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	There is something special about meeting an old acquaintance by chance. A reunion with someone you were close to a long time ago always seems a bit miraculous. But for the blind especially this is a very unlikely occurrence, as you might as well pass one another by without even knowing it.

	So in 1984, at the age of sixty-one, Daisy Hayes was quite thrilled to encounter her old classmate Janet, blind like her, in her doctor’s waiting room. Then a disturbing fact became clear: Janet did not have such fond memories of our blind sleuth when she was a schoolgirl. She even asked, “Remember the night Vicky died? I’ve always wanted to know: did you push her down the stairs?”

	Suddenly Daisy found herself accused of murder; she was appalled, and asked herself, “Do all my old schoolmates think I pushed Vicky? How can I prove my innocence forty years after the facts?” To achieve just that, she was forced to go rooting in a distant past, with shocking results.

	 

	“Two of Nick Aaron’s most intriguing creations come together in a most intricate plot: the ‘Anne Sullivan’, Daisy’s old school, and her son Jonathan, a.k.a. Johnny-John, who puts the words ‘problem-child’ to shame. Enjoy!”

	The Weekly Banner

	 

	This 60k novel is a stand-alone in The Blind Sleuth Mysteries

	 


 

	 

	 

	The darkness hideth not from thee, but the night shineth as the day: the darkness and the light are both alike to thee.

	Psalm 139:12
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	I   Ships passing in the night

	 

	 

	— 1 —

	 

	“Where exactly have all the doors gone?”

	The boy, sixteen, going on seventeen, was frowning fiercely. His mother, sixty-one and blind since birth, couldn’t see that, but she heard it in his voice. The self-importance, the righteous indignation, the long-suffering impatience, it was all there, in his intonation and in the barely perceptible sigh that accompanied the question.

	“The doors?” she answered innocently, “well, the man took them away.”

	“What do you mean took them away? Just like that?”

	“No, of course not… I told him to.”

	“Just like that? Without even asking me?”

	“Yes, I had to, darling, sorry.”

	“What do you mean you had to? Of course you didn’t have to!”

	They were sitting at the kitchen table in their small flat in Tufnell Park, at half-past-seven in the morning. Both were preparing to go out for the day: the mother for a day’s work as a physiotherapist at her group practice, and the son as a pupil and a martyr at the local comprehensive. Daisy had taken to the latest health fads of the 80s: oatmeal with wheat germ and cottage cheese for breakfast. She also had a daily workout at the practice to keep in shape and maintain her muscle tone. Her son Jonathan, in contrast, was rather fat and limp. When he’d joined her in the kitchen, he’d grabbed a couple of sausages and some bacon from the fridge, and proceeded to singe them in a skillet above a hellish gas fire on the kitchen stove. As young as he was, he had taken to preparing his own food, if only because he had no intention of following his mother’s health fads. Not for him the spaghetti with skinless chicken breasts and spinach. He’d rather stick a frozen pizza in the oven, thank you very much. His mother admired him unreservedly for his culinary independence, even though she had to do the washing-up of all those greasy utensils afterwards. The boy wouldn’t dream of taking care of that side of things himself. At least they drank coffee together for breakfast, the mother’s brew having been pronounced acceptable for consumption by her son.

	“Mummy, I find this intolerable, you know,” Jonathan whined.

	“What, about the doors, you mean?”

	“Yes.”

	“Well, I told you we had a problem, but you didn’t see fit to do anything about it, now did you?”

	There had been an ongoing war of attrition about the doors in their flat. Daisy insisted they should remain wide open, normally. “Either that, or close them completely: at least I can hear that a door is closed and I won’t crash into it, maybe only bump up against it.” But more often than not, out of sheer absent-mindedness or indifference, Jonathan had been in the habit of leaving them ajar, so that his blind mother, circulating in the flat at a brisk pace, would crash into those half-open doors edge-on. Very painful.

	The boy, who sometimes turned out to be astonishingly shrewd in a perverse way, had declared, “You know my principles, Mummy. I refuse to be taken hostage by your disability. I don’t want to become a slave to your blindness.”

	“I know, dearie. But can’t you make an exception in this case?”

	Jonathan had sighed deeply, but couldn’t be bothered to change his habits. So Daisy had banged her head just one time too many and decided that enough was enough: no more doors in her house. She’d hired a carpenter to remove the panels, the thresholds, and even the hinges, and restore the door frames to a pristine condition. Only both their bedrooms still had doors now, as they never entered each other’s private domain anyway.

