
The Writer's Gift To The Village 
 
The writer sat apart from the rest of the group, trying to shade herself from the violent 

late afternoon sun. She had spent this, as the previous few, summers in the village. She liked to 
escape from the imaginary world her life had become in the larger European cities, where 
being recognised, or called upon for an incisive comment or witty aside was a daily affair. Here 
in the village she enjoyed a detraction from her famous existence, and managed to blend into 
the background with ease. She liked the fact that reactions to her presence were not 
generated through any literary respect, but her pallid complexion caused the locals to think 
there was a serious vitamin deficiency. It was, therefore, an excellent choice for the writer to 
spend some quiet time, and recharge the batteries, before returning to London for the 
autumn.  

 
Despite a continually warm welcome, the writer knew she was not, and would never 

really, form part of the village. That did not affect her too much, though. She liked the 
distinctions, and thought the seating arrangements of her party provided any onlooker with an 
accurate metaphor of her position in the  village. She was there, but somehow not, still she 
used the time to collect her thoughts before she was remembered and treated to the local 
delights once more. There she sat, it was late Sunday evening, and the next day would see her 
on the road again, leaving the village for another year, or perhaps longer as her fame was 
beginning to rule out such luxuries as restful breaks. She looked down at her pale legs, still 
uncoloured by the sun despite several bold attempts to achieve some kind of evidence she had 
been in contact with the sun. The writer's beauty was not easy to find at first glance. She did in 
some ways appear unattractive, but closer inspection revealed that she had a certain 
something, difficult to define, but nonetheless, there.  

 
There was no shortage of romantic offerings for would-be village suitors. They knew 

little of her work, but assumed from her way of dressing and mannerisms she did not go for 
wont of much. The writer though had no intention of forming part in any tryst with locals, she 
came here for the peace and quiet. As she further surveyed her legs, she reached, as always 
with horror, her feet. Her feet were, without doubt, the ugliest part of her body. Years of ill-
fitting shoes during her adolescence had caused a strange curvature of the toes. Her 
remarkably un-supple skin that covered the arch-less souls of her feet, gave the impression of 
tough, old leather. However, the worst part was the heel, a form of eczema invaded the entire 
heel until it reached the leathery part underneath. She had thought many a time about visiting 
a chiropodist, and putting an end to this problem, but had always been so ashamed of her 
podiatry abortions, that she never went through with it. She believed she could solve the 
problem herself, and with the right amount of careful picking, she would one day reach a layer 
of fresh, virgin skin that would extend over her entire foot. At times when she let her mind go, 
she would find herself removing big wedges of skin from her feet, without even realising, then 
feeling rather embarrassed when she was caught. At the side of the pool she felt she could get 
away with it, and began to pick at her vile extremities. At first she subtly picked at those pieces 
of  skin that were already half hanging off her heel, and discarding the residue skin in the soil 
by her sun-lounger. Then she became more adventurous, and began to remove huge clumps of 
skin, only ceasing when this caused surface bleeding. She continued to rub the dead skin into 
the ground with her flip-flop, and was preparing to execute the same technique on the other 
foot, when the party remembered her, and called her inside for coffee. She stood up, and 
ashamed of the trickles of blood rolling down her heel, she made her way inside as soon as 
possible.  

 
The next day the writer left the village. Over the next year her career became more 

and more hectic, and despite it being against her wishes, she could not return to the village the 



following summer. Things did not improve after that time either, and eventually the writer 
found herself missing a third consecutive summer in the village. After that, the memory had 
faded, and the writer found other summer activities, and some twenty years would pass 
between the writer's penultimate and last visit to the village. The village also forgot the writer, 
her television appearances had become more limited as her literary standing meant she need 
not rely on the approval of the daytime audiences. As each summer passed there were fewer 
and fewer comments asking if anyone remembered that writer who used to summer in the 
village.  

 
  By the side of the swimming pool, where the writer was sitting the last day she spent 

in the village, a strange plant had begun to grow. It was not recognised by any horticulturist 
in the village as pertaining to anything known as the local fauna. The initial temptation was 
to remove the offending article, but something told the local gardener to leave her be. In the 
spring after this decision, a flower appeared on the plant that seemed to have a captivating 
effect on the gardener. He suddenly felt as if he had been shown all the things he had been 
doing wrong to his long-suffering wife, and set about making amends immediately. His wife 
was suspicious of this unusual behaviour, and refused to accept her husband's gifts, or listen 
to his poetry. When he asked her to accompany her to the plant, she too saw the light, and 
from then on their marriage was a continuously passionate love affair till the end of their 
days. The gardener commented upon this to his boss, the owner of the swimming pool 
complex, who also happened to be the Mayor. He also showed himself to be more than a 
little sceptical of the gardener's story, but when he saw the plant rushed to find his wife, and 
solve their marital problems. Over the next year, divorce became a word eradicated from 
the local dictionary, churches were forever full of couples retaking their vows.     

 
 The Mayor was pleased at the level of happiness in his constituents, but did feel that there 

was an economic possibility that the plant could offer. Of course, this would probably 
involve turning the village into a media circus, but a small fortune would no doubt be the 
reward. He decided to walk with trepidation, for neither did he want to be thought of 
something of a fool. He contacted an old colleague, who had never been in the village, and, 
conveniently, was having marital problems. The Mayor invited the quarrelling pair to the 
village, to contemplate the plant, which now had more than a dozen flowers. Many 
inhabitants had tried to take cuttings from the plant, and grow them in their own gardens, 
but the cuttings had never taken, and in most cases had caused the weeds to kill all the 
other plants in the garden. The Mayor began to devise marketing plans as his ex - colleague 
wondered why he had travelled all that way to look at a plant. They left the village, still 
bemused, and became even more so after continuous telephone calls from the Mayor to 
see how there marriage was going. They were divorced within three months, and the 
Mayor understood that the plant was only for the people from the village.  

 
 After about ten years, the plant had grown into a small tree, and its effect had spread 

beyond sloving matrimonial matters. The economy of the village had been in a continuous 
boom that showed no signs of letting up. Standards of living were second to none, whilst 
the village rigorously fought off any external investment of people moving to the village 
from outside. Despite a growing reputation for being peculiar, the village boasted a crime-
free, happy existence for all its residence. And so this continued for years and years. All the 
residents of the village understood the secrets of the tree, and kept it. Little was known to 
the outside world about the village, the general idea was that it was better to stay away if 
you were not one of them.  

 
 Twenty years after her last visit to the village, the writer was compiling her memoirs with 

her editor, and discussing her former summer plans. When she told him about the village 



she used to spend her summer in, he told her what he had heard on his last visit to the 
country. She suddenly felt compelled to return to the village, and made arrangements to 
leave the next day, much to the displeasure of her editor. When she arrived in the village 
she recognised very little, but made her way to the old swimming pool, where of course 
her progress was impeded. After arguing for a while she saw the familiar face of the 
Mayor, who let her pass, and told her the story of the magical tree. She told him that she 
had a story for him too, and looking down at her now perfect, cured feet, let out a little 
laugh.       

 
 
            
 
 

 


