
    
      [image: Cover]
    

  

[image: Feedbooks]

Mr A Walker

Sandi B





Published: 2010

Tag(s): "Short Story" "Thriller"




This eBook is copyright material and must not be copied,
reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or
publically performed or used in any way except as specifically
permitted in writing by the publishers as allowed under the terms
and conditions under which it was obtained of as strictly
applicable copyright law.  Any unauthorised distribution or
use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and
publisher’s rights and those responsible may be liable in law
accordingly. 

 

Published by barlebooks.net©2010

 

Frying Pan image courtesy of www.clker.com








The out-timed street lights had just started to warm the soggy
air while the wind dropped, stationary and static, outside the door
of Mr. A Walker.   It must have been past dawn as the
winter sun had dragged itself into the brink of morning and the
Postman slouched from door to door delivering  mail. 
This morning felt as bleary-eyed as every morning for Mr. A.
Walker.  Having got in drunk and late from a work dinner, and
in the general trend of extraordinary things happening to ordinary
people, Mr. Arnold Walker was quite ordinary.   He was,
in fact, dull; a nondescript man in his early forties, graying a
little at the sides and looking slightly weary.  He kept a
strict routine that saw him work five days a week, play a little
golf on the Saturday, watch a film in the evening.  With the
finale of Sundays spent visiting either his or Mrs. A. Walker's
parents and going to bed early for Monday Morning.  Mr. A.
Walker worked in an office, where and what he does is not important
or interesting.  And if he had any hopes or dreams, there were
limp and uninspiring; he tucked them away for a solitary train
journey when no one was around to disturb him.

After leaving his wife sleeping peacefully, a hung-over Arnold
Walker quietly groped his way out of bed, showered and methodically
dressed.   He proceeded downstairs to the front door to
collect and read his morning mail over breakfast.  His
breakfast was to be nothing out of the usual – a bowl of generic
cornflakes with semi-skimmed milk – where he sat at the polished
mahogany dining table his Mother-in-law gave as a wedding present a
little over ten years ago.  His eyes scanned the envelopes in
his hand, it seemed to be bills, junk-mail and a postcard.  He
glanced at the tasteful blue Kitchen clock, positioned on the shiny
yellow gingham wall, his eyes travelling down across the ceramic
and glass jars.  His eyes stopped at the stainless steel
kitchen sink with the red smears and he audibly gasped as he took
in blue cardboard doors covered in bleach.  Everything in the
house that should be comforting and familiar became a scene of
half- promises and tota lies. 

 

Mrs A. Walker was upstairs in bed and Arnold did not want to
wake her.  Like Arnold, she was not extraordinary; she didn't
stop traffic, her legs weren't five miles high with the face of a
goddess and her brain wasn't offered scholarships from
Oxbridge.  But there was something not quite ordinary about
Mrs. A. Walker though.  Perhaps it was her disarming charm,
her enthusiasm for Mills and Boon novels or maybe it was the dead
body lying cold and bludgeoned on her kitchen floor.  Because
this was the second body that had ended up on Mrs. A. Walkers
kitchen floor and quite frankly, Arnold had had enough.  He
did not want to deal with a dramatic, interfering event again.

  

While Mrs. A. Walker slept soundly upstairs Arnold sighed and
navigated his trembling way around the deceased, throwing a
tea-towel over the agonised face and making his way over to the
kettle.  He must be in shock he thought, he didn’t feel
confused about this - it was very clear in his mind that his wife
was possibly a lunatic -  the first time this had happened he
believed her pleadings and sobs.  The facts had seemed
reasonable over the first bloodied and battered slab of
flesh;  an intruder in the house had frightened Mrs. A. Walker
and she had no choice but to defend herself with the French
cast-iron cooking pan Arnold's mother had given them. 

