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Justin Welsh sat
comfortably in a plush chair of the fourth floor
office. Outside the chill of an early winter wind blew against the
building.

Doctor Stevens—his shrink—stood in the window
looking down at the street scene below.

“So what do you think,
doc?”

Stevens continued to watch as the first flakes
of winter snow began to settle in the tops of the trees. “I think
it has to do with a lot of things from your past,
Justin.”

“Yeah,” Welsh said. “So tell me
something that I don’t know.”

The doctor chuckled, turning to face his
patient. “Most boys would not be able to imagine some of what
you’ve told me, as dirty as those things might be.”

It was Welsh’s turn to smile,
“Yeah.”

On a small table lay a plain looking manila
envelope. The sort you would expect to contain legal documents or
something from the tax board.

“I see that you brought them,”
Stevens mentioned.

“Yeah,” Welsh replied. “A few that
I could find of my mother and some glamor shots that Julie did a
couple of years ago.”

Stevens continued to stand looking the young
man—seated in his office chair—over. Welsh was a good looking young
man in his mid-twenties, clean shaven, well dressed, well-groomed
and well mannered.

“Would you like coffee?” the doctor
asked.

Welsh laughed. “I could use a
whiskey.”

“I can understand why,” Stevens
replied. “Even as a man of my position, I still have trouble
grasping your story at times.”

“It’s something, isn’t
it?”

“To say the least,” Stevens
continued as he took a seat opposite his Monday morning
patient.

The doctor carefully removed the stack of
photos contained within the envelope. “She was very pretty,” he
said taking in beauty of the woman in the photographs.”

“She was.”

Silence settled over the office as the two men
straightened their thoughts.

“How did you feel when she
passed?”

Welsh sat upright, clearing his throat before
beginning. “I loved her. You know that, but I kind of felt a
relief. I know that may sound harsh, but I thought that maybe
Julie…well, I thought that she would be over.”

Stevens nodded his understanding. “I could see
how you would, but I’m afraid that Julie will be with you for many
years to come.”

“I think you’re right,” Welsh said
with little emotion in his voice.

Continuing through the photographs in his
hand, Stevens smiled. “Is this Julie?” he asked.

“Yeah, those were taken a few years
ago.”

“She’s very pretty also,” Stevens
replied. “I can see a resemblance to your mother.”
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