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Chapter 1
Healthy Exercise
‘There is just so much to do in life.’
Jane was panting heavily as she jogged along. The words came out punctuated by deep breaths. She was sweating profusely in the hot summer’s air but kept up the relentless pace that Mark was finding hard to maintain. He too was breathing heavily and chose not to respond. Instead he eased off his pace a little and let her move on ahead. He enjoyed watching her trim figure as it swayed from side to side in its rhythmic motion. Her top was saturated with sweat and clung to her back. He admired her firm muscular legs and thighs. She was a real beauty and clever also. He worried at times that he would never be able to hold onto her. She turned the heads of all men and he could see the competition in their eyes. He had to fight to keep her. When she came out with words like that, he shuddered in fear. He knew that she was a free spirit that could not be contained. Any attempt to restrain her would increase her desire for escape. He had to play a very strange game with her. The more she craved freedom the more he gave her. But all the time he held firmly onto the leash, no matter how long it got.
She had been talking about the future quite a bit of late. She was unhappy at the extent and pace of her experiences. Boredom was setting in. He was at a loss to do anything about it, being tied down in his job - a well paid bank job that gave them the wherewithal to have a good life. They had a luxury apartment overlooking the river. They could dine out in all the best restaurants. They were members of an up-market sports club. All these things he greatly valued and felt they were worth working hard to retain but Jane just took them for granted. She never realised that her teacher salary could not support such a lifestyle. When he had to put in long hours at the office she complained at the lack of time they had together. She always finished early and had long holidays. He, on the other hand, rarely was able to take all his holidays because of work pressures. They had interminable arguments over this. Jane felt that life was for living, not being a slave to another master. She wanted them to be able to do things on a whim, to have novelty and adventure in their life. Mark knew that such attitudes were not practical in his world. His world was one of undying loyalty to the corporation. If he placed his private life before the demands of the bank, he could forget forever about advancement and would be dumped in a dead end job for life. He had no real choices. After all, it afforded them a great lifestyle.
Jane was beginning to pull away from him and he quickened his pace feeling great strain. He pulled up beside her, his face beetroot red from the effort.
‘Mark, you are so unfit!’ she was being critical again. Her frequent use of the word “so” had begun to irritate him. He was about to reply sharply but stopped short of showing anger deciding that meekness was a better response.
‘I do my best.’ he replied lamely. He had avoided another small confrontation. He was always avoiding confronting her. It was part of giving her more freedom. It was part of his survival strategy.
They did another round of the park and finally Jane decided she had enough and headed out into the city streets, with Mark still struggling to keep up. As they approached the apartment building they slowed down and eventually were at walking pace.
‘That was great.’ enthused Jane. ‘I feel so alive after a good run. It must be the adrenaline. Hey, maybe I’m hooked on the high! What do you think?’
Mark knew she was addicted to the physical high. She was an addictive personality. She could not resist the temptations presented to her by life. He knew that she was addicted to luxury. That was the trump card in his otherwise poor hand. He had not great looks or charm but he had the promise of affluence. Not that he felt that Jane loved him for his money - far from it. She was a very principled, independent lady but subconsciously she sought out the good things in life. She hung out with all the right people and joined all the 'in' clubs. This seemed to be a natural choice for her.
‘You’re just a natural athlete, Jane.’ Mark replied. Jane looked at him to see if there was a hint of mockery in his eyes but smiled instead when she realised the words were meant sincerely. She liked compliments like that - ones that praised her ability rather than her appearance. She felt that complimenting a woman’s appearance was somehow demeaning to her liberal feelings. She was happy with the comment. She was happy with life. There was so much to do and she intended to do as much as possible. She linked her hand with Mark’s, leaning into him shoulder to shoulder. Mark felt suddenly very happy and close to Jane.
