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Chapter 1

Robin Stone

My name is Robin Stone, the only child of Johnathan and Lucinda Stone.

I now stand on the threshold of adulthood, having attained my eighteenth birthday. This is the time, I suppose, when the majority of young men feel the need to have a serious talk with a member of the male fraternity. Being someone who invariably holds their own counsel, I knew that it was not going to be an easy task for a person like myself; to sit and talk about certain personal feelings and emotions which I am now experiencing. The type of thoughts young men generally have at my age are at present disturbing my clear thinking, these emotions have therefore brought me to the conclusion that it is probably now the right time to try having that serious talk with my father.

Unlike a lot of young men, I am extremely lucky in having the caring father that I do have. As a small boy I remember him always being a very patient man. Even today he is still very happy to listen, no matter what it is I may have to say and regardless of how busy he may be. Knowing I am able to approach and talk to him is in itself going to be a huge help.

I have no idea why, maybe it’s due to my age, but I will as usual probably talk a great deal of rubbish. My father will sit patiently with a twinkle in his eye the way he always does, he will have a gentle smile here, or a kind word there, that being part of his understanding nature. He will try his level best to give me the confidence that I require to speak my thoughts.

My father seems to have a special ability of bringing the conversation around to any subject I want to discuss with him, on this occasion a subject which I feel must be aired at this juncture of my life. For the present I still don’t know the exact direction my life will eventually take, though I am hoping to succeed in following my parents by becoming a lawyer. 

The melange of emotions and thoughts that I am now experiencing are not helping, the burning questions I want to ask him, will I hope become easy to voice. Naturally my friends and I talk about sex and women; it is after all what young men normally do, having active imaginations. Young men are almost always honest with each other, particularly when discussing women, it is in some measure the way we learn about sex, as well as being great fun. Even making silly jokes from time to time, including making assumptions about this or that woman. Choosing a particular time to talk to my father on this subject left me feeling rather unsettled, my conscious thoughts becoming annoying, occupying my mind far too frequently, when I should really be concentrating on my studies. No matter who else I may speak to, in the end it will be my father’s advice that I will eventually adhere to. I have no idea as to why I felt it was absolutely necessary or the correct thing for me to do. Being guided by my father’s wise counsel has always been important to me; now more than ever.

So many intimate questions I need to ask about loving or desiring a woman that may attract you. Not wishing or wanting at present to get too deep into a relationship with any woman, I needed to know how a young man goes about choosing a particular special person. On the one hand, trying to distinguish between wanting a woman for the simple desire of just wanting to have what you may call easy sex? On the other hand, how do you know if your feelings are becoming more real, especially when you feel they are starting to run a great deal deeper than normal for a certain person? Each relationship needing to be handled carefully, differently, but how does a young man know how differently that may be? 

You hope safe sex is on the agenda at all times, especially when you have been led to believe you are in a long-term relationship. The ability to trust the other person in any relationship is vital, praying they are not playing around behind your back, that one thought I do find disconcerting. If I found someone had betrayed my trust I know full well it would be hard to handle, not just hard to handle, but incredibly difficult for me to believe I had made such a bad judgment about a woman I thought loved me.

When making love, giving full gratification to your feelings, more importantly in turn to each other; is it then I wonder that the realization hits you that something more serious could be developing? Particularly when ones emotions are becoming more deeply involved, how does a man tell it is not just the sexual experience they are enjoying when they are with someone they feel is special? After all I have heard and read there is a fine line between sex and love.

Why did I feel I the need to voice my thoughts out loud as I already knew, I must be incredibly careful about what kind of woman I eventually decided to make my wife? Now I am of an age that, should I wish to, I could marry without my parents’ consent; even stupidly think about running away with someone. Neither option would be implemented of course, those thoughts naturally being totally immaterial. No matter how much I may think about going down that path, it is definitely not an undertaking I would participate in. As a member of the Jefferson Stone family, I have to be scrupulously careful about the sort of woman I may become involved with. Every undertaking that I carry out, or responsibility given to me in everyday life; no matter how small it may be, I am expected to carry it out to the very best of my ability.

When it comes to marrying it is doubly so, the ability to choose that perfect person to spend the rest of my life with is not just incredibly difficult, but at the present profoundly daunting; yet I have no idea as to why.

I made my way to my mother’s beautiful, though fairly small, sitting room. Most days, if my parents were working from home, I would find both of them there; particularly in the evenings and at the weekends. It was a room my mother had fallen in love with on first entering my father’s house. There were quite a number of rooms, all larger compared to this one, all of which were available to her had she wished to have chosen one of them. Apparently the moment she had opened door to this room my mother had fallen instantly in love with it; due I am told, to the light that was still flooding in as the evening sun began to set. Over the years it has become the most favoured room in the house. 

