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If staring out of windows was an Olympic sport, he was well on the way to a gold medal. It was early October and the leaves were blushing beetroot red or bundling along the kerb, wrinkled and yellow like the juicy skin of his mother’s home-made rice pudding. Across the country road freshly raked fields shone brown, redder than Mars.
Is this what it had come to? Waiting for the world to speak when it remained stubbornly silent?
As twilight came down little squares of orange peeked out of the blackening grey. Families cozying in for evenings of TV and chat. But not here. She had gone. He had to face it. No turning back. The church clock climbed, mocking him. 
A girl waltzed by, arms swinging to the sound of her headphones. If music be the food of love, he thought, rip it away.
Just like school. Ha. Those were the days. He was quite naughty then. Helen wouldn’t have believed it. She’d only seen him as a mature, composed adult. How everyone was supposed to be. At least that’s what his teachers told him whenever he was brought before the headmaster. In those days they knew how to beat it out of you. 
Still it had paid off. He had made a success at work. Got promotion. Got a raise. He could live a cushy life. Not like his parents. Scum of the Earth he once heard a local councillor call them. All the people who lived in his street. At the time he didn’t understand what the fat man was referring to. He just knew it was about the people who lived near-by and it wasn’t very nice. In those days they knew how to make you feel ashamed, even if you didn’t know what for.
His father had sat him on his knee, when he’d been crying, and tried to explain. “It should never have been that way, son. Our family has always been well-off, but you see, your grandfather gave everything he owned to your uncle”. His dad took a draw on his pipe. “I was left with nothing. It was a struggle when your mother and I got together”.
His father spoke with an accent unlike anyone else’s in the street. Too posh for this part of town. He had picked up some himself. Probably helped to get him good jobs though. He didn’t have to work in any factory like everyone else. He was determined to get back what had been stolen from his parents. He became a clerk and worked his way up. That should have pleased Helen, but all he got were complaints. 
Helen kept telling him how boring it was to be with him. But you have to tow the line to get on in this world. He had learnt that. It was no good losing your rag when the bills came in either. His mother may have wept when she post slammed on the tiles, but she never shouted at anyone. Even when he had been naughty at school she remained calm and serene. That made him calm too. 
It had always been extremes with Helen. One minute she thought he was wonderful and they were so very in love, then the next she hated being with him and was threatening to leave. How was he supposed to give her a good life in such a whirlwind? Perhaps, if she came back, he should show her just how wild he could be. That would show her.
Their relationship had been like a roller-coaster. Making up and breaking up like boys in the playground. He tried to bring some stability to their lives, but all she wanted was “excitement”. But what was so exciting about arguing all the time? 
“I just don’t understand you, Helen”, he plucked up the courage to say. “One minute you say you love me, the next you tell me you don’t want to live with me any more”.
“We never do anything”, she strode in front of him as he sat on the sofa. “You’re always at work, or thinking about work, or preparing for work. There’s more to life”.
“Without work we wouldn’t have a life”.
“But what’s the use of a life like that? I want adventure, excitement, something new and different”. She stood in front of the hanging mirror.
“We could book a holiday in the Canary Islands, I suppose. Mr and Mrs Chapman said it was very nice”.
“Oh, you just don’t understand, do you?” She turned away, leaning her forehead on the wall.
“I’m just trying to help. I don’t know what you really want.”

And he never did. She never explained it. If she only told him clearly, he would have arranged it. It was a heavy cloud hanging over them. It spoilt the view, and suffocated him. 
“I wonder where she is now”, he muttered. She had only been gone a day. No time to find the excitement she kept on about. She must have found somewhere to stay the night. Probably her sister’s. That wouldn’t be so bad. Rachael always liked her sister.”

“You’ve took it very well.” Helen had said. “ I thought you might go mad and smash everything up.”
“I hope I never become like that.”
“I hope so too.”.
“Oh Helen.” He smiled. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

