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TO JACO AND ELISABETH GROOT

The friends who met here and embraced are gone,
Each to his own mistake,

W. H. Auden, ‘The Crossroads’



AKro u ausabem I'poom
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wo former lovers of Molly Lane stood waiting

outside the crematorium chapel with their backs
to the February chill. It had all been said before, but
they said it again.

‘She never knew what hit her.’

‘When she did it was too late.’

‘Rapid onset.’

‘Poor Molly.’

‘Mmm.’

Poor Molly. It began with a tingling in her arm
as she raised it outside the Dorchester Grill to stop a
cab; a sensation that never went away. Within weeks
she was fumbling for the names of things. Parlia-
ment, chemistry, propeller she could forgive herself,
but less so bed, cream, mirror. It was after the tem-
porary disappearance of acanthus and bresaola that
she sought medical advice, expecting reassurance.
Instead, she was sent for tests and, in a sense, never
returned. How quickly feisty Molly became the sick-
room prisoner of her morose, possessive husband,
George. Molly, restaurant critic, gorgeous wit and
photographer, the daring gardener who had been
loved by the Foreign Secretary and could still turn
a perfect cartwheel at the age of forty-six. The speed
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Boe OBIBIIUX JI000BHUKOB Mouau JleitH crosnu
I[ Y YacOBHU KpeMaTOpHusA CIHNHOH K XOJOZHOMY
(deBpaabckomy BeTpy. 000 BceM y:Kke ObLIO TOBOPEHO,
HO OHU IIPOTOBOPUJIM €eIlle Pas.

— Tak u He MOHAJA, YTO HA Hee OOPYIIINIOCE.

— A Korga moHsa, OBLIO HMO3OHO.

— BrICTPO CKPYTHIO.

— Bennaa Moanau.

— M-m-Mm.

Bennasa Mosnu. Hauasmochk ¢ mOKaJIbIBaHU B PYKE,
KOrJla OHa JIOBUJIa TaKcu y pecTopaHa «lopuectep»;
OIIlyIlleHMEe 9TO TAK W He IPOoILIo. Yepes HECKOJIbKO
HeJeJb OHA yiKe ¢ TPYAOM BCIOMMHAJA caoBa. «Ilap-
JJAMEHT», «XHMHIO», «IIPOIeJIep» OHa MorJja cebe
IIPOCTUTDH, HO «CIWUBKH», «KPOBATb», «3€PKaAJIO» —
aTo ObLIO Xy:ke. Korga BpeMeHHO mcues3au «aKaHd»
u «0pesaosa», oHa 00paTUJIACh K Bpauy, O:KUAAA, UTO
ee ycmokoar. OgHaKo ee HampaBuUJIu Ha o0OcJIemoBa-
HUe, U, MOXKHO CKasaTh, OTTYJA OHA yyKe He BepHY-
Jack. Kak e OnicTpo 0oeBasa MoJiu crajsa 00JIbHONI
IJIEHHUIIE CBOETO YTPIOMOTO COOCTBEHHHKA-MYKa
Jxopaeka. Mosiu, pecTopaHHbIN KpUTUK, (hoTorpad,
JKeHIIMHA HeNMCCAKAeMOr'0 OCTPOYMUS, JeP3HOBEHHA
CaZ0OBHUIIA, BO3JIIO0JEHHAT MUHUCTPA MHOCTPAHHBIX
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of her descent into madness and pain became a mat-
ter of common gossip: the loss of control of bodily
function and with it all sense of humour, and then
the tailing off into vagueness interspersed with epi-
sodes of ineffectual violence and muffled shrieking.

It was the sight now of George emerging from the
chapel that caused Molly’s lovers to move off further
up the weedy gravel path. They wandered into an
arrangement of oval rose beds, marked by a sign,
‘The Garden of Remembrance’. Each plant had been
savagely cut back to within a few inches of the frozen
ground, a practice Molly used to deplore. The patch
of lawn was strewn with flattened cigarette butts,
for this was a place where people came to stand about
and wait for the funeral party ahead of theirs to clear
the building. As they strolled up and down, the two
old friends resumed the conversation they had had
in various forms a half dozen times before but which
gave them rather more comfort than singing ‘Pil-
grim’.