It has developed into one of those rare rooms that everyone loves to spend as much free time in as they can. My mother would laugh and say, “Even the walls are made of love”. A room that has a wonderful calm atmosphere, where a person can sit and think, if that is all they wished to do. This room had become my parent’s sanctuary. Occasionally they work in there, certainly it is a room they loved to relax and dine informally in if they are alone. With both of them having busy lives it is where they gravitated to each evening, and still do when returning home from work. There they will frequently sit and talk about business or read. My mother sometimes will do a little embroidery, my father would bring in his brief case to look over some papers, which perhaps needed his attention fairly urgently, something he still does today. On numerous occasions he will ask my mother for her professional opinion, as she is also a brilliant lawyer.

Some evenings having been out with friends, I will look in to say goodnight. My parents may still be awake which gives us time to chat. Other times I could find them asleep in each other’s arms. Maybe having shared some very private moments together. Time permitting there is nothing more I love, than to be with my parents in that magical room. It is never more magical than on Christmas morning, when opening our presents.

When my father brought my mother home after they married, he gave her free rein to have the house redecorated any way she may have wished. It was a momentous decision for him to make, as he hated any kind of change to our home. When my grandfather moved out my father had the house redecorated as it once was, before my grandmother was killed. My mother understood how he felt, so settled for this one room, a room she could call her own to stamp her own personality on and one she filled with great love. As for the rest of the house, she left it the way my father loved it to be, though ensured that it was naturally filled with love.

My mother had the walls in this special room, painted in the palest shade of blue. Giving it a feeling of being cool in summer yet warm in winter. At the windows she hung blinds and drapes matching the carpet, all in the same colour, everything blending so perfectly, generating a warm calm welcome. My mother ensured it became a comfortable room, with two huge settees covered in cream damask, a very large oversize armchair that matched, along with a couple of large footstools. Scattered around the room are various small vases of heavenly smelling flowers, all of which have been grown in our garden. My mother’s favourite flowers are of course, roses, with lilies a close second, giving off their wonderful perfume during the evening. There are small yet sturdy coffee tables with beautiful white starched cloths covering them, some trimmed with lace, others my mother had patiently and lovingly embroidered. Each table being placed in a strategic spot, which allowed you to enjoy the smell of the wonderful flowers. Everything about this room reflects my mother’s elegant taste.

It was a sacred tradition that afternoon tea be served at three thirty when my mother was home, regardless of whether father or I were, a tradition she has upheld having been brought up in England. This ritual was now accepted in our home as normal practice. Little cucumber sandwiches, which I love, were served alongside delightful dainty cakes, pure magic for a small boy, in many ways it felt like each day we were having a tea party. Even my friends loved coming over at that particular hour as they, like myself enjoyed the goodies. I still love afternoon tea no matter where I may be, if I can manage; it is one English tradition I love and will always try hard to keep part of my life.

On the way to see my father, having decided what it was I wanted to ask him, my thoughts turned to wondering should I ask if he would indulge my curiosity. I wanted him to throw some light on how he and my mother met; we had never previously discussed such personal or intimate matters. I am now wondering if it would be at all possible to do so, daring to hope he too felt the right time had come to have this very personal conversation with me, as I desperately wanted to know how they fell in love.

Another question I wanted to ask, what was it that had brought him to the momentous realization, that my mother was the most perfect person to be his wife? Knowing my grandfather my mother had to be perfect, I doubted my father would have married without my grandfather first giving them his blessing. So many burning questions that I needed answers to. It would mean having some kind of prior knowledge about the huge undertaking, I shall probably one day be expected to make.

My father was indeed where I expected to find him, though surprisingly alone. My mother, I doubted would be no further than the garden, more than likely having a chat with Mr Darby, our gardener on whom my mother totally relied. He always ensured the gardens where kept in perfect condition, the way my father wished them to be. It inevitably pleased my father that my mother tried her level best to keep our home both indoors, as well as outdoors the way it had originally been before my grandmother had been killed in a car accident.

My father loved this house as much as his mother had. It had been his home from the day he had been brought back from the hospital. We own many other houses around the country, but it is to this house he is always eager to return home to after travelling the world.

Entering mother’s sitting room, it took my father a moment or two before he looked away from a document he was reading. I’m guessing it must have been fairly important or complex, as he seemed in deep thought with little lines running across his forehead. After a few moments he put his papers very neatly away, then looking up and seeing me standing there, he said, “Hello Robin if you are looking for your mother she is still in the garden with Mr Darby.”

