ENGLISH-POLISH TRANSLATION OF A PIECE OF
THE JOHN BRAINE’S NOVEL THE CRYING GAME

English version

When I awoke the next morning I didn't exactly have a hangover, but my
mouth was dry and my head was throbbing. The room was both cold and stuffy;
I lay there for ten minutes hating it. I hated the cheap plastic handles on the
built-in wardrobes in the alcoves by the fireplace, I hated the gate-legged table
in the centre of the room, I hated the mean little suite - of the kind described as
cottage - of a two-seater sofa and two fireside chairs, I hated the dwarfish yet
heavy sideboard with disproportionately large metal drawer and cupboard
handles and short immensely thick legs. I hated the blotchy mirror over the
fireplace with the peeling gilt frame. I hated the blue screen which hid the wash
basin in the corner, I hated the three dining chairs with their worn rexine seats,
and I hated most of all the dressing table. The dressing table was solid Victorian
mahogany, and in itself without offence; but its presence reminded me that this
wasn't a real flat, but a bedsitter with a bathroom - or rather shower
compartment - and kitchen attached.

I took a cold shower, dried myself briskly on one of the huge towels my
mother had given me for Christmas, and completed the first stage of recovery.
By the time I had brushed my teeth, washed out my mouth with Listerine,
shaved, and drunk a glass of Alka-Seltzer, recovery was nearly complete. There
were only left the stages of strong tea, toast, the morning paper, the first cheroot
of the day and, finally, dressing.

It was while I was dressing that I became aware that I hadn't fully
recovered from the night before and wasn't likely to. Living alone, one builds
up rituals, one cares intensely -more than one should - about personal

possessions, about not only what one does at certain hours of the day, but about



what one thinks at these times. What had never before failed to give me comfort
in the morning was the inspection and enumeration of my clothes. One light
grey worsted suit faint blue over-check, one dark grey worsted, faint red and
green stripe, one plain navy blue lightweight mohair suit, one plain fawn light-
weight mohair suit, one green thornproof tweed suit, one dark blue Harris
tweed jacket with leather-edged cuffs and elbow-patches, two pairs of dark grey
slacks, one dinner jacket, two evening shirts, two dozen pairs of socks, two
pairs of black calf shoes, two pairs of brown calf shoes, two pairs of brown
suede shoes, one pair of sandals, thirty ties - I remember all these articles of
clothing and the pleasure, small but reliable, which I would take in deciding
what I would wear each day. I was not under the illusion that I should be
promoted for my spruce appearance; it was simply part of my general picture of
myself these days as something of a dandy.

But as I dressed this morning I remembered Adam's clothes,
‘I remembered Simon Cothill's clothes, I remembered even Basil Staverton's.
Whatever combination I chose - and any combination which doesn't actually
involve indecent exposure is acceptable in a newspaper office -1 shouldn't look
as arrestingly well-dressed as they; I should merely be adequately covered. Neat
but not gaudy - that awful phrase of awful old Polonius just about summed it
up. Any boring old cliche, I felt, as I finally settled for the dark grey worsted
suit, plain blue shirt, and plain maroon tie, would sum up any aspect of my
character.

I had arrived in Fleet Street, atleast I hadn't stuck in Charbury, but
[ wasn't in the main stream. At my age, there wasn't much time left, I was
perilously near the stage where I'd cease to be Young Batcombe, pushing,
bright, and eager Young Batcombe had the world at his feet. Young Batcombe
was always coming up with something provocatively, shockingly new, Young
Batcombe was a card, a likely lad, whose sins would be forgiven him. But Good

Old Batcombe would be part of the office furniture, reliable, steady, always



delivering his copy on time, always checking the facts; not to be sacked
precisely because of his reliability, and not to be promoted precisely for the
same reason.

The fact was that Adam had, as usual, gone one better. I didn't feel envy,
only astonishment that he should have got, or should be well on the way to
getting, all that he wanted so quickly.

He always had, I thought. We had gone to the same parochial school, we
had gone to the same grammar school. It was I who had the highest marks at
both schools, it was I who had the better Matric. But it was Adam who had gone
to Oxford and I to Charbury University. And it was Adam who was being paid
£5,000 a year, nearly half again as much as I was.

I rinsed my cup and saucer and plate and knife and put them into the blue
plastic rack on the sink. When I came home that evening they would be dry.
When I came home ... I didn't want to come home that evening, because it
wasn't home. I could look around for something better; but what I really wanted
would cost all of £20, nearly one quarter my salary.

The gas fire spluttered out. I rummaged through my pockets for another
shilling and failed to find one. So I had been cheated of my morning browse
through the paper. I lit another cheroot and put on my raincoat; it was
unfashionably long as, I realized gloomily, all my top coats were.

It was cold that morning, with rain in the wind; the rush hour was already
beginning and I took my customary pleasure in walking slowly down the King's
Road looking at the shop windows. The pleasure wasn't derived from being on
the King's Road, which at that time of day is as sleazy and unwellcoming as any
other street in London, nor was it derived from what was in the shop windows;
the men's clothes on display seemed to me fit only for homosexual prostitutes
and the furniture and bric-a-brac junk of the kind that in Charbury they’d have
had to pay people to take away. The pleasure of that morning saunter was that

I didn't have to rush, that ten o'clock was soon enough for me to start work. So



most days I walked to the office, varying my route each time, building up a taxi-
driver's knowledge of that part of London. To walk there gave me the feeling
that I was making the city my own, beginning, as it were, to take off some of her
outer layers of clothing. I even had then the idea of writing abook about
London, but it came to nothing, there had been too many others there before me.

That morning I went into Kensington through Warwick Gardens where G.
K. Chesterton had once lived - I was still naive enough to experience a small
but authentic thrill as I passed his house - and walked to the West End through
Kensington Gardens and Hyde Park. I stopped for a moment by the Albert
Memorial; the rain was still holding off and the sun had come out. I stared up at
the huge mass of stone with delight and love and bitter regret: here, whatever
Victoria's intentions, was a monument not to her dead husband but her country's
power. A young man like myself, looking at it when it was newly built, might
have dreamed of carving himself a juicy slice of that power and wealth, of
having a hand in the affairs not merely of a country but a continent, he would
have had the chance of being something not very far from a god.

I came to with a start and looked at my watch. I had been standing there
for a quarter of an hour. I walked off briskly in the direction of Hyde Park Gate,
my feet scuffing the fallen leaves. It was time for something new to happen, it
was time for a change. Somewhere within the city was to be found everything
that I wanted - or at least everything that one man could get in England in this
decade of the twentieth century. It was all there for the asking, if I only knew
where to ask.

I enumerated my assets. Five feet eleven, all my own hair and teeth,
square but not fat, in good physical shape, an Honours degree in English, a hard
worker, reliable, conscientious, and with something else - a burning conviction
at certain moments that the world was a wonderful place, and the ability to

communicate this conviction. And I had the ability to make people like me, was



even able without being too obvious about it to switch on the old quiet
unaffected boyish charm.

But I hadn't got what Adam had got. I would pass muster anywhere, but
I wouldn't stand out in a crowd. I could persuade women to share my bed, but
they never phoned me at midnight. And my job, while it still had acertain
amount of glamour, wasn't in an expanding industry but a contracting one. My
own paper seemed solid enough at the moment: but so had the News Chronicle
and a hundred others once.

As 1 walked down Piccadilly it suddenly occurred to me how much
I loved the city. I seemed to be alone in that love. All the married men in the
office lived well out of it and were only waiting for the day when they'd be able
to live still farther out. In the country, they'd say, the real country'... And the
bachelors always seemed to spend their weekends in the country, doing
whatever it was that people do there. I slackened my pace at the window of the
Burlington Arcade jewellers, but I'd spent too long at the Albert Memorial.
There wasn't time this morning to dream of a £360 watch or £50 cuff-links,
much less to walk through the Arcade itself.

But I felt better for having been at least in the vicinity of the Burlington
Arcade, and for having caught sight at least of the shops where shoes and shirts
were made to measure, where all the goods were not only expensive but solid,
the goods which weren't really part of the advertiser-consumer set-up because
too few could afford them.

That morning I desired those things more sharply than ever before.
Meeting Adam had reawakened all the old silly dreams of being really rich, of
not merely having a good job, but of conspicuously having more money than
anyone else. As boys Adam and I had always cherished the dream of being
fabulously rich - but how exactly we'd attain this state was never worked out.
As Icrossed Shaftesbury Avenue [ smiled to myself, remembering the
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The Fukkadara not only had an elctrically-operated double bed and curtains but
a shower and WC and a library of dirty books. That had been when we were
seventeen and troubled by pimples and boils and sudden changes of voice.

And when we never had any money. The boys we'd been to the parish
school with now had motorbikes and new suits and girls and Continental
holidays. We had ten shillings a week pocket money and our school uniforms.

I remembered complaining about this to Adam one summer's night when
we'd just seen George Murphy, the dopiest boy in the history of St Chad's, flash
past on a brand new Vespa with a blonde on the pillion behind him, showing
two inches of white flesh above the tops of her black stockings.

'Look at that for a glaring example of social injustice,' I'd said. 'If Pope Leo
were alive, he'd write a special encyclical about it, by God he would. What shall
we be doing this evening? Irregular French verbs, that's what.'

"You myopic moron,’ Adam had said. 'And what will that stinking yob be
doing ten years from now? Or five years from now, for that matter? He'll be
married, living in a rotten little Council house, surrounded by yawling children
and drying nappies, having one night out a week and being played hell with for
it. And we'll be bachelors,living it up in London, never getting our hands dirty,
using five pound notes for toilet paper ... And we won't be bloody bank clerks
or school-teachers either.'

