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The knock at the door annoyed the grumpy old bear and when he opened it, the bright tropical light filtering through the trees temporarily blinded him. However, he could still make out the silhouettes of the two people who were blocking some of the sunlight. One was very familiar.

“Who is it?” the female soft tones came wafting in from the kitchen.

“Someone who should have had more sense than to come here. He’d better have a bloody good reason!” 

The anger was there and the taller of the two silhouettes wasn’t sure whether it was feigned or real. It had always been hard to tell; so almost as a peace offering, he held up the brown paper bag that covered some cakes from the local bakery. The package was eyed by his potential protagonist whose left eyebrow was raised as if asking a question.

“Yes, they are from the one on The Esplanade. Do you intend keeping us on your doorstep, because if you do, then we will head off and enjoy these ourselves?”

With that the door was opened to its full extent and he and his companion were ushered inside. The next thing he knew he was being hugged by the bear’s partner, his teenage daughter and her sister. The bear had seized the cakes, lest they get squashed in the process. He was already opening up the package and peering inside, oblivious of the display of affection happening around him. The other figure in the room stood to one side, feeling totally lost. He’d already found that as a visitor to this part of the world, the locals were a very strange breed.

Suddenly there was silence and the huge man that had greeted them went over and introduced himself.

“Name’s Sarge and I was this young man’s boss and I taught him everything he knows and a whole lot more, but his memory is pretty shit,” the man said.

The visitor looked at him askance, mired in the fact that English was his second language wondering how shit could ever be described as pretty. Chief Inspector, Nat Johns, who had freed himself from his best friend’s family intervened and explained, to everyone that his companion was from Germany and was called Christophe Schmidt.

“Christophe has very good English, unlike yourself Sarge, but has yet to pick up some of the meanings and context of Australian slang. He’s only been in Cairns a fortnight, so give him a couple of more days,” Nat explained.

“Sarah, has the no trespassing sign disappeared, because it seems that people feel free to drive down our private road just to throw insults at happily retired people?” Sarge queried.

It was a few years since Sarge had pulled the pin on his career as a detective for the Queensland Police in Cairns. He had risen up to the position that Nat now held and just prior to retiring very early, had found that he was becoming a bit jaded and was missing out on being a father to his two girls, Katie and Eloise. He considered his retirement the best move he ever made. Katie, who had grown into a very intelligent but now rebellious teenager, thought it was the dumbest thing that he ever had done. Her dad was a pushover most of the time, but now he was forever around and seemed to be cramping her style somewhat, especially where boys were concerned. The family lived south of Cairns on a large ocean fronted acreage that meant they had their own private beach. Their house was unique and sprawled across one end of the inlet. The property and Sarge’s retirement in his early forties had been made possible because of two massive inheritances he had received. One from an old opal miner that he had come to the rescue of and the other was from his parents who had died in a car accident when he was just four years old. Sarge had been raised by his aunt and uncle, both of whom now had also passed away.

Katie knew the background of everything and did really love both of her parents, but living so far from the middle of Cairns, where all the action was, meant that her dad took it upon himself to drive her everywhere. She could have handled that, but he also wanted to know who she was meeting, where, when and why. If she and a couple of friends were just walking the Esplanade, he wanted to know if there were any boys in the group and just what the group would be doing. Katie wondered whether her father, who had been the second in command in the Cairns police, still had enough pull to have her watched. Her dad also wanted to always meet her friends’ parents if she went to visit them. It was so gross she thought. She eyed the stranger that Nat had brought with him, hoping that this stranger might get her father interested in doing something other than making her life intolerable.

