Maria Mimosa Marques

Twenty-nine times ninety is...  I threw up my hands and reeled out of the picture framing shop.  

Not against my better judgement but against Deborah's [Wait until you know what you really like,] I bought four prints from the Christmas sale at the artists' collective.  

Several more pictures arrived when my bags from St Petersburg were delivered.  I had taken them out of their frames and rolled them up in newspaper, being afraid of nosy Russian customs officers, even though they are not national treasures but well and truly mine.  

Deborah lugged four heavy folios of pictures up to my room when I was staying with her at New Year:  a lifetime's work that she inherited from a friend of hers.  'Take whatever you like!' Her house is already full of them.  I liked about eighteen oils, water colours and gouache, pencil drawings and prints.   

Suddenly I had twenty-nine pictures to be framed.  Not far from the public library, on my 207 bus route, I noticed a shop which did framing as well as selling expensive prints and ornaments.  We unrolled my first two pictures on the table and the man got out his tape measure to do the calculations.  Ninety euros each.  Ninety times twenty-nine is...

Stay on the 207 bus to my flat, where the houses and shops become less fashionable, and where there is a shop that cuts glass for shower cabins, windows and mirrors.  A sample board of picture frames is hanging up near the door.  In the middle of the shop, a vast table covered with an old red carpet square where they cut the glass.  At the back, another work room with grinders and sinks.  

I unrolled my pictures on the carpet.  A woman briskly started the measurements, and brought me samples of mounting board.  It was difficult to concentrate because of the racket from the front of the shop.  Only two men talking, but with such loud voices that at one stage I put my hands over my ears.  The woman noticed, rolled up her eyes and smiled, and called out,  [in Portuguese but it was obvious what she meant]  'Oi, turn it down a bit!'

Fifty-five euros for this one and forty for that one.

It has been a pleasure to go to their shop.  Over Christmas when the flat wasn't ready, they took all my framed pictures home with them because they were afraid of burglary.  When it is time for me to move in, I am to let them know and they will carry everything there for me.

I must have been back at least eight times:  sometimes to pay, sometimes to unroll some more pictures on the carpet, sometimes she is not there, and the man with the loud voice – her husband – tells me to come back tomorrow at fifteen hundred hours.  'A manha a quinze horas!'  He tells me loudly, several times, and if we pass in the street he says it again.

Fifteen hundred hours is when this busy woman is at the shop.  She measures and he cuts.  She never comes in on Saturday morning because that is when she cleans the house.  She also has her son to collect from school, but there is more than that to say about her...

One day when I was waiting for her to look after another customer, I stood with my eyes closed, trying to relax.  In a couple of hours I was going to see Senhor Jorge for a discussion about why the flat was not ready after three deadlines had passed.  I was very agitated.  She finished with the other customer, then gave me her friendly smile and leaned forward for a closer look at my face.  'Stress!' she said.

The next time I went there, she wanted me to wait while she got something out of her office.  It was a big black brief case.  Inside, a very thick folder.  By now I knew her son was learning English, but what she wanted to show me were her own English lessons.  All the worksheets from the class she goes to were meticulously filed.  Lesson one:  Hello. Good afternoon. Good evening. Good night.  She had copied out the printed greetings in the distinctively rounded Portuguese handwriting.  Lesson two:  My name is Maria Mimosa Marques.

Four years of classes, and still she doesn't speak English.  I felt for her, having tried so hard to learn Russian, with such limited results.

That's still not all.  Mimosa also works as a volunteer at some social organisation funded by the city.  A special house...educational...  The other half of her big folder holds all the papers for this work.  She took some out to show me and explained what it was all about, but – it was such a pity – I couldn't understand a word she said.  

Mimosa is not a fluffy, fragrant, yellow ball of a flower.  Look at her bending over the measuring table and you see trim black trousers, a maroon sweater covering a generous tummy, and a silver pendant round her neck.  The other day I noticed she had just had her hair done in a neat cut with reddish tints.  Her face is like anyone else's, but the direct look and friendly smile are special.  The Brazilian novel I have just finished reading gave me a clue about the meaning of her name.  

	'Father Theo, the vicar, needed no further evidence to lay the blame at Dom Maximiliano's feet, to call him a THIEF in capital letters, and to finger him for the police.  Giving out names means running risks, but here's an interesting clue: Father Theo referred to him as Dom Mimoso – Mr Darling.'