He had then glanced with some distaste at a group of adolescents outside
Herman's Coffee Bar just outside the gates of the Charbury Memorial Park
where we were at that moment going, ostensibly to look at the British Council
Exhibition in the Institute, but actually in the vain hope of picking up some
girls. Even if we had done, we'd have had to leave them early: the French
irregular verbs were waiting.

They had yelled at us as we passed. We were both large for our age, and
Adam had grown with extraordinary rapidity that year, so that his blazer was

ridiculously skimpy. Mine was all too generously cut.



'Why don't you get yourself a job? Hey, big Nelly! Has the teacher strapped you
today, then?'

It was Simon Deery, a classmate of mine at the parish school. I'd been
friendly with Simon once, until I'd got to know Adam, who came to Charbury
when he was ten.

Adam took no notice; when I stopped, he put his hand on my arm. 'Don't
be a Dummkopf,' he said. "They'll put the boot in as soon as look at you.', 'l can
take any of that bloody lot on’,I said.

'Yes, in the school gym with gloves on and three minute rounds. But that lot
don't keep the rules, because they don't know them. Let them have their fun.
We'll have ours when we grow up.'

Out of earshot he said to me with a passionate and frightening

earnestness: 'Christ, how I hate those bloody yobs. They think they're so bloody
wonderful with their motor-bikes and their lousy cheap clothes that are out of
fashion even before they wear them, and their nasty horny hands with their
black fingernails and their lousy rotten teeth and their bloody fancy haircuts that
make them look even more common than they already are. The vile sub-human
bastards!'
'Steady on’, I said. 'They're not doing us any harm.'Yes, they are. They're
battening on us. That's where all our taxes go, it’s to keep those evil louts in
free this and free that and free the bloody other. Do you think they ever worry?
Not them. They pay hardly any tax, they get every damned thing free, and then
they get council houses. All out of the rates my mother pays. My mother's never
got apenny from anyone since my father died, and she's never bloody well
asked either...”

I'd heard it all before from my own father when every month he went
through the ritual of bill paying. But there wasn't the venom behind it that there
was behind Adam's diatribe. Adam was, of course, worried. His father had died

when he was fourteen, leaving little behind him but an unfashionably large old



house filled with unfashionably large furniture and something like six thousand
books, give or take a thousand. His mother had brushed up her short hand and
typing and had taken a job at Aisgills' Mills: there was just enough as long as
she was working, but lately she'd been falling ill more and more often. Adam's
university career - about which there seemed little doubt academically - was in
the balance.

Walking througt Long Acre among the smell of fruit and newsprint
I remembered again that white acne-blemished face and that ludicrously tight
blazer. And again I felt the same surge of pity; but not for long, since as
I approached the office of the newspaper where I worked, I was inevitably
going to be involved with a major problem of my own.

The name of the problem was Theresa Carndonagh. She was twenty-five,
and for the last three months I'd been having an affair with her.

I still liked her; if only I hadn't, she wouldn't have been any problem. But
sex with her now meant less than the first kiss I'd given her in a taxi returning
from The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie,

Nothing since had quite matched that moment bowling along Kensington High
Street, the words of the play still iridescent in the memory, and alongside the
words the feeling that the play was specially for me, since, being a Catholic,
I could understand it, could perceive that more than one kind of passion could
inhabit the same heart, could understand too how in the end one might drive the
other out, not rejecting it but simply absorbing it; as I kissed Theresa, rather
clumsily, I was in my imagination a character in the play and so, I'm certain,
was Theresa.

When we arrived at her flat in one of the streets of Napier Road, she'd
invited me in for a cup of coffee. I’d followed her expecting to continue the
love-making, already wondering pleasantly what she'd look like without her
clothes and congratulating myself on my choice of play, feeling the tension

mount between us. But when we went inside - pausing for a moment to kiss at



the door - both her flat-mates were there sitting by the Magicoal in their
dressing-gowns drinking hot chocolate.

For one moment I felt sickeningly frustrated, almost betrayed; and then, sitting
in the warm little room among a litter of pop art carrier bags, pieces of knitting,
and books and gramophone records, breathing in the wonderful smell of healthy
young women, I'd begun to be quietly happy. It hadn’t been unlike the sort of
domestic scene my sisters could create-cosy, secure, yet with a sense of life-
death, womb-and-tomb mysteries in the background.. And these girls weren’t
my sisters and somehow or other each of them contrived to give me a glimpse
of what was under their dressing-gowns (pink nylon, a deep cleft, blue cotton,
wide apart but high) and in so doing acknowledged, not too portentously, that I
was male and they were glad of it. I'd left the flat mysteriously full of energy
and hope, satisfied in a way that had in one sense nothing to do with sex and in
another everything to do with it.

Not long after that, in a rather matter-of-fact way, Theresa and I had
become lovers. I had discovered that her hair was naturally black, I had
discovered both that her breasts weren't as large as they appeared to be and that
I didn't care what size they were. And I had discovered that she wasn't, despite
five years in Fleet Street, in the least sophisticated, that though she was good at
her job and likely to go far in it, what she really wanted was a man of her own
whom she could mould into an image of her ideal.

And she was a Catholic - for which reason I'd kept her existence a secret
from my mother. Once I’d let it slip out that I as much as knew a Catholic girl,
my mother would have bombarded me with letters and phone calls, begging me
to marry her and remove myself from the state of mortal sin in which she was
absolutely certain I was living.

And Theresa was becoming more and more inquisitive about my mother
who she already knew was Irish and devout, exactly like her own mother. And

what would clinch the matter would be the fact that Theresa's father and the
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headmaster of St Theo's were first cousins, which to my mother would be the
equivalent of having royal blood.

But as I walked past the Law Courts I firmly put her out of my mind.
There was in any case a newcomer to the paper, Harry O'Toole, already hanging
round Theresa. Harry was, from the sound of it, a much better Catholic than
I was, and a member of the Keys and the Newman Society and the Knights of St
Columba; when she at last understood that I didn't want to marry her or anyone
else, his would be eminently suitable arms for her to fall into.

I looked at the Law Courts but not with any great affection. I liked that
immense irregular Gothic exuberance, but there was a part of me which always
rebelled against the grey, dusty, labyrinthine power behind it. It was Fleet Street
that I loved, it was Fleet Street that, as [ approached it, put an extra spring in my
step, briskened my whole being with the promise of being at the centre of the
real world of power, of having a reserved seat daily in the stalls and even a part
in the play. I was never anything else other than starry-eyed about Fleet Street,
it never diminished for me as other streets in London sooner or later seemed to
diminish.

But that morning I found myself wondering, as I went by the Daily
Telegraph and Daily Express offices, whether I shouldn't be thinking of
changing newspapers. For the particular story I had a notion I was going to be
engaged upon was bound to be tricky in a way I didn't like.

A scandal about a member of the Cabinet was coming to the boil. My
paper had been trying to catch out this politician for a long time; which means
that the proprietor wanted to destroy him for personal reasons. The politician
had for the last twelve months been having an affair with a female novelist; he
had taken gret pains to be discreet, but the husband had at last found out, and
had left home. And now it appeared that we had the politician on toast. He had
only to be cited as co-respondent and his career was ruined. For he was some-

thing of a professional moralist, being especially severe upon those who made
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mock of the sanctity of marriage. The public can put up with, even appreciate,
rakes; it can't bear a hypocrite.

What bothered me as I walked up the steps of the office under the
massive entrance of a style best described as Triumphal Roman (it was very
much at variance with the rest of the building which was Debased Gothic with
the addition of three massive stonework balconies and a square clock tower,
vaguely Norman) was that the proprietor was going to play it rough. We
couldn't, if I knew him, be content to wait for something to happen. He would
want to help matters along.

And as I got into the lift I was still running through the names of possible

newspapers. The Beaverbrook Press? Not yet. One had to wait for them to ask
for one's services.The Daily Mail? Still a bit too progressive.The Telegraph?
The Mirror? They were like the Beaverbrook Press, but more so; they wanted
only star performers, and I wasn't a star yet. That left only the Sketch and the
Sun and the provincials and the Sundays. I didn't have any feelings for or
against the Sketch but I didn't fancy a Labour paper, [ didn't want to run the risk
of finding myself in the provinces again, and the tempo on the Sundays was too
leisurely for me.
Going through the list of papers - already smaller than when I'd just entered
journalism - reminded me of the fact that I was lucky to have a job in Fleet
Street at all. Whatever compunction I might have at helping the .proprietor -
whom I had never met - to destroy a politician who was no better nor worse
than any other politician, would have to be put aside untill was in a stronger
position.

My desk was, as I’d expected, clear of everything except atypewriter.
I sat down, took off my jacket, and lit a cheroot. People drifted in and out of the
office; in the corner opposite Harry Rogers, a chubby young man who'd just
come to us from the Telegraph, typed frantically, away at what I knew was

a think piece about Ghana. Janet Morgrove, the film reviewer's secretary, was
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yawning as she thumbed through a pile of publicity handouts. There were only
three of us in the big bare room with its twelve olive green steel desks; and only
Harry was purposefully and urgently working. That was for me the charm of
newspaper work; it wasn't always done in an atmosphere of frenzied activity
with the editor yelling for the front page to be held back. There was an ebb and
flow to it, there were moments when the office could be as quiet as a church.

I opened the desk drawer and took out an American sex manual that I'd
borrowed from the Literary Editor's bookshelves. I was halfway through
a description of a mechanical phallus - transparent with a camera in the tip -
when my phone rang.

'Where've you been, you idle young devil?' It was the voice of Donald Barbury,
the Assistant Editor. 'Here, reading a mucky book.'

'Bloody well stop it, then, I've got a job for you.'

‘ ’'m coming over!’

Barbury's office - a cubicle with glass walls rather than a room - had
a walnut desk and a charcoal grey carpeting and in one corner a large walnut
cabinet which I knew was full of bottles of liquor. Barbury was next in rank to
the Deputy Editor and had, so it was said, been imported into our paperfrom
another one in the group because he and the Editor hated each other's guts, the
idea being that this hatred would keep them on their toes.

