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Author notes.



This is a true story of the construction of my swimming pool. Except for most of it, where I lie and exaggerate.


All names in this story have been changed to protect the guilty, which means everyone.


My thanks to the French National Health Service for the anti-depressants, sleeping pills and crutches used throughout this narrative.


I should also like to thank my neighbours for putting up with all the noise and upsets. But I can’t, the bastards never stopped whinging and now do not speak to me.


I cannot bring myself to give a capital letter in the title to an activity I detest.




The Pulsating Epic Of A swimming Pool.





I did not want a swimming pool. My wife Jane did not want a swimming pool, and Carrot, our dog did not want a swimming pool.


But my step daughter and her husband, my step son and his wife, and their five children wanted one, and our three year old granddaughter told me her teddy wanted one as well.


And last summer, our first in the Luberon, had been rather warm.


No, it had been hot.


No, it had been bloody hot.


Forty two degrees is bloody hot. Movements must be slow as the air seems to burn any naked skin. The birds have stopped flying, when the dog pees on the lawn, steam rises, and you could fry an egg on the paving of the terrace, and sausages and tomatoes – which, when unnoticed, people tend to skid on.


But I still did not want a swimming pool.


I had heard stories.


Horrible stories.


Of wild hogs, unable to get out, threshing for hours before they drowned. Of children with iron spikes puncturing the pool liner and clapping as the water gurgled out.


Of entire pools moving, and slowly going next door.


Jane said she would never understand the relationship between ph and C1 and the formula for temperature times two equals hours. Also, as blue pools had been banned in the Vaucluse she could not possibly contemplate a black or green liner.


And pools must be kept sparkling water wise, and clean everywhere else wise.


Anything that has to be kept sparkling, demands work. With nets and brushes, power washers, and underwater Hoovers. Hands have to be attached to these implements for them to work, and I had a pretty good idea that those hands would be attached to me.


There is also winter to consider, did we want an iceberg in the garden? Did Jane want to hear the screams and groans as it moved in the night and then hear my screams and groans as pipes burst and valves shattered?


No, a swimming pool was hole in the garden from hell, and to be avoided.


My stepson brought me the first estimate. The salesperson had visited when he knew Jane and I would be out.


I laughed when I saw the price, Jane laughed when she saw the price, in fact we giggled right up to bedtime.


The second estimate arrived the next day in the post, our daughter knew her brother always went for the most expensive.


“I simply cannot afford to buy anything cheap.” It was his excuse when his wife went mad after he had overspent.


The second estimate was cheaper but did not include the pool surround.


“Or the diving board,” smirked our son.


“Or the parasols,” added our daughter.


“Or the basketball net,” nodded our son in law.


“Or the sun beds,” our daughter in law always thinks of everything.


“Or the big plastic shark I saw on telly.”


“Or the underwater disco lights.”


“Or the reverse current and air massager,” added three of the grandchildren, the remaining two were killing each other in the woods behind the house.


“We could of course have drinks in the evening around the pool.”


The hair shot up on the back of my neck!


I gaped at Jane in disbelief.


That was a ‘for’ the pool statement! And the way she was looking at me, steadily and pointedly, above the ridge of marmalade on her slice of toast, told me her normally iron resolve was cracking.


She had been brainwashed. There is only one person who can brainwash my wife. Our Goddaughter and her bloody ‘Made in China’ Teddy.


But I cannot criticise, I have been known to melt before the big, blue, pleading eyes.


I tried to talk myself into the project.


I could swim a hundred lengths a day and have a heart attack.


I could have a nap beside the water after lunch and get sunstroke.


I could fall in when I was pissed and drown.


I could pay more rates when the commune discovered my concrete lake.


The water might turn and we all catch typhoid.


However there were also advantages.


There would be a ready water supply when my house was burning down.


When the village’s water taps ran dry in the summer we could drink it.


It would attract the hoards of wasps from our kitchen.


It was somewhere to wash the clothes when the machine broke down.


But the weight of disadvantages sank the hopes of the wasps and firemen, Jane, now out of sight of the Goddaughter, recaptured her will of iron and the project vanished into the waste bin of life, alongside my ambitions to be a guitar God and a torturer in chief of imprisoned politicians.