As he closed the apartment door, Jane was already making her way towards the shower. She pulled off her wet top and disappeared into the bathroom. Mark stood in the bedroom facing the mirror. He started to do his stretching exercises. Before he had finished Jane emerged, wet and naked, from the bathroom, towelling dry her long hair. As she bent over to dry her legs, he was aware of a sudden arousal at the sight of her bare buttocks. Unable to resist he approached her and leaning forward, kissed her back. He licked the water droplets from the depression of her spine. He waited for her reaction. For what seemed ages he waited, beginning to feel like an idiot for having been so forward. Then Jane turned around and he could see in her eyes that she was aroused.
After making love, they both lay back on the bed, naked. The sheets were in disarray. Her hair was spread out on the pillow, framing her face which was still red from the exertion of the run and the frenetic sex. She was breathing evenly and began to fall into contented slumber. Mark quietly arose and went to the bathroom. Under the shower he closed his eyes and thought of their lovemaking. Jane had a very healthy libido and was, if anything, more sexually driven than him. At first he was delighted at this, relishing in the physical pleasures in an almost hedonistic way. He thought how lucky he was that he had found someone so sexually liberated and confident. He had heard awful stories from his friends of their partner’s sexual inadequacies. Some were just too inhibited or inexperienced. Others had moral foibles that prevented them enjoying physical intimacy. Some were just frigid. He would not be able to survive in such a relationship. Jane was not at all like that. She was relaxed in her body and felt that exploration was fun and pleasurable. She frequently reached orgasm and even if she didn’t, had no problem enjoying bringing him to climax at whatever pace suited his mood. It was sometime after they had moved in together that the niggling feeling began to arise. He began to feel that the freedom of her sexuality could not always be satisfied by him. He began to worry about the adequacy of his own libido. He feared that if he didn’t satisfy her, that he might lose her. This fear began to affect his performance and he lost some of the spontaneity that had added such zest to their lovemaking. Whether Jane had noticed or not he was not sure but he dared not talk to her of his fears. It was as if talking about them would make them more real.
When he emerged from the shower Jane was already dressed. As she slipped on her sandals she looked up at Mark and smiled. He knew that she was totally relaxed when that soft smile broke across her eyes. It warmed him to feel she was happy. This was the way it should be always.
Chapter 2
Meeting for Lunch
‘By the way I’ve arranged to meet the girls for lunch.’
Jane continued drying her hair not expecting a reply. She made the announcement matter of factly. She did not take into account the fact that it was a Saturday, which Mark normally liked to share with her. She did not see the disappointment in his eyes as he glanced in her direction. He felt let down but struggled to conceal his pain. He knew that his voice would reveal his dissatisfaction, so he did not reply at once. He counted to twenty slowly in his head and only then, as he regained composure, did he respond.
‘Oh yeah, and how are the girls?’ he asked as airily as he could muster.
‘You know the girls - they are just the girls. Amy will talk non-stop about her kids and her successful husband. My, how she repeats herself every time we meet. She has such poor self-awareness. And Debby is nearly as bad about her artists. Ever since Jack set her up in her new gallery she just gushes about her sexy art world. She can be such a pain.’
‘Do I detect a hint of jealousy? I bet you would love to immerse yourself in such an intellectual world. Think of all the interesting people you’d meet.’
Mark knew that what he’d said was absolutely true. Jane would be in her element in such a world. She could use her alluring presence to woo clients and artists alike. Perhaps that is her true calling.
They were meeting for lunch in a trendy new fish cafe overlooking the water. It was an emerging part of town and lots of good eateries had sprung up along the wharf. The cafes had taken over the cobbled stone street. Cars had been banned and pedestrians were able to stroll along taking in the social scene.