                     Jorge Amado, The War of the Saints

Dead deadlines

December 12.  January 9.  January 24.

Repairs only started at the beginning of November, so I was not at all sure my flat would be ready five weeks later as Senhor Jorge predicted.  I was more confident about the next date, January 9.  January 24 was the date Senhor Jorge promised when our syndicate met in the café.  

By January 21, even I could see that the 24th would be  impossible.  Meanwhile I had invited my friend Sue to visit me while she was on leave from university in Toronto.  Perhaps she should come on February 7 to be sure?  I checked this date with Senhor Jorge, and she bought her ticket.

I had been uncertain anyway, while completion dates passed and I was still in the pensione.  I was really uncertain now about February 4, the new completion date.  Sue did not want to find herself in my noisy pensione instead of being the first guest in my new flat.  'I must say I would rather be in your flat,' she had said tactfully.  'I don't mind sleeping on the floor if the furniture hasn't arrived.'

But furniture was not the problem.  We would be sleeping on the floor with all the builder's things around us, there would be no bathroom and no kitchen.  Impossible.  Unfortunately it was almost impossible for me to see what I should do.

That was what I was thinking about with my eyes closed while I waited for Mimosa to finish with her customer.  In two hours I was going to tell Senhor Jorge what I wanted him to do differently and what I did not like about the way the work was going.  This was bringing me out in a cold sweat.  Why?  Because I was born in New Zealand.

The New Zealand rules for being sick are child's play compared with the rules for behaviour with people outside your family.  It is very rude to say what you want.  It is extremely rude to contradict or criticise someone.  Since this was dinned into us all through our childhood, as adults we might rationally know how dysfunctional the rules can be, but we still go to pieces when we have to break them.

Because of this, Jim and Janet Millar, Greg's cousins from Auckland, used to drive me barmy when they visited us in London.  


'Would you like tea or coffee?' I asked.  


'Whatever you are making,' said Janet .  


'But which do you prefer?'  


Janet answered for both of them.  'Either would do us, wouldn't it, Jim.'  


'So shall we have coffee then?'  


'We're easy.'  

As for trying to go somewhere for an outing – forget it.  I tried to please them and they tried to please me.  I chose what I thought they wanted and they chose what they thought I wanted.  Then – super cunning – I chose what I thought they didn't think I wanted.  And that's just coffee and a car ride, not even the serious things of life.   

Something else bothered me about the Senhor Jorge situation.  Everyone has stories about carpenters who don't finish work on time.  English carpenters are always worth a moan, and carpenters in Spain or Portugal – well everyone knows it is all manyana there.  But is it?  I wanted my story about Senhor Jorge to be a true one, not the one everyone expects to have a cosy grumble about.

I didn't want to go in ready for attack when I didn't actually know why the work wasn't finished.  I didn't ask him, he hadn't told me, and he didn't answer two anxious messages.  I understand why because I do it myself.  When things are going nicely I keep in touch; when something goes wrong I am silent out of embarrassment.  

I also did not want to shout and wave my arms angrily like the owner of the downstairs shop.  This would drive Senhor Jorge into answering 'Je m'en fous!' and where would that leave us?

The only way I could quell my New Zealand inhibitions was to apply principles of assertiveness.  That does not mean you bully someone into giving you what you want.  It is to do with democracy in relationships, the mutual assertion of personal rights.  I had skimmed through a book on this before passing it on to my sister Claire, and – I have just remembered – my friend Margarita and I used to read Oprah magazines in St Petersburg and talk over the advice in Dr Phil's column.  

What stuck in my mind was this:  say plainly what you want;  don't defend it, because you have a right to want something;  listen carefully to the other person;  avoid accusations using 'you' [you never listen to me/you always get out of your share];  stick to the thing you are talking about. 

I sent Senhor Jorge a message.  'I would like to meet you on Thursday at 18.30 in the café to hear your definitive plan to complete my apartment by 4 February.'  I wasn't happy about meeting in the café.  To sit beside each other?  Too friendly.  To point to the other side of the table when he came in?  Adversarial.  

Fortunately some new question came up at the apartment, and we met there.  I gave him my brief list of headings and points, and we walked through the rooms discussing them.  The first part was practical.  Everything that still needs to be done.  Time table to 4 February.  Number of workers needed each day.  

