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Griff!

Griff was a black man from Barbados who sometime
Among black Americans who visited Toronto, he was black: ‘Right onl[’
‘Peace and love, Brother!’ and ‘Power to the people!” would suddenly
become his vocabulary. He had emigrated to Toronto from Britain, and as

s denied he was black,

ther!’ Clynn told him that same night.
But Griff was the best-dressed man present. They all envied him for that,
And nobody but his wife really knew how poor he was in pocket, Griff smiled
at.them from behind his da.rk-grecn dark glasses, His wife smiled too, cov-
ering her embarrassment for her husband. She never criticized him in pub-
!m, by. gesture or by attitude, and she said very little to him about his ways,
in Lhex.r incensed apartment. Nevertheless, she carried many burdens of fear
ar'ld failure for her husband’s apparent ambitionless attitudes. England had
wiped some British manners on her, too, Deep down inside, Griff was saying
to Clyrlm and the others, godblindyougodblindyoul
‘Griffy, dear, pour your wife a Scotch, darling. I've decided to enjoy
myself.’ Sh‘e was breathing as her yoga teacher had taught her to do.
And Griffy said, godblindyougodblindyaui again, to Clynn; poured his wife
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her drink, poured himselfa large Scotch on the rocks, and vowed, I am going
to drink all your Scotch tonight, boy! This was his only consolation, Clynn's
words had become wounds. Griff grew so centred around his own problems
that he did not, for one moment, consider any emotion coming from his
wife. ‘She's just a nice kid,” he told Clynn once, behind her back, He had
draped his wife in an aura of sanctity; and he would become angry to the
point of violence, and scare anybody, when he thought his friends’ conver-
sation had touched the cloud and virginity of sanctity in which he had
clothed her: like taking her out on Friday and Saturday nights to the Cancer
Calypso Club, in the entrails of the city, where pimps and doctors and lone-
ly immigrants hustled women and brushed reputations in a brotherhood of
illegal liquor. And if the Club got too crowded, Criff would feign a
headache, and somehow make his wife feel the throbbing pain of his
migraine, and would take her home in a taxi, and would recover miracu-
lously on his way back along Sherbourne Street, and with the tact of a good
barrister, would make tracks back to the Cancer and dance the rest of the
limp-shirt night with a woman picked from among the lonely West Indian
stags: his jacket let loose to the sweat and the freedom, his body sweet with
the music rejoicing in the happy absence of his wife in the sweet presence
of this woman.

But after these hiatuses of dance, free as the perspiration pouring down
his face, his wife would be put to bed around midnight, high up in the ele-
vator, high off the invisible hog of credit, high up on the Chargex Card, and
Griff would be tense, for days. It was a tenseness which almost gripped his
body in a paralysis, as it strangled the blood in his body when the payments
of loans for furniture and for debts approached, and they always coincided
with the approaching of his paycheque, already earmarked against its exact
face value, In times of this kind of stress, like his anxiety at the racetrack,
when the performance of a horse contradicted his knowledge of the Racing
Form and left him broke, he would grumble, ‘Money is naught all.’

Losing his money would cause him to ride on streetcars, and he hated
any kind of public transportation. He seemed to realized his blackness more
intensely; white people looking at him hard—questioning his presence, it
seemed. It might be nothing more than the way his colour changed colour,
going through a kaleidoscope of tints and shades under the varying ceiling
lights of the streetcar. Griff never saw it this way. To him, it was staring. And
his British breeding told him that to look at a person you didn't know
(except she was a woman) was infra dig. Infra digwas the term he chose when
he told Clynn about these incidents of people staring at him on the street-
cars. The term formed itself on his broad thin lips, and he could never get
the courage to spit it at the white people staring at him.

When he lost his money, his wife, after not having had dinner nor the
money to buy food (the landlord locked the apartment door with a padlock
one night while they were at a party), would smile in that half<censuring
smile, a smile that told you she had been forced against the truth of her cir-

Qo -
B T

b by ket




» that money was 'not all, atall’, But left o

aspirations and her fip-

“8ETs over the new broadloom in her girl-friend's home, where her hand

.- tcit;tgii:it}?e u'gh‘t .sweatir}l]g glass of Scotch on the rocks, her Scotch seeming
€rarnving unhappiness with the testimon i .

