
..... 

Robe r t Herrl , 

offenc~. and unless and until that happens, Mr. A has a right to 

anonymicy. Miss B's published account is, frankly, incoherent. 

What is nor in dispure is mar witn~ heard voices raised, and 

that at some point Mr. A and myself both fell. entwined. down the 

srairs, landing in the hall at exactly the moment when, as luck 

would have It, the front door opened to admit tbe first of Mr. A's 

dinner guests, my right honourable friend me Chancellor of the 

Exchequer. 

Conc lusion 

Mr. Spe'" ker , I have tried to set am rhe facts as clearly and un ­

emotionally as possible. Someone-I think it may have been Abra­

ham Lincoln. or poss ibly it was Winston Churchill---once wrote 

cha r n night in a police cell is good for any man, and J fee l [hat I 

have personally benefited from (his experience. J have been treated 

as any other cicizen would have been under rhe circumstances, and 

chat is all I have ever sought. 

To have been allowed to serve chis coun try has been a great 

privi lege. Over the course of the next few hours, I shall be having 

further discussions with my ministerial colleagues and others, and 

later this evening I hope to have an audience of Her Majesty the 

Queen. After rhat my own personal position will be clearer. 

No doubt much more will be said on these maners in the days 

and weeks to come. In the meantime, it only remai ns for me to 

thank you , Mr. Speaker, and through you th t" House, for me cour­

tesy you have shown in listening to my personal st"J. temem. 
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Seth tal ks me into going to a parcy in Brooklyn. He says that we 

can JUSt drop by . [ tell him that a parry in Brooklyn is a commit­

ment. It takes effort. It's like a wedding: You can't just drop by. 

"We can JUSt drop by,~ he says again , in a tone thar says, \V, 

con do an)'lhing we 'Ulant. 

This will be our first party as a couple. 

He says, "It'll be fun." 

~o{y boyfriend is a decade younger than I am; be is full of hope. 


We drive to Brooklyn in his old Mustang convertible, with the 


top down. Because of the wind and because I'm on the side of 

Sc:th·s bad ear, we can·t really talk-or I can't . BlIt he tells me that 

we·re going to Williamsburg, the section of Brooklyn that"s been 
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("aJJ~d the New Downcown, Aftt:r rhe party w~ C"an walk around 

and havt: dif:mcc at a restaurnnc his friend Bob is about to open 

then:, Bob has uffered to It't us try c:verything on the menu-to-be 

if wt'li bdp hi m name the rest aLlC'atH; the finali sts are The Shiny 

Din~r, Bob's, and The W onder Spor. "Starr chinking," Seth says, 

and I do. 

Across the b ridge and imo the land of Brookl yn, we go under 

overpasses and down Strl'CtS so dark and deserred you know they're 

usW only [0 get loSt on, I get this P:108 for Manhattan , where I 

am ne\'er farther than II block from a hexlega, never more than il 

rai~l arm from a cab, But then we turn a corner and- lights! 

people! acrion!-we park , 

Wal king to the party. 1 tel l Serb about the Will iamsburg I've 

already been to, the one in Virg inia, I expect him to have heard of 

it-h~'s from Canada and knows more abou r the U.s, th::m I do­

bur he hasn't. I [ell h im thar I was tive or s ix at rh~ time, and I 

didn't under.;tand the conctpt of historical re-enactment . 1 thouglu 

that we'd JUSt found a place when: wom.:-n in bonnets churn~d 

butter and men in breeches shoed horses . I rell him the real drama 

of the trip: I lost the dollar my flit her had given me for the gift 

shop. 

"What period do they re-enac(~ " Seth S<lYS, teasing. 

"You know," I say. "colonia! times." 

"Wht'n was that exactly~" 

"Somet-Lme before 191 0 ," I say, 

I'm having sllch :L good time that I forger about the party until 

we're nn the elevator up. I say. "Maybe we should have a code for 

. , wane to go.' " 
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He Starts to make a joke bur M:ts thoU I'm ~nous and $tlut'tz<.'S 

my hand thret: times, I okay the code, 

The ele\-"ator door opens righe into rhe lofr.. I wa... counting on 

(hoSt' extra few ~t'(onds of hallwny before f~cing the parry. the pa rty 

we arc now part ofand in, a party wirh people talking and laugh ing 

and baying a party rime. 1 think, I am a JQlid, trying 10 do a Iiqlliri'J 

jOb. 
I am only a third joking when I squeeze Seth 's hand (hr~ times, 

H~ sqw.:ezes back four, and before I can a~k what four mt'ans . our 

hostess is upon us. She is (all and sli nky. with ultra-short hair and 

a gold dm m one of her perfect nostrils; I fed every pound of my 

weight, every year of my age, umil Stlh tell~ her, "This is my 

girlfri end, Meg." 

