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one


The supervisor


I was with her at the first hotel on the Arabian Sea. That was for two years. Then at the hotel in Tunisia for three years. At the first hotel we slept in the same room. I knew her name, but that is all. I did not know when her birthday was. I did not know how old she was. I did not know where she came from in Africa. When we spoke of home we spoke of somewhere in the past. We might be from different countries but the world we came into contained the same clutter and dazzling light. All the same traps were set for us. Later I found God, but that is a story for another day.


If I tell you of my beginning you will know hers. I can actually remember the moment I was born. When I say this to people they look away or they smile privately. I know they are inclined not to believe. So I don’t say this often or loudly. But I will tell you now so that perhaps you will understand her better. I can tell you this. The air was cool to start with, but soon all that disappeared. The air broke up and darted away. Black faces with red eye strain dropped from a great height. My first taste of the world was a finger of another stuck inside my mouth. The first feeling is of my lips being stretched. I am being made right for the world, you see. My first sense of other is when I am picked up and examined like a roll of cloth for rips and spots. Then as time passes I am able to look back at this world I have been born into. It appears I have been born beneath a mountain of rubbish. I am forever climbing through and over that clutter, first to get to school, and later to the beauty contest at the depot, careful not to get filth on me. I win that contest and then the district and the regional. That last contest won me a place in the Four Seasons Hotel staff training program on the Arabian Sea. That is where I met her.


There, instead of refuse, I discover an air-conditioned lobby. There are palms. These trees are different from the ones I am used to. These palms I am talking about. They look less like trees than things placed in order to please the eye. Even the sea with all its blue ease appears to lack a reason to exist other than to be pleasing to the eye. It is fun to play in. That much is clear from the European guests and those blacks who can afford it.


We shared a room. We slept a few feet away from one another. She became like a sister to me, but I cannot tell you her middle name or her last name, or the name of the place she was born. Her father’s name was Justice. Her mother’s name was Mary. I cannot tell you anything else about where she came from. At the Four Seasons it did not matter. To show you were from somewhere was no good. You have to leave your past in order to become hotel staff. To be good staff you had to be like the palms and the sea, pleasing to the eye. We must not take up space but be there whenever a guest needed us. At the Four Seasons we learned how to scrub the bowl, how to make a rosette out of the last square of toilet paper and to tie over the seat a paper band that declared in English that the toilet was of approved hygiene standard. We learned how to turn back a bed, and how to revive a guest who had drunk too much or nearly drowned. We learned how to sit a guest upright and thump his back with the might of Jesus when a crisp or a peanut had gone down the wrong way.


What else? I can tell you about the new appetite that came over her like a disease of the mind. She forgot she was staff. Yes. Sometimes I thought she was under a spell. There she was, staff, and in her uniform, standing in the area reserved for guests, beneath the palms, taking up the precious shade, watching a tall white man enter the sea. She watches the sea rise all the way up his body until he disappears. The tear in the ocean smooths over. She waits. And she waits some more. She wonders if she should call the bell captain. All this time she is holding her own breath. She didn’t know that until the missing person emerges—and in a different place. He burst up through another tear in the world and all of his own making. This is the moment, she told me so, she decided she would like to learn to swim. Yes. This is the first time that idea comes to her.


After eighteen months—I am aware I said two years. That is wrong. I remember now. It was after eighteen months we were moved to a larger hotel. This was in Tunisia. The tear in the world has just grown bigger. This hotel is also on the sea. For the first time in our lives it was possible to look in the direction of Europe. Not that there was anything to see. That didn’t matter. No. You can still find your way to a place you cannot see.


For the first time we had money. A salary, plus tips. More money than either of us had ever earned. On our day off we would walk to the market. Once she bought a red-and-green parrot. It had belonged to an Italian engineer found dead in the rubbish alley behind the prostitutes’ bar. The engineer had taught the parrot to say over and over Benvenuto in Italia. Thanks to a parrot that is all the Italian I know. Benvenuto in Italia. Benvenuto in Italia. We had our own rooms now but I could hear that parrot through the wall. Benvenuto in Italia. All through the night. It was impossible to sleep. Another girl told her to throw a wrap over the cage. She did and it worked. The parrot was silent. After a shower, after dressing, after brushing teeth, after making her bed, then, she lifts the wrap, the parrot opens one eye, then the other, then its beak—Benvenuto in Italia.


