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SARKOVSKI’S TOWER
Donald Clark

Sarkovski watched as Laura opened the little package wrapped 
in pink paper. She took out a necklace of turquoise glass beads 
set in silver plated leaves. She walked over to the mirror and 
fastened it around her neck and looked at herself, half turning 
to left and right so that the overhead light flashed on the beads. 
She was dressed in her work shoes, solid, low heeled, scuffed at 
the toes. Sarkovski thought she should have on the white high 
heels she loved to wear when they went out Saturday nights to 
the pub or the pictures. She was still wearing her work clothes 
too, which was strange because she must have been back for quite 
a while, as he was late home himself. A thick purple cardigan 
covered the regulation white blouse and black skirt that all the 
girls, of whatever age, had to wear behind the counter in the 
department store. He was surprised too that her face did not 
light up with the present, the way it normally did whenever he 
gave her something or whenever she saw something she liked. 
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When her face lit up, he could actually feel the glow. Her mouth 
would open wide and he could see her little white teeth, and her 
eyes sparkling, and for an instant she would be like a child who 
has seen a decorated Christmas tree for the first time. This time 
though, her face was serious. Viewed from the side, her nose, 
which normally appeared short and slightly turned up, today 
looked long, and her upper lip was drawn down over the lower. 
Her forehead, tilted forward, made her chin squeeze against her 
neck. She seemed older. Laura stopped looking in the mirror, 
her eyes were downcast, her gaze fixed several inches in front 
of her breast. 

What made him turn his own head then? He looked round 
the room and saw parked behind the door a brown plastic 
suitcase with a leather strap buckled round it and a two-wheeled 
shopping trolley with a tartan pannier. He turned back to look 
at her, his eyes now as large as an owl’s, the corners of his 
mouth sagging as if suddenly feeling the weight of all his years. 
His mouth opened but he said nothing.

‘Oh, Jan, Jan,’ she said, ‘I saw my mum today and she said to 
me where are you living now? And I told her I was staying with 
you and she said I was a dirty filthy girl. And I said I wasn’t 
because you are a lovely man and I was going to marry you. 
And she just laughed and said I was daft as well as dirty and 
that you are as old as my dad. And, Jan Jan, it’s true, isn’t it, 
you are old? I mean not really old, but older than me and you 
are going to die, aren’t you? Then where will I be, Jan Jan? I’ve 
always loved you, Janny Jan Jan, but I’m scared and I don’t want 
to be on my own and I will be and you won’t be able to do 
anything about it because you will be dead and even if you’re 
not dead I will have to look after you and my mum as well and 
I don’t want that because I want to live.’

How could he tell her that he too wanted to live? That he’d 
been living all the time he was with her and that he wouldn’t die 
and that she might die before him, and that he had seen so many 
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dead people it didn’t matter because people died anyway but 
you could always go on living. But he no longer believed that. 
In an instant he felt the death he’d evaded for so many years. 
Felt a wave of sorrows rise up ready to overwhelm his defences, 
to drown him. All strength was gone. He remembered as a 
child seeing the river burst its banks and a dead cow f loating 
in the swirling waters, four rigid legs sticking in the air.

‘But where will you go, Lo Lo?’ he asked.
‘Oh, don’t worry, Jan Jan,’ she said. ‘I’ve got a friend who 

will rent me a room. But you mustn’t call me Lo Lo because I’m 
not Lo Lo any more. I am very sorry, Jan Jan, because you know 
I love you, you’ll always be the only one for me and I don’t mind 
at all that you’re a Catholic and I don’t care what my mum says. 
Do you want the necklace back?’

‘No, Lo Lo, I mean –’ and he became confused, he didn’t 
know what to call her, to call her Laura now would mean the 
end. ‘No, you keep it, I buy it for you only,’ he said.

Now her face lit up, the smile that he thought was for him 
alone. She rushed over and put her arms round his neck, but 
she would not let him kiss her on the lips. ‘I am not Lo Lo 
any more.’

‘I will help you with your bag?’ He said it as a question. So 
suddenly had he been disenfranchised that he dare not assume 
a gesture of friendship would be accepted.

‘No, Jan Jan, you stay here. I will be all right. Please stay 
here and don’t follow me or look out of the window or anything. 
I will write to you as soon as I get settled in, to see that you 
are all right.’

He did as she asked and sat on his old sofa as she carried the 
suitcase out through the front door, dragging the trolley behind 
her. He did not get up from the sofa to look out of the window 
and so did not see a young man, about her age, take her bag and 
load it into the boot of his car.

He sat there for an hour or maybe longer, and then, when he 


