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How to F ind Us

Brighton Nighwriters  now has its own web-site, which you can
see at www.nightwriters.org.uk  — Don’t forget the .uk
on the end, or you will visit the web-site of Tulsa Nightwriters, in
the USA! The site needs updating - help or contributions are
always welcome for both the web-site and the bulletin.

If your postal address or e-mail address has changed, or if you prefer
not to receive this newsletter, you can also let us know via the web-
site.

Go to: www.nightwriters.org.uk/members.html
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Guest Speaker – Nicky Browne - April 11th
Nightwriters have organised another of our free events, open to
members and the public. This time we have invited successful
novelist, Nicky Matthews, who is published as N M Browne, to
come and talk to us about writing (and getting published!). Usual time
and place (see back cover) for an 8pm start, with discussion and
questions after the mid-evening break, ending by 10pm.

Nicky has had more than five “young adult” novels published,
including tales set in Roman times and in King Arthur’s Britain, which
blend fantasy and reality, myth and history, while featuring modern
characters. Her latest novel “The Spellgrinder’s Apprentice” came out
in the UK in February, and as “Silverboy” this month (March) in the
USA. Quote: "I think there is only
one piece of advice I'd give to an
aspiring writer or illustrator: 'Just
do it!' That's it."

Nicky will be talking about
such things as her approach to
writing, where she gets her ideas (or
at least one of them), how she works
out rounded plots, how long it takes
to write a novel despite a household
full of rugby-playing husbands and
sons (just one husband, plus a
daughter and valiant dog called
Zorro) and the perils of finding an
agent and getting published.
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To paraphrase journalist
Suzanne Moore… ‘Above
all (…) the joy of writing an
editorial is that it is a gift for
those of us with a short atten-
tion span.’ Whether one is a
novelist, spending our daily
quota of hours between work-
family-social-time; translating
our humble life experience into
a potential million-selling page-
turner; or a poet collating a body
of work into a showcase portfo-
lio of depth and invention; the
issue of  sheer time commitment
can be terribly daunting. First
draft; re-writes; re-re-writes re-
re-re… Never mind the ever-
present fear of rejection, or,
worse; desultory sales. And you
know what? I’d be the first to
admit I’ve yet to find the re-
serves of stamina for the task.
I’m a natural sprinter: I don’t do

marathons! By far the trickiest
part of my role in the NW bul-
letin is sifting through the sub-
mitted material, selecting a rep-
resentative body of works and
finding that silver thread, that
elusive undercurrent of a theme
that ties it all together; provides
continuity and strengthens the
body as a whole. There’s good
news here too, though: you see,
the authors often do the hard
work for me, probably without
realising it at the time. I’ve said
it before, but it’s often uncanny
how a group of writers whose
only connection is three hours
spent together of a Wednesday
evening over a pint, or a glass of
wine, seem to ruminate on simi-
lar worldly concerns. For this
edition - appropriately for the
first of a new year - there’s a
strong sense of the passing of

(Continued on page 18)
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drew each contributing three. It
seems superfluous to spend
many words  previewing their
work here: that’s the beauty of
poetry; it speaks so eloquently
for itself.

�
We’ve booked a guest speaker
for April 11th. Nicky Browne is
a popular author of Fantasy fic-
tion for both adults and children.
There’s a bit of blurb on the
front cover, to give you some
idea about what she does. Even
if Fantasy/SF isn’t exactly your
cup of Pan-Galactic-Gargle-
Blaster� , so to speak; there’s
always  insight to be gained into
the business of writing from a
successful professional; and it’s
free! Even if you’re not a regular
attender, we encourage you to
attend: she might just be the
inspiration you’ve been looking
for!

�
Also on the subject of speakers
and other future events; please
find enclosed with this bulletin
a questionnaire from the NW
committee. This is a chance for
you to provide feedback and let
us know what kind of events - or

not - you’d be interested in NW
putting on in the future. Along
with these bulletins, occasional
compilation books and, of
course, the Annual General
Meeting (that’s Xmas party to
you and me), these events are
what we collect your voluntary
donations for. We’ve got a
reasonable-sized slush fund
building up -we just need you to
tell us how you want us to spend
it! How often does a chance like
that come along?

