis took his weight as he | owered hinself into one of the |eather
chairs and nade hinself confortable.

"Now, do you have any questions, Ri chard?"

"I"d li ke to know about the trance--does it nean | will |ose
consci ousness?"
"No, you'll be awake the whole time. You'll remenber everything

afterwards. Hypnosis is sinply a formof relaxation."

"That's all right, then."

"What | want you to do is try to cooperate as far as possible. You can
speak, move your hands, open your eyes, and none of this will break the
trance. The main thing | want you to realize is that we mght not get results
strai ght away, and you nustn't feel disappointed.”

"l understand that."

"Al'l right." Hurdis was standing to his side, and he reached over and
stretched out an angl e-poise lamp so that it was sonewhere above Grey's head.
"Can you see this?"

"Yes."

Hurdis noved it back a little. "Wat about here?"

"Just about."

"Keep |l ooking up so the lanp is on the edge of your vision. Relax your
body as much as you can, and | et your breathing get very steady and easy.
Listen to what |'m saying, and if your eyes feel tired, let themclose." in
the room Gey was aware that Al exandra Gowers had noved away and was sitting
on one of the straight-backed chairs against the walls. "Keep the lamp in
sight and listen to nme, and while you do so | would like you to start counting
backwards to yourself, count to yourself, count fromthree hundred downwards,
start now, keep counting, and listen to what |'m saying, but keep counting
slowy 299 to yourself, and breathing 298 very gently and slowy, and
think _297_ of nothing but |ooking up at the lanp and _296_ counting slowy
backwards listening 295 to what |'m saying, and feeling your body very



rel axed _294 and confortable, very confortable, your legs _293_ feel very
heavy, your arms feel very heavy 292 and now your eyes are beginning to fee
291 wvery tired, so if you wish you can close them |et themclose, but keep
290 _ counting slowy and listening, your body is very relaxed _289_ and now
your eyes have closed but you are _289 288 still counting slowy, while you
feel you are drifting backwards, very relaxed as you drift slowy backwards,
and now _287_ you are feeling very drowsy, very confortable as you drift

backwards, feeling drowsy, listening to what |I'm saying but getting drowsy,
drifting deeper and deeper into sleep, but still listening to what |'m saying
Gey felt confortable and rel axed and drowsy, but was still aware of all

that was around him He had his eyes closed and was |listening to Dr. Hurdis,
but he could also sense further. Qutside in the hall two peopl e wal ked past,
tal king to each other, and somewhere in the room Al exandra Gowers had nade a
clicking noise with a ballpoint pen, and rustled sonme paper. In the next room
a tel ephone rang, and sonmeone answered it. (bedient to Hurdis's suggestions
his body felt conpletely relaxed, but his mnd was alert.

" drifting backwards, feeling drowsy, listening to nme, your body is
rel axed and you are sleepy. Good, Richard, that's excellent. Now stay
breathing very steadily, but what | want you to do is concentrate on your
ri ght hand. Think about your right hand, and how it feels, and concentrate on
it, and perhaps you find it is resting on sonething very soft, something very
light, very light, sonething that is supporting your hand, sonething that is
pressing up very gently frombelow, lifting your hand, lifting your hand

As Hurdis said these words, Grey felt to his amazenent that his hand was
lifting awmay fromhis lap. It went gently upward until his armwas upright, or
al nost so.

"Cood, that's fine. Now feel it in the air, feel the air around it
supporting it gently. The air is holding it up, the air is holding it, holding
it, and now you cannot pull the hand down again, the air is holding it "

Thi nki ng he should try, Grey tightened his arm muscles and attenpted to
bring his hand down . . . but the sensation of sonething soft and supporting
was definite, and his hand stayed where it was.

" holding it up, but now | want you to | ower your hand as soon as |

have counted to five, as soon as | count fromone to five, your hand will fall
back, but not until | reach five, Richard, one . . . two . . . your hand is
still held up by the air . . . three . . . four . . . nowyou feel the air is
rel easing your hand . . . five . . . your hand is free. "

Seemingly of its own will, the hand fell slowy back into his lap

that's fine, Richard, that's fine. Now | want you to stay
breathing slowy, your whol e body rel axed, but when | tell you | want you to

open your eyes, not until | tell you, you can open your eyes and | ook around
the room and when you open your eyes and | ook around the room | want you to
| ook, but not until | tell you, | want you to | ook for Mss CGowers, |ook for
M ss Gowers, but you will not be able to see her, she is here but you will not
be able to see her, but don't open your eyes until | have counted to five,
when | count fromone to five | want you to open your eyes . "

Hurdi s droned on and on, and Grey, listening closely, found the quiet
speaki ng voice irresistible, conpelling.

" open your eyes when | reach five . . . one. . . tw . . . three

four . . . | want you to open your eyes . . . five. . . .'

Grey opened his eyes and saw Dr. Hurdis standing slightly to one side
| ooking at him half smling in a friendly way.

"You can't see Mss Gowers, Richard, but I want you to | ook for her
| ook around the room but you cannot see her, | ook now. "

Grey turned toward the row of chairs against the wall, know ng she was
there. He had heard her sitting down, and just now he had heard her with her
pen and not ebook, but when he | ooked she was not there. Thinking she nust have
noved, G ey |ooked quickly around the room but there was nowhere she coul d



be. He | ooked back at the chairs, _knowi ng_ she was there but unable to see
her. Weak sunlight cane through the w ndow and struck the wall, but there was
not even a shadow of her. He tried to imagine her red skirt and bl ack top, but
that was no hel p.

"You can speak if you wi sh, Richard."

"Where is she? Has she left the roon®"

"No, she is still here. Now, please sit back again and make yoursel f
confortable. Close your eyes again, steady your breathing and let your |inbs
rel ax, you're feeling drowsy. Fine, that's fine. You can feel yourself
starting to drift again, starting to nove slowy backwards, and now you fee
very sl eepy indeed, very sleepy, and you are drifting deeper and deeper
that's fine, deeper and deeper, and now |'mgoing to count to ten, fromone to

ten, you will drift deeper and deeper, and with every number you will drift
deeper, and feel sleepier and sleepier, one . . . very deep. . . two .
you are drifting further and further . . . three. "

But then there was a gap.

Grey next heard: " seven . . . you will feel very refreshed, very
happy, very calm. . . eight . . . you are beginning to awaken, you wll be
fully awake, fully alert, very calm. . . nine . . . your sleep is now very
light, much lighter, you can see the daylight agai nst your eyelids, and in a
nmonent you will open your eyes and be fully awake, and you will be cal mand
happy . . . ten . . . you can open your eyes now, Richard."

Gey waited a few nore seconds, confortable in the chair, his arns
folded in his lap, sorry that it was over. He was reluctant to break the
spell; he had been free of the stiffness in his body all through the hypnosis,
with no threat of pain. But his eyelids fluttered, and a nonent |ater he
opened his eyes fully.

Sonet hi ng had happened. This was his first thought as he | ooked at the
ot her two; both stood beside the chair, |ooking down at him

"How are you feeling, Richard?"

"Fine," he said, but already the pains of his body were returning, the
fam liar stiffness creeping over his hip, his back, his shoulders. "Is
somet hi ng wr ong?"

"No, of course not. Wuld you like a cup of coffee?" Gey said he would,
and Al exandra Gowers put down her notebook and left the room Hurdis's nmanner
was abrupt and awkward. He noved to the other chair and sat down.

"Now, | want to ask you: do you renenber everything that just happened?”

"I think so."

"Whuld you mind describing it to me? What is the first thing you
remenber ?"

"You told nme to start counting backwards fromthree hundred, and | did.
It was difficult to concentrate, and | gave up after a while. The next thing
renenber was that ny hand rose up in the air, and I couldn't get it down unti
you released it. Then you made M ss Gowers di sappear."

Hurdi s nodded slowy. "The only thing 1'd say is that you were doing
t hese things, not ne."

"I'f you say so."

"What do you renmenber next?"

"I . . . think you wanted to go further, but then you seenmed to change

your mind. |I'mnot sure what happened. | started waking up."
"And that's all you remenber?"
"Yes."

Al exandra CGowers returned to the room carrying a small tray with three
cups of coffee. As she passed them across, Hurdis repeated what G ey had just
said. Returning to her seat, she said, "Then it's spontaneous."

"I think so too," Hurdis said.

Grey, whose feeling of mld euphoria had been quickly dispersed by the
chilly atnosphere, said, "Wuld you mind telling me what you're tal king
about ?"

"You turn out to be an excellent hypnotic subject,” Hurdis said. "I was



able to take you into a deep trance without any difficulty at all. Normally
the subject is able to renenber this afterwards, but in some cases he is not.
I think you are one. You were in deep trance for about forty-five mnutes.
was hoping you would be able to remenber this.”

"I't's known as spontaneous ammesi a," Al exandra Gowers said, and Hurdis
gl anced sharply at her.

"It's just a technical term Richard.”

"OfF course," he said quietly. Mst of what he had been forced to listen
to in recent nonths consisted of technical terms, sonetimes expl ai ned,
sometines not. He no |longer cared; he was | ooking forward to hearing ordinary
peopl e sayi ng ordi nary things.

"The point is that | regressed you to the period obscured by the
amesia. It would obviously be better if you could renmenber by yourself, but
if not it mght help if we gently jog your nenory."

"Then you did take me back?" Grey said, interested now

"When you were in deep trance | asked you to try to recall the events of
| ast year. W can roughly date it to the end of |ast sumer, the car bonb
i nci dent being at the beginning of Septenber. Is that right?"

"Yes."

"As | had expected, you sounded traumati zed. Your voi ce becanme enotiona
and it was difficult to make out a lot of what you said. | asked you to
descri be where you were, but you didn't. | asked if there was anyone with you,

and you said there was a wonman."

"Susan Kew ey!"

"You called her Sue. | nust tell you, Richard, that none of this is
conclusive. It will take nore sessions than just this one. W were unable to
make sense of nost of what we heard. For instance, sone of what you said was
in French."

" _French! _ But | don't speak French! Well, hardly any. Wy should
speak French under hypnosis?"

"It can happen.”

"Well, what did | say?"

Al exandra CGowers had her notebook open. She said, "At one point we heard
you say _encore du yin, s'il vous plait_, as if you were in a restaurant."

Gey smled; it was nore than three years since he had been in France
Then he had traveled to Paris with a crew to cover the French presidenti al
el ections. They had taken a research assistant to interpret for them and
during the whole trip he had hardly uttered a word of French. \Wat he nost
renenbered of the trip was that one night he had slept with the assistant.

"I can't explain that," he said.

"Maybe, " Hurdis said. "But you nust not discount it either."

"But what am | supposed to assune? That | was in France |ast sumer?"

"It's not safe to make assunptions. But there's one nore thing | think
you shoul d see." He passed Grey a sheet of paper, apparently torn froma
not ebook. "Do you recogni ze this handwiting?"

Grey glanced at it, then in surprise | ooked nore closely. "It's mnel"

"Do you know what it neans?"

"Where did you get it? | don't remenber witing this." He read the words
qui ckly: they were a description of what appeared to be a passenger |ounge in
an airport, with crowds of people, P.A announcenents, airline desks. "It
| ooks like part of a letter. . . . Wen did | wite this?"

"About twenty m nutes ago."

"Ch no, that can't be true!"”

"You asked for sone paper, and M ss Gowers gave you her notebook. You
said nothing while you were witing, and you only stopped when | took the pen
away. "

Grey read the page again, but nothing about it struck any chord of
menory. The passage had a famliar ring to it, but only in the sense that it
conveyed the sense of bustle, boredom and nervous anticipation of airports.
Grey had flown many times in the course of his job, but sonehow that |ast hour



bef ore actual |y boarding was al ways a minor ordeal. To say he was scared of
flying woul d be an overstatenent, but he was nervous and unrel axed, wanting to
get the journey over and done with. This mght then be something he would
concei vably wite or describe, but nothing could have been farther fromhis

m nd that norning.

"What could this be?" he said to Hurdis.

"You' ve no idea yoursel f?"

"No. "

"It could be part of a letter, as you suggest. It could be an
unconsci ous nmenory, released by the hypnosis. It could even be an extract from
a book, or sonmething else you mght have read in the past."

"What if it's an unconscious nmenory? Couldn't this be the answer?"

"OfF all the possibilities, that's the one | believe you should be nost
cautious about." Hurdis had glanced at the clock on the wall.

"But surely that's what I'mtrying to find!"

"Yes, but you rmust be very careful. W have a long way to go. Perhaps we
shoul d neet again next week?"

Gey felt a stirring of discontent. "I'mhoping to be out of here soon.”
"But not by next week?"
"Well, no. . . but soon | hope."

"Very good." Hurdis was clearly on the point of |eaving. Al exandra
CGower s had al so stood up.

Still in the arnthair, Gey said, "But where does this | eave ne? Have |
made any progress?"
"At our next meeting I'll inplant the suggestion that you retain what

happens in deep trance. Then we night have a better chance of interpretation.'

"What about this?" Gey said, meaning the page of handwiting. "Should
keep it?"

"I'f you wi sh. No, on second thought I think I'lIl keep it with nmy case
notes. I'd like to study it properly, and next week we mght use it as the
basis for regression.”

Hurdi s took the paper fromhis unresisting fingers. Gey was curious
about it, but initself it did not seeminportant.

Before she left, Al exandra canme over to him

"I"'mgrateful to you for letting me stay," she said. She extended her
hand, and they shook as formally as they had at the begi nning.

"When | was trying to see you," Gey said, "were you here, in this
roon?"

"l never noved fromthe chair."

"Then how could | not see you?"

"At one point you | ooked straight into ny eyes. It's a comon test of
suggestibility, called induced negative hallucination. You knew | was there,
you knew how to see nme, but your mnd would not register me. Stage hypnotists
work a simlar effect, but they usually nake their subjects see people wthout
their clothes on." She said this seriously, clasping her notebook to her side.
She pushed her gl asses up to the bridge of her nose.

"Yes," said Gey. "Wll, it was a pleasure to | ook for you, anyway."

"I do hope you regain your nmenory," she said. "I shall be fascinated to
know what happens. "

"So will I," Gey said, and they both smled



That evening, alone in his room Richard Gey |evered hinself out of his
wheel chair and wal ked to and fro across the room using his sticks. Later
feeling like a non-swi nrer casting off fromthe side, he wal ked the I ength of
the corridor and returned. It was a major effort. After a short rest he did it
a second time, taking much |onger, pausing for rests whenever he could. At the
end of it his hip felt as if it had been hammered and brui sed, and when he
went to bed he could not sleep for the pain. He | ay awake determi ned that his
| ong conval escence nmust end as soon as possible, sensing that his mind and
body woul d heal in unison, that he would renenber only as soon as he could
wal k, and vice versa. Before, he had been passively content for tinme to take
its course, but now his life was different.

The foll owi ng day he had a session with James Wodbridge, but said
not hi ng about what had happened under hypnosis. He wanted no nore
interpretations, no nore technical terms. He was convinced that his forgotten
past now had to be renenbered, that it was in sone way synbolic of overal
recovery, that it opened the way to his personal future. Sonehow those weeks
| eading up to the car bonb had been significant and rel evant. Perhaps it was
nothing nore than a love affair with Sue, but it was inportant to remenber
even that. There too, the silent gap in his life gave prom se of the future

Thur sday passed slowy, or seened to, but then it was Friday. He tidied
his room obtained clean clothes fromthe hospital |aundry, exercised his
body, and concentrated all over again on trying to renenber. The staff knew he
was expecting Sue, and he took their teasing with good grace. Nothing could
deflate his nood now. Everything was hei ghtened by her, given form and
nmeani ng. The day went slowy, the evening cane, and hope was nodified by
apprehension. Late, far later than he had expected, she called himfroma pay
phone. She had arrived at Totnes station, and was about to hire a taxi. She
was with himhalf an hour |ater

Part 111

The departures board showed that ny flight was del ayed, but | had
al ready gone through passport control and there was no escape fromthe
passenger |ounge. Although it was a huge area, lined all along one side with
pl at e- gl ass wi ndows | ooki ng out across the apron, it was noisy, hot and
oppressive. The | ounge was crowded with people, many of whomwere in
package-tour groups headed for Benidorm Faro, Athens and Palna. Babies cried,
children ran in energetic ganes, and flight announcenments came through the
| oudspeakers at regular intervals.

Already | was regretting that | had not taken the train and boat to
France, but it was hi gh season and once before | had traveled on a
cross-Channel ferry at this time of year. Air travel always had the tenptation
of speed, even for a short journey like mne, yet since |eaving hone that
nmorni ng | had been subjected to one delay after another: crossing London on



t he Underground, with two changes of train, the slow journey to Gatwi ck
Airport with the railway carriage crowded to the doors, and now the wait for
t he pl ane.

Rest | essly, because in spite of having flown nore times than | could

renenmber | always felt apprehensive before a flight, | wal ked around the
| ounge, trying to distract myself. | |ooked through the books and magazi nes,
and bought a paperback; | exam ned the toys and gifts that were on sale; |

went slowy past the airline information desks: British Cal edonian, British
Airtours, Dan-Air, Iberia. There was nowhere to sit down, nothing nmuch to do
except stand or wal k about and | ook at the other passengers. | diverted nyself
with a game | had often played before in sinilar circunstances, trying to
guess which of the people were on ny own flight, why they were flying, where
they were going to go to afterward, who they were. By some knack | was often
able to guess correctly which people were on nmy flight. | renenbered the tine
I had flown to Australia, when in the crowded Heat hrow departure | ounge | had
spotted a particular woman in a noticeable, brightly colored dress. Four days
later, in Swanston Street, Mel bourne, | saw the same woman in the sanme dress.

Today, playing the sane idle gane, | picked out a niddl e-aged man with
two i mense pieces of cabin [uggage, a young woman dressed derurely in a |ight
jacket and jeans, a businessman with a financial newspaper

The delay was finally overcone, and three flights were called in quick
successi on. The crowd thinned out, and the people | had picked remained in the
l ounge with me. The next flight called was nine, and I followed the crowd
t hrough the boarding gate and into the extensible ranp. In the turmoil of
finding seats |I lost sight of the other three, and thought no nore about them

The flight was extrenely short, the plane having barely gained its
operating altitude before starting the approach into Le Touquet. Half an hour
after leaving Gatwi ck we had reached the termnal. W were all waved snoothly
t hrough custons and inmm gration, and I went to find ny train; nost of the
ot her passengers headed for the Paris connection. Mne was to be a | ong
journey, so before boarding the train | bought a supply of food: fresh bread,
cheese, a little cooked nmeat, some fruit, and a large bottle of Coca-Col a.

My first train was a local, stopping at every tiny station and halt on
the line. It was well into the afternoon when | arrived in Lille, where |I was
to change. This was to the express train to Basel, but if anything it drove
nmore slowy, and stopped nore often, than the first. At the fourth stop a
great silence descended on the train and station. Ten or fifteen m nutes
passed.

| was reading the paperback | had bought, and was only marginally aware
t hat someone wal ki ng down the corridor had stopped outside my conpartment.
heard the door slide open, and | |ooked up. It was a young wonan of medi um
hei ght and build, standing in the doorway.

She said, "You're English, aren't you?"

"Yes." | raised nmy paperback for her to see.
"I thought so. | saw you on the other train, to Lille."
"Are you |l ooking for a seat?" | said, because | was already bored with

ny own comnpany.

"No, | booked one in London. My luggage is in the other conpartnent. The
trouble is | don't speak French very well, and there's a famly in there who
keep talking to ne. | don't want to be rude, but

"It gets to be a strain after a while, doesn't it?"

The train lurched, then halted again. Somewhere underneath the carriage
a generator started churning. Qutside on the platformtwo nen in SNCF uniforms
wal ked sl ow y past the w ndow.

"Wuld you mind if | joined you for a while?" she said.

"Of course not. 1'd like some conpany."

She slid the door to, then sat in the w ndow seat opposite mne. She was
carrying a |l arge canvas bag bul ging with possessions, and she placed this on
the seat beside her.

"I've seen you before!" | said. "Weren't you on the plane--1 nean, did



you fly from Gatw ck?"

"Yes--1 saw you too."

"This morning!" | was laughing in surprise, because | had suddenly
recogni zed her as one of the passengers | had picked out in the departure
| ounge.

"\Where are you goi ng now?" she said.

"I"mhoping to get to Nancy tonight."

"That's a coinci dence--so am|l."

"I probably won't stay nore than a day or two. \Wat about you? Are you
visiting friends?"

"No, I'mon ny owmn. | thought | mght go and see some people in the
south, but they don't even know |I'min France yet."

She had straight brown hair, a pale face, thin hands. | guessed her to
be sonewhere in her late twenties. | found her conpany very attractive, partly
for the relief fromny own boredom but nostly because she was so |ikable, so
ready to tal k. She seemed interested in ne, making ne talk a | ot.

"You don't happen to know if there's a restaurant car?" she said. "I
haven't had anythi ng since breakfast."

"I"ve brought plenty of food," |I said. "You're welconme to it." | had
al ready eaten sonme, and had been intending to save the rest for later, but I
opened the bag and passed it to her. | took an apple, but she ate the rest.

Whil e we had been talking the train had started, and already we were
nmovi ng through the flat and uninteresting countryside. The sun was shining
straight in through our wi ndow, and because it could not be opened it was warm
in the carriage. Wen she arrived she had been wearing the jacket | had
noticed earlier, but now she renmoved it and placed it on the rack overhead.
Whil e she turned away fromnme | could not hel p appraising her body. She was
slim slightly bony around the shoul ders, but she had an attractive body. |
noticed the white lines of her bra visible beneath her blouse. | was thinking
vaguel y erotic thoughts, wondering where she was planning to stay that night,
whet her she would like a traveling conmpanion for nore than this train journey.
It was al mbst too good to be true, to neet sonmeone like this on ny first day.
| had planned and expected to spend the holiday on ny own, but not out of a
principl e.

W continued to talk while she finished off the food, and exchanged
nanes at last: hers was Sue. She lived in London, not particularly close to ne
but in the sane general area. There was a pub in H ghgate we both knew, and
nmust have visited at different tines. She said she was a free-|ance
illustrator, had been to art school in London but had been born in Cheshire.
O course | tal ked about nyself, some of the stories | had covered and the
pl aces | had been to, why | had given up work and what | was planning to do
next. W were very interested in each other; certainly I could not renenber
the last tine | had net someone to whom| could talk so freely in such a short
time. She listened to ne intently, |leaning forward across the space between
our seats, her head slightly to one side so that she appeared to | ook at the
seat beside ne. | consciously tried to change the subject several tines and
draw her out of herself. She answered direct questions but otherw se did not
appear to want to tal k about herself.

| kept wondering: why is she al one? Because | found her attractive, it
was difficult to believe she did not have a boyfriend sonewhere, perhaps one
of these friends she said she was visiting in the south.

The subject did not cone up. | had a friend called Annette at the back
of my mind. Part of the reason for my own trip was that Annette was in Canada
visiting her brother, leaving ne at a |oose end in London. But there was no
firmcommitnent with her, and our friendship was casual; sonetinmes we sl ept
toget her, sonetimes we did not. | had |lived noderately prom scuously, often
away from hone for weeks on end, sleeping with woren | hardly knew, never
formng ties.

Sue and | both stayed away fromthe subject of others. W were after al
virtual strangers to each other, passing tine on a train, so there was no



reason why anything should be said. Even so, we were already at ease with each

ot her; m nor confidences were exchanged; opinions, jokes. |I kept wanting to
touch her, wi shing she woul d nove over and sit beside nme, or that | had the
nerve to sit next to her. I was shy of her but excited by her, and the |onger

we tal ked on the nore obvious it was that we were avoi ding the subject of
ot her peopl e.

As the train approached Longuyon at last, | said, "I think we change
trains here."

"My God, |I've forgotten my luggage! It's in the other compartnment." She

stood up abruptly. "WIIl you neet me on the platfornP" she said. "I'mnot sure
which train to catch for Nancy."

"Neither am|." She was opening the door to the corridor. "Don't forget
your jacket." | passed it to her. "I'Il meet you outside."

The train started braking al nbst as soon as she had left. | took ny own

suitcase fromthe rack and nmoved out to the corridor. Several other passengers
wer e maki ng the same change and the doors were bl ocked. \When the train stopped
there was a press of bodies, but when | was on the platform| put down ny bag
and went in search of Sue. Train doors slammed and nost of the people wal ked
away. Silence fell.

Then, abruptly, a door flew open and a dunpy, m ddl e-aged wonan with a
head scarf clinbed down to the platform She was carrying a suitcase which she
deposited on the ground. She reached into the train and brought out a second
bag. Sue foll owed, |ooking harassed. There was a brief, one-sided conversation
conpl eted by the pecking of both cheeks. The wonman returned to the train,
cl osing the door behind her. | went over to help Sue with her |uggage, and she
was smling.

An hour later we were on the local train to Nancy. W sat next to each
other, the fatigue and tediumof travel giving us a kind of tired famliarity.
| could feel the Iight pressure of her arm against mne, but the break had
interrupted the first headi ness.

It was evening when the train arrived. W asked at the tourist office
for a recormendation to an i nexpensive hotel reasonably close to the station
then set off down the road with our bags. Wien we found the place, Sue cane to
a rather abrupt halt outside and put down her |uggage.

"Ri chard, there's sonething we haven't discussed,"” she said.

"What's that?" | said, although I knew what she neant.

"I don't want there to be any m sunderstandi ngs about tonight."

"I wasn't assuming anything," | said.

"I know, but here we are, we've only just net, and although it's been
very pl easant "

She | ooked away from me, across the street. There was a lot of traffic
in the town, with many peopl e wal ki ng about in the warm eveni ng.

"Wuld you like to find another hotel for yourself?" | said.

"No, of course not. But we should have separate roons. W haven't said
anyt hi ng about this, but I'mneeting sonebody when | get to Saint-Raphael. A
friend."

"That's all right," |I said, regretting that | had left it to her to
bring up the subject. The longer it had gone unaired, the nore it was
i nevitable we woul d make assunpti ons.

The hotel was able to |l et us have a roomeach, and outside the el evator
we prepared to separate.

Sue said, "lI'mgoing to take a shower, then lie down for a bit. Wat
about you? Are you going out for a neal ?"
"Not just yet. I'mtired too."

"Shal |l we have di nner together?"
"I'f you'd like to."
"You know | would. 1'Il knock on your door in an hour."



In the center of Nancy was a magnificent broad square, surrounded by
ei ght eent h-century pal aces, known as the Place Stanislas. W entered it from
the south side, coming into great enptiness and peace. It was as if the bustle
of the main town was unable to penetrate to this place. No nore than a few
people strolled or stood in its vastness. The sun beat down, striking sharp
shadows on the sandstone pavings. An aut obus was parked outside L' Hotel de
Ville, formerly the Duke of Lorraine's palace, and sonme distance behind this
four bl ack-painted sal oon cars were parked in a neat row. No other traffic
entered the square. A man wearing a cloth cap wheeled his bicycle slowy
across the plaza, passing the statue of the Duke which stood at the center.

In one corner of the square was the Fountain of Neptune, a glorious
rococo construction with nynphs and nai ads and cherubs, water trickling across
scal | oped levels into the pools bel ow. The wought-iron archways of Jean
Lamour surrounded the fountain. W wal ked over the cobbl ed road, gazed up at
L' Arc de Trionphe, then passed through into the Place de la Carrieéere. This was
lined on both sides with terraces of beautiful old houses; two rows of mature
trees ran down the center of the Place with a narrow park between them W
wal ked through this, utterly alone. Over the roofs to our left we could see
the spire of the cathedral.

A car drove through, trailing snoke and a clattering noise. At the far
end there was a colonnade in front of the forner Palais du Gouvernenment, and
here anot her couple wal ked slowy past. W |ooked back the way we had cone, to
the vista of Place Stanislas glinpsed through the Arc: the bright sunlight
made the clean lines of the buildings, the stately scul pted view, seemstatic
and nonochrone. The car with the snoke had passed through into the square, and
now not hi ng noved anywhere we coul d see.

W left Carriéere and wal ked through a narrow shaded | ane to one of the
mai n shopping streets. Sounds grew around us, and we saw the press of people.
In Le Cours Leopold there were a nunber of sidewal k cafés, and we went to one
of these and ordered _deni s-pressions_. The evening before we had visited one
of the restaurants on the opposite side, and after the neal had stayed
drinking wine together until after mdnight. W had spoken, in nostly genera
ternms, about the other people in our lives, people fromthe past, although
had described my relationship with Annette as an unspecific counter to Sue's
boyfriend waiting for her in Saint-Raphael

Now, after our sightseeing walk, she was nore ready to tal k about the
present.

"I don't like living in London," she said. "It costs so nmuch noney just
to stay alive. 1've never really had any noney, not since |eaving hone. |'m
al ways broke, always scraping along. | wanted to be a real artist, but I've
never been able to get started. It's all conmercial work."

"Do you live al one?" | said.

"Yes--well, I've got a roomin a house. It's one of those |arge

Victorian houses in Hornsey. It was broken up into flats and bed-sitters years
ago. My roomis on the ground floor. It's quite large, but I can't work in

natural light--there's a wall outside the w ndow. "
"I's your friend an artist?"
"My friend?"

"The one you told ne about yesterday. |n Saint-Raphael."

"No, he's a sort-of witer."

"What sort of witer is a sort-of witer?"

She smled. "It's what he says he does. He spends nobst of his spare tine



writing, but he never shows it to me and | don't think he's had anything
published. I'"mnot allowed to ask about it."

She shook her head, staring at the little plate of salted _bretzels_the
wai ter had brought with the drinks. "He wanted to nmove in with nme, but |

wouldn't et him 1|'d never get any work done."
"Then where does he |ive?"
"He noves around fromone place to another. |'m never sure where he is
until he turns up. He doesn't pay rent, and just sponges off other people.”
"Then why . . . ? Look, what's his nane?"
"Niall." She spelled it for ne. "Niall's a hanger-on, a parasite. This

is the only reason he's in France. The people he was staying with were going
on holiday, and the choice was to | eave himalone in their house or take him
with them So Niall gets a free holiday on the Riviera, and that's why |'m
goi ng down there to see him He says he needs ne."

"You don't sound very keen on the idea."

"I"'mnot." She | ooked frankly at me. "If you want the truth, | can't
afford it, and | was beginning to enjoy not having Niall around nme all the
time, when he started calling ne fromFrance." She swall owed the rest of her
drink. "l shouldn't say this, but I'msick of Niall. I've known himtoo |ong,
and I wi sh he'd | eave nme al one.™

"Well, ditch him"

"It's never as easy as that. Niall's a clinger. 1've known himtoo |ong,
and he knows how to get his own way. |'ve kicked himout nmore times than | can
renenber, and yet every tine he manages to wormhis way back into ny life.
|'ve given up trying."

"But what sort of relationship is that?"

"Let's have another drink. I'Il get these.'
as he was passi ng.

"You didn't answer my question."

"I didn't want to. Wat about your girlfriend, the one who's in Canada?
How | ong have you known her?"

She signaled to the waiter

"You' re changing the subject,” | said.

"No, I'mnot. How | ong have you known her? Six years? That's how | ong
I'"ve known Niall. Wen you' ve been with sonmeone as |ong as that, he knows you.
He knows how to nanipul ate you, how to hurt you, how to use things against
you. N all's especially good at that. | can't get away from hi m because every
time | try he finds sonmething newto blackmail ne with."

"But why don't you--?" | paused, trying to imagi ne such a rel ationship,

trying to think of nyself in a simlar situation. It was conpletely outside ny
experi ence.

"Why don't | what?"

"I can't understand why you let it go on."

The waiter arrived with two nore gl asses, and renoved the ol d ones. Sue
paid him and he laid out the change on the table, putting the note away in
the small |eather pouch he carried around his waist.

"I can't understand it either," she said. "I've never found anyone el se,
and so | suppose it's easier just to keep going. It's my own fault, really."

| said nothing for a while, |eaning back in the seat and pretending to
wat ch the passers-by. She was so unlike the passive self she was depicting. It

seened to be a destructive relationship, the way she described it. | wanted to
say to her: | amdifferent, | do not cling, you' ve found someone el se now.
Leave this man Niall, stay with ne. You don't have to put up with him

Eventually | said, "Do you know why he wants to see you?"

"Not hi ng special. He's probably browned of f, wants someone to talk to
who will listen.”

"I don't see why you put up with this. You say you're broke, and yet
you're traveling across France just so he can talk to you."

"I't'"ll be nore than tal king," she said. "Anyway, you don't know him"

"It seens very irrational to ne."

"Yes. | know it does."



W stayed one nore night in Nancy, then took another train to the town
of Dijon. The weat her had changed for the worse, and as the train noved slowy
t hrough the extensive suburbs of the city a heavy rain began to fall. W
di scussed whether or not to stay, but | was no longer in any hurry to reach
the south, and we agreed to stick to the plans we had worked out the previous

eveni ng.
Dijon was a crowded, busy city, with some kind of business convention
going on, and the first two hotels we called at were full. The third, Hote

Central, had only doubl e roons avail abl e.

"We can share," Sue said as we retreated fromthe reception desk to
consult. "Ask for a tw n-bedded room"

"Are you sure you don't nind?"

"I't"ll be cheaper than two roonms, anyway."

"We could try somewhere else.”

She said quietly, "I don't mnd sharing."

Qur roomwas on the top floor, at the end of a long corridor. It was
small, but it had a large window with a bal cony and a pl easant vi ew across the

trees of the square below. The two beds were placed cl ose together, separated
by a small table with a tel ephone. As soon as the porter had |eft, Sue put
down her canvas bag and cane across to ne. She enbraced me tightly, and | put
nmy arns around her. The back of her jacket, and her hair, were wet fromthe
rain.

"W don't have long together," she said. "Don't let's wait any nore."

W started kissing, she with great passion. It was the first tinme we had
hel d each other, the first tine we had kissed. | had not known what she would
feel like, how her skin and Iips would taste. | knew her only to talk to, only
to look at; now !l could feel and hold her, press her against nme, and she was
different. Soon we were eagerly undressing each other, and then we lay on the
near est bed.

W did not |eave the hotel until after dark, driven out by hunger and
thirst. W had becone physically obsessed with each other, and could hardly
stop touching. | held her close to me as we wal ked al ong the rain-swept
street, thinking only of her and what she now neant to ne. So often in the
past sex had nerely satisfied physical curiosity, but with Sue it had rel eased
deeper feelings, greater intimacy, a new appetite for each other

W found a restaurant, Le Grand Zinc, and nearly passed it by, thinking
it must be closed. Wien we went in we discovered we were the only customners:
five waiters, dressed in black waistcoats and trousers, with stiff white
aprons that reached to their ankles, stood in a patient row beside the serving
door. When we were shown to a window table they noved into action, attentive
but discreet. Each had short dark hair plastered to his scalp with shiny
dressi ng, and each had a pencil-thin nustache. Sue and | exchanged gl ances,
suppressing giggles. W had found it did not take much to make us | augh

Qutside, a stormhad started: brilliant, pink-hued flashes of |ightning,
far away, thunderless. The rain continued to sheet down, but traffic was
sparse in the street. An old Citroén was parked by the curb, glistening in the
rain, the double inverted V on its radiator grille reflecting back the red
lanp lights fromthe restaurant.

Remenbering a | esson |l earned during an earlier visit to Paris, |



suggested we have the _plat du jour_, and in due course the com c-opera
waiters served us _saucisson en croate_, followed by cbtes de porc_. It was a
menor abl e neal, garnished with private thoughts and secret signs.

At the end of the neal, sipping brandy, we held hands across the
tabl etop. The waiters stared away.

"We could go to Saint-Tropez," | said. "Have you ever been there?"

"Isn't it crowded at this time of year?"

"l suppose so. But that's no reason not to go."

"I't would be expensive. |I'mrunning out of cash.”

"W can live cheaply."

"I can't afford to go on eating in places like this,’

"This is a celebration.”

"Al'l right, but did you notice the prices?"

Because of the rain we had not checked the prices before entering, but
they were clearly printed on the _carte_. The prices were in old francs, or
seened to be. | had nade a halfhearted attenpt to convert them but had cone
to the conclusion they were either ridiculously | ow or outrageously high; the
quality of the cooking and service indicated the latter

she sai d.

"We're not going to run out of cash," | said.

"I know what you nean, and it's not going to work. | can't sponge off
you. "

"Then what's going to happen? If we're going to travel together and it
wi | | bankrupt you, how much | onger can we go on?"

She said, "W've got to discuss that, Richard. I'mstill going to visit
Niall. I can't let himdown."

"What about ne? Don't you think that will let me down?" She shook her
head, | ooking away. "If it's just noney, let's go home to Engl and tonorrow. "

"It isn't only the noney. | promsed | wuld see him He's waiting for
ne."

I took nmy hand away from hers and stared at her in exasperation. "I
don't want you to go."

"And neither do |I," she said in a low voice. "Niall's a bl oody nui sance,
of course | realize that. But | can't just not turn up."

"Il come with you," | said. "W'll see himtogether."

"No, no--that would be inmpossible. | couldn't stand that."

"All right. I'lIl go with you to Saint-Raphael and wait for you while you

tell him Then we'll go straight back to England."
"He's expecting me to stay with him A week, nmaybe two."
"Can't you do _sonething?_"
"l don't think so."

"Well, 1'lIl at |east pay the dammed bill here." | snapped ny fingers at
the waiters, and in seconds a folded bill on a plate was put in front of ne.
The total, _service conpris_, came to 3600 francs, witten the old way.
Tentatively, | put 36 francs on the plate, and it was accepted w t hout denur.

" Merci, nonsieur ." As we left the restaurant the waiters stood in an
i npeccable row, smling and nodding to us, _bonne nuit, a bientdt_.

W hurried along the street, the stormeffectively postponing any nore
wrangl i ng over the problem | was angry as nuch with nyself as anything: only
the day before | had been congratul ati ng nyself on bei ng unpossessi ve toward
worren, and now | was feeling just the opposite. The way out was obvious--to
give in, let Sue go on to see her boyfriend, and hope to run into her again in
London one day. But she had al ready becone acutely special to ne. | |iked her
and she made me happy, and our physical |ovenaking had confirmed all this and
proni sed nore

Upstairs in the roomwe towel ed our hair and stripped off our danp outer
clothes. It was warmin the room and we threw open the wi ndow. Thunder
runbled in the distance and traffic swi shed by below. | stood for a while on
t he bal cony, getting wet again, wondering what to do. | wanted to put off the
deci sion until the norning.

Fromthe room Sue said, "WII you help nme?"



I went in. She had pulled back the covers fromone of the beds.

"What are you doi ng?" | said.
"Let's put the beds together. W'Ill have to nove the table."
She was standing in her bra and pants, her hair tousled and still danp.

Her body was slim slightly curved, the thin underwear barely concealing her
| hel ped her nove the beds and table, and we began remaki ng t he beds,
interleaving the sheets to forma | arge double, but before the job was half
finished we started kissing and touchi ng again. W never conpletely nade the
beds that night, although they stayed pressed together

In the norning | made no decision, realizing | would only | ose her
Tal ki ng about the problemworsened it. After breakfast at a table outside the
hotel we set off to explore the town. W said nothing about continuing our
j our ney sout hwar d.

At the center of Dijon was the Place de la Libération, the ducal palace
faced across a cobbl estone plaza by a semicircle of seventeenth-century
houses. It was on a snaller, nore human scal e than Nancy, but we noticed that
here too the crowds and traffic stayed away. The weat her had i nproved again
and the sun was hot and brilliant. Several w de puddles lay in parts of the
pl aza. An area of the palace had been made over into a museum and we wandered
around admring the grand halls and roons as much as the exhibits. W lingered
for atime before the eerie tonbs of the Dukes of Burgundy, stone manikins set
anong got hic arches, each nounted in a grotesquely lifelike pose.

"Where is everybody el se?" Sue said to ne, and al though she spoke softly
her voice set up sibilant echoes.

"I thought France would be crowded at this tine of year," | said.

She took ny arm and pressed herself against ne. "I don't like this
pl ace. Let's go sonmewhere el se.™

W wandered for nost of the norning through the busy shopping streets,
rested once or twice in cafés, then came to the river and sat down on the bank
under the trees. It was good to escape tenporarily fromthe crowds, the
endl ess noise of traffic.

Poi nting up through the trees, Sue said, "The sun's going to go in."

A single cloud, black and dense, was drifting across the sky in the
direction of the sun. It did not look like a rain cloud, but it was |arge

enough to blot out the sun for half an hour. | squinted up at it, thinking
about N all.

"Let's go back to the hotel," Sue said.

"Suits nme."

W returned to the city center. In the roomwe discovered that the
chanmber mai d had nmade the beds for us. They were where we had left them
standi ng together, and when we pull ed back the covers we found the sheets
neatly interleaved, to nmake a double.

W travel ed farther south, changing trains at Lyons to reach Genoble, a
| arge and nodern city in the nountains. We found a hotel, this time booking a
roomw th a doubl e bed, then, because it was still mdafternoon, went out to
| ook at the town.