Katie had no idea how to approximate the age of a person over the age of twenty. Her delineation point between old and decrepit, and young was twenty. This Christophe Schmidt fell into the former. Her mother, Sarah, was far shrewder. She had taught students for a lot of her adult life, mainly at the James Cook University where she had been a professor of marine biology until about the same time as Sarge she had resigned. Sarah had lectured to adults of all ages and picked the German to be around thirty. Apart from that she made no judgements. He was handsome in a classical way, but she wasn’t in to the outer covering. She smiled when she thought of that. She wouldn’t have been interested in her long-term partner in life, if she was that shallow. He, even now considered himself handsome, muscular and extremely fit, but he hadn’t carried any of those off well from the day they had first met when he had accidentally knocked over some test tubes in her lab at the Cairns Base Hospital all those years ago. Sarge had been trying to sneak away from a press conference when that had happened and his shyness and his bumbling manner had endeared him to her from the outset. Now with two children in tow, one of whom she wished lately she had smothered at birth, he was her rock. Well maybe like a pebble in a shoe that constantly irritated you, she figured as she wished that he had stayed on in the police force in a part time capacity. He was grouchy, irritable and always at a lose end. She could have ended up like that but she had actually gone back part-time, because she was bored, although Sarge was unaware of her return. As a detective he often missed what was there right in front of his eyes and thus far she had kept him in the dark about her return. 

Sarah looked at Nat and the young German hoping that there was something that might be in the wind and Sarge might be drawn back into doing something useful again.

“I hope that there are enough cakes there to share with everyone,” she told Nat, who just grinned at her. Both knew that Sarge was very possessive when it came to sweet treats. Sarge heard the warning tone in her voice and realised that his gift from Nat was about to be taken from him. There was no point nailing his colours to the mast over the cakes. He long ago learnt that Sarah had his measure and he somewhat reluctantly handed them over to Sarah who went to put them on a plate as she asked her visitors to follow her into the open living room area.

Christophe Schmidt was struck by the informality that was being presented in front of him, but that was swept aside as he saw the view from the vast array of windows that framed the living area. The blues and greens of the lagoon were heightened by the waves breaking further out on the rocks and coral at the entrance of the inlet. The whole watery expanse was framed by a light-yellow sandy beach edged with palm trees and a hint of the similar rainforest he had passed through in the police car with the Chief Inspector. He had seen pictures of the North Queensland area on travel sites he had inspected on line as he did his research prior to travelling here, but seeing what stretched out before him left his mouth agape. He had left the snow-covered hills that surrounded Leipzig just weeks before and this was a far cry from those views. This was as close to paradise as he thought he might ever get to.

It took him a few seconds to realise that he was being spoken to and then he just mumbled that coffee would be fine, to the woman who had politely asked him what he would like to drink. He had no idea what he was doing here. It had all been such an unreal day already. The first two weeks had provided him with no success and before he going back home, he decided to chance his arm on one last roll of the dice. That’s what had brought him to the police station early that morning seeking help. Within minutes he found himself explaining the reason for his journey to the head of the CIB in Cairns. How that had happened he was still stunned by and then within half an hour he was at the doorstep of yet another stranger. That chain of events seemed just as surreal as the vista that lay outside the huge windows that held back the sea-breeze that was whipping up some of the sand on the beach and making ripples on the lagoon’s waters.
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Sarah knew that the relationship between Sarge and Nat had changed markedly in the four years since Sarge had resigned. It seemed quite strained and that made things difficult as they were best friends and Nat’s wife, Jess were best of friends too. Sarge had been Nat’s boss for so many years but rarely exercised his authority preferring to work as a team, and the results spoke for themselves. They would hang shit on each other at work and in private, each having a great deal of respect for the capacity of the other. Sarge’s shortcomings were adequately compensated by what Nat brought to the table and when Liz Rhodes came along the three made a formidable team, so much so that when Sarge resigned he refused to have any say in which one of the two was to replace him. In the end the commander of the Cairns police opted to have a joint leadership team and that suited everyone. Since then, Liz had moved with her partner Michelle down to Brisbane to raise their adopted child. As modern as Cairns was now looking, it still had entrenched and biased values. A lesbian couple could be tolerated but one raising a child led to a lot of unwarranted gossip. In the end Liz took on a role down at Roma St and though they video called often; Sarah missed the face-to-face conversations with the sanest one of the three police officers.

