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  You go when you can no longer stay




  
 




  It is not so much that we are splitting up that is really worrying me, it is the fact that she keeps quoting Martin Amis. The other day we were in our bedroom having a silly

  argument about where things hang in the wardrobe when she said to me, ‘Like Martin Amis says, you go when you can no longer stay.’ It seemed odd to me. I looked outside the window into

  our street and saw Mr Davies post a letter. I saw three down’s white cat walk daintily along our wall, and then jump off. I often say nothing at all when she says something that is

  perturbing. It seemed odd to me, because here we are two very long-term lesbians, who have been in it so long we look as if we could have knitted each other up, been in it so long we have grown to

  look the same, wear similar clothes and have almost identical expressions on our plain faces, that Martin Amis should be coming into our lives in this way.




  I hadn’t even realized she was so keen on him until she made that remark; the one thing we don’t share is books. It is the only area of our lives where we are truly different. I read

  thrillers and human-interest books, about somebody who has done something that I am not likely to do, or somebody who is interested in something that I know nothing about. She reads novels and then

  she re-reads the novels she has read. And sometimes she reads slim volumes of poetry which always look a little sinister and have very peculiar titles. We are not the kind of couple that share a

  book, one after the other, which is maybe a shame and maybe if we had been that kind of couple we wouldn’t be splitting up now. It seems to me from the amount that she has started quoting

  Martin Amis that she’s had a secret passion for him all along.




  We were in the kitchen the other day arguing again about sex. It is a sore point between us. A kind of Achilles heel. ‘All marriage turns into a sibling relationship,’ she said

  terrifically confidently. ‘Who said that?’ I asked with a sickening, sinking heart. She paused, stirring her coffee. ‘Do you want a coffee?’ she said. ‘No, thank

  you,’ I said. ‘Don’t tell me it was Martin Amis.’ ‘Yes,’ she said defensively. ‘He’s quite right. You just don’t fancy each other after a

  while.’




  ‘I fancy you,’ I said, then instantly regretted it.




  ‘No you don’t, you think you do,’ she said, adding a big splash of milk into the coffee mug. ‘Sure you don’t want a cup?’ she said. ‘All right,

  then,’ I said. And she quite gleefully got another mug out of the kitchen cupboard. I think I bought the mug but I can’t be sure. She smiled at me. When she smiles at me, I remember who

  she is. Then she said, ‘You become far too similar, especially two women. It’s like looking in the mirror. You need a bit of difference to feel real passion.’ ‘Oh,’ I

  said and sipped at my coffee anxiously. ‘Life is too short not to feel passion,’ she said. I knew where it was all going, but I didn’t want her to tell me. I actually wanted to

  hide. I wanted to run up the stairs and hide in the airing cupboard. I couldn’t stop thinking about my eighty-two-year-old mother, who was even fonder of Hilary than she was of me, who had

  taken years to accept our relationship and then had finally totally embraced it. My old mother would be devastated. I felt edgy just thinking about it.




  ‘Do you want a Jaffa with your coffee?’ she asked me, as if a Jaffa could be the answer to all my troubles, as if a Jaffa could truly console. ‘Yes, please,’ I said.

  I’d got into the habit of saying yes to as many things as possible, thinking that if I said yes enough she might stop saying no. She put three Jaffas on my plate but I noticed she took none

  for herself. ‘Aren’t you having any?’ I asked her, a bit alarmed. ‘No,’ she said. ‘Why not?’ I said. ‘Oh, for goodness’ sake, Ruth, stop trying

  to control me. After a while all relationships turn into power struggles,’ she said. ‘Would you ask that same question to a friend?’




  ‘I’m just wondering why you put three on a plate for me if you’re not having any yourself,’ I said suspiciously. I was becoming very suspicious of her because she had

  started to change all of her habits and it was very worrying to me. ‘Do you know something?’ she said, very nastily. ‘I think you are going mad.’




  ‘Does Martin Amis say that?’ I said furiously. ‘Does he say one person in a couple during a break-up will always accuse the other of going mad?’




