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  Two members of a running club are in love. One of them is in the women’s team, the other is in the men’s.


  They are in love with the same person.


  Who wins?
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  Saturday Morning


  When marketing the firm, Jessica found it best to adopt her female persona. She blushed to stereotype anyone, even herself, but as she always said when being Jim, business is business.


  Saturday being the firm’s marketing day, she climbed out of bed, discarding the fetid, week-old pyjamas Jim had donned on Friday night—Fridays were certainly a Jim day, his troubleshooting day for the coding team—and as Jessica, slipped into a freshly laundered, slinky silk nightie.


  Saturday had started. Next, as every Saturday, she pointed her toes en croise devant and slid them into fluffy, heeled slippers, yawned—with fingertips over her mouth—and shuffled to the kitchen, the heels clicking her spine into place. Manners makyth man, perhaps, but as regards deportment, it is heels which transform a beast into an angel.


  As usual, Jim had left to rot on the worktop a crushed, empty beer can, a greasy, turmeric-stained carton, his chipped, tannin-tinged mug and a dead teabag in a pool of tea. Jessica shook her head affectionately, then tucked her hair behind both ears. A woman’s work is never done.


  With outstretched fingertips, she picked up the mug and glanced at the bin—but it was Jim’s favourite, so she gingerly lowered it into the sink. She scooped the teabag with a spoon. Part three of this routine was always a reproachful stare at the crushed, leaking can and empty vindaloo carton. Using kitchen tongs and a very straight arm, she cleared the worktop, in so doing avoiding close contact with the more sordid remnants of drunken masculinity.


  Finally, having donned the washing-up gloves, she wiped everything down and sprayed the surfaces with rose-scented disinfectant.


  Eden restored, Jessica made herself a delicate, tooth-bleaching pot of camomile and forbore the temptation of toast and marmalade: one had to watch one’s figure.


  The tea tray, bearing a bone china pot and a bone china cup on a bone china saucer, occupied the bedside table to the right. Propped on her pillows, Jessica sighed at the table to her left upon which, even on weekdays, stood a framed cutting from the local press. It was of a young woman, all teeth and triumph, holding a medal to the camera. Jessica, about a foot shorter and one ankle bound in bandages, could be seen applauding in the background, rapt gaze heavenward, a blessed virgin adoring the almighty.


  If Jessica had run, she would have won. She knew that. Cindy, the object of her adoration, knew that. Everybody knew that. What only she and Cindy knew was that her ankle had been turned the previous day when she had run as Jim to prevent Cindy’s abusive boyfriend being selected for the team.


  Legally, of course, there was no abuse, or he would have been in prison, not free to whack 80 mph tennis serves into her back. Legally, it is not abuse when the victim says, “He doesn’t hit me on purpose.” Legally, it is not abuse when there is no more than circumstantial evidence, such as his accurate serve having once edged him into the world’s top two hundred, or Cindy only being hit when she had cost them a point. In such cases, the police were powerless. However, being the faster runner, Jim had the power to take the last remaining place in the team. Although that was punishment in itself, Jim’s main aim was to redress the balance in the vile man’s relationship with his best friend. Cindy had qualified for the ladies’ team; once her boyfriend had failed to make the men’s, Jim hoped greater respect might be shown.
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