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one

As Faye walked into a small annex to her office, she glanced at her diary to see who was her 3 o’clock - Oliver Blake. Faye remembered the phone call Oliver Blake made which was almost three weeks ago, he had sounded far too pleased with himself and had asked about the waiting room arrangements, would there be anyone else in the waiting room while he was there, would he meet anyone on the way out, apart from one person a number of years ago who consider himself famous, but who in fact Faye had never heard of, no one else had asked such questions. As it happened, Faye was able to guarantee the anonymity he wanted. In the small annex Faye opened a can of coke which she took from the fridge, drank two long gulps and not for the first time thought that two lines of coke would probably suit her better. She looked into the mirror on the wall and reapplied her neutral lipstick, it really didn’t need re-applying but she wanted to look good, and so she ran a brush through her hair. Damn, she thought, I really will have to start to dye my hair. Faye had held out on what she felt was the brutal ritual of the hairdresser and the painfully long process of the hair dye, and the way hairdressers had of making you feel like a criminal because you don’t have regular trims and treatments. Recently she had noticed more and more grey hairs, and as she certainly wasn’t going to be one of those women who embraced their greyness, she thought she might try her hand at a home dye kit. At that point she heard a knock on the door, Oliver Blake must have arrived. Back in the main office she took an index card, attached it to a clip board and placed it together with a pen on the polished coffee table.

As she entered the waiting room, she caught the scent of something quite nice, an aftershave lotion or some man perfume, something expensive, it definitely was a pleasant change from the smell of stale cigarettes, musty clothes or BO which unfortunately for Faye was not an uncommon displeasure. Faye approved instantly, at least superficially, of this man. He stood up with outstretched hand and confidently announced that he was Oliver Blake. They shook hands and Faye introduced herself.

‘Hello I’m Faye Monroe, it’s very nice to meet you, please come on through.’

Faye stood back, held the waiting room door open and directed him across the small hall to the office, where she directed him to a seat on the sofa. Faye then took her seat, a very nice designer type high backed chair. Between them was a low coffee table on which there was a vase of cream roses, a long slim glass jug of water and a drinking glass, a box of tissues neatly contained in a cream ceramic tissue box holder, although thought Faye, Oliver Blake did not look like the crying type. 

Oliver Blake observed his surroundings, the furniture was in good taste and while not excessively expensive it certainly wasn’t cheap, the room was spacious and warm, he recognized the familiar fresh, green, spicy fragrance in the room, the scent of Diptyque 34. The walls were painted a dark blue and four large abstract paintings hung on them, the sofa he sat in was comfortable and supported his frame, he noticed a Corbusier couch against the end wall, probably the analysis couch, he would avoid that, he liked to see the eyes of those he spoke to, all in all the room met with his approval. As Faye sat down he took her in, thin but not in that awful starved way, she looked as if she was naturally thin, long titian hair, her thin frame allowed for definition of her features, high cheek bones, a full well-shaped mouth, her large eyes were the palest blue, and very alive. Her body, while thin, had good definition, smallish breasts, narrow hips, toned but not hard, she certainly was attractive, not in a bomb-shell-want-to-bonk-her-brains-out sort of way, more in a subtle way. Oliver thought she looked well bred, the kind that are brought up on pulses and lentils and tennis, the kind he would be happy to be seen with at a business dinner, he preferred a different type out of the public eye. 

‘I might just take a few details from you first, date of birth and so forth,’ began Faye.

She has a nice voice, professional but personable thought Oliver. 

‘Before we do that I would like to ask you a few questions, on your website…’

No, thought Faye, that bloody website, I knew it was a bad idea. Faye had been talked into a website as the way forward and given that she needed more business after the divorce she had relented and now people had preconceived ideas about her before they ever met her.

‘…you say that you have an Existential-Phenomenological approach to your work, can you explain that to me?’

Oh for crying out loud, thought Faye, I have problems understanding it myself, and now he wants me to explain it to him in a minute, I hate when they ask these stupid broad questions and then usually pretend to understand the answer I give, I really ought to tell him that I am not Wikipedia and to go Goggle it, that blasted website.

‘It is quite a big area and as much as I would like to discuss philosophical ideas, I do not wish to eat into your time here,’ began Faye.

‘I am quite happy to use the time to understand your approach and its implications, after all if I choose to embark on therapy with you, I think it is fairly important that I understand your method, don’t you agree?’ Oliver asked in a very even matter of fact tone, he had no intention of letting her off that easily. 

Well, thought Faye, how can I disagree with that without sounding like an inept pillock, this one is competitive, and Faye never liked the competitive ones, it just, she thought, made the whole thing miserable, may as well give him what he wants.

‘Of course I agree, and I am more than happy to expand on the Existential-Phenomenology,’ answered Faye. ‘Existential analysis is deeply influenced by philosophical writers such as Heidegger, Sartre, Buber among others. Existential thinking in fact could be considered to be as old as the first time someone contemplated their existence, it is a form of reactionary thinking usually against pedantic and dogmatic attempts to control people. The approach is not to cure or explain, but rather to explore and describe in an attempt to understand your human condition. People are often craving answers but reject the questions. People seek certainty and security while rejecting their responsibility to seek out truths which will bring with them insecurity. The idea is to explore with an open mind the various ways in which our minds are closed. It takes courage to stand at that point of tension in our life, the tension between where we are and where we want to be, between what we are willing to do to change and what we are willing to accept for that change, what are we willing to let go of, and all the time taking account of the context of the world we inhabit and of course to accept that we are limited beings and not capable of all we might desire. It is an approach which champions individuality and freedom, freedom to be who we want to be comes at a cost, we are free to do whatever we wish but we must suffer the consequences of our free actions.’