On our next day off I went with her to the market. We took it in turns to carry the parrot back to where she had bought it. The man pretends he’s never seen the parrot and carries on placing his merchandise over a wooden bench. She tried to give the parrot to a small boy. His eyes grew big. I thought his head would explode. He ran off. The parrot looked up through the bars, silent for once, looking so pitiful I was worried she was about to forgive it. But no. In a tea house the owner flirted with her but when she tried to gift the parrot he backed off with his hands in the air. In the street a man stopped to poke his finger through the bars. He and the parrot were getting on. But it was the same thing. They were happy to look, to admire, but no one wanted sole charge of that parrot. She began to think she would be stuck with that parrot forever.


I took the cage off her and we boarded a bus. The passengers were waiting for the driver to return with his cigarettes. I walked down the aisle dangling the cage over the heads of the passengers. Some fell against the window and folded their arms and closed their eyes. One after another they shook their heads. Back in the market people talked to the parrot, they stuck a finger through the bars for the parrot to nibble, they cooed back at the parrot. It turned its head on its side and gave them an odd look which made everyone laugh. But no one wanted to own a parrot. She asked me if I thought there was something wrong with her. Because how was it that she was the only one who had thought to own a parrot?


We returned to the hotel. It wasn’t quite dark. We could hear some splashing from the pool. Some children. People were sitting around the outside bars. She took the parrot from me and set off to the unvisited end of the beach. I followed because I had come this far, and the whole time I had been following, so that now, just then, I did not know what else to do with myself. Down on the sand she kicked off her sandals. She placed the cage down and dragged one of the skiffs to the water. Had she asked for my advice I would have told her not to do this thing. Now I regret not saying anything. I was tired. I was sick of sharing the problem. I wanted only for the task to be over with. As she pushed the skiff out the parrot rolled its eye up at her, to look as though it possibly understood her decision and had decided it would choose dignity over fear.


In the night the wind blew up. I stayed in bed. But I can say what happened next because she told me. She also woke to the waves slapping on the beach but dozed off again without a thought for the parrot. The second time she woke it was still early. No one was up when she walked across the hotel grounds. She found the skiff hauled up on the beach. The cage was gone. Further up the beach she found the damp corpse of the parrot on top of the smouldering palm leaves. The groundsman was raking the sand. When she asked him about the cage he looked away. She thought she was going to hear a lie. Instead he told her to follow him. They go to the shed. He pulls back the beaded curtain. On the bench she sees the thin bars of the cage. The cage itself no longer exists. The bars have been cut off. She picks up one—holds it by its wooden handle, presses the sharpened point into the soft fleshy part of her hand. Well, she took the sticking knife as payment for the cage. That’s the story about the knife.


She told me once that as soon as you know you are smart you just keep getting smarter. For me it hasn’t happened yet. That’s not to say it won’t. When the Bible speaks of eternity I see one long line of surprises. It’s not to say that that particular surprise won’t come my way. I’m just saying I’m still waiting. But she got there first when she was promoted to staff supervisor. Now it was her turn to tell the new recruits that they smelt as fresh as daisies. You should see her now. The way she moved through the hotel. She would change the fruit bowl in reception without waiting to be asked. She says ‘Have a nice day’, as she has been taught, at the rear of the heavy white people waddling across the lobby for the pool. When a guest thanks her for picking up a towel from the floor she will smile and say ‘You’re welcome’, and when told she sounds just like an American she will smile out of respect. The tourists replace one another. The world must be made of tourists. How is it I wasn’t born a tourist? After four years in the hotel I could become a tourist because I know what to take pleasure in and what to complain about.


White people never look so white as when they wade into the sea under a midday sun. The women wade then sit down as they would getting into a bath. The men plunge and then they swim angrily. The women are picking up their towels from the sand as their men are still bashing their way out to sea. Then the men stop as if wherever they were hoping to get to has unexpectedly arrived. So they stop and they lie there with their faces turned up to the sky. When a wave passes under them they rise like food scraps, then the wave puts them down again. I used to wonder if these waves were employed by the hotel. I wondered if they too along with the palms had been through a hotel training course. ‘Look how gently the sea puts them down,’ she said. Look—and I did. ‘See,’ she said. ‘There is nothing to be afraid of.’


One of the floating men was called Jermayne. He happened to catch her watching the white people at play in the sea. Not this time, but another time. I wasn’t there. But this is what she told me. I hadn’t set eyes on him yet so this is what she said about Jermayne. He was a black man. Yes, he had the same skin as her and me but he hadn’t grown up in that skin. That much was easy to see. He had a way about him.


I remember asking her once—this would have been back at the other hotel on the Arabian Sea. We’d been lying there on our beds making lists of things to wish for, and I said, ‘What about love?’ Everyone needs loving. That too is in the Bible if you know where to look. I said, ‘Don’t you want to lie down with a man?’ She burst out laughing. Now, under the palms in the hotel ground, I asked her the question again. This time she looked away from me. She focused—as if there were so many ways of answering that question she couldn’t decide on just one.


