
 It was early that evening, it must have been a Friday or a Saturday, 
I can’t be sure, that I realized that I had arranged to go out. It must have 
been that that afternoon I had been snoozing on the couch watching the 
usual disaster scenarios play out on CNN news and I must have lost focus 
as I slid into comfortable unconsciousness.  
 Actually I had had a mysterious glimmer of expectation all 
afternoon, but had put it to one side in my mind. Then I sat up, cleared 
my mind and remembered that I’d been invited to something, it was a 
party, at least a party was what I expected, perhaps better a sort of get 
together. Out of town a little, perhaps Hampstead. I knew the place by 
sight but not by address exactly. 
 Well, you get ready, don’t you: I wore what you would expect, 
comfortable clothes, and decided to take a light jacket in case the weather 
became inclement, containing a few things, money, a pencil and a scrap 
of paper to make important notes, should anything ever happen to become 
important. I was of course casual, the air warm but not clammy, pleasant. 
As far as I was concerned, the world was at peace with me and itself.  
 I ran my eyes over the apartment as I left, with a checklist in my 
mind: security, lights on timers; double-throw the security lock; the usual 
stuff.  I was glad that I no longer had a cat to worry about, he had died 
unexpectedly a month earlier and I was not ready for any kind of 
replacement, you see Ubu had been a dear friend. It takes time. 
 The early evening light bade me farewell. 
 The journey seemed shorter than usual, the travelling crowds 
denser: I put that down to the endless dying of the evening light. Soon 
over, though. 
 And then there I was. Picture now the scene. I arrive somewhere in 
what might be the Vale of Health at, Hampstead, to meet my friends, for 
it is upon a slight meandering slope, grassy, the broken sound of music, 
light and air, muted. We are happy to be together. Up the slope there is a 
whirling of elbows and more laughter, as people work their way through 
the mêlée, almost a crush of people, at this happy party. Now I see that 
there is a stream trickling somewhere through the grass and the bushes, I 
can hear it now and some people seem to be sitting beside it, talking, 
calm and laughing, obviously enjoying themselves. I see someone 
unwrapping a gift of some kind. More muted laughter. It’s a pleasant, 
relaxed scene, people talking and joking and laughing and generally 
being social: flirting and occasionally embracing, hugging, placing their 
arms around their friend’s shoulders. We, the party, are quite a crowd and 
have soon become care-less, treating our cares as if they are no longer 
there. 
 You’ll say this is all a bit unreal, and yes that’s the way I saw it 
too; but life is so full of surprises that when a surprise turns out to be a 



happy one, you just grasp it and feel good about it all, don’t you! 
 We, it seems at least most of us at the part anyway are lightly clad, 
in generally pale summer attire. This seems to me in its way unusual - 
don’t most people here watch out for the cold and wear darker, denser 
things?  
 ‘Or maybe I should expect it,’ I told myself, I don’t know quite 
why - but that is just a note, not so much as a punctuation mark in my 
story. 
 As you would think, I know most people here at the party in an 
abstract way, the way you find that you have a deep mysterious 
camaraderie for strangers in the same uniform when you are in uniform 
yourself. I guess that any dress which describes a state of mind brings you 
together as a group. As it is disparate as they are, I seem to know them all 
from somewhere or other, faces and voices from here there and the past 
too, some only distantly. Well, that’s how it is. 
 So. We have this friendship between us, all the people in my 
eyeline, the endless Summer throng which proceeds through the immense 
length of our party along the grass which follows the course of the stream 
down to the pools at the back of the Heath itself. 
 I’m making conversation, speaking to friends, most of which are 
acquaintances rather than friends, as I’ve said.  
 Then suddenly, sweetly almost, I am no longer alone (not that I’m 
alone surrounded by my friends, you understand). Almost without a word 
I have been joined by a delightfully attractive woman, who wants to be 
with me, takes my arm as if we have known each other for ever, and 
begins to guide me through the endless way of this group of partygoers. 
 I know her well, but as for ever well… I don’t mention it at all, we 
smile and look into each others eyes; it must be clear to anyone looking 
on that we must be friends as well as lovers. This is all a bit abstract: I 
know her and she obviously knows me, we must be, or were perhaps, 
lovers, but what has created this is that the understanding is there and we 
daren’t change it so we leave it be. I grasp for her name, but I am 
uniformly terrible with names – but how could it be so with a lover? 
Why, I even know her scent, like my gloves on a cold day, it fits her in 
the same way that it fits me about her. 
 This must be our secret, part of our love. It will be so, maybe 
forever. Why did I say that, knowing that everything is transitory? Poetic 
licence perhaps, at this most poetic of times. 
 
