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Had there? Ever?
As a goddess dragged past with a transist
) . or ear- i
HEM%E@P gooseflesh and blue knees. it and, Hilde
ilda spurned the cat: her anger had i
. : her gathered in her throat.
They .SosE kill the life in you, she thought; and she could
bw,mm believed someone spoke, from the shadows. And she thought
of tomorrow’s wreath. Have you a Cancer partner?
to make a quarrel, remember. partner? 1t takes two
Pssst!
And trod agai i iffi i i
s gain the high and difficult stairs, hoping Adam was

And Ben, from running,
And Anthony.
And Mr Rowbotham enfolded in i
. globy places, folded
and song—if Emﬁ was what he wanted, Bo%. i Sammy
Because tonight it was a long way to climb.
But she was, nevertheless, humming softly beneath it all and

grateful to think she was not being followed on the stairs
Because she hated that. .
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The Bath

On mnmm..% afternoon she bought cut flowers—daffodils, anemones
a few twigs of a red-leaved shrub, wrapped in mauve s.,mxma @m@an.
for Saturday was the seventeenth anniversary of her husband’s
death and she planned to visit his grave, as she did each year, to
weed it and put fresh flowers in the two jam jars standing os@. on
each side of the tombstone. Her visit this year occupied her
thoughts more than usual. She had bought the flowers to force
herself to make the journey that each year became more hazardous
from Eo‘ walk to the bus stop, the change of buses at the Ooﬁmmou,
to the bitterness of the winds blowing from the open sea m08wm
almost unsheltered rows of tombstones; and the tiredness that over-

The Bath 4

came her when it was time to return home when she longed to find
a place beside the graves, in the soft grass, and fall asleep.

That evening she filled the coal bucket, stoked the fire. Her
movements were slow and arduous, her back and shoulder gave
her so much pain. She cooked her tea—liver and bacon—set her
knife and fork on the teatowel she used as a tablecloth, turned up
the volume of the polished red radio to listen to the Weather
Report and the News, ate her tea, washed her dishes, then sat
drowsing in the rocking chair by the fire, waiting for the water to
get hot enough for a bath. Visits to the cemetery, the doctor, and
to relatives, to stay, always demanded a bath. When she was sure
that the water was hot enough (and her tea had been digested) she
ventured from the kitchen through the cold passageway to the
colder bathroom. She paused in the doorway to get used to the
chill of the air then she walked slowly, feeling with each step the
pain in her back, across to the bath, and though she knew that she
was gradually losing the power in her hands she managed to
wrench on the stiff cold and hot taps and half-fill the bath with
warm water. How wasteful, she thought, that with the kitchen fire
always burning during the past month of frost, and the water
almost always hot, getting in and out of a bath had become such
an effort that it 'was not possible to bath every night nor even
every week!

She found a big towel, laid it ready over a chair, arranged the
chair so that should difficulty arise as it had last time she bathed
she would have some way of rescuing herself; then with her
nightclothes warming on a page of newspaper inside the coal oven
and her dressing-gown across the chair to be put on the instant
she stepped from the bath, she undressed and pausing first to get
her breath and clinging tightly to the slippery yellow-stained rim
that now seemed more like the edge of a cliff with a deep drop
below into the sea, slowly and painfully she climbed into the bath.
.I'll put on my nightie the instant I get out, she thought. The
instant she got out indeed! She kmew it would be more than a
matter of instants yet she tried to think of it calmly, without
dread, telling herself that when the time came she would be very
careful, taking the process step by step, surprising her bad back
and shoulder and her powerless wrists into performing feats they
might usually rebel against, but the key to controlling them would
be the surprise, the slow stealing up on them.  With care, with
thought. . . . [

