
The pen scratched accross the page. Row upon row of numbers, page up and page down 
filled with rows of numbers. He didn’t like numbers, not really. But here he was filling pages 
upon pages with numbers. The lamplight flickered as thunder rumbled outside and he 
looked up, staring out the window. He’d been so lost in his own thoughts that he hadn’t  
even noticed the rain until now. Violent torrents of water fell off the roof and past the 
window, the rain making a noise like an army walking through the narrow alley outside. 
He gently picked up the fine wooden ink blotter and swiveled it carefully across the page 
before closing the book. He sighed as he felt the familiar knot in the pit of his stomach, he 
used to block it out with hope and ambition, now he drowned it in an ocean of monotony. 
He got up out of his chair and walked over to the window and looked out at the rain 
soaked streets. A black carriage rattled across the cobbles, the driver hunched over, water 
dripping off the brim of his hat, the horse whip in his hand moving rythmically up and down 
the backs of the two horses as he made them keep pace. There where few people out in 
the streets, and those who were hurried along waterlogged streets to whatever places they 
needed to be. Not even the girls were out in weather like this, well apart from the most 
desperate and destitute, he could see a few huddled beneath the gaslight lanterns. Poor 
things.

As he was about to walk away he caught a glimpse of himself reflected in the window. 
There was something... He leaned in closer looking carefully at his own face staring back 
at him. No. No it was probably just the rain. The rain had warped his reflection, that was it. 
That and fatigue probably, he really felt tired. Well, he’d promised to meet up with the 
fellows anyways, tired or not. He walked out the door and down the narrow stairs. 
Grabbing an umbrella from the stand he stopped and looked in the mirror before going out. 
He spun the ends of his moustache, making sure he got the tips like he wanted them, took 
down the black top hat from above the mirror and carefully placed it just so on his head. 
With a last glance in the mirror he stepped out in to the rain.  

It must have been about twenty minutes later that he stumbled through the door of the 
club, water pouring off his coat and pooling on the burgundy rug. He handed his coat, hat 
and umbrella to the man at the door, brushed some imaginary lint off his shoulders and 
checked his reflection in one of the large gilded mirrors before walking in to the main room. 

Large chandeliers swung gently from the rafters, crystals glittering in the candlelight, in a 
corner a string quartet was playing, trying to be heard above the laughter, yells, clatter of 
cuttlery and glass and the general din of conversation that filled the large room. He made 
his way among the tables, stopping here and there to greet an aquaintance or buisiness 
associate before arriving at the usual table in the corner. They were all there, all his old 
friends, they greeted him warmly with laughter and pats on the back, as soon as he sat 
down a glass of gin and a shot of brandy appeared infront of him. He drank deep of the gin 
and looked around, they were talking about the recent parliamentary crisis and the state of 
John’s inheritance but he wasn’t really paying much attention, letting the words wash over 
him. That’s when he saw her. Strange that he hadn’t before, she was sitting in Johns lap, 
talking and laughing, auburn hair glimmering in the light from the chandeliers, red lips 
moving rythmically as she spoke, corsetted bust heaving as she laughed. She turned and 
her blue green eyes met his, there was laughter in her eyes, laughter and life. He felt a 
knot in the pit of his stomach, her lips where slightly pursed, her white teeth glimmering. 
She smiled at him then, a warm smile, before coyly looking away. He felt her smile like an 
electric shock, it left him light headed and he had to look down. His hand was shaking as 
he reached for the glass. It wasn’t just shaking there was something else, it looked... He 
couldn’t quite put his finger on it but it looked wrong. Just wrong somehow. 



He picked up the glass and lifted it with a shaking hand to his lips, the gin burning as it hit 
his throat and then the warm embrace of alcohol coursing through his body, his nerves 
calming and his mind slowing down as if cushioned on eiderdown pillows. 