 
 Now some time later and somehow lost in my memory, maybe as a 
result of my unexpectedly light stride, by following the rising heath we 
had reached the old Toll Gate which marks the road which continues past 



Dick Turpin’s old hangout towards Highgate. The bar of the pub is 
thronged with people, laughing, talking, having a good time.  
 This evening it is obviously one of those distended Summer ones, 
because not only does the warm westering Sun seem to be frozen in its 
huge frame in the sky, but it seems immovable, and when I remark on 
that no-one except me gives a damn. I get amused looks, that’s all. Well, 
they are very probably right, who knows, it could be the alcohol, it could 
be the company - or the conversation which I swap with my guide and 
anyone who fancies a word with us, so I forget the inevitable and logical 
encroachment of night in the same way and for perhaps the same reason 
that I have apparently forgotten my previously ever present watch, for I 
cannot even bring myself to read it. It seems a long way from me, from 
my mind. Because? Because I’m diverted and enjoying the blueness of 
the sky, the laughter, the tinkling of the brook, the gentle touch on my 
hand and the sweetness of the late Summer air.  
 At the same time there’s a honey sweet quality about all this which 
is hard exactly to define, but I wallow in it anyway, like an ancient 
buffalo in modern clothes, surrounded by as many friends as he can 
count, and accompanied by: well at last she told me (why should she?) ; 
Anäis. 
 As I said before, I didn’t know Anäis, but yet apparently I did. I 
was sure I recognized her and yet I didn’t. Well, there you are! But she 
seemed sure of me, that at least was sure; and when I looked into her eyes 
I saw the unexpected; my own secret sky, translucent crystal, liquid blue, 
cloisonné enamelled diamond-shot silver-grey: secret dark and 
mysterious delicate silken greys and browns. They say you always 
remember your mother’s eyes. 
 Now I found that we were wandering along the secret pathways 
between the heath and the Concert Bowl. In the failing light the chalk 
paths looked almost clinically clear against the dense bulk of the tree’s 
shadow in the ultra violet radiation. Now we both had become instant 
Hollywood stars with the perfect suntans that the radiation delivered us. 
 There were fewer revellers here, but you could still hear laughter 
and light-hearted gossip and see people laughing and content and quiet 
within their own solitude. 
 
 We walked on hand in hand in the settling twilight Anäis and I, 
birds singing, bushes being nuzzled by the gentle wind. It was time out of 
mind, moments of a sort of dream of land-bound oceans, endlessly easing 
in; a gentle warm wind. All my memories came at me as if they were 
birds, I could hear them and see them, a dense flock of Starlings in the 
summer twilight. 
 



 
 At length we were alone, on a sort of knoll, perhaps that part of 
Hampstead hill that looks down at the lake. We were sitting in the open 
window of a sort of cabin and looking out into that endless almost ever 
darkling space. We had kissed again and I felt her warmth against my 
chest. I knew that I must love her, Anäis, whoever she was. 
 We’d been walking for hours, though the distance itself was not 
long, the Sun threatening to slip behind the trees on Parliament Hill. I 
suddenly thought: 
 “We should start back sometime, the Sun will set soon” 
 Anäis  pulled away suddenly anxious and then looked at me as if 
secretly covetous, concerned. There seemed to be a slight edge of concern 
in her voice as she said: 
 “Oh, Frank, there is no way you can go back now.”  
  
 
 
 
 
 