W were beconing dedicated travelers, dutifully seeing the sights in
each of the towns we visited. It gave us an external purpose, an excuse to be
toget her, sonething that gave us a rest from our obsession with each other



"Shall we go up the nountain?" | said. W had come to Quai Stephane-Jay,
and here was the term nal of a funicular system Fromthe broad concourse at
the front it was possible to see the cables stretching up out of the town
toward a hi gh rocky pronontory.

"Those things aren't safe," Sue said, gripping ny arm

"OfF course they are.” | wanted to see the view fromthe top. "Wuld you
rather just walk the streets for the rest of the day?"

W had yet to discover the old part of the town, and much of G enoble
was concrete high-rise with litter and wi nd-tunnel effect at street level. The
city guide reconmended that visitors tour the university, but it was out on
t he eastern edge.

| talked her into it, but she feigned nervousness and held on to ny arm
Soon we were lifting away fromthe city, gaining height quickly. For a while
stared back at the city, seeing its huge spread through the valley, but then
we noved to the other side of the car to watch the sl opes of the nmountain
ri sing beneath us. It was an ultranodern cable system four glassy gl obes
novi ng toget her in convoy, steady in the sky.

As the cars slowed down at the top we had to scranble to get out, and
then we wal ked through the noi sy engi ne house into the cold wind of the ridge.
Sue slipped her arm around nme under ny jacket, holding close. To be with a
girl |1 really liked, whom | wanted to go on liking, was a unique feeling for
me. To nyself | was renouncing ny past, never again wanting superficial sexua
conquests; after many years | had found the person | wanted to be with all the
tine.

"We can get a drink here," | said. A restaurant and café had been built
on the farthest extremty of the pronmontory, with a view ng platformthat
over|l ooked the valley. W went inside, glad to be out of the wind. A waiter
brought us two cognacs and we sipped them feeling decadent because it was
still daytinme. Later, Sue visited the Ladies' and | went over to the souvenir
stand and bought a few postcards. | was thinking |I should send sone to
friends, but the truth was that since neeting Sue | had lost interest in
al nost everythi ng except her.

She found ne at the stand.

"I"'mfeeling warmer now," she said. "Let's |l ook at the view"

W went out into the w nd, huggi ng each other again, and noved to the
edge of the platform Three coinoperated tel escopes tipped down toward the
valley fromthe rai sed parapet. W stood between two of them |[|eaning agai nst
the concrete wall and staring down. On the horizon were the nountains
surrounding the town to the south; to our left, the snow capped peaks of the
French Al ps were sharp agai nst the bl ue.

Sue said, "Look, | suppose that's the university." She was pointing
toward a group of beautiful old buildings, turreted and spired, along by the
river. "lIt's closer to the town than we thought."

There was a plan built into the top of the parapet, indicating what
could be seen. W traced the various |andnarks.

"It's smaller than | thought,"” | said. "Wen we cane in on the train,
the city seened to spread right up the valley."

"Where are all those office blocks? | can't see them anynore."

"They were by the hotel." | |ooked on the plan, but it was not narked.
"There was a whol e area of them near where the cable cars started.”
followed the cables with ny eyes down the nountainside, but the term nal was

hi dden fromus. "It nmust be a trick of the light."
"Perhaps they were designed that way, to blend in with the old
bui I di ngs. "

It said on the plan that Mont Blanc could be seen to the northeast, so
we turned in that direction. There were clouds behind us though, and the view
of the nountains was indistinct. Beyond the restaurant were the ruins of an
old fort, and we wal ked over to them W found there was a charge for
entering, so we changed our m nds.

"Anot her brandy?" | said. "Or back to the hotel ?"



"Let's do both."

Hal f an hour later we returned to the platformfor another | ook at the
city. Lights were com ng on down there, and tiny points of warm orange and
yellow glinted fromthe buildings. W watched the evening for a while, then
took the cable car down the nmountain. After we had breasted one of the rises,
the city again cane into full view A mst was form ng, but now we could see
the newer section very clearly: blue-white fluorescent strip lights shone from
the glass towers. It seemed to us inpossible that we could not have seen them
fromthe top. | took out the postcards | had bought: one of themwas a
phot ograph of the view, and in this the nodern buildings clearly stood high
above the others.

"I"mgetting hungry,’

"For food?"

"That as well."

Sue sai d.

W arrived in Nice. It was the height of the tourist season, and the
only hotel we could find that we could afford was in the north of the town,
lost in a nmaze of narrow streets, a long walk fromthe sea. Wth our arrival
nmy feeling of dread becane dom nant. W had at best another day or two
t oget her; Sai nt-Raphael was only a few kil ometers al ong the coast.

Ni al | had becone a forbidden subject, ever-present but never discussed.
Even the sil ence about hi m became obvi ous. W knew exactly what the other
woul d say, and neither of us wished to hear it. If |I had a way of dealing with
the problemit was to give ny best to Sue, to hope to convey to her what we
were about to | ose. She seened to be doing the sane. W both had the power of
concentration, and turned it full upon each other

I was in love with her. The feeling had started in Dijon, and every
waki ng minute with her confirmed and enlarged it. She delighted ne in every
way, and | was obsessed with her. Yet | drew back from saying the words, not
t hrough doubts but because she might think them coercive.

| still did not know what to do. On our first night in N ce Sue fel
asl eep beside me while | sat up with the light on, ostensibly reading but in
fact broodi ng about her and Niall

Not hi ng woul d work. An ultinmatum a choice between ne or him would
fail. There was a stubbornness in Sue about N all, and I knew | could not
shift her. Discarded too was the idea of portraying nyself as the wounded
| oser; that was actually how | felt, but nothing would make nme use it as a
pl oy. Reason, too, was out. She freely acknow edged that her relationship with
hi mwas irrational

She had rejected ny other ideas--nmy hanging around in the background
whil e she saw him a premature return to Engl and.

Hours of introspection produced nothing but the | ame hope that she m ght
change her mnd by herself.

W stayed in our hotel roomfor nost of the next day, leaving it every
two or three hours for a walk or a drink or a neal. W saw very little of
Ni ce, but because of ny preoccupation | hated what | saw. | identified the
town with my sense of loss, and blamed it for it. | disliked the ostentatious
weal th on display: the yachts in the harbor, the Alfas and Mercedes and
Ferraris, the women with their face-lifts and the nen with their business
paunches. | equally disliked the showy inverse: the English debs in rusty



M nis, the worn-out N ke running shoes, the chopped-off jeans, the faded
clothes. | resented the topless sunbathers, the palmtrees and al oe vera
pl ants, the shingly beaches and the exquisite blue sea, the casino and the
hotels, the villas on the hills, the skyscraper apartnent blocks, the

sunt anned yout hs on notorbi kes, the wind surfers and paraskiers, the
speedboat s, pedal os and beach huts. | begrudged themall their pleasure.

My only pleasure was the source of ny nmisery: Sue herself. Provided
pushed Niall to the back of my mind, provided |I did not think beyond the next
few hours, provided | held on to ny |ane hope, all was tenporarily well.

O course she knew.

She too had her introspections; once | found her crying on the bed. CQur
| overraki ng becane urgent, and whenever we were out we constantly touched or
hel d each other. Oten we sat in a bar or a restaurant hol ding hands, staring
away at ot her people, other places.

W decided to stay a second night in N ce, even though it would only
prol ong the wetchedness. W agreed tacitly that we would | eave for
Sai nt - Raphael in the norning, and there we would part. This was our |ast night
t oget her.

W made love as if nothing were to change; then, restlessly, we sat
toget her on the bed, the wi ndow and shutters w de open to the night. Insects
humred around the light. At |ast she broke the silence.

"Where are you going to go tonorrow, Richard?"

"I haven't decided yet. | mght just go hone."

"But what were you going to do before we nmet? You nust have made plans.”

"I was just traveling around. Now there's no point, wthout you."

"Why don't you go to Saint-Tropez?"

"On ny owmn? | want to be with you."

"Don't say that."

"It's the only thing I'msure of."

She was silent, staring down at the runpled sheets on which we spraw ed.
Her body was so white, and suddenly | had a jeal ous image of seeing her again
in London in a few weeks' time and finding that she had acquired a suntan

"Sue, are you really going to go through with this?"

"I"ve got to. We've been over all that."

"Then this is the end, isn't it?"

"I think that's up to you."

"How can you say that? | don't want this to finish! You must know that
by now. "

"But Richard, you're making an issue out of this. You're acting as if we
can't see each other again. Wiy does it have to be final?"

"Al'l right, I'll see you back in London. You've got ny address.”

She shifted position, pulling at the creased sheet below us, freeing it
fromher weight and laying it over her bare knees as she kneel ed besi de ne.
Her hands fretted it as she spoke.

"I"ve got to see Niall. I'"'mnot going to break a prom se. But | don't
want to hurt you. . . . I'd never see Niall again, if | had nmy way."

"Then what are you sayi ng?"

"I"ll see himtonmorrow. You go on with your holiday, tell ne where
you'll be and I'll join up with you as soon as | can."

"Do you nean that?" | said.

"Of course | do!"

"What will you say to hin? Are you going to tell him about ne?"

"If I can.”

"Then why don't | wait for you here?"

"Because . . . | can't just _tell_him 1'll have to stay with himfor a
while."

"How I ong wi Il that be?"

"I don't know. Three or four days . . . maybe a week."

"A week!" | turned away from her angrily. "For God's sake, how | ong does

it take to tell soneone you're finished with hinP"



She bent her head. "Let me do it nmy way. You don't understand the
problemwith Niall. 1'lIl have to break it to himin stages. First of all he's
got to be told I've net soneone el se, someone who natters nore than him Don't
you think that's enough to be going on with? I can say the rest when he gets
used to that idea."

| left the bed and poured us both some wine fromthe bottle we had
bought earlier. There was no other way but her way, | knew that. | passed her
a glass of wine but she put it aside untouched.

"When you see Niall, will you be sleeping with hinP"

"I"ve been sleeping with himfor six years."

"That's not what | asked."

"I't's none of your business."

It hurt to hear it, but it was true. | |ooked at her naked body, trying
to i magi ne some other man with her, deeply abhoring the idea. She had becone
so precious to nme. Her head was bent, her hair concealing her face. | went to
touch her, laying nmy hand on her arm She responded at once, clasping ny hand.

"Al'l right, Sue. I'll do what you suggest. 1'll leave you in
Sai nt - Raphael tonorrow and go on down the coast. If you haven't caught up with
me within a week, I'lIl either go on without you or head back to England."

"It won't take a week," she said. "Three days, maybe less."

"Just make it as soon as you can." | found | had drained ny glass of
wi ne without even noticing | had started it. | put it aside. "Now, what about
nmoney?"

"What about it?"

"You said you were al nost out. How are you going to travel after you
| eave Niall?"

"Il borrow sone from sonewhere."

"You nmean you'll get it fromNall."

"Probably. He's always got plenty."

"You'll borrow his noney, but you won't borrow mne. Don't you see that
gives himjust one nore hold over you?" She shook her head. "Anyway, | thought

you said he didn't have any noney."
"I said he didn't have a job. He's never short of cash."
"Where does he get it? Does he steal ?"
"I don't know. Please don't go on with this. Mney means nothing to

Niall. I can get what | need."

It was a small insight into what nust have been their relationship. She
could intend to tell himshe was throwing himover in favor of soneone el se,
and still expect himto | end her noney. Everything | knew about N all, all of

it fromher, was unpleasant: a bully, a parasite, a manipul ator, perhaps a
thief. At that nonment | even hated his damed nane.

I got up fromthe bed again, and while she watched silently I pulled on
a pair of trousers and a T-shirt. | left the room closing the door noisily. |
wal ked al ong the corridor, then went down the four flights of stairs to the
ground fl oor.

Qutside, in the warmnight, | wal ked down the street toward the café on
the corner. It was closed. | turned the corner and started down the next
street. This was a neglected, ill-lit part of N ce, the houses crowdi ng one on

the next, the plaster peeling and broken in many places. Lights showed froma
few wi ndows, and ahead of me at the next intersection | could see traffic

moving to and fro. | went as far as this road, then cane to a halt. | knew
was being unfair, that | had no hold over her, that in my own way | was being
as mani pul ative as Niall. Just then | did not care, seeing Sue as someone who
provoked such behavior in nen, who probably always would. A week ago | had not
known she even existed; now she preoccupied nme entirely. | wanted her nore

than | had ever wanted any other woman.

M nut es passed, and my qui ck anger subsided. | blamed nyself: | had
wal ked into her life and now expected her to change everything. By ny denands
on her | was forcing a choice on her, making her see us as alternatives to
each other. She knew Niall better than she knew nme, and | knew nothing of him



| turned and hurried back to the hotel, convinced that | was going to
lose her. | took the stairs two at a time and went quickly into the room half
expecting to find her already gone. But she was there, lying in the bed with
her back to the door, a single sheet covering her thin body. She made no nove
as | entered.

"Are you asleep?" | said softly.

She turned to | ook at me; her face was danp and her eyes were red.

"\Wher e have you been?" she said.

| pulled off nmy clothes and clinbed onto the bed beside her. W put our
arnms around each other, kissing and hol ding tenderly. She cried again, sobbing
against me. | stroked her hair, touched her eyelids, and then at last, far too
|ate but wholly neant, | said the words | had been hol di ng back

Al she said, indistinctly, was, "Yes. And ne. | thought you knew. "

The norni ng brought anot her silence between us, but now | was content.
W had made a sort of accommodation. She knew ny itinerary, and where and when
we coul d neet.

We boarded a bus in the center of Nice, and soon set off westward. Sue
hel d ny hand and pressed herself close against me. The bus drove first to
Anti bes and Juanl es-Pins, then to Cannes. Passengers changed over at every
stop. After Cannes we passed through sone of the nobst beautiful scenery | had
seen in France: wooded hills, steep valleys, and of course one vista of the
Medi t erranean after another. Cypresses and olive trees grew beside the road,
and wild flowers flourished in every untended patch of ground. The roof panels
of the bus were open, and rich scents blustered in; sometines, because of the
road, the smell was of gasoline or diesel oil. The whol e coastline was
scattered with houses and apartment bl ocks, high on the hills or standing
anong the trees; occasionally they ruined the view, but so too, in a different
way, did the road.

W saw a sign saying that Saint-Raphael was another four kiloneters, and
i medi ately we drew closer, holding each other tightly and kissing. | wanted
both to prolong the farewells and be done with them but there was nothing
nore to say.

Except one thing. As the bus halted in the center of Saint-Raphael, a
square opening out onto the tiny harbor, Sue put her mouth to the side of ny
face and said quietly, "I've got good news for you."

"What's that?"

"I started my period this norning."

She squeezed my hand, kissed nme lightly, then went down the center aisle
with the other passengers. | stayed in ny seat, |ooking at her as she waited
for her luggage to be unloaded fromthe hold. Once or twi ce she glanced up at
me, smling nervously. The little square was crowded wi th holidaymekers, and
| ooked at them wondering if N all was sonmewhere anong them Everyone was
young, tanned, attractive. Sue stood by ny wi ndow, |ooking up at ne, and
wi shed the bus woul d | eave.

At last we were off. Sue stayed still, smling up at me and wavi ng. The
bus turned into a side street, heading back to the main road, and | |ost sight
of her.

Alone, | fell alnobst at once into a depressed nood. | thought only of

the worst: that | would never see her again, that in N all's hands she woul d



be mani pul ated agai nst nme, that her feelings would dimnish, that torn between
two men she would settle on the one she knew better

Apart fromanything else, | sinply missed her. | had never before felt
so i sol at ed.

VI

As soon as | had found sonewhere to stay in Saint-Tropez, | took a walk
around the village and discovered | liked it. Perversely, what | |iked were
exactly the same things | had disliked in Nice. There were the sane kinds of
peopl e there, the same overt displays of wealth, the same gl anour and
hedoni sm Unlike N ce, though, Saint-Tropez was small and the architecture was
attractive, and it was possible to believe that at the end of the season the
pl ace would have its own identity. It was also far nore cosnopolitan, wth
great numbers of people apparently canping or sleeping rough outside the
village, and com ng in every day.

| called in at the local Hertz office to book a rental car in three
days' time, when | was planning to |leave. | was |lucky: because of demand, only
one car was available then. |I paid the deposit, signed the form The Hertz
girl had a nane tag pinned to her bl ouse: Daniéle.

My arrangerment with Sue was to wait for her every evening at six at
Sénéqui er, the large open-air café directly overl ooking the inner harbor.

did wal k past this on nmy first evening, but of course there was no sign of
her .

My thoughts about Sue were infrequent during the next day. |I felt worn
out by her, and so | devoted myself to the |less strenuous activity of |lying on
the beach and fromtinme to time wal king dowmn for a swm In the evening | went
to Sénéquier, but she did not appear

| was on the beach again the next day, rather nore cautious about the
sun. Well sneared with shielding ointment, and sitting under a rented beach
unbrella, | passed the day regarding the people around nme and t hinking
i nevitably of Sue. She had aroused an i medi ate physical need, and now she was
not there.

| was surrounded by female nudity: bare breasts stared sunward on every
side. The day before | had hardly given this a second thought, but now | was
m ssing Sue again, thinking of her with Niall. | could not inmagi ne away these
nubil e French, Germans, British, Swiss, with their _cache-sexe_ bikini briefs,
their suntanned breasts. Not one of them could replace Sue for ne, but each
one rem nded me of what | was missing. Yet the irony was that semi nudity,
supposedly a formof vulnerability, actually created a new kind of social
barrier. It was inpossible to strike up a conversation with sonmeone | knew
only by body appearance.

That evening | waited again in Sénéquier for Sue, w shing she would
appear. | wanted her nore than ever, but in the end had to wal k away w t hout
her .

| had one nore day and one nore night in SaintTropez, and in the norning
| decided to kill time a different way. The beach was too distracting. | spent
the norning in the village itself, wandering slowy around the boutiques and
souvenir shops, the | eathergoods stores, the crafts workshops. | strolled
around t he harbor |ooking enviously at the yachts, their crews, their affluent
owners. After lunch I wal ked along the shore in a different direction, away
fromthe center of the village, clanbering over rocks and wal king along a



concrete sea wall.

At the end of the wall | | eaped down to the sand and continued on. The
crowmds were thinner here, but the beach did not present a favorable aspect to
the sun: trees shaded part of the sand. | passed a sign: _Plage Privée._.

Beyond, everythi ng changed.

It was the | east crowded beach | had seen in SaintTropez, and by far the
nost decorous. Here there was no display of sem nude bodies. Many peopl e were
enj oyi ng the sun, and some were swi nmm ng, but as far as | could see there were
no topl ess wonen, no nen in Gstring briefs. Children played, a sight | had
not seen el sewhere, and on this beach there was no open-air restaurant or bar
no beach unbrellas or mats, no magazi ne vendors or photographers.

| wal ked slowy across the beach, feeling outrageous in ny cut-off denim
shorts, my Southern Confort T-shirt, ny sandals, but no one took any notice of
me. | passed several groups of nostly m ddl e-aged peopl e. They had brought
picnic neals to the beach, vacuumflasks, and little paraffin-fired Prinmus
stoves for heating their kettles. Many of the nen were wearing shirts with
roll ed-up sl eeves, and gray flannel trousers or baggy khaki shorts. They sat
in striped deck chairs, clenching pipes between their teeth, and sone of them
were readi ng English news- papers. Mst of the wonen were wearing |ight summer
dresses, and those who were sunbathing sat rather than lay, and were clad in
nodest one-pi ece suits.

| went down to the water's edge and stood near a group of children who
wer e spl ashing and chasi ng one another in the shallows. Beyond, heads
protected by rubber bathing caps bobbed in the waves. A nan stood up and waded
out of the sea. He was wearing shorts and a singlet, and goggles over his
eyes. As he passed nme he took off the goggles and shook out the water, naking
a spray across the white sand. He grinned at ne and noved on up the beach
O fshore, a cruise liner was at anchor.

Ahead, a paraskier rose up on his cable, soaring behind the outboard
not or speedboat that towed him | wal ked on, out of the private section and to
anot her beach where rows of strawroofed shelters had been erected in straight
lines across the sand. In their shelter, or spread out in the full glare of
the sun, crowds of topless sunbathers lay in their famliar abandonment. This
time | wal ked up the beach to an open-air bar and bought nyself a glass of
extortionately expensive iced orange juice. | was now some distance fromthe
village itself, so | left the beach and wal ked back al ong the road.

It was still early afternoon, so | returned to the beach | had used
before. | settled back to | ook pleasurably, if innocently, at the girls. An
hour or so passed.

Then | noticed soneone wal ki ng al ong the beach who | ooked di fferent from
all the others; she was wearing clothes, and I was not the only man on the
beach to | ook at her. She had on skin-tight designer jeans and a transparent
white bl ouse, and | ooked cool and sel f-possessed under a wide sun hat. As she
approached | recognized her: it was Daniéle, fromthe Hertz office. She cane
towithin a few neters of ne, then took off her sun hat and shook out her
hair. Wiile | watched, she stripped off her jeans and bl ouse and wal ked calny
into the sea. Wien she canme out she put on the bl ouse over her wet body, but
not the jeans, and lay back on the sand to dry out.

| went over to speak to her, and in a while we agreed to neet for supper
t hat eveni ng.

| was at Senéquier at six, looking for Sue. If she had turned up | would
have abandoned ny date with Dani él e without qual ms, but Daniele had given ne
an inner reassurance. That evening woul d not be another |onely one, and if Sue
did not appear ny pride had a salve. | was feeling guilty about having picked
up Dani éle, and ny reasons for doing so, and as a result blamed Sue. | thought
of her with Niall, the sort-of witer, the rival, the bullying manipul ator
and how i f Sue were suddenly to appear everything could be put right.

| waited | ong past the hour, then finally conceded that she was not
going to turn up.

I went from Sénéquier to a boutique | had been in earlier, where | had



noticed they sold a wide range of postcards. Still feeling unreasonably

vindi ctive about Sue, | chose a card. The picture was a reproduction of a
prewar view of Saint-Tropez, before the conmmercialization. Fishernmen nended
nets on the harbor wall and the only boats in sight were fishing smacks.

Behi nd them where now the holidaymakers nmilled past in an endless fl ow and
where the fashi onabl e Sénéqui er was situated, was a narrow yard with a wooden
war ehouse.

| took the postcard back to my room and before changing ny clothes |
sat on the bed and addressed the card to Sue's flat in London. "Wsh you were
here," | wote sardonically, and instead of signing it | printed an x.

A few mnutes later, on ny way to neet Daniéle, | mailed it.

Dani él e took me to a restaurant called La Gotto Fraiche, the only one,
she said, that stayed open all year round, the restaurant the |ocals used.
Afterward, we went to the apartnment she shared with three other girls. Her
bedroom was next to the main room where two of them were watching tel evision
As we made love |I could hear the tel evision through the wall, and occasionally
the voices of the girls. Wen we were finished | thought only of Sue, and
regretted everything. Daniéle sensed that | was triste, but did not inquire.
She put on a housecoat and nmade sone coffee brandy. Soon | was wal ki ng back to
the hot el

| saw Dani el e again in the nmorning, when | collected the Renault. She
was wearing the Hertz uniform was friendly, bright, unrenmorseful. Before
drove away we exchanged the doubl e-cheek ki ss.

VI

| drove inland from Sai nt-Tropez, wanting to avoid the heavy traffic
al ong the coast roads. The Renault was difficult to drive at first, the
gearshift stiff to nove and placed on the right, breaking ny coordination. To
drive on the right demanded constant attention, especially as the road wound
sharply through mountain country. At Le Luc | joined the main autoroute and
headed west on the broad divided hi ghway, and driving becane | ess of a strain.

| knew | was nmoving farther and farther away from Sue, but we had agreed
on our rendezvous, and ny main concern now was to see her again.

| drove along the autoroute as far as Ai x-en-Provence, then turned south
toward Marseilles. By lunchtime | had checked into a small _pension_ in the
dock area, and spent the afternoon wandering around the city. Wl before six
o'clock I went to our agreed rendezvous, the Gare Saint-Charles, and waited
for her in as pronminent a place as | could find. At eight, | went to find
di nner.

| had another day to kill in Marseilles. | visited the Quai du Port,
with its streetcars and wharves, the three-and four-masted barks |ined up
agai nst the docks, the whole place deafeningly loud with the noise of the
steamcranes. In the afternoon | went on a tourist boat for a tour of the
great waterfront, passing the grimedifice of Fort Saint-Jean, then out into

the calmbay to circle Chateau d' If. | spent the early part of the evening
wandering on the concourse of the station, staring anxiously at the crowds
whenever a train arrived fromthe Riviera. | was worried | would not recognize

her.



| came to Martigues, a short drive fromMarseilles. Martigues was on a
narrow but hilly isthnus between the Mediterranean and Etang de Berre, a vast
freshwater | ake. The center of the town was the original village, but nearby
oil refineries had swelled the size and the popul ation all through the
twentieth century. It was inpossible to drive into the center, tie Brescon
because a number of small but picturesque canals took the place of streets.
left the Renault in a town parking lot, then walked with nmy suitcase to find
somewhere to stay.

This was the |l ast agreed neeting place with Sue; if she did not appear
here, | knew | was on ny own.

The vill age was no place to be Ionely. Many other visitors were there,
wal ki ng al ong the narrow all eys or cruising through in boats, and it |ooked to
me as if everyone else was in couples or groups. | began to dread the evening,
knowi ng Sue would inevitably let me down. The worst of it was the persistent
hope, weakening ny deternination to put her behind ne.

The Quai Brescon was the place we had agreed, the opening of the main
canal to Etang de Berre. | went there as soon as | arrived, to famliarize
nmyself with it, and returned several times during the day. It was a placid
backwat er of the town, the houses built directly against the water, with
nunerous small rowi ng boats and skiffs tied up along the narrow t owpat hs. Few
of the visitors found the quai, and there were no restaurants, shops or even a
bar. Here the old people of the village gathered, and when | arrived for ny
evening vigil they had al ready assenbled, sitting outside their peeling houses
on an assortment of old w cker chairs and boxes. The wonen all wore black, the
men wore weathered _serge de Ninmes_. They stared at me as | sauntered al ong
the quai, their conversation dying around nme as | passed. At the nouth of the

canal, | ooking out at the snmooth black water of the |lake, |I could snell
sewage.

The warm eveni ng darkened, night fell, lights came on in the tiny
houses. | was al one.
X

| drove around the Camargue to the village of Saintes-Mries-de-Ia-Mer,
the site of a shrine. | wanted to go to a place | had not nentioned to Sue,
somewhere she could not find me if she tried. | also wanted to be by the sea
again, to throw stones at waves and wander noodily al ong a beach

But it was a mistake. The tiny village was crowded, and buses bl ocked

the streets and parking lots. |I found a place to | eave the car and wal ked
around for a while. The shrine, a miraculous well, was contained in a
stone-built chapel, handwitten testinonies to its healing power attached to
every wall. | read a few of these pathetic, joyful nmessages of gratitude, then

returned to the bright and sunlit streets. Al npbst every building in the center
was a conmercialization of the shrine: effigies, candles, crosses, replicas



were sold in every place. The only restaurant open was a vast nodern
cafeteria--plastic-topped tables and nmetal trays. | went inside seeking |unch
but was driven out by the crowds and the flies.

As | wal ked down to the beach | was attacked by the largest flying
insect | had ever seen; it was yellow and black |ike a grotesquely swollen
wasp. | assumed it was a hornet, and managed to elude it. Fromthen on | kept
a watchful eye open for nore, but | did not stay |long. The beach was open and
flat, not used by the visitors, and when | reached the water the tiny waves
broke feebly on the white sand. Just then I hungered for an ocean beach, wth
rocks and waves and sea wind, a sense of natural drama.

The next day | went to a town called Aigues-Mrtes. Wen | ooking at the
map with Sue | had noticed the name and wondered what it meant. We had | ooked
it up and found it was a corruption of the Roman nane: Aquae Mrtuae, "the
dead waters." The town turned out to be a walled city, nassively fortified in
the M ddl e Ages and surrounded by a nunber of shall ow | agoons. | parked the
car outside the wall, then in the hum d heat followed the course of the fornmer
moat. | soon tired of this and clinbed a low hill close by, staring back. The
town had a nonochrone quality, like an old sepia-tinted photograph: Iight fel
uniformy, blurring colors. | could see the roofs within the walls, and in the
near di stance beyond the town there was an industrial site with a nunber of
hi gh but unsnoki ng chi meys. The | agoons refl ected the sky.

It struck me then that this was what France had become for ne: without
Sue to enliven ne, it was a flat, silent and unreal place, drifting past as |
travel ed, locking into imobility when | stared. If | thought back over the
| ast few days, Sue doninated everything. | renenbered her conpany, her
| aughter, her |ove, her body. But behind her, al nbst unnoticed, were ny inmages
of France. Sue had distracted me fromthem first by her presence, then by her
absence. The enpty plazas of Nancy, the ol d-fashioned restaurant in Dijon
that mountain sight of G enoble, the nodest bathers of Saint-Tropez, the docks
of Marseilles--they were static in nmy mnd, noments | had passed through with
nmy thoughts el sewhere. Now Ai gues-Mrtes: frozen in the shimrering sun, |ike
some vestige of nmenmory, it had an arbitrary, randomquality, its stillness
reflecting sone forgotten thought or image, sonething distinct from Sue.
France was haunting me, semglinpsed beyond my preoccupations. How nuch nore
of France had | not noticed, how rmuch nore | ay ahead?

My presence on the hill was attracting nosquitoes, which were whining
unpl easantly around me, so | hurried back to where | had left the car, walking
briskly through the town itself to get to the other side. The stillness had
been an illusion, and bright colors cut the air.

At the entrance to the parking lot |I noticed two suitcases standing
toget her, and | thought how odd it was of soneone to have left themthere.
found the Renault, opened the door.

"Ri chard! _Richard! "

She was running between the cars, dodging around them her hair flying

about her face. | felt the sense of unreality lifting fromme, and all
t hought was how rmuch she | ooked the sane, how |ike herself she was. Hol di ng
her again, feeling her willow body against nmine, | loved the faniliarity of

her, and how natural it was to have her in ny arns.



Xl

Driving sout hwest, the wi ndows open agai nst the heat, |eaving the
Ri vi era behi nd:
"How did you find nme?"

"Just luck . . . | was about to give up."
"But why that place?"
"You'd nentioned it, | knew you would go there. | arrived | ast night,

and |'ve been hanging around all day."

W were | ooking for sonewhere to stay, sonewhere to be al one together
She had been on buses for three days, traveling fromone place to another
runni ng | ow on cash, trying to save enough for the journey honme. N all had
gi ven her sone noney, she said, but he was broke too. It hadn't been how she
expect ed.

W stopped in Narbonne and checked into the first hotel we found. Sue
plunged into the bath, and I sat on the side of it |ooking down at her.
noti ced she had a bruise on her leg, one that had not been there before.

"Don't stare at me." She slunped lowin the water, raising a knee to
conceal her crotch fromme but bringing the bruise fully into view.

"I thought you wanted ne to."

"I don't like being | ooked at."

Sonet hi ng had changed; | had al ways | ooked at her before. | left the
tiny bathroom pulled off my clothes and lay on the bed. | listened to Sue
spl ashing around, then draining the water. A long silence, followed by the
rustle of a paper tissue as she bl ew her nose. When she appeared, she had put
on panties and a T-shirt.

d anci ng down at ne she prow ed around the room stared out through the
wi ndow at the yard below, fidgeted with her clothes on the top of her
suitcase. Finally she came to sit on the end of the bed, where | could not
reach her without sitting up and stretching toward her

"Where did you get that bruise?" | said.

She turned her leg to look at it. "A sort of accident. |I fell against
somet hing. There's another." She twi sted around and pulled up her T-shirt to
reveal a second dark bruise on her back. "They don't hurt," she said.

“"Niall did that, didn't he?"

"Not really--it was an accident. He didn't nmean it."

Because of the distance between us, | knew that she had resol ved
not hing, but | was glad just to have her back and said nothing. After a few
m nutes we dressed and wal ked into the town for a neal. | hardly registered
t he surroundings; | was travel-fatigued, had been in too nmany different
pl aces. And Sue preoccupied me. Narbonne felt real and alive, was not a
tabl eau, but she distracted ne away fromit.

Over dinner, she at |last gave me a full account of what had happened.

Niall's friends were staying outside Saint-Raphael itself, in a
converted farmhouse. N all was not there when she arrived; she was told he was
away on a trip. She waited for a day and a half, torn between having to wait
and abandoni ng himaltogether. When Niall turned up he was in a group of five
peopl e- -another man and three young girls. No one said where they had been or
what they had been doing. There were now ni ne people, including Sue, cramed
into the house, and regardl ess of any other considerati ons she had been forced
to share a bed with him He was in a junpy, violent nood at first, making Sue
assune that something had been going on with one of the girls. There was an



argunent. The next day Niall vani shed again, taking one of the cars. Sue
decided to leave to join up with nme, and got as far as packi ng her bags but
Niall returned in time to stop her. She told himabout me, and he started to
beat her up. The others pulled himoff her, and Niall's nood i nmedi ately
changed: first he became nmel ancholy and clinging--in a way Sue said she knew
how to deal with--but then changed again, saying that if she had nade a

deci sion then he would not stand in her way.

"This is what made it difficult,"” she said to me. "If he had gone on
acting badly | could have wal ked out on him Instead, he pretended he didn't
care any nore."

"But at least you're here," | said. "Surely that's all that matters?"

"Yes, but | don't trust him He's never acted like this before.”

"What are you sayi ng? That he m ght be foll ow ng you?"

She was | ooking tense, fidgeting with the cutlery on the table. "I think
it's nore likely he was sleeping with one of those girls and couldn't be
bot hered. "

"Can we forget himnow?" | said.

"Al'l right."

W went for a walk around the town after the meal, but our real interest
was in each other and we soon returned to the hotel. W went up to the room
opened the wi ndows wide to the warm ni ght and closed the curtains. | took a
bath and lay in the water staring blankly at the ceiling, wondering what to
do. Not hing seened to appeal, not even getting into bed with her. The bat hroom
door was open and | could hear her noving about, hangi ng up cl ot hes, opening
and cl osing the wardrobe door. At one point | heard her bolt the main door to
the room She did not conme in to see me, and it meant nothing that she did or
did not. W appeared to have reached a sort of sexless famliarity, one in
whi ch we shared a room undressed in front of each other, slept in the sane
bed, yet were still separated by Niall

When | had finished | went into the bedroom Sue was sitting up in bed,
| ooki ng t hrough a nmgazi ne. She was naked. She put the magazi ne aside as |
clinbed in beside her.

"Shall | put out the light?" | said.

"Last week, when we were in Nice, you said sonething to me. Did you nean
it?"

"That depends what it was."

"You said you loved me. Was that true?"

"It was at the tine," | said. "I loved you then nore than anyone | have
ever known. In fact, there never has been anyone el se.™

"That's what | thought. Wat about now?"

"I't's not a good time to ask. I'mfeeling alienated."

"Then it's the best time to ask. Do you | ove ne?"

"OfF course | do. Why do you think all this matters so nmuch?"

She shifted down in the bed so her head was on the pillow "That's what
| wanted to hear. Don't put out the light. |I hate making love in the dark."

Xl

Collioure was a fishing village on the extrene sout hwesterly coast of
the Mediterranean. It was built on a small bay, with a fort and a cluster of
stone cottages, and was surrounded by rocky hills, brown-green under the bl aze
of the sun. As soon as we arrived | was struck again by a quality of frozen



ti mel essness, that there was an unchanging life here that we could pass into
and through, yet never really penetrate. It rem nded ne of the stasis of

Ai gues-Mortes, and ny realization that the distractions of Sue made nme unabl e
to see properly.

But because | was with Sue, at last truly with_her, | felt able to
deal with this, realizing that both she and the village were different aspects
of my perceptions. If | allowed themto, each one could interfere with the
other, but now for the first tine | was relaxed and very happy. W had no nore
di scussi ons of oursel ves.

During the days Collioure was al nost deserted, the shutters of the
houses cl osed agai nst the heat. W woul d wander in the narrow cobbl estone
streets and clinmb the hills and watch the boats; in the evenings the locals
woul d bring out their chairs and wine to sit in the | ong shadows and watch the
day's catch being | oaded into ice for the trucks. There were no hotels or
apartments in Collioure, in spite of what the tourist gui debook said, and so
we stayed in a snmall roomover a bar. W were _les anglais_to the people in
the village, smled at maternally by the wonen when we wal ked about after
dark, stared at by the nen, but in general |eft alone by everyone. There were
no other visitors in the village while we were there.

Except one. W noticed himon our second day while clinbing up to the
hills on the eastern side of the village. As the narrow road rose above the
houses it turned across the rise, naking a |l oop fromwhich it was possible to
see down across the cottages around the harbor. Fromthis position the walls
and angl es of the roofs seemed foreshortened, piling against each other to
make an irregul ar geonetric pattern lit by the nmorning sun. There was an
artist sitting here, a small canvas propped on an easel in front of him

He was a small man with a round head and a hunched figure. It was
difficult to guess his age: not old, perhaps forty to fifty. As we passed we
nodded to him but he made no answer. | felt Sue's hand slip fromm ne and she
| ooked sharply at him then at me, then again at the artist. She was obviously
trying to tell me sonething, but | had no idea what it was. As we wal ked on
she was | ooking back, as if trying to get a glinpse of the canvas.

Wien we were out of earshot she said, "That |ooked |ike Picasso!"

"He's dead, isn't he?"

"Of course he's dead! It couldn't have been him- but that man | ooked
exactly like him™"

"Did you see what he was painting?"

"I't wasn't possible. |I've never seen anything like it! He | ooked just
i ke the photographs.”
"Perhaps it's a relative . . . or soneone who wants to | ook |ike

Pi casso. "

"That nust be it."

W wal ked on, tal king about the way sone people try to inmtate the
appear ance of those they admired, but Sue would not accept that. To her it was
a deeper nystery, and she kept returning to it.

In the end | said, "Do you want to go back for another | ook?"

"Yes, let's."

| half expected that he woul d have di sappeared by the time we returned,
but he was still there at the turn of the road, crouching on his stool and
pai nting slowy.

"It's incredible,’
Pi casso have sons?"

"I'"ve no idea."

W were wal ki ng back on his side of the road, so that this tinme we would
see his canvas. As we approached, Sue called out, "_Bonjour, nonsieur!

He raised his free hand, but did not turn. " Holal "

W passed behind him The canvas was only half conpleted, but the angles
of the roofs had been blocked in, the pattern was form ng. W wal ked on down
the hill into the village, Sue practically dancing with curiosity.

"There's a print of that in one of my books!" she said.

Sue whispered. "It nust be a relative. . . . Dd



W were in Collioure for a total of four days, and on each of them at
some time, we wal ked up the hill to see if the artist was still there. Every
day he was at his easel, painting slowy and patiently. He was in his own
stasis, and progress was slow, on our |ast |ook he had added very little to
what we had first seen.

Before we left Collioure we asked the woman who ran the bar if she knew
who he was.

" Non. Il est espagnol._ "

"W thought he m ght be fanous."

" _Pah! 11 est trés pauvre. Un espagnol célebre! " And she | aughed and
| aughed.
XV

W shoul d have finished in Collioure, but we planned to fly back to
Engl and, and after a two-day drive through the Pyrenees we cane to Biarritz.
The staff in the reception of the hotel booked us a flight, but it was not for
two days. After the first night | took the car and turned it in at the | oca
Hertz office.

Sue was waiting for ne at the hotel, and I knew i medi ately t hat
somet hi ng was wong. She had the evasive, indirect look | had grown to
recogni ze fromthe bad tinmes, and | felt a sudden dread. | knew at once it was
something to do with Niall

But how? Niall was hundreds of miles away, and could have no idea where
we were.

| suggested a walk to the beach and she agreed, but we wal ked apart, not
hol di ng hands. When we reached the path that | ed down to La G ande Pl age, Sue
cane to a halt.

"I don't really feel like the beach today," she said. "You go if you
want . "

"Not without you. | don't care what we do."

"I think I'd Iike to do sone shopping on nmy own."

"What's the matter, Sue? Sonething's happened. "

She shook her head. "I just want to be on ny own for a while. An hour or
two. | can't explain."

"If that's what you want." | gestured irritably at the beach. "I'll go
and lie around until you feel like being with me again."

"I won't be long."

"But | don't understand what you want to do."

She had al ready noved away fromme. "I want sonme space to think for a
while, that's all." She came back, pecked nme on the cheek. "It's nothing
you' ve done. Really."

"Well, 1'lIl go back to the hotel in an hour or two." She was novi ng away
as | said this, missing nost of it. |I walked off in a huff, going quickly down
the cliff path.

The beach was uncrowded. | found a place for nyself, and there | spread
out ny towel, took off ny jeans and shirt and sat back to brood.

She had di stracted nme again, but now !l was alone | took in ny
surroundi ngs at last. The beach was . . . still. | sat up straight, |ooking
around, aware that sonething had ceased around ne.