“No dad, I would like to talk to you,” I replied. 

“Nothing serious?” my father asked.

He must have noticed my voice sounding a little more serious than usual. The frown my father had worn while reading his papers, which had disappeared once he put his papers away had suddenly crept back.

“No dad nothing serious,” I answered. 

His frown once again disappeared just as quickly. On hearing those words his whole posture became more relaxed. 

“It is always a pleasure to talk to you Robin. Your mother and I love the fact you feel you can approach us. More importantly you are comfortable in trusting us enough to do so, whatever it is you wish to confide to either of us, no matter how inconsequential you think it may be, we regard that as a privilege.”

Listening to my father’s loving reply always made me feel at ease, setting me a wonderful example that will endure, should I have children I will try just as hard to be the way he is.

“Thank you dad,” I said then continued. “While there is nothing wrong for you to worry over, I do wish to have a serious conversation with you. Do you have some spare time to talk?”

My father replied, “Robin I always have time to talk to you, no matter what I may be doing, besides your mother you are the most important person in my life”.

Deciding I was going to be as direct as I could, I looked my father straight in the eye, a habit I had picked up from my grandfather. However I lacked my grandfather’s ice-blue eyes, or his stare that terrified most people.

I started my conversation by first approaching the subject of going to Harvard. 

“Dad, you know I am so looking forward to going away to Harvard and hoping that while I’m there I will meet a great many lovely women, all of which I hope will enter my life the way men like them to.” 

My father smiled. He was about to answer but before he could I continued. 

“Dad, I do not wish to embarrass either of us, I just feel that I really do need your advice. You know, a man-to-man type of thing, about women.”

The words once spoken sounded utterly ridiculous; I looked away for a few moments feeling rather stupid, and then looking back, my father then gave me a gentle encouraging smile. That warm smile in turn enabled me to keep my voice steady, trying hard once again to express to him what it was I wanted to say. Somehow after that it became a simple undertaking to reveal my thoughts.

“Dad you obviously know what I am talking about having been young yourself, not saying your old!” a comment we both laughed at. I found myself telling him of my feelings when … I suddenly stopped. I was about to say one thing, but instead changed my mind by saying, “to be as direct as I can dad, may I politely ask you a number of personal questions?”

“But first I need to tell you something.” I took a deep breath and ploughed on; “Dad there is a certain young woman I have known for a while, this young woman is part of my circle of friends. My feelings for her are pretty strong, though I am not sure how I really feel. Is it love, or could it be nothing more than infatuation? Dad how does a man tell when he is in love with someone, I mean really in love that is? Or could it be purely a case of simply wanting to have sex on a regular basis?”

Before I had finished my sentence, my father looked at me then gave a most unusual but small pleasant chuckle. 

“Robin believe it or not, sadly I never managed to have this intimate conversation with your grandfather when I went up to Harvard. It was to Bates who since he joined our home and has looked after us since then, that I have always been able to have this type of deep talk with. This is one of the reasons I am so delighted you feel you can talk to me. Unfortunately I never spoke to your grandfather about personal matters, as sadly I never felt comfortable in his company, just as occasionally I do not today.”

“At that time I also had certain feelings emerging from when I first entered the dining hall at Harvard. Feelings, which I did not of course recognise in any way for quite a long time. It was a great deal later that I came to realise exactly what those feeling were, I had fallen madly in love with a certain young woman.

“Like you I was not sure if it was a case of wanting to simply have sex with her, or had I at long last found someone whom I was falling truly, madly, hopelessly in love with. Once I realised my emotions had become so serious, I did not mention anything to your grandfather until just after I had turned twenty-one. No one in their right mind would want to have a confrontation with him, I definitely wasn’t prepared to have one. Well at least not over a woman, particularly not this woman.

“Naturally I did have a very normal, healthy sex life, there were always a bevy of beautiful women for me to choose from who loved to hand over their favours. There were also many different things happening in my life for my emotions to cope with, most of which I could handle. The one emotion I did not understand I experienced after having spotted a strange girl with a magnificent head of blonde tousled hair, in that wonderful Harvard dining room.”

I was so pleased my father had said that to me for it seemed to have made the task of asking him the questions I wanted to know the answers to a great deal easier to ask. I tried to sound calm, though my feelings were far from it, my father instinctively sensed this as I went on to relate those most burning of questions. 

“Dad there is something else I would very much like to ask you.”

Taking the bull by the horns as the saying goes I then asked: “I would very much appreciate it if you would please be kind enough to tell me, though of course it is none of my business, how you and my mother met. How did you come to realise you had fallen in love with her and knew she was that one very special person? Not just because you wanted sex with her, but because you undoubtedly knew she was the woman you wanted to marry. What was that very special quality she had that the men in our family must look for?”