‘So we can do whatever we want once we can live with the consequences?’ enquired Oliver.

‘In essence yes, that is not to condone bad actions, one has to live with one’s own conscience. Psychoanalysis may help reframe how you perceive your world and your actions. Since we are free it follows that we can re-choose, yet this is not without its difficulties since one’s way of seeing and being in the world are inextricably linked. Change only comes when we allow ourselves to experience the existential anxiety of standing over the abyss in which self and world, past and future, change together. Exploring one’s past and making connections between your actions and outcomes can help you in choosing a different future,’ answered Faye.

‘What kind of things from your past do you look at?’ asked Oliver.

‘Anything that comes up, remember while children likely have some basic level of unreflective, present-oriented consciousness, you cannot discount what was won by insight or transferred onto us as children, just because we were children does not mean that we were unaffected by our surrounding – our conditioning,’ answered Faye.

‘How do you discern what things are harmful and what are useful? asked Oliver.

‘During the process of the analysis we might look at the analytical relationship and the transference...’

What do you mean by transference?’ interrupted Oliver, although he knew full well, but he was enjoying himself watching Faye trying to impress him.

Bloody hell who cares what it is, thought Faye, but went on to explain.

‘Generally speaking, transference refers to how the patient might transfer their feelings, wishes, reactions or experiences towards another person, most likely from their childhood, onto the analyst. Yet transference is not the preserve of the therapy setting, it is in fact a universal phenomenon which might occur in any area of one’s life, where the reactions to a current person echo early patterns. In existential analysis, the task is to look at the patient’s interpersonal world and how it relates to their present relationships and recast it to reflect the true nature of the present without the interruption of the past.’

‘How long does that take?’ Oliver asked this knowing well how irritating that question must be.

Faye hated this question, people came to her after a lifetime of clutter and then expected to be fixed in three sessions. Early on in her career she had stopped giving any time frame as people immediately set that time as their ending and usually wanted to finish at that point even though they were not within an ass’s roar of where they needed to be, another example of conditioning gone wrong.

‘I never presume to know how long anything will take especially on only first meeting a person, it is best to allow it to run its own course,’ answered Faye.

Nicely done, thought Oliver.

‘Might you be able to say what slows things up in therapy, taking it as a given that the therapist is competent and not dragging it on for their own ends?’ he asked. 

Faye noticed that he did not have an accusatory tone when he asked this but was very matter of fact about it; nonetheless she thought there was something fishy about Oliver Blake.

‘Taken as a given that the analyst is trained and competent and not money hungry,’ began Faye, ‘then things like the patients’ resistance and defences can come into play.’

‘But if you come here of your own volition,’ enquired Oliver, ‘how could that be resistance?’

‘In psychoanalysis, resistance and defences are considered ways of being-in-the world, non-reflective strategies developed over time to deal with difficulties. As these strategies are usually developed in early childhood, they can be quite entrenched and you may be unaware of your own resistance or your defences. It is thought that defence mechanisms may have a mechanical quality to them because the person as he experiences himself is dissociated from them and suffers from them rather than being their author,’ she answered. 

‘So what you are saying is that we are not really responsible for our actions given that our resistance and defences are not in our control?’ Oliver asked this knowing well the answer he would get, he noticed she held eye contact all the time and remained very still, no fidgeting or unnecessary hand movements, he hated people who used their hands to emphasis what they were saying, it usually meant that what they had to say did not hold enough weight without the embellishment of dancing hands.

‘Unlike Freudian analysts, existentialism holds the belief that human beings are free rather than determined and as such responsible for our actions. Freedom here is not a freedom out of context, as I said earlier, we are limited, but to some degree are the authors of our experience in the sense of being world-related rather than being environmentally determined beings. Analysis is about bringing the patient from the position of feeling one’s experience is determined to being free,’ she said while thinking that if she was so bloody free she should just tell him to cop on and get to the reason he came to see her.

‘Do you consider people who come to you sick since you use the term patient?’ enquired Oliver

Of course I do, screamed Faye, but only in her head.

‘No, I just use that term as a matter of habit - it does not have the same meaning as in the medical setting, what would you prefer I use?’ she asked, hoping to shift the direction of questioning.

‘Oh it makes no difference to me as I know I am not sick, I was thinking in general as I am sure others of less certitude may find it offensive,’ Oliver wanted to rattle her a bit, see how she would hold up.

It was as if Faye could feel her neurotransmitters release angry chemicals in her brain and her quickening heart rate told her adrenaline and noradrenalin were beginning to surge through her blood stream, in a millisecond she deepened her breath to counteract this effect and told herself not to react to Mr Blake. If you are so full sure you are not sick, what are you doing here and why are you trying to vex me, she thought.

‘Oliver, I certainly try never to wilfully cause offence but that does not mean that people do not take offence. When it does happen, it can be very beneficial, therapeutically speaking, as it may expose a lived experience of an otherwise hidden emotion,’ Faye said in her best nonchalant voice.

