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PART 1
INTRODUCTION
1. FACTS.
6:30 Call received from 17 Neville Park Road. Female, 40s, average height and weight, long brown hair, dressed in dark blue overcoat, carrying a suitcase, found on the beach.
6:40 Arrived on scene. No obvious signs of violence or drug paraphernalia. No other tracks or evidence of any other parties being present on the scene. No identification.
6:42 Ambulance arrived. Female rushed to hospital.
6:47 Stomach pumped. Female remains in a coma.
2. VOICES
First Cop: What was she doing out here last night in the middle of a snowstorm?
Second Cop: What was anyone doing out? Nowhere to go?
First Cop: There’s always some place you can go.
Second Cop: Let’s get this over with. My hands are turning blue.
First Cop: A church. She could have gone to a church.
Second Cop: Maybe she went to a church. Maybe she didn’t like it. What happens when you run out of places? Was she good looking?
First Cop: What?
Second Cop: You seem upset.
First Cop: I’m upset. I don’t like to find anyone half frozen to death. She wasn’t that young.
Second Cop: But she was good looking?
First Cop: What the hell are we photographing the beach for?
Second Cop: We’ve got the technology. Maybe it’s murder.
First Cop: How can you be so sure she’ll die?
Second Cop: We all die.
First Cop: She’s in a coma.
Second Cop: Same thing.
First Cop: You don’t think there’s anything going on when you’re in a coma?
Second Cop: Like what?
First Cop: Like dreaming. Maybe she’s dreaming. You don’t dream when you’re dead.
Second Cop: You sure of that?
First Cop: You see anything out here that doesn’t belong?
Second Cop: Us. Let’s get out of this fucking cold. I lost my gloves.
First Cop: She was wearing gloves.
Second Cop: Were they mine?
3. THE PREVIOUS MORNING
A car engine turned over, a door slammed, a child giggled with joy, a shovel scraped on cement. Snow tumbled, somersaulted out of the darkness, draping itself around her ankles. In the distance she could see the streetcar, red and yellow dragon with its one eye in the middle of its forehead and the white clouds of snow breathing out of the sides of its mouth.
Across the street a dog walked along the sidewalk, wagging its tail, without its master, occasionally leaping into the air to catch a snowflake. Stopping by a fire hydrant, the dog left a pile of steaming shit. The streetcar slid silently to her feet.
4. THE STREETCAR DRIVER
The driver was half asleep, his eyes swinging in two hammocks of flesh, the lips of his mouth falling over each other like two lovers exhausted from the evening before. The streetcar was empty except for an old man, slumped over his seat, asleep. The driver didn’t notice her. His head was filled with images. It was always like that when he was half asleep, his mind tripping through images, consciousness dealing a hand of solitaire. Her presence was hardly a shadow against sleeping tree lined avenues, paved driveways, pay telephones, coin operated weigh scales, boys in empty parking lots playing ball hockey, gutters filled with leaves and empty milk shake containers, the hum of air conditioners sounding like houses in flight, the roar of snow blowers or lawn mowers, the screams of a jet ripping open the belly of the day, sunflowers climbing the sky like sharks looking for the sun, septic tanks farting, the smell of barbecues and freshly cut grass, cats in heat, pizzerias, laundromats, church bingos, first communions. He shook his head to wake up and she was passed him, her ticket sliding silently down the coin box.
5. THE STREETCAR RIDE
She sat two rows behind the middle door and stared out the window at the buildings. So many bricks. The streetcar stopped in front of a 24-hour restaurant. The driver jumped out of the trolley and scampered through the snow into the shop for a coffee. A fellow in a leather jacket from a local high school, smoking a cigarette, a coffee on the table in front of him, stared out the window at her. He looked dead.
She recalled Sundays spent on her grandfather’s knee in front of the television as Walter Cronkite described the forces that tore Europe apart during World War II. Old uncle Walter, weeping when John Kennedy died, spilling barbecue sauce on L.B.J.’s hush puppies, reading the obituaries of Malcolm X, Martin Luther King, Robert Kennedy, the body count in Vietnam. And her grandfather would sit, tears in his eyes, cursing America and the lies about freedom.
Why couldn’t she forget her grandfather’s death? Anyone’s death? Death
hidden in the landscape, behind the hedge, in the apple tree, under the car wheels. Piles of bodies. Piles of flowers, cut grass, insects, birds. Piles of her children. Her children smoking cigarettes, her children floating face down in swimming pools, her children locked in abandoned refrigerators, her children in postcards from Auschwitz.