Sitting upright, not daring to lean back or lie down, she soaped
herself, washing away the dirt of the past fortnight, seeing with
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M,Mmmmwoaos wns\ it drifted about on the water as a sign that she
:Qmm nwmmwwowwmmsW Then when her washing was completed she found
ng 10r excuses not to try yet to climb out. T
woman’s finger nails, cracked and dr h T
would need to be scrubbed again: ki of hes hols. to0, mer
. gain; the skin of her heels, t
ing so hard that her feet mi i no: behind
ght have been turning to ; i
her ears where a thread of dirt i s et 0 i
lay in the rim; after all i
not often have the luxur i Tow e 1t et
y of a bath, did she? H i
She drowsed a moment. If o , a1l 28leop then vk
g nly she could fall asleep th
to find herself in her nigh i T o o
ghtdress in bed for the night! S
rewashed her body, and when she k o o Lo
deceive herself 58v thinkin el ik B
g she was not clean sh lucts
replaced the soap, brush and flannel i ? e i
. . he groove at the si
the bath, feeling as she loosen D on & 2wttt
, ed her grip on them that all
and support were ebbin i ired the. ootr
. g from her. Quickly she sei i
brush again, but its magi s e LS
’ gic had been used and was ;1
not adopt the role she tried to ur 1 e
. ge upon it. The flannel t
the soap, were frail i i reing o
ey ail flotsam to cling to in the hope of being borne
She was alone now. For a fe
: v. Fo. w moments she sat swilli
water against her skin, perhaps as a means of @:OMMMEMW MMW
mmwammm%zﬂwﬂ resolutely she pulled out the plug, sat feeling the
nd scrape at her skin and flesh, tryi
down, down into the earth; th ety s o s
, ; then the bathwater was i
soapy gurge and she was naked and shivering and rmwgwwoﬁa w
BMMQ the attempt to get out of the bath. 7
e M_éwﬁ mm,wmw@w the surface had become! In future she would not
erosene, she would use the paste cl
ot DYCEhE B £ paste cleaner that, left
o e mEn.m e enamel rough patches that could be gripped
She leaned forward, feelin in i
vard, g the pain in her back and ,
ww%ommﬂmwwqu%coﬂrn mﬂB of mro bath but her fingers mmgwnn%r%mmnww
€. She would not panic, she told h :
try gradually, carefully, to ai e
. ; » to get out. Again she leaned f : i
her grip loosened as if iron h barataly g, D
. ands had deliberatel
stiffened blue fingers from thei i B bt ot
r trembling hold. H
%H beat .mmm»oh her c_...omE came more quickly, her nmwcwmwmmw@% oy
gmm MMMWMMH_QWA her :wm. W I shout for help, she thought, no oWw
vill | e. No-one in the world wi i B
I'm in the bath and can’t get out. e et Neranawill fuew
. mwm Hmm:ﬁma. She could hear only the drip-drip of the cold water
w% P ﬁo Swm.r-vmm_c. and a corresponding whisper and gurgle of
rt, as if it were beating under water. All else was silent
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Where were the people, the traffic? Then she had a strange feeling
of being under the earth, of a throbbing in her head like wheels
going over the earth above her.

Then she told herself sternly that she must have no nonsense,
that she had really not tried to get out of the bath. She had
forgotten the strong solid chair and the grip she could get on it. If
she made the effort quickly she could first take hold of both sides
of the bath, pull herself up, then transfer her hold to the chair and
thus pull herself out.

She tried to do this; she just failed to make the final effort. Pale
now, gasping for breath, she sank back into the bath. She began
to call out but as she had predicted there was no answer. No-one
had heard her, no-one in the houses or the street or Dunedin or
the world knew that she was imprisoned. Loneliness welled in her.
1f John were here, she thought, if we were sharing our old age,
helping each other, this would never have happened. She made
another effort to get out. Again she failed. Faintness overcoming
her she closed her eyes, trying to rest, then recovering and trying
again and failing, she panicked and began to cry and strike the
sides of the bath; it made a hollow sound like a wild drum-beat.

Then she stopped striking with her fists; she struggled again to
get out; and for over half an hour she stayed alternately struggling
and resting until at last she did succeed in climbing out and
making her escape into the kitchen. She thought, I'll never take
another bath in this house or anywhere. I never want to see that
bath again. This is the end or the beginning of it. In future a

district nurse will have to come to attend me. Submitting to that
will be the first humiliation. There will be others, and others.

In bed at last she lay exhausted and lonely thinking that perhaps
it might be better for her to die at once. The slow progression of
difficulties was a kind of torture. There were her, shoes that had
to be made specially in a special shape or she could not walk.
There were the times she had to call in a neighbour to fetch a pot
of jam from the top shelf of her cupboard when it had been only
a year ago that she herself had made the jam and put it on the
shelf. Sometimes a niece came to fill the coal-bucket or mow the
lawn. Every week there was the washing to be hung on the line—
this required a special technique for she could not raise her arms
without at the same time finding some support in the dizziness
that overcame her. She remembered with a sense of the world
parrowing and growing darker, like a tunnel, the incredulous
almost despising look on the face of her niece when in answer to

the comment
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-How beautiful the clouds are in Dunedin! These big billowing
white and grey clouds—don’t you think, Auntie?

she had said, her disappointment at the misery of things putting a
sharpness in her voice,

-I never look at the clouds!