‘Interesting,’ he replied, Oliver had registered Faye’s initial spark of annoyance and the ensuing regaining of control. To the untrained eye it would appear she did not anger at all, but Oliver made it a point to notice such nuances. He would have liked to have come closer to see if he could pick up the scent of her pheromones, it was a smell he enjoyed, even longed for, although he had trained himself not to long for anything, he had read that the release of these chemicals caused others to react with empathy albeit unconsciously, not Oliver, he reacted with a desire to devour. Dr Monroe could certainly take control of herself, he liked that. What’s more he sensed that she prided herself on not reacting, even better, he thought. 

‘Is there anything in particular you would like to discuss, perhaps why you decided to come to see me?’ Faye asked as she registered a very slight flare of his nostrils, like an animal picking up a scent, it gave her a slight shiver up her spine. 

‘My wife and I have recently separated, I must admit it was not by mutual consent, I, it now appears, mistakenly thought everything was going well but apparently, she did not and asked for a divorce after twelve years of marriage. Needless to say, it came as quite a jolt and as you can imagine I was very upset. She was adamant it was over and did not wish to seek some compromise or indeed entertain trying to work on a resolution. She moved out of our home the same day, she told me not to contact her as she needed time to clear her head and think clearly,’ Oliver paused and dropped his head, he thought this would have the desired effect.

‘When did this happen?’ asked Faye.

‘A while back, I thought I would come to terms with it all but to my own annoyance I have not,’ answered Oliver.

‘What do you mean when you say “to your own annoyance”? enquired Faye, somehow she was surprised by what he was saying, he did not seem the type to admit he was having trouble getting over being dumped, she thought he was coming about some obtuse existential midlife-type angst.

‘As you will come to see I am not the type to dwell on things, I am very successful at what I do and tend not to cry over spilt milk, I move on, I focus on the next thing, I am in the habit of succeeding.’

‘So you see your wife leaving as a failure?’

‘No, I did not fail her or our marriage - she came to that decision without my input, she was the one who decided things were not as she would like.’

‘Would you have been willing to change?’

‘Frankly, what she wanted I could not give her, so you see it was not simply a matter of me changing, I was not the person she wanted me to be.’

What did his ex want from him, Faye wondered, probably that he wasn’t such a control freak, mind you, that observation would have to wait, too much too soon is never a good idea, for lots of reasons, primarily because they never believed it and spent the rest of the time disproving you, which quite frankly was too tiresome, Faye thought. So instead of pointing out his over-controlling personality, she asked how he felt not to be the person his ex-wife wanted. 

‘Dr Monroe I am quite happy with the person I am, in fact it would be difficult to fault me on any level, you may think that sounds egotistical, but I am confident in my own abilities and have achieved a great deal in my life. I am not an unreasonable man, and I gave my wife a very comfortable life, she wanted for nothing and was well looked after. You see she became discontented with the very things which she previously stated gave her a great deal of contentment. She never wanted to work and was happy to be provided for, I demanded little of her, we had a fulltime housekeeper and gardener, holidays two, perhaps three times a year, with a holiday home in France. I hardly need to go on, I am sure you can conjure up a picture as to the life I am capable of providing,’ Oliver delivered this in an even tone which contained none of the conceit which the words held. 

Yes indeed, Faye could conjure up a picture of the life Oliver Blake could offer and the price for that life. She had often wondered what it must be like to be “taken care of” and not have to work, right now it sounded more desirable than ever, being divorced brought with it a new kind of poverty. Yes she still made money, but now all her money went to pay all the bills as there was no splitting of expenses, and these expenses did not decrease just because there was one less person, a light bulb does not care how many lives it lights up, it still wants to be paid for its trouble. 

For a second, she thought he was flirting with her, it was as if he was letting her know what he could offer. God was this how desperate she was becoming, this poor man had come in devastated that his wife did a runner and in the only way he knew how, he was trying to come to terms with it. She had seen it before, now more than ever since the economic crash, all those highflyers now broke in more ways than one. When they come first, they are all about how successful they are and within no time they are a blubbering mess not able to form any connection to this new person they inhabit, this person without the wherewithal to splash two hundred grand on a car for the wife, or a bolt hole in Lake Coma. Their identities were so enmeshed in their capacity to procure that not only did they not recognize their non-omnipotent self, but they loathed this person, and this self-hate led to all sort of trouble. But Oliver Blake did not lose his money, he lost his wife, and sometimes a wife is easier than a fortune to acquire again. 

After Oliver had expanded further on what a great husband he was, Faye needed to check the time, this act was always a tricky business no matter how many times you do it, she had a small digital clock on the table between herself and the patient and also her watch. Getting a glimpse of the watch was always more obvious and therefore you had to find the most opportune moment to drop your gaze to catch the small digital read-out which signalled how close you were to shutting up time. No matter how evolved the patient was, catching you looking at the time gave an unwelcomed feeling, she is no longer interested, I’m boring, I won’t have enough time to say what I came to say, she’s trying to get rid of me, namely rejection. And since most people came to therapy to deal with some incarnation of rejection, the end of each session was always peppered with this dance of one-upmanship. Of course everyone denied this, but then in Faye’s experience most people denied most things. So as surreptitiously as possible, she noted that they only had three minutes. Faye made it a rule very early on in her career never to go over time no matter how interesting things were, then again, it was a long time since Faye was tempted to go over time. 

‘Oliver we are just at the time and so we will need to finish up, I would be happy to see you again if you so wish or perhaps you might like to think about it,’ said Faye, not really quite sure whether she really wanted to see him again, but then again she needed all the work she could get. 

