Lecture 9 – Objective Correlatives

[bookmark: _GoBack]The sun was rising. It was a slow, effortful climb. The sharp light of winter gilded the fence posts and made the frost-bitten leaves sparkle. Margaret stood in the kitchen, a soft grey shawl wrapped around herself, her eyes on the garden. A winding path led through the unkempt grass, ending at a wrought iron bench that sat beside a little pond. There was something quite unique about the pond. Some would find such a feature impossible to live with. They couldn’t see its charm though. Built by rough hands for ducks to come and go, it had fallen into disrepair over the years. The water had turned a murky green, scum clinging to it like rust on a crown. Wilted plants slumped at the side, their leaves dragging against the surface. No fish were left in there. The ducks had long since flown away. Yet it kept its shape. It stood steadfast through the seasons, regardless of critics of complainers or damned busy bodies. Oh, it was vile, she couldn’t sit near it without the stench of stagnant water filling her head, but it had been a feature of the garden for so long she couldn’t let it go. Pretty flowers had blossomed on its surface over the years. Lilies had once crawled over it like flies on manure. That was long gone though. There had been times when she had wanted quite desperately to pave it over, or replace it with a nice flower bed, but she just hadn’t been able to part with it. 
	It was so very still this morning. There wasn’t a ripple on its surface. Margaret pulled her shawl tighter. She should take action. She should have taken action when she had woken at 3am. The kitchen was quiet. So was outside. Cold had driven most of the birds south, for warmer climes. She had considered following them. But the little pond needed someone there to tidy up the weeds. There was tidying to be done now. There always was, or else the neighbours would complain again. Margaret picked up the phone. She punched in three numbers. 
	“999, what’s your emergency?”
	“I need an ambulance please.”
	“Is it for yourself?”
	“No.” She looked upwards, to the bedroom she and her husband had shared until last night. “It’s not for me.”
