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1

He stopped what he was doing and
wiped the condensation away from the mirror, his reflection was
that of a man he did not recognise his reflection was that of
someone much older, someone who had lived a difficult life, every
line on his face had its own story. The blood that he had left
smeared on the mirror brought him back to reality. He looked down
at the sink, continuing to wash his hands, frantically trying to
wash away the blood, he pulled his left hand towards his face and
turned it so he could see his knuckle which was still oozing blood,
he looked back to the mirror to and saw there was blood above his
right eye, or was it his right, or was it his left as it was his
reflection, he was so confused he couldn’t comprehend left and
right, he looked down at his clothes that he was still wearing, his
shirt was covered in specks of blood, he went over to the shower
and turned it on before going back to the mirror, he couldn’t stop
looking at his reflection, he started to unbutton his shirt but
stopped after doing the top three, “I didn’t mean to do it,” he
said to the man staring back at him.

He was brought back to reality
when someone knocked on the bathroom door, “there’s a salad in the
fridge for you, Daniel is at the library and Jane is at Yvonne’s so
just take what you want, I’m off to yoga, I’ll be back in a few
hours,” he heard the footsteps fade away, not even waiting for a
reply.

“You really think she’s going to
yoga?” he asked his reflection, the steam from the shower was now
engulfing the bathroom, he wiped the mirror again and an old song
popped into his head, “Mirror in the bathroom”, unfortunately the
reflection had no words of comfort, he turned off the tap in the
sink and went over to the shower, he pulled back the curtain and
stepped in fully clothed, he managed to stand for a few minutes
before he slid down the wall, he pulled his knees up and clasped
his arms around them as the water continued to beat its rhythm on
him, he rocked himself back and forth mumbling, “I didn’t mean to
kill him.”

After his shower he put on his
trustworthy tracky bottoms and an old Primal Scream t-shirt, he
gathered the sodden clothes that he had been wearing and put them
all in a bag along with the shoes he had been wearing, his wallet
and mobile were on the kitchen window sill trying to dry out. He
went into the fridge and grabbed the salad that had been lovingly
left for him, he looked at it once and put in all in the dogs bowl,
the Springer Spaniel came through to the kitchen after its name had
been called and ran towards its bowl to see what delights had been
passed its way, it looked at the salad in its bowl and then looked
at his master in a, “what’s this crap!” kind of way, the man
laughed, “one of us needs to eat that,” the dog continued to look
at him, the man nodded and went back into the fridge and grabbed a
bottle of ketchup and gave a generous donation to the get rid of
the salad campaign, the dog took a hesitate bite of salad, 20
seconds later the salad was gone, the dog gave him a, “last time,”
look and went back to laze next to the patio door enjoying the sun
as it beamed into the room.

The man leant against the
kitchen sink and gazed into nothingness, trying to figure out what
to do, he looked at the kitchen table and the bag of clothes, if he
knew one thing it was that the bag of clothes had to go. The dog
was now up on its feet barking at something in the garden, he
walked over to the patio doors to see what the dog was barking at
and noticed next doors cat walking across the grass, he open the
patio door and let the dog outside, he watched as the cat ran for
its life as the dog gave chase, the cat ran past the large chimenea
giving him his solution on what to do with the clothes.

He sat watching the flames in
the chimenea, watching as his clothes slowly burned away.

He was just sitting staring into
the garden when his solitude was ruined by the sound of his wife
and son returning, his wife came through the patio doors and sat
down next to him, she looked at the garden, “that needs weeding,”
she said pointing at the grass, “and the shed could do with fixing
up as well,” she continued to talk but he just ignored her, he
couldn’t listen to her anymore, his notion of relaxing into a world
of his own was completely ruined as his son started to play his
music, that’s if you could call it music, but he seemed to like it
and he obviously thought that the whole world did as well as he
opened his bedroom windows so that everyone else could hear it as
well.

“Are you even listening to me?”
she asked bringing him back to the real world.

“Sorry I was just enjoying the
music,” he replied pointing up towards the open window.

She smiled at him and pulled at
a loose bit of hair and put it back behind her ear, god he hadn’t
seen that smile for years, it was the smile of life before
marriage, kids, jobs, mortgage and everything else that was thrown
at them, “are you ok?” she looked at the bandage on his
hand.