Clive Linley had known Molly first, back when
they were students in 68 and lived together in a
chaotic, shifting household in the Vale of Health.

‘A terrible way to go.’

He watched his own vaporised breath float off into
the grey air. The temperature in central London was
said to be minus eleven today. Minus eleven. There
was something seriously wrong with the world for
which neither God nor his absence could be blamed.
Man’s first disobedience, the Fall, a falling figure,
an oboe, nine notes, ten notes. Clive had the gift of
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JleJi, cIioco0HasA JIETKO IMTPOMTHCH KOJIECOM B CBOU CO-
pokK 1ecTb JjieT. O ee CTPEMUTEIHLHOM MOTPY:KEHUU
B Oesymue u 00JIb CyJauuJIXd BCe: IIOTepPA KOHTPOJIS
HAJ OTIPaBJIeHUAMHU, 4 C HUM — U YyBCTBa IOMOpa,
a 3aTeM — IIOCTEIleHHOe 3aTMeHMe C 3Iu30gaMu Gec-
CUJIBHOTO Oy#CTBA U IMPUTIYIIEHHBIX KPUKOB.

Ilpu Bume mosBUBINIErocs m3 4yacoBHU [[yKopmxa
JIO00BHUKKM MOJIJIM OTOIILIN IIOAAJbIlle IIO0 3apoc-
el rpaBUHHON Hoposkke. OHU mJoOpean M0 ydyacTKa
OBAJIBHBIX PO30BBIX KJIYMO ¢ Tabiaumukoii «Can mams-
T». Bce pacTeHusa ObLIu 0e3:KaJIOCTHO Cpe3aHBbI HA
BBICOTE HECKOJbKMX CAHTUMETPOB HAJ HpoMepaIei
semJyeil — Moty Takyo IPaKTUKY ocy:kaaJa. 'azoun
OBLJI yCesH CILTIONeHHBIMY OKYPKaMU — 3[IeCh JIIOAU
IOMKUIAINCh, KOTJA MIPeIbIAyINas IPyIaa OCBOOOIUT
smanue. [IpoxaskuBasich B3aJ U BIlepel, cTapbie Ipy-
3bsi BOSOOHOBMJIM PasroBOpP, K KOTOPOMY BO3BpAallia-
JIUChH yiKe pas JecsAaThb 0 9TOTO B pasHbIX (hopMax; HO
OH yTeIllaJ ux 0oJibile, uem meuue «IIuaurpumas.

Kanatip JImaau ysuaa Moty mepBbIM, B IIECThIE-
CAT BOCBMOM, KOT[a OHU OBLIMN CTYAEHTAMU U KUJIU
OJHUM JOMOM, XaOTHUYECKUM U 3BIOKUM, B Beiia-od-
Xeure.

— Y KacHBIA KOHeII.

OH cMOTpes, KaK pPacTBOPSETCS B CEPOM BO3IyXe
map ero aprxanusa. Ckasanu, uTo B 1eHTpe JIoHIO0HA
TeMIIepaTypa MUHYC OTUHHAAIIaTh. MUHYC OMUHHAL-
maThb. YTO-TO OUEHb HEJIaAHO B MUPE, 1 He OOBUHUIIID
B aTOM HU Bora, Hu ero orcyrcreue. IlepBoe HemocIy-
IaH1e YeJIoBeKa, ero najjeHue, HUCXOAAINN MOTUB,
ro0oi, OeBATHL HOT, JecaTh HOT. ¥ KiaiiBa ObLa abco-
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perfect pitch and heard them descending from the
G. There was no need to write them down.

He continued,

‘I mean, to die that way, with no awareness, like
an animal. To be reduced, humiliated before she
could make arrangements, or even say goodbye. It
crept up on her, and then...’

He shrugged. They came to the end of the tram-
pled lawn, turned and walked back.

‘She would have killed herself rather than end up
like that,” Vernon Halliday said.

He had lived with her for a year in Paris in ’74
when he had his first job with Reuters and Molly did
something or other for Vogue.

‘Brain-dead and in George’s clutches,’ Clive said.