	While he was wolfing down his blackened sausages and bacon, the boy kept up a steady stream of complaints: that it was a disgrace; that he couldn’t even take a crap anymore, or a bath for that matter, with any level of decency, or the slightest measure of elementary privacy. That he needed to be able to close the frigging doors.

	Daisy admired the boy’s rich and varied vocabulary, making a snap decision to overlook one foul word and one profanity, and she shrugged: “What do you need closed doors for? I can’t see you in your bath or on the loo!”

	“But you can hear me!”

	“Yes, but there’s no need to fear for your modesty on account of me: I’m your mother! Besides, at my school, when I was your age, the bathrooms and loos didn’t have doors either… I’m not asking you anything I myself haven’t suffered plenty as well!”

	“But that was a school for blind girls: you were all blind!”

	“At least your own room still has a door! And what day of the week is this anyway? It is Monday, isn’t it? Well, the man took the doors away on Friday, and only now you notice. You can hardly pretend that you’re devastated, as it didn’t even register until now.”

	“I was hardly at home all that time.”

	“And you were hardly bothered.”

	“It’s so unfair! This is my house too!”

	“Nope. Sorry. You’re still only sixteen and this place is my property… I’ll do what I like with my own property.”

	“Tssh! Typical!”

	“Listen, I’ve lived in this flat for forty years now; it’s the only place in the world where I feel completely at ease, where I can move around without thinking. So I refuse to be taken hostage by your lack of consideration. I don’t want to become a slave to your indifference.”

	“Well, I’m so sorry that I even exist!”

	This was the opening Daisy had been waiting for. She had already been thinking for a moment that this discussion was going nowhere and that there was only one way to put an end to it. So she stood up and stepped around the table, cooing, “Oh! Johnny-John, don’t say that! I’m so glad that you exist! Of course I am!”

	She stepped over to her son’s chair, bent down from behind, pawed him powerfully, her arms around his neck, and began to stroke his lardy chest with her open hands, rubbing her soft round cheek against his ear, kissing him and hugging him, like a big, lovelorn lioness licking her cub. Jonathan squirmed and protested, “Mummiiiee! Cut it out! I’m not a baby!”

	“Yes you are! Oooh yes you are! You’re still my biiig baby; you’ll always be!”

	The boy jumped up from his chair and fled the kitchen, but not at once, not without allowing his mother to get away with hugging him for just a little longer than would have been strictly necessary to escape her clutches. Or was that only her imagination?

	At any rate, the best way to get even with her son when he aggravated her, Daisy found, was to smother him with love. And she didn’t even need to pretend: she adored her boy, come what may, even if he took after his father so… Killing that man had been the best thing she’d ever done. He’d abducted her and chained her up in a prison cell. He’d raped her every day. He’d pierced her eardrums and raped her some more because her helplessness when she’d become deaf as well as blind had turned him on no end. And she would never have escaped alive if she hadn’t managed to kill him first… But the fruit of these unholy couplings had turned out to be a great blessing. She loved her boy no matter what. It was simply a miracle to be a mother, something she’d never expected to experience. And she was grateful that life had given her this opportunity to find out for herself what being a mother really meant, even though hers was a motherhood straight from hell.

	 

	Later that morning, riding on the tube to work, Daisy—who was something of a fixture for the commuters on her line: mature ‘babe’, rather alluring; white cane, dark glasses—reflected on her relationship with Jonathan. When you lived with a teenage son so late in life, it kept you young; you were challenged all the time; should you become complacent and rather pleased with yourself, an adolescent housemate was sure to smell it out immediately and take you down a notch or two. And that was a good mental-health discipline.

	On the other hand, though, the poor boy had enough problems of his own. He was not liked at school. They called him ‘potato face’, which always made him angry. He clearly had anger issues, which wasn’t surprising, with such a father. He would become resentful and set up elaborate campaigns of ratting on his schoolmates with every teacher who would listen. Daisy had told him that as long as he kept going to his teachers to whine about his troubles, he would only make things worse.

	Arriving in town and making her way to the practice along a familiar route, she told herself that he was a big boy now. It was out of her hands. As for herself, going to work, she had every reason to feel happy. She would be retiring in a couple of years. And work was one of the things you enjoyed most at the age of sixty-one: the satisfaction of being at the top of your game. With forty years of experience you were bound to be a real master at your trade.

