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no one to thank. There is something liberating
about that. Each consequence is mine alone.
Although I often feel scared I’m quite strong,
I think, at heart.

My Daddy was strong and his heart was as
big and full as a harvest moon. That’s what
Mammy used to say – your Daddy’s heart is
as big as the moon and it’s a fault, a terrible
fault and a heavy burden. People take
advantage, Mammy said. I took advantage. I
used to let him carry me on his shoulders, my
knees clamped hard against his small, tight
ears. He’d run and I’d bob up and down like a
cowboy on his bronco. The pavement was far
away, a grey, dizzying blur beneath the thud
of his feet. Horsey, horsey, don’t you stop. I
could hear him catch heavy gasps between the
words. Just let your feet go clippity-clop. His
fingers left an ankle chain of blushes through
my white socks. When he set me down we
would sway like revelers. Like revelers, he
always said that. Like revelers. He told me I
was beautiful, beautiful enough to break
hearts, and I imagined dancing my reveler’s
dance, my reveler’s skirts sweeping the
broken shards. I wasn’t beautiful, I knew, nor
cruel nor hard enough. But he believed me so.
I rode on his shoulders until his breath burnt
his lungs. I rode on his shoulders, a potential
breaker of hearts.

Hearts are not so easily broken, though.
They don’t shatter like glass as I once
imagined. Hearts block like drains, they
become slow and sluggish as punch-drunk
boxers. I’ve listened to hearts beating and I
know they are steady and careless. The hearts
that beat beneath my ear can’t be touched. I
press my own caged heart against them, will
them to hear my own, steady, careless beat.
The owners of these hearts stroke my head
sometimes, dilute the listening silence with
words. Sometimes I press my fingers to their
mouths; we should each have our say, there
are times when each should be heard.

I heard myself singing the other day, after
Marlon had gone. I was changing the sheets
and I caught myself singing Moon River. It
was Daddy’s favourite. Moon river, wider
than a mile. He’d sing it spooning baked
beans onto black and tan toast, or at the
kitchen sink as fairy soft suds drifted up his
arms. Moon river, off to see the world.  He
told me he wanted to call me Holly, after the
girl in Breakfast at Tiffany’s. Mammy didn’t
want to, though. She said she’d never call me
after a spiky bush no matter how wonderful
this Golightly woman was.

I told Truman how I might have been
Holly. We were drinking Champagne
cocktails at a party of his in New York. He
pretended not to hear me, just bit delicately
into a stuffed olive with his sharp little teeth.
Later he told me he would like to meet my
father, but that I should stop trying to meet
him, that I should look for a man as different
as could be and marry him. I didn’t say
anything. Mr Capote always likes to think
he’s clever than you.

Years ago, after Daddy died, I thought of
marrying. He was tall and broad and ordinary,
a man made to father babies, a faithful, honest
man. I couldn’t bear him. I’m not all bad and
he wasn’t all good, but it seemed that way, to
me. I thought of being his wife, of pushing
prams and boiling beef, of saving pennies in a
Nescafé  jar. I thought of it, which was
enough. No-one can say I’d no other choices.

Marlon’s coming to see me again next
week, he’s made an appointment. All the
same I made certain he had one of my cards,
one of the new, stiff gold-edged cards with
my number in Italics in the bottom right hand
corner. ‘Call me,’ I said. ‘Anytime, day or
night.’ He smiled at that. Such a nice smile.
Americans are generally very handsome.
Handsome and clean. Not like the French. I
mean, that Jean Paul Sartre – you should have
seen the dirt under his fingernails.
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that has a place for everything and everything
in its place. In my house all the wallpaper is
striped. I can’t bear big, sloppy abstracts,
those uncontained splurges of hectic colours.
Stripes are neat, although Pablo says they’re
my prison bars. He lies there, on my bed, my
clean sheets rumpled at his groin, telling me
I’ve made a prison for myself. ‘Haven’t we
all?’ I say, and he laughs. We laugh a lot,
Pablo and I. One afternoon I drew a lipstick
face on his bald head. A freckled, smiley face
on his freckled, shiny head. Living art, I
called it. ‘Art is a lie that makes us realise the
truth,’ Pablo said. But then he’s always saying
that. He says he’ll paint me one day and I say
I want all my eyes and ears leaving where
they are.