Barbury was dictating a letter as I entered his office.

'T trust that you will acknowledge that this new arrangement is to our mutual
advantage,' he was concluding, 'And leave the superscription for me to write in,
will you? He likes the personal touch ... OK love, get it off straight away, will
you?'

He looked at the girl longingly as she swayed out of the door, at every step the
short dress giving the illusion of shortening itself still further.
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'Everything comes too late,' he said. 'l look at a bit crackling like that and now
I ask myself, is it worth the trouble and expense? Twenty years ago, I should
just have gone ahead.'

'Don't you now?' I asked. I rather liked Barbury; after a lifetime in London
he'd not lost his Yorkshire accent, though now I suspected that he exaggerated it
for effect. And, though I had more sense than to trade upon it, I suspected that
he rather liked me, seeing in me the yong man he once had been when he first
came to London from Warley, a small town not very far from Charbury, some
thirty years ago.

'Don't be so cheeky,' he said. 'Anyway, I didn't ask you here to talk about sex.
At least, not in connection with me. I'm going ahead with the Glenthorn story.
They tell me he’s on the bottle again.' He lit his pipe. Lean and nervous, with
grey short hair and almost invariably wearing a rumpled navy blue lightweight
suit, white shirt, and a plain blue or maroon tie, he looked like an American
general in mufti.

'On the bottle again? I didn't know that he drank at all.'

'Only wine normally. He's one of these connoisseurs. But every now and
again he tanks up on the hard stuff. I kept trying to get him yesterday, and his
secretary kept saying he was indisposed. Well, I know this particular secretary,
and so finally I asked him off the record just how indisposed the Minister was.
As indisposed as a newt, the secretary said.'

'Anything there? I wondered why Barbury hadn't asked the Political
Correspondent to get in touch with Glenthorn, then recollected that the Political
Correspondent was a friend of the Editor's.

'"No, because the public wouldn't believe it. It's not in character, you see. And
he's a tight-mouthed bastard, he just locks himself up with a bottle of Scotch
and doesn't speak to anyone. And the PM needs him, so he'll turn ablind eye.
What with all these wild boys round him, he can't do without old Glenthorn.

Glenthorn’s still a patriot, and that makes him popular. But he's such a crashing
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bore that he'll never be any threat to our beloved leader. No, I don't think we can
approach from that particular angle. All that interests me is that obviously he's
worried. Judy Aviemore's husband must be kicking up quite a fuss.'

'Can't we do anything about that?'

'T wish we could. But I just don't know what the bastard's up to. He's turned
a blind eye for years, having fish of his own to fry. Now he's succumbing to an
attack of outraged honour. Rather inconsistent of him, seeing he changes girls
as often as his shirts if not oftener.’
I grinned. Which of us is consistent?'
'Never mind that. Just go to see JudyAviemore.'
I had come far enough now to see what it was be expected me to do. It wasn't
my cup of tea; and my instincts told me that it wasn't the Editor's, or the
Political Correspondent's.
'Are you sure we shouldn't just wait until the balloon goes up?'
'Do what everyone else will do? What the hell are you talking about? There was
no jovial camaraderie, no aren't-we-all-jolly-joumalists-together about his tone
now. He was prepared to sack me on the spot, and to find a colourful excuse
later.
'T only thought that perhaps she might see through it. She doesn't seem to give
many interviews.'
'Because no one asks her.'
'She does go on rather about how horrible the Press is...'
'Because no one asks her,” he repeated impatiently. 'Don't worry, she'll not
refuse to see a paper with our circulation.'
'Is anyone else interested?'
"That's the nub of the matter, isn't it? I expect they all know and they're all being
gentlemanly. But I don't want you to mention Glenthorn. Or her husband. Play it

big.
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How clever she is, how outspoken on the telly, how shocking but how true her
novels are...'

'Isn't she going to have a regular spot on The Taste of Time soon?"'

'"Yes, ask her about that. You've been to University, ask her if she thinks it'll be
good for her prose. You know damned well what we want, Frank. Push
Aviemore. We want everyone to know who she is when the balloon goes up.
And even if the balloon doesn't go up, which God in his infinite mercy forbid,
they'll ask themselves why the great interest? See?'

'T don't think there's any point in this at all unless you link her with Glenthorn,'
I said.

'T'm coming to that. Linking their names is in fact what you must do. But you're
strictly on your own. Don't you ever describe them as friends. And don't even
say she has friends in high places. That's actionable too. But I'll see to that. Just
a mention now and again that at her famous parties can be seen such prominent
personalities X, Y, Z, and David Glenthorn. Or they could be seen somewhere
else; they often are for that matter." He scowled. 'Poor old Glenthorn. Going to
all these bloody awful literary parties just to stare at Judy Aviemore, across the
room, holding it down with both hands.. She's absolutely horrible, too. Triple
Honours First Class Alpha plus at Oxford or some such qualifications. God
knows what he sees in her. The bloody women have us by the balls as it is, even
when they're supposed to be stupid. I remember when 1 was younger' The
phone rang. 'Tell him to ring back later,' he said, and put it down. 'When [ was
younger, I lived with a writer. Dead long since, poor bitch. Used to keep a

'

notebook under her pillow..." 'Did you too?'

'No, you impudent young sod. I'm. not a writer, I'm a journalist. She wrote
novels. Ran off with a black man in the end. Well, this isn't-getting my work
done. Try and get something for me today if you can. About two sticks. ' OK.'

I stood up.
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He put his finger to his mouth. 'You needn't say anything to anyone about
our long-term project. It's all extremely nebulous in any case ... Understand?'

I nodded, and went to the next floor to see Theresa. She was frowning over
a dummy with the Women's Page editor, Georgina Axmouth. Georgina was in
her mid-thirties, with a big mouth and those harlequin spectacles which are
supposed by the opticians to be madly gay, but which always to me give their
wearers an appearance of determined malevolence. As they stared at the larger-
than-life plan of the page with writing and pictures alike represented by
scribbles, the faces of each were rapt with pleasure.

'It's wrong still,' Theresa was saying. 'It just doesn't look right. Can't we blow up
the head a bit?'

She was quite happy, a child with a toy. Although I had no great interest
make-up myself, I knew that Theresa had a flair for it. When Georgina was off
ill for a week in the summer she'd taken over, and in consequence the whole
page had looked crisper, better-balanced, more harmonious typographically,
though the matter itself was the same old flapdoodle about exciting
breakthroughs in corsets, nightwear, colour, home cooking, and all the rest of it.
Theresa's suggestions wouldn't, I knew very well, be accepted now: though it
was always possible that Georgina might advance them as her own at the
editorial conference later in the day.

Theresa knew this, but I don't think she cared. Sooner or later either she'd
get Georgina's job or she'd move to another paper. She was, to use afavourite
Women's Page expression, vibrant and aglow with self-confidence. She was
wearing a shift dress apparently designed to express that happy state, bright red
with a zig-zag pattern in white, with bright red stockings. It was exactly the
right shade to bring out the darkness of her hair and its shape disguised her
thinness and accentuated her best point, her legs. If only she'd been taller she'd
have made a good model; but the rather flat face and the grey eyes didn't

photograph. I would always forget when [ was away from her what she looked
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like; she varied each time I saw her, the dress sense which one would imagine to
be unerring in a person occupying her jobbeing notably erratic.

She smiled in an at me in an abstract sort of way when I came in. When
Georgina had gone, taking with her a sheaf of photographs, she gave me a more
thorough smile, one which made me remember briefly but in full detail our last
meeting at my flat, and laid her hand lightly on my sleeve.

'Lunch?'T asked her.

'Honey, I have a business lunch with Miss Vaga at the Mirabelle.'

'T was thinking of sandwiches at the King Lud.'

'T'd much rather, but you know how it is. Vaga wants to tell me all about her
fifth husband and how this is the real, deep-down, ultimate togetherness she's
been searching for all her life'".

'"The old whore,' I said.

'No, darling, you won't understand. She's been lost for so long, just like apoor
little stray kitten out in the street on a winter's night. And now a door's opening
for her, and there's light and warmth pouring out into the street... That's what
she told me last time anyway.'

'"That's beautiful, it really is.' I was beginning to wonder why I was against
marrying her, wondering even why anyone as bright and attractive should want
to marry me. Then I thought of Georgina and her harlequin spectacles and her
habit of picking up sheaves of photographs and paper in order to appear even
busier and even more efficient. Theresa wasn't the only girl in the world; but she
was already beginning to show signs of aspiring to be the most efficient and
self-confident girl in the world. 'I'll phone you this afternoon. Perhaps we can

have dinner.'
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Polish version

Kiedy obudzilem si¢ nastgpnego dnia, czutem potworne pragnienie i bol
glowy — ale to chyba nie byt kac. W pokoju bylo chtodno 1 duszno zarazem.
Lezac w 16Zku rozgladatem si¢ wokoét z uczuciem nienawisci. Trwato to jakie$
dziesi¢¢ minut. Nagle zdatem sobie sprawe, ze nienawidzitem tych tanich,
plastikowych uchwytow przy szatkach wngkowych obok kominka,
nienawidzitem skladanego stotu stojacego na $rodku pokoju, nienawidzitem
takze matego nedznego kompletu mebli, sktadajacego si¢ z dwuosobowej sofy
1dwoch krzeset stojacych koto kominka - typowego dla wnetrza malego
wiejskiego domku. Nienawidzitlem jeszcze karlowatego, masywnego kredensu
z nieproporcjonalnie szeroka metalowa szuflada 1 niewiarygodnie grubymi
nogami. Nienawidzilem tez wiszacego nad kominkiem poplamionego lustra
w ramach z poztacana odpryskujaca farba. Nienawidzitem niebieskiej kotary
zaslaniajacej umywalke w rogu pokoju, nienawidzitem trzech krzeset ze
zniszczonymi siedzeniami, ale nade wszystko nie znositem toaletki. Byla ona
zrobiona z solidnego wiktorianskiego mahoniu 1 sama jej obecno$¢, bez urazy,
przypominata mi, ze to nie bylo prawdziwe mieszkanie, ale jaka$ kawalerka
z tazienka lub raczej kabina prysznicowa 1 z kacikiem przeznaczonym na
malenka kuchnig.

