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Introduction

We are all well acquainted with such contradictory arguments as, marry in haste and repent at leisure,
and the oft-quoted, / just felt a spark and immediately knew, or, as the words that were immortalised in the song,
Some Enchanted evening, go to some lengths to explain, I saw her across a crowded room and somehow, | knew.

And on the other hand, I'm sure that we all know of instances where a couple have courted for years,
marry and find themselves separated and in the divorce courts within months, all because they actually knew very
little about each other even though they had been ‘together’ for a long time. Equally we all know of people who
have met, fallen in love and married within months or even weeks, and go on to have long, happy marriages.

After all, it is a matter of history, supported by her own personal diaries, that Queen Victoria proposed to
Albert just four days after first meeting him, and that they had a very happy, and fruitful, marriage that lasted
some forty years until his death.

While, perhaps, less common these days, arranged marriages do still take place, as do marriages that
might not come under that essentially cultural umbrella but have a very similar effect, ‘expected marriages. The
former may be arranged at the time of the birth of the children, and they may not meet until days, or even hours
before the ceremony. The latter may sometimes be for dynastical reasons, although not by any means always.
There are many other reasons, including the unplanned pregnancy!

In all cases, modern statistics indicate that the percentages that fail, muddle through, or succeed
brilliantly are much the same.

Why is this? Many learned people have tried to rationalise the facts and if you were to ask one hundred
such persons, | would suggest that you would probably get at least one hundred different answers. Yes, there
may be some common threads in their answers, but there would be no one defining answer. Less scientific
research also has theories. For example, a marriage celebrant | know says that they can tell, just from their
interaction with a couple prior to and during the wedding ceremony, whether or not the marriage will last beyond
a year. How? By the couple’s interaction with each other and knowledge of each other. Maybe. It's just
another example of the general underlying theme that runs through the experts’ answers. Personally, | believe
that it is much more complex than one simple answer. | also think that it is each individual’s ability to adapt,
discuss, accept differences, support and yet allow freedoms, respect, openly encourage and ALL those good
things, that will be the deciding factors, and that they will be different for different people with differing
personalities.

Maybe the celebrant is right, you can tell a lot about people be just watching and listening.

Or maybe further lines from Some Enchanted Evening are a warning to not question the whys and
wherefores:

Who can explain it, who can tell you why?
Fools give you reasons, wise men never try.

But, when one looks closely at the examples in this book, there appears to be a reasonably consistent
theme — message if you like. Is this right, is this wrong? Am | dreaming? What if? Uncertainty. In some cases
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almost to the extent that people talk themselves into and almost out of making what appears to be an obvious
decision. And, that same song provides what may well be the answer in the final verse — an in particular, the final
lines:

Some enchanted evening, when you find your true love,
When you hear her call you across a crowded room,
Then fly to her side and make her your own,

Or all through your life you may dream all alone.
Once you have found her, never let her go,

Once you have found her, never let her go.

In other words, don’t over-analyse — if it feels right then go for it!

Each one of these stories is a work of fiction but, somewhere in each there is an important factual
element, because each has been based upon a real marriage. Names, dates, places have been changed and
there is a partially fictional background story written around those facts. There is not one common theme to
those facts. It is not the circumstances of the meeting, the place, the persons jobs or titles, because in some
stories these have been combined to create the narrative. Therefore, if there is any resemblance between the
narratives in any of these stories and some person’s real life, it is totally coincidental.

But, for those readers that need to be reassured, both in the real-life situations from which odd facts have
been extracted, and the actual stories related herein, all the marriages survived for the long haul, and there was a
genuine happy ever after.

And, if you find these stories of interest, a second edition of similar short stories is in the planning and
writing stage.



BESIDE THE SEASIDE

She stood out from the crowd that spilled up from the sandy beach and over the paved area in
front of the shops that pandered to the wants and needs of the sun and surf-loving set frequenting the
popular seaside location. The bikini and speedo-clad late teens; the untidily fashionable casual gear of
the trendy twenties’ groups; the more sedate swimming costumes of the slightly older set and the, by
comparison, very conservative attire of the more “elderly” who strolled along among the myriad of
people out and about on that perfect summer’s day. All these others became lost in the background,
like one of those scenes in a movie where everything turns to black and white except one extraordinary,
colourful object.

Everyone looked. Some just a brief glance at the ’different’ person they only half saw. Some
openly stared as if they had never seen anything like her before — and they very likely hadn’t. A few
looked appreciatively, almost as though they were reliving a time from somewhere in their past that,
deep down, they still longed for.

Andrew, however, was very much from the present and yet his gaze had an intensity that made
him look as if he had finally discovered something for which he had long been searching but never
before found. Something that he may not have been able to describe but he immediately recognised
when he saw it.

He stepped back a little into a shadow — partly to be less obvious and partly to shield his face
from the glare of the sun, that he might see her more distinctly.

Probably only a little over 5 feet tall, she was wearing a sprigged-muslin top over a full skirt of a
pretty boarder print held out in a wide circle by many stiff petticoats and all accentuated at her narrow
waist by a wide, elastic, clasp belt. Cuban heel shoes, a daintily trimmed straw hat and dark glasses set
off the classic 1950s ensemble.

His face glowed with pleasure, and he knew at once that he had to meet this vision, if for no
other reason than to compliment her on her appearance. More importantly, Andrew wanted to know
just how real the vision was. Was she perhaps just coming from or going to a special photoshoot, or
even a movie set for a film based in the 1950s’? Or did she prefer to dress like that.? He had to know
and, regardless of why she was attired like that, something deeper and far less superficial drove him to
find out more about her.

Stepping into the moving crowd he carefully walked just a little slower than was necessary, so
that by the time he caught up she had left the very busy area directly by the beach and there were
fewer people around, making approaching her easier.

“Excuse me,” he walked alongside her and spoke, “I don’t want to delay you, but | felt compelled
to compliment you on your stunning outfit.”



She stopped and looked closely at him. He did not appear to be making fun of her — in fact he
seemed to be extremely serious. Generally, any compliments she did get were from older gentlemen
(and, occasionally, ladies), but he looked as if he would be a similar age to her. His own clothes were
also more conservative than those common with his age group. “Thank you. | take it you like this style
of dress?” It was clearly a question that was inviting further comment.

Relaxing, realising that she was not going to slap his face or call for help, he responded with,
“Indeed, | think it is far more attractive than most of the outfits of today. If you will pardon my saying
so, you have captured the style extremely well and it looks absolutely delightful and so right on you.”
He paused, amazed at his having been able to talk so easily to her, but blushing a little from the
impassioned outburst.

She looked both appreciative and very slightly amused, but friendly enough for him to gather his
bravado and ask, “I know it may sound a bit forward, but would you care to have afternoon tea with
me? There is a rather nice little tea rooms just along the street and | think you would feel quite at home
there.”

There was an almost imperceptible pause before, with a hint of a smile, she answered. “If you
are sure that it is not putting you out, | should very much like that, thank you.” It was hard to tell if the
smile was just a polite, friendly reaction to the invitation, or if there was something more behind it — but
Andrew was sure that he could read something more from the little that he could see of her eyes behind
the absolutely correct 1950’s style sunglasses.

“My name is Andrew, Andrew Cartwright,” he explained and, without touching, indicated the
way to go and they started off.

“Bryony Morgan.” Her reply was brief, but sufficient for the moment, and they walked together
in thoughtful silence the short distance to the tea rooms.

As they walked Bryony noticed that Andrew took care to walk on the correct side of her —
changing when they crossed the road. He appears to know his etiquette, she mused, one favourable
point.

They found a quiet table and Andrew held her chair as, with a swish of the multiple parchment
petticoats under the full-flared skirt, she sat, placing the small train case she carried as a handbag, onto
the floor beside her feet. Andrew sat across the table and looked into Bryony’s eyes as she removed the
sunglasses. They were soft blue and matched the little floral sprigs on the perfect, pale lemon, muslin
blouse that she wore.

“I hope you don’t find me too forward, but | simply had to talk with you,” he faltered, not
knowing how to explain why he had had to talk and how he was feeling.

“Not at all,” she smiled, and Andrew emotions went from very hot to boiling point. “In fact, |
really appreciate your asking me here with you. It is very warm out and | was ready for a quiet sit down
and a drink. But, might | ask, why did you suddenly — out of nowhere — just appear and ask me to join
you - why me?”



How could he put it into words that did not sound crazy? “Actually, | can’t explain it logically. It
was something like that concept of seeing someone across a crowded room — except this was across a
crowded footpath. It was impulsive and compulsive — | just had to know you.”

“Was it the clothes?”

“Yes, the clothes certainly caught my attention, but | seemed to sense something else —
something that told me there was more to the package than just the immediate visual impact. I'm
trying to rationalise my reactions but at the moment | can’t. But if you were to tell me a little about

”

yourself and we could just chat for a while it may make more sense to both of us.” He looked across at

her, hopefully.
“Ah, yes, but do you think we should order first?”

“How stupid of me — yes,” and he caught the eye of a waitress who was hovering, expectantly,
close-by.

They ordered afternoon tea for two and just chattered superficially about simple things, like
where they were from, siblings and the weather, until their order arrived.

Automatically taking up the silver teapot, Bryony enquired how he liked his tea and poured their
two cups. He passed her the sugar and they reached for little sandwiches before looking across at each
other and simultaneously asking, “Who will go first?” Embarrassed laughs and Andrew said, “Okay, |
will start — not that it will make much sense.”

“My mother was in her teens and early twenties during the mid-1950’s to the early 60’s and
there are, probably hundreds, of photographs around of her and she is, of course, wearing the clothes of
the time. | have always felt that those fashions were the best of the last 100 years and certainly the last
of, what | would call, the truly feminine clothes that looked neat and smart, attracted the right sort of
attention, left enough to the imagination to make men want more, perfectly wrapped the package and
didn’t just lay everything out as though it was being given away...” He stopped —embarrassed again. “I
hope | didn’t put that too crudely. What | mean is there was still an element of romance in clothing, and

| like that.”

Bryony was having some difficulty not laughing. “I think you put that most succinctly. I'm
surprised that any boy these days can still see the truth of all that. My mother describes some of the
modern clothing as things that people have dragged out of the rubbish and worn. Not washed, all
tattered, covering very little and she says that she sometimes has trouble determining if a person is
male or female. My grandmother says it looks as if they can’t sell it, so they are giving it away — and she
is talking about young ladies’ bodies!” Now it was her turn to blush. | hope | didn’t say that so loud that
all the others around us could hear.”

The ice was broken, and both happily chattered away as they worked their way through the old-
world, silver service, afternoon tea with the thin sandwiches and little savouries and cakes on the silver,
three-tier plate stand in the traditional tea rooms, where their attire fitted in so well with the decor.

“How did you find this place?” Bryony asked. “lI must have walked along this street hundreds of
times and never realised that it was here.”



“Quite by accident; | was on my own one weekday afternoon and needed somewhere to have a
drink. | saw the shop and just came in, not expecting it to be anything special. Having found out what it
was like | now make a point of coming here rather than the more modern coffee shops nearer to the
beach. Do you like it?”

“I didn’t think this kind of establishment still existed. My mother and Grandmother would love
this. | will defiantly be bringing them here.”

“So, tell me about your reasons for wearing those superb clothes.”

“It’s quite a long and convoluted story that starts back when | first became interested in dolls. |
of course had my own dolls, but my mother had a collection that had been built up over many years —
starting with her grandmother —and they were all dressed in the clothing of the different periods. They
fascinated me and over the years | decided that | wanted to study the history of fashion. | looked
around for what, if any, jobs that might require people with that sort of knowledge. The film and stage
industries of course need such people, but there did not appear to be enough work on a regular basis to
keep too many employed. So, | studied the history of fashion but also trained to be a fashion designer.
Perhaps that sounds a bit too pretentious, she laughed, “More like a plain dress designer or clothes
designer and not so much fashion.”

“I take it you like to dress in the clothes of different periods then.”

“Yes, but the ones that | prefer are from the 50’s and 60’s — this era (she indicated her clothes)
and | like going out and enjoying myself, trying to feel like | live during those years.”

“But where do you find the outfits and all the accessories to match?”

“That is not as hard as one might think. | learned to sew and make my own clothes. The internet
has been a great help as | can find all the materials and most of the accessories from on-line suppliers
or, frequently, from e-bay and such sites. The costs are very reasonable in most cases, and if | can’t buy
a pattern, | can always cut my own. | make clothes of any period for other people and drama clubs and
this, along with what work | get in advising on fashions and in doing contract designs for clothing
companies, provide a nice income and enables me to be a little eccentric, if you like, and dress how |
prefer. It has turned out very well for me.”

Andrew was, to say the least, impressed, by all this. A young, modern, entrepreneurial, multi-
talented girl who had created a career for herself from the things she loved and had also managed to
retain her individuality. He found himself becoming VERY interested in this young lady who was, in his
eyes, also attractive - very attractive. However, before he could get her to open up more about herself,
she asked him, “What do you do that enables you to also ignore the current fashion trends and let you
be comfortable in what you like?”

“l guess you could say that | also design things. | am a registered architect; | have my own
business specialising in designing and decorating office and shop interiors. As a side-line | work with a
couple of friends and we do house staging for several realtors and, in my spare time, | like to pretend
that | am an artist.”

“With all that I’'m surprised that you get any spare time.”
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“I might say the same about you, but we both obviously have time to promenade along the
beach front and adjourn to tea shops now and again.”

Bryony laughed, a soft, bubbly laugh that had Andrew feeling all funny inside. “l have often
wondered about staging houses but when | have looked at some of the ones that have been done up for
sale, | feel that | could not possibly have lived in them. | know that all the realtors say everything must
be minimalist to give an illusion of space to allow people to imagine where they would put their own
things, but | love to have ‘stuff’ around to make a house feel ‘lived in” —a ‘home’. That probably sounds
terrible to someone in your profession, but | think that where you live needs to feel like a home, not just
a show-piece house.”

“Exactly,” exclaimed Andrew, “Some of the places we have done feel cold and uninviting — but
the agents seem to like that, so we please them and try and close our eyes. If | were selling my house, |
should like to think that whoever purchased it would keep it feeling homely and therefore would try and
leave it as | had it — comfortable to me. | have artwork on every spare area of wall; models of buildings
and rooms all over the place and lots of comfortable furniture that one can sink in to and relax. None of
that stark, angular furniture, that seems to be a la mode at the moment.”

They had eaten all the food and had several cups of tea during this lengthy exchange of likes and
dislikes and neither had realised the time passing.

“I guess | should be getting on”, Bryony sighed, “I have thoroughly enjoyed talking with you and
thank you for the afternoon tea.”