	Her first patient of the day was a man of forty-two, and he was seeing her for the first time. His case was a classic. He felt a tingling in his funny bone; the little finger and ring finger of his left hand felt numb; he was losing his control and his grip in that hand. “I can no longer cut the nails of my right-hand fingers… you know, using my left hand? Like I normally do?”

	“Absolutely. As your GP said, it’s called ‘cubital tunnel syndrome’ and we’re going to tackle it together… quite literally, as you’ll find out.”

	“Uh-huh? You can fix it?”

	“Yes, yes, no worries,” Daisy said, all smiles, “I’ve been doing this job for forty years, and I have a case like yours at least once a month.”

	She went on to explain quietly that there was this important nerve, the ‘ulnar nerve’, that passes along the bones of the elbow—the ‘humerus’ and the ‘ulna’—by way of the ‘cubital tunnel’, a narrow passage under the ligaments that hold those bones together.

	“Sometimes the nerve gets stuck in its sheath and stops functioning properly. What we’re going to do are some ‘nerve gliding exercises’, that you will repeat at home twice a day for a couple of weeks. But first I’m going to pull on that nerve myself, quite forcefully. I’ll bend your neck to the right while twisting your wrist upwards, then I’ll bend your neck the other way and push your wrist downwards… Now, in order to do all this, I’ll have to hold you in a kind of wrestling grip, and I’ll have to press your head quite firmly against my chest with my right hand. Got it? Now, don’t get any funny ideas in your head, I don’t take kindly to that. Ever heard about ‘a blind rage’? You don’t want to find out what that really means.”

	Even when you were an overripe sixty-one, it was astonishing how many male patients associated the notion of a ‘masseuse’ with all sorts of adolescent fantasies. You had to nip those in the bud. And so this formidable blind physiotherapist proceeded with her treatment. Her younger colleagues admired her greatly. “You’re amazing, Daise. All your patients just eat out of your hand; they positively adore you.”

	“Well, am I not adorable?”

	“Adorable is not quite the mot juste, my dear.”
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	On Wednesdays, Daisy did not work in the afternoon; in fact her part-time week was then over. On that particular Wednesday she’d taken advantage of the fact that she was already in town to make an appointment with an ear-nose-and-throat specialist. Because of that nasty business with pierced eardrums seventeen years ago, she needed to ‘see’ a specialist once every couple of years, for tests and a check-up. Only, the man she used to see had recently retired. That was one of those things when you’d turned sixty: suddenly people you’d always relied on, who were hardly older than you, retired! So she was seeing this Doctor Gladwell for the first time.

	She had to find her way to a new address, which took some doing, but eventually a friendly passer-by led her up the steps to the front door of the specialist. The unknown lady even rang the correct bell for her, as there were several doctors in the building, but as soon as the door was buzzed open, she let Daisy go inside alone. So there she was, in an unknown environment, with no idea how to proceed further. However, she had plenty of time and just waited behind the door for a patient to come out, and asked him for directions. Finally she was welcomed by Doctor Gladwell’s assistant, Miss Boyd, who escorted her to a seat in the waiting room. “I’ll be back in a moment, Mrs Hayes, we have to run some hearing tests in our special booth, you know.”

	“By all means. That’s what I’m here for.”

	So a while later Daisy was sitting in a sound-proof cubicle with a pair of headphones on, concentrating on the elusive electronic siren’s songs that softly penetrated her brain, sounding from seemingly unfathomable distances. The new doctor was quite up-to-date and had rigged his testing equipment to a ‘computer’. All you needed to do was to push a button on a hand-held switch, and the computer would automatically draw a graph of your performance. During such tests Daisy felt like a sailor on the night watch, straining her ears and her mind to make out the merest signals on a distant horizon.

	When the set of tests was over, Miss Boyd tore the fanfold ribbon out of the computer’s printer, and remarked, “It’s a funny thing, Mrs Hayes, the doctor already has one blind patient, and she’s inside with him right now… Mrs Reddington. Maybe you know her?”

	“Reddington, you say? Doesn’t ring a bell, no.”

