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Blackbird

"What time do you think you'll be here?"

"Not sure," she says, moving around the kitchen, the phone on
the island, on speaker.

"Why? You mean, why am I sitting here on my ownr"

"We'te both on our own, then. Except you left two hours ago,
and I'm the one coming to fetch you. You haven't gone to the North
Pole, for God's sake. How was the journey to town, anyway?"

"It was grand. The train was busy, and I had to stand all the way.
It was really hot, too."

She's opening the fridge, looking for some cheese to go with the ham
in the sandwich she'd started making when he rang.

“Are you listening?” His voice surges, a loud whisper, charged with

anger and a hint of panic.

“Yes, yes, ’'m listening,” she shouts behind her shoulder as she finally
tinds a Gouda at the bottom of the cheese drawer, in the lower part of their
large American fridge.

“So what time will you get here?”

“I don’t know. I have to get a few things done first. A couple of hours,
maybe three.”

She is buttering the sliced sourdough bread. The ham looks a bit pale,
she thought.

“Three hours? Are you listening to me? What am I supposed to do
until then?”
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Blackbird

“My dear,” she says, laying the pale ham on the buttered side of the
bread and carefully draping a slice of Gouda over it, like a blanket on a
naked body. It’s your office party, she thinks, nothing to do with me; I was

only ever coming to collect you. “You’ve only been there an hour.”

She can hear people laughing and glasses clinking together. He’s quiet

for a moment. He’s waiting for her to say more.

“Are you still there?” she says, with a mouth full of pasty ham and
cheese and white sourdough.

“What are you eating?”

“Ah, just a sandwich. I was a bit peckish.”

“I don’t know what to do on my own, Emma. I’'m a bit lost.”

She looks at the phone on the island and can’t help but raise her eyes
to the ceiling. She finishes her mouthful and sips the cup of tea that has
gone lukewarm.

“My datling, go and chat to your colleagues. Have a drink. I don’t
know, do something. Is Seamus there? Go and chat to him; he’s always

good value.”

He’s quiet again. She feels sorry for him, for his brokenness. She
knows he needs her. He always does. Always.

“Okay,” he says quietly. “I’ll go and see what Seamus is up to. But can

you see if you can come over a bit earlier?”

“I’ll try. Go and enjoy yourself. I'll text you when I’'m on my way.”
She hovers her finger over the red button, waiting for him to say goodbye.

“Okay, okay. But don’t be late. I love you.” She’s still hovering over
the red button. “I love you. I need you. I...”
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Blackbird

She’s about to turn the phone off, but she knows that unless she
returns his three words, he’ll be ringing back within minutes. “I love you
too,” she replies, and the words are as pasty as the ham and cheese sandwich

she has now lost interest in.

She finally presses the red button and takes a deep breath. She picks
up the sandwich, a mouthful missing from it, and drops it in the bin. She
empties the lukewarm tea into the sink.

She stops to look at a blackbird picking at the pears that have fallen
from the small tree after the latest storm. She stares at the pears, at the
battered tree, looking dejected and in need of tender loving care, another

thing that needs her attention.

She opens the fridge and takes out the bottle of white wine, thankfully
a screw top, and helps herself to a large glass.

The three hours will pass. The party will empty.
He’ll have to get the train home.

She turns off her phone and looks at herself in the reflection of the

window.
The sun has gone down.
The blackbird has gone back to its nest.

She will have to fly this nest soon.
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