
    
      [image: Cover]
    

  



Sybil Kempel

Headwinds









 



Translated by Panagiota Prokopi

 



Photo by María Victoria Heredia
Reyes on Unsplash


 



Copyright © 2019 - Sybil Kempel
                    





    
    Index

    
    
	
Chapter 1



	
Chapter 2



	
Chapter 3



	
Chapter 4



	
Chapter 5



	
Chapter 6



	
Chapter 7



	
Chapter 8



	
Chapter 9



	
Chapter 10



	
Chapter 11



	
Chapter 12



	
Chapter 13



	
Chapter 14



	
Chapter 15



	
Chapter 16



	
Chapter 17



	
Chapter 18



	
Chapter 19



	
Chapter 20



	
Chapter 21



	
Chapter 22



	
Chapter 23



	
Chapter 24



	
Chapter 25







        
            
                
                
                    
                        Chapter 1
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    


  
“…



and
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
don’t
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
forget
          Davis’s bag.” 
        
      
    
  





  
“

  
    
      Davis’s?”
              George wondered
    
  
 "

  
    
      
        
          
            
              He
                          hasn’t showed up yet...”
            
          
        
      
    
    
      
        
           
          

        
      
    
  








The
          caddy looked amused. 
        
      
    
  





  

    

      

        

          
Mr.
          Walker repressed a fit of anger against the boy.
        
      
    
  




  
 “

  
    
      Mr.
              Davis`s bag. H
    
  







e
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
will
          arrive this evening.” 
        
      
    
  





  

    

      

        

          
The
          boy blushed violently and lowered his head. 
        
      
    
  





  
“



Of
        course Mr. Walker. I`ll put the bag in the right
        place.”
      
    
  




  
“



And
        do your best. You must learn to hold your tongue” he
        replied,
        brandishing the note book of arrivals and departures.
        
      
    
  





  

    

      

        

          
The
          boy walked away without saying a word. Mr. Walker watched
          him walk
          through the door to the store and then shook his head.
          Davis was one
          of the club`s best players and he could not afford to
          lose him. Plus
          he was a very short-tempered person and that was making
          things way
          more complicated. Walker stood still for a while,
          contemplating
          something, 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
t
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
hen
          started shouting toward the store: ”George... wait. I
          will
          personally check the bag. I would never... ” he stopped
          talking. 
        
      
    
  





  
”



The
        boy is willing” he thought, ”but inexperienced.” 
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
 
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
Walker
          remembered the scene during the ”Yorkshire Land”
          tournament. The
          caddy, a novice poor boy 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            

              
had
              scattered all the golf clubs on the grass. 
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
Davis
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

          got furious and left the game. The thing 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
might
            well have been unnoteworthy, 
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
but
          after he left they did not know how to bet. Someone that
          evening
          opened a bottle of champagne and made a toast to the
          abandonment of
          the best player in the county. The bookmakers 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
lost
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
a
          lot of money, as the given price was determined by the
          other listed
          players when Davis was still in competition. Davis, on
          the other
          hand, left and was no longer seen at the club ever after.
          He had been
          absent for almost three months by now. The news had
          spread that he
          had left on a business trip, but few believed it. People
          made
          comments full of heavy irony about him and the fact that
          he shut
          himself away, in his office, to let off steam.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
He
          could not always get a hold on himself. He had a certain
          style of
          feigning indifference or arrogance, which are both the
          same thing,
          but many realized that behind the patina of ice and calm
          that
          characterized his `savoir faire` there was actually a
          passionate and
          impetuous nature. The self-control that separated him
          from the common
          life of the vast majority of mortals on earth was the
          fruit of an
          intense and exhausting work carried out on himself and
          his own
          character. Any cracks manifested in the perfect building
          of his
          behavior unnerved him a lot and caused him annoying
          impulses of
          escape. 
        
      
    
  





  

    

      

        

          
Walker
          smiled. 
        