This was different fromthe Mediterranean beaches | had seen. There was
no topl ess sunbat hing, and unlike the R viera coast the heat of the sun was



pl easantly tenpered by a sea breeze. The sea itself had nuscle: |ong steady
breakers came rolling in, nmaking the satisfactory roaring noise famliar to nme
fromBritish beaches. So there was novenment and sound, denying the stillness,

but still I felt locked in sonething that had settl ed, becone stable.
Looki ng around at the other people on the beach |I noticed that many of
t hem were using changing huts, like tiny Arab yurts, erected in three parallel

rows one behind the other. The people who energed fromthese hastened down the
beach and ran into the surf with a peculiar crouching nmotion, reaching forward
with their arms. As the first breaker hit themthey would junp up against it,
turning their backs and yelling in the cold. Mdst of the swi nmers were nen,

but there were a few wonen and these all wore shapel ess one-pi ece bat hi ng
suits and rubber caps.

| lay back in the sunshine, still feeling uneasy, listening to the cries
of the holidaymakers and thi nking about Sue's behavi or. How had N al
contacted her? How did he know where she was?

O had she contacted hin®?

| felt irritated and hurt. | wi shed Sue would take ne nore into her
confidence about Niall. If only she would tell the truth, then we had a chance
of working together to solve the problem

| sat up again, restless. Overhead the sky was a deep, pure blue, the
sun striking down from above the casino. | glanced up at it, narrow ng ny
eyes.

There was a cloud, the only one in sight. It was a white, woolly-Iooking
cloud, the sort you see on a sunmer's day when the sun raises thermals from
the fiel ds and woodl ands. This one, though, was by itself. It stood close to
the sun, apparently unaffected by the breeze fromthe ocean. |If the sun went
in, what effect would it have on the beach scene around ne? | imagined a
sudden breaking of the gentle stasis, the people scurrying back to their
changing tents, pulling on their flannelette dresses and their baggy sl acks.

The cloud made nme think of Niall, just as once before, fromthe
riverbank in Dijon. Then and now | was preoccupied with him

Niall was invisible to me; he existed only through Sue, her
descri ptions, her reactions.

I wondered what he was really |ike, whether he was as unpl easant as Sue
made out. The odd thing was that we had nuch in comon, because we were
attracted to the sane wonan. Niall would see and know Sue nmuch as | did, her
sweet nature when happy, her evasiveness when she felt threatened, her
irrational loyalties; above all he would know her body.

And N all, of course, would know nme only through her. How woul d she
portray nme to hin®? |nmpul sive, jealous, petulant, unreasonable, gullible?
woul d prefer to think that Sue described me in the way | saw nyself, but | had
a feeling that this would not survive translation. She had a way of conveying
only the unpl easant qualities in someone's character, and in this way kept
alive the sense of rivalry between us.

The beach was beginning to repel ne; | felt like an intruder, entering a
living diorama and interfering with its natural bal ance. There was still no
sign of Sue, so | dressed and wal ked up the cliff path, heading for the hotel
At the top | glanced back: the beach now | ooked nore crowded, the rows of
changi ng tents had vani shed, and out in the breakers a number of people in wet
suits were riding the surf.

| left a note in the hotel roomtelling Sue that | had gone for a neal,
then wal ked down into the busy streets to find a café. | deliberately passed a
few, hoping I would see her sonewhere around, but there were so many peopl e
knew | could easily mss her

| was tired of traveling; | had been in too many different places, slept
in too many different beds. | began to wonder what was in the mail for ne at
hone, if any jobs were being offered. | had alnost forgotten what it was |ike

to feel the weight of a camera on ny shoul der
| found a sidewal k café and ordered Coquilles Saint-Jacques with a
carafe of white wine. | was irritated with Sue for leaving me like that, for



not being at the hotel, for not telling me what was going on. But it was

pl easant there in the sun, and after the nmeal | ordered nore wi ne. | decided
to sit out the rest of the afternoon in the café. The drink was nmaki ng me
drowsy. | was | ooking forward to going hone and being with Sue in London. In
spite of everything we still hardly knew each ot her

Unexpectedly, | saw her wal king down the street on the other side. | had
been staring lazily in that direction, and my first inpression was that she
was wal king with another man. | sat up at once, craning to see better. | mnust

have been m staken: she was on her own, but she was wal king in that way people
do when they are with sonmeone el se. She wal ked slowy, kept turning her head
to the side and was not | ooking where she was going. By every appearance she
was deep in conversation with soneone, but | could see nobody with her

She reached the street intersection and paused, but not for a gap in the
traffic. She was frowning, then she shook her head angrily. After a few
nmonents she wal ked on, turning the corner and headi ng away from ne.

| had not finished ny wine, but | left the table and foll owed her
intrigued by her behavior. | briefly |ost sight of her, but by the tine | had
turned the corner | could see her again, for all the world in the middle of an
argunent with her unseen conpanion. | found it touching to catch her in this
unguar ded nonment. She appeared to be about to halt again, so | turned and
wal ked away fromher. | returned to the street crossing, then wal ked quickly
along the main road until | found another side street. | hurried along this,
and at the next street | doubled back in her direction. Wien | cane around the
corner she was standing still, facing toward ne. | wal ked up to her, hoping
for a sign that her nobod had changed, but she nerely gazed bl ankly at ne.

"There you are," | said. "I've been | ooking for you."

"Hello."

"Have you fini shed shopping? O do you want to do sonme nore?"

"No, |'mthrough."

She was not carrying any purchases. W wal ked on in the direction she
had been going before; it was clear that it did not matter whether or not |
was with her.

"What shall we do?" | said. "It's the last night of our holiday."
"I don't care. Anything you like."
Irritation rose in ne again. "All right, 1'll |eave you alone."

"What do you nean?"
"That's obvi ously what you want."

W had stopped wal ki ng and were facing each other. "I didn't say that,"
she said.

"You didn't have to."

| turned away from her, angry with her passivity. | heard her say,
"Richard, don't be difficult,” but |I wal ked on. Wen | reached the corner
| ooked back. She was still where | had left her, making no effort at
conciliation. |I felt that had to come fromher; | nade an exasperated gesture

in her direction and wal ked away.

| returned to the hotel and went to the room There | had a shower and
put on fresh clothes, then lay on the bed and tried to read.

She returned late in the evening, after ten o' clock. As she entered the
room| pretended to ignore her, but was acutely aware of her as she noved
around, putting down her bag, slipping off her sandals, brushing out her hair.
| watched as she took off her clothes and went into the shower cubicle. She
stood in the shower a long tinme, and | lay on the bed waiting for her. It felt
then as if everything was over, that even if she nade one of her about-faces
and became |oving and affectionate and sexy again, | would reject her. There
was sonet hi ng i nsurnount abl e between us, whether it was N all hinmself or
sinmply sonething he enbodied. | could not stand these sudden withdrawal s, her
obstinacy, her irrationality.

At | ast she energed fromthe shower, and stood at the end of the bed
toweling her hair. | stared frankly at her naked body, finding it for the
first time unappealing. She was too thin, too angular, and with her hair wet



and swept back from her face she had a plain, vague expression. She caught mne
wat chi ng her and bent forward, toweling her hair fromthe back of her head; |
could see the bony ridges of her spine.

Wth her hair still danp she pulled on a T-shirt, then turned back the
sheet and got into the bed. | had to shift position slightly to let her in.
Sitting up, the pillow propped behind her, she regarded nme with w de eyes.

"Cet undressed, cone to bed," she said.

"I don't want to just yet."

"You're angry with nme."

"Of course | am"

She drew a breath. "If | tell you the truth, will you forgive nme?"

"Way woul dn't you tell ne the truth this norning?"

"Because | had to do sonething, and you would have tried to stop nme. And

you could have, if you'd tried. It's Niall--he's here, in Biarritz. |'ve spent
the day with him But you knew that, didn't you?" | nodded, shocked by the
news confirmng the inevitable. "I saw himthis norning while you were taking
the car back. He said he wanted to speak with ne alone. 1'll never see him

again after this. That's the truth.'

"What did he want?" | said.

"He's unhappy, and wanted ne to change nmy mnd."

"What did you say?"

"I told himl'd made up my mind, and that | was with you now "

"And it took all day to say that?"

"Yes."

| still felt cold toward her, unforgiving of the truth. Wiy wouldn't she
act on her decision? | said, "Wat | want to know is how the hell he followed
us here.”

"l don't know. "

"Was he followi ng us when we were in Collioure? Was he there?"

"l don't think so."

"Can't you see the damage this does? You just let Niall barge in on us
whenever he feels like it, you don't tell me, and it drives nme away from you.
I"'msorry if he's unhappy . . . but why do _you_ act like this? What's going
to happen the next time he feels unhappy?"

"I't won't happen again."

"I don't believe you. I'd like to, but I don't."
"I"'ve told you the truth!"
"Al'l right." | subsided, realizing how futile all this was. Sue's face

was drai ned of color: her skin, her lips, even her eyes | ooked pal er than
normal . As her hair dried she | ooked | ess gaunt, but now she was as angry as |
was. | kept thinking that what we should do is hold each other, kiss, nake

| ove, put the clock back, the other formulas for making up, but this time it
was not possible.

W sat up late into the night, both of us entrenched in our needs, angry
with each other because it all mattered so nuch. In the end | undressed and
got into bed with her, but we |lay awake w t hout making | ove. Neither of us
woul d make the first nove.

At one point in the night, knowi ng she was awake, | said, "Wen | net
you in the street, what were you doi ng?"

"Trying to work things out. Wy?"

"Where was N all?"

"Waiting for me sonewhere. | had gone for a walk, then you appeared.”
"You | ooked as if you were tal king to soneone."
"So what ?"

W lay on in the warm darkness, the sheet thrown down from our bodies.
When | opened ny eyes | could just make out her shape next to ne. She al ways
lay still in bed, without tossing, and in the dark I was never sure whether
she was asl eep or not.

| said, "Were is N all now?"

" Sonewher e around. "



"I still don't understand how he found you."

"Never underestimate him R chard. He's clever, and when he wants
somet hi ng he's persistent.”

"He seens to have power over you, whatever you say. | w sh | understood
what it was."

There was a long silence fromher, and | thought she must have fallen
asleep at last. But then she said, very quietly, "Niall's glanorous."

W spent npst of the next day traveling: a taxi to the airport, then two
flights, with a long wait for the connection in Bordeaux. From Gatw ck we
caught the train to Victoria, and took a taxi to Sue's house. | asked the
driver to wait while we went inside.

There was a small pile of mail waiting for her on a table in the hall
and she picked this up before unl ocking her own door. | carried her suitcases
i nside, and put them down. Her room came as a surprise: | think |I had expected
t he usual cranped chaos of bed-sitter existence, but the roomwas |arge, very
tidy, and what furniture there was had been chosen with taste. In one corner
was a single bed, and next to this was a bookcase filled with expensive art
books. Under the only wi ndow was a desk, with a drawi ng board, several glasses
filled with brushes, pens and knives, a container for paper, and a | arge
angl e-poi se | anp. There was stereo equi pment but no tel evision set. Against
one wall was a hand basin, a small cooker and a mmssive, antiquated wardrobe.
As she closed the door to the room| noticed she had fitted two heavy bolts,
one at the top, one at the bottom

"I"d better not keep the taxi waiting," | said.
"1 know. "
W were facing each other, but not looking. |I felt very tired fromthe

journey. She cane up to ne and suddenly we enbraced, nore warmy than | would
have expect ed.

"Are we going to see each other again?" | said.

"Do you want to?"

"You know | do. The only thing wong with us is N all."

"Then there's nothing to worry about. | promise you Niall won't bother
nme again."

"All right, let's not discuss it now "

"I"ll give you a ring later this evening," she said.

W had exchanged addresses and nunbers soon after meeting, but we went
t hrough the routine of making sure we still had them Sue's address was easy
to remenber, so | had never witten it down, but | had scribbled her tel ephone
nunber in the back of ny address book

"Shall we neet for a neal tonorrow eveni ng?" | said.

"Let's decide that later. Now | just want to unpack and | ook at ny
mail."

W kissed again, and this tine it was decidedly warm It rem nded nme of
how she tasted, how she felt against ne. | started to regret ny behavior of
the day before, but she pulled back fromne smling.

"I'"ll call you later," she said.

The London rush hour had started, and it was much |ater when the taxi
dropped me outside nmy flat. I let nyself in and put down ny bag, |ooking at
the pile of mail on the mat. | left it there and went upstairs.



After so long away, so many different places seen, the roonms had that
disorienting air of famliarity and strangeness. The flat snelled slightly of
danp, so | opened sone wi ndows, then switched on the water heater and the
fridge. My apartment had four main roons, apart from kitchen and bat hroom
there was a | ounge, bedroom a spare room and the fourth room which | thought
of as nmy study. It was here that | kept the various pieces of elderly film
equi prent | had picked up over the years, as well as copy prints of some of
the stories | had worked on. | had a 16-mm proj ector and screen, and an
editing bench. Al these were tokens of a halfhearted intention of starting up
as an i ndependent film naker one day, even though | knew that nost of this
stuff would have to be replaced with nodern equi pnent of professiona

standard. | should also have to rent a proper studio.
The flat felt cool after the sunmer weather in France, and outside it
was raining. | wandered around, feeling anticlinmactic and already lonely for

Sue. It had been a bad note on which to end the holiday; | didn't know her
wel | enough to judge the changes in her nood, and | had left her just as we

were on anot her upswi ng. | thought for a nonent | should tel ephone her, but
she had said she would call ne, and anyway there was much to do around the
flat. | had a suitcaseful of dirty clothes that had to be washed soon, and

there was no fresh food. But | felt unnotivated and | azy, m ssing France.

I made a cup of black instant coffee and sat down with it to go through
the mail. A pile of accunul ated letters always | ooks nore interesting before
they are opened. What had built up for me was a nunber of bills and circul ars,
subscription copi es of magazi nes, halfhearted replies to halfhearted letters |
had witten before I went away. A postcard had arrived from Annette in Canada.
The best pieces of mail were two checks | had been expecting, for filmwork a
coupl e of nonths before, and a note froma producer asking me to call him
urgently. His letter was a week ol d.

My humdrum life was reintegrating around ne. How Sue had the capacity to
di stract ne! She had becone so inmportant to ne, so inmediate. Wen | was with
her she put everything else out of my mind. Maybe in London she woul d seem
different, the relationship would continue at a | ower pressure in the context
of everyday existence. Wat | knew for sure was that we could not possibly
conduct a long-termaffair in the way we had started.

| tel ephoned the producer who had witten to nme; he had left, but there

was a nmessage on his answering machine to contact himat hone. | called there,
but there was no answer. | wal ked down to the | ock-up garage where | kept ny
car, and nmuch to ny surprise the engine started on the first attenpt. | drove

back to the house and parked outside. Then | collected ny dirty clothes and a
shoppi ng bag, dunped the clothes in a machine at the |ocal |aundromat, and
went to buy sonme groceries. Wien all this was finished | went hone.

VWhile | ate ny rudinentary version of home cooking, | read a copy of the
nor ni ng' s newspaper, wondering what m ght have happened in the world while
was away. My job had given ne a peculiar attitude to news reporting: either |
saturated myself in stories as they devel oped, or | cut mnyself off fromthem
entirely. Wile away, | had been content to |l et a vacuum of non-interest
devel op around ne. Fromthe paper | discovered that nost of the news was the
same as always: a new round of pay talks with the unions, fears of an I RA
bonbi ng canpaign in London, tension in the Mddl e East, runors of an upcom ng
general election, a political scandal in the U S. A, drought and fam ne in
East Africa.

| called the producer again and this time got through to him He was
pl eased to hear fromne: one of the Anerican networks wanted documentary
footage of U.S. military involverment in Central Anerica, and because of
political sensitivity an Anerican crew could not be used. He had been trying

to find a canera operator all week, but no one wanted the job. | thought about
it while we tal ked, and then said yes.

The evening drew on, and |I felt increasingly restless. | knew | was
waiting for Sue to call ne as she had said she would. | had been out of the

flat for an hour and a half and she night have called then, but surely she



would try again later? | could easily have tel ephoned her, but she had said

she woul d call me and there was a sort of enotional protocol involved. | was
still feeling the effects of the day before.

| waited for her, feeling tired, and after about ten o' clock nore and
nore irritated. | had a feeling in nmy bones about it, the famliar dread of

Niall's intrusion. If he could nysteriously followus to Biarritz, it would
not be beyond himto have foll owed us hone. Mre likely, though, there had
been a nessage for her at the house--a letter, a telegram a phone call.

| stayed up until | could hardly keep ny eyes open. | went to bed stil
irritated with her, and so fell into an unpl easant state of exhausted but
restless sleep. At one dark |low point of the night | resolved never again to
have anything to do with her. If this resolve survived until norning, it was
br oken by her tel ephoning ne before | was out of bed. | picked up the receiver
and heard the sound of pay-phone pips.

"Richard? It's nme, Sue."”

"I thought you were going to call nme last night. | waited up for you."

"I rang an hour or two after you left, but there was no answer. | was
going to try again later, but | fell asleep."

"I thought sonething m ght have happened."

She said nothing for a nonment. Then: "No. | was exhausted. How are you?"
"You woke ne up, so I'mnot sure yet. Wat about you?"
"I"ve got to visit the studio. |I'"'mnore broke than | thought . . . there

was a pile of bills waiting for ne.

"Are you going to be at the studio all day?"

"I think so."

"Shall we neet this evening? 1'd like to see you."

W made the practical arrangenents as if we were fixing up a business
nmeeting. Sue sounded cool and distant, and | was making an effort to keep a
querul ous tone out of nmy voice. | was still deeply suspicious of why she had
not tel ephoned.

"By the way, your card was here in the mil."

"Card?"

"You sent nme a postcard fromFrance . . . at least | think it was you.
It wasn't signed."

"Ch yes."

A d Saint-Tropez--fishernmen, nets and a warehouse. It reninded nme of
bei ng al one while she was with Niall, and it rem nded ne of how things had

become since. My suspicions and her evasiveness, all about Niall

"I"ll see you later, then," she said.

"Al'l right. CGoodbye."

The call was over before the tinme pips could intervene. | went through
the day trying not to think about her, but she had becone so bound up in ny
life that | could not disregard her. She still informed everything | did or
t hought. Yet | knew ny | ove of her was founded on two brief periods: a few
days before she went to see Niall, a few days that had followed. | still |oved
her, but it was based on the past.

Ful | of forebodings, | wal ked down to Finchley Road underground station
to neet her as planned. She was already there when | arrived, and as soon as
she saw me she ran toward me, kissing ne and holding me tightly. Forebodi ngs



di spersed.
She said, "You live somewhere around here, don't you?"
"I'n West Hanpstead."
"Can | see your flat?"
"I thought we'd go for a drink now, and |'ve booked a table for later."

"Good, we'll go later. I want to see where you live."
She led me off, hurrying along. As soon as we were inside she started
ki ssing ne again, nore affectionately than | could ever renmenber her. | felt

enotional |y detached, so hard had ny defenses built up during the day. But
there was no question of what she wanted, and soon we were in bed. Afterward
she left the room and wal ked around the flat, |ooking at everything, then
returned to nme. She sat on the bed, cross-|egged and naked.

"I"mgoing to make a speech, and | want you to listen," she said.

"I don't like speeches."

"This one's different. I've been working on it all day, and you're going
tolikeit."

"Are you intending to read it to nme?"

"Don't interrupt. The first thing | want to do is say |'msorry | saw
Niall without telling you. It's never going to happen again, and |'"msorry if
| hurt you. The second thing is that Niall's going to be back in London any

day now, and | can't stop himfinding me. He knows where | |ive and he knows
where | go to work. What |I'msaying is, if | see Niall it's not going to be ny
fault, and I'Il tell you inmrediately. The third--"

| said, "But what happens if you _do_ see hin? It'll be the sane al

over again."

"No, it won't be. You interrupted. The third thing is that I'min |ove
with you, you're the only person | want to be with and we rmust never let N al
interfere again."

| felt relaxed after the | ovemaking, felt fond of her, felt the warnth
radi ating fromher, but there was damage that had been done. Only that norning
it had seened to nme that we had been broken apart irreparably by events, but
now t here was yet another reversal, Sue saying the very words | wanted her to
say. What she did not know, and what | was only beginning to sense, was that
it was the reversals thenselves that did the harm Each tine | accommodat ed
t he change, sonething of the past becane |ost.

"What we have to do is see Niall together," | said. "I don't trust what
he mght do if he saw you al one. How do | know he won't beat you up agai n?"
Sue was shaki ng her head. "You can never see him Richard."

"But if we're together, he would have to accept the situation for what
"No. You don't understand."”

"Then make ne."

"I'm _scared_ of him"

| suddenly thought of the job | had been offered, and how | was due to

| eave London in two days' time. For a nmonent | regretted having accepted,
thinking of Niall's immnent return, the likelihood that he would see Sue
while | was away. Knowi ng how he coul d i nfluence her when | was there, | could
i magi ne the worst. Yet to do so was to disbelieve her sincerity, her own
freedomto act for herself. | had to trust her

W eventually dressed and went to the restaurant, and while we were
there I told Sue about having to go away. | said nothing of ny fears, but she
sensed them at once.

She said, "The worst thing about it is not seeing you until you get
back. Nothing else will happen.™

She stayed with me in nmy flat for the next two days, and then | left.

it is.



XV

It was ten days before | returned, red-eyed and exhausted fromthe
thirteen-hour flight, still irritated by the shooting delays we had
encountered and still oppressed by the nenory of the heat and humidity. It had
been difficult work, constantly hanpered by |ack of cooperation and
bureaucracy. At every new place we went to filmwe had to be approved by the
| ocal officers in charge, all of whom were suspicious of us or hostile to us.
In the end the work had been done, the noney had been paid. | was glad it was
over.

I went back to ny flat, and although | was tired I was restless and
di scontented. London felt cold and danp, but after the shanty towns and sl uns

of Central Anerica it |ooked tidy, prosperous, nodern. | stayed in the flat
| ong enough to |l ook through my mail, then collected nmy car and drove over to
see Sue.

One of the other people in the house opened the door to nme, and | went
straight to her roomand knocked. There was a delay, but |I could hear novenent
inside. In a nonent the door opened, and Sue stood there with a dressing gown
hel d around her. W stared at each other for a nonent.

Then she said, "You'd better cone in."

As she said this she gave a hal f-1ook over her shoulder as if someone
was there, and when | walked in | was braced for a confrontation. Dread filled
ne.

The room snelt musty, and was in sem darkness. The curtains were cl osed,
but daylight filtered through the thin material. Sue crossed the room and
pul | ed them open. Qutside was a brick wall formng a small drainage well, and
bushes and overgrown grass stood in the garden above this, shading the room
The air had a faint blue haze to it, as if someone had been snoking, but I
could not snell tobacco.

She had been in bed when | arrived, because the covers were thrown back
and her clothes were draped over a chair. On the bedside table was a small,
shal l ow dish, and lying in this were three cigarette ends.

| glared around suspiciously, looking for N all.

Sue wal ked past me and cl osed the door. She stood by it, |eaning her
back against it and hol ding the gown w apped over her body. She would not | ook
at me, and her hair, untidy and tangl ed, conceal ed nost of her face. | could
see, though, that her nouth and chin were reddened.

| said, "Were's Nall?"

"Can you see him here?"

"OfF course | can't. Is he in the house?" She shook her head. "Wy are
you still in bed?"

| glanced at ny wistwatch, but it was still set on Central American
time. The plane had | anded in London soon after dawn, so | guessed that by now
it must be nearly m dday.

"I"mnot working today--1 was having a lie-in." She crossed the room and
sat down on the bed. "Why are you here, anyway?"
"Why? Why the hell do you think? | just arrived back, and | cane to see

you!"

"I thought you'd tel ephone first."

"You prom sed nme this wouldn't happen.™

She said quietly, "Niall found ne. He followed ne home fromwork one
evening, and | couldn't argue with him"

"How | ong ago was this?"

"About a week. Look, | know what this nmeans. Don't make it any worse
than it is. | can't go on being torn between the two of you. N all isn't going
to leave ne alone as long as |'mwith you, so it will never work, whatever you



make ne prom se."

"I never extracted a pronise fromyou," | said.

"Al'l right, but it's finished now "

"You're dammed right it's finished!"

"Let's leave it at that."

I could barely hear what she said. She was huddl ed on the bed, her arms
folded in her lap, leaning forward so that all | could see of her was the top
of her head and her shoul ders. She had turned slightly to one side, facing the
table. | noticed that the ashtray was no | onger there, that sonehow she mnust
have noved it. | knew by this guilty conceal ment that Niall had been there
just before | arrived.

"I'"ll go now," | said. "But tell me one thing. | don't understand the
hold Niall has over you. Wiy do you let himdo this to you? Is he going to run
your life forever?"

She said, "He's glanorous, Richard.”

"You said that before. Wat's glamur got to do with it?"

"Not glamour, _the_ glanour. Niall has got the glanmour."

"This is what's so ridiculous! You can't be serious!"

"It's the nost inmportant thing in ny life. Yours too."

She | ooked up at me then, a thin, sad figure, sitting in the ness of
crunpl ed sheets that were heaped across the mattress. She had started crying,
silently, hopel essly.

"I"'mgoing," | said. "Don't contact me again."
She stood up, uncoiling stiffly as if in pain.
"Don't you know you're gl anorous, Richard?" she said. "I |ove you for

your gl armour. "

"l don't want to hear another word!"

"You can't change. The glanmour will never |eave you. This is why Nial
won't let me go . . . when you understand the glanour, you'll know that's
true.”

Then, sonmewhere in the room sonewhere behind nme, | heard the sound of a
mal e | augh. | saw that the full-length door of the wardrobe had been open al
al ong, that there was space behind it for soneone to hide. Niall was there, he
had been there all along! Heady with anger | lunged at the door of the room
wrenched it open, saw the bright glint of the stainless-steel bolts. | went
out si de, slanm ng the door behind ne. | was too angry to drive so | hurried
down the road, noving away fromher as fast as | could. | wal ked and wal ked,
headi ng hone, wanting only in the blackness of rage to get away from her.
went up the long hill toward Archway, crossed the viaduct into H ghgate, then
started down toward Hanpstead Heath. My anger was |like a narcotic, turning ny
brain in a relentless swirl of vicious resentnents. | knew | was tired from
the long flight, that jet lag was no condition in which to be rational about
anything, least of all this. London seened |like a hallucination around ne; the
glinpse fromthe Heath of the tall buildings to the south, the old red brick
terraces on the far side, the people in the streets and the endl ess noi se of
traffic. | cut through side streets lined with Victorian villas; plane trees
and ornamental cherries and crab apples nowtired at the end of sunmer; cars
parked on both sides, wheels up on the pavenents. | pushed past people, hardly
seeing them ran across Finchley Road, dodging traffic. It was downhill to
West Hanpstead, |long straight roads with cars and trucks, people waiting for
buses or noving slowy fromone shop to another. | shoved past themall,

t hi nki ng now only of getting honme, going to bed, trying to sleep off my anger
and ny jet lag. | turned into West End Lane, al nost home. The wal ki ng had
clarified nmy mind: no nore Sue, no nore Niall, no nore rai sed hopes or broken
prom ses or evasions or lies. Fromnow | was going to live only for nyself,
never fool myself that |ove was sinple. | hated Sue, everything she had done
to ne, regretted everything I had said to her and done with her. | passed West
Hanmpst ead station, passed the twenty-four-hour supermarket, passed the police
station--all famliar |andmarks, all part of nmy life in London before Sue.

was meki ng plans, thinking of a job the producer had nmentioned on the flight



back--not news, but a docunentary for the BBC, a |long project, much travel.
When | had recovered fromthis | would call him get out of the country for a
while, sleep with foreign wonmen, work at what | did best. Something hit ne | ow
in the back, and | was hurled forward. | heard nothing, but crashed into the
brick surround of a shop wi ndow, the glass shattered around nme. Sone part of
me was rolling along the ground, tw sting ny back, while great heat scorched
my neck and legs. As | cane to a halt the only sound | could hear was of gl ass
breaking and falling, slabs of it slicing down on top of nme, an endl ess
tornenting rain, and somewhere an i mmense and total silence out and around ne,
beyond ny unseei ng eyes.

Part 1V

For the first fewmles after leaving the hospital the roads were narrow
and tw sty, |eading between the high Devon hedges. Because of the nunber of
farmtractors that regularly used these |anes the road surface was nuddy and
slippery in the rain. Sue drove nervously and hesitantly, braking sharply as
t hey approached corners, and steering around themw th el aborate caution
craning her neck to see ahead. It was al ways dangerous for her to drive,
demandi ng constant concentration, but these | anes presented an extra hazard to
her. Fortunately the few oncom ng cars they nmet were being driven slowy, so
there was never any real danger of a collision, but the car felt |arge and
unfam liar and she w shed they could reach the main road.

Ri chard was sitting beside her in the passenger seat, staring ahead and
speaking hardly at all. He held the crossover seat belt with one hand, keeping
it from pressing agai nst his body, but whenever she braked for a corner he
jerked forward with the nonentum She knew that he was tense because of the
way she was driving, and that the lurching of the car was probably painful
but trying to conpensate for this only made her nore nervous.

A few niles beyond Totnes they cane at last to the main A38 road, a
nodern two-1ane highway with no sharp corners and only gentle gradients, and
al nost at once she felt nore confident. She accelerated to a confortable
crui sing speed of around sixty mles per hour. A fine drizzle was falling, and
whenever they overtook a truck or some other |arge vehicle the w ndshield was
blurred with a nuddy spray. Once past Exeter the road joined the Mo notorway,
| eading directly via a link with the MA to London

At her suggestion Richard | eaned forward and swi tched on the radio,
tuning it to a nunber of stations before finding one they agreed on

"Let me know if you'd like to stop sonewhere," she said.

"I"'mall right for the noment. | think I'lIl have to get out and wal k
around in about an hour."

"How do you feel ?"

"Fine."

Sue felt fine too, glad to be returning permanently to London. She was
exhausted by the frequent journeys to Devon in recent weeks. Richard had been
wal ki ng unai ded for al nbost a month now, and they had both grown inpatient for



his discharge. It was Dr. Hurdis who had del ayed matters, saying he was
unconvi nced that the traunas had been dealt with. There had been several nore
sessi ons of hypnot herapy, but these, like the first, had been inconcl usive.

Ri chard hinmsel f was apparently untroubl ed, and anxious to be finished with the
treatment.

Sue's own dil etmma was that she agreed with Hurdis; she knew for her own
reasons that Richard had not yet come to ternms with his past, but she was
convi nced that nothing nore could be gained from conventional therapy. She had
her own indecisions on this, a reflection of her personal needs. Richard had
| ost his glanmour, and knew not hing of hers.

Adding to their wish to | eave had been the practicalities of seeing him
at M ddl econbe. The deception of M ddl econbe was that it |ooked Iike and felt
like a hotel, but was of course a hospital. The confortabl e surroundings, the
di screet furnishings, the steward service, the _haute cuisine_ food raised
hopes of privacy and personal freedom but the reality was that they rarely
had a chance of being al one together. Walking in the grounds was the only tinme
they had to thensel ves, but they could not do too much of this. And for the
same reasons, Sue could not actually stay at M ddl econbe and had al ways had to
find | odgi ngs outside, sonetimes in Kingsbridge, once or twi ce in Dartnouth,
and this had added to the expense of the visits and nade further inroads into
their time together.

In all her several visits, they had been alone in his roomjust once.
Then, very tentatively, they had tried to make love. It was a failure; they
were both too aware of their surroundings, the bed was functional hospita
apparatus, and his body was still sore and stiff. Through the thin partition
wal | they had been able to hear two of the other patients speaking in the next
room and the need to be quiet became another inhibition. In the end they had
settled for lying naked in each other's arnms for a few nminutes. Even that had
provi ded her with shocks: until then she had no notion of the extent of his
injuries, and she was horrified by the scars fromburns and operations. It
marked a fresh phase in her feelings for him the sheer scale of the hurt he
had suffered awakened a new tenderness.

But now M ddl econbe was behind them and her own personal dil enma about
Ri chard became pressing. What she wanted nost was a clean start, a second
chance, and on the surface there seened no reason why this should not be. She
still loved and needed himas nuch as ever, and sinply because Ri chard had no
menory of what had torn them apart before, the best thing she could do would
be to build slowy from here.

She was rid of Niall at last. The accident had apparently destroyed
Ri chard' s gl amour. The enotional turmoil of finally breaking with Niall and of
heari ng about the car bonb had shocked her out of her own gl amour.

Everyt hing she had hoped for in the old days was now hers.

Ri chard, though, was intent on rediscovery. He wanted to know what had
happened, how they had net, how they had | oved, what had pulled them apart.
She was terrified of his finding out, and had no idea what to do.

In this sense the glamour still united them and still threatened them

"I"'mbeginning to feel stiff," Richard said, shifting in the seat and
trying to readjust the position of the safety belt. "Shall we stop soon?"

They had been silent for nost of the journey, listening to the classica
musi ¢ on Radi o 3. She wondered what rnusic he |iked best, whether it was just
classical nmusic or if his taste extended to pop too. There were so many smal |
things they did not know about each other, swept aside by the urgencies of
| ove. What she renenbered npst about himwas his passion, his exciting
decl arations, the inpronptu of his feelings. In the hospital all this had been
restrai ned by the conditions, but once they were hone woul d she see this side
of hi m agai n?

They were approaching Bristol, and just before the Avon Bridge she
turned of f the nmotorway and drove into the service area. After parking the car
she went around to the passenger door and stood by it while Richard clinbed
out. He was able to do this on his own, insisted on it, but she wanted to be



close by him She reached into the back of the car for his wal king stick, then
| ocked up.

It had stopped raining, but the tarnmac of the parking area was wet and
scattered with puddles. A cool wind blewin from Wl es, just across the Severn
estuary.

She bought two cups of tea and sonme biscuits, and took themto the table
where Richard was waiting. The cafeteria, brightly lit and garishly col ored,
was crowded with other notorists. She had never seen one of these places
enpty. From outside they could hear the el ectronic groans and whi nes of the
vi deo nmachi nes.

"Are you |l ooking forward to being at home?" she said.

"OfF course | am But it's been a long tinme. | keep thinking about what
the flat was |like when | bought it. It had just been nodernized, and it was
enpty. It's difficult to inmagine it with furniture.™

"I thought you said you couid renmenber it?"

"My nenories are all mxed up. | keep thinking of the day | noved in.
I'd put the carpets at the back of the van, so | had to nove all the furniture
again. And | can renenber |ater, when you were there, but it doesn't feel I|ike
the sane place. | can renmenber them sinultaneously, one on top of the other
Do you know what | mean?"

"Not really," she said.

"You haven't been back there, have you?"

"No." It had actually occurred to her once that she ought to call in to
see if everything was all right, but she had never done so.

Since making her visits to Richard in Devon her |ife had been afflicted
by two nmundane problens: lack of time and | ack of noney. He actually knew very
little of this, because in the early days he had been so suspicious of her
excuses. Since then she had tried to nminimze her problenms to him in the
greater cause. He paid for everything he knew about: her travel expenses, the
| odgi ngs in Devon, car rental, neals whenever they were together, but these
had very little to do with the central problem She still had to find the
rent, she had to eat, pay for heating, had to nove around London, clothe
hersel f.

Her working life had been thrown into chaos by her frequent absences
from London. The studio seened less and less inclined to conm ssion work from
her, because she had becone unreliable, and she had no time to go out and | ook
for alternatives.

The fact that she had supported herself for sone years was a matter of
consi derabl e inmportance to her. It had al ways been precarious, but she had
survived sonehow. | ndependence and honestly earned incone were identified in
her mind with her growth away fromN all's influence, three or four years ago,
when she had started to reject his way of life.

But the tenptations were constant because the sol ution was wthin reach.
Ni al | had taught her the techniques of shoplifting, and she knew she coul d
still use them Her glamour was much weaker, but it was there to be used if
she needed it. So far she had resisted it, and Richard knew not hing of the
struggl e she had waged.

When she told herself that her past was behind her, this was exactly
what she meant. Petty crime was a negative function of the glanour, and it was
t he negatives that had ruined everything before.

They left the cafeteria and returned to the car. Richard carried his
stick rather than used it, but he was walking with a |inp. She watched over
himprotectively as he | owered hinself backward into the passenger seat, then
swung his legs one at a time into place. These efforts at normal novenents
touched her, and after she had cl osed the door on himshe stood for a nonent,
staring vacantly across the car's nmetal roof and remenbering, briefly, a
monent fromtheir first affair when she had seen hi mrunning.

Soon they were back on the motorway, heading for London



She found his apartrment with sone difficulty, in spite of his
directions. She had al ways been scared of driving in London. After a wong
turn into a one-way system and several near nisses with oncomng cars in the
narrow back streets, she found the road and parked the car not too far from
the front of the house.

Ri chard | eaned forward and peered up through the w ndshield at the

houses.

"It doesn't seemto have changed much," he said.

"Were you expecting it to?"

"It's been so long since | was here. | sonehow i magi ned it would | ook
different.”

They left the car and went to the house. The main door led to a tiny
hall with two nore doors, one for the ground-floor flat and one for his own
upstairs. As he funbled with the key ring Sue watched his face, trying to
judge his feelings. He reveal ed no expression, perhaps deliberately, and
slipped the Yale key into the | ock and pushed the door open. There was a
rustling, scuffing sound and the door janmed briefly. He pushed again, and
this time the door opened fully. On the floor at the bottom of the stairs was
a huge pile of letters and newspapers, nobstly newspapers.

He said, "You go first. | can't step over those."
He noved back to make room for her and she went in first, pushing the
papers to one side against the wall. She scooped up as many of them as she

could, and cradled themin her arns.

Richard |l ed the way up the stairs, taking the steps slowy and
carefully. She followed, thinking how strange it was to be here again, when
for a time she had thought she woul d never even see Richard again. The place
had nenories for her.

At the top of the stairs he halted unexpectedly, and because she was
ri ght behind himshe was forced to take a step down.

"What's the matter?" she said.

"Something wong. | can't tell what it is.”

There was a frosted-glass window built into the wall beside the stairs,
but because all the room doors were closed the landing at the top was in
sem darkness. The flat felt chilly.

"Wuld you like me to go first?" she said.

"No, it's all right."

He noved on, and she followed himonto the | andi ng. He opened one door
after another, peering inside, then noving to the next. Apart fromthe kitchen
and bathroom inmediately to the right of the top of the stairs, there were
three main roons. The doors were ol d-fashioned and panel ed, stained dark
brown, giving the apartnent a dinginess that rem nded her of childhood. She
renenbered his saying once that one day he would get around to stripping the
doors and repainting them

She went into the living roomand dunped her arm oad of newspapers and
letters on one of the chairs. The air in the roomhad that indefinable snell
of someone el se's hone, but there was al so a sense of neglect, that the air
had not changed in a long time. The curtains were half drawn, so she pulled
t hem back and opened one of the wi ndows. Street noises cane in. On the sill in
front of the main wi ndow was a sad row of house plants, all now dead. One of
t hem was one she had given himas a present, _Fatsia japonica_, the castor-oi
pl ant, but nost of the |eaves had fallen off and the single remaining one was



brown and brittle. She stared at it, wondering whether to touch it and rmake it
fall.

Ri chard wal ked in fromthe | andi ng, | ooked around at the furniture, the
bookshel ves, the dusty tel evision set.

"Something's different," he said. "It's been noved around."” He swept his
hand t hrough his hair, lifting it away fromhis eyes. "I know it sounds crazy,
but that's what's happened.”

"Everything's the sane."

"No. | knew it was different as soon as we wal ked in."

He swi vel ed around qui ckly, balancing his weight on his good hip, and
went out again. Sue heard his irregular pace as he went down the thinly
car pet ed | andi ng.

She was thinking about the first time she had been here, soon after they
nmet. Because it was sumrer the room had been full of light, and the newy
pai nted walls had seened bright and refreshing; the same walls now | ooked drab
and col d, needing sone pictures or wall hangings to cheer them up. The whol e
flat wanted cl eaning and reviving. It brought out donestic instincts in her
but the thought of doing housework for sonmeone el se was daunting. She was
tired fromthe long drive, and felt |ike going out for a drink

She heard Richard noving around in the next room where he kept his
pi eces of antique film equiprment, and she went in to talk to him

"There's a room mi ssing, Sue!" he said at once. "Down at the end, next
to the bathroom There used to be a spare room"

"I don't renenber that," Sue said.

"I always had four roons! This one, the living room the bedroomand a
spare. Am | going mad?" He went down the corridor and gestured at the blank
wal | at the end.

"That's an outside wall," she said.

"You' ve been here before . . . don't you remenber it?"

"Yes. But ,it was just like this."

She went to him and squeezed his armgently. "Your menory's playing you
tricks. Don't you renenber this norning, on the notorway, you said you were
renenbering the flat in tw ways?"

"Yes, but nowl'm here ."