Sarge had opted to walk away completely from the job and there were times when Nat would have dearly loved to have called on his friend for advice and to use him as a sounding board when things didn’t seem to gel, but Nat knew that his friend wanted a complete break and respected his friend’s choice. Jess had confided Nat’s view to Sarah and Sarah had passed on Sarge’s which was that he knew that Nat and Liz were more than capable, had to set up a different operating procedure that suited themselves and didn’t need his shadow hanging over them. He dearly would have loved to help, but had vowed to them on his final day that he wouldn’t interfere after he walked out of the door. Jess and Sarah had thought that was typical of their partners. They could laugh and joke but like most men couldn’t manage to communicate about the important things such as their ongoing relationship. So, it had been allowed to wallow and perhaps a little annoyance had been allowed to fester as well. The families had lived in each other’s pockets for years but now it was more Jess and her twin boys and Sarah and her two girls that kept in touch. Pride and the keeping of promises had a lot to answer for, Sarah thought not for the first time as she organised drinks and morning tea for everyone.

Nat’s hair which he had once had long and dyed blond, now had grey streaks through the black and she wondered how long before there would be more salt than pepper in it. Sarge didn’t have that problem as his grey hairs fled and his hair which had thinned remarkably, he now had kept closely cropped as if that somehow would hide the fact that there was a lot missing. This was highlighted by the fact that his usual tan was making inroads across most of his scalp. Both of the men were warily about to engage in conversation that Sarah hoped would move on from simple banalities that had been the custom of late. She sensed that this was semi-official police visit and that whatever the other guest in her house was involved in might need Sarge’s insight or be out of Nat’s jurisdiction. Christophe Schmidt looked very uncomfortable in the situation he was in and Sarah hoped that her partner wouldn’t stuff it all up because of the distance he had created between Nat and himself. She need not have worried as Sarge had always been a great host and aware of the sensitivities of his guests. He too had spotted Christophe’s awkwardness but also his fascination with the beach.

“I can’t see why we have to sit in here when it is so beautiful outside. Yes, it is a bit windy, but then so am I after baked beans,” he pronounced.

Katie rolled her eyes in embarrassment but Eloise giggled because she knew her father was just stating a fact. So, the drinks were left behind and the whole lot of them trooped out onto the sand. Katie had recognised the command that her father had given and she wasn’t going to fight him on this one. So many times of late, she had been sent to her room, that she wondered whether if there was a path worn on the carpet down her hallway.

As if on cue the wind dropped as the walked along the beach. The pristine waters captivated the visitor from Germany who had never really seen such a blue before in his life. The sun shimmered of it capturing each wave and ripple in a momentary glare like a flash from a camera. He paused every so often to take a photo on his phone. There was little talk. Eloise suggested that he take his shoes off like the rest of them, even Nat. Only he had not walked barefoot on the sand and he felt it crunch beneath his soles. Hesitantly he obeyed the young girl’s instructions and his milky white feet were soon settling into soft sand and he suddenly had a long-forgotten memory surge back from the depths of his mind. The smile on his face encouraged Eloise even more and she took his hand and took him towards the water. He was reluctant to place his feet in and he heard some chuckling behind him.

Sarge’s voice boomed out, “Don’t worry about the sharks, the crocs will have got them.......... that’s if the sea snakes haven’t got the crocs of course.” 

Eloise looked up at the man holding her hand and she whispered very loud, “Don’t mind him, he doesn’t go near the water. He is scared of it. Anything deeper than a little puddle and he panics.”

Christophe looked across at the giant of a man, who must have weighed 130 kilos and was just shy of two metres tall. He couldn’t imagine him being scared of anything.

“Next he’ll tell you about the box jellyfish or stingers as we call them. They are dangerous, but it is the wrong season for them. He thinks that he is funny scaring people. Katie and I think that it is just a bit sad. Just stand in the water so that it covers your feet and feel the sand being sucked out from underneath. I love doing that,” Eloise continued.

