The next morning Ruth went for a walk. During summer months Helligan was perfect for walkers. Acres of clear open sky, a flat land and enough flora and fauna to engulf even the most urban of types.

Ruth Hollis – 28 – living and working in Edinburgh as a journalist on a daily paper – she’s a business journalist, she doesn’t like her job but doesn’t know what else to do because she’s worked hard to get to this point and now that she’s there and doesn’t like it she doesn’t know what else to try.

Why hasn’t she been back? Why was she estranged from her father?

Her hair is long, straight and black, she lives in a nice two-bedroomed flat in Edinburgh – which she owns. She’s smart and independent. No lovers at the moment. She’s had a few relationships though.

In the morning she eats muesli, she works, she exercises, sees films, goes to the theatre, has friends – is happy although at the core her life feels empty. She is closely connected to the land, to her roots, although she doesn’t know it. Once back in Helligan (why has she been away so long, why is she estranged from her father – it’s something to do with Mary – her father wouldn’t let Mary go – she wanted to marry George. Or is it to do with the death of her mother. Had he calcified over the years – had her mother wanted to leave the island and her father wouldn’t?)

Ruth doesn’t really know herself that well – but she’s tenacious, and in her search for her father’s killer, in her search for the truth she will begin to define herself. She’s kind – cares for Mary – she’s sexy – has an affair, is attracted to George. Has always been attracted to those quiet manly brutes who ignored her as she grew up. Even thinking about it gives her a twinge between her legs.

This is a homecoming story then – about a woman who was lost and then is found. About a woman who did not even know that she was lost, although she knew that she had not been found. Ruth stays on Helligan – or at least at the end she knows that she is not ready to leave yet. Can she forgive the islanders for turning a blind eye, can she understand their deep relationship with the land, can she come to understand how much they would give to protect it?

Those incomers – the first intimation to Ruth that things had changed, and that her father was not that man that she had thought he was. 

George

Born and bred on Helligan. He is a brute, a bull, harsh and hard, but it’s difficult to imagine him when was younger, handsome, less implacable. Then George was fun and Roddy was his best friend – they were both handsome, post-war children. You can still see, if you caught him at an unguarded moment, if he didn’t know that you were watching, you could catch him in a golden field warm with wheat as a lazy fly roams past his face and George swipes to catch it, misses and takes a strand of wheat and chews it lazily. At that point he is relaxed, he is joyful. He is intimately connected with the land – for George there is no other way of life. He is its guardian – self-appointed. He is unhappy with the recent changes, and unhappy with Roddy for having accepted them. But still he is wretched at Roddy’s death, wretched at the choice he felt he had to make and desperate to make it up to him through Ruth – but not at the expense of losing the land.

It’s also a tale about the emancipation of women. Mary was not emancipated, she accepted the decisions that were made by the men around her, for her – and yet, she learned to accept that and has become a powerful moral force in the community. Iona is emancipated and so is Ruth – and George and his type will have to accept that.

Mary

Strong, strong, strong. Mary is as unchanging as the landscape of Helligan, and as solid. In the end it is her that will affect a solution – her who forgives both Roddy and George for the messes they have made of her life and her who shows Ruth how it is possible to understand George and what he has done.

Wedderburn – knows all, sees all, judges nothing – but is on the islanders side. Understands the land – doesn’t want change – wants Ruth to come home. If Ruth came home, if the future didn’t leave the island then things could carry on

thewaiting for him. 

Ruth watched as Wedderburn 

You know when families like the Leslies couldn’t make their payments and 

“There’s those that have plenty of reasons to be thankful to Roddy Hollis - And plenty of reasons to hate him too

Ruth and Mary are shocked – Roddy was a rich man

-


Wedderburn breaks it by standing and saying he has another appointment will leave them to consider – out of politeness and tradition Ruth takes him – although she’s dying to talk with Iona – perhaps Iona stays or perhaps Ruth sees her in the next chapter, they go out, work on the farm, do the winkles and talk

Ruth drives Wedderburn to his next appointment – George of Tafts

Camel court and white hair – a fastidious and distinguished air – he knows the truth – Roddy had called him to make an appointment a few days prior to his death

He had been going to change the will, to leave it to Iona – he would have cut Ruth out of the will – we were doing it for you and you are as complicit.

