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Chelsea Market 

Author: Stephen Puttock 

 

I’d thought about killing before. I don’t exactly remember when it 

first found me but I knew the feeling, it was disturbing but the more I 

lived with it, the more it seemed unavoidable. 

I had tried to shake it off to start with, just a temporary feeling 

that would pass. The more it continued, the more powerful it got no 

matter how much I fought with it. Had my life become this? I 

believed I was happy, I felt fulfilled, yet here, my head was telling me 

otherwise. I did not want this but the longer it went on, the more 

difficult it was to fight the urge. The shadows in my psyche were 

growing and I could only see one way out, embrace it. So here I am, 

the third Friday in November on the corner of West 15th street, less 

than a block from Chelsea Market. 

It was a wickedly raw evening for the time of year, autumn’s 

colour was turning into winter’s darkness and the streets were 

flooded with people, all desperate to escape the frigid wind. The 

cramped traffic shuffled occasionally, a horn beeped here and there, 

never making a difference to progress but at least releasing some 

tension for the miserable driver. A release, that’s what I needed too, 

although beeping a horn would not suffice.  
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I had watched her for some weeks now, always the same place, 

hunched in a doorway seldom asking for a dollar. She knew her place 

in the world. She was ignored. It was not easy to watch however I 

knew that in a few hours she wouldn’t need to worry about that. As 

sad as it sounds, nobody would miss her. 

I wandered across the street, the first little pulse of adrenaline 

quickened my heartbeat. 

“Ok if I make a donation?” I asked. 

She was taken aback, “What? I mean yes…yes please.” 

“It’s pretty rough out here today and I hear the temperature is 

going to drop even further later on, how about I get you something 

to eat? Have you got a shelter to stay at?” I enquired. 

The girl’s eyes narrowed, sceptical of what I had offered. “I don’t 

have anything to give you. Why would you do this?” 

“I’ve been in your situation before, a Samaritan once helped me 

so I try to do a good deed when I can. How about we grab a bite to 

eat in the market?” 

She nodded, a solitary tear ran down her face however it was 

quickly wiped away, the street toughened exterior was still there but 

I’d made a little crack. 

I introduced myself as I reached out a hand to help her up, “My 

name’s Rick.” 

“Chrissy.” She replied. 

There wasn’t much of her, probably eighteen or so and couldn’t 

weigh more than a hundred pounds. She had a pretty face albeit not 

very well kept at the moment.  
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“There’s a great little café inside.” I suggested. For the first time I 

saw the faint glimmer of a smile. We grabbed a couple of seats at the 

bar, I ordered a couple of Cubans and we waited, Chrissy sipped 

nervously on the tap water. People stared at us, at Chrissy more so, 

it was obvious it made her uncomfortable. 

“Pay no attention to them.” I said, “They’re no better than you 

or I.”  

Chrissy smiled briefly, “I would have been just like them six 

months ago. Oh how things have changed.” 

“Everyone hits rock bottom at some point, now the only way is 

up.” I reassured. 

“I sure hope so.” She replied. 

It only took a few minutes for our food to arrive, Chrissy had a 

ravenous appetite, unsurprising considering her situation. 

“I know the guy who runs a shelter a few blocks away, he helped 

me out a lot when I was struggling, I could get you a space to stay 

there tonight, how does that sound? 

“I don’t know what to say.”  

“You needn’t say anything, we can take a walk over after we’ve 

finished here. How about some dessert?” I asked as I cracked a little 

grin. 

Her smile was answer enough, there was even a twinkle in her 

eye. I had her. 

Dessert was finished and I grabbed the bill, it was almost 8pm 

and it had started to rain. I excused myself for a moment, “I’ve got to 

make a call.” 
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There was no call, just a few minutes to gather my thoughts, to 

run over my plan again. A couple of deep breaths calmed my racing 

heart. 

I returned to our table, “All sorted with the shelter, they have 

space for you tonight.” 

“Thank you so much, it’s been a while since I’ve had a roof over 

my head.” 

As we left the market Chrissy put her arm in mine, happy to cling 

on to something, something she had no doubt missed for a 

considerable time. I didn’t object but for a second there was a flicker 

of doubt. Could I go ahead with it? I shook my head, surely just a 

moment’s lapse. After all, I’d been running through this in my mind, 

embracing the darkness seemed the only way. Some kid from the 

streets wasn’t going to change that now. I strode on with purpose, it 

was inevitable. 

We walked a couple of blocks, huddled against the howling wind 

and rain. The doubt nagged at me like an itch just out of reach. I did 

my best to bury the feeling. 

“Let’s cut through here,” I said as I guided Chrissy down an alley. 

I slipped my free hand into my pocket, feeling the grip of the blade. 

Again, my pulse spiked, we were getting close now. The alley was 

empty, perfect. Shadows were my friend. I spotted an empty 

doorway and as we passed, I turned on Chrissy and pinned her 

against the cold metal door. 

She was paralysed with fear, I stared at her. “I’m sorry Chrissy, I 

don’t have a choice.” I withdrew the knife, the blade glinting in the 

moonlight. Chrissy tried to scream but the shock turned it to nothing 

more than a whimper. 
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“Wait!” The word escaped her trembling lips, tears streamed 

down her face, “Please don’t. It doesn’t have to be like this. Please 

don’t kill me.” She begged, her damp eyes sparkled. What was I 

doing, my head was scrambled, I tried to refocus but my mind raced. 

What could I do, I couldn’t come back from where I was, life would 

never be the same, not for me or anyone else. I would never be able 

to escape my demons. I was resigned to it, this was the only way. 

I raised my hand and in one swift motion slashed, slicing the 

throat. Blood poured from the wound, though it would not for long. 

Our gaze locked, shock and confusion was etched on Chrissy’s face. I 

crumpled to my knees, the relief was incredible. This would be the 

last time Chrissy would see me, she would never understand what 

went on in the deepest recesses of my mind. 

As I knelt there, mere seconds left, the weight had been lifted 

from my shoulders. It was better this way, I’d found another way 

out. I closed my eyes one final time knowing I would never have to 

deal with the monsters haunting me again. 
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