As the streetcar approached the downtown, the snow had begun to melt and turn to slush. She sat biting her nails. Why wouldn’t it stop? Pictures. Memories that weren’t hers that she didn’t want. Where did they come from? Adam and Eve sitting on a park bench sharing a bottle of wine. Jackson Pollock in front of his hardware sweeping the snow of his sidewalk in long elegant strokes. St. Paul withdrawing money from a bank machine. Salt trucks shifting gears. Slush spraying out from the streetcar wheels across the sidewalks. Why couldn’t it stop?
The old man who was asleep in the streetcar began to snore. A handsome leather bag lay on the floor between his feet. As he snored the hands that lay in his lap began to finger his trousers as if he were playing a tuba. The streetcar began to fill up with passengers. She laid her head against the cold window, her teeth chattering with the vibrations of the streetcar’s engine.
At Yonge Street she climbed down from the streetcar and dragged her suitcase through the slush toward the steps that led down into the subway. The train entered the station with a screech and shuttered to a stop. The doors slid open and she stepped inside. A whistle blew. The doors slammed shut. As she sat down the train jerked to a start and slowly moved out of the station. At Bloor Street she changed trains and headed west. At Islington Station she bought a couple of chocolate bars before climbing aboard an airport bus. Seated, she stared out the window at her own reflection.
6. THE AIRPORT
The doors of the bus opened with a gasp. Attempting to pull her suitcase down from the luggage rack she was thrown off balance, backwards. Someone caught her. Turning around she was met by the dark sparkling eyes of a tall lean gentleman. A pencil thin moustache added parenthesis to his smile. Her trip was starting off like a Harlequin Romance novel, beginning with the accidental meeting with a handsome lieutenant and moving through several changes of costume to the closing kiss at the altar. Apologizing once again to the gentleman she made a hasty retreat. All he lacked, she thought, was the uniform.
After checking her suitcase in, she turned to a washroom to freshen up. Soaking a paper towel, she wiped her forehead and neck. The coolness of the water felt good against her skin. Opening her purse she removed a bottle of pills and swallowed two, washing them down with a handful of water. There were no paper cups. Unwrapping a hairbrush from some Christmas paper, she began to tug at the knots in her long brown hair. At first she didn’t see the reflection of the woman smiling at her in the mirror. When she did, she abruptly turned around. The woman with wild hair, a torn blouse, and make-up smeared, smiled at her. Quickly gathering her things into her purse she edged cautiously sideways passed the woman toward the exit. The woman chuckled as she fled out the door.
In the cafeteria she took her place at the end of a long line of people. Everything was plastic: the tray she carried, the cup upon it, the spoon to stir her coffee, the little cup containing her cream, the wrapper around the doughnut she picked up, the chair she tat on, the table she laid her tray on. It seemed as if the whole world was disposable.
Eating quickly she took another pill and headed for the departure lounge. He wait was brief and she soon found herself seated in the airplane by a window. She looked out the porthole beside her and spotted the pilot climbing on board. It was the same gentleman who had rescued her earlier that day on the bus.
7. THE FLIGHT
The takeoff had been exhilarating, like a ride at the Ex. From the air Toronto looked like a huge black tree covered in Christmas lights. The American soldier who sat down beside her, introduced himself, and then began telling her his life story. This unsolicited intimacy made her feel uncomfortable. At the first opportunity she plunged into the book, Sleeping Beauty, she had brought along for the flight. When she looked up again the soldier had moved to another seat, another vacant ear to conquer.
Looking out the small porthole she realized what it must be like to be a bird with your eyes at the side of your head, never knowing where you were headed. She thought about her grandfather. Why had he left her behind? Where had death taken him?
The stewardess came around with dinner. steak and potatoes, a glass of wine, dessert. After dinner more drinks were served which she used to swallow several Gravol. Next a film, Samuel Bremmer’s THE GUNFIGHTER, was shown. Deciding against earphones, she watched the film in silence, making up her own subtitles. Out the portal the plane flew low over clouds that looked like mountains in some child’s fairy tale. Occasionally a break in the clouds, like a small lake, would appear. Her eyes became heavy. She began to doze off.
She was awakened by the captain; his deep sparkling eyes and wide charming smile beckoning her to follow him. They walked toward the wing of the plane where a stewardess was standing by an open door holding her suitcase.
“This is your destination,” the captain smiled.