  She sighed and shook her head. She was actually looking quite beautiful these days. The person I didn’t want to hear about was clearly making her feel good about herself. ‘I’m

  just trying to have a cup of coffee with you, that’s all. If I can’t have a cup of coffee with you without fighting, we will have to put the house on the market even sooner than we

  said. As Martin Amis says, you go when you can no longer stay,’ she said, standing up in the kitchen and drinking her coffee. She wouldn’t sit down these days. There it was again, that

  bloody awful quote. It was deliberate then. She knew it was agitating me; she’d started to repeat it at random in whatever corner of our house we found ourselves in. I could even hear it in

  my sleep.




  She left the room, coffee in hand, and I heard her playing music up the stairs. She’d taken to playing music a lot recently, another big change for her. This was a thin voice I

  didn’t much like, one of those new English jazz singers with a very insipid style. I preferred the Dinah Washingtons of this world. I got up from the table and put two of the Jaffa cakes in

  the bin. I gave the third to our dog. I saw what she was up to. She was trying to fatten me up as she lost weight. Well, we were both a little on the generous side. I was about three stone

  overweight and Hilary was at least two. Whenever we went out to a big lesbian do, I noticed that we weren’t the only long-term couple that was overweight. I used to think that was happiness,

  being fat together, rolling about from one side of the big double bed to the other. Most of our old relationship revolved around food. Our idea of a super day used to be a day when we were both off

  work. (Now I notice her days off don’t coincide with mine any more.) Hilary didn’t have to go into the council, which was depressing her, and I didn’t have to go into the tax

  office, which was depressing me. We’d get into our big bed with lots of treats – a couple of Chow Mein Pot Noodles, a big plate of chocolate biscuits, a big pot of cookies-and-cream

  Häagen-Dazs. Bliss. And we’d watch The Maltese Falcon for the umpteenth time or Now, Voyager or All About Eve. Heaven. A day like that was even nicer if it was

  raining outside. At the end of Now, Voyager, we’d both say that line together, ‘Oh, Jerry, don’t let’s ask for the moon, we have the stars,’ and clutch at each

  other as if we were frightened of losing everything.




  A lot of the people who know us often get us mixed up as though we were identical twins. Some people call me Hilary and Hilary Ruth. It’s a bit silly because we don’t really look all

  that alike. Admittedly we do both buy similar-looking clothes in Marks and Spencer. Our casual-clothes days and smart-clothes days are always the same. But recently Hilary has started to shop in

  Harvey Nichols. I went in there one day on my own and took a look at some of the prices. They actually made me feel quite ill and I felt terribly worried. That night I said to Hilary, ‘I

  don’t think shopping at Harvey Nichols on your salary is very sensible.’ She was reading the new Martin Amis at the time, Yellow Dog. ‘This is about a man who suddenly

  becomes very violent,’ she said quite menacingly. I said, ‘I feel as if I’m living with a gambler. You have run up massive bills on our joint Visa.’




  ‘I told you we should never have had a joint account,’ Hilary said and got up and opened a bottle of red wine, which was another curious thing, because we only usually have a nice

  bottle of white, a Chardonnay, at the weekend. Now Hilary has taken to red wines, big heavy reds like Cabernet Sauvignons and Riojas and she’s taken to drinking them during the week. She

  slurped her wine. I noticed that she’d lost quite a bit of weight. ‘Anyway, I think you should be a bit more careful,’ I said, trying to sound calm. ‘I think you should stop

  being a control freak,’ she said. Then she got up and left the room again, taking her glass and the bottle with her. I heard the music go on up the stairs. She was playing it really quite

  loud. This time it was Otis Redding. We haven’t played Otis Redding for years. She came running back down the stairs. I thought she was going to apologize, but she just picked up Yellow

  Dog without a word and went back upstairs. I could hear Otis singing ‘Sitting on the Dock of the Bay’.




  I was annoyed at myself. I started clearing away the remains of our meal. I noticed that Hilary had left all of her rice. She’d eaten her salad, though. I didn’t know quite what to

  do with myself because we usually watched Frost on the TV together or Miss Marple or Midsomer Murders. But lately Hilary had said, ‘That isn’t me, watching

  Frost. That’s you.’ She’d started saying this a lot recently. ‘I’m not the kind of person who does such and such or who says such and such or who watches such

  and such.’ I wondered furiously if Martin Amis had put her up to that too. Perhaps there was something in one of his books that advised people in long-term relationships to stop doing

  everything that they used to enjoy doing. Perhaps he, being so resolutely heterosexual, so smug with his roll-ups, was trying to destroy the lesbian relationship. I suddenly had a brainwave. If she

  was reading him, the only thing I could do to read her was read him too. I rushed into Waterstone’s in town and bought everything they had by him. I hid the books under the spare-room bed,

  the spare room which I have now been consigned to. Hilary needs space to think about what we should do, she has said. She needs space and calm. I have stopped reading my murder mysteries for the

  moment. Hilary always looked down upon them. Of course she thinks she is much cleverer than me. ‘It’s always the woman that gets it,’ she’d say whenever I picked up another

  thriller.




