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BLACKBIRD 

 

- R J Burgess - 

 

I do not know which to prefer, the beauty of inflections 

or the beauty of innuendoes. The blackbird whistling, or 

just after.  

It was the Annual South of England Arts Festival. A 

purely amateurish affair, made up mostly of travelling 

gypsy folk and stalls of various invaluable kinds of 

knick-knacks to browse and haggle over. A place totally 

devoid of talent and full of nothing but schoolchildren 

dragged along kicking and screaming on their days off. It 

was raining that day, not that this makes the slightest 

difference to the telling of the tale, and in the brief 

smatterings of sunshine, the crowds milled about the 

partially covered stalls, purchased cheap retrograde beef 

burgers and occasionally wandered over to the main 

pavilion tent where various acts would perform once, 

twice a day to a largely lukewarm audience.  

I was there that day – Ray Crawford – with a 

retrograde beef burger in my hand and mud on my shoes. 

And I was bored.   

I don‟t even know why I went along there in the 

first place, to be honest. I could just say that I had 

nothing to do that day. I could just say that I‟d decided 

to take a break from staring at spreadsheets on my 
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computer all day and decided to go out and get a little 

fresh air – like my mother always used to tell me to 

before she ran off with the creep next door. I could just 

say that I was meeting someone or that I wanted to blow 

off some of my spare change, but in truth, if I said any 

of those things it would be a lie.  

In truth, I went there because I was lonely. I went 

there because out of everyone in this sorry world, fate 

had chosen me to be the one with no friends, the one 

destined to forever purchase meals-for-one at the 

supermarket, to spend all my evenings in staring at the 

TV, my mobile phone abandoned somewhere in some dark 

corner of the room. Maybe I went to cheer myself up; 

maybe I went to try to remind myself that there are, in 

fact, other people in the world besides me and my 

flickering computer screen and that they hadn‟t all just 

died off one day and neglected to tell me.  

Well anyway, I don‟t know what possessed me to watch 

that particular act. I never usually go in for the 

singing much at places like that. In my opinion, if such 

people were any good at singing, they wouldn‟t be 

standing in a pavilion tent in the pouring rain of a 

British spring singing to an audience of twenty. But on 

the day, I had a few hours to kill, so I headed down to 

watch a show. “The Blackbird” it was called and with no 

further details in the programme other than that it was a 

solo singing performance by a Daniela Cudna, whoever the 
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hell she was, I decided to head down and check it out. 

Well anyway, it was as good an idea as anything else and, 

not really knowing what to expect I paid my miniscule 

entry fee, took my seat on those horrible, slightly damp 

plastic chairs they always set up at such events and 

waited for the show to start.  

And boy-o did that show start! “The Blackbird,” 

awful sounding as the act might be, turned out to be a 

slight, raven-haired, woman with the most striking eyes I 

have ever seen in my life. Almond slits they were, 

naturally highlighted by cheekbones sharp enough to slit 

your wrists on. God, I can see her now. Polish beauty, 

simply magnificent standing there in the middle of that 

jigsaw stage, her low-cut dress sparkling in the cheap 

light of the rig.  

I thought her beauty would end there. But then she 

started singing… oh my god, I was in heaven! I was in 

paradise! Hell, I don‟t know where the fuck I was, but as 

she launched into a set consisting of old blues covers – 

you know, those real oldie songs full of emotion and 

girth – her perfectly pitched voice warbled and chirped 

around the scales like her blackbird namesake. And I felt 

as though I was suddenly miles away from this dingy 

circus tent; miles away from this collapsible red chair, 

from the anorak-wearing man who sat in front of me and 

smelt faintly of damp BO. God, I don‟t know where I went 

then but as that Daniela sang, I flew away with her. Up, 
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up, up! My heart was ablaze with feeling! For the time 

that she sang, it was as though there was nothing in the 

whole world but me and this blackbird I beheld. I was in 

love right there.  

The song ended and I breathed out the breath I 

hadn‟t even realised I‟d been holding.  

“My god,” I sighed. “She‟s beautiful.” 

“You like it?” said another voice from next to me so 

suddenly that it made me whirl around in surprise. I‟d 

been so captured in the music that I hadn‟t even noticed 

anyone sitting next to me… but then I saw… her. 

How could I have not noticed her? I found myself 

suddenly looking into the eyes of another woman, just as 

raven-haired as Daniela on stage, but cropped closer to 

the scalp, her much rounder face sparkling with the most 

dazzling smile I‟ve ever seen. Oh, now this I could not 

take! On stage, Daniela was already taking my ears away 

again into some other dimension and now my eyes were full 

of this as well! Between the two, I was suddenly feeling 

sub-par indeed.  

Somehow, I managed a nod. “She‟s beautiful,” I said 

truthfully, drunk by the music around me. “And so are 

you.” 