; . y of her friend’s b -

loom, or in Clynn's recreation room, which she called a ‘den’; in ]:errzzi

dreams, she would put

“d n the el‘.'lbl‘a [+ th y W U.Jd b ]
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T l',lan.' more brains than any one there, The
ldeon t have to come on strong, uh mean, [ d
ut...’ l
One day, at Greenwood Race Track, Griff put his ha
2nd pulled out five twenty-dollar bills, and put
}tlhree twenty-dollar bills on Number Six, on the
daﬁ bee.n drinking carlie.r at the Pilot Tavern); and he also put two twenty-
m(;na:[bgls‘ on }Iﬁumber Six, to show. He had studied the Racing Form Iikeq;
udying his torts: he would put it into his i
st : Pocket, take it out agaj

read it in the bathroom as he trimmed his moustache; he studied it ongat;mne,

d it as he might have studied Jaws in
knowledge in the Racing Form, it was as

¥ only coming-on strong, But
on't have to come on strong,

nd into his pocket
them on one race: he put
Sucking nose—eo win! Eh? (he

Literature and language.
And he ° )
Number Thgavc : Y at Greenwood, ‘Buy

Tee, man. I read the Form for three days, taking notes, It got to

:;p?rizzzrhﬁgeel;ghedn;fn thanked him because he himself was no
: ent five dollars (more than he had b
P et -y : ever betted before) on
_ A ad the Form like a blasted book man!’ Gri
. : : Tiff to]
};;:n(;fneéh}fp::d ;Iwaylt;o ﬂ;e wicket farthest away; and like a thief, he bou;h(i
11 Dckets: ‘Number Six| Sixty on the nose| for to s i
_ ¥ NH : show!’ a -
selfrhe §a1d, srr.i'llmg, Lawo averages, man, law of a?erages.' E——
s kezr}ng L}p-Nu.mber'S’ix after the race, he said to the man who had
smoi]:d w?;lh}i?nt?{tzanlf f;;m, and who thanked him and shook his hand and
» Ldon’thave to come op Strong, man, I mastered that F !
He looked across the field to the board at the price paid on I\imbea: Tz:-?é

and then he said to th i
Tt ¢ man, ‘Lend me two dollars for the next race, man,

im, ‘Any time, pard-

» 1€ was telling the same man who,
had picked him up. Griff settled

_ ; _ new Riviera, going west, and said
again to the man, Money is naught alll But I don't like to come o,n strong

Uh mean, you see how I mastered the Fomm, did you?’

You damn right, boy!' the man said, adjusting the tone of the tape-deck.
‘How you like my new car?’

The elevator was silent that evening, on the way up to the twenty-fifth
floor; and he could not even lose his temper with it: "This country is unciv-
ilized—even the elevators—they make 100 much noise a man can’t even think
in them; this place only has money but it doesn’t have any culture or breed-
ing or style so everybody is grabbing for money money money." The eleva-
tor that evening didn’t make a comment. And neither did his wife: she had
been waiting for him to come from work, straight, with the money
untouched in his monthly paycheque. But Griff had studied the Racing
Form thoroughly all week, and had worked out the laws and averages and
notations in red felt-pen ink; had circles all the ‘long shots' in green, and
had moved through the 'donkeys’ (the slow horses) with waves of blue lines;
had had three ‘sure ones’ for that day; and had averaged his wins against
heavy bets against his monthly salary, it was such a ‘goddamn cinch'! He had
developed a migraine headache immediately after lunch, slipped through
the emergency exit at the side, holding his head in his hand, his head full
of tips and cinches, and had caught the taxi which miraculously had been
waiting there, with the meter ticking; had run through the entrance of the
racetrack, up the stairs, straight for the wicket to be on the Daily Double;
had invested fifty dollars on a ‘long shot' (worked out scientifically from his
red-marked, green-and-blue wavy-line Form), and had placed ‘two goddamn
dollars’ on the favourite—just to be surel—and went into the clubhouse. The
favourite won. Griff lost fifty dollars by the first race. But had won two dol-

lars on his two-dollar bet, :

‘I didn't want to come on strong,” he told the man who was then a
stranger to him. The man could not understand what he was talking about:
and he asked for no explanation. ‘I didn't want to come on strong, but I
worked out all the winners today, since ten o’clock last night. I picked them,
man. 1 can pick them., But I was going for the ‘long shot'. Hell; what is a lit-
tle bread? Fifty dollars! Man, that isn't no bread, atall. If I put my hand in

my pocket now, look . . . this is bread! . . . five Aundred dollars. I can lose,
man, I can afford to lose bread. Money don't mean anything to me, man,
money is no big thing! . . . money is naught all.’