Andrew did not want this to end, “Where do you have to get to?”
“I catch a bus just back along the road.”

“Would you allow me to take you home? | have my car parked in the next street back from the
beach.” He held his breath as she paused for a moment before answering.

“I would not like to take you out of your way.” She sort-of hoped that he might insist.

He took a chance, “If it was as far as the next town, | would not consider it out of my way. | am
in no hurry to get anywhere, and it would be my pleasure to drive you.”

“Well — if you are sure, that would be very nice.” Very nice — very nice? What am | saying? |
would be overjoyed! How often have | had an offer like that? What must he be thinking of me? Actually,
I suspect | know what he is thinking, and | hope I’m correct!

“Come on then, let’s go,” he took her hand (to both her surprise and delight) and the set off at
an easy walking pace to the place his car was parked, where he held the door as he handed her in.

Now Andrew had worked hard (as had been intimated) and he was not one to spend a lot of
money on himself, but in the matter of cars he was rather a fan of luxury. Consequently, when Bryony
saw his almost new, large, comfortable, hybrid, Lexus SUV, she was impressed. However, she was too
well brought up to immediately comment and waited until they had driven a short distance before
saying, “This is a very comfortable car and so much nicer than riding in the bus.”



Andrew glanced across and smiled at her. “l spend a lot of time in my car —it’s almost a second
office - and | appreciate the comfort and quiet. | get to think a lot while | am driving between jobs.”

On arriving at the address Bryony had given him he found that she lived in a rather smart
apartment block in a good suburb and was then, pleasantly, surprised when she invited him in.

“Are you sure,” he queried, “You don’t have to hurry to get ready to go out on a date or
anything. | wouldn’t like to hold you up.”

She blushed slightly, “I don’t have a boyfriend — if that’s what you are asking — and yes, | am sure
that | would like it, if you have time to come in.”

Andrew leapt out of the car and was around opening her door before she had a chance to
identify the door handle and helped her out onto the pavement.

Bryony mentally clocked up another point in his favour — he certainly knew how to be a
gentleman!

Inside, the apartment was very much as he had imagined from her description. Lived in, full (but
not looking as if it was just full of junk) and homely. Comfortable!

“This is really nice”. His voice a sincere ring to it and Bryony smiled. “I especially like the
furniture. Much of mine is old — not actually genuine antiques, more like restored, old solid wood
framed. | have a couple of wing-backed chairs very similar to those two.” He indicated two comfortable
looking and obviously used (because they did not have ‘stuff’ stacked on them) chairs.

“Two dollars each — plus delivery — from a nearby second-hand dealer. | stripped them down,
fumigated, re-stuffed and re-covered them myself.” She replied, clearly very pleased with her efforts.

“I have a few pieces in storage awaiting such treatment. | picked them up in out-of-town village
‘jlunk shops’ and could not resist taking them home. One day | will try and find time to restore them,
but, in the meantime, they await my actually making that time to start working on them. Like my
house, they are part of a ‘work-in-progress’, except | do not seem to be making much progress. | spend
too much time working on other people’s projects and not enough on mine. | know | should make time,
but | keep thinking I'll start next week and, of course, | don’t.” He gave a nervous laugh. “l need a
reason to make the effort and, well, there has never been one compelling enough to get me started.”

Bryony smiled inwardly, wondering if that was some sort of a line. Something like | don’t have a
girlfriend and if | had a serious relationship, it might encourage me to get on with putting my own house
in order, so to speak. Her suspicions were somewhat confirmed with Andrew’s next comment.

“Look, it is getting on and, well, | would like to continue this discussion so, if you are not doing
anything this evening, could | entice you to have dinner with me — my treat — your choice of where?”

Bryony’s face did not give anything away, but Andrew noticed that she could not keep her eyes
from lighting up. “Are you inviting me on a date? She asked with a hint of a laugh in her voice.

“Would you like it be a date?”
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She paused and considered before answering. “l think | would. It's been quite a while since |
actually went on a date, and | rather like the idea of a quiet dinner where we could chat some more.”

Andrew resisted going further into the reasons why she had not been dating because the look on
her face seemed to suggest that now was not the time to enquire. Instead, he asked if she had a
suitable, quite place in mind.

“What is your favourite food, perhaps we can find something based around that?”

“I just like food. I'm not choosy — to me the atmosphere is just as important as the style of
menu. Sorry, I’'m not being very helpful am | — put it down to lack of practice.”

| like this lady more and more, Andrew was thinking to himself as he struggled to quickly come
up with a suitable suggestion — also being, as she had put it, out of practice.

Finally, he came up with a place that he remembered as being pleasant and with enough space
between tables to enable talking without the whole room knowing what you were saying. Bryony knew
of the place but had never been there and Andrew phoned and secured a booking.

“Should | change?” Her question caught him unawares.

“Ah, you would probably know a lot more about what to wear than me. You look terrific to me
as you are, but as to whether it is suitable for dinner out...” He stopped — blushing.

“What will you be wearing?” she responded.

“I hadn’t thought about that either.” He admitted. “l too am rather out of practice.” he added
lamely. Then, on a complete whim, “Without going overboard — not ball gown and tuxedo — why don’t
we do this in style! You get ready while | go and put on a suit and tie, and I'll meet you back here in
about an hour. Would that work okay for you?”

“Yes, I'd like that.” She smiled broadly, “I'll see you again in about an hour.” And leaning in
slightly so that she was able to give him a light kiss on one cheek, she walked with him to the door.

In a little less than an hour he was back, showered, shaved and in his best suit. A little surprised,
but very impressed, that Bryony was ready to go, dressed in a plain black dress with a fitted bodice and
a full skirt that fell in soft pleats from the (very attractive) waist to just below the knees, all topped off
with a white, fluffy, bolero jacket. Tonight, she did not wear a hat and her hair was done in a French roll
with a silver filigree clip in the fold. Andrew’s eye involuntarily almost popped out of his head, and she
knew that he approved of her choice before he managed to bring himself to speak. “You look absolutely
stunning.” Was all he could think of saying as he stood looking admiringly at her.

“And you don’t look too bad yourself.” Was her, cheekily smiling, retort.

They walked to his car (where he again carefully handed her in), and drove to the restaurant,
chatting easily as they went.  Parking, he assisted her from the car, stood back a little as she checked
her reflection in the window, and offered his arm as the strolled into the reception area.

Seated at a very pleasantly located table they ordered pre-dinner drinks while they considered

the menu, comparing likes and dislikes. Having ordered their first courses and wine, they sat and
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chatted about everything and nothing while they waited for the meals to arrive. There was no first date
awkwardness — strangely, both were completely at ease.

After having their entrees and main courses, they danced for a while before ordering deserts and
later coffee and liqueurs. It was a perfect date that could easily have been just one of many delightful
evenings out rather than their first and only after a few hours of first meeting.

Leaning back as they were finishing the last of their drinks, Andrew smiled across the table at
Bryony and commented, “Thanks to you, this has to be the best Saturday | can remember having.” She
smiled as he immediately continued, “If you don’t already have something else organised, would you
like to come with me on an outing somewhere tomorrow?”

Grinning, she replied in a voice that he was already beginning to realise was indicative of her
mischievous side coming to the fore, “If you can promise it will be more entertaining than housework, |
would be delighted. I'm sure the cleaning and dusting will still be there on Monday.”

“So, what sort of things do you enjoy doing? Picnics, fun fairs, mall crawling, country pubs,
drives in the country, horse trekking, lazing in the sun, movies?”

Bryony thought for a moment, and she looked, questioningly at Andrew, “Listening to you
rattling off all those enticing sounding possibilities, there is something that | have never done but have
sometimes day-dreamed about. It may not be possible, but you may know of somewhere.” She looked
almost embarrassed about continuing. “l imagine a grassy bank beside fresh water — a stream or a lake
— a quiet, secluded spot; a picnic, sunbathing and talking or reading; possibly a swim then a drive home
through the countryside in the evening, stopping for dinner in a rustic country pub on the way. There is
probably nowhere around here where that could happen.”

Andrew thought for a moment and smiled. “As romantic a fancy as that might sound, | believe |
can make most of that happen. It would mean an early start but there is beautiful weather forecast
again tomorrow. Are you okay travelling by car for a long distance?”

“I don’t suffer from motion sickness and in your car I'm sure that any distance would be a
pleasure. Where did you have in mind?”

“That will be a surprise. I'll pack up a picnic hamper and organise a suitable blanket to sit on.
You just bring what you need, and | believe that we can make a reasonable job of bringing your dream
to life,”

“Can | assist with the hamper?

“l was just going to pop into the 24-hour supermarket on my way home and get things from
there.”

“Can | come and help?”

“If you like, it is on the way to your apartment.”
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Walking around the supermarket they might have been mistaken for a young, married couple as
they picked out favourite cheeses, pate, fruit, French loaves and other ‘picnic treats’ they both fancied.
Some cool drinks, a nice wine and they were done.

They drove to Bryony’s apartment in companionable silence — both reflecting on the relatively
few hours that they had spent together and the immediate friendship that had developed between
them.

He walked her to the door, saying that he would call for her at 7 am in the morning if that was
not too early. She leaned towards him, “Thank you for a wonderful afternoon and evening.”

“It has been a pleasure.” He briefly kissed her gently on the lips and she eagerly responded.

That night Bryony drifted off to sleep reliving that kiss and dreamed of sunny afternoons by a
lake.

In the light of the new day, she had started to think about the previous day’s events and had to
admit to herself that it had been unusual in so many ways. A chance meeting: afternoon tea and a
dinner date all with a person who she had never seen before and, although they had shared more
personal details than was normal in such a short time, they were, really, still complete strangers. Now
they were about to head out for a whole day together, to an undisclosed destination, probably miles out
of town. Why was she not a little worried? Her normal caution would have had the red flags frantically
waving all over the place long before now and yet she was not in the least concerned. Perhaps she
should let someone know that she was going out and with whom — but, apart from her parents, there
was no one that she felt comfortable about talking about this, and she did not feel inclined to cause
them concern when all her instincts were, strangely, telling her that everything was okay.

Andrew had sat for a time reflecting on exactly what had happened in that very unusual
afternoon and went to sleep thinking about tomorrow and hoping that it was to be the first of many
more tomorrows. Come morning he was still more than a little amazed that he had had the courage to
speak to her in the first place and even more surprised when she had agreed to go out with him for the
day. He certainly did not get the impression that she was an ‘easy pick up’ but there had been no real
signs of hesitation when he had suggested the afternoon tea, dinner, or the outing today. Could it
possibly have been one of those cases that one hears about but never personally experiences where
two people sort of ‘click’ at first sight? He was rather hoping so...

On Sunday morning Andrew was up bright and early, packed the hamper and a freezer bag, a
large picnic blanket, a small tent, several outdoors-type cushions, and suitable extra clothing. He drove
via a service station to check the car and top up petrol and arrived at Bryony’s sharp at seven.

Bryony had woken up to her alarm ringing and, vaguely aware it was Sunday, wondered why she
had set the alarm. Suddenly she realised, woke up in an instant, leapt from her bed and headed for the
shower, where she stood luxuriating in the warm soothing water, deciding just what 1950s style clothes
would be most suitable (and attractive to Andrew) for the sort of day’s outing that was apparently in
store.

When Andrew saw the print, square-neck sun frock, the look in his eyes and the good morning

kiss was all she needed to reassure her that her choice met with his complete approval.
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Andrew packed her bag into the car, ensured she was comfortable, and they set off through the
suburbs and out into the countryside. He had a good selection of music available, and they chose some
easy listening as background as they chatted and travelled on, in what Bryony considered to the
epitome of luxury. About two hours into the trip they pulled into a little tearoom for morning tea.
Then after a further one and a half hours motoring Andrew slowed right down — carefully watching the
side of the road — and then suddenly pulled off down a little track that meandered for about half a
kilometre to a small, totally deserted, lake-side beach, where he parked beside a grassy knoll that faced
across the lake towards mountains, blue with distance. Several large shady trees bordered the area and
there was not another person in sight.

“This is heavenly.” Bryony enthused, “How did you know about this place.”

“Some years ago, | was travelling up the main road in the early evening and my old car broke
down. | saw some lights flashing over this way, so | walked down to see if there was a house. There was
no dwelling, but a couple of guys, who owned the property, were setting up to go fishing. They helped
me out and we got talking about what a beautiful spot it was. The upshot was | came back through a few
weeks later and called in to thank them for their help by bringing some fishing gear for them. They were
impressed and told me that any time | wanted a quiet camping site for a few days to feel free to use this.
| phoned them this morning and here we are.”

Andrew had set about putting up the compact two-person tent with the opening and an awning
facing out towards the lake, which brought another cry of appreciation from Bryony. “You have thought
of everything.”

He smiled and asked if she fancied a swim before they opened their picnic lunch, “That is the
prime reason for the tent,” he added as he indicated for her to go inside.

She walked into the tent and gasped. Andrew had a curtain wall that slid across the width of the
tent and had hooks on the centre pole for clothes and a framed mirror about 45cm square. Her
comment, “Now this is five-star picnicking; | really approve, thank you.”

Andrew came out of the tent after they had both changed and found Bryony tentatively dipping
her toes into the water.

“This water is very cold. | guess lake water usually is and | assume this lake is fed from those
hills.”

“How warm would you like me to make it?” Andrew smiled, expecting some smart retort — which
he got!

“Okay, so now you are going to tell me that you can also raise the water temperature on
demand, just like magic.” Along with a raised eyebrow there was a slightly cynical tone to her voice.

“Only if | am standing in the right magical place, so, if you would care to walk this way | will
demonstrate.” And, taking her hand he strolled along the beach for about fifty metres. Dramatically
waving his hands in the air he told her to move into the water and move to her left for warmer and to
the right for cooler, until she was satisfied with the temperature.
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Looking more than a little sceptical, Bryony slowly entered the water —expecting it to still be very
cold —and then yelled with glee, “This is like a hot bath!”

“If it’s too hot just move to the right a fraction, or out a little deeper, until it’s just right for you.”

He joined her in the lake as she sat down, neck deep in the tepid water and sighed with pleasure.
“Hot springs as well. What a way to spend a day.” She leaned over and kissed his cheek.

“I find it pleasant to just sit in the warm for a while and then very gradually move back to where
we have the tent. You slowly become accustomed to the cooler water and when you get out the air the
feels warm and you can sit on the beach and dry out in the sun in comfort. Also, by then you are out of
the slightly mineral tainted water and your togs are nicely rinsed and clean.”

Later, sitting on a blanket in the partial shade of the tent fly and eating their picnic lunch, Bryony
commented, “This is so beautiful and peaceful it feels like we have been transported to another world.”