The rest of the evening dissapeared in a gilded haze of drinks, laughter, song and 
conversation. He was happy, he was having fun, but beneath it all he couldn’t quite shake 
that strange feeling, couldn’t quite loosen the knot in his stomach. He glanced over at her 
throughout the night, watched her laugh, let her eyes rest on her body a bit too long. But 
their eyes didn’t meet again, and he was quite certain that they didn’t exchange as much 
as a word. He didn’t know who she was, noone introduced them, at least he couldn’t 
remember anyone doing so. It was quite clear that she was with John though, and it didn’t 
seem like he’d payed for her services. Where they a couple? They had to be right? But 
why didn’t he know who she was? Did John’s family know of her? The questions all 
bundled up in to ball, swirling around in his mind as he slowly drifted off in to the embrace 
of drink and laughter.

It must have been just after midninght when they all began to leave, a slow trickle of 
friends walking off out in to the rainsoaked streets one by one, leaving just him and Arthur 
as the last ones at the table. Arthur was passed out drunk, head slumped forward, 
communicating only in sudden outbust of unintelligable garble. He picked Arthur up off the 
table and led the drunken man, leaning on his shoudler, out in to the foayer. He tried sitting 
him on a chair but he just slipped out of it lying in a smiling heap on the burgundy capet. 
With a sight he put on his own coat and hat and then set about the excruciating task of 
dressing his friend. It took forever but finally he managed to get Arthur dressed and out the 
door. There they stood, rain pouring off them in the dim light of the gaslight lanterns. Arthur 
began to sing. 

He didn’t know how long it had been but finally a carriage stopped and he managed to get 
his singing friend in the cabin, told the driver where to go and slipped him an extra few 
coins for the trouble. He stood in the rain watching the coach disapear down the street. 
He felt the knot in his stomach grow as he prepared to head home, head spinning slightly 
from the drink. That’s when he felt someone touch his shoulder, ever so lightly. He turned 
around slowly, a drunken man trying to look sober. A pair of blue green eyes locked with 
his. She smiled. 

”We where never properly introduced.” She grabbed his hand and shook it. ”Elizabeth.”
His brain and the rest of him weren’t cooperating. He blinked stupidly and his lips moved 
like a cow chewing cud as he looked for his words. ”Andrew.” he blurted out, his hand felt 
as if it was shaking. ”Pleasure to meet you Andrew.” she said with a smile, looking up at 
him under long lashes.  He mumbled something uninteligable in response and bowed his 
head, remebering at the last moment that he still had his hat on and managed to snatch it 
up before it fell to the ground in what he felt himself was quite a feat of dexterity 
considering his current state. She laughed, it was like unlike any laughter he had ever 
heard, he could feel it dance across his soul, leaving footprints of fire on his heart. 

Then there came silence, dreaded silence. He felt uncomfortable, his mind racing to come 
up with something to say, anything really just to make the moment last, and also perhaps 
more importantly to make him feel less stupid. She looked up at him a mischievous glint in 
her eye, biting her lip in a moment of thought before she broke the silence. 
”Since we seem to be the only ones left and neither, I’m sure, feels the need to go home 
just yet I say we keep the night going. Sound good?” 



That wasn’t at all was he was expecting. He had to get home, what with work and all. And 
how would that look? What would John think of, what kind of friend would that make him?
That was the rational side of him thinking, unfortunately for the rational his drunken self 
had already made up it’s mind without much thought. 
”That sounds wonderful!” He smiled, maniacally he feared. She took him by the arm and 
they wandered down the street. She was telling him some story, but he couldn’t quite focus 
right now, but apparently he seemed to be laughing at all the right places and making 
small comments. She dragged him in to an open pub and they sat down at the bar. The 
place was loud and roudy, so they sat close together talking loudly and drinking, the hours 
washing by. 