I'm not sure I've ever had J boyfriend who introd uced me as 

his girlfriend, 1 smi le up at this g hosty-pale sweetie- pit: man 0' 

mIne, 

As suon as our hostess slinks off ro greet her next arrivals, 1 say, 

~What does four mean? "' 

"It m~ans, 'I love you, tOO ,' " he says. 

I want (0 he happy ro hear these words-it 's the first r ime we've 

squeezed th~m~btJ{ I feel ~) dose to him at rhis moment., I say 

the truth , which is, "I feel old ,~ 

He putS his coat around my shoulders and says, "Is (har ben~t?~ 

and I reali ze that I've spoken into his bad ear, 

I nod , and we move dttper IntO the party, H e introduces me as 

his gl tlfn end to each of the friends we pa.~,~, all of whom seem 

happy to meet me, and I think, I am biJ gIrlfriend, Ales; I am girl­

friend: I l tlll Aleg, girlfriend 0/ Setb. 
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r m fine, even su~r-fiDe, until he goes to get a glass of wine 

for me. Now I look around . trying to pretend, as I always do at 

parties, chat I cou ld IX' talking to a fellow party-goer if I wanted 

to, but at the moment J am JUS t (00 captivated by my own fasci­

nating observations of the crowd. 

The women are young, young, young, Iiquidy and sweet­

looking; [hey a~ batter, and I am the sponge cake they don't know 

they'U become. J stand here, a lone loaf, stuck to the pan . 

It is at th is moment thar I see Viocent-only from IX'hind, bu t 

I know it 's him. Vincent is my ex-boyfriend, or X7, if you cou nt 

all the rimes we broke up and got back together. 

I've told Seth almOSt nothing about my ex-boyfriends. Now he'J] 

meet the one who told me my head was roo big for my body. 

When Seth returns with my wine, he says . "Still cold?" and he 

rubs my shoulders and arms and back warm. "Beteer?" he says. 

I do feel ben er, (lnd I say so. 

A small crowd gathers around us-the drummer in Seth 's b:tnd, 

and hIS enrourage-glrlfriend. brother, and g irlfriend of brother. 

They try ro talk to me, and I try ro talk back. One of rhe girlfriends. 

I'm not sure whose, works in public radio. Since f m a public-radio 

lover, I can k~p th is conversation going, program ro program, unril 

she asks me what I do . 

I say, ~rm a weaver, " and both girlfriends look at me Uke they're 

nor sure they've heard correcd y. 

"I weave," I say, and this leads to an almost post-nuclear silence, 

rhe usual effect. 

Bue the one who works in public radio says, "Do you like weav­

ing?" 
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~Except for the Stress,~ J say. She laughs. and we are insta­

fri ends. 

Then we girlfriends rerurD to chern boyfriends. I plant myself 

beside Seth like a 6re hydram, m y back to where I imagine Vincent 

to be. 
But he's not; he's right across the room, his arm slung like a 

belt around the hips of a girl who I can teU right away is a modeL 

She has the long, straigh t hair I used to wish for and sky-high 

ehighs you can see through her mesh stockings. 

Just like the bad old days, Vincent doesn't seem to recog nize 

me. Then he gi ves me a look of mock shock. 

1 inadvertently squeeze Seth 's hand , and he smiles without look­

ing at me, like we have a SC("re{ language, and' wish we dId. 

1 watch Vincent steer his g irl friend toward us. 

H e's g town his hai r long and now sportS a weird beard and 

must ache. Lucifer-style. Plus, he's wearing a shirt wi th huge pointy 

collars jutting out like fangs over his Jacket. 

When he reaches us, I say, "Happy HalJoween." 

- Hello, Meg," he says, Dr. Droll . 

I say , "Seth, {his is-" 

Vincent inte.rrupt$ and introduces himself as ~Enzo." 

"Enzo ?"' I say. 

He doesn't answer, and' remember his New J ersey friends call­

ing him Vinnie. and his firm correction: "Vi ncent .~ 

He pulls his model front and center and says, '"Th is is Amanda." 

"'I'm Meg," I say to her. Then J get to say, -This is my boy­

friend, Seth." 

"Hi ." She is both chirpy and cool , an ice chick. "We know each 
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othtr," sht says about ehe man I've JUSt imnxiuced as my boyfriend, 

and sht, kisses him-lUSt his cbeek , but so far back tb,l( hcr pouty 

muuth appears to be t raveling neck~ or ear-ward. 