The second part was 'What I am not happy about.'  Senhor Jorge glanced through it, but I read out each point anyway.  First the postponed completion dates and my extra expenses at the pension:  'I will pay the extra days at the pension up to  January 9, but after that, no, I do not want to.  'We will see what we can do about that,' said Senhor Jorge.  Second, not enough men working each day.  Third, lack of communication.  I had sent two messages, but no response, so I had to telephone as well.


'Je m'excuse de cela,' said Senhor Jorge.   

I accepted his excuse and we checked the timetable again.  The next day I sent Senhor Jorge a message, and received an answer within a few moments.   

Now I understand about the last delay.  Senhor Jorge does not employ his own permanent workers.  He brings in people for particular jobs, for example the carpenter who lives sixty kilometres away and who did a superb job making two pairs of big double doors in the sitting room.  This time the kitchen fitters had installed the wrong things and were arguing about getting paid, while the plumbers and electricians had to wait with their arms folded.  

Today while we went to pick up bathroom fittings, Senhor Jorge told me more about his work as a builder.  He started with his father twenty years ago, and still works for him:  'He is my patron.'  It is hard work, but he likes the process of getting things made.  Two years ago he also began renovating flats, and Sonya's and mine are the ninth and tenth.  The next will be for Sonya's brother, but that is only a bathroom.  He and Senhor Orlando are also considering doing a four-bedroomed flat for a banking friend of Sonya's in Lisbon.

Nadezhda Alexandrovna Cherepukhina

Nadya and I are drinking tea in a café on Avenida Aliados, the wide avenue in the centre of Porto.  It's the first time we've met since Manuel's supper party two weeks ago.  Because we are sitting with our heads together at a small table, I see her in bits.  Lilac eye shadow.  A single, long Russian braid falls forward over her shoulder — she has plaited a mauve ribbon into it.  The top of a purple wool dress when she leans back.  Dark red nail varnish on the fingernails of the hand holding her cup.

We are talking about Nadya's three months of freedom since leaving her husband, a criminal psychologist.  Not simply her husband, but her second husband.  Both the first and second were Portuguese. 

I was amazed.  How had she found time to be married and separated twice?  Not difficult.  She is thirty-seven years old, and her mother talked her into marrying the first husband when she was nineteen.  

I looked again at the lilac shadowed eyes and the clear, firm skin.  'Twenty-five years old at the most.'  She laughed, asked how old I was, was also astonished, and hoped she would look like that when she was my age.  

So if she had already dispensed with two husbands, what kind of person did she want for the third?  Where does one find such a man?  We both looked round the café and shook our heads.  No-one here.  


'It's difficult, isn't it,' I said.  'In all the time I was in Russia, I only met three men who I found attractive.  The first became my lover for five years, and the other two didn't pass even the second or third inspection.'


'What is your ideal, Ann?'


'He must be an interesting talker, well brought up, in good health, no more than forty-seven years old...'


'Why?'


'I don't want anyone clutching his back and groaning when he gets up from a chair.  He will believe in democracy in relationships.  He will be an ironically ingenious lover.  And he will be Jewish.'


'Because?'


'Because I want someone cultured, well educated and original.'


'What colour eyes?'


'Blue of course.  And brown hair, but his moustache and beard will have some red in them.'

My idea was very precise, because it was a portrait of my former lover, with his blemishes removed.


'So Nadya, what is your menu for a man?'

Nadya liked the idea of a menu, but whether she ranked her requirements as starters, main dishes and afters, I didn't interrupt her to find out.  


'Brown eyes, and when you look into them you see his soul.  A strong character, also physically strong and decisive, but not macho, no, I've had enough of that.  He dresses well.  He is taller than me.  Very cultured, a good conversationalist, and a reflective person.  In good health, and not more than thirty years old.  He is a very good lover of course.  I like to read, so he must also read.  He is very active and likes variety in his life.  Yesterday he was in Rome, today he is in St Petersburg, and tomorrow he is in Porto.'


We glanced around the café again, in case anyone suitable had come in since our first survey.  


'That's very specific and very ambitious.  What will you do if you can't find someone from your menu?' I asked her.

Nadya laughed, and went off to find the toilet instead.  

I thought about the time I played this game in St Petersburg with my English friend, Margarita.  She had been ill for a week with a sore ear.  That night she was feeling a bit better.  She lay in bed after her dinner and demanded that I look at the Vanity Fair and Oprah magazines that her Canadian friend gave her.  We were each to choose a husband of our own, she said, from an article about ten desirable men.

