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As the high-speed train crossed into France, its
vending machines served Ambrose Zephyr
breakfast of stale croissant and muddy coffee. He
checked his watch, took a measure of the fields
whizzing past the window. and announced to his
wife that an improved lunch would, with luck, be
served in Chartres.

Zipper declined breakfast for the apparent
reasons. In silence she fretted over maths: days

spent, days remaining, days to come. Couldn't we
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THY END OF THE ALFRABEY

just stay in one place, she thought. Crhiymes with P.
Which stood for Paris. Too many days away.

She tried thinking of clever ways to rearrange
the alphabet. Her brain refused the work. Instead
she imagined a proper meal und a change of
clothes: a nap in a quiet spot near the river, a view
of the cathedral. At the least, food or fresh under
wear or rest would pass the time while Ambrose
attended church.

He was fond of repeatedly telling the story of his
best day in advertising. A day. so the story began,
when Ambrose Zephyr informed a client that they
didn't need any advertising.

The client was a little church in the midst of
London. For a hundred years or more, it had
served its congregation plainly and true. But
times—as are their custom-—had changed. The
parish had retired to the country and filled itself
with a more distracted demographic. Those who
worshipped at all were doing so in a score of dif
ferent ways. The little church bad fallen on
competitive days.

A young priest was newly arrived in the parish
and, in the way of the young and the new, saw an
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troubling you. I know you are a busy man, especially now that itlightly. Some information regarding carnivorous dinasaurs of
the field season is coming to @ close. But you'll perhaps excuse s the late Cretaceous period has come into my possession, and I am
for writing when I tellyou that, against all sorts of odds, 1 have eager 10 se the advice of the most learned man of that wonderful
come into the possession of several bones belonging, I believe, oo wmuseum. I will explain further at some future date. But please
small carnivarous of the late Cretaceous period . wunderstand that this letter of introduction would mean a great
dhal to we, as much as your own first letier from Professor Cope
Scott held the pen still. Was it wise to mention the hones ence meant 10 you (thank you again for the copy of your book,
at all? Perhaps the censor would consider such information which [ have been returning 10 often with much pleasure).
unusual and suspicious enough to bring to the auention of bis If you are willing and able to grant we this request, Lily or
superiors—what, then, would they do? He couldn't be sure, but Charlie can direct you whene to send the lelser.
since he dreaded having the bones taken away from him, he Respectfulh,
decided he'd betier keep their existence a secret, But how o oG
proceed with the letter?
Scott sat against the wheel of a farm wagon, his knee up That would have to do, If the mention of Cope was pechaps
notepad perched on his thigh. Around him, the machinery {0 personal, it was too late to change it now. Scott quickly
of the war was beginning to move again—a varicty of trucks sealed the envelope, addressed it to Steveville, Alberta, and took

limbers and horse-pulled guns filled the torm, black road of the

tothe field post-office, which was just another canvas-covered
village as the aftermnoon darkened. Men marched by, songless wagon, though it might as well have been made of gold as far as
tight-faced, their expressions taking on the deeper colour of the ks v oncsned:

sky. Scott’s unit could be ordered out at any moment. He resk Coming back, he met Whes

ler. For once, his friend’s exu-

ized he didn’t have time for niceties, He'd just have to bope that berance was muted; his eyes were heavy as they metand held
Mr. Sternberg thought well enough of him based on their tine Ko,
together in the badlands. He began again, scribbling hstly “Thear we're in foranother tripto ...
Scott put up his hand to cut him off. “You'd better say an
Dear Mr. Sternberg, Al prayer.” He thought of his own future, the skull perhaps
1 am writing to you from France. But at some time in tht 0018 way across the Atlantic, the bories in his haversack, the
ext few months 1 expect 10 go om leave to England and plan 10 shocked expression on the face of the chief paleontologistat the
visit again the great Britisk Museww in London wheve so much British Museum wher a soldier empried a sack of Gretaceous
of your valuable work is displayed. If it is not asking (oo wuch fositson his desk, Nonetheless, he added quietly, “For all of us,”
might you write me a brief letter of introduction to the chief pele before tarming back to get his kit.