	Daisy moved back to her seat and smiled. Why did people always assume she would know every other blind person in London? In fact, she knew few blind people, and certainly didn’t socialise with any of them… not anymore. While she waited for her turn—she was quite early still—she thought back to the last time she had met a couple of friends from school. That had been in 1967, at the opening of her first—and last—solo exhibition. For many years Daisy had been very serious about sculpture. Nellie, Gladys and Myrtle, who’d been her best friends at school, had been there on that day. All three of them in their forties at the time. But she had never met them again after that, what with all the tragic events that had followed, leading up to Jonathan’s birth. She’d just had too many other things on her mind and had lost touch…

	The door of the surgery opened. The smooth male voice of the young doctor, which until now had hardly registered as some muffled mutterings behind a padded door, suddenly sounded loud and clear: “Nothing to worry about, Mrs Reddington, we’ll sort this out for you in no time!”

	By the sound of a cane scraping the floor, you could hear that the patient was blind and was being carefully led into the waiting room. Then an unassuming female voice answered, “Thank you doctor, I’m most grateful.”

	Daisy pricked up her ears. She thought she knew that voice, that ingrained shyness: a long time ago it had been utterly familiar, although the tone of speech was louder now, perhaps on account of a hearing problem. The doctor looked inquiringly into his waiting room, paused at the sight of his next patient, who was wearing dark glasses and appeared, incredibly, to be blind as well, and he asked hesitatingly, “Mrs Hayes? I believe you’re new with us.”

	“Yes, yes, Doctor Gladwell, I’m all yours.”

	Now Mrs Reddington cried out, “Daisy! Is that you?”

	“Janet?”

	“Yes!”

	Daisy stood up at once, leaving her cane behind. The two blind ladies stepped forward, raising their hands, and sought each other’s face with their fingertips. They stood there, smiling, palpating one another’s features with a childlike curiosity, their fingers racing.

	“You haven’t changed a bit, Janet Webster, I recognised your voice!”

	“You still have the same round cheeks, Daisy Hayes, I knew it was you at once, how extraordinary!”

	Then the two women hugged, huddled quite closely, sniffing at each other’s hair and neck shamelessly, like a pair of curious dogs. It went completely against every social convention, and the two witnesses of this scene looked on with wide eyes. At length the doctor cleared his throat and said, “Mrs Hayes? You’re next!”

	After a short moment of reflection he added, “Ladies, can we move on, please? Miss Boyd, call a taxi for Mrs Reddington and escort her downstairs.” He took Daisy’s arm and firmly ushered her into his consultation room.

	Just before the doctor closed the door behind her, her old schoolmate said, “Call me, Daise! I’ll ask Miss Boyd to give you my number!”

	“Yes! Right! I will!”

	As they sat down, Doctor Gladwell muttered, “Sorry about interrupting such a reunion… remarkable coincidence, but you know…” and then he started his consultation at once, very business-like, but also quite curious in a professional capacity.

	“Mrs Hayes, when my colleague sent over your files to me, I was quite shocked by what I read there. I’ve never had a patient whose eardrums have been pierced deliberately by a criminal.”

	Daisy was hardly listening. She was still with Janet Webster in her mind. There is something about meeting an old acquaintance by chance like this… something miraculous and disturbing. You could imagine what it would feel like for the crew of a ship on the ocean when they saw another ship appearing on the horizon after days and days of solitary sailing… that is how you sometimes chance upon another wanderer after drifting about for many years on the oceans of life.

	“The man who performed your reconstructive surgery at St Mary’s in 1967 even used the term ‘butchered eardrums’! Let’s have a look at those, Mrs Hayes.”

	The doctor led his blind patient to a high stool, and bending over right next to her he began to examine her ears with one of those special, ice-cold instruments. Suddenly Daisy could smell his after-shave and the signature odour of his breath. “Remarkable!” he gasped, “Impressive scars!”

	But her mind once more drifted off. For blind people it was even more extraordinary to meet someone from a distant past. You could cross an old acquaintance on the street, eat at the same restaurant or rub shoulders at a concert without even knowing it. Two ships of old, passing one another in a dense fog, unaware of each other’s presence. On the other hand, you could still rely on your hearing, recognise the tapping of a cane and then the familiar sound of a voice…

	The doctor returned to the armchair behind his desk and had a look at his ‘computer printout’. “Mrs Hayes, your hearing is perfectly all right, only slightly under-average for a person of your age.”

	“Yes, I know, but I like to have my ears checked once in a while, just to be on the safe side.”

	“I see. Well, delighted to be of assistance… I hope the man who did this to you is still in prison?”

	Daisy answered without thinking, “No, doctor, he is dead. I killed him.”

	“Good heavens! How did you manage to do that? You were blind and deaf!”