She wondered how long ago it was since she had been able to
look up at the sky without reeling with dizziness. Now she did
not dare look up. There was enough to attend to down and
around—the cracks and hollows in the footpath, the patches of
frost and ice and the pot-holes in the roads; the approaching cars
and motorcycles; and now, after all the outside menaces, the inner
menace of her own body. She had to be guardian now over her
arms and legs, force them to do as she wanted when how easily
and dutifully they had walked, moved and grasped, in the old
days! They were the enemy now. It had been her body that
showed treachery when she tried to get out of the bath. If she ever
wanted to bath again—how strange it seemed!—she would have
to ask another human being to help her to guard and control her

own body. Was this so fearful? she wondered. Even if it were
not, it seemed so.

She thought of the frost slowly hardening outside on the fences,
roofs, windows and streets. She thought again of the terror of not
being able to escape from the bath. She remembered her dead
husband and the flowers she had bought to put on his grave. Then
thinking again of the frost, its whiteness, white like a new bath, of
the anemones and daffodils and the twigs o:ro red-leaved shrub,
of John dead seventeen years, she fell asleep while outside, within
two hours, the frost began to melt with the warmth of a sudden
wind blowing from the north, and the night grew warm, like a
spring night, and in the morning the light came early, the sky was
pale blue, the same warm wind as gentle as a mere breath, was
blowing, and a narcissus had burst its bud in the front garden.

In all her years of visiting the cemetery she had never known the
wind so mild. On an arm of the peninsula exposed to the winds
from two stretches of sea, the cemetery had always been a place to
crouch shivering in overcoat and scarf while the flowers were set
on the grave and the narrow garden cleared of weeds. Today,
everything was different. After all the frosts of the past month
there was no trace of chill in the air. The mildness and warmth
were scarcely to be believed. The sea lay, violet-coloured, hush-
hushing, turning and heaving, not breaking into foamy waves, it
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was one sinuous ripple from shore to horizon and its sound was
ted sound of distant forests of peace. ) .
EWWMH& up the rusted garden fork that she knew lay mgwwm Mw
the grass of the next grave, long E%HQ&. mwﬁom MMM ﬁmam,w o
the twitch and other weeds, exposin
MHMMMWW;\MW\:@ primroses with yellow ooanw M.%Eﬂﬂ cow nﬂ%@ﬁw
ili ix i igh, of daffodils.
lilies, and the shoots, six inches Em. " o
. i j j their grooves on each Sl
the green-slimed jam jars from > T s wya
she walked slowly, stiff from her cro . .
Mﬂ“ﬂ“ﬂ:ﬂ% at the end of the lawn path s&ﬁm, %:meﬁwrmﬁ uwmmw
i ttled them up and dow .
with pebbles and water she ra p and. dowm 16 ¥ B
i g the sparkling ice-cold w
clean them of slime. Then she ran ; Al eler oEe
j i fully one in each hand she
the jars and balancing them care e In e e ronee, red
the grave where she shook the da - .
%w%wmomﬁmno% W@: waxed paper and dividing them put half in mwm
i half in the other. The dark blue om.Eo anemones mzaﬂﬁ
wﬂnmr a sea-colour as their heads rested mmm:cwﬁ EMH HQW LMM,\MM e
i - ith big ragged rather
daffodils were short manEBoa. wi _ Aok
— blowing; and their scent wa 3
trumpets—the type for . : e
i i t raged from the
lly, remembering the winds tha .
?MMM Mﬂw: pieces of the mnmnima-c% wawaawm%“ WW\J:M:W m%%
j 1d not be carrie .
of each jar so the flowers would 1 ® carTled e o husband's
ith a feeling of satisfaction—1 100 .
MMM\M M,mom seventeen years. The SchHoJo am nM; QMMMMM wm Mom@
into a pool of clay.
over, the garden has not sunk in oy, T Lo o s o
; e—she began to walk away, be
rcmcmcauw%hma\irwnw were and were not cared for. Her .EEQ mum
mHmMMMm had been buried here. She stood now before their mamém
e a roomy grave made in the days Srnv there was space %M
cwwm dead and for the dead with money, like her @wmnca.rnx 2
o e should they need it. Their tombstone was elaborate ﬁﬁ.o”_.m
%mo riting was now faded; in death they kept the n_m&on:om s mr_os
omnnm\&n life. There were no flowers on E.o mmmé. oawm m_wwo wwmm ohw
-grass to the touch, lit with gold in the sun. l&
mnm%%wﬂwommo sound of the sea and Eo. one Hoz.om fir .SMMm on”
me brow of the hill. She felt the peace inside s@wm awﬂ ﬁEmo ﬂwﬁ
i d far away, seem
of the evening before seeme e k]
: terrifying struggle to get o .
happened; the senseless ' Lo
f her parents’ grave. She
She sat on the concrete edge o . grave. She did no-
home. She felt content to sit here quietly e
cmwﬁ%wnwo flowing around her and the sigh .om the sea rising Mm
: inele with the sighing of the firs and the 45:%2 of the 9_% mo:”
Mmmmmm She was grateful for the money, the time and the forethoug




‘now breaking in foam.
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that had made her parents’ grave so much bigger than the others
near by. Her husband, cremated, had been allowed only a narrow
eighteen inches by two feet, room only for the flecked grey tomb-
stone In Memory of My Husband John Edward Harraway died
August 6th 1948, and the narrow garden of spring flowers, whereas
her parents’ grave was so wide, and its concrete wall was a foot
high; it was, in death, the equivalent of a quarter-acre section
before there were too many people in the world. Why when the
world was wider and wider was there no space left?