“Fine,” he replied quietly,
“playing with the dog, looks like he won,” he continued, the dog
looked at him as if it had something to say.

“Are you sure you are ok? You
look pale,” she replied with slight concern in her
voice.

“Actually, I thought you would
never ask, I feel terrible, I killed a man today, with my bare
hands I killed a man, it was an accident but he’s dead or at least
I’m sure he is dead, I mean he wasn’t moving when I left him, when
I ran away,” she continued to look at him waiting for a response,
ok so that’s what he said in his head, he sighed slightly, “just
problems at work.”

She nodded understandingly
before settling back in her chair, head up facing the early evening
sun, eyes closed as she drifted into her own world, which no doubt
didn’t include him, eyes still closed she shouted up towards
Daniel, “Daniel, you’ve got 10 seconds to turn that crap off and
put something more relaxing on,” 7 seconds later the evening mood
was changed by the dulcet tones of Norah Jones serenading the
evening as, “Don’t know why,” breathed through the air.

He looked at her, relaxed
without a care in the world, “just wait,” he thought to himself.
“Just wait until your precious friends find out what I’ve
done.”

They had been quietly enjoying
the early summer evening when the front door bell rang, he froze in
terror, “this was it,” he thought to himself, “they have caught me
already,” he looked at his wife who had no intension of moving, he
sighed slightly and got up and walked into the house and went to
answer the front door, he opened the door fully expecting to be
face to face with the long arm of the law.

“Sorry, forgot my keys,” said
his daughter.

“Good to see you too,” he said
to the back of his daughter as she brushed past him and into the
house, he took a step outside and looked up and down the street but
there was nothing out of place, the top of the street had not been
cornered off by armed officers, he looked over at the house
opposite and there were no snipers on the roof, he nodded his head
slightly, acknowledging that everything was ok, and went back into
the house closing the door behind him and made his way to the back
garden, as he stepped out the patio doors he noticed his daughter
had stolen his seat and was in full gossip mode with her
mother.

“Did Jane tell you?” asked his
wife, the blank expression gave her the answer, she looked at her
daughter who shrugged her shoulders, she turned back to him, “they
found a body in Queens Park,” she looked back at Jane who nodded in
agreement.

“Do they know what happened?” he
asked as nonchalant as possible, he got no reply as his wife and
daughter had already fazed him out of their conversation, “I’m
going to take the dog for a walk,” he said most likely rhetorically
and went into the house to fetch the dogs lead, “c’mon
Buddy.”

They ended up in the park and he
was sitting on a bench eating fish and chips, Buddy was at his feet
licking his lips having eaten a sausage and a few chips, Scott
couldn’t put it off any longer, he gave the dog the rest of his
meal which Buddy destroyed in seconds and started walking towards
the crime scene on the other side of the park, as he approached he
noticed there was a crowd gathered and he could see a few police
officers as well, he tensed slightly as he joined the edge of the
crowd fully expecting a policeman’s hand to grab his shoulder and
announce, “your nicked sunshine,” maybe he had watched to many
crappy TV cop shows. Some of the crowd were eating ice cream, there
was an ice cream van parked just down from the crowd, at least he
had the decency not to blare out some awful music, the heavy set
man had a wide grin on his face as he served the unexpected crowd,
Buddy pulled on his lead wanting to go towards the van. There was a
soft murmur going through the crowd as everyone had a theory on
what happened, he felt quite proud in a weird sort of way, “only I
know the truth,” he said to himself.

He had been standing for about
10 minutes and realised there wasn’t exactly much going on so he
turned to start making his way home, he bumped into a young
policewoman who had her head in a small notepad, “sorry,” she said
after the briefest of contact, he just smiled in reply too stunned
to say anything, she nodded slightly at him and looked down towards
Buddy, Buddy jumped up on her leg and she patted him on the head,
content with that he put his paws back on the ground.

“Sorry about that,” he said
rather sheepishly to the policewoman.

“Don’t worry about it,” she
replied noticing his ashen face, “I won’t arrest your dog for
assaulting a police officer,” he could only smile in reply, she
then noticed something behind him and walked towards it, Buddy
started pulling on the lead dragging him away from the crime
scene.