I’m not

You are. You are by being here. Do you think that we would have allowed this, for you to lose your birthright, for us all to be slighted like that. You might sell it, you might leave but you’ll always belong to it and it will always belong to us. Look at you – you might not want to be here Ruth, but you belong here, you always will.”
“You think that you are the only ones that care – the only ones that care for the land, that feel its magic. We’re all born on this earth and we’re all connected to it.”

But when Tuesday came Ruth did, in the end, wish that they were not meeting at Nearhouse. She hadn’t thought that there would be others there but when she comes back in from her walk George is there – sitting and taking tea with Mary.

We’re expecting the laywer.

I know – he called all the beneficiaries

Mary goes up to the airfield to get the lawyer – gets out and sees all the cars near the house – I’ve invited all the beneficiaries – I thought it would be just family. Well you thought wrong, Ms Hollis, you thought wrong.

there – maybe it’s just George

Her George, Mary and Mr Wedderburn – in his dry raspy voice read out the will – I leave everything to my daughter, Ruth Hollis, to do with as she will.

Something for Mary and 

A recent-ish will – gives some land to Iona, or not?

After Wedderburn leaves – or while he is there

George makes an offer to buy the land – when they are out walking in amongst the golden sheafs of wheat. A fair offer

· and what would you do here? You’re not even from here

She remembers the first time she saw the sexual act was when she saw George – how powerful he is – like a bull

Ends with forceful conflict – I want that land, I want that land

In the days that followed, Ruth settled into a routine. In a place where there’s little to distract it’s easier to fall into a natural routine of eating and sleeping at regular times and this was the routine that Ruth pursued. She had forgotten the quiet and open skies and how a day could pass so quickly between a late and large breakfast and curling up back between the sheets with a book ten hours later. Mary was up at dawn, out on the farm, but she would be back at 11 to make a breakfast for Ruth. The breakfast would be oats, and bread and honey and tea. Taken in leisure with the radio on Nan Eirleen there was time to develop an appetite and a whole hour would pass with the two women at the table together. Then a wash in the small bathroom. Mary had put a shower in since Ruth was last here. As a child a wash once a once a week activity, on a Sunday when Roddy Hollis would be sure to be out for a good two hours to give the three women – Ruth, her mother and Mary – time to wash in a basin in the kitchen. Her mother would take out the basin – a big steel round drum – and Mary would begin to boil water on the stove and with the electric kettle. Ruth would stand naked and shivering in the drum while hot water was poured in with cold to give a lukewarm sudsy solution. Her mother would wash her like a cat licking her young. She would hold Ruth’s arm up and scrub gently at her underarms and across her soft downy flesh. Done, Mary would dry her while her mother underdressed and got into basin and washed herself quickly and then it would be Mary’s turn. During Mary’s wash, Ruth and her mother would busy themselves around the stove, folding the towels to dry on the rail, turning the socks and nightgowns that they had spread across it (for Sunday night washing was a precursor to an hour of television, a tea of baked beans on toast and then bed) and generally giving Mary as much privacy as you could when three women are all washing in the same water. For our need for privacy for our bodily functions grows as we get older. As a child Ruth did not know this explicitly but she sensed the air of delicately avoided eyes as between her mother and Mary as they busied themselves naked about the room. Mary done the basin was tipped out and water from freshly boiled kettles poured back in for the second part of their ablutions. This time the two women and the girl came to sit around the drum half-clothed with their undergarments on. They sat on small stools and tipped their head forward to wash their hair in the water. For Ruth’s mother, Clare, washing with shampoo and conditioner was one small luxury that she would not forgo. A habit she had picked up from her time in Aberdeen where she had studied to be a nurse and lived one summer with a doctor’s family in a big house on the road out to Elgin. There Clare saw for the first time a bathtub and a shower and unknown to the doctor’s wife she had used all of the products lined up behind the vanity mirror and had been struck most of all by conditioner – an after shampooing she had explained to her own mother when she came back. It pointed to her one vanity, her long black hair which she wore wound up in a round tower on the back of her head and only came down for washing and to go to bed. She was right to be vain, for her hair that was long and strong enough for a prince to use as a ladder to climb up to her chamber. It was hair that she wrapped around her husband when they lay together and where, trapped in her follicular web, he would let down his guard and occasionally cry like a baby. It was hair that she had made a cradle from when Ruth was born and used it to rock her to sleep in its dark silky sheen. And then, when she had the cancer and made the trips to the mainland for the brutish scalding treatments at the hospital, it was her hair that first began to mourn her by tossing itself out of her scalp and leaving itself lying around the room like lank ugly moss that Roddy, when no-one was looking, would use to mop up his own tears. Something that cats played with tucked into sofas and crevices so that it became part of the house
At first Mary, when Clare had married Roddy and joined them at the farm, had been a little suspicious of the ritual. It was a suspicion that mixed with a worry that this slight girl from the lowlands, that her brother had seen only once at the cattle show in Aberdeen before he decided that he would marry her, would not be able to stay in Helligan. That she was too fey, and too light to withstand the dark months and the heavy winds. But in time she had seen what Roddy had seen immediately; that Clare, while light and soft and a source of gentle laughter, was also tough and wiry and too rooted to the earth for the winds to carry her off. Since then she had come to love this ritual, this time when her brother wasn’t in the house and it was just the three of them, naked and half-naked, clean and warm, bending forward to the sensual delights of warm water on their heads. 
Now, standing under the needles of the shower, Ruth remembered how the Sunday wash had stopped when she was 14 and went to live on the big island Shapinsay in order to go to school. There in the dormitories they had showers and although Ruth was back in Helligan every weekend, she no longer needed to wash. At the same time Clare was now bald and small and Roddy had extended the bathroom to fit in a bathtub and shower and would now wash her himself in the evening, smoothing lotion into her scalp. The shampoo and conditioner bottles in the bathroom were now empty, like relics excavated from more fertile times.
Shower over and now it past midday, Ruth would begin her daily walk, her daily constitutional as she liked to term it. In the summer month’s Helligan was made for walking. With the most clear and most crisp of skies, even in summer there was always the hint of a chill that created just the right environment for a brisk walk with a scarf tied around your neck to ward off the cold. Jeans were tucked into Wellingtons, or walking boots – although the former gave you the option of splashing around in the sea or walking through rock pools and so was preferred by Ruth. A warm jacket with sleeves long enough that with gloves there was no hint of open flesh. With the collar done up tight and a hat on, you were as well insulated as a house. What Ruth liked that as you began to walk, done up for the near-Arctic weather, the natural exertion of walking combined with the wind meant you began to heat up as though there was a furnace in your belly. The first thing to go was the hat; oh the pleasure of building up that heat only to release it through your head like the funnel of a steam train. Then, with enough effort the next to come off would be the scarf, then the gloves and, if you were very lucky, perhaps even the jacket. All to mean that when you got home you could take off the rest immediately (for the houses in Helligan were heated up to the gills) and declare that it was a fine day.