Or was the world narrower?

She did not know; she could not think; she knew only that she
did not want to go home, she wanted to sit here on the edge of the
grave, never catching any more buses, crossing streets, walking on
icy footpaths, turning mattresses, trying to reach jam from the top
shelf of the cupboard, filling coal buckets, getting in and out of
the bath. Only to get in somewhere and stay in; to get out and
stay.out; to stay now, always, in one place.

Ten minutes later she was waiting at the bus stop; anxiously
studying the destination of each bus as it passed, clutching her
money since concession tickets were not allowed in the weekend,
thinking of the cup of tea she would make when she got home, of
her evening meal—the remainder of the liver and bacon—, of her
nephew in Christchurch who was coming with his wife and children
for the school holidays, of her niece in the home expecting her

third baby. Cars and buses surged by, horns tooted, a plane
droned, near and far, near and far, children cried out, dogs barked;
the sea, in competition, made a harsher sound as if its waves were

For a moment, confused after the peace of the cemetery, she
shut her eyes, trying to recapture the image of her husband’s grave,
now bright with spring flowers, and her parents’ grave, “wide,
spacious, with room should the dead desire it to turn and sigh
and move in dreams as if the two slept together in a big soft grass
double-bed.

She waited, trying to capture the image of peace. She saw only
her husband’s grave, made narrower, the spring garden whittled
to a thin strip; then it vanished and she was left with the image
of the bathroom, of the narrow confining bath grass-yellow as old
baths are, not frost-white, waiting, waiting, for one moment of

inattention, weakness, pain, to claim her for ever.,

-
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Mr Paget’s wife had been in a coma for two E%M&M o.wwmwwwwmww
he visited her in the hospital, sitting GM her be Tl s
except to say, ‘Miriam, it’s me, Alec, I'm rwao M: wow mmmo i
she lay unresponsive, not moving, her eyes oro% L her o B
Usually Mr Paget stayed haf &6 200 thdrawn and held to her
- - i m. . .o, i
EMM ﬂmaﬁﬁwﬁwﬁ,\_oﬂw&w pat the clothes into their wom:_oﬂ.b M:M .
Wg conscious of his own privileged freedom and WoM%WHooBoH
the m&oEoob or evening light, he would go home e
brick house in the hill suburb, where he ioEM ?om e
a meal before going outside to work in the mmm ocb. s m\Eo y o
all seasons he found work to do in the gar oa.. B
divided between visiting the WOm@:E.maa tending el
lawn, and olearia hedge. When the neighbours mmmmm . Ecmm
ommwwum“ o Boswbm. Eowrmwmﬁw., WMOMMM,\M\MMMM. Swgm the violet-
.u i > Sy
Uo_ . oMBMMM.M wﬂoﬂm through the drawn curtains of Emammﬁnmm
o oﬁwm Hm\? Paget watched television, the neighbours m,EO _ﬁ oE
WMwammo» The television must be a comfort to EM_.EG mmwinn
the o<mamm he would urgoa.ﬁn Exmm éom wwm Mﬁmﬂ mﬂ: S
would be, always, Her condition Sho T8 A 25.55 Aoy
no change. He had learned to.accept the w ity
He knew what they Bomﬁ?l?,wﬁ she was no i e
uctuations he noted in his daily
o Qawo mwwwowwm%oﬁﬂm@m\w% Mnm that, as the wwwowmmm winds ﬂmcﬂ
MMM@S%W no indication of the surge of the tide. H/Hoaow.ﬂammmH mnn
intently he watched her face! Sometimes wo.mﬁno.w@ it; e 3
M@Mwaw did not blink; they were shut and white Eﬁm .ﬂva mm mz M.a
aget’s garden was admired in the .mqon". is roses
pre, s by Bt o gy, M o e B
in the sun. Laid between his law e Bt s e hat I
like a long smooth plump slice & ye %éa e
moved; in the wind it crackled its curly de B e
indli if small fires were being started; in the
m%mﬂ%wcww:w“hwr& a glossy green; in the evening it became pale
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