He waited until he was 50 feet
away before turning back but nobody was looking at him, everybody
was more interested what the police were doing.

He walked around the park before
sitting on a bench overlooking the pond, he remembered when he was
about 5 and his dad taking them out on a rowing boat and thinking
he was going to drown as his dad rocked the boat back and forth, he
loved this park; his misspent youth was drunkenly spent in this
park, cheap bottles of vodka were passed around amongst friends as
well as bottles of merrydown gold, thunderbirds and diamond white.
He was brought back to reality by Buddy pulling on his lead,
frustrated that he couldn’t get to the pigeon that was just out of
reach, he got up and they started to walk again, they walked
towards the smaller pond and passed the old hut that used to be
used by the model boat guys, when he was younger he thought they
were strange, men playing with model boats, but as he grew older he
envied their escapism from normal life, he quite liked the idea of
being a captain for a few hours. A couple of teenagers walked past
him swaying side to side, Buddy went over to one of them and as the
spotty teenager bent down to pet Buddy, he kept on going and landed
head first on to the concrete, this action brought his friend into
hysterics and he joined him on the pavement still unable to control
his laughter, his friend lifted his head from the ground and
punched his laughing friend lightly on the shoulder, Buddy gave up
with them and they carried on walking to the smaller pond, he
turned back to make sure they were ok and saw both were fine, if
you could call gentle stroking the ground with one hand and
stroking each other’s face with the other ok, God knows what they
were on he thought to himself, he then thought of his own children
back in the house and shuddered at the notion that they would
possibly end up like that.

There was an old man feeding the
ducks when they reached the small pond, they quickly walked past
him as he didn’t want to talk to him, you get a kind of sixth sense
with old people who want to talk to you, normally he would have
spoken to him, he recognised him as a neighbour from down the road,
no doubt Lynn would know him, she seemed to
know everyone in the street, they had moved into the three bedroom
house in Vennard Gardens just after they got married, a rich aunt
of Lynn’s had left her a large sum of money which they had put
towards the house. There was no way that they could have bought it
on their own. It was near the park and perfect for transport into
the city centre. When the kids were growing up it was an easy two
minute walk to the park or they could play in the back garden, they
had built a patio when the kids were young, adding a door straight
onto it, it had been expensive at the time but invaluable as it was
easy to let the kids play outside and still keep an eye on them
from the sitting room. Both sets of parents lived locally, so in
the early years there was no shortage of willing babysitters,
allowing them to spend nights out in the variety of pubs in
Shawlands or sometimes they would go up town, he couldn’t figure
out why people said they were going up town or into town when it
was the city centre, when the kids reached an age where they were
no longer fun to look after the excuses started, so no more babysitters, no more nights out, it was
just the two of them and after the kids had gone to bed, it was
sitting in front of the TV and avoiding conversation with each
other, he had been about 35 when he realised his life was basically
finished, it was no longer fun, it was now
real, his wallet now only contained maxed out credit cards and a
picture of the wife and kids taken about 5 years previous, the
picture replaced the money that used to be in wallet before he had
to pay for new this and new that, he was basically an in house cash
dispenser that you never deposited money into and there was no
interest.

“Are you ok there Scott?” he
turned and saw the old man was standing beside him, he looked back
and realised he had just been standing looking at the pond, Buddy
was lying down at his feet, “you look like you were in a world of
your own.”

Scott smiled at him, “Mr
Howieson,” somehow he remembered his name when he looked at him
“yeah, I, I don’t know, I just staring at nothing.”

Mr Howieson put a fatherly hand
on Scott’s shoulder, “it’s always good to just take some time for
you, life seems so fast these days, that’s what Molly used to say,”
his head sank slightly when he said her name.

Scott recalled Lynn mentioning
one of the neighbours dying recently, “how are you keeping Mr
Howieson?”

“Please its Jimmy,” he replied
as he took away his hand, “I’m getting there, we knew it was
coming, the doctors had given her about 6 months so we prepared,
not like the person they found over there,” he motioned with his
head towards the area of the park where they had found the
body.