      
    
  





  
“



And
        now we`ll have him back with us” he said with a touch of
        irony and
        fear.
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
 
        
      
    
  




  
“
  

    

      

        
Who
        told you that?” Webb asked. The fat gentleman who sat at
        the table
        in front of him, under the veranda lit by flickering
        Chinese
        lanterns, smiled and cleaned his mustaches with his napkin.
        ”This
        is a secret,” he said. “To hell with your secrets,” said
        Webb,
        pouring gin into his glass. ”You said you`d quit” he
        observed
        him with a grimace of disappointment. Webb shrugged. ”There
        is
        always time for gin and women. When the right opportunity
        comes up... ” and Webb winked. The other gave a thunderous
laugh and
        he took
        the glass that had been half-filled. He took a swig and
        closed his
        eyes. ”Delicious,” he said. ”Special reserve,” said Webb,
        satisfied. But you have not told me yet how did you know
        that Davis
        is back? Dixon, flaunting calm and indifference, pulled a
        huge cigar
        from his jacket pocket, he beheaded and undertook a
        meticulous and
        slow ritual of ignition. Webb burnt his throat but tried
        not to show
        it. After all, as president of the Hornsea sailing club, he
        should
        have taken precedence. Davis was, as Webb declared, a
        ”member more
        than supporter.”
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

          Ever since he became a member, the club seemed to have
          returned to
          its ancient splendor, back when Hornsea was a holiday
          resort
          frequented by classy people. Webb looked lovingly at the
          decor of the
          dining room that now glowed in mahogany, nautical rope
          knots and
          authentic objects belonged to glorious ships of the past
          times.
          Inside there was an atmosphere of adventure and
          transoceanic
          travel.From the portholes you could easily expect to see
          a tropical
          beach, so high was the accuracy of the reconstruction.
          
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
Finally
          the table companion poured his bulk into the chair,
          tilting his head
          back. He took a deep breath in the cigar and then 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
stepped
            forward with a
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
              

              
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            

              
knowing
              gaze. 
            
          
        
      
    
  





  

    

      

        

          
"You
          know Mrs. Price?" He asked, lowering his tone. A useless 
          adjustment because there was nobody in the club room
          other than them.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"The
          widow?"
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"She.
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
She’s
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
quite
          informed of all the movements of the man..."
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
Webb
          smiled: "






She’s
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
always
          informed about all the movements of all those that can
          become an
          opportunity.... let's say interesting - of
          knowledge"
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"A
          witch," commented the other.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"That's
          not to be discussed" Webb replied, "though I'd like to
          know how she managed to sneak through Davis's
          imperviousness. In all
          those years that he is being our partner I could never
          tell..."
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"But
          your name is not Mrs. Price. And you 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
don’t
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
have
          those two little fellows on your breast that can even
          make the dead
          speak" sighed the fat gentleman.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"Davis
          does not seem to be easily enchanted by people like
          Leslie"
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
He
            does

  
    
      
        
          "
                    the other argued eagerly, "
        
      
    
  







you
            haven’t got it
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

          The point is that the only thing that can enchant him is
          a pair of
          boobs put on display.’'
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"Alexander,
          not everyone is like you, so sensitive to female beauty"
          Webb
          replied, embarrassed.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
Dixon
          s
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
hook
            his head:
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
"That's
          not the question. Davis is in the background a spoiled
          playboy who
          tries to take advantage of even the least tempting
          opportunities" 
        
      
    
  





  

    

      

        

          
"Why
          do you say that: even the least?" Webb said, stepping a
          little forward.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"Look
          at Leslie, 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
Mrs
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
Price:
          she's a nice woman, apparently nice, apparently joyful,
          apparently
          well disposed" Dixon said, interspersing each adjective
          with a
          puff of smoke that created a cloud over his head.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"Too
          many apparently" said Webb grimacing as he poured
          another
          half-glass of gin.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"Here
          you have hit the 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
spot.
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
She
          is hunting. He is not a prey’’
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"I
          do not understand you" Webb said, handing the glass to
          Dixon.
          He swallowed it in a sip and then continued.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"If
          I'm not mistaken 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
he’ll
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
exploit
          the situation, 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
she’ll
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
put
          herself in his bed and then ... in the wind as before"
          
