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La Belle Femme 
a PHP Short  

by Áine Greaney 
 

he white fold-out chair next to Moira Walsh sits empty and waiting 
for her husband Frank to leave the festival bar schmooze-athon and 

join everybody else at their lunch table in the marquee tent.  
 Frank Walsh is the area manager of the Royal Western Bank, 

and the bank is the corporate sponsor for the annual Galway Oyster 
Festival.  

Across the white-cloth table, the other two bank couples—Mary 
and Terry Mulligan and Tommy and Dolores Brennan—are already half 
way through their desserts.  

Jesus! Moira could kill Frank for leaving her here (again!), 
holding the fort with the Mulligans and Brennans, stuck with all this 
small-talk and smiling. Why does he always let himself be detained and 
delayed by those boozy handshakes?  

Ah, good. There’s Frank now, standing in that grassy space 
between the buffet and the rows of dining tables. He’s with some blond 
woman in a pale green trouser suit. Suddenly, Moira recognizes her; it’s 
Aisling, the young corporate loan officer who started at the Royal 
Western two years ago.  

A man in a yellow tie with his white shirt half unbuttoned comes 
stumbling in from the bar. The man goes to walk around Frank and 
Aisling, but then he stops, the handshake ready, that switched-on 
business smile. Frank looks annoyed at being interrupted. Moira catches 
Aisling’s nervous oops! look.  

My husband’s sleeping with her, Moira thinks—knows. 
The man continues toward the buffet, and Moira watches Frank 

lean in closer to Aisling. He whispers something that makes her giggle.  

T 
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The Brennans and Mulligans look up, startled, as Moira pushes 
back her folding chair and stands to draw herself up to her full, five-foot-
nine height, her features taut under her short brown hair.  

Across the loud, echoey tent where the afternoon rain drips from 
the awnings, Frank senses his wife’s gaze and turns to face her. He 
knows what Moira has just seen. He knows what Moira now knows.  

***  
It’s later that oyster-festival afternoon, and Frank and Moira are 

sitting at the traffic light on the Galway-Dublin road. Frank sits hunched 
down in the passenger’s seat—the naughty little boy being yanked home 
early from a party.  

 “How long?” Moira asks.  
He shoots her a wounded look. “Does it matter? I mean the 

exact… duration?’ 
“To me. Yes. It matters. It matters how long you’ve been 

shagging your colleagues.” 
“Colleague. Singular. Nearly a year, if that’s any…”  
She feels a small stab of victory. So Frank’s affair has been four 

years shorter than Moira’s own affair with Alan Power.  
Up ahead, the other cars’ brake lights are blurry in the evening 

rain.  
“So what will you do?” she asks.  
“Do?” 
Three years ago, when Frank agreed to accompany her to 

marriage counseling, he accused her of this: how she always blitzed him 
with these pre-made decisions, these conclusions to marital arguments 
that nobody but herself had been privy to. “Too much thinking,” he’d 
told their therapist. “My wife drives all over the country and she stays 
alone in those country hotels, and it’s all too much bloody thinking.”  

And now, her what will you do? means only one thing: He’s 
getting the boot.  

At last he says, “There’s Vincent’s house, I suppose.” 
Vincent, Frank’s brother who lives in England, owns a rarely-

used, seaview holiday bungalow in Kinvara. 
Another roundabout, then Moira and Frank turn left onto a side 

road, where they branch left again up a narrower road, the car laboring 
against the hill, then up the long, steep driveway to their huge bungalow 
with its view over the countryside.  

She lets the front door slam behind her to leave him standing 
there on the front step, fumbling tipsily for his house key. Inside, she 
takes a mad and aimless tour around the living room, the dining room, 
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then down the hall to the kitchen, where she plugs in the kettle for tea 
though she is neither hungry nor thirsty.  

As the kettle boils she hears him tromping between their master 
bedroom and the back spare room, suits and shirts on a hanger, socks, 
shoes, toothbrush and shower gel. This wardrobe transfer is the formal 
declaration that the Walshs are at war. Again. Only this time, 
permanently.  

***  
She’s sitting up in bed, the bedside lamp on and watching one of 

those television travel programmes where the host stands on a powdery-
white beach.  

The last time that Moira slept with her lover, Alan Power, he was 
all full of his family summer holiday plans—their last family holiday 
before his daughter Sandie starts college. The Powers are in Spain now, 
probably sitting at an outdoor café eating prawns in a red spicy sauce.  

Moira forages in the folds of the duvet for the remote, then 
changes the channel to some American comedy with wispy-haired girls 
with tiny waists and glistening teeth.  