“Yes, it may be a long way to come for a day’s picnic, but | think it is pleasant to get away from
the rush and enjoy the seclusion with just the sounds of nature to break the silence. Maybe, sometime,
you may like to spend a few days here.” It was asked more as an exploratory question, but her
immediate response raised his hopes.

“I think | might like that.” Said with a shy smile...

After their lunch they dozed and chatted. Around mid-afternoon Andrew said, “We will take a
slightly different route home and stop off at a rather nice little place for dinner. Between here and
there are several excellent antique/second-hand shops that we could stop and browse around if you felt
so inclined. Or we can stay here a little longer if you would prefer that. It’s totally up to you.”

At the mention of the antique shops Bryony’s eyes lit up. “l understand that some of those
country antique shops have some wonderful things for sale at far better prices than around the city. |
just never have the courage to drive to them on my own. Would it be okay if we stopped and looked at
a couple?” She went to get up.

“There is no rush. If you want to sit in the sun for a while longer, or have another swim, there is
time.”

“I would love to stay here until sunset, but the lure of those shops is too much to ignore. You
don’t mind, do you?” she added, not wanting to sound as if she was taking advantage of his hospitality.”

“Not at all, this is your day out and | would not have mentioned them if | hadn’t thought you
might be interested - and there will be other opportunities to see the sun set here.” At least | hope so,
he thought to himself.

Again, that shy smile but excited eyes, “Yes, | would really like to watch the sun set from this spot
sometime.”

They started to slowly pack up their picnic, and while Bryony changed out of her bathing
costume, he stowed the blanket and hamper in the car. When she exited the tent, Bryony was most
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thankful for the mirror that Andrew had hung there. “I think | look reasonably presentable again —
thanks to your thoughtfulness.”

Andrew stood and looked for a fraction of a second, took her into his arms, kissed her, and
whispered into her ear, “You look perfect to me — but then you have all day.” He held he against his still
naked chest and could feel her heart beating as she whispered back

“Thank you!”

Andrew changed, packed up the rest of their gear and they set off towards the first of the
antique stores, where he was enchanted with the enthusiasm that she displayed for the many objects
that caught her attention. Between them they made several small purchases, and then moved on to the
second shop — which Andrew thought was even better and from where he had previously purchased a
number of items.

The owner recognised Andrew and asked if they were looking for anything in particular. They
indicated that they were happy to browse for a while, but Andrew made sure that Bryony moved
towards a counter where he knew that there was a considerable collection of old jewellery at usually
very reasonable prices. When she spotted it the gasp of appreciation was immediate, and she stood
transfixed, gazing into the trays of rings, pendants, broaches, and watches.

Andrew watched closely as she went through the trays that the owner had lifted out onto the
countertop. She lifted each piece up, examined it closely, assessed the weight and selected a pair of
sterling silver belt clasps and several rings. He noticed that there was a locket that she kept going back
to and then, almost unwillingly, setting aside. He caught a glimpse of the price and realised why it was
being passed over. After making her selection she moved on to look at some other areas of the shop
and Andrew indicated that he would like to purchase the locket but to keep it quiet.

They finished looking, paid for their respective purchases, and moved on towards where they
were to have an excellent country pub dinner during the late dusk and then the two hour drive back
home. As they drove through the dark countryside and finally on to the motorway into the city
Bryony’s eyes kept drooping and she was clearly having difficulty keeping awake. “Why don’t you just
relax, get comfortable and sleep. There is no need to stay awake for my benefit, I'm fine.”

“Are you sure?” she seemed concerned — perhaps that he might think her rude.
“Absolutely sure — | am used to driving alone and you look worn out.”

She roused as they started to drive through the well-lit suburbs but did not wake up until they
came to a stop outside her apartment, where she immediately started to apologise.

“Hush — you obviously needed that sleep. Let me help you in with your stuff.”
“Please stay for a coffee. You probably need something to get you home without dropping off.”
“I'd like that, thank you.”

They sat over their coffee and biscuits and Bryony was again profuse in her thanks for the
beautiful day out. The picnic spot; the hot water swim; the luxury of having the tent available to change
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in; the wonderful antique shops with such great prices; the special atmosphere of the place where they
had that excellent meal; the drive in such a divine car — what a memorable day it had been!

“In truth, it's been an unusual and wonderful day for me as well.” Andrew confided, “I have
never been there with anyone before — always alone. Indeed, | have never done that drive, visited those
shops and eaten at that pub except on my own — and then never in one day. | have eaten at the pub on
several occasions when travelling — in fact | designed the dining room for the owner after we had been
talking during one visit — but | never taken anyone there. But do you realise that, even though we have
had afternoon tea, two dinners, a picnic, and a long road trip together, we still don’t know very much
about each other beyond names and work. Other names; birthdays; birthplace; family; all the little
details never came up in discussion. I’'m thinking that we need another date — very soon — to fill in some
background. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“You know, I'd not even thought about that. (She blushed — not because of the truth of his
comments, but because of her similar thoughts that very morning which she had pushed to the back of
her mind as being irrelevant.) You are right — we don’t really know each other at all, do we?” Then,
mischievously, “perhaps we are both hiding some dark secrets. Would another date be wise or would
the bubble burst when we discovered the real people behind the cool facades we have put up?” She
was laughing now.

“Well, I'm game if you are. Tomorrow is Monday. How is your calendar looking?”

Bryony looked at him, wide eyed. “You’re serious, aren’t you? Well, as it happens, | do have a
potentially free afternoon — actually from about 11:30. There are a heap of things | could be doing — or
perhaps should be doing — but | am easily tempted to do things apart from work!”

“I have nothing in the afternoon that would stop the world spinning if | did not do it. Would you
like to meet for lunch and then see what the afternoon brings forth?”

“Are you always this impulsive? There was a serious note under the smile and wide eyes.

“Quite often, fortunately, but not usually in relation this sort of situation. It's apparently my
creative side of me that leads to sudden ‘bright ideas’, but generally only in respect to designs or
artwork and not things pertaining to my private life. | think you must have some devilish magical
powers that alter my mind in some way.”

“Yes, just like your power to make lake water warm!” There was that mischievous grin again.
“Right, where shall we meet and when, and do you have any preferences about lunch?”
“I will be working from home all morning, so | can meet you wherever you like.”

“Okay, what say | pick you up here at, say, 11:45, and we can see what the weather is like before
we choose where to go?”

He stood to leave, and Bryony accompanied him to the door.

“Thank you again for a perfect day.”
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He took her in his arms, “It was a real pleasure and | look forward to learning all your dark
secrets!” With that his caress was tight and the kisses were real as she settled into his arms with a
contented sigh.

Andrew’s dreams were of a very modest 1950s style bathing suit that seemed to accentuate
rather than conceal the trim, shapely, body beneath it; the shapeliness of which he had confirmed by a
quick check on size tag on her bra hanging on the tent pole; the firmness of which he had proof of,
having held those breasts against his chest only hours before, and by the slim but well defined legs,
arms and neck that were emphasised, it seemed, by whatever she was wearing and a waist that he
could easily encompass with his two, not especially large, hands. His hardness upon waking being proof
positive of his desires.

Bryony simply dreamed of being held by strong, and it seemed, loving, arms in an everlasting
embrace, and woke in the morning with an unaccustomed but very pleasant warmth around her core -
ready to take on the world - provided that the day did not reveal any deep dark secrets in his past, and,
of course, assuming that he was not turned off by her uninteresting background.

During the morning Andrew spent some time on examining and cleaning the locket purchased
the previous day. He carefully removed the chain and opened the locket out almost flat. There was
nothing in it, but he noted the gold rating and then gave attention to another mark that was visible and
that looked familiar. Opening his computer, he searched until he was able to confirm what the mark
meant.

Part-filling a small tumbler with Gin, he placed the chain and locket in and watched the years of
accumulated dirt start to soften and float away. Using a small, very soft brush he gently assisted the
fluid by brushing away the dirt as it loosened. Then, making a very mild mix of washing up liquid and
warm water he carefully washed the whole thing — using the brush to gently move the last of the dust
and what was probably talcum powder. Finally, he rinsed everything under running water before
placing all the pieces on a soft cloth and gently patting dry. He then took up a magnifying glass and
examined all the markings again, looked closely at the brilliant stones that surrounded the heart shaped
front, checked the hinge and clasp and the fine chain.

Satisfied, he replaced the chain, carefully wrapped the whole thing in acid free tissue paper and
placed it in a snap lock plastic bag. Before going to meet Bryony, he called in on an elderly jeweller
friend of his and asked him to have a look at the locket.

His friend spent several minutes examining the locket. He weighed it, carefully studied it with a
strong eye glass and looked up at Andrew. “I think you have found an extremely nice piece here. What
can you tell me about it?

Andrew told him how he had come to buy the locket, how he had cleaned it and what he
thought he had found out about its origin.

Your friend had a good eye for this kind of object. And I’'m glad to see that you headed what |
have told you about cleaning this kind of thing. You are correct about the maker and that the stones are
diamonds — small but of excellent quality. The fact that it is clearly handmade and not something that
has been stamped out by the thousand and the way in which the diamonds have been mounted
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confirms that it is genuine and not some fake. The style is right for the early to mid-1950s. The price
you paid is what | would expect in a place where the person recognised value in second-hand gold but
not the real value to a collector. | am assuming, given your reasons for buying it in the first place, that
you are not looking to sell this. Upon Andrew confirming this, his comment was, “this must be a very
special person we are talking about here.”

The jeweller then sat down and made a few calculations before coming back to the anxiously
waiting Andrew. “Okay, | am going to give you three valuations. One is the value of this to a legitimate
gold dealer. He quoted an amount that was only a little more than what Andrew had paid for it. The
second is its value to a person who liked it as it is. It is not a currently ‘fashionable’ style, but it has a
market to people who like that era and appreciate it for that reason only. He quoted a price only slightly
higher. The third is to a collector who knows exactly what it is and who made it and who appreciates
the mint condition. | say mint condition because it has clearly been worn on only a very few occasions —
quite probable never. | would happily give an insurance certificate to back this value. Andrew gasped at
the sum — more than ten times what he had paid for it.

“Do you still intend to give it away? In a specialist sale with competing bidders the price could go
even higher.”

Without a further thought Andrew replied, “Yes, it deserves an owner who appreciates it for
what it represents and what it is. Someone who will use it and not just collect it and let it gather dust
again.”

“Okay, you will need a suitable box. | don’t have one with this maker’s name, but | do get a great
number of odd generic boxes from items that people bring in to sell for the gold value. My wife thinks
that it is a shame to toss them out and spends a lot of time and effort cleaning and refurbishing the
better ones. I’'m sure that | have one that is the right fashionable colour for that era and will be suitable
to take such a piece.” He disappeared for several minutes and come back with a beautiful velvet
covered box that fitted the locket perfectly.

They agreed on a very reasonable price for the appraisal, the insurance certificate and the box
and Andrew went away happy that his ‘spur-of-the-moment’ decision to purchase the locket had paid
off.

A few minutes before 11:45 Bryony heard Andrew’s car arrive and, ready to leave, she walked
out to meet him as he approached her door.

He greeted her with a kiss and handed her into the car. Before they drove off, he enquired if she
had any thoughts about where to go for lunch.

With a shy smile she responded, “Where do you think it might be safe to discuss or dark, secret
pasts?”

“Hmmm, | see your point: Would you prefer takeaways on my terrace — or is that too
uncomfortable too soon?” He added the last bit in case she felt awkward going to his home, although,
he thought to himself, she had invited him into her apartment within hours of their first meeting.

“I' should like that.”
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“What is your favourite takeaway?”

Again, she blushed a little, “Actually, | like fish and chips, just opened in the paper on the table, in
my fingers. | know it sounds a bit ordinary, but | enjoy that.”

“And | have the necessary vinegar, sauces, bread, butter and liquid refreshments to go with that.
There is a nice shop on the way — let’s go.”

As they entered Andrew’s driveway Bryony’s immediate though was ‘what a beautiful old
house’. They crossed the wide veranda and entered through the front door into a ten-foot-wide hallway
which they traversed, past a staircase and through a door into a dining area which in turn led out
through eight-foot-high glazed folding doors to another covered, wide, veranda and on to an open
terrace where a large, circular outdoor table was set up and shaded by an enormous sun umbrella.

All that alone took Bryony’s breath away, but when she sat down and gazed down the long back
yard and saw that it was boarded with fruit trees and looked out over a reserve and a tranquil lake with
ducks and swans paddling slowly around, she was speechless.

Andrew saw her stunned expression and commented, “Can | take it that you approve of the
setting for an outdoors easy lunch?” He was grinning as she looked up — eyes sparkling.

“This is extraordinary! How can you bear to leave this house, even to go to work?”

He set down the condiments that he had picked up on their way through the dining room and
started to open the newspaper wrapping on their lunch. “I think you need to reserve judgement until
you have seen some of the rest of the house before you get too carried away. Much of it has not been
restored yet. If you would like to finish organising the food, | will get some wine and other bits and
pieces.”

They chatted casually, as they ate their lunch and sipped on the white wine that Andrew and
produced from somewhere in the house. Bryony could not help commenting on the view and the quiet
relaxed atmosphere. “It’s hard to believe that on the other side of the house there is the city and the
traffic and here we are looking out over a park-like scene where the only disturbance seems to be the
wildlife and | suspect a lawn mower from time to time. It seems almost impossible. | never knew that
park existed and yet it’s almost like and extension to your backyard.”

“When my grandparents purchased this property, the two on either side of us and the reserve
were all part of their land, and they ran a couple of cows and the odd sheep for milk and meat.
Grandma used to make their own butter and they always had cream to go on scones or desert. As the
city spread it became impractical to keep on farming — even on that small scale. They sold off two lots
but thankfully ensured that they still retained nice wide spaces on each side of this house, which
included the orchard. What is now that reserve and the lake were part of their property, but they gifted
that to the City Council with an ironclad provision that it stays as a reserve, and not be sold off later for
any other purpose. As it is now surrounded by housing, it is almost totally unknown to anyone who
does not live in one of the properties around it. There is a narrow lane that leads into it - across the
other side — but the only people that | have ever seen around there are bird watchers and the odd

jogger.”
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They had finished their meal and sat sipping the last of the wine when Bryony asked, “What
about the house? It looks far bigger than the bit we saw as we came in. You mentioned something
about it being a ‘work-in-progress’, is there a lot left to do on it?”

“Would you like the grand tour before we have coffee?”