He stunped away from her and |inped down the |anding. Sue wondered what
she coul d say. Unknown to Richard she had had a private nmeeting with Dr.
Hurdi s the day before. The psychiatrist had gone to sone pains to warn her
that Richard' s restoration of nenmory mght be only partial, in spite of what
he claimed. Hurdis believed that there were still gaps, and that sone
m srenenbered details mght be thought of as actual nenories.

"But what am | to do?" Sue had said.

"Use your judgment. Mst nmenory | oss concerns snall, irrelevant matters,
but they can be very perplexing."

As perplexing as a roomm ssing froma flat he thought he remenbered?

Sue wal ked into the bedroom Another roomthat smelled nusty. She opened
the curtains but the wi ndows here were swollen, or seized with paint, and she
could not shift them A small fanlight opened for her. The bed stood agai nst
the wall, just inside the door. Someone had nade it up, far nore neatly than
ei ther she or Richard woul d have done it. Wo could it have been? She knew the
police had visited the flat after the car bonb, and suddenly she had a bizarre
ment al i mage of two uniforned policenmen in hel mets, painstakingly snoothing
the sheets and pulling up the covers, tucking in the blankets. She sniled.

She pul | ed back the bedcl ot hes, and found that the sheets were far from
fresh. Wiile Richard noved around in the other roonms she stripped the bed and
struggled to turn over the mattress. This too snelled stale, but there was
not hi ng she could do about that. She remenbered there was a small airing
cupboard in the bathroom over the hot-water tank. In this she found a
conpl ete set of sheets and pill owases, none of which snelled of danp. Wile
she was there she switched on the electric inmersion heater, thinking how,
pi ece by piece, a honme was brought back to Iife. Wth the same thought she



pl ugged in the fridge, but nothing happened. The conpressor did not start and
the interior light would not cone on. She went out to the I anding, found the
fuse box, and turned on the mains supply. The overhead |ight cane on

In the kitchen the fridge was whirring, but when she | ooked inside she
di scovered the white insulated walls had grown | arge areas of spotty black
mold. A bottle of mlk had separated Qut into a yellow liquid and a
foul -snelling brown scum She poured it away, and rinsed the bottle under the
tap. She was kneeling on the floor, wiping away the nold with a danp cl oth,
when Richard cane in.

"I suppose we ought to buy some food," he said. "Or shall we eat out
thi s eveni ng?"

"We could do both." She rinsed the cloth in clean water, then w ped the
surfaces of the fridge once nore. She stood up. "Let's get some food in for
tomorrow, but eat in a restaurant tonight."

"Does that mean you're going to stay?"

"Probably." She kissed himlightly. "W ought to get your stuff into the
flat. I've got to return the car this evening."

"While it's still ours, why don't we drive over to collect mne?"

"Where is it?"

"The last tine | used it | parked it in the road outside your place.

Unless it's been stolen, it should still be there. The battery's al npst
certainly dead."
"I don't remember seeing it." She frowned. "It's bright red, isn't it?"

"It was. it's probably covered in | eaves and dirt now. "

She said no nore, but she was certain his car was not there. It had
figured large in her life, and she would recognize it anywhere. He normally
kept it in a rented | ock-up, and she had been assuming it was there.

"Are you able to drive?" she said.

"I don't know until | try, but I think so."

The next hour was occupied with domestic tasks, and after they had
returned to his flat and put away the groceries they set out on what she was
convi nced woul d be a wasted journey to find his car. The evening rush hour had
begun, and driving across north London was a m nor nightnmare for her. At |ast
t hey escaped the crush of traffic in H ghgate and crossed the Archway into
Hor nsey. She drove slowy down her street, bringing the car to a halt outside
t he house.

"It's farther down," Richard said. "On the other side."

"I can't see it." But she drove the length of the street, and at the end
executed an awkward turn.

As she drove back, Richard said, "I distinctly remenber that | left it
here. Under that tree, where the Mni is. And when | left | was too upset to
drive, and wal ked hone. "

"Coul d you have cone back for it later?"

"No, that was the day of the car bonb."

They reached her house again, and because there was a parking space
opposite she pulled in and switched off the engine. Ri chard was obviously
confused by the absence of his car, because he turned in his seat and was
| ooki ng al ong the row of parked cars.

"Let's go back and at least |look in your garage,"” Sue said. "It mght
have been noved by the police. They had all your papers, didn't they?"

"Yes. Maybe you're right."

She opened the driver's door. m just going to go inside and see if
there are any nessages for me. Do you want to come in too?"

"I think I'll stay here."

A sudden tension in his voice nade her glance at him but his expression
reveal ed nothing. He was scanfling the parked cars that could be seen. She
left the car and went to her house, searching for the keys.

I nsi de, she found two scribbl ed nessages on the comunal notice board
besi de the phone; one was fromthe studio, and her imediate instinct was to
call them back at once. She | ooked at her wristwatch and realized they would



have | eft by now The nmessage was undated, so it could be up to four days old.
When she went into her room she found everything as she had left it. She was
hardly ever here now. She took a change of clothes and undercl othes fromthe
war dr obe and thrust theminto her holdall. She had everything el se she needed
in her overnight bag at Richard's flat.

Al one for a few nonents, she stared around the old faniliar room
renmenbering how it had felt when she first noved in, three years earlier. That
had been her first real attenpt to reject Niall and the way of life into which
he had |l ed her. By then she had al ready nade the decision which was only
i mpl enent ed when she net Richard, allowing Niall to hover around on the fringe
of her life all that tine. She knew when she noved in that there was nore to
life than Niall's way. The art-school education her parents had gi ven her was
bei ng wasted; she was growi ng up and wanted nore than a life of petty crine
and useless drifting. This room legally rented, and paid for with work
prof essionally earned, had marked a new turning. But with time it had sinply
becorme the place she lived in, synmbolic of nothing.

She returned to the car. They drove back to West Hanpstead; the traffic
was |ighter now, and she was beginning to learn the way, but he had to direct
her to the exact location of his garage. Wen he unl ocked the door they found
the car inside. Two of its tires were flat and the battery was dead, but
otherwise it was just as he nust have left it, all those nonths ago.

They went to a Chinese restaurant in Canden H gh Street, then returned
to his flat. Using junp leads fromthe rental car, they had nmanaged to start
Richard's and he had tried driving it. He took it as far as the nearest
filling station, where they punped up the tires, but after that he had been
too fatigued for nore driving.

Thi s asi de he seened rel axed and happy, and for the first tine since
| eavi ng M ddl econbe he becane tal kative. He said he wanted to get back to
wor k, perhaps overseas; he had al ways enjoyed travel. Wen they were back in
the flat they watched the evening news on tel evision, and he tal ked
interestingly about the style of television reporting and how there were
subtl e differences between the British and Anerican ways. He had had to |l earn
the American style while working for the agency. After the program he even
tal ked about trying to find a full-time job once nore.

Then they went to bed, and of course she could not help thinking about
the past. The physical act of |ove was a rem nder for them both: how | ong ago
it had been, how good it could be, how nmuch it mattered. Afterward she |ay
cl ose against him resting her head on the side of his chest. She could see
none of his scars fromthis position--an illusion of the past, because his
injuries affected everything in the present. It had been here, in this bed and
possibly in the sane sheets, that they had first made | ove.

Nei t her of them was sl eepy, and after a while Sue |left the bed and made
some tea for herself and took a can of beer fromthe fridge for Richard.
Because the roomwas chilly in spite of the electric heater, she pulled on a
sweat er and sat facing himwhile he propped hinself up against the pillows.

"You never did redecorate this place," she said, |ooking around at the
roomin the lowlight fromthe bedside |lanmp. "You said you were going to."

"Did 1? | don't renenber that."

"You said you'd put up sorme wallpaper. O paint the walls a better



color."

"Why? They | ook all right to ne."

She smiled at him half sitting, half lying, the beer can held in his
fingers. There was a pink latticewrk of graft tissue around his neck and
shoul der.

"Don't you renenber this?" she said.

"Have we tal ked about this before? The col or of ny walls?"

"You said you had regai ned your nenory."

"I have, but | can't renenber every tiny detail."

"This isn't a detail."

"But it can't _matter_, Sue!"

"How many nore tiny details have you forgotten?" She said the words, not
t hi nking of the warning fromDr. Hurdis until too |late. And not thinking
either of her own resolve to let the past lie.

"The main thing was for me to remenber you. That's all that counted."

"We've got to put the past behind us."

"I can't, because | fell inlove with you then and I want to renmenber
how. "

She felt again the fanmliar perverse excitenment of their previous
af fair, know ng how dangerous it was to go back, yet still fatally drawn to

it.

She said, "I just want to start again."

"That's what | want too. But renenbering how we met, what we did
together, that's crucial to ne."

"You've got to let it go." He had already finished the beer, and he put
the enpty can on the tray she had brought for herself. "Do you want another?"
she said.

"1l get it."

"No, stay there."

She wal ked into the kitchen and took two nmore cans fromthe fridge. She
had had to get away from himfor a nonent, because she felt the rapture in
her, the risky thrill of wanting to try again. She stared blankly into the
interior of the fridge, holding on to the open door, feeling the refrigerated
air circulating down and around her naked | egs. Maybe she was fooling herself
to think they could be together wi thout the glamur to Iink them It had
al ways been the condition of them intrinsically fascinating. Ri chard had | ost
the glamour, or it had been forced out of himby the shock of his injuries;
woul d knowl edge of it now restore himto her?

She cl osed the fridge, went back to the bedroom She put the two beer
cans on the table next to himand sat again on top of the bed, crossing her
I egs and pulling down the front of the sweater into her |ap

She said, "Do you renmenber everything about nme?"

"I thought | did. You're maki ng nme wonder."

She noved cl oser to himand took his hand. "You haven't really got your
menory back, have you?"

"Yes | have. Most of it . . . the inportant events. | remenber that you
and I fell in love, but you had a boyfriend called N all who wouldn't let you
go, and in the end he split us up. That's what happened, isn't it?"

"That was the result, yes. Maybe that's how you renenber it now. "

"I remenber being with you in France."

That startled her. She said, "But |'ve never been to France. |'ve never
even been out of Britain. | don't have a passport.”

"That's where we net . . . in France, on a train going to Nancy."

"Richard, |'ve never been to France."

He shook his head and drank nmore of the beer. "l've got to have a piss."

Wth some caution he swng his | egs out of the bed, then |linped fromthe
room She stared after him trying to understand. He |l eft both doors open, and
whil e she waited she could hear himin the bathroom After the toilet flushed
there was just the sound of the water. At |ast he cane back into the room and
returned to his position |leaning on the pill ows.



"I's that true--you've never visited France?" he said.

"I"ve never lied to you, Richard."

"Al'l right, then where did we neet?"

"Here in London. A pub in Highgate."

"That _can't_ be true!"

He had closed his eyes, and turned his face to the side. She felt a
sudden fright, thinking how unqualified she was to cope with sonething Iike
this. The doctor had been right: he had been di scharged too soon; his nmenory
was permanently affected. She | ooked at his scarred body, his trunk and armns
not only stouter than before, but weaker too through | ack of exercise. WAs she
wrong to challenge his nmenories? Were they as valid in their own way as hers?
Why shoul d he think they had met in France? It was a shock to learn this,
somet hi ng she could not even begin to work out.

Al'l she knew was her own truth, the one dominant influence on her, and,
in the end, on him

She said, "Richard, do you renenber the gl anour?"

"Not that again!"

"So it neans sonething to you. Do you renmenber what it is?"

"I don't know, and | don't want to know "

"Then 1'Il show you."

A deci si on nade, and she scranbled away fromthe bed, charged wth
purpose. The rapture of their past together had fixed itself on her, and she
knew everything had to wait until this was settled. It was their condition

"What are you doi ng?" Richard said.

"I want sonething bright-colored. Were do you keep your cl othes?"

"In the chest of drawers."

But she already had one of the drawers open and was hunting through it.
Al most at once she found a wool en sweater, a rich royal blue. She pulled it
out. He must have used it for jobs about the house, because one of the el bows
had frayed away and there was a snmudge of dirt across the front. It gave her a
strange, dangerous feeling to hold it, knowing that it was a dark col or
somet hi ng she woul d never choose for herself. It had a sexual quality, |ike
picking a dress that was cut too low, or a skirt that was too short. She felt
gi ddy.

"Look at me, Richard. Watch everything | do."

She pull ed of f the beige-col ored sweater she was wearing, and tossed it
on the bed. For a few seconds she stood naked, turning out one of the sleeves
of the blue sweater so she could put it on. She pulled it over her head,
wrestling her arns against its weight. As it passed over her face she briefly
snelled himin it, his body, overlaid with the faint mustiness of nonths
unt ouched inside the drawer. She brought her head through, and pulled the
sweat er down over her breasts. It was too large for her, and reached to her
t hi ghs.

"I preferred you naked," Richard said, but it was a weak joke. He was
avoiding the truth of what she was about to do; he knew what was going to
happen, he _knew . It was too inportant for himto have forgotten. He bl ocked
it in his mnd, he sonehow forced it out of his nenory, but Sue knew he woul d
renenber again. Already he felt the same rapture. The peril of what she was
doi ng coursed through her, exhilarating her

"Look at the sweater, Richard." Her voice had thickened with her
excitement. "See how dark and strong it is. Can you see?"

He was staring at her, and he nodded al nost inperceptibly.

"Watch the color, don't lose sight of it."

She concentrated, thinking of the cloud, recalling the glanour to her
Once it had al ways been there, but now she had to force it. She felt the cloud
gat hering around her.

She becane invisible.

Ri chard continued to stare at the place she had been as she noved away,
unseen by him walking to the other side of the bed.

It was always thus, like stripping in front of strangers, |ike those



dreans of nakedness in public places. The half-guilty surge of sexual arousal
the sweet desire of becomi ng vul nerable. The first time you showed your
gl amour was always like first sex, a sudden revelation of a new self, a
sacrifice, a loss of defense. Yet invisibility was secure, a conceal nent and a
hi di ng, a power and a curse. Once before there had been a first time with
Ri chard, but because he had forgotten, because his m nd had been changed,
there was this second first tine, and the heady, sensual abandonment was there
agai n.

She said, "Do you renenber the time you saw Nial |l ?"

And Richard turned his head sharply, a shocked expression on his face,
and he | ooked toward the place where now she stood, invisible to him

Part V

| thought | had seen you first, but Niall was always qui cker than nme. He
had sai d nothing, but the noment | noticed you he was aware of that.

He said, "Come on, let's find another pub."

"I want to stay here."

It was a Saturday evening and the pub was crowded. Al the tables were
occupi ed, and many people stood in the spaces between, clustering around the
bar itself. The roomhad a | ow ceiling, and cigarette snmoke was thick in the
air, blending with your cloud. If | had seen you earlier | had not actually
noti ced you, and in your seeming normality you had been paradoxically
invisible to ne.

| watched you fromour table with all the fascination that |ike has for
like. The worman you were with must have been a girlfriend, one you had not
known | ong. You were trying to please her, making her |augh, paying her
attention, but never touching her. She appeared to |like you and smled a |ot,
noddi ng whenever you spoke. She was a normal, and did not know what | already
knew. In a sense | felt | already possessed a part of you, even though you
were unaware of ne. | felt predatory and excited, and waited for you to see ne
and recogni ze ne.

Niall and | were both invisible that night, sitting at a snmall table
just behind the main door, sharing it with two normals. They had not noticed
us. Earlier, before | saw you, Niall and | had been arguing about his
behavi or. There was al ways sonethi ng i mmture about him and he had stolen a
cigarette fromthe man's packet and used his matches to light it. It was a
petty, stupid thing to do, the sort of casual trick N all played as a matter
of habit. He also insisted on getting all the drinks at the bar, going behind
the counter and hel ping hinmself. He knewthat if | went for the drinks | would
make nyself temporarily visible, wait with everyone el se, and pay for them He
al ways interpreted this, rightly, as a gesture of resistance to him a way of
showi ng that for ne the gl amour was a partial option

Wat ching you, | was wondering if you would see ne. You were wholly
preoccupied with your girlfriend, though, and if you gl anced around the bar
you did so with general eyes, |ooking without seeing. | thought you were very



handsome, very attractive

Niall said, "He's only incipiently glanorous, Susan. Don't waste your
tinme."

| could not stop watching you, because it was that incipient quality
that interested me. It seenmed possible that you did not know, that you were
only partially invisible. Your confidence in yourself was unlike any | had
ever seen in an invisible, with the possible exception of N all.

He was drinking heavily, and was pressing ne to keep up with him He
relished drunkenness, lapsing into it like all the others. Sonetinmes when
Ni al | was very drunk even | could barely see him His cloud becane dense,
i npenetrabl e, obscuring him

| continued to stare at you. You were drinking noderately, obviously
wanting to keep your wits about you, saving yourself for later in the evening
when you woul d be alone with her. How | envied the woman you were wth! Your
cl oud was thickening as the drink nade you rel ax.

| said to Niall, "I'Il get the next round."

Bef ore he could argue | wal ked across to you and stood deliberately
bet ween you and your girlfriend, pretending to wait to be served by the
bartender. You shifted your position to see around ne, know ng subconsciously

that | was there but failing to notice nme. | was invisible to you, but
standing so close | could feel my cloud mingling with yours, a deeply sensua
i magi ni ng.

| moved away, satisfied for the nonment, then went behind the counter to
hel p nyself to drinks. When | had poured them | put the noney in the till,
then carried the glasses back to our table.

"What were you doi ng, Susan?"

"I wanted to know if he could see ne."

"You took too long."

"I"'mjust going to the Ladies'

| left himagain, thinking of the dullness in his eyes after so many
pints of beer. As | crossed the room| made nyself becone visible, and went
into the Ladies'. Wien | canme out | wal ked across to you and stood beside you.
Now that | was visible | could barely see your cloud, but | was al nost as
cl ose as before. Then you noticed ne at |ast, and eased back slightly.

You said, "Sorry . . . are you trying to get to the bar?"

"No. It's all right. I just wondered if you would have change for the
cigarette nmachi ne?"

"The bar staff will change it for you."

"Yes, but they're busy at the monent."
You reached into your pocket and brought out a handful of coins, but

there were not enough to exchange for a pound. | smiled at you and wal ked
away, knowi ng you had seen nme properly. Still visible, |I sat down next to
N al | .

"WIl you quit doing this, Susan?"
"I"mnot doing anything wong."

| felt defiant. |I was | ooking across the bar at you, hoping you woul d
ook in ny direction. I was excited and nervous, feeling |like a teenager
again. For the first tine since | had met himl did not feel intimdated by
Niall. He always took nme for granted, knowing that | disliked nost of the

other invisibles, that neeting a normal person was virtually inpossible. But I
had never nade secret my wi sh for sonmething better, and seeing you nade ne
reckl ess.

| felt nmyself slipping back into invisibility, and as the change was
conpleted Niall said, "Finish your drink. W're |eaving."

"I"'mgoing to stay a bit |onger."

"You're wasting your tine. He's not one of us."

Ni al | had already finished his drink and was anxi ous to get away and
take me with him He knew | often saw other nmen | found attractive, but
because they were nornals he felt safe fromthem You were |ess clouded than
any other invisible I had ever seen; N all called you incipient, but I knew



you sinply weren't _aware_ of the glamour. You appeared to be integrated into
the real world, and it was this that excited ne.

| too was then only partially invisible, just under the surface of
normality, able to rise to visibility if | made the effort. N all had no such
choi ce: he was deeply invisible, profoundly lost fromthe world of norma
peopl e, and so he woul d have known i medi ately what you represented to ne. You
were the next transitional stage.

Concentrating, | forced myself into visibility again, deliberately
chal | engi ng him

"Come on, Susan. W're |leaving."

"You go," | said. "lI'mstaying here."

"I"mnot |eaving wthout you."

"Then do what you like."

"Don't fuck around with me. There's nothing you can do about him"

"You're just scared of ne neeting someone else."

"You can't do it without me," he said. "You'll revert."

| knew this was true, but stubbornly | refused to accept it. Only after
meeting Niall had | perfected the technique of form ng or unformng the cloud,
and it was only when he was present that | could do it effortlessly. \Wen I
was al one, visibility was a constant strain and it always exhausted me. | knew
that this was because ny cloud had beconme |inked with his; we had becone
i nt erdependent, each of us holding on to the other Iong after we should have
part ed.

"I"'mgoing to try anyway," | said. "If you don't like it, you can
| eave. "

"Fuck you!"

Ni al | stood up suddenly, clouting the edge of the table and sl opping the
drinks that were standing on it. The two people opposite |ooked at me in
surprise, thinking I had done it. | nuttered an apol ogy and slid one of the
cardboard beer coasters across to soak up the splashes. N all had gone,
shovi ng through the crowd; the people made way for him stepping back
automatically as he el bowed past. None of themreacted, none of themreally
noti ced him

| stayed visible when he had left, proving to nyself that | could do it.
Whil e the enotional charge was in me | found it fairly easy to sustain. | had
never stood up to Niall like this before, and was amazed at ny determination
to do so. | knew there would be reprisals fromhimeventually, but at that
monent | hardly gave them a thought. You were nore inportant.

| considered carefully what to do, then got up fromthe table with ny
drink and noved to stand in the crom around you. Now you had turned so your
back was toward the rest of the people in the pub, and you were leaning wth
both el bows on the bar, turning your head to speak to your girlfriend.
Hoveri ng around, alnbst within touching distance of you, | felt predatory
again, as if moving in on a victim Because you were so unaware of nme you
seened defensel ess, and this gave me an extra edge of guilty excitenent.
could sense your cloud, pale and inconplete, drifting around you w t hout
shape. Tendrils of it seened to waver toward ne.

| waited, and then one of the bartenders rang the bell for closing tine.
Several people noved toward the counter to buy their last drinks but you
tal ked on to your friend, absorbed by her

Then she said something to you, and you nodded and turned to your drink
She noved away fromthe bar, pushing past ne and heading toward the Ladies'. |
stepped forward and touched your arm

| said, "I know you, don't |?"

You | ooked at nme in surprise, then smled. "Are you still |ooking for
change?"

"No. It's all right. | just thought | knew you."

You shook your head slowly, and | saw in your face an expression | had
sonmetines seen in men when they nmeet a wonan for the first time. It was
curiosity mxed with a wish to be found interesting. | guessed that you knew



many wonmen, were always neeting nore, and you did not always stay with the
same one. This sinple nale reaction, in which you treated me as one nore
chance encounter with a nmenber of the opposite sex, gave me a thrill | had not
known before: you saw me as noninvisible, a nornmnal.

"I don't think we've net," you said.

"You're here with someone, aren't you?"

"Yes."

"Do you ever cone here on your own?"

"l could do."

"I'"ll be here next week. On Wednesday evening."

"Al'l right," you said, and smled. | backed away from you, feeling
enbarrassed by ny brazenness. | had hardly known what | said, notivated only
by the urgency of getting to know you better. | couldn't imagi ne what you were
t hi nki ng, approached by a stranger in a pub, a straightforward pickup.
wal ked through the crowd to the door, still visible, wanting to run away from

you because of what | had said, yet at the same tinme hoping fervently that
enough had i ndeed been said, that you would want to see me, that you would, if
only out of curiosity, come to the pub again next week.

| went outside and stood in the street. | expected to find Niall waiting
for me, but there was no sign of him | breathed deeply, nmaking nyself calm
down, letting nyself revert naturally to invisibility. I could hear the noises

fromthe pub: conversation, nusic, and the clink of glasses being coll ected.
It was warmin the open air, because it was sunmer, but al so, because it was

London, a light drizzle was falling. | was tornented by the discovery of you,
thrilled that you had treated ne as normal, elated and yet wi ncing inside at
the directness of my approach to you. | wondered if this was what normal

peopl e went through when they tried to nmeet soneone.

The pub customers were | eaving, sometines in groups, sonetimes in
couples. | watched carefully for you, hoping there was no back exit fromthe
pub so that | would miss you. | wanted to see you once nore before you went
away, in case we never net again. At |ast you appeared, wal king with your
friend and hol ding her hand. | foll owed you closely, hoping | would hear her
say your nane or that | would pick up some other clue about you.

You wal ked to a side street, and | saw you go to your car. | noticed
that you hel d the passenger door open for her, and closed it gently when she
was seated. Wien you were inside you kissed her before starting the engine.

As you drove away | menorized the nunber on the license plate, thinking
that if I lost you it mght help ne find you again |ater

I was born in a suburb of Manchester in the south of the city, close to
the countryside of Cheshire. My parents were Scots, originally fromthe west
coast, but they had lived for some time in G asgow before noving farther south
to England. My father worked as a payroll clerk in a large office near our
house, and my nother did part-tinme work as a waitress. Wien | and ny sister
Rosemary were very young, she stayed at home to bring us up

As far as | know or can remenber, ny chil dhood was normal with no hint
of what | was to beconme. | was always the healthy one of the two girls, but ny
sister, three years older, was often ill. One of ny clearest menories is of
being told to be quiet, to tiptoe around the house so as not to disturb ny
sister. Silence becane a habit, because | was not a rebel. | always wanted to



pl ease, and was, or tried to be, a nodel daughter, every nother's dream My

sister, between illnesses, was the opposite: she was a tonboy, a risk taker, a
noi sy nui sance about the house. | cringed and crept, wi shing not to be
noticed. Wth hindsight, it seems that it mght be part of a pattern, but at
the tine it was only one aspect of ny personality. | did the normal things of
chil dhood: | went to school, | nade friends, | had birthdays and parties,
fell down and grazed ny legs and arms, | learned to ride a bicycle, | wanted
to own a pony, | pasted up photographs of popstar idols.

The change in ne came with puberty, and it devel oped gradually. | cannot

renmenmber exactly when | was aware | was different fromthe other girls at
school, but by the time | was fifteen a distinct pattern had enmerged. My

fam ly took no notice of what | was doing; teachers at school usually ignored
any contributions | tried to make in class. They were all aware of me, but as
| grew older it took increasing effort to inpose nyself on ny surroundings.
One by one, | drifted away frommy earlier friendships. | always did well in
class, and ny marks were generally good, but the termend reports tal ked of
average ability, quiet working, steady progress. The only school subject in
which | excelled was art, and this was partly froman innate ability, and
partly because the art mstress nade a special effort to encourage ne out of
school hours.

Al this sounds as if ny teenage years were quiet and neek, but the
opposite was the case. | discovered | could get away with bad behavi or.
became a talented troubl emaker in class, emtting rude sounds at teachers or
throwi ng things across the roomor playing stupid pranks on the other Kkids.
was al nost al ways undetected, and used to enjoy the reactions to ny
m sbehavior. | started to steal at school, petty objects of no value, just for
the sheer kick of getting away with it. And yet for all this | renmained an
averagely popular girl, never close to anyone but accepted by everyone.

My growing invisibility became a danger to ne. Wien | was fourteen |I was
knocked down by a car, the driver claimng he had not seen ne on the
pedestrian crossing. | canme close to being badly burned one day at hone when
was | eani ng agai nst the nantel pi ece over an unlit gas fire and my father cane
inand lit the fire without realizing | was there. | remenber my feelings of
di sbelief as it happened, being sure that he was not going to do it; | just
stood there while the flane popped into life, and my skirt caught fire. My
father only realized | was there when |I shouted and | eaped away, beating at
t he snol dering cl oth.

Because of these incidents, and others |less serious, | devel oped a
phobi a about objects and people that could hurt ne. Even now | hate walking in
crowmded streets, or crossing roads. Although | learned to drive a few years
ago, | dislike driving because | can never throw off the uneasy feeling that
my driving it will make the car itself become unnoticeable. | never swimin
the sea, because if | got into difficulties | mght not be able to make nyself
seen or heard; | am nervous on the Underground, in case | amjostled on a
crowded platforny | haven't ridden a bicycle since | was twelve; |'ve al ways
steered clear of people carrying hot liquids since the tine ny nother spilled
boiling tea on ne.

Bei ng unnoticed so nuch began to affect nmy health. Throughout ny teens |
was debilitated. | suffered one headache after another, fell asleep at
i nopportune nmoments, was prone to every infectious disease that went around.
The fam |y doctor attributed it all to "growi ng up," or congenita
susceptibility, but I now know the real cause was my unconscious attenpt to
stay visible. I _wanted_to be noticed, to be thought the sane as everyone
else, to live an ordinary life. The wi sh manifested itself by forcing me into
visibility. Throughout those |ate school years | nust always have been sliding
into and out of invisibility, inmpinging in varying degrees on the people
around rme.

The only relief fromthis strain was solitude. During the | ong schoo
hol i days, and sonetimes on weekends, | frequently went off by myself into the
countrysi de. The suburbs were spreading out fromthe city, but even so it was



only a short bus journey south, past WI nslow and Al derley Edge, to a stil
undevel oped | andscape of farm and and woods. Qut there, away fromthe main
roads, | could draw a quiet strength frombeing on nmy own, fromnot having to
force nyself to be noticed.

It was on one of these trips, when | was about sixteen, that | met Ms.
Quayl e.

It was she who first saw ne, and she who nmade the approach. | was only
aware of a pl easant-| ooki ng m ddl eaged woman wal ki ng al ong the | ane toward ne,
a small dog running at her heels. W passed each other, smiled briefly as
strangers sonetinmes do, and went on in our separate directions. | thought no
nore about her, but then her dog ran past ne, and | realized she had turned
around and was foll ow ng behi nd.

W spoke, and the first words she said to nme were, "Dear, do you know
t hat you have gl anours?"

Because she was smling, and because she | ooked so ordinary, | felt no
alarm but | suppose that had | known what she was | woul d have been
frightened and hurried away. |Instead, the oddness of her question interested
me and | wal ked along with her, chattering inanely about the countryside.
somehow never answered the question then, nor did she repeat it. She shared ny
| ove of the country, the wild flowers and the peaceful ness, and that was
enough. We came eventually to her house, a cottage set well back fromthe
lane. She invited me in for a cup of tea.

I nsi de, the house was pleasant and well furnished, with central heating,
a television set, a stereo, tel ephone, and other nmodern fittings. She sat down
on the sofa to pour the tea, and her dog curled up beside her and went to
sl eep.

Then the conversation returned to where we had begun, and she askedne
again about ny "glanmours.” O course | had no idea what she was tal ki ng about,
and being the age | was | said so. She asked me if | believed in magic, if |
ever had strange dreams, if | could sonetines tell what other people were
t hi nki ng. She had becone intent, and this scared ne. As soon as she saw ne,
she said, she had known that | was possessed of glanmours, that | had psychic
powers. Was | aware of this? Did | know anyone el se |ike ne?

| said | wanted to | eave, and stood up. Her manner changed at once, and

she apol ogi zed for frightening me. As | left she told me to call again if |
wanted to know nore, but outside in the lane | ran and ran, full of fears of
her. The foll ow ng week, though, | returned to her cottage, and over the next

two years | nade repeated visits to see her

I now know that what Ms. Quayle told ne was only a part of the story,
and that it was influenced by her own special interests. She once descri bed
hersel f as a psychic, but never fully explained. | sonetinmes thought she m ght
be a witch, but was always too scared to ask. It was she, though, who awakened
me to the true nature of ny special condition, and who gave ne sone idea of
the extent and Iimtations of inherent invisibility.

The gl amours she had seen around ne, she said, were a kind of psychic
aura emtted by those in touch with natural powers. She told me that | could
instinctively intensify or weaken this "cloud," and within this projection
fromthe astral plane ny glanmours could be worked. She told ne of Madane
Bl avat sky, the spiritualist and Theosophi st, who recorded many accounts of
producti ons and vani shi ngs t hrough use of the cloud, and who clainmed to be
able to make herself invisible. O the Ninja sect in nmedieval Japan, who made
t hensel ves invisible to their enem es by use of deception and distraction. O
Al ei ster Crow ey, who declared invisibility a sinple doctrine, one he clained
to have proved by parading around the streets in a scarlet robe and gol den
crown while no one noticed him And of the novelist Bulwer Lytton, who
bel i eved hinmself capable of invisibility and tried to surprise his friends by
nmovi ng anong them before revealing hinself. She taught me fol klore, such as
collecting the spores of ferns, possession of which was supposed to inpart
invisibility.

I only half believed what she told ne, even then. | knew | was not



psychic, that | was incapable of magic, but Ms. Quayle would admt of no
ot her possibility. Because | knew no better | accepted that at |east sone of
it was true.

It was Ms. Qayle who showed ne, with a mirror, that |I was invisible.

| had al ways been able to see nyself in mrrors because | |ooked for
nysel f, as everybody does, and in looking | noticed and _saw . But one day
Ms. Quayle tricked me, placing a mirror in an unexpected position beyond a
door and following nme as | walked toward it. Before |I realized what it was
saw the reflection of her behind nme, and for two or three seconds, while
wondered at what | was seeing, | noticed no reflection of nyself. Then | saw,
and understood at last: | was not invisible in the sense that | was
transparent, or that | could not be seen, but that the cloud sonehow obscured
me, made nme difficult to be noticed. The effect was the sane, explaining to ne
why nost people reacted as if | were not there.

Ms. Quayle could always see nme, even when | was invisible to
others--even, that time with the mirror, when | was briefly invisible to
nmysel f. She was a funny, singlem nded woman, plain and ordinary in every way
but the one she clainmed. She was a wi dow, |iving alone, surrounded by prosaic
snapshots of her famly, by artefacts of the nodern consuner society, by
souvenirs of Italy and Spain. Her son was in the Merchant Navy, both her
daughters were married and lived in another part of the country. She was a
practical, down-to-earth woman who hel ped nme a lot, and who filled ny head
with i deas and gave nme a vocabulary for what | amand for what | can do. W
becarme friends in an odd, unequal way, but she died suddenly, of angina, a few
nonths before | noved to live in London

My neetings with her were occasional, and sonetines separated by severa
months. | was finishing at school during the time |I knew her, creeping al nost
unnoticed through "O' and "A" |evels, passing nmy subjects with medi um marks,
gaining a distinction only in art. The strain to stay visible continued, and
nmy | ast year at school was punctuated by fainting attacks or bouts of

mgraine. | was conpletely relaxed only when | was with Ms. Quayle, and her
death, just before | sat ny "A"' |level exans, made ne feel isolated and
hel pl ess.

On ny eighteenth birthday ny parents produced a surprise. They had taken
out a small endownent policy for nme when | was born, and now it had natured.
had been offered a place at an art college in London, but the only grant |
qualified for would cover just the fees, not living expenses. The endownent
policy was al nbst enough, and my father said he was prepared to nake up the
rest. At the end of the sumrer | left hone for the first time in nmy life, and
travel ed to London

Three years. College is a tine of transition for every student: the
growi ng away from school friends and famly, mxing with an entirely new group
of people of your own age, acquiring skills or know edge for use in adult
life, taking shape for the first time as an i ndependent human being. Al these
happened to me, but sonething unique to ne also changed. | cane to ternms with
the fact of nmy invisibility, knowing that it was a part of nme and would not go
away.

| shared a flat with two other girls fromthe college. Al though | nade
nysel f visible to themwhen | had to, for nost of the three years they took



for granted that | was sonewhere around, closed away inside ny own room
separate fromthem This was the first change forced on nme, because through
them | |earned that an invisible person is sinply ignored, accepted as being
t here but not sonmehow _functioning . They noticed nme when | wi shed themto,
and the rest of the time they acted as if | were not there.

College itself was nore difficult. | was required to attend, and to be
seen to attend, and to conplete nmy courses and submit work and in general make
nmy presence felt. | survived the first year by extending nyself and

establishing myself with the tutors, but at the expense of nmy health. Fromthe
begi nning of the second year the strain was in theory eased, because we were
encouraged to work alone nmore. | chose a |large but general course in
commercial art, because here, when working with others, | could blend with the
crowmd. Even so, the strain of being visible was continual and my exhaustion
was a major problem | |ost weight, suffered recurring headaches and was
frequently nauseat ed.

Living in London brought another change. At hone | had grown used to
eluding authority. At school it was the stupid pranks, the meaningl ess
thi every, but away from school | had |learned that | could get away with not
paying fares, that if | used shops | never had to spend noney unless | chose
to. Now that | was in London and surviving on a tiny and fixed incone, it soon
became a habit to avoid paynment. Fromthere it becane a way of life.

Living in a big city was a part of this corruption, because in London it
is possible even for normal people to | ose thenmselves in the crowd. After the
first few weeks, in which | was psychologically adjusting to life in a ngjor
city, |I felt nmore at hone than | would ever have thought possible. London is
made for invisibles; it deepened ny state of anonymity, nade ny condition a
natural nmeans of survival. No one has identity in London unless it is clainmed.

| bought a ticket the very first tine | used the Underground, not
knowi ng how t he system worked. That was, literally, the last time | paid ny
fare. After that, swallowing ny fear of the crowds, | used the trains and
buses as ny free taxi service, the cinemas and theaters for nmy free
entertai nment. None of this took anything from anybody: public transport would
run whether or not | used it, the shows would be on regardl ess of ny presence.
| never took a seat that shoul d have been occupi ed by someone who had paid, so
kept ny conscience clear. But these were still the early days.

A conbi nation of need and opportunity took ne farther into the state
t hought of as the shadow world. Unless | had taken a part-tinme job, as one of
the girls | shared with was forced to do, | could not have survived w thout
steal ing. Because of mnmy constant debilitation, a job was never a real option
anyway.

And invisibility refreshed ne. A day in ny shadow world, drifting
unnoticed al ong streets and through buildings, gave nme a feeling of power. To
extend that and quietly steal whatever | needed made ne feel vindicated. This
was the function of invisibility, to nove on the outer linits of the rea
wor |l d undetected, unseen. It always gave nme a thrill to steal fromout of the
shadows, knowing that | was doing wong, that | could never be caught. | never
tired of this, and fled into the shadows as a cure for the enotional and
physi cal drain caused by trying to be real

Invisibility fitted me like old, famliar clothes.

Because | did not know how to see, and was concerned nostly with ny own
read justnments, it took ne several months to realize | was not alone. There
were other invisibles in London.

The first one | noticed was a girl about ny own age. | was waiting for a
train in an Underground station. As | glanced along the platformI| saw her
sitting on a bench, |eaning back against the tiles of the curving tunnel wall.
She | ooked tired, dirty and distraught. As | |ooked at her | felt there was
somet hing famliar about her w thout understandi ng why. The tube stations have
many down-and-outs noving around them wusually in winter, and by her
appear ance she was one of these.

She noved, and sat up to | ook around. She saw me, and stared at nme in



nmonentary surprise. Then, losing interest, she | ooked away agai n.

My first reaction was terror. She had _noticed_ me! But | was invisible,
secure in my shadow world! | hurried away into one of the access tunnels,
frightened at the ease with which my cloud had been penetrated. | reached the
concourse at the bottom of the escal ators, where dozens of people were noving
about, heading up to the streets above, riding down to catch one of the
trains, all of themnoving past me as if | were not there. The renewal of ny
anonymty reassured ne, and | becane nore interested than frightened. Wo was
she? How coul d she see ne?

Sensing the answer | went back to the platform but a train had been in
and out and she was no | onger there.

The second tinme it happened, the invisible was a m ddl e-aged man. | saw
himin Selfridges departnent store in Oxford Street, noving quietly around
with a plastic bag in his hand. | sensed the same aura about him and

recogni zed the calm unfurtive way he was stealing the goods. H's condition
was the same as mine. When | was sure | noved around so that | was in front of
him and wal ked directly toward him

H s reaction appalled ne. He | ooked surprised, not because | was anot her
i nvi si bl e but because he interpreted ny snmile and ny open expression as a
sexual advance. He | ooked nme up and down, then to my horror raised his bag and
crammed it under his armand noved toward ne with a dreadful leering snile
What | renenber is the sudden sight of his teeth: they were bl ack and broken
| backed away fromhim but his eyes were fixed on m ne. He said sonething,
but in the clanmor of the store | could not hear what it was; there was no
need, because | could guess what he said. He | ooked huge. AIl | wanted was to
correct my blunder and get away fromhim | turned to run and collided with
soneone, another man, but he was unaware of me. The invisible man was al nost
on me, reaching out with his free arm the hand clawing to grab me. | knew
that being in a public place offered no safety, that if he caught ne he could
do anything he liked in full view of everyone. | had never been so frightened.
| rushed away, dodgi ng between the shoppers, knowi ng he was behind nme. |
wanted to scream but no one would hear ne! It was lunchtine, there were
hundreds of people in the store, and none of them noved to get out of the way.
In a crowd |ike that there was no help, only obstacles. | |ooked back at him
once again: he was running with terrifying agility, his face violently angry,
a predator deprived of his prey. This glinpse of himso scared ne that |

nearly fell. My I egs were weak, and the fear al nost paralyzed me. | knew | was
pl ungi ng deeper into invisibility--ny instinctive defense, but usel ess agai nst
this man. | pushed through the crowd, aimng for the closest exit.

When | next | ooked back | was in the street, and the man had gi ven up.
saw himby the entrance to the store, |eaning against the wall, w nded,
wat ching me flee. Even then he was still utterly nmenacing, and | continued
down the street, running until | could not keep going. | never saw hi m again.