If he did paint me – I know he won’t – I’d
like him to portray me as he portrayed Olga
Kochlova, calm and serene, a lie that might
realise the truth. Because although I often feel
scared I believe there is a core of serenity
inside me. This is my life, the bed I made, all
of it my doing and no one else’s. At night I lie
alone, still and quiet on my back, palms flat
on cool sheets. There is no one to answer to,

know, not being married. I’d tell you his name
but he’s just another famous, fastidious
American with clean, blunt hands. He was
sweet, though, sweeter than toffee pennies.

They’re all sweet. I find something to
adore in every face, something irresistible
about the turn of a mouth, the smile in an eye.
Some would say I have to. I don’t. I could
keep my eyes closed. Eyes closed, legs open,
mind sealed tight as a pickle jar. I know that’s
how some women are. Not me. Ideas, I’m all
for new ideas. George Orwell once told me I
was a very bright girl. Poor George, he was
that thin. I used to rest my head on his thin
white chest, listening to his heart struggle
against his poor lungs. I wanted to feed him
up on bacon and eggs and hot greasy
doorstops of fried bread but he was such a
picky sparrow. But that’s all in the past now, I
have to re-read his books to remind myself.
That girl in 1984, I’d like to think she’s me
only I know I’m not brave enough. If Big
Brother had been watching me I wouldn’t
have taken those risks.

I’m not brave. Most of the time I’m scared
stiff. I like orderliness, the kind of orderliness
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had Marlon Brando over today, squeezed
him in during my lunch-hour. I’d changed

the sheets of course, set the vase of roses just
so on the bedside table beside my Jean-Paul
Sartre. Luckily I’d sprayed a bit of Chanel
Number 5 about the en-suite because Marlon
insisted we showered together. Americans are
like that. They like to be clean. He showered
afterwards, too. Against the contrast of white
towels his skin is the colour of butterscotch
Angel Delight, a honeyed, hairless sheen that
made me remember my lost lunch. I watched
him dress, my tummy growling discretely like
one of those old-fashioned bears. I don’t think
he heard my rumblings, or else he was too
polite to say. Americans are like that: clean
and polite – not like the French. I mean, that
Jean-Paul Sartre, you should have seen the
dirt under his fingernails.

I’d given up pretending to be intellectual
and then I bumped into Jean-Paul again in
Debenhams, by the Estée Lauder counter. He
invited me for coffee and cake in the top floor
café and I thought, why not? Hours to kill,
after all. Besides, I wanted to chat about The
Age of Reason except he just moaned about

the English being unable to make real coffee
and how the only place to eat cake is Vienna.
We sat at a table by the window looking out
over the car park. As his thin lip curled over
his thick cup I looked down at the people
climbing in and out of cars, too far away to be
aware of me. No one else’s existence is real to
the individual – that’s what Jean-Paul says.
Watching those distant, unaware shoppers I
shuddered and Jean-Paul glanced up at me,
frowning below his coffee-froth moustache.

There’s no mistaking Jean-Paul’s reality.
His French kisses taste of frosted icing, I can
make his Brylcremed hair stand up in clumps,
feel its grease on my fingers for days. We
don’t talk as much as I would like. That bit in
his book about us all being the sole judges of
our own actions, I would like to discuss that.
The idea seems a bit immoral to me.

Someone once told me that morality is a
bag of candy. I loved that, I loved the
cleverness of it. He meant, I suppose, that we
choose our morals to taste, like the pic-n-mix
in Woolworths. Adultery tastes of sherbet
lemons: sweet with a bitter little after-taste.
That’s what he said, anyway. I wouldn’t
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