His wife remained sitting on the Scandinavian couch, which had the
habit of whispering to them, once a month, ‘Fifty-nine thirty-five owing on
mel” in payments. She looked up at Griff as he gruffed through the door.
She smiled. Her face did not change its form, or its feeling, but she smiled.
Griff grew stiff at the smile. She got up from the couch. She brushed the
anxiety of ume from her waiting miniskirt (‘My wife must dress well, and
look sharp, even in the housel’), she tidied the already-tidy hairdo she had
just got from Azans, and she went into the kitchen, which was now a wall sep-
arating Griff from her. Griff looked at the furniture, and wished he could
sell it all in time for the races tomorrow afternoon: the new unpaid-for liv-
ing-room couch, desk, matching executive chair, the table and matching
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‘Money is naught all.’
You're a blasted , . . boy,
tered. ‘Why the arse you don't become a
much? Oryou'sa. .. g paffological losers’
‘Uh mean, I don’t
naughtal] , ,
‘Rass-hole put down my Scotch, then!
And it rested there, It rested there be
he was among men who knew him: whe
Canada. It rested there also, because
manner and attitude towards money,

like to come on strong, or anything, but, money is
You drinking my fucking Scotch!®
cause Griff suddenly remembered
knew his losses both in Britain and
Clynn and the others knew that his

H‘e wondered whether he hated her,
him, He felta spasm through his body
not knowing about it. For so many ye

Bn.tam; and she was always smiling. Her constancy and her cool exterior, her
smlle.s, all made him wonder now, with the Scotch in his hand about, her
undyilng devotion to him, her faithfulness, pure as the sheets in ,Lheir sweet-
smelh.ng bedroom; he wondered whether ‘I should throw my hand in her
arse, just to see what she would do.’ But Clynn had made up his own mind
t.?mr. she was, completely, destroyed inside: her guts, her spirit, her aspira-
tons, her procreative mechanism, ‘I—Iysterectomy all shot to pieces!’ Clynn
said cruelly, destroyed beyond repair, beneath the silent consolation and
support '-.vhich he saw her giving to her husband; at home among friends
and relations, and in public among his sometimes silently criticizing friends
‘I don’t mean to come on strong, but , , ' .

You really want to know what's wrong with Griff’ QI
asked one day. ‘He want a stiff lash in his backside! He
mbling—’way his wife's life? He doesn't know that?

, for decen

don't even live in a decent apartment that you could sa;r,money, ol
out his sal’ry, Don’t own no record-player. Nothing. And all
ing "bout Toronto with his blasted head high in the air] He
Northamerica? Christ, he don't ey
motto-car, like some. Well, you tell

to the bone, and whether she hated
as he thought of her hating him, and
ars living together, both here and in

ynn's sister, Princess,
don’t know that he’s

he doing is walk-
ain’ know this is
en speak to poor people. He ain’ have no

; me then, what the hell is Griff doing with
thirteen-thousand Canadian dollars a year? Supporting race-horse No,

r.nz.\.n, )fou can't tell me that, 'cause not even the most wutless o' Wessindians
lmng in Toronto, could gamble-'way thirteen thousand dollars! Jesuschrist!
that is twenty-six thousand back in Barbados) Think o’ the land he could buy
back home wid thirteen-thousand Canadian dollars, And spending it 'pon a
race-horse? What the hell is a race-horse? Thirteen thousand? But lissen to

do you lose just for fun or wha'?' Clynn sput.

well, rent eating’
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me! One o’ these mornings, that wife o' his going get up and tell him that
she with-child, that she pregnuns . . . (‘She can't get pregnunt, though,
Princess, 'cause she already had one o' them operations!') ‘Anyhow, if his
wife was a diff rent person, she would "ave walked-out on his arse long agol
Or else, break his two blasted hands! and she won't spend a day in jaill’

When Griff heard what Princess had said about him, he shrugged his
shoulders and said, ‘I don't have to come on strong, but if I was a different
man, I would really show these West Indian women something . .." He ran
his thin, long, black fingers over the length of his old-fashioned slim tie, he
shrugged the grey sports jacket that was a sizé too large, at the shoulders,
into shape and place, wet his lips twice, and said, ‘Grimme another Scotch,
man.” While Clynn fixed the Scotch, he ran his thumb and index finger of
his left hand down the razor edge of his dark brown trouser seams. He
inhaled and tucked his shirt and tie neatly beneath the middle button of his
sports jacket. He took the Scotch, which he liked to drink on the rocks, and
he said, ‘I don’t have to come on strong, but I am going to tell you some-
thing ...