George, the sad, rich publisher who doted on her
and whom, to everyone’s surprise, she had not left,
though she always treated him badly. They looked
now to where he stood outside the door, receiv-
ing commiseration from a group of mourners. Her
death had raised him from general contempt. He ap-
peared to have grown an inch or two, his back had
straightened, his voice had deepened, a new dignity
had narrowed his pleading, greedy eyes. Refusing
to consign her to a home, he had cared for her with
his own hands. More to the point, in the early days
when people still wanted to see her, he vetted her
visitors. Clive and Vernon were strictly rationed
because they were considered to make her excitable
and, afterwards, depressed about her condition. An-
other key male, the Foreign Secretary, was also un-
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JIIOTHBIA CJYX, W OH CJIBIIIAJ, KAK OHU CIIYCKAIOTCSA
OT COJIb. 3aIIMCLIBATH He OBLIO HYKIbI.

OH TIpoIoIIKAI:

— ITonuMaelip — yMuUpaTh, HUUYETO He CO3HaBad,
Kak kuBoTHOoe. OciabeTh, CTATh HOJIHOCTHIO 3aBU-
CUMOM, He yCIeB OTAATh IOCJHeIHNEe PACIOPAKEHU
U Iaske MOIMPOIAaThCA. Bojie3aHb MOAKpaIach...

KnaiB moxkan nineuamu. OHU OOIIIN A0 KpasA BhI-
TOIITAHHON JIYKAWKKU U IIOBEPHYJIN 00paTHO.

— Omna npeamousa 66l caMOyOUIICTBO TAKOMY KOH-
my, — oro3BaJicsa BepHon XoJsnugeii.

OH npoxxkui ¢ Heli rox B I[lapuske B ceMbIecsAT YeT-
BEPTOM, KOT/Ia BIePBBIE MTOCTYIIUJ HA paboTy B «Peii-
Tep», a OHa IONHUCchIiBaa Ija «Borax.

— C MepTBBIM MOBTOM U B KJelrHAX J;Kopmxa, —
ckaszay Kiaiis.

JKOpMK, TPYCTHBIN OOraThIii M3JaTesb, HE Yasas
B HeU OyIu, ¥ OHa, KO BCeoOIleMy YAUBJIEHUIO, TaK
U He OpocuJia ero, XoTs Bcerga 00Xoamuaach ¢ HUM OyP-
HO. OHM TOCMOTPEJIUN B €ro CTOPOHY: [:KOPIK CTOSII
Yy IIBEPU B IPYIIIIe JIIOeli, IPUHUMAJ CO00JIe3HOBAaHUA.
CMmepTh KeHbI m30aBUJIa €ro OT OOIIero mpe3peHusd.
OH OyATO BLIPOC HAa AIOWM WJIM OBa, CIMHA Y HETO BBI-
MIPSAMMIJIACH, TOJIOC CTAJ I'yIlle, HOBOOOPETeHHOe JOCTO-
WHCTBO CY3WJIO IJIada, MOTacUJIO JKATHBIN, IPOCAIITNNI
BarAn. OTKAasaBIINUCh CIATh €e B IPUIOT, OH YXaKUBaJl
3a Hell coOCTBEeHHOPYYHO. U, UTO cyIllecTBeHHee, BHA-
yaJie, KOTIa JIOAU ellle XOTeJIN ee HaBeIlllaThb, OH (PUIb-
TpoBaJ nmocerureseii. [na Kaaiisa u BepHoHa momyck
OLLI CTPOTO OTPaHUYEH, IIOCKOJbKY CUMTAJIOCH, UTO
IIpY HUX OHA PA3BOJIHYETCH, a IocJie OyaeT yapydyeHa
CBOUM COCTOsSHMEM. J[pyTroif OTBeTCTBEHHBIHN I'OCTh, MU-
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welcome. People began to mutter, there were muted
references in a couple of gossip columns. And then
it no longer mattered because the word was she was
horribly not herself; people didn’t want to go and see
her and were glad that George was there to prevent
them. Clive and Vernon, however, continued to enjoy
loathing him.