They were both silent for a
moment, each with their own thoughts, Jimmy laughed lightly and
Scott turned to look at him, “Molly had a lot of friends,” Scott
nodded, “it’s been 4 months now and they still come to the door
with chicken casseroles, beef stews and the likes, I mean I’m
grateful but I can cook for myself,” Jimmy smiled and nudged Scott
lightly in the ribs, “if they wanted to take care of me they could
bring me a black pudding supper from Luigi’s or a pizza from
Armando’s or when I go into the Georgic there’s a pint of Belhaven
behind the bar for me,” Jimmy laughed at the idea, “I suppose they
mean well, and Molly is still taking care of me in her own sort of
way,” he looked skywards, “looks like it’s going to get dark soon,
are you heading home?” he looked to Scott.

“Yeah, come on Buddy lets walk
with Jimmy back home,” Buddy got up and led the way.

When Scott got home Lynn was
sitting watching TV, she was watching some mind-numbing make over
show, the type of show where the presenter would try to convince a
woman that he could make her beautiful by changing her clothes and
make up, why the hell did Lynn watch this crap, soap operas he
could cope with, there was always a bit of eye candy on it, and he
could usually see more of her in one of Daniel’s FHM magazines that
he left in the bathroom all the time, he knew Daniel was in his
room he could hear music, Happy Mondays by the sound of it, his son
never usually listened to a word he said but when he was talking
about music Daniel was all ears, Scott would mention some bands
from his youth and Daniel would download them and check them out, a
click of a button and it was there, he still listened to modern day
rubbish but sometimes he would walk past his room and be taken back
in time when he was Daniel’s age, downloading music still seemed
strange to Scott, he much preferred vinyl,
Daniel never knew the thrill of spending hours in a real record
shop, the euphoric pleasure in finding that rare Japanese import of
a Stones single.

“You want a cup of coffee?”
asked Lynn as she got up from the couch.

Scott looked at the TV and
noticed that the adverts were on, that would explain things, “you
sit back down, I’ll make it,” he replied with a smile, “take it you
want one of your tea’s.”

She nodded and thought for a
moment, “can you make it a camomile & spiced apple.”

Scott smiled back, “sure,” he
said without a sarcastic comment, he went into the kitchen and put
on the kettle for Lynn’s tea and filled up the coffee machine for
himself, she liked her tea’s all the different varieties for
different times of the day, Scott was different, coffee, either
Italian or

French, with a little milk, he had tried the various bourgeois
varieties of Guatemalan sunset infused with Nicaraguan gold, Kenyan
daydream and the rest of the other overpriced la de da varieties of
coffee but always went back to what he knew.

When he took through her tea
with a Tunnocks teacake on the side of the saucer her face lit up,
“where’s your coffee?” she asked looking at his empty hand.

“I’m going to stay in the
kitchen and read some, you enjoy your programme,” she never
responded to him, her eyes were now transfixed on the TV and the
presenters amazing transformation of a normal housewife into the
next supermodel, Scott turned back to go into the kitchen shaking
his head once he was out of Lynn’s eyesight.

Scott spent the rest of his
Friday night indulged in Stuart MacBride’s, “Dark Blood,” his mind
then started to drift thinking what it would be like if Logan McRae
was investigating today’s murder and if he was joined by Rebus, DI
Steel could head the operation, maybe they could all go for a drink
together and then they would catch him, their drinking buddy had
actually committed the murder, he wanted Jack Parlabane to write
the newspaper story, maybe they could make a film about it all; he
was brought back to reality by the appearance in the kitchen of his
daughter.

“Why are you in the kitchen?”
she asked as if it was the strangest sight she had ever seen.

“Well Jane, this is called a
book,” he replied sarcastically as he raised the book to show her,
“and what I am doing is called reading, this is how the world use
to read books before e-readers and kindles took over the world,”
she looked at him like he had just came down from outer space.

“I know what a book is!” she
replied before turning around and walking out the kitchen,
“weirdo!” she said quietly thinking her dad wouldn’t hear her.

“That coming from a 15 year old
who wants a tattoo and to dye her hair purple,” he said as the door
closed behind her, he could hear her stomp up the stairs in her
teenage rebellious way, Scott laughed slightly thinking back to
when he was 15 and what nightmares he had put his own parents
through, “been there and bought the shirt,” he said to himself as
he heard Jane’s bedroom door slam close in disgust. He spent the
rest of his Friday night reading his book in the kitchen; he had
heard Lynn go upstairs to their bedroom but didn’t follow.