The next Friday night was the first day of féte in the long weekend. There
hadn't been a long weekend in Canada for a long time. Everybody was tired
of just going to work, coming home, watching CBC television, bad movies on
the TV, and then going to bed. 'There ain’' no action in this fucking town,’
Clynn was saying for days, before the weekend appeared like raindrops on a
farmer's dry-season head, And everybody agreed with him. It was so. Friday
night was here, and the boys, their wives, their girl-friends, and their ‘out-
side women’ were noisy and drunk and happy. Some of the men were show-
ing off their new bell-bottom trousers and broad leather belts worn under
their bulging bellies, to make them look younger. The women, their heads
shining like wet West Indian tar roads, the smell from the cosmetics and
grease that went into their kinky hair and on their faces, to make them look
sleek and smooth, all these smells and these women mixed with the cheap
and domestic perfumes they used, whenever Avon called; and some women,
wives who husbands ‘were getting through’, were wearing good-looking
dresses, in style and fashion; others were still back home in their style,
peured in‘against their wishes and the better judgement of their bulging
bodies; backsides big, sometimes too big, breasts bigger, waists fading into
the turbulence of middle age and their behinds, all poured against the
shape of their noisy bodies, into evil-fitting, shiny material, made on sleepy
nights after work, on a borrowed sewing machine. But everybody was happy.
They had all forgotten now, through the flavour of the calypso and the peas
and the rice, the fried chicken, the curry-chicken, that they were still living
in a white man'’s country; and it didn't seem to bother them now, nor touch
them now. Tonight, none of them would tell you that they hated Canada;
that they wanted to go back home; that they were going 'to make a little
money, first’; that they were only waiting till then; that they were going to go
Rarlk hefare tha Wlackad Maca Jic oo, 1 aoaa £ e Aaw =
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«iey wouldn't tell you tonight that they all suffe
crimination in Canada, and that that w
- .certain things with this place that are n
Friday night, was forgetting night. West
Cancer Club to forget and to drink and (o get drunk. To make plans for
Some strange woman's (or man's) body and bed, to spend ‘some time’ with
a real West Indian ‘thing’, to eat her boiled mackerel and green bananas,
which their wives and women had, in their ambitions to be ‘decent’ and
Canadian, forgotten how to cook, and had left out of their diets, especially
when Canadian friends were coming to dinner, because that kind of food
was ‘plain West Indian stupidness’. Tonight, they would forget and drink,
forget and dance, and dance to forget.

‘Oh-Jesus-Christ, Griffl’ Stooly shouted, as if he was singing a calypso. He
greeted Griff this way each time he came to the Club, and each time it was
as if Stooly hadn't seen Griff in months, although they might have been
together at the track the same afternoon, It was just the way Stooly was, ‘Oh-
Jesus-Christ, Griffl’ he would shout, and then he would rush past Griff,
ignoring him, and make straight for Griff's wife. He would wrap his arms
round her slender body (once his left hand squeezed a nipple, and Griff
saw, and said to himself, ‘Uh mean, [ won't like to come on strong about it,
but...’; and did nothing about it), pulling up her new minidress above the
length of decency, worn for the first time tonight, exposing the expensive
lace which bordered the tip of her slip. The veins of her hidden age, visible
only at the back of her legs, would be exposed to Griff, who would stand and
stare and feel ‘funny’, and feel, as another man inquired with his hands all
over his wife's body, the blood and the passion and the love mix with the
rum in his mouth. Sometimes, when in a passion of brandy, he would make
love to his wife as if she was a different woman, as if she was no different
from one of the lost women found after midnight on the crowded familiar
floor of the Cancer.

‘Haiii! How?' the wife would say, all the time her body was being crushed.
She would say, ‘Haiiil How?' every time it happened; and it happened every
time; and every time it happened, Griff would stand and stare, and do noth-
ing about it, because his memory of British breeding told him so; but he
would feel mad and helpless afterwards, all night; and he would always want
to kill Stooly, or kill his wife for doing it; but he always felt she was so frag-
ile. He would want to kill Stooly more than he would want to kill his wife.
But Stooly came from the same island as his wife. Griff would tell Clynn the
next day, on the telephone, that he should have done something about it;
but he ‘didn't want to come on strong’. Apparently, he was not strong
enough to rescue his wife from the rape of Stooly’s arms, as he rubbed his
body against hers, like a dog scratching its fleas against a tree.

