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Author's Note
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Gregory and Taylor meet when Gregory starts a new job teaching English at a hotel in the French Vosges Mountains. Taylor lives nearby, choosing to live off the land; a hippie forest dweller, eleven years older than Gregory. Taylor's dog, Jack, brings them together. Can these men find themselves, perhaps common ground and even love?
A story about what happens when two men on wildly different trajectories meet ... and the consequences.

Alp Mortal
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Chapter One - Up Close and Personal
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He’d seen only a fleeting glimpse but even that was enough to tell him that the owner of the cottage needed a second look, a much longer look, preferably up close.

The cottage was five hundred metres from the entrance to the driveway that led to the hotel; his home for the foreseeable future, where he was helping to run intensive English language courses for business people. Friday to Sunday, three weekends out of four, food and lodging thrown in, with five hundred euros a week for just talking English all the time. It was the intensive, submersion method and hugely popular. He was currently at a loose end, weighing up all his options and for a few months, this seemed to fit the bill.

The hotel was remote, just outside a small village, thirty kilometres from a larger town where there was a station, three kilometres up a track into the forest and on top of a mountain. Civilization there wasn’t; a pool, a sauna and a Jacuzzi there was. He checked in and was allocated his room; a small double with views over the village, eight hundred metres below. It had a desk and all in all, looked pretty comfortable. He’d arrived two days before his boss and a week before the first course; time to get acquainted with the wildlife and make some preparations, although his chief contribution was to speak English for ten hours a day and never to lapse into French.

He dumped his bags and headed for the pool, for even though it was gone four o’clock, it was still thirty or more degrees. An entire summer in the Vosges, all expenses paid, his only outgoings some petrol and since he was also required to pick up the odd guest from the station, he was pretty sure he could fiddle that, leaving just toiletries and odds and ends. If there was time for some writing, all the better ... and if the natives were friendly, better still! The nearest neighbour certainly needed a second look and despite the fact that the village looked deserted, the town wasn’t that far away, and it had a couple of bars.

As he swam lengths of the decent-sized pool, smiling to himself, thanking the gods for helping him to make at least one good decision so far this year.

Getting out and towelling off, he was just about to head back in when he spied the neighbour delivering fresh produce to the kitchen. “Oh my; now that is fresh and organic,” he chortled, and headed in to make himself presentable for the strike while the iron is hot first introduction.

Quickly donning a pair of shorts and a tee-shirt, he raced down, hoping to catch the man on the driveway as he took his ‘afternoon stroll’. He was in luck for he joined the driveway and headed down just as the neighbour came around the corner from the rear entrance and they practically bumped into each other.

Gregory assumed that the chap was French but he was mistaken, and although he greeted the man in perfect French, even to the point of emphasizing the trailing ‘r’ at the end of his ‘bonjour’ as was the way in this ‘petit coin’, the man answered in perfect English with a very cordial ‘Hi’.

“You’re English!” exclaimed Gregory, almost disappointed.

“That may have been true once but I’m not sure anymore,” came the cryptic response. “I’m Taylor, as in Elizabeth and not as in Saville Row.”

The nationality may have been forgotten but the humour most definitely had not!

“Gregory; pleased to meet you.”

“Likewise - guess I’ll be seeing a lot of you; chef says that you’re here for the summer, teaching English ...”

“Yes, well, helping; just talking to a load of businessmen and women for ten hours a day, three weekends out of four.”

“Good luck!”

“What do you do?”

“I grow my own food and exchange my surplus with the hotel for the things that I can’t grow or make. Other than that, I write, mainly romance, and I look after a holiday cottage in the next village for a pal ...”

“Sounds idyllic.”

“Mostly it is ... except when there’s two meters of snow on the ground and the temperature struggles to get above minus ten.”

“Oh; yeah, that would be difficult.”

“Fancy a cuppa?” asked Taylor as they neared his house.

“Love one, thanks.”

“Just gotta pop the barrow back in the shed and I’ll be with you.”

Gregory waited at the door and watched the man pop the wheelbarrow back in the shed, eyeing his arse all the while which was, like the rest of him, pretty athletic and nicely packaged in cut off denim shorts.

Taylor turned and stepped lightly towards the cottage; Gregory smiled to distract him from his examination of the front porch, as he liked to call it. “Yeah, very nice ...”

“How long have you been here?”