Christophe still held on to the nine-year-old girl’s hand, reassured by her words. He stepped into the water and again the memories returned of the times his mother had made the long journey through Munich, over the Alps and down to Trieste on the Mediterranean, just so that they could spend some time walking along the beach and playing in the sand. Every year they would spend a week there in spring, thawing out after the cold winter.

“I’m sorry. You don’t have to do it. I didn’t mean to make you cry.”

The concerned voice of Eloise broke the spell and he gripped her hand tighter. “These are happy tears, not sad ones. The sand and the water remind me of such wonderful times long ago. Thank you so much for bringing them back,” Christophe’s voice quavered with sincerity and Eloise just beamed. She of all of her family was able to quickly understand the emotional side of people, and somehow, she always knew what to do at the right time to make people feel good. Of course, she was totally unaware of her capacity to do that. She had been doing that since she was born and didn’t know any other way. This made her very popular at school and sometimes earned the disdain of her older sister, who had far fewer friends.

So, she and her new friend walked in the shallows while the others walked higher along the beach. Nat started to explain the reasons why he had brought Christophe to them and why indeed Christophe was in Australia. He was trying to find a man that the and his mother once knew and had seemed to have disappeared from the face of the earth. The man was no relation to Christophe and it wasn’t really a police matter as far as Nat was concerned, but it seemed very important to the German that he speak with the missing man. Christophe had spent weeks in Europe and the United Kingdom, trying to trace his whereabouts and all avenues of investigation pointed to Cairns as the man’s last known destination. For two weeks, Christophe had searched in vain and in the end, through frustration, had sought help from the police on the off chance that they would know or maybe the man had perhaps a traffic infringement that might give Christophe an address.

“Do you know whether the man is alive still?” Sarge asked, knowing full well that Nat would have checked already. Nat knew that Sarge was stalling for time so that he could start putting some pieces of the puzzle into place.

“There are no records that I have found so far. All I know is that the man was in Australia several years back, booked a ticket in Brisbane to fly to Cairns, was on the plane and from there on, there aren’t any records that are easily found of what happened to him next,” Nat explained.

“Maybe the man doesn’t want to be found,” Sarge suggested. He suddenly was wary of a possible darker side to the story and perhaps of a hasty judgement by Nat that this German was all that he appeared to be. He looked down at the water’s edge with some concern. Ellie was holding the man’s hand and was happily engaged in a conversation with him. The sudden tension eased in Sarge’s shoulders. His youngest daughter was an impeccable judge of character. She had an inner sense when it came to people. He had never failed to be impressed by it. If Ellie gave her nod of approval, that was good enough for him.
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The roles were almost reversed for Christophe. He figured that he was about Eloise’s age, the first time he and his mother went to Trieste after meeting Frank Lyons, the man that he had now travelled all the way to Australia to find. His mother was at her happiest then, the happiest he had ever seen her. Now on this sun-drenched Queensland beach, he was the adult holding hands with a nine-year old who appeared to not have a care in the world. However, he was nowhere near as happy as his mother had been. It had always been him and his mother. He could still recall only some small fragments of his father. The man, who didn’t want to have anything to do with him. Christophe realised early on that he was just an inconvenience to the lifestyle that his father led. His mother never criticised his father in front of Christophe, except for that one morning after by accident she had met Frank Lyons in Frankfurt station. There was venom in her voice that morning and the anger had spilt over into words that she apologised for later. He knew now why, and he understood. His father had little to do with either of them until he sought a divorce and then found out that his wife was entitled to so much more because she was looking after their son. He threatened to take Christophe off his mother and was prepared to go to any lengths to prove she was an unfit mother. Christophe still felt that resentment rise occasionally within him; that someone would do something so hurtful to someone else. He looked down at Eloise and then across to her mother and father and thought that this little girl and her sister were both one of the lucky ones.