They went back into the dining room and through to a completely modernised kitchen. Well,
modernised to the extent that the layout, fittings, and fixtures were all new and very modern and it had
all the latest equipment. However, the old atmosphere had been retained by keeping the very high
ceilings and racks on cords that could be raised and lowered — like were to be found in old farmhouses.
As well as the huge double door refrigerator there was a very large, cool, pantry, from where another
door opened to a staircase leading down into a below-ground wine cellar (complete with some wine)
and another room with some shiny equipment that Andrew explained used to be a dairy where the milk
had been separated and they had made butter. Grandfather used to make wine from excess fruit but
there is none of that around anymore.

Bryony had noticed a basket of eggs in the pantry and Andrew explained that there were still hen
runs and a house in behind the orchard and he was kept well supplied with fresh eggs all the time.

Throughout the ground floor of the house Bryony noticed that the ceilings were all very high and
the walls had been finished in a dado style with a picture rail at about eight feet up and the upper
section finished in a different style to the lower sections and that, like he had previously mentioned,
there was a considerable amount of artwork hanging on most walls.

Off the large front entrance there were three doors on each side of the hallway. Those on the
left of the front door led to large bedrooms that had been refurbished and furnished with furniture and
furnishings suited to the period of the house. The difference to original lay in the on-suite bathrooms
and built-in wardrobes. The original rooms must have been huge because the rooms were still
noticeably big and airy compared with most modern houses. The third was another bathroom.

On the right of the hall there was what had apparently been a large reception room, but which
Andrew had converted into his office suite. Then there was the staircase and beyond that, alongside the
dining room, and connected to it, there was a ‘withdrawing room’ of significant size, which had also
been set up to serve as a TV lounge. So far everything seemed to have been completely restored and
furnished, and Bryony was starting to wonder what was still to do.

The staircase had only been partly refurbished and by the time they reached the upper-level
Bryony could see what his, ‘a lot left to do’, meant!

A bathroom and four more very large bedrooms (all filled with furniture awaiting restoration)
were in a sorry state. Paper needed stripping, painting was required, and Andrew explained that the
approved restoration plans included building on-suites in two bedrooms and converting one other to
sitting-room/lounge. The last room was uncluttered but still in need of refurbishment. This, Andrew
explained, is where he, anonymously, pretended to be an artist. He has set up a couple of easels and a
drawing table, several shelves of paints and there were a good number of canvases leaning against the
walls.

“May | have a look at some of your work?”
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“Help yourself — just promise not to collapse laughing!”

She turned over a few and studied them intently. Then, turning more she exclaimed, “These are
good —really good. You should certainly consider showing them somewhere.”

“No one would consider showing these and | don’t know a café that might hang a few for sale. |
don’t think that there is much chance of interesting anyone in even taking them on commission.”

“What about the houses you stage? Who selects the artworks shown in them?”

“I do, but surely you’re not suggesting | have some framed and hang them in housed staged for
sale.”

“Yes, that is exactly what | am suggesting. They are far easier on the eye than many of the
monstrosities | have seen in houses for sale — or in many galleries for that matter.”

Andrew considered this for minute and replied, “I agree that some of the paintings displayed in
staged houses are not all that pleasant to look at, but | would feel a bit cheeky putting my own up.”

“Nonsense, some of those restful landscapes would create a very pleasant atmosphere in the
right houses and | am sure that many people would be asking where they could be purchased. The
realtors would not be concerned — all they are interested in are sales of properties and if your paintings
were in a house that sold, they would be happy to pass on who should be contacted about buying them.
| reckon you should try it and see.”

With that thought in mind they went out into the front yard and looked around the limited
amount of garden that Andrew had continued to maintain. Then, he opened the double garage door
and showed Bryony how the garage was connected to the main house by a covered walkway onto the
veranda, which did not completely encircle the house. Near the back door, through the wall where the
pantry was on the inside, there was a room that was laundry with large space for coats and boots and
thence to the back door.

The garage extended through to an enormous workshop with all manner of wood working
equipment and above the garage/workshop there was an attic that was partially fitted out as an
apartment.

The rest of the back yard consisted of the orchid, the chook run and several areas that had
apparently been vegetable gardens but had been left to turn back into lawn. The whole section was
huge — almost half an acre, Andrew explained, and, in Bryony’s eyes, offered so much in the way of
opportunity for future development. But, of course, she refrained from saying so — at least until Andrew
asked, “What do you think of it all — now that you have seen all that has NOT yet been done to the
property?”

“I really don’t think you want to hear all my off the top of my head thoughts — it's not my place
to tell you what | would do if the property was mine.”

“But | would like your comments because | have always just gone ahead with what | considered
at that moment seemed to fit, and another viewpoint — especially a female one — would be useful.
Besides, you have some brilliant ideas about design and decorating and | need help to ensure that the
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place does not just represent a hotchpotch of my brainstorms over a number of years. The whole
project is starting to need some discipline and pulling together into a co-ordinated design with some
discernible plan. When | plan spaces in work that | am doing | am very clear about what | am doing and
what is needed. Here | have not been required to be so focused and my planning has been less
organised because | have not had the need to sit down and consider the whole area. | get an idea and
think, yes, that would look nice in that area. When | get the time, | do the work. Then, later, | think,
okay, | think that this area would work very well as — whatever — and do that it. It is very bad practice,
and | should really work out a plan for the complete house and stick to it. It is not a very good
advertisement for my work in this state, is it?”

“Well, my first impression thoughts are based around my own need to consider every little
available space and may seem out of place when taken in the context of all the area that you have here
to play with —and of course, they will reflect a feminine point of view. My priority would be to upgrade
the workshop. At his raised eyebrows, she continued. | thought that might surprise you! | would
completely line and sound-proof it as much as possible so that it can be used commercially without
complaints from neighbours. The area nearest the garage | would use to store furniture awaiting
restoration and to keep timber and other supplies required for that work. In the middle area | would re-
setup the machinery — probably much like it is now. | envisage it would be very much like a kitchen
where one machine leads onto another in some logical order. Then | would wall off the far end, where
there is still good light, and turn it into a showroom for completed items that are ready for use or sale
and where they would not be getting dusty from the workshop operation. Items that were restored and
which you did not wish to keep could be used for house staging or sale. Then | would finish the upper
level of that building with the front — over the garage and start of the workshop - being a self-contained
flat and the far end, walled off and made dust-proof to use as a finishing room for the restored
furniture. Dust-free for varnishing or French polishing; good light day or night and as that is quiet work,
it being up high would not create a noise problem if you wanted to work at night. In the longer term
you may wish to consider building a new garage on the other side of the house and using the existing
the garage area for incoming goods. Then you have a ready-made additional business where you could
engage a man — or perhaps a married couple — to live in the apartment and to operate the restoration
business under your direction (and, if you would like that, with your assistance).”

She paused, and Andrew was simply gazing at her open-mouthed. “You saw all that in just the
short time we spent in there?”

She grinned, “Yes — but it is just an impression. I’'m sure that the architect in you would soon see
practical problems with what | am visualising on the run. | just looked at it as a potential multi-revenue-
earning space that was currently being overlooked in favour of the house that is already very liveable
but is too cluttered in the areas that still need work. This solves that problem as well, | think.”

“Dare | ask you to go on?”

“| see the upstairs of the house as needing to be looked at carefully once all the clutter is
removed. My first impression was to leave your studio there and possibly leave one of the other rooms
for a similar use —a domestic work room. Then, perhaps two bedrooms, with a connecting bathroom; a
small lounge with maybe a curtained-off area where one could make afternoon tea or even a light
supper. An area where perhaps visitors could be self-contained if they so desired or, even though it is
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upstairs, a place where one could accommodate elderly parents. Possibly even the main bedrooms
upstairs and visitors down. I’'m not sure. | would need to see it empty to decide.

“I have thought of several options for the upstairs — much along the same lines as you are
suggesting — but have not been able to decide in my own mind which would work best. | have even
wondered if perhaps | might have done the downstairs a little different to make better use of all the
space there, but | went ahead with my office as the top priority and things just developed from there.”

“It’s not too late to make some adjustments there that may help, is it?”

“No, there are several little things that | could have done different but that would not be too
difficult to alter as there would be nothing structural involved.”

“Oh, | know nothing about that sort of thing in buildings — only in clothes.” She laughed. “Like |
was saying, you will probably be able to pull my other suggestions apart on those grounds alone. | just
see space, not the problems of changing it.”

Both went quiet for a few moments — each thinking their own, and interestingly, rather similar,
thoughts.

“How would you like to spend the rest of the afternoon and the evening?’ Andrew asked. “Do
you fancy a coffee and then perhaps a drive or a walk — or both?”

‘I'd love a coffee and we were going to spend this time finding out all about our deep, dark
secret backgrounds, so whatever the best stage-set is for that drama would be fine with me.”

She sat in the kitchen while he brewed coffee and, before he took a seat by her, he went into the
lounge and returned with a large photograph album, saying, “My family and my life in pictures - the
complete exposé.”

They sat drinking their coffee and chatting about the photos — filling in gaps in knowledge about
birthdays, family, places they had lived and travelled to, all the little background details that such
albums tend to remind one of, for some time until conversation began to lapse. “What do you think
about an adjournment to somewhere that is not all about me? | would like to learn more about you and
(he grinned) | am worried that the more you find out about me the less likely you will be to want to tell
me about yourself.”

“There is not much to tell really. What you already know is about all there is to my limited claims
to anything exciting in life.”

“Now that | simply can’t believe! There has to be a story or two behind that cute little scar on
your thigh; the reason why you have two ear piercings; your family; your hometown; your school days;
the journey that has brought you to today, why you appear to be favouring your left leg at the moment
and all then other new things that | see about you each time we meet. Come on, let’s drive over to the
Mall, grab a disgustingly decadent box of goodies for an afternoon tea in the park where we can sit in
1950s style under a shady tree and learn about your dark mysterious past”

And so, a little while later, sitting under a tree, on a blanket and cushions that had appeared
from the back of his car, gazing out over the duck pond, and nibbling on sticky cakes, Andrew and
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Bryony were discussing her past. At least Andrew was, laughingly, asking leading questions and Bryony
had, because of the very relaxed atmosphere, been, almost unwittingly, telling him all sorts of things
about her history. One point that had immediately attracted his attention was that the coming Saturday
would be her birthday.

Filling that morsel away in a corner of his mind, Andrew kept the discussion on light general
matters that — one never knows — might draw out information that would fill in gaps in his knowledge
about that lady who was rapidly becoming more and more interesting to him. There seemed to be a
mutual bond and understanding between them and a relaxation that he had never experienced before
on such short acquaintance. He sensed also that it was probably the same for her and he was very keen
to ensure that this association continued.

During a short lull in conversation Andrew leaned back on his cushion and, with a far-away look
in his eyes, started to quote parts of some poetic lines. “A jug of wine, a loaf of bread and thou beside
me underneath the bough...”

“And in answer to the question in the next line — Yes, | think it could be.”
He looked quizzically at her, “What could be?”

“Paradise! | had you well and truly figured as a romantic, and | might have expected
Shakespeare or Keats, but | would never have thought of Omar Khayyam. The only thing missing is the
book of verses and then this ‘Wilderness would be Paradise e’'now’. Except perhaps for the singing part,
and it’s not quite enough of a wilderness for me to burst into song.”

He regarded her with great amusement and obvious respect in his eyes, “Who would have
thought that | might have found a fellow enthusiast of an ancient Persian poet. Most people would
have no idea where that originated and may even have thought | dreamed them up myself. There is no
fooling you, is there?”

They were still laughing as they packed up their improvised picnic and started back to the car.

Andrew raised the question of what they could do in the evening and Bryony’s rather sad reply
was that she had better pretend that she was responsible business owner and do some work tomorrow,
so needed to get an early night. But this was dramatically brightened in Andrew’s eyes when she added,
“You have been wining and dining me for the last two days, would you like to come to my apartment,
and | will rustle up some dinner tonight?”

After a light but very satisfying dinner they sat together on a couch with coffee, cheese and
crackers, quietly chatting over nothing in particular. Andrew asked, “Would it be alright if | had a look at
your workroom?”

“Of course — but why?”

“Well, as you know | design workspaces and from what | already learned from you, you have a
very good eye for that sort of thing and | would be really interested to see how you have set up your
own, multi-purpose, business space. | thought | was reasonably good at what | do but you have already
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opened my eyes to possibilities that | had never seriously considered as an immediate, and potentially
lucrative, use my garage and unused workshop building.”

“Oh no, as | said, | just see space and try and use it well, because | never have enough. Your
problem with the workshop is that you have never had to really consider it. When you made time to
explore the possibilities of that area, I'm sure that you would have come up with the best use of the
space very easily.”

“Maybe; but you do seem to have a eye for optimisation of space which is something | know that
| sometimes miss out on — probably because | have not often have to be concerned about that so much
—and it is something | should be much more conscious of. | think you could help me.”

”I’'m happy to help, if you think | can, but I'm no expert.”

They looked around her small, but very efficient, workroom and she pointed out why certain
things had been set up as they were and what she would have preferred if she had more space
available.

They finished up the evening and Andrew helped clear away the coffee cups before taking his
leave. At the door they mutually and without any hesitation were in each other’s arms, sharing a good-
night kiss, before reluctantly parting for the night.

That night Bryony reflected over the past two days and thinking ahead to her birthday on the
upcoming Saturday, was wondering if Andrew would like to be included in her day and how she might
be able to arrange that. (Without being seen to be trying to arrange it — of course.)

Not surprisingly, Andrew was thinking very similar thoughts. He would like to be part of her day.
He had an extremely nice present for her. He had no idea what she may have planned — but imagined
that it may involve visiting her parents who lived in a town about an hour-and-a-half’s drive away. He
did not want to impose on her and, after so short an acquaintance, could not see her wanting to invite
him to meet her parents — as attractive as that idea suddenly seemed to be. He’d never been in any
rush to meet any girl’s parents, he realised with a start...

Tuesday at around Noon Andrew stopped resisting the temptation to ‘phone Bryony and was
surprised when she picked up after just one ring, “Hello, this Bryony, how may | help you?”

“Hi, it’s just Andrew,” his rather self-depreciating reply.

She appeared to gloss over his shortness, “Hi, I’'m glad you called. | have been sitting debating if
it would be bad manners or too ‘pushy’ of me to ‘phone you and then wondering what | would say if you
had not wanted to hear from me. But I’'m burbling on. How are you today?”

That sounds promising, Andrew thought to himself, and, in a much more confident manner
responded, “I didn’t want to disturb your morning so thought | should at least leave it until lunch time to
ring. Me, well, after such a relaxed couple of days | have had to focus really hard on trying to do some
actual work today. My mind wants to stay in free-wheel mode. | think you may have opened up a new
and more interesting side to me. And you, how is your day going?” | hope that came out sounding
right...
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“Fortunately, | made and early start and have had a good clear run this morning, so | am
rewarding myself with a quiet sit down over a disgustingly un-healthy, light, lunch while | try and
motivate myself to have a productive afternoon. Unfortunately, while | was preparing my lunch, |
noticed the packages that | purchased from those antique shops on Sunday, and I’'m about to give up
fighting the temptation to start cleaning that jewellery | bought.”