But with this man I can see she is interested. When I see her with him I stop whatever I’m doing to watch. She starts playing with her hair. Now she produces a smile I have never seen before. When I reported back to her what I had seen she said I had been blinded by wishfulness on her behalf. She said Jermayne had offered to teach her to swim. ‘Well, that’s good,’ I said. ‘That way you are bound to drown.’ See how negative I sound. I don’t know why that is. Why did I decide I didn’t like Jermayne? Maybe instead of being smart I have developed some other kind of knowing.


Maybe it was his confidence. Maybe it was his unlived-in blackness. Maybe I just didn’t like him. Does there have to be a reason? Then—I will say this here, just place it down for the time being. I thought I saw him. No. What do I mean by ‘thought’? I did. I saw him with a woman. They were crossing the lobby in a hurry. But after that I didn’t see her again. I decided she must have been another guest, entering the lift when he did, because the next day it was just Jermayne in the breakfast room.


When I saw them together, my friend and him, there were two Jermaynes. One is with her—that one she can see. But at the same time there is another Jermayne. This one is standing close by looking on and smiling to himself like he knows her thoughts before she does. He saw her reluctance to get in the pool whenever guests were using it. He read her like an open book. He had to insist—she laughed him off, pretending she didn’t want to get wet after all. It was the same at the pool bar. Before Jermayne she had never had a drink with a hotel guest. Never ever—no, no, no, and the barman knew it, the stars knew it, the night knew it, the palms stood stunned in the background, and the little droplets splattering the poolside reminded everyone of the silence and the rules. She said Jermayne made it feel all right. Then it began to feel more and more right. She was no drinker. He had to explain what an outrigger was—the boat and the drink, and after that cocktail she said her thoughts drifted off to the parrot and its night out on the skiff and didn’t drift back until Jermayne started to talk about his upbringing. An American father, a German mother. He grew up in Hamburg but now lived in Berlin. He had his own business, something with computers.


She is getting down off her stool when he reaches for her hand, then he leans over her and kisses her lightly behind the ear. A group of tourists were laughing like jackals at one end of the bar. She looked to see if anyone had seen. No one had—but Jermayne had, he had seen her looking, seen her eyes looking for trouble, for blame. He smiled. He told her to relax. She was safe. He wouldn’t hurt her or do anything that would get her into trouble. That’s not my calling—that’s what he told her. He said now listen—and she did.


The next day—it was after her shift—I saw them paddle a skiff out to the artificial reef. I saw them pull the skiff up the beach and walk to the ocean side. This was her first swimming lesson. I didn’t see any of it. This is just what she told me, and this was a good deal later, months later following the events that I am leading up to.


Her first swimming lesson begins with Jermayne walking into the sea up to his waist. He looks around to see if she has followed. She hasn’t moved from the sand. He tells her there’s nothing to be afraid of. If he sees a shark he will grab the thing by its tail and hold it still until she has run back to shore. She is afraid, but she enters the water. The whole time she doesn’t take her eyes off him. To do so, she feels, will see her tumble into an abyss. So, there they are walking deeper into the sea. She is also walking deeper into his trust—that is also true. The rest is straightforward. She did what he asked her to do. She lay down on the sea. She turned herself into a floating palm leaf. She felt his broad hand reach under her belly. Then she begins to float by herself. Every now and then her belly touches Jermayne’s ready hand. Then, she said, it was just the idea of his hand that kept her afloat. I have never put my head under the sea so I can only go on what she said about it pouring into her ears and up her nostrils. I thought, I will never do that. I will never ever allow the sea to invade me. But she’d done it all wrong. That’s the point—what she wished me to know. She’d forgotten to take a breath.


Jermayne gave her buoyancy. He taught her how to float like a food scrap. But it was a Dutchman who properly taught her. He never used the words ‘trust me’. If he had she would not have listened. He would say ‘like so…’ and demonstrate the frog kick and the crawl. I haven’t learnt those strokes myself, just the words. Frog kick. I like that. I’m not sure about the word ‘crawl’ any more, especially when I look out at a sea that is as vast as any desert. She tried to show me these things by lying flat on a bed. That’s where she used to practise her strokes when the guests were using the pool. I had to pretend the bed was the sea. But I did not want to swim. Besides, what I have just said belongs to another story.