His mother had been there when he skinned his knee and the numerous times his heart had been broken as he fumbled his way through his teens and early twenties. She had consoled him, but also taught him that all these things happened to everybody and it was what you learnt from them, that shaped your life. Life it seemed had shaped him. It had been a roller coaster ride and he was less than half way through. He couldn’t turn to his mother for support anymore. It was time to give something back. He hoped he would find that something here in Cairns. 

Higher up the beach, Sarge was in a mood. Sarah sensed the mood, saw the twinkle in his eye that Nat didn’t see. “Finally, you get around to asking for help. Have you been too proud? Has it all been plain sailing up until now? Did you think that I had lost my touch the day that I left? You, with your whizz bang computers and interweb thought that you could do everything without old fashioned policing.”

Nat was taken aback and missed the wink that his best friend gave Sarah. Katie had a resigned look on her face as if to say, ‘here we go again.’

Nat was not known for his temper, both he and Sarge were alike in that aspect. However, Nat’s face and voice showed that he wasn’t above losing it. 

“You told me that I was on my own and that you had had enough and that I wasn’t to come running to you at all. Out of consideration for your feelings, I never did, even when I could have done with some advice. When Jess and I came here or we went out to dinner with you and Sarah, ‘shop’ was off the table. You wanted a clean break. You left Liz and I to fend for ourselves and we struggled, but we got there. So, no pride was involved; none whatsoever. If anything, compassion was there in bucketloads. Did you thank us for agreeing to your request? Not bloody once. You remained distant and to a certain extent we were glad, because you were becoming someone totally different, a cantankerous, mean spirited old bastard. This isn’t a police matter, at least as far as I know, because the person Christophe is seeking isn’t lost. Christophe is just at a loose end as to where to start. But if it is beyond your capacity to help someone in need, or far beneath your great and wondrous detective skills, or even if it is something that you are too busy to do, I will look elsewhere for someone who actually gives a damn about another human being.”

With that out of his system, Nat turned on his heels and called to Christophe saying that they were leaving. Katie was most impressed. Her father had been quite properly been put back in his box. She wished she had her ‘uncle’ Nat’s skill. There were times she would like to have said similar things. Sarah reacted quite differently. She indicated to Sarge to come closer, smiled sweetly and told him to bend down a little. Sarge had had the occasional cuff behind the ear from his Auntie Jean as he was growing up, but she didn’t use the same force that Sarah did. As he rubbed the greying hair on the side of his head, she looked at him and said, “What he said!”

Christophe stood and watched the scene play out, but said nothing. Eloise on the other hand whispered to him, “Yes, I know what you are thinking. My family is very strange, but right now it is the only one I’ve got and I have to make the best of it.”

Christophe almost laughed at the wry wisdom that came out of the young girl’s mouth. However, he kept a straight face and thanked Eloise for the walk and trotted after Nat who was heading back to the house. Eloise joined Katie and Sarah who had turned their backs on the last member of the group, who now trailed slowly behind, not as a fearsome bear, but more like a chastised puppy with his tail between his legs.

By the time Sarge walked into the living room, Sarah had calmed the seething Nat. Sarge was quiet and hesitant about entering. He certainly wasn’t going to go near Sarah. He wondered whether those trips to the gym she was always doing, or so she said, were worthwhile from his perspective. At least she could tone down the muscle development in her arms, he thought.

“You will apologise to our guests, Nat in particular. You will tell Christophe that you will help him, and you will no longer grouch around here driving the three of us crazy. There is room for only one crazy person in this house and that is you. You have a friend here, who has made great efforts to remain a true friend and you don’t return the favour. That is a sign of craziness, in my book. So, climb down off that high horse and go and shake his hand or whatever it is that men do, and tell him that you are sorry, or by God, you will be sorry and how.” Sarah didn’t mince her words. Eloise and Katie stared open mouthed at their mother as Sarge walked over and spoke to both Christophe and Nat separately. Both girls suddenly had to rush off to their bedrooms, because their mother had walked over to them and said to them very softly, “I’ve been wanting to do that for so long. It felt so good. That, my lovelies, is how you deal with a man.”