Ah, Andrew thought to him-self — an opening, “Would you be able to use some assistance?”
No hesitation, “Yes please, and clearly as an afterthought, if you are free, that is.”
“I have one little thing | must do first, but | can be there in an hour —if that is okay.”

Just under an hour later Andrew arrived with a plastic bag containing several items — including a
part bottle of Gin. “What have we here?” asked Bryony, looking puzzled at the Gin.

“According to an old jeweller friend of mine, the absolute, minimal, essentials for this task. And
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no, the Gin is not for drinking

The worked at their task for some time and, when they had all the pieces cleaned and stored
away in airtight bags, they sat back and smiled at each other with feelings of a job well done — together.

“You friend’s methods are certainly easier and far more efficient than how | usually clean old
jewellery. All this stuff looks so much better than | had imagined it might.”

“Do you buy a lot of that sort of thing?”

“Generally, just the odd piece, but the prices at those two shops on Sunday were so much better
than anything around close by here. | would have bought more but wanted to be sure that my instincts
were right, and these pieces did come up well, before spending too much money. Now that | have seen
what it is like cleaned up, | will just select a few for personal use and expand my on-line business to
include old jewellery. You know, stuff that suits the styles that | am designing. | know that there is a
good demand out there and it is clearly another diversification that has the potential to make money
without involving too much time or capital and will take up very little space.” Bryony’s enthusiasm was
a joy to see, and Andrew felt confident in telling her about some thoughts that he had been mulling over
since the previous day.

“Since our discussions yesterday, | have given a lot of thought to the suggestions that you made
regarding my property. As well as all the old furniture | have around awaiting restoration, | have
inherited along with the house a large quantity of old, recycled, cabinet-making timber. It is all filet-
stacked in the dry under the veranda of the house. Now, | know a young chap who has trained as a
cabinet/furniture maker and who specialises in that sort of thing. He recently got married but, to get
any regular work and pay his way, he has to live in a small town, and he spends his day making kitset
kitchens in a big factory. He might be interested in taking the apartment and setting up his own business
in my workshop if | were to finance it on some shared equity basis. And that would also give his wife a
better chance of finding work.”

“That sounds like a very kind and lovely idea.”
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“I' was thinking of calling him and perhaps arranging to meet him when he finishes work for the
day, bringing him and his wife down to look at the set-up so they can think about it. Would you like to
accompany me?”

“If you think | might be of some help, yes.”

He blushed, “Just having you with me would give me a great deal of pleasure and | would like
you to be able to explain you vision of the set-up. You sold me in an instant and | think together we can
paint a better picture than | could on my own. Oh, | know that sort of work is my job, it’s what | do, but |
have already found that you have a gift for that type of thing too and — how can | say this — | rather like
having you around.” He stopped, now uncontrollably blushing bright red.

Tingling inside at his little confession, Bryony took his hand, “In that case, how could | refuse.
Yes, if you go, | will go with you, and if you don’t go, tonight, dinner is on me.”

They did call the young man. He jumped at the opportunity of coming and having a look and
they did drive up to collect him and his wife. They were excited at the idea and promised to give it
careful consideration. They drove them home.

All that meant that there were two journeys with just the two of them in the car — the second
being well after dark. It was during this time that both felt comfortable to raise things — little things —
that were in the backs of their minds.

Andrew. “I’'m not saying that | can’t or don’t want to see you again this week — because | can and
| do — but | would like to spend, even just a few minutes, with you on Saturday. | know it’s your birthday
and you probably have all sorts of things that are planned already, but would you have a few minutes
when | could call in to say Happy Birthday.”

Bryony. “Every birthday | drive an-hour-and-a-half each way to visit my parents and have lunch
with them and spend some time around home. | also go at Christmas and several other times during the
year, but it's on my birthday that the routine never varies. ‘Well, here you are (28 this year) and still
single and not seeing anyone. None of us are getting any younger — grandchildren — happiness — we
worry about you — all alone’, ‘blah-de-blah-de-blah”, - and so it goes. You get the drift?”

Andrew. “l know exactly what you mean. 1 also get ‘you are financially independent — you have
a nice home and a good business — you keep on talking about travel, but you never do...” Yes, | think it
must be a parent thing, but it does get a bit repetitive and depressing — especially as it is all essentially
true.”

Bryony. “Weeell. | don’t want you to think I’'m using you and I’'m not hinting at anything else or
suggesting anything more at this stage, but would you consider accompanying me on Saturday? No
strings attached. | feel very happy and comfortable when I’'m with you and — it may sound selfish, but |
would like to share the day with you — if that is okay. | would understand if you did not feel happy with
the suggestion.”

Andrew. “To be quite honest, | have been trying to think up some way of asking if | might take
you, or come with you, without looking as if | am pushing in by asking if | could come with you — if you
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get my drift
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Bryony. “In that case, | would be more than pleased if we could go together and, please forgive
me for sounding like | have an ulterior motive, but because my car is rather an old ‘banger’, if you could
take me.”

“What time do you want to leave?”

They stopped for a quick meal on the way back to the city and had coffee at Bryony’s apartment
while she ‘phoned her parents to inform them that she would be bringing a friend with her on Saturday.

After hearing one side of the conversation Andrew asked what their story wound be on Saturday.
“There are going to be a string of questions about when and where and how we met and why have you
not mentioned me before. Your Mother already had a list of queries during that phone call; just think
how many more she will be able to dream up over the next three days. We need to get our answers
sorted. May | suggest another date — very soon — like tomorrow, perhaps, please?”
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“Yes please, but in the meantime, | need a reassuring cuddle —it’s been quite a day

A request to which Andrew was more than pleased oblige — and to indulge her for as long as she
wanted.

Lunches and dinners on Wednesday, Thursday and Friday saw them getting minor details such as
when, where, and how, they met, with only the when being significantly altered from the truth. On
Friday the couple that they had spoken to earlier in the week confirmed that they were very interested
in discussing a deal with Andrew and it was arranged that they would come and visit on Sunday.

Saturday morning, just before 8 am, Andrew arrived at Bryony’s door with a neat little parcel and
a nice card in which he had written a very sweet note.

“Happy Birthday,” They hugged, and he handed her the parcel.
“May | open it now?”
“Of course — whatever you want.”

She opened the card and read the note, blushing, and then leaned over and kissed him. “That
has to be the nicest card | have ever received. Thank you. With that | don’t need a present as well. You
are spoiling me, and we really hardly know each other.”

Upon opening the parcel, she looked up at Andrew and slowly opened the velvet covered box.
Her eyes opened wide as she drew out the locket, “This is the one | was looking at last Sunday — oh, you
shouldn’t have — oh, it’s beautiful — oh, Andrew,” she threw her arms around his neck and, holding him
tight, kissed him like she had never dared to kiss anyone before.

A few minutes later Andrew patted her tear-clouded eyes dry with a clean white handkerchief
and smiled, “I take it that you like it then.”

“It was hard to resist when | first saw it but now that it has been cleaned it’s beautiful. Thank
you so much. Oh, | can’t believe that you did that for me.” And she was crying tears of joy again.
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‘I had it checked, and it is quite safe to wear. In fact, the jeweller said it is quite possible that it
has never been worn. He also certified it and | have arranged a temporary insurance cover. The
documents are under the lining of the box.”

She looked quizzically at him, “Surly it does not need separate insurance.”

“Let’s just say that you might feel better knowing that it is covered. Now, what do we need to
put in the car? It's time we got on the road.”

Bryony went to fix her face while Andrew put the few items that were to go, into the car. When
she returned, wearing the locket and ready to leave, she appeared very subdued. “Is that certificate
genuine?”

“Completely, and all the marks have been checked and verified. You had your hands on
something really special when you kept returning to look at it in the antique shop. My jeweller was sure
that the dealer knew only of its value as scrap gold but had missed the maker’s marks and could not see
beyond the dust and grime. He believes that the Insurance value is very fair but says that in the right
auction with competing buyers the sale price would probably go far higher — particularly if it could be re-
united with two, possibly three, other pieces that he believes would have been produces as a set.”

“Did you pick up on that?”

“Not until | stared cleaning it. | do dabble a little but have never been that lucky. | thought |
recognised the marking and looked it up on the computer. The jeweller, (who | will introduce you to),
thinks you have great taste and | know he will be happy to help you in your proposed new business
venture.”

“Okay, all set? Then let’s go.” He held her in a tight squeeze and kissed her lightly on the lips
before taking her hand and walking to the car.

They drove in silence for about 10 minutes — both absorbed with their own thoughts — until
Bryony expressed what was in fact very close to what Andrew had been considering. “l thought that |
had a good — practically perfect — life and that nothing could get much better. Then, less than one week
ago, you chanced to speak to me — one person out of hundreds, perhaps thousands, who were in that
area at that moment. In that week | have done things that | had never imagined doing; dreamed dreams
| have never had before; had my eyes opened to new and exciting possibilities and | now find myself
looking at my life in a completely different way. Thank you for taking the time to talk to me.” She
reached across and squeezed his hand.

“Given my usual reticence in communicating freely on anything that is not about business, | still
can’t believe that | had no qualms about just walking up to you — apart from the fear that you would
turn around and slap my face in public. | just acted on an impulse and here we are. My Mother would
tell you that the reason that | am not married is that | have never taken a chance walking up to a girl —
stranger or not — and striking up a conversation. Are you concerned that this is too uncomfortable or
moving too quickly?”

“Strangely, when | think about it, it seems right. | feel that | should be worried — or more careful
— or something — but | cannot find any reason to feel concerned because | feel totally comfortable with
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everything that has happened over the past week. | almost feel that | should be worried that | am not
worried - if that makes sense — but for some reason | feel as if we have known each other for ever and...
Oh, | don’t know, | just can’t explain why, but at the moment everything in my world seems at peace
and — perfect.”

“I'm glad you feel that way as well. | am acting very much out of character and, strangely,
enjoying it. | would never discuss business secrets with anyone — but | have been seeking your
comments because it seemed the thing to do. | took you to my secret spot and | think we had a great
day. | am not relaxed around girls, but | am completely at ease with you. No one has ever seen my art,
but | allowed you to view it without any second thoughts. The same applies to my house and my
photograph album and, indeed, some of my deepest thoughts. | would have strongly denied any
interests in philosophy, any romantic side | may have, cleaning up old jewellery and artefacts, old
furniture, or draw attention to any particular likes | have in respect to clothes. But with you | feel
completely comfortable about anything.”

“Do you believe in fate?”

“If you had asked me that a week ago, | would probably have said no. But now — Now | would
have to confess to having an open mind.”

Music was put on, conversation was complexly re-directed and the arrived at the home of
Bryony’s parents and the expected ‘appraisal, assessment and possible inquisition’.

The day went far easier than either of them had expected and Andrew got the impression that
both parents were happy that Bryony was dating someone and, having satisfied themselves that he was
not some deadbeat or had two heads, considered he would do!

As they were driving back Andrew commented, “That seemed to go okay, | thought”

“Yes, Dad very much approves of people being self-employed and doing well, (which is the main
reason why | have been permitted to follow my own career path and not just work in an office), and
they both, separately, took me aside and in their own way, indicated their approval of you. Do you feel
like you have passed a difficult exam?”

Andrew laughed, “In a way, yes — it almost feels like | have been scrutinised, assessed and
certified as suitable to be moving around free in public. | have actually never been taken home to meet
any girl’'s parents before so I’'m guessing that it is normal to feel that one has been put under a
microscope.”

“Actually, you are the only boy that | have ever taken home to meet my parents, but | had a fair
idea about how they would act and was quietly confident that they would approve. However, | must say
that | am relieved that it all went so well. I’'m not sure how | would have reacted if anything had gone
wrong. | know that we are both well past the impulsive teenager stage and, in reality, what we do is
arguably no business of theirs, but it’s still nice to know that they don’t think I’'m being stupid or
anything like that.”

“Maybe not teenagers, but | guess we have both been a little bit impulsive over the past week.
Not that | regret it at all, and | hope that you don’t either. It has seemed totally right and natural that |
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would find it hard to dismiss my feelings on the grounds that they have come about as a stupid,
unconsidered, impulse.” He glanced across at Bryony and saw her smiling to herself.

“I don’t think it’s silly at all. | believe it is fate and it was a natural result of two people being in
the right place at the same time. | don’t want to analyse it. I’'m happy to just accept that it happened
and to see what develops from here.”

Andrew reached across and took her hand, “Then that is yet another thing that we agree on.”

Mid-morning Sunday Bryony drove to Andrew’s because he had asked if she would like to be
around when the couple interested in setting up a business his workshop arrived to discuss it further.
They were extremely excited about the opportunity but were at pains to point out that they had very
little money that they could put into the project. On the other hand, they would be willing to put in as
much free labour as it took to get the premises lined and finished and were happy to, as they put it,
‘camp out’ in the unfinished apartment while they did the finishing work.

As far as operating the business side of the proposal they were again limited as to the capital
that they could put up but were willing to work for minimum wages to have the chance of doing that
type of work and for the wife to get a job in the city.

Andrew then surprised them (and, to some extent, Bryony) by agreeing to the minimum wage
suggestion, but added that as a further incentive to making a viable business out of the project, by
saying that the apartment would be rent free for the first year and that he would arrange for accounts
for the business to be prepared each three months and he would pay them 50% of any net profit
earned. As it was to be operating on what really amounted to something like a partnership basis, there
would also be no rent for the workshop or showrooms. After the first year they could all sit down and
review the progress of the business and decide how to proceed from there.

The couple, Alice and John, were to put it mildly, ecstatic, and they wrote out a short form of
agreement on the spot and signed off on the deal.

As they left to travel back to what was now their very temporary home way out of town, Andrew
commented, “You do realise that | will be doing everything that | can to direct business to the operation,
so you can look forward to being very busy almost from day one.”

There were broad smiles all round as they drove off.

“That was a very nice and generous gesture you made.” Bryony commented as they walked back
into the house.

“He is an excellent tradesman and | know he is a hard worker and wasted making kitset kitchens.
Also, he only gets a minimum wage now, so in that respect he is no better or worse off. They deserve a
break. He should make profits quite quickly so that will add to his earnings and, if I'm not mistaken; it
will work out nicely for me as well. But in fact, it was not my idea in the first place. You saw the
possibilities that | had been overlooking, or ignoring, and put the whole idea in my mind. All | did was
put the appropriate person in place and there it was. | just saw the space as another task to get around
to one day, but you saw it as space that needed utilising now, and then visualised the end product, up
and running with outlets for production and everything.”
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“Now, he continued. “Come with me as have a look at what | did last night and first thing this
morning.”