Oliver was not in the habit of having others call time on him, he liked to hold that position himself, but this was only a small thing in the bigger picture. Yes he would be coming back, that was not something he needed to think about, but she need not know that.

‘Yes I think I would like to return but it will depend on whether you can offer me a time which I can work with, day time will be impossible for me, I see from your website that your last appointment is eight on a Tuesday, that time would suit me,’ Oliver didn’t ask, he expected that time.

‘Yes I work late on a Tuesday night but that eight is gone for the next few weeks,’ Faye lied. The eight was not gone, but neither was the seven o’ clock and she had no intention of sitting for an hour until eight, he’ll take the seven, she thought. 

Oliver wanted the eight o’clock slot but could not quite read whether Dr Monroe was telling the truth or just getting the upper hand about this time not being available - in fact he was rather sure she was lying, he had to decide whether or not to risk it, if he refused the seven he could end up waiting several weeks to come back and that really was not an option, taking the seven meant he ceded to her on this one. He decided to yield to her in this instance, but he certainly was not going to make a habit of this. 

‘Very well I will take the seven o’ clock but I would hope that in a few weeks when the eight does come available you would offer it to me,’ Oliver would hold her to this.

‘Yes of course,’ answered Faye with no intention of offering this to him unless she had someone to fill the seven o’ clock session. It wasn’t that she was some sort of cold-hearted cow who wouldn’t put herself out for someone, but from experience, it was the ones you put yourself out for the most that abused it the most.

‘So shall we say seven next Tuesday,’ asked Oliver. 

‘Yes,’ answered Faye as she handed him a sheet of paper that passed as a contract, it had the bits about confidentiality, obligation to disclose to authorities any admission or suspicion of child abuse, suicide protection, but it was the bit about the cancellation fee which people always questioned. Faye charged for a missed appointment unless she received forty-eight hours’ notice. People hated this, they appeared to have no problem about her having to possibly disclose child abuse but resented having to pay for an appointment they made but did not keep. As far as Faye was concerned, it was yet another example of people not taking responsibility for themselves and acting like babies. It had happened that over the years Faye had lost patients because of this clause, but she stuck to it nonetheless, as a result she now had very few cancellations, but she also had no waiting list. There had been a time when she had a six-month waiting list, the boom had brought with it a desire for people to discuss the problems which excessive amounts of money brought. Should they buy their little darlings a new car for their sixteenth birthday, which charities are more worthy of their time and money, which was really about which charity would afford them the most publicity, should they get rid of the Polish nanny because she doesn’t love the children enough and on and on. 

‘What way do you like to be paid,’ asked Oliver.

Hard cash, Faye wanted to say, but that was too crass. She had stopped taking checks, it was no longer worth the hassle of dealing with the ones that bounced, one from a patient who had ran up a bill of twenty-two sessions, she had no intention of letting that happen again. 

‘Credit card or you can do a bank transfer – the fee has to be transferred prior to your appointment or you can pay as you go,’ answered Faye.

‘In that case, I will pay you in cash if that is acceptable?’ said Oliver. It was always his intention to pay in cash as he did not want any form of payment linking him to Dr Monroe.

‘That would be fine,’ said Faye and it was only when she was saying goodbye and walking him to the door with her hand outstretched to shake his that she noticed he had not removed his gloves, nor did he do so before he shook her hand, which was firm but strange that he did not remove his glove. And then, for some reason Faye could not quite explain to herself, she did something she had never before done - she went into the waiting room which had a window overlooking the street, to catch a glimpse of Oliver Blake. And there he was in all his suaveness crossing the road but not before he suddenly stopped and to Faye’s horror turned to look directly at her, but instead of turning away, she raised her hand, waved at him, smiling and gesturing to an oncoming traffic warden, hoping frantically that he would get what she was trying to convey and not look like the complete pillock she felt she was. He appeared to have understood as he turned and kept walking. For crying out loud, Faye thought, how could she have been so bloody stupid, she must have looked like a complete idiot, or worse still, some kind of weird psycho who likes to gawk at her patients. At that moment Faye’s next patient, Mari Philips came in, Mari was great, she liked the couch which at that moment suited Faye just fine as it allowed her to close her eyes and relive the horrific scene in her head over and over again.

		
	


two

As Oliver turned away from catching Faye staring at him, he was smirking to himself, he had lost on the time slot but most definitely he had the upper hand now. Faye had impressed him more than he had expected, under other circumstances she might be an asset to him. He had deliberately not parked on Harcourt Rd where Faye’s office was, instead he had his driver Jim park around the corner on Hatch St. Jim was waiting for him and as he opened the rear door of the Bentley Continental he took out his mobile and dialled Arthur Wilson’s number. When Arthur answered, Oliver simply said that it was on and hung up. 

‘I’m going home Jim please.’ Oliver said to his driver. Home was not so far, Oliver lived on Wellington Avenue and at this time the traffic from Harcourt St to there should be fairly thin. As they drove Oliver checked his emails and made a call to his secretary Tina, there was nothing pressing which gave him time to think about Dr Faye Monroe. As Jim pulled into the drive Oliver saw that there were no other cars in the drive, except for his silver Jaguar XJ, which meant that the housekeeper and the gardener had left, which was fine as it was after five. Oliver lived, by most people’s standards, in a very beautiful red brick Georgian house. He had, what the estate agent might say, sensitively restored the house leaving all the original features in this five bedroom, three storeys over a basement, four thousand square foot home. Before he got out of the car, he bid Jim a good evening and asked him to collect him at six-thirty the following morning. As Oliver climbed the six steps to the front door, he began to take his keys out when he suddenly felt concupiscent, he had not felt this way for a while, Dr Monroe had ignited his libido; Freud would have been pleased. 