What I meant to say is this. With Jermayne it was all about her trusting him. And she did. Some of the things I will say now are what she told me. I was not there. How could I be? But this is what she said. When he asked her if she ever felt lonely, she had to stop and think. It had never occurred to her that she might feel lonely. I often wonder about that magic. Where does that feeling come from? If we don’t know the word for our wants maybe that is better. Anyway, they are out at the pool bar. Everyone has moved inside. They are by themselves. Perhaps the barman is there. I don’t know. After asking if she is ever lonely he touches her hand, moves his hand to her arm, now her neck. He asks if he can come to her room. ‘No,’ she tells him. She is the supervisor. She would have to sack herself. ‘In that case,’ he says, ‘come to my room. Come and lie with me.’ She looks around in case someone overheard. ‘Trust me,’ he says.


In Jermayne’s room there was just the one embarrassing moment—there may have been others which I have since forgotten, but this is the one that has stuck. At some point he asks her if she would like to use the bathroom. She’s surprised that he should ask. Why would he? Does he know when she needs to pee? Then she realises why he asked. It’s because she has stood there rooted to the spot staring in at the white lavatory. It was the marvel of being in a guest’s room without rushing to clean the toilet bowl and tie a paper band around it to declare it is hygienically fit for use. Or to spray the door knobs so the room will smell nice or to punch the pillows and turn up the bed.


She stayed the night—well not quite because she woke to the noise of the generators. There had been a power cut. She got out of bed and dressed and returned unseen to the staff quarters. I know she stayed with him the next night, and the one after. Then Jermayne flew back to Germany. He said he would ring. I did not think he would. But I underestimated him. Sometimes I would see her on the phone in the lobby and I would know it was him calling across the sea. A month later he was back, this time for a shorter stay, and it must have been during this period that she became pregnant. I was the only one to know. At first I should say, because eventually there is no hiding a pregnancy.


Jermayne came and stayed another two times. The last time was for the birth. The hotel gave her time off. Jermayne rented an apartment in a nice neighbourhood on the other side of town from the market. I visited her there once. It was nice, quiet. There were no flies. He insisted she stay there with him. For a short time they lived as man and wife. She rang me once at the hotel. She said she just wanted to hear my voice, to be sure we still occupied the same world. She was visited by a doctor. She had never seen a doctor. He took her blood pressure and her pulse and put his hands where a midwife would. Jermayne was there, holding her hand. She listened to him ask the doctor questions. Many, many questions. Until he was satisfied the baby would be a healthy one. She had never known anyone to show so much care. When her waters broke there was a taxi waiting to take her to hospital. That Jermayne thought of everything.


They hadn’t talked about what would happen next. I was sure Jermayne would take her to Germany. There she might start a new life. She was willing. I sensed that. She hoped that was what Jermayne had in mind. She never did ask. She did not want to burden him with a surprise. Of course she hoped it would not be a surprise, that the plans she saw clicking away behind his eyes involved her. He was with her at all times, even for the delivery, and before, too, breathing with her, holding her hand.


Many hours later a baby boy is clamped to her breast. And there is Jermayne with a bunch of flowers. There are forms to fill out. Jermayne has thought of everything. Some of the forms are in another language, Deutsch, she sees. She checked with Jermayne. He explains, it is like taking possession of something. You have to sign for it. Like signing in for a room. So she did, she signed where he indicated on the forms. After two days in hospital a taxi brought her back to Jermayne’s apartment. He’d been out to buy baby clothes. He put her and the baby to bed. At night they lay with the baby between them. Once she asked Jermayne to come and lie next to her. She wanted to feel his hand on her, like the times when he was teaching her how to float. He turned his head on the pillow. A car’s headlights found the window and in that single moment she saw him with his eyelids closed.


He insists she stay in bed. She has to mend. She tells him nothing is broken. But he doesn’t hear. Jermayne has to do things the Jermayne way. He doesn’t hear what he doesn’t want to hear.


One morning she woke to the sound of the shower running. It was very early, yet when Jermayne comes out of the bathroom he is fully dressed. His face alters a little to find her sitting up in bed. He puts on a smile. Yes. A nice smile. A smile to calm the world. He puts a finger to his lips to shush her. They don’t want to wake the baby. He sits on the edge of the bed. He bends down to tie his shoelaces. She watches him doing this, wanting to speak, to ask what he thinks he’s lost because now he’s walking from one corner of the apartment to another. Now he’s found it. A baby carrier. It’s the first time she’s seen it. Now he comes to his side of the bed and picks up the baby. He presses his nose to its belly. He always does that. She likes it when he does that. Jermayne will be a good father, a loving father.