Inside he had opened out the original plans of the upstairs of the house and he had, on
transparent paper, drawn a proposed plan of what the alterations may look like. Upstairs he had
already cleared out some of the furniture awaiting restoration and stacked the items in the unused part
of his garage, leaving space to move around a little better in the rooms. He explained what his thoughts
were and sought her comments — especially on how she would envisage the second workroom to be set

up.

“Why all the sudden interest with this part of your restoration of the house?” Bryony was
intrigued with his change in attitude towards this work in just one week.

“Alice and John’s enthusiastic acceptance of the offer on the workshop and,” he paused —
considering how to word his thoughts, “Other developments and ideas that came out of an interesting
and action-packed week have inspired me to actually do something and stop just putting it off.”

“It would depend on what the room was going to be used for and who was going to use it.
Different people would no doubt have their own ideas on what was needed.”

“Okay, without details, what would be the most important things that you think would be
necessary, regardless of what use the room was being put to?”

“Light is, of course, vital for almost anything, so maintaining the good light from the windows
and not blocking that off to any part of the room. On the same theme, good low-heat, even-coverage
ceiling lighting would be good. Because power points tend to always be 30cm from the floor and are
difficult to get at under tables, desks or other work surfaces, | would suggest plenty of points around the
room paced at a height that would be a little above the height of a normal table — even some that were
above the level of a stand-up work surface. Light coloured walls or wall papers and floors that are either
light-stained natural wood or that have a floor covering that is light and easily cleaned — not carpet as
that can be very dusty for some types of work. Heating/cooling, like heat pump perhaps. Anything else
would need to be specific to whatever the room was being used for.”

“That is all easy to arrange and | like your logic. | will ensure that kind of thinking is also
incorporated in the workshop finishing as well. As | said before, | am an office and workspace designer,
but the woman’s touch is also important because | might get the layout as perfect as it can be, but the
little things like the height of power points, is something that can so easily be overlooked, and
electricians will follow their normal procedures unless something different is specified.”

“Now, it’s lunch time. Where would you like to go for lunch and are you free this afternoon?

“To answer your several questions,” Bryony laughed, “Yes, it is defiantly lunch time — you
choose where and yes, I’'m free this afternoon but one day — soon — | will have to do some housework,
or | won’t be able to breathe for dust.”

“I can recommend a good maid service if it gets too bad.”
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Bryony raised her eyebrows at that comment. “My place is very compact, so | certainly don’t
need a maid trying to move all my precious plies of very necessary stuff around while trying to clean
thank you. But, how do you come to know about a maid service?”

“Ah, that is a very good question! While | do dust and vacuum and occasionally polish things,
there have been times when it has all become too much and | have been busy either working or creating
more mess. Several times | have called in a maid service just to help me get back on top of things again.
They are really good, and | have never actually caught them looking too disgusted at my mess and | have
to hope they don’t talk about me too disparagingly when they go away!”

They drove to a large shopping mall on the outskirts of the city where they had a light lunch and
then spent several hours just mooching around the shops - both getting to learn more about each
other’s likes and dislikes and enjoying just spending time together. Several coffees later they headed
back to Andrew’s house and sat chatting, apparently inconsequentially, until he suddenly asked, “Would
you be willing to come and meet my parents and have dinner with us on Wednesday evening? It's my
Mother’s birthday and | usually drive over to see them. | leave about mid-afternoon and would usually
be back by midnight, or thereabouts.”

“I can’t really say no when you so willingly came with me to my parent’s, but only if you are sure
that | won’t be butting in on a family function.”

“No problems there; they already know that | have been keeping company with a young lady and
my guess is that they will not only be expecting you but would be disappointed if you were not able to
come.”

“In that case, if you would like me to come then | would be very happy to. What sort of things
does she like, so | came find something suitable for a present?”

“Actually, if it is of any help, she shares our passion for old jewellery. Do you perhaps have
something that you would be willing to let go? I’'m sure that | could arrange a suitable box from my
friend, if you think you have something. A brooch; a ring; a bracelet or a necklace, perhaps?”

“That would be easy to arrange, if you are sure that it is sufficient and suitable.”

With that detail sorted Andrew had one more suggestion to make but was waiting for an
appropriate time and place to do that.

“Would you like to go back to the tea rooms where we first got to know each other? It seems
like far longer than just a little over a week ago, and it is a quiet, cool place to just sit and talk.”

“She took his hand, “That is a very sweet suggestion and yes, | would like that very much.”
Squeezing his hand, she kissed his cheek.

In the tea rooms they sat waiting for their order to arrive. Bryony was thinking back over a week
where she had had her previously well-ordered routine turned very pleasantly upside-down and was
secretly hoping that her rapidly growing feelings for Andrew were reciprocated.

Andrew was just hoping that his own feelings were correct, and that Bryony would take his next
suggestion with the same calmness she had shown with his approach just over a week earlier. It was,
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perhaps, rushing things, but he felt reasonably confident that she might — given that she seemed to feel
the same about him as he did about her.

Their afternoon tea arrived, and they sat eating and chatting. In a lull in their conversation
Andrew looked across at Bryony and quietly said, “The weather is forecast to be fine and warm for the
next ten days, would you be interested in spending next weekend camping at that beach by the lake? |
know it may appear to be rushing our relationship, (we do have a relationship, don’t we), but it is
getting late in the summer and while the weather is still nice it seems to me to be an ideal time to go. |
would suggest travelling down Friday afternoon and returning Sunday afternoon. Is that something you
would like to do? Just say if you don’t feel comfortable with the idea — it is just a suggestion.” He
stumbled to a stop — waiting for her reaction.

Bryony had been nodding to the question about having a relationship and, to his surprise and
joy, her eyes were wide with glee as she answered, “Yes please, that sounds wonderful. It is such a
beautiful, romantic, place and | could get to watch the sunset (she reached across the table and took his
hand) with you. | was hoping that we could really do that one day and | can’t think of a better time than
a summer evening. Thank you.”

“That’s great. | have all the necessary gear, sleeping bags; self-inflating mattresses; blankets;
cooking and eating stuff and a small fridge that runs off the car; lights and so on, so all you need is
whatever you want to bring. You have seen the tent so you know that there is an inside wall so you will
be able to protect your privacy. | will arrange food on Friday Morning so everything will be fresh. Is
there anything you particularly want?”

Internally frowning a little bit about being walled off from Andrew in the tent (and seriously
wondering at herself for already feeing somehow cheated about that), she answered, “You seem to
have everything that is required. | will come with you on Friday morning to help with the shopping and |
insist on sharing the cost of the food. You have done so much for me over the past week, and it is only
fair that | pay my way.”

The week flew by with the two meeting at least once every day. They had dinner on Wednesday
with Andrew’s parents, which turned out be very relaxed and at times hilarious, with his father having a
wicked sense of humour. The drive home, although late, was romantic, but not nearly as romantic as
the hour spent in each other’s arms as the cuddled and kissed goodnight — well into the wee small hours
of the morning — before Andrew left her place to go home. Bryony again felt the pangs of
disappointment when he had to leave and wondered hopefully (and, as it happens, correctly) if Andrew
was feeling the same way.

Friday morning shopping and lunching together, loading up the car with what seemed to be a lot
of things for a couple of nights away, and off down the motorway — well ahead of the peak hour traffic,
to their weekend getaway.

They stopped at the last town on the way and had an early dinner, arriving at the beach about an
hour-and-a-half before sunset. They erected the tent and set up the light and the fridge. Andrew
erected a screen that had a solar heated shower set up over it, and had organised their bedding. The
landowner had already arranged for a toilet to be on the site for them.
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Andrew had set up the camp stove and boiled water for hot chocolate drinks which they held
while huddled under a blanket as the air chilled, watching the brilliant sunset across the lake and down
behind the hills. When the last glimmer of sunlight had faded Bryony lay back on the blanket and sighed
with contentment. “What a glorious sight. No buildings to spoil the view, an idyllic setting and no noise
to drown out the last chorus from the birds and the occasional splash as a fish went after a drowsy
insect.”

Andrew lay beside her and held her in his arms. “And, to me, made perfect by your presence,”
he whispered as he kissed her, passionately.

And Bryony thought the evening could only get better in one way, as she mentally crossed her
fingers.

They made a light supper and prepared to settle down for the night.

At the opening of the tent they stood, arms around each other, gazing out across the lake where
only the odd light from a boat and a silver moonbeam path could be seen in the silent darkness, the
slight chill of the night air surrounding them. As they moved inside, and Andrew zipped up the flap
Bryony stood looking at him illuminated only by the glow of the small lamp that was attached to the
centre pole. “The tent would seem much bigger without that curtain across the centre,” she observed,
innocently, “Do you think it is still necessary? We would be much warmer closer together.”

His response was an enquiring look deep into her eyes and a slow and deliberate movement to
slide the curtain back against the wall of the tent. “l agree — if you are certain that my snoring won’t
disturb you too much.”

“Actually, | think you snoring on the other side of a curtain that would not stop any sound would
be far worse that having you where | could kick you if you snored and have you close whether you
snored or not.” There was that wicked twinkle in her eyes again and Andrew decided that it was time to
turn the lamp down low and prepare for bed!

Andrew zipped the two sleeping bags together to form a double bag on the two self-inflating air
mattresses, and, in just their underwear, they snuggled down, spooned together, and enjoyed the very
intimate closeness until they finally succumbed to sleep.

Just after dawn Andrew awoke and found that he had one hand confidently against a firm, warm
breast, held in place by a still sleeping Bryony. Outside the dawn chorus was in full song and he lay
there thinking that life could not be more perfect.”

Bryony stirred and moved her head so that she could see him, “Good morning, isn’t it beautiful
just being here with the birds singing and everything else so peaceful? You didn’t snore —did I?”

“Not that | heard.”

She had made no indication that his hand on her breast was concerning her — in fact she
appeared to be holding him tighter.
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She sighed, “I’'m going to have to move, sorry.” He quickly went to move his hand. “No, it’s not
that — | just need to go somewhere - very soon.” Laughing she unzipped the sleeping bag a little and
wriggled out, kissed him, pulled on an oversized tee shirt, and hurried out to the toilet.

When she returned and saw that Andrew was still laying there she smiled, “I’m going for a warm
bath — will you join me?” and with that she started to strip off the tee shirt and her underclothes and
put on a skimpy bikini. Andrew, to hide his growing manhood, quickly followed suit before it became
too obvious, but she, of course, noticed. “Glad to see that you enjoy being here too,” she wryly stated,
“I' had originally intended to skinny dip but was not sure about early fishermen in the area.”

They headed out, Bryony directly through the cool morning air to the warm water and Andrew
via the toilet. When he arrived at the thermal area, he saw that Bryony was standing almost neck deep,
facing out into the lake and apparently washing herself. As he waded into the water, he noticed her
bikini, under a rock, at a point where she would have been able to stay under the water and reach down
to the bottom. Okay, he thought, there is obviously no reason why | can’t follow suit, and when he
came up behind her he put his arms around her, pulling her close. Feeling his nakedness, she turned to
face him and hold him as they kissed. Life was good!

After standing the warm for a while — oblivious to anything but each other — they moved to
recover their bathers and edged their way into cooler water before deciding that they had gone far
enough and dashed back to the tent to towel themselves dry before dressing. Andrew threw on some
clothes quickly and went out to brew up some hot chocolate while Bryony finished dressing. They sat
holding their hot cups while breakfast cooked. It was a beautiful morning and, as the sun rose steadily
higher, they felt the warmth and the calm infiltrating their bodies and minds as they sat contemplating
the peace and quiet of their little oasis.

Bryony leaned against Andrew and whispered, “Thank you again for sharing this beautiful place
with me.”

Andrew turned and kissed her, got up to tend the cooking breakfast, returned and in front of her
got down on one knee and, looking into her eyes said, “Would you consider becoming my wife so that
we can enjoy this and the rest of our lives together?” and as Bryony’s eyes opened wide and her face lit
up he hurried on, “This may seem sudden and very quick, but we already know that we are in harmony
on so many things, we have met each other’s parents, we have established that we don’t appear to
snore and | believe that | knew that | would be doing this the moment | first saw you. We are both
mature adults and I’'m sure that | have the ability to keep you in the fashion that | believe you should be
kept, and | think you will enjoy.”

He continued to kneel, waiting her reaction and response. He could almost see her mind
processing the unexpected proposal and trying to formulate a suitable answer — but the look on her face
was giving him hope!

“Yes, please — or should that be yes, thank you — but yes! Sorry to keep you in suspense, but,
while | have been hoping that you may ask one day, the suddenness caught me totally unaware, and |
was trying to think of appropriate word to say and not JUST yes and my mind was totally blank apart
from the thought that you had asked me to marry you.”
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They both stood and embraced until, looking over Andrew’s shoulder, Bryony noticed that the
breakfast was about to burn. “Quickly, sorry, breakfast, burning.” And they both leapt to save their
meal.

As they sat eating Andrew asked, “Do you have any special preferences in ring sets?”

“Now that is something | have thought about over the years, but | must say that | never expected
to have a male ask me about ring SETS. | gather the usual question is just concerning the engagement
ring. That’s another thing | like about you — the willingness to think through a subject and not just latch
on to one small part of it.” She kissed him, again. “I have looked at many rings in jewellery shops and
on the fingers of brides or just strangers walking or sitting around, and | always come back to the same
thought. | would like a ring of the style that was popular in an earlier age. Not necessarily the 1950s,
and probably not from the depression or war years. A well-worn set, because that would, in my mind at
least, indicate that the original owner had worn it for many years and therefor it was from a deceased
estate not a marriage breakup. In my mind | would see that as a long and happy marriage. Romantic,
naive perhaps, but | could cling to a thought like that and see myself experiencing the same thing. Can
you see where | am heading with this?”

“I think so — a stop at one of those antique dealers on the way home?”

‘Well, not necessarily tomorrow, but yes, that is the idea. Would you be terribly upset with
that?”

“Not at all, and it would be more in keeping with the YOU who first attracted me. Yes, and we
will do whatever it takes to find just the one that makes you see your future as being married long and
happily. We can get all the settings checked and any serious wear fixed, but let’s start out search on the
way home. That is unless you want to watch the sun go down again tomorrow evening.”

“No, we will see the sunset again tonight. Tomorrow can be the start of a new era. If | wake up
in time, | would like to watch the sun rise. | know it will be almost behind me, but the view across that
lake and on to the hills should be nice.”

| can set the alarm on my phone if you like — perhaps we can watch it from the warm water, it
might be better than the chill of the morning.”