�
As always, it remains

only for me to say, keep your
contributions rolling in. Short
stories, poems, articles; even a
guest editorial to make my life
even easier! Contact details are
on the back page of this bulletin.
Happy writing; maybe see you
of a Wednesday…

Andy Morton.
slug574@yahoo.co.uk

P.S. Couldn’t fit your
story in this time Colin. Next
issue. —JLC.
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Rabbit Stew by Rob Paraman

Bernie yells, “Shit, we just hit a rabbit!” Rainbow Daryl says,
“We’d better go back and hit it on the head. It could still be alive.”
Richard says, “Still alive? This ute weighs three fuckin’ ton’. That
rabbit’ll be flat as a pancake.” Bernie puts his foot on the accelera-
tor.

Rainbow Daryl pleads, “But how can you be sure, Richard?
It might be just injured. Imagine the pain it could be sufferin’ right
this minute.” Bernie slows the car down.

Richard says “You heard the whack, Daryl, the fuckin’
thing’s dead. Rabbits die every day out there in the bush: they get
caught in traps; they get myxomatosis; foxes eat ’em. Gettin’ hit
by a ute is the best way for a rabbit to go.” Bernie hits the
accelerator again.

Rainbow Daryl yells “That’s a sentient being back there,
man. It’s fuckin’ bad karma treatin’ fellow creatures like shit.
Turn back Bernie, else you’ll pay for it in the next life!”

Bernie takes a long breath and pulls the car over. On the
way back we hit a sheep.

time; of plans laid, perhaps to be
dashed; of hopes, fears; new be-
ginnings and endings realised.

It’s a loose and open
theme, as themes go: and so it
should be; the better to truly
reflect the diversity - and often,
diverse brilliance - of the cre-
ations that our  membership
brings to the group. Tanya  Mur-
ray’s ‘Lamia’ is a concise and

original meditation on the cost
of keeping love alive - with a
supernatural twist. Jonathan
Chamberlain provides us, in
‘The Boat’ with another - wittily
penned - cautionary tale.
Dreams are the common cur-
rency here, in two otherwise
very different short stories. Po-
etry gets good representation,
too; with NW regulars Tim
Shelton-Jones and Oliver An-

(Continued from page 2)
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Lamia, dressed in all of Mary

By Tanya Murray.

“Oh, and I fixed that squeaky hinge on the bathroom door.
And, er, well...”

He forced a grin, glanced at his watch, hated himself. The
betrayal. (Did she notice? Could she? If she didn’t, did it matter?)
Two minutes before Visiting was over. Two minutes.

“Well, hon? Now you say something, remember?”
Making a joke of it, like they used to. After the diagnosis.

Before it got bad.
The thing of it was: Mary was still Mary. Still beautiful.
Oh God, so beautiful.
Same fine-boned face. Same sea green eyes. Only --- not

the same.
She sat with hands clasped neatly, in the visiting room, in

the Home.
Polite, quizzical, a faint smile on her perfect lips. (...Lips I

kissed, and mouth explored and hands touched and bodies
touched and joined and thought would never end...)

The eyes now. Still sea green. Eyes, once, to swim in.
Only... Not swimming now. Drowning. The sea, clouded.
Screaming night terrors later, maybe. Or worse, lucidity. The cru-
ellest. Knowing what was lost. But no, don’t even think of that...

The bell rang. Thank God for the bell. He kissed her again,
slow, on the forehead so she wouldn’t see his tears.

“Sweet cheeks,” she said. He forced it all back in, behind a
smile.

“Yes, hon?”
“Can you do something about that squeaky hinge in the

bathroom? It’s driving me nuts.”
The smile trembled on his drawn face.
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“Sure hon. I’ll get right on it.”
That night he sat on the bed they had shared in the house

they had loved and held the baby doll nightdress he bought her
last Christmas (only last Christmas?), and buried his face in it,
and drank in the smell of her, still fresh; sweet and soft, and
young; and he raged. Too young for this. ‘Early-onset’, they
called it. ‘Very rare.’ Not rare enough. Who the hell gets
Alzheimers at forty?