The baby stirs; its eyes are still fiercely shut when it opens its mouth and makes a waking noise. At last they can talk. He says it is time for the baby to get some air. He doesn’t want to take him out when the sun is up. It will be too hot. He stresses to her the importance that he get used to different air. So he will take the baby for a short walk. Not far. He doesn’t want to tire him out. Just as far as the gardens at the end of the road and back. He holds the baby out to her. ‘Kiss Mummy goodbye,’ he says. She kisses the baby’s cheek. Then she lies back, head on pillow, hands on her belly, eyes closed. Then she reaches a hand into the space beside her. How strange it is to find that space empty. How quiet the apartment suddenly feels. It feels wrong. She tries keeping her eyes closed but it is no good. There is nothing to mend, no tiredness to collapse into. That’s when she gets out of bed. She walks to the window. Maybe she will see Jermayne and the baby, and she does. There they are—well, the top of Jermayne’s head. There is also a taxi. The back door opens and a woman gets out. Jermayne hands over the baby and the woman cradles the baby in her arms, rocks the baby, looks at its face for a long time, then she lowers her face into the bundle. Jermayne holds the door of the taxi. He looks up once to the windows of the apartment. Now the woman and the baby get in the back, followed by Jermayne, the door closes, and the taxi moves up the street.


The rest I don’t know. I don’t know how she spent the hours waiting for Jermayne to return. I don’t know what her thoughts were. But, for only the second time in my life, there is a phone call for me. I hear the whole story, and when she comes to the bit about the strange woman waiting by the taxi I know who that woman is; it is the same woman I thought I saw with Jermayne months earlier. They crossed the lobby together. She went into the lift ahead of him. At that moment I felt quite sure they were together. In a hotel you quickly learn who is alone and which ones are couples, and which ones are unhappy. And when you change their sheets you know more still. I never saw that woman again. And remember, at breakfast there was just Jermayne.


But as soon as I hear about the woman getting out of the taxi I see the woman walking slightly ahead for the lifts, and I see Jermayne gesture with his hand for her to go in first, and I see, as if for the first time, the woman open and close her purse, and as the lift doors are closing I see her turn to Jermayne. This is information that sits inside my mouth. Perhaps one day I will spit it out and tell her. But as she is telling me about that woman getting out of the taxi I hold my tongue and at the same time I feel a prickly heat cover me from head to toe. This is my cross to bear. But listen to what I say to myself. If I tell her, I feel I will lose a friend. Because if I tell her she will think she has lost a friend. A friend would have shared such information. Why did I not say something at the time? She will want to know. And I don’t know what I might say. Now I do know. I would have said I wanted her to be happy.


It was another two days until my day off. I walked across the city to the apartment. It was very hot. No one else was out. There were cars. But no one was walking. I was walking because I had only enough money for the trip back to the hotel in the taxi.


I was expecting her to be upset. I’m not saying she wasn’t. But most people when they are upset will cry or wave their arms about. Not her. She was still, very still. Still as a hotel palm on one of those hot breathless days. I gave her a hug but I can’t say I felt flesh, not breathing, living kind of flesh. She lowered her eyes away from me. She would not let me see her or get near to how she felt. Perhaps there was no way of getting closer. I only know she was glad I was there to bring her home to the hotel.


The hotel managers were surprised to find her back on the roster. Like everyone else they had imagined she would move away with Jermayne. They thought of her story as a good luck story. A bit of star dust had fallen out of the sky and landed at her feet. That’s how they saw it. I backed up her miscarriage story. The management were kind. They gave her time off. One of the women gave her a hug. A man we hardly ever saw, he had something to do with laundry, he gave her flowers. Soon she was back in uniform, back to supervisor, but there was no going back to that person she had been.


She did not smile at the guests. She looked right through them when they made their little complaints. She did not care. I saw her take a skiff out to the artificial reef. She did that by herself. I would like to have gone out there but she didn’t invite me and I didn’t ask because these were pilgrimages. I could see her quite clearly, walking up and down that shoreline looking off in the direction of Europe.


One afternoon while I am looking at that solitary figure on the reef Mr Newton from management comes up behind me and whispers in my ear. How would I like to be made supervisor? Well I am still that person today. I don’t know what tomorrow will bring. I am happy. I believe in love. I would like some of that to fall out of the sky and land at my feet one day. But before I bend down and pick it up I will be sure of what it is first.
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two


The inspector


The boat she paid for stank of fish. She never saw the pilot. There were crew—a few men, always with their backs turned to her—and the others. It was at night and so it was hard to know exactly how many of them there were. But then cargo doesn’t ever stop and think to count.


To pay for her berth she had hotel sex with foreigners—counting the Dutchman who had taught her to swim. She had saved money of all denominations and currencies. Some she thought must be Chinese, but also euros and pounds and American dollars. She rolled these notes over and over into a cigar which she slipped inside of herself for safe keeping.


