It started off as nothing more than a leisurely Sunday afternoon drive.  I should have known better.  There’s no such thing as a leisurely drive on a Sunday afternoon, especially with a neurotic girlfriend and her flatulent dog.  The music was pounding out of the car speakers at a teeth jarring volume after Suzie (the neurotic girlfriend) yanked the button off in anger because I had somehow managed to call her fat.  The air inside the car had started to develop a slight mauve tinge as the noxious gases from Honey (Suzie’s flatulent poodle) drooling in the back seat, invaded every corner of the fake leather interior.  On my one attempt at opening a window to let in the London smog and some breathable air I had immediately been accused of being uncaring for also letting in the cold because "hadn’t I noticed but Suzie had a slight chest infection".  All I wanted to do now was get home.  But I was stuck behind this moron going 3 miles a fortnight seemingly enjoying his leisurely Sunday afternoon drive.

I looked at him through his rear window.  His white hair framing the oval bald spot on his head.  Fingers tapping slowly on the steering wheel.  I imagined him listening to Beethoven or Jazz, a slight smile on his lips, a serene look in his eye as he cruised slowly around the suburban streets, rejoicing in the rustic colours of the trees and the laughter of children…and I wanted to run him over.

I gritted my teeth as another foul smelling cloud wafted over from the back seat and with a growl of frustration put my foot down and flung the car into the opposite lane without even looking if anything was coming.  Luckily nothing was.

Suzie sucked on her teeth and I could feel her gathering momentum for a full onslaught at the childishness of the manoeuvre.  All I could see through the red haze that had settled over my eyes was this bozo in front having the audacity to enjoy his Sunday drive and I prepared to fix him with a death stare as I accelerated past.

It wasn’t until I was level with him that my death ray glare faltered and the red haze started to fade.  I could now see in the back seat a pile of fur that loosely resembled a dog.  I couldn’t remember what they were called but had always reminded me of a rat on a lead whenever I’d seen old ladies dragging their little smelly bodies around town.  It was yapping unstoppingly at everyone and everything.  I even fancied I could hear it through the closed windows and over the engine noise.  In the passengers seat was a white haired lady.  So small and shrivelled I hadn’t even seen her over her chair.  She was in exactly the same stance as Suzie:  sitting rigidly in her seat, staring out the window, but suddenly I was immensely grateful that I was in this car and not that one because little white haired ladies mouth was going ten to the dozen.  

I glanced into my rear view mirror as I finished overtaking and settled the car in front of him and met his eyes for a second.  It was not serenity I saw but resignation.  In that brief contact it was almost as if he spoke to me and I wasted no time in taking his advice.

Suzie was miffed to say the least when I dumped her but last I heard she was getting married to some harassed looking insurance sales man.  I finally managed to get the smell of dog out of the car and am now engaged to a lovely girl called Helen who owns a cat and likes taking leisurely Sunday afternoon walks.

