Plates of Food

The caterer was removing the cling film from the plates of food. Tiny crustless sandwiches, barely a
mouthful, vol au vents, quiches, crudités and dips, lots of cheese. Kitty looked at them and knew
that she could not eat a single bite, the food would be like ashes in her mouth, it would choke her.

The plates reminded her of that day on the river, the picnic basket in the boat, the searching for the
perfect spot. She had opened the hamper to look at the scrumptious food, at the same time her
mother's sun-hat had blown into the water and all had leaned that way to retrieve it. It would have
been okay except that a motor boat, going far too fast, caused a series of large waves in its wake and
this, and the weight of the hamper sliding, across, turned the boat over.

Kitty, even at eleven, was a good swimmer, she surfaced and saw her father clinging to the upturned
boat.

“’Where's Mum?” she shouted.

“In the water,” her father said, shaking violently. “I can't swim.” He was racked with convulsive
sobs.

Kitty dived countless times, but the murky, weed infested water meant there was no sight of her
mother.

A hand grabbed her.

“No more diving,” a voice said and she saw that another boat had come alongside. He dived down
but the search was fruitless, her mother would be found later by police frogmen. As she clung to the
boat all she could see were the plastic, cling film covered plates of food floating along in the water;
she vomited at the sight of them.

Her father came into the dining room and hugged her. He had held her hand tightly all through the
funeral service although she did not want this. He was to blame for her mother's death, he had not
saved her, she had shunned him since that day.

“Please forgive me,” he said, “I know I'm to blame and | have to live with that for the rest of

my life, I loved her so much, both of you were my world. There's only you left, please don't shut me
out.”

She looked up at his haggard face, it had aged ten years in ten days, she saw the desperation. She
couldn't speak so she nodded her head slightly and for the first time she returned his hug.

The mourners were arriving for the wake, but they were unaware of them, lost in their fierce
embrace.