Once, a complete stranger saw it happen. Griff had just ordered three
drinks: one for his wife, one for himself, and one for Stooly, his friend. Griff
looked at the man, and in an expansive mood (he had made the ‘long shot’

red some form of racial dis-
as 10 be expected, since ‘there are
ot just right’; not tonight, Tonight,
Indian night. And they were at the
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in the last race at Woodbine that afternoon]), he asked the stranger, ‘What're
you drinking?’

‘Rum, sah!’ . ’

‘I am going to buy you a goddamn drink, just because I like you, man.

The stranger did not change the mask on his face,. but stood there, look-
ing ‘at Griff's dark-green lenses. Then he said, “You isn’ no blasFed man at
all, man!’ He then looked behind: Stooly was still embracing Griff’s .Mfe' It
looked as if he was feeling her up. The man took the drink from Griff, and
said, "You is no man, sah!’ . .

Griff laughed; but no noise came out of his mouth. 'Man, that's all right.
They went to school together in Trinidad.’

‘In my books, you still ain’ no fucking man, boy!' The stranger tum.ed
away from Griff: and when he got to the door of the dance floor, he said,
‘Thanks for the drink, bey.' .

The wife was standing beside Griff now, smiling as if she was a queen
parading through admiring lines of subjects. She lookeé, as she smiled, like
she was under the floodlights of some premiére performance §he hac_i pre-
pared herself for a long time. She smiled, although no one in particular
expected a smile from her. Her smiling went hand in hand with her new out-
fit. It had to be worn with a smile. It looked good, as usual, on her; and it
probably understood that it could only contimfe to look goo.d and express
her personality if she continued smiling. At intervals, dunng the night,
when you looked at her, it seemed as if she had taken the smile from helr
handbag, and had then powdered it onto her face. She Fould hav]e taken‘ it
off any time, but she chose to wear it the whole night. '(-anfy, degr? she said,
although she wasn’t asking him anything, or telling him anything, or even
looking in his direction. ‘Haiiil How?’ she said to a man who brushed
against her hips as he passed. The man looked suddenly frightened, because
he wanted his advance to remain stealthy and masculine. When he passed
back from the bar, with five glasses of cheap rum-and-Cokes in his hands, he
walked far from her.

Griff was now leaning on the bar, facing the part-time barman, and talk-
ing about the results of the last race that day; his wife, her back to the bar,
was looking at the men and the women, and smiling; when someone p.asse:lc'l,
who noticed her, and lingered in the recognition, she would say, 'Haiiil
How?' ) .

A large, black, badly dressed Jamaican (he was talking his way through
the crowd) passed. He stared at her. She smiled. He put out his c.:a.lloused
construction hand, and with a little effort, he said, ‘May I have this c‘iancl:e,
gal?’ Griff was still talking. But in his mind he wondered V:'he'[her his @c
would dance with the Jamaican. He became ashamed with himself forl think-
ing about it. He went back to talking, and got into an argument with the
part-time barman, Masher, over a certain horse that was running in the fea-
ture race the next day at Greenwood. Masher, e.ver watchful over the
women, especially other men's, couldn’t help notice that the calloused-

o .

- Loa



40U Jainaican was holding on 10 Grifrs wife's hand. With his shark-cyes he
tried to get Griff's attention off horses and onto his wife, But Griff was oo
Preoccupied. His wife Placed her drink on the counter beside him, her left

" bhand still in the Paws of the Jamaican construction worker, whom nobody
had seen before, and she said, ‘Griffy, dear?' The man's hand on her manj-
cured fingers had Just come into his consciousness, when he wheeled

that everybody was laughing, and hag seen the Congojamaican walk off with
his wife, he too decided to laugh.