He woke up just before 6am in a
cold sweat, he had been having nightmares about police officers
from various books chasing after him and hunting him down, he
stared at the ceiling for a few minutes watching as the early
morning light danced with the patterns in the aertex, he knew he
would never get back to sleep so he quietly got up and got dressed
and made his way downstairs, Buddy was lying near the patio door
and tiredly got up, stretched his back out and walked over towards
Scott, Scott patted him as Buddy sat down and scratched vigorously
behind his ear, Scott grabbed Buddy’s lead, the dog looked out the
patio door as if checking to see if the weather was ok for him to
be walked, happy enough, he walked over to
Scott so he could have his lead on, they quietly walked out the
door and down the path before heading to the garage on Pollokshaws
Road for the morning papers, as they turned into Pollokshaws Road
they had to step round a pavement pizza, some people just couldn’t
handle their drinks he thought to himself, a few steps further on
they found the remains of someone’s kebab, Buddy went over to sniff
it out but before Scott had a chance to pull him back the Springer
Spaniel had already made up its own mind that there was no way he
was going to eat it.

After getting the newspapers
Scott decided to venture into the park to sit on a bench next to
the pond and read the papers before returning to the Saturday
morning mayhem of his house, he sat down on the bench and started
to read the Sun, and like most men he started at the back page,
“Exclusive, Celtic to sign the Moldovan Messi,” Scott laughed to
himself, in Glasgow if you want to sell your newspaper put Rangers
or Celtic on the back cover, if you were not a fan of either club
you then could play a game, how many pages before you reach
something about your team, he flicked a few pages before finally
finding something about his own team and even at that it wasn’t
that interesting, he turned his attention to the front page, the
headline made him shake his head, “Britain’s got talent star: my
big secret,” he quickly glanced through the paper before he stopped
at page 7, “Body found in park,” Scott read the story and then read
it again, he put the Sun down and grabbed the Daily Record, he
found the story on page 5, when he had finished reading the story
he started to cry, lightly at first and then he brought his hands
up to his face and cried into them, Buddy looked up to him, “what
did I do?” Scott mumbled into his hands, “I killed someone,” he
quickly looked around to see if anyone had heard him but the only
other person he could see was well out of earshot, he wiped away
his tears and Buddy placed his paws on Scott’s knees, he bent
forward and patted the dog, “I’m in trouble Buddy”.

Scott looked at the pond, the
water wasn’t that deep but it was enough to, he couldn’t even bring
himself to think of the word, he was man enough to take a life just
not his own, he thought of his kids, they
were old enough to understand why he had done it, he only hoped
that they would forgive him. His mind wandered to jail and all the
movies and documentaries he had seen about life in jail, he had
heard stories about life in the big house, he had driven past
Barlinnie numerous times on the road to Edinburgh, it was close enough for visitors but he was unsure if
his family would visit him, he looked at Buddy, “are dogs allowed
in prison Buddy?” the dog’s head leaned to the side as it listened
to Scott, Scott started to cry as the idea that he would never see
his dog again, his family had a choice if they wanted to visit him
but his dog would never have that choice, he wiped his eyes when he
heard the sound of a couple of joggers approaching, they ran past
him was if he wasn’t there, he didn’t really expect them to stop
and chat but even a look, he gazed back towards the pond, “will
anyone even care that I’m no longer around,” he thought to himself,
he then pictured him wife looking for him on pay day, looking under
the bed and behind the curtains with a confused look on her face,
“c’mon Buddy might as well play happy families while we are still a
family.”

They returned home just after
8am, Buddy went back over to the patio door and lay down in front
of it allowing the early morning heat to send him to sleep. Scott
went into the kitchen and started cooking breakfast, anything to
keep his mind active, he didn’t want to think about what he had
done, the smells of bacon and toast wafted through the house along
with the aroma of freshly brewed coffee, he
could hear movement from upstairs, first to enter the kitchen was
his daughter.