	Suddenly the patient gave a start: “This is confidential information! Don’t tell anyone.”

	“Of course not, Mrs Hayes, don’t worry. But may I ask how exactly you killed the man?”

	“That is not of any medical interest, surely?”

	“No, you’re right… I’m just curious.”

	“Right. Well, I severed his carotid artery with my teeth and he bled to death.”

	“Bloody hell!”

	“Precisely. Let’s drop the subject, shall we?”

	When they emerged from the surgery, the doctor was just saying, “How nice to meet a physical therapist; we’re almost colleagues!”

	The next patient was already waiting, but as Daisy was being escorted to the assistant’s reception desk, she could sense the presence of her old acquaintance as well. She heard her intake of breath, how she perked up in her seat expectantly, and she caught a whiff of her perfume.

	“Janet?”

	“Yes, Daise, I’ve waited for you.”

	“Oh, lovely! Let’s go out for tea together.”

	This was rather unexpected. Janet had been in Daisy’s class for a couple of years, but they’d never been particularly close. They had never met again since they’d left school in 1940. On the other hand, someone who’d been a daily presence in your life between the ages of fifteen and eighteen could lay a claim on you like no one else. So the two of them left the specialist’s surgery arm in arm, Janet wielding her white cane and telling her companion that she knew a nice place in the neighbourhood. Then, once they’d settled there with tea and scones, she exclaimed, “I can’t tell you how excited I am, Daise! I’m so curious to hear what has become of you: please tell all!”

	Daisy smiled broadly, but immediately became aware of the fact that her companion could not see it. “You know what the strange thing is, Janet? I’m no longer used to talking to other blind people. At school it was second nature to us, but now I feel at a loss.”

	“I know… It’s kind of awkward, isn’t it? I have the same thing: my husband and children are normal.”

	“Ah, Mr Reddington and the offspring! They are all sighted, your children?”

	“Yes. And how about you? Any kids of your own?”

	“Yes: just one son, perfectly normal.”

	But now, comparing notes with her old schoolmate, Daisy found that she was at a disadvantage. Janet had a daughter and three sons, born in the forties and at the beginning of the fifties. They belonged to the ‘baby boom’ generation, were early middle-aged and settled now, and had already produced three grand-children. “Can you imagine, my dear? These days I’m a granny!”

	Poor Daisy had to confess that she had only one boy, born in 1968, now sixteen years old.

	“Really? So how old were you when you had him?”

	“Forty-five.”

	“Aha. So I understand that you’re not married, you work as a physiotherapist, and you had your child rather late… was he an accident, if I may ask?”

	“You could call it that, yes.”

	“Didn’t take proper precautions, dear girl?”

	“It was the father’s fault entirely.”

	“Don’t tell me you had a casual affair… or a one night stand!”

	“Definitely not a one-nighter, no, but I don’t want to talk about it.”

	Daisy was frowning fiercely, already regretting this little reunion and even getting into this conversation. Again she was aware that Janet could not read her face, but she trusted that her old schoolmate could hear her reservations in the reluctance of her tone.

	However, Janet gave no indication of picking up on this change of mood, and continued cheerfully, “Well-well-well, I would have imagined that you of all people would have been the first one to get married and produce a numerous issue.”

	“No, well, I did marry early, straight after we left school, you know. I married a bomber pilot in the spring of ’41, when I was only eighteen, can you imagine? But he died at the end of ’43, and we didn’t have any children because I took all the necessary precautions. How about you?”

	“I also married a soldier, Lieutenant Marcus Reddington, in ’43 as it happens, but I was rubbish at taking precautions. We wanted to wait until the war was over, but I got pregnant right away. Our Bridget was born just as the war was winding down; it was difficult, I can tell you that much.”

	“I can believe it.”

	They remained silent for a while. Daisy thought she had made her point in a subtle way: that she was perfectly capable of taking precautions when it depended on her… oh well. She took a bite from her scone, enjoying the treat, as she no longer allowed herself such fattening pastries because of her new diet. She also liked the tearoom Janet had led them to, but missed the possibility she would have had with any other friends to ask them to describe the place. She focused instead on the cosy smells and on the comforting, feminine hum of conversations around them.

	“I’ve been going to Doctor Gladwell for many years now, Daisy, how come I’ve never encountered you there before? This is quite extraordinary!”

	“Well, it was my first appointment with him. Until now I had another ear doctor, but he retired.”

	“Any problems with your hearing?”

