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P134 

Chapter Fourteen: 5pm (pps134-138) 

Toni speaks to Bella 
AZ: Toni seems motivated only by duty. Does she not love her mother? What ifmother 

raised her two girls single-handedly, gave them endless help with their schoolwork, focused 

intensely on their getting a good education, scholarships, made parties for them. Toni adores 

her. KF: Mother was a smart woman who is now losing her mind. Toni loves her intensely, 

and is deeply saddened by her decline. 

AZ: Toni could also be more devoted than she is now to her scatterbrained sister. KF: Her 

relationship with her sister should have warmth as well as frustration. 

EF: Toni should call her friends at the spa, and we should learn how disappointed they are 

that she can't make it. 

AZ: It would be good too if we could have some bit of her backstory in a dramatic flashback. 

Maybe her job interview with Stanley. 

AZ: Early in the chapter, have her fantasize about the pleasure she anticipates at the spa. Let 

her wallow in the luxury of an imaginary massage, all her kinkds and aches being magically 

smoothed away. So then it's not only fury and Bella but keen disappointment. 


~: fu- '>~ \-ill.- b ~~ ~-uJ 
~ fwl. ~ ~~ ~. 
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5 p.m. 


As soon as Toni got back to her apartment in Harbourmouth, she stripped off the business 

suit she had been wearing for two days and a night and dumped it in the dry-cleaning hamper. 

With a robe on over her underwear, she moved rapidly around the flat, packing a case for 

three nights at a health spa. She ~plann~d to pack 1ast nigl].~ amt leave qt)11idday t~!lY' so 2 
J.-r <c4..v e,..~ h4 '" ~'''Cr J.? H~........ 11\ .q' v 

she had some catching up to do. J~J . 7 

She lived on one floor of a sUbdi:J'ed'VictOrian house. She had a bedroom, a living 

room, a small kitchen and a bathroom. The town was a fishing port, but she could not see the 

sea. She was not very fond of her home: it was the place she had fled to when she broke up 

with Frank, and it had no happy memories. She regarded it as temporary, although she had 

been here two years, and she had no idea where she might go if she left. 

She was looking forward to her holiday, even though she knew her worry about the 

Fort would never quite disappear from the back of her mind. She was going away with two 

regular married couples, a male gay couple, and another single woman, not gay but divorced. 

One of the married women was Toni's oldest friend-they had played together as children-

and she had known the gays since university. They would have massages and facials, go for 

long walks, discuss politics, movies, marriage and sex, and tell funny stories-the gay 

couple, in the right mood, could make Toni laugh until she cried. 
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She hoped Mother would be all right at Bella's place. Toni's sister was a bit slapdash. 

She cleaned house when the mood took her, cooked when she felt hungry, and sometimes 

forgot to send her children to school. Bella's husband, Lennie, was a hairdresser, but worked 

infrequently because of a respiratory ailment: "The doctor's signed me off for another four 

weeks," he would usually say in response to the routine inquiry "How are you?" 

Mother had never minded Bella's ways. She had always been happy to visit the windy 

estate outside Edinburgh and eat undercooked chips with her grandchildren. But she was 

getting old. She was ia- the ead, stages of senility no ~, no longer able to take care of herself. 

-sheHxras stjJJ lucid and bri~ht. but she made mistakes' 8iUiaS 8ft the wiUfig bus, l\Jlgetttng 

screurdril'iJ:: After she set fire to the kitchen, Toni had moved her to the old folks' home. 

Would she be as philosophical as ever about Bella's haphazard housekeeping? Would Belln 

,,-b~ aele te QQPi "citll )4gtber 's ipcreai:iR8 Vitt)"W'8PSni8S!?' 

When once Toni had let slip an irritated remark about Bella, Mother had said: "She 

doesn't try as hard as you, that's why she's happier." With the onset of senility, Mother's 

conversation had become tactless, but her remarks were sometimes painfully accurate. 

When she had packed, she washed her hair then ran a bath to soak away two days of 

worry. She fell asleep in the tub. She woke with a start, but only a minute or so had passed-

the water was still hot. She got out and dried herself vigorously. L88lHft~ ift the fail-tength 

One of the good things about Frank, at least iI!J~rl1Cl'ilis:'-h~d been the pleasure 
.~-------.. --. 

he took in Toni's body. "Y~.:w-g(>lgre~ttits,,, he would say. She thought they were a bit too 
......_.......,......-

r e-rofIieiii~me, but he worshipped them. "I've never seen a pussy this colour," he once 
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told her as he lay between her legs. "It's like a ginger biscuit!" She wondered how long it 

would be before someone else marvelled at the colour of her pubic hair. 

She dressed in tan jeans and a dark green sweater. As she was closing her suitcase, the 

phone rang. She picked up the extension beside the bed. It was her sister. "Hi, Bella," said 

Toni. "How's Mother?" 

"She's not here." 

"What? You were supposed to pick her up at one o'clock!" 

"I know, but Lennie had the car and I couldn't get away." 

"And you still haven't left?" Toni looked at her watch. It was after six. She pictured 

Mother in the lobby at the home, sitting in her coat and hat, with her suitcase beside her chair, 

hour after hour. "What are you thinking of, Bella?" 

"The thing is this. The weather's bad here." 

"It's snowing all over Scotland, but it's not heavy." 

"Well, Lennie doesn't want me to drive sixty miles in the dark." 

"You wouldn't have had to drive in the dark if you'd picked her up when you 

promised!" 

"Oh, dear, you're getting angry, I knew this would happen." 

"I'm not angry-" Toni paused. Her sister always caught her with this trick. In a 

moment they would be talking about Toni managing her anger, instead of Bella breaking a 

promise. "Never mind how I feel, what about mother? Don't you think she must be 

disappointed?" 

"Ofcourse, but I can't help the weather." 

"What are you going to do?" 
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"There's isn't anything I can do." 

"So you're going to leave her in the home over Christmas?" 

"Unless you have her. You're only ten miles away." 

"Bella, I'm booked into a spa! Seven friends are expecting me to join them for three 

days. I've paid four hundred pounds deposit and I'm looking forward to a rest." 

"That sounds a bit selfish." 

"That's so typical of you. You make a complete mess of everything then expect others 

to pick up the pieces." 

"You don't know how hard it is with three children and a husband too ill to work. 

You've got plenty of money and only yourself to worry about." 

"You're right, I'm not stupid enough to marry a Jayabout and have children by him." 

"That's a wicked thing to say. You should be ashamed." 

Toni sighed. This was how all such conversations with Bella ended. No matter how 

badly she let people down, she refused to accept responsibility, and maintained that others 

were at fault. And she probably believed it. There was certainly no point in arguing with her. 

Her way of life was its own punishment. Toni said: "So you're asking me to cancel my 

holiday, drive to the home, pick up Mother and look after her over the holiday." 

"It's up to you," Bella said in a tone of elevated piety. "You must do what your 

conscience tells you." 

"Thanks for that helpful advice." Bella knew what Toni's conscience would say. It 

would not let her enjoy herself with friends while her mother spent Christmas in an 

institution. She would spend every other minute thinking guilty thoughts. "All right, I'll go 

and fetch her now." 




