When I tell the assistant in Mary’s bank my surname he says “Oh yes, I get it, like Cole Porter.” He then asks if I approve of the music that is playing. I hadn’t even noticed it to be honest. I’m thinking of money and new clothes, and about my new mobile phone, about a haircut for the wedding—tomorrow Francesc is going to marry the pianist—and anything but Mary. I agree that the music is pleasant enough.
“You can come back to my bank anytime with a name like that,” says the teller, as he takes the money Mary has asked me to transfer. I leave the bank feeling a little sorry that I don’t have an account there myself.