And it often was a fine day in Helligan in the summer. So far north, sitting at a longitude of check, the summer and winter in Helligan had cleaved the year equally between them and if you came in the months where the summer had hold, you entered into a world which at its zenith offered 20 hours of daylight, with the sun curving under the horizon for a mere four hours. Light begets light, and for six months of the year Helligan was in a festival of light. It began in spring with the birthing of calves and lambs and then followed with the height of summer with the drinking of fruit wines and long enchanted evenings where the glow of sunset met the pinkness of the dawn. The ending was the harvest, the culling of the land, the fruit of a year’s endeavours brought in to the byre before the autumn solstice. On the other side of the coin of course was winter, when Persephone was taken down beneath the earth and if all that was not ripe had not been reaped then it would die. Although Ruth did not like the winter – and who could, six months of darkness where at its nadir we were at the reverse of summer and the sun curved over the horizon for a mere four hours and was never there long enough to burn the darkness from the corner of the sky – it had its points, and she knew it. The winter was the time of the internal, for thinking, even brooding. It was a time for whisky to burn your throat, for the flame of the hearth to entrance you all evening. We need a time to think, even to brood in order to be fruitful. And the seeds of fruit were more often than not sowed in winter, in the dark months where there was plenty of reason to go to bed early. But all the same the change of seasons was abrupt and hostile and intense on Helligan. The schizophrenic nature of the seasons shocked the soul, like it was plunged repeatedly between hot and cold water and made all the more brittle for its ardours.
She didn’t walk just for the pleasure of it – though she acknowledged that there was a pleasure in whiling away the hours in motion, jumping fences to cross untamed moorland that no matter in which direction you went brought you to the sea. There was the pleasure of the crisp air meeting you nostrils, rousing the hairs to stand to attention, the clarity of the atmosphere hurt your eyes: here there was no pollution, few cars, no factories only farmers on their small tractors working the land with toil for sustenance and perhaps a little something in the bank. It was so clean and so clear you could think that the world was only one day old and you were walking just east of Eden. But Ruth didn’t walk just for that, to be taken back and to be cleansed by the remote nature of Helligan. No, she walked with more purpose that just pleasure - and perhaps that was her error, to look beyond pleasure for purpose. She walked to think, and hopefully to meet Iona. She could have, of course, just gone to Neigarth; she had a reason, Iona was her tenant now. But for a reason she could not fathom, she preferred this, this daily marathon each step a pilgrimage to her father. 
Then goes for a walk – the purpose of the walk – also to meet people – maybe she meets both Iona and George in this chapter and we get to the heart of the conflict?

