
Story without a title

Luke Bosman

February 8, 2013

Back then, before all this began, I was lonely. Lonelier than I had ever
believed I might be.

And then I met you.
You were sitting outside Asda, looking at the contents of customers’

trolleys, with that look which combines hope and misery that an expectant
tramp might have.

You were in a sorry state. I don’t believe your hair had been brushed in
several weeks and I could see the signs of a chain round your slender neck
that was no longer there.

As I walked to the bus stop, briefly I forgot about you. Yes, your
appearance had been unusual but not wholly remarkable. I fumbled in
my pocket for my bus pass before trying my purse where I never keep the
blessed thing. That day was no exception.

No matter. It was a pleasant, if rather breezy afternoon and I’d walked
home before— just never alone. I recalled how I had so many times walked
this way with George. He had loved walking— he lived for it. Some of you
are happy just to sit for hours on a chair but not George. He couldn’t sit
still for even thirty seconds— less if food was around. I know. I had tried.

The sky darkened as evening arrived. I had forgotten how slowly I walk
nowadays. Since George had gone, I’d rather gotten out of practice. The
breeze strengthened in cool gusts. I began to feel uncomfortable. George
used to keep me safe. He had been a big strong thing and noone would
have dreamt of harming me when he was around.

But he had gone.
My heart quickened as I heard steps behind me. I wasn’t far from home

by then but I was getting scared. I realised that those steps had been
following me all the way from the bus stop. As fear became terror I turned
into my street where I regretted at that moment buying the house at the
far end. Fifty years previously, the view had sold it to me. Now I felt that
those final yards would be the death of me.
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Your steps quickened with mine. I knew you were after me but there
was nothing I could do to get away. You were so much younger and fitter.

Then I fell. I’d reported the loose slab to the council the previous week
but they’ve no money these days.

You caught up with me. I screamed. Then, as I felt the damp of your
nose, you began to lick the blood from above my eye. If I’d looked behind
just once, I’d never have been scared of you.

When next I went to Asda, I bought you a collar and a lead. And a
good, stiff brush.
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