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About the Book


In a house overlooking Dublin Bay, Mimi and her daughter Grace are disturbed by the unexpected arrival of Grace’s daughter Polly, and her striking new boyfriend. The events of the next few days will lead both of them to reassess the shape of their lives. For while Grace’s visitors focus her attention on an uncertain future, Mimi, who receives a messenger of a very different kind, must begin to set herself to rights with the betrayals and disappointments of the past.




My mother would have loved Bonifaccio.


I dedicate this book to her memory with much love.


Shelah Richards.




 


Everyone called her Mimi.


Her real name was Eleanor. A name she had never been able to bear, so when Grace as an infant called her Mimi rather than Mummy, she embraced that name with energy.


In her more flirtatious and youthful days she used to smile at certain people and say, ‘Je m’appelle Mimi.’


This used to make Grace squirm. Even as a child she could never bear it when her mother behaved like that.


Now she was a shadow: only the name was left to remind people that once she had moved with gaiety and authority through the world.


People looked through her now.


Indeed she sometimes wondered if she had become invisible, gradually, in the last few years losing her substantiality.


She liked the light.


She sat always in the brightness of window embrasures, or on warm days in the sunlight in the garden … out of the wind of course, in case she might be blown away. She perhaps hoped that some of the brightness of the sun might attach itself to her, make her for some moments visible again.


On a sunny afternoon in June 1996 she sat, her hands folded in her lap, in an upright chair as she could no longer cope with the unfriendliness of a deck chair, outside the sitting-room window of her house, looking down the gently sloping garden towards the sea. Behind her the rose Albertine climbed with astonishing vigour towards the bedroom windows; she was enveloped by the sweetness of its scent.


The sea was bright with sun sparks and away out on the horizon the car ferry headed for England.


Somewhere in the house someone hoovered; a comfortable sound. Mimi remembered that she had never much enjoyed hoovering, or dusting, if it came to that, or washing curtains, ironing or polishing brass.


Had she ever polished brass?


She let her mind dwell on that for a moment and decided that she probably hadn’t.


‘I’m sure I could have if I’d wanted to,’ she said aloud.


She wondered who was working the Hoover.


Not Grace.


It couldn’t be Grace.


Grace was otherwise engaged.


Grace was taking part in another play.


Ever since she had left school, and that wasn’t today nor yesterday, Grace had been taking part in plays.


Benjamin had tried to stop her, but there was never any stopping Grace when she got the bit between the teeth.


She just went to England and got on with her life there.


Mimi thought about Benjamin for a moment.


She couldn’t conjure him up these days, as she used to be able to do for several years after his death. There were various photographs of him round the house so if she needed to she was able to refresh her mind as to his appearance. She didn’t bother doing it very often. She presumed that if she saw him again … if … and that was pretty unlikely … but if she saw him again he would look different. Transformed by immortality, touched by his God. She didn’t really wish to see him ever again. Even the thought of him caused her painful little spasms in her head.


She wondered again who was hoovering.


The noise was getting closer or maybe it was an aeroplane.


That was probably it.


Taking people away.


Bringing them back.


More and more people moving around the world.


Enlarging their horizons?


She laughed and then felt unkind for having done so.


Grace did a lot of coming and going.


Mostly going really.


She went to London a lot, but you could hardly count that as going anywhere much. Just down the road. It takes about the same time as getting to North Dublin from here in the rush hour.


Across the pond. Seagulls do it all the time … Grace went to New York, Los Angeles, Toronto, Sydney. A much-travelled lady.


She sighed.


I mustn’t joke. It is spleen that makes me joke. It is spleen that makes me think of Benjamin.


I do not wish to be a splenetic old lady. Apart from everything else it’s very bad for the liver. I would like to keep my liver intact to the end; unpolluted, except of course by the odd glass of whiskey, a drinkable Côtes du Rhône and, with luck, a few glasses of champagne at Christmas.


Unlike Benjamin, she thought, staring at the shadows of the trees as they trembled on the sloping lawn.