By asking my father these questions I felt it would give me some kind of insight into what I truly wanted to know. By revealing to my father the thoughts and feelings that I genuinely felt were becoming, not just bothersome or oppressive, but were now taxing the enjoyment of allowing me to concentrate on my studies. This as I said was a situation I could not allow to continue.

The combination of enjoying sex for one reason or another, along with thoughts I was now experiencing about marriage, were I guessed just what my father may well have been feeling at my age. My guess turning out to be quite wrong once I heard what he had to relate to me.

In his understanding, gentle voice my father replied: “It will be a pleasure to answer your questions Robin. I have already started my story, though I am not quite sure at this stage if I will go into a great deal of personal detail. Loving your mother the way I do is a far cry from just talking about the normal run of women, the feeling of needing to release sexual urges is normal for young men at your age, let us see how far we go with our conversation”.

Inviting me to sit next to him my father asked. “Would you care to join me in having a cup of coffee?” which for the moment I declined opting for a sparkling water. It gave me hope that maybe for the first time he would open up, about his love for my mother, and how deep his emotions for her ran.

From what many people have told me, my father shares many traits with my grandfather, especially when it comes to having had a vast number of affairs, but loving only one woman. He is a very handsome man with dark hair and warm blue-grey eyes. When talking to someone, he appears to look as if he cares greatly about what they are saying. He has an amazing physique having always loved sports; he is a confident, well-spoken charming man with perfect manners. An honours student who became a brilliant lawyer with a mind like a steel trap, he also has a terrific sense of humour, which never fails to amuse me. A man with all his emotions well under control.

As a father and husband he is incredibly loving; allowing absolutely nothing to faze him, always in control in every sense of the word. Now listening to my father’s voice, usually very steady, slowly it began to change. For the first time in my life I heard deep emotion creeping into both his words and voice, once he started to unravel his feelings, or a better description would be his deep love for my mother.

Both his words and emotions became more and more pronounced, as he started describing anything that involved her. His eyes seemed to soften, even though she was not in the room, for an odd moment or two he would stop talking. His mind, it seemed, was drifting into a world where they both may have been; a world in which only they belonged. Listening to him, even after such a short space of time, to hear the love my father had for my mother did indeed run as deep as any ocean.

Dad began his story by saying: “When I first went up to Harvard I knew as any new student does, that if I wanted to achieve my ambition there would be many years of hard work ahead. It was vitally important that I understood this, as practising law meant everything to me. I desperately wanted to follow in my father’s footsteps, who as you know is indeed a brilliant lawyer, also there was the realisation that I would eventually one day take over the family business, just as I hope Robin one day you will.

“Being born into this family I quickly came to realise how very lucky I was. It provided me with a great many material things, which of course made life incredibly comfortable. The older I grew the more I began to understand what those material things entailed. Living in this beautiful house, which I have always loved and having a number of staff to look after me twenty-four hours a day. My father frequently spent huge amounts of money on travel, enabling both my mother and I to see the world. When we went on holidays, there were always people to protect us. Those holidays were wonderful; sometimes on rare occasions my father joined us if work commitments allowed him to do so.

“It was the realisation that I belonged to a family of brilliant intelligent men, men who earned a living playing with other people’s lives, for good or for bad. Men who were responsible for hundreds of other people’s jobs, and who were involved in running our numerous businesses.

“I also came to realise how lucky I was in finding my school work reasonably easy. The gift of being academically clever had of course been passed on to me, which certainly as you can imagine was a blessing. The fact you are going up to Harvard means that you have also inherited our predecessor’s razor sharp brilliant brains. Many of our predecessors had intellectual horizons second to none, including the ability to learn and speak many foreign languages fluently; often before reaching their eighteenth birthdays and on top of doing normal school work. Your grandfather in particular being one of them.

“Allow me to tell you a little about him. He was a gregarious young man, the leader of the pack you could say. He was also an incredibly handsome man, let’s face it he still is even today. If I am being honest, you are growing so like him, but please do not let that go to your head”.

Once again my father made me laugh. 

“The men in our family Robin are very fortunate to have good genes. We have good health, reasonable good looks and more importantly those excellent brains, on top of having a fantastic business acumen. One thing for sure your grandfather is certainly better looking than me, even if he is not quite as tall.” Again my father and I laughed. “I am pleased you have grown taller than both of us.”

