Iris 

A precious Crystal from before

Our ship “Rubicon” approaches Hull on the river Humber on the English North Sea coast.
The ship’s destination is the Victoria dock in Hull to load coal for Amsterdam.
Nearby this dock there is small village kind of businesses; some bars, a steakhouse, a cafeteria and a few shops for overalls, boots and tools for ships work.
Because of the coal the place is a bit grubby. For the crewmembers of my ship the Paragon bar, without any doubt, is their favourite. A stained-glass signboard with a diamond made it easy to find the bar in the darkness of winter evenings. The signboard is the only difference of the paragon bar with the others. Black and white tiles on the floor; dark wooden furniture; an equal coloured bar and space to dance. 
But in the evening is Iris here. I mention her queen of the Paragon Bar. 
When someone enters this bar, his eyes direct to her immediately.
I think, she, the dark curly long haired Venus of Hull, is at that moment 25 years of age. 
In my opinion as a young seaman of seventeen years; Iris is a fine woman, really beautiful, a dream she is for me even. She is kindly, has a friendly words to everyone.
She drinks with you and makes a party. She loves people and they all love her too.
Looks in her dark brown eyes make one to see deep warm space; heaven?
Iris is a men woman, Iris drinks and sometimes she sleeps with men, but only if she really likes somebody, not for money; she is not poor.
Iris chooses a man; takes him to her home and makes love and for the others she is a friend.
Sorry; she did not choose me, I was a friend. (I think I was too young).
I never had the luck to drive home with her in her beautiful MG.
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Ten years later my present ship on voyage from West Indies to Europe happens to visit Hull by ad hoc order. I tell my friends on board the story of the beautiful Iris of the Paragon bar.
An ancient story like so many stories has been told already.
This evening I step off board and visit some bars in the neighbourhood and at last in the evening I discover the Paragon bar at nearly closing time. 
The signboard (stained glass) with a diamond on it still is there; the interior has not changed much. I take a seat near at the bar, order a beer and look around. 
Most visitors have left the bar already.




I see a woman, a bit tipsy, I suppose. She is sitting in a corner, crying a bit? 
My eyes get fixed on her and my brain is searching for data.
I ask:” who is this woman?” The bartender says;” This is Iris.”
I tell him, that I remember her from years ago.
“Yes, many years she has been shining, rich and beautiful; she had many friends”, he says.
One of her friends, she has married. He has swindled her and look what is left over.
Now she is drunk, older and nobody looks after the former queen of the Paragon bar.
I drink my beer and step to her and tell her from early times and say the name of the ship.
She remembers the name of the boat and I suppose, not me.
I invite her to eat some in a snack bar nearby. 
There I tell her to go home, but it was too late for the bus.  
I offer to bring her home by taxi. She says it is too long a trip. 
Just after we left, we hired the last taxi. The cab brings us to Iris’ home. 
Indeed it is real a long ride.
At arrival she thanks me for all the trouble and kisses me goodbye. 
I ask the driver to bring me to my ship. At arrival the driver tells me the cost of the trip; 
I say “this is too little money for such a long ride”. 
He laughs and says; “For a real friend of Iris I switch off the gauge; goodnight”. 
And he drives away. [image: image3.png]



