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Author’s Note

 

I write a lot of stories set in Greenland and the Arctic. Some are gentler than others. Tempo is neither gentle, nor set in Greenland or the Arctic. I’m not entirely sure where it is set – although the smart money is on America – or even when, exactly. But I enjoyed writing it, and I enjoy discovering more about the main character: Hazel Burnett, aka Havoc, with each successive story.

 

I hope you enjoy it too, but I understand if it’s not for you. I confess, like all my stories – short and long – I’m writing for myself. That said, however, your support is very much appreciated, and it enables me to get back to writing more Greenland stories. The Havoc series of shorts allows me to reset between long periods of writing about ice, snow, and dark winters.

 

Thank you.

 

Chris
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Holly Mornae pressed her wrinkled hands into the folds of her thin wool sweater as she looked out of the apartment window. She caught a bout of nausea, took a breath, let it settle, and then followed the realtor out onto the balcony. The air was cooler than she expected – pleasanter than expected. She wondered if this is what it felt like in the mountains. Not the distant desert hills she could see beyond the city limits, but somewhere in Europe, for example. Ever since seeing The Sound of Music she had imagined walking across green swathes of grass in the hills and valleys, or climbing steep, narrow tracks into the mountains. But her life had run a different course. Her pillow, after medication, was the green grass through which she tramped in a drugged daze. While her pain, and the crumbly, twisty, vertical tracks it ran through her body, was akin to mountaineering in Holly’s mind. She took another step and walked to the railing, clamping her left hand to her hair to stop it from blowing away in a virulent gust of desert wind.

“Fabulous, isn’t it?” the realtor said.

He was a young man, and Holly grasped his enthusiasm, holding on to it to give her the strength she needed to complete the deal. It was a big undertaking, and an even bigger investment. But it was the right thing to do. She had been warned to be wary, to project a sense of hesitancy, to not appear too eager, and to ask about the price, at least three times.

Holly asked again.

For the fourth time.

The realtor almost sighed. But to his credit, he caught it, and turned up the charm as he leaned against the railing, as if eleven floors was no height at all, and the astronomical price of the newly renovated apartment with a view of the desert was comparable and favourable to apartments of this calibre. He brushed his thick, blonde surfer fringe from his forehead and gave Holly his winning smile. At her age, and health, she was willing to let him win, if only to draw energy and youth from his smile.

“Sure,” he said, “it’s steep.” He swept his hand across the railing, gesturing at the view, the tiny people on the sidewalk below, the traffic that, at this level of elevation, was more like the shush of a soft breaking wave than the typical burrs and beeps one usually associated with the city. “But look at the view.”

Holly liked his surfing analogies. She liked him. A little too young to be her son, according to her own biological clock, but not far off. He had that west coast vitality she hungered after, and if the situation was different, she would have signed already. But caution was advised, and she had promised to listen to the advice.

“I just don’t know,” she said, pressing two hands to her hair, clamping it to her gaunt, grey cheeks. She caught his eye wandering to her hair, just as it had when he met her on the street, and she spread her thin lips into a flat smile. “It’s a wig,” she said, adding, “Cancer,” to which he replied with a sinking of his shoulders suggesting he was not unfamiliar with the sickness.

Be wary was what they had said. He will play on your emotions. He’s trained to be sympathetic. And yet, Holly struggled to believe it was not an act. Not all of it, at least.

He reached for her hand, hesitated a finger’s width from her skin, catching her eye, making contact when she nodded. The wind blew through his hair, but he ignored it. The warmth of his touch filled her heart, just as the desert wind tickled her skin, brushing her senses with hints of sand and tough desert brush.
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