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1. Men can’t buy flowers for 
themselves

FRIDAY EVENING and the weather was dithering. The glow from the 
street lights above was flecked and scratched by an uncommitted drizzle. 
Not so much cats and dogs, more kittens and pups. The sky was closing 

in on the day, finishing it off with a spit and dribble. Yet there was also bustle, 
bustle. Now, between the wind-whipped syncopation of the rain everything 
and everyone seemed to be bustling except for Mac. Rather, a morose crawl 
from supermarket to home and an evening alone. 

Around him young people seemed to be already recounting the events of that 
night. Perhaps their lives were as predictable as his. They knew they were go-
ing out. They knew they were going to get drunk. They knew it would be a 
great laugh – even if it wasn’t.

What was equally predictable were the stares, the faint smiles of amusement, 
the questions. There he was at the bus stop, shopping bags at his feet, nurs-
ing a bunch of flowers. Is it impossible that he had bought them for himself? 
Or is it obligatory that he had bought them for a woman? It couldn’t be a 
funeral – far too late in the day. He had, however, always been fascinated by 
the superficial contradiction between the splash and horticultural splendour 
vis a vis the dark sobriety of the mourners (go on, let’s admit it: sometimes we 
want to celebrate the death, not the life. Bright clothes, dark flowers). Perhaps 
he was trying to “make things up” after some proverbial row. Men buy flowers 
in their quest for forgiveness or compromise according to apocryphal folklore. 
Clearly, men can’t buy flowers for themselves.

If there was room at all on the next bus it would be the usual, predictable case 
of cack-handedly navigating his baggage in to the least uncomfortable space 
available. And then it would begin.

If a fellow passenger were to take some cursory note of the contents of his 
shopping bags were they likely to ask who he had bought the loaf of bread 
for, the bottle of wine? It seems unlikely. Yet a man with flowers seemed to be 
open season. “Oh, they are lovely”, he was told on one occasion. “Your wife 
will be pleased.” “No she won’t, they’re for the mistress”, he replied. 

There was no mistress. Indeed, there was no wife. There were close friends of 
course, but no one that he might regularly wake up with. Flowers brought 
colour to the consuming solace of his life.

He’d always liked flowers. And gardens. He’d lovingly tended and struggled 
with the small back garden of the flat he shared with a former partner. But 
that was a long time ago. Such was the length of time that had passed since 
then that when he began to buy flowers he realised he would first need a vase 
– a short, stout green and white striped vase. (Little did he know then that in 
years to come he would be back in a garden attempting to tame his mother’s 
borders.)

He started simply and cheaply. Carnations. Value for money and guaranteed 
for 14 days. Yet this promise had puzzled him. If he kept the receipt and they 
had shrivelled and died after only 12 days would he really get his money back 
or a new, free bunch. How would he prove that the deceased were those he 
had purchased from the supermarket and not from some rogue street vendor? 
To his knowledge he had never seen a logo stamped delicately on a petal or 
stalk. But carnations it was, or, as he learned later, Dianthus Cultivar.

•

Dianthus – from the classical Greek dios of Zeus and anthos flower. What on 
earth, he wondered, had this bargain bin flower got to do with the supreme 
god of Olympus. This was perhaps a little unkind. While the varieties avail-
able for £1.50 at the supermarket were somewhat mundane there was a lot 
more to be said for the “Becky Robinson” or, so appropriately, the “Fair Folly”. 
But Zeus? This could be addictive. At first it was a present to himself, wrap-
ping ripped off. But it was clearly not enough to trim and arrange the flowers, 
sending sparks of light to the four corners of his dour living room; the small 
packet of feed, the contents shooting this way and that before the remains 
entered the vase; to withdraw slightly and circle to check from every angle 
that the distribution was just right, just so; no, he had to know everything 
about them.