As Jane made her casual way along the street she took in the cosmopolitan atmosphere. She loved the noise of animated conversations and glasses tinkling. She loved the glamour of the women with their dark sunglasses and blond hair. Everyone was dressed casually in simple yet quietly elegant summer clothes. Jane wondered had she overdressed this morning, having decided to wear a bright floral summer dress that clung to her body as she walked into the gentle afternoon breeze. Her high heeled sandals were finding the cobbled surface difficult. She struggled to maintain that confident gait that she liked to display in public. Every now and again she almost stumbled and she chided herself on her choice of footwear. From behind her dark sunglasses she was able to peer at the world without being spotted. Her eye caught the sight of an acquaintance sitting at a forward table. She almost shuddered. How she despised Julie. She was uncouth. She had a foul mouth and a vicious tongue. She could cut a person to shreds in seconds. Yet she herself was an ageing, overweight bore. She pretended not to see her and quickened her stride. Too late, Julie called her name. For a moment she thought she might pretend not to hear but the call was repeated again only louder. Jane turned her head and a broad smile broke out on her face.
‘Julie, how fabulous to see you. My, you are looking as glamorous as ever.’
Julie knew that not a word of it was meant but she too smiled. She liked Jane, not because of her personality, but because of who she was. Being seen chatting to Jane was good. It made her feel part of that glamorous world from which she felt excluded. She didn’t have a rich young husband. She didn’t have the healthy good looks or the slim body. Her hair was perpetually flat and greasy. Her skin did not have that silky smoothness. In fact she had very little in common with her teaching colleague.
‘And won’t you introduce me to your friend?’ Jane chided playfully, inwardly squealing at the sight of this balding rotund man. He was sweating in the afternoon heat. His thick bushy eyebrows hid his eyes as he raised his hand in greeting. Jane took the thick sweaty hand in hers. The sense of revulsion almost made its way into her eyes as they met his for the briefest of moments.
‘Well, it was nice meeting you but I must rush off - I’m late as it is. Bye!’
Jane used the excuse to pretend to rush off - anything to get away from this undesirable company. In doing so, she stumbled on the cobbles and almost fell to the ground but the sweaty hand stretched out to arrest her fall. She mumbled a brief apology, feeling very embarrassed. She removed her hand from his and, with more care, walked as calmly as she could away. Her mind teemed with fury. Why had she stopped at all. What an indignity. Julie was probably gloating at her embarrassment - delighted to take her down a peg or two. What if she had fallen and gashed her bare knees on those awful cobbles? The very thought was horrific and made her feel a tinge of gratitude to that oafish man who had restrained her. It’s these shoes she thought - such a bad idea to wear them when walking was required. What had her friend Debby always maintained about high heels - ‘only from car to bar!’. How right she was.
Now as she walked along the wharf, the world had lost a bit of its sunny glow. The sky was still blue and cloudless and the overhead sun was burning brightly but something inside had darkened ever so little. She tried to regain her joy in the day but it had been sullied. Once disturbed like that, the day can never recover. Jane thought back to her pleasant morning jog with Mark. The image of their making love flashed before her and she recognised there, in her muted passion, the first glimmer of the dark. And now this ignominy, and in front of that fat cow Julie with her moustachioed lips and long jowls. Jane was almost cursing her, in her frustration at the turn of events. She checked herself. Such thoughts were unbecoming and gross. She would not descend to the level of Julie. She reproached herself for being so common. She raised her head and tossed back her long blond hair over her shoulders. She straightened her back and assumed a casual elegant stride. Once more the gentle breeze pushed the light material of her dress against her figure. She felt aroused by the secret revelation of her curves to the upraised eyes of the seated males. Swinging her hands to the footfall of her high heels she was once more in command. She was the princess, the queen, Helen of Troy, Cleopatra, St. Joan, modern woman.
Amy and Debby were already seated at the kerbside table in deep conversation. As they saw Jane approach their chat stopped abruptly and smiles broke out on their faces. Both stood up to fondly embrace their friend and exchange kisses. Compliments on appearances were passed back and forth and the three settled down for a long extended lunch. Jane sipped contentedly on her freshly made orange juice and surveyed the scene. She gazed from table to table taking in all the details, searching for faces she should nod or wave to. She delighted in the background noise of the constant chatter and kitchen sounds. The chef was very ostentatious and made loud shouts and commands as the dishes emerged through the half swing doors from the cooking area. There was a delicious smell of good cooking wafting on the air. All in all, the scene met with Jane's complete approval.