Like most powerful men he was driven in most areas of his life and sex was no different, he would have a woman later. He could smell that Nora had cooked, she would have left his dinner wrapped and ready to be reheated on the counter in the very expensive German-imported kitchen, which he liked because it didn’t hide untidiness. Oliver liked things to be transparent and there was transparency in order.

He didn’t follow the smell to the kitchen but instead went upstairs to the bedroom and began to take off his suit jacket. The bedroom was all pale greys and whites, the super-king size bed a reminder of his plans for later, but not in this bed, never in this bed. Oliver carefully hung his Brioni Vanquish II jacket on its hanger in the adjoining dressing room, followed by his trousers, his shirt went into the laundry basket for Nora to look after and when he was naked, he carefully and admiringly gazed at his refection in the long wall mirror. It would be hard not to like what he saw, he was thirty-eight with the body of a well-crafted younger man, Oliver had made it a habit to take care of himself - this was less motivated by vanity than necessity, the way Oliver saw it if he wanted to stay at the top of his game, sharp and successful, then he would have to be as body fit as he was mentally astute. The bonus of course was what was reflected back to him right now and it didn’t matter a toss to him if others thought that was vanity. Irish men were ridiculously bad at taking care of themselves, thinking instead that their charm and good humour was enough to compensate for a milky-white flabby body. Not Oliver, from a very young age he knew the value of the physical and aesthetics, while admiring his reflection he reached for one of his many phones and dialled a number he knew by heart and made the arrangements to meet Silvia later on. 

In the kitchen after heating up his dinner, it was shepherd’s pie, he was a fan of simple good food, Oliver opened his briefcase and took out the sealed envelope which was left in the back of his car while he was in Dr Monroe’s. As he ate, he took from the envelope several photos and a list outlining a day-by-day routine. Faye Monroe photographed well although in some shots she did look harried, Oliver gently traced the outline of her body with his index finger and thought if she looked harried now, wait until he had finished with her. He read through her daily activities and who she saw as he ate his dinner. She has a busy life he thought and did some interesting things, she attended two lunch-time concerts in the National Concert Hall in the last ten days, she went alone, he liked that, she also visited the National Art Museum and sat in front of the same picture for more than twenty minutes at a time, it was a newly acquired Picasso, “Woman Drinking Absinthe”. Oliver was not familiar with this particular one, he would have to make a visit. She played polocrosse which he approved of, and she was part of a group called the Phenomenologists, whatever the hell that was. Probably a clique of pseudo-intellectual failures, sitting around pontificating some drivel like how they are indifferent to the fact that they are not making truckloads of money because money is dirty, and it is the experiences in life that are important. Oliver had not once come across someone who said no to money, but in his experience, it is far easier to say you are not interested in money when you don’t have any. 

He checked his watch, it was time to leave Faye for Silvia. He dropped his plate, knife and fork into the sink then grabbed his keys, set the alarm and shut the door behind him. He drove the Jag to within a street of Silvia’s apartment, parked it and briskly walked the last of the journey, eagerly anticipating what would come next. 

		
	


three

Everything about Ina Mulhall contradicted itself, long back, short legs, short arms, long fingers, big breasts, tiny waist, small eyes, big lips, pale green eyes, light brown hair. But somehow all this combined to make her very alluring in a most unconventional way. Intellectually she was as clever as they come, sharp as a whip, a proper brain box, with such a wealth of knowledge she was like a full set of encyclopaedias. Ina could have been anything she wanted to be, but she chose the guards, no one could quite fathom why. Those close to her knew she became a guard to please her father, he was a Garda on the street all his life. One of those that valued the old school way of doing things, work your way up and all that sort of thing, he never valued Ina’s huge intellect and typically she gave her life trying to please an imbecile. To be fair to the guards they quickly realised what a gem they had in Ina, and she now heads up an extremely successful forensic department in the Garda headquarters in Phoenix Park. As she waited for Faye in their usual haunt, The Copper Cow, she was reading a tome on neuropathology, she was half-way through even though she had been reading it for a few hours, and although she would never admit it to be true, her friends were all convinced that Ina had a photographic memory. It was futile playing scrabble with her as there was no word she did not know and better still none she could not spell. Just as Ina was getting into some neuropathology theory, Faye arrived. 

‘Hiya,’ Faye said.

‘Hi Faye,’ answered Ina, ‘what would you like, I’m having a pint?’ Ina knew Faye would not have a pint she wouldn’t dream of it, probably a G&T she thought. 

‘Gin and tonic please although I would like a nice chilled Veuve Clicquot,’ said Faye.

‘You could still be drinking Veuve Clicquot if you had minded your husband, it’s your own fault you are reduced to gin!’ Ina said in her cop-yourself-on voice. She had always liked Noel, very much indeed and thought that Faye had been mistaken in letting him go. 

‘God Ina don’t start that again, I know you thought he was the bees’ knees, but you didn’t have to live with him, now shut up about him, not another word. Is Harry coming? asked Faye. 

‘Yeah, he’s running a bit late, he said to order for him. Anything strange or startling going on?’

‘I wish, but I did make a complete idiot of myself today with a patient, when he left I went to the waiting room window and looked out at him and as if he could feel me looking at him, he turned around and caught me.’