This could involve some fantasy. Could he, perhaps, be an equal to Zeus? He 
had a few well received articles under his belt, a dubious reputation as the 
dilettante leftist of choice to be seen drinking with; but this was hardly com-
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parable with dividing the creation of the universe between your brothers. And 
when Zeus got bored of creation he turned to pro-creation – many different 
times and in many different guises.

His own, one brush with pro-creation resulted in near death. An ambulance 
churning and curving through the slow, slow discordant racket of the traffic; 
counting, checking cash over, over and over again; the desperate breathing 
and struggle beside him even as the rush, rush, rush of the trolley wheels took 
her – took her away.

Little survived (it can be true: “no love lost”), apart from guilt and recrimina-
tion. They always survive.

Zeus had a thunderbolt. Mac had his carnations.

• 

Cultivar. Now that was easy, at least in theory. Cultivation. We all like to 
cultivate, he thought. But, then again, perhaps that took him too close to pro-
creation. As close as he had come he none the less knew that children don’t 
come with a 14 day guarantee, plonk them in a vase and get a new bunch later.

Cultivation. Cultivation, baby: it’s the key.

There are shorter growing cultivars, the “old fashioned” variety, which do well 
in the borders of a garden, preferring alkaline soil as do the “modern”, taller 
varieties. But Zeus? He couldn’t escape. He couldn’t help but return to this. 
He discovered that on the occasion Zeus deigned to give Phoebe the hori-
zontal time of day he transformed the two of them into quails. Really? Mac 
preferred his quails on a plate, rather than flapping around reproducing demi-
gods. But to return to more serious matters: as hard as he looked, Mac had 
never found any reference to chameleon carnations. It was time to move on.

•

The next supermarket bargain had to be chrysanthemums. Now this really did 
pose a problem. From the first signs of melodramatic teenage nihilism to the en-
croaching storms of middle-age angst, you couldn’t get much better than this ...

2. Encore sur le Boulevard (St Germain)
FLOWERS DIDN’T matter here — porqoui? — because they were every-
where, stupid. This was Paris. Fifty francs for a two course lunch. Where the 
Sunday morning market stalls bloomed — but Mac didn’t. At least a man 
could buy flowers with impunity. Paris could be romantic in Spring; but on 
this day it was gloomy, grey and Mac was in a mood. It was clearly Autumn.

•

Juliana was even worse, jumping and running from one disastrous relation-
ship to the next. She was always looking back. At least Mac attempted to keep 
his disastrous relationships to a bare minimum. If only they could meet: the 
perfect match, but no referee.

Pasqua Mahmood served Mac as he always would. With love. Devoted love.

Pasqua was half Mac’s age; probably not even thought of let alone born by 
the time the Algerian war of independence was at its height. But that didn’t 
matter. Most male Parisian youths of north African descent could give you 
intimate details of their own personal involvement in the fighting — from 
street to casbah; apartment to dock.

Juliana sat down at her table. Pasqua acknowledged her – as he always would. 
Mac did no more than stare into the middle distance, as he always would, 
head occasionally bobbing over the top of Liberation.

It’s not that he never acknowledged Juliana, rather that he was attempting to 
avoid another bout of hiccups. Holding his breath every now and again didn’t 
seem too much to ask. Paris purred on, oblivious to his emotional machina-
tions; above the rumble of the traffic lunchtime chatter brushed by.

“Ca va?” asked Pasqua of Juliana. “Non, no ... what do you seriously think?” 
Pasqua’s expression descended: “I don’t get paid enough to think seriously; 
now, can I start again, a drink, some lunch?”

“Both, I think. And ask Misery Guts to join me.” “Mis-er-y Guts?” “Mac.” 
She gesticulated: “Tell him I’ve got a good story for him.”
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Mac sauntered over and he was already sniffing. “So, Ms Brown, what’s the 
gossip?” “No gossip Mac, but this could be your biggest scoop ever.”

“No gossip? This had better be good.”
“Oh ... I think it could be. Do you remember when we first met?”