‘It's all right, man,’ he said, more than twice, (o no one in particular,
although he could haye been consoling thejamaicancongo man, or Masher,
or the people nearby, or himself,

‘I sorry, suh,’ The Jamaican said. He smiled to show Griff that he was not
I

the accusation in that bad grammar, ‘but language is g Sunny thing,
could kill a person wigh language, and gh, accusation can't be comprehended outside
of the structure of the language . . . wonder how you would parse this sentence, Clynn
©++ @ Jamaican fella told me last night, by-sheself, lonaght, again, suh’: now, o you

‘Never mind the fellow looks like a canecutter, he’s stil] a brother,” Griff
said to Masher, but he could have been talking into the future, the next day,
to Clynn; or even to himself, don't want tg come on strong, but he's a

hold her. He thought he would be able to find the meaning of "by-sheself”,
‘again’, and ‘tonight in the way the man held his wife. Had the Jamaican
done 5o, Griff woulq have had to think €ven more seriously about the three
words. But the Jamaican was about two hundred ang fifty pounds of muscle

and mackere] and green bananas, ‘Some other fellow would have come on
strong, just because a rough-looking chap like him, held on . . *

‘Man, Griff, you's a rass-hole idiot, man!' Masher said. He crept under
the bar counter, came out, faced Griff, broke into his sneering laugh, and
said, ‘You's a rass-hole!” Griff laughed too, in his voiceless laugh. ‘You ain’
hear that man say, “by-sheself”, “tonight', “again”? If | had a woman like that,
I'would kiss her arse, by-Christ, just for looking at a man like that Jamaikian-
man!” Masher laughed some more, and walked away, singing the calypso the

amateur band was trying to play: ‘Ok Mister Walker, Uk come to see your daugh-
er, ..

<o “tell she is the man from Sangre Grande . . *
The dance floor was suddenly crowded, jam-packed. Hands were going
up in the air, and some under dresses, in exuberance after the music; the

3

words in the calypso were tickling some appetites; he thought of his wife's

wife's safety and Purity, and the three words came back to him: ‘by-sheself
tonight', *again’. Out of the crowd, he could see Masher’s big red eyes and
his teeth, skinned in mocking laugh. Masher was singing the words of the
calypso: ‘T2l she I come for she . . " The music and the waves on the beach,
when the sun went behingd the happy afternoon, came up like a gigantic sea,

branches and rooftops, some whispering, some humming like the sea, fish-
ing for fish and Supper and for happiness, ng longer in sight against the
blackening dusk . . | ‘she know me well, I had she already!, | ! Stooly walked in
front of him, like the lightning that jigsawed over the rushing waves; and
behind Stooly was a woman, noisy and Trinidadian, ‘this part-tee can't done




.
/ oh alld harmiess, and a womap he didn't know, were walking |ike
% wa

mese twins, One of his hands could not be seen. Out of the 5€d, now rest-
ing from the turbulent congo drumming

of the waves in the calypso, came
thejamalcancongoman, and his wife,

‘Don’t have to come on strong, man,’
If I may, some other time, I would like to ., ' the man said, smiling and

words Griff heard were T know she well, T had she already.” , | “by-sheself,
‘again’, lonight' ., | | ang there were races tomorrow. His wife was smil:

into the sea for some more dancing and fish, The beach was still crowded;
and in Griff's ming j Was crowded, but there Was no one but he standing
among the broken forgotten Pieces of fish: heads and tails, and e 1
esand cigarette butts, and some scales broken offin 5 bargain, or by chance,
and the rpped-up tickets of wrong bets,
Masher dppeared and said in his ear, ‘If she was my wife, be-Christ, I te]]
You..."and he left the Test for the imagination,
Griff's wife’s vojce continued, 'Griffy, dear?’
Masher came back from the bar wih 4 Coke for
When he got close to Griff, he said in his ear, ‘Even if she was only just a
screw like that one | have there , |
‘Griffy, dear, Jey’s g0 home, [ am feeling , ,
+ . and if yoy was something,' Masher was n
after them, Grife

.. you, boyl you, boyl . . .

‘Masher, Haiii] Howp

If it was mine,’” Masher shouted, Uying to hide the meaning of his mes.
i i dIha

d putonlya two-dollar bet 'pon thag horse, that
horse that we was talking about, and, and thar horse behaye so, well, T would
have to lgsh that horse, ti]] | .- Unnersianp'
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slender body; and how he felt when the strange Jamaican man, with his clut
tered use of grammar broken beyond meaning and comprehending, had
déstroyed something, like a dream, which he had had about her for al] these
fifteen years of marriage. He just couldn’t talk o her. He wet his lips and ran
his fingers over the slim tie. All she did (for he wanted to know thar he was
married to a woman who could, through all the years of living together, read
his mind, so he won't have to talk) was smile. That goddamn smile, he
cursed. The sports jacket shoulders were shrugged into place and shape.

