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The gun on the mantle

There was a gun on the mantle piece. She didn't think Greg was home and she was relieved. If he 

guessed she had been out to lunch with Damien he wouldn't be happy. She placed her bag on the 

sideboard and moved toward the weapon. Why was there a gun on the mantle piece?

“Had a nice afternoon?”

Greg's voice startled her. She turned away from the fireplace. 

“It was okay.”

He took a step toward her and she felt uncomfortable. His eyes were bloodshot and she worried that 

he'd slipped again. She had only just managed to rescue him the first time. She didn't think she 

could do it again. 

“Do anything nice?”

She watched as he glanced down at her handbag. She edged toward it. He was trying to distract her. 

He must have known she had seen the gun. 

“Not really,” she answered. His eyes were back on her now. She felt exposed somehow. 

“Are you sure?” Another step forward. 

She backed away. He had never physically harmed her, but it had been close before. Damien had 

spent more than one occasion trying to convince her to leave before it got out of hand. 

He was waiting for an answer. She shook her head, too nervous to speak in case her voice gave her 

away. Did he know?

She made an attempt to casually walk passed him. He lunged at her, grabbing her arm. 

“You saw him again, didn't you?”
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She wrenched herself away. “Does it matter?”

“Of course it matters,” he screamed. 

She got a good look at him then. Not only were his eyes blood shot but there was a yellowing tinge 

to them, his skin was pale and clammy. His hand was shaking. 

She didn't know where he could have gotten the drugs, but he'd been resourceful enough in the past. 

“It doesn't matter Greg, not when you're like this, please just come and sit down so we can talk.” 

She kept a respectful distance from him, trying not to provoke him. He was stood in the centre of 

the living room now. She was next to the sideboard, where her handbag was. It would be easy 

enough to grab it and retreat if she had to. It wouldn't be the first time. 

“I saw you with him,” Greg admitted, his voice gravelly. He kept his head down, staring at the 

carpet. 

He appeared calmer now. Perhaps he had gotten it out his system. She took a step toward him, hand 

out to placate him.

“Nothing is going on,” she whispered. She wasn't sure how he would have seen them. They had 

been careful. 

Her hand reached his shoulder, she could feel his tense muscles beneath his shirt. 

“You're tired,” she added. 

He nodded. “It's over isn't it? I've lost you?”

“No, no, it's not. I'm here.” She folded her arms around him. 

“I can't lose you, not now. I need you.”



Cat Lumb 2013

“I know,” she kissed him on the forehead. 

He changed then. His muscles relaxed and then went taut again. He brought his arms up around her, 

his grip crushing her. 

“Greg,” she managed. 

“I saw you,” he repeated, “I won't lose you to him.”

His grip didn't loosen and she began to struggle. She realised he must still be in the throng of the 

drugs. Mid-high. She grappled with him, managed to get an arm free. She pushed him away. 

“I won't lose you,” he didn't let go. The flesh on her arm was white with the intensity of his grasp. It 

was beginning to hurt. 

She was afraid. He had never been violent with her. Occasionally he'd broken a vase or smashed a 

chair, but never had his delusions been focused on her specifically. He always found fault with 

himself, never her.

She kicked him in the shin and he let go. She made a run for the door, grabbing her bag as she went. 

But when she pulled on the door handle it rattled and refused to give. He'd locked it. 

She fumbled with her bag to locate her keys, but they weren't there. She didn't remember if she'd 

put them back as she came in. She thought she might have left them on the side next to where she'd 

placed her bag. 

Greg hadn't followed her. She moved back into the doorway of the room. He was stood on the rug, 

waiting for her. 

It was then that her eyes fell to the fireplace behind him. The gun on the mantle piece. There was a 

gun on the mantle piece. 

But it wasn't there any more. 
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