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“Tell them you don’t have any information about me.

You don’t have to be worried about relatives because | don’t have any.

By the way, you will have to pay my landlady her pay each week.

This is her address.”

Colm tore a page out of a notebook and gave it to the attorney.

Then he emptied his pockets and gave his checkbook and a wad of notes
to him too.

“You’re a witness now that | don’t have any money but €200,” he said.

“But why?”

“I’ll see you again in six months, with God’s help.”

Colm hurried from the office and left de Paor staring after him with an
open mouth.

Mrs. Bradley was just going home when Colm reached his house.

“How do you feel now?” she asked.

“Much better.

| spoke with a doctor.”

“He gave you good advice, | suppose.”

“Yes ... I’ll be away from home for six months.

My attorney will send you your pay each week.”

“Are you going on holiday?”

Colm nodded his head.

“I’ll probably not return before Christmas.”

He gave an envelope to her.

“I’ll give you your present now.”

“Well, I hope you enjoy your holiday.”

Mrs. Bradley shook his hand and left.

Colm waited a while and then went towards the bus.

During the trip to the city he kept a tight grip on the two €50 notes that
were in his pocket.