        
      
    
  





  

    

      

        

          
"I
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
don’t
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
think
          s," Webb said, "Price 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
won’t
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
let
          him. S






he’ll
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
tie
          him firmly to his bed and keep him there until he 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
cracks
            and leave his
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

          money 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
to
            her 





"
          Webb said bitterly.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"Now
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
it’s
            my turn not to believe it possible. 
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
The
          man is too clever." Dixon put back his glass on the table
          noisily.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"In
          the old days there would be a be," Webb ventured. The
          other 
          enlightened.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"My
          goodness, seems like a good idea. I say she 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
won’t
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
make
          it" Dixon said and put a hundred-pound note on the
          table.
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"I
          say she will" Webb replied with a slightly defiant tone
          and
          added a second banknote. The two shook hands, then Dixon
          made the
          banknotes disappear 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
into
            
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
his
          wallet: "I'll keep the money" he said, smiling
          mischievously ‘’and I think 
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          

            
he
            won’t 
          
        
      
    
  


  

    

      

        

          
leave
          this wallet anymore’’
        
      
    
  




  

    

      

        

          
"Keep
          my two hundred pounds well" said the other, and poured a
          third
          glass to both of them.
    
  


                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        Chapter 2
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    

 





  

    
"Dixon,
    it was him" The
two women whispered at the end of the line. In the bakery it was
hot
and Klara, behind the counter, glanced at them impatiently.
    
  



  

    

      
"And
then two more of them there. Are they fresh?" said the old woman
at this moment.
    
  



  

    

      
"Mrs.
Clements, we do not keep the bread of the previous day,"
answered Klara with a hint of irritation in her voice.
    
  




  

    
"For
    heaven's sake, I did not mean it this way," the old woman
    
  


  

    

      
apologized.
       
    
  




  

    

      
"Do
you want anything else?" Klara asked.
    
  



  

    

      
"Tomorrow
my son is coming with his family," Mrs. Clements leaned toward
Klara. "His wife is so demanding, you know ..." Klara
barely held a sigh while the other continued: "In twenty years
they hardly invited me four or five times to their house. On the
other hand they are coming a lot of times here to eat with
me"
    
  



  

    

      
"You
see
    
  
  

    

      

        


      
    
  
  

    

      

        

          
you

        
      
    
  
  

    

      

        
cook

      
    
  
  

    

      
very
well," Klara said, lowering her voice. Mrs. Clements smiled
smugly.
    
  



  

    

      
"In
fact, my sanguinaccio is remarkable, everyone who tasted it says
so"
    
  



  

    

      
"Anything
else?" Klara repeated, seeing that the line was getting
longer.
    
  



  

    

      
"No,
no. If I need something, I'll come again tomorrow."
    
  



  

    

      
Mrs.
Clements took a handful of coins from her purse: "Can you pick
the right amount of money? I cannot see so well anymore. "Klara
took two coins and returned to the others. Very slowly Mrs.
Clements
put the rest of the coins back in her purse, grabbed the bag of
bread, and in small steps walked toward the exit.
    
  



  

    

      
"And
what 
    
  
  

    

      

        
did
Dixon do?
      
    
  
  

    

      
"
Asked the other woman in line as Klara served the next
customer.
    
  



  

    

      
"He
tried it, didn't he? 
    
  
  

    

      

        
That
fat pig
      
    
  
  

    

      
.."
replied the first.
    
  



  

    

      
"Ursula,
I cannot believe it. He must be one hundred and fifty years
old"
    
  



  

    

      
"He
is in a good shape, I assure you in spite of his belly and all the
rest. He never stopped hunting," said Ursula. Finally it was
their turn.
    