Mac coughs and spills some wine. “Remember? I thought you said no gossip.” 
Juliana smiled. “I thought we were quite well behaved. Perhaps you’ve been 
spinning in your head.” “I don’t think so ... I’m just taking account of the 
repercussions. The Ice Maiden left me if you remember.”

“I do ... But any way, shall I continue?” Mac waved play on, Pasqua delivered 
lunch.

“That café we escaped to after the reception ... what was it called?” “Le Her-
mite.” “Yes. And do you remember the name of the street you waxed lyrical 
about for the rest of the evening?”

Donc ...

It had to be Silver Street: the throbbing artery of Leicester’s heart. Everything 
was there. The music and clothes; the trinkets and smells. Much of Mac’s 
young sweat had been excreted here.

In Maureen’s record shop never would an important release date be missed. At 
the Very Bazarre scents, mystique and shapes would be inhaled and absorbed. 
The street was an adolescent playground, revealing arousing new secrets week 
after week.

Why? Because he was bubbling over with contradictions and by his teens he 
wanted an end to secrets; truth would out.

3. Is it all just a game?
“SILVER STREET”, Mac said. “Yes, that was it.” “But what’s the connection?” 
“Sorry?”
“The connection; between Le Hermite and Silver Street.” “Ah, yes ...”
The rhythm of the traffic was beginning to increase; beating faster and sharper, 

digging its way into the gaps of people’s speech. Interrupting. Cajoling. And 
crack. Glass tore through the air. Cutting. Gripping. Maiming. The pavements 
drew up and threw up: people tumbling this way and that, chairs and lunch 
following them. Leather and metal rudely combined, collision after collision. 
And silence. And then sirens, choking at the smoke.

•

When Julianna came round Mac was no where to be seen. But then she was 
having problems with what she could see. Was it a recollection, or a reflection? 
Order seemed to have disappeared and yet, as it dragged itself back, it had a 
feel, a sense of familiarity. She stared, gasping, into a mirror. This was surely a 
reflection — but of what?

If it was a recollection was she projecting the image she saw, and if so from 
where? Julianna turned rapidly from left to right scouring immediately for 
anyone, anyone else. But there was nothing except for an encroaching dull 
dusk, surrounding and probing.

No one. Was this it? And where was bloody Mac?

Mac was still at the cafe, somewhat nonplussed. Where was Julianna? He felt 
sure that just ... Then he was remembering and not just the last time but a 
time before. “Is this a second take or a third, a fourth?”

Pasqua interrupted his thoughts. “The young lady will be here soon.” This 
threw Mac. “Young lady?”, he asked.
“You know, Mademoiselle.”
“Oh, Julianna. Yes I’m sure she will.” She did indeed arrive, stepping gingerly, 
flustered, twisting this way and that. Looking ... always looking.

They began looking at each other; examining and silently tracing in the air. It 
was as it had been before but as if the memory had been shaken. Mac shifted 
uncomfortably.

“Were you here ... erm ... a moment ago?”, he asked.
“No.”
“Oh.”
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“I was somewhere completely different. But I ...”

Julianna sat herself down. “I thought something had happened ... and I 
needed to be here.”
“To be with me?”
“Don’t get too excited. We’re only having lunch.”

They started staring at each other again.

“But what was it? What do you think happened?” Mac asked.

“That’s the problem. I don’t know.” ✍

Copyright © 2008 Storyboard4
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4. Running off

AT Pt St Louis they wandered vaguely north towards Chatelet; but  the 
wind was beginning to tug at them, whipping at their rather gangly 
frames. This way, that way. Julianna and Mac hung on to each other 

as the evening crept up.

“Why don’t we ever do it?”, she asked.
“I beg your pardon.”
“No, not that. I mean ... We always say we’re going to run off.”
“Yes, but ...”
“We never do.”

The wind was certainly picking up, pushing against them. Others on the 
bridge to the left swayed with the syncopation and the Seine below began to 
cheer and lapp against the banks.