Sarge had followed Sarah’s instructions to the letter and his apologies were genuine. He was just expressing his gratitude to Nat for giving him something to do to relieve the boredom that he endured most days, when he noticed his daughters weren’t there. He looked across at Sarah and said, “I suppose I’d better apologise to Katie and Ellie too.”

“There’s time for that later. Look after our guests,” Sarah hastily replied as she didn’t want Sarge to go down to the girls’ rooms, because she knew that they would have had trouble controlling their laughter which had been the cause of their sudden departure.

Christophe asked a very logical question that had obviously been troubling him. “Sarge is a very unusual name.”

“It’s short for Sergeant,” Nat interrupted.

Christophe nodded his head as he took on the new piece of information and then addressed Sarge. “Did your parents have a suspicion when you were born that you would enter the police force or the army, for they named you Sarge?”

“That is a nickname I picked up because I was a Sergeant for a long time in Cairns and told anyone who asked, that that was the highest rank I wanted to be,” Sarge explained, “My real name is Bernard Downs.”

“Don’t forget the Wilfred!” Nat again interrupted.

Sarge could hardly forget that cursed middle name that some kids made into a joke when he grew up. It was no longer cursed though as Sarge had found out that he was named Wilfred after his grandfather, and Wilfred, or Wilf, as he was known turned out to be an unsung hero in the Pacific in World War Two.

“But even your partner calls you Sarge,” Christophe said.

“I call him other things at times too; but when I met him, I knew he hated his names, so I got in the habit of calling him what everyone else did,” Sarah explained.

“So, shall I call you Sarge too?” Christophe turned and looked at Sarge who seemed far less uptight and had the beginnings of a smile on his face.

“If you called me anything else, I’d be bloody annoyed and that might just encourage Sarah to have a go at the other side of my head. Now, what can I get everyone for lunch?” he asked.

“We have only just had cakes and already you want to shove more down to expand that burgeoning waistline of yours,” Sarah said pointedly, “Give it a rest and let Christophe tell us a little about the man he is looking for.”
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“Before I tell you about who I am looking for, I should tell you a bit about myself but, in particular, about my mother. I have told Chief Inspector Johns some of it, but not all there is to know. The man I am seeking has committed no crime as far as I know. He is not related to me, but he could be very important as far as my mother is concerned. For years my mother kept a diary. All of them from the day I was born were pretty banal in their tone. I knew where she kept them and thought nothing of them. It was just something that she did. They were stored on her bookshelf. She led a far more exciting and interesting life than what she ever wrote down. She was an actress who performed on stage in theatres across Europe. At the same time, she raised me as a single parent. I barely knew my father and the more I found out about him as I grew older, the more I was glad he wasn’t in our lives.” Christophe began.

“You speak of your mother as if she is no longer with us. I am sorry for your loss. How long has it been?” Sarge asked.

“Please excuse my English. I am sorry to confuse you. My mother is still alive, but in essence, she is no longer with us. Six months ago, she had a devastating stroke. She can’t communicate with anyone and appears not to recognise anyone. She is completely bedridden and I can hardly believe that she is the same person she once was. The doctor’s think that she will probably just slip into a coma and that will be the end of her, but there’s the same sparkle in her eyes that there has always been; the same determination that she has always had. I can’t give up on her. I won’t give up on her. She never has with me. I guess that I am hoping for a miracle, but she deserves one. I spoke to one neurologist, among many, who has given me a tiny bit of hope. He thinks that if we can somehow stimulate her brain with a memory, that might trigger some sort of neural pathway opening and gradually she can open up more. He is pretty left field and believes that an emotional response to someone or something significant and out of the everyday may be the impetus for recovery. My mother doesn’t recognise me at all, so I can’t be that trigger.”

“That must really hurt; your mother not even knowing who you are,” Sarah said and she moved from the chair she was occupying and went and sat next to Christophe on the sofa.