When they stumbled out of the bar it was morning, a line of red and sickly yellow coloring 
the otherwise grey sky by the horizon. They where laughing hysterically at some joke. He 
really was quite hammered by now. They began walking. At first they talked and laughed 
but after a while they just walked in silence watching the world wake up around them. After 
a while they reached an unassuming house in an unassuming part of town. The door was 
painted green, the color begining to peel off in flakes. Wierd how those tiny detailes always 
stuck he thought. She turned to him and smiled. 
”This is me.” She nodded over her shoulder to the green door. 
”Oh. Of course. Thank you for a lovely evening.” Quite cavalier he thought. 
”Thank you. It was wonderful.” She said as she leaned in and kissed him gently on the 
cheek. His heart skipped a beat. Perhaps two or three. She turned around and walked up 
to the door, looked over her shoulder and shot him one last smile before dissapearing 
through the doorway. He slowly lifted his hand up to his cheek and felt the place where she 
had kissed him. It felt strange. Cracked and wrinkled. Wrong. Tendrils of ice shot up his 
spine, he scrambled over to the nearest window and looked at his reflection in terror. 
Nothing. Just the same old face as always. Good lord. He really was drunk. He staggered 
off towards where he suspected his home was. As he dissapeared down the street a 
cobblestone behind him cracked. Then another. And then one more.

A month passed lost in the same haze of monotony as every other month of life. He’d 
been out once or twice but she hadn’t seen her again. Nor John come to think of it. Best 
that way probably. What every could he do or say? He looked up from the book of 
numbers before him and stared out at the snow falling outside his window. Gentle flakes 
falling slowly to the ground, coming to rest in droves on the steep slate tiles on the roof on 
the other side of the alley. He felt the familiar knot in the pit of his stomach, but it had an 
extra flavor of angst and despair. He looked down at the numbers again, and with a sigh 
finished his additions, the pen scratching across the paper as number after number was 
added. Finally he put the pen down and lay his head in his hands. He felt tired, so very 
tired. He closed his eyes. His back felt hunched, his hands weak and shaking and his 
joints seemed stiff and ached. With a groan he got up out of his chair, closed the book and 
straightened himself. As he walked out of his room he passed a mirror and stopped. The 
image he’d seen in the corner of his eye was wrong. Hunched and broken it had seemed. 
He turned back and walked with trepidation up to the mirror. The man looking back at him 
was unmistakably him, but there was something... Just around the eyes. Thin lines 
perhaps? He leaned in and looked closer. Yes thin little lines, crows feet, at the corners of 
his eyes. Was he getting that old? Perhaps he truly was. He turned away from his 
reflection and left the room. 

About twenty minutes later he walked through the doors of the club. The familiar sounds of 
voices and song swirling around him as he handed the valet his hat and coat. 



As he walked in to the main hall he saw her. Her and John sitting with their friends at the 
usual table. His veins turned to ice, the pain was almost physical. He wanted to turn 
around and leave but he couldn’t, so he swallowed hard and walked over to the table, 
every step a man walking to his own grave it felt like. He was met with the same cheers 
and greetings as always, he responded in kind of course but without real joy. She smiled at 
him too, saying hello. He bowed his head and sat down. That smile cut him like a surgeons 
knife. But what had he been thinking? What had they truly shared? Just an innocent night 
on the town, friends and friends of friends enjoying themselves. And a kiss on cheek? Why 
in heavens name had he read all that in to a simple kiss on the cheek? A common and 
trivial thing such as that? He must have been drunker than he thought and just about as 
stupid as he suspected he was. That was that, he decided. Push all of that away, it was 
nothing. Enjoy the evening. He raised his glass, smiled and drank deep, gin burning his 
throat. 