“You just want more of what you helped yourself to this morning.” Big grin.
“And you would be fighting me off — just like you did this morning, | suppose?”
“Of course, we wouldn’t want the water to stop bubbling, would we?”

“Okay, young lady, let’s get these breakfast things cleaned up. We have a busy day of doing
nothing — or very little — ahead and we had better get started before we miss the sunset. It's a very
hard, full on, job being a beach bum.”

The day did pass quickly, although all they did was sunbathe, swim, eat, read and talk. Talk
about so many things that had become important topics with their new status as an engaged couple.
Andrew had the Institute of Architects Annual ball and dinner coming up. He usually didn’t look forward
to attending, but this year he now did, and explained how formal it was.
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“Should | dress in the latest fashion or some earlier one?” Bryony asked.
They agree that her choice of what she liked best was the only possible answer!

That led to Bryony saying that she had been thinking about trying to develop her own range of
fashion styles, based on those of former eras. Not mass produced as that would take too much capital,
but more just a few examples to get people interested in having things custom made for them. She had
found some interest from other people and thought that if she designed some items and they were seen
around, she may be able to build up and exclusive clientele without having to make the prices too high.
In the future, it the concept took off, she may be able to stage a fashion show.

Andrew thought that the upcoming ball may be a great place to introduce one design and
perhaps interest some other people.

Despite the leisurely pace of their day, it seemed no time before they were again in the warm
water watching the last of the sun’s rays as the disappeared behind the distant hills. They wrapped up
warm against the chilling night air and cooked dinner before retiring.

There was no question of any false modesty as they settled down on the warmth of the sleeping
bag. Andrew’s hand found her breasts and he gently kneaded them, gauging the things that she
appeared to like best. After a time, she turned onto her back and, kissing him, took his hand and
moved it ‘south’ until he was gently stroking her increasing wet centre.

Looking into his eyes she said. “My doctor put me on the pill some years ago to help regulate my
periods. | must confess that | am not, technically, a virgin as that went one New Year’s Eve, when | was
nineteen and a group of girls and guys got more than a little ‘merry’ and collectively took the plunge.
That experience is very memorable for just how unsatisfactory that all was. | am very sexual, but | have
only flown solo since then. My little Rodger Rabbit is not quite built like you, but | think | can manage if
you are careful - and want to...”

Slowly and very carefully they explored their bodies and later made long, passionate, and very
satisfactory love — afterwards falling into a deep sleep in each other’s arms.

It was still dark when Bryony became conscious of Andrew carefully moving out of the sleeping
bag and she reached out to touch him.

“It’s okay, | felt my alarm going off and | was going to have a look to see if the sun is about to
rise.”

“Let’s just wrap towels around ourselves and go along to the warm water to watch.”

They stood shoulder deep, her in front of him, skin pressed to skin as the golden rays come over
the horizon behind them and spread across the lake and hills. Waiting until the best of the display was
over, and the day was still just dawning, they left the water and went back to the tent to make love
again, before starting the new day properly.

By mid-morning they had packed up their camp and loaded the car. Taking one last look around
Bryony looked up at Andrew, “These have been a few wonderful days. Thank you for making everything
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so special for me.” The caressed and kissed to the soft sounds of water lapping gently on to the beach

and perfect stillness all around them.

When they drove back on the main road Andrew almost immediately turned down another track
that led to a small cottage. Here he introduced Bryony to owner of the beach area, Max, ““‘Morning
Max, I'd like you to meet my fiancée, Bryony.” It sounded so strange but beautiful. They thanked him
for the use of the camping area and started towards home, stopping at a small town about half-an-hour
along the way to have lunch.

While travelling Andrew mentioned the locket he had given to Bryony. “Remember | told you
the jeweller had said that it was very likely part of a set. I’'m wondering if the dealer we bought it from
has the other pieces. | know it is probably a long shot, but if we were able to find them it would be nice
to get them all back together. We should keep a close look-out and see if we can find other matching
pieces.”

“What are they likely to be, did he give any indication?”
“Almost certainly a ring; frequently a bracelet and, on very rare occasions, a tiara.”

At the store where the locket had been purchased they did identify a ring and a bracelet that
they thought were a match for the locket and purchased both, saying in answer to the shop assistant’s
guestion (for the owner was not there) that they often purchased odd pieces for period costumes in
plays and suchlike. But perhaps the best finds there was a pile of what appeared to be tatty old
jewellery boxes that had been just dumped in a corner. Andrew asked what the boxes were selling for,
as there were no prices on them. The shop assistant explained that there was no call for them, and they
were awaiting dumping. Saying that there was sometimes a need for a box to be used on stage when,
for example, a gift of jewellery was part of the play, Andrew offered to take the lot for a nominal price,
explaining that the condition was not important, just the authentic look from a distance.

Of course, the sale was arranged, and they were later delighted to find that the box that had first
caught Andrew’s eye, was and exact fit for the three pieces they thought went together; was correct for
maker and was in reasonably good condition. Their Jeweller friend confirmed everything for them and
issued a new valuation for the entire set — that would never, in their lifetimes at least, be broken up
again.

There were stops at several other antique shops where, as well as ‘the perfect ring set’, they
acquired several other pieces of jewellery to add to their stock for the new business venture.

Back home there was the next most important matter to deal with — contacting parents to
announce their engagement! Yes, it’s true we have not known each other for very long. Yes, we are
sure. No, we are not having a baby. No, we don’t believe we are rushing anything. Thanks for you good
wishes. Yes, we will place a notice in the paper. We have not even discussed having a party, but we will
let you know. Yes, we have picked out rings. We won’t try and describe them — we’ll see you soon and
you can see them...

Epilogue:
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Their engagement lasted through the short remainder of Summer, the Autumn and Winter, but
in Mid-Spring they were married and spent their honeymoon doing some of the travelling that both had
been talking about doing ‘someday’ but had never previously got around to doing.

The second workroom in Andrew’s house had been finished off to Bryony’s specifications and
she had moved her businesses to the new location. Because getting the rest of the house finished off
took a little longer, she had kept up her apartment — albeit with less and less ‘stuff’ in it — until after the
wedding, spending her last night before the big day there. After the wedding, the apartment was put on
the market and sold.

Within a year they had successfully started the several additional business ventures that they
had been discussing and life was good. Some weekends were spent at their special beach, and it was
there, a little girl, who was to look very much like her mother, was conceived with love.

© Copyright 2017, P L Jones
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CONTRADICTORY COWBOY

Cowboys ain't easy to love and they're harder to hold

They'd rather give you a song than diamonds or gold

Lonestar belt buckles and old faded Levi's and each night begins a new day
If you don't understand him and he don't die young

He'll probably just ride away

Mamas' don't let your babies grow up to be cowboys
Don't let 'em pick guitars or drive them old trucks

Let 'em be doctors and lawyers and such

Mamas' don't let your babies grow up to be cowboys
‘Cause they'll never stay home and they're always alone
Even with someone they love

Cowboys like smoky old pool rooms and clear mountain mornin's
Little warm puppies and children and girls of the night

Them that don't know him won't like him

And them that do sometimes won't know how to take him

He ain't wrong he's just different

But his pride won't let him do things to make you think he's right

Popular country and western song.

Elizabeth:

It was my first day as a freshman in the law school of a leading University and | had intentionally
arrived early to ensure that | could find my way around. From out of town, not knowing anyone, and
feeling lost, small, insignificant and a little scared, | was sitting alone in the shade of a palm tree waiting
to go in to my first lecture.

The large pick-up truck come, remarkably quietly, down the road and parked in the last
remaining parking space, at the end of the row, close to me. | noticed it particularly because it looked
out of place beside the small compacts and sporty cars that most students (or those who had cars) were
proudly driving. A young man stepped out and he looked as proud of his ‘truck’ as any other student
did of their smart car. It clearly was not new, but it did run very quietly and was in immaculate
condition, shining in the early morning sunlight. Inside | could clearly see a guitar. Of course, | thought
to myself, the truck, the guitar, and six-foot something of him in faded jeans, a big, shiny belt buckle, red
check shirt a black Stetson and tooled leather boots. One of mama’s babies that had grown up to be a
cowboy. But what was he doing here?

He carefully locked the truck and was walking towards where | was sitting when a puppy,
dragging its leash and pursued by a loudly barking bigger dog, came streaking down the pavement. In a
single, effortless movement he snatched the puppy up into his arms, sidestepped the dog, which had
leapt up after the pup, and turned to face it as it turned back on him. A harsh, “GIT DOWN”, and he
stood, one foot forward and glared directly into the dog’s eyes. The dog was snarling, and he just stood,
staring down. His eyes looked as if they were turning black and he looked fiercer than the dog.
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Slowly the dog seemed to start acting as though it might back down: it looked away briefly and,
when it turned back, he had not moved, his glare as steady as ever. Then the dog started to paw the
ground — almost as if it was nervous. And still he did not move — his eyes fixed directly in the dog’s every
time it looked back at him. Finally, as if admitting defeat, albeit unwillingly, the dog moved, circled a
few times to see if he had stopped looking, and then, still glancing back, sulked away.

Only when it was out of sight did he move. Just in time to see an anxious lady and a sobbing
little girl with skinned knees hurrying down the road. They stopped as the little girl pointed to the

puppy.

He kneeled so that he was not much higher than her and, still holding the puppy, spoke kindly
and softly, “I guess this is your puppy.”

She nodded, still tearful, but apparently not afraid of this rather large man.

“What’s his name?” Again, a soft, friendly, kind voice.

She was almost smiling now, “Whisky.”

“Now that sure is a mighty fine name for this little golden puppy. But Whisky has had a big fright
and you have hurt yourself, so why don’t we all go over to my truck, and | will fix up your knees while he
has a rest.” He smiled up to the lady in a way that could have charmed the grass to grow on the
sidewalk, took the little girl’s hand and lead her to the back of the truck where he swung her up on the
tailboard and placed Whisky beside her, giving her the leash to hold.

“Goodness me, what happened here?” he asked as he examined her knees and noticed that one
hand was also bleeding a little bit.

The Mother explained that the girl had been leading Whisky when the big dog appeared and
frightened him. As he took off, Mandy, the girl, had tried to run with him, tripped over and whisky had
kept on running.

“Well now my pretty little Mandy, we can soon fix that.” And producing a first aid kit from the
truck, he cleaned the blood off her legs and hand and placed neat little plasters over the wounds —
continuously chatting to her and whisky as if they were old friends.

Lifting Mandy and whisky down, making sure that she had a tight grip on the lead, he raised his
hat, shook the mother’s hand and waved them a cheery, “’By now,” as they walked away.

And cowboys like little warm puppies and children (and their mammas too, it seems) Yes,
definitely a cowboy. But what is he doing here?

An then he walked directly towards me, smiling broadly, and spoke.

Ed.

My Great-Grandfather was the youngest son in an English titled family and, with a young wife and a
comparative fortune for the times, emigrated to America where he set about accumulating property in
an area that tended to look like the fertile and highly productive land where he had grown up. Over his
lifetime he developed a very large holding which produced crops that rewarded him with handsome
returns on ever-increasing local, national, and even world markets, and he breed and raised cattle that
were to become famous.
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On his death the property passed to his one surviving son, my grandfather, who expanded and
further built up the huge holding. He had two sons: the eldest, my Father, inherited the property and
my uncle, who had gone in the law, was left a considerable fortune of his own.

There were two children in our family: me and my twin sister Kate. The holding, which had been
settled in a family trust, had continued to grow and, although there was still a small proportion devoted
to cropping, the bulk of the property was now devoted to cattle. When the question of succession
came up, my parents sat my sister and | down and discussed the whole matter with us. My sister had
recently married a young cattle man who had purchased a small holding adjacent to ours. Our parents
wanted us to share in the family property and it was, happily, agreed that the interest in the trust would
be left to both of us. | wanted to be a cattleman, but | also had a hankering to study law, and | could
see benefits in knowing more about business in general.

Fortunately, my parents were sympathetic to my desires and encouraged me to work with my
uncle after school. Then, for a couple of years | spent Monday to Friday working in what was almost like
an apprenticeship in the law office, where my uncle involved me in all his cases and discussed in detail
all the different aspects of them with me. At weekends | worked on the property, and in the evenings, |
completed a correspondence course in accounting and management.

Finally, | decided that my future lay primarily in law and my parents agreed that if | could get a
place in a good college, they would happily go along with my idea of completing a degree and being
admitted to the Bar. | sat the entry exams and was offered several places — finally accepting this
prestige school.

The first day of lectures and | drove up to the campus, parked my truck, and spotted a real pretty
young lady sitting under a tree. She was almost certainly going to be heading the same way as | was and
it occurred to me that it might be nice to have company, if she would agree to walk with me. | mean,
she was alone, looked as if she was waiting to go off to a lecture and, as | said, was real attractive!

| was about to walk over and introduce myself, but this little puppy came by at high speed,
pursued by a mean-looking dog. | intervened, helped the pup, helped its owner, and looked around for
the young lady. She was still sitting under the tree, so | walked over.

“Hi, my name’s Ed. Ed Cantwell. I'm new here and just about to go to my first lecture —
Commercial Law 101. Would | be right in assuming that you are here for the same reason?

He was standing to my shadow side so that he was not shading me from the sun, and | was able
to look up, what seemed to be an enormous distance from where | was sitting, into his tanned, rugged
face. His smile could have melted the hardest frost as he slightly raised his hat in greeting.

“l don’t wish to intrude on your peace and quiet, but | haven’t had a chance to look around and
sort of hoped you might know where we were going and be able to show me the way.”

How could | refuse? | went to stand so that | could be at a, slightly, better level when | answered,
and he stepped forward and offered his hand to assist me. A big, warm, friendly, dependable-looking
hand — which | took, and felt the strength of that long arm as he gently helped me to stand up. “Thank
you,” | couldn’t resist smiling back. “Yes, I’'m new here as well. First day. | have had a quick look around
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and found the lecture room. | would be happy to show you where it is. Oh, my name is Elizabeth
O’Connor.”

“Elizabeth, a regal name for a pretty young lady, I'm real pleased to meet you Miss O’Connor.”
It may sound corny when written down, but there nothing corny about it when he spoke it. Warm;
sincere; dependable; one couldn’t help but feel as though it was all that and more. | realised that he
was still holding his hand — but didn’t want to drop it. | slowly let go, as did he.

“It’s not far, but | guess we had better get going.” | said — because | couldn’t think of anything
else to say!

“Yip, | need to get in early so that | can get a seat where | don’t block someone’s view.” He
grinned down at me, “One of the problems of being so tall.” It could have been seen as a put-down
because | am only 5 foot two, but the way he said it made it seem as if his being tall was a trial for him.
One couldn’t help but like the guy.

