Love and the Kitchen Sink.

From inside the glass bow of television |and Peadar
Pal ey, the histrionic host of Party wth Peadar, goggled
wide - eyed with hysteria at Kitty and Sandra in their
sitting room

"He must be joking!" Sandra whined.

“1'"'m not joking!" Peader Paley retorted, stepping back
from the canmera |lens. "You have won! Kitty Ml one of Tower
Hei ghts, you are the |lucky wnner of our Iluxury twenty
t housand pound kitchen - all 1Irish, made and assenbl ed by
loving Irish craftsnmen!”

He whirled his hands about; he appealed to his
audi ence.

"Twenty thousand pounds!" he jabbered. "Twenty thousand
pounds!”

Hi s audi ence, right on cue, swooned and sighed. Peadar
Paley swivelled about in a bit of a jig; his audience
appl auded and cheered. Peadar skipped and |leapt as if he had
an electrical short sonewhere in his circuit.

Sandra | ooked round despairingly at her nother.

"He must be joking, Ma! He can't mean us!"

Kitty, curled up in her arnchair, shook her head wth
di sbelief. Sandra, twelve and confident of her curses,
hurled a blunt one across Kitty's bow.

"Jesus, the whole place will be tal king about us!"™ she



sai d.

Undi m ni shed by his nmedium Peadar Paley uncovered a
full - set of perfect teeth in an unfriendly grinace; once
again he pushed his face full into the canmera |ens, al npst
thrusting his head into Kitty's sitting room

"Go back!" Sandra yelled at him

Peadar's voice pitched itself high and low in a frenzy
of intonation.

"You lucky, lucky woman, Kitty Mal one; you are! You are
a lucky, lucky woman! Not only have you won our prized and
coveted nodern hand - crafted kitchen worth twenty thousand
pounds. . !"

He oohed and aahed his delirium echoed by his
audi ence. The idea of so much noney swelled his tongue out
of his muth to roll wldly against the canera |lens. He

coul d hardly speak

“...but, but, but... Kitty Ml one, you |ucky wonan, you
will also be receiving yours truly in your very own hone,
you will, you will, you will!"

"Oh no!" Kitty npaned.

"Good Christ!" Sandra hissed. "Good Jesus! Peadar Pal ey
com ng here!™

"Pl ease God, no don't!" Kitty pleaded.

"You lucky woman, you! You |lucky woman!" Peadar was
saying, kissing, with his fat |ips, the noist canmera |ens.

"Does he have to slobber all over us?" Sandra denmanded
virulently, as a pounding Irish dance nmusic struck up in the
background and the credits began to roll across the screen.

"Has he no manner s?"



She turned her large, sad eyes towards her nother;
Kitty could see the tears formng in them

“"Ma, Ma, please!” her voice begged. "Tell nme it's not
true! Tell me it's all a dreaml Tell me when we wake up in
the nmorning it wll never have happened and we'll have
forgotten all about it! Tell nme quick, Ma, the suspense is

killing me!"

The next morning Kitty |ooked down from her sixteenth
story perch at the two nen in blue overalls who were | ooking
up at her. "We're here for the kitchen,”™ she heard
di stantly.

"Conme on up!" she summoned them reluctantly.

"The lift's not working!" she heard.

"Well, I'm not letting dowmn ny hair - if that's what
you're waiting for!" Kitty shout ed.

Bel ow her a succession of heads, remnding her of
Peadar Paley's, stuck thenselves out of w ndows, tw sted
round to |l ook at her, and pull ed thensel ves back in again.

Twenty mnutes later Kitty had nmnaged to create a
senmbl ance of order in herself and in the flat before the two
wor knen arrived at her door. They seened friendly enough.

"Billy and Barney!" they introduced thensel ves.

Billy the younger one, the good - |ooking one, if
slightly thin on top, apol ogised for disturbing her.

"We just want to |ook at your kitchen; measure it for
size, you know... They want it in by Thursday, in time for
next week's programme. Peadar's com ng."

"I  know" Kitty sighed, Jleading him towards the



kitchen.

Billy seemed in charge; Barney, overweight, breathless
and sweating from the clinmb, plunped hinself in Kitty's
confortable arnchair and, using the renote control, swtched
the telly on. A cartoon dog chased a cartoon cat and Barney
gurgl ed happy | aughter |ike a baby.

When Billy saw the kitchen he staggered backwards a
step into the narrow hall

"I knewit'd be small,"” he said, "but..."

"You didn't knowit'd be this small!" Kitty hel ped him

Billy rubbed puzzled fingers across a troubled
f orehead.

“I't's smaller than small!" he said. "There has to be
anot her wor d?"