Maybe she is on the island for a year and we go through all the seaons

Wants to meet up with Ions – but  where can they meet? Where do you meet on an island of 400 where there is no central meeting place, no shopping mall where you can accidently bump into each other. There’s a sly humour in the way the islanders have arranged it because on an island that small then you know where everyone is and you can always bump into people if you want to. But Ruth had been away too long, she no longer knew the rhythms of activity, she could no longer read the runes in the tyre marks on the road that told you where they were traveling. The general meeting places, the only meeting places were the three shops – one at Kettletoft, one at Marybank and the other in Lady. But there was nothing accidental about these meetings, held under the beady eyes of the shopkeeper, while tins of baked beans grew ears and perked up at the slightest hint of conversation in the aisles

Then the other general meeting place was at the village dances, held at the sweaty community hall where the whole island would meet and greet and drink and dance the night away. Essential to the continued population of the island – because if you couldn’t meet, if you couldn’t greet then who could you marry, with whom could you tarry? Ruth’s first kiss had been at a dance, her first real sexual experience when Peter Grout, ten years older than her 14-year old self had kissed her twice roughly on the mouth and then taken her behind the church to insert two fingers up inside her while she stood there mutely, her back pressed into the cold stone church bricks, looking on like an outsider.
Different routes, different routes to meeting but not one of them brought her to Iona. The obvious route of course would have been to go to her house, to go to Neigarth and knock on the door and just say “I want to speak to you” but for some reason she couldn’t do that. Instead she walked and watched and waited and hoped, and turned around in her head all the events since she had arrived. She knew, because Ruth knew herself well (or at least she thought that she did) that by waiting and hoping to just bump into Iona she revealed a desire not to meet her, not to know. For Ruth rarely left anything in the hands of the gods and the fact that she was now not striding forward, up to Neigarth, standing on the doorstep demanding answers to her questions was really about not wanting to acknowledge the question so that she didn’t have to hear the answer. Instead she walked, every afternoon, saying to herself but not really believing that one day her path would come upon Iona’s. So that day, when it finally did (because the gods, a little surprised that Ruth for once had left it in their hands, decided to take some action just to show her who was really in charge) she almost turned tail and fled. But because she had found Iona and Iona was unaware of her, she had some time to watch her and in the end was too intrigued to do anything else other than approach her.

She found her winkle-picking at Tarbert beach. It was the motion that caught her eye, if Iona had been still then her black hair and patterned yellow skirt would have been mistaken for a rock, with a dressing of yellow brown seaweed tossed over it.

Instead the movement, the silent swish of her skirt as she bends to shake the curly seaweed locks from the rocks to find their tiny troves of periwinkle treasures, alerts Ruth to the fact that someone is winkle-picking on Tarbert beach. Winkle-picking was back breaking work so perhaps it was no surprise that it was women’s work on Helligan. Of course, if your husband or father the farmer or fisherman was making enough money, you wouldn’t women from that house winkle-picking: in the past there were few families on Helligan that had known that constant level of comfort and more or less every family had had a lean season that had sent the women to the winkles. Picking one bag could land you thirty pounds from the fishing co-operative, which would parcel them up and sell them to fancy restaurants down south for ten pounds a plate. Ten pounds a plate if you could imagine. When the winkle season was good, one woman could make thirty pounds a day – bringing a few bairns along meant maybe 60 or 90 pounds – enough to feed a family for a two weeks or more if you were canny with the cash and willing to wait till the end of the week when Willie John the butcher would be selling off cuts cheap. In those days there was no family that was ashamed to be at the winkles; indeed when you knew that a neighbour’s family was at the winkles because the fishing season was over and not enough had been taken from it, or perhaps because of an illness, then there were many neighbouring families that would come down and lend a hand. In silence though, nothing was said, just a grunt at the end of the day when an extra sack of winkles was loaded into the truck. But this didn’t happen now, not with the social and a generally higher level of prosperity on the island. The few folk that still did the winkles were more likely to be teenagers looking to earn some extra pocket money and the seriously poor. Still, Ruth said nothing as she approached Iona and began bending down to pull back the seaweed and pull the winkles off the rocks and out of the rock pools into the sack that was already half full. The two women worked in unison, not a word said till the sack was full and Iona swung it up over her shoulder and said: “Do you want some tea?”