Daisies. He would never have countenanced daisies on his lawn. His lawn was always immaculate. His flower beds weedless. His hedges clipped.


I think I prefer it this way, she thought. I prefer an element of disorder in the world.


A man was coming up the garden. She shook her head to shake away any shadows that might be there.


But he was still there walking across the daisy-scattered grass, his shadow in front of him, short and black. As if he owned the place, she thought.


He must have jumped over the hedge. Benjamin’s hedge, no longer clipped to a uniform three feet.


She wondered if he were one of Grace’s actor friends.


He wasn’t dressed like a bank manager anyway.


A silver-grey track suit and a small round hat on his thick black hair.


A tourist, perhaps, who had lost his way.


He was heading straight for her.


Now she could see the smile on his face.


She could see his black eyes.


American perhaps?


She’d seen men who looked just like that on the TV.


His hand was stretched out towards her.


She struggled to stand up.


‘Don’t bother getting up. Please don’t.’


His voice was low and quite sweet. A slight foreign accent, she thought. Definitely not American.


So she held her hand out and touched his.


He bowed slightly and taking her hand in his, he kissed it.


His lips were soft and warm. She blushed at even having noticed such a thing.


He noticed the red flush on her cheeks.


‘Don’t be alarmed, Mrs Gibbon.’ He pressed her fingers and then let her hand go. ‘There is nothing to be alarmed about. You are Mrs Gibbon, aren’t you?’


‘Yes, I …’


‘That’s great. Sometimes, in the past, I have made little errors. I don’t like to do that. No error this time.’


She wondered if he were one of those men who insinuate themselves into your house and try to buy your furniture. They give you a lot of money for something worthless and then buy the rest for a song. She’d seen a television programme about such people. He didn’t look like a criminal, merely foreign.


‘Should I know you?’


He shook his head, then he darted behind her and came back dragging an ornate wrought-iron chair.


‘Mind if I sit down?’


He put the chair beside hers and sat looking into her face.


‘No. You shouldn’t know me. I hope we will become friends though. We don’t have to, if it doesn’t suit. We don’t have to do anything if it doesn’t suit you.’


‘Could you explain who you are? You have the advantage of me.’


He stood up and bowed politely in her direction.


‘Bonifacio di Longaro, at your service. BONIFACIO. CI is pronounced ch as in cheese, church, cheetah. But maybe you already know this.’ He sat down again.


‘Are you working for a charity of some sort? Looking for money? Saving souls? Anything of that nature? Because I don’t give to charity and my soul is quite safe.’


‘I assure you I have no ulterior motive.’


‘The furniture belongs to my daughter now, I thought it was sensible to pass that over to her. Death duties and that sort of thing. I don’t think she would be willing …’


He stretched his hand out to her across the table.


‘Mrs Gibbon, please believe me.’


Definitely a slight foreign tinge to his voice.


Such deep black eyes.


If only, if only I were twenty … well, perhaps thirty years younger, I could lean across towards him and smile. I could say, ‘Je m’appelle Mimi,’ and then I could laugh to show him that this was just a little joke between us. I could dive into his deep black eyes and swim around for a while. What fun that might have been.


Benjamin.


She remembered Benjamin. He had never been pleased when she had let her mind wander down such paths.


‘You’re smiling,’ he said.


‘Yes. Tell me, how did you get into the garden?’


‘I came up from the sea. A hop, skip and a jump.’


He waved his hand exuberantly towards the sea.


‘You must be very fit. Only the very young can hop, skip and jump up that hill without getting puffed. I haven’t been able to do it for many a long year. Most people arrive by car these days.’


He smiled at her and shook his head.


‘Alas, Mrs Gibbon, I do not drive the car.’


He was foreign.


‘I suppose you had better tell me what you want. Here in my garden … or perhaps I should say, my daughter’s garden. I take it your purpose is benign. You look benign.’


He laughed.


‘Thank you. In a nutshell, Mrs Gibbon, I am an angel.’