Where in that song does it say anything about being a cowboy AND a lawyer- or about them
being so nice to everyone?

During the lecture | found myself constantly glancing in his direction —and noticed that a number
of other girls were also doing so. (Unaccountably | found myself thinking, ‘Back off, | saw him first’.
Strange, especially for me.) He seemed intent on the lecture and appeared to be nodding and agreeing
with points made by the lecturer. Apart from taking the odd note, it looked as though he was assessing
the correctness of what the lecturer was saying rather than learning from it. Weird!

We, without saying anything about it, walked together to the other lectures during that day and
throughout the ensuing week. Our conversations were about anything that happened to come up; the
lecture, the professor, the weather, some news item, anything. But nothing about each other — that
never came up and, although we seemed to somehow hit it off, there was never any suggestion of our
friendship being anything more than casual and on campus.

Then, about three weeks into the semester, a day that had started off beautifully fine, suddenly
turned wet. Very wet. As we were about to leave our last lecture for the day, Ed said, “l notice that you
walk here every day, could | offer you a ride home?”

| didn’t often see him arriving and | was not aware that he had seen me walking to and from the
campus, but he obviously had noticed me somewhere. | was not one of the lucky students who could
afford a car (of any vintage - | could barely afford to pay the fees and accommodation that were
required over and above my small scholarship). Without a thought | replied, “Yes please, that would be
very helpful, thank you very much.”

He gathered me in under his arm, (against his solid body, which caused my prim and proper
hormones to suddenly wake up and start to dance), and which also brought me somewhat under the
shelter of his Stetson, and we walked quickly to the truck, where he helped me up into the cab. Inside
was spotlessly clean and polished — even the leather seats were shining. On the ledge behind the seat
was his guitar — black and inlaid with mother of pearl — and obviously lovingly cared for.

Climbing into the driver’s seat he turned and passed me a clean, fluffy, folded hand towel from
the ledge, “Here, this will get the worst of the rain off of you.”
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Is this guy for real? He’s apparently a cowboy; this is a truck, but it is as neat and cleans as a new
pin and, in addition to the obligatory guitar, he has a handy little first aid kit and fluffy clean towels on
hand in it. He is studying law, he’s polite, thoughtful, utterly gorgeous — and is it just me, but he has not
made a pass - yet.

Meanwhile, Ed was also considering the situation. He did not date much. He was not against
dating, but time had always been the problem in the past. That, and the shortage of eligible young
ladies around the area he came from.  Study, work on the property and in his uncle’s office, had
dominated his time. He considered himself a cowboy but one who wanted to be a lawyer — at least as
his main vocation. Law school was going well so far, but he did have considerably more time on his
hands. Elizabeth was cute as a button, very nice, easy to talk to —in fact he really liked her. She seemed
to like him. They got along well together so far. Maybe...

“I’'m just along there on the right — number forty-one, thanks. | would have been soaked if | had
walked this far.”

“Say, this is only a couple of blocks away from my little place, would you like me to call for you in
the mornings and bring you home after lectures? We do have the same timetable and with Autumn
being upon us very soon you won’t want to be walking in the bad weather.”

She thought quickly. It would be nice and it’s not anything more than a ride — although |
probably wouldn’t mind if it was — and he is a gentleman. “That would be great. Thank you very much.
| was starting to dread the onset of winter.”

And so, it was settled. Just like that!

Over the next few weeks, while driving backwards and forwards to the campus, they had time
for short discussions about all manner of things and found out where each had come from, what their
families did, their hopes and ambitions, their living arrangements and, without either directly asking,
had deduced that neither was in any way ‘attached’.

Was he a ‘typical’ cowboy who ‘just rode away — even from someone they loved?
Somehow that was another thing about Ed that didn’t quite fit the song. But it was early days!

Mid semester assignments were due, and Elizabeth found that she had held her own in the class,
getting good grades and finishing in the top ten in all subjects. She noticed that Ed was getting perfect
results, top of the class, in all the subjects. That is, until the last one, Property Law, when the professor
was very scathing, running Ed down in a most disgusting way and carrying on about him not learning
anything and ignoring all the good things he had been taught.

All through this tirade she was felling embarrassed for Ed — as, clearly, were most of the
group. Ed, on the other hand was sitting there smiling as if nothing was wrong.

| couldn’t understand it at all. Why was he not bothered or upset? Why, after doing so brilliantly
in the other subjects, had he failed so miserably in this one. | had noticed him frowning and shaking his
head during lectures — in contrast to his attitude in all the others, perhaps it was having difficulty with
this topic.

Ed just let the old professor go on and then, when he finally ground to a halt, calmly said, “But
what about Simpson v. McDonald?”
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The rest of the class just looked blankly at this challenging action. A case that had not come up
in the lectures and was not in the textbook — which had been written by the Professor himself.

“Ah, we have a smart Alex in our midst. Why don’t you stick to your football or whatever sports
scholarship you wangled your way into this college with? You country hicks are all the same — all bush
lawyers and troublemakers. For your information, decades of decisions, many at Federal level, are not
upset by one insignificant case from a single small state decided by some incompetent local judge
appointed by some dumb official who was probably his cousin.”

Ed continued as if he had not been interrupted, “and Smith v. Johnson, O’Brian v. Black,
Williamson v. Richardson.” The Professor was trying to break into this stream, but Ed continued, “All of
which are almost identical to your example and all of which went all the way through the state courts to
the Federal Courts and all of which were decided in the same way as | answered you question and as a
result of these cases new decrees have been issued and widely advised to the legal fraternity during the
last decade. | suggest that your teaching has been incorrect and that as a result you have influenced all
these students, who trust you, to answer the question as per your lectures, but incorrectly, Sir.”  All
spoken evenly, calmly, ‘matter-of-factly’ and in his normal voice - apart from a noticeable emphasis on
the ‘Sir’. An almost military “Sir”.

The professor was apoplectic and speechless. It was probably the first time anyone — particularly
a first-year student had spoken to him like that. He stormed out of the room, muttering about
ungrateful young pups, and slammed the door.

Ed just shrugged his shoulders, smiled around the room, and came to stand by my side. “I’'m off
to have a short chat to the Dean, if he is available. | don’t expect to be too long and will take you home

as usual.” He patted my shoulder. “Don’t worry, all will be fine.”

With that he quietly went out the door while the rest of the class just looked at each other in
bewilderment.

Ed arrived at the Dean’s office and could hear yelling from within. He approached the Secretary,
“Good Afternoon Miss, | was wondering if | might see the Dean.”

“I'm sorry,” she told him, glancing towards the door, behind which the yelling continued, “I'm
afraid he’s rather busy at the moment.”

“If you mentioned that it was Edwin Cantwell waiting to see him, | reckon he would be willing to
give me a moment of his time.”

She looked at him as if he were from some other planet. “And why do you think that?”
“It’s me that they and yelling about in there.”

“Oh!” and she picked up the phone, dialled the Dean, and when he picked up explained who
was wishing to see him. There was a brief exchange, and she rang off, looking up at him in wonder.

“He’ll be right out!”
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A moment later the Dean came out of his office, closing the door on the Professor who remained
inside, still ranting. He too looked about to explode and started off with. “What on earth do you mean
by starting an argument with your professor?”

“Hang on a minute Dean. All | did was ask a question and when the Professor flew of the handle,
| pointed out why | had asked. | tape all my lectures and | have the whole conversation here and would
be very happy to supply a copy. I'm sure when you hear what has happened you will want to fix the
problem quickly and quietly. It would not do to run the risk of having this leak out to the public.”

“Are you threatening me now?”

“I’'m not threatening anyone. | just want this fixed so that you are not sending more students
out into the world with out-of-date and wrong information. | have no desire to get the school or the
University into any sort of trouble, but | am serious about having this corrected. If you will not listen
then | will have to go to the Board of Trustees, and that would cause un-necessary publicity that none of
us want. Just think, if your ex-students start failing State Bar Examinations, questions will be asked by
the University Accreditation Authorities. Please, just listen to what | have to say.”

A look of panic on the Dean’s face. “Okay, but this better be good or I'll have your guts.”

Ed played the recording. The Dean rushed off with Ed’s final, quiet, calm comment ringing in his
ears, “And | will expect a complete apology and retraction of his comments about me, in front of the
whole class, and a regrading of my paper. I’'m not real’ happy about being defamed.”

Ed was back with Elizabeth within five minutes. The rest of the class was standing, waiting
expectantly, “So, have you been kicked out?”

“Nope. Things will be changed — quite quickly I'm sure. However, | reckon that we will not be
having any more of today’s lecture, so I’'m all for going home.”

As they walked out together, Elizabeth, still concerned for Ed, asked, “What happened with the
Dean?”

He gave her the details of what had happened. “They will need to change the book and contact
all the students that are still here to ensure that they are aware of the corrections. | think the problem
may have come about because the Professor is an academic but not a member of any Bar Association
and has not kept up to date with changes over the years. | think all the other lecturing staff are Bar
members so if they are not up to date it’s their own fault. | am aware of other out-of-date information
in his book but I’'m hoping that this will be found with the full review that they will now have to do. Ifit
isn’t, | will bring it to their attention in due course - but | pay a lot of money to be a student here, not to
review their textbooks. Now, Miss Elizabeth O’Connor, would you care to join me for a coffee downtown
in the mall? | have discovered a little place that makes what, | think, is a delicious brew. My shout.”

As they sat having coffee and rather decadent pastries, Elizabeth, still confused at Ed’s ability to
point out mistakes in the university texts, asked, “How did you know all about those law changes? |
mean, that is pretty complicated stuff, and you had all those facts that the law school appears to have
been ignorant of.”

Ed looked at her intently before answering, carefully choosing his words, “I am telling you this in
confidence because, for a number of reasons, that | think you may appreciate, | would not like it to
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become common knowledge. While everyone probably thinks I'm just, (as the good professor so
crudely put it), just another hick cowboy, | do have a good deal of education behind me.” He went on to
explain how he has some other qualifications and had been tutored by his uncle at his law office for two
solid years and some part-time periods before that. “l have had most of the things that we are now
learning officially, drummed into my head for a long time and could possibly fluke my way through the
Bar exams without spending three years at school. However, | want to do things properly so that | have
the solid background to fall back on, if necessary, as well as the day-to-day practical experience. That’s
why | don’t have too much trouble with the assignments.”

“When | saw these obvious mistakes in that text, | figured that the book was old and, rather than
reprint, they would point out the changes as we went through and provide up-to-date information as
additional notes. When that didn’t happen, | thought that perhaps the correct data would come out as
a result of the tests — using it as an example of how further research was expected from students.
However, as soon as | saw that was not going to happen, | figured that asking questions would get the
answers. Wrong again! Anyway, I'm sure the Dean will sort it all out now, because it would not be in
anyone’s best interests to let it be known that a student raised the matter.”

Forget the song, Elizabeth thought to herself. This cowboy seems to have all the good attributes
and none of the less desirable ones. And he is a hunk. | might be considered a little shy, timid even, a
swot, perhaps a geek, but | know that this guy is good and kind and the sort of person | want to be able
to call a friend — and perhaps more. And she was thrilled when he said...

“I trust you not to tell anyone about what | said and, if you’ll pardon me saying so, | really like
you, so if you would like for us to study together, | would like to help you. We could discuss lectures and
cases, which may be helpful to you and would also keep my mind active and perhaps stop me getting
lazy. | understand that your living arrangements may make this a little difficult, but if | promise to
behave myself, would you have any problems with coming to my place? | have plenty of room and
privacy.”

I lived in a three-bedroomed house with two other girls who were studying at different schools in
the university. We had a bedroom each. Well, a bedroom, cum sitting room, cum study — our own little
sort of semi-private space — and we shared the lounge, kitchen, and facilities. Okay for most of the time,
but not suitable for having company around to study in peace. All | knew about Ed’s accommodation
was that he had, as he put it, his own little place. My prim and proper little voice inside was trying to tell
me that this would be a bad idea, but my recently discovered, ‘I’'ve got a crush on a cowboy’ voice, was
telling me in no uncertain terms that | should take him up his offer for the obvious reason that it would
be good for my grades — or at least | think it meant grades.

Ed was the kind of guy who did not rush into things without giving them careful consideration.
After all, even a cowboy herding cattle had to think about where he wanted the cattle go and how he
was going to convince them to get there with minimum fuss and un-necessary rushing around. It was,
therefor, logical that, in order to ensure secure for himself a quiet, well-located place to live while at
university, he should travel to the town at the beginning of the summer when last year’s students were
leaving or gone, and not wait until just before the new school year was about to begin and fight for
whatever was left available.

| arrived in town and set about finding a letting agent. Happening upon a realtor who was also

advertising student accommodation | met up with a very business-like lady who, | could see
immediately, had me branded as a country bumpkin and an easy touch.
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When | asked what she had that was cheap and suitable for a couple of guys she, all confidential
like, told me about this place where three chaps had been living and made rather a mess of. The owner
did not want to pay to bring it up to the standards required by the authorities so was letting out very
cheap on the condition that the tenants agreed to accept it as it was and not complain and be willing
sign only a one academic year lease because it was the house was also on the market with that proviso.

She took me to see the house and it was definitely in need of fixing up, but had solid bones, good
location and lots of potential. | noticed on the notes she was carrying the owners asking price for a sale
and decided to encourage her perception that | was rather dumb. Saying | was interested in leasing but
needed to talk with my two mates, | asked her to please hold it for a couple of hours. Then | went back
to her and said | was interested in taking it but wanted to negotiate on the price. She assumed | meant
to rent and started to protest. When | said no, to buy, cash, and quoting a figure $7,500 below the
asking price, immediate settlement, condition as is, | could see the dollar signs in her eyes, as she nearly
fell through the floor. | said | was only in town for the rest of the day and would need an answer by late
afternoon so that | could instruct my lawyer. Half-an-hour later she called me with the news that | had a
house.

By evening | had a relation who owned a construction company — and who owed me some
favours — lined up to get plans approved for some alterations that turned three bedrooms into three
bedrooms with on-suits, add a two-vehicle garage cum workshop and a roof extension that would be
soundproofed (so we could have jam sessions without upsetting neighbours), and all the do-up work
done to the extent that one bedroom and bathroom, the kitchen and the lounge ready for occupation
by the commencement of the first semester. | would do the rest of the finishing work after | moved in.
From the worst house in a good street, it would turn into the best house in the street before | finished
university. | could then sell at a good profit or just keep it. Options! It sometimes pays to look dumb!

And so, when Elizabeth arrived at the house with Ed, it looked pretty decent — at least in the
places that mattered — and anyone could see what it was going to look like when finished (complete
with the white picket fence and neat little gardens, which one had to just imagine at 