 

However, it was while disposal of the intruder's body began,
Arnold felt something was not quite right.  Looking down at
the blood-soaked tea-towel Arnold began to piece together the
similarities between the intruder and this poor soul who had
reached an untimely end. Both faces were oozing messes of blood and
broken bone.  And though the pan Mrs. Walker had used was
heavy, one couldn't help questioning just how much rage and fury
could result in such dissemination of someone's eyes, nose and
general bone structure.  Maybe it was the calm manner that his
wife resonated in explaining she couldn't go to prison for
self-defence because the jury would not understand, as she wrapped
a bleeding, rancid corpse in bin liners; or was it the manic grin
she wore when she excitedly told him how she heard bones cracking,
splintering and shattering.  Whatever it was, Arnold's head
was hurting so he clicked on the kettle and sat down. 
Realistically he loved his wife: well, he didn't love her as so
much as was used to having her around.  She cooked a fine
feast on a Sunday and always did his laundry without complaining;
she would always draw a star next to a  programme in the T.V
guide she thought he would like and never asked for anything lavish
in the house.   He actually couldn't remember the last
time she had asked for anything.  Her family seemed perfectly
normal except for her dotty aunt and his family adored her, and
Arnold really couldn't understand what would drive a thirty-eight
year old housewife to murder two grown men with cooking
ware. 

 

You see the doubt Arnold was having over his wife's purity of
mind was not new.  For whatever reason two months ago, Arnold
had began to doubt his wife's intruder story; as the desperation
set in, he started checking the news, missing person reports,
checking the whereabouts of people he knew his wife had arguments
with.   Arnold was not a man who gave flight to fancy,
but the niggling doubt he had was cultivated from Mrs. A. Walker's
new exhilaration for life.  She didn't change in her behaviour
to him, but he started buying her new lightweight cooking ware just
to be safe.  It seems, however, that the French cooking pan
had made a comeback.

 

Last Saturday when he returned to the supermarket to buy more
bleach for the kitchen floor, he noticed the sales assistant his
wife despised was not working.  Mrs. A. Walker was always
complaining about the young man, his hair length and lack of
manners.   She was not prone to rants, but the sales
assistant had been rather rude to her a few weeks ago over
something or other, and it was all she could talk about with his
fuming purple head and spitting lips. To be fair to Arnold he had
done well to take the 'dead person' situation in his stride, but as
he stood next the cleaning products, he felt his world start to
dissolve.  Would his wife really kill someone
because they annoyed her?  He gripped the handle of the
bleach, as if to guarantee he was not dreaming, and as the fumes
escaped from the bleach bottle, he looked up to the strip lights
blinking down at him, he gazed across at the other shoppers and
dropped the bottle.

 

Back in the kitchen, gazing at this poor sod on the kitchen
tiles Arnold heard his wife awake.  Mrs. A. Walker was not a
morning person and soon the sounds of slamming doors swelled into a
symphonic harbinger of Mrs. A. Walker's morning routine. 
Arnold looked at his hands.  He looked at his feet.  He
looked at the ceiling with an unclear expression on his face. 
He got up and went to the Dining Room, across the thick purple
carpet and opened a drawer from the dresser they bought when they
first moved in.  Nestled in-between prescriptions and bank
statements sat the Savings book.  It was Mrs. A. Walker’s idea
to go to the south of France for a couple of months, and the last
statement declared over ten grand in the account.  He looked
over at the door and saw suitcases; his wife's to be precise,
neatly folded.  Today was Saturday.  He looked at his
watch.  Twenty minutes past nine would mean that he wasn't
even up.  He didn't play golf till eleven and he had slept in
the spare bedroom because he was late coming back.  This was a
habit of his for the last five years, so not wake his good
wife.  He looked at the Savings book again.  The plastic
green Savings card was tucked neatly into its cover; normally the
card belonged in his bedside drawer, next to his spare business
cards and foot ointment.

 

For the first time in a long time Mr. A. Walker smiled.  He
picked up the savings book, whistling softly and headed towards the
front door.  He looked down at his wife's packed cases and
shook his head.  He grabbed his keys from its hook as the
gentle steps of Mrs. A. Walker started down the stairs and said
softly, 'Good-bye love,’ with his head already half- way out the
door and his hand reaching for his mobile phone.
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When does fasination turn into obsession? When does a harmless
pastime become a dangerous passion? Is it possible to walk on the
brink of danger and never cross the line?

It all depends on the point of view...
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