  



  

    

      
"Ursula,
Magda," said Klara with a smile, "
    
  
  

    

      

        
can
I help you
      
    
  
  

    

      
?"
    
  



  

    

      
"I
do not want anything," Magda said. "If I buy some bread, I
will eat it all on the street. I came to say hi."
    
  



  

    

      
"I'll
take that loaf." Ursula pointed to a dark, small, round bread
like the back of a turtle.
    
  



  

    

      
Klara
slipped it into a paper bag and placed it quickly on the weighing
scale.
    
  



  

    

      
Magda
was feeling too hot and nodded at Klara. The latter leaned over the
desk while her friend whispered: "So how did it go last
night?"
    
  



  

    

      
Klara
lowered her voice: "I've fixed it"
    
  



  

    

      
"I
knew it," Magda said, giggling.
    
  



  

    

      
"In
my opinion you should not accept the invitation," Ursula
grumbled, "people like that, can get you into trouble..."
    
  



  

    

      
"In
the meantime I had dinner at the boat club last night," Klara
said lightly as she handed her the receipt," and I assure you it
was not a vegetarian dinner."
    
  



  

    

      
"I
hope you let him spend a lot of money," Magda said sourly.
    
  



  

    

      
"This
doesn't mean a thing to him. With all the pounds he spends on
drinks
every day in there ...." Ursula added.
    
  



  

    

      
"Are
we moving?" The first customer in the queue asked impatiently.
She was a skinny lady looking tired and aggressive with a blue
livery
"There is someone who works here," she concluded.
    
  



  

    

      
Magda
gave her a look full of contempt as Klara gently asked, "What
can I offer you, Mrs. Cox?"
    
  



  

    

      
Magda
and Ursula halted and did not leave the cash register. Then they
stood in a corner waiting for the end of the line. A few minutes
later nobody was in the shop. Klara went to meet them.
    
  



  

    

      
"I
can't stand Cox," she said.
    
  



  

    

      
"Is
it true that she became a housekeeper in a villa near Hall Garth
Park?" Magda asked.
    
  



  

    

      
"It
seems so, but I don’t know who hired her" Klara replied.
    
  



  

    

      

        
"
      
    
  
  

    

      

        

          
Maybe
a rich stranger 
        
      
    
  
  

    

      

        
for
      
    
  
  

    

      

his beautiful seaside holiday house," Ursula wryly said while
shrugging her shoulders.
    
  



  

    

      
"Probably.

    
  
  

    

      

        

          
Someone

        
      
    
  
  

    

      
who
does't know her" the three women laughed.
    
  



  

    

      
"And
Dixon?" Magda asked curiously.
    
  




  

    
Klara
    giggled and spread her arms: "As I told you: I fixed it"
    
  




  

    

      
Ursula
got infuriated. "I wonder if 
    
  
  

    

      

        

          
he
        
      
    
  
  

    

      

        

takes a look of himself in
      
    
  
  

    

      

the mirror once in a while
    
  
  

    

      

        
.

      
    
  
  

    

      

        

          
He

        
      
    
  
  

    

      
disgusts
me. How can she hope to succeed ...’’
    
  



  

    

      
"At
a certain age," Magda interrupted, "men lose consciousness
of what they are. They think they are always fascinating teenagers.

    
  
  

    

      

        
The
older they get, 
      
    
  
  

    

      
the
worse they became. They do not realize they are being
ridiculous’’
    
  



  

    

      
"True,"
Klara said, "but some manage to hide it. Others, like Dixon,
become even more impudent»
    
  





  
At
  that moment the bell of the glass door rang. 




  

    

      
"Look
who's coming," Ursula muttered.
    
  



  

    

      
"That
bitch," Magda muttered between her teeth, turning to the woman
who had just entered with a large, false smile.
    