I chose an intelligent face that also looked alarmingly judgemental — the man turned out to be an asthmatic Jew from New York.  Margarita’s choice was Orlando Bloom, who looked like an Italian count crossed with an English gentleman banker.  He was moody, swanky, the sort to singe any butterfly’s wings.

Next Margarita said we must look through Vanity Fair to choose shoes and a dress for our first dates with these men.  I chose high-heeled red shoes with a flower on them and a purple velvet top over a long white fishtail skirt.  Margarita went for contrast:  low-heeled, tweed pumps, and a floating dress with embroidery and lace.  She also chose a long scarf to flick teasingly into Orlando’s eyes.

We tried to watch a video.  Margarita lay propped up on the pillow with her long black hair spread out and a hot water bottle pressed to her sore ear.  I stretched out beside Margarita with my feet by her hair and my head as near the screen as possible because I had lost a contact lens.  

First movie:  Anthony Hopkins is a Cambridge don having tea in his rooms with a woman in a sensible red dress ― she obviously fancied him but all they did was sometimes he sipped tea and sometimes she sipped tea.  Too fifties for us.

We tried a Russian romance about a young count.  He was standing by the window secretly watching a maiden in the garden where she was singing in her nightie although it was mid-morning.  The film was very dull, so we switched it off.  

After that we chose a jolly nineteen-sixties Russian film about simple people living in the country.  There were two heroes:  a drunken grandfather, and a husband who kept pigeons.  From time to time the grandfather was chased by his angry wife with a broom, and the husband was chased by his angry wife with a piece of wood.  Or both the wives looked fondly at their husbands and cradled their heads ― the husbands’― on their bosoms.  The dialogue was too muffled to hear.  

Margarita picked up another Oprah magazine to flick through and I went to bed with a good book.  But instead of the book I read a Vanity Fair article about the theme of onanism in James Joyce’s Ulysses, while using Cat Pushok, who was lying across the end of the bed, as a furry muff for my feet.

When I was married, I often didn’t want to be married at all.  I didn’t want a husband:  what I really wanted was an old-fashioned wife.  She would take care of domesticity and I could get on with my life.  

I thought about this now that I was living with Margarita for a while, like two cats sharing the same yard.  We had amiable discussions about what one or the other of us would buy for dinner, and put our diaries together for a concert or ballet.  I looked after her when she was sick, and she listened to my calculations about repairing the flat I had just bought.

Who could want more?  Nevertheless Margarita insisted that we pick out our ideal man from Vanity Fair, and I went on thinking about the asthmatic Jew from New York.  Why?  

I found the answer in a book called The Cat’s Mind: Understanding Your Cat’s Behaviour.  I read it to find out more about Pushok’s character, because I didn’t know what was his regal catness and what came from his traumatic kittenhood.  When I came to the last paragraph of the book, I suddenly understood that it answered my question about husbands:  why do we have them?

The paragraph began:  'The cat is the pet of the future.  Cats are ideal pets because they…'  I realised that you could substitute the word husband for cat and everything would be clear:

Key chapters could be used for training husbandus domesticus:  

	5  
	Early Learning:  the Influence of Parents, Littermates and Chat Sites.  

	6     
	Later Learning:  Rank and Territory.  

	7     
	Sexual Behaviour and Paternal Activity.  

	9     
	Fear and Aggression.  

	11   
	Breed Differences in Behaviour.


Here is the closing paragraph which made such an impression on me.  Substituting the word husband for cat we read:  


'The husband is the pet of the future.  Husbands are ideal pets because they need little space, are content with short bursts of exercise and a hedonistic existence, are easily house-trained and relatively clean, can be very affectionate, are inexpensive, mostly quiet and enjoy their solitude.  In a curious way they can become closer to us than they could ever be with other husbands, but that should not hide the fact that the husband, homo erectus, remains a distinct and unique species.  But rather than looking upon husbands as moustached wives or mobile adornments to our homes, we should take advantage of them for what they really are ― our guests, offering us the opportunity to observe untarnished nature at first hand.'

Easily house trained?  Certainly.  To get rid of unwanted behaviour, or to encourage desirable behaviour, the advice on how to alter the cat’s mind could be applied in every point to the husband.


