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The Window 

Marian sits, hunched with loathing, over her computer terminal as the clock on the wall hits thirteen. 
Most of the rest of her colleagues – those working today – are out; in pubs and wine bars and dinky 
sandwich stations, venting grievances over glasses of New World Chardonnay and warm goat's cheese 
salads. Marian would very much like to be out with them; her stomach is rumbling and she has deep, 
festering grievances to be divulged along with the best of them. But instead, she must sit and wait for a 
workman to come and mend one of the large windows in the middle of the office, the ancient metal frame 
of which will not close properly and which has been wedged into place with a copy of the 1997 
International Who's Who, as a makeshift, temporary measure. 

This waiting is a task with no official demarcation and everybody – save for maybe one or two of the 
middle managers – possesses the intellectual capacity to do it. But Bavins, who on her first day here she 
mistook for an escaped mental patient, a deeply troubled soul who had, perhaps, wandered inside in 
search of refuge but who was, in fact, everybody's boss, nervily asked if Marian would mind doing it and 
left before she could demur. 

So she sits there, her stomach grumbling with anger, the Anger of the Just, as the loudspeaker reports 
the deaths of 165 people in Zurich, where a plane has just crashed into some flats. Hearing this news, and 
noticing the palpable excitement amongst her colleagues, she wonders when it was that the anger took 
hold and made the rest of the world, outside this building, seem smaller and of markedly less 
consequence. She hears people gibbering about Osama and al-Qaeda and she tries to think of the awful 
fireball approaching and the panic and the noise and the pyrolytic reek of burning aviation fuel and those 
microseconds of blind terror and all she can concentrate on is the window repairman with his bag of tools 
and triplicate dockets to sign. 

When she first started work here she was eager to be a part of everything and, although people told her 
to watch out, it's a poisonous atmosphere, like Mercury, and full of pettiness, rancour and contumely, she 
dived in with delight. Now, when she arrives for work each morning and leaves the sluggish lift at the 
eighth floor, she sometimes loses her footing on the bile and gall which seep out from every office 
doorway. 

Eight floors down, Dempsey hunches over his computer terminal and considers which would be the 