These two encounters were my introduction to the |arger shadow worl d of
the invisibles. After the incident in Selfridges | began to notice nore and
nore invisibles around London--as if seeing one or two had opened ny eyes to

the rest--but | kept out of their way. | |earned the places where they
general | y gathered, somewhere that food could be stolen or a bed found or
crowmds tended to congregate. | usually saw at |east one other invisible person

whenever | went to a supermarket, and department stores were frequent haunts.
Sone invisibles lived permanently in large stores; others drifted around,
sleeping in hotels or breaking into people's houses to borrow unused beds or
stretch out on furniture. Later | discovered that this underground network had
a senbl ance of organi zation: there were known neeting pl aces, even a
particul ar pub where sonme of them gathered regularly.

Inevitably | was drawn to them | |earned that the man who had attacked
me in Selfridges was not typical of them but neither was he all that unusual
As mal e invisibles grew ol der they becane |oners, noving on the periphery of
soci ety, uncaring of how they acted. Normal friendships were inpossible except
wi th other invisibles, forcing abnormal behavior. Lonely outcasts, thinking



t hensel ves above the | aw, are dangerous in any form

The typical invisible wiuld be young, or youngi sh. He or she--the sexes
were nore or |ess evenly divided-- would have had an isol ated adol escence, and
been drawn to London or one of the other big cities out of a need to neet
ot hers.

Col l ectively the invisibles were a paranoid group, believing thensel ves
rejected by society, despised, feared, and forced into crime. They were
terrified of normal people but envied them profoundly. Mst of them were
frightened of each other, but when in each other's conpany woul d brag about
their individual achievenments. There were even sone who took the paranocia to
the other extreme, attenpting to nake clainms for the inherent superiority of
i nvi sibles, the power and freedom of their condition bei ng paranount.

The invisibles seenmed to have two traits in common. In the first place,
al nrost every one | met was a hypochondriac, and with good reason. Health was

an obsession, because illness was incurable except by nature. Many of the
i nvisibles had VD, and all of themsuffered with their teeth. Life expectancy
was | ow, partly because of the risk of illness and partly because of the

vagrant lifestyle and irregular diet. A large nunber of themwere al coholics
or incipient alcoholics. Drug taking was not, in general, a problem because
of the difficulties of supply. Mdst of the invisibles dressed well, because
clothes were easy to steal, but few cared about their appearance. \Wat they
nost cared about was their health, and many of them carried about with them
| arge quantities of patent nedicines, the only ones they could steal with any
regularity.
The second unifying factor was the cloud. Meeting other invisibles,
began to understand what | had thought was Ms. Quayle's mysticism Each
i nvisible person is surrounded by an aura, a certain density of presence, and
this can be detected by the others. It was what | had instinctively recognized
inm first two encounters, and what Ms. Quayle, in a different way, had
noti ced about me. Her tal k of ectoplasmand spiritual auras had confused ne,
but | realized nowthat this was sinply her way of describing it.
Interestingly, though, the invisibles had picked up the same vocabul ary
and incorporated it into their slang. They all knew about the cloud, and
called it that. Odinary people were fleshers; the real world was hard. To
t hensel ves, they were the glanms. It was part of their defensive but braggi ng
paranoi a to think of thenselves as gl anorous.

I was not one of them | knewit and they knew it. Fromtheir point of
view | was only half-glam able to enter and |l eave their world at will. | was
never trusted, never accepted, always betrayed by ny clean clothes, ny
equani mty about illness, by my cared-for, unhurting teeth. |I had an identity
in the hard world, a place | lived in, a college course to attend. | went hone
to ny parents at Christmas and Easter, escaping, as the invisibles sawit, to
the world of the fleshers.

Even so, entering the glamrous world was inportant to me. For the first
time since ny early teens | was neeting people like nyself. That to them ny
invisibility was a question of degree made no difference to me. | was nore
invisible than visible, and this constantly affected ne. The glans tried to
reject me, but only because for nobst of themthere was no escape.

There was another attraction too. | had always found invisibility



refreshing, making the next return to the hard world that little bit easier
Once | net the real invisibles--pathetic, frightening and isolated as | found
themto be--1 discovered that the option of visibility was nore accessible. At
first I was repelled by their hopel essness and paranoia, but later | found
them a source of strength.

Contact with their clouds gave ne the energy to reenter the real world,
and knowi ng them gave nme the thrill of the glanorous life. | was still very
young, and | was attracted to both.

Then, in ny last termat college, when | knew | was going to have to
make new deci sions, and when | was |ess certain than ever of how | wanted to
live, | met N all.

Niall was different fromany other invisible | had ever nmet. He was
prof oundl y gl anorous, conpletely unnoticeabl e by anyone who was not anot her
invisible, his cloud a dense screen against the world. He was nore deeply
enbedded than any of the others, nore remote fromreality, a thin waith in a
conmuni ty of ghosts.

But his separateness was also in his personality. While nost invisibles
| anented their lack of identity, he relished his.

He was the only invisible | ever found physically attractive. He was
fit, handsone, elegant. He was at ease in his body, and worried no nore about
illness than | ever did. He dressed rakishly, choosing the nmost nodern cl othes
and the nmost flowery colors. He snoked Gaul oi ses cigarettes and travel ed
light; the average glamworried too nmuch about his health to snoke, and
carried vast amounts of bel ongi ngs wherever he went. Niall was funny,
out spoken, rude to people he disliked, full of ideas and anbitions, and
conpletely anoral. Wiile | and sone of the other glans had scrupl es about our
parasitic lives, Niall sawinvisibility as freedom an extension of normal
abilities.

Sonething else | found attractive and different about himwas that he
was _doing_ sonething. Niall wanted to be a witer. He was the only invisible
who ever stole books. He was always in and out of libraries and bookstores,
borrowi ng or stealing poetry, novels, literary biographies, travel books. He
was al ways readi ng, and when we were together he would sonetimes read aloud to
me. Books were the only part of his |life where he was not anoral: when he was
finished with one he would | eave it sonewhere it could be found, or would even
return it. Paddi ngton Library was the one he frequented, conscientiously
returni ng what he had borrowed, and sonetimes pretending guilt to nme if he
t hought the book was overdue.

When he was not reading he was witing. He filled innumerabl e notebooks
with his work, witing slowy in his ornate and fl anboyant handwiting. | was
never allowed to see what he had witten, nor did he read it to ne, but | was
supremnely i npressed.

This was Niall when | first nmet him and | fell under his spell at once.

He was a few nonths younger than I, but in every other way he was w ser, nore
exciting, nore experienced, nore stinmulating than anyone | had ever known.
When | finished at art school and cane away with ny diploma, | no | onger had

any doubt about what | wanted to do. The gl anobur had beconme a sanctuary from
the hard world, and | fled into it.
The sheer excitement of being with Niall swept aside any doubts.



Everything we did was enhanced by irresponsibility, and because | adnired him
| tried to inpress himby being like him W brought out the worst in each
other, his anorality satisfying my wish for a better life

| becane thoroughly assimlated into the glanmorous world. W lived
nowhere, and drifted from one overnight stay to the next; we slept in the
spare roomin someone's house, or went to a department store or hotel. W ate
wel I, having nothing but fresh food stolen as we needed it. Wien we wanted
cooked food we went to the kitchens of hotels or restaurants. W al ways had as
many new cl ot hes as we wanted, we were never cold, never hungry, never forced
to sl eep outdoors.

It was N all who showed ne how to break into banks and steal from post
of fices, but nmoney was something we never needed. A bank robbery was al ways a
dare, done for the sheer fun of it, entering the staff area in full view of
t he enpl oyees, taking a handful of bank notes fromthe cash drawers, riffling
them unnoticed in front of their faces. Sometines we would steal only a few
coins or a note or two, just to prove we could do it. W were never silent
during a robbery, talking to each other as we went, somretines |aughing al oud
or singing with the glee of being unseen and unheard.

| feel guilty about this now, |ooking back. | was easily inpressed, and
Ni al | was awakening the restlessness in ne, the last stirring of immturity.

Intime | grew less dazzled by him | saw that he was not so origina
after all, that many people in the real world affected bright col ors, unusua

hai rstyl es, French cigarettes. Niall was different only in conparison with the
other invisibles, and they no longer mattered to me. His interest in books and
in becoming a witer was still admrable, but I was always held at arm s
length fromthis. |I continued to find his personality attractive, but with
increasing famliarity | realized nost of what inpressed me was superfi cial
Even so, our reckless Iife as invisibles carried on for about three
years. It all runs together nowin ny nenory, blurring into what | would Iike

to think of as an adol escent escapade. But | still often remenber specific
i nci dents, when the heady feeling returns to ne of how clever and superior we
t hought we were. It was an ideal life; everything we wanted was literally

wi thin our grasp, and we never answered to anyone.

I nternal changes were taking place too. Because of ny constant cl oseness
to Niall, I drew strength fromhis cloud. | found it increasingly easy to nove
into visibility, and it was this that started to erode our relationship.

Niall hated it when | was visible. It gave ne an advantage over him |f
he ever saw ne visible, and he always knew when | had nmade the change, he
woul d claimthat | was endangering us both, risking discovery. The reality was
that he was deeply resentful of his condition, and his bravado was a front. He
was jealous of me, and ny ability to nove in the real world was a freedom from
hi m

O that's how he saw it. The paradox was that this very strength cane
fromhim | needed to be close to himto gain the normality |I had al ways
craved, and which he so feared, but the closer |I drew the nore dependent on
himI| becane.

O her needs were surfacing. As | grew older | began to develop a
consci ence about the nmoney and goods we were stealing. A culmnating incident
occurred in a supermarket: as we were leaving | saw an open till full of cash,
and on an inmpulse | took a handful of five-pound notes. It was a foolish and
needl ess theft, because nobney was superfluous. A few days later |I found out
that the woman on the checkout had lost her job as a result, and this was the
first time | realized that other people were being hurt. It was a sobering
realization, changi ng everything.

More subtly, though, | was hungering for an ordinary way of life; |
wanted the dignity of a real job, the know edge that | earned what | lived by.
| wanted to pay ny way, buy food and clothes, pay to see novies, pay to travel
on buses and trains. Above all | wanted to settle down, find sonewhere | could

call hone, a place that was mne
None of this was possible unless | was prepared or able to be visible



for substantial periods of time. Wiile | lived the rootless life with Niall
that was out of the question.

Then these stirrings took a positive shape. | wanted to go hone, see ny
parents and sister, wander around in places | renenbered. | had been away too
| ong, because | had not been back since neeting Niall. My only contact with

hone was the occasional letter | wote to ny parents, but even this had been
taken by Niall as a breach of our conpact of invisibility. In the last twelve
months | had witten honme only once.

| was growing up at last, and it was taking nme away fromN all. | wanted
somet hing nore than he was giving me; | could not spend the rest of ny life in
t he shadows.

Ni al | sensed the change, and he knew | was trying to break away from

hi m

W reached a conprom se about ny parents, and one weekend went to see
them together. | cannot inagine what | had hoped this woul d achi eve, because
knew in ny bones that it would lead to disaster.

Everything started to go wong fromthe nonment we arrived. | had never
bef ore seen at close hand how normal people react to the presence of an
invisible, and the fact that these were ny parents, fromwhom!| was already
partly estranged, only added | ayers of enotional conplexity. | was visible
t hroughout ny stay, able to maintain it w thout nmuch effort because Niall was
there, but N all remained unnoticed. | was trying to cope with three different
probl ems simultaneously: | wanted to behave toward nmy parents in a natura
way, relax with them tell them something of ny life in London w thout
revealing the truth; I was constantly aware that they could not see that N al
was with me; and Niall hinmself, no | onger the focus of my interest, began to
behave badly.

Most of all it was Niall. He callously exploited the fact that they did
not know he was there. When ny parents were asking how | lived, who ny friends
were, what work | was doing, and | was attenpting to answer with the bl and
lies | had been using in the fewletters | had witten, N all was beside ne,
tal ki ng across me, giving them (unheard) the answers he felt they shoul d have.

When we sat down in the evening to watch television, N all, bored with their
choi ce of program started touching ny body to distract me. W drove over to
see ny sister so that | could neet her new husband, but N all, getting into

t he back seat beside nme, whistled loudly and tal ked across ny parents,
infuriating me but | eaving nme hel pless to do anything about it. Al through
that weekend | was never allowed to forget N all was there: he stole drinks
and cigarettes, yawned boredly whenever ny father spoke. He | ounged around,
used the toilet without flushing it, objected to every suggesti on anyone nade
about where we could go or who we might see--in short he did everything in his
power to renmind ne that he was the true center of ny life.

How coul d ny parents not have known he was there? It was the nost
uncanny and di sturbi ng sensation because even setting aside N all's abom nable
behavior, it seened inpossible they could not be aware of him Yet | was
greeted and he was not; they spoke only to nme, |ooked only at me; no place was
set for himat nmealtinmes; | was given the single bed in my old room even in
the cramped confines of ny father's car, no acknow edgrment was nade of his
presence. Trying to cope with this--the blatant contradiction between what |
knew was happeni ng and how nmy parents were reacting to it--was nmy major

preoccupation. | knew how they had reacted to my own invisibility in the old
days, but then there had al ways been ambiguities. This was different: Nial
was enphatically there, but sonehow they could not see him Even so, | was

convi nced that on sone deeper level they were aware of him Hi s invisible
presence created a vacuum a silent nexus of the whole weekend.

For me it made real the fact that ny life in London was a rebellion
agai nst my background. | found ny father dull and inflexible, mnmy nother
prissily concerned over details that did not interest me. | loved themstill,
but they could not see that | was growi ng up, that | was not, and never woul d
be again, the child-daughter they had glinpsed a few years before. This was



Niall's influence on nme, of course, and his sardonic interjections, heard only
by me, were a continual counterpoint to ny own thoughts.

As the visit progressed | felt nore and nore isolated--cut off from ny
parents by m sunderstandings, alienated fromN all by his behavior. W had
been planning to stay for three nights, but after a blazing rowwith Niall on
t he Saturday--invisible together in the bedroom shouting at each other in
cocoon of our protective clouds--1 could stand the strain no longer. In the
nmorni ng nmy parents drove nme, us, to the station, and there we said goodbye. My
father was stiff and white with suppressed anger, my nother was in tears.

Ni al | was jubilant, dragging me back, as he thought, to our invisible life in
London.

But none of that could ever be the same. Soon after we reached London |
left Niall. | made myself visible, | integrated with the real world. | was
escaping fromN all at last, and | tried to nake sure he would never find ne.

He found me. | had been living in the glanmorous world too | ong, and
didn't know how to survive w thout stealing. Niall knew our haunts better than
| did, and one day two months | ater he was there.

| had had enough tine, though, and sonething had changed. In ny two

mont hs of solitude | had rented a room the place I still live in. It was

m ne, and although it was not yet earned it was full of stuff | thought of as
mne, it had a door and a lock, and it was a place | could _be_. It nmeant nore
to ne than anything else in ny life, and nothing woul d make nme relinquish it.

| was still surviving by theft, but I was full of resolve. | was slowy
working up a portfolio of drawings, | had contacted one of ny old tutors, and
had already visited one editor in the hope of getting conm ssions. A
free-lance life, with all its difficulties, was my only real hope of

i ndependence.

But N all wal ked back into ny life assum ng we woul d continue as before.
He understood better than anyone what the roomsignified to me, but | nade the
nm stake of letting himin. | showed it off to himproudly, thinking that he
woul d have to accept that | had changed, that by showing it to himl was
i mplying that he could be included in ny newlife.

What it really meant, | quickly discovered, was that he al ways knew
where to find ne when he wanted ne. This was the worst of it: he would turn up
at any tinme of the day or night, wanting conpany, wanting reassurance, wanting
sex. My independence nmade hi m change, and | saw a new side of him he becane
possessi ve, sul ky, bullying.

| held on, knowing that the roomand what it stood for were ny only hope
of a better life.

Through nmy tenuous contacts | started to sell a little work: an
illustration for a magazine article, some |ayout work for an adverti sing
agency, sone lettering for a firm of managenment consultants. The fees were
small to begin with, but one piece of work |led gradually to another, and
became known for what | could do. Commi ssions started to turn up wthout ny
seeking them | was recommended by one editor to another, | nade contact with
a small independent studio that gave nme free-lance work. | opened a bank
account, had sone |etterheads printed, bought a proper desk, and by such
tokens felt | was establishing nmyself in the visible world. As soon as |
started earning noney | cut ny stealing back to the absolute essentials, and



when the checks began arriving with reasonabl e frequency | stopped altogether
It became an article of ny faith in myself that | would never go back, and

al t hough there were difficult times | never weakened. | derived real pleasure
from maki ng nyself visible to cash a check, to line up with everyone el se at
super mar ket checkouts, to try on dresses in clothing stores and produce ny
checkbook for paynent. As a final gesture | took driving | essons, and passed
the test at the second attenpt.

The strain of being visible was al so |l ess. By working at horme | could
rel ax inside the glanmour as long as | w shed, only becoming visible if | went
out. | achieved an enotional stability |I had never known before.

Even N all began to accept that it was permanent. He knew that the old
days were gone for good, and he adjusted to that, but he also had a claimon
me he could always exploit. Only | understood the profundity of his
invisibility, howinpossible it was for himever to becone normal. He pl ayed
on ny synmpathy for this, blackmailing me with it. If | tried to cut nyself off
fromhim he pleaded with me not to abandon him He pointed out the advantages
| had over him the stability | had achieved, hinting at the misery and | oss
he had always to endure. | invariably capitulated. | saw himas a tragic
figure, and even as | knew he was manipulating me | let himget away with it.

He would not let nme grow away fromhim and used his invisibility
against me. Wien | started a tentative friendship with one of the young
illustrators at the studio and fixed up an evening with him N all put on such
a display of recrininations and wounded jeal ousy that | al nost cancel ed the
date. | had never had a real boyfriend, though, and was deternined to stand up
for nyself. | went on ny date, an evening of total innocence, but it was
ruined by Niall. Niall followed, N all hung around, N all interfered. It led
to a furious row that night, back in my room and the seedling romance was
crushed. | never tried again.

This was the worst of Niall, but it was not all of him So long as |
remai ned sexually faithful to himand was avail abl e whenever he chose to see
me and did not make any nore overt gestures toward the hard world, then he
left me to live and work as | chose.

He was not al ways around ne; sometines he would vanish for a week or two
at a tine, never explaining where he had been. He told ne he had found a pl ace
to live, although how he nanaged it or where it was | never discovered. He
clained to have friends, never naned, who owned property where he could cone
and go as he pleased. He told me he had started witing in earnest, and was
submtting his work to publishers. He dropped hints about other wonen,
presunmably hoping to arouse ny possessiveness, but if they were true nothing
woul d have pl eased ne nore; anyway, in Niall's anoral world view, sexua
fidelity was a one-sided nmatter, and | had al ways assumed he slept with other
wonmen when he felt like it.

Above all, he allowed ne to work, to live on the fringes of the rea
world, to develop self-respect. In ny distorted life, cursed by natural
invisibility, it seemed to be the best | could hope for

Then, that night in the pub in H ghgate, | saw you

VI

After the excitenent of talking to you, ny preoccupation was N all and
what he would do in revenge
Your gl amour was so faint that you were probably unaware of it. It was



like an aura of sexuality, the nore potent for being unconscious. | had felt
the touch of your cloud, and the stinulus of it made me dizzy. It was
unshaped, unused; invisibility was an option--you were the converse of ne.

What Niall and | both knew was that you could lead me to the real world.
| could draw strength from your cloud, make nyself visible with ease and
per manence, pass for nornmal.

You were to Niall nore potentially threatening than even a fully visible
man; you could take me from himfor good.

| dreaded what N all would do, because | thought | knew him | expected
his bullying, his blackmail, his usual tears, the self-pitying but contrived
pl eas about his hopeless invisibility. | braced nyself against his violence.
Yet in the pub he had left us alone, freeing ne to approach you.

After you had driven away with your girlfriend, | wal ked back to Hornsey
inthe light rain, joyful at the nmeeting but terrified of its consequences
with Niall. | was ready for the worst.

But Niall was not waiting for ne. He was not in the street outside, not
hangi ng around in the hail. | let nyself into the room convinced that he had

used his copy key to enter it--but he was not there either, and nothing had
been di sturbed.

| was awake nmost of the night, certain he would turn up in the end. |
wai ted through Sunday, trying to get on with some work. N all nmade no contact
with me then, nor on Monday, nor on Tuesday. | managed to conplete the
conmi ssion | was working on and took it into the West End to deliver it, again
expecting Niall to contact ne.

| wanted to get it over with. | hated his blustering threats, but at
least | was used to themand within certain linmts could deal with them
Whet her by instinct or planning, N all had hit on the perfect way of making
his feelings known. By |eaving nme al one and maki ng ne wonder what he woul d do,
he succeeded in getting ny full interest.

And inside that, a nonment of panic. Suppose N all could make hinself
i nvisible even to ne!

The t hought had never occurred to me before. | could always see N all
even when his cloud was densest, but then how would I know? Had there been
times in the past when he had conceal ed hinself fromme? | was hal fway in the
real world; suppose N all could nove below ny threshold of sight? He had often
reveal ed an uncanny know edge of me, an al nost supernatural degree of insight.
Did he watch me when | thought | was alone? Niall was clever and unscrupul ous.
How far would he go to protect what he saw as his interests?

Suppose he had not actually left the pub? He mi ght have been there when
| spoke to you, followed nme as | foll owed you, haunted me as | wal ked honme in
the rain.

He could be with me now In my room even as | thought of it!

Truly terrified, | sat at my draw ng board, head bent and eyes closed. |
knew then the prinmal fear of ghosts, the terror of the invisible, of the
conceal ed watcher. | listened for his breathing, for the faintest novenent of
his clothes. The roomwas silent, and when | turned ny head, fearful of both
seeing and not seeing, | fornmed nmy cloud nore densely than ever before, hoping
to know the truth.

There was nothing | could see.

The tel ephone rang | ate on the Wednesday afternoon. | was not expecting
to hear fromanyone so | let it ring, thinking soneone else would answer it.
After along time it was still ringing, so | went into the hall and picked it
up.

It was Niall, speaking froma private phone. | felt a surge of relief,
because only then was | certain he was not invisible somewhere around ne.

"I"mgoing away for a while," he said. "I thought you'd like to know. "

"\Where are you goi ng?"

"Some friends of mne own a house in the South of France. | thought I
m ght stay with themfor a week or two."

"Al'l right," | said. "That's a good idea."



"Don't you want to cone with ne?"

"You know |I' m wor ki ng. "

"You're seeing that man, aren't you?"

"I mght be."

"When is it? This eveni ng?"

"I haven't arranged anything yet."

Silence fromN all. | waited, staring at the wall with its notice board
full of old nmessages for the other tenants. Their lives always seened so
straightforward to me, so unconplicated by unseen matters. Anne, please phone
Seb. Dick, your sister called. Party at No. 27 on Saturday night, all invited.

| said, "How long did you say you' d be gone?"

"I haven't decided yet. A couple of weeks. Maybe longer. I'Il call you
when | get back."

"Waen will that be?"

"I"ve told you, Susan, | don't know It shouldn't matter to you now,
should it? You' re going to be busy."

"I"mgoing to be working."

"I know what you'll be doing."

The conversation was a fraud. It was conpletely unlike Niall to go away,
especially if he knew | had net soneone el se. He was pl anni ng somet hi ng, and
we both knew it.

"Where exactly are you going to be?" | said.

"Il call you when I get there. O send a card. | don't know the exact
address. It's a house somewhere near Saint-Raphael ."

"But who are these people you'll be staying with? Do | know any of
t hen®?"

"Why should that matter? You'll be having fun w thout ne."

"Niall, you're junping to conclusions. | just want to talk to him
that's all. | don't know anything about him"

"I can tell you sonething. H's nanme's Richard Gey."

"How the hell do you know that?" Suddenly, mnmy heart started thunping.

"I make it ny business to find things out."

"What el se do you know?"

"That's about all. I'mgoing to hang up now. We're leaving in an hour."

"If you're thinking of interfering, Niall, 1'll never speak to you
again."

"You've nothing to worry about. You won't see me for a while."

"Niall! Don't hang up!"

"I"ll send you a card from France."

He put the phone down. | stood in the hallway, fumng with anger and
fear. How had he found out your name? What had he been up to? What was he
doing now? | _knew_ he was lying to ne about going away, because his voice had
a famliar threatening tone. In this nmood he was capabl e of anything. He never
ran away from nme when he wanted to control ne.

Back inside my room | sat on the edge of ny bed and tried to cal m down.
There were only another two hours before I was due to nmeet you, and N all had
succeeded in driving you fromny mnd. | |oathed his cleverness: he knew that
I would stand up to hi msonmehow, but appearing to relent was a deliberate new
tactic. | was thinking about him not about you

It was hopeless trying to get any nore work done, so | showered and
changed, then spent sonme tinme tidying up my room | had nothing to eat,

because Niall had ruined nmy appetite.

| set off for Highgate far too early, wal king quickly to burn off ny
nervous energy. Wen | reached the High Street | started to dawdle, looking in
t he shop wi ndows, staring wthout seeing. | was invisible, saving nyself for
later. | was trying to concentrate on you, renenber what you | ooked I|ike,
recall that feeling of excitenent when | had seen you. | knew in my heart that
this would nean the end of Niall, and even though I knew nothi ng about you the
ri sk and novelty were preferable to the past.

After eight o' clock | nmade nyself visible and went into the bar where we



had met. You were not there. | bought myself a half of bitter, then sat al one
at one of the tables. Because it was m dweek and still relatively early, the
pub was less than half full. I let nyself sink into invisibility.

You arrived a few mnutes later; | saw you enter the bar, look briefly
around it, then go to the counter. Wat struck ne first was how normal you
| ooked, just as | renmenbered you. | becane visible, and waited for you to see
ne.

Niall slipped fromnmy m nd.

You wal ked over, sniling, and stood by the table.

"Can | get you another drink?" you said.

"No, thanks. Not at the nmonent."

You sat down, across the table fromnme. "I was wondering if you' d be
here.”

"I can't imagi ne what you nust have thought,” | said. "I don't nornally
approach strange nmen in pubs.”

"It"'s all right," you said. "I don't--"

"You see, | thought | recognized you." | wanted to get through ny

expl anation, the only one | had been able to invent. "You | ook |ike someone
used to know, but once I'd spoken to you | knew | was wong and | didn't know
what to say next." It sounded | anme, but you were still smling.

"Don't explain any nmore. | was glad to neet you."

| had reddened, renmenbering my clunmsy approach to you. We tal ked for a
whi | e about the nythical friend you were supposed to resenble, and then at

| ast we exchanged nanmes. | was both pleased and irritated to |l earn that Ni al
had been right about your name. | told you | was called Sue; everyone | had
ever known called ne Susan, but | |iked the idea of becom ng Sue to someone

had newy net.

W had a few nore drinks, talking about the sorts of things | had al ways
presuned normal peopl e discussed when getting to know each ot her--what we did
for a living, where we lived, places we both knew, possible nutual friends,
anecdot es about ourselves. You told ne frankly about the woman you had been
wi th, that her name was Annette, that she was an occasional girlfriend, that

she had gone away for a month to visit relatives. | said nothing about N all
You suggested a nmeal, so we crossed the road to an I ndonesi an

restaurant. | was hungry, and gl ad of the idea. You appeared to be liking ne,

and | started being worried in case | was being too eager. | knew | should act

nmore coolly, maintain a slight distance fromyou to keep your interest

alive--1 had read about this in magazines! But | was excited. | found you nore

likable than | had dared hope, and it had nothing to do with that first
attraction. Al the time we were together | was aware of your cloud, its
slight exhilarating haze just touching on mne. | was drawing fromit, holding
nmysel f visible without any strain, finding how easy it was to relax with you
and be normal. But aside fromthis | found you anusing, intelligent,

i nteresting. Wen you left the table to visit the nen's room| had to close ny

eyes and breathe steadily, force nyself not to overdo it. | was trying to
i magi ne how you nust be seeing me, and | did not want to appear too interested
or gushing. | was painfully aware how i nexperienced | was: twenty-seven, and
still avirginin matters of normality!

At the end of the nmeal we shared the expense, conscientiously dividing
it between us. | was wondering what was going to happen next. From ny

restricted viewpoint you were such a man of the world, talking lightly of past
girlfriends, of having traveled to the States, Australia, Africa, of not
having ties or any intention to settle dowmn. Wre you taking it for granted we
woul d go to bed together? What would you think of me if we didn't? What woul d
you think of me if we _did?_

W wal ked to your car, and you offered to run me honme. | was silent in
the car, watching the way you drove, thinking how self-confident you were.
Niall was so different, and so was |.

Qut side my house you switched off the engine, and for a nmonent that
seened to say you expected to be invited in. Then you said, "Can | see you



agai n?"

I couldn't help smling, hearing the unconscious irony of the phrase.
This was what | found so refreshing after years of Niall: all your assunptions
about me were entirely new. You saw ne smle, but of course | was unable to
explain. W sat there in the darkened car for several mnutes, naking plans
for a second date on Saturday evening. | wanted nore and nore to invite you in
for a drink, delay you, but | was scared you would tire of me. We parted with
a light kiss.

VI

A heat wave broke over London that week, making it difficult to
concentrate on working. Al incentive to work declined in the sumer anyway,
as many of the firnms | dealt with slowed down their output, and hot weat her
al ways distracted ne. Bright sunshine enphasizes London's inherent
scruffiness, the old buildings showing their cracks and weathering faults.
liked the city under gray cloud, the narrow congested streets closed in by
dark stone and | ow roofs, softened by rain. Summer made me restless, thinking
how much | should like to be on a beach or cooling down in nmountain passes.

Now | had you to distract nme even nore. The norning after our date | |ay
in my bed, musing contentedly and staring up through the wi ndow at the tops of
the trees in the adjacent gardens. It was all right to indul ge nyself when you
were not there to see ne. | knew | was acting |ike a teenager, but | was
happy. N all had never nmade me happy.

The three days passed slowy again, and | had plenty of time to indul ge

my fantasies. Although | was worried about seemnmi ng too keen on you, | was al so
wondering how long Niall would be lying low. It was so inportant to know you
wel | before he returned. | thought about himbriefly, away on his nysterious

trip to France, wondering if he was really there.

| was getting ready to go out on the Saturday evening when | was called
to the telephone. It was Niall--of course it was Niall. His talent for sensing
t he npbst inconvenient and intrusive nonent was al nbst psychic. | was expecting
you to pick me up in less than half an hour

"How are you getting on, Susan?"

"I'"'mfine. What do you want? |'mjust about to go out."

"Yes, that'll be Gey again, won't it?"

"It doesn't matter what |'m doing. Can you call back tonorrow?"

"I want to talk to you now. This is |ong-distance."

"It isn't convenient now," | said. Hi s voice was clear and loud in the
ear pi ece, maki ng ne suspicious. There was none of the usual quiet electronic
noi se on the line, the sense of intervening nmles. He sounded as if he was in
London.

"I don't care about that," he said. "I'mlonely, and I want to see you."

"I thought you were with friends. \Were are you?"

"I'n France. | told you."

"You sound very cl ose. "

"We've got a good line. Susan, | made a m stake com ng here without you.
Why don't you conme and join ne?"

"I can't. 1've got a lot of work to do."

"You al ways say there's not much in sumer."

"It's different this tine. |'ve got a pile of stuff to deliver next

week. "



"Then why are you going out this evening? It wouldn't take you long to
get here, and you needn't stay nore than a few days."

"I can't afford it," | said. "I've run out of noney again."
"You don't need nmoney to travel. Get the first train."
"Niall, this is ridiculous! I can't just drop everything!"
"But | _need_ you, Susan."

| was suddenly less sure he was lying to ne. Niall's fits of
i ntrospection and | oneliness were real enough. If he really had been in
London, as | still half suspected, he would have abandoned the pretense of
bei ng away and conme to see ne. It nade nme feel hard and unsynpathetic to hear
the self-pity in his voice, because it was a naked appeal to ny better nature,
one that had usually worked in the past. | w shed he would | eave ne al one!
was staring again at the notice board by the tel ephone; the sane nessages were
t here, unanswered.

"I can't think about this now " | said. "Call me tonorrow "

"You think | don't know what you're up to. You're with Gey, aren't
you?"

"No, I'mnot." The truth was tenporary, but it was still a truth.

"Well, you will be seeing him | know what you're doing."

| said nothing, turning away fromthe wall and the phone, the coiled
cable of the receiver stretching across nmy throat. A tel ephone conversation
has an unseen quality, each speaker invisible to the other. | tried to inagine
where Niall was: a shuttered roomin a French villa, bare polished
fl oorboards, flowers and sunlight, different voices in another roon? O sone
house in London, one he had broken in to so he could use the phone? H s voice
sounded so close it was inpossible to believe he was in France. |If he wanted
me to visit him why did he not tell ne where he was? If he was paranoid about
you, why had he gone away and | eft ne?

He was still crowding ne; it was just a new way of doing it.

"Why aren't you saying anything?" N all said.

"I"ve nothing to say that you would want to hear."

"I"'monly asking you to see nme for a few days."

| said, "You're interfering because you know |'ve met someone else. If
you must know, |'m going out with Richard tonight."

Ni al | broke the connection i medi ately, hanging up on ne. The |ine
clicked, went clear, and then | heard a whining sound. | was left standing
there with the thing in nmy hand, still tangled up in the cable, listening to
t he petul ant noi se. No one had ever hung up on nme before, and it had an
instant effect. | felt angry, hunmiliated, repentant and al armed, all at once.
| wanted to call himback directly, but I had no idea howto do that.

You arrived a few mnutes later, and | was still upset by the call.
was relieved, just then, that we were still relatively unknown to each ot her
because | was able to conceal this fromyou. W saw a fil mthat evening, then
afterward went for a |l ate supper. That night, when you ran me home in the car
| invited you in. W stayed up talking very late, and at the end of it our
ki sses were lingering and intimate. W did not sleep together. Before you |eft
we nmade plans to go for a wal k the foll owi ng afternoon

Shortly before you were due to arrive, |I finally admtted to nyself that
| was in a junpy state. It had been growing in nme all norning, and | had tried
toignore it. A few mnutes before you arrived | could hardly keep still for
the tension, knowing that Niall was going to ring.

When the tel ephone went | was alnost relieved. | ran to it before anyone

el se in the house could get to the hail, and picked it up. How did he know?

This call was different. Niall was in, or sounded as if he was in, a
suppressed nood. He apol ogi zed for hanging up on ne the day before, and said
he had been upset.

"When | saw you in the pub with Gey, | knew you preferred himto ne. |
had to go away. | knew this woul d happen one day."

Hi s voice was clear and close, alnpst as if he were in the next house. |
was trenbling.



"I want to lead a normal life," | said. "You know that."
"Yes, but why are you doing _this_to ne?"

"Richard's just a friend." It was a lie, because already you had becone
nore than that. Perversely, | wanted Niali to be angry, because that woul d be
easi er.

"Then if he doesn't matter to you, cone and see ne."

"Il think about it," |I said, wondering if by appearing to go al ong
wi th what he wanted | would find out what he was doing. "I don't even know
where you are."

"I'f I tell you, will you promise to visit ne?"

"I said I'lIl think about it."

"Just a few days, so we can be together."

"Then tell me howto find you. No, wait a mnute--"

The doorbell had rung, and | could see your shape through the frosted
and st ai ned-gl ass window built into the front door. Wile the receiver swing

on its cable | opened the front door. | explained | was in the mddle of a
conversation, and showed you into ny room | nade sure the door was closed so
you woul d not hear, and cupped ny hand over the nout hpiece.

"Co on, Nall."

"He's there, isn't he?"

"Tell me where you are."

He started detailed instructions which | barely heard: a train to
Marseill es, a bus along the Coast, the village of Saint-Raphael, a
whi t e-painted house. | was thinking: it's alie, he's naking it up, he's
somewhere cl ose by and watching me, in a house across the road, standing by
t he wi ndow and seeing you arrive, follow ng ne whenever | neet you. How el se

does he know to call just before | see you?
I let himfinish, then said, "Wy are you telling nme all this, Nall?"
"I want to see you. Wen will you | eave? Tonorrow?"
"I"mgoing to have to go now "
"Not just yet!"
"I"ve got to. Goodbye, N all."
| put down the phone before | heard anything else. | was still trenbling

because | knew he was in London and the story about France was untrue. He knew
| woul d know, but we both maintained the Iie. Wat was he up to?

| was too upset to see you straight away, so | wal ked to the front door
and | eaned against it for a few monents, trying to steady nyself. Something
nmoved out side, vaguely blurred through the translucent glass. | started with
alarm and backed away. | think it was only a bird, or someone wal ki ng down
the road. | thought of you, waiting inside ny room just a few feet away. Al
| wanted was to be with you, but Niall intruded at every step. He must know
our plans! | renenbered the terrible dread that Niall could achieve a | evel of
invisibility which even | could not detect. He could be with ne every nonent |
was with youl

It was madness to think he was capabl e of such devi ousness.

But how el se? As | stood alone in the bare hallway, plucking up the
courage to go in and see you, | wondered, not for the first tinme, whether
invisibility itself was a formof madness. Niall hinself had once described it
as the inability to believe in oneself, a failure of identity. The glans led a
mad life, riddled with phobias and neuroses, paranociac in their creed,
parasitic on society. Their perception of the real world was distorted, a
classic definition of insanity. If so, then ny wish for normality would be a
guest for sanity, a search for belief in nyself and a sense of ny own
identity. Niall's hold on ne was the desperate clutching of a madman who sees
a fellow inmate open the outer door of an asylum yet who knows he cannot
fol | ow.

To escape | had to put the madness behind nme. Not just cure nyself, but
change ny whol e knowl edge of the invisible world. Wile N all rmade ne believe
he was haunting ne, his grip was still tight around ne.

My only hope of normality was to disbelieve in him



You were standing by the windowin nmy room |ooking out at what coul d be
seen of the overgrown garden. You turned as soon as | wal ked in, and cane
smling across the roomto kiss ne.

"Sorry about that," | said. "Just a friend."

"You look a little pale. Is everything all right?"

"I need sone fresh air. Were shall we go?"

"What about the Heath?"

| made a perfunctory effort to tidy the room realizing | had left a
pil e of unwashed cl othes on the floor and hal f-finished work scattered across
nmy desk, then collected ny bag and we drove to Hanpstead. It was another hot
afternoon, and there were people all over the Heath, enjoying London's
unreliable sunmer. We strolled around all afternoon, arms |inked, talking and

| ooki ng at the other people, sometines kissing. | loved being with you.
That evening we went to your flat and there we nmade | ove for the first
time. | felt secure in your flat, believing that Niall could not find it, and

so | was nore relaxed with you than | had ever been. A sunmmer storm bl ew up
while we were in bed, and we lay there in the sultry evening, the w ndows

open, while the thunder rolled across the roofs. It felt delicious and illicit
to be curled up naked with you, listening to the weather
I X

You dressed and went out to buy sone G eek take-away food, and when you
returned | put on your dressing gown and we sat side by side on the bed,
chewi ng our way through chunky kebabs. | was very happy.

Then you said, "Are you busy at the nonent? | nean, do you have a | ot of
wor k on?"

"Not really. In fact, there's hardly anything. Everyone's away."

"I"'mat a bit of a loose end nmyself. What 1'd planned to do was | ounge
around for the sumer, but |I'mgetting rather bored. And it's difficult
finding free-lance work at the nmonent." You had told me earlier why you had
gi ven up your job. You said, "There's sonmething |'ve always wanted to do, an

idea | had for a film | don't think it'll anmount to anything, because it's
really just an excuse for a trip. | was wondering if you'd like to go with
ne."

"Atrip?" | said. "Wen?"

"\Whenever you like. We could | eave nore or |less straight away, if you're
not busy."

"But where would we go?"

"Well, that's the idea for the film Have |I told you about ny
post car ds?"

"No. "
"I'"ll show you." You left the bed and went into the roomyou called your

study. You returned a few nmonents | ater carrying an ol d shoe box. "I'm not

really a collector . . . | just hoard. | bought nbst of these a year or two

ago, and |'ve added a few since. They're all prewar. Sone of them go back to
the last century."

W pull ed sone of the cards out and spread them on the bed. They had
been sorted into groups by countries and towns, with neat |abels for each
section. About half of all the cards were British, and these were unsorted.
The rest were from Gernmany, Switzerland, France, Italy, a few from Bel gi um and
Hol  and. Al npbst all of them were black and white or sepia-tinted. Many of them



had handwritten nessages on the back, conventional greetings from
hol i daymakers to people still at hone.

"What |'ve often thought I'd like to do is go to sonme of these pl aces.
Try to find the views as they are today, conpare themwi th these old
phot ogr aphs, and see how pl aces change in half a century. As | said, it m ght
be the basis for a filmone day, but all 1'd really like to do is go and have
a | ook. What about it?"

The cards were fascinating. Frozen nmonents of a |lost age: city centers
al nost free of traffic, travelers in plus fours parading on foreign seafronts,
cat hedral s and casi nos, beaches with bathers in npdest costunes and strollers
in straw hats, nmountain scenery with funicular railways, palaces and nuseumns
and broad deserted pl azas.