Christophe took a deep breath, feigned a smile and nodded before continuing. “I wondered whether taking her to one of the stages that she had performed on might be the answer, but that was totally impracticable. I was wracking my brain for months before I began looking through her diaries. As I said before they are pretty boring except for one very long entry that went across a whole number of pages, completely ignoring the dates on the top of those pages. It was very strange as she wrote it almost as if she was an observer of people enacting roles in play. There was nothing in her diaries before or after that was anything like it. When I first came across it, I honestly thought that she had written a small vignette as if she had thought of moving on from acting to becoming a playwright.  The only thing about it was that it wasn’t a work of fiction though. It was very real. I remember the time as if it was yesterday. It was the reason we moved from our home in Frankfurt to Leipzig where we made our new home. To me that move was the most transforming and the scariest thing that I had ever done in all my nine years at the time. And it all began with an accidental meeting in a train station.”

All this time Christophe had been staring at the backpack that he’d left just inside the entrance to Sarge’s house. To the others it seemed like he was just staring into space. He paused in the telling of his tale almost as if he had come to a decision. He rose and walked over to the backpack, unzipped it and returned to the sofa. In his hand was a sheaf of papers. 

“These are the pages from that diary that I have translated into English. The passion that she wrote about this man that she only met briefly gives me hope that if I find him, he might be the right person to help drag her back from the dark place I think she is in,” Christophe said as he handed them over to Sarah. “Do you mind if I go for another walk on the beach while you read them. I’m not sure that I can handle them being read aloud.”

Sarah nodded and smiled, putting her arms around his shoulders in a hug, before he once again stood up in the now very silent room. As Christophe walked out on to the large decked area that led down to the sand, Sarah reverently removed the string that bound the well-thumbed pages. It was a credit to Sarge that he didn’t say anything like watch out for the three metre land crabs. Both he and Nat sensed the seriousness and emotional content of the occasion. Nat had obviously from the look on his face, not seen the document that Sarah held. Both of them nodded to Sarah when she asked if they wanted her to read it.

Sarah scanned the first few lines and then began reading. Christophe’s mother may have written hardly anything before in her diary but she certainly made up for it on that one day over twenty years ago.

“I just want to scream. My mind is so confused with thoughts running all over the place like the train tracks that lead out from the station. I have gone from anger to suddenly going in the opposite direction to.... I don’t know what to call it. How can one conversation with a stranger suddenly fill my heart with... I don’t know. It was just happenstance that we met and it now makes me question whether us meeting was contrived by neither one of us, but by something beyond us. I was so annoyed with Christophe’s father. I refuse now to call him by his name. He has never wanted Christophe until now. He wants a divorce and because he has found out that he will have to pay me more because I look after Christophe, he is threatening to fight for custody. I can’t believe what I saw in him. How stupid was I? Fresh out of school, an aspiring naïve actress and a young upcoming but predatory director. He is all charm to the public, but if they only knew what he was like in private. I’m so glad that I lost my cool with him today and had the courage to say what I really thought. People would have been more horrified if I hadn’t thought to say it in English, although given that most people speak English, saying, “You hypocritical bastard! Go back to your whore. Maybe one day you will get tired of her too and she will see what a fucking selfish, uncaring animal you are. Our divorce can’t come quick enough.” probably wasn’t all that wise. But oh, did it feel good. I saw his back stiffen suddenly as he walked away. He at last had no answer to throw back in my face.

It was then that this stranger came up to me asking for help. His timing was wrong and perhaps his parents never taught him never to speak to strangers. I shouldn’t have done what I did. He was lost and had missed his train and he was holding a timetable that he couldn’t read, but I was so angry. Why did he not see the steam coming out of my ears. I grabbed his timetable and turned it upside down and told him to try reading it that way. The blank look on his face and his staring at the way his timetable now was positioned now seems so funny but my words to him weren’t. I was rude. I told him that it would make just as much sense to him. He looked British, and I asked him how many languages he could speak and read. Before he had a chance to answer I said, “Let me guess; maybe just one and even that one probably
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