I cringed as soon as I said it, I really did, but 

she merely laughed it off anyway, as though she 

understood how I was feeling inside. Understood the mix 

and swirl of emotions that trembled through my skin. 
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There was something about the atmosphere about that place 

that made me want to pour my life out to this stranger 

right here and now. I was gone with the fairies. No, I 

was lost in a forest with nothing but blackbirds for 

company.  

And in the time it took for her to stop laughing and 

for me to stop blushing, we looked at each other and 

something in the back of my mind went, pow! I know, I 

know, I sound like a cad or something, but I‟m really not 

normally like that. Really. But this was… she was… oh 

wow.  

She was coming on to me!  

I don‟t know why I hadn‟t noticed it before. Maybe 

it was because I was still dazed from the music, maybe 

because I‟ve always been pretty self-conscious anyway, 

but she was! She was coming on to me! Me! Acne-scarred, 

sweaty-palmed me! I could only watch agog as she looked 

at me with those huge round eyes of hers, gave me those 

little „come hither‟ looks, pushed her chest out and 

flourished herself like a blackbird pluming its wings. 

And for that moment I gaped as though struck by some 

petrifying disease. This blackbird saw what I was 

thinking and feeling and she smiled at me. Really smiled, 

and I was her slave.  

“Eleanor,” she said offering me her hand in that 

friendly yet offhand way that women do so well. I took it 

and I was in love again right there.  
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“Ray,” I said. “R-Ray Crawford.” 

“Do you live near here Ray?” 

My god! She really was coming on to me! She wanted 

to know where I lived! That meant she wanted to… Oh god. 

Okay, focus, focus, focus! She‟s beautiful, you‟re not, 

this is your one shot man! Don‟t fuck this up! Please, 

please don‟t fuck this up! 

I stammered back at her. “Uh… uh, yeah. That is, uh, 

about ten miles or so. Uh…” 

“Not far at all really,” she said. “You live alone?”  

I merely nodded at her stupidly, for in that moment, 

lost in the mix between that swirling song and this woman 

in front of me I was just about ready to sign my soul 

away. Give me the paper work, I‟d have done it right 

there. Never in a million years would this happen to me. 

Never, never… 

Okay Ray, remember your place. Be polite, be a 

gentleman. This is your one shot, look her dead in the 

eye, ignore those sweaty palms for once – let them be 

sweaty – goddam it, she‟s still looking at you! Okay, 

okay… lower your voice slightly. Got to be suave. Got to 

be sophisticated. Oh god, here goes… 

“W-would you like a lift back there?” 

Suddenly, she became a picture of wide-eyed 

innocence. “Sorry? Go where?” 

“T-to my place. I thought you said…” 
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“Ray! Are you coming on to me?” She leant in closer 

and with a hushed voice said, “We‟ve only just met!” 

“Uh… no, no… I realise that, I… it‟s just that you 

said… and I… uh…” Oh, damn these sweaty palms! I wiped 

them down on my trousers, tried to focus through the 

music and the sense of panicked elation my mind was 

currently suffering from but for once, she saved me from 

my embarrassment.  

“I‟d love to come back to yours,” she said and my 

heart did a little pole vault all over again.  

On stage, Daniela had just launched into a real 

oldie of a song, something I used to sing in junior 

school, but hadn‟t heard for years since. Somehow, 

though, in her high-pitched vibrato, it sounded as fresh 

and new as the day it was made.  

“Morning has broken, like the first morning…” It was 

glorious. 

I couldn‟t cope with this. I couldn‟t focus, focus, 

focus… I breathed. “Y-you would?”   

“…Blackbird has spoken, like the first bird…” 

“Of course!” said Eleanor. And then, my god, then, 

she was closing in on me and I could feel my heart going 

thumpa, thumpa, thumpa… 

“…Praise for the singing…” 

And her lips were parting slightly and I was going 

to her as well… and we kissed. We kissed, oh god we 

kissed, and with it electricity thundered through my 
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veins so that the whole air around us was filled with our 

bliss. With our own music.  

“…Praise for the morning…” 

Oh god, oh god, oh god, don‟t ever let this feeling 

end!  

And then there was the tongue as well, sliding in 

there like moist putty, and her arms were coming up 

around me and all the while I was responding… her flesh, 

her skin, the very scent of her.  

“…Praise for the springing, fresh from the world.” 

I can still feel it now. I hadn‟t kissed a girl like 

that in… well, ever!  

We broke apart with an audible smack and when I 

looked at her again, the coy, sly Eleanor was gone, and 

in her place was a panting, sexual demon of a woman, her 

head lowered and her eyes wanting more, more, more. 

“That was… good,” I said.  

“Hell yeah,” she said. “But that‟s only half of it! 

Fuck, I haven‟t been this turned on in months!” 

I have to confess, I knew where she was coming from.  

“Wait here,” she commanded. “Meet me outside at the 

end of the set.” 

“Sure,” I said, for in that moment I would have done 

anything for her.  