She thought perhaps she hadn’t heard him properly.


Both Grace and Polly kept telling her that she was losing her hearing, or else that she no longer paid attention to them when they spoke to her. So much of what they said was not really very interesting, that perhaps indeed her attention did wander from time to time, but she could hardly say that to them.


‘I beg your pardon?’


She leant across the table so that she could catch his words with more ease when next he spoke.


‘I am an angel.’


She looked at him with interest.


‘Don’t angels have wings?’ She asked the question because she couldn’t think of anything else to say.


‘Only in paintings.’


‘Really?’


‘Really. You see those painters had to differentiate between the mortals and the immortals. To give the angels wings was an easy way out. Wings are beautiful in pictures, that’s true, but they would be such a bore. Think of the size they would have to be to sustain one in the air. Think how difficult it would be to wear clothes … and it’s really very inappropriate to go around the place naked. Wouldn’t you think so?’


‘You would probably be arrested.’


‘And all those feathers. I can’t bear feathers. I suffer from hay fever.’


She laughed then.


He looked pleased to have amused her.


‘Bonifacio?’


He nodded.


‘Very well, Bonifacio, suppose you are an angel. Suppose that sort of thing is possible. What are you doing here in Dalkey, County Dublin?’


‘I’ve come to mind you.’


‘Mind me? Why? I don’t need to be minded. I am very well minded. I also take very good care of myself. I am cautious on stairs and don’t smoke cigarettes in bed.’


‘Nonetheless, I have come to look after you. To keep you company perhaps would be a better way of putting it.’


She considered this for a long time.


‘I don’t believe in God,’ she said at last. ‘In fact I find the notion of God quite disagreeable.’


He spread his hands out towards her … a very continental gesture, she thought.


‘I haven’t talked to too many people about this … well, no one really. It didn’t seem to be anyone’s business but mine. I have found life to be much less confusing since I stopped believing in God. I hope I’m not offending you.’


She peered anxiously across the table at him. He looked slightly absurd perched on that uncomfortable chair. If he were going to be around for a while, she thought, she’d have to find something better for him to sit on out here in the garden. Maybe, though, angels didn’t feel pain.


He shook his head.


‘You’re not offending me, lady. You’re at liberty to believe or disbelieve in what you wish. That’s not why I’m here. I don’t want to change the way you think. You see, sometimes we come to people and they don’t see us or hear us. We just walk with them for a while, quite unnoticed. You, though, see beyond reality. Some people do, not many.’


‘Is that a good thing?’


He gestured again with his hands.


‘You say a while. What does that mean?’


He smiled.


‘Who can tell.’


She looked out past him at the sea. The ferry was no longer visible. Grey clouds were starting to pile up on the horizon.


‘You’d better call me Mimi,’ she said.


In the house someone switched off the Hoover.


She pushed herself up onto her feet and stretched her back; sitting for a long time made her stiff.


‘We’ll walk down to the end of the garden. I like to stir my bones from time to time. You can tell me about yourself. There is always the possibility that I would prefer you to vanish.’


She picked up her stick and walked very carefully down the three steps onto the grass.


*  *  *


Grace turned the key in the door.


‘Oh gentle son!


Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper sprinkle cool patience.


Whereon do you look?’


She said the words aloud.


‘Whereon do you look?’


Hoover-sound impinged on Shakespeare.


Christ!


Upstairs.


What day is it?


Thursday? No. Friday?


It bloody well must be Thursday.


No Mrs O’Brien on Thursday.


‘Who is hoovering?’ She shouted the words loud, up the stairs.


If it’s Friday, I have lost a day. A precious day gone. O gentle son …


The sound of the Hoover stopped.


‘Hi, Mum,’ shouted Polly’s voice. ‘It’s only me. I’ll be down in a tick.’


I thought you were in London.


I really don’t want you here hoovering, not just at this moment in my life. I have so few precious days.


Keep that thought inside your head, Grace.


Smile and smile.


She went across the hall and into the kitchen, practising her smile as she went.


She filled the kettle.