He found it.

"I't's mnute!"

"It's like a shoe box!" Kitty offered.

“I't's smaller than a shoe box!"

Billy squeezed through the sliding door of the kitchen.
He stood in the mddle of the floor and stretched his arns
out; without difficulty he could touch the walls on either
side. It was the sane in the other direction. He shook his
head at Kitty. He |ooked like a doctor about to give her
really bad news.

"I's there a roomon the far side?" he asked.

"My daughter's bedroom ™ Kitty told him

“1t'1l have to go!"

"No!" Kitty protested.

"I'm afraid so!"™ Billy insisted, as if he was



di scussing a nmalignant and difficult growh.

Billy stuck his head inside the darkness of Sandra's
room There was a shadowy novenent from under heaped
bedcl othes and a silvery object flew through the air to
enbed in the door at the side of his face. He plucked a dart
out of the wood. A shrieked Get OQut followed it from the
disarray of the bed. Wth unfeigned haste, Billy beat his
retreat.

"O.k.," he conceded unconditionally. "The room can

stay!"

The following day Billy returned unacconpanied by
Bar ney.

"This is a one man job," he expl ai ned.

Kitty understood: the kitchen was too small even for
herself and Sandra to be in at the same tine.

"I's the beast still abed?" Billy added, nodding
significantly towards Sandra's room

"She stays up all night watching videos," Kitty said.
"They don't expect her in school when the 1lift's not
wor ki ng. "

"Oh!" Billy said, interested. "Were does she get the
videos fromthen - when the lift's not working?"

"From t he nei ghbours."

Billy picked a discarded cassette up off the floor.

"Killers Ranpage!" he read with distaste. "Do you think
it's suitable for a girl of her age - wth her violent
t endenci es?”

"It keeps her occupied,"” Kitty told him



Billy began work on the kitchen. He renoved the cooker,
the fridge, the sink and all the shelves, |leaving the
kitchen walls conpletely bare. Sandra enmerged in the early
afternoon to cast an aspersion.

"Who the hell do you think you are?" she shot at Billy.

Kitty nade Billy a cup of tea and a sandwi ch. She stood
and watched him as he wiggled round the exposed pluming
from the dismantled sink. Billy was aware of her bare |egs
and feet fitting neatly into a pair of |ight blue house
sli ppers.

"What about hubby then?" he asked wth pretended
i ndi fference.

He had noticed the shining gold ring on her wedding
finger.

"He died," Kitty said sadly.

"Oh, I"'msorry..." Billy apol ogised for asking.

Kitty knelt beside him She had never spoken to anyone
about it.

"No, it's all right! It was an accident. He was
cl eaning the wi ndows..."

Billy remenbered the w ndows and the hair - raising
view fromthe sixteenth fl oor.

"He was leaning out trying to reach a spot in the
corner," Kitty explained. "He stretched up too far and next
thing I knew | heard him shouting for help... | ran but it
was too late. It took him about five seconds to fall all the
way. He never stopped roaring till he hit the ground! W

weren't here long at all at the tinme."



Kitty's eyes were noist. Billy put his hand on hers.

"Jesus!" he said, by way of synpat hy.

"Take your hands off my nother!”

Sandra stood in the doorway. Billy got to grips with
hi s plunbing again. A laughing Kitty warned her daughter.

"Hey, listen! Your nother can take care of herself!"

Peadar Pal ey, excited, nervous, like a fish out of
water outside his glass bow world, paid a surprise
prelimnary visit. The Ilift was working again thanks to
Peadar's television conpany which paid the bill for the
repair. He arrived in great glory, enmerging fromthe lift,
with two secretaries carrying |arge bouquets of flowers for
Kitty. He enbraced a highly offended Sandra who answered the
door: hey you, keep your hands off ne!; enbraced an
astonished Kitty who could hardly believe her eyes; and
enbraced an even nore astonished Billy whom he first
presuned was Kitty's husband.

“"Now, M. Paley it's far fromfinished yet," Billy said
sliding the door back.

Pal ey bl anched visibly when he saw the m nuscul e space
avail abl e for the kitchen.

"But this isn't right at all,” he said, horrified.
"This just isn't right..!"

He turned to his two waiting secretaries whose funereal
expressions were entirely appropriate.

"What are you doing? Wat are you doing?" Peadar
repeated, staring blankly at Billy.

Billy shrugged his shoulders; he didn't know what to



say.

"Well," he attenpted, wanting to sound positive. "The
smal | size of the kitchen presents sonme problems. |1've had
to reduce sonme of the wunits to fit them in... 1It's not

finished, of course!”

