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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, events and incidents are the products of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental
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To my wife Hazel

She loved this garden

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Marius Mikkelmas


[image: ]


​Marius Mikkelmas has gotten away with several accidental murders. He is a sociopath who feels no remorse for any of his actions. His main and only emotional feeling is indifference. As he continues through his life, leaving bodies behind in his wake, he eventually comes across a person who sees straight through him and who is intent on committing her first accidental murder: The one of Marius Mikkelmas.
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Chapter 1: That Canal Trip
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Marius sits on the top most step of the garden path, looking down on his domain. He is dressed in frayed jeans and a red fleece. On his head is an old sweat streaked baseball cap with a faded logo difficult to read, his bare feet are stuck into a pair of worn clogs. He is smoking a corn cob pipe filled with ill smelling tobacco.

He seems content but that could be an illusion. Not that he has to put on a show for anyone as he lives alone and his neighbors prefer to keep their distance.

Marius is thinking of what lies ahead, now that he has more or less decided to go into town and see for himself the changes that have happened in the last few years since his wife died and he has become a recluse.

The police virtually accused him of murdering his wife but could not prove their case. It was eventually put down to a tragic accident of drowning. Marius knew better as he was the one who had tipped her over the railing of the canal narrow boat they had hired for a two week's cruising holiday.

She had been nagging him every hour of the day and night since the trip started. They were in a deep lock and the water was just starting to flow up through the ground paddles. The barge was rocking from side to side and back and forth held loosely in place by mooring ropes as the water bubbled all around them. Giving his wife a small nudge was enough to throw her over the low railing she was sitting on and the boat and water did the rest.

By the time the lock chamber was full and the lock gates could be opened, Marius had given up pretending to try and rescue his wife. She was floating face down with arms spread, being pushed against the rear lock gates by his slow turning propeller, obviously beyond help. He motored out into the canal and moored up as soon as was possible. Running back, he saw an ambulance was already on the scene and a police car was approaching at slow speed.

Questioning took a long time, both canal-side and later at the police station. Eventually he was let go, with instructions not to leave the country. He would be contacted at his home by the local police.

That was three years ago and Marius has lived a happy quiet life since then. Now it was time to move on.
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Chapter 2: Thunder and lightning
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Marius, looking at the landscaped garden below him, imagining how the previous owner of this house had enjoyed many happy hours escaping into his garden for days on end to not being nagged by his wife over trivial things. He could not see himself engaging in the hard labor it must have taken to create this pleasant looking garden. But appreciate it he did. 

A terraced vegetable plot was below him on the right, now overgrown with weeds, a sloping undulated lawn on the left with grass that needed cutting. Beyond the wooden fence where one had to go through an arch covered in a wisteria shrub growing out of control to reach the lower pond, further steps led lower.

By the lower pond, now silting up, a raised paved area had been laid out and set with wooden chairs and a table that like the rest of the garden was falling into disrepair. Next layer down, on a small grassed area a barbecue had been set into the bank. One level further down and the last on this side of the house was a patio area with grape vines growing over wooden supports creating a quiet area to relax mornings and evenings. The rest of the day it was in the shade.

Marius was always happy in his own company and enjoyed the quiet up there at the top. But of course he could not escape forever. He had to show himself and show willing every now and then.

When Marius' wife had suggested a canal holiday, it had sounded like a nice escape. Lots of fresh air, walking the towpath and the occasional pub lunch in a shaded beer garden.

He had not anticipated that being together with his wife every day for more hours than ever before and in a far smaller space than he was used to, could possibly be that stressful. He had nowhere to escape to and was confined to the small aft deck with its low railing by the tiller. The railing had been comfortably low enough to sit on.

Reminiscing was a favorite past time of his. The last three years had been blissfully calm but he now felt the urge to try something new.

Still sitting on the top step of the garden path, still puffing away on his corncob pipe he looked at the ominous cumulus clouds bobbling up in the clear blue sky. Thunder storms would be coming his way soon and he seriously considered postponing his trip into town.

Walking slowly down the steps towards his house, he cast a glance at the two ponds, one on his left and one further down. Both were slowly silting up, but still had enough water for frogs to spawn in. He felt content with his quiet life among plants and animals even though he had never bothered to do anything to make life easier for either. There would be enough water in the ponds soon, the thunder clouds rapidly turning light grey and then within the few minutes it took him to descend they changed to dark grey and then black. A cold gust of wind preceding the first heavy drops of rain made Marius hasten his stride towards shelter. Thunder and lightning followed him into the kitchen. 

Closing the door quickly changed his mood once more. He now felt alone and wished for his first wife, now long dead, having passed away during a thunderstorm when she was hit by a tree branch. She had not been too bad a companion even though she was expensive to run. She had been bleeding him dry, spending more money than he could earn and no talking to her could make her stop.  

They had been out walking when they had been caught by the storm and had stupidly sought shelter under the biggest tree they could find. The tree had been struck by lightning and a branch had fallen on his wife knocking her unconscious. 

Too good an opportunity to miss, Marius had grabbed a sturdy branch and finished off his first wife there and then. No remorse and no regrets had he felt then or later, until now during this storm which brought back memories of a reasonable happy time.

There had of course been an inquest but no charges were brought. Marius was free to go and do what he did best: Spend his wife's life insurance.
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