“Perhaps something comes up; always gets in the way”, Mac rejoined.
“But what? A great story?”
“No, well not necessarily. I honestly don’t know. May be ...”
“Something definitely gets in the way.”
“ But tomorrow. May be tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow we will have lunch as usual.”

•

Mac was on the news room floor. But what time was it? He glanced quickly; 
left, right, forwards, backwards. Daytime but the place was deserted. Had 
he missed something? Where had he just been? He suddenly caught himself 
thinking about what he was thinking.

Thinking about what you might say — if there were someone there to say it 
to — is perhaps not such a bad idea. But this?

This was like being a spectator of himself. He remembered some story; from 
when he wasn’t sure. It was some early Greek philosophers who denied motion: 
being as something essentially unchanging, a denial of movement and change.

But there was some other guy who, in front of everybody there — and that 
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Mac remembered was important — simply stepped forward, didn’t say a 
word, walked around a little and then went back to where he’d started from. 
Without saying a word this man had replied: “Here is your answer.” Simple.

“But why the bloody hell am I thinking about this?” Mac was dazed when 
searing light cracked through the window. Interruption clashed with an 
alternate, almost muffled crack around him. “Daytime. Daytime ...”, he was 
repeating. “It’s lunchtime. Shit!”

•

Julianna was waiting. The familiarity of the moment and the surroundings 
was warm. Friendly. She could see Mac running as an intervention in to that 
moment burst and thumped crudely around her. It thumped again before 
the cacophony soared. She could still see Mac running ... and still running ... 

5. Entanglement
JULIANNA THOUGHT she had been waiting a long time. Historically. 
Ever since she had sworn, as a young girl, that she was going to leave the 
stentorian tones of her home behind.

Now, in Paris, she finally felt that she no longer needed to wait. Something 
had happened; was happening. Yet the pace of the movement seemed to slow 
and crawl. The moment was within her grasp — and then gone. It would 
reappear again, just a little way ahead.

She would reach for it again, and again. And it would just be out of reach.

By now she knew the script. She knew how this moment would emerge and 
where it would appear. She knew the build up, the actions to the song. Julianna 
would sometimes articulate the frustration, to the embarrassment of others: 
“Should I be happy or unhappy? I know what’s going to happen but is that 
boring and monotonous? I see what could be but when I reach out for it ...”
She remembered something that Mac had said soon after they had first met. 
In that café; in that street. Mediation. He had been wondering if there was any 
mediation between what may be happening now, in the present, and what we 
may want of the future, or glimpse of the future. She did not recall being so 
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much perplexed by the concept as gripped by the attention he gave the matter; 
again and again. She had normally found journalists quite down to earth, 
resistant to speculative musings. The deadline was everything.

Mac on the other hand seemed almost compulsively obsessed with speculating 
about not just his own future but also about his past. Juliana recalled 
something else, an expression Mac had used: “Stealing out of life.” She felt she 
understood, in so far as Mac was always talking of escaping but would then 
become entangled in something or other that would prevent his escape. More 
than that, they seemed to share an uncanny ability to trip over their anxieties 
even if they could see them straight in front of them. Surely they could be 
avoided.

•

Mac had arrived at the café. The cacophony seemed to have been quelled. Yet 
Mac seemed distraught.

“It’s OK,” Juliana said.
“Is it? I felt sure something was happening; out of my control.”
“Just a bang from somewhere. I’m not sure what.”
“If you say so. I thought I’d ... never mind. Let’s eat” !

6. Nothing but the truth
“DO YOU remember the first time we met?”, asked Julianna.
“Yes. I do.”
Mac was thrown, not for the first time. He could remember it; or recall it. 
Whatever ... May be ... He could ... when prompted ...

He had been thrown by the dulcet “home counties” accent. Instinctively, he 
thought she was posh.

“Are you posh?”
“No.”
“Oh ...”
“Then what are you?”