Alas, how is’t with you that you do bend your mind on, no! Your eye. Eye. Eye on vacancy.


She put the kettle on the stove and lit the gas.


And with the in-cor-por-al air do hold discourse? Hum. Eye on vacancy. Eye.


Polly’s arms around her neck and a kiss on the cheek.


The smile was still there.


‘Hello, darling, how nice to see you. What are you doing here?’


‘I got a few days off work, so I thought I’d come home to Mum.’


‘I hate being called Mum.’


‘Joke.’


‘It gives me the shivers, joke or no joke.’


‘You are of course happy to see me?’


‘Of course. Don’t expect much attention though, I am steeped in omelette. Perhaps if you had let me know I might …’


‘Oh God! I had forgotten. How’s it going?’


Grace shrugged.


‘It’ll be all right on the night. What’s all this hoovering in aid of?’


Polly walked across the room before answering,


I know I know I know, thought Grace. She has invited someone. Yep. Invited … a man. A suave and handsome bloke in banking whose home is dust-free and smells of furniture polish. Whose mother is Hamlet-free.


But I will not be diverted from my cup of tea.


‘What on earth is Mimi up to?’


Polly was staring out of the window.


‘Look, Mother.’


‘I’m not looking at anything till I’ve made some tea.’


Grace picked up the teapot and poured steaming water into it.


‘Do come and look.’


Grace walked over to the sink.


Through the window she could see Mimi down at the bottom of the garden talking, gesticulating, smiling benignly at the air.


Grace began to laugh.


‘What’s funny?’ said Polly.


‘Alas, how is’t with you, that you do bend your eye on vacancy? Go and give her a shout like a good girl. Maybe she’d like a cup of tea too. Oh and before she comes, you’d better tell me who’s coming to stay.’


Polly looked, just for a moment, cross, a child discovered at something forbidden.


‘I didn’t think you’d mind,’ she said.


‘I quite like to know.’


They waited in silence for a moment while Polly put the right words together.


‘A terribly nice man. Honestly. I know you’ve always hated the men I’ve liked. But …’


She scratched at the bridge of her nose with a finger. She looked out into the brightness of the garden. Her grandmother was laughing merrily, leaning sideways on her stick and laughing at the escallonia hedge.


‘I never actually hated them,’ said Grace. ‘I just never thought they were quite … quite good enough for you.’


‘Has Mimi gone completely batty?’


‘Don’t change the subject.’


Polly sighed.


‘Paul is different.’


Abruptly she held her hand up as if to stop her mother from speaking.


‘I mean to say, you were right. Yes. I do have to admit you were right. Looking back, I do have to give you that.’


‘Paul?’


‘Paul Hemmings. Quite, quite different. Funnily enough he’s an actor too. So …’


She moved towards the door.


‘I’ll go and call Mimi.’


The kettle whistled. Grace put out a hand and turned off the gas. ‘So what?’


‘So you’ll both have something to talk about.’


Polly stepped into the darkness of the hall and went towards the garden.


Grace popped two tea-bags into the teapot and poured boiling water in on top.


She hated herself.


She hated tea-bags.


At that moment she also hated Polly.


There didn’t seem to be any point in hating Paul whatever his name is.


Yet.


‘Mimi.’


Polly’s voice floated through the sunshine.


Mimi didn’t answer.


She never answered calls; she just either came or she didn’t.


‘Mother’s making tea.’


Grace put some cups on the table.


Got the milk from the fridge.


Got the biscuits out of the cupboard.


Decided against the biscuits and put them back in again.


Polly came back into the room.


‘I don’t really want anyone to talk to,’ said Grace. ‘Not at this moment. I want … well, just to be alone with Gertrude.’


‘Don’t worry, darling. He’ll understand. He’s an actor. Mimi really is up to her eyes in conversation down there. Don’t you worry sometimes about her?’


Grace sighed.


‘I worry … But, at this moment in time, I only have worrying space in my head for Gertrude. I do think you should have …’


‘It will be all right. He’s nice. He can hear you your lines. Give you helpful hints.’


