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They'll be painting the park fence soon. It could do with a new coat. They do it every now and then. There must be a list of fences they have to paint pinned up on a wall somewhere. They probably do nothing else day in, day out but paint fences. Not exactly an interesting life, painting park fences. Of course, there may be a closed season for fence painting, just like there is for football, and just like football, it's probably far too short.

“Sorry, did you say something?

“Can I deliver?

“Oh! You mean the reproduction Queen Anne desk.

“The one you've been trying to buy for the last half an hour.

“Of course, I noticed. I was just teasing. I've been looking at the fence. Don't you think it needs a new coat of paint?

“Deliver? The trouble is I can't leave the shop. You'll have to wait for my husband to get back.

“Well, that depends on how you look at it. His body will probably get in at midnight. But his mind won't actually get here until the morning.......

“As for Monday? That depends.

“On what is booked in, other deliveries, collections. There's a lot of that in the reproduction business. But mostly it depends on how they got on.

“Man City. If they've lost his soul won't surface for days.

“Why not leave me your details and I'll get back to you.

“George! That's an old-fashioned name.

“The fence?

“Yes, I thought that.

That was the first time I met George. He was just one of the customers. Popped in out of the rain one spring day and left having bought an overpriced reproduction Queen Anne desk. That should have been it, except he lived just around the corner and I kind of liked the look of him.

He had the kind of eyes I go for. The kind of eyes I saw in Chris all those years ago. Wicked. Almost evil. He was tallish slim but not skinny, and he had a foreign accent. From Romania. And when you're stuck in a quiet shop overlooking the park with nothing much to do but watch people walking dogs, read a book or two, and examine the park railings for signs of rust year in and year out. Well, sooner or later you look for something else. Not that I was unhappy. Why bother? You might as well keep smiling as anything else.

Chris got home late that night. “How did they get on?

“Is 4-0 not good then?

“I'm sorry about the dinner, but if you will be late.

“I could make you a sandwich.

“The Chinese Take Away is probably still open.

“There is some beer in the fridge.

“But it's nearly midnight, all the pubs will be shut.

“OK. But do and be quiet when you get in.” And off he went to a club. I didn't mind. It meant I could watch the telly in peace and go to bed.

I first met Chris in a club. I had just turned twenty. I was out with the girls, you know how you do at that age. We were all single then. I suppose we were out on the pull. Seeing who could score first. I won.

Chris just came over to me and started talking, calm as you like, all broad shoulders, white teeth, and dark cold eyes. Well you can imagine, I fell for him there and then. It was like being hit over the back of the head with a shovel.
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