The lunch was at 13.00 hrs on the 13th day of the month and there were thirteen of us. How bloody foreboding is that?


One of the ‘us’ was Jeremy, and he was rolling in dosh, no, he could not roll in it. He had so much it was up to his neck so he could not move, that was why his head was tilted in such a superior manner. 


Otherwise he was a charming man who suffered from the character defect of all estate agents – he was one.


He had arrived in a helicopter, which rather devalued my story about receiving a smile from President Macron two years ago somewhat.


“I’d say about a million and half,” his scan around my kingdom was of an expert. I did a knee jerk with my head, suddenly I turned into a cash register and was visibly whirring.


“Possibly two million if there was a pool.”


Jane, standing beside us was on the point of feinting, and it took a good grip of her bottom to reduce her sway.


In my world money does not talk, it shouts its bleedin’ head off.


Our house had tripled in value in a year and would triple again if we had a swimming pool.


“Would you buy it?” I had asked a loaded question, it was loaded with the same saliva that was dripping from the corners of my mouth.


“Like as shot, but,” and here his finger wagged. “Not without a pool.”


OK, so Jeremy was a hotshot property man from the cauldron of money in the centre of London, but, and this was my thinking, if there was one foreigner that did not flinch at six figures, there must be more.


“A pool would be an excellent investment1”


That was the statement, plus the eager nod from Jane, that brought the family thinking as one again.


We would be having a swimming pool.



Chapter Two




“They’ll wreck your garden,” Roland took his pipe out of his mouth and pointed. The sticky end of the pipe, still smoking and dripping with saliva was waved across my landscaped and cosseted kingdom.


“Why should they do that?” My question was wrapped with respect. Roland had lived in the South of France for fifteen years and already had a swimming pool.


“Builders wreck everything.” Roland’s pipe was returned to his mouth and with a disgusting suck and a gurgle; he continued his walk with his stupid looking poodle, puffing a trail of pollution that made me hold my breath until I reached the kitchen.


“You’ve been talking to Roland.” Jane sniffed and moved the runner beans she was peeling away and turned her back. “I can smell it from here.”


I shouldn’t talk to Roland. He is my negative neighbour, a counterfeit person, offering a jolly, contented, relaxed and laid back persona to the unwary.


In fact Roland is a procurer. He is constantly on the lookout for recruits to join his club. But the sad thing for the recruits is, most don’t realise they have joined his organisation.


I have seen it happen, Bertrand, the owner of the only hotel in the village is a member, Janine, who looks after the church is now an addict, and the Guarde Champetre, the gardener of the village, is also totally hooked.


Roland’s assertion that the pine forest at the back of our houses would disappear overnight gave me the clue to his intent. The trees had been fought over by the residents who lived on the outskirts of the forest, and the Chatelan.


The Chatelan is the owner of not only the Chateau, but just about everything around the village.


The court decided the Chatlan could not build the housing estate he wanted on the land and since, for the last twenty years, he has seethed with fury and, with his lawyers, has tried break the courts decision.


“A couple of bulldozers, couple of hours, and it will be gone!” The end of Roland’s pipe panned across the stately Pine trees that stood listening to him predict their fate the day I clued up on my neighbour.


Roland was brainwashing me. He was trying to ensnare me into his Waiting For The Coffin Club.


The first talent required for entry is depression, genius level. The ability to see black dripping from everything. To take all your cheerfulness and lock it away forever. To religiously destroy pleasure by joining a religion, to flatly allow hope to pull any of your strings.


Roland was a master at depression. He could kill a smile at fifty paces, long before he could see the white of your eyes.


Inviting him to a party was like inviting the disc jockey of doom. You always knew which room he was in by the silence, the awful cloying silence as partygoers digested the latest helping of gloom Roland had just served them.


He had spent the first five years of retirement nearly killing himself in the garden, nearly killing himself re-decorating his house, and nearly killing himself with his new found hobby, cycling.


A doctor, a wife, and a shelf heavy with pills cured the heart attacks and so a now near immobile Roland had chosen his next project. Galloping depression.


Jane stopped her runner beans hopes of ever running again by chopping them into little pieces.