1 stare at her, even whi le 1am telling myself not to. ( fall under 

rhl: spell not of her l:yes but her eyebrows, which are perfectly 

archN and skinny and make me aware of my own dl1ck and feral 

pa ir: mine are a forest and hers are a trail. 

When J blink myself out of my t rance. Vincent 15 saying, 

"Whenever anyone would sa}' , ·Small world: Meg used co say, 'Ac­

mally, it '~ medium -sizt-d,' " 

] say , "r was llbout deven when I k(l~w VincC'm," 

Tht'n, like the. hostess my morher tauJi ht mt: ro Ik, , say. "Vio­

ct'11r IS a m usician, coo. 

"I usc:d to be." he says and names the best-known of the b.'lnds 

hl' p layed in , though ] happt"n [0 know it was only for about fifteen 

mirmcts. Then he asks $erh. "Who do you p lay with?" 

I can tell Vincem's impressed by Seth's band and doesn 't wam 

ro be: he fast talks about scarri ng up a scan·up-an on-li ne rc'­

cord ing studio. a reaJ·ti me disrri bution outiet, a virrual record la. 

bd-ht ~oes on and on . Vincent style. g randiose and imlXlssi ble 

to undcr~cand. 

1 say, MBasicait}', you do everythi ng b ut teach kindergarten ?" 

Vinctnt says. "There is 3n educat ional component :· 

Seth comes off as gen d e, even meek. but 1 know he·s imolerant 

of talk like this. He squeezes my hand three t imes. 

"Oh, shoot ," I say, looking at my wrist for a watch I' m nor 

wearing . "we have to go, " and I love the sou nd of Il'e, and I love 

that it's Seth who wants ro go and r Jove thar we are going. 

2. 

The Wonder Sp OI 

Vincent says they 're headed to another party themsel vt.'s, ]-It 

kisses both my cheeks-what now must be the signaturl' Enzo 

kiss-and he looks at mt: as though he cares deeply for me, a luok 

I never got when we were together. a look that Sech notices . and ' 

think , Pbtw: Seth will think another man lo\'ed me; he will think 

J am [he lovable kind of woman, t he k ind a man ben er lo\'t rIght 

or somebocly else will 

Vincent says. "You look g reat . Meg," and I rhink of sapng, 

\l'l/JtftnJ JON look II /illle J,rallge, bur I JUSt say, "See you, Vinnie." 

A few more pleasantri es and we 'rt in the tit-YaWL 

As soon as rhe elevator doors close. [ say , "Good tlllng sht· was 

just a modeL" I am giddy just to be out. .. , think that would 'v(' 

betn really hard if she were a supermodd .'· 

Seth looks at me, not sure what I mean . 

Out on rhe SHeet , I say, "How do you know her, by tht Wity(· 

and inseamly reg ret how del iberarely offimndt:(1 [ sound. 

"r don 't reall y know hc:r." he says. "She ca rne up to me afce r a 

show a few weeks ago." 

I chmk, Came up 10 )0" or on (0 YOII? but I give myself the open, 

amused look of a bystander eager to h~r more about ooe nf life's 

funny little coincidences. 

··She asked me if I would help her celebrate: her half·binhdIlY.' 

he says, and his tone cells me I would be crazy to chink he'd ever 

be atcractcd to her. 

Unfortunately , now I am crazy, and 1 have to StOP myself from 

saying a cone-deaf and tone-dum b, So YOI/ ' t'e J4}lflg )'011 d;dn'f tal br l' 

half-birthday cake,~ 

Suddenly r feel like I'm Mary Poppins Boating wirh an umbrella 
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and a spoonful of sugar into [he city of sexual menace, population 

a million Amandas With ultra-short aod loog straight hai r and 

poury mouths and thighs you can see through mesh stockings. 

From there J go straight to ThlJ fl.'ill nn'rf' work.. Ht hal 1tJ(xMJ 

coming Qn I t) him nJur his shou'. He'" bt /or/)-1ti1le whm )ol/n 11I,."illK 

sixty. Ht 11 yUU1f& and hlP and )011 d(m'l ttWl /emu the hip U!01'J j(JY' hip 

aflJ"J(wt. Y OII btlong III mit in bed u-jlh 0 book. 

I remind myself that this is what 1 always say and what I always 

do. As soon as I'm in a relationship, 1 promore fear from clerk to 

president, even though all it can do is sweep up, turn off the lights 

I and lock the door. 

! r am so deep in my own argument that I almost don't bear Seth 

say. "Meg," 

I He StOpS me on the pavement, and rums me toward him. H is 

face practically glows wh.ite; be is a ghost of the ghost he usually 

looks like. 

He says, "When did you go out with him?" 