16

There was no answer. The sky lit up. Parisian evenings should always be like 
this; shouldn’t they? Shrapnel is a terrible thing — especially when you’re 
trying to think about something else completely.

In that rough moment of something ... their world’s went lopsided ... no 
change there then. ✍

Copyright © Storyboard4 2008
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7. Nothing but the bore

HOSPITALS ARE meant to cure you and make you feel better. 
Mac considered this proposition carefully. Indeed, he had done so 
before. It was either a case of bad personal judgement (on numerous 

levels) or a case of very bad luck when it came to proximity to local hospitals 
that often looked as if they had been thrown-up after a particularly inedible 
hospital meal; and that is not as glib a remark as it might sound.

They have often been opened by minor royals; ugly extensions have had their 
praises sung by the fourth cousin, 10 times removed, to Duke ... Whether as 
part of their brief they were invited to experience the dystopia prevalent in 
navigating from one part of a hospital site to another part we may never know. 
Following signs should be treated with caution. Mac had, more than once, 
found himself in a cul-de-sac with refuse skips.

Hospital corridors can reveal many hidden truths, speculative stories. There 
was a Level One thoroughfare in one hospital that Mac had become familiar 
with. To one side he could see part of the ground floor roof: an abandoned 
or discarded sock, a small teddy bear. The Children’s Outpatients was near 
by. A possible connection or explanation? Throwing the ‘baby out with the 
bath water’ is so boring; throw the teddy out instead. The abandoned sock? 
Mac decided not to go there. Even so, Mac thought the minor environmental 
details filled in the gaps between one serious case and the next.

Outside the weather had been loitering with intent for some days — weeks 
even. Today there seemed to be a change. Thoughts of Julianna at their café 
table was breaking up the water weary clouds. There was still some blue sky 
shot through and speckled by genuine sunshine.

Life was rearranging itself in awkward, clumsy bursts. But was this a 
rearrangement or repetition hiding itself from any immediate discovery ✖

Copyright © Roland Wood for Storyboard4 August 2012
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8. Kitchens and other hide-outs
WHEN A storm seems to be looming isn’t it time for more accurate forecasts? 
The technology is there: satellites are creating their very own pile up in the 
heavens. Solar system road works were becoming common place. Other 
worldly ring roads were a routine bore. Repetitious even. There seemed to be 
no more surprises, although familiarity had certainly bred something.

For some the kitchen is the hub of their home. For Mac it was an escape from 
such claustrophobia. Instead, a sublime improvisation could be sketched; 
written recipes were for the forlorn and the fearful. The alternative was 
to wander, blinking; a new discovery and, at least momentarily, one more 
surprise.

“What are you doing?” Julianna asked. “I don’t know yet”, Mac replied. “It 
will excite and amaze. It will break out ...”

“A mass break out?”

“That rather depends.”

And what was Mac depending on? Inspiration, a fine new idea; clutched at 
before it toppled over. There was still the new idea; harder to conjure, to grasp. 
Yet he knew it could be done. There was no plan, nothing so rigid and there 
never had been. It was the moment he was trying rediscover before everything 
seemed to circle in on itself. Once again. So many dreams that had been 
dislodged.
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Some dreams were mere fanciful thoughts. Others required a self-discipline 
that he usually lacked. A father? Who exactly was he trying to fool? 

Copyright © Roland Wood for Storyboard4 September 2012

9. Digging it
FINDING THE right words can sometimes seem a thankless chore. But what 
if the right words have already been spoken and it is a case of reminding 
yourself. Forgotten, lurking or clamouring to be requisitioned? “Be again, be 
again”, Krapp said. “Once wasn’t enough for you.”

Perhaps the searching and meddling were to be avoided. Sifting through 
debris long forgotten by everyone except Mac. What would he remember? 
Would there be words that might shine once again?