‘I love this restaurant.’ she enthused. ‘There is a real sense of complete decadence. Not just the food but the clientèle also. We are the decadent generation!’
‘Hey, speak for yourself!’ Amy did not want to be part of such a classification. ‘There is nothing decadent about my lifestyle. On the contrary, mine is a family centred life. I live for my kids and my husband.’ She sipped on her aperitif and gloated in her perceived domesticity. She thought of her gorgeous twins. They were probably playing under nanny supervision in their big garden. She had a tree house made for them with its own TV and internet access. Even though there were barely ten years old, they could surf the net as good as any teenager. She was proud of their computer prowess. Ken, her husband, approved and felt that their future was probably in the IT area, just as his was. Train them young - was his motto. Give them direction. Set them on the chosen path. There were only some trails that led to the life that they lead. Their aim was to shepherd the children along the route that they knew was safe. She knew her twins were safe with the nanny. She could relax now on this Saturday afternoon and indulge herself a little. Ken had been strong about her keeping up her social contacts. She should not become just a housebound mother. That was not part of the good life. So Amy felt happy about indulging in a drink at this early hour. It relaxed her. It was a luxury but that did not make her decadent.
‘But I agree with Jane, we are the decadent society.’ Debby was more compliant. ‘Just look around you! What you see is gross indulgence and isn’t it wonderful? It’s this affluence that allows me have a successful gallery. These same people, who spend a fortune on lobster and foie gras, are happy to spend the same on execrable works of abstract art.’
‘Is that what you display in your gallery? Shitty art?’ Jane laughed knowing full well that the works of art in her gallery were only those most sought after in the whole city. Debby courted the business of the rich and famous and only fed them the art of the established and trendy. Her openings were social events of the calendar and invitations were much prized. The reviews were as famous for their social commentary as for the stunning art. When you bought from her gallery you knew that the artist had already arrived.
‘Shitty art - how revolting! But you know there is already such a thing. And if the shit is famous enough then the punters will be delighted to acquire same.’
‘I must object to the tone of this conversation.’ Amy was becoming uncomfortable at the use of such common language. She glanced around to see if anyone had overheard. Ken would be appalled to hear such talk especially as he was a serious patron of Debby’s gallery. ‘Please maintain some decorum,’ she pleaded.
‘Sorry,’ said Debby realising that the sensitivities of her friend had been offended. ‘But sometimes I feel like calling it like it is. I feel that we are living in a cocoon. We are insulated from the real world where there is despair and hardship. I wonder how I’d cope if I were dropped into a plain worker’s household in the dreary suburbs. How would I cope with the banalities of babies and washing up and angry husbands. I’d stifle in the claustrophobia of the semi-d. I’d drink myself into oblivion to escape the drudgery of long boring evening watching soaps on the TV.’
‘You make it sound so awful,’ Jane was shocked at the picture she had painted. ‘Could life be so bad? I wouldn’t allow that to happen to me ever.’
The waiter came with their starters. As they gingerly forked their varied salads into their mouths, the image of the poor household created a bad sauce for their food. Feeling they needed an uplift Jane suggested they order a bottle of chilled white wine. The first sip cleared her palette and allowed her to dispel the distaste. They clicked their glasses together and toasted decadence.
The wine had loosened Amy’s tongue and she started to talk non-stop about her twins. The others indulged her for a while but as the long drawn-out, mundane accounts of domestic trivia seemed endless, Jane eventually called an exasperated halt.
‘Amy! There’s more to life than your kids. We’ve a life of our own and so should you. So enough about your little darlings please!’
There was an awkward silence. Debby’s eyes caught Jane’s and there was a look of shock and merriment commingled there. Suddenly she burst out laughing.