“Your grandfather was very athletic, and still has a very good physique for a man of his age. When he was young he dazzled either sex, he was a man who knew how to handle women, with the ability to charm the pants off any woman he fancied. Not just having women eating out of his hand as and when he wished, he ensured he commanded the utmost respect from every man he came into contact with. His friends worshiped him following him like puppy dogs, as they still do today.

“Everyone fell under his spell, naturally the opposite sex fell deeper as charm oozed out of every pour, again even as it does today. I have been told, when he looked at a woman he fancied with his large blue eyes half closed, she would simply melted into his arms without question.

“Bates has mentioned, that Mr Godfrey, who was my grandfather’s butler, had apparently said: “There had indeed been many beautiful women in his life. Some he brought home from time to time, far too many some thought, before he fell in love and married my mother. After marrying her, he never looked at another woman, being insanely in love with her.

“As far as men were concerned should your grandfather at any time have found them offensive, displeasing or thought them just plain rude he would deal with them in his imperious manner, along with his rapier tongue which is deadly as you know. My father ruled his empire until he handed it over to me; he ruled it with a rod of iron, even as he sometimes does today forgetting I am the boss.

“Have you noticed when he finds someone annoying, his eyes open wide? Then slowly they become the colour of ice! He holds that stare like a snake hypnotizing its prey. His habit of staring directly at the offending person, yet not saying a word, I swear makes a person’s blood freeze. On occasions when he does have something to say, his words become as sharp as that rapier I just mentioned. I have had the privilege of learning from him when conducting numerous unpleasant cases in court. My father is certainly a deadly adversary.

“As far as the opposite sex goes, his handsome looks, with his chiselled chin, no woman back then stood a chance. Women found him totally irresistible. I would not mind betting he could still attract any woman he wanted with his charisma and dangerous smile.

“Personally I regard him as the most stylish man I know, he is incredibly flamboyant the way he dresses. Have you taken note of the way he wears his clothes, ensuring he out dresses all other men around him? No other man that I know of can dress, or does dress, the way he does. When your grandfather relaxes he unbuttons his shirt just a couple of inches or so, he then turns up the cuffs of his sleeves, not far yet far enough, which makes him look incredibly provocative. He still dresses that way, making him, I feel, even more enticing to woman than ever. It is as if every inch has been meticulously scrutinised, allowing my father to enjoy feeling not just comfortable, but look perfectly turned out.

“In evening clothes no man should stand next to him, they look ridiculously shabby when doing so. The crease of his trousers you could cut a finger on. Your grandfather is a man who certainly knows how to look good at all times, whether it be at work or relaxing. I must admit I did try from time to time to copy him when trying to impress some girl or other. Somehow it never worked for me so I gave up. The lesson I learnt is everyone must find their own style. When I felt low at one time, your grandfather emphasised to me the need to always remain clean and tidy, particularly in our world of work.

“Your grandfather, being a Harvard man, completed his degree with the highest honours available. He would not have settled for anything else. He always loved, and of course still does love, being the very best at everything he undertakes. The standards he sets both for himself as well as everyone one around him are nothing less than perfection, as that is all that matters to him.

As a lawyer there is no finer. He never seems to take a case on unless he knows he can win it, making his reputation forever deadly. I remember a particular time I sat in court observing him. He was prosecuting a particularly nasty case. It was fascinating watching him, you could even say mesmerising. The way he toyed with the accused, allowing him to think he was on his side, making him feel totally relaxed, even to the point of thinking that he had been wrongly arrested. This is a trick a good lawyer still uses today; my father had it tuned to a fine art. You could say he has a predilection for discovering facts without appearing to do so, one of the reasons he never loses a case.

“Have you ever watched a lioness stalking her pray, slowly, quietly, and deadly? That is my father. His persuasive powers meant the accused felt confident. Confident enough to think he had my father in his pocket. Then the stupid man would begin to open up to him. Once that happened my father was like a Samurai with a sword in his hand who swiftly went in for the kill. He never missed! Just as an assassin’s bullet never misses.

“Occasionally I have watched my father talking to someone about something of absolute no importance, still employing the habit of directly looking at them with that icy stare. He would almost convince a person to the point of allowing them the misery of thinking they may have done something appalling. Regardless he knew full well they were completely innocent of any crime. Would I lay money on, that for a few moments their blood would run cold as if they were guilty; you bet I would! Can you imagine Robin, how someone who has committed a crime must feel once his name is mentioned?

“What amuses me, is the strange way my father tilts his head slightly to one side when directly interviewing someone. He appears intense, as if in agreement with everything that is being said. His face will show no emotion, never missing a single word or gesture of a person’s body language, when he behaves in that manner he is then at his most deadly. Watching him in action is totally fascinating. There is always something new for young lawyers to learn. You know instinctively you are watching a brilliant lawyer executes his chosen profession to perfection.