Wzialem zimny prysznic, wytarlem si¢ szybko w jeden z tych ogromnych
recznikow, ktory dostatlem od matki z okazji Swiat Bozego Narodzenia i w ten
sposob zakonczylem pierwszy etap rekonwalescencji. Gdy umylem zgby,
wyptukatem usta ptynem Listerine, ogolitem si¢ 1 wypitem szklanke Alka —
Seltzer, juz prawie odzyskatem formg. Pozostalo mi tylko wypi¢ mocna herbate,
zjeSC tost, przeczyta¢ poranna gazetg, wypali¢ pierwsze tego dnia cygaro
1 w koncu ubrac si¢.

I wlasnie w trakcie ubierania uswiadomitem sobie nagle, ze jednak nie

doszedtem do siebie po ostatniej nocy 1 ze nic na to nie wskazuje. Ten kto
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mieszka sam, stwarza sobie swoje wilasne rytuaty, zbyt usilnie troszczy si¢
0 sw0j osobisty dobytek, o to, co robi w danych godzinach dnia, ale rowniez
oto, co mys$li. Tym, co zawsze dodawato mi otuchy kazdego ranka, bylo
przegladanie mojej garderoby. Jeden welniany jasnoszary garnitur
w jasnoniebieska kratkg, jeden wetniany ciemnozielony w jasno czerwone
1 zielone paski, zwykly granatowy lekki moherowy, jeden zielony, solidny,
tweedowy, jedna ciemnoniebieska tweedowa marynarka firmy Harris ze
skorzanymi obszyciami na mankietach 1 tatami na lokciach, dwie pary
ciemnoszarych spodni, jeden smoking, dwie eleganckie koszule, dwa tuziny
par skarpet, dwie pary czarnych butow, dwie pary brazowych, zamszowych,
jedna para sandatow, trzydziesci krawatow. Pamigtam wszystkie czgsci mojej
garderoby 1 przyjemnos¢, niewielka, ale jakze prawdziwa, ktora czerpatem
z faktu, iz bede musiat podja¢ decyzje, co wlozy¢ na siebie kazdego dnia. Nie
tudzitem sig nigdy, ze to dzigki mojemu nienagannemu wygladowi powinienem
awansowac. To tylko czg$¢ opisu mojej osoby, ktora zbyt usilnie troszczyla sig
o sw0j zewngtrzny wyglad 1 dobor ubran.

Kiedy ubieralem si¢ tego ranka, przypomniatem sobie ubrania Adama,
Simon’a Cothill’a a nawet Basil’a Staverton’a. Jakakolwiek kombinacje bym
wybral, nie powinienem wyglada¢ tak szykownie jak oni, powinienem jedynie
by¢ stosownie ubrany. W wydawnictwie kazdy sposob ubierania si¢ jest
w zasadzie akceptowany, byleby tylko nazbyt $miato si¢ nie wyrdznial. By¢
ubranym czysto, ale nie krzykliwie — tym okropnym zdaniem podsumowatby
kwesti¢ ubioru stary, rownie okropny Polonius. Jaki§ nudny stary komunatl,
pomyslatem, 1 w koncu zalozylem welniany ciemnoszary garnitur, prosta
niebieska koszulg¢ 1 pospolity bordowy krawat, ktory bedzie podkresli kazdy
aspekt mojej osobowosci.

Dotartem do ulicy Fleet Street. Na szczesScie nie utknatem w korku na
Charbury, ale tez nie znajdowatem si¢ w plynnie poruszajacym sig¢ potoku

samochodow. Czlowiek w moim wieku nie ma juz duzo czasu.
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W zastraszajacym tempie zblizatem si¢ do tego niebezpiecznego etapu w zyciu,
w ktorym bede musial przesta¢ by¢ Mtodym Batcombe’m, pelnym energii,
btyskotliwym 1 gorliwym. Mtody Batcombe miat u stop caly Swiat, zawsze
prowokowat 1 szokowat. Mlody Batcombe byt niezwyklym miodziencem,
ktorego grzechy prawdopodobnie beda wybaczone. Ale stary, dobry Batcombe
stanie si¢ podobnym do biurowego mebla, godnym zaufania, niezawodnym,
solidnym, bgdzie zawsze dostarczal swoj artykul na czas, bedzie zawsze pisat
zgodnie z prawda. Ta solidno$¢ nie pozwoli by go wylano, ale i1 nie przyniesie
mu zaszczytow.

Prawda byla taka, ze Adamowi zwykle powodzilo si¢ lepiej. Nie czutem sig
wcale zazdrosny tylko zdumiony, ze albo osiagal bardzo szybko to, czego
chcial, albo byl na najlepszej drodze by osiagna¢ swoj cel.

Zawsze tak bylo. A przeciez chodzili$my do tej samej parafialnej szkoty, do
tego samego liceum ogodlnoksztatcacego 1 to ja miatem lepsza Srednia. Ale to
Adam zdal na Uniwersytet w Oxfordzie, a ja na Uniwersytet w Charbury. Adam
dostawat 5000 funtéw rocznie, potowe¢ wigcej ode mnie.

Przed wyjsciem umylem filizanke, spodek, talerz i néz i1 polozytem je na
niebieskiej plastikowej suszarce na zlewie. Kiedy wroce do domu... Tak
naprawdg nie chciatem tutaj wraca¢ tego wieczoru, poniewaz to nie byt dom.
Moglbym przeciez wynaja¢ co$ lepszego, ale to, co naprawde¢ podobato mi si¢
kosztowato 20 funtdéw, 1 stanowito prawie jedna czwarta moich poborow.

Piecyk gazowy parsknal, jakby zaraz miat wybuchnaé. Siggnalem do
kieszeni w nadziei, ze znajde jakiego$ szylinga, ale nie zdotalem wyszperaé
nawet jednego. Tak wigc zostalem pozbawiony przyjemnosci porannego
przejrzenia gazety. Zapalilem nastgpnie cygaro 1 zatozylem plaszcz
przeciwdeszczowy, byl niemodny, beznadziejnie dlugi, tak jak wszystkie
pozostate moje ptaszcze.

Tego ranka byto chtodno, wial wiatr 1 padat deszcz, godzina szczytu wlasnie

si¢ rozpoczeta, a ja, co sprawialo mi wciaz t¢ sama przyjemnos¢, szedtem
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powoli w dot ulicy King’s Street 1 przygladalem si¢ wystawom sklepowym.
PrzyjemnoSci tej nie czerpatem z faktu, ze znajdowalem si¢ na King’s Road,
ktora o tej porze dnia jest niezwykle obskurna i odpychajaca, podobnie zreszta
jak kazda inna ulica w Londynie. Nie sprawialo mi tez przyjemnosci
przygladanie si¢ wystawom sklepowym, prezentujacym meskie ubrania, ktore
zdawaly si¢ by¢ odpowiednie tylko dla homoseksualnych prostytutek, lub meble
1 bezwartosciowe rupiecie, za ktore w Charbury trzeba by stono zaptacic, by si¢
ich pozby¢. Prawdziwa przyjemnos$cia tego porannego spaceru byto to, ze nie
musiatem si¢ spieszy¢, bo pracg zaczynalem dopiero o dziesiatej. Zwykle do
redakcji szedtem na piechote, starajac si¢ urozmaica¢ za kazdym razem swoja
drogg. Czasami bratem taksowke, a kierowca dzigki mnie moglt poszerzyc
wiedzg¢ o tej czesci Londynu. Spacer po Londynie sprawial, ze czutem jakbym
odkrywal to miasto na nowo, pozbywajac si¢ kolejno jego zewngtrznych
warstw. Kiedy$ chcialem nawet napisa¢ ksiazke o Londynie, jednak nigdy nie
zrealizowatem tego pomystu zdajac sobie sprawg z faktu, iz nie bylem sam
1 wielu uczynito to juz przede mna.

Tamtego ranka, przechodzac przez Warwick Gardens, udatem si¢ na ulice
Kensington, na ktorej dawniej mieszkatl G.K. Chesterton. Bylem do tego stopnia
naiwny, 1z sadzitem, ze przechodzac obok jego domu doswiadcze jakiego$
nieznanego lecz autentycznego dreszczyku emocji 1 poszedtem na West End
przez Kensington Gardens 1 Hyde Park. Zatrzymalem si¢ na chwile przy
pomniku Albert Memorial. Dlugo zanosito si¢ na deszcz, ale stonce w koncu
wyszlo zza chmur. Stalem i1 wpatrywalem si¢ w ogromna masg kamieni
z zachwytem 1 mito$cia, a zarazem z gorzkim zalem. Ten pomnik, ktéry miat
przedstawia¢ zmartego meza Victorii, w gruncie rzeczy prezentowal site jej
panstwa. Samo patrzenie na to nowo powstate dzieto, moglo w miodym
cztowieku, jakim wowczas bylem, obudzi¢ cheé bycia cholby czescia tej

wladzy 1 bogactwa, che¢ brania udzialu w decyzjach dotyczacych spraw nie
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tylko w obrg¢bie panstwa, ale nawet 1 catego kontynentu, 1 mogtbym mie¢ szans¢
stania si¢ kim§ podobnym do boga.