For hours there was just the slap of the sea against the bowsprit. The cargo sat huddled. People from different parts of the continent. No one speaking for fear of being overheard. The danger is around them, thickly layered, ears filled with good hearing, eyes able to pierce the darkest night. They sit with their bundles of belongings. They sit on top of their emptied bowels. They haven’t eaten for hours, half a day or more. They have been advised it is better that way.


The slowing of the boat made everyone sit taller. Heads turned. Those seated opposite peered back across her shoulder. That’s when she turned and saw the coastal lights of Europe. From the area of the stern there came a loud splash. She watched a black face scramble and clutch a buoy at the side of the boat. The man was still hugging it as the boat pulled away. Now, for the first time, she heard the instructions. Another boat would be by to pick them up. They aren’t to worry. They can expect to be in the sea for upwards of an hour. They should hang onto the buoy and wait. There is no need to be afraid. It will work to plan just as it has so many times before. She was reminded of the hotel voice used to placate guests—gentle, reassuring, smiling. The water will soon be back on. It won’t be much longer before the electricity is restored. A repair man is on his way to your room. Of course you may drink the water if you so choose but it is not advisable.


There was a splash. Another body writhed in the unfamiliar, and, as before, a pair of frightened eyes receded into the night.


An older man sitting further along the gunwale quietly announces he cannot swim. He is sitting with a box of belongings on his lap, his long peasant arms thrown over it. No one said anything and no one turned to look at the splash he made.


She can at least swim. The Dutchman used to sneak her into the hotel pool at night. He told her to lie in the water and to pretend it was a bed, then he had shown her how to move her arms and to think that the thing she was reaching for lay continually beyond her grasp.


A face wearing a black woollen cap crouches near her. As the boat quietly comes around she sees the buoy. She had taken off her sneakers and is bending down to pick them up when a hand shoves her and she falls on her side into the sea. Briefly, miraculously, she doesn’t seem to get wet. She is in the water but it isn’t in her. It was just for a split second, something for hope and amazement to cling to. Then all at once the water seeped through her clothing and she thrashed around in the sea at the shock of it until she felt the hard plastic of the buoy.


The boat moved away, and the night and a sense of the void walled up around her. In the unseen distance she heard another splash. From the boat the coastal lights had been clear. Now she can’t see them any more. The sea is in the way, heaving and dragging her around the buoy. The buoy is difficult to hold. It is too big, too round. She has to settle for hanging onto its anchoring rope and changing hands whenever one arm tires.


How long was she in the water? What is time under those circumstances? What is an hour? What is ten minutes? Time can be measured in other ways. By the cold. By fear. By the length of time it takes for flesh to turn numb and then to rot and come away from her bones. She began to doubt the words of the crew. Or else something had happened. That was more believable because whatever was supposed to happen rarely did.


She saw the sun rise and draw itself against the sky. The last of the blinking lights died. The sea bulged up, and the line of Europe turned to mist.


The Dutchman had taught her to swim like a dog. ‘Dog paddling.’ On her own she had managed only one length. But he’d encouraged her to keep going, to practise. After a month she could do fifty lengths of the pool. Once, to the amusement of a hotel guest who sat the whole time on a recliner with a cocktail, she swam one hundred lengths to win a bet of ten dollars.


Her shoulders ache, her lips are swollen, her eyes hurt. Her skin wants nothing more to do with her. It has lost the silky touch that guests always liked to comment on. Whenever they stopped to pet her she liked to watch the slow marvel of herself emerge in the eyes and face of a perfect stranger.


Late afternoon she made up her mind to swim. She has a plastic bag with her containing her hotel uniform and the sticking knife made out of the birdcage wire. She will take the buoy with her.


The first task is to get the knife out. Despite the hours spent in the sea, her uniform is still dry. Inside the plastic bag she can make out the fold of a sleeve. The knife is rolled up inside her skirt. She has to pick at the knot with the fingers of one hand. Her other hand holds onto the buoy. More than once she lets go of the rope in order to pick the knot with both hands. Each time there is some progress before the sea parts and she sinks. Once when she thought she nearly had it her head was underwater. But that time failed as well and she surfaced—panicked to think her sinking could happen so quickly, so easily, that it could happen with a lapse in concentration. She remembered once seeing a woman chew an umbilical cord off. When she bites the knot off the top of the plastic bag it releases a puff of domestic air, of laundered air.


She has to get the knife out without getting the uniform wet, and then re-tie the bag, not so tightly this time, or so loosely that the sea would get in.