“It has, I must admit, always been a pleasure observing him in court. The fact that he is my father makes it doubly so. He leaves me feeling so proud yet strangely apprehensive, with even a constant fear that there is a much deeper level to him than the one I am observing!

“Robin you are already picking up some of your grandfathers habits, which I find most amusing. Especially that direct stare, it will hold you in good stead in the future”

A remark that again made us both laugh. My father then continued. 

“One could indeed describe your grandfather as a complex man which he certainly is, please do not ever become like him in general, stare or no stare.

“Your grandfather was, to start with a protective loving husband that any woman could have wished for. As a child I felt safe in the fact he was my father, even if he seemed rather distant most of the time. No two people could have wished for more security in their lives, as I told you before, he employed an army of men to protect us twenty-four hours a day. As a very small boy I did not see a great deal of him, I must have been around six or seven, when first joining him at breakfast. For the life of me I barely remember what we talked about, though I do remember when reaching around ten or so talking at breakfast, or dinner in the evening when my parents at long last allowed me join them, if and when they dined at home. We would talk mostly about school as it was my schoolwork that pleased him the most. I worked damn hard in trying to gain good marks all round. By attaining that standard I hoped I would fulfil his wishes in following him in becoming a lawyer, something that was deeply important to him. You have no idea how hard I actually did work; trying to ensure my schoolwork was kept up to scratch, just to get his approval.

“My father was and still is a man I find very hard to understand, some men have a strange way of showing love to their children, being overly generous in the material things they buy for them. It was my mother’s company that he appeared to want or seemed interested in. After finishing my meals as quickly as was polite to do, I then asking to be excused. My father always smiled at me then permission was given. He would be delighted that he had the love of his life to himself once I left the room.

“Bates related to me the love my father had for my mother, not just when they first married but particularly before I was born. He showed it in many ways; dressing her in what were regarded as the finest clothes money could buy, coming from the very top couturier houses. He spent a fortune on the most beautiful jewellery he could find to please her.

“On rare occasions when I was still quite small, I would see my parents going out in the evening. To a small boy my mother resembled a fairy princess, sparkling in her finery. Bates related once that to my father, my mother was his whole world. ‘Mr Johnathan your father was hopelessly in love with her, never leaving her out of his sight. When she did go out he ensured she was always well protected.’”

My father continued, “along with a few friends your grandfather had decided to go to France, for a long summer vacation after leaving Harvard, and before joining my grandfather at their Head Office. My father loved everything there was to love about France as well as French history, of course having read a great deal about both. The way of life over there appealed to him, as did the culture and etiquette, which is a must at all times in his life. French manners suited him very well, along with the good food, which he loves. What could be better than French food when prepared and cooked well? There is no food in the world like it.

“Everything that is related to France or its people is still perfect to him. One of the many reasons he frequently goes back on holiday is the fact he speaks French fluently, this enabled him from the start to enjoy the country so much more. Many years later my father told me the thought of seeing France for the first time made him feel very excited. I daresay he was hoping to have the pleasure of enjoying the favours of a beautiful French mademoiselle or two. The first stop of course being Paris, exploring that most beautiful of all cities, wanting to see as all tourists do what she had to offer. Belle Paris une ville de l’amour, a city of love.

“The plan was then to drive down to the Côte d’azure, it is a wonderful drive Robin which one day I hope you will consider doing. A drive your mother and I thoroughly enjoyed. When the eye first captures the beauty of the Mediterranean Sea it is breathtaking. Calm as glass shimmering under the summer sun, to me it was the colour of the Madonna’s robe. Perfect in every way. At night there is no more romantic sea to swim and make love in.

“Business class had been booked, allowing my father and his friends a great deal more privacy. My grandfather it seems, had decided he was not going to allow my father to take his private plane. Heaven knows he told a close friend, where they may have ended up had he allowed them to do so.

“Years later my father told Bates, that as he and his friends where settling down for the long journey ahead, just a few minutes before take-off, into the cabin walked my mother accompanied by a couple of her friends laughing the way girls do, excited to be going over to Europe. Apparently this was to be their first trip also. From the moment my father saw my mother he fell instantly in love with her.

“On numerous occasions he had confided in Bates by telling him, “If I had to Bates. I would have followed my beautiful wife to the ends of the earth, until she married me. That is of course exactly what my father did. He married my mother the moment they returned home. That burning love stayed with them I have been told, every day until the end of her life.