‘Cringeful!’

‘That’s an understatement, and then I waved and pretended to be looking out for the traffic warden, who for good luck was just coming down the street’.

‘What the hell were you doing looking out the window at him?’

‘I don’t know, it was an urge, I have never done that before, really I haven’t, but there was something unnerving about him, almost intriguing, I don’t know what I was expecting to see, maybe what kind of car he got into, but really I don’t care about cars people drive, so I honestly don’t know. He probably thinks I am some sort of weirdo.’

‘Yeah, I bet he does.’

‘Thank you, that helps a lot.’

‘What was he like?’ 

‘Handsome, classy, successful, clever, self-important,’ answered Faye as their drinks arrived and they both clinked glasses and paused to have a drink.

‘Maybe you fancied him, after all you are going through a very dry spell, and needs must,’ grinned Ina.

‘I’m not that desperate that I have to resort to patients and besides it’s impossible. Let’s change the subject, I think I might have to give up Harcourt St.’ At just that moment Harry strode over to their table in that easy, playful way of his. 

Harry, Ina and Faye were friends for years, they had met when they were fourteen at a swimming gala, all were useless swimmers, at least in the sense of medal potential, they called themselves “The Leftovers”, but had hit it off and remained firm friends ever since. 

Harry was the art director and partner in a very successful advertisement company and was great fun, if a serial womaniser; to his credit he had never hit on either Ina or Faye, not that he hadn’t fantasized about it but he knew it would irrevocably change everything and he would never risk that. 

‘Hello you two,’ beamed Harry, he was always happy it seemed. ‘What have I missed?

‘Faye made a fool of herself with a patient she fancies,’ laughed Ina and preceded to tell Harry her version of events, with Faye occasionally throwing her eyes to heaven. 

‘Oh you poor thing,’ sympathised Harry, ‘you most feel like a right plonker.’

‘Well I certainly do now, you two are no help. Harry any new conquests? smiled Faye.

‘Now that you ask, there is a lovely young thing in the copy writing department.’

As Harry went on to talk about his latest infatuation, Faye was distracted by a man sitting at the bar, she was sure she had seen him before, then she remembered, it was in the museum two days ago, she had caught him looking at her for a second but quickly dismissed it, and here again now she had caught him looking at her. Faye, like most women, was used to men looking at her but she was never at ease with it, it always felt wrong to her, to be looked at. She felt that any man who did not hide the fact that they were looking at you were a little pervy and cocky. But this felt different, Faye had an intuitive sense, it was what had made her good at her job, and this felt funny to her, but she could not quite put her finger on it. 

‘What or who are you looking at?’ asked Harry.

‘No one, just a guy over there who I thought I saw before, but I realised I didn’t,’ said Faye, ‘Let’s order some food I’m starving.’

The man at the bar was aware that Faye’s gaze lingered a bit too long on him and noted the flash of recognition, this was the second time and he knew he had to be careful. He prided himself on his ability to blend in and remain unnoticed, he had a lifetime of practice after all, but there was something about Faye Monroe that was different, she had a heightened sense of awareness just like him, he decided to leave. 

As he was leaving, he noticed Faye walking towards the loos. When Faye was out of earshot Harry leaned in closer to Ina and said with as much shock in his delivery as he could muster.

‘You’ll never guess who came into the office today?’

Ina was not the guessing type. 

‘Just tell me Harry.’

‘Daniel bloody Cohen,’ Harry said, savouring each syllable as he registered the shock on Ina’s face. Harry loved to shock Ina and as Ina was rather shock immune, Harry savoured this all the more.

‘You’re joking me, Dan Cohen, our Dan Cohen, it can’t be.’

‘The very one,’ said Harry, ‘What are we going to do about Faye.’

‘What do you mean, what are we going to do, we are going to say nothing, do you hear, nothing,’ answered Ina.

‘Ina, we have to tell her.’

‘Why?’ asked Ina indignantly.

‘For one he is back in Dublin at least for the next six months, his company are opening up here and want us to do the advertising campaign.’

‘You told him you couldn’t work for him of course.’

‘No I didn’t, Ina times are tough, and he is a big client, the company needs this job and quite frankly I like Dan, always have done,’ said Harry.

‘I don’t believe you, after all that happened, after all he put Faye through, you are now going to take his money.’

‘Ina it’s just a job, I am not marrying the guy and besides it’s not up to me to make the decision not to take him on.’

‘You’re a partner, you could if you wished.’

‘Yes, a partner who has to consider the other partners, Ina calm down, he’s in Dublin and he asked about Faye, we have to tell her, what if they bumped into each other that would be catastrophic.’ reasoned Harry.

‘I suppose you’re right, it’s just a shock, Dan Cohen, I can’t believe it, yeah we have to tell her,’ Ina was not a stubborn person and always relented if she could see the reason in another person’s argument, it was one of her many admirable traits. 

‘You tell her, here she comes.’

Faye sat down just as their food arrived.

Faye I have something to tell you,’ began Harry, ‘Dan Cohen is in Dublin for at least the next few months and he came to the office today to talk about an advertisement campaign, we have taken him on as a client, it’s too substantial a job to turn down, despite past history. He asked about you, not only that he said he would love to see you,’ Harry was not one to drip feed information.

‘He just told me a second ago,’ added Ina.

Harry and Ina could see Faye’s face pale to white and through her eyes almost see her brain processing the information and the firing of memories which they both knew could be nothing but painful.