  



  

    

      
She
was a very graceful looking woman, dressed in a refined manner with
a
violet silk scarf wrapped softly around her neck. As soon as he
entered, a 100-pound perfume per bottle fussed the shop and erased
the smell of loaves of breads. Klara snapped to the counter and
said
politely: "Mrs. Price, how can I serve you?"
    
  




  

    
The
    woman looked around, looking bored, and then asked, "
  


  

    

      
What’s
      up
    
  


  

    
?"
    
  




  

    

      
Ursula
and Magda looked at each other and refrained from giggling,
amused.
    
  



  

    

      
"There
are these loaves made of potatoes, or those made of wholemeal flour
..." Klara said pointing at two shelves closed by a glass
shutter filled with tiny little buns.
    
  



  

    

      
"Do
you have the sesame one?" Asked the other, 
    
  
  

    

      

        
trying
to exaggerate the London accent.
      
    
  



  

    

      
"No,
Mrs. Price, I'm sorry. Today we don't have them’’
    
  



  

    

      
"Too
bad" she said, disappointed, "I'll settle for a wholemeal
and a normal without lard."
    
  



  

    

      
Klara
closed the bag and handed it to her.
    
  



  

    

      
While
paying Mrs. Price asked nonchalantly, glancing at Ursula and Magda:
"

  
    
      Since
      down here it’s quite easy to know what’s going on in town
      these
      days, do you happen to know if Mr Davis has arrived?
    
  



"
    
  



  

    

      
Klara
studied the woman: "Mrs. Price,"  answered with a little
too much determination" this morning was pretty hectic and
there was no time for me to gossip. I'm sorry, but here we never
hear
any news about what Mr. Davis does."
    
  



  

    

      
"I
thought the opposite" said Mrs. Price sweetly. "After all,
Davis is always surrounded by a certain... fame,
surroundings..."
    
  



  

    

      
"He
could also be the new Prime Minister," Klara replied cheerfully,
"would not make a big difference to us" and she remarked
that with a knowing look at the two women who were listening with
great attention.
    
  



  

    

      
Leslie
Price shrugged her shoulders, smiled and went out elegantly,
muttering in an imperceptible w
    
  
  

    

      

        
ay:
"

  
    
      
        Gossipy
        bitches
      
    
  




."
      
    
  



  

    

      
As
soon she left the three women burst out laughing.
    
  



  

    

      
"...If by any chance Mr. Davis has already arrived..." Magda
asked,
imitating her refined accent and the mania of throwing the scarf
back
on her neck.
    
  



  

    

      
"As
if he doesn't know that she is stalking him and she is only looking
forward to slip into his bed 
    
  
  

    

      

        
and

      
    
  
  

    

      

        

          
take
all his money



        
      
    
  
  

    

      
"
said Ursula.
    
  



  

    

      
"And
God knows to how many she must have..." Magda sighed.
    
  



  

    

      
Klara
shook her head. "At this moment, I repeat, even if he was the
crown prince in person, it would not make any difference to
me"
    
  



  

    

      
"I
would, if I was given the chance " Ursula said.
    
  



  

    

      
Magda
looked at her and then said. "But you're not so do not even think
about it"
    
  



  

    

      
Ursula
shrugged her shoulders. "See you tonight at Victoria's?"
Klara asked.
    
  



  

    

      
"As
usual" she replied.
    
  



  

    

      
The
door rattled again. "Mrs. Adams. In what I can serve you" Klara
said, moving away from her two friends and going behind the
counter.
    
  




  

    
Ursula
    and Magda waved good-bye and left the bakery, chatting
    intensely. 
  




 



                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        Chapter 3
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    


"Bastard.
A new Aston Martin" Mr. Edwards murmured while a  bright
Vanquish entered the gravel driveway of Willow Manor.
    
  


  

    

      
Mrs.
Roberts, standing next to him, looked at him disapprovingly.
    
  



  

    

      
"Edward.
Please." she said.
    