“Robin to be honest with you, I never had the courage to ask your grandfather personal questions, especially with regard to how he knew my mother was the right person to marry. Talking to Bates about my father’s life or things in general connected to him, including my mother, has from being a small boy been a normal thing for me to do.

“Yes I dearly would have loved to have discussed with him, the questions you are now asking me, even talking to him today, unless it is to do with work I find very difficult though he has mellowed a great deal. A father and son conversation, sadly for me was never encouraged. Quite often I have felt as if I was a necessity, ensuring that next generation had been born in order to take over the family business.

“The one time I did decide to speak to him on an extremely personal matter, was just before leaving Harvard. I needed to inform him of the major decision I had every intention of making with regards to my personal life, but more of that later.

“Without Bates I have no idea what I would have done during my early years, or for that matter today. Bates has been with the family since he and my father were young men. My father got on exceedingly well with him, a strange but trusting bond grew between them. Luckily for me, having Bates was like having a second father figure in my life. He is the one person I can talk to on any level, as well as trusting him implicitly; I trusted him as a small boy; as a young man growing up; as well as now. If my father was able to trusts Bates with looking after me when I was young, then that is a good enough reason for me to trust and care about him for the rest of his days. With Bates not having any sons of his own, we do have a wonderful bond of mutual respect. Yes. I dare say in his own way Bates loves me like the son he never had, he is to me as close to the type of father I would love to have had.

“So feeling as you do now Robin, I felt the need to know how my parents met and fell in love, but sadly never got the chance to find out face to face. After my mother was killed in that horrendous car accident, my father’s world seemed to have collapsed, it was as if he too had died that day. Even today he does not appear to be the man he once was. He did start to appear a great deal happier, once Meredith entered his life. That relationship being totally different to the one he had with my mother. He has unfortunately never been a man even at the best of times, to show very much emotion to the outside world. So it is hard to judge what he thinks and feels.

“In his defence I will say, he is a good and fair boss to those who have worked or still work for him. As long as they carry out his orders the way that is expected of them, or at least show they are trying their best in all they do. Usually he will then leave people alone to get on with things.

“As a father you could say he was predictable in being kind to me, never raising his voice or showing disapproval. As I told you he was overly generous as far as material things were concerned, still he has left me with the feeling of being cut off from him. The older I became, the greater the distance between us grew. When at last joining him at the office, he still rarely discusses anything with me unless it is to do with business.

“Funnily enough from time to time he does tell me how proud he is of me, so I am happy to settle for that kind of praise. He is also very proud of you, he frequently ask how you are getting along, naturally always interested in your school work, that being the main topic of his conversation ensuring history will be repeating itself. This does mean everything to him. Believe it or not he was very delighted to hear from you on the day when you phoned to inform him you were going to become a Harvard man. He was truly pleased; you could not have given him a piece of more welcoming news.

“Like everyone who works indirectly for him in our many officers, I often feel the same way they do. He takes everyone and everything for granted, including the fact I would apply for Harvard, which of course doubly pleased him once I had been accepted.

“One, I would be following his footsteps in going to Harvard, and two he would have my mother’s undivided attention at home, giving him the opportunity of taking her with him as and when he wished. Having no distractions from me to interfere with his plans, besides his work my mother was now his top priority”.

After relating to me a little about my family and a little of how he grew up, it was at this point my father’s story began. I sat transfixed, listening intently to every word he had to convey.


	


Chapter 2

Johnathan Stone

Having been at Harvard for just over nine months, The Deans personal sectary came to see me and request I go to the Dean’s office which was unusual. To be called to the Dean’s office in such a short time after settling into the university’s way of life, could well have meant I had done something stupidly wrong. What that could have been I had no idea.

Knocking on the Dean’s door I felt unpleasantly uncomfortable, reminding me of how I felt on the rare occasion when I was summoned and knocked on my father’s office door. My father would then tell me we were going on holiday, or that my parents were planning to take me somewhere of interest. Yet I still hated that summons.

On entering the Dean’s office I noticed his grave face. For a moment I thought I must indeed be in some sort of serious trouble, to the point of being sent down. 

“Please come in Mr Stone,” Dean Carter-Baxter requested, indicating to the chair opposite the one he was for the moment standing beside. The tone of his voice, grave and low. The unpleasant task that had directly fallen on his shoulders was to inform me of the horrendous accident that had taken my mother’s life. The memory of each painful word is still very clear; therefore I am not going into detail, even after all these years they still hurt. The initial shock was indescribable leaving me to feel totally paralyzed. Time eventually does heal in a strange and remarkable way, which we must be thankful for.