'Husbands are self-reliant, self-entertaining, self-determining, independent and clean.  That’s why they make such good pets, but as they increase in popularity so too do their behaviour problems.  Until recently most husbands were outdoor animals that returned home for warmth, security and food, but whose lives were otherwise occupied with normal male outdoor pursuits ― stalking, patrolling and marking.'   


'To change the indoor behaviour of the husband, rewards need to be given when he performs as you wish him to.  Similarly punishments must be meted out at the instant the crime is committed.'


'Operant conditioning works fastest when a behaviour is consistently rewarded.  The husband who jumped out of bed to make his wife’s morning coffee was rewarded with a marital embrace each time he jumped.  He had learned to carry out a certain behaviour and then through intermittent reinforcement the behaviour became fixed in his behavioural repertoire.'  


'Negative reinforcement can be used to re-train husbands to behave as you would like them to.  This can also be called avoidance learning or punishment.  As washing up water, especially washing up water arriving unexpectedly from nowhere, is something most husbands loathe, a plastic plant squirt gun set for a solid stream should be an absolute requirement of all owners of husbands.  If the husband drops his dirty clothes on the floor, he gets a squirt from the gun; if he leaves the top off the toothpaste he gets shot; he gets up from the table and doesn’t clear away the dishes, wham!  He says that you don’t know a thing, that you’ve got everything wrong, listen to him, he has the answers — wham! wham!'


'Intimidation.  Intimidation can be direct or indirect.  Direct intimidation involves shouting at the husband, hitting with your hand or a rolled newspaper or hitting with the nearest fly swat.  Try using mild intimidation by mimicking the way a mother would treat her slightly delinquent offspring. (And remember that in the husband’s mind we are all mothers in that we provide food and comfort for them.)  A mother bats the toddler’s nose with her paw.  Later in human colonies the dominant human will use the same behaviour to express authority.  Use a mild thump on the nose as a natural form of intimidation, or pick up the husband by the scruff as the mother would when she moves her young from nest to nest.'

With The Cat’s Mind as our guide, Margarita would be ready for her Orlando Bloom, and I would be ready for my New York Jew.  With the help of the chapter on feline ailments, I was even looking forward to curing his asthma.

Now Nadya was back at our table, and we were talking about when we would meet again.


'Come and have supper at our place.  Manuel will be there, and me, and perhaps one of the others.  Today's it is Sunday...  Come on Tuesday.'


'So soon?'


'Why not!'

The black apron

When I arrived for supper, it was Nadya this time, not Manuel, who was wearing the black apron.  It was tied round her middle, her cheeks were flushed, and she was vigorously stirring a dish on the stove.  Tonight she had pinned a green silk rose half way down her plait, and threaded a green ribbon through the rest of it, ending in a long tassel.  

Eleven people sat down at the table, not three or four.  Manuel, Stone – whose real name of course is Pedro.  Another of the dark-eyed, bristle-chinned men.  Middle-aged Carlos [Don Carlos by appearance] and his wife – new faces tonight.  Nadya, and me.  Another friend of Manuel's,  Flavio, another woman...  Fatima, the sister of Stone's former girlfriend.  

Fatima, her sister and Stone lived together in his room for five years until the sister took off with Fatima regretfully in tow.  Regretfully, because this flat was family for her.  She has just graduated as an art restorer and now has to do two years as an intern, but there aren't any companies who can afford to take her on.  

Here I may as well say about Nadya, while waiting for her to finish cooking, that she has spent the last three months working at a special village for children on the outskirts of Porto.  Each house in the village has a 'mother' who looks after four or five children with horrifically damaged lives, because of sexual abuse, drunken or drug-taking parents.  Nadya goes there to play with them, teach them clay modelling, and drawing.  The village is an idea from Australia, she said.  

Unfortunately the job ends at the end of February and she doesn't know what to do next.  One of her friends goes round the city at night giving out food and clothes but of course no-one pays him to do that.  If I have any idea what she could do, she said, will I tell her please.

When she had served the supper, Nadya stood by her seat, holding the big ladle which she had forgotten to put down. 


'Tonight I am going to make a toast, not in Portuguese, not in English...'

What people heard was '...nye pa-portuguese, nye pa-angliski...' and it sounded so funny that she couldn't go on because of roars of laughter.   She started again.


'Tonight I am going to make a toast, not in Portuguese, not in English, but in Russian...'

'...nye pa-portuguese, nye pa-angliski, a pa-ruski...'