Ruth nodded and followed her across the rocks up to her car. She watched as Iona put the sack into the boot and marveled at how large she was, now that she could see her standing, silhouetted against the clear blue sky.

In the car Ruth let out a sigh. “Och, I haven’t done the winkles for so many years – I’d forgotten how hard it is on your back.”
“It is,” said Iona glancing at Ruth from the side of her eyes. She knew what the question was.

At Neigarth – a low flat and unspectacular cottage at the bottom of Biggan Hill that looked out to the sea – Ruth helped Iona carry the winkles to the shed attached to the cottage and then followed her into the house. You could tell, thought Ruth, a non-islander’s house from an islanders in a minute. There was just something less workman-like about Neigarth – a coloured jug in the porch window with faded yellow roses, a tall side table with an orange vase placed for no reason other than a decorative one in the corner of the kitchen. Tartan curtains in the window, a sprig of dried lavender lying on the windowsill. A highly polished brass coal scuttle besides the stove. It was exactly how a magazine should portray country living – stylish, but a bit messy. Iona put the kettle on. “Make yourself some tea,” she said before disappearing up the hall.
Ruth found a teabag and cup and poured in the boiling water. With both hands around the mug to warm her fingers chilled from the winkle-picking she meandered around the room looking for clues to Iona. Tossed over the chair in the kitchen was the biggest clue: a smock covered in paints and then – on the table – a paint brush in a jar of water. Ruth swirled the water around with the brush and watched the sediments of paint rise up at her command. She walked past the table then and into the sitting room off to the left. It was warm and cosy and red and then – she saw – Ruth spluttered her tea and took the mug down from her lips as she approached the centerpiece of the room – a portrait of her father, Roddy Hollis, as naked as the day that he was born. “Good God,” she croaked approaching the portrait in awe. “Good God.” For there was her father all strong dark lines as though he had been hewn out of a mountain. He was seated on the floor, one leg straight and the other bent and crossed over it so his foot was next to his knee. His legs were huge, all muscle making his waist seem almost dainty in proportion. His chest grew out of the waist as a deep v so his chest was broad. Like Zeus His face was slightly turned away and in shadow and so were his genitals, hidden in the cross of his legs although the bulge was unmistakable. For this Ruth was grateful, but also slightly disappointed: If you ever have the chance to study your father or mother up naked, you might at least get to see everything. She remembered the last time she had seen her father naked – the only time in fact since she had moved out of infanthood into the defined territory of being a young girl. It’s difficult to gauge that moment – the time when she could no longer sit on his knee and no longer be naked in his presence, but once that moment came their flesh – and even the sight of it – was forbidden from each other. But once, she’d been in the house, in the sitting room and the phone had been ringing and for a reason she could no longer remember she had not answered it. Her father came running out of the bathroom, a towel over his shoulder his cock swinging between his legs. Ruth had been startled and so had he; he had stopped for a moment “Ruth” and then the moment was over – she scuttled to her bedroom and he swung the towel around him and continued to the phone. But she had seen it – in fact her eyes had been drawn to it; well they would wouldn’t they? We spend all our lives clothed and hidden from each other so when we are naked and open you can’t help but lap up the forbidden fruit. She couldn’t help but note how large his phallus was, and later, when she was older and knew more about sex and men, and women for that matter, she was strangely proud that her father was so well endowed.

