I Always Loved Her Smile


I always loved her smile. It was the first thing I noticed when I met her that summer in Paris. She was dancing in a small garden of daisies in a valley. I knew when I saw her that I would eventually marry her. I would have asked her then and there if I could have moved. I was paralyzed by the way her body moved inside her sun-dress.  A moment later, her lips curled into a smile as she tripped giddily over her own feet and fell among the flowers.


I remember our early dates all over Europe, the places we danced together and the places we made love under the moon on those warm summer nights. I’ll never forget the feel of her body lying against mine as mingled sweat ran down our skin. I think I still have the blankets we lay on at the loft I rented in London. And after every time, I would look at her smile and think of how lucky a man I was to have such a beautiful woman as her.

I remember the weekend that I stayed with her at her home in Montreal and met her parents for the first time. I was so nervous that I almost threw up on her father’s sweater.     

“Hello” he said. “You must be James, I’m Elise’s father. It’s nice to finally meet you.”


 We both smiled and gave each other strong and manly handshakes.  I gave some small greeting, but my mind was far away. I was thinking that behind his eyes was the beast who knew already that I had been making love to his little girl in little towns and villages all across Europe. The beast was greeting me, and at the same time, planning on how to kill me. He was thinking, “Should I use poison? Or maybe just the old-fashioned shooting during the night where I later tell the police that I’d mistaken the kid for a burglar.” The old man turned out to be okay though in the end.


We were married in Ireland and I remember thinking, “I bet she never makes it to the isle.” I was sure she would find someone smarter, younger, or more handsome than me and my soon to be perfect life would be ruined. It wasn’t though. We were wed and we spent our entire honeymoon in a bathtub in Honolulu. Room service got quite a bit of money out of us, but I think it was worth it just to see her smile at the other end of the tub, and most times, a lot closer.      


I don’t remember our last five years together with as much clarity I’m sad to say. I started a job at the law firm my father was a partner at and she became a homemaker. I told her that we had enough money so that she could do whatever she wanted, but she told me that she would rather stay in the townhouse and take care of me in the evenings and I of her. 

Even then I loved her more than any man had ever loved a woman in the history of the world. We were unlike most couples. We didn’t fight or argue. I always wondered what she did that allowed her to put up with my stubbornness and late nights at the office.


This last week, with the exception of Friday, was a blur too. Friday was the day that I took off early and came home to find my wife in our bedroom on top of the man that usually stands at the lobby door of our townhouse. I stayed in the shadows so they wouldn’t see me. I couldn’t believe that they were there fucking where normally I would have made love to her.  I left the apartment silently and flew to Paris and sat for hours in the garden of daisies I had first seen her dancing in.  I flew back here a few hours ago.


When I entered the apartment, I heard her say, “Is that you my love? I’m taking a bath, why don't you join me?” I walked into our bathroom and saw her lying in the bathtub. It is the old kind with iron feet that keep it off the ground.  Her head and breast lay above the water at one end and her feet rose out at the other. I sat on the edge of the bathtub and caressed her leg with one hand. 

“Do you still love me after all of these years?” I said. 

“Of course I do silly.” Her lips curled and gave me that beautiful smile I had come to love so much. 


I pulled the hammer from the pocket of my trench coat and rammed the head of it right in the middle of her beautiful teeth. Her legs kicked the bottom of the tub as waves of water fell over the edge.


I dug the hammer and a few teeth out and went for another swing. The next one hit her square in the forehead. Blood sprayed as bone crunched. Now that I think about it, her skull broke a lot easier than I thought it would be when I was buying the hammer. 


I think she quit feeling it after the ninth or tenth hit because she quit making that gargling sound through her broken teeth. This saddens me in a way.


Well now I guess I’ll go and call the doorman. I think I’ll bring him up here with a request for some quick help with a jammed door or maybe some luggage that I can’t open. When he comes through the door, Ill knock him out with one of my golf clubs. If all goes well, he’ll wake up tied down to the kitchen table. The first thing he’ll see will be my dead whore of a wife sitting in a chair next to him. The next thing he’ll see will be the buzz saw that I bought at the hardware store this morning. 


It’s turning into a fine day.
