
If you’re reading this, then I am quite sure that you are the redheaded woman, who was standing 
exactly seven paces behind the counter as I marked the full stop on this sentence.

By the time you get your coffee, I’ll be out of the door, into the jaws of the unknown and 
unforeseeable. What a lovely setting for my requiem, my swan song. I couldn’t think of anywhere 
more bustling and vibrant, rich with ideas and provocative thought, than an edgy, Soho coffee 
shop, serving the latest in beverage based vogue. 

You probably ordered an elegant drink, like an espresso, suiting the nature of your character, and 
glided over to this seat, by the window, an obvious choice, for sophisticated types like you and me. 
You’re probably thinking that i’ve been following you, tracking your every move like a mugger stalks 
an oblivious suburbanite. 

How else could I know so much about you?

The truth is that I have a gift, unique to me. I can tell everything about a person, from what 
shampoo they use to whether they support the congestion charge. All this just from a conversation, 
Of course we have never had a conversation, so there is little scope of application of my talent, but 
I can still tell what sort of person you are. 

Clever me.

But enough about you and me; lets move onto the real subject here: why in the world am I 
establishing such an intimate connection with a complete stranger? I couldn’t possibly summarise it 
in a single sentence which is why I will take the liberty of explaining the events of the past ten 
minutes in the following short and easily digestible paragraphs and sentence fragments. 

If you're reading this, then I might be dead. Or I might’ve just fallen prey to my own vicious and 
energetic imagination. In which case, this scrawled piece of paper, containing my last meditations 
upon the world around me, will be torn up into precisely seven pieces (the varying sizes don’t 
matter, as long as it’s seven) when I return to my seat and my coffee. I know that you're a kind-
hearted soul, so you'll gladly reimburse my seat, and life will roll on as if nothing every happened.

However, if the former situation presents itself to us, and i am killed in particularly gruesome 
circumstances, you will have an excellent view, one comparable with the royal box at an opera 
house. Bing the kind and Christian lady I know you are, you will immediately jump up, scream for 
help and dash out of the coffee shop, never even noticing this scrap of paper, and no one will know 
the story behind my sudden and grisly demise. So there is no reason for me to write this note, as 
either path will ultimately be resolved with this note left unread. 

What to do, what to do?

But I suppose I am a man of the world, and Ive seen stranger things happen that someone picking 
up an errant piece of paper in a Soho coffee shop and discovering the scribblings of a recently 
deceased maths enthusiast. I suppose I could have etched my thoughts into the grainy, bleached 
wood of this counter, but that would take time, and time is money and I am not a wealthy man at 
present. 

If you're reading this, then you probably want to hear my story by now. It started almost seven 
minutes before I crossed the T in ‘minutes’. A white van pulled up directly in front of me, blocking 
my view of a rather interesting display of territorial defence between two str tabby cats. This was 
the first irritation that the van caused me. It was, and probably still is, an ugly, archaic beast that for 
some mystical (no that I subscribe to any of the new age nonsense, I hope you would think better 
of me than that, my kind lady) reason stimulated my interest. It did not add up, not in the slightest. 

Things that don't add up don't belong.



I hope my folksy wisdom will help you to push further on your path to enlightenment. 

Back to the narrative.

My thirst for knowledge regarding this vehicle was piqued by the tinted windows. Why would a 
white can, the chariot of manual labourers, possibly need tinted windows? What secrets did it 
contain that the driver didn't want me to see? I noticed a large, conspicuous dent six or seven 
inches for the wing mirror on the drivers side. My eyes we drawn up from this aberration to the 
drivers face. Immediately I could see something wasn’t right. A realisation, bigger than the bombs 
they dropped in the blitz, hit me. There is a malevolence surrounding this man, I thought to myself.

If you're reading this, then you probably want to know about this man slouched in front of me. The 
driver is a man of middle age, or thereabouts. He wears a shirt which seems to be made of a 
material fro more exotic and well made than could be reasonable be afforded by a humble van 
driver. His pitch black, slightly faded hair is immaculately combed, and his teeth are immaculately 
white. Im writing this description in plain terms, without my usual flair, just in case it is required as 
evidence at the trial following my possibly imminent death at the hands of this man. Anyway, you 
probably deserve and explanation as to why I lean so strongly to the negative about this man. Its 
the contradictions. Contradiction surround and envelop him; he is a maelstrom of contradictions. 
Why would someone with an expensive Italian shirt drive a white van, ‘the chariot of the manual 
labourer’?

Why would someone who is careful enough to comb his hair so no a strand is loose be so reckless 
that he would dent his car?

It just doesn't add up. I told you I had a gift, one that lets me stare into the souls of people, and the 
soul this man carries is darker than the coffee I gaze into as I commit this analogy to paper.

I have to confront this man.

What if he's a hit man, here to kill me? What if he's a government agent, sent by the powers that 
be to bring me in for testing, dead or alive? What i he's an alien agent, here to take me because of 
the threat I pose to their invasion?

I have to stop him.

What would it be like to be like him, a violent, honour-less brute, quite the opposite of myself, even 
for just a day?

If you cant beat them, join them, my many friend has always said.

If you're reading this, you've probably just seen me walk to seven steps from my window seat to 
the heavy wooden door and step outside into the fresh, mid-morning air.

If you've read this, it might explain why I am dead. 


