... there are angels as there are trees. (Borges)

It seemed that he had come in answer to a prayer — and I was the one who had found
him.

Ignoring the warnings about walking on the beach I’d found myself warding
off the gulls and calculating whether I’d be able to get back to the promenade without
them actually hurting me in some way, when I’d seen a squawking hillock of them
amongst the seaweed. Stumbling towards them over the pebbles I’d startled them into
the air; startled them briefly into flapping shadows of wings and curved beaks — black,
against the sun

You’ll know some of the rest — the mystery, the haunted, speechless man,
the drawing of the piano and his doubtless talent as a musician. He was injured; the
gulls, attempting to extract his eyes, had pecked his head and face, and while he
healed he earned his keep by playing the piano at the café in the square. Not that there

were many patrons to listen to him — not anymore.

At first, entranced by their power over the wild creatures, they had thrown them their
chips and bits of battered fish. The gulls, detaching themselves from the disgorging
fishing boats had gathered instead on the beach and on the street and on the café
tables and, eventually, on the tourists themselves. Pursued by their peeping young,
they had snatched food from unwilling hands to regurgitate into the insatiable waiting
mouths. They were entertaining for a while — wheeling round, webbed feet hanging;
snatching scraps from the air and fighting loudly and shamelessly, with outstretched

wings.