  I’ve started to feel very odd within my own life. It’s most peculiar to feel lonely inside your own life. It’s a secret, of course, because nobody would know and all of our

  friends still think everything is fine between us, though I must say they have all taken to admiring Hilary recently and saying things like, ‘You’re looking great.’ This morning

  we had breakfast together, which was a nice change. Sunday breakfast. Hilary had bacon and egg but no toast and no newspapers. She has even given up the Sunday papers; I’m not sure why. When

  I asked her about it, she said, ‘Do I have to explain everything to you?’ Then when she saw my slightly hurt face, she said, ‘I’m engrossed in Yellow Dog and

  newspapers are a huge waste of time.’




  I suggested we go out for a Sunday walk or a run in the car in the afternoon. Hilary said yes, good idea. I felt very pleased about this because it seemed to me that if we could go out for a

  walk in some beautiful countryside normal life might return, encouraged by the light on the hills or a gushing waterfall. ‘Shall we go to Coniston Water or Derwent Water and then go for

  Sunday lunch in a pub somewhere?’ I said excitedly. ‘No, I don’t want to make a big production out of it,’ Hilary said. ‘Let’s just go to the park with Orlando.

  I’ve got other things I want to do today.’ The dog was wagging her tail as Hilary fetched the lead, wagging her tail frantically.




  It was a freezing-cold day. I had my scarf tied firmly around my neck. Hilary looked a bit bare but I daren’t suggest she put a scarf on. I rather like the winter cold if I am well wrapped

  up. We were walking side by side, with our dog Orlando running on happily in front of us, when Hilary suddenly said to me, ‘I thought it best that we talk about this outside of the house

  rather than in. You know I have not been happy for some time.’




  ‘I didn’t know that,’ I said, hurt.




  ‘Oh, come on. You did, darling,’ Hilary said, quite gently. I shook my head and put my hands in my pockets. Our dog ran back towards us. I picked up her stick and threw it again

  really quite far. It was truly an astonishingly beautiful winter day; even the clouds were lit up from behind as if they had highlights in their hair. ‘Isn’t it lovely light

  today?’ I said. ‘Isn’t it absolutely gorgeous?’




  ‘Why won’t you let me talk about this?’ Hilary said.




  ‘Don’t spoil our walk, darling,’ I said, picking up the stick again and throwing it. It was the coldest it had been yet. Freezing bitter cold, but still very beautiful,

  beautiful in an icy, frosty way. The ducks and the geese were sitting on top of the ice on the pond as if they were on holiday. Hilary sighed beside me. I could tell she was about to try again.

  ‘I know that you are finding this hard, that’s only natural. I know that we thought we’d be together forever. But stuff happens; life changes. We have to move on.’




  I walked beside her. At least she hadn’t quoted again from Martin Amis, nor had she told me her name. I presumed it was a she, anyway. I didn’t want to know her name; I didn’t

  want to know what she looked like; I didn’t want to know anything about her. ‘Could you at least do me one favour?’ I asked Hilary. ‘Could you tell me nothing about her,

  nothing at all?’




  ‘That’s silly,’ Hilary said. ‘I’m not buying into that. I’ve done nothing to be ashamed of.’




  ‘You’ve stopped loving me,’ I said, quietly.




  ‘We weren’t good for each other any more,’ she said. I looked at her and suddenly noticed that she’d lost at least three stone. ‘How have you lost all this

  weight?’ I asked her. ‘I don’t want to tell you,’ she said. ‘I don’t want you copying that too. You copy everything. If you hadn’t copied everything, we

  might still have been lovers.’




  ‘What do I copy?’ I said, feeling extremely alarmed.




