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  Born in 1969, Emma Donoghue is an Irish writer who spent eight years in England before moving to Canada. Her fiction includes Slammerkin, Life Mask, 

  Touchy Subjects and the international bestseller Room (shortlisted for the Man Booker and Orange Prizes).




  





  ALSO BY EMMA DONOGHUE




  

    The Sealed Letter


  




  Room




  Landing




  Touchy Subjects




  Life Mask




  The Woman Who Gave Birth to Rabbits




  Slammerkin




  Kissing the Witch: Old Tales in New Skins




  Hood




  Stir-fry




  





  Emma Donoghue


  

  Three and a Half Deaths


  

  Picador




  





  Foreword




  An accident, a suicide, an act of criminal negligence . . . and a near-death experience. These stories – set in France, the USA and Canada – bring together

  calamities from two centuries.




  ‘What the Driver Saw’ is inspired by the 1920s equivalent of Princess Diana’s last ride through Paris: a freak accident on Nice’s Promenade des Anglais so notorious, so

  iconic, that that it still spawns jokes about long scarves today. Death and fame make a romantic couple; this way, we never have to see the celebrity get older. After all, stars, in the classical legends, were favoured mortals the gods raised from earth to preserve at their shining best in the heavens. So an early, unexpected and preferably violent end gives a reputation a permanent lift, especially if we can half-blame the celebrity for recklessness...




  In New York, one night in 1878, when a bath began to fill up with blood, nobody was watching: it was a private ritual. Yet everything about the dead woman’s life that had led her to that

  point was a matter of public debate. Suicide is a fascinating death because it seems to obey the laws of literature more than life: it’s a statement, a cry in the dark by a human being

  insisting on writing the end to her own story. But of course other people have a hand in shaping that story, and perhaps the suicide of a scapegoat, as explored in ‘The Trap’, is murder

  by another name . . .




  ‘Sissy’ explores culpability too – the survivor’s guilt of the sister of a small child who died in the 1840s in London, Ontario – because the story of any death

  must include its lingering effects on the living. Although I often write about the famous, I have a particular interest in the obscure: people whose trace on the historical record is faint, taking

  the form of a footnote, or a handful of mutely eloquent bones.




  Finally, ‘Fall’ is about an incident at Niagara Falls in 1901 when a middle-aged schoolteacher decided to stake her whole future on an act so daring it could be called suicidal. A

  near-death, a sort of rebirth: the kind of moment that makes visible the discreet courage it takes to live a whole life.


  

  Emma Donoghue, Nice, 2011




  





  What the Driver Saw




  The car’s not a Bugatti. The Madonna kept saying it was a Bugatti, in fact she called me that as a nickname – hey, Bugatti – but the car is actually an

  Amilcar Grand Sport 1924. You don’t know Amilcar? A very popular make here in France, very sporty, very popular. A blue convertible with red, white and blue circles round the tail, SV engine,

  1074 cc with four-wheel brakes.




  Enough about the car? Okay. You said you wanted to know everything about that day so I thought . . . Yeah, for your ten dollars I’ll tell you everything you want. You’re going to

  print what I say in your American newspaper? Put it in English, okay, that’s better. Will you send me a copy?




  No, the car isn’t mine, it belongs to the Helvetica Garage where I work. I fix cars right now, but I want to race them someday, that’s what I want. I like to go fast.




  

    to find




    the movement




    which expresses the soul


  




  I first met her just that day, the 14th. September 14th. No, okay, you’re right, I saw her a couple of days before, but I didn’t speak to her, it was in a restaurant called

  Tétu. She was with another American lady, she smiled at me and raised her glass, you know, coquette. I smiled back. Just to be polite, you understand; they were both middle-aged.

  Though she did move well, she had, what’s the word, grace? Her friend made a little face, like she didn’t think I should have had the cheek to smile back.




  Anyway the next time I was at that restaurant the patron said the American lady had left her address for me, she wanted to buy my car. She must have seen it out the window. I didn’t

  know which of the ladies he meant but I thought probably it was the tall one, the one who smiled. I went to the hotel, the maid brought me up to the room but it was the sour-faced lady who answered

  the door. She said her friend was sleeping, so I left my card.




  

    it is the eternal




    rising


  




  The next day I was out on a call, I was working on a lovely open-top Maserati. When I got back to the Helvetica the proprietor said a crazy American lady had come asking for me to demonstrate

  some Bugatti we didn’t have. I told him she must mean the Amilcar. I wanted to know what was crazy about her and he said her clothes, she had to be the only woman in Nice still wearing her

  skirts down to her ankles, hadn’t she noticed she was living in the Twenties?




  

    a music




    heard inwardly


  




  The address she’d left wasn’t her hotel, this time, but some sort of warehouse. It was ugly on the outside but like a church inside. The lady called it her studio, but she

  wasn’t a painter, apparently she practiced her dancing there. When she told me her name I got the impression she expected me to recognise it. I thought maybe she meant she used to be a dancer

  when she was young. The only dancing I’ve seen is in nightclubs or at the vaudeville, those girls are always pretty. It wasn’t that this American was ugly or anything – good eyes,

  big dark eyes – but she was soft and heavy, you know, like a mother. And her hair was dyed a crude kind of red and cut short to the jaw. Oh, I remember at one point she said she wasn’t

  really a dancer, her body was just a machine and its engine was her soul. I liked that, it stuck in my head because it sounded like driving.
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