"You want to go to all of these places?" | said.

"No, just a few | thought |I'd concentrate on France, in the south. |'ve
got a lot of cards fromthere." You took sonme of the postcards fromnme. "It's
really only since the war that the Riviera has been intensively devel oped for
tourism Mst of these cards show the places before that."

You started going through them pulling out a few exanples to show ne.
saw fam |iar names, unfamliar views. One of the sets of cards was of the
coastline around Saint-Raphael. The coi nci dence was striking, and ny fear of
Ni al | suddenly hit ne.

"Coul dn't we go sonewhere else, Richard?" | said.
"OfF course we could. But this is where I'd _like_to go."
"Not France--1 don't want to go to France."

You | ooked so disappointed, the cards spread out on the bed around us.

| said, "Wat about sone of the other places? Switzerland, for
i nstance?"

"No, it's got to be the south of France. Wll, we could leave it."

I found nyself going through the sane excuses | had used on Niall. "I'd
love to go, really | would. But I'm broke at the nmonent."

"W'd goinny car . . . | could pay for everything. |I'mnot hard up."

"I haven't got a passport.”

"We could get you a Visitors' Passport. You buy those over the counter

"No, Richard. I'msorry."

You started picking up the postcards, keeping themin their meticul ous
order. "There's another reason, isn't there?"

"Yes." | could not |ook at you. "The truth is there's soneone | know,
soneone | don't want to see. He's in France at the moment. O | think he is,
and--"

"I's this the boyfriend you' ve gone out of your way never to nention?"

"Yes. How do you know?"

"I always assumed there nmust be soneone el se." The postcards were al
put away now, restored to their neat rowin the shoe box. "Are you stil

seei ng hi "
Agai n, your unconsciously ironic choice of words. | started telling you
about Niall, trying to translate the reality into terns you would accept.

described himas a longtime |over, sonmeone | had known since | was young.
said that we had grown away from each other, but that he was reluctant to |et
go. | characterized himas possessive, childish, violent, manipulative; N al
was all of these, of course, but that was only a part of it.

W di scussed the problemfor a while, you putting the reasonabl e case
that we were nost unlikely to run into him and anyway if we did that Nial
woul d be forced, by seeing us together, to accept that | had left him | was
adamant, saying that you could not conceive the influence he had over ne. |
wanted to run no risk of neeting him

Even as | was saying this | was renmenbering nmy own doubts about where
Niall might actually be, and the way | knew | had to deal with this. To
believe that Niall was anywhere _other_ than Saint-Raphael was to accept the
madness.

"But if you're finished with him" you said, "he's going to have to live



with the idea sooner or later."

"I"'d rather it was later. | want to be with you. W could go sonewhere
el se.™

"Al'l right. It was just an idea. Any suggestions?"

"What |'d really like is to be out of London for a while. Couldn't we
just get in your car and drive somewhere?"

"I'n Engl and, you mean?"

"I know it sounds very dull . . . but |I've never seen sone parts of
Britain. We could tour around. Wales, or the Wst Country, just on our own."

You seened surprised, the French Riviera exchanged in favor of Britain
but that was what we agreed. \Wen you took the cards back to your study | went
wi th you, |ooking at the oddments of film equi pment you had bought up. You
seened a little enbarrassed about them saying they took up space and
col l ected dust, but for me they were an insight into you before we nmet. Your
awards were in the study too, half hidden behind a stack of film cans.

"You didn't say you were famous!" | said, taking down the Prix Italia
and readi ng the inscription

"Cone on . . . that was |uck."

" extreme personal danger'," | read. "What happened?”

"Just the sort of thing news crews get into fromtime to time." You took
the trophy fromme and put it back on the shelf, even farther out of sight.
You | ed me back into the bedroom "It was a riot in Belfast. The sound
recordi st was there too. It was nothing special.”

I was intrigued. Suddenly | was seeing you as | had not seen you before:
a caneraman with a reputation, a career, awards.

"Please tell me about it," | said.

You | ooked unconfortable. "I don't often talk about it.

"Vell, tell me."

"It was just a job--we all took it in turns to go to Northern Irel and.

You get paid extra, because it's fairly difficult work. | don't mnd that sort
of thing. Filmng is filmng, and you get different sorts of problemon every
job. Well, there had been a Protestant march during the day and we'd covered

that, and in the evening we were back in the hotel having a few drinks. Then
word canme round that the arny were going in to sort out a few kids who were
throwing stones in the Falls Road. W tal ked about whether we should go down
there, we were all tired, but in the end we decided to go and have a | ook.
| oaded the canera with night stock, then we hitched a ride with the army. When
we got down there it didn't |ook Iike nmuch--about fifty teenagers hurling
stuff around. W& were behind the troops, fairly well shielded, and nothing
much seened to be about to happen. These things generally fizzle out around
m dni ght. But then suddenly it got worse. A few petrol bombs were thrown, and
it was obvious that some older men were joining in. The arny decided to break
it up, and they fired a few plastic bullets. Instead of scattering the kids
carried on, slinging rocks and bonbs. A couple of Saracens were called in, and
the soldiers charged. Wllie and I--WIllie was the soundman--went forward wth
them because it's generally the safest place, behind the troops. W ran about
a hundred yards and canme straight into a sort of anmbush. There were snipers in
houses, and one of the side streets had a whol e gang of people waiting with
bonbs and rocks. Everything went mad. Wllie and I were separated fromthe
reporter and didn't see himagain until later. The soldiers were dashing in
every direction, and petrol bonbs were going off all around us. | suppose
got a bit carried away, and went on shooting film-right in the mddle of it
all. Nothing hit us, but a couple of bullets were quite close. W got in anong
t he peopl e who were stoning the troops, and sonehow t hey never seened to
notice us. Then the soldiers started firing plastic bullets again, and this
time we were on the receiving end. Wll, we got away in the end, but the
f oot age was pretty good."

You grinned, trying to mnimze the story. It suddenly struck nme that I
nm ght have heard about the incident somewhere, one nmore horrifying night in
Northern Irel and.



| said, "Wen you were there filmng, what did it feel |ike?"

"I can't remenber nuch about it now It just happened.™

"You said you got carried away. What did you nean?"

"It was like flying on autopilot. | went on filmng and didn't take too
much notice of what was goi ng on around us."

"Were you excited?"

"I suppose | was."

"And the people didn't notice you?"

"Not really, no."

| said nothing nore, but | knew then what had happened. | could see it
in my mnd: you and the soundnman, running and crouching, |inked by the
equi prent, right in the thick of the action, filmng by instinct. You said you
had had a few drinks, that you were tired, that no one seened to notice you.
could sense the feeling, imagine exactly how you had felt. For those few
nmonent s your cloud had thickened around you and the other man, and taken you
t hrough the danger invisibly.

W spent three nore days in London, ostensibly preparing for our holiday
but in practice using the time to get to know each other better, and to spend
a lot of tine in bed. Your bachelor existence nmade ne feel donestic. W tal ked
about redecorating your flat, | made you buy a |ot of cookware and househol d
goods, and as a present | gave you a huge housepl ant for your living room You
seened benused by all this, but | had never felt nore blissful

W | eft London on a Thursday norning, driving north on the M notorway
with no particular route in mnd, just a shared wish to be on our own
t oget her.

| was still nervous that Niall mght be somewhere around, in spite of ny
sel f-decl ared belief that he was in France. Only when we were in your car
speeding away, did | feel finally safe fromhim

W stopped for the first night in Lancaster, checking in to a snall
hotel near the university. W rested after the long drive, feeling happy,
anticipating the holiday together. That evening we made pl ans for the next
day, touring around the Lake District.

W di scovered we were both | azy about sightseeing. W were content to
drive to a place, wal k around briefly, perhaps have a meal or a drink, then
drive on to somewhere else. | liked being driven by you, and found your car
snooth and confortable to sit in. Wth our things in the |uggage space at the
rear, the back passenger seat was enpty, and so we used it as a dunp for the
tourist guides and maps, the food we bought to eat on the way, a bag of apples
and chocol ate, and all the other accunulated litter of traveling.

For three days we followed an erratic route, crossing and recrossing the
north of the country: fromthe Lakes we went to the Yorkshire Dal es, then
briefly visited the hills of southern Scotland before returning to the
nort heast coast of England. | |oved the contrasts in the British scenery, the
swift transitions fromlow to high ground, fromindustry to open countryside.
W |left the north and headed down the eastern side. You said you had never
seen this part of the country before, so it was new to both of us. The | onger
we were together like this the nore | felt | was |eaving ny old, inadequate
life behind me. | felt free of cares, happy, |oving, and above al
assimlating at last into a normal life.



But then, on the fifth day, there came the first of the intrusions.

W had arrived in a village called Bl akeney, on the north coast of
Norfol k, and were staying in a bed-and-breakfast private house in the narrow
Street | eading down to the shore. | had disliked the | ook of the village as
soon as we arrived, but we had been driving all day and all we really wanted
was a place to stay for the night. W planned to visit Norw ch the next day.
The wonman who owned the house told us the restaurants closed early, so after a
brief rest in our roomwe went straight out, |eaving our bags unopened.

When we returned, all ny clothes had been renoved fromny suitcase and
were laid out in neat piles on the bed. Each garment had been carefully
f ol ded.

"I't nust have been the woman downstairs," you said.

"But surely she wouldn't come in and interfere with our stuff?"

| went downstairs to find her, but the lights in the roonms were out, and
to judge by the gl eam under one of the doors upstairs, she had al ready gone to
bed.

The following night, in a hotel in Norwich, | was awakened in the small
hours by the sudden and unpl easant sensation of having been hit by sonething.
You were asleep. | reached over to switch on the bedside lanp, and as | did so
somet hi ng nmoved qui ckly down the pillow and onto the mattress. It was hard and
cold. | sat up in fright, noving away fromit, and got the Iight on. \Wat |
found in the bed beside nme was a cake of soap, quite dry, perfuned, the brand
nane engraved into its surface. You stirred but did not wake up. | clinbed out
of bed, and al nost at once di scovered the colored-foil wapper. It had been
neatly opened, and laid flat on the carpet. | clinbed back into bed, sw tched
off the light, then |lay deep under the covers, holding on to you. | did not
sl eep agai n that night.

In the norning you suggested driving westward, right across the w dest
part of the country, and visiting Wales. | was deeply preoccupied with the
event in the night, and sinply agreed. W realized we had left the road map in
the car, so | offered to go down and collect it.

The car was where we had left it the night before, in the hotel park
There was a key in the ignition, and the engi ne was runni ng.

My first thought was that it nust have been running all night, that you
had accidentally not switched off, but when | tried the door I found it was
| ocked. The same key was used for both. Trenmbling, | opened the driver's door
with the key you had given ne, and reached in for the one in the ignition. It
was brand-new, as if recently bought, or stolen

| hurled it as hard as | could into the shrubbery surrounding the car
park. Back in the room when | gave you the road map, you asked ne what the
matter was. | did not know what to say, so | told you ny period was due to
start, as in truth it was, but the real reason was nmy growi ng dread of the
i nevi tabl e.

I was silent all through breakfast, and stayed deep inside ny terrified
i ntrospections as we drove along the straight roads that crossed the Fens.

Then you said, "lI'd |ike an apple. Do we have any |eft?"

"I'"1l look," | managed to say.

| turned around in ny seat, pulling against the restraint of the seat
belt, sonmething I had done many tines in the last few days, but this time |



was shaking with fear.

The paper bag containing the apples was on the part of the passenger
seat directly behind you. Everything el se was there, heaped into a pile on
that side: the maps, your jacket, my holdall, the shopping bag with the food
for our picnic lunch. It was all on the one side of the bench seat: every tine
we put the stuff behind us we instinctively placed it there, |eaving the other
side enpty.

There was room for a passenger

| forced myself to | ook at the place, behind ny seat. The cushi ons were
slightly indented, bearing weight.

Niall was in the car with us.

| said to you, "Can you stop the car, Richard?"

"What's the matter?”

"Please--1'"mfeeling sick. Hurry!"

You pul l ed the car over at once, running it up on the verge. The nonent
it stopped | scranbled out, still holding your apple. | staggered away from
the car, feeling weak, shaking all over. There was a rising bank, a |ow hedge,
and beyond was an imense flat field with crops. | |eaned forward into the
hedge, the thorns and sticks prodding into ne. You had swi tched off the
engi ne, and you cane running to me. | felt your arm around nmy shoul ders, but |
was shuddering and crying. You were saying soothing things, but the horror of
what | had just discovered was throbbing through ne. As you held ne | thrust
nmysel f forward and down agai nst the hedge, and vonmited.

You brought sone tissues fromthe car, and I wi ped myself clean with
them | had noved back fromthe hedge, but | could not turn to face the car

"What shall we do, Sue? Do you want to find a doctor?"

"I'"ll be all right in a fewmnutes. It's ny period. It sonetines
happens like this." | couldn't tell you the truth. "I just needed sone air."

"Do you want to stay here?"

"No, we can drive on. In a while."

| had sone nagnesia tablets in nmy bag, and you brought me those. They
hel ped settle my stomach. | sat down in the dry grass, staring at the stal ks
of cow parsl ey noddi ng around and above me, insects drifting in the heat. Cars
rushed by on the road behind us, their tires making a sucking sound on the
soft tarmac. | could not nake nyself | ook back, knowing N all was there.

He nust have been with us fromthe start. He had probably stayed to
overhear ne speak to you in the pub, had been with us on our first dates, had
been with us in the car fromthe tinme we | eft London. He had been there,

silent behind us, watching and listening. | had never been free of him
| knew that he was forcing ne to act. To have for nyself the normal life
| craved, | had to put N all behind me forever. | could not go back to that

norbid, vagrant life of the glams. Niall wanted to drag ne back; he sought
nothing less. Niall was the worst of that past, hopelessly and despairingly
hol ding on to ne.

| had to fight him Not at that noment--the shock of discovery was stil
too fresh--and probably not alone. | would need you to hel p ne.

| waited in the grass while you crouched beside nme. A few m nutes
earlier the thought of getting back in the car, knowing N all was there, would
have been out of the question, but now | knew it would be the first necessary
st age.

"I"'mfeeling a little better," |I said. "Shall we drive on?"

"Are you sure?"

You hel ped me up, and we enbraced lightly. | said | was sorry to cause a
fuss, that it wouldn't happen again, that as soon as the period actually
started | would feel a lot better . . . but over your shoulder | was | ooking

at the car. Reflected sunlight glinted fromthe rear passenger w ndow.

W wal ked back to the car, took our seats and strapped oursel ves in.
tried to listen for the sound of the door behind me, in case Niall too had
been outside while we halted, but an invisible can use a door w thout being
det ect ed.



When we were back on the road, | steeled nyself and turned to | ook at
t he back seat. | knew he was there, could feel the presence of his cloud
but it was inmpossible to see him | could | ook at our untidy pile of nmaps and
food, could see to the |uggage conpartnent behind, but when | tried to | ook at
the seat directly behind nine, my eyes would not settle, ny sight was diverted
away. There was just the unseen presence, the suggestion of weight conpressing
the seat cushion. After that | stared strai ght ahead at the road, constantly
aware of him being there, |ooking at ne, |ooking at you.

Xl

W stayed overnight in Geat Malvern, the hotel built in a beautifu
position on the side of the hills overlooking the town. The Val e of Evesham
spread away beneath us. | had said and done nothing about N all all day,
trying to establish ny priorities. | cane back tine and again to you, who had
so suddenly beconme the npbst inportant person in nmy life. How could | ever
begin to tell you about N all? And what future would we have if he continually
foll owed us?

The decision | cane to was to act as if Niall were not there, suppress
the thoughts of him But it was inpossible to act on such a decision: al
t hrough the evening as we wal ked on the hills, then drove into the town for a
meal, | instinctively steered the conversation away from anythi ng personal. O
course, you were aware of this.

Later, when we went up to the hotel bedroom | took the room key away
fromyou and opened the door nyself. You walked in first, and I foll owed
qui ckly, pushing the door closed suddenly. | was rewarded with the feeling of
wei ght pressing against it fromoutside, but I shoved the door into place and
| ocked it. There was no bolt. Locked doors presented no barrier to Niall: he
could steal a master key, and later enter the roomw thout either of us
noticing. But that would take himseveral mnutes, which was all | needed.

| said, "Richard, |1've got to talk to you about sormething."

"What's goi ng on, Sue? You've been acting strangely all evening."

"I"mupset, and |I've got to be frank with you. I told you about N all
Well, he's here."

"What do you nean, he's here?"

"He's in Malvern. | saw himthis eveni ng when we were wal ki ng. "

"I thought you said he was in France."

"I never know where he is. He told me he was going to France, but he
nmust have changed his nind."

"But what the hell is he doing here? Has he foll owed us?"

"I don't know . . . it nust be a coincidence. He's always traveling
around to see friends."

"I don't see it makes any difference,"” you said. "Wat are you sayi ng,
that he should join us for the rest of the trip?"

"No." It was painful having to lie, but how could I tell the whole
truth? "He's seen us together. 1'll have to talk to him tell himwhat's
happening with you and ne."

"If he's seen us he'll already know What's the point of saying any
nore? We're leaving in the norning, and won't see him again."

"You don't understand! | can't do that to him |'ve known himfor too
long--1 can't just walk out on him"

"But you al ready have, Sue."



Trying to see it fromyour point of viewl| knew | was being
unreasonabl e, but the only way | could present Niall to you was as a
possessive former |over, accidentally encountered. We argued on for an hour or
nore, both of us getting depressed and entrenched. Niall must have entered the
roomat sone point during it all, but | could not allow the fear of himto
i nfluence ne. At last we went to bed, worn out by the inpasse. | felt safer in
t he darkness, and we held on to each other under the sheets. Because ny period
had actually started in the afternoon we did not rmake | ove, nor did we wi sh
to.

| had another restless night, the problemchurning away in ny mnd. Like
al | obsessive thoughts that keep you awake, no solution presented itself
beyond the resolve to confront Niall as soon as possible.

| was awake at hal f-past six, and | decided to act. | left you asleep in
bed, got dressed, then wal ked quickly fromthe hotel

It was already a fine, warmnorning. Knowing it made no difference where
Il went to find Niall, I walked up the hill, following the |long straight road
as it clinbed away fromthe town. At the top there were a few houses, then the
road turned sharply to cut between two steep cliffs to the other side of the
hill. | scranmbled up one of the nmounds and wal ked across the broad sunmit.
Rocks protruded fromthe grass. It was utterly still and quiet.

I found a flat rock and sat down on it, staring across Herefordshire.

| said, "Are you there, N all?"

Sil ence. Sheep grazed on the slopes beneath ne, and a solitary car drove
up the road then cut through the gap toward Mal vern

"Niall? 1 want to talk to you."

"I"'mhere, bitch." H s voice cane froma short di stance away, somewhere
to ny left. He sounded out of breath.

"Where are you? | want to see you."

"We can talk like this."

"Make yourself visible, Niall."

"No . . . _you_ mmke yourself invisible."

He nade ne realize that | had been continuously visible for nore than a
week, the longest time since puberty. It had happened so naturally that | had
simply not thought about it.

"I"'mgoing to stay like this," | said.

"Suit yourself."

He had noved; his voice cane froma different place each tine he spoke.
| was trying to see him knowing there was always a way to find the cloud if
only I knew how to see. But | had been with you too long, or Niall had

retreated too far into his glamur. | imagined himprowing around, circling
as | sat on the rock. | stood up

"Why won't you | eave ne alone, N all?"

"Because you're fucking with Gey. I'mtrying to make you quit."

"Leave us alone! I'mfinished with you. |I'm never going to see you
again."

"I'"ve already arranged that for you, Susan."

He was still noving around, sonetinmes behind me. If only he had stayed
still I would not have grown so frightened

| said, "Don't interfere, Niall. It's over between us!"

"You're a glam It'll never work with him"

"Il never be like you! | hate you!"

It was then that he struck ne, a hard fist coming out of the air,
bangi ng agai nst the side of nmy head. | |urched backward gasping, trying to

keep ny bal ance, reaching behind me as nmy foot struck a rock and | fel
heavily on the ground. An instant later Niall kicked ne, high up on ny |leg by
my hip. | shouted with the pain and curled up desperately in a fetal position
my arns over ny head. | braced nyself agai nst nore pain.
But | heard himright beside nme, |eaning down so that his invisible
mouth was close by my ear. | smelt the sourness of old tobacco on his breath.
"I"mnever going to | eave you, Susan. You're mine, and |'m hel pl ess



wi thout you. I'mnot going to | eave you until you finish with Gey."
H s hand thrust roughly into the front of ny blouse, and he tore and

scratched at ny breast. | hunched myself tighter and squirmed away from him
forcing himto renove his hand but ripping the fabric at the front.

He said, still by ny face, "You haven't told him about me yet. Tell him
you're an invisible, tell himyou' re nmad."

"No!

"If you don't, I will."

"You' ve done enough harm al ready. "

"I"ve hardly started. Wuld you like me to grab the steering wheel when
he's driving?"

"You're crazy, Nall!"

"No nore than you are, Susan. W're both mad. Make hi m understand that,
and if he still wants you then nmaybe 1'll |eave you al one."

| sensed himnove away from me, but | stayed huddl ed on the ground,
terrified of nore blows. Niall had often hit me in the past when he was angry,
but never like this, never fromwithin the cloud. I was still dazed from bei ng
hit on the head, and ny | eg and back were aching. | let nore tinme pass and
then sat up slowy, looking around for him How cl ose was he?

| was desperate to talk to you, wanted your confort, but what would you
say? Sitting on the ground | explored the danage to ne: there was a sore area
on nmy |l ower back and a bruised lump on ny thigh. | had a grass graze on ny
el bow. The front of ny bl ouse was hangi ng open, and two buttons were m ssing.

| wandered around on the hill for a while, but soon nmy need to be with
you becane all-inportant. | linped slowmy down the road toward the hotel
hol di ng ny bl ouse together with ny hand. It was uncanny how Ni all could voice
my worst fears: never before had he described invisibility as madness. It was
as if he had read ny m nd.

| saw you the nonent | entered the hotel grounds. You had opened the

rear hatch of the car and were putting your suitcase inside. | called out to
you, but you did not hear. Then | realized that in ny msery | had slipped
back into invisibility--another of Niall's achievenents. | forced nyself out

of the cloud and called to you again. This time you heard ne, straightening by
the car and turning toward me, and | ran sobbing into your arnmns.

Xl

You knew | had seen Niall; | could not conceal it fromyou. | tried to
m ni m ze what he had done, but | could not hide ny torn clothes and brui ses.
In the end | adnitted he had struck me in jeal ousy, and that the problem was

not solved. | think I would have been ready for you too to have been angry,
but you were as upset as | was. W stayed on all norning in the Ml vern hotel
di scussing N all--but always in your ternms, not nine

W |left the hotel after an early lunch and drove into Wales. N all was
in the car, sitting behind us silently.

W stopped on the way to buy petrol, and for a few noments | was al one
in the car with N all

| said, "I"Il tell himtonorrow "

Si |l ence

"Are you there, N all?"

| had turned around to | ook back at the enpty half of the rear seat, but
again | was unable to see. Qutside, the petrol punmp whirred, electronic digits



flickering orange in the sunlight. You were crouching over the filler, |ooking

back at the punp, just a few inches behind Niall. You saw nme apparently
| ooking at you, and you sniled briefly.
When you turned away again | said, "It's what you wanted . . . 1"l tel

Ri chard tonorrow "

Ni al |l said nothing, but I knew he was there. Hi s silence intinidated ne,
probably on purpose, so | opened the door and got Qut of the car. | |eaned on
the front wing while you paid the cashier

W arrived in the village of Little Haven, on the far westerly coast of
Dyfed. It was a small and pretty place, not crowmded with visitors, and had a
| ong rocky shoreline. In the evening we wal ked on the beach to watch the
sunset, then called in at the |ocal pub before returning to the hotel

There was now a di stance between us. You could not understand why | had
agreed to neet Niall, nor why, after he had beaten nme up, | would not renounce
him | knew you were hurt, puzzled and angry. | was desperate to mend
everything. Niall's way, to tell you of my invisibility, was the probable
solution: it would satisfy him and explain nyself to you.

But | was exhausted by the subject. | wanted time to sort things out, so
that anything | said came from _ny_ needs, and was not sinply a way of
appeasing Niall. | resolved to tell you in the norning, but in the neantinme |
had ot her pl ans.

When we were back in our room | slipped away to the bathroom Although
nmy period was continuing, | put in nmy diaphragmto halt the bl eeding
temporarily.

In bed, you wanted to tal k about Niall again, but | deflected you. There
was nothing | could say to nake anends. | held you, kissed you, tried to

arouse you. At first you resisted ne, but |I knew what | wanted. The evening
was warm again and we were lying on top of the covers, the elderly double bed
creaki ng as we noved around. You responded at last, and | felt ny own arousa
growing. | wanted to nmake | ove to you nore excitingly than ever before, and

ki ssed and fondl ed you with great intimacy; | |oved your body, the solidity of
it and its hard curves.

W rolled over so that you were above ne, and now you were caressing nme
wi th your hands and tongue. | raised ny parted knees, ready for you--but you
appeared to change your mind, and rolled to the side. | felt your hands
pul i ng me around agai nst you, pushing nmy shoul ders down agai nst your chest. |
want ed you inside me, but your hands pulled nmy rear away fromyou, tw sting ny
haunches awkwardly. W were kissing mouth to nouth, and | could not understand
what you were wanting to do. Your fingers were digging into the flesh of ny
hi ps, thrusting nme away. Then | realized that both your hands were on ny
breasts, lightly fingering ny nipples. _Qher_ hands were reaching from
behi nd, pulling at my hips! Suddenly, with a pushing intrusion, | was entered
from behind. Pubic hair prickled against ny buttocks. | gasped, turned ny
head, felt an unshaven chin beat into the curve of nmy neck, and knees kicked
into the crook of mne. The weight of the man behind ne thrust nme forward
agai nst you, and one of your hands slipped down towards my crotch. | grabbed
your wist to stop you finding what was already there, and in desperation
brought your hand up to ny mouth to kiss it. N all's sexual pushing against ne
was violent, making me gasp in outrage. You were growi ng nore excited, wanting
to enter ne. | had to stop you sonehow, and so | curled away fromthe man
behi nd nme, pushing nmy backsi de nmore acutely against himin a desperate effort
to twist free, and at the sane tine took you into my mouth to suck. Ni al
shifted position, nmoving forward so that he was kneeling between ny legs, his
hands under ny belly and holding me while he ramed. H s novenents grew nore
urgent, and he put one of his hands on ny head, taking a handful of ny hair
and wenching it painfully, pushing ny nouth farther down on you. | began
gaggi ng. You were lying back, your arms sonewhere away from ne, while the rape
went on. | could barely breathe, but | was sw nging nmy el bows upward and back
trying to beat Niall away fromme. | managed to get you out of my nouth, but
my face was still being pushed into your groin. | heard you groaning with



pl easure, while Niall hammered unrelentingly at ne. | felt himclinmxing, and
he grunted audi bly, expelling breath noisily. You said nmy name, your voice
full of desire for me. Niall slunped forward across ny back, releasing ny hair
and playing his hands across mnmy breasts. As he relaxed | was able to shift ny
wei ght, but | couldn't wiggle himout of me. He was still there, nonstrously
possessing me, his weight forcing ny face down agai nst you. You said ny nane
again, wanting to make love. | nanaged to turn ny face to see you; your eyes
were closed, your mouth was open. | had to get Niall out of me, but | was
pi nned beneath him Jabs with my el bows had no effect; his frantic breathing
was close by ny ear. | could feel himsoftening inside me, so | nade anot her
effort to twist my hips, raising ny body as | did so. This time | managed to
slide away fromhim but he was still there holding on to nme. | el bowed him
again, and he | oosened his grip on nme. As soon as | could | crawl ed across
your body, hugging your chest, bringing ny face to yours. You kissed me with
great passion, and pulled ne over you. |I could feel N all beside us on the
bed, sone part of him pressing against ny side.

You entered ne at last, and we nade | ove. There was no pleasure in it

for me, just relief that it was you, not Niall. Because | was squatting above
you, we were |ooking at each other. | kept ny face rigid, knowing that if I
tried to respond to you ny true feelings would be revealed. Al | could do was
nmove ny body with yours, hoping it would be enough. N all was still there; |

could feel the warnth of his body against ny | ower Ieg.

How coul d you not be aware of hin Was N all so profoundly invisible to
you that you could not hear him snell him not feel his weight on the bed,
not react to the violent contortions he had forced on ne?

As soon as you had finished | lay beside you, and we pulled the sheet
over us. | whispered that | was tired, and we lay in each other's arms with
the light out. I waited and waited as your breathing steadied and you fel
into sleep. Wien | was sure | would not disturb you, | slipped out of the bed
and went to the bathroom | showered as quietly as | could, scrubbing nyself
cl ean.

Wien | returned, the roomsnelled of French tobacco snoke.

X'V

In the norning, | said to you, "Do you renenber the puzzle that used to
be printed in children's books?"
| took a piece of paper, and made two marKks:

X 0]

"I'f you close your left eye," | said, "and |l ook with your right eye at
the cross, then nove your face closer to the paper, the nought seens to
vani sh. "

You said, That's a physical failure of the eye. The retina has only a
[imted anmount of peripheral vision

| said, "But the brain compensates for what the eye cannot see. It's not
as if the nought has _actually_ been renoved--there's no hole in the paper

You think you can still see the paper where the nought was."
You said, \What are you getting at?
| said to you, "Imagine that you are invited to a party where al nost

everyone else is a stranger. You enter the roomwhere they are standi ng



around. The peopl e are drinking, snoking, talking. No one greets you, and you
feel self-conscious. Your main awareness is the sense of a crowmd. No one
person stands out fromthe others. You take a drink and stand at the edge of
the room 1| ooking at the people, hoping to see a fam liar face. You see
someone you recogni ze, and al though he or she is talking to sonmeone el se and
doesn't cone over to you, you notice themin preference to anyone el se.

"You are still on your own, so you |l ook at the other people. The ones
you notice now are probably the wormen, maki ng qui ck judgments of their
appear ance and whet her or not they are alone. If they are with nen, you wll
noti ce themtoo. Eventually someone speaks to you, and that person then
becomes the center of your attention. Later on you will single out other
peopl e for closer notice, and then you will concentrate on each of themin
turn. There night be a man who is very drunk, a girl in a sexy dress, someone
who | aughs too loudly. As you speak to other people, they enter your sphere of
i medi at e awar eness. The ot her people, the ones you have not yet spoken to or
specifically noticed, will remain in your awareness, but only in a general or
peri pheral sense.

"During this, you will gradually becone aware of other things in the
room the food and drink, obviously. There mi ght be a donestic animal, which
you see. You will notice houseplants. You will see the furniture and carpet.
In the end, you m ght even notice how the roomitself has been decorated.

"Every object and every person in the roomis visible to you, but there
i s an unconscious order in which you become aware of them

"Always, at every party, there will be someone you _never_ notice."

| said to you, "Now, suppose you are at another gathering of people you
do not know. There are ten nmen and one woman. As you enter the roomthe wonan,
who is beautiful and vol uptuous, starts to dance and rempve her clothes. As
soon as she is naked you | eave the room How many of the nen would you be able
to describe afterward? Wuld you even be sure there were ten of them and not
nine, or an eleventh you did not notice at all?"

| said to you, "Richard, suppose you are wal king down a street and two
worren approach you. One of themis young and pretty and is wearing attractive
clothes. The other is an ol der worman, perhaps the girl's m ddl e-aged not her
and she is wearing a plain, shapel ess coat. As you pass, they both snmile at
you. Which one do you notice first?"

You said, But these are sexual responses.

"Not always," | said. "Suppose there is a group of ten people, five nen
and five wonmen. A sixth wonman approaches the group. What she will notice first
is the other wonen, and will look at themin preference to the nmen. Wnen
noti ce wonmen, just as men notice wonen. A child will notice other children

before seeing the adults. Winen notice children before they notice adults. Men
see wonen before they see children, and then they notice the other nen.

"There is a hierarchy of visual interest. In any group of people there
i s always sonmeone who is noticed _last_."

| said to you, "You are wal king down a busy shoppi ng street, |ooking for
someone you know. Let us assume it is a woman. Crowds of people, all of them
strangers to you, are pushing past. You see themall, because you are
searching for your friend. You constantly scan faces, |ooking for the one you
recogni ze. You |l ook at nen as well as wonen. Some of the faces interest you,
nost of them do not. The tinme passes, and you begin to wonder if you m ght
have m ssed seeing your friend. You know what she | ooks |ike, you saw her only
yest erday, but you begin to wonder if you will be able to spot her in the
crowmd. Perhaps she is wearing different clothes? O has done her hair
differently? You continue to | ook at the people, nmore intently, no |longer sure
of what you are | ooking for. You notice one or two other wormen who | ook |ike
your friend, and for a nonent you wonder if you have found her. Then at | ast
she appears, and the problemis over. She |ooks exactly like she did the |ast
time you saw her, and all you are aware of is the relief of finding her. Now
you notice no one else in the street, although the crowds continue to surge
past .



"Afterward, if you think about it, you will be able to recall several of
the faces you saw while you were searching. Yet in those few mnutes you
| ooked directly at possibly hundreds of faces, and were aware of thousands of
others. You | ooked at nost of them and you thought you saw them but in fact
they did not register on your mnd."

You said, But there's nothing unusual in that.

| said to you, "The point I'mnmaking is that it's normal not to notice
everyt hing around you. \Wat you see is what you choose to see, or what
interests you, or anything that is drawn to your attention. What I'mtrying to
tell you is that there are some people whomyou will _never_ see. They are too
lowin the hierarchy. In any group, they are the ones who are noticed |ast.
Ordi nary people do not know how to see them They are people who are naturally
i nvi sible, who do not know how to make thensel ves noticed."

| said, "I amnaturally invisible, R chard, and you only see nme because
I want you to see ne."

You said, That's ridicul ous.

| said, "watch, Richard."”

And | stood before you and let mnyself slip into invisibility, and when
you could not see me | hid fromyou until | saw how upset you were

| said to you, "Richard, you are naturally invisible too. You do not

know it, but you have the power to make gl ampburs around you. | can teach you
how to use that power."
You said, | can't believe |I'mhearing this.

| said, "Then you are halfway to invisibility, because disbelief is part
of it. Let me show you how to intensify your cloud."

W were sitting on the rocks of the shore near Little Haven. The sea was
at lowtide, and the sands were glistening in the sunlight. Holidaynmakers were
all around us, and far away a number of children were splashing in the
shallows. | tried to explain the technique of intensifying the cloud, keeping
away fromthe jargon used by the glans. For ne, invisibility was a way of
maki ng nyself _see_or _not see_, and in seeing or not seeing becom ng unseen
or seen.

| said, "You have to relax, develop a nental attitude of disbelief in
yoursel f."

You said, It's inpossible.

| thought about your story of filmng the riot. |I said, "Renenmber how
you felt when you were filmng. |nmagine you have a camera here. Suppose you
wanted to filmsome of these people, say those two girls sunbathing. If you
wal ked up to themwith a canera they would _notice_, they would becone
sel f-consci ous, they would start seeing thensel ves through you. How woul d you
avoi d that?"

You said, I'd use a tel ephoto Iens.

"No, go in close. Think of yourself crouching beside them the canera
right on them How would you do it?"

You said, Al right. I'Il try.
You wal ked across the beach, not directly toward the girls but seening
to anble accidentally in their direction. I saw you pause, | ook out to sea,

stare down at the sand, thinking. The two girls were teenagers, spread out on
towel s, wearing chain-store bikinis. They had a transitor radi o playing pop



nmusi c. They | ooked very young, rather plunp, not yet suntanned. Wen you
turned back to them | saw you strai ghten your back, and you shrugged one
shoul der, as if inmagining the weight of a canera. As you wal ked toward t hem

nore confidently than before, | saw your cloud intensifying. You stood beside
them crouched down. Neither of themnoticed you. There was a pause, and then
you nmoved to the radio and pushed it to one side; Still they showed no

response. One of the girls turned over and lay in the sun with one knee
rai sed. You wal ked around to | ook down at her, blocking the sun and throw ng
your shadow across her face.
When you canme back to ne you were still invisible, |aughing and
| aughi ng. W& hel d each ot her and ki ssed, and you said, Now what else can | do?
| said to you, "First | must tell you about N all."

W stayed in Little Haven for three days, then drove up the coast to St
David's. W were torn about what to do; we both felt we would |ike to go back
to London, and yet we were reluctant to finish the holiday. Everything that
stood between us before had now been cleared up, and we were in |love. The
wor ds were exchanged regularly, and the feeling was constant.

When we arrived in St. David's, the little cathedral city was crowded
with tourists and it was difficult to find somewhere to stay. The place we
eventual ly found was in a narrow side street, with nowhere to park the car. |
went up to the roomwhile you took the car to a parking lot a short distance
away.

As soon as | was inside the roomN all said, "You haven't done what |
told you to do."

| turned around in horror; he was still invisible.

"Don't conme near nme!" | said. "I'lIl screamif you touch ne."

"You said you would tell Gey about ne."

"\Where are you, N all? Show yourself."

"You know where I am Wy didn't you tell him about nme?"

"I _did_tell him He knows everything now. "

"I heard what you said. | was there. He still doesn't know about ne,
what | mean to you."

"You don't mean anything to ne!" | said. "It's finished for good. After
what you did to ne, |I'm never having anything to do with you again!"

"I need you, Susan. | can't let you go."

"You'll have to!" | went quickly across the room and opened the door. |
wanted to find you quickly before Niall could say anything else. | heard him
following me down the corridor, so | started to run. | hurried down the stairs

and through the small hotel |ounge, hoping desperately that you were
returning. Qutside in the narrow street, N all caught ny armand turned ne
around. He had nade hinself visible to nme at |ast.

I was shocked to see him A week's growth of beard shadowed his face,
his hair was unconbed and his clothes were dirty. | had never seen himlike
this; N all had al ways been dapper. H s eyes had a wild, desperate |ook, and
all the self-confidence had gone fromhim Suddenly to see hi magain brought
an abrupt change in ne. Wile he lurked invisibly around nme he was an unseen
threat, an intruder, a rapist . . . but now he was here he | ooked young
frightened, rather pathetic.

He said, "Please, Susan, | nust talk to you."



"I can't. There's nothing nore to say."

"I"d just like to be alone with you for an hour. Can't you manage that?
Just for a while? | know you hate me now, but |I'm desperate to be with you
again."

"Richard's here, and | can't leave him"

"Tell himyou want to be on your own for a while. He'll understand."
"I don't _want_to talk to you!" | said.
"Please . . . just to say goodbye?"

| saw you then, wal ki ng back toward the hotel. You saw me, and waved. As
you strode toward me | thought how lithe and fit you were, so full of
confidence, so unlike Niall

"He'll see you!" | said to Niall

"No, he won't."

You came up to us. "We've still got all afternoon. Wiy don't we find a
beach? | feel like a swm"

"Tell him" N all said.

"I think "Il walk around the shops for a while. You go on your own."

"Somnet hing' s happened, Sue . . . what is it?"

"Nothing. | just don't feel l|ike being on a beach.”

"All right. W'll do it tonorrow. I'll come shopping with you."

Ni al | was standing back fromus, his shoulders hunched. | said, "I think

I'd like to be on my own for a while."
"What's up, Sue?" you said. "You weren't like this just now "
"Nothing's wong. 1'd like to be by nyself."

You nade an exasperated gesture. "If that's howit is, I'lIl find a beach
and lie on it until you feel like being with ne again."

Ni al | was watching as | took your arm and ki ssed you affectionately on
your cheek. "I won't be long," | said.

"See you back at the hotel, then."

You stal ked off quickly, obviously irritated with ne. | stood with N al
until you had gone inside the hotel, then wal ked decisively away from hi m
Niall followed. |I led the way out of the small town into the country |anes
that surrounded it, and only then slowed the pace. | had been visible ever

since Niall spoke to nme in the room and | was determned to stay that way.
Niall too remamined visible, if only to ne.

I was with himfor the rest of the afternoon, and into the early
eveni ng.

| heard himout. He said many of the same things | had al ready heard:
that he still loved nme, that he was lonely, that he was jeal ous of you. He
said he was frightened on his own. | could harden myself against this, and
not hi ng changed.

But we talked a long tinme. | began to |earn things about himthat nade
me realize | had been blocking himtoo long. He said that he was regretting
his past, and, like me, wanted an end to the isolation of invisibility. He
want ed somewhere permanent to live, an end to the constant petty crime and
trespass. He said he was envious of the way | had been selling ny draw ngs,
and as a result had been witing nore and nore, trying to establish hinself.

H s main problemwas finding somewhere to work. Ironically, he was |osing
confidence in his invisibility and could never concentrate on his witing if
he was in sonebody el se's house with people there.