‘It must be the wine,’ she gurgled as if slightly tipsy. ‘but I think that’s the funniest thing ever. Jane is jealous of your domestic bliss. I can see she resents not having children of her own. But you know? They’d totally destroy her life as it is now. I don’t think she be able for it.’
Debby was speaking about Jane as if she were not present. She directed her comments at Amy whose face softened into compassion. Now it was Jane who was becoming incensed.
‘That’s complete rubbish!’ she asserted. ‘I have no desire for children - at least not yet.’ She was about to continue but felt a nudge from Debby’s knee. She realised that it was all a smoke screen to diffuse Amy’s embarrassment at having been so rudely interrupted. She bit her tongue and tried to appear interested, as the conversation was manoeuvred away from the touchy subject. Jane smiled and laughed as appropriate but inwardly she was hurting. Her beautiful day had been marred. She was angry at the silly Amy for not having the sense to avoid boring chat about her family life. Jane never mentioned her home life in social conversations. She knew that such trite subjects were a social downer. Perhaps she should take her friend aside and advise her for her own sake. She would be ostracised in normal good company if she continually came out with such banality. No-one wants to hear of family bliss least of all the singles or childless couples.
She was surprised at the extent of her hurt at Debby’s defusing comments. She certainly was not jealous of Amy. She almost despised her parochial domesticity. How could she ever give up the social whirl of parties, dinner dates and openings. She loved the diversity of it all. Meeting people was like a drug to her. Shopping for new outfits for up and coming events was one of the sweetest pleasures. Meeting for coffee at a whim with colleagues and friends, added interest to the day. She lived her life in the public eye. That was her life. Home, for her, was just a base between events. She slept there. Her wardrobes were there. She bathed and dressed there. She had quick meals there. Mark was there. The more she thought of it, the more she began to feel that her home might be lacking something. She was suddenly very uneasy.
‘Jane are you all right?’ Amy asked looking concerned. Amy had gotten over the criticism aimed at her and she could see that Jane was still upset.
‘Yes, Amy, I’m fine. Just fine.’ Jane pushed back her chair and excused herself. While she was in the bathroom Debby took the opportunity to give Amy a few words of advice.
‘You know, Amy, we all envy you your idyllic life. If I had beautiful twins like that I’d probably never shut up about them. But not everyone can have children, let alone twins. Poor Jane, for all her external socialising, may be one of those repressed mother types who are in denial about their real desires.’
Amy was taken aback at this assertion feeling that the Jane she knew did not fit into the maternal mode. But time plays funny tricks on the mind and the biological urge, that was always with her, may just have triggered with glamorous Jane. Strangely she didn’t feel that Jane had the stuff of motherhood in her. She could not see her changing dirty, smelly nappies or getting up in the middle of the night to care for a sickly child. No, if anything , Jane was in love with the notion of a romantic motherhood. She perhaps saw it as a painterly scene where she was dressed in a long, white, cotton dress that swirled in a gentle breeze, as she pushed her child on a swing that rose up into the sunshine. That would be Jane all right. She revels in the sublime but put her in the mundane and she feels dirtied. She feels common.
When Jane returned she was composed once more. Debby immediately started a new topic of conversation to ease her back to normality. She was promoting an exciting new young artist and was very excited about his début solo exhibition.
‘You’ve both got to be there. And Amy, tell Ken to leave his wallet at home. He has already bought some of the best works I’ve ever discovered. He is so astute. He will probably want to take all of this artist’s work - it is so exciting and new.’
‘But you haven’t told us his name yet,’ complained Amy.
‘He calls himself Toto, simply Toto. He has this idea that artists should be like pop stars and adopt a totemic name. That’s why he chose Toto. Sexy isn’t it? He is gorgeous too. He has long black hair that he wears in a simple ponytail. He has such presence. And he knows what he’s at. He is driven by his art. He feels that he is part of a new movement in current art. He has yet to try and name this movement but you should hear him talk almost feverishly about it.’