Once more he found himself drunk and the last man left. He was waiting for the valet to 
return with his hat and coat, looking around the familiar room when he saw her walking 
towards him. It was deja vu and he wasn’t sure he liked it. She walked up and stood next 
to him as another valet ran off to fetch her coat. She looked up at him. 
”So me and you are the last ones left again.” 
He looked at her, good god she was beautiful. 
”Yes, it seems we are.” He tried looking straight ahead.
”Should we make an encore of it perhaps?” There was something there, something in her 
voice. Or was there? He looked at her, that same mischievous smile. 
”No, no. I really think I must be getting home. Work tomorrow.” It was the right thing to do.
A shadow of sadness fluttered across her face.
”Oh. Well of course.” The valets returned, somehow at the exact same time with their 
clothes. They put on their coats in silence and walked out in to the streets. As he was 
about to say his goodbyes she spoke.
”You wouldn’t let a poor girl walk home alone would you Andrew?” 
Damn. Of course he couldn’t now that she mentioned it. 
”Of course not.” He mumbled. With a smile she took his arm and led him up the street. 
They made their way through the snow covered streets soon slipping back in to laughter 
and conversation, it felt so natural, so right. For once these things weren’t complicated or 
difficult, it just worked. He couldn’t quite remember where they walked or for how long, 
surely for a whole lot longer than was needed to get to her house. As they made their way, 
laughing, across one of the bridges across the river she stopped. He stopped to and 
looked over to her. 
”What is it?” He asked. She put a finger to her mouth. ”Shhhh. Listen.”
As she said it he could hear music drifting up from the riverbank below. A lone violin 
playing as the snow fel gently around them. They walked up to the railing and looked 
down. Sitting in the snow at the edge of the river was a man playinn an battered old fiddle, 
mozart he thought it was. 
”I want to dance.” The words didn’t quite register with him. She wanted to what?
He turned to her, a human avatar of the question mark.
”I’m sorry?” 
She walked up close to him, put her right hand in his and her other on the small of his 
back. ”I want to dance.” She smiled up at him.
”I’m... I don’t think that’s enitrely proper.” He blurted out the words, meaning none of them.
”Don’t be silly, it’s just a dance.” She began to move with the violin, taking him with her. 
The snow seemed to be falling heavier around them now. Time slowed to a crawl as she 
led him gently through the movements. The lump in his stomach had moved up in to his 
chest now, burning like coal. They moved and spun through the snow until, finally, coming 



to a stop at the railing. He felt her fingers slip in between his as she pressed herself 
against him. He leaned down and buried his face in her hair, breathing in her smell. She 
sqeezed his hand harder, he could feel her breast heave as she breathed. They stood 
there, in the middle of the bridge in silent embrace and he never wanted the moment to 
end. 
”We should have done this a long time ago.” Her voice was soft and warm, but there was 
sadness in it, he could feel it as clear as anything. He pulled her in tighter,running his 
fingers through her hair. 
”I know. A long time ago.” His voice was cracking, he could barely fight back the tears.
She uncoupled from him and took a step back, her hands still in his. He could drown in 
those blue eyes. 
”I love you.” He could feel a tear run down his cheek. She dropped his hands and just as 
she was about to speak she was yanked away from him. The bridge between them 
expanding fast, lanterns rising out of the ground like spear, cobblestones clicking in to 
place . He started to run after her, breath burning in his chest. She was trying to say 
something, scream it even but he couldn’t hear her over the deafening tear of reality 
breaking as the bridge kept expanding beneath his feet. He screamed out at her as she 
began to diseapear in the distance. Not words just a wretched howl. And with that the 
bridge around him began to crumble. Cobblestones splashing in to the black waters of the 
river below. He kept running, she kept drifting away and the bridge kept collapsing. Finally 
the whole thing broke beneath him and he tumbled through the air and hit the cold black 
water below, a hail of stones spashing in to the water around him, gaslight lanterns hissing 
as they hit water. He scrambled and splashed, fighting to get to the surface but the water 
kept dragging him down. Down deeper and deeper, untill everything was black.

He woke up with a yell. He could feel wood beneath his hands. He was sweating. Slowly 
he opened his eyes and looked around. The bookshelves, the desk, the window looking 
out in to a nondescript little alley. And the desk with the damned book of numbers on it. He 
was home. In a mix of terror and rage he untangled himself from his bed sheets and stood 
up on unsteady legs. A dream, a bloody dream. He sat down on the edge of the bed and 
took a few deep breaths. In through the nose, out through the mouth. He sat like that for a 
good while trying to calm himself. Then suddenly a knock on the door. He looked up, 
confused. Who the hell was that? His landlady? Perhaps he’d made a lot of noise. He 
really oped he hadn’t bothered the poor old woman. There was another knock. 
”Come in. It’s open.” His voice was shaking and it had a strange quality to it, gravelly and 
slurred.