This wasn’t the contract he made with life. They were sup-
posed to get old and cranky together, and live a long time. The
contract stank. There had to be a get out clause.

There was.
He used his contacts at the University. The man  --- the

Doctor --- was some kind of maverick anthropologist, beyond the
academic pale. Off the map. Off all the maps. Years spent in the
Earth’s dark corners. Learning rituals.

The Doctor wanted cash. Ten thousand pounds. He had it in
twenty four hours.

“You realise Mr., uh?”
“Call me Smith. It’s as good a name as any.”
“Of course. Smith. That this is only a... finders fee? I am a

mere agent. The final payment is made... elsewhere.”
“I understand.”
“I wonder if you really do, hmmm? But your mind is made

up, and it’s your money. So: do you know what a lamia is?”
“Something in mythology? Isn’t there a Keats poem, some

kind of half-women, half-snake? A demon?”
The Doctor shook his head.
“No, Mr... Smith. Not merely a demon. She is... something

else.”
It was a miracle, they said. Spontaneous remission. Un-

heard of. Maybe there’d been a misdiagnosis... Perhaps some
more tests? There might be a relapse...
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Energy cycle by Oliver Andrew

It’s over a year ago that I sawed these,
Put my heart and back and shoulder into it.
Bleak November; I fetch them in the basket -
Eleven-inch lengths to fit our fireplace:

Acacia - jams the blade, beech is smoother;
Here’s pine - odours of resin, but it spits;
Holly so white! Driftwood for blues and violets;
Ash - burns dry or green; willow - don’t bother!

Paper, kindling, a match, the logs; now blow;
Unlike an electric fire, or gas or coke,
It’s part of me that’s going up in smoke;
Warmer already, I rub my hands and glow.

Slow ticks of cooling embers; then it’s gone.
And where am I to find more bits to burn?

Kitchen China by Tim Shelton-Jones
Mugs break
Tempers fray
Fragments scatter
Accusations fly
Tears flow
Fingers point
Air corrodes
Arms wave.

Accidents happen.

Gravity works
Mugs break.
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thing about a shift in the collective consciousness coming soon but not
soon enough for him, it being too much for his part of the One to have
to wait about for it. So now Budd understood - Paulie had merely taken
a shortcut to nirvana instead of sticking around to see heaven flourish-
ing on earth. That was where the spirit - the real Paulie he'd seen - was
headed. Hopefully.

Heaven on earth. That was predicted to be coming soon in the
year 2012. Not soon enough for Paulie perhaps, but soon enough for
Budd. Budd could carry on dreaming, mostly unconsciously, until then,
waiting for the rest of them to all wake up too, and then they would
keep each other alive and awake forever on in their unity. With a bit of
luck.

With anything possible that is what his mind wanted to create.
What it imagined and willed. It made more sense than an end to
everything with the physical vessel's death. No answers. Just an empty
void. Everything had been created out of that empty void in the first
place, he realised, because the empty void alone had been boring. Of
course it couldn't end there, but it could be rearranged.

The way Budd saw it, the human life on earth was the prequel, a
virtual reality puzzle from which to differentiate own ideals and be true
to them, creating ones own heaven to be enjoyed forever without the
looming fear of death ruining things after making it through the acid
test ordeal.

It was crazy for sure, and no wonder that it scared the sheeple
conditioned-brainless, making most prefer to opt to stay asleep. Once
you started down that rabbit hole however, there was no turning back.
Sure, you could forget it - like Budd did frequently, and like Paulie had
been determined not to do again - but the visions would keep flashing
back at you.

“It's blinding..,” came a voice as bright as the dazzling white light
in his eyes. His own.

“Hah,” laughed Budd. He suddenly had the sensation that he was
being cosmic pranked on a reality untrueman show. He was right of
course. And also wrong.

“...And cut,” spoke the Director. She spat on him. The film stock
fizzled. Everything went dead.
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He didn’t care. He took Mary home. Candles, dinner, wine.
And talk. Endless talk. He tested her at first, and she was amused,
and teased him, but she got every single one right: the title of that
movie, ruined by a woman in the audience giving birth in the
middle of it. The nickname they gave their first car... Soon, he
gave up testing. Just talked. Listened. Laughed. Really laughed,
for the first time since the diagnosis.