Everyone began to call out more words:  'pa-risky...  pa-whiskey...  pa-frisky...  pa-jazzky... '

Then Manuel had a different idea:  'I have a sore tooth, so I scream when I eat ice cream.'  A good joke can always be told again, so he said this two or three more times.  'I scream, when I eat, ice cream!'

This was the Manuel who, while Nadya was cooking, told me about two articles he is writing for a journal:  on Haydn's arrival in protestant England from the Catholic court of the Austrian Esterhazy family; and about the literary and poetic style of St Paul's Greek letters.  Who then showed me, in his Greek New Testament, the passages he had in mind.  Yes, this was the same Manuel.


'Tonight,' said Nadya, 'I am going to make a toast not in Portuguese, not in English, but in Russian.  Why?  Because here are my old and dear friends Carlos and his wife.  I also want to toast my new friend Anna, because she reminded me of a Russian word I had forgotten:  vecherinka – a little evening party.  So please, everyone, enjoy our  vecherinka.'

Stone put on some Brazilian music after we finished eating.  There is no sitting room in the flat, but what is a corridor for?  That's where we danced.  There was a lot of jigging, a bit of stumbling, we danced on our own, with someone else, in a huddle – of how many people?  You would have to count the legs to know.   


'Where are the rest of our men?' Nadya suddenly asked. 

Two were at the sink washing up, and Stone – wearing the black apron – was energetically cleaning the stove.  Nadya pulled the apron strings undone, and tried to pull off his sweatshirt as well, but he fended her off and tied the apron back on.  He wanted to get his stove finished.   

Manuel said he would see me home.  'There's no need.  I am absolutely used to going about by myself at night.'  Then he would at least go down the stairs with me.  Outside on the landing he said, 'It's a crazy flat!  I hope we haven't shocked you.'  No, I like it because it is crazy.  

But there was another thing on his mind.  When we got down to the street door, Manuel paused before opening it to tell me about something very distressing that happened to him.  It was so traumatic that he didn't stop suffering for ten years.  Only in the last two years has he come alive again, and felt free to be himself.  

In the middle of impressions from Nadya's vecherinka, while Manuel was talking to me, again I looked down into the whorl of another person's life.

Container in the form of a toad

He is squatting on the shelf looking up.  Does he know there is an oval hole in his bright blue warty back, or that he is hollow and destined to be a container on a dining table?

This late seventeenth century toad lives among a collection of Chinese export porcelain in a Massachusetts museum.  It includes 'beguiling and amusing figures' of dogs, elephants, deer and birds, as well as human forms both Chinese and European.  Soup tureens represent ducks, quail, a rooster, an elephant, a crab, and a dramatic boar's head with a protruding tongue.  

During the mid-eighteenth century, tureens in appropriate naturalistic shapes, such as a head of cabbage, were popular in Europe.  The Chelsea porcelain factory in London produced tureens in the form of rabbits:  their catalogue of 1755 advertised a 'Fine tureen in the form of a rabbit as big as life.' 

My carp is also as big as life.  He is lying on his side, with his tail and head twisted upwards, so that one bulging eye looks looks down, and the other looks up at me.  His tail and fins are sage green, his head is lilac and his scales are faded orange with a dab of pink at the base of each one.  His big round mouth is open to blow bubbles, although when he was full of soup he would be blowing fragrant steam.  

Like the blue toad, he has a big hole in his upper side, and he is hollow.  However my carp is lucky, because he has a cover over the hole with a baby carp on it for a handle.  On his belly is the square red stamp of a Chinese porcelain factory.  I caught him in a shop that sells old china, when I went in just for a look.  Or rather he caught me, looking up with his bulging green and black eye.  

Before anyone gets excited about an antique Chinese find in Rua de Cedofeita, this is what I read in my book on porcelain:  

     'In the 20thC when investment collecting led to escalating prices, factories were set up all over the far east to imitate old oriental wares.  In China the finest fakers of all took genuine but mundane Ming pieces, stripped them with acid and redecorated them with rarer designs.'

     'However the business of faking and copying has an ancient and honourable history because in the 18thC, Chinese potters were still following 14thC designs and inscribing them with earlier classical reign marks out of respect for the artistry of their predecessors.'  

My fish probably swam to Porto from Macau, which was a Portuguese colony for more than four hundred years.  However he is not a hybrid Ming fake, and he is too naive for the red stamp to make him a copy from earlier artists.  He is a simple carp who was spawned in the nineteen-fifties, that's all.  
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