Slowly the door opened and in the doorway, rimmed in a halo of light from the hallway 
beyond, she stood. Elizabeth. He swallowed hard, trying to make sense of things, trying to 
atleast think of something to say. But nothing came. 
She walked across the room towards him. Blue eyes sparkling, a smile on her red lips, 
bosom heaving with every ragged breath. As she walked her fingers were busy undoing 
the buttons of her dress. It fell to the floor behind her in a heap of silk. Next the white 
petticoat. When she reached him she was as naked as the day she was born. The skin on 
her breasts shining blue in the moonlight coming in through the window. Her pink nipples 
stiff in the cold evening air. He could hardly breathe, he just sat there staring, marveling at 
the soft curve of her hips, the light shimmering on her thigh. She put her hand on his 
shoulder and pushed him gently back in to the bed, climbling on top of him, her breasts 
brushing against his chest as she leaned in and kissed him gently on the neck. Nothing, 
not a wrod had been spoken yet. He could feel himself getting hard as she kissed her way 
down his chest. Her soft hands played with the hairs on his chest as she leaned in towards 
him, her lips brushing his cheek, a little nibble on his earlobe, hot and wet.



”Are you awake?” She whispered softly. What? He looked at her confused. She smiled at 
him. 
”You have to wake up.” She whispered again. 

He opened his eyes with a twitch. Light streaming in too fast, all he could see was a blurry 
black shape above him. 

”Are you alright?” He didn’t recognize the voice, it sounded like a woman. Slowly the world 
around him began to coalesce. A young woman stood over him, a worried smile on her 
face. He was lying in his bed.

”Just wanted to check on you sir.” She said, a hint of pitty in her voice. He tried to answer 
her but nothing came out. As he looked down the bed he saw himself. Arms thin as sticks, 
hands gnarled and wrinkled like twisted old roots. Thin grey hair sticking out of the collar of 
his nightgown. Every parts of his body ached, his shaking hands wouldn’t obey when he 
tried to lift them. As she leaned in close and patted him on the head he caught a glimpse 
of himself in her eyes. Cheeks gaunt, eyes sunken and rimmed with black, a few tufts of 
white hair on his otherwise bald head. An old man looking back at him. Of course. It had all  
been a dream, a dying old bodys desperate attempt at solace before the end.

”Try to get some rest sir.” The kind young lady said with a smile. He couldn’t for the life of 
him remember her name or who she was, but when she began to walk out of the room he 
was overcome with fear. 
”Please don’t leave!” He tried to say but all that came out was a pathetic whimper. She 
turned in the door and looked at him with pity before closing it. Please don’t leave. I don’t 
want to die alone. He felt a tear run down the side of his face, a sad gurgling coming from 
his throat as he began to silently weep. 

Wasted. So much time wasted. This was his life this room, the books and the numbers he 
hated so. And now it was to late. He couldn’t even really remember her any more, the girl 
in the dream. She’d been real once. Or someone like her, but he’d been a coward then as 
he had been always. So much he’d wanted to do, but never did. So much he’d wanted but 
never tried to get. So many chances tossed to the wind. He coughed between the sad 
gasps for air. This was how he would die, as alone as he had lived. Mourned by noone 
surrounded by nothing but the dust of a wasted life.

He was starting to feel tired, really tired. As he began to drift off terror gripped him. He 
would not wake up this time, he knew he wouldn’t. He just wanted a little more time. 
Fighting desperatley to stay awake he felt himself loosing felt the darkness encroach. 
I don’t want to die! I’m not ready! I haven’t lived, please, please I don’t want to die. 
And with those final thoughts darkness took him.