“Morning dad,” she said with a
smile, the last thing she had said last night was to call him a
weirdo, but now there was the prospect of breakfast so Jane was
daddy’s little girl again.

Scott smiled at his daughter,
“sit down, you want the works?” he asked her using a wooden spoon
to indicate the goodies on offer.

Jane looked at the various
frying pans and at the grill to the Saturday sensation that was on
offer, she nodded her head vigorously as she reached for a mug and
then the coffee percolator, helping herself to the coffee, Scott
went into the fridge and got out the jug of milk for her, when she
had poured the milk she went over to the table to sit on her
favourite seat taking the Daily Record with her, she quietly drank
her coffee and read the paper, she looked up as her mum came into
the kitchen, Lynn did a double take as she saw Scott making
breakfast, “couldn’t sleep,” he said as if anticipating her
question, “sit down and I’ll bring your coffee over,” Lynn and Jane
exchanged glances with each other as she sat down, “any sign of
Daniel?”

“He was on his PS3 all night so
I doubt he will surface for hours yet,” replied Lynn as she took
the mug of coffee that Scott had brought over for her; she reached
for the Sun and started to read the paper. “There’s a story about
the body they found in the park.”

“Yeah it’s in this paper as well
but they haven’t been named yet,” replied Jane.

“It’s quite scary in a way being
close to home,” Lynn said in reply.

“If only you knew how close,”
Scott said to himself as he continued with the breakfast.

“I was thinking of going to the
garden centre today, I’ve got some plans for the garden, you fancy
coming, we could make a day of it, grab some lunch somewhere,”
Scott looked up and realised that Lynn had been talking to him,
when was the last time they had spent a day together just the two
of them.

“Erm, I was actually going to
see if Jimmy Howieson fancied going to the Pollok game, I met him
last night when I was taking Buddy out for a walk, I think he is
missing the company after, you know, Molly,” Scott said with a
grimace.

Lynn smiled at him, “that’s a
good idea, you should take him for a beer before it, it must be
hard on him losing his wife, I mean they were married nearly 50
years,” she got up and walked over towards Scott and kissed him on
the cheek, “sometimes Scott you are full of surprises,” she went
back to the table and sat down, “looks like it’s just you and me
then Jane,” continued Lynn, Jane was too dumbfounded at the idea
that she couldn’t say no, but when she saw the gig guide in the
paper she thought it would be a great idea to spent some time with
her mum.

Scott chapped Jimmy’s door just
before 12, Jimmy looked slightly puzzled as he saw Scott,
“everything ok?” he asked hesitantly.

“Everything is fine Jimmy, I was
just wondering if you fancied going to Newlandsfield, Pollok are
playing Maryhill, I thought we could go and maybe grab a pint or
two as well,” replied Scott.

Jimmy looked at him, “it’s ok
son, you spend your Saturday with your family, I’m alright, and it
was a kind offer.”

Scott chuckled slightly, “Jimmy
you will be doing me a favour, Lynn wants to spend the day at the
garden centre. Football and a few pints or being dragged to a
garden centre?”

Jimmy looked behind him into the
empty house before turning back to Scott, “let me put my shoes on
son.”

They walked along Pollokshaws
Road, stopping first at the Georgic for a pint before carrying on
to Maxwell’s; they managed to get a couple of seats at the opened
window, “you sit down Jimmy I’ll get them in.”

“Thanks Scott, it’s a bit of a
walk from the house,” said Jimmy as he sat down before turning to
the bar, “can you get me a real ale.”

“Aye sure,” replied Scott, “you
want anything to eat?”

Jimmy shook his head, “no
thanks, if it’s one thing Pollok do well, it’s their pies.” Scott
smiled and went to the bar to get their pints.

They were back in Maxwell’s
after watching a 4-2 win for Pollok, they had spent the first pint
talking about the match, Jimmy came back from the bar with 2 pints
of Deuchars, he sat down and took a sip, he looked across at Scott
glancing quickly at his bandaged hand, “are you ok Scott?”

“Aye, I’m fine why,” replied
Scott slightly paranoid with the question.

“You’ve got something on your
mind, something haunting you, look if you need to talk,” he glanced
again at the bandage, “about anything, let me know, sometimes it’s
good to talk to someone you don’t really know.”