"So long ago,M I say, "he had a differem name:' 

"Bedzebub?" he says. Then: "Sorry." 

I [ell hLm that 1 hadn't seen Vincem for ten-plus years-he was 

still in purgatory when I knew him. 

"But It was hard for you to see him with somebody else, to­

night ?" 

"No," 1 say, a liule surprised. 

He nods, not quite believing. "But the thing you said about her 

being a model?" 

"Models are always hard," I say . "And it was hard to see her 

ne<:king with your cheek," 
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After I've saLd this, I want ro say that I don't usually use the 

word "neck" as a verb, it's a fiftL~ word, my mother's word, but 

he is shabng his head and I can see he is not thinking about how 

old I sound or look or am. 

"Obviously he stili has 3 thing for you," Seth says, and shakes 

his head. again and swallows a couple of times, like he's tryLOg [Q 

get rid of a bad tasle in his momh. "The way he looked at you," 

My plxw gives me an Indian burn of shame. "That look was for 

Amanda's benefir," I say, and I know it's true. For a second, I am 

an older sister to my younger self. "And if she brings it up latet," 

I sny, "he'll teU her she's crazr·" 

"Very nice," Seth says, and his voice tells me that he doesn't 

want to hear any more abou t Vincent and Amanda , ht: doesn't 

cart: about chern , and that he's wishing he didn't care so much 

abou t me. 

It scares me. But then I get this big feeling. simple but exalted : 

I-/r '; IIkt mt, jm! ",ith diflemtl detail;. 

H is eyes are dosed, and I think maybe he's picturing me with 

Vincent or other men be assumes I've slept WIth or loved . Maybe 

he's telling himself that he's [00 tall or doesn't hear well enough . 

Usually, he pulls me in for the hug, but now I do it. I pull him 

In and we Stay iLke this , his chin on my head, my face on his chest. 

J find myself thinking of Amanda at another parry with Vincent, 

;lnd feelmg sorry ror her. It occurs to me that Ir I were as beautiful 

a..\ she is, every passing half-birthday would be harder to celebrate. 

But mostly I am JUSt glad J am not her and g lad we are nor [hem, 

and glad JUSt ro be out here on the curb, breathing the sweet air 

of Williamsburg and post-colonial freedom. 
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We are quiet for a while. walking. I begin to see whe~ we are 

now, We pass (he Miss Williamsburg Diner. Little bookstores I 

could spend my life in. We pass a gallerr with black-light an hung 

above a reflecti ng pcx>1. 

Then we're sranding in a parking lor, outside of what $(orh tells 

me is Bob's restau rant. I'm saying that living in Manhattan gives 

you a real appreciation of parking locs, when Seth takes something 

i out of his pocket and putS jt in my band. Ir's a dollar. "For the 
I­

~ 
g ift shop." he says. "Don' ( l~ it now," 

Wi th my dollar hand. I squeeze Seth's about d-lirf)'-seven rimes, 

telling him everything I f("ei. 

He says, "What does char mean ?" 
I 

I sa),... 'I'm hung ry.' .. 


What I fcel is, RIghI nQW 1 lUll ha,,·tng 1m life I U.'{JIIJ, bert oNlside

i 

The Shiny Diner, Bob's, The Wonder Spot, with 1IIy dollar to spend()I'I 
ami dinner to (om(. \'Ve will try everything on the menu. Then we 

will d rive th roug h Brooklyn and cross the bridge with [he Man· 

hannn skyline in front of us, which looks new co me every rime I 

Stt it, and we will drive righc into it. We' ll find a parking space 
"'Ii . ". a few blocks fro m my apartment on Tench Screet, and we'll pick 

i,l up mjlk and tomorrow's paper. We will und ress and gec into bed. 
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~ GILES SM ITH 

Pork c.hop--nice and thjck, ki dney still in-with sprouts, a carror. 

and-swede mix, mashed potatoes and gravy. Now, char's a proper 

me-.!.! . And after, fruit pie and custard Ot cream. A proper, home­

baked pie, mind you-none of your ti ns and packetS. Proper, 

Wholesome, homely food-what my husband Derek used ro call "a 

bit of all right ." The way to a man 's hearc is through his stomach 

and that was certainly tcue with Derek. 

But a lor of them, chese days, chey don't want that . It 's all burgers 

and fries. Milkshakes, some of them. Well, that's not a pmpcr meal, 

IS i(~ Nor what I call a proper, sit-down meal. With my rhctt. every 

niSht, there was meat and vegt.' tables and a pie afterwards, ru:vtr fa il. 

Or sometimes a crumble, or a jam tarr, or a trifle, but always a pud­
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