This was the struggle over past and present. How clear was the distinction? If 
he could shape the past, nurture it anew, surely there would be fresh blossom, 
new fruit. Those in the know recommend a location that is moist, but not 
overly damp. Another consideration. He knew he should consult, gathering 
the thoughts and comfort he had often cradled himself in.

Julianna was becoming increasingly weary of his turbid manner. What 
succour she continued to provide was beginning to be rationed. She may have 
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moulded him in the past but the prospect of once again tripping through an 
unkempt alliterative maze was not enticing. There were new considerations 
now; Mac may need to tag along or decide to turn back in search of his long 
lost precious words. Picking up pieces, soothing, if only momentarily.

It is only when Lucky first puts down his bags that the thinking really begins. 
Lucky has put them down “In order to dance”, decides Vladimir. Estragon 
thinks that “Nothing happens, nobody comes, nobody goes, it’s awful!”. 
Julianna believes that is no longer the case and Mac needs to wake up. 
Vladimir implores Pozzo to ask Lucky to think; it would seem that Mac must 
do the same.

Thinking about the future — not so hard is it? Shadows of the past envelop 
him and hang. Thinking of more than himself and beyond a selfish tic n

Copyright © Roland Wood for Storyboard4 September/October 2012
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11. Here we go again ...
DEFENDING THE right to be down-in-the-dumps ... or the secret history of self-deprecation

IT’S DEPRESSING isn’t it? Mac didn’t seem to be able to step outside these 
days without someone offering him a bite of a “self-help magic well-being” 
cookie. The words ‘bull’ and the more colloquial ‘shit’ sprung to mind.

It could be the sudden bang of a door; the unexpected sound, in the home 
or on the street.  Whatever ... He had often been admonished for not doing 
enough to put his past behind him. It would all be so easy if only he would 
take a bite of one of those “magic” cookies. He had often tried to explain; for 
all his ability to write he never seemed to be able to conjure up the right words 
to get through to some people.

A lot of the problem seemed to do with identity. 
Learning that you’re the bastard son of a French 
communist refugee is not nearly as chic as some 
people, in the past, had thought. It’s not as if he was 
born with a bottle of Côtés du Rhône in his arms. A 
shame; it might have been a good year.

There was a French shrink who worked on/with him 
who once said he suffered from “drim superficial”; a 
shallow dream or awakening dream. This could be 
images or, occasionally, words.

Sometimes, to go forward you might have to go back. There in, perhaps, lay 
another problem. Not many people tend to talk of an oxymoron ... Ontology: 
people can’t get enough of it. “I think; therefore I am a 17th century 
philosopher.”

Is there harm in self-deprecation? Mac had never understood why there should 
be. Perhaps it could lead to “self-harm”; may be ... may be not. However, self-
deprecation might be a valid method for day-to-day balance. There are no 
recommendations.

Being a “clever clogs” was not what it’s cooked up to be; the proletarian masses 
are not queuing up to hear about why Samuel Beckett was actually a satirist. 

10. Added value
CONTEMPLATION CAN be positive and can drain. Sifting through 

fragments; preserving something, discarding something else. Now 
was that time; or the opportunity to prepare. What did he know? 

What did he need to learn? A new beginning and not just for him. The self-
centred life was to be filed away, losing itself among another pile of papers. 
Not forgotten — edited — but definitely filed away.

A new beginning was to start now. It would not be easy — Mac knew that in 
advance. If he had no plan was he to simply react? Common sense was to be 
his new goal. Maybe some adaptation would help. New and unexpected and 
no real clues.

Common sense would not be simple. Mac believed it implied some degree 
of consensus; a collective, commonly held agreement. He had found that 
was usually lacking. Indeed, commonly held views may be obstinate, ancient 
sedimentary layers always pressing down. The law maybe “an ass” but he had 
little time for either lawyers or donkeys.

The law had little time for him. “You can’t go on like this”, was a familiar 
refrain: the words of an obstinate. “Won’t you defend me?” There was no 
reply. There was no need.