Scott smiled weakly and
nervously took a sip of beer, “does he know?” he thought to
himself, “honestly Jimmy everything is fine, just a few problems at
work.”

Jimmy seemed unconvinced but
changed the subject, “how are the kids doing at school?”
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Even with a few beers inside him
Scott couldn’t sleep, every time he closed his eyes he saw him
lying on the ground with blood seeping from a head wound, he
recalled every strike he had delivered. Scott had been walking
through the park enjoying the early summer evening, made even
better with the fact it was Friday. He had seen the young kids
playing football, using jumpers for
goalposts like generations before, but it was the slight noise from
the bushes that had caught his attention, straight away he knew who
it was, like some sixth sense, he felt his right hand enclose into
a fist, he looked around and slipped into the bushes making sure
nobody had seen him, he grabbed a piece of wood and walked towards
him, when he was within 5 foot of him he stepped on a twig, causing
the man to turn around, the man stared at Scott and the piece of
wood in his hand, he adjusted himself and pulled up the zip of his
jeans, he laughed lightly as if it was some sort of joke, Scott
continued to look at him, the slow dawning of recognition fell
across the man’s face but before he had a chance to speak Scott had
brought his weapon down on the man’s head.

Lynn moved in their bed bringing
him back to reality, he got out the bed and made his way
downstairs, he went into the kitchen and over to the fridge, as he
opened the door the light from the fridge hurt his eyes, he grabbed
a carton of pineapple juice and shook it before drinking the lot,
not bothering to use a glass, he heard a slight noise from behind
him and turned round, Buddy was staring at him, Scott looked at him
and went over to the cupboard and took a couple of biscuits for
each of them, Buddy’s tail started to wag at the unexpected early
morning gift.

Scott made his way to the patio
doors and opened them before walking outside, he sat in a chair and
looked up, just gazing at the stars, the moon was partially hidden
behind an old oak tree, Buddy joined him outside and lay down at
Scott’s feet, there was still some heat in the night air, a faint
sound of snoring could be heard coming from his neighbours house,
he looked at all the houses around him, some had their bedroom
windows open, Buddy’s ears pricked up as he heard the sound of a
cat coming from a nearby garden but he quickly gave up any notion
of chasing it and went back to sleep at Scott’s feet, Scott tried
to close his eyes and get some sleep but as soon as he closed them
the images started, “will I never sleep again?” he whispered into
the night, he continued to sit in the garden watching as dawn
finally raised its head over the roofs of the houses opposite, he
didn’t know what time it was but he heard movement behind him.

“Scott,” said Lynn as she
appeared at the patio doors, “what are you doing out here, its
7am?” he turned at looked at her; she took a step back when she saw
his face, “are you ok you look terrible?”

Scott smiled weakly at her,
“can’t sleep, maybe it’s the heat.”

“Go back to bed and try and
sleep,” she suggested unconvinced with his excuse.

Scott looked up at the sky,
“suns up I’ll never get to sleep.”

She looked at him with concern
on her face and then nodded gently in some sort of defeat, “ok,
I’ll tell you what, you go and grab a shower and start the
breakfast while I go to the garage and get the newspapers and some
croissants and we can have a lazy morning just reading the Sunday
papers and drinking coffee,” he smiled in agreement, she looked
into his eyes, “a lot of coffee,” she added when she saw the
bloodshot eyes looking back at her, she went back inside before
coming back out and walking over towards him, she knelt down so she
was at eye level with him, Buddy stood up and she patted the dog on
the ear, “if something is wrong Scott you can talk to me, you know
that,” she added after a slight pause.

“Probably just the heat, hay
fever and work issues,” he replied, he was looking at Buddy when he
said it; Lynn was good at reading him.

She got back up and went back
inside; she looked over to him, still unconvinced at his
answers.

3

They were sitting outside
enjoying the coffee and croissants whilst reading the papers, Scott
as usual was reading the sports pages first, Lynn was reading the
exploits of some 15 minute star today working for minimum wage
tomorrow reality star who had slept with some overpaid pompous
footballer.

Lynn dropped the mug of coffee
onto the patio, Scott closed his eyes, he knew what was coming
next, “what’s wrong
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