So Eleanor left me alone and for a time I was left 

with that luscious singing voice of Ms Daniela Cudna as 

she warbled the rest of the set away to a completely 
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spellbound audience. I was transfixed all the way through 

and when the set ended, I was up there on my feet with 

the rest of them, shouting and whistling with genuine 

appreciation. Right there and then I decided, that if I 

died tomorrow having achieved only two things in life – 

to listen to this one woman sing and to get laid by the 

other – then I would die a happy man.  

Well, the set finished sure enough and I went 

outside the small pavilion where it was still drizzling 

slightly. And – my god – Eleanor was waiting there for me 

sure enough, her coy smile and impeccable black locks 

back in place. But there was another surprise in store 

for me, because there was another woman alongside her. 

And not just any other woman, the other woman.  

Daniela, the Blackbird, the incredible singer from 

the pavilion, she was right here waiting for me.  

Eleanor stepped forwards and kissed me lightly. “You 

don‟t mind if Daniela joins us tonight do you?” 

“No,” I said. And I‟d never meant anything more.  

And so, that was how the three of us ended up 

driving back to my house on the outskirts of town, my 

little L-reg Sierra chugging up the slippery roads at 

almost flat-out acceleration. I tried to keep a straight 

composure as I drove, but inside I was nothing but a 

collection of porridge-filled nerves.  

Best friends! All along and it turned out that the 

two most beautiful women in the whole world were best 
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friends! Can you believe that? And they weren‟t even 

interested in how shitty my car looked or how boring my 

life was. All they were interested in was me.  

I don‟t want to sound arrogant, „cause that‟s not my 

thing, but they were all over me right there. I swear 

those ten miles to my place had never gone quicker. 

Eleanor sat in the front, leaning over me occasionally as 

I was driving, whispering things in my ears that made me 

shoot past the speed limit, smothering my neck in kisses 

and nearly making me crash twice. Daniela sat in the 

back, asking about myself in her strong Polish accent, 

bursting into song at every intersection, filling that 

tiny car with so much life and soul that by the time I 

pulled into my driveway, my libido was so confused, I 

could have steered that car with my dick.  

But then we were there, pulled up in front of my 

detached house and I was bending down to pull on the 

handbrake… 

And then I looked up and there was a gun in my face.  

I remember it to this day, a magnum practically 

bigger than she was and Eleanor was holding it right at 

me, her eyes as steeled over as the trigger she held. She 

clicked back the hammer and from the back of the car, 

there was a similar sound as Daniela – beautiful, singing 

blackbird Daniela – also aimed a gun at me.  

For a moment, no one spoke.  
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“All right dickwipe,” said Eleanor at last. “I‟m 

giving you thirty seconds to get the fuck out of this car 

and get as far away from here as you possibly can or I 

blow you to fuck. Got it?” 

I got it all right. I‟d never got anything so much 

in my whole life. I nodded vigorously.  

“Good boy,” she smiled – but there was something a 

whole lot different in that smile – no longer the coy, 

secretive thing it had been; now there was nothing but 

malice. Malice aimed at me.  

And what was I supposed to do? It took me a moment 

or two just to realise that this was actually really 

happening. Then I shit a brick right there. “Now fuck off 

all right?” she said with that hideous, twisted knife-

edge of a smile. “Or I start counting… One, two, three, 

four…” 

I fumbled with the lock of the car, practically 

tumbled out onto the driveway as I ran up the street the 

way we had just come in. Eleanor shouted numbers after me 

as I ran but she never got much past twenty – the gales 

of laughter from the back were already drowning them out.  

I returned not even an hour later with the police 

but they were already gone and had taken with them my car 

and practically everything from my house they could fit 

into it. The number plates from the car lay pathetic 

looking in the gravel from where they‟d been torn off. I 

felt sick.  
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I felt even worse as I described what had happened 

to the officer who interviewed me and he didn‟t even need 

to write anything down in his pad, he was so used to the 

story.  

“Yeah, we know them well,” he said to me, a 

sympathetic look on his face that said it all. That I was 

to be pitied for being so stupid. “Call themselves the 

Blackbirds. Been causing quite a bit of trouble in the 

area. We‟ll put a call out in case anything gets reported 

but to be honest mate, I wouldn‟t put your hopes up. 

Sorry.” He almost sounded proud when he concluded, “I‟ve 

never seen anything like them two.” 

Neither had I – and I never would again. My 

possessions, my car, my very livelihood… the blackbirds 

had flown the nest.  

They‟re still out there now to my knowledge, preying 

on the weak and insecure with their sexuality and song. 

But you know, in a way I‟m glad it happened to me. „Cause 

crooks or not, for a moment back there I was staring into 

the eyes of perfection itself and perfection seemed to 

want me. For that moment with the music in my ears and so 

much love in my heart shared out between those two women, 

I was truly happy, and what other man can confess to 

that?  

For I do not know which to prefer, the beauty of 

inflection or the beauty of innuendoes. The blackbird 

singing or just after.  
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But I will sing of them and I will remember all the 

same.  

 

 