She imagines the Power family at their smoky, Spanish cafe, 
where Sandie and Alan’s wife, Carolyn, are sporting strappy tops and 
swirly skirts. Alan is wearing a white golf shirt, one of his freebie 
samples from the sportswear company where he works.  

Alan Power and Moira Walsh sleep together on the third 
Thursday of every second month at the Shannonside Hotel in a large 
town in the middle of the country. They meet there because they are each 
traveling for business—Moira to her school consultancy workshops, and 
Alan as a territory salesman for a sportswear company.  

Alan Power is not a handsome man. His facial pockmarks betray 
a bad bout of teenage acne. But for a forty-seven-year-old, he has a great 
body—the payout for all those evenings in hotel leisure centres and his 
Dublin gym.  

In between their rendezvous at the Shannonside, Moira rarely 
thinks of Alan. She never pictures him back in his other, Dublin life. And 
she wouldn’t think of him now, either, except that, with her marriage 
about to end, it’s time to also end this business with Alan.  

***  
It all started at Christmastime. The Shannonside Hotel used to be 

hopping back then—a way station and a crossroads and a grand party for 
all those sales representatives and business travelers, men and women on 
Celtic Tiger expense accounts. That night, the hotel was all decked out in 
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faux Christmas garland and red bows, with Rudolf and Let it Snow, Let it 
Snow, Let it Snow piped from the ceiling speakers.  

 After their expense-account dinners, everyone in the hotel 
lounge got into a huge drinks-round. Go on, ‘tis the season. And then, it 
turned out that the young computer-network guy from Tipperary had this 
stunning tenor voice.  

After midnight the barman herded them all into the residents’ 
lounge, where the sing-song went on. Oh, Danny Boy and Oh, Holy 
Night. At last, sometime after five o’clock in the morning, someone 
checked the time and said, Jesus, they’ll skin me if I’m late for that 
meeting tomorrow, and they all dragged themselves upstairs for a few 
hours’ sleep.  

Alan Power and Moira Walsh were left sitting alone in a dark, 
shadowy bar. She took his hand and led him up to her room where they 
made greedy Christmas love.  

After that, it’s always been mornings for her and Alan… 
 

END of EXCERPT 

To continue reading La Belle Femme by Aine Greaney,  
please purchase the eBook short from Amazon, Apple iBookstore,  

Barnes & Noble or Kobo. 
Further information (and links to buy) at 

www.pixelhallpress.com/BelleFemme.html 
 
 
ALSO BY ÁINE GREANEY FROM PIXEL HALL PRESS: 

Set in a one-street small town in the Irish midlands, Snow a PHP 
Short story, is a stylish portrait of Dolores, a young expatriate Irish 
woman who is suddenly summoned home from America to take care of 
her estranged and sick father. In her childhood home, Dolores wrestles 
with the push and pull between her new American life and her past life in 
Ireland. As she nurses her father back to health, she is beset by memories 
and caught between family loyalties and her own desires. 

ABOUT ÁINE GREANEY 
An Irish native, Aine Greaney now lives and writes on Boston’s 

North Shore. Her most recent writing recognitions include a Pushcart 
nomination and selection as a "notable" in Best American Essays 2013. 
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Aine is the author of four books (two novels, a short story chapbook 
collection and a book on writing); her fifth book What Brought You 
Here? (a memoir) is a work-in-progress. In addition, her personal essays 
and short stories have been published in consumer and literary 
publications such as Salon.com, The Boston Globe Magazine, NPR 
Boston, Forbes, The Daily Muse, Generation Emigration, The Irish 
Times, Writers Digest and Books by Women. In addition to writing, she 
presents and teaches at national and regional conferences, book clubs, 
arts organizations and schools. Her website and blog are at 
AineGreaney.com. You can also connect with her on Facebook and 
Twitter. 

ABOUT PIXEL HALL PRESS 

Pixel Hall Press is a relatively new, old-fashioned small 
publishing house that focuses on discovering literary gems and great 
stories that might have otherwise been overlooked. Our mission is “To 
publish books that energize the imagination and intrigue the mind, and to 
be a conduit between readers and provocative, stimulating, talented 
authors.” 

Please go to the For Readers & Book Clubs section of the Pixel 
Hall Press website, to find out about various programs we offer readers, 
including free Study Guides for book discussion leaders, volume 
discounts on books, our Beta Reader program which offers access to free 
pre-publication eBooks, and the Author Connect Program which includes 
helping to set up book discussions with our authors for reading groups. 

Join in on the discussion about books and publishing on Pixel 
Hall Press’s Facebook page and on Twitter: @PixelHallPress.  

If you wish to be kept informed about Pixel Hall Press books and 
authors, as well as opportunities for free excerpts and even free books, 
please use the Contact Form on our Website.  
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