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The letters have been coming on a regular basis for three years now. They come 
on average once a week. They always say the same thing: You have destroyed my 
life and you will pay for it. 
 
I used to dread opening the letter box and when I saw the brown, recycled 
envelope with its dramatic inscription. Unaccountably my hands would begin to 
shake.  Why does she do this?  What harm have I ever caused her?  Really, there 
is no justification. 
 
I knew who she was. Of course I did.  I had met her on holiday in Europe.  She was 
quite stunning to look at and seemed to have all of life’s gifts. Clever, confident, 
beautiful.  She was the centre of attention in our little group - a select number of 
individuals touring the continent.  Undoubtedly, we all revolved around Marcia -  
vying for her favour - for that gaze of approval; jostling for position at table, eager 
to hear her words and the tinkling laugh that so often accompanied her 
utterances. 
 
I had admired from a distance. Dazzled, charmed, awed; so it amazed me when, 
over the course of a month, we actually became friends.  At least that’s what I 
told myself. 
 
The final city on the tour was Rome - a place I had long fantasized about. To walk 
amongst the ancient ruins of the Forum had me spinning in a seventh heaven of 
absolute bliss.  I still remember her sitting, delicately poised on an antique 
boulder, clad lightly in white cotton, her head back – catching the early sunshine 
of an autumn day. That was when she told me her plan - how she intended 
staying on in Rome after the tour disbanded.  She was confident she could make a 
life for herself; had even found a job – in a gallery of all places!  I said I was glad 
but secretly I queried the wisdom of the idea. She was so young, so beautiful – 
certainly there would be risks involved – she would be living what, to me, was a 
perfect life – but I knew there would be problems.   
 
 



It was for her sake therefore, that I made discreet enquiries, sought out 
authorities and ascertained that it was, in fact, illegal for her to remain. She had 
no work visa, dwindling cash, inadequate language – it was so obviously a 
situation doomed to fail. 
 
The day we were due to depart she was totally at ease. No suitcases packed – her 
intention to remain in the city was blatantly obvious. When the immigration 
authorities arrived she was at first surprised. Later she became irate. She accused 
me of spoiling her chance of happiness. Accused me of jealousy and spite. 
Disregarding her tirades the authorities were insistent and, along with the rest of 
us, she was bundled onto a plane. From that moment she refused to speak to me, 
even though I made every effort to be friendly – so ungrateful really - so that at 
last I came to see her self-centredness for what it was - a fatal flaw that 
undermined her character.  Additionally, I felt relieved because the situation had 
prevented me from making a ridiculous mistake – from making the proposal that 
had been hovering on my lips from the first moment of our meeting. No, I felt 
vindicated. By uncovering the imperfections of her nature, I had saved myself 
from a disadvantageous marriage. Saved myself from an entanglement whose 
consequences could only have been destructive?  Yes, I was very grateful for my 
escape. 
 
I returned home, resumed my normal life and in due course married a work 
colleague. Our marriage is successful and my wife, a woman of means as well as 
beauty, has added considerably to my well being.  You can imagine, therefore, my 
perplexity when – out of the blue – these letters started to arrive.  ‘Destroyed her 
life’?  What on earth does she mean? It is all so melodramatic.  It is true that in 
recent weeks the persecutions have ceased but the silence has not allayed my 
fears. I constantly ponder the reason why?  Yes, the letters have stopped coming. 
I welcome the silence, but I don’t believe she’s dead – no, that would be too 
convenient  – You have destroyed my life and you will pay for it.  I can’t help but 
reflect on these words and, unfortunately, I still feel her as much as ever. Despite 
the apparent lull in communication, I suspect she’s not finished with me yet. 
  
 
 

        *     *     *    *     * 
 



 
The head bent over the page was dark and unruly; the hair falling in long strands 
onto the desk. The hand that wrote trembled slightly with the intensity of effort, 
pressing heavily upon the paper. In the surrounding silence there was only the 
scratching sound of a pen.  
 
You have destroyed my life and you will pay for it. 
 
Marcia Davenport raised her eyes from the page and gazed blankly into space.  
She had been sending the same message for three years now, on a weekly basis.  
It gave her a modicum of satisfaction just to pen the words, while posting them 
quite definitely lifted her spirits. 
 
Three years, had it been so long? Her life had taken a downturn since that trip 
through Europe – a trip which had opened her eyes and her heart to an 
experience of such joy; a sensation of invincibility which perhaps only the very 
young can enjoy. 
 
Money for the trip came unexpectedly, with a distant relative bequeathing a 
legacy that, to Marcia, appeared a small fortune. Clever, confident, beautiful – the 
possession of money is a powerful transformer and suddenly it seemed the 
hesitant, unconfident Marcia of old had shed layers of inhibition to emerge a 
glittering bird of paradise. 
 
Travel - something she had always desired was now possible and there she was, 
booking her place on an extensive tour of Europe. Expensive clothes, purchased 
to complement her new persona, worked their magic. She seemed transformed – 
glistening, shining – intensely alive to the pleasure in every moment. Decidedly 
she looked the part: a young woman of independent means setting out for the 
adventure of a lifetime. 
 