ontologist there? I realise this is a langy request, and 1 do nof wikt

41
THE ALCUIN SOCIETY LA SOCIETE ALCUIN



PROSE FICTION ROMANS ET NOUVELLES

SECOND PRIZE tie Title | Titre

EME PRIX ex aequo The Silent Raga

DEUXI

Designer | Conception graphique

Jessica Sullivan

Author | Auteur

Ameen Merchant

Publisher | Maison d’édition
Douglas & Mclntyre

Printer | Imprimeur

Friesens

Font | Police de caractéres

Canterbury, Neutraface

Trim Size | Format massicoté

22X 14 cm

“See for yourself,” Nalini Miss said finally. “See how
Prema and Kamala used the same word to end their life. . "

Tt was like lightniog sriking the same place twice. Revathi
and 1 looked at each other, and then we both sauggled closer
10 read the inscription behind the photo frame.

The faded brown paper stuck 10 the back had two hand-
written sentences:

Silence is nat acquiescence.
The raga of my dreath is the raga for Nalina .
Prima

MAY 1991

‘e 2040 70 the mosque is open, and
Tpcople dodge the little waves as they
Hopscotch theie way to the dargah. It

islow tide at Haji Ali.

The driver unloads Zubeida's wheelchair. He hands Zu-
beida her crutches.

“You're sure you will be able to push me 10 and fro before
the tide rolls back in, na? Or else [ can ask Shauqat to come
along?”

The driver waits for my answer, wondering, | am sure, if
his dreams of a quick bidi and a chai just went up in smoke,
tight on the footsteps of 4 shrine to a Muslim mystic. Why
did they build the mosque five hundred yards into the Ara-
bian Sea? Was it 1o prove that faich could make the waters
part? What about those who didn't have the patience-—would
their prayers not be heard if they voiced them at a mosque
that didi't demand such elemental subservience?
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concir

you lie now. When you are six thousand years old, you
will have not one wrinkle of age or one sob of weariness
in your lungs

The body of a woman buc the reasoning of a gir—what a
drug was theret You were barely fifteen when I met you in
York House.
13, LovE'S DIET Each day I studied the perfection of your limbs, ripen-
ing into womanhood. In my chamber a¢ night I wroce
1 once said, Ann, thar I would rather owner be of you one poem after poem. Nor all my verses were pure of heare. |
hour than all else ever. hicsted afrer you, claiming you with my words. T warned
Chills, palsy, grey hairs—I have them all. Only my you to take heed of loving me, for I was insaiable. My love
ruined forrune has repaired. My thoughts ratde in this expanded to such cumbersome unwieldiness and burde-
pomegranate-skull and the dogs gather ac my deachbed, nous corpulence that it had to be dieted, fed with only ane
smelling a cadaver as chey smell sex upon a dleric’s hose. sigh and one tear.
Whar do chey know of love? What is ies quality to such as Years larer, T became a priest and this youthful play at
them? 1 pay my debes with my bones, paing for the waste: dieting became sour truch, When did you begin o collect
fulness of my youth with the beggary of my age. youur sweet salt tears—when [ began to thirst for God, not
Voices squabbling over my manuseripts, Mr Walton o2 Before I took orders, 1 found you crying in our cham-
ushering great men in and out. Our eldest son arriving ber, your hand supporting your back, for your womb was
Pigeons bound to my feer to draw the vapours away from full of Pegge. You teached to tidy the wisps of hair ac your
my head. The hands of our daughter preparing my skin for neck, a gesture I had not seen in years, but now your hair
death. Every 50 often, she hesitates, frowning at Mary was grey: So was mine, but I did ot tug it out by the
Magdalen swinging on 2 loose nail above my head. handful. T took you by the arm and led you to Bess, who
For fourteen years, you have pursued me from your found some way to calm you. I had o choice but to

grave. Let me go now, w face my Giod alone. T must dic in become a royal chaplain: King James refused to prefer me

the first person and rise ommiscient T will collect you © any other post, and eleven years in the country eating
when the time is right, for Time cannot weary you where salads and onions was enough.
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