They kissed again, like they used to, her hunger answering
his. (Her hunger. Greater than his.)

One more test. He was nervous. He had to know.
“Mary... Are --- you --- really back?”
She smiled and pressed a finger to his lips.
“Wait there.”
She called him into the bedroom a few minutes later. She

was on the bed. In the nightdress. Gorgeous.
They made love. And it was like it was when they were

young, slow and soft and tender, and timeless. But it had to end,
and at the end there was a terrible sweet pain and he felt some-
thing tear loose inside, a part of him he didn’t even know he had,
and it whirled away and was gone and he knew it would always
be like this now, one piece then another until one day there would
be nothing left, and he would be done, the final payment made.
But it didn’t matter. If only...

“Mary, it really is you, isn’t it?”
She smiled. Her green eyes. Unclouded.
“You brought me back. Your love brought me back and I’m

here and I’ll always be here for you. That is our contract. Till
death, sweet cheeks. Remember?”

“Till death? Is that all?”
He laughed, and then he cried.
“I remember.”
She held him till the sobs faded, and he slept, so he never

heard the lamia cry too, alone in the dark.
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Not for the lie she told, because demons trade in lies and
besides Mary’s every thought and dream and hope were in her,
and she was in Mary, and so who could say she wasn’t Mary?

Nor for the theft of his soul by inches, because demons are
long lived but mortal too and must do what they do to survive.
No, she cried because of the price she paid in the contract.

Because she had yearned to feel wind in her hair; to taste
chocolate, swim in the sea, laugh, hear a gull cry... and to feel a
man inside her, especially that, it was her nature...

To be human, for just a short while, she had, as she must,
dressed herself in all of Mary.

So she knew each bittersweet day that she loved him with
Mary’s love, she damned him a little more. And he, the poor fool,
not knowing, as she did, what awaited him on the other side,
thought a few more fleeting human years of happiness worth the
awful price.

She rocked him and wept and loved him, and considered:
maybe it was.

(untitled) by Oliver Andrew

You know he’s there
in the corner seat
quiet, grey,
you don’t see any features though
Life’s too short

and suddenly he’s crossed the room
taps you on the shoulder.
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broken shell soon after its impact with the ground. Where he was flying
he didn't know, but he was mentally prepared for the journey.

FREE

Budd's journey had been straight home after Paulie's plummet,
not sticking around to watch the ambulance people scrape him up off
the pavement. Here he had reached for his pen and notepad and inked
out another poem:

Dancing in darkness, Perceiving the light. Blinded by vision,
Moth's last words: It's too bright.

He looked at these words he had written dancing about the page.
They had been another channeling. The previous year The Author had
written a whole novel through him. The Author was behind every word
that he had ever written, becoming The Artist for everything he drew,
The Actor for everything he said or did, and The Director for every-
thing he perceived. When he was awake to this Budd knew the
unfolding novel / painting / film could always be changed by changing
his perception. Unfortunately he had the same trouble as Paulie staying
awake to this knowledge though. To fit into western society, and his
home town Brighton, UK, Budd felt he had to play the society and
country's games - obey its customs and laws even though he reckoned
most of them were ridiculous. He was forced to mix with the herd, the
sheeple that believed the nonsense that they were fed in their schools
and on TV, and who spread it amongst themselves like a virus. He had
to imitate them, pretend that he believed all this conditioning too, and
before too long he would begin to. Like time and money, such concepts
looked at under the magnifying glass were so clearly absurd, but in
everyday practice he was to do like everyone else and accept them or
face prison, the streets or the loony bin. Live by them if you could call
it that. He didn't, he called it being enslaved by them.

LIVING ON

“It's blinding,” Paulie had said to Budd earlier, “that it's all a
dream, but I don't get why I can't walk on water then or fly, you know.”

He had shouted this over the thumping tekno in the main arena
on the ground floor shortly before his ascent up the stairs, also some-
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someone or something else after the designated time in his vessel.
'Misticism' was another of his poems, channeled to him at a

time when he was into the Buddhism. This: Raindrops falling
from the sky, When we hit the ground, we die. The condensation
returns to the cloud.