And he was convinced that no one read the manuscripts he sent off. He
never used the post office, because of the fear nost invisibles had that their
mai | woul d be overl ooked or lost, and so he always delivered to the publishers
by hand. Even so, he felt certain the manuscripts were not being read. They
were rarely returned to him and nore often than not he had to break in to the
offices to retrieve them Sonetinmes, he said, the manuscripts were still lying
where he had left them He spoke cynically of his conviction that even if his
wor k sormehow overcane this obstacle and was actually published, the printed
books woul d not be noticed or bought.

| tried drawi ng hi mout on what he had been witing, but he would only



describe the work as stories. He had al ways been secretive about his witing,
but I wished | could read some of it. He nmade a vague promi se to show ne a
manuscri pt one day, but | didn't press him

Niall would not admit as much, but | interpreted his anbition to be a
witer as a synptomof the larger problem He repeatedly described hinself as
i sol ated or lost, conparing hinmself unfavorably with ne. In the past he had
usually treated ny own wish for normality with contenpt, but now he was
different. He was frightened he would lose nme. | was his link with the rea
worl d; he said | was |like a guide dog for a blind person. He needed ne to help
himjoin the world. This was his real fear and dislike of you: that in |osing
me to you he would | ose hinsel f.

Ni al | was making a potent appeal to my loyalties. | knew the bitter
truth of what he said, and | realized he was maturing at last. | could not
harden nysel f against hearing this. | was not forgetting you, but | found
nmysel f forgiving himfor the intrusions he had made on us, even apologizing to
hi m for havi ng been unsynpathetic. | stayed silent when he tried to make ne
prom se never to see you again, but later said | did not see why we coul dn't
remain friends.

| was acutely aware of how |long | had been away fromyou, so | headed
back to the town. The sun was | owering and had | ost nost of its heat, and
knew you woul d no | onger be on the beach. N all walked with me, urging me to
confront you the nonment | saw you

W canme across you unexpectedly, wal king around in the small square near
the cathedral. You saw nme before | saw you, and ny first reaction was that you

must have seen nme with Niall. | felt confused, and acted guilty.
You said, "I've been | ooking for you. Wiere the hell have you been?"
"Wal ki ng around the shops,"” | said, painfully aware of how few shops

there were in the town. "What about you?"

"I lay on the beach for a while, then canme | ooking for you."

| had glanced at Niall, convinced you could see him

Niall said, "He doesn't know |'m here."

You had an angry | ook, and what | wanted to do was put ny arns around
you and explain and try to put it right, but Niall was there.

"I"'msorry," | said, knowing how feeble it nust sound.

"What would you like to do?" you said.

"I don't mind . . . anything you like."

"Al'l right. I'lIl leave you to it. You obviously want to be left alone.”

"I didn't say that."

You wal ked away w t hout | ooking back. | started to follow you, but your
shoul ders had a determined set to them and | knew it would have to wait unti
l[ater. | turned back to Niall, but he had di sappeared.

"Niall! Are you there?"

"I"'mhere." H's voice was cl ose besi de ne.
"Let ne see you."
"Not now. You want to be with him"

"It's not possible at the nonent, thanks to you." | |ooked around,
realizing that to the other people in the street I woul d appear to be standing
and talking to nyself. | started wal king, knowing that Niall would stay with
me. | said, "Don't you see what you're doing to hin®"

There was no reply. | carried on wal king, thinking that Niall was just
not answering, but after a few seconds | realized he had noved off and |eft
me. | turned back. Why had he suddenly gone away from me? | went back to the

pl ace where he had | ast spoken to ne, called his nane. There was no sound of
hi m

One or two passers-by were glancing at ne curiously, so | noved on
There was a small patch of grass in the center of the square, and | went over
to it and sat down on a wooden bench. The air was still warmin the evening. |
hated it when N all suddenly left ne. It confused ne and nmade ne fee
uncertain, just as it had the tine he hung up on nme. It nade ne renenber the
awf ul ness of his intrusions, the neurotic state he could induce in ne.



And worse than this, it nmade me question whether or not he had really
been there. H s sudden manifestations were those of a visitant, a voice
striking out of the air, conscience of ny past.

Until | met you, N all had never used his profound invisibility against
me. Wy?

If he cannot be seen, is he really there?

When he materializes fromnowhere, what is it | appear to see?

Such thoughts lay close to the nadness | feared. To clear ny mnd of
them | wal ked away fromthe center of the little town and headed for our
hotel. | wanted to see you whatever the circunstances, and whatever the
outcome mght be. Only in you lay certainty and sanity.

XV

You were sitting on the bed in the room reading the norning' s
newspaper, and you pretended not to notice ne.

| said, "I'mhungry, Richard. Shall we find a restaurant?"

"All right." Wthout another word you fol ded away t he paper and stood
up.

The only restaurant we |iked the | ook of was crowded, and we had to
share a small table w th another couple. Conversation was inpossible, beyond
t he barest exchange of formalities about ordering the food. W left as soon as
we could, and returned to the hotel. | was feeling sweaty and dusty after ny
| ong afternoon, so | took a shower. When | cane out you had undressed and were
lying on top of the bed. | toweled ny hair, then got in under the sheet.

| said: "I know you're angry, but if | tell you the truth, will you
l[isten?"

"I't depends what it is."

"It's Niall. He's here in town, and | saw himtoday."

| thought you woul d have guessed sonehow, but | saw the surprise
regi ster in your face.

"What the hell's he doing here?" you said. "He was in Malvern. |Is he
foll ow ng us around?"

"The only thing that matters is that he's here."

"Why should you want to see hin? |'ve had enough of this. |I'm going back
to London tonmorrow. If you want to be with your dammed boyfriend, you can stay
here.”

"I had to see him" | said. "I wanted to tell himthat everything
between himand ne is over."

"You said that before."”

"Richard, | love you."

"I don't think that's true any |onger."

"It is."

It threw me aside fromwhat | wanted to say. Everything was too
conplicated and charged with enotion. | wanted to sinplify it, start again

fromwhat | saw as the central truth: that you were the only one | wanted to
be with. But you threwit in ny face, and that made me angry too. The argui ng
becarme illogical, until we both abandoned it. An irreparable change had taken
pl ace.

In a period of quiet | started thinking about what Niall had said in the
afternoon, his need for me to tell you why he still mattered to nme. In the
desperation we had reached it felt as if it would be the only way to nmake you



understand. You had left the bed, and were paci ng about the room

Then you said, "There's something | want to know. Wy did you cone out
with all that stuff about invisibility?"

"What do you nean? You know what happened. "

"I know what you _said_ happened. What was it all about?"

"We're both naturally invisible, R chard."

"No we're not. It's a lot of bullshit."

"It's the single nost inportant fact inny life."

"Al'l right--do it now Mke yourself invisible."

"\Why 2"

"Because | don't believe you." You were staring at me with cold dislike.

"I"mupset now It's difficult.”

"Then tell me why you came out with all that crap.”

"It's not crap," | said. I concentrated on intensifying the cloud, and
after a few nonments' uncertainty felt nyself slip into invisibility. "I've
done it."

You were staring directly at me. "Then why can | still see you?"

"I don't know- -can you?"

"Plain as daylight."

"It's because . . . you know how to _look . You know where I am And
because you're an invisible too."

You shook your head.

| deepened the cloud, and within it | clinbed out of bed and noved away
to the side. It was a small room but | stood as far away fromthe bed as |
could go, pressing nyself against the polished wood of the wardrobe door. You
wer e | ooking at ne.

"I can still see you," you said.

"Richard, it's because you know _how _ Don't you understand that?"

"You're no nore invisible than | am"

"I"'mscared to go deeper."” But | tried again, staring back at your angry
face fromw thin ny cloud, wondering how | could ever convince you. | was
trying to renenber the disciplines Ms. Quayle had taught me. | knew how to
intensify the cloud, but for nmany years ny fear of the shadows had pushed ne

the other way. | always had the terror that once | entered the deepest |evels
of the glamour | would become, like N all, stuck forever.

For a nonent you frowned, |ooking away, as if watching me cross the
room | held ny breath, knowi ng you had | ost sight of me. But you | ooked back

"I can still see you," you said again, looking ne in the eyes.

The cl oud di spersed and | slunped on the bed. | began weepi ng. There was
a pause, and then you were sitting beside ne, your arm around my back. You
held ne close, and neither of us said anything. | let the tension drain out of

me, and | sobbed agai nst you.
W went to bed at last, but there was no | ovemaki ng that night. W |ay
besi de each other in the dark, and although | was exhausted | found it

i npossible to sleep. | knew that you too were awake. How much could | tell you
about Niall? If you disbelieved my invisibility, what would you say about his?
Li ke you, | knew we could not go on like this, but I was scared that if

you knew the truth I would | ose you. Niall would then haunt nme for the rest of
ny life.

Qut of the dark, you said, "When | nmet you in the square this evening,
what were you doi ng?"

"Trying to work things out."

"You seemed to be acting strangely. Was Niall watching you?"

"I think so."

"Where is he now?"

“I"'mnot sure . . . sonmewhere around."

"I still don't understand how he found us,'

"When he wants something, he's persistent.”

"He seens to have power over you. | wish to God |I knew what it was."

| lay there silently, wondering what to say. Nothing made sense that was

you sai d.



not my sense, but you would not believe that.
" Sue?"
"It's Niall," | said. "I thought you would realize . . . he's gl anorous

t 0o.

XVI |

W spent the whole of the next day driving back to London. There was a
barrier of resentnment and m sunderstandi ng between us, and | had no idea what
| could do or say to retrieve the situation. You seened hurt and angry,
unappr oachabl e by reason or lovingness. | still wanted only you, but no |onger
knew how. | was | osing you

Niall traveled back with us, sitting invisibly in the rear seat of the
car.

W canme into London during the evening rush hour, and after |eaving the
motorway it was a slow and tiresonme drive to Hornsey. You took me to ny house,

and parked the car outside. | could see the fatigue in your eyes.

"Wuld you like to cone in for a few m nutes?" | said.

"Yes, but I won't stay long."

We unl oaded ny stuff fromthe back of the car. | was watching to see
some sign of Niall, but if he clinbed out of the car he did so w thout ny
noticing. I let us into the house, closing the front door quickly, just in

case. It was a sensel ess precaution, because he had had a key for years. |
pi cked up the small stack of nmail waiting for me on the hall table, then
opened ny room door. As soon as we were inside | closed the door quickly and
bolted it, the only way | could be sure of keeping Niall out. You noticed
this, but said nothing.

| opened a wi ndow at the top, and pulled back the hal f-drawn curtains.
You sat down on the end of the bed.

You said, "Sue, we've got to sort this out. Are we going to go on seeing
each ot her?"

"Do you want to?"

"I"d like to--but not with Niall hanging around."

"It's all over, | prom se you."

"You' ve said that before. How do | know he isn't going to turn up
agai n?"

"Because he told me that if |I talked to you about him so that you know
what he thinks he's | osing, then he would accept that."

"Al'l right . . . what's the great sacrifice?"

"I told you last night. Niall is an invisible too."

"Not that again!" You stood up and noved away fromme. "I'Il tell you
what | think of all that. The only invisibility I"'maware of is this damed
ex-boyfriend who foll ows you around. |'ve never met him never seen him and
as far as |I'mconcerned he doesn't exist! You've got to get rid of him Sue!"

"Yes, | know. "

"Al'l right, we're both tired. | want to go back to my place and get sone
sleep. We'll probably feel different in the norning. Shall we nmeet for dinner

t omor r ow eveni ng?"
"Do you want to?"
"I wouldn't suggest it if | didn"t. I'll tel ephone you in the norning."
On that, after a brief kiss, we parted. | watched you drive away, and
had a superstitious feeling | would not see you again. It felt as if we had



reached a natural end, one which | had been incapable of preventing. | was
hel pl ess in the face of your doubts about invisibility. Niall had underm ned

ever yt hi ng.

| returned to ny room and cl osed the door, bolting it behind ne.

| said, "Niall, are you here?" A long silence followed. "If you're here,
pl ease tell me."

H s absence unnerved nme as nuch as his invisible presence. | wal ked
around the room thrashing nmy arms about, trying to find himin case he was
staying silent to intimdate me, but at last | was sure | was alone. | opened

nmy suitcase and hung up ny clothes, making a heap on the floor of the ones
t hat needed washing. There was no food in the place, but we had stopped for
l unch on the way and | was not really hungry. | changed ny clothes, putting on
jeans and a clean shirt. Then | renenbered the pile of mail, and sat on the
bed to go through it.

In the mddle of the stack of envel opes was a picture postcard.

XX

The postcard was unsigned, but | knew the handwiting was Niall's. The
nmessage sinply read, "Wsh you were here,"” and underneath was an X. The
pi cture was a nodern reproduction of an old bl ack-and-white photograph: a
quayside in Saint-Tropez with a | arge warehouse in the background. | tried to
deci pher the postmark, but it was snmudged and ill egi ble. The postage stanp was
French: the green head of a goddess, _France Postes_, f. 1.70.

It was undoubtedly fromN all. He never signed his name, and anyway |
knew his handwiting. Even the X was flanboyant.

| opened the other letters, skimmng through their contents, barely
regi stering them Wien | had finished | tipped the envel opes into the
wast ebasket. The picture postcard |lay on the bed.

| still had the bruise on ny thigh where Niall had kicked nme; | was
still slightly stiff fromthe bl ow on ny back. | vividly renenbered the rape,
the car with the engi ne running, the unpacked cl othes, the bar of soap dropped
on me in the night. I had seen N all, had spent nost of the previous afternoon
with him

How coul d he have been in France?

The postcard with its derisive nessage, its showy anonynity, denied
everything | had experienced in the |ast few days.

Either Niall had been followi ng ne on ny holiday with you, or he had
been in France, where he had clained fromthe outset he was.

Was | imagining everything?

I renenbered the decision | had taken: Niall _had_ to be in France,
otherwise | was accepting the madness of the invisible world. | had wanted to
act on that, but N all had appeared in Engl and.

Thr oughout our trip | had felt the fear of madness, the uncertainty of
his visitations. | |ooked to passers-by as if | were talking to nyself; you
never saw him he could rape ne while | made love to you and you never knew.
He entered and left roonms without ny seeing the door open, he was in the car
and not in the car, sitting behind us, invisible to us both.

But there were odd and authentic details: his being out of breath after
we clinbed the hill behind Malvern, the rasp of his pubic hair as he raped ne,
the clarity of those suspiciously close phone calls, the smell of Gaul oi ses
cigarettes in the roomand on his breath.



The postcard was an objective disproof of this. It was there, and it had
been mailed. It arrived in the inpartiality of a bundle of letters.

| tried to think of explanations for the card, however wld. He had
bought the card in England, and tal ked one of his friends into posting it to
me from France. But where would you come across a card like this in England?
Per haps he had found it in a shop somewhere, and thought of sending it to ne
as a way of disorienting me? Niall was capable of sonething like that, but it
was overel aborate. Maybe he had indeed travel ed to France when he said, sent
the card, then returned? But why? It was inplausible, too nmuch trouble to go

to when he had other ways of distracting ne. And | was still sure those phone
calls had cone from London
Anyway, | had _seen_ him He |ooked |ike soneone who had been trailing

us, unshaven, pale, wearing dirty clothes. He had seened realistic in every
way, bar the madness that kept himout of the real world.

Again the idea of madness. Was it ne?

Had | imagined himinto exi stence, an enbodi ment of guilt, or of ny
past, or of my conscience?

If | could nake nyself invisible to the world, was | equally capabl e of
sumoni ng anot her presence into visibility?

Had | produced N all out of my unconscious, a visitation of what |
wi shed on nyself, what | expected, what | nost dreaded?

As | sat there, these turbulent fears whirling through me, | realized
had slipped without noticing it into invisibility. My cloud had intensified
because of my terror. | pushed the postcard under the covers of the bed, out
of sight.

My invisibility-curse or talent, whichever it night be--was the only
area of my life of which | was certain. | knew what | was, and what | could
becorme. It might be ny madness, but it was all mne

| wal ked across the room and opened the | ong wardrobe door. | stared
into the mrror inside. My reflection cane back at ne: ny hair was untidy, ny
eyes were dilated. | swung the door to and fro, trying to confuse the inage,
trying to make nmysel f not see--but | was always there. | renmenbered the trick
Ms. Quayle had played on nme, concealing a mirror so that in ny surprise
failed to see nyself. Only Ms. Quayle had believed in ny talent nore than
di d.

Both Niall and you eroded ny self-confidence, in different ways: Ni al
by his behavior, you by disbelieving. | had thought that by bringing you into
the world of the invisibles you would see nme as | really was, and by
under st andi ng woul d show nme the way out of it. Nall, for converse reasons,
hel d ne back, or tried to. You were each the conpl enent of the other
suspendi ng me between you

Whi chever way | turned | seened to be |osing nmy mnd.

| stared at the reflection of nyself, knowing | could not trust even
that. It made ne look as if | were there, when | knew | was not.

You said you saw nme, when | knew you coul d not.

Only Niall knew me for what | really was, and | could not trust him at
all.

I ran out to the hall and picked up the tel ephone. | dialed your nunber
and the ringing tone was sounding before | realized | had brought no coins.
Anyway, there was no answer.

Back in ny room the postcard fromN all was still to be expl ai ned.
stared at it for a while, thinking of its consequences, then propped it up on
the shelf over the gas fire. It was safest to treat it as just another
postcard, sent by a friend on holiday.

I went through the rest of ny mail again--one letter enclosed a
much- needed check, and another a conmission for sone artwork--then | undressed
and went to bed.

The first thing | did in the nmorning was to tel ephone you. After a few
rings you answered, and | slipped in two coins before we spoke.

"Richard? It's me . . . Sue."



"I thought you m ght have called | ast night.’
and | wondered if | had woken you up

"I did try, but there was no answer." You said nothing, and | couldn't
renenmber if we had made a firmarrangenment that | would ring you. "How are
you?" | said.

"Tired. What are you doi ng today?"

"I"'mgoing in to visit the studio. There was a letter

Your voi ce sounded husky,

there's a job for me. | can't afford to let it go."

"WIl you be out all day?"

"Mdst of it," | said.

"Shall we neet this evening? 1'd like to see you and |'ve got sone
news. "

"News? What is it?"

"I"ve been offered some work. |I'Il tell you about it this evening."

W made arrangenments about when and where to neet. Talking to you | had
a nmental image of you sitting on the floor by your phone. | imagined you with
your hair rmussed fromthe bed, your eyes still half closed; | wondered if you
slept in pajamas when you were al one. The thought made ne feel affectionate
toward you, and | wished | could see you at once. | wanted to visit your flat

again, be with you in your home, not always traveling around fromone hotel to
the next, never sure if N all was watching. For some reason | thought of your

flat as safe from N all, although there was no reason why it should be.
Thi nki ng of you there remi nded ne of the day of the storm when we had
pl anned our holiday. |I remenbered your collection of postcards.

| said, "Wile we were away, someone sent nme a postcard. It wasn't you,
was it?"
"Postcard? Wiy should | do that?"

"Whoever sent it didn't signit." |I thought of Niall's distinctive
handwiting. "It was an old card . . . the sort you collect."

"Vell, it wasn't ne."

| said, "Wen | see you this evening, would you bring sone of your cards
al ong? The places you wanted to visit, in France--1'd like to | ook at them
again."
XX

| visited the studio in town, and collected the work they wanted ne to
do. | made a start on it at home in the afternoon, but ny nmind was el sewhere.
To neet you in the evening | had to take a bus across North London; when we
had agreed on the place | had been thinking | would be com ng straight from

the West End. It was a tube station, fairly close to your apartment. | arrived
bef ore you, but as soon as | saw you, wal king up fromthe direction of the
flat, | was so glad and relieved to see you that all my worries vani shed.

ran toward you, and we stood for a long tine kissing and hol di ng each other as
the traffic went by.

W wal ked back to your flat, armin arm and we went to bed as soon as
we were there. So nmuch had happened since we |ast nmade | ove, but to be

t oget her again made everything right. Afterward we wal ked up the hill to
Hanmpst ead and found a restaurant.

Feeling relaxed with you, | tal ked about ny day and the comm ssion | had
received. | deliberately did not think about or nention Niall

Then you said, "Don't you want to hear ny news?"



"You said you'd been offered some work."

"A camera job. I'mthinking of accepting it."
"Why shoul dn't you?"
"Because it'll nean going away for a while. Maybe as long as two weeks."

You expl ai ned about the political tension in Central America, the reason a
British crew was wanted. You appeared to be doubtful about telling ne this,
and at first | assunmed it was because the work woul d be dangerous.

"\What about it, Sue? Should | accept?"

"Not if you think you mght be killed."

You nade a di smissive gesture. "I'mthinking about you. If | go away for
a couple of weeks, will you be here when | get back?"

"Of course | wll!"

"What about Niall, Sue? Is that all over?"

"I"'msure it is."

"Have you seen hi mtoday?"

"No, and | don't even know where he is."

"You'd better be sure of this. Niall and | don't mx. Either you put the
past behind you, or we've had it."

| took your hand across the table. "Richard, | |ove you."
| meant it then, as | had al ways done, but | knew in ny heart that the
problem of N all was not yet solved. | changed the subject. | told you to take

the job, to be careful, and to cone back as soon as you could. Wth that |
i nplied what you wanted to hear, and sincerely nmeant to do so. You tal ked a
little nore about the work--the other men you woul d be working with, where you
woul d be going, the sort of stories you were supposed to be covering. | wished
it were possible for nme to go with you

You had brought some of your postcards to the restaurant, and you gave
themto me to look at. | glanced through themquickly, trying to give the
i mpression that nmy curiosity was idle. There were pictures of Grenoble, Nice
Anti bes, Cannes, Saint-Raphael, Saint-Tropez, Toulon, all of them depicting
the places in their innocent past. There were only two of Saint-Tropez: one
showed a beach near the village, the other was a view of one of the streets,
with a glinpse of the harbor through the houses.

You said, "Wat are you | ooking for?"

"Nothing." | stacked the cards together and passed them back to you.

"You said on the phone that someone had sent you an old card. Was it one
i ke these?"

"No . . . | think it's a nodern reproduction.”

"Who sent it? Was it Noall?"

| tried to laugh lightly. "OF course not. You know where Niall has been
for the last few days."

"I know where you said he was. You also told ne he was in France--that
was why you didn't want to go there.”

"Ch yes," | said.

"Come on, let's get the bill." You turned your head away with a sharp
nmoverrent and | saw your angry expression. The waitress came over and you paid

the bill. Mnents later we were in the street, retracing our steps toward your
flat. This time | was not invited in. W went straight to your car, parked
outside. | saw you toss the postcards onto the back seat before you unl ocked

t he passenger door for ne.

W drove in silence to Hornsey. Qutside ny house, | said, "Wuld you
like to come in for a while?"

"I know you probably think |I'm being unfair, but you' ve got to quit

deceiving nme about Niall." | tried to say sonething, but you went on. "You're
the only woman |'ve ever loved, but |I'"'mdamed if this is going to go on any
longer. 1'll be away for a couple of weeks. That should give you enough tine

to make up your mind what it is you want."
"You mean | have to choose between you and N all."
"You've hit it."
"I"ve already chosen, Richard. It's just that Nall won't accept it."



"Then you'll have to nake him™"

As soon as | was back in my rooml took down N all's postcard and tore
it into small pieces. | flushed the whole thing down the |lavatory. The
foll owi ng day you tel ephoned to say you were flying out to Managua t hat
eveni ng, and promi sed you woul d get in touch as soon as you were hone.

Two days after you left, N all returned.

What then foll owed was ny own doing, the result of a decision. You had
given me an ultimatum one that | knew you neant. You forced a choice between
you and Niall, and I chose N all

I had been wong to think | could start a newlife and | eave Ni al
behind nme; the plain fact was that Niall was haunting ne, and would go on
doing so until he had his way. | could no | onger stand the tornment, the
feeling of being torn between you. | had had enough

Li ke you, Niall saw everything in terms of the other man. What | had to
do was prove | had grown away fromhim and to do that | had to be alone with

him | hoped all this could be acconplished before you returned, but if that
was not to be, then | was prepared to | ose you
This was not a cold decision. Wen Niall turned up | was still holding

on, waiting for you to cone back, but as soon as | saw him| realized what |
was going to have to do.

He arrived outside ny door, having let hinmself into the house with his
key. | slid back the bolts, and he wal ked in. He | ooked well. He was
cl ean-shaven, wearing new cl ot hes, and was exuding sone of his old air of
sel f-confidence. He was in good spirits, and when | told himyou were away he
said only that he knew it woul d never have worked out. He noved back in on ne
as if nothing had changed, and although | would not let himstay that first
night, afterward we were sl eeping together again.

Where had he been? | never asked himdirectly, nor did we refer to the
afternoon in St. David's. Nothing was certain: if he had been in the South of
France he had none of the suntan | would expect, but | noticed that the
Gaul oi ses he was snoking did _not_ have the UK governnent health warning, as
if they had been bought froma duty-free shop. He had brought me a liter
bottl e of Cbtes-de-Provence, describing it as "the local plonk," but a few
days later | noticed a |ocal wine nerchant was selling identical bottles.

| never asked hi mabout the postcard, | never nentioned the intrusions,
t he beating he had given ne, the rape. Frankly, | was scared of what he woul d
say.

If he really had been in France, what had been happening to nme while
was with you? If he had been foll owi ng us around, who sent ne the postcard?

I was glad of the mental respite, the freedomto concentrate on one
probl em which | knew could be solved in the end. I _would_ convince himwe
were finished, and I _would_ get himout of my life for good, but as the tine
passed | realized it was going to take |onger than the few days renaining.

The worst possible thing happened. You returned fromyour trip two or
three days earlier than | had thought, and came to the house wi thout
tel ephoning first. | was in bed with Niall when | heard the house bell ring.
Soneone el se opened the door, and | heard your voice. In panic, | |eaped out
of bed and pulled on my dressing gown, renmenbering in time to make nysel f
visible. Niall lay naked on the bed behind ne, visible to me, invisible to



you. As you knocked on mny door | glanced back at himand saw how his

expression had changed. Monents before, we had been |lying sleepily together

chatting idly, Niall smoking a cigarette; now he | ooked alert and frightened.
He said, "If that's who | think it is, get rid of him"

"Don't do anything, Nall," |I said quietly. "Please don't |et himknow
you're here."
| opened the door, and you were standing there. | was too shocked by

your sudden arrival to know what to say, but backed guiltily into the room
clutching the untied dressing gown across ny body.

"You're still in bed!" you said, and gl anced at your watch. You | ooked
tired and confused.

"I was having a lie-in."

"Are you on your own?"

"Can you see anyone?"

"Niall's been here, hasn't he?"

"Tell himI'mhere now," Niall said. | |ooked back at him and he was
standi ng by the bed; his noment of fright had been replaced by a hard,
det erm ned expression. Knowi ng the worst of him what he was capabl e of, |
st epped between the two of you. Niall's tenmper was unpredictable.

"Richard, let me explain--"

"No, don't say anything--you don't have to. | suppose | asked for this.
God, what's the bloody tinme? My watch is wong."

"It's half-past eleven,"” N all said, and took nmy clock fromthe shelf
and shook it in front of your face. | noved again, trying to el bow N all back.

"It's late norning," | said. "I was just about to get up."

"I was just about to get up you again,"” N all said, crudely.

"But you have been seeing Niall again, haven't you?"

"I had to. You forced ne to nake a choice, and that's all there is to
say.

"Then it's finished, Sue."

"You know what annoys me nost?" N all said, noving again. "lIt's when he
calls you Sue. Get rid of him™"

"Wel |l ?" you said.

"Al'l right. Let's leave it at that."

"I just wish to God I knew what it is that N all has over you. |Is he
going to run your life forever?"

"I told you," | said. "Niall's glanorous too."

You | ooked inpatient. "Not that again!"

"What do you see in this cretin, Susan?" N all said.

I could no |longer attenpt to control a three-way conversation.
retreated, and went to sit on the edge of the bed. | stared hopelessly at the
fl oor.

"Sue, what has glanour to do with this?"

"Not glamour," | said. " _The_ glanour. N all has the gl anour."

"You can't be serious!"”

"It's the nobst inmportant thing in ny life, and in yours too if only you
knewit. W're all invisible, can't you get that into your head?"

In ny misery | knew !l was sinking into invisibility. | no |onger cared,
no | onger wanted anything but to be rid of you both. N all was standing beside
you, ludicrously naked, his face set in that unpl easant conbi nation of
arrogance and i nadequacy that showed when he felt threatened. You had a stupid
| ook, as you stared around the room

You said, "Sue, | can't see you! What's happeni ng?"

| said nothing, knowing that even if | spoke you would be unable to
hear. You stepped back, placed your hand on the door and opened it a few
i nches.

"That's right, Gey. Tine to fuck off."

| said, "Shut up, Nalll"

But you nust have heard, because you | ooked sharply toward ne.

"He's here, isn't he?" you said. "Niall's here now"



| said, "He's been with us ever since | net you. If you had | earned how
to look when | tried to show you, you would have seen him™

"Where is he?"

"I"mhere, you stupid bastard!"

Niall's voice was suddenly stronger than ever before, and | realized
that for the last few seconds his cloud had been thinning. It was nore
di spersed than | had ever seen it.

"I"'mhere, Gey!" Niall said, waving his arnms, noving around. He kicked
out at you with his foot, catching you on the shin. You reacted in surprise,
and | ooked intently at Niall. He was closer to visibility than |I had thought
was possible for him and | knew you could see him or sonething of him You
whirl ed around, shoving Niall out of the way, snatched the door open and went
outside, slanmming it behind you. Monents later the street door slanmmed too. |
sprawl ed across the bed and started to cry. | could hear N all moving around,
but | closed ny nmind to him Wen |I next |ooked, he was standing with his
peacock cl othes on, |ooking both defiant and shaken

“I'I'l call in later, Susan," he said.

"Don't!" | cried. "I never want to see you again!"

"He won't cone back, you know. "

"I don't care! | don't want to see him and | don't want to see you! Now

get out of here!"
"Il call you when you've cal med down."
"I won't answer. Just get to hell out of here, and don't come back!"
"I"'mgoing to fix Gey . "

"Cet out!" | ran fromthe bed, opened the door and shoved hi mthrough
pushing it against his weight and then bolting it. He banged on the door and
called sonething to ne, but |I didn't listen. | lay on the bed and pressed the
pillow over nmy ears. | was utterly sick of everything, blamng nyself, blamng
you, blamng N all

Along time later, when | dressed and went out for a walk, | discovered

| had becone visible.

| had grown used to being visible with you, and | was accustoned to the
feeling, but now!| was alone. There was no ot her cloud near ne from which
could draw strength. My visibility had become nmy normal state. It felt odd,

i ke new cl ot hes.

When | was back in ny room | tried to make nyself invisible. It was
nore difficult than I would have believed, a strain to sustain it. As soon as
| relaxed, | slipped into visibility again.

By the time evening cane | knew that everything | had sought was now
mne. It seemed ironical, but deserved, that | had had to |l ose you to gain it.

That was the day of the car bonb, but | did not hear about it for sone
time. | had no television and read no newspapers, and anyway ny interior
preoccupati ons were flooding everything. | worked at ny drawi ng board unti
l[ate into the night.

| went into the West End the next day to visit the studio, and | earned
from newspaper placards and headlines that a bonb had been set off outside a
police station in northwest London. Six people had been killed, and severa
nore had been seriously injured. It did not occur to ne that you m ght have
been one of them

I saw nothing of Niall for alnost a week, then one day he turned up at
the house. He rang the bell at the Street door, and when I went out | found

himin a subdued, defensive nood. | felt no shock at seeing him
He said, "I won't come in, Susan. | wanted to see how you are."
"I"'mfine. You can cone in for a fewmnnutes if you like."
"No. | was just passing." He was acting guiltily, avoiding ny eyes. "I
suppose you' ve heard the news?"
| shook ny head. "I don't read the papers.™
"I thought not. You'd better read this one." He passed ne a copy of _The

Times_, rolled up tightly. | started to unfurl it. "Don't |ook at it now, "
Niall said. "Read it inside."



| said, "Is it about Ri chard?"

"You'll see what it is. And there's something el se.

You said you wanted to read what |'ve been witing. | wote this for
you--1 don't want it back."

He passed over a manila envel ope sealed with transparent tape.

"What's happened to Richard?" | said, the newspaper already half open

"It's all in there,” N all said, and turned and wal ked qui ckly away.

| opened the newspaper as | stood in the doorway, and by reading the
main story | found out at |ast about the car bonb, and what had happened to
you. Mdst of the news was about the police hunt for the terrorists, with new
security neasures being introduced, but | |earned that you and the ot her
i njured people were in intensive care, under police protection. It turned out
that one of the terrorists had been injured in the blast, and the others had
i ssued a macabre warning that "wi tnesses" would be elimnated. Even the
hospital in which you were being treated was kept a secret.

| bought every newspaper | could find, and foll owed the story for as
long as it was prom nent. You were the worst injured of all the victins, and
the last to be renoved fromthe danger list. | knowthat if | had really tried
I woul d have been allowed to visit you earlier, but | sincerely believed that
seei ng me m ght have done you nore harmthan good.

In the end only one newspaper carried occasional bulletins about your

progress, follow ng what they called your "story." Fromthis paper | |earned
that you had been noved to a conval escent hospital, and at long last | plucked
up the courage to try to see you. | tel ephoned the newspaper, and they

arranged everyt hi ng.

As soon as | saw you, that norning with the reporter, the first thing
noti ced was that you had | ost your gl anour.

This is what happened to you, Richard, in the weeks before the car bonb.
Do you now renenber ?

Part VI

Three weeks after returning to London, Richard G ey was offered fil mng
work in Liverpool. It was to be a fourday assignnent, operating the canera for
a tel evision docunentary about urban renewal in the wake of the Toxteth riots.
It woul d be physically demanding on him but the unit would be working wth
full union crew, including camera assistants, and after an hour's indecision
he accepted. He caught the train to Liverpool the foll ow ng day.

It tenporarily solved the problemof what to do. He felt frustrated by
the continuing stiffness in his body, and was restless to be working again.
Anyway, his nmoney was at |ast beginning to run | ow. There was tal k of
conpensation being paid by the Home Office, and correspondence was going to
and fro between a solicitor and his MP, but it was not something he was
counting on.

Until the filmwork came al ong, Grey had been hobbling through his life,
| earning again how to go shopping, to the novies, to the pub. Everything had



to be taken slowy. Once a week he went to the physiotherapy departnent at
Whittington Hospital to be manipul ated and exercised; he was inproving, but it
was very gradual. He wal ked as rmuch as he coul d, because al though imedi ately
afterward he felt tired and unconfortable, the longtermeffect was a steady
easing of his left hip. The stairs outside his apartment were a constant
obstacl e, but he found he could manage. Driving was difficult, because using
the clutch pedal put a strain on his hip. Wiat he needed was a car with
automatic transmission, but this would have to wait until nore noney arrived.

Leavi ng London woul d nean a break from Sue, sonething which a few weeks
bef ore he woul d never have dreaned he wanted, but which now seenmed essenti al
He had to have time away from her to think about other things, clear his nind
alittle.

Grey wished fervently that she had turned out to be in reality what she
had appeared to be at first: a girlfriend fromhis | ost weeks with whom a
rel ati onship could be continued, renewed by the freshness of rediscovery. Wen
he first met her he had found her oddness intriguing and wi nsone, hinting at
| ayers of buried conplexity which patience would rel ease.

He still found her physically attractive, she interested him and great
tenderness existed. As his body heal ed, their physical rel ationship becane
nore exciting and satisfying. But the difference was that she said she | oved
him whereas in his innernost self Gey knew he did not feel the sane. He
i ked her and he wanted to know her better and nore intinmately, but he did not
| ove her. He was enotionally dependent on her, m ssed her when they were
apart, felt protective of her, but still he did not |ove her

The problemwas their past together.

He did not feel about it. Menories of sorts now came from his | ost
weeks, but they were fragnmentary and di sconcerting, appearing from sone
subconsci ous or nearconscious |evel of his mind

Real nenories are a nuddl e of overl ooked experience; odd and irrel evant
facts lurk in the mnd, stubbornly unforgotten after a period of years;
snatches of forgotten tunes appear unsunmoned in the head; strange
associ ations exist--a snell will evoke a particular event, a color will be an
i nexplicable rem nder of a place visited long ago. G ey had such normal nenory
capabilities concerning nost of his past life, but his amesiac period was
still closed to him

What nmenories he had of that time cane to himwith a superficial
accuracy that he sensed was unreliable. Hs mind told himstories, gave him
anecdot es and sequences that had a shallow plausibility. The anal ogy he made
for it was a filmthat had been edited, so that narrative continuity was
al ready there.

The rest of his nenories, his old life, were |ike uncut rushes,
unsorted, unassenbl ed, hanging around in the can of his nind for order to be
edited into them

He now recogni zed that his nenories of France were nostly fal se,
projected onto his mnd fromsome quirk of the unconscious. He knew he had not
been to France--or not, at least, at the time he renenbered. Some parts of the
story were true: he had nmet Sue, there was the business with Niall, there had
been a holiday together, he had been filmng in Central America, there had
been a final row

But then there was Sue's account of their past together, and here the
real gap appeared.

While she indirectly confirmed his edited nenories, her story was
somet hing he had only _heard_. He could accept what she said in the way he
m ght read and accept sonething in a book or a newspaper. She obviously
bel i eved that once she told her story sone buried unconsci ous nmenory woul d be
triggered, and his real nmenories of the same incidents would leap into his
m nd. He had wanted to believe that too, and throughout had waited for
somet hing he could identify, a resonant inage, sone nonent of psychol ogi ca
convi ction opening the way to the rest. It had not cone. Her story remained a
story, and it was as yet renote from him



If anything, it had deepened the problem of his forgotten period. She
had in a sense shown himanother edited film ready-made, conplete in itself.

The nmuddl e of reality still eluded him

H s present msgivings, though, centered on two other areas. There was
Sue's enphasis on her clains to invisibility, and her obsessive and
destructive relationship with N all

Once before in his life Grey had been briefly involved in a triangular
situation. Al though he had genuinely cared for the woman at the center of
that, and had tried not to put pressure on her, the constant indecision, the
to-ings and fro-ings of loyalty and his own unavoi dabl e feelings of sexua
jealousy had ultimately poi soned the affair. He had sworn afterward never
again to get involved with sonmeone |eading a double life, yet this was exactly
what he appeared to have done with Sue. Somnething very powerful nust have
drawn himto her.

Sue said that Niall was no | onger bothering her, and that she had not
seen him since the day he gave her the copy of _The Tines_. It certainly
appeared to be true that there was no one else in her life at the nonent.

Ni all remained a factor, though

It was as if she was holding something in reserve about him as if,
shoul d he suddenly reappear, he would again denand a place in her life. N al
had becone a subject neither of themraised, and by not being discussed he
remai ned di stant but ommi present.

Invisibility deepened the division

Grey was a practical man, trained to use eye and hand. Hi s vocation was
with visual images, lit and seen and phot ographed. \Wat he saw he believed in;
what he did not see was not there.

Li stening to Sue's account of her life, he thought at first that her
endl ess tal k of invisible people was allegorical in some way, a description of
an attitude to life. Maybe this was so, but he knew she al so neant it
literally and physically. She mmintained that sone people could escape being
seen through the failure of others to notice them That he, Gey hinmself, was
of the sanme condition was frankly incredible to him

Yet Sue's account of this was that she had awakened himto it, that she
had denonstrated to himthe talent he had. Now, she clainmed, it was latent in
hi m agai n, shocked out of himby the assault of his injuries. If he remenbered
how, she said, he would rediscover it.

Li stening to her, the doubts she frequently expressed, the tal k of
madness and del usion, he wondered if the explanation |lay there. The sheer
obsession of Sue's insistence was itself close to delusion--a mad jargon, the
desperation of persistent but illogical belief.

H s was the sort of mind that demanded proof, and, failing that,
evidence. It seemed to himthat it would be sinple to settle the matter one
way or another, but Sue was maddeni ngly inprecise. Invisible people were
_there_, they could be _seen_, but unless you knew how to see they woul d not
be noticed .

They went out one day to Kensington High Street, mngling with the
crowds of shoppers on a busy afternoon. Sue pointed out a number of people,
claimng that they were invisibles. Sonmetines Grey could see who she neant,
sometines he could not. He photographed themall. The results were
i nconcl usive: when the prints canme back fromthe processor, the crowds were
just crowds, and he and Sue could only argue whether this person had been
visible at the tinme, or that couple was invisible.

"Make yourself invisible," Grey said. "Do it now, while |I watch."

"I can't."

"But you said you could."

"It's different now It's not easy for ne anynore."

"You can still do it, though."

"Yes, but you know how to _see_ ne.

Nevert hel ess, she tried. After nmuch frowning and concentration she
decl ared herself to be invisible, but as far as Grey was concerned she was



still there, noticed in the room She accused himof disbelieving her, but it
was not as straightforward as that. He believed, for instance, in the fact of
her appearance.