She backed away from the painting and bent to look at the stack of still lives on the floor against the wall. Her father was in some of them – or someone who could have been her father as some of them weren’t finished. There was a woman – old and fleshy – but again only half done and then Ruth almost had to laugh at her second shock: there was George, bent over on all fours and facing straight at the artist. She took it out of the pile to look more closely. It wasn’t large – only 25” by 20” perhaps – but the artist had done him as half man, half bull with gravity pulling down his chest and stomach and giving him immense bulk. From the front his torso appeared to be made of boulders while his legs were slim and athletic. With a flush Ruth realized that she had painted him as the Minotaur: the mythical beast of enormous sexual prowess.
“I painted that five years ago,” said Iona coming into the room. She seemed not at all surprised to find Ruth on her knees going through her pictures. “He was a tough subject and it was difficult to get him to pose like that but I think that he was secretly pleased with the result.”

“And this one” Ruth pointed to the portrait above the fireplace.

“I think I did that one three years ago.” Iona approached the portrait. “Without being immodest it’s one of my favorite. Your father had such an aura about him. But then, it was all different then.”

“How do you mean – it was all different.”

“Oh then we were all friends.”

“You were friends – who? You and George?”

“Well all of us – your father, George, I, Mary…”

“And what?” said Ruth rising to her feet. “You’re not friends now?”

“Not like we were. Not like we were.” She crossed to the stack of paintings. “Look there’s this one.” She handed to Ruth a portrait of Roddy and Mary at the dining room table at Nearhouse. “I thought that you might like to have it.”

Ruth saw in the portrait the two of them sitting very stiff, like children getting their school photo taken and she nodded. “Thanks.”

“Shall we take something strong” said Iona nodding at the tea in Ruth’s hands. She poured whisky into two tumblers and beckoned Ruth into the small porch where she cleared books and clothes from the sofa that faced out through the window onto the west.
“You know that we were lovers don’t you – your father and I?”

“Yes, I guess I did. I guess I knew when you came to the reading of the will but feel as though I knew when I saw you at the funeral. I guess…I mean, I feel as thought I should have known.”

“He never told you though?”

“We hadn’t talked much.”

“No he wasn’t a big talker. I loved him though Ruth. He was a great man, your father, he had such generosity of spirit.”

“Did he? I never saw that.”

“Well, you’re his daughter. It’s different sometimes what we see depending from where we are standing.”

“For how long?”

“Five years – ever since I came here. Your mother was gone, you were gone – your father was lonely, Ruth, and so was I.”

“So you were both lonely.”

“Well yes, but it wasn’t just that. Maybe it began like that, but it grew from that into something much bigger.” She paused. “He was the love of my life you know”

The love of her life. A phrase that Ruth rolled around her mouth hoping to understand its subtle flavours. The love of her life.

They finished the rest of the whisky in silence, watching the horizon melt into a pinky glow. When she finished the whisky Ruth set the glass down on a table pock-marked with drinking stains. As she did she knew that her father had sat here many times, and she looked at the glass, wondering if he had drunk out of it. “I’ll have to go.”
Iona nodded and stood up to find Ruth’s coat and open the door. When Ruth was out the door on the step she said: “Thanks Ruth.”

“For what?”

“For coming to find me.”

“No bother.” Ruth turned away and walked down the path, back to the road and turned west just as the top of the sun slipped beneath the sea.

The women work together in unison. Why does Iona do it? Income – she is an artist from down south – sells some of her paintings but can always do with extra money. That’s one of the reasons that she likes living on Helligan – it’s cheap. She doesn’t pay rent at Neigarth. That won’t change – if my father wasn’t charging you rent then I won’t either. They take the sack of winkles to the car and then drive back to Neigarth – a low flat cottage at the bottom of a hill 

When Ruth goes in there are pictures of George and of her father Roddy – are nudes. Done as a lifedrawing done from imagination – her father a lyrical softness to him that she has never seen. George is done as a bull, she’s embarrassed to look at it – makes her blush.

Sit’s with Iona in the porch as the sun goes down sipping at whisky, feeling grown up while Iona talks about her father – does Iona cry? The depth of her feelings for Ruth’s father and for Helligan as her home.

End with Ruth walking home – is summer, at the point where the day scarcely seems to end before it begins again, where the sun curves under the horizon for a few brief hours. 

The next chapter – the dance. It’s hot and ugly. Too many people, too much noise, too many whispers. It is here that Ruth has the first inkling that her father’s death was maybe not the accident that people thought – need to mention this earlier on how he died. Want humour at the dance. Also give Ruth a lover, or at least an admirer – few single women of marriageable age on the island – she hardly sees it is a compliment.

