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        Dedicated to someone …

      

    



  For she was beautiful: her beauty made

        The bright world dim, and everything beside

        Seemed like the fleeting image of a shade ...

        

        —Percy Bysshe Shelley, The Witch of Atlas
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After a Heavy Snowfall


She takes a quick shower, brushes her long black hair, puts on her make-up—just a little, though—and she walks to the window. For a moment she once again sees droves of children scampering around the streets on their holidays when the schools were shut, or playing football from pavement to pavement, challenging the few cars parked there. She stirs and the scene soon changes; she realises everything has become white outside. It is late autumn, but it has snowed all night. She is not familiar at all with this natural magic. She had always lived elsewhere, where snowfall had been only an improbable dream. Strangely, the fact she is no longer living where she used to comes to her now as a renewed revelation, although she had moved here several months ago. She now resides in this small town in the south of England, and she is where her heart has led her. She sighs and dashes downstairs, the wooden steps creaking as she runs. She puts on her boots, coat, woollen cap, scarf, and gloves, and out she rushes. She had received a text message earlier that morning.

After a heavy snowfall, the world is different. Ghostly. Eerie. There are only a few people around. She strides across a vast square, heading for Costa Coffee. She enters the café, and it is warm inside. Someone is expecting her, sitting at a corner table. He wanted to see her. He said he would have to talk to her. She walks over to him. He looks up at her and winks. She takes off her gloves, scarf, and cap, places them on the table, and sits down without saying a word of greeting. A mug of smoking black tea is ready there for her.

“I ordered your favourite tea,” he says. “I knew you’d be punctual.”

“I always am,” she says. Her eyes are fiery because of the frosty early morning air.

“I’m surprised you agreed to see me.”

“I had to.”

“I know I disappointed you, and I’m sorry,” he says. “You moved here because of me. But things have never been all right between us, after all. These past few days away from you, after our umpteenth row, have made me understand one thing: we are too different. That’s a fact.”

“What do you mean to do?” she asks, clasping the mug of hot tea, as if to warm her hands.

“I’m going to leave you for ever.”

“I appreciate your honesty,” she tells him, lowering her gaze and watching the steam rising from her tea. “Actually, I’d already decided you had to go.”

A scornful look appears on his face. “You don’t accept defeat, do you?”

“I never lose,” she says, raising her eyes and peering at him.

“A blonde has defeated you this time. I love her.”

A painful frown wrinkles her forehead. “She’s a fake blonde, and you know it.”

He smiles and shrugs. He makes as if to stand up and leave.

“Hold on,” she says, before he gets up. “I’m only angry with myself. You don’t even deserve my anger. I still don’t understand why I thought I could love a guy like you—someone who falls for a slut who tampers with nature.”

His mouth opens, but she does not let him retort. Her right hand crawls down and pulls a microscopic revolver out of her coat pocket. Almost a toy. His eyes snap open in disbelief. The shot is no louder than a child’s cough. One of his eyes blows apart, while the other’s stare remains glued on her. His brain has not yet realised it is dead, and so for a moment he keeps gawking at her. A second later, he thumps down head first on the table. She slides the revolver back in her pocket and takes up her mug before the stream of blood oozing from his now-vacant eye socket touches it. Her tea is still hot. She does not hear the people screaming around her. It is a perfect early morning after a heavy snowfall. Quiet and cosy.

She closes her eyes and starts sipping at her favourite tea.



A Blue Motorbike


It’s a cloudy, but clammy late summer evening. Another boring evening following an eventless day. No client. I need one damn badly. That plaque outside my office seems useless—P. G. Private Investigations. I haven’t had such a slump in my activity in years. I have to work on something as soon as possible, or my job will be on the line. Whisky isn’t going to be of any help, but it’s better than nothing. I always have a bottle on my bookcase, next to my criminology tomes. The moment I’m about to uncork it, my office door bursts open, and she storms in. How long has it been since I saw such a stunner? Slinky blood-red minidress, stilettos, lipstick, all perfectly matched; her extravagant chandelier earrings scattering streamers of glitter all around. My jaw drops.

Is this a dick’s office or a nightclub? I think. I place the whisky bottle back on the shelf and seat myself behind my desk, trying to appear as professional as possible.

She struts up to me. Her swaying bum causes a soft breeze to blow. Her body talks before she utters a word. I’m already listening, baby! I think.

“Let me guess,” she says, or perhaps I just suppose she’s saying something rather than actually hearing her words. “You’re thinking I need help, aren’t you?”

I pull myself together. I shake my head. I don’t know whether I’m listening to the sound of her voice or the vibrations of her legs and hips.

“I think you need trouble,” I say.

She laughs. “Are you able to serve it?”

“I’ll make your day. You want me to take snaps of your husband in bed with his lover, don’t you? I’m very good at that. Spying on people in their love nests, I mean.”

“My case is not so ordinary.”

“Your boss’s arse, then. You wanna nail it ’cause you wanna blackmail him, don’t you?”

She shakes her head, blows me a kiss, and sits on the corner of my desk. “Listen, I’ve got a blue motorbike in my garage. It broke down a few months back.”

“So, you don’t need a dick, but a garage stud.”

“It’s complicated,” she says, crossing her legs. Christ! How can she do that without losing her balance?

“I don’t get you.” I scratch the back of my head and squint at the bottle of whisky on the shelf. I’m parched and am now in need of a shot.

“Actually, that motorbike isn’t mine,” she says, “but I’m itching to sell it all the same. The fact is, he doesn’t want me to.”

“Who doesn’t want you to sell it?”

“That’s none of your business, sweetie.”

“With those legs of yours, it’d be a piece of cake for you to talk him round to your plans.”

She leans in towards me, and her blood-red minidress is so generous that it doesn’t bother to hide her heavenly cleavage.

“Old boy,” she says, “you don’t seem to be too perceptive.”

“No?” I growl. “Why don’t you hire a skilful bore to fix your bloody motorbike in the first place?”

“That would only solve part of my problems.”

I’m dying to be in control, but I don’t have a clue. I blush and scratch the back of my head again.

“I may have missed something,” I tell her.

“Sure. That’s why you’re starving in this lousy shack.” 

My face grows purple. I fidget on the chair and want her to take back those offensive words, but she doesn’t let me object.

She leans in much closer and in a soft voice she mutters, “I’d like you to put a bullet in his head.”
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