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screaming after what Joe called ‘an accidepy behind .
room door. , ¢l f

¢ was 1O acciden-t, Clara remarked, opening o ,
just loves peeing behind doors. I wonder What j; is. He):es ! |
to be secretive whep he grows up, an underc()ver ae8g~ :
diplomat or something. The @ruve h.tde bastarg’ 8ent0Il

Joe saw us to the door, a pllé of dirty laund:y -
“You must come and see us again soon,’ he said, «qy iy

few people she can really talk to. . }%
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We walked down towards the subway in the semi-dusk,
through the sound of crickets and muftled television sets (in
some of the houses we could see them flickering blue through
the open windows) and a smell of warm tar. My skin felt
stifled, as though I was enclosed in a layer of moist dough. I
was afraid Ainsley hadn’t enjoyed herself: her silence was
negative.

‘Dinner wasn’t bad,’ I said, wanting to be loyal to Clara,
who was after all an older friend than Ainsley; ‘Joe’s turning
into quite a good cook’

‘How can she stand it?” Ainsley said with more vehemence
than usual. ‘She just lies there and that man does all the work!
She lets herself be treated like a thing!’

‘Well, she is seven months pregnant, I said. ‘And she’s never
been well’

“She’s not welll” Ainsley said indignantly. ‘She’s flourishing;
it’s him that’s not well. He’s aged even since I've known him
and that’s less than four months. She’s draining all his energy’

‘What do you suggest?’ I said. I was annoyed with Ainsley:
she couldn’t see Clara’s position.

"Well, she should do something; if only a token gesture. She
never finished her degree, did she? Wouldn’t this be a perfect
time for her to work on it? Lots of pregnant women finish their
degrees.

I remembered poor Clara’s resolutions after the first baby:
she had thought of it as only a temporary absence. After the
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, hat we're doing wron
. ‘[ don’t know W , g
cecond she had &allsi’mﬂll'- She had always been against the
[ always try tO " ] ¢ might change her personality — but grad.
ill - she thoug t. She had read a French

. ; adaman
. had become less N ol e
ua“)’] ‘(h‘ tl:anslation) and a book about archacological expedj.
nove mn ¢

ons in Peru and had talked about night .SC}K?'O]- Liltldy she .had
n(}:n-s to making bitter remarks about being justa housewife’,
taken (€ ) )

‘But Ainsley, I said, ‘you're always saying that a degree is no req]

indication of anything/ , _ L ‘
! ‘(L)f course the degree in itself isn't, Ainsley said, ‘it’s what it

stands for. She should get ¢
s When we were back at the apartment I thought of Len, and

decided it wasn't too late to call him. He was in, and after we'd

exchanged greetings I told him I would love to see him.,
‘Great, he said, ‘when and where? Make it some place cool,

I didn't remember it was so bloody hot in the summers over

)rganizcd.'

here!
“Then you shouldn’t have come back,’ I said, hinting that I

knew why he had and giving him an opening.

‘It was safer, he said with a touch of smugness. ‘Give them
an inch and they’ll take a mile! He had acquired a slight
English accent. ‘By the way, Clara tells me you've got a new
roommate.’

‘She isn't your type,' I said. Ainsley had gone into the living-
room and was sitting on the chesterfield with her back to me.

‘Oh, you mean too old, like you, eh?’ My being too old was
one of his jokes,

Iaughed. "Let’s say tomorrow night I said. It had suddenly
‘S:\rll)lck me that 'Len would be a perfect distraction for Peter.
mce(:uytoe;ght-thlrty at the Park Plaza, I'll bring a friend along to

‘Aha; said Len, ‘this fell ,
ous, are you?’ ow Clara told me about. Not seri-
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«Oh no, not at all," I said to reassure him,
when I had hung up Ainsley said, “Was that Len Slank you

were talking to?’

[ said yes.
«What does he look like?’ she asked casually.

[ couldn’t refuse to tell her. ‘Oh, sort of ordinary. I don’t
¢hink you'd find him attractive. He has blond curly hair and

horn-rimmed glasses. Why?’
‘I just wondered.” She got up and went into the kitchen.

owant a drink?” she called.

‘No thanks, I said, ‘but you could bring me a glass of water’
[ moved into the living-room and went to the window seat
where there was a breeze.

She came back in with a scotch on the rocks for herself and
handed me my glass of water. Then she sat down on the floor.
‘Marian, she said, ‘I have something I need to tell you!

Her voice was so serious that I was immediately worried.
“What's wrong?’

‘I'm going to have a baby, she said quietly.

I took a quick drink of water. I couldn’t imagine Ainsley
making a miscalculation like that. ‘I don’t believe you!

She laughed. ‘Oh, I don’t mean I'm already pregnant. I
mean I’'m going to get pregnant.

[ was relieved, but puzzled. ‘You mean you're going to get
married?’ I asked, thinking of Trigger’s misfortune. I tried to
guess which of them Ainsley could be interested in, without
success; ever since I’d known her she had been decidedly anti-

marriage.

41


Yoann Bazin