It was a small but exclusive group of travellers  - eight people, comprising two 
couples and three ‘singles’ besides herself.  Marcia warmed instantly to all her 
companions, with the exception of Owen Sinclair. There was something predatory 
in the man’s keen glance and although attractive, she was instinctively repelled by 
his efforts to charm. Lack of encouragement failed to deter his attentions, 
however, but rather perversely seemed to spur him on to greater efforts. 



Constantly hovering, he was always ready with a witty remark, a cutting throw-
away line, usually at the expense of others. 
 
 
Her new friends were kind, responding she supposed to her youthful exuberance 
and, whatever the reason, many eventful days and nights were enjoyed as a 
group. Italy was the country Marcia most adored; she experienced a curious 
affinity with the land and its people which surprised and delighted her. In Rome 
she felt so comfortable that she often drifted apart from the group, loosing 
herself in galleries and antique shops.  Absolute heaven. 
 
 
It was on one of her solitary rambles that she met Alex Frasini.  Actually, he nearly 
ran her over on his scooter, and his extravagant efforts to make amends made her 
laugh. Gentle, funny, Alex endeared himself from the first. He could make 
amends, he said, by showing her the ‘real’ Rome and consequently she often left 
the group, choosing to go with Alex to explore the ‘untouristy’ parts of the city. 
Increasingly, in Alex Frasini’s company Rome began to feel like home.  Marcia 
didn’t want to leave but to stay, to find a job; a life - in Italy. Knowing Alex had 
somehow crystallized this idea, and suddenly a whole new world was opening up, 
just waiting to be discovered. 
 
Why had she told Owen Sinclair her plan?  They had gone that morning to the 
Forum – as usual he had been hard to avoid - and without considering she had 
simply told him.  Yes, it was true her finances were low, but she was sure to find a 
job – it was a dream – but so much of her recent life was a dream - that surely, 
this one could also come true. 
 
Owen was surprised – disconcerted somehow. Although he listened attentively 
and even offered  congratulations, there was little warmth in his expression. Well, 
that was typically Owen – detached and cynical.  Marcia had forgotten the 
incident until the day of departure. She had a job interview lined up that 
afternoon; a friend of Alex’s had a vacancy in his gallery and Marcia felt confident 
she would be hired. 
 
 



That morning she was up early to farewell her friends but when the immigration 
officials arrived insisting she depart with the group, Marcia was shattered. How 
did they know?  Of course it was Owen!  He had been busy informing, making 
sure that she couldn’t stay. Later, he tried to present his interference as the 
gesture of a ‘concerned friend’ but his reasoning was hollow.  It had been an 
officious act aimed at controlling her freedom. There was nothing she could do 
but ignore his inane platitudes; treating his belief that she should be grateful for 
his intervention with the contempt it deserved. Distressed and disoriented she 
had tried to phone Alex from the airport, but no one answered, so she could only 
leave a message. 
 
 
Well, it was all water under the bridge now. She returned home with the group, 
leaving them at the airport without further contact – except for Owen Sinclair. 
Restored to her old life, Marcia tried to suppress the feelings of outrage at what 
he had done - but she felt them nevertheless, on a daily basis. What right had he 
to interfere! 
 
Since returning she had phoned Alex many times but received no response. After 
that she wrote letters, but it was not until several months had passed that she 
finally heard – not from Alex, but from his mother. The letter she received 
brought shocking news. Alex had been in an accident on his way to the airport. He 
was coming to say goodbye. With critical injuries he was hospitalized for several 
weeks but, ultimately, doctors were unable to save him. His mother was 
inconsolable.  Marcia was too.  
 
Even now it was hard to believe. Knowing that lively, warm-hearted Alex was 
dead horrified Marcia. Her senses were paralysed, making it impossible to think. 
Alex had died yet Owen Sinclair lived!  She had even seen him pictured in 
newspapers, his self-satisfied smirk all too evident as he stood beside his wealthy, 
glamorous wife: the successful couple personified – enviable to some. 
 
Owen Sinclair – a foolish, pompous meddler in other people’s affairs lived, 
enjoying his banal existence. It wasn’t right that he should do so. He was guilty. 
He should be brought to justice. He should pay! 
 



Inability to inflict justice was making her ill; the sense of powerlessness was 
maddening – all she could do was pen the letters. Temporarily she had stopped – 
had fallen silent, but her silence now was louder than any noise. There must be a 
way to make him pay - there must be. If only she could think! Ceaselessly her 
brain sought the solution, allowing no respite. Perhaps it would take time? Well, 
she could be patient – she could wait.  She lowered her eyes again to the page, 
crouching low over the paper. She began to write: you have destroyed my life and 
you will pay for it.  The words rebounded in her head. She raised her eyes and 
stared into the distance. There must be a way to make him pay! However long it 
took, she vowed, she would not rest until she found it. 
 

 

 

 

 

 