Budd tried to co-exist with life on earth whilst also living in
the cloud, but he kept forgetting that he was the spirit essence.
This not surprising when for thirty two Vatican calendar measured
years he had been taught to believe the contrary.

MEMOS NOT TO FORGET

Paulie had kept forgetting, but what he had seen had been
too important to let that happen. He'd tested and proved his belief
system to himself but it wasn't enough without others reflecting
this and doing it also. He'd woken up to the fact that he was a
prisoner in his own mind, one of the sleepwalking sheeple, and
that without a mass awakening including these 'others' he kept
falling back into deep sleep again. So figuring out how to stay
awake was the task he'd set his mind to in the spells of enlighten-
ment where he had most control over it, munching LSD tabs for
inspiration. At the squat party, on six Red Ninjas, an answer from
the cosmos had finally come to him.

“It's all the matrix, man,” had been his last words before he
jumped.

Of course to most that witnessed or heard of this, Paulie's last act
on earth here was futile. It didn't change their minds on the nature of
reality, it merely added strength to the government's propaganda that all
mind expanding drugs were bad. Their eyes would only see when they
were ready. It was only Budd's who saw the spirit rise up out of the
bloody splatter on the ground below.

Paulie hadn't meant the movie 'The Matrix', he'd meant the matrix
of so called reality he had seen and experienced with his own eyes and
spirit. The same spirit that flew off like Keanu Reeves' character in the
end of that film - and like Superman Christopher Reeve - from his
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Trifle
( or,  The last Raspberry )

I have immodestly taken
The last raspberry,
There were three.
Enough for everybody
Except me.
But no-one else took one
And so
I had them all
One by one
As the night wore on
And pear followed plum
Followed peach
Followed cake
And the custard so rich.
And lights twinkled in eyes
And words upon tongue
And coffee was poured
And the dinner was done.

Still no-one else took one,
And so
I did.  Well,
They had to go.

And everyone understood this
I’m certain,
I know.  For perfection resists,
It holds firm to the end,
But even the roundest, the reddest,
The most squishable, lusciousest
berry of all  -
The one left till last  -
Was still made to sweeten
The day just gone past,
To be savoured and eaten
By one such as me.

It has to be so,
Can’t you see ?

by Tim Shelton-Jones.

Turning off the Radio
by Tim Shelton-Jones.

Turning off the Radio

Is like cutting short a life.

That’s what makes it so horrific

Or gratifying.
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THE BOAT

By Jonathan Chamberlain.

At first of course it was just a dream. The kind of dream that comes to
you in the early hours of an autumnal morning after a deep and richly
satisfying sleep - when the body is still supine and heavy, but replete
with sleep. The mind drifts. Glorious sunny thoughts flit about. Sheer
luxuriant joy.

This thought was different only in that it seemed eminently
possible. All he had to do was believe in it. If he believed in it enough
then he could do it. That was clear enough. Right from the beginning.

At first he smiled at the possibility. It was a joke that gently
teased him. Of course it was impossible. It was much too big an idea.
Too great an enterprise for such as him. What was he after all? Just a
dreamer. A man who had idle dreams. But the dream somehow didn't
disappear as other dreams do when the day calls and the practical
business of life has to be attended to. It stayed. And the longer it stayed
the more he realised that the difficulties were not insuperable. All that
was required was a seemingly superhuman commitment. So the prob-
lem was not, he came to realise, the problem of doing it. The problem
was in wanting enough to do it. Just having enough faith in himself.
Just believing in himself. Was it possible that he could think of himself
as important enough to merit the expenditure of time, energy and, yes,
money? For if he did it, he would be doing it as a present to himself.

In his dream he had dreamed of building himself a boat, and
taking it down to the sea and launching it and then sailing away in it.
And that, ultimately, was the whole point: to sail away in it.

And one morning it came to him that he did think of himself as
important enough to merit the expenditure of time energy, and, yes,
even the money.

He found suddenly he had a great and pressing need for a pocket
calculator so that he could while away a morning making abstruse
calculations. He worked at first on the back of an envelope but then
transferred these to a larger piece of paper. The calculations changed
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Today a Young Man on Acid ...