She looked out the door. The plane had stopped in mid—air. Outside the door were clouds. She could see nothing else. The stewardess handed her suitcase to her and the captain wished her well. She thanked them for a lovely flight.
“I hope you’ll fly with us again,” the captain nodded. “It’s always a pleasure to have a beautiful woman aboard.”
Stepping out of the plane, her legs sank into the cloud up to her knees. When she reached the tip of the wing she turned around to wave good—bye, but the airplane was gone.
PART TWO
THE VILLAGE
1. THE GATE
It was as if she were blind. Her eyes could see nothing but white. There was nowhere to go, no there to head toward or flee from, no sense of being in a place. Looking down she saw her legs dissolving in the white mist. She raised her hands in front of her eyes. Which direction should she head? The question made her laugh.
She heard something, something faint. Water. A trickle of water. But from where? The sound appeared to be coming from some place deep inside her head, growing louder and louder. The trickle grew into a roar until she could stand it no longer, falling to her knees, and crying out, as the roar seemed to explode from her head.
The pain was gone. The sound of running water appeared before her. As the mist began to thin she could make out the faint outline of a brook. She moved forward toward the brook, making out the wispy outline of an opposite shore. Stones were so laid in the brook as to allow one to cross. The water was shallow and slow moving. She put her foot on the first rock. It tilted slightly but held firm. She moved forward.
The opposite shore was no different in appearance from the bank she had just departed, no different except for an old man sitting on a wooden milking stool, fishing. He was an odd-looking fellow with his mop of thick white hair, stubby white goatee and Bavarian mountain climbing gear. She approached him cautiously and introduced herself.
The old man did not respond and, thinking him deaf, she stepped around and into his field of vision and spoke again.
“I’ve just arrived by plane,” she said, speaking loudly, enunciating each syllable distinctly.
The old man turned, almost tumbling off the stool that he balanced precariously upon. He looked up at her with anger in his chocolate eyes.
“You’ll frighten the damn fish off!” he shrieked, spittle spraying out of his mouth.
She said. “I’m lost. I’ve come to find my grandfather and I’m...” The old man barked, “Is he lost?”
“No, I don’t think so. I want to find him. I believe he’s living in a village in these parts. Could you give me directions? I would be awfully grateful.”
“How grateful?” the old man glowered, the chocolate of his eyes melting as they fondled the girl’s figure.
“Well, I...” the girl stumbled.
The old man shook his head in disgust and muttered something inaudible under his breath.
“Sir...” she pleaded.
The old man looked up at her, and then spat into the river.
“I should have stayed on the ferry. At least I had the company of the dog.”
Putting down his pole, the old man rubbed his neck.
The girl pleaded once again. “If you could just give me directions to the village.”
“Any direction but the direction you came from should do,” the old man grumbled as he picked up his pole and returned to his fishing. “Thank you,” the girl smiled, and then hesitatingly moved on.
Out of the fog the rough outline of buildings began to assemble in detail. The mist that she had been walking through seemed to give off its own light so that one could almost have believed it was midday. Now that the mist was rising, darkness replaced it as if night were another type of fog. Looking down the girl noticed that she was walking on cobblestones.
A man appeared on the road ahead. He was busy repairing the road, lifting the round bread shaped cobblestones with the use of a long metal bar and tossing them onto a pile. Some of the cobblestones had cracked open like eggs, their yoke spewing out over the pile. The man was singing in a tongue she didn’t recognize. So involved was the man with his work that he did not hear the girl approach.
“Good morning,” she said.
He looked up at her, startled, his hands trembling, a quiver in his voice.
“Excuse me?” the girl smiled apologetically. “I didn’t mean to alarm you. I just wanted to enquire if this was the way to the village.”
The man shook his head and stared at the girl in silence for a few more moments before the terror began to lift from his eyes. He smiled and then laughed. He laughed so hard, tears came into his eyes and holding his stomach he was forced to take a seat on the pile of stones. The girl remained still, silenced by his reaction. When he had regained his wits, he pointed the girl in the direction she should follow. She moved on.
Buildings began to appear along the way. They were strange structures, almost organic in their design. The houses were huddled very closely together so that there were no lanes or alleys separating them. And they were bent, hanging over the street like trees over a well-worn path. The tops of the buildings almost touched at places giving the street the appearance of a tunnel. Flags hung periodically from the houses on either side of the street though it was still too dark to make out what was written on them.