While Dean Carter-Baxter tried his very best to break the tragic news as gently as he could, his words felt like an iron grip around my brain. I could not, or did not wish to take them in. It was not just the shock I felt, but the emptiness that instantly engulfed my person. Those first few days were hellish hard, the loneliness that encompassed my whole being, was the hardest of emotions for me to cope with. No one to put my arms around to enable me to have a hug. At that moment in time all I wanted was human contact, and yes, if someone had offered me sex, that to would have been more than welcome.

While everyone was so kind trying their best by giving me words of comfort, on top of the kindness shown by my friends and from people I did not know. All the thoughtful words spoken were of course very much appreciated. Still I could not find in any one of them anything that remotely gave me the comfort I needed. There are no words in the English language that are capable of doing so, no matter how anyone may try to find them.

Wanting nothing more than to return home as quickly as was humanly possible, I booked the first available flight back to California, wondering most of the time how my father was managing, knowing the one person he loved, had now been taken from him.

Strange though it seemed to be thinking of my father rather than myself, I had no perception of my own grief as I felt totally numb. Living in a void would be the closest to an accurate description in conveying my feelings at that time. To this day I have no Idea why my thoughts went in that direction. The knowledge of having just lost one parent I suppose made me scared, I could so easily have lost both my parents, had my father been in the car with my mother that day. Not even as a small boy had I felt the intensity of being scared in this way. Now with the loss of my mother, so many other emotions started to creep in.

Many thoughts crossed my mind; never seeing my mother’s beautiful face or lovely smile again, the sound of her sweet gentle voice when we spoke on the phone, or spending some of our vacations together talking and laughing. It was so much easier to talk to my mother than it was my father. Worse thing of all, never again having the pleasure of my mother’s company at Christmas.

There were indeed too many disturbing thoughts running through my mind. Not just thoughts; now I understood like any other unfortunate teenager how it felt when losing a parent they loved. I found myself asking would my mother’s demise herald huge changes in both my father’s life as well as mine; which for me indeed proved to be the case.

On arriving home terribly tired, decimated at my loss, feeling empty as well as very dirty and wanting nothing more than to have a shower then go to bed, Bates met me at the door with the rest of the staff, he was very kind and understanding. Taking my suitcase while trying to give me words of comfort as gently as he could. 

He then went on to tell me; “Your father Mr Johnathan is expecting you in his office the moment you arrive home”.

Although I wanted to see my father I dreaded that summons. Feeling drained as well as tired on top of all my other emotions, I thought a night’s sleep would help before going to see him. Instead I made my way directly to his office knocking quietly on his door, walking in before he requested me to do so. That was actually the first time I had entered without his permission, I made sure I did not make that same mistake again, though my father never made any comment about it at that time, which surprised me, no way was I prepared to risk his wrath in doing so again.

I came face to face with a man that looked like death itself. His skin ashen, his eyes red and bloodshot, one can assume from crying. Something I doubt he had ever done from being a small boy, even if then. His clothes where badly crumpled, as if he had slept in them, which under the circumstances, would not have surprised me in the least. Yes I was shocked, never having seen his appearance as dishevelled as it was at that moment in time. From being a very young man, he had always been fastidious about how he looked and dressed. I am delighted to say, that was the last time I would see him in that state.

It was a very short painful interview for both of us; as would the following initial few days prove to be. Everyone found it hard living in such close proximity to him. No one person able to judge exactly what was going on in his mind. The atmosphere in the house was unbearably tense, my father showed no further emotion, not even at my mother’s funeral.

A few days after the funeral had taken place, once again Bates came to inform me, that my father had requested I go to his office after breakfast. Since the funeral I had neither seen nor spoken to him. Dreading this new summons, I was unsure how he would react towards me, I also was now worried about what plans he had now drawn up about my future, my main concern being would he allow me to continue my studies at Harvard?

The office had become his retreat, a place of safety for him to hide from the world. Had he been an like animal that had been wounded, his office had become his den, which I suppose he felt comfortable and safe in. It enabled him to lick his wounds until he was ready to once again face up to his responsibilities. Since my return home my father had stayed in there the whole time, that damn room became the place he both ate and slept in. Fortunately there is the small bathroom next door. Bates brought in his food, as well as fresh clean clothes daily.

Before I entered this time I waited until my father summoned me to do so, wondering at that particular time what state of mind he may have been in. When I did enter, to all intents and purposes, he appeared to be quite civil, notwithstanding that his voice still lacked any kind of warmth. I had grown accustom to this coldness in his voice. It had become the acceptable way in which he spoke to me in general. Maybe that was all he was capable of, often leaving me to think why could his tone of voice not have a little more warmth in it as Bates had in his?
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