
Nightingale

Three days later. Wednesday 11th July 2018

‘These bloody damn wasps,’ exclaimed Richard as he waved his arm in annoyance and sat down under the plum tree. ‘And you can bloody well shut that noise up too, Mr Nightingale.’ he groaned looking up into the tree at the nightingale who was singing to his heart’s content.
Richard always sat alone under the plum tree in the park on Hampstead Heath to enjoy his lunchtime break. He opened his sandwich box and smiled knowing how devoted his wife Anne was to him. Richard made a point that his sandwich box should contain one ham sandwich made with uncut wholemeal bread and ham off the bone from Edwards the butchers, a small packet of Waitrose ready salted crisp and a slice of Anne’s homemade cake. He also had a flask of coffee which he made himself because Anne was, ‘bloody useless,’ as Richard would often remind his wife, at making a simple cup of coffee. He unscrewed his flask and poured steaming black coffee into his china cup; Richard would only drink from a china cup. His grandmother, who Richard admired totally, had told him the only way to drink hot drinks was from a bone china cup – it tasted better. So, Richard sat under the shade of the plum tree, drinking coffee from his late grandmother’s china cup. 
The sun was shining, the birds were singing, but Richard was still full of gloom. People were sitting on blankets enjoying the summer weather in the park, but miserable Richard just sat moaning to himself ignoring the beauty that surrounded him. Two butterflies fluttered into the plum tree and settled there for a moment, to Richard they looked like they were lovers.
‘Don’t be a silly Billy.’ Richard said to himself, and added ‘They are butterflies.’ He poured brandy into his coffee which he drunk and witnessed the nightingale killing the two butterflies. Richard smiled, packed his sandwich box into his briefcase and headed back to the office.

Monday 9th July
John Adonis Blue lived his life to the full. He flew miles to drink his preferred tipple using his tongue like a straw gulping down the liquid nectar. John would only go for the rarest and tastiest of the varieties and had to travel far and wide for his little luxury. He worked hard and played hard. His favourite pastime was to sit and watch the people on the park. He would often visit friends in Wentworth Place, which was close to the big park on Hampstead Heath. Wentworth Place was a large estate house, originally two houses that were joined together. The estate to the rear has a woodland garden and the front of the house boasted one of the finest gardens in London. It captured the grandeur of a bygone age and its floral displays were spectacular. 
It was on this lovely summer’s morning, that John made a visit to Wentworth Place and to his delight she was there. His beautiful English rose, Vanessa Cynthia – his painted lady. She had the bluest of eyes and John was madly in love with her. John would ponder over Vanessa for hours when he was not with her; romantic poetry flowed from his thoughts thinking about his love Vanessa Cynthia. 

Tuesday 10th July

John and Vanessa spent the night under the stars on Hampstead Heath. The night was clear and warm; the grass was their bed and they made love all evening, sleeping for a few winks and waking to more love making and caressing. John knew he did not have long to live and the lovers both agreed to spend one last night together before he flew off the following day and leave this world forever. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]‘You are my bright star.’ whispered John, as he lay in the grass next to Vanessa pointing to the starlit sky and added ‘Would I were steadfast as thou art.’

The following morning, John and Vanessa spent their last hours together in the park and when the time came they agreed to say their farewells in their favourite plum tree where the nightingale sings.




I was inspired to write this short story from a part of a letter John Keats wrote to Fanny Brawne:

“I almost wish we were butterflies and liv’d but three summer days – three such days with you I could fill with more delight than fifty common years could ever contain.”