All of the houses were boarded up with shutters, The doors of the houses were very short, so short that one had to conclude that either the residents were very short or it was the custom of the village to enter a building bent over at the waist. As for the street itself, it
rolled up and down, twisted and turned like a river in a deep sleep. Occasionally there were street lamps fastened to the sides of houses casting strange willowy shadows across the cobblestones. In between the lamps, the street seemed to fall off into pools of darkness. There were narrow sidewalks on the street; so narrow in places that one was forced to walk on the street itself. Occasionally there were bars that resembled handles, jutting out from the walls of the buildings. The only sound to be heard on the street was the clap of the girl’s feet on the cobblestones. The silence was broken by an ambulance siren or what she took for an ambulance siren for she saw no ambulance. She breathed a sigh of relief; silence made her feel vulnerable.
A black cat crossed her path. It stopped and looked at her. All she could see were its green flickering eyes as it moved across the cobblestones. Under a street lamp she noticed that it wasn’t black at all, but copper in color. The creature moved slowly down the street until it reached a ladder that was leaning against a house which the cat nimbly climbed until she disappeared into an open second floor window.
By now the mist had almost vanished. Looking up between the rooftops at the stars, she found the big dipper. Sunlight poured out of it, down the darkened sky and over a great golden statue on a church steeple. As the street turned she lost sight of the statue. Ahead of her she heard laughter and singing.
2. CITIZEN HAYEY
He lay in his wife’s arms for a long time without uttering a word, luxuriating in the bath of flesh and the feeling of reprieve that always overcame him after making love.
“I had the dream again,” he said to his wife who was quietly amusing herself with the short hairs on his chest.
“I thought that’s what it was,” she responded, her fingers wandering off his chest and down the flat now relaxed muscles of her husband’s stomach. She’d always loved her husband’s body, the tautness of his muscles, the fragrance of his honest sweat, the knobbiness of his long fingers, his beautiful mouth. She recognized that it was her great fortune to love the man that wore this wonderful flesh.
She kissed his shoulder. “You were sweating like a cloud last night. I felt so helpless. I always feel so helpless. I never know what to do. I’m afraid to wake you up. I’m afraid to let you sleep.” Pillowing his hands behind his head, he spoke. “It’s always the same dream. It’s nighttime or early morning. There’s a thick mist. I’m repairing a road. I’m happy. Sod, I must be the happiest man in the world, thinking about you and Rachel, feeling the strength in my muscles, the blood rushing through my veins. I feel so alive. It starts that way.
He paused for a moment to comb with his fingers, the long black hair of his wife’s head which now rested in his lap.
“She appears out of the mist. Sneaks up on me. I am startled. I am always surprised by her appearance. She is not so remarkable looking, in many ways quite common but there is something about her manners that is unforgettable. She moves like she is in a trance. And she says to me, I AM THE DEATH OF DEATH.”
He lay there a while longer staring up at the ceiling, his wife’s hair slipping through his fingers as her mouth sank below his lap, her breath caressing his pubic hairs.
“I heard the old tales when I was a child. Fairy tales. A monster would arrive who would bring death to death. Not being able to die, mankind would go mad. Maybe that’s it. Maybe I was just remembering those...” The alarm went off. He reached over and turned it off.
“Time to go,” he said.
“Better take a cold shower,” his wife suggested raising her head from his lap, wiping her lips with the back of her hand.
He replied. “I feel like a warm bath.”
The hot bath felt soothing, a cure for the body’s weariness. Citizen Havey stretched himself out full and sighed. Why was he so miserable? He loved his wife. He had a beautiful daughter. He was poor, but there was a roof over his family and food on the table, and he wasn’t in debt. Was it just the melancholy in his soul rising up and breaking like a sore on the skin? Was his depression just a poison his spirit had to periodically excrete? He laughed. Look how many people misery employed: doctors, priests, bartenders, and hookers.
For a moment Citizen Havey let the cares of the world slip away. He recalled the day before lifting his daughter high in the air, the little girl screeching with delight, flapping her arms like a bird. He recalled the mixture of dread and delight in her eyes as she stood high in the bows of the pear tree flooded with blossoms, and how she jumped so fearlessly and trustingly into his arms. Laughter had flown through the air like an angel. An image pierced his peace of mind. He saw himself drop her.
Long before he reached the kitchen Citizen Havey could smell the eggs and hash brown potatoes frying, the aroma of fresh brewed coffee, the smell of fresh bread toasting. He could hear the bacon crackling and spitting in the pan and the soft lilt of his wife singing.
