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BIG LOVE
Colin Harlow

I was busy clearing up after breakfast. My G (Geoff ) had just 
eaten six chickens, two pigs and half a cow. Feathers, bones 
and trotters lay discarded across a knotted oak table. I swept 
the detritus with a yard brush into refuse sacks. Big blokes can 
be such messy eaters, especially when they are in a rush to get 
to work. As he kissed me goodbye, chicken blood, pig and cow 
juices dribbled through his beard on to my neck and rested in 
the crevice of my cleavage.

After G had left there was a knock at the door. I opened 
it. Outside stood a young boy with shoulder-length dark 
curly hair and eyes as blue as the winding road that led from 
the clouds beyond the hills. His skin was pale, translucent. 
He had raw scratches on his bare shins. He wore knee-length, 
rust-coloured  corduroy trousers with an oversized white 
shirt  belted  round his middle with a frayed chequered tie. 
Odd laces pulled up worn walking boots.
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‘Good morning, Mrs,’ he said, a toothy smile beaming across 
his face. His lips were crimson red and full. ‘I’m almost dizzy 
from hunger. Please, could you find it in your soul to give me 
something to eat?’

My heart pounded. How could I refuse a creature with such 
fine alabaster features who was so polite and oh so minute?

‘You’d best get yourself in here,’ I said, ushering him into 
the house. ‘There be wild roaming giants round these parts who 
would eat anything.’ I wrapped a finger round one of his ebony 
curls. ‘Even well-mannered boys.’

I closed the door behind us, then picked him up and placed 
him on the knotted oak table while I began to cook. He looked 
as if he hadn’t eaten in weeks.

‘What you doing in Bigdom?’ I asked. ‘Normally we only 
ever sees giants from the other winding roads.’

‘I’ve come from Smalldom, travelling for hours up a marigold 
that reaches from there to here,’ he said.

‘This be no place for a child,’ I said. ‘A lot of giants round 
these parts is partial to small boys, no matter be they good 
or bad, but especially the wicked ones who are that little bit 
more dangerous.’

His eyes were wide while I cooked, as if he was trying his 
best to stay awake.

‘What is your name, boy?’
‘Will,’ he said.
‘Be you a good or a wicked boy, Will?’
He winked at me.

‘In that case you is very welcome here, to eat as much as you 
wants and stay for as long as you wishes.’

I placed a bowl of seasoned potage in front of him and 
chunks of baked bread. He slurped the soup like a dog lapping 
up water  and tucked into the bread as if he be a bird eating 
every berry from a tree.

The table and house began to shake; G was on his way. 