By B

COMEDOWN

The party had ended badly, with Paulie hurtling to his demise off
the roof. Off his head on acid wanting to prove to everyone that
there was no death.

Budd knew this already, or had chosen to believe it anyway.
He had been cursed and blessed with visions that left him with no
other option than to believe what he believed and risk the label of
crazy person. He mostly kept his beliefs to himself however, to
avoid being laughed at, ridiculed, or sectioned, and also because it
was less tiring than trying to explain a differing viewpoint to a
stubborn have-to-be-right majority. It was like his veganism since
the age of twelve - he'd learned to just live as he believed, without
shoving these beliefs (in this instance about equality of all sentient
beings) down other peoples' throats.

This stoned Buddha had been higher than the mountain,
then come back down to the marketplace, accepting the illusion
and rolling with it, although now knowing not to take any of it
seriously. There was a chance it was the Prozac, or more likely his
latest batch of homegrown marijuana, that had boosted his for-
merly depressed-about-being-skint-and-without-a-girlfriend-in-
end-of-days spirit and helped him conquer his fear of death.

Helped him conquer his fear of death again to deal with
another friend gone on from the physical plane. Budd had seen
that there was no death, no life, no nothing but this strange
illusion. One mind's mad melding pot fusion, he had called it in a
poem once. He understood that he was just one of these infinite
meldings, he the physical entity that was Budd, and that he, like
the entity that was his friend Paulie, would simply be melded into



Page 12

across the empty space and into the water of the bay. But now a
building stood in his way. He would have to take it another way. He
looked to the right. There was another block. Just as flat and solid and
mutely obstinate. To the left there was another block. He was hemmed
in by blocks. In every direction buildings had somehow risen up where
before there had only been the desolate openness of space that served
no use. What had been scrubland littered with old paintcans and bent
rusty nails now reverberated to the deep, resonating, half-suppressed
sounds of human existence.

How could he not have seen it happening? How could he not
have heard it? This low yet somehow vast murmuring of people. He
could feel it vibrate in the ice-cold chambers of his belly. Children
shrieked. Clothing flapped from washing lines. Caged birds whistled
piercing, disconnected, haunting notes.

And as he looked around in stunned, numbed, bemusement, he
murmured to himself: "Well, I'll be damned."

(Untitled) by Oliver Andrew

I know:
Thin snow is starting to fall;
You’re walking across a field
Holding the rod out in front of you;
Your eyes not flinching, cautiously,
Shoulders well back, you advance,
Softly, on the invisible.

Swollen waters coil deep underneath
The hazel wishbone twitches and dips.

I know you; through tight-shut eyes
I see your thoughts, your gift,
Divine our child.
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depending on the assumptions he was making, so the page soon filled
up with numbers and crossed out numbers and other numbers seem-
ingly so grotesque they had been all but mutilated.

And finally, what all these numbers told him was that the plan
was feasible if he really did believe in himself and he really did want
this enough.

He sat still for an eternity of moments as he considered the
import of what he was asking himself to do. There was still time to
say no. There was still time to smile ruefully and shake his head and
let the dream dribble away as other dreams had dribbled away before.
He thought hard and he thought long - and wide and deep. Finally, a
deep sigh escaped him. It was a sigh of reluctant acceptance. This was
a day of judgement. When he was old and grey he would look back on
this moment and judge himself according to the decision he now took.
And it came to him he no longer had a choice. If he did nothing else in
his whole life he would at least do this. He would do it just to show
that he loved himself and that he was worth the effort. And because,
ever since the dream had come to him, he had felt that life with the
dream made sense; but that life without the dream, in the very ashes
of the dream, was no longer an existence worth contemplating. It
would have been filled with the failure of wanting enough to live.

And he wanted suddenly to live.
It was going to be a long project. He could see that. It was going

to fill months and years of his life. "Two years," he thought optimisti-
cally. "It'll take me two years."

So he needed somewhere he could work steadily and without
interruption. Somewhere he could leave his tools without any fear that
they would go missing. Somewhere large. And no sooner had he
started looking than he found it. A run down shed that had once
housed goodness knows what. The owner agreed to let it out for a
small sum.