Nagle, poderwawszy si¢, spojrzalem na zegarek. Statem tam juz od
kwadransa. Udatem si¢ wigc pospiesznie w kierunku Hyde Park Gate, depczac
opadie liscie, ktore przyklejaty si¢ do moich butow. Nagle uwierzytem, ze co$
nowego si¢ wydarzy, Zze w moim zyciu nastapia zmiany. W tym miescie mogtem
odnalez¢ wszystko, czego chciatem, albo przynajmniej moglem dostac to, co
nalezy si¢ cztowiekowi zyjacemu w dwudziestowiecznej Anglii. Czutem, ze
mam wielka szansg, ale nie wiedziatem jak ja wykorzystac.

Skupitem si¢ na swoich atutach. Pig¢ stop 1 11 cali wzrostu, ani jednego
sztucznego zgba 1 wlosa, dobrze zbudowany, ale nie gruby, dyplom
z wyrdznieniem z angielskiego w kieszeni, cigzko pracujacy, godny zaufania,
sumienny, z goragcym wewngtrznym przekonaniem, ze czasami $wiat jest
cudownym miejscem 1 ze zdolnos$cia przekazywania innym tego przekonania.
Miatem tez niezwykla zdolno$¢ wprawiania ludzi w dobry nastr6j. Uzywatem
przy tym, nie zdajac sobie z tego sprawy, mojego dawnego szczerego,
naturalnego chtopiecego uroku.

Ale nie mialem nigdy tego, co mial Adam. Czasami myslg, ze cho¢bym
spetnit swoje marzenia, to 1 tak nie bylbym kim$ wyjatkowym. Na przyktad
potrafilem uwodzi¢ kobiety i spedza¢ z nimi noc, ale one nigdy pdzniej nie
dzwonily do mnie. A moja praca , chociaz zawod dziennikarza cieszyt si¢ wciaz
do$¢ dobrym powazaniem i przezywat lata swej Swietnosci, redakcja w ktorej
pracowalem, nie byta jaka$ nadzwyczajnie prosperuja, ale raczej skromna firma.
Mimo tego, moja gazeta zdawala si¢ by¢ obecnie w dos¢ dobrej kondycji. Ale
podobnie byto z gazeta The News Chronicle 1 z setka innych.

Gdy szedtem w dot ulicy Piccadilly, nagle uswiadomitem sobie jak bardzo
kocham to miasto. Niestety, wydawalo sig, ze bylem osamotniony w tej mitosci.
Wszyscy zonaci mezczyzni w biurze czekali tylko na dzien, w ktérym beda

w stanie przenies¢ si¢ gdzie indziej, z dala stad, najchetniej na wies, jak moéwia
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- na prawdziwa wieS... A ci, jeszcze nie zonaci chyba zawsze spedzali
weekendy na wsi, by odreagowaé zycie miejskie. Zwolnitem tempo
przechodzac obok wystawy z bizuteria w Pasazu Burlington, ale tylko na
chwilg, bo zbyt duzo czasu spedzitem przy pomniku Albert Memorial. Tego
ranka nie bylo czasu na marzenia o zegarku za 360 funtow, czy o spinkach do
mankietow za 50, duzo mniej kosztowat spacer Pasazem Handlowym.

Samo przebywanie w poblizu Pasazu Burlington, samo patrzenie na
wystawy sklepow, w ktorych znajdowaly sie buty i1 koszule robione na miare,
w ktorych wszystkie towary byly nie tylko drogie, ale 1 solidne sprawity, ze
poczutem sig lepie;.

Tamtego ranka pragnatem tych rzeczy bardziej niz kiedykolwiek przedtem.
Spotkanie z Adamem rozbudzilo we mnie dawne, jakze glupie marzenie,
o prawdziwym bogactwie, marzenie nie tylko o dobrej pracy, ale i o tym, by
mie¢ niewiarygodnie duzo pienigdzy, wigcej niz ktokolwiek inny. Juz jako
chlopcy Adam i ja, $niliSmy o wielkiej fortunie, ale nigdy nie opracowali$§my
zadnego planu jak ja zdoby¢. Gdy przechodzitem przez Shaftesbury Avenu
usmiechnalem si¢ do siebie, przypominajac sobie samochdéd Fukkadara VS8,
araczej limuzyne przeznaczona jedynie do lubieznych celow. Owa limuzyna
miata nie tylko dwuosobowe elektrycznie sterowane t6zko 1 kotary, ale tez
prysznic, toalet¢, a nawet biblioteczk¢ z zakurzonymi ksiazkami. Mielismy
wtedy po 17 lat. Jedynym naszym zmartwieniem byty czyraki, pryszcze 1 nagte
zmiany zachodzace w naszym glosie.

Wtedy takze nie mieliSmy zadnych pieniedzy. ByliSmy chtopcami
z parafialnej szkoty, a nie facetami paradujacymi na motorach w nowych
garniturach, majacymi zawsze u boku dziewczyny 1 zagraniczne wakacje
w perspektywie. Wszystko co posiadaliSmy to po 10 szylingdw na tydzien
1 nasze szkolne mundurki.

Pamigtam, jak zalilem si¢ na ten temat Adamowi pewnej letniej nocy gdy

zobaczyliSmy George’a Murphy’ego, najghupszego chlopaka w dziejach szkoty
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Swictego Chad’a, przejezdzajacego obok nas nowiutkim motorze Vespa,
z blondynka na tylnym siedzeniu ubrana w krotka spodniczke 1 czarne
ponczochy. »OpOjrz na to, jako na przyklad razacej spotecznej
niesprawiedliwo$ci” powiedzialem. ,,Gdyby Papiez Leo zyl, pewnie napisalby
specjalna na t¢ okoliczno$¢ encyklike, na Boga, zrobilby to. A tak na
marginesie, co bedziemy robi¢ dzi§ popotudniu? Pewnie bedziemy powtarzac
nieregularne czasowniki francuskie, co?” ,Jasne, ze tak!” - powiedziat Adam.
»Jak myslisz, jaka przyszio$¢ czeka tego nieuka?Co na przyktad bedzie robit ten
parszywy chuligan za 10 czy za 5?7 Ozeni si¢ 1 bedzie mieszkat w jakiej$
paskudnej kamienicy, otoczony rozwrzeszczanymi dzieciakami 1 pioracy brudne
pieluchy. Bedzie miat wychodne tylko raz na tydzien i1 z tego powodu bgdzie
przezywat pieklo. A my bedziemy wolni, uzywajac sobie zycia w Londynie, nie
bedziemy sobie brudzi¢ rak praca, a pigciofuntowe banknoty beda stuzy¢ nam
za papier toaletowy... . I nie bedziemy jakimi$ tam cholernymi urzednikami
bankowymi czy pospolitymi nauczycielami.”

Nastgpnie, z pewnym obrzydzeniem rzucit okiem na grupg nastolatkow
stojacych przed barem ,,U Hermana”, znajdujacym si¢ tuz za brama Charbury
Memorial Parc, dokad obecnie zmierzaliSmy, by rzekomo obejrze¢ w Instytucie
Wystawe na temat Angielskiej Rady, z prdzna nadzieja na poderwanie jaki$
dziewczyn. Nawet gdyby$my je poderwali, musielibySmy je zaraz opusci¢ -
czekaly na nas nieregularne czasowniki francuskie.

Krzykneli na nas, gdy przechodzilismy obok. Bylismy do$¢ wyros$nigcei jak
na swoj wiek, a Adam w tym roku podrost dos¢ znacznie, tak, ze jego sweter
zrobit sig juz przykrotki. M¢j za to byt zbyt obszerny.

»Dlaczego nie pdjdziesz do jakiej$ roboty 1 sam nie zarobisz kasy? Hej duzy
Nelly! Zostate$ dzisiaj w kozie?”

To byt Simon Deery, jeden z moich szkolnych kolegow. Kiedy$, zanim
poznatem Adama, przyjaznitem si¢ z nim. Adam przeprowadzit si¢ do Charbury

gdy miat 10 lat.
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Adam nie zwracat uwagi na te docinki. Kiedy si¢ zatrzymatem, potozyt reke
na moim ramieniu i1 powiedzial: ,Nie badz taki jak on. Beda ci¢ zaczepiac
ilekro¢ ci¢ zobacza.” ,Moge zatatwi¢ kazdego z nich” - powiedziatem.
,»Owszem, ale jedynie w szkolnej sitowni, z rgkawicami bokserskimi, w rundzie
trwajacej 3 minuty. Ta zgraja nie trzyma si¢ zadnych zasad, bo ich nie zna.
Pozwdl im, niech si¢ zabawia. Kiedy doro$niemy, to my im pokazemy na co
nas stac”.

Bylismy zbyt daleko, by ustysze¢ co doktadnie mowili, ale Adam rzekt
znamigtnag 1 przerazajaca szczeroscia: ,,Chryste, jak ja nienawidzg tych
cholernych chuliganow. Mysla, ze sa tak cholernie wspaniali na tych swoich
motorach, ubrani w swe ngdzne, tanie ciuchy, ktore dawno przestaly byc
modne. Ich paskudne i1 napalone tapska z brudnymi paznokciami, ich czarne
zepsute zgby 1 te cholerne fryzury sprawiaja, ze wygladaja bardziej pospolicie
niz naprawde sa. Nikczemni, podrzedni smarkacze!”

,Uspokdj sig”’- powiedzialem. ,,Przeciez oni nie robia nam zadnej krzywdy”.
,»Mylisz si¢. Tacy jak oni zeruja na nas. Ptacimy na nich wszystkie podatki, po
to tylko, aby tacy prostacy jak oni mogli cieszy¢ si¢ zyciem i korzysta¢ z niego
do woli. Czy sadzisz, ze oni kiedykolwiek si¢ czym$ przejmuja? Nie, nie oni.
Nie placa prawie zadnych podatkow, prawie kazda cholerna rzecz dostaja za
darmo, nawet mieszkania. Wszystko z podatkéw, ktore placi moja matka.
A propos mojej matki, odkad ojciec zmart, nigdy nie dostata od nikogo ani
grosza. [ nigdy o nic nikogo nie prosita... .”