" Of course not! Of course not!" Peadar agr eed
vehenently. "But it never will be... Because this just won't
do at all! Wn't do at all!"

Billy hung his head.

"1 thought | was getting there," he said quietly, like
an adnoni shed school boy.

"But you don't see! You don't see at all!" Peadar,
school masterly, told him "It just won't make good telly! It

has to be big! It's just not big enough for telly!"

One of his secretaries, earnestly, interrupted.

"Per haps we coul d adapt one of the roonms?"

"No way, sister!" Sandra said, squeezing by.

Peadar toured briefly the two tiny bedroons and sitting
roomthat conposed the flat. He shook his head hopel essly.

"This is a disaster,” he intoned mournfully. "This is
going to ruin me," he added, |ooking accusingly at Billy,
Kitty and the two secretaries. He pointed a venonous finger
at Kitty. "Does anyone belonging to you have a house?" he
asked her.

Kitty shook her head, afraid to open her nouth.

"What if we |end her a house for the tel evision shoot?"
the first secretary, still eager to please, made a second
effort to redeemthe situation.

Peadar consi der ed.



"That has nerit,"” he admtted. "I like it..."

"1 can lend her nmy house,” Billy said hel pfully.

"The kitchen would have to stay," Peadar's eager
secretary said.

"No... no... no..." Billy protested.

"l don't mnd," Kitty said. "It's too big for here
anyway. . ."

Peadar cl apped his hands together.

"That's it then," he said. "It's all settled!"

Al sm | ed happily.

"One thing," Peadar said to Billy before leaving. "Is
your house a big house?"

“1t'1l do," Billy said.

"Good, good!" Peadar approved. "Once it's big enough
for the telly... that's all that matters! It has to be big

for the telly!"

"This is your kitchen too," Billy told Kitty.

They were in Billy's house. Billy had worked night and
day renoving his own kitchen and installing the one made by
loving Irishmen, as Peadar Paley had put it. Kitty was
i npressed. The kitchen surfaces, chronmes, plastics, and hand
- crafted burnished woods seemed to extend over a vast and
uni magi nable area. It enbraced her. She felt as if the
kitchen was a living thing, with a warm pul se of heart beat
right through it, holding her in the palm of its hand. It
made her feel, sonehow, secure... It nade her feel wanted.
It made her feel at hone.

"It's lovely, lovely," she repeated, causing Billy to



bl ush with pride.

Billy offered her a drink. She accepted a gin and tonic
willingly. They sat in Billy's sitting room with a view of
fields and hills through w de bay w ndows. Kitty | aughed,
explaining to Billy that, used to her sixteenth floor perch,
she felt disoriented if she remained at ground | evel for any

l ength of tine.

"Your house is wonderful, Billy," she told him "It's
such a big house... and when you | ook out the wi ndow you can
see trees!”

They chatted. Kitty, never very inquisitive, felt it
was time to find out a little nore about Billy.

“"And you; you never nmarried?" she asked after some
hesitation. "You're not wearing a ring..."

"1 never nmet the right woman," Billy said quickly. "And
anyway. . ."

He paused.

"And anyway?" Kitty eyes exam ned him uncertainly from
over her tilted gin and tonic gl ass.

"l never had time," Billy said, sitting forwards in his
chair. "I was an only child of elderly parents, Kitty... M
not her was in her forties when she had ne. My father was

ol der. After he died | had to | ook after nmy nother. She was

never very well... Her mnd began to go. She was difficult
sonetinmes. | didn't mnd for nmyself, but if | brought a girl
home there was always trouble. | think she was afraid 1'd

marry and put her away..."
Billy sighed deeply, full of sad nmenory. Kitty,

listening intently, encouraged him



"l gave up on romance," Billy said. "I told nyself,

marriage was inpossible. | spent the best years of nmy life
| ooking after ny nmother... but | don't regret... | don't
regret at all. She was lovely... a kind woman... If there's
any good in me, | get it fromher... You know, | mss her

but I want to start living for nyself now. "

In the bathroom Kitty | ooked closely at herself in the
mrror and asked herself: am | attractive? True, her hair
once a vivid and unm stakeable red was now a little faded,
and her eyes had lost their sparkle somewhat; and she was
too thin, she could do with putting on sone weight; she
puffed her cheeks out slightly, yes, t hat was an
i nprovenent... She decided she'd have to start taking better

care of herself.