  ‘Nothing,’ she said. ‘Never mind.’ We walked round the pond in silence. I noted a few things I think about the geese but I can’t remember what they were.




  I noticed that Hilary was sweating quite profusely even though it was sub-zero temperatures. I sneaked a look at her. She had that mad look on her face, eyebrows knitted together, quite

  unappealing if I am honest. It occurred to me that she might be having her menopause and that all of these changes of behaviour were actually the change of life. She had after all been behaving

  very erratically recently, flying off the handle at the slightest thing. ‘Are you having a hot flush?’ I asked her.




  ‘No I certainly am not!’ she said.




  But it was out and now I knew. Hilary was having her menopause and keeping it secret from me. That explained everything: it explained why she no longer wanted to share the double bed. The sheets

  were probably soaking in the middle of the night! It explained the temper tantrums and the outbursts. ‘Why didn’t you just tell me? For goodness’ sake, we are both

  lesbians,’ I said. ‘You might describe yourself like that. You know I don’t,’ she said. ‘Well, whatever, why didn’t you tell me you were having hot

  flushes?’ Hilary is three years younger than I am and I could tell she was fuming, absolutely fuming, about getting her change of life first. ‘It can happen at any age,’ I said.

  ‘I’ve just been lucky I haven’t had mine yet. I was a late starter with my periods. When you start late, you apparently have your menopause later. Did you start yours

  early?’




  ‘Don’t do this.’ Hilary was beside herself now. ‘I am not having my menopause. I don’t know how many times I have to say this,’ she said, tired. ‘This

  is typical of you. You are in denial. I am in love. This is a love story of all the strange things happening to me so late in the goddamned day.’ She wasn’t going to get me this time

  with that Martin Amis. I said, ‘When I come in the door I go tee hee hee. The place kills me.’




  She said, ‘Have you been reading him?’




  ‘Yes,’ I said, quite pleased.




  ‘See, I told you, you always had to copy me,’ she said, apoplectic with rage now. ‘And now you’ve gone out and bought him. Nothing’s sacred.’




  I smiled. I shouted, ‘Or-lan-do,’ my voice going up and down merrily. ‘Who is going to have the dog?’ I said. ‘I am,’ Hilary said. ‘I’m

  much fonder of Orlando than you are. Orlando is my dog.’




  ‘She is not,’ I said indignantly.




  ‘I don’t think I want to do this,’ Hilary said.




  ‘Do what?’ I said, still like a fool feeling a little hopeful.




  ‘Have these silly fights. We are two grown-ups. We have to be able to sort this out amicably. It’s not like we have kids.’




  ‘Having a dog is like having a kid,’ I said.




  ‘It is not. Don’t be stupid.’




  We walked in silence then round the pond for the third time. I couldn’t count the amount of times we have walked round and round and round that pond. I thought of all the walks over our

  twenty-five years together. Our walking books are the only books we truly share, tiny leaflet-sized books that tell us of lengths and grades of difficulty in Strathglass and surrounding glens. I

  thought of our favourite walk from just below Beinn Mhor, and the lovely waterfall in the woods up the hill from the old sheep fanks. And the odd little cemetery you come across as you reach the

  end of the walk. Rumour has it that once a burial party arrived there from Tomich village minus the coffin. I thought of all the walks over all the years – off the beaten track and out of

  breath. Parts of the country, we used to believe, truly belonged to us: the Lakes, the Highlands, the Peak District. I couldn’t bear to think of Hilary anywhere, in any of these places with

  some other love, her dark fleece zipped up, her walking boots thick with mud, and a map in her hand. I looked at Hilary. I couldn’t imagine her even wearing a fleece in the future. She looked

  so slim now; she looked like somebody else, oddly focused and deliberate-looking as if the resolve to do this had made her quite certain of herself. I couldn’t quite believe it. Hilary had

  slimmed her way out of my hands. When we got inside our cream kitchen, I thought she might have a cup of tea and a scone and jam for old times’ sake. ‘Scones are a thing of the

  past,’ Hilary said and I had the impression that she wasn’t quoting from Martin Amis this time.




  It seemed to me that Hilary wanted to consign our whole life to the past. The other day I arrived home, very excited, with a classic copy of the Dandy – December the 30th, 1972.