Mac could feel the memory creeping up on him. He would turn and nothing 
was there. Again and ...

And he could recall the frustration and the need to articulate. Recollections 
were becoming clearer, yet the narrow shadows of the street were wrenching 
him in one direction and then another. He didn’t need to be there; he wasn’t 
adding anything. How could Mac go on like this? This was no longer a 
priority. Instead, new priorities: not even ill-defined but undefined ❂

Copyright © Roland Wood for Storyboard4 October 2012
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“What do you mean what?”
“What do you think?”
“I think ... I think you don’t look yourself.”
“That’s because I’m becoming someone or something else.”
“That is scary. Am I going to like this new you?”
“Difficult to say.”
“Have a go.”

Could traffic ever be collectively charged with 
molestation of the soul? That would depend, sure-
ly, on the weight of experience. Right now it was 
playing games; shifting again and again without 
any real progress. No absolute objectivity was re-
quired. Together with the driving rain it held all 
the reins — but no answers. An event was loom-
ing: the self was to be added to, or appropriated, 
and no-one seemed prepared. This new self? What 
was it to be like? Still no answers.

“Was this the plan?”
“I didn’t think we had one.”
“No, neither did I.”

Copyright © Roland Wood for Storyboard4 November 2012

Can’t imagine why. Was it the fact that an Irish playwright spent so many years 
in Paris? What’s wrong with living in Paris? A lot apparently; the English often 
seem to hate the French even more than they do the Germans. Of course, we 
are talking about the same people Anglais who worship Norman aristocracy. At 
least the modern monarchy are descended from some Hanoverian has-beens; 
they’re not French for m****’s sake.

Secret papers have been released from 1981 indicating some differences in the 
then Tory cabinet about the purchase of nuclear-armed Trident submarines. 
One cabinet member is quoted as saying: “Failure to acquire Trident would 
have left the French as the only nuclear power in Europe. This would be 
intolerable.” Quite right, Mac thought; we should all be armed to the teeth 
and ready to destroy ourselves in three minutes. If the bloody French were 
left in control they’d probably pop out for a coffee first. That’s “intolerable”.

There was still spare time. Aspiration was throttled by indecision, yet this 
provided opportiunities for spare time to be used fruitfully. New avenues 
seemed more important, more vital, than constance n

Copyright © Roland Wood for Storyboard4 October 2012

12. Time is telling
PERHAPS THERE is a point at which the spectrum of colours blends into 
one. It was an idle thought; the result of time not spent on other things.

It annoyed Julianna. Time was becoming precious. Time for idle thinking 
would end; if there was to be thinking to be done it would need to be fo-
cussed. She could feel herself becoming stifled, no longer free to follow Mac’s 
whims or stories, many of which were not always well-paid. A new challenge 
was to emerge, somewhat literally. Fear was as prevalent in her thoughts as any 
other emotion. No amount of books, pre-natal gobble-de-gook was going to 
help. This was the only child to have ever been born; Mac was unique too, but 
possibly for the wrong reasons.

“Ok?”
“What?”

 Repetition
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13. New ends, old beginnings

STANDING ON the edge, wondering whether to fall. The repercus-
sions: broken bones or just some unsightly bruising? Surely this was 
vanity running amok. The past was amok and it was catching up on 

Mac. Old options were running out and responsibilities were beckoning. 
This was no tease.

Responsibility was surely no new metaphor. Yet control, authority — 
sensible and dependable — another chimera. Unless the fable was now 
redundant.

In the tale, Bellerophon (with a great deal of help from Pagasus) kills the 
fire breathing mutant by flying above it. It could be said that Bellerophon 
was now too conceited and he headed for Mount Olympus. Zeus, never one 
to miss a god-like opportunity, had Pegasus stung and the contract monster 
killer fell to earth.

Zeus? There was a familiarity here. Bargain bin flowers. New events were 
to be expected — in familiar surroundings ❂
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