Jordan Burton


The Musician and The Showgirl

Jamie was just packing up his guitar after a rather successful gig at the St Vincent when he was approached by a middle aged, balding, rather podgy man in a black pinstripe suit and tie who smelt strongly of cigar smoke. 

“Excuse me Mr Maxway; my name’s Washington, Bob Washington and I was just wondering if I could take up a moment of your time?” 

Jamie stood up from his guitar case and shook the outstretched hand that was being offered to him. What can I do for you, Mr Washington? I’m afraid I can’t stay long as I have to get home y'know, with all the snow and everything, it might take a while.” 

“I understand”.  Mr Washington ushered Jamie to a table nearby and they both sat down. Mr Washington took off his fedora hat and placed it carefully on the table before him. 

“Well Jamie, is it ok if I call you Jamie?” Jamie nodded, “I have something very important to ask you. I have seen quite a few of your gigs and was wondering if you have ever thought of becoming a professional musician. What I mean to say is, I can offer you a record deal, a very good record deal, if you want it. You don’t have to say anything now, think it over. Here’s my card. Call me when you’ve made up your mind.”

Mr Washington stood up, picked up his hat, placed it lightly on his head and walked purposefully  out of the bar. Jamie sat staring at the card that was in his hand. It read “Bob Washington, Music Executive, Syco. To contact me call – 0131 331 3858 or on my mobile – 07345958631.” He pocketed the card in his jacket pocket, picked up his guitar case, wrapped his scarf around his neck and left the St Vincent bracing himself for the cold, snowy winter weather that had descended on Edinburgh.

Jamie let himself into his flat and stamped his feet to get the snow off his shoes. He took the card out of his coat pocket and placed it on his hall table before proceeding to take off his jacket and scarf. He hung them up on the back of his door and placed his shoes in his hall cupboard before heading towards the kitchen to make a mug of tea.

Once he had made his tea Jamie went through to the living room and curled up on his sofa cradling the steaming mug. Just then his phone rang. He got up and lifted the phone off its stand. 

“Hello, Jamie Maxway here, how can I help?”

“You can help by opening the door” said a woman’s voice. Jamie smiled as he put down the phone and rushed to the door still with his mug of tea in his hand. 

When he opened the door there was a young woman standing there laden down with bags. She was wrapped up in a green greatcoat, fluffy scarf, gloves and a thick hat. “Don’t just stand there Jamie, let me in. These bags are murder on my arms and if you hadn’t noticed, it’s freezing!”

Jamie stood aside to let her in. She waddled in under her many layers and dumped down her bags. Before she could do anything Jamie swung her around in a giant hug. “Hang on Jamie, let me get all my stuff off first then I'll get back to you on that hug.” She took off her coat, scarf and hat and hung them all up on the back of the door. Once she had done that she turned to Jamie and gave him a kiss and another hug. 

They walked through to the living room and snuggled up together on the sofa. “Ruth, why didn’t you tell me you were coming home? I would’ve prepared something for you.”

“Because Jamie, I wanted it to be a surprise. Anyway I dunno if I’m up for much tonight. Doing three months with the Scottish ballet taking over the lead takes it out of you a bit don’t you know.”

Jamie smiled. “My little Prima Ballerina. I’m so proud of you, getting that part. You didn’t bump off the lead did you?” He said while tickling her.

Ruth laughed as she tried to wriggle away from Jamie. “No, I wouldn’t do that. Although it was a stoke of luck that she fell ill wasn't it. My prayers were certainly answered.”

Jamie wrapped his arms around Ruth, pulled her towards him and gave her a kiss on the top of her head. “Ruth, I've got some big news to tell you. How about I take you out for breakfast tomorrow and we can celebrate you coming home and I can tell you my big news.” Ruth nodded and snuggled in closer to Jamie. If someone had been looking in at that moment they would've seen a very contented picture of pure happiness.

The next morning Ruth and Jamie ventured out into the cold to go for the celebratory breakfast.  They were in the midst of an epic snowball fight when the car lost control on the road. It came careering off the road and ran straight into Jamie. 

The driver stayed with Jamie and Ruth until the ambulance came. Ruth never let go of  Jamie's hand the whole way to the hospital whispering to him that she loved him and to stay strong for her. 

Ruth stayed with Jamie the whole night in the visitor's chair. She dozed lightly on and off. When Jamie finally woke up she was asleep. “Ruth...........Ruth.” Jamie touched her hand lightly. Her eyes fluttered open.

“Jamie, you're awake. Do you want me to call a nurse?” He shook his head lightly then winced with pain. “Don't move Jamie it's ok, just tell me what you want.”

“Ruth, I want......I want you to marry me.” He wheezed. “Please will you do me the honour.....of becoming.......Mrs Maxway.” His breathing was becoming more laboured every time he spoke. 

“Yes Jamie, I will marry you.” Ruth leant over the hospital bed and placed a light kiss on his lips and stroked his cheek. “But first, you have to get better.” Jamie smiled lightly and closed his eyes. Suddenly his heart monitor flat lined. “Jamie, ........Jamie don't do this.” she whispered pleadingly. Tears were rolling down Ruth's face. “Jamie, don't leave me, please don't leave me, I need you. Please!” Ruth sank to her knees in uncontrollable tears. 

The doctors tried all they could for Jamie but to no avail. 

Later that day Ruth let herself into her flat. She looked round and let the silence wash over her. A single tear rolled down her cheek. She was placing her gloves on the hall table when she noticed a business card lying there. She picked it up and read it. “Oh Jamie, this was your big news wasn't it. That's what you were going to tell me at breakfast. Oh Jamie, my shining star.”