Styszatem juz kiedy$ to wszystko od mojego ojca, gdy kazdego miesiaca
szedt ptaci¢ rachunki. W przeciwienstwie do uwag Adama, w jego stowach nie
byto ztosliwosci, czy zalu.

A Adam byl przepelniony zalem. Jego ojciec zmart, gdy miat 14 lat. Zostawit
go samego w duzym starym domu wypelionym staromodnymi, duzymi
meblami 1 z 6 czy 7 tysiacami ksiazek. Jego matka uczyla si¢ stenografii

1 pisania na maszynie, zaczgla wigc pracowa¢ w zakladach u Aisgills’a.
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Wszystko byto dobrze dopodki pracowata, ale potem zaczgla chorowaé coraz
czesciej. Podjecie studiow, ktérych koszt zdawat si¢ nie martwi¢ Adama,
stanglo teraz pod znakiem zapytania.

Idac przez Long Acre 1 czujac zapach owocow 1 $wiezego papieru
drukarskiego, przypomnialem sobie jeszcze raz te blada twarz z tradzikiem 1 ten
smieszny kusy sweter. I znéw poczulem przyplyw zalu, jednak nie na dtugo,
bo gdy dotartem do redakcji, w ktorej pracowalem, mialem nieuchronnie
zetkna¢ si¢ z jednym z moich wigkszych problemow.

Ten problem nazywat si¢ Theresa Carndonagh. Miata 25 lat 1 przez
ostatnie 3 miesigce faczyt nas romans.

Najgorsze byto to, ze ja ciagle lubitem. Gdybym nie patat do niej taka
sympatia, nie stanowitaby dla mnie zadnego problemu. Jednak seks z nia nie byt
juz tak pociagajacy jak nasz pierwszy pocatunek w taksoOwce wiozacej nas
z przedstawienia “The Prime of Miss Jean Broolie”. Pamigtam jak jechalismy
ulica Kensington High Street, stowa sztuki tkwily wciaz w mej pamigci, a jej
stowa sprawily, 1z poczulem, ze ta sztuka byla przeznaczona wylacznie dla
mnie. Bylem w stanie ja zrozumie¢ i dostrzeglem, ze w jednym sercu moze
gosci¢ uczucie mitosci do wigcej niz jednej osoby. Zrozumiatem tez, ze jedno
uczucie moze ustapi¢ miejsca innemu, nie wyrzucajac go catkowicie, ale po
prostu pochlaniajac. Gdy calowalem Teresg, raczej do$¢ niezdarnie, to
wyobrazatem sobie, Ze ona 1 ja jesteSmy postaciami ze sztuki.

Kiedy dotarliSmy do jej mieszkania mieszczacego si¢ przy ulicy Napier
Road, zaprosita mnie do $rodka na filizanke kawy. Poszedlem za nia majac
nadziejg, ze bedziemy kontynuowa¢ to, co zaczgliSmy w taksowece.
Wyobrazajac sobie jak wygladataby bez tych wszystkich ubran, gratulowatem
sobie $wietnego wyboru sztuki 1 czutem narastajace miedzy nami napigcie. Gdy
wchodzilismy do $rodka, zatrzymatem si¢ na chwile w drzwiach, by ja
pocatowaé. Niestety, jej obie wspotlokatorki byly w mieszkaniu. Siedziaty

w szlafrokach przy kominku i popijaty goraca czekoladg.



27

Przez moment poczutem obrzydliwa wsciekto$¢, poczutem si¢ prawie
zdradzony. Ale po6zniej, usiadlszy w cieple matego pokoju migdzy sterta
reklamowek przedstawiajacych sztuke pop art, miedzy kawatkami robodtek
szydetkowych, ksiazkami 1 ptytami, wdychajac zapach mtodych, zdrowych
kobiet 1 upajajac si¢ nim, zaczatem by¢ naprawde szczesSliwy. Widok ten
przypomnial mi scen¢ z mojego rodzinnego domu, ktory dzigki moim siostrom
tworzyt atmosfere przytulnego i1 bezpiecznego, 1 wrazenie, ze kryje jakie$
wazne, glgboko tkwiace tajemnice z przesztosci. Te dziewczyny nie byty moimi
siostrami 1 kazda z nich znalazta jaki§ sposob, aby pokaza¢ mi to, co bylo pod
ich szlafrokami: ré6zowe ponczochy, tajemnicza szczeling migedzy nogami,
niebieskie figi. Czynigc to chcialy bym uznal, ze jestem me¢zczyzna 1 ze one ten
fakt akceptuja. Wyszedlem z mieszkania niezadowolony, ale pelen energii
1 nadziei. Caly ten incydent przepojony byt erotyzmem, ale nie seksem.

Niedtugo potem, Teresa 1 ja zostaliSmy kochankami. Odkrytem, ze jej wlosy
byly naturalnie czarne, zZe jej piersi nie byly tak duze jak zdawaty si¢ by¢ na
pierwszy rzut oka i zdatem sobie sprawe, ze tak naprawdg nie interesuje mnie
ich wielko$¢. Odkrytem jeszcze, ze mimo tych 5 lat spedzonych na Fleet Street,
nie byla nawet w najmniejszym stopniu wyrafinowana, 1 chociaz dobrze
wykonywata swoja prace 1 miata duze szanse, by co$ osiagna¢, to tak naprawde
pragneta tylko odpowiedniego megzczyzny, z ktorym mogtaby stworzy¢ zwigzek
bliski ideatu.

Byta katoliczka — to wlasnie z tego powodu skrywalem ten zwigzek przed
moja matka. Gdyby przypadkiem wymknglo mi sig, ze znam pewna katoliczke,
matka zasypywataby mnie listami i bombardowata telefonami, btagajac, bym si¢
z nig ozenit 1 zdjat z siebie grzech, w ktérym - o czym byla absolutnie
przekonana - tkwitem.

Teresa stawala si¢ coraz bardziej dociekliwa 1 zasypywata mnie pytaniami
dotyczacymi mojej matki, o ktérej wiedziata tylko tyle, ze jest Irlandka
1 pobozna kobieta, doktadnie taka, jak jej wlasna matka. Fakt, ze ojciec Teresy
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i dyrektor szkoty Sw. Teo byli pierwszymi kuzynami, dla mojej matki
stanowitby dowod, ze ptynie w niej krolewska krew.

Gdy szedtem obok budynku Sadu, pomyslalem o Harrym O’Toole’u,
nowym pracowniku naszej gazety, ktory krecit sie¢ koto Teresy. Harry byt, takie
krazyly pogtoski, bardziej katolicki niz ja 1 byt cztonkiem réznych katolickich
organizacji jak: the Keys, the Newman Society i1 the Knights of St. Columba.
Gdyby Teresa zrozumiata, ze nie chce si¢ zeni¢ z nig ani z inng kobieta, by¢
moze on bytby wéwczas jedynym, w ktorego ramiona by wpadia.

Patrzylem na budynek Sadu bez jakiego$ specjalnego zachwytu. Lubitem
ten ogromny o nieregularnych ksztattach gotycki wyraz entuzjazmu, jednak
z drugiej strony jakas czastka mnie wcigz buntowata si¢ przeciwko tej szarej,
zakurzonej, zagmatwanej sile, jaka w sobie kryl. Kochatem tylko Fleet Street
1to ona, gdy zblizalem si¢ do niej, dodawala mi nowych sil, nadawala sens
mojemu istnieniu, jednoczesnie obiecujac mi centralne miejsce w prawdziwym
swiecie wiladzy, najlepsze miejsce w teatrze, a nawet pierwszoplanowa role
w sztuce. To nie bylo nic innego jak tylko niespetnione marzenia o Fleet Street,
ktora nigdy nie znudzilem si¢ tak, jak wczesniej czy pdzniej innymi ulicami
w Londynie.

Ale tego ranka, gdy przechodzilem przez dziaty Daily Telegraph 1 Daily
Expres, przytapatem sam siebie na rozwazaniach, czy nie powinienem zmieni¢
pracy. Jedna z przyczyn byla do$¢ dziwna sprawa, ktdéra miatem si¢ zajaé. To
bylta jedna z tych spraw, ktore ze wzgledu na swa trudnos¢ 1 komplikacje z nimi
zwiazane zniechgcaly mmnie. Nie lubilem historii, ktore byly zbyt
skomplikowane.

Skandal zwiazany z jednym z cztonkéw Rzadu wisial w powietrzu. Moja
gazeta chciala juz od dluzszego, czasu za wszelka ceng¢ znalez¢ haczyk na tego
polityka, a to oznaczato, ze wlasciciel gazety zamierzal go zniszczy¢ wyltacznie
z czysto osobistych powodow. Ow polityk przez ostatni rok miat romans

z pewna powiesciopisarka. Bardzo starat si¢ to ukry¢, ale jej maz, ktory
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dowiedzial si¢ w koncu o romansie, zostawit ja. A teraz wydawato si¢, ze mamy
polityka na widelcu. Samo pojawienie si¢ jego wizerunku na pierwszych
stronach gazet zrujnuje mu karierg. Byl bowiem kim§ w rodzaju
profesjonalnego moralisty, ktory szczegoélnie surowo traktowal wszystkich
drwiacych sobie ze $wigtosci malzenstwa. Ludzie moga znie$¢ zdradeg, nawet ja
w pewien sposob usprawiedliwia¢, moga tolerowa¢ hulakow, ale nie znosza
hipokryz;i.

Gdy wchodzitem po schodach przez stalowe, masywne wejscie w bogatym
stylu romanskim (nie wspodlgralo ono z reszta budynku, ktory prezentowat
racze] surowy styl gotycki z dodatkiem trzech masywnych kamiennych
balkonéw 1 kwadratowej, zegarowej wiezy, przypominajacej styl normandzki),
rozmyS$latem o wtlascicielu redakcji, ktory najwyrazniej mial zamiar rozegrac te
sprawg brutalnie.