After breakfast, before he left for work, Citizen Havey looked in upon his daughter still in bed sleeping. His spirits brightened. He kissed his wife, picked up his lunch pail and headed to work.
Outside a thick fog covered everything. Visibility was impossible but Citizen Havey knew his way. Repairs had to be completed on Chapel Street. It was only a short walk. When he arrived on the job he found that as yet no one else had arrived. He checked his watch. They were late. Sitting down upon a pile of rocks, he opened his lunch box. There was a note. It read: IT’S ONLY A DREAM DEAR. WE LOVE YOU.
He took out his thermos and poured himself a cup of coffee and thought about the dream again. The wife is right, he thought. Nothing to get upset about. Finishing his coffee, he picked up his bar and began to pry the cobblestones loose and pile them up. He couldn’t understand what was keeping the rest of the crew. He hoped there wasn’t another parade. They’d all be there and he’d be here alone all morning. It wasn’t the extra work that bothered him; it was working alone.
He heard footsteps in the distance. He looked around expecting to see his comrades trudging up the street. There was no one to be seen. The mist was too thick. Crazy imagination, he mumbled and returned to his work.
Someone spoke.
He jumped up, his heart leaping into his throat.
“Widow of the night!” he stammered.
“Excuse me!” a young woman smiled. “I didn’t mean to alarm you. I just wanted to enquire if this was the way to the village.”
For a moment he gasped, unable to catch his breath. It wasn’t her, Citizen Havey sighed with relief. For a moment he thought he was going to break down and weep. He began to laugh, laughed so hard tears came to his eyes and he was forced to take a seat on the pile of stones beside him.
3. THE GREAT SQUARE
Three drunk men staggered bock and forth across the street, singing and sharing a bottle of wine. The young woman had decided to follow them thinking that they might lead her to a place of lodging. Because the men were drunk and she was female and alone she decided it would be prudent to remain hidden. And so she followed her three wise men at a safe distance.
Every so often one of the men would look back in her direction.
One of them asked. “What are you looking back there for?”
The other responded. “Thought I saw something.”
The third asked. “Something?”
The second responded. “Foot steps.”
The first drunk shook his head. “If it’s your time to go, it’s your time to go.”
Then two of the drunks struck their paranoid friend playfully on the shoulder. They all laughed and stumbled onward.
Outside the concert given by the drunks, the street was haunted by an eerie stillness. Suddenly two globes of light appeared from around a twist in the road bouncing off the walls of the buildings and headed toward her. She jumped back and held tightly onto the wall of a building using one of the metal handles she had noticed earlier. As the lobes past her, the young woman noticed that they were the headlights f a small sports car. The car slowed down as it reached the three drunks. One of the fellows fell upon the hood of the car, feigning an injury. The other two drunks staggered around to the side of the car and started to laugh and jabber with the driver. One of the drunks pulled out a bottle from his jacket and offered it to the driver.
The girl sat down on the curb of the street, grateful for the rest, and waited for the party to disperse. The combination of jet lag, wine, Gravol, and leg weariness was beginning to exact its toll. Across from here she sat water dripped from an eaves trough. The drops appeared to stretch from the roof to the gutter before the tail of each drop was snapped like elastic to the ground. She thought about her grandfather. This was the kind of village he would have chosen. It was like the villages he had described when he talked about the wars. Rubbing her hands on her face she could feel exhaustion reaching into her temples. What if he didn’t want to come back with her? He would have to! But what if he refused? What if she couldn’t persuade him?
Looking down at her shoes now scuffed and dusty from her day’s journey the young woman noticed what she took to be small specks of aluminum inflecting the light of the street lamps. She reached down to examine one of the specks but was unable to grasp it with her nails. She tried another speck with the same result. Removing her shoe, she tried to pry one of the cobblestones loose hoping to get a greater grasp of the pecks. The specks grew larger until she realized with a gasp that they weren’t specks of metal at all, but holes. She put her eye to one of these holes and looked down. She saw sky.
Ahead of her the sports car’s motor revd up and sped off. The drunks gathered themselves, arm in arm, and marched off in song.
Maintaining the buffer of distance between herself and the drunks, she followed. She hoped they would reach their destination soon. Her arms were beginning to ache from the weight of her suitcase.
As she walked a small creature ran across her feet causing her a fright. She watched its tail disappearing down a drainage grate. After itching her breath she picked up her bag again and when she did she spotted an old woman standing in a darkened doorway. The old woman with most hideous grin, nodded at her. The young woman smiled politely, then quickly raced after her three pathfinders.