  



  

    

      
"I
didn't mean it" the butler justified himself, lined up with the
other servants in front of the building's front door. Then,
sighing,
he turned to the housekeeper: "I know better what to do with
three hundred thousand pounds, instead of fiddling with toys of
that
kind."
    
  



  

    

      
"Oh,
at last. You are NOT Mr. Davis. But you are getting paid by him.
And
well paid. At least that should lead you to respect him, don't you
think so?"
    
  



  

    

      
"I
respect everyone's whims. But they burn. And as for our salary: the

bread crumbs of the  bread crumbs."
    
  



  

    

      
"It's
pure envy," she whispered, brushing against him, while, beaming
a dazzling smile, she approached the car door.
    
  



  

    

      
Mr.
Edwards, too, approached, smiling, "It's a pleasure to see you
again" he said as he slightly nodded.
    
  



  

    

      
Davis
looked at him distractedly: "Do you know how to open the trunk,
Edward?" he asked.
    
  



  

    

      
Then,
without waiting for an answer, he turned to the garden. He took two
steps toward the path leading to the fountain and stopped.
    
  



  

    

      
"What's
this eyesore?" Edward asked.
    
  



  

    

      
"The
new gardener. He said it's the latest fashion in terms of..."
he hinted.
    
  



  

    

      
"I
don’t seem to have made any provision on this," Davis said
coldly "Remove that thing... right away," and he pointed to
a tree pruned like a green ball. He turned like he had been stung
by
a wasp and headed home. Passing in front of Edward he stopped,
looked
at him for a moment and then adjusted his tie. The butler blushed
violently. Mrs Roberts repressed a giggle.
    
  



  

    

      
"Sara,
Joan. Take the gentleman’s suitcases to his room." He
ordered.
    
  



  

    

      
The
two maids obeyed and took the bags that Edward, still with his
scarlet cheeks, was pulling out of the trunk. Davis entered the
house.
    
  



  

    

      
The
butler banged the trunk lid violently, to close it. He grumbled to
himself and dragged a sports bag with two wheels.
    
  



  

    

      
"Put
the car in the garage, Edward" the housekeeper said.
    
  



  

    

      
"I
won’t even think about it" the butler replied aggressively.
"I don’t take responsibility for damaging a three hundred
thousand pounds car. If you want to put it in the garage, you
better
think about it."
    
  



  

    

      
Mrs.
Roberts looked up to the sky and entered the house, closing the
front
door behind her.
    
  




 





  

    
And
    so he was alone again. Alone. Alone. Alone. Davis was searching
    nervously the drawers of the desk. It was almost as old as the
    house
    and there was a worn out piano. Roumor had it it belonged to
    some
    old, prominent writer, he was sure that the piece of furniture
    at
    most he had seen the sheets with the required amount of debt to
    pile
    up, of the family that had lived in the house until he couldn't
    afford to buy the house anymore. 
  




  

    

      
Davis
sat in the armchair that stood in the middle of the room. All in
all
it was a good deal: a sort of 
    
  
  

    

      

        
good
retreat
      
    
  
  

    

      

to be used when he won’t manage to hold himself anymore or if -for
reasons of force majeure- he would need to disappear from the
social
circles for some time. On some occasions that house had been
precious.
    
  



  

    

      
Davis
sniffed the air of the living room that smelled like old and dust.
He
felt a kind of anguish: when he was far away, he tended not to
think
about how he felt like a prisoner in that country, far from
everything, from business, as well as from life, from flatterers
like
friends, from beauty, as well as from dangers in which he, as a
polite and refined man of the world, often hunted.
    
  














































                    
                







                
            

            
        

    
OEBPS/copertina.jpg
Hoen ‘
/'//// 777 // |








OEBPS/LibreBaskerville-Italic.otf


OEBPS/LibreBaskerville-Bold.otf


OEBPS/LibreBaskerville-Regular.otf