“Uhm, ten years; rented it for three and bought it seven years ago this December. It doesn’t have electricity or a proper water supply, but it’s solid enough and suits for the time being ...”

“Don’t you ever want to leave?”

“No; I hate the city and it’s quiet here, perfect for writing ...”

“Published?”

“A few bits, but mainly it’s to keep myself occupied in the winter when I can’t get out.”

Taylor popped the kettle on, using an ancient camping gas stove in the summer to save wood.

“I’ve got a decent Earl Grey, a tongue-numbing herbal or Gun Powder ... What’s your poison?”

“Earl Grey, thanks.”

“Sorry, no milk, no fridge ...”

“No worries.”

Gregory looked about him as Taylor made the tea. The cottage seemed to be comprised of just one main room downstairs and there was an open staircase to the room above, which was served by a massive trapdoor, propped open. Behind the wood-burning range and to the left, was another door to what was probably the bathroom he thought.

“It’s nice, very simple, cosy ...”

Taylor smiled.

“It is in the spring and the summer but come October it gets pretty grim at times.”

“Still; the hotel isn’t too far away if you need anything ...”

“They’re pretty good to me, especially when the spring runs dry and I need water. I take care of the place when they close in January for two months. It’s holiday time for me then, except for clearing the snow all the way to the gates because the plough driver is too fucking lazy to do it even though he should, and we pay for the privilege ...”

“Don’t you get lonely?”

“Sometimes, but I’ve got the dog ...”

Taylor finished making the tea and handed Gregory his in a fine bone china cup without a saucer.

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. So, how about you?”

“Uhm, well, I’m looking for a change; this suits for now. I like teaching and I like France.”

“How old are you, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Thirty-five this July.”

“Entering your sixth age.”

“Sorry?”

“Life is broken down into periods of seven years. You’re coming up to the end of your fifth period and it’s often the time for a change, as it was for me ...I came here ...”

“You’re forty-five?”

“Forty-six this year, also in July.”

“You don’t look it.”

“Thanks!”

Silence descended for a moment while they sipped their tea and eyed each other over the edges of the cups.

“What’s upstairs?” asked Gregory, hoping he hadn’t sounded too eager.

“The bedroom, but I prefer to sleep down here on the sofa bed, saves having to heat two rooms and the insulation isn’t finished yet so it’s damn cold and draughty up there ... though not at the moment. When it’s really warm, I like to sleep outside ...”

“I would too but the mosquitoes feast on me usually.”

“I put up a net which you’re welcome to use,” said with a glint in the eye for they were inching to the main course of this conversation.

“Maybe I will ... on my weekend off, thanks.”

“So, are you gay?” asked Taylor without missing a beat.

“Uhm, yes ... You?”

“Yeah ... and I don’t get that much company - if you know what I mean - it’s why I write about it!”

“No internet access either then.”

“No ...”

Silence descended again.

“I need to unpack and freshen up. Maybe I’ll pop back later?”

“Sure, I’ll be here; and if you’re lucky, you might get to meet Jack.”

“Jack?”

“The dog; he’s out hunting no doubt; can’t keep the bugger chained up ... he loves it here.”

“Okay, I’ll see you later. Thanks for the tea.”

“No worries.”

Gregory left and walked back to the hotel. He was in two minds. The forest dweller had taken his fancy but if he was honest with himself, he didn’t like the assumption that just because they were both gay and single that they were destined to fuck like rabbits from Day One. He’d just escaped one disastrous affair and didn’t fancy another quite so soon so close to home ... but then again, he was rather tasty and maybe they would just kiss on the first date: yeah, whatever! He liked the chase as a rule, not the hand it to me on a plate ... but then the guy was out here alone and single, so gay English company was probably a rarity. On balance, he decided to pop back and see how things went, resulting in everything being washed inside and out.

At seven o’clock, after thorough ablutions and a light snack, he donned clean white briefs, white shorts and a light blue short-sleeved shirt, deciding on the Birkenstock’s in the end only to remind himself that this was not a first date with a young trendy designer in Soho. He ambled round to find Taylor in the garden, digging compost into a vacant bed. The garden was beneath the house on a terrace, reached at either end by a set of wooden steps. 

Gregory hollered, “Hey! If you’re busy, then I can make it another time ...”

“No worries; almost finished, then I’ll clean up. Pop the kettle on, would you?”

“Uhm, sure...”

Gregory dove into the
















































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
ALP MORTAL





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