‘Sometimes you are such a pain.’


They heard Mimi’s stick banging on the floor in the hall.


‘It’ll only be for a few days. I only have a week off. I thought we might go somewhere. Connemara, somewhere like that. Could we …?’


‘No, you may not borrow my car. Pour out the tea, there’s a good girl. In the kitchen, Mimi. When is he coming anyway?’


‘Who?’ asked Mimi, coming in through the door.


‘Come and sit down, darling. I’ve just made tea.’


She pulled out a chair for her mother.


‘Some friend of Polly’s who is coming to stay.’


‘A man?’


‘Yes,’ said Polly, pushing a cup of tea across the table towards her grandmother. ‘You like men coming to stay, don’t you, Mimi?’


‘I can take them or leave them.’


The old lady lowered herself cautiously into the chair.


‘You’ll like this one anyway. I can guarantee that.’


Grace picked up her cup.


‘I must go and take my shoes off. You still haven’t told me when he’s arriving.’


‘Tomorrow. I said I’d pick him up at the airport. May I …’


‘No,’ said Grace, leaving the room. ‘I have a very heavy day tomorrow. I need the car. I need the car, Polly. I’m getting too old for hopping on and off public transport. You’ll have to collect whatsisname by taxi.’


As she went up the stairs she heard Mimi say to Polly, ‘I hope he’s as nice as the one in the garden.’


*  *  *


Bonifacio.


Bonnyfackio.


Boneyface.


Bonnyface.


Bunnyface.


CI is pronounced as in cheese, church, cheetah.


I think however I’ll call him Bonnyface.


That’s what he has.


A mite swarthy perhaps, but that’s because he’s Italian.


I like that. I like the notion that here in this last section of my life I will have the pleasure of a sexy companion, no matter how swarthy.


I don’t really mean sexy; I mean someone who reminds me that I am alive, not just a shadowy weight.


Or a weighty shadow.


A shadow of eighty. Ha ha.


‘Mimi.’


Mimi focused her eyes.


Polly was sitting across the table from her, a cigarette in her fingers, smoke spiralling from its tip.


‘I thought you were in London.’


‘I was. I am. I’m taking a few days off.’


Polly’s hair was more golden, more full of soft waves than Mimi had seen it before.


‘Dyed your hair?’ she asked.


‘It’s called highlighting.’


‘Nothing is ever the same. I like things to stay the same. I like to know where I am. I find it hard to remember what people look like. Like your grandfather for instance. I don’t think I’d know him in the street.’


Polly took a deep drag on her cigarette.


‘You probably would. What one in the garden?’


Mimi looked puzzled.


‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’


‘You said … I hope he’s as nice as the one in the garden.’


‘Ah, yes,’ said her grandmother. ‘So I did. I wonder what I meant?’ She smiled.


From over their heads came the sound of Grace throwing shoes around. It was quite normal: Grace was given to throwing shoes around.


Then she remembered.


‘Bonnyface,’ she said.


She looked past her granddaughter’s head out of the window. The sun was at last showing signs of sliding and more than half the garden was now in darkness, the other half an almost blinding green. There was no sign of any person, neither angel nor human, and she wondered if she had imagined the episode.


‘A dream,’ she said aloud.


Polly wasn’t listening.


‘Or perhaps …’


Grace came into the room, wearing a long towelling dressing gown.


‘I’m going down for a swim before the sun goes. Mimi? Polly? I’m driving down.’


‘It’ll be freezing.’


‘You’ve gone all Londonish. You’ve forgotten. Mim? Care for a drive?’


‘Yes. I’ll come. I’ll sit on a rock and admire you.’


*  *  *


There were still children and dogs on the long beach even though the shadows were now moving fast towards the sea. Grace lay on her back and looked up at the sky, small waves rocked her and her hair was stretched on the surface of the sea.


She spoke aloud to the sky.




‘One woe doth tread upon another’s heel,


So fast they follow; your sister’s drowned, Laertes.’