Kiedy wszedlem do windy wciaz przegladalem oferty pracy. The
Beaverbrook Press? Nie, jeszcze nie. Jeszcze nie czas na ubieganie si¢ o posade
w te] gazecie. The Daily Mail? Wciaz zbyt postgpowy. The Telegraph? The
Mirror? Podobnie jak the Beaverbrook Press, chciat mie¢ u siebie tylko
gwiazdy, a ja nie bylem jeszcze stawnym dziennikarzem. Zostaly tylko the
Sketch 1 the Sun, prowincjonalne gazety i1 the Sundays. Nie mialem nic
przeciwko the Sketch, ale nie podobat mi si¢ jej partyjny charakter i nie
chciatem zajmowac si¢ czyms$, co mnie nie interesuje, a tempo w the Sundays
bylo zbyt wolne jak dla mnie.

Przegladajac list¢ ofert pracy pochodzacych z réznych redakcji — mniejsza
niz kiedy zaczatem zajmowac si¢ dziennikarstwem — u§wiadomitem sobie fakt,
ze pracujac w redakcji przy Fleet Street bylem szczg$ciarzem. Gdybym miat
nawet jakie§ wyrzuty sumienia, pomagajac wlascicielowi gazety, ktoérego
zreszta nigdy nie mialem okazji poznaé, 1 przyczynit si¢ do zniszczenia
polityka, ktéry nie byt ani lepszy ani gorszy od innych politykéw, musiatbym je

zdusi¢ w sobie do czasu, az zdobede mocniejsza pozycje.
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Na moim biurku, jak zreszta oczekiwatem, stata tylko maszyna do pisania.
Zdjatem ptaszcz, usiadlem i zapalitem cygaro. W biurze bylo duzo ludzi, ktérzy
chodzili tam 1 z powrotem; w kacie naprzeciwko biurka Harry’ego Rogers’a
siedzial pucotowaty mtody mezczyzna, ktory przyszedt do nas z gazety the
Telegraph 1 pisat co$ goraczkowo na maszynie. Wiedziatem, ze byt to artykut
na temat Ghana. Janet Morgrowe, sekretarka filmowej recenzentki naszej gazety
ziewata, gdy przerzucata sterte reklam. Byto nas tylko troje w pomieszczeniu,
w ktorym znajdowato si¢ 12 oliwkowych stalowych biurek. Jedynie Harry
uparcie 1 pilnie pracowal. Dla mnie byt to caty urok redakcyjnej pracy, ktora nie
zawsze przebiega w atmosferze szalonej gonitwy z rozwrzeszczonym
redaktorem w tle, by wstrzyma¢ drukowanie pierwszej strony. Owszem byly
chwile szalonego tempa, ale zdarzaty si¢ tez takie momenty, kiedy w biurze
byto spokojnie i cicho jak w kosciele.

Otworzylem szuflade 1 wyjatem amerykanski podrg¢cznik o seksie, ktory
pozyczytem od Literackiego Wydawcy. Bylem juz w potowie tekstu
opisujacego mechaniczny przezroczysty czlonek z kamera umieszczona na
czubku, kiedy zadzwonil mo;j telefon: ,,Gdzie ty do cholery jeste$s?” To byt glos
Donalda Barbury’ego, Asystenta Radaktora Naczelnego - ,,Caly czas jestem
tutaj, czytam ciekawa ksiazke”. ,,Do cholery odt6z ja, mam robote dla ciebie”. -
,Dobrze juz, czasem nachodzi mnie na czytanie ksiazek”- powiedziatem.

W biurze Barbury’ego, pomieszczeniu o szklanych $cianach, ktére mato
przypominato biuro, stato orzechowe biurko, na podtodze lezat zielonoczarny
dywan, a w jednym z katéw znajdowata si¢ gablota koloru orzechowego, ktéra,
z tego co mi wiadomo, wypeiaty butelki z likierami. Barbury byt nastgpny
w randze po zastepcy Redaktora Naczelnego i zostat przyjety razem z innymi
do naszej redakcji, jak méwiono, poniewaz on i Redaktor Naczelny serdecznie
si¢ nienawidzili, a nienawi$¢ ta miata obudzi¢ w nich czujnos$¢ i1 cheé

rywalizacji.
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Kiedy wszedtem do jego biura, Barbury dyktowat sekretarce list. ,,Ufalem,
1Z uznasz, 7ze nasza nowa umowa bedzie z wzajemna korzys$cia”, konczyl,
1 zostaw subskrypcje do podpisania, dobrze? Lubi, kiedy widzi méj osobisty
wktad... dobrze kochana, 0od16z to teraz, dobrze?”

Spojrzat z utesknieniem na dziewczyne, ktora kotysata biodrami wychodzac
z pokoju. Przy kazdym kroku jej krotka sukienka sprawiata wrazenie, ze robi si¢
jeszcze krotsza.

Patrzac na dziewczyn¢ powiedziat: ,,Wszystko przychodzi zbyt p6zno”. ,,Czuj¢
si¢ teraz jak migedzy mtotem a kowadtem 1 zadaje sobie pytanie czy moja praca
jest warta takich poswigcen? Juz dwadziescia lat temu powinienem byt zaj$¢
duzo dalej”.

A to, co pan juz osiagnal, nie zadowala pana?”- zapytalem. Raczej lubitem
Barbury’ego, po tylu latach spgdzonych w Londynie nie stracit akcentu
typowego dla Yorkshire, ale teraz, troche przesadzal z tym swoim akcentem.
I cho¢ rozsadek nie pozwala mi ulega¢ sentymentom, bytem przekonany, ze
raczej mnie lubi, widzac we mnie mlodego mezczyzng, ktorym sam kiedys$ by,
gdy jakie$ trzydziesci lat temu pierwszy raz przyjechal do Londynu z Warley,
malego miasteczka niedaleko Charbury.

,»Nie zartuj sobie ze mnie”- powiedziat. ,,W kazdym razie nie prositem cig tutaj,
by rozmawia¢ o seksie. Przynajmniej, jesli chodzi o mnie. Moj artykul
o Glenthorn’ie idzie do przodu. Mowia, ze znowu pije”. Zapalil fajkg. Chudy
1 zdenerwowany, o siwych krotkich wlosach 1 jak zawsze w  pomigtej
granatowej marynarce, bialej koszuli 1 pospolitym, na zmiang, niebieskim albo
bordowym krawacie, wygladat jak jaki$ amerykanski generat po cywilnemu.
»Znoéw pije? Nie wiedziatem, ze on w ogodle pije”. ,,Zwykle tylko wino. Jest
jednym z tych przeklgtych koneseréw win, ktory od czasu do czasu upija si¢ do
upadtego. Probowatem go ztapa¢ wczoraj, ale jego sekretarka wciaz ttumaczyla

mi, ze jest niedysponowany. Znam te wyjatkowa sekretark¢ 1 w koncu
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zapytatem nieoficjalnie jak bardzo jej Minister jest niedysponowany.” ,Jest
pijany jak bela”- powiedziata w koncu.

»1o wszystko?” Bylem ciekaw dlaczego Barbury nie poprosit Politycznego
Korespondenta, aby sig skontaktowat z Glenthorn’em, a nast¢pnie przypomniat,
ze Polityczny Korespondent jest przyjacielem Redaktora Naczelnego’’.

,Nie zrobit tego, poniewaz czytelnicy nie uwierzyliby w to. To nie w ich stylu,
zrozum. On jest wiecznie wstawiony, zamyka si¢ w gabinecie z butelka
szkockiej 1 z nikim nie rozmawia. A Premier potrzebuje go, wigc przymyka na
to oko. A co z tymi wszystkimi mtodzikami, ktorzy kraza koto niego? On nie
jest w stanie poradzi¢ sobie bez starego Glenthorn’a. Glenthorn jest wciaz
patriota 1 to czyni go popularnym. Ale on jest tak rozbrajajacym nudziarzem, ze
nie bedzie nigdy zadnym zagrozeniem dla naszego ukochanego szefa. Nie, nie
sadze, abySmy mogli zblizy¢ si¢ do tego zagadnienia. To, co mnie interesuje,
jest tym, co jego martwi. Maz Judy Aviemore musi wywotywacé niezte
awantury”’.

,Czy mozemy co$ z tym zrobic¢?

,Mam taka nadziej¢. Ale nie wiem co nalezy do jego obowiazkow. Od lat nic go
nie obchodzi, ma swoje osobiste sprawy. Teraz jest ofiarg ataku, ktory godzi
w jego honor. Wiem, ze zmienia dziewczyny jak rekawiczki, jesli nie czgsciej,
1 to jest raczej sprzeczne z jego charakterem”.

Us$miechnatem sig. ,,Kt0zZ z nas nie ma w sobie sprzecznych charakteréw?”
»Zreszta niewazne. Twoim zadaniem jest tylko p6j$¢ 1 zobaczy¢ si¢ z Judy
Aviemore”.

Teraz juz wiedziatem czego ode mnie oczekiwat. To nie byto w moim stylu,
a intuicja podpowiadata mi, ze to nie byl pomyst Redaktora Naczelnego ani
Korespondenta Politycznego.

,Jestes pewien, ze nie powinni§my poczeka¢, az sprawa sama si¢ ujawni?”

,» Czekac, az kto$ inny to zrobi. O czym ty do diabta méwisz?”
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Tu nie bylo zZadnych jowialnych przyjazni. Nie byliSmy zgrana grupa
wesolych dziennikarzy, ktorzy robili to czego on chcial. Byl przygotowany, ze
mnie natychmiast wyleje 1 ze poOzniej znajdzie jakie§ bezsensowne
usprawiedliwienie.