Debby could not stop talking about her artist. The more she went on, the more it became clear that her interest extended beyond his art. This lent an added dimension to the conversation. Now both Jane and Amy had their antennae out to detect the signs of an affair that certainly Debby was not admitting yet.
There was always the current affair. Amy took an interest in these stories as much from erotic curiosity as anything else. They were the 'no go' area for her but all the more tantalising for that.
Amy knew that to taste of the forbidden fruit would be to cast her out of her special Eden. Yet the temptation was always erotically there. She sometimes exercised it in her imagination in the privacy of the bathroom. Over the bidet she lived through the drama of a turgid affair that always ended in glorious consummation. She did not think of herself as a prude. She was pragmatic recognising the value of what she’d got, in comparison to the temporary value of a tempestuous relationship that is always doomed to failure. Neither was she a hypocrite. She did not condone or despise the affairs that her friends frequently ended up in. Where she felt needed, she offered support and at times an alibi. She was the best of alibis. Being an alibi gave her a sense of the thrill of the affair, without the potential personal fallout. She loved the thrill of subterfuge and wilful deceit that it entailed. Yet she knew she was not hurting anyone she loved. She remained true to her own loves.
‘And what does Jack think of this new artist?' Jane threw out the question just to be playful. She knew Jack was a man about town. There were always stories about him. It almost seemed that their's was an open marriage. Perhaps that is the way of the modern partnership. Everyone knows that relationships must break up at some stage. It is part of modern living where the constant bombarding of sexual and erotic imagery, coupled with the opportunity afforded by increased travel and mobility,
inevitably lead to chance encounters and affairs.
‘Jack quite likes him and is very enthusiastic about me taking him on at the gallery.’ There was not a hint of complicity in her voice. She had not picked up on Jane’s playful barb. She was engrossed in eulogising her new find and to Amy’s amusement went on and on about him. My God, if she ever has kids; Amy smiled to herself.
Chapter 3
Rehearsals
‘There’s got to be dramatic tension!’
The words were almost raised to a despairing shout. Simone clutched the script in her right hand and gesticulating with her left, paced up and down the floor. Her hair was in disarray and her eyes had dark patches underneath, from long hours at the theatre and little if any sleep. She was under pressure and it was showing. The tension was palpable throughout the cast. It was affecting performances, with exasperation taking over from emotion required by the scene.
‘This is a play about people. It is not simply words spoken without feeling. There has been a serious fall-out in relations. You have to get the enormity of the event across - not just by speech but by the rigidity of your whole body. The audience must sense the innards of your soul. They must feel the utter despair, the hopelessness. There is no way out. They must feel trapped, like you. They must be staring death in the fearful face. They must be looking into the very depths of a dark future. That is how they must feel.’
There was a deep silence after this outburst. Simone was very near the edge. She was pushing too far, further than the cast felt they could safely go, without entering the world of near insanity. This was taking its toll. Ciara felt a severe headache coming on. She excused herself and fumbled in her bag for the paracetamol that she always carried with her. She swallowed two tablets without water. She coughed and felt nauseated. Fred handed her a glass of water and placed his hand on her shoulder in a comforting gesture. Simone did not seem to notice but continued pacing the floor and talking herself into a lather of frustration.
‘Maybe we should take a coffee break,’ Fred felt that the situation had to be defused.
Simone stopped pacing and asserted her authority.
‘No, we’ll give it one more try. Positions please.’
