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Annotation

1 to make your case here: to present your arguments in a convincing way
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Turning Thirty

| walked into the pub off the Gray's Inn Road' and saw him slouching at
the bar, and it was as if no time had passed.

The bub was one where we'd often met, and which 1I'd not visited since. |
went in there today because | wanted a drink. It wasn't nostalgia or anything;
to tell the truth, I'd hardly taken in where | was. The pub just happened to be
the one | was passing at the moment | realized | really could not face the tube
just then without a little lubricant.

With the end of our affair, we'd ceased to see each other. It wasn’t
something that had to be arranged: we had never moved in the same circles,
and our one mutual acquaintance had moved to America soon after she'd
introduced us.

Now at the sight, so familiar five years ago but not since, of my one and
only adulterous lover, | came unanchored in time. | felt a little jolt, as if I'd seen
a ghost, and then | shivered as that old sado-masochistic cocktail of lust and
anger and loneliness began to spread throughout my system, and [ went up to
him with a sort of casual, sort of wicked grin, the way | used to, as if we'd
planned this meeting and | was pretending we hadn't.

We drank; we flited; we fought. And all of a sudden the barman was
calling time. That couldn't be right. But the clock on the wall said it was, and |
looked around and realized we were the only customers left.

We walked all the way down to Holborn' tube station, hand in hand, like
innocent lovers. The hour and the darkness gave us that freedom.

“You're driving me crazy,” he said, low-voiced. “This is no good. | want
to make love to you. Come back with me.”

“To Kent? Your wife won't mind?”

“I'm on expenses. We can get a hotel room. [ said | might have to stay
overnight... In fact, | do; I've missed the last train.”
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All our Jovemaking had been in dark corners or in cheap hotels. We'd
only spent the whole night together twice. I'd planned and chosen nights Peter
was away, but Nick had had to call home, once from a pay phane in a station,
once from the hotel room.

| wanted sex with him, violent and annihilating, but | couldn’t deal with
the emotions of befare and after.

“l can't,” | said abruptly, pushing him off, fixing my clothes. “l haven’t
missed my train and I'm not going to.” | began walking towards the station.

“I'm sorry,” he said humbly. Although we'd both been married, both,
therefore, equally guilty, I'd reserved the role of the innocent. Of course, the
husband | befrayed had already betrayed me, but | didn't tell Nick that. From
his readiness to shoulder all the guilt | guessed that | was not the first woman
his wife might have cause to hate. This, of course, added to the anger | felt at
him and at faithless men everywhere.

“If you knew how much I've missed you — how much ydu still mean to
me —can | see you again?”

“I don't think so," | said. “Nothing's changed. Has it?”

He looked very sad. “| guess not.”

| had a ticket, he didn't, so | pushed through the turnstile and left him
without looking back. In my mind, though, | never stopped looking back. | had
plenty of time to think, for it's a long journey from Holborn to South Harrow?,
with a long, cold wait on the platform at Acton Town® making it even longer at
that time of night.

Tears came to my eyes and then dried up. Older recollections — highly
charged sexual moments — mingled with the memories of a few hours before.
Things he'd said to me, things we'd done. Even more powerfully: all the things
we hadn't done,

| was fairly drunk. Feeling no pain, as they say — except in my heart. As |
walked up the hill from South Harrow station | cursed myself for not having
gone with him, for not having seized a precious few hours of joy. Why did |
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always worry about what came next, why was | so desperate never to be
caught 6ut, always to behave correctly? What was the big deal about
faithfulness and propriety, and getting home before dawn? It had never made
me happy.

All tao soon | was standing on the doorstep, trying to dig out my key
from the clutter in the bottom of my handbag. | couldn’t find it, but that didn't
mean a choice between dumping everything out on the ground or ringing the
bell ~ long ago, and without telling Peter, | had hidden a spare as insurance.
The brick was still loose and the key was still there. It was a bit sfiff turning in
the lock, but it let me in.

The house was dark and silent. He hadn’t even left a light on for me. |
felt annoyed and yet relieved that | wouldn't have to hide my guilt and lie. With
luck, | wouldn’t wake him. | switched on the light in the corridor and opened the
bedroom door and then | stared in harror feeling everything, my own sense of
identity, swirling madly.

The bedroom furniture had changed. The bed was in a different position.
And in the bed, sleeping beside Peter, was a woman. Peter’s wife.

Not me ~ | wasn't Peter's wife any longer. | wasn't ahything to Peter. Not
since our divorce had become final, more than two years ago. And for two
years before that we had ceased to live as man and wife.

| stared and stared as if seeing a ghost, but the only ghost in that house
was me, the ghost of myself as | had been five years ago, when | was turning
thirty. Meeting Nick tonight had brought that troubled young woman back to
life, made her more real than the woman | thought | was now, thirty-five and
single, living in a shared flat in Kilburn?, with a room and a life of her own.
What sort of a life was it that could vanish so completely after a brief meeting
with an old lover? :

From: Lisa Tuttle, “Turning Thirty”, in: The Time Out Book of London
Short Stories, 1993