Even then the dream might have shown itself to be unfeasible. It was
possible there was a small part of his brain that secretly hoped there
would be an obstacle so large that it would confront him with the
majestic absurdity of his ambitions. An obstacle so bluntly immov-
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able that he would not be able to blame himself for his failure to
continue. He could retire from the fray with honour enhanced, no stain
of failure needing to be hidden.

But each obstacle fell away even as he approached it. He ordered
the design and it came. He was going to build a catamaran. Twenty-
eight feet long. A ship that could take him across oceans. He bought the
tools and found a wood supply. Then came the problem of glue. He
found that the glue he needed was only available by direct order in
commercial quantities from abroad. He enquired if they would agree, in
his case, to consider a smaller order. A reply came back. They would.
Then he had to wait. Finally it arrived. Everything was ready. He could
start.

He worked slowly, with the infinite, inexorable patience of the
man who has no fears of arriving but who wishes the moment of arrival
to be total and complete. And it was true, now that the work had started,
that he no longer had any fears. He felt rather a warm glow in his belly.
At first it was barely noticeable but as the work progressed it grew more
intense and spread. It manifested itself in the spring of his step and the
light in his eyes. He was in command of his own fate.

There were to be no last minute worries suddenly that this
section or that part had been skimped on or was wanting in any manner.
He asked questions of himself and the design and made modifications
as he went along. He imagined how life aboard his boat would be in the
roaring, growling oceans and he added supports and rope holds and
discovered ways of strengthening the frame. Of course he had to work
at his full-time job to get the money to afford the wood and paint and
glue and ropes and sails and all the rest of it. The project inched
forward with infinite slowness.

At first friends and neighbours looked on with a nod of respect.
Respect gave way to mild humour. The size of the commitment was so
vast. Surely he had taken on too much. Maybe he had. Sometimes he
thought that too, mocking himself. But he felt that glow in his belly. He
had no fears on that score. News became folklore. That's the barn where
the boat is being built. Winter became spring passed through summer
and autumn and returned to winter and continued through to the soggy
dampness of spring again. That's the barn where the boat is being built.
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Oh yes? I've heard of that. Summer became autumn and winter came
again, the season of fingerless mittens. Folklore became myth. If the
gods want to destroy you, they first convince you to build a boat.

But it continued to progress - as if the very future itself was
hauling it forward to completion. But this was not a piece of work that
could be hurried. He did not want a boat that leaked. But all boats leak
his sailing friends assured him. Yes, he knew that. But he wanted a boat
that didn't leak. And always there were the over-riding concerns of
balance and symmetry. The two hulls needed to be laboriously caulked.
It took time and patience. A lot of patience.

Brass fittings were purchased from chandler's shops in narrow
alleys. These shops outfitted working boats. He felt increasingly at
home here surrounded by the brass lanterns and rope and fishing tackle
and bales of canvas sheeting. This was his world. Then there were the
sails. They too had to be ordered from abroad. And when they came
they had to be inspected inch by inch.

It all took much longer than he had expected. Jobs that he had
imagined might take days took months. Two years stretched into three.
Three years sweated into four. Four years groaned into five.

And then, one day, it was damn near finished.
The boat was ready to be brought out of the shed and taken down

to the water and floated. He saw himself getting on, pulling up the sail
and just sailing away into the deep vast solitude of the empty ocean.

Escape. This after all was the ultimate purpose. Beyond the
escape there was nothing. He had no dreams of arriving in foreign
ports. His dream considered only the leaving. Soon. Very soon. This
was the moment to allow the first subtle tingling quivers of anticipation
to flutter in his stomach.

He opened the doors of the shed and looked out. It was late
afternoon and expecting to be dazzled by the rays of the setting sun, he
half-closed his eyes. He wanted to bathe himself in the cleansing rays,
to be purified by the light. Instead he was enveloped in dark shadow.
Puzzled, he opened his eyes and looked around. He thought he knew
this place. But the world had moved on. Where before there had been a
grassy wasteland there was now a block of flats. It stood obstinately in
his way. In his mind he had seen himself drag the boat from the shed,