	“No, none at all, actually, but I want to have my ears checked on a regular basis, just to be on the safe side.”

	“Same here. Losing your hearing would be such a nightmare, it doesn’t bear thinking about!”

	“That’s right… exactly.”

	“You’ve become so calm and thoughtful, dear Daisy. You have changed after all. At school you were such a forceful girl, the leader of the pack, a real bully… we newcomers were quite afraid of you!”

	“Afraid, really? Surely there was nothing to be afraid of!”

	“Oh, we got ragged terribly! I remember, on the day we arrived, me and a couple of other new girls, we trembled before this godlike Daisy Hayes…”

	“Oh, come on, what are you talking about? There was no ragging at the Anne Sullivan!”

	“Are we talking about the same school? Remember the pillow fights?”

	“Yes, yes, the pillow fights! So what about them?”

	It was a charming tradition, and certainly not Daisy’s own idea: at the start of each term each dormitory organized a pillow fight to welcome any new girls. Even if there were no new girls you had a pillow fight anyway. So on the first night, when everybody had just come back from home, it would start immediately after lights out. The game was quite simple as there were only two rules: first you had to keep repeating your name under your breath, like: Janet… Janet… Janet. And secondly you were not allowed to throw your pillow, you had to fight up close, hand-to-hand so to speak. It was great fun. You were always glad to be back at school, at least up to a point, and you gave yourself over to this quaint old custom with all your heart. At once a jumble of repeated names hummed all around you: Daisy… Harriet… Janet… Vicky. When you keep repeating your own name it soon sounds like complete gibberish. And you exerted yourself, engaging as many other girls as possible in close combat. Soon enough you and all the girls around you were panting and sweating, mumbling their name or giggling. And that is how you got reacquainted with the specific smells and timbre of voice of each of your roommates.

	“I always thought the pillow fights at the Anne Sullivan were a stroke of genius,” Daisy said.

	Sitting in the cushy tearoom with the other elderly lady, she felt a pang of nostalgia pulling at her heartstrings, and at the same time felt deeply disturbed by the way her companion had just challenged these fond memories: ‘ragging’ indeed!

	“In fact, later on, long after we’d left school, I came to the conclusion that this ‘tradition’ of ours must have been carefully designed by the ‘educators’ among the staff. We were also told to take along our own soap, shampoo and toothpaste from home, remember? It was all part of a well-thought-out plan to help us ‘individualise’ ourselves and our schoolmates.”

	“Be that as it may,” Janet grumbled, “I positively hated it!”

	“But tell me why? I don’t understand!”

	“Well, for one thing, I wasn’t as blind as you lot when I arrived. It was only that I couldn’t read anymore, so I needed to learn Braille and all that, but I still relied on my eyesight to recognise other people, and after lights out, for me it was just dark!”

	“Oh… yes… not all of us were totally blind; we never thought of that.”

	“Exactly! And we ‘visually impaired’ were not supposed to dwell on it, as you ‘blind-since-birth’ girls were supposed to be much worse off than us. But the opposite was true!”

	“Oh, poor Janet, I’m so sorry.”

	The elderly lady sitting just across from her at the table, who in a way was utterly familiar to her—still the same good old Janet she’d known as a girl—had suddenly sounded like a cantankerous old shrew. Daisy felt desperate to get back to the cosy atmosphere of a friendly reunion, to the poetic notion of ships passing in the night and the hooting of foghorns in mutual recognition. So she said placatingly, “You know, I’ve always told everybody that you don’t really miss what you’ve never had, and that therefore being blind since birth is not such a big deal after all. People tend to think it’s the worst kind of blindness… but obviously going blind later in life is much more terrible!”

	“You’re damn right! And the worst of all is going blind at a young age, when you’re not mature enough to handle it… and a gang of bossy girls overwhelms you and completely disregards your pain!”

	“Well, again, Janet, I’m sorry.”

	Daisy sighed: there’s no pleasing some people! Then she said, “But you walk with a cane now, and you’re good at it, so you too have become totally blind I guess.”

	“But of course! Don’t you remember? By the time we did our Certificate I couldn’t see a thing! Not that any of you lot even noticed.”

	“Oh… so you really went through hell, I understand that now… but listen, Janet, it was not our fault. I guess we could have been more sensitive and supportive, but… you know: wasn’t that the normal callousness of the young? Could one have expected anything else?”

	Janet replied nothing, and after taking a sip of tea, Daisy

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