She had al ways attracted himwith the neutrality of the way she | ooked.
Everyt hi ng about her was plain: her skin was fair, her hair was |ight brown,
her eyes were hazel, her features were regular, her figure was slim She was
of average height, and her clothes sat naturally on her body. Wen she noved,
she did so quietly. Her voice was pl easant but unremarkable. A disinterested
gl ance at her might disniss her as dull and nousy, but to Gey, interested in
her and involved with her, she was unusually attractive. Wat he perceived in
her was hi dden by the plainness of the surface; sonething electric cane from
wi thin. When they were together he was al ways wanting to touch her. He |iked
the way her face changed when she smiled, or was preoccupi ed. When they nmade
love he felt that their bodies bl ended wi thout touching, an inprecise
sensation that he experienced every tine but which he could never define. It
was as if she were a conplenent to him sonmeone who responded to his inmediate
needs.

She cl ai med that by disbelieving her invisibility he was rejecting
everything she had told him but in fact this conceal ed quality of her
intrigued him

She was not invisible to him or not in any way he understood the word,
but she was for all that an _inexact_ person. This did persuade himthat her
clains had an inner truth, and he believed he was a long way fromrejecting
her .

Even so, the trip to Liverpool gave himthe opportunity to reflect.

The sea could always be felt in Liverpool; the great riverfront with the
vi ew across to Birkenhead, the glinpse of the Irish Sea to the west, the
sel f-confident architecture of the Victorian shipping offices, the snell of
water on the gusting wind. Anay fromthe center, but not far away, where the
bui | di ngs were neaner and the streets were narrower, the sea evidenced itself
differently: a grimredlight district of slumhouses, enpty warehouses where
bonded goods had once been stored, pubs with naritinme nanes, cleared areas
fronted with advertising posters selling Jamaican rumand airlines to Anerica
Here was Toxteth, where bel ated governnent intervention was trying to
i mpose comunity spirit on a place where transi ence had al ways been the norm
It was good to be working with an Arriflex again, feeling its |unpy
wei ght on his shoul der, the nol ded eyepi ece against his brow Gey greeted the
wor kaday canera with a sense of quiet reunion, anazed to di scover how natura
it still felt in his hands, how his vision was narrowed and sharpened by
seei ng and thinking through the viewfinder. But he was used to working with a
smal l er crew, and the | arge nunber of people around hi mdi sconcerted him at
first. He felt he was on trial, that they were waiting to see if he still knew
what to do, but within a short time of starting he realized that these were
his own fears and everyone el se was too busy with his own job to be thinking
about him
He settled to the work, glad to be doing again what he was best at. The
first day's shooting exhausted hi m because he was out of practice in other
ways, and the norning of the second day his | eg and shoul ders were pai nful
The work absorbed him though, and he knew that these few days were worth a



hundred hours of physiotherapy.

The director was an experienced docunentary nmaker, and they kept easily
to the schedule. They were always finished with filmng by late afternoon
| eaving the evenings free. The crew were staying at the Adel phi Hotel, a
glorious Victorian extravaganza in the center of the city, and each evening
nost of the people stayed in to drink in the large palmfilled mezzanine bar
For Grey it was an opportunity to talk shop, swap stories about old
assignments, catch up on gossip about people he knew. There was tal k of nore
jobs com ng up, a chance to work on contract in Saudi Arabia, a story
developing in Italy.

It was all radically different fromthe |ast few weeks when he had been
obsessed with hinmself and Sue, her bizarre story and cl austrophobic
rel ati onshi ps. He tel ephoned her fromhis roomone eveni ng, and hearing her
voice, thin and faint down the trunk line, gave himthe sense of drilling a
| ong tunnel back to something he had already |eft behind. She said she was
[onely without him. . . wanted himback with her quickly . . . sorry about
everything . . . different now He uttered reassurances, feeling glib, trying
to make them sincere. He still wanted her, yearned for |ovemaking with her
but while he was away it all felt as different as she said.

They shot the | ast footage on the fourth evening. The |ocation was a
wor ki ngmen' s club, a snoky barn loud with nmusic and rai sed voices. Gey
arrived early with his assistants and set up the lights for the interviews,
wi dened a few gangways for the camera to dolly along. To one side there was a
smal |l platformw th a nunmber of spotlights, nusical amplifiers stacked unused
under covers at the back. The acoustics were bright, and the soundman w nced
at the amount of echo when he took a level. Mst of the club nenbers were nen,
wearing suits w thout neckties, and the few wonen kept their outdoor coats on
Everyone drank from strai ght glasses, talking noisily over the recorded band
musi ¢ conming fromthe | oudspeakers. As the place filled up and the bouncers
took up their positions by the bar and the door, Grey was reninded of a pub in
Nort hern Irel and where he had been filning a few years before. That had had
the sane spartan decor: plain tables and chairs, bare floorboards, beer-mats
and ashtrays from breweries, overhead lights with cheap | anpshades, the bar
itself lit by fluorescent tubes.

They started filmng: a few establishing shots of the crowded room
cl ose-ups on a few drinkers, and then a nunber of interviews: how many people
wer e unenpl oyed, what life was |ike, prospects of noving away, a works closure
i mpendi ng.

The main entertai nment of the evening was a stripper, who cane onto the
pl atform wearing a gaudy sequined outfit that had obviously seen nmuch use.
Grey took the camera on his shoul der and noved in to filmher act. Seeing the
canera, the woman put on an el aborate show, grinacing sexily, grinding her
backsi de, stripping off her costume with exaggerated gestures. She | ooked to
be in her mddle thirties--overweight, with a bad conpl exi on under her makeup
stretch marks on her belly, and pendul ous breasts. \Wen she was naked she
junped down fromthe platform Gey followed her with the camera as she went
fromtable to table sitting on | aps, spreading her legs, letting her breasts
be fingered, a look of grimgaiety on her face.

When she had gone and the canera was being reinstalled on the dolly,
Grey stood to one side, renenbering.

There had been a stripper in that bar in Belfast. He and the soundnman
had gone there in the mddl e of the evening, after a sectarian shooting had
taken place. They arrived just as the anbul ances and police were | eaving, and
all there was left to filmwere bullet holes in the wall and broken gl ass on
the floor. Because it was Belfast the blood was soon mopped up and the
commotion di ed down, and even as they were filmng the drinking went on and
new custoners arrived. A stripper came on and went through her act, and G ey
and the soundman had stayed to watch. Just as they were about to |eave, the
gunmen abruptly returned, pushing through the crowd near the door and shouting
threats. Both carried Armalite rifles, pointed upward. Wthout thinking what



he was doing, Grey hefted the canera to his shoulder and started filmng. He
forced his way through the crowd, going right up to the gunmen, filmng their
faces. He was there when they opened fire, punping a dozen rounds into the
ceiling, bringing plaster down in flakes and | unps. Then they left.

Gey's filmwas never transmitted, but it was later used by the security
forces to identify the men, and they were arrested and convi ct ed.

Grey's reckless act of courage had been rewarded by a cash bonus from
the network, but the incident was soon forgotten. What no one, including G ey,
coul d understand was why the gunmen had let himfilmthem why they had not
shot him

Standing there in the racket of the drinking club in Liverpool, Gey was
renmenberi ng somet hi ng Sue had said. She had rem nded himof the story he nust
have told her, of filmng in the street riot. She said: in the heat of the
nmonent you made yoursel f invisible.

Had that happened in the bar in Belfast too? Was there after al
somet hing in what she sai d?

He conpleted the rest of the filmng in the club, now feeling
sel f-consci ous, thinking himself an intruder into the depressing lives of
t hese peopl e, and was gl ad when the equi pnent was packed up and they coul d
return to the hotel

As soon as he was awake in the norning, Gey tel ephoned Sue at the
house. She cane to the phone sounding groggy with sleep. He told her that the
schedul e had had to be extended, and that he would not be back in London for
anot her two days. She sounded di sappoi nted, but did not question him She said
she had been doi ng sone thinking, and wanted to talk to him Gey prom sed he
woul d contact her as soon as he was back, and they hung up

After breakfast the crew net in the | obby before di spersing. Grey noted
down a few phone nunbers, and provisionally arranged to nmeet the producer in
London the foll owi ng week. Wen they had all said their farewells, he hitched
alift in the car of the assistant director, who was driving to Manchester
Grey was dropped off a short bus ride away fromthe suburb where Sue had said
she was born.

He | ocated the address in a tel ephone directory and wal ked t hrough the
residential streets to find it. The house was a prewar detached villa,
standing in a short cul -de-sac.

A woman answered the door, smling at himbut |ooking cautious.

"Excuse me, are you Ms. Kew ey?"

"Yes. Can | help you?"

"You have a daughter Susan, living in London?"
The smile disappeared. "It's not bad news, is it?"
"Not at all. My nanme's Richard Gey, and I'ma friend of Susan's. 1've

been working around here, and | thought 1'd call on you and say hello."
"There hasn't been an accident, has there?"

"I"'msorry--1 should have tel ephoned first. Susan's fine, and she sends
her love. | didn't nean to alarmyou."

"You said your name was . . . ?"

"Richard Grey. Look, if it's inconvenient, I--"

"Wuld you like to come in for a fewnmnutes? |'Il make sone tea."

There was a long corridor inside, with a glinpse through to a kitchen at



the far end. Carpeted stairs rose fromthe hall, with small framed paintings
hanging fromthe wall. He was shown into the front room where chairs and
ornanents were set out with neat precision. Ms. Kew ey bent down to light the
gas fire, and straightened slowy.

"Isit tea you would like, M. Gey? O | could make sone coffee." Her
accent was northern, with no detectable trace of the Scottish he had expected.

"Tea, please. |'msorry to arrive w thout warning, but--"

"I"'malways glad to neet Susan's friends. | won't be a nmonment."

There was a phot ograph of Sue on the mantel pi ece: her hair was | onger
and tied back with a ribbon. She | ooked much younger, but her awkward way of
sitting when she knew she was being | ooked at was the same. The photo was
nounted in a frane, and the name of the studio was inscribed in one corner. He
guessed it had been taken shortly before she |eft hone.

Grey prow ed quietly around the room sensing that it was not often
used. He could hear voices and the novenment of crockery at the distant end of
the corridor. He felt like an intruder, know ng that Sue would be furious if
she found out what he was doing. He heard voices com ng down the corridor, so
he sat down in one of the chairs by the fire. A wonan said," 'Bye now, My.
["lIl pop in again tonorrow. "

"'Bye, Alice." The front door opened and cl osed, and Sue's nother cane
into the roomwith a tray.

They were overpolite and unconfortable with each other, Gey because of
his uncertain notives for being there, and Ms. Kew ey presumably because of
hi s unannounced arrival. She | ooked rather ol der than he woul d have expected
Sue's nmother to be, with hair already white and a slight stiffness in her
noverents. But her face was unm stakably like Sue's, and he was pl eased at
glinpsing little simlarities in gesture.

"Are you the friend who is a photographer?" she said.

"That's right . . . well, I'"'ma filmcameraman."

"Ch yes. Susan told us about you. You were in an accident, weren't you?"

They tal ked for a while about the bonb and his spell in the hospital
Grey surprised to learn that Sue had tal ked about himto her parents.
Real i zi ng that what people say to their parents is often a guarded form of the
whol e truth, he was cautious about what he said of Sue's present life, but
Ms. Kew ey said that Sue wote many |letters home. She knew all about Sue's
career, and even had a scrapbook of press clippings, nmany of which G ey had
never seen. It was a small insight into Sue, discovering how nuch work she had
sold and that she was obviously well established in her field.

When t he scrapbook had been put aside Ms. Kew ey said, "Is Susan stil
going out with Niall?"

"I"'mnot sure . . . | don't think so. | didn't know you had met him"
"Ch yes, we know Niall well. Susan brought himhome with her one
weekend. A very nice boy, we thought, though rather quiet. |I think he is sone

kind of witer, but he wouldn't say too much about it. Is he a friend of yours
t 0o0?"

"No, |I've never met himto speak to."

"I see." Ms. Kew ey suddenly smled nervously and gl anced away, j ust
i ke Sue. She presumably thought she had nmade a gaffe, so Gey was quick to
reassure her that he and Sue were sinply friends. This nmonment off her guard
broke the ice, and Ms. Kew ey becanme nore tal kative after it. She told him
about her other daughter Rosemary, married and living a few mles away in
St ockport. There were two grandchil dren, whom Sue had never nenti oned.

Grey was thinking about N all, and the account Sue had given himof the
one occasi on she had brought himto this house. It had been very different
fromthe scene of indul gent parental approval that Ms. Kewey inplied, and
according to Sue had led directly to her first separation fromN all. He
renenbered her story of Niall the invisible conpanion, distracting her and
generally acting badly. Yet Ms. Kew ey had obviously met him found nothing
unusual about him and had even forned a favorable opinion of him

"My husband will be home fromwork soon," she said. "He only works



part-time now. You will stay and neet him won't you?"

"I"'d like to very nuch," Grey said, "but | have to catch a train to
London this afternoon. Maybe I'Il mneet your husband before | |eave."

She started asking i nnocent questions about Sue: what her roomwas |ike,
the sort of people she worked with, whether she took enough exercise. Gey
answered her, feeling unconfortable, aware that he could easily blunder into
sone minor contradiction with Sue's own version of her life. The revelation
about Niall underlined how little he really knew or understood about Sue. To
avoid the problem he started asking questions of his ow. It was not |ong
bef ore a phot ograph al bum was produced. Feeling nore |ike a spy than ever,
Grey |l ooked with interest at pictures of Sue's chil dhood.

She had been a pretty child in little dresses with ribbons in her hair.
The plai nness that he found so intriguing devel oped later; in her teens Sue
began to | ook gawky and sullen, standing obediently for the photographs but
averting her face. These pictures were passed over quickly, Ms. Kew ey
obvi ously renenbering particul ar nmonents.

At the back of the al bum not nounted |like the others but slipped
| oosely inside the pages, was a color snapshot. It slid to the floor as Ms.
Kewl ey was putting away the al bum and Gey picked it up. It was a nore recent
pi cture of Sue, |ooking very nuch as he knew her. She was standing in a garden
next to a flower bed, and beside her was a young man with his arm around her
shoul ders.

"Who is this?" Grey said.

"That's Niall, of course.”

" Nall?_"

"Yes--1 thought you knew him W took that picture in the garden, the
tine he visited us."

"Ch yes, | recognize himnow." Gey stared at the photograph. Until this
nmonent his unseen rival had possessed minatory powers in Grey's nind, but to
see himat last, even in a rather blurred snapshot, nade himimmedi ately | ess
of a threat. Niall was young-looking, with a slight build, a shock of fair
hair, and an expression that |ooked both surly and conceited. He was smartly
dressed and had a cigarette in his nmouth. His face was turned toward Sue and
he hel d her possessively, but she was standing ill at ease and | ooked
stressful.

He passed the phot ograph back to Ms. Kew ey and she slipped it back
i nside the album Not realizing the effect the picture had had on him she
began tal ki ng about Sue and the years when she was growi ng up. Grey kept his
silence and |listened. \Wat energed was a story supported by neither the
pi ctures he had just seen nor Sue's own version. According to her nother, Sue
had been a contented girl, clever at school, popular with the other girls,
talented at drawi ng. She had been a good daughter, close to her sister,
consi derate of her parents. Her teachers spoke gl ow ngly of her, and friends

in the neighborhood were still always asking after her. Until the girls grew
up and |l eft home they had been a happy, intimate famly, sharing nost things.
Now t hey were very proud of her, feeling that she was fulfilling the prom se

she had al ways shown. Her parents' only regret was that she could not visit
hone nore often, but they knew how busy she was.

Sonet hi ng was missing, and after a while Grey sensed what it was.
Parents who spoke well of their children usually told amusing stories about
them harm ess anecdotes about childish foibles. Ms. Kew ey spoke in
generalizations and platitudes, reciting what sounded |ike a well-rehearsed
eul ogy. But her enthusiasmwas genui ne and she smled often at her menories, a
ki nd worman, a ni ce wonan.

Just after half-past twelve her husband arrived hone. Grey saw himon
the path outside the window, and Ms. Kew ey went out to neet him Monents
| ater he entered the room shook hands with Grey and snmiled in an enbarrassed
way.

"I"d better put lunch on," Ms. Kewley said. "Wuld you like to join
us?"



"No thanks, | really nust be going soon."

The two men were |eft together, standing facing each other, an awkward
si | ence.

"Perhaps you'd care for a drink before you | eave?" said M. Kew ey,
still with the norning' s newspaper under his arm

"Yes, thank you." But the only al cohol in the house turned out to be
sweet sherry, a drink Gey disliked. He accepted it with good grace, sipping
at it politely. Soon afterward Ms. Kew ey returned and the three of them sat
in asemcircle inthe little room talking about the firmM. Kew ey worked
for. Grey finished his drink as quickly as he could, then said he really nust
be getting to the station. The other two seened relieved, but they all went
t hrough the notions of renewed invitations to lunch and grateful refusal. Gey
shook hands again with Sue's father, and Ms. Kew ey saw himto the door

He had wal ked only a short distance fromthe house when he heard the
door reopen.

"M. Gey!" Sue's nother canme quickly toward him In the daylight she
| ooked suddenly younger, nore |ike Sue herself. "Just sonething!"

"What is it?" he said, smiling to reassure her, because unexpectedly she
had a different | ook, a new urgency.

"I"'msorry--1 don't want to delay you." She glanced back at the house as
i f expecting her husband to be following. "It's Susan. How is she?"

"She's fine--really.™

"No, you don't understand. Please tell ne!"

"I don't know what to say. She's happy, working hard. Enjoying life."

"But do you _see_ her?"

"Yes, fromtinme to tinme. Once or twice a week."

Ms. Kew ey seened close to tears. She said, "My husband and

well, we don't really know Susan anynmore. She wites to us, and sonetines
rings us up, but
you know . "

"She tal ks about you a lot," Gey said. "You nean a great deal to her."

"I"d love to see her again. Please tell her that." She sobbed once but
controlled it quickly, turning her head up and away, her chest heavi ng.

“I'I'l tell her as soon as | see her."

Ms. Kew ey nodded, then wal ked quickly back to the house. The door
closed and Grey stood silently in the street, aware that Sue's account of her
life had oddly been confirmed. He wi shed he had not call ed.

Grey had prom sed Sue he woul d phone her as soon as he was in London,
but he was tired when he arrived back from Manchester. In the norning he
realized he had an extra day, and decided to contact her that evening.

He felt sorry he had visited her parents, particularly as he could not
tell her what he had done. Nothing had been established by the trip. Now that
it was over he acknow edged that his real notive had been curiosity about her
invisibility--proof or disproof, whichever m ght have been produced.

Al'l he had found were clues to a difficult adol escence, now renenbered
by her parents in a synoptic way, partially suppressed, accounted for
normally. If she had been invisible to themit was failure of vision of
another kind: an inability to see her growi ng up and changi ng, rejecting her
parents' |ives and background.



The pressure of domestic needs grew on him Returning home froma trip
al ways invol ved the same routine: a backlog of mail, a shortage of clean
clothes, food to be bought. He was out nobst of the norning attending to this,
and whil e he was around the shops he called in at the newsagent who was stil
delivering the tabloid newspaper every weekday norning. He | oathed the paper
for what it was, with its enphasis on royal visits, gossip about filmstars,
phot ogr aphs of sem nude nodel s and sal aci ous reporting of sex crinmes, but in
addition it was a daily reninder of his long stay in the hospital. Gey was
told that the paper was being delivered on the instructions of the newspaper
management, but he persuaded the newsagent he wanted it no nore.

Returning with clean clothes and a bag of groceries, Gey discovered
someone just wal king away fromhis front door. It was a young worman with short
dark hair, and as soon as she saw himshe sniled expectantly.

"M. Gey? | thought you rmust be out. | was just |eaving."

"I"ve been shopping,"” he said redundantly. He knew he recogni zed her
but not from where.

"I tried to tel ephone you yesterday, but there was no answer." She saw
his frown and added, "I don't suppose you renenber nme . . . |'m Al exandra
Gowers. A student of Dr. Hurdis's."

"Mss CGCowers! O course! Wuld you . . . like to come in?"

"Dr. Hurdis gave nme your address. | hope you don't mind."

"Not at all."

He opened the door, went in first, then tried to stand to one side to
let her go in front. She squeezed past himin the narrow hallway, picking up a
slip of paper. "I had left a note for you," she said, and crunpled it.

He foll owed her up the stairs at his usual slow pace.

He was trying to renenber what she had | ooked |ike before: his nmenory
was of a rather severe face, heavy and shapel ess cl ot hes, spectacles, unstyled
and overlong hair. She had changed since then

He showed her into his living room

"I ought to put this stuff away,"” he said. "Wuld you |ike sone coffee?"

"Yes, please."

He noved about in the kitchen, boiling water and putting away his
groceries, trying to think what he knew of her. He remenbered her being there
when he was hypnotized the first tine. He had heard nothing fromDr. Hurdis
since | eaving M ddl econbe.

The girl was sitting in one of the chairs when he took the coffee in.

"I was wondering if | could make an appointnment to interview you
soneti ne?" she said.

"What about ?"

"I"mdoi ng postgraduate research at Exeter University. Dr. Hurdis is ny
supervisor. I'mwiting a dissertation on the subjective experience of
hypnosis, and I'mtrying to interview as many people as possible."

"Well, | don't think I can be rmuch help," Gey said. He poured the
coffees, adding mlk and sugar, not |ooking at her. "I don't renenber very
much about it now. "

"That's part of the reason I'd like to talk to you. Could you suggest a
suitable time?"

"I don't know. I'mnot sure | want to talk about it." She said nothing
stirring her coffee. Gey was feeling hostile to her, unreasonably. It was as
i f once you becane a case history they would never |eave you al one afterward.
She was reninding himof what it was like to be in a wheelchair, constantly in
pai n and di sconfort, helpless in the hands of those trying to cure you. He had
t hought that once he left the hospital all that woul d be behind him

"So you won't agree to an interview?" she said.

"I"msure you can find plenty of other people to talk to."

He noticed that the notebook she had been hol di ng had now been returned
to her bag.

"The trouble is that | can't," she said. "Dr. Hurdis will only let ne
approach patients whose sessions |'ve actually been present at, with their



perm ssion. The other people | can interview are nostly experinental
subj ects-- volunteers, other students. Cinical cases are different, and yours
is particularly interesting."

"\Why 2"

"Because you're articul ate, because of what happened under hypnosis,
because the circunstances--"

"What did happen under hypnosi s?"

She shrugged, picked up her coffee to sip at it. "Well, that's what |
wanted to discuss with you. | shouldn't have troubled you."

"No, it's all right." His curiosity aroused, Gey was already regretting
his feelings of hostility. "W can talk about it if you wi sh. But |ook, you've
turned up Qut of the blue. I was going to have lunch in a few mnutes. Let's
have sonmething to eat, and give ne a few mnutes to get used to the idea."

Ashamed of the food he bought for hinsel f--when he was al one he survived
on sandw ches, fried eggs and fruit--he suggested going to the local pub for a
drink and a bar meal. As they wal ked slowmy down the road, Gey suddenly
identified the teasing nenory he had of her. He renenbered the nonment under
hypnosi s when Hurdis had told himto |look at this girl, and he had known she
was there but had been unable to see her. It was an uncanny echo,
pre-existing, of everything Sue had said.

They found the pub only half full, and had one of the tables to
themsel ves. Wth the food and drink in front of them Al exandra told him about
herself. After graduating she had been unable to find a job, and so had stayed
on at Exeter to do research, postponing the problem of work and aimng for
hi gher qualifications. She was surviving on a shoestring because her grant
covered only the tuition. She lived with her brother in London, and when in
Exeter stayed in a house shared by a number of other students. She thought the
research woul d probably last a few nore nonths, but after that she woul d have
to find a job.

Tal ki ng about this led to the subject of her dissertation. She said that
t he phenonenon that interested her was spontaneous ammesi a--the hypnotic
subj ect who, w thout suggestion fromthe hypnotist, could not afterward recal
what had happened during the session

"What interests me about your case is that you were being treated for
traumati c amesia, that you seened to recover some of your menory under
hypnosi s, but afterward could not renenber renenbering."

"That about sums it up," Gey said. "That's why | can't help you."

"But Dr. Hurdis says that you have now recovered your menory."

"Only partially.”

She reached into her bag and produced her notebook. "Do you mind? | seem
to have started interview ng you." Gey shook his head, smling, as she put on
her spectacles and turned the pages quickly. She said, "You were in France

before the accident?"

"No, | _renenber_ being in France. | don't think | was ever actually
there."”

"Dr. Hurdis said you were pretty sure. You were speaking French, for
i nstance. "

"That happened in | ater sessions, too. | think what happened was that |
put together a sort of nenory-- sonething that never really occurred, but I
felt that it had. At the time it was inportant to renenber sonething."

"Parammesi a," Al exandra said.

"I know. Hurdis told ne."

"Do you renenber this?" She produced a piece of paper, curled at the
edges and obvi ously folded and unfol ded many tines. "Dr. Hurdis asked me to
return it to you."

Grey recognized it at once: it was the passage he had witten during the
first hypnotic session. Gatwick Airport, the departure |ounge, the crowds of
passengers. It was banal and familiar to him and after glancing over it he
refolded it and slipped it into his jacket pocket.

"You don't seeminterested,” Al exandra said.



"Not now. "

He left her briefly to buy nore drinks at the bar. Another nenory from
their first neeting was tugging at him as they parted, her ingenuous remark
about stage hypnotists and the trick of making their subjects fail to see
peopl e's cl othes. Sue had been dom nating his thoughts at the tine, but for a
few nonents Al exandra had i nnocently teased him It was refreshing now to be
with a girl who was not Sue, because with Sue there was al ways the
undercurrent of what was allowed to be said, what was adnmitted, what was in
t he background. Al exandra had the attractive quality of being unconpli cated,
because he hardly knew her. He |iked her seriousness and her singl eni ndedness,
the way she intimdated himw thout neaning to. She was nore mature now, |ess
sel f-consci ous. Wile the barman poured the drinks, Gey glanced back at her
She was | ooking through her notebook, her short dark hair swept behind an
ear--obviously a habit fromthe tinme when it fell in her eyes.

Back at the table Grey said, "Wat el se happened that day?"

"You told Dr. Hurdis you couldn't remenber the trance."

"Not all of it. I know he told ne to go into a deeper trance, but the
next thing | knew he was waking nme up."

"Al'l right, this is what interests nme. Something rather unusua
occurred, which Dr. Hurdis did not tell you. It _can_ be explai ned, but
neither of us had ever encountered it before, and on that day Dr. Hurdis said
it would only conplicate matters to talk about it."

"What was it?" Grey said.

"I't was when you were speaking French. You were munbling, and it was
difficult to hear, so we were both standing very close to you, |ooking
directly at you. Then sonethi ng happened. It's hard to describe it exactly,

but what it _felt_like was that it suddenly seened to nme we had fini shed,
that the consultati on was over and you had left the room | distinctly
renmenmber Dr. Hurdis saying, 'Il'mgoing into Exeter after lunch, so would you

like alift? | put my notebook away and picked up ny coat. Dr. Hurdis said he
wanted to speak to one of the other doctors, but would neet me for lunch in a
few mnutes. We left the office together, and I followed himout of the door
As | did so | renenber |ooking back at the chair you had been in, and you

_weren't there_. |I'mabsolutely certain of that. W wal ked al ong the corridor
to the stairs, but then Dr. Hurdis suddenly stopped dead, | ooked at ne and
said, 'What on earth are we doing? | didn't know what he meant at first, but

then he clicked his fingers very sharply, and this startled ne. It was |ike
bei ng awakened out of a dream 'Mss Gowers, we haven't finished the
consultation!' W hurried back to the office, and you were there, sitting back
in the arnchair, still in the trance and munbling to yourself."

She paused to take a drink. Gey was staring at the table between them
t hi nki ng about that day.

"Do you have any nmenory of this at all?" Al exandra said.

"No. Go on."
"Well, Dr. Hurdis was very shaken by this. He can be difficult when he's
angry, and he started bossing me around. | took out ny notebook again and

tried to listen to what you were saying, but after a few seconds he pushed ne
out of the way. He spoke to you in the trance, telling you to describe what
you were doing. It was then that you asked for sonething to wite with, and
Dr. Hurdis snatched nmy notebook and pen fromme and gave themto you. You
wote that." She indicated the pocket containing the slip of paper. "Wile you
were witing, Dr. Hurdis | ooked at ne and said, 'Wen the patient conmes out of

the trance we nust say nothing of this.' | asked hi mwhat had happened, and he
said we could discuss it later. He repeated that we nust not under any
circunmstances talk about it in front of you. You were still witing, so Dr.

Hurdi s took the pen away from you and gave ne back ny notebook. You called out
that you wanted to go on witing, and sounded distressed. Dr. Hurdis said he
was going to bring you out of the trance, and again warned nme not to say
anyt hi ng. He cal med you down, then started waki ng you up. You can probably
remenber the rest.”



"So you made ne vanish," Gey said.

"Not exactly."

"You said there was an expl anation. What is it?"

"Negative hallucination. It sometines happens that the process of
hypnosi s, the repetition of words, the soothing advice, the quiet room al
these can lull the hypnotist hinmself into a |ight trance, and he becones as
suggestible as his subject. It's a fairly conmon occurrence, although there
are precautions the hypnotist usually takes. Dr. Hurdis and | are both good
hypnoti c subjects, and what we think nust have happened was that we both
became hypnotized. If so, then it's possible that we both had the sane
negative hal lucination, in which we were unable to see you. It's extrenely
rare, but it is the only possible explanation.”

Grey was thinking of sonething Sue had said, that invisibility depended
as much on the unconscious attitude of the observer as the ability of the
person making hinmself invisible. Some can _see_, sone cannot. Was it all a
negati ve hal |l uci nati on?

Aware of his silence, Alexandra said, "I know it doesn't sound very
likely, but it is possible.”

"Has it ever happened before?"

"lI've researched it as far as | can. There have been similar cases when
a hypnotist was working alone, but | believe there is no precedent for both
t he hypnoti st and an observer to share an experience."

What woul d Sue say to that? Was her belief in her own invisibility
accountable for in terms that Dr. Hurdis and Al exandra could rationally
confirnm? He remenbered the day they had been out photographi ng the shoppers,
and the people Sue clained were natural invisibles. He thought of the
phot ogr aphs he had seen of Sue and Niall. The canera could not induce negative
hal | uci nati ons.

"So do you think that's what really happened?”

"Unl ess you actually made yourself invisible,"
"There's no ot her explanation."

"What about invisibility?" Gey said on an inmpulse. "lsn't that
possible? | nean--"

"Actual, corporeal invisibility?" She was still smiling. "Not unless you
believe in magic. You yourself had a negative hallucination induced by Dr.
Hurdi s, and you weren't able to see me. But | wasn't _really_ invisible,
except to you."

Al exandra said, smling.

"But what's the difference?" Gey said. "I couldn't see you, SO you were
to all intents invisible. You say that | becanme invisible to you and Hurdis.
Was | still really there?"

"OfF course you were. W sinply stopped noticing you."

"But that's the sane thing. You made ne invisible."

"Only subjectively. W nade you seeminvisible by failing to see you."

Al exandra began to tell himof another case history, a wonan who
spont aneousl y hal | uci nated negatively, and who was treated with hypnosis, and
Gey listened to her. But he was also thinking in parallel, trying to
reinterpret everything Sue had told himin these terns.

If what she said was true, and she apparently believed it was, then
perhaps it was possible that some people had the unconscious ability to
hypnoti ze peopl e around them so they could not be seen. The failure to notice:
was it a natural condition? O something that could be induced by certain
peopl e?

It felt as if it mght be right. As Al exandra had said, however unlikely
it mght be it was the only possible rational explanation, even though the
_extent _ of Sue's clainms increased the unlikelihood.

It was difficult to think about this and listen to Al exandra at the sane
time, and as the conversati on became nore general he let it go. She asked him
about his recovery, how he was adapting once nore to normal life, what
remai ni ng problens there were. He told her about his recent filmng work, and
said he had briefly visited Manchester. Somehow, he never mentioned Sue.



When the pub closing tinme cane, they wal ked together back to his flat.
Qut si de the door Al exandra said, "I nust be getting home. Thanks for talking
to me about this."

"I think I've |l earned nore than you."

"I just wanted to confirmwhat | thought m ght have happened."”

They shook hands formally, as they had done on their first neeting.

Grey said, "I was wondering . . . shall we neet again for another drink?
Per haps one eveni ng?"
"Yes, I'd like that," she said, |ooking at himwith a smle. "But no

nore interviews."
They made a date for the foll ow ng week.

Grey visited Sue in the evening, and as soon as he arrived he knew
somet hing was wong. It was not |long before he found out what it was: Sue's
not her had tel ephoned her and told her of his visit.

At first, he tried to lie.

"W had to go to Manchester for sone filmng,"'
i mpul se to | ook themup."

"You said you were working in Toxteth. \Wat the hell does that have to
do with Manchester?"

"A'l right, I went specially. | wanted to neet them"

"But why? They don't know anything about ne! Wat did they tell you?"

"I know you think I was spying on you, but it really wasn't |ike that.
Sue, | had to know. "

"Know what ? What could they possibly tell you about ne?"

"They _are_ your parents," Gey said.

"But they've hardly seen me since | was twelve years old!"

"That's why | went. Sonething happened while | was filmng in
Li verpool ." He told her about the club, and the nenory it had pronpted of the
pub in Belfast. "It made nme see everything you had said in a different light--
whet her, in fact, there m ght be sone truth in it after all."

"I knew you weren't believing ne."

he said. "I decided on an

"It's not that. | do believe you . . . but | have to know for nyself.
I"msorry if you think |I've been snooping around, but the idea cane to nme on
the spur of the monment and | didn't really think. | just wanted to talk to

someone el se who knew you. "

"I"ve been invisible to Mumand Dad since | was a kid. The only tines
t hey' ve seen nme have been when |'ve forced nyself to be seen.”

"That's not the inpression | got fromthem" Gey said. "You' re right
that they don't know you very well, but that's because you've grown up and
left home. It happens to many people with their parents.”

Sue was shaking her head. "That's just the way they account for it. It's
how peopl e deal with soneone who's invisible around them They automatically
cone up with sone rational version to explain to thensel ves what's happened.
It's a way of coping."

Grey thought of Al exandra, her rationalization.

"Your nother said she had met Niall."

"That's inpossible!" But she | ooked surprised.

"It's not howit felt to me. You told nme yourself that he went honme with
you once."



"Niall was invisible the whole tinme. Richard, they think_ they saw him
They know about Niall, | told them about himyears ago. The only tinme he's
been honme with me was that one weekend. But they couldn't have seen him
because it's sinply not possible.”

"Then why does your nother think she knows hinf? She's even got a
phot ograph of him-with you, in the back garden.”

"I know. They took several. N all would be in themall. Don't you see,
that's how she explains it to herself! Wen he was there with me they nust
have been aware of what was going on. Niall registered with them. . . even
someone as profoundly invisible as Niall is always _there_. After we had |eft

t hey woul d unconsci ously have tried to account for all the tension. \Wen they
had the pictures devel oped, the explanation would have presented itself.
Thi nki ng back, they would seemto renenber having nmet him™"

"Yes, but it's just as likely that they did see him It doesn't prove
anyt hi ng one way or the other."

"Why do you need proof of all this?"

"Because it's what is coming between us. First it's Niall, nowit's
this. I want to believe you, and | _do_ believe you, but everything you tel
me can be expl ai ned two ways."

Throughout all this they had been in her room Sue squatting
cross-1 egged on her bed, Grey sitting in the chair by her desk. Now she left
t he bed and paced about the room

"Al'l right," Sue said. "Wile you were away | gave this a lot of

thought. If you're right, and this is what's standi ng between us, | want to
put it right. We're drifting apart, Richard, and | don't like that. If you
want proof, | think | can provide it."

" How?"

"There are two ways. The first is sinple--it's Niall. He is the proof.

He's influenced us fromthe nmonent we net, and he's actually been with us,
physical ly been present, yet you've been totally unaware of him"

"You see, that's not proof to nme," Gey said. "It works either way. He's
here and with us, as you say, lurking around invisibly . . . or he's never
been near nme and | haven't nmet him Just because | haven't seen himdoesn't
nmean he's invisible."

"I thought you'd say that." She was conbing through her hair with her
fingers as she paced about the room She |ooked agitated, but determ ned too.

"I believe Niall really exists," Gey said. "But try to see it fromny
poi nt of view You' ve only told_ ne about Niall, and since | left the
hospital you've only told ne about himin the past tense. Even you haven't
seen himfor a long tine."

"That's true."

"What's the other proof?"

She halted her prowing. "That's nmore conplicated. |I'm hungry now 1|'ve
bought some food to cook. | can't afford to keep eating out."

Grey said, "Let's go to a restaurant. 1'l1 pay."

"No, the food will waste." She had al ready produced a grocery bag and
t aken down a coupl e of saucepans.

"Tell me while you' re cooking,"” he said.

"It's something | have to show you. Sit there, and keep out of the way."

Gey did as he was told, swiveling to and fro in her office chair. She
had only cooked for himonce or twi ce, but he |liked how she went about it. She
had a casual way of tossing rice and neat and vegetables into pans and com ng
up with sonething delicious. It was pleasant to watch her doi ng somnething
ordi nary; they spent so much of their tinme obsessed with thensel ves.

But while she was cooking Grey said, "As a matter of interest, where
_is_ N all these days?"

"I was wondering when you would ask ne that.'
at him "It doesn't matter any nore, does it?"

"l suppose not. But from everything you said, he was never going to
| eave you al one."

She had not turned to | ook
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"Are we going anywhere particular?" ey said.

"No, you can choose.™

"\What about: around the bl ock, then back to your place?"

Sue canme to a halt beneath one of the streetlights. "You want proof, and
I"mgoing to give it to you. After that, will you accept it for what it is?"

"If it's proof."

"It will be, | pronise you. Look at me, Richard . do | seem any

di f ferent ?"

He | ooked at her in the orange glow fromthe sodi um | anp.
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What
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"No, it isn't." She stretched out

now. Anything | choose to touch becones
He could not help but glance down

there. A car went past, its flasher ind
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at hinself: chest and | egs,

cating a left turn.

solidly
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not e,

a charge of excitement, and G ey



felt a tingle of the sane.

"What about this one here?"

They both | ooked at it. Mst of the wi ndows were dark, but a pale red
gl ow cane t hrough curtains on the top fl oor

"It looks as if it's been converted into flats,"
anot her."

They wal ked al ong, hol di ng hands, staring at the houses. They went to a
few front doors, but where there were several bell pushes and a list of names
Sue suggested finding somewhere el se. Too many | ocked doors inside. At the end

Sue said. "Let's find

of the row the house had a darkened porch, and a single bell. Behind the
curtains of the front roomthey could see the glow of a tel evision screen
"This will do," Sue said. "Now |l et's hope there's a door open."

"I thought you would break a wi ndow. "

"W can do anything we like, but I'd rather not cause danage."

They went through the garden and al ong a narrow passage, pressing past
rai n-danp trees and bushes. The room at the back was brightly lit with a
fluorescent tube, and when Sue tried the door it opened easily.

"W won't stay long," she said. "Don't let go of ny hand."

She pushed open the door and they went inside. Gey closed the door
behi nd them They were in a kitchen. Two wonen stood with their backs agai nst
a work surface, one of them holding a sleeping baby. On the table in front of
them were two cheap tunbl ers containing beer, and an ashtray with a cigarette
snol dering. An older child, wearing a soiled ronper suit, was playing on the
vinyl-tiled floor with a plastic car and sone wooden bl ocks. The wonan with
t he baby was saying, " but when you get in there they treat you like
rubbish, so | said to himdon't you go talking to ne |like that, and he just
| ooked at ne like I was dirt, and you know what, 1'd paid thirty pounds to get
in and they | ook at you like you was rubbish. " Gey felt huge and
sel f-conscious in the cranped room and wanted to edge past the two wonen, but
Sue led himto the sink where she turned on the cold tap. The water splashed
down noisily onto the unwashed crockery stacked bel ow, several |arge droplets
spraying up and falling on the floor. Listening to her friend, the woman
wal ked around the table and turned it off. On her way back she picked up the
cigarette and put it in her rnouth.

Sue said, "Let's see what they're watching on television."

Grey wi nced because her voice was so loud, but neither of the wonen
appeared to notice. Still clutching Sue's hand, he foll owed her out of the
roomand into the short corridor leading to the front of the house. Here a
coupl e of old bicycles | eaned agai nst the staircase banisters, and three |arge
car dboard boxes containing bottles were stacked one on top of another. Sue
opened the second door and they went inside.

A soccer match was playing on television, the volume turned up | oud. The
roomwas full of men, young and ni ddl e-aged, sitting forward with their arms
resting on their knees, holding beer cans or smoking cigarettes. The air was
thick with snoke, and the men were responding to the conmentary and the match
Engl and was pl ayi ng Yugosl avia, and | osing. Derision and ridicul e poured out
whenever the England side |ost control of the ball

Sue said, "Let's have a | ook at them"

She turned on the overhead light and led Grey across the room There
were three adults and four teenagers