The scene was a bare stage with just a couch as a prop. There were two characters, a man and a woman. Ciara laid herself back onto the couch and Fred positioned himself to one side. Simone sat alone in the front row of the small, intimate theatre. She was so close that she could hear the uneven breathing of both actors. That’s good she thought. Acting is not just words. The presence is as important as anything else. She tried to decipher the presence as she was experiencing it. The scene was communicating to her. The couch was a symbol of intimacy; particularly the way Ciara was lying. It suggested that there was emotional and perhaps erotic past between the two characters. Her submissive pose gave a signal of her vulnerability and an empathy develops for her plight, whatever it might be. Fred is standing and is telling us that there is confrontation. This may be ahead or in the past but is the eternal confrontation between misogynistic man and frail woman. Yes, I like it, she thought. The erect man is a phallus, the couch a soft vulva and Ciara, well? Simone studied Ciara as she lay back on the couch. She really liked this young actress who was so vulnerable in her beauty and lack of experience. Suddenly she was moved to see the pained frail look in her eyes. She realised that she was pushing too hard. This girl was near breakdown. Her hand had a shake as she raised it, in a manner of self defence from the approaching figure. There was real terror on her face as the man lunged at her and she started to scream. The screams were more real than Simone could ever have hoped to achieve. They were the screams of millions of abused women, throughout the aeons of time. They were the current screams of women at this very moment who beseeched their aggressors to have mercy on the weak. Ciara’s cries for help shocked her in their ferocity. She could feel the audience want to leave their seats and rush to help, console, avenge, change, destroy. This is the theatre she really wanted to achieve. It was there without words just a primal scream stretching back in time and onwards into a tragic future. She was in despair and elated at the same time. She rose and put up her hand and called a halt. She went over to Ciara and wiped back the real tears that were flowing down her cheeks. Gently she led her to the bathroom. Ciara lent over the washbasin and doused her face with cold water. Simone standing behind her massaged her shoulders.
‘That was a unique performance, Ciara. Only you could have achieved such intensity. It was disturbing but yet beautiful.’
Ciara turned around and water dripping from her face, like tears, she barely uttered the words: ‘You fucking bitch!’. Simone caught her face in her hands and pulled her lips to hers and kissed. Ciara’s initial struggle faded and she relaxed into a state of intense eroticism. Her headache disappeared. A feeling of calmness descended on her troubled mind. She pushed her body into Simone’s and without further words they simply melted into each other.
When they emerged from the bathroom Fred made his way towards Ciara.
‘I think we satisfied her madameship there, didn’t we?’
‘Well, I did anyway!’ Ciara laughed, her mood suddenly brighter.
‘Let’s have a coffee break, everyone!’ shouted Simone and made her way to the corner which was their impromptu canteen.
Ciara sipped on her coffee. Her hair fell forward over her face and the cup held by both hands provided a prop between her and the outside world. She was still shaky but happy that the paracetamol had taken effect. She could not stand pain. As a little girl she shied away from all sports, because inevitably they led to pain. The thought of the strike of a hockey stick across her fragile bones was abhorrent to her. As a result she was always physically delicate. People wanted to protect her from her own vulnerability. She did not display the confidence of the physically strong. She used her feminine weakness as her strength. There were always knights in shining armour ready to lay their life on the line in her defence. She accepted their sacrifice without a thought. She never wondered was she worth the effort. It was just the way it was. Her parents were very slow to let go of her, fearing that without their protection that the world would be too rough a place. In many ways they were right. She foundered from situation to situation, looking for safe harbours of humanity. Her friends often tired of her passive disposition and grew contemptuous of her timidity in the face of anger. Men were always attracted to her weak feminine exterior. She ploughed her way through many relationships that always had the same driving motive, of male strength luxuriating in the mire of female docility. She found that most men tired of the role eventually. In older times, she would have been dispatched to the harem - a possession no longer to the forefront of desire.
In drifting into acting, Ciara found an out for her sensitive personality. She was able to explore the many dispositions that in life she could not tolerate. In bringing this fantasy world to the stage she gave to it an immediacy and newness that was very real. Simone had recognised this trait in her. She nurtured the talent delicately at first, then in a dramatic reversal, threw all the force of her creative drive at her to produce the emotion that she knew would make her play. As she became more involved in her acting development Simone also fell into the trap that all stronger people fell into, in dealing with Ciara. She became a protector and wanted to shield her from the vagaries of the world.
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