‘Drowned! O, where?’





The sunlight glittered on the still wings of a hovering seagull.


She kicked with her legs and a lazy trail of bubbles followed behind her.


Now I am clean.


All that dusty thinking has been washed away.




There is a willow grows aslant a brook,


That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream;


There with fantastic garlands did she come.





I know this. I can call this out to the seagulls.


I learnt this at school.




Of crow flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples,


That liberal shepherds give a grosser name.





She turned over and looked towards the shore.


Her mother was sitting obediently on a rock and the hill was growing dark behind her.


Grace waved.




But our cold maids do dead men’s fingers call them.





Mimi waved back.


A dog barked somewhere and a gull swooped down, landing neatly on the surface of the sea. It preened its wings for a moment and then settled like a bath toy, bobbing.


Mimi watched the bird and thought of angels and feathers and the time that she had found a dead cormorant on the edge of the sea, its feathers dark and stiff with oil. Benjamin, who had hated beaches, had shrugged and said, ‘Why waste tears on a bird?’ It had been the way the bird had died that had made her cry, not the fact that it was dead; the careless cruelty had made her cry.


‘Oil is more important than birds,’ he had said.


She hadn’t believed him, but, of course she hadn’t said so.


‘I feel so much better.’


Grace’s voice surprised her.


She was squeezing the water from her hair.


‘I always used to wear a bathing cap,’ said Mimi. ‘They say salt water is bad for your hair.’


‘They are probably right, but I hate the bloody things. I get a headache if I wear a cap and that takes away all the good of the bathe.’


She put on the towelling coat and rubbed briskly at herself. She wriggled out of her togs and then tied the belt tightly round her waist.


‘You were a million miles away, weren’t you? What were you thinking about?’


They began to move at Mimi’s snail’s pace up the beach towards the road where the car was parked.


‘Your father.’


Grace looked surprised.


‘Good Lord! Dad. Do you still miss him?’


She took her mother’s arm and squeezed it gently.


She felt suddenly guilty that perhaps there were areas of her mother’s life to which she had never paid enough attention.


Mimi laughed.


‘Miss him? No, no, no. I’ve never missed your father. But sometimes he pops into my head unasked. That’s all. Quite uninvited.’


A woman trudged past them carrying a screaming child. A bag full of sandy towels and clothes was slung across her back.


‘I do not want to go home. I want to stay. Stay. Stay. Mammy.’


The child’s feet flailed.


‘Stay. Stay.’


‘If you don’t shut up I’ll give you a good hard …’


She caught Grace’s eye and said no more. Grace smiled.


‘I know the feeling,’ she said.


The woman grimaced. The child continued to scream all the way to the road, then stopped as if switched off.


Mimi was blethering on: ‘Of course when I say a thing like that I don’t intend to belittle your father in any way. I’m just pointing out that I’ve got used to living without him. Yes. I mean to say, ages ago. Ages and ages. You never lived with a man as long as I lived with Benjamin.’


A little bubble of laughter came up in Grace’s throat.


‘That is certainly true.’ She took the car keys from the pocket of her dressing gown and opened the car door. She opened the back door for her mother. ‘Hop into the back, darling, so that you don’t have to brave the traffic.’


‘Hop.’ Mimi’s voice was angry. ‘I haven’t hopped for years.’


‘Manner of speaking.’


Mimi put her bottom on the seat and painfully lifted her legs into the car.


Grace turned round and smiled at her.


‘Okay?’


‘I am not okay. It is a long, long time since I have been okay and you know it. I don’t know why you ask such silly questions.’


Grace put the car in gear and edged out into the traffic. The road was narrow and at this time of day crowded with commuters leaving the station and people going home from the beach. Grace, though, was probably the only driver who was naked under a towelling dressing gown.


‘I wonder what Polly’s man will be like?’


She glanced at her mother in the mirror as she spoke. She was wearing her sulking face. More and more these days she wore her sulking face.