“There is,” she said in her tone of early triumph. “A problem with the pool!”


There!


I knew it. It was causing trouble before it was even built. She took my hand and pointed, through the window at the scene of consternation.


We had decided to install the pool at the end of the front garden, beside the hedge by the lane.


That twenty word sentence, is easy reading, which conceals the hours of babble, the long pauses of deliberation, the exchanged stares of doubt, the arm folding obstinacy, and the foot stamping fury of it’s creation.


We could not put the pool at the back of the house, because the backs of houses in the Luberon do not have windows. The backs of the houses are double insulated. All the screws at the back of the houses are screwed up tight. Nothing that can move is allowed to stand near the back of the house. Even the wall of logs for the fire is tied down.


Because of Mr Mistral.


Mr Mistral is a wind. A wind of some fame. Shopping centres, aircraft, sailing boats, cars, and a million other products have been christened after it.


The name conjures up speed, sleekness, strength, and power.


It shrieks up men’s trousers legs and rattle things that hurt.


It shrieks up women’s trousers legs and makes things that purse, purse even tighter. It blows babies in their push chairs away, it burns delicate flowers to death, it brings you the dustbins from next door. It drops the thermometer by fifteen degrees, if you can find it.


It is a wind that is dreaded, sometimes blowing for three weeks, but it is a necessary evil. Without the mistral, our sky would not be permanently blue, clouds would roll down from the North and gives us the grey half light of the UK.


Jane turned up the gas under beans and presented the problem she had discovered about our unborn pool.


“Imagine you wanted a dawn swim,” The lid snapped down on the saucepan. “There would be a tree in the way.”


After thirty odd years of marriage her observation was a surprise. Jane knew I hated swimming, knew I had never seen the dawn, and from where I was standing, the path to the pool site was unhindered.


With the sigh of a wife of a wife who knows her husband inside out, she led me to the spot where the pool would reside, burying the green grass we had spent a fortune nourishing the past year.


“You have no imagination!” she snapped as I shook my head, for me, there was not a problem in sight.


A giant pine tree to the east was apparently the villain.


“It might fall on you when you are swimming?” I ventured. Notice I said ‘you’ are swimming. My body was built for warm showers at eight o’clock, not brain paralysing shocks at five in the morning.


“Think,” she ordered, and then gave me a clue. “Where is the sun?”


‘In the sky’, would have brought her special sneer, so I shook my head and waited.


“In the East!” Again, my glimmer of understanding was not glimmering.


“Behind the tree!” She pointed and stamped her foot and insisted I understood.


But I am not a pool owner, I do not think or act like one, so her insistence bounced of my ignorance.


“There’ll be no sun on the pool before ten!”


It was true; the long shadow was aligned along the length of the proposed site.


I solved her calamity instantly.


“So we’ll chop it down.”


“No we won’t, we’ll move the pool.”


No!


No!


Not again.


We had already moved the pool six times. I had lost at least twenty hours of my life pushing a little square of blue painted paper over a scale plan of our garden.


There was only one answer; we would have to have a swimming pool on wheels. My suggestion was answered by Jane’s eyes closing slowly with impatience and my presence dismissed in favour of her straining her beans.


So we watched the sun.


No.


We watched the shadows created by the shapes in our garden blocking the sun.


After day of study the answer became apparent. There was only one place our pool would be in sunshine all day. In the middle of the lane outside our house.


The old dear at the end of the lane would starve. She was much too frail to swim. Knowing our postman’s hate for using brakes, he would drive into it and Roland, and his stupid looking dog would drown when they went for a walk in the mist.


Compromise was necessary. Removing the large tarpaulin covering our winter’s wood and pretending it was a pool, we placed it between the shadows and slowly dragged it around the garden to follow the sun before arriving at a necessary decision.


God had given us a choice, No sun in early morning or no sun in late evening. For me the answer was obvious – I didn’t give shit.


Jane plumped for the early morning, arguing that in the late evening there would be far less warmth in the sun.


The pool would ripple by the hedge that separated the lane from the front garden, as far as possible from the house for three very good reasons. Swimming pools, when full of grandchildren are very noisy places. Swimming pools, when full of excited adults are very noisy places. Swimming pools, when





























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