‘Really?’ she whispered almost inaudibly. 

Faye could feel, for the second time that day, the physiological actions of her sympathetic nervous system. It often helped Faye to focus on what was physically happening in her body, it was a coping mechanism. She thought about how the catecholamine hormones were right now causing her heart rate and breathing to increase, she could visualize the constriction in her blood vessels. She understood that an abundance of these hormones at neuroreceptor sites would trigger the classic intuitive behaviour of combat or escape. Oddly she felt like doing both, she wanted to get up and run, find Danny Cohen and kick his head in. But Faye was also practised in the ancient art of restraint, she would never allow herself such an expression of emotion, it just wasn’t the way things were done, denial was the order of the day. Faye reached for her drink and slowly took a long sip, returned the glass to the table with hyper-vigilance so as not to knock over the glass or clink it against the plate, which would be a betrayal of the flux she felt inside.

‘I can’t believe he came to your agency, why do you think he would do that, why not use another firm, I must say I find that a bit strange,’ Faye said.

‘Frankly so do I,’ added Ina.

‘Well maybe it has something to do with my agency being the best, and I find it strange that this is your reaction,’ said Harry.

‘Harry, it has got nothing to do with your agency, but surely you must think it a tad strange that after all these years he walked into your office, out of nowhere, no warning, there has to something else going on,’ said Faye.

‘Faye’s right, this is no coincidence, and let’s face it he was never the spontaneous type, plus it is nearly ten years since we have seen him. What exactly did he say and how did he appear?’ Ina turned to Harry practically spitting out the questions.

‘He had made an appointment about two weeks ago, but I never copped the name, or gave it any notice, and when he walked in you could have knocked me over with a feather. He was very nice and acknowledged that it was strange, but that his firm had researched various agencies and that ours was selected and that he would not use us if I was uncomfortable.’

‘That was big of him,’ interrupted Ina, ‘it wasn’t your heart he broke’.

‘Still, he was very upfront about the whole thing. We discussed the job and caught up a bit on the years and then he asked how you were Faye.’

‘What did you say?’ asked Faye.

‘What do you think I told him, you were a mess and never got over him, married on the rebound, followed by a divorce, piled on ten stone and dribble when you eat!’ smirked Harry.

Both Ina and Faye laughed, both knew Harry would have championed Faye to the end. 

‘I hate myself for asking this but what was he like, has he changed?’ Faye did hate asking but then curiosity often overrode dignity.

‘Faye, it’s perfectly normal to ask that, you’re only human remember,’ reassured Ina.

‘He looks good, the years have been gentle on him, athletic looking as ever, he has two children, two boys I think he said, they moved back to London three years ago,’ said Harry.

‘Did you tell him I was married and separated?’ asked Faye.

‘No, I just said you were doing great and very successful and really nothing else. Faye I wasn’t going to blab to him about you, you know that,’ assured Harry and then added, ‘or tell him that you were going bonkers spying on patients out the window.’

‘Are you going to meet him?’ Ina asked, dreading the answer.

‘What’s the point, I have nothing to say to him, and besides if he looks that good, I might not be able to control myself,’ deadpanned Faye.

‘Aren’t you at least a bit curious to meet him, just, well you know, to test the waters?’ asked Harry.

‘The waters do not need testing,’ Ina glared at Harry ‘and you should not be encouraging her to meet him,’ turning to Faye she finished, ‘don’t do it to yourself, you know the effect he has on you, it will only end in misery.’

‘What do you think I am going to do, see him and then jump into bed with him, please credit me with some restraint and a shred of dignity, besides he dumped me precisely because he did not want to be with me,’ said Faye. 

This was not exactly true and all three knew this. Faye and Dan had started dating when they were sixteen and all four pal-ed around together. They remained an item for nine years and were mad on each other; they were, by any accounts, moulded for each other. As they were getting older it was obvious that they were becoming more serious about a future together and it was at this time that unbeknownst to Faye, Dan’s parents, or more accurately his mother, started to prevail on Dan. Dan was Jewish, which never mattered to anyone, in fact it was never an issue to any degree, neither he nor Faye were religious in any way, but ultimately it seemed that Dan’s mother wanted him to marry a Jewish girl. It wasn’t that they didn’t like Faye, quite the contrary, they were very fond of her, she was a regular fixture in the Cohen household over the years, but when it came to the crunch Faye was not Jewish. Neither was it a question of Faye converting, not that she was given that option, it was a question of heritage and deeply held beliefs which ultimately were stronger than love. That last summer together Dan told Faye he was going to Israel on holidays with his parents and his sister and brother, it was their first family visit together to Israel. Faye sensed that something was a bit off with Dan when he was saying goodbye, but thought it was that he felt bad that she was not asked to go with them, she assured him she was fine with him going which she was, after all it was only two weeks. Nothing could have prepared her for what happened that summer. Dan never returned, subsequently he married an Israeli girl and remained in Israel to begin their life together. 

At the time Faye felt she was dismantling, everything she had thought to be true about Dan was demolished, not a word to her, not a call, nothing. She only found out when a day after he supposedly was to be back, she had not heard from him, she called his parent’s home and his sister Anna answered. Faye then had to suffer the humiliation of being told that her lover of nine years had unceremoniously dumped her in the most dramatic fashion, he was to marry a woman he had only barely met and moved half away across the world - had their relationship been that bad and she’d never realised? 