As they turned about again, the phone in Vernon’s
pocket rang. He excused himself and stepped aside,
leaving his friend to proceed alone. Clive drew his
overcoat about him and slowed his pace. There must
have been over two hundred in the black-suited crowd
outside the crematorium now. Soon it would seem
rude not to go over and say something to George. He
got her finally, when she couldn’t recognise her own
face in the mirror. He could do nothing about her af-
fairs, but in the end she was entirely his. Clive was
losing the sensation in his feet, and as he stamped
them the rhythm gave him back the ten note falling
figure, ritardando, a cor anglais, and rising softly
against it, contrapuntally, cellos in mirror image.
Her face in it. The end. All he wanted now was the
warmth, the silence of his studio, the piano, the un-
finished score, and to reach the end. He heard Ver-
non say in parting, ‘Fine. Rewrite the standfirst and
run it on page four. I’ll be there in a couple of hours.’
Then he said to Clive,

‘Bloody Israelis. We ought to wander over.’
‘I suppose so.’
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HUCTP WHOCTPAHHBIX NeJ, TaKiKe ObLI HerKesaaTeseH.
Jltogu cTaau BOpYATh, B KOJIOHKAX CBETCKON XPOHMU-
KM TOABUJIOCh HECKOJBKO CAEP:KAaHHBIX 3aMeUaHWH.
A moToM Bce 9TO MOTEPSAJIO 3HAUEHME: TI0 paccKasam,
OHA YYJOBUIIHO UBMEHMJIACH, JIIOU He XOTeJU ee Ha-
BelaTh M ObLIN Pagbl, 4TO JJKOPIK MX He IIyCKaer.
Oxuaxo KiaiiB 1 BepHOH ¢ yI0BOJILCTBUEM IPOIOJIMKA-
JIX eT0 HeHaBUIETh.

Korga onu mosepHyJix 00paTHO, B KapMaHe y Bep-
HoHa 3amnuinaj Teiaedor. OH M3BUHUICA U OTOIIEJ
B CTOPOHY, HPEIOCTABUB APYTY MPOJIOJMKATH ITPO-
T'YJIKY B ogfuHO4YecTBe. KilaiiB samaxHyJI ajabTo 1 3a-
MEeIJUJI Iar. ¥ KpeMaTopusd co0paJioch y:Ke COTHU
IBe Joneil B uepHoM. Ilopa mogoiiTk m cKasaThb 4YTO-
HUOyAb I[PKOpM:Ky, mHaUe OyAeT COUTEeHO HEeBEXKJIU-
BocThI0. HakoHer-To [[JKOP/K €10 3aBJIafes — KOTaa
OHA y:Ke He y3HaBaJia cBoe JUI0 B 3epkaJsie. C poma-
HAMH! ee OH HMYEro He MOT IoJejaTh, HO B (puHAae
OHa cTaJia IeauKoMm ero. ¥ KialiBa saHemenu HOT'H,
OH CTaJI TOIAaTh, M B TOM K€ PUTMe BepHYJINUCH IeCATh
HUCXOIAIIUX HOT PUTApPIaHIO, aHTJINHACKUNA POIKOK,
a B KOHTPAIIYHKT C HUM, MATKO, BOCXOIAIIUNA MOTUB
BUOJIOHUEJIEH, 3epKaJbHBIN 00pa3. B HeM — ee juIio.
Komuer. Bce, uTo 6b1710 HY:KHO eMy ceiiuac, — TeILIo,
TUINTMHA er0 CTYIWU, POsjb, HEJONMUCAHHAA TapTU-
Typa — u 3akoHuuTh. OH ycibIimiana cioBa BepHoHa,
3aBepIasiiero pasropop: «Oraumuno. Ilepenuiniure
pesioMe U MOCTaBbTe Ha UeTBEepTyIo mojocy. S 6ymy
yaca uepes ABa». 3arem KiaiiBy:

— YeproBbl udpauabTsaHe. Ham mopa momgoiTu.

— Iloxanyii.
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But instead they took another turn about the lawn
for they were there, after all, to bury Molly.

With a visible effort of concentration, Vernon re-
sisted the anxieties of his office.