street door they were approaching, and where they always waited for the
taxicab to stop for them, removed her arm from his waist, Grifs placed his
hand on her shoulder, near the Scar, and she shuddered a little, and then
he placed both hands on her shoulders; and she straightened up, with her

smile on her face, waiting for the kiss (he always kissed her like that), which
would be fun, which was the only logical thing to do with his hands in that

the blessing of his silent lips, (she remembered then that the Jamajcan held
her as if he was her husband) when she realized that Griff's hands had
walked up from her shoulders, and were NOW caressing the hidden bracelet
of the scar on her neck, hidden tonight by a paisley scarf, She shuddered in
anticipation. He thought of Stooly, as she thought of the Jamaican, as he
thought of Masher, as he Squeezed, and of the racesrmammon... 1 o




; e less he thought of other
things, and the less those other things bothered him, and the Jess he

thought of the bracelet of flesh under his fingers, the bracelet which hag
become visible, as his hands rumpled the neckline, He was n
what he wag doing, what he wanted to do: for he was a man who always insist-
ed that he didn’t Jike 10 come on strong, and to be standing up here in 3
grubby hallway killing his wife, would be coming on strong: he was not sure
whether he was wrapping his hands roung her neck in a Passionate embrace
Imitating the Jamaican, or whether he was merely kissing her,

But she was stil] smiling, the usyal smile. He evep expected her 1o say,
‘Haiil How?' But she didn’t. She couldn ', He didn't know where his kiss
began and ended; and he didn'; know where his hands Stopped squeezing
her neck. He looked back up the stairs, and he wanted so desperately to go
back up into the Club and shoyw them, or talk to them, although he dig not,
at the moment, know exactly why, and what he woulgd have done had he
gone back into the Clyb, His wife’s smile was stll on her body. Her paisley
scarf was falling down her bosom like a rich Spatter of baby food, pumpkin
anq tomato sauce; and she was like a chilg, Propped against 2 corner, in
antcipation of its first Step, toddling into movement. But there yas no

Griff wet his lips, and walked back up the stairs, His wif
against the wall by the door, and she looked as if she was de
same time she looked as if she was living. It must
thought he heard her whisper, ‘Griffy, dear»”
with his arm round 2 strange woman's body,
to Griff, and Screamed as if he was bellowin
Christ-Griffy’

ad, and at the
have been the smile. Griff
as he reached the door. Stooly,
t00K away his arm, and rushed
g out a calypso line, ‘OhJesus-

Christ, boy! You getrid o’ the wife rea quick, man! As man, g man.' Griff
Was wetting his lips again; he shrugged his SPOTts jacket into place, and his

mind wandered . . . ‘show me the kiss-me-arse Racing Form, man, We going
to the races tomorrow | , &
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Share and Share Alike

Happiness is a fragile thing, and alcohol, as I know from the house I grew
up in, is dangerous to it When, therefore, I started to drop in to the bar

decided that there was something wrong with my life and I'd better fix it up
quickly or I'd go the way of my rambunctious Aunt Edith and my father.

So I went home and confronted Jean-Louis; after a marathon talk, we
agreed that we had married o spite our mothers and we could not now
stand each other; that Caroline was a good kid who didn't deserve parents
who went in for silent or boozy wars, and that | could have the use of our
barn of a house until she was eighteen. He cleared his studio out of the top
floor so I could rent it for enough to pay the taxes. It was a fairly amicable
parting, though I admit | PUt away quite a lot of Scotch when Jean-Louis
found a new woman to annoy his mother with almost immediately.

['was putting Up a notice on the office bulletin board offering the flat for
rent when Max’s hollow voice sounded behind me, ‘My wife Pol's looking
for a place, toe. You'd like her’

‘Why should I like her if you don’t?’ _

‘She’s a woman of character like you, And Josie's about the age of your
daughter.’

‘Well, send her over and we'll try the girls out together.’

I liked Pol. She took the flat, and to give her her own bedroom we put
Josie on the second floor next to Caroline, Since they were only children
they ought not to have 8ot on with each other, but they chose to combine
not their egotism but their loneliness and became good friends for a couple
of years.

Iliked Pol, who was a bitolder than me, more cynical, though she should-
n't have been, since I was a Riewspaper reporter and she was a social worker.
She'd trayelled more than me, and the years with Max had hardened her to

circumstance; the years with Jean-Louis had only frightened me. He was an
art director and hic wometd o o o