Is this my fault, she wondered. Am I not giving her her fair share of my attention?


I used to wonder that about Polly too. I remember that. I used to wonder if she would turn out neurotic, paranoid, criminal even, any one or all of those things … Now when I look at her normality I still wonder on bad days how thin that shell might be. Will it crack one day? Will I, in the throes of coming to terms with Madame Arkadina, or the wretched Mrs Tyrone, have also to grapple with yet more guilt?


Why make a stick to beat your back with?


John used to say that to her quite a lot.


Thanks, John.


Always full of helpful hints you were.


Quite endearing for a while.


Became tedious; very British, very stuffed.


At least Polly has one normal parent.


Run of the mill.


God, you’re horrid.


Think only on Gertrude. Do not be diverted.


She didn’t do too good a job on Hamlet, did she? Taking everything into consideration?


Grace laughed out aloud, throwing her head back and almost hitting the kerb.


‘I don’t think you’re concentrating,’ said Mimi from the back seat.


‘Sorry, darling. A silly thought just popped into my mind.’


‘Has she got a new one?’


‘Who? A new what?’


‘Man. Polly. You said she had a new one. I must say I quite liked the old one. Whatsisname. He was always very nice to me.’ She thought for a long time. ‘Yes.’ She said at last. ‘I have always liked Italians.’


There wasn’t a car parked across her gateway. Miracles sometimes happen, she thought, swerving violently in through the gate.


‘He wasn’t Italian, darling. Polly’s never had an Italian boyfriend.’


‘Ah,’ said Mimi. ‘Someone was Italian. Someone I’ve met quite recently.’


Grace got out and opened the back door for her mother. She held out her hand. Mimi brushed it aside.


‘I can manage perfectly well, thank you.’


*  *  *


All fingers and thumbs.


The weight of the Shorter Oxford Dictionary hurt Mimi’s wrists, her elbows, even her shoulders. She let it fall with a thud onto the table and sat down slowly, gasping a little for breath.


Upstairs Grace was running a bath. Grace always seemed to be running baths, even as a child she had shown an unusual disposition towards cleanliness. I have warned her and warned her, said Mimi to herself, about the dangers of drying up the natural oils in the skin; the oils keep the skin resilient, flexible. I have told her all that. I have told her many times.


She never listens.


‘As long as I can afford hot water, Mim, I will have as many baths as I like.’ That was what she said the last time the subject had been spoken of.


However, Mimi had to admit, Grace did look quite good. Not dim, like some fifty-year-olds you saw about the place. Perhaps there was something to be said for all those baths after all.


Her eyes fell on the large book on the table in front of her.


She pulled it towards her and began to turn the thin pages.


Angel.


She fumbled in her pocket for her glasses.


Let me see. Angel.


Hieroglyphics. Presumably Greek. Useless.


Messenger.


She kept her finger on the word and thought about that for a moment.


A ministering spirit or divine messenger.


One of an order of spiritual beings, superior to man in power and intelligence, who are the attendants and messengers of the Deity.


One of the fallen spirits who rebelled against God.


Guardian or attendant spirit.


Messenger.


She closed the book.


I’ll leave it for someone else to put away, she thought.


I suppose I know what the message is. No big surprise, really. Come in Mimi, your time is up.


She smiled.


‘What a nice smile you have.’


He was standing on the other side of the table, between her and the window. She couldn’t see his face, only the darkness of him silhouetted against the fading light.


Her heart fluttered briefly as she wondered if this was her moment but, as if he knew her thoughts, he spoke.


‘There’s no need to worry. No need to be frightened.’


‘I have been looking you up in the book.’


She nodded towards the dictionary.


‘What does it say?’


‘Messenger.’


‘There’s a bit more to it than that, really.’


‘Do you consider yourself to be superior to man in power and intelligence? Or are you fallen? Have you been defying God in some way?’

OEBPS/images/author.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Two Moons

Jennifer Johnston





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
o

7(00 %0 ons
Jenni[er .]olmston





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
TINDER
PRESS