,LPomyslalem tylko, ze ona moze przejrze¢ mnie na wylot 1 nie udzieli mi
zadnego wywiadu.”

,,Bo do tej pory nikt ja o to nie prosit”.

,»Ona sadzi, ze prasa jest okropna...”

»Poniewaz nikt jej nie prosit o udzielenie wywiadu”, powtorzyt
zniecierpliwiony. ,,Nie martw sig, nie odmowi dziennikarzowi z gazety o tak
duzym naktadzie”.

,,Czy ktos$ interesuje sig jeszcze tq sprawa?”

,» Nie wiem, ale chce, zeby wszyscy dowiedzieli sig . I nie chce by$ wspominat
o Glenthorn’ie albo o jej mgzu. Postaraj si¢ dobrze to rozegra¢. Dowiedz sig jak
bardzo jest inteligentna, towarzyska, jak szokujace 1 zarazem jak dalece
prawdziwe sa jej opowiadania...”.

,Podobno zamierza wkrétce umiesci¢ swoja reklame, ktora bedzie pojawiaé sie
regularnie w programie The Taste of Time ?”

»lak, porusz ten temat. Jeste$ inteligentny, wigc nie bedziesz miat problemu,
aby dowiedzie¢ si¢ czego$. Zapytaj ja tez czy sadzi, ze ta reklama nie zaszkodzi
jej pisarstwu. Do cholery, wiesz dobrze czego chcemy Frank. Przyci$nij ja.
Chcemy, by ludzie wiedzieli, kim ona jest, kiedy tamta sprawa wyjdzie na jaw.
A nawet jesli tak si¢ nie stanie, jesli Bdg na to nie zezwoli w swej
nieskonczonej dobroci, ludzie beda zastanawiaé si¢, dlaczego jest takie duze
zainteresowanie jej osoba? Rozumiesz?”

»Mysle, ze jesli nie potaczymy jej sprawy z Glenthorn’em, to to wszystko nie
bedzie mialo zadnego sensu” — powiedziatem.

,»Oczywiscie, ze tak. Skojarzenie ich nazwisk to w zasadzie najwazniejsze co

powiniene$ zrobi¢. Ale jeste$ zdany tylko na wiasne sily. Piszac o Aviemore
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1 Glenthorn’ie nie nazywaj ich przyjaciétmi. I nawet nie wspominaj, ze ona ma
przyjaciol w wyzszych sferach. Zabraniam ci tego robi¢, kto§ moégtby nas podaé
do sadu, sam si¢ tym zajmg. Tylko wspomnisz, ze od czasu do czasu na jej
stynnych przyjeciach pojawiaja si¢ znane osobistosci jak X, Y, Z oraz David
Glenthorn. Napisz tez, ze widuje si¢ ich réwnie czgsto na innych przyjeciach”.
Skrzywit si¢. ,,Biedny stary Glenthorn. Chodzit na te wszystkie cholernie
obrzydliwe literackie przyjgcia, tylko po to, by popatrze¢ z drugiego konca
pokoju na Judy Aviemore, ukrywajac si¢ jak tylko mogt... . Ona jest rOwnie
odrazajaca jak on, z tymi swoimi trzema dyplomami z Oxfordu, czy co$§ w tym
rodzaju. Tylko Bég wie, co on w niej widzi. Te przeklgte kobiety bawia si¢
nami, nawet jesli sa glupie. Pamigtam, gdy bylem mtodszy...” Zadzwonit
telefon. ,,Powiedz, zeby zadzwonit pdzniej”- powiedziat 1 odlozyt stuchawke.
»Kiedy bytem miodszy - kontynuowal -mieszkatem z pewna pisarka. Juz
dawno nie zyje podta suka. Zawsze trzymata notes pod poduszka... .”

,» 1y tez tak robite§?”

wZwariowales? Nie jestem pisarzem, jestem dziennikarzem. Ona pisata
opowiadania. W koncu uciekta z czarnym mezczyzna. No dobrze, bierzmy sig
do roboty. Postaraj si¢ dostarczy¢ mi co$ na jej temat jeszcze dzisiaj, jesli
mozesz. Przynajmniej ze dwa kawatki.”

,,Dobrze”. Wstatem.

Przytozyt palec do ust. “’Nie powiniene§ mowi¢ nikomu o naszym
dlugoterminowym projekcie. On jest jeszcze zreszta do$¢ mglisty...
Rozumiesz?

Przytaknatem i1 udatem si¢ na nastgpne pigtro, aby zobaczy¢ si¢ z Teresa.
Wszedlem 1 zastalem ja w towarzystwie Georgina’y Axmouth, ktora byla
redaktorem dziatu zajmujacego si¢ sprawami kobiecymi. Wlasnie zastanawiata
si¢ nad forma atrapy. Georgina miala jakie§ trzydzieSci parg lat, duze usta
1 zabawne okulary, ktore chyba miaty by¢ szalenie kolorowe, ale mnie zawsze

kojarzyty sie¢ ze zdeterminowana wrogoscia. Kiedy tak przygladaty sig
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»pociagajacemu” zarysowi jednej ze stron gazety, ktorej pismo 1 obrazki
przedstawiaty same gryzmoty, ich twarze zdawaly si¢ by¢ zupelie pochtonigte
praca.

»Wciaz co$ jest zle”’- mowila Teresa. ,,To nie wyglada dobrze. Nie mozna
powigkszy¢ odrobing gtowy?”

Byta szczesliwa jak dziecko tulace ulubiona zabawkeg. Chociaz sam nie
bylem zbytnio zainteresowany uktadem graficznym strony, wiedziatem, ze
Teresa miata do tego smykatke. Kiedy Georgina przebywata w lecie przez
tydzien na chorobowym, Teresa wszystkim si¢ zajeta 1 w rezultacie cala strona
wygladata bardziej rzeczowo, byta bardzie; wywazona, topograficznie bardziej
zharmonizowana, mimo, ze calos$¢ skladata sig¢ z tych samych starych bazgrotow
o ekscytujacych przetomach w modzie, dotyczacych gorsetow, pizam, kolorow,
domowego gotowania i calej tej reszty. Sugestie Teresy dotyczace zmian strony
nie bylyby teraz zaakceptowane, poniewaz Georgina, co bylto catkiem
prawdopodobne, mogla je wykorzysta¢ jako swoje podczas redakcyjnej
konferencji.

Teresa wiedziata o tym, ale nie sadzg, by si¢ tym zbytnio przejmowata.
Zreszta wczesnie] czy pozniej przejmie posade Georgina’y, albo przejdzie do
innej gazety. Byla energiczna 1 pewna siebie. Nosita luzna, prosta,
jasnoczerwong sukienke z bialym wzorkiem 1 czerwonymi ponczochami. Stroj
ten mial podkresla¢ jej pozytywne nastawienie do $wiata, uwydatniat ciemny
kolor jej wloséw. Kroj sukienki tuszowal zbyt szczupla sylwetke, a zarazem
podkreslat jej najlepszy atut-nogi. Gdyby tylko byla wyzsza, bytaby §wietna
modelka, ale jej nieregularne rysy twarzy i szare oczy sprawialy, ze nie byla
zbyt fotogeniczna. Zawsze, gdy jej dlugo nie widziatem, zapominatem jak
wyglada. Zreszta za kazdym razem, gdy ja widziatem wygladata inaczej, nie
miata najwyrazniej zdolnosci dobierania odpowiednich sukienek, ktora powinna

posiadac¢ kobieta zajmujaca jej stanowisko.
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Kiedy wszedtem, Teresa usmiechneta si¢ do mnie oboj¢tnie. Gdy Georgina
juz wyszta, zabierajac plik fotografii, Teresa usmiechngta si¢ do mnie bardzie;j
znaczaco. UsSmiech jej przypomnial mi nasze ostatnie spotkanie w moim
mieszkaniu z najdrobniejszymi szczegdtami. Delikatnie potozyta swoja reke na
mojej.

»Zjemy razem lunch?” - zapytatem ja.

,Kochanie, mam wtasnie spotkanie stuzbowe z pania Vaga w restauracji
,,Mirabelle”.

»Szkoda, myslatem, ze zjemy co$ razem w King Lud”.

,Bardzo bym tego chciata, ale wiesz jak jest. Vaga chce opowiedzie¢ mi
wszystko o jej piatym mgzu 1 o tym jak bardzo to uczucie jest prawdziwe, jak
bardzo gigbokie. Chce wiedzie€ czy wreszcie znalazia partnera na cale zycie”.
»Stara dziwka”- powiedzialem.

»Nie moj drogi, ty tego nie zrozumiesz. Byla zagubiona juz od tak dawna, jak
maly bezpanski kotek wyrzucony na ulicg w zimna zimowa noc. A teraz kto$
uchylit jej drzwi 1 zaprosit do srodka, a swiatto 1 cieplo wylewajace si¢ az na
ulicg kusi, by przekroczy¢ prog tych drzwi... . Wiasnie to powiedziata mi, kiedy
rozmawiaty$my ostatnim razem”.

,»10 co mowisz, jest naprawdg pigkne”. Zaczalem zastanawiac sig, dlaczego nie
chcialem ozeni¢ si¢ z Teresa 1 dlaczego kto$ tak blyskotliwy i atrakcyjny jak
ona chce mnie poslubi¢. Potem pomyslalem o Georgina’nie, jej $miesznych
okularach 1dziwnym zwyczaju ciaglego przekladania stosow fotografii
1 papieru. Wszystko po to, by sprawi¢ wrazenie, iz jest bardzo zajeta
1 zapracowana. Teresa nie byla jedyna kobieta na $wiecie, ale chciata da¢ do
zrozumienia, ze jest najbardziej zapracowana 1 pewna siebie kobieta.
»Zadzwoni¢ do ciebie dzi§ popotudniu. Moze bedziemy mogli zje$¢ razem

kolacjg”.