The kiss, the first kiss, cane when she was | eaving.
Kitty couldn't renmenber who gave or who stole it; it just
happened. It was a soft, sweet kiss that lingered. On the
bus hone she tried to renmenber how long it had been since
she'd been kissed like that. She was only in her md -
thirties and yet ten years of her life had gone by without a
single kiss: incredible! And if she renmenbered further back
to the last tinme she'd had a kiss like Billy's: a tender
kiss, a kiss full of prom se, full of yearning, reaching out
of its loneliness for other kisses to follow, well, that was
maybe fifteen years ago, when she first met her husband and
ki sses were all her girlish mnd was full off... She used to
say she'd die for a kiss; now, she told herself, she'd live

f or one.



The day of the television shoot arrived. Peadar Paley
cane with his secretaries and the television crew. Kitty was
wired for sound. She was tutored to say: It really is the
ki tchen of ny dreans!

The director directed her.

"Look into Peadar's eyes," he commanded. "Look at him
as if he's the knight in shining armour you' ve been waiting
for!™

Peadar's eager secretary noticed a problem

"She's taller than Peadar!" she whi spered, but everyone
coul d hear.

Peadar smled fabulously, showing all his teeth, as if
bei ng shorter than Kitty was of no concern. Sandra took the
opportunity to peer into the hidden depths of his open
nout h.

"There's gold in them thar hills!"™ she whooped wth
del i ght.

A shoe box was produced and handled as if it was sone
sacred object. A pair of highly - polished platform shoes
were unw apped from crisp crepe paper. Peadar slipped them
on.

"It's for the camera angles,"” he explained. "The angl es
have to be just right... An inch or two out of place can
cause trenmendous problens |ater."

He stood with his arm around Kitty's shoul ders | ooking
down benignly at her. The canmeras roll ed.

"It's so perfect! So perfect!” the secretaries

overflowed with enotion. "Peadar, it's so right!"



After the shoot they inaugurated the kitchen with a cup
of tea.

"I really feel at home here," Kitty said wistfully. "I
don't want to |eave..."

"You don't have to leave,” Billy told her.

Peadar Paley overheard. He started to jig around the

floor.

" hear wedding bells!” he lilted. "And rnusic
pl ayi ng. .. The Bri dal Mar ch. . . Jesu. .. The Hall el uj ah
Chorus... For she's a jolly good fellow W'Ill wear a

taffeta dress of purest white with a train all the way back

to the church door... with two dozen child bridesmaids in
gold to carry it as we approach the altar! |, Peadar Pal ey,
will be there, resplendent in tux, to give the bride away!
Look after her well, young man! As the bride accepts his

ring of gold on her finger and the canera noves across them
"Il wipe a tear away unseen by all but the all seeing eye
of television!"

He | eapt up and down excitedly.

"Yes, yes! It's going to happen! In twenty years we've

never had a wedding on the programme... but by God we're
going to have one nowi We'll nove the entire church into the
studio... the biggest cathedral we can find! It nust be
bi g!"

His secretaries danced around him delightedly. The
canera crew, all hardened veterans, were equally noved. All
knew that this was television at its best.

"Don't worry! We'Ill pay for everything, everything!"

Peadar pronised, his arns enveloping Billy and Kitty.



He rubbed his hands together till the smell of burning
came fromthem

"This is going to be big!"™ he announced. "You can't get
bi gger than a wedding! A war maybe..? But no! There's
nothing bigger than a wedding! Weddings were nade for
tel evision! Made for it! You'll see..."

Peadar left in a happy nood. Singing.

"The bells are ringing for me and ny gal..."

Kitty fell into Billy's arns.

"Can't we have a qui et weddi ng?" she asked.

"Of course,"” Billy said. "You won't hear a nouse peep

at our wedding!"

Billy invited Kitty and Sandra to watch Party with
Peadar in their new hone.

“I'm going to be your new daddy!" he told Sandra,
showi ng her a warning finger. "And don't you forget it!"

They sat together on a sofa in front of the telly. The
opening credits of Party wth Peadar rolled and Peadar
danced a mani c dance towards the canmera. He pushed his face
agai nst the canera | ens, his nouth open, his tongue rolling.

Sandra sai d:

"Now that | know where it is, | can see his gold
t oot h!"

Peadar danced back from the canmera, his arns open w de
to his audience.

"I have wonderful news, friends!" he told them

Silence filled all of television land. A void reigned

until Peadar's voice rushed back in to fill it. Consummte



Peadar, his voice skipping through a thousand registers,
m ngled perfectly, joy, amazenment, celebration, and nuch
nore besides, in a single sentence four words | ong.

"Cupid's arrow has struck!"

Billy slipped his hand inside Kitty's. It was a bad
nove.

“1'l'l be watching you!"™ Sandra grow ed, nenacingly.

“"And don't you forget it!"

The End.