Faye could not bring herself to suffer the ignominy of going to his parents for an explanation, so she really had nothing to root her disbelief in other than he was a complete fake and she a complete idiot to be taken in by his gentle nature over the years, which clearly was fraudulent. Obviously, Ina and Harry had their theories, Harry thought he was the greatest wanker who ever walked the earth, Ina thought he must have had some sort of psychotic episode which rendered him incapacitated and this would account for his completely out of character preposterous behaviour. But ultimately, he was gone, married, out of all their lives, without a word. For a long time Faye felt stunned by the absurdity of it all, she thought that there was nothing as inequitable as being cast aside without the opportunity to at least have your say. Six months later Faye received a letter from Dan, she knew it off by heart and even now could recall it word for word.

Faye, (I can hardly use a term of affection given what I have done to you)

I am so sorry, I know I am such a bastard to do to you what I did, it is no excuse to say I was pressured into it, I acted freely. There were a lot of factors at play, things I could not ignore, I had to put others needs before my own and I will regret to my death that also meant putting others ahead of you. 

I hope you can forgive me someday and I wish nothing but the best for you. 

Everything I felt for you and said to you was true and real. 

Full of remorse

Danny

What a useless cop out of a letter.

No address or date was given, which sent a message in itself - do not contact me. With Ina and Harry, Faye analysed, dissected, poured over, theorised and ultimately destroyed the letter. Anna had as much as said that tradition dictated Dan marry a girl of Jewish faith, but even Anna didn’t sound convinced herself. 

Over time Faye’s soreness, because she physically felt sore from the whole episode, eased and she survived it. At the root of it Faye knew that the human species are survivors and while we think we cannot live without someone, the truth is we can and do, we just live in a different way. 

‘I don’t necessarily want to revisit the past and relive old tribulations, there is absolutely nothing to be got by that. We have both lived our lives quite well apart, it is best that we remain apart. If he asks you again about meeting me Harry, tell him I do not want to,’ Faye said decisively, ‘Let’s not talk about it anymore it’s such a stale story now.’

‘Righto,’ said Harry, ‘let’s finish up here and go dancing.’

As they were leaving Ina and Harry cautiously caught each other’s eyes silently sending each other an expression of alarm. 

		
	


four

Daniel Cohen was staying in the Merrion Hotel for the time being, he could have stayed with his sister but he was wound too tight to relax there and besides Anna would only complicate things, and there was no question of him staying with his parents, things were never right between them since that trip to Israel. Meeting Harry Stuart again had completely unnerved him, not because of Harry, no Harry was very gracious given the history and did everything to put him at ease, no, the contact with Harry had made him realise the realness of his whole messy situation and also being around Harry had made him long to see Faye again. 

He had not been back to Dublin in six years, the last time was for the funeral of his grandmother, it was part of the arrangement he had made with Liat’s father, Uziel Nachman, stay in Israel for seven years with no trips home during this time save exceptional circumstances such as a death, work hard in the business with the view to opening an office in London, and have children. Uziel was aware he had been in a long relationship and that his marriage to Liat was not one of love but obligation, he felt that an arranged marriage such as this had as good a chance of success as a young love match and that in time Dan would grow to love Liat, and if not well, so be it. Dan was a chemist, in fact a medical chemist and hardly by chance his new father-in-law had a pharmaceutical company where finding a position for Dan would be easy. So Dan did what was expected and knuckled down to work, he was a respectful husband, the love never did come, they had two boys, Arnie and Iggy, but not a day went by when Dan didn’t feel the dolour of his actions towards Faye. Almost unconsciously he could not allow himself to love Liat. Liat was brought up wealthy, accustomed to the finer things in life and had come to expect them, she was in many respects shallow and vacuous and obsessed with her appearance, and possessions. She was also brought up with the idea that her marriage would be one of her father’s orchestration and so she did not object in the slightest when introduced to Dan, why would she, he was very handsome, intelligent and clearly given the arrangement, once married would be indebted to her father, which had its advantages. Dan knew that Liat had taken lovers over the years, it did not bother him, what in fact bothered him was that fact that he was not bothered. He too had had the occasional dalliance over the years but nothing of any import. Finally, three years ago, Liat’s father had given the go ahead to open the London office. Dan couldn’t wait to get back to Europe, he hated the middle eastern heat and despite his best efforts, and he did put in effort, he could not settle there, it was where the deal was made with Uziel and in Dan’s mind would always be associated with betrayal and loss, his betrayal and loss of Faye and how he had been betrayed by his parents and ultimately realising that parental love and sacrifice was a myth, the truth lay in the primal instinct to survive, be you a parent or not. 


OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
THEp-Igeon
whispers

Claudia Jean Hugo





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

	
Contents



		Cover


		Title


		Dedication


		Acknowledgement


		Contents


		One


		Two


		Three


		Four


		Five


		Six


		Seven


		Eight


		Nine


		Ten


		Eleven


		Twelve


		Thirteen


		Fourteen


		Fifteen


		Sixteen


		Seventeen


		Eighteen


		Nineteen 


		Twenty


		Twenty-One


		Twenty-Two


		Twenty-Three


		Twenty-Four


		Twenty-Five


		Twenty-Six


		Twenty-Seven


		Twenty-Eight


		Twenty-Nine


		Thirty


		Thirty-One


		About the Author


		Copyright





			
	

OEBPS/image/titlepage.jpg
The Pigeon Whispers

Claudia Jean Hugo

@p

1N

Grosvenor House
Publishing Limited





