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Penn ar Bed

A short story by Ronan Huon

His wife came into the house pulling at the edge of her swimming
costume to hide her fat buttocks

Alan was sitting facing the sea, and he raised his eyes from his
paper He looked at his wife her brown skin was shiny with o1l She
used cooking o1l as she thought the special one sold in the shops was
too dear. There was no point in telling her 1t wasn't really good for
the skin, she took no notice

Kristina started fussing around the house She picked up a glass
which Alan had left on the table after he'd had a whisky When she
touk the oyster shell half-full of ash and aigarette ends which was by
his side he shouted, annoyed.

- Leave that ash tray here, [ need 1t!

She’d gone to the kitchen to empty 1t. She couldn’t stand an ash
tray with ash in it.

She returned with a work box, sat on a wicker chair facing the sea
and began darning

You're not going to stay like that in this weather' said Alan
It’s not cold 1n here, she answered It's surpnsing how quickly

the wind’s got up A cold wind And to think that [ was 1n the water
this morning, and then sunbathing on the beach for half the day'

Really 1t was still warm n the house, thanks to the big windows
which, during the sunny hours, had collected enough warmth to last
until night came That side of the house, the west side, had windows
right down to the floor and faced the sea But the panes were small
and dull They’d been put in by the old owner who worked selling
trees and all sorts of plants To make the windows he’d taken two of
the frames which are used to cover seedlings, and their glass stayed
dull and scratched however they were cleaned Now, though, no one
bothered much with them. It wasn’t worth the trouble.

“Penn ar Bed “and the
poems of Anjela
Duval have been
translated by Rhisiart
Hincks.

- I'm glad I finished the mattress before the wind got up, she 00 Ronan

repeated, without raising her head from her work
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