  Hilary and I have collected comics for over ten years and have spent many a happy hour laughing over the antics of Dennis the Menace or Desperate Dan or Beryl the Peril. I said triumphantly,

  ‘Look what I’ve just found!’ thinking that Hilary would remember our love through Beryl the Peril’s impersonation of an Abominable Snowman. But Hilary just stared at it a

  little disdainfully and said, ‘You can have the comic collection, that was always more your thing. I’ll have the CDs.’




  I put the kettle on and got out a fresh jar of rhubarb-and-ginger jam. I pulled the little bit of tracing paper off the top. I opened our cake tin and took out one of yesterday’s homemade

  scones, a nice batch that had risen properly. I buttered my scone quite thickly and spread the nippy jam over it. I made a fresh pot of tea and put the cosy on. I sat down alone at the table. I

  poured us both a mug of tea. Hilary watched me eat my scone with some satisfaction, sipping at her mug of tea, standing, leaning against the fridge. She said nothing. She eyed me eating my scone. I

  wasn’t the least bit bothered. I thought ahead to night-time in the spare room. I said to myself secretly another Martin Amis line: ‘Jesus Christ, if I could make it into bed and get my

  eyes shut without seeing a mirror.’ She smiled at me and I smiled back at her and both of our faces looked the same. We both had his tight, cool grin.




  
 





  What is left behind




  
 




  We left the room behind ourselves. We were always leaving rooms behind, going back to our lives. The morning when we got into our cars to drive away from our small piece of

  something was always bleak. I couldn’t see proper. We never could afford a suite or anything like that but still it was our room for one night and in a couple of weeks we might get away from

  our lives again to have another night and then we’d be back on the freeway. I’d drive my car in the opposite direction, back to my blurred house with the hazy tree outside. I

  don’t know how many rooms we’ve had, must be a lot in four years. I never go in and say, Oh, look, isn’t this a nice room? No, I don’t recall ever doing that. Those rooms

  always have something of other people in them, somebody’s hair left on the pillow.




  We’re thinking: We have this room and we have it for this night and we have our naked bodies. We got everything so pared down. Before our rooms, my body was like a gone thing. Sure, I used

  it. I got up and I moved around the house and got in the car; but I didn’t really know it. It was real slow. Until we got the rooms, and then my body was suddenly there in the room. We would

  look at ourselves in those smudged mirrors, and I’d see my breasts, I’d see their round shapes for the first time in years. I’d see my belly, how soft it seemed.




  We mostly didn’t get much sleep and those rooms never got properly dark anyhow. There was always some light coming in from outside. The walls are thinner in motels than they are just about

  anywhere. You can hear other couples getting up to what you are getting up to and that’s not nice. You don’t like to think of yourself the same as other people in that respect. Every

  room we left in that time would stay in my head afterwards. We always left the bed unmade in a heap of blankets and sheets with bare bits of mattress exposed like the bed could still hold us when

  we couldn’t hold each other no more. I’d be driving home in the driving rain and I’d be thinking about the unmade bed we left, wishing a bed could pull you back, a bed could make

  demands, a bed could say you can’t just up and leave like that.




  Those nights in those motel rooms I was messier than I’d ever been in my whole life. We drank straight from bottles of beer and fell asleep for two hours maybe after the dawn fogged in

  – the kind of sleep where you don’t know whose body is whose and the sweat from your sex is on you and you are naked underneath your sheets and your dream is her dream and her dream is

  yours and you can’t tell if you are properly asleep. We’d wake up and I’d take a look at her face and I wouldn’t be able to believe my eyes. Her face was all soft and

  smudged-looking, like some of her definition had been rubbed away in the night; we both looked like that, I guess. Like we didn’t have any hard lines any more, like somebody had drawn us with

  a soft pencil, like we could be rubbed out. We’d stare and stare until we’d fill up again and want more. I couldn’t imagine not wanting to suck her nipple, to touch the crack of

  her ass, to run my hand down the length of her back, to ride her like I used to ride a bare-backed horse out west. Then one of us would say the horrible words. She’d say, We have to be

  getting along now. And I’d say, Just two more minutes, and she’d sigh and say, We have to be getting back or we’re going to arouse suspicions. I’d say, Don’t talk

  about arousing suspicions. And she’d say, You know what I mean. Then we got up and she’d shower faster than me and I’d shower slower than her and somehow we both got dried.