The darkness began to lift with the first sounds of birds in flight. A bright orange fluorescent cloud passed overhead. In the distance she heard the noise of a large crowd, then its disintegration into the sounds of horns, drums, laughter, and the stamping of feet. As the volume of noise increased so did the brightness of the morning as if the two were related. The pace of the young woman’s steps quickened until before long the girl found herself being swept along the avenue as if the street were a river draining into the sea. Unexpectedly she found herself washed out into a great square filled with people. For a few moments she thought she might succumb to the under current and be trampled to death. Fighting to stay afloat she managed to reach the safe harbor of a butcher shop.
The girl stared out at the parade, her head throbbing with the pounding of hobnailed boots. Rows and rows of soldiers marching in goose steps, heir arms raised in the Nazi salute she seen so often on documentaries bout the ware passed by her.
“Where have I come?” she cried.
4. HIS LORDSHIP
The parade passed in front of the reviewing stand with great fanfare and pomp. Each passing group of marchers turned sharply and, with outstretched arms, saluted the mayor. For his part his Lordship returned their salute three fold, a nod of his head, a twist of his right hand, and a jaw jutted forward.
“Not quite what it was ha—last year, councilor!” the mayor said to Morand, a small spindly gentleman in a black suit and thick eyeglasses.
“Nnnno, your Lordshshship,” councilor Morand stuttered in a low squeaky voice.
The councilor moved closer to the mayor and bringing the arm of his jacket to his mouth spoke up his sleeve.
“BBBBut I can only remind your Lordship that it was at his Lordship’s sugsugsuggestion that we trim the budget this year.”
The mayor’s chest rose in indignation as he punched out his jaw. “Let me remind you ha—councilor, and not I might add for the first time, that it was my suggestion that we ha—hum—prune, prune sir not uproot, the budget.”
Councilor Morand chuckled as he rubbed his hands together.
“And for the record I am forforforced to remind your Lordship that it was the results of hhhis overspending on last year’s papaparades that led us to the fiscal disaster that we now face.”
The mayor continued to smile at the passing parade as he cleared his throat and prepared his voice for the next assault.
“We are not pleased with your ha—attitude, sir!”
Councilor Morand cackled. “Might I suggest that your Lordship has momomore to ffffear than attitudes. The books speak for themselves.”
After the parade had dispersed, the mayor returned to his office. Though only a short walk he decided to use the limousine that had been provided for his service by the village. This was no mere whim or laziness as the mayor was quick to explain to anyone who might ask, but was due to the fact that the long lumbering automobile was almost useless in most of the village’s narrow and twisting streets. Only the drive from the Great Square to the town hall was suitable to the car’s carriage.
The first duty of his Lordship on arriving at his office was to attend the small garden he had set up in the large windows between his shelves of books.
“How are you this morning my little ha—lovelies?” his Lordship whispered as he bent over the Japanese garden, smiling warmly like an eastern potentate. Picking up the brass watering can he had received the year before as a token of the community’s recognition and appreciation of his many years of service, he began his irrigation routine.
Addressing the spider plant, he said. “And you my little twisted friend, how are you? Still seeking out new worlds?” The mayor bent over and lent his ear to the spider plant and then smiled knowingly. Next he turned his attention to the Sugar Almond. “Does all go well with you, my little sweetheart? No, I haven’t forgotten you my Wandering Jew, nor you my African Violet. I know I needn’t ask you,” he said to his Crown of Thorns. “You’re always in high spirits.”
The mayor sat down at his desk and began to shuffle some papers. There was a knock. A moment later Mr. Bumble, a short man with a head as shiny and bald as a billiard ball, entered the office, clicked his heels together and stood at attention before the mayor’s desk. After a few moments more paper shuffling his Lordship glanced up at his senior civil servant.
“Take a seat, Mr. Bumble!”
Mr. Bumble obeyed sitting gracefully in his chair with his hands in his lap and his head tilted politely to one side.
“As you know, Mr. Bumble,” his Lordship began, “there is an hum—election coming up this year. As always I would like to win by acclamation. Campaigning is so hum—exhausting. And all those chicken dinners. You know how they play ha—havoc with my stomach. The last campaign almost killed me and I have the ulcer to prove it.” The mayor cleared his throat.
“It has come to my attention that councilor Morand is considering running against his Lordship, that is against ha—me!”
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