It took an age to work through the mooring rope, a strand at a time; when she cut through the last one the buoy jumped away from her and she had to swim after it. Her body wouldn’t do what she wanted it to. It behaved like a board. Every limb felt stiff. Each time she reached the buoy, it moved away at her touch and she had to dog paddle after it. She thought she had lost the buoy, she thought that was it, she had made it this far, so close to land, when her hand came into contact with the trailing rope. Now, at least, she will not sink. The rest will be up to her. With one hand against the buoy and the other clutching the rope she begins to frog kick for the coast.


She was still kicking as the sun went down. She had the awful feeling of moving away from land not towards it. She kept on though, there was no other option. Then at some point in the night she had the opposite feeling. She could feel herself being drawn towards the shore. There were the lights she’d seen the previous night. It is not as far as she had thought.


As a child she drew pictures of the sea and the world above. Where the two met she used to draw a shelf that rose like a hotel ramp for wheelchairs. This is how Europe arrives too. She finds herself in that vapid ghosted water pissed in by dogs and humans. There, a soggy wad of paper. Here, the sightless eyes of a fish-head turning on a coil of memory. After two nights at sea she lifted her face out of the pissy shallows into a soft murmuring air and a row of sunbathing feet pointing out to sea.


One by one the sunbathers raise themselves off their recliners. They sit up, faces behind sunglasses and under white floppy hats. Pointing, she thought, but perhaps not. She struggles up onto weakened knees holding onto the precious plastic bag, manages a few steps, staggering like a crippled old woman. Because of all those people she feels she has to walk, she has to move. She forces a smile onto her tight face, picks a direction and keeps to the wet shingle. If she smiles any harder her face will split. She doesn’t allow herself to look up the beach. At the first hotel she used to experience the same flush of guilt whenever she looked too long at the bowl of fruit put out for guests in the reception area. That flush of guilt was a puzzle to her, because it wasn’t as though she had wanted for food at the hotel. It was something to do with abundance—and she knew that abundance lay just back from the beach. So she puts on her hotel face and keeps to the shoreline until she leaves the last of the sunbathers.


It is stony underfoot. The tide rushes around her ankles, dragging scraps and bits of plastic back into the sea. She won’t look, not yet. She will not permit herself a glance up the beach. In the same way she used to avoid the unwanted attentions of certain hotel guests. Then the air changes. It smells of the boat, that fishy smell. She has come to a breakwater, a sloping wall of boulders. There is no more shoreline to follow. Now she will risk it. She turns her head away from the sea and the wet shingle to a line of row boats resting on their sides. She walks up to the first one, drops onto the sand beside it and pulls the ribbed hull down on top of her.
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The inspector


In May the south is the first part of Europe to warm. The birds awaken from the tiny monuments of winter. The first of the super-sized tourist buses arrive. The gypsies begin their shift north. The flotillas from Libya and Tunisia resume their hazardous voyages across the Mediterranean. The surveillance flights increase—and with depressing regularity come reports of Africans in the sea, popping up like corks, Africans clinging to wreckage, arms slung over debris, they cling on, wait. Sometimes a rescue boat turns up, sometimes not.


The cafes around the station provide coffee, ashtrays, snacks. The barmen look like barmen, raised from birth to become barmen. They have the same large faces, lower jawbones that weigh the face down beneath folds of flesh that enclose secrets. They have been trained to listen in such a way that they do not remember what is said. They are like the elected representatives of ghosts.


They accept that she may have passed through, yes, they are quick to accept that possibility but no one appears to remember. Was she tall? So, so? No? Shorter? They can’t be sure, they are reluctant to say. Given their uncertainty, to say one thing and not another would be misleading. You know how it is. They do not wish to mislead.


They cannot possibly notice every crab abandoned by the tide.


So where might one look? A hint, please.


They come as far as the door and point to the ramp leading onto the autoroute. That is the way a ghost might disappear into Europe.


At a small truck stop the man behind the cash register inclined his head to one of the corner tables where a large driver, all stomach and round knees, sat open-mouthed and frowning at a newspaper spread between out-held arms. He lost his glasses a few days earlier, and his wife’s don’t work for him as well as his own. So his eyes burn holes in the newsprint—an obituary of someone important, a shocking sports result, a new tax proposal, his horoscope for the day. He doesn’t mind the interruption. He snaps up the newspaper and peeks over the female frames. His gaze was direct, helpful. He rolled his thick tongue. Pushed out his chair. Tugged at his trouser belt, transferred his weight, and then we were at the window. But how did the truck driver get there? Without any discernible movement of his feet. His breath comes in rapid gasps, each word a new gasp. Antonio is the one to ask. His truck comes across on the ferry from Messina. And if he asks for the name of the man who pointed him out? Gatti. You may say Gatti. Who Gatti? Just Gatti. Gatti. Gatti. There, ask Antonio.