  I’d put on my clean pants while she watched. It didn’t take all that long. Soon as I was dressed, it all felt changed already. I was bereft and wanting bed again.




  When I was back in my other life without her, I’d think about her in my head all day, about how her body looked in one room after another. How straightforward she was with her naked body,

  how she just sat naked like somebody would sit clothed. She was never shy or coy. It was like, here are my breasts, here’s my pubic hair. Here’s what there is to me – take what

  you like till tomorrow; then I’m gone. It was simple – as far as anything complicated is simple – simple, because I loved her. I’d be back in my life with my man and

  he’d be watching Pimp My Ride and I’d be thinking of getting back to the room. He’d say, What are you thinking about? I’m not thinking about anything much, I’d

  say. You got that faraway look again, he’d say. I’d go upstairs and try and wash the faraway look from my face. And that night in bed I’d pleasure him. I’d lie there and

  think of the rooms, the unmade bed, the sheets the way they looked unfurled, the way they lost themselves, the way they looked shaken up, the way they made ghost shapes of us. He’d pat my

  back and say, Good girl. Good girl. And I’d say, Good night, hon. Then I’d lie there and dream about those rooms in my life, one after the other, Room 55, Room 711, Room 401, Room 404,

  Room 161, room with pink candlewick bedspread. Room with big fat radiator, room with sheet of plastic on the divan, room with dark wood panelling, room with twin beds pushed together, room with

  puke-yellow bathroom, room with baby-blue blanket. Did I love those bleak rooms! I’d lie and recite them and try and get the order right, when we stayed in Room 711 – was that before

  Room 1526? It was too. Room 99. Room 491. Room 22. Come in. Room, Room, Room. Oh room. Oh God. Please. Oh my Room 55. Room with the broken curtain rail. Oh, please. Room with vulgar wallpaper.

  Don’t stop. Room with the elaborate Privacy sign.




  Two weeks go by somehow. It’s true what they say about time when you look forward too much. I only live in the moment now when I am with my girl. Otherwise I’m looking forward or

  back. Finally time gets round to Tuesday. I drive off to meet her. I get to Room 301 first. I have a smudge of lipstick on and I’m wearing my new jeans. She is always punctual, but I am

  always early. I sit on the edge of the armchair next to the bed. There’s a cream phone in this room, a thin green carpet, a painting of a church in the snow. I imagine us talking fast and hot

  into each other’s ears. I imagine us on the bed opposite. I look at my watch. After four weeks’ waiting, you’d think ten minutes wouldn’t be long. Ten minutes late, then

  fifteen. Then thirty. I take off my clothes and get under the covers. Two hours late. I start to moan. I get up naked and sit on the chair again, wrapping the blanket round myself. I stare at the

  door. Four hours late. I get back into bed, under the sheets. Room 704. Room 711. Room 55. Room 1521. Room 408. Room 1526. Room with painting of a church in the snow. I feel myself slide under. My

  skin slips down beneath the covers. My skin meets the white sheet. My body takes leave of itself. My body leaves my skin behind. My skin, sheets. I try and think how her voice sounds exactly. I try

  and get it right. I have her say something to me. I have her say, Remember you always wanted to be the bed after we had left the room. I don’t remember that, I have myself say. I don’t

  remember ever wanting that. You did, I have her say, kissing the air in the room that used to be my face. I don’t think I ever wanted that I say as the tears that used to be on my face dampen

  the air in the room till the room tastes of the sea, the misty sea, close to the big Atlantic. Remember how you always wanted to drive to the ocean, I have her say. You always wanted to get in my

  car and drive away. You wanted to go someplace in the country and cut up our own logs and build our own fire. Remember that? No, I say, tossing my hair now so that the covers in the room shake on

  their own, flapping up and down creating enough wind for a storm, a big storm on a dark night. No, I say, shaking like the tree outside the motel room is shaking, so hard the branches are

  indistinct from one another, no, I say as all the feathers from the pillow fly around the room like snowflakes. No, I don’t remember that. I don’t remember nothing. I don’t have

  all that many memories.

OEBPS/html/docimages/cover_ader.jpg
‘Supremely poignant ... \
leaves the reader elated

and amazed’ X
Daily Telegraph ¢ - "





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/image1.jpg
JACKIE KAY

WISH I WAS HERE

PICADOR