‘She was a lovely girl. Remember the snooker
table.’

In 1978 a group of friends rented a large house in
Scotland for Christmas. Molly and the man she was
going about with at the time, a QC named Brady,
staged an Adam and Eve tableau on a disused snook-
er table, he in his Y-fronts, she in bra and panties,
a cue rest for a snake and a red ball for an apple.
The story handed down, however, the one that had
appeared in an obituary and was remembered that
way even by some who were present, was that Molly
‘danced naked on Christmas Eve on a snooker table
in a Scottish castle’.

‘A lovely girl,” Clive repeated.

She had looked right at him when she pretended
to bite the apple, and smiled raunchily through her
chomping, with one hand on a jutting hip, like a mu-
sic hall parody of a tart. He thought it was a signal,
the way she held his gaze, and sure enough, they were
back together that April. She moved into the studio
in South Kensington and stayed through the summer.
This was about the time her restaurant column was
taking off, when she went on television to denounce
the Michelin guide as the ‘kitsch of cuisine’. It was
also the time of his own first break, the Orchestral
Variations at the Festival Hall. Second time round.
She probably hadn’t changed, but he had. Ten years
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OmHAaKO OHU CIeJaliv ellle OAUH KPYT MO0 Jy:KanKe:
B KOHIIE KOHIIOB, OHU TYT AJIA TOTO, YTOOBI XOPOHUTH
Monnnu.

C sameTHBIM ycuiueM Hajn coboii BepHoHn oTonBu-
HYJ cJIyKebHbIe 3a00ThI.

— Ona 0OblIa MUJION OeBOUYKOU. BcrmoMHHM OMIIb-
SAPAHBINA CTOJI.

B 1978 romy mom PoixkmecTBO KOMIaHUS APy3el
cusana Ooapmioi gom B Illoranamguu. MoJsiu u ee
TOTHAITHUN CIIyTHUK, KOPOJEBCKHI aJBOKaT IO ha-
musguu Bpetigu, n3o00pasusu Ha OWMIBLAPIHOM CTOJIE
Apnamva u EBy: OH B TpycaxX, OHa B Tpycax u Juduuke,
MOACTaBKa AJA KuA — 3Mei, KPpacHBIN IIap BMECTO
ss60Ka. B mepeckasax, oqHAKO, MCTOPUS Ipuodpesa
HECKOJIbKO WHOM BUJ U B TAKOM BHUJie HEe TOJbKO IToma-
Jia B OWH HEKPOJIOT, HO MaskKe 3allOMHIJIACH KOe-KOMY
u3 cBujerenei: «Mosiu nisAcaia B COUEJIbHUK HATH-
IIIOM Ha OMJIBAPIHOM CTOJIE B IIOTJIAHACKOM 3aMKe».

— Munasa geBouka, — moBTopua Kiaiis.

Henas Bum, OyATO OTKYCHIBAET A0JOKO U JKYeT, OHa
cMOTpeJa OPAMO Ha HEro M pasBPaTHO yJabIOaJsach.
Omna BeIKaTHJIa OeApo U IIOAOOUYEHUJIACh, HAPOAUPYSI
yaAuuHyIo AeBKy. OH cueJs ee YIIOPHBINA B3TJIS CUTHA-
JIOM, W IIpaBja, B alpeJie OHU CHOBa comuiuch. MouJr-
Ju 1mepeexaJia B ero cryauio B IO:xkHOM KeHcuHTTOHE
¥ ocTaJjach Ha Bce JieTo. B 3To BpeMA KaK pa3 OTKPHI-
Jlach ee pecTopaHHasa KOJIOHKa U caMa OHA BBICTYMU-
Jla IO TeJIeBU30PY, PACKPUTUKOBAB MUIILJIEHOBCKUN
IIyTEBOAUTENb KaK <«KYyJIWHAPHBIA KuTu». OH TOKe
BIIepBbIe 00O3HAUMJICA Iepen mybaumkoii — «Opke-
CTPOBBIMHU BapuanuamMu» B PecTrusBaj-xoJie. Bro-
poii 3axon. OHa, BEepOATHO, He U3BMEHUJIACh, 4 OH —
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