Antonio is sitting in his cab, the long mileage visible in his face. His window is down. He was about to light a cigarette, but stopped in order to listen. Then without a word spoken he pointed to the passenger-side door. These trucks are high. It takes effort—how is it that so many truck drivers such as Gatti are fat? Not Antonio though. He is whippet thin. Skin and bone. Shirt sleeves buttoned down to the wrist. One hand resting on the gear stick. Face pale. His eyebrows are dark, so is his hair, not a single grey hair either. Possibly mentally slow. How old? Late thirties, early forties? Forty-one would be a good guess. The skin around his throat is the colour of rash. At different moments the rash makes it up to his cheekbones, at other times it subsides to a full pale face, non-committal. His breath is unsteady, nervous around authority.


He took his hand off the gear stick and pushed the cigarette back in his mouth and lit it. He directed the smoke out the side window and then held the cigarette in front of his face and slowly nodded. There was such a person, he said. She stood up the road away from the prostitutes. Black? Yes, it was her. Because it was clear she was not a prostitute he stopped for her. Why would that be? Why did he stop for her? He’s thought about stopping for one of the prostitutes, one of the Albanian or Bulgarian girls. He’s thought about it, then afterwards he’s felt regretful. By his own admission some of these girls are brazen. They compete with one another. One may pull her top down and shake her tits in his headlights. Another lifts her skirt, and in a passing flash he notes she wasn’t wearing panties. Then he might drive off with a memory that might make him regretful, wishful, and so when a woman emerges from the trees further up the road this time he might find himself responding with heart-racing decisiveness to slow down and pull over.
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The truck driver


She wore a coat. A scarf around her neck. When she climbed up to the cab she unwound the scarf and put it in her coat pocket. I do not remember what colour. It was dark. I asked her where she was headed. At first she did not understand. No lingo. No Italiano. She pointed to the map on the dash. She spoke English. I understand some words. Beckham. Manchester United. Sally. Words to some songs. Yesterday. Summertime. I showed her which road we were on. So I ask her again. Where does she want to go? This time she understands. It is clear. She wants to go north. North, I understand. Buono! I don’t mind. Sometimes it is good for a driver to have someone to talk to. I have my radio. Whenever there is a football match I listen. I have my mobile. Every night I ring my children. My wife is often too tired to speak. Sometimes she is in bed when I call and from my lonely stretch of road I will sing to her. People tell me I have a fine voice. I like to sing. Sometimes at the other end I will hear my wife sigh and it is like we are young again. So, to pass the time, I sing to the black woman. Everyone understands music. Why? Because in my humble opinion music bypasses the meaning. It addresses the heart.


While I sang she kept her eyes on the road; they did not budge but she smiled. I sang and when I stopped she kept smiling. I always carry chocolate. I offered her some and she put it in her coat pocket. That annoyed me. I felt angry. But why? I offered her chocolate and she accepted. That part did not make me angry. That’s what I hoped she would do, that is why I offered it. But why did she put it into her pocket? That’s the part that made me feel angry. I don’t know why it should. She did not look at me. She look at the road. I wondered if she was late. The way she looked at the road, you see, as if it was in the way, and there is still more road to cover before she will get to where she has to go.


I offer her a cigarette, this time she shakes her head. She is like a zombie woman. She can’t take her eyes off the road ahead. Now I wish I didn’t pick her up. I turn on the radio. It is not the same as my singing. The music makes it worse, adds to the strain I am feeling in the cab. The silence, the black road rolling away from the window, the night closed all around me and this black woman who does not speak or eat chocolate or say anything about my singing. Which if I may be immodest is unusual. I used to sing for my village choir. We entered competitions. I might have been a singer. My wife who was not my wife just then but a beautiful girl got pregnant. Timing is everything in this world. A rabbit runs across the road and is crushed beneath my tyres. Another runs out and makes it to the other side.


Finally we come to the turn-off. I know she wants to go north, so this is where we part. I begin to slow down, switch lanes. For the first time—no, perhaps it is the second time—since I picked her up she looks at me. She doesn’t understand why we are stopping. I show her on the map where I have to go and then I point to the road north. But she refuses to understand. Refuses. She does not understand the divide in the road that we have come to. I find some paper and draw her a picture. I draw a picture of her and one of me. ‘North,’ she says. I understand. It is clear. I direct her attention to the map. I show her the road I must take. We have pulled over. I am a very safe driver. At this hour there is not a lot of traffic. Mainly trucks, a few cars, not many.
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