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If you call
for me and I’m out

Wake me
up

There are
many things we can do together

Like plan a
murder

Or start a
religion

Now, isn’t
that fragrant

Isn’t that
somehow knowing

I see her
sometimes and sometimes she sees me

Owning an
optical promise

When using a
wayward careless backward glance
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Chapter
One

 


Bill Good hated his parental first given name. This
was due to some obscure relative favoured by his father that he
became christened Bertrand. However, as soon as he was old enough
to argue his case, he insisted that everyone was to call him Bill.
He’d made a vow and actually changed it as soon as he was legally
able. This led to some mild upset within the family as his
forebear’s namesake was quite revered.

There was also
the occasional altercation in the schoolyard when said birth name
was called out at register and cruelly mimicked by the other
boys.

Owning a fairly
even temper, the other kids could easily see that this was the only
thing that pushed his buttons and all too soon learnt he could
fight his corner, but he was also a loyal pal that didn’t squeal.
This ensured his classmates let the stupid name teasing drop, which
allowed great lasting friendships to form.

When Bill moved
up to his senior school; he found that he excelled at English,
especially in creative writing. So much so, his tutor: a Mr
Rowledge encouraged him to try his hand at the inter-schools short
stories competitions and also work on the school free newspaper.
This was done to give him a taster for a career in journalism or
possibly a published author. That assiduous tutor also set him some
tough deadlines for the work because his own brother worked in the
media and fully understood how demanding the work could be.

Fortunately, Bill Good
was a quick study and the quality of his work had soon risen well
above the standards demanded by his benevolent tutor. With Honours
achieved in his exam results, it seemed Bill Good’s life was
earmarked for a writer’s career in the media somehow.

Discussing his options
about university with Mr Rowledge’s brother Marcus; he was
surprised to hear that: although a degree in journalism was fine
and dandy, few employers ever bothered to ask for such
qualifications. It was all about whether you could put together a
coherent and eye-catching piece that was well in time for
publication, and more importantly, one that their circulation would
actually want to read.

This proved to be the
case when he went on a work experience placement for two months at
a regional newspaper. In his first meeting with the editor, he was
told all about the things Marcus had already covered with him,
especially the part that included the certainty that if he didn’t
measure up, he would be ‘out on his arse’ before the end of the
week!

Bill had a fleeting
moment of doubt and wondered if this should really be his place in
the world. But soon accepted that he wasn’t going to be a great
engineer or inspired artistic painter, and duly admitted he was
exactly where he needed to be. So, bring it on!

Finishing his
placement, Bill was the only one of seven that was invited back and
given the post of a cub reporter and allocated a mentor that went
by the name of Grant Jameson. Whether that was his nom-de-plume or
real birth name, Bill never managed to discover.

Sometime later, when he
felt a little more established, he casually asked around the office
to see if anyone knew the answer to that amusing question. The
closest he ever came to a rational explanation was that Bill’s
mentor had earned such a title by amalgamating the brands of
Grant’s and Jameson’s whiskies, which perfectly explained his
undying love of the aforementioned liquors.

Grant Jameson was
indeed a character and a half. No subject or story was ever
considered taboo in his eyes, which often got him into deep water
with two-timing husbands situated in top level positions or corrupt
local councillors of the day. Not least was his constant battle
with the editor who was petrified of the paper being sued by such
powerful people if the story couldn’t be proved. The prospect of
being fired never impinged on Grant’s browbeating of his editor as
he usually got his story to press. It was what he lived for above
all.

Certain interesting
people under investigation wanted to be Grant’s best friend or
tried to buy him off with various inducements, if only he wouldn’t
print that embarrassing story. When that didn’t work, sometimes it
turned to threats of varying severity. That errant husband
occasionally even attempted to assault him, stupidly expecting that
he would drop the scoop. What poor deluded souls were they, because
when reading the next morning’s edition at the kitchen table, it
wasn’t unusual for it to be served up with breakfast all over their
head by an outraged wife!

Bill liked Grant
because he’d learnt so much about a reporter’s life under his
auspices than any university degree may have taught. Soon, Bill was
moving up the journalistic ladder to eventually have a column of
his own. It seemed that investigative reporting was fast becoming
Bill’s forte. Gone were the Births, Deaths and Marriages, and
stories about the local fair, hospital fund raisers and the
lovingly rescued cute animals.

Never forgot his time
with Grant when he moved on, Bill always remembered his mentor’s
stock answer about working in the media when things got tough:
‘…the reason why our trade is called a medium, is because the
discerning public believe that it is neither rare nor well done, so
always give of your very best.’

Grant’s maxim had
always made Bill chuckle, especially when he remembered the number
of times he’d found him three sheets to the wind due to a hearty
‘liquid lunch’ and slumped across his desk with a thousand words
due for press in the next half-hour. But somehow he always made
it!

After several years and
some very juicy stories under his belt; Bill Good was head hunted
for a national newspaper and offered a tempting sum of money
compared to his provincial salary. It wasn’t that so much that
enticed him to the bright city lights of London. It was the huge
resources and considerable leverage that a powerful capital city
newspaper could bring upon those that overstepped the use of their
authority or abused the trust of the electorate that gave him the
real toe-tingling buzz. This was real heady stuff!

Bill didn’t feel any
sense of entitlement in this new job or that he should even be
regarded as a crusader for the people. However, it did piss him off
greatly when certain politicos thought they could lead the
population by divine right and spend taxpayer’s money in such a
profligate manner. Conversely, most politicians he’d met would
claim the cost of a paperclip if it were bought from their own
pockets!

He couldn’t deny that
he’d enjoyed watching those smug bastards bought down a peg or two
when caught out. Even so, those egregious politicians still didn’t
see why they’d been targeted for their outrageous, if not,
fraudulent behaviour. It often beggared belief when privileged,
privately-educated duffers were caught with their hands in the
cookie jar, as they genuinely did wonder: ‘who were those bloody
upstarts to question their activities?’ They truly considered
themselves beyond reproach, for indeed: they certainly knew better
than the lowly oiks, didn’t they?

It had to change, and
Bill Good hoped he was just the guy to do it. But the world had
other plans for him in a way that would test his own beliefs and
credibility as a reporter and possibly also as a man.

Out of the blue; he
received a call from an old colleague called Jim Ravens that now
worked for a newspaper in New York City. He told Bill they were
looking for someone of his calibre that could inject some fresh
ideas in the political department that may help increase its
readership.

Bill loved England and
its stoic people but he was tired of those so-called leaders that
voted through many loaded policies for their own personal benefit,
regardless of how destructive such changes impacted upon the
struggling populous. He often wondered how much longer he could
keep banging on about such things before the mostly apathetic
middle and working classes were sick of him.

‘T’was ever thus’ Grant
reminded him on hearing of his views as a tired British newspaper
reporter, along with his dilemma about accepting this job offer and
emphasised to Bill that he would be an ass to let such an
opportunity of working in New York slip through his fingers. Grant
had this innate way of cutting right to the chase on such
matters.

The prospect of working
in New York City conjured up all sorts of exciting possibilities
for Bill. A fresh start in the vibrant town ‘that never sleeps’
might just be what he needed. And as his pal, Jim Ravens, had
somewhat tongue-in-cheek reminded him: ‘He could always go back
from whence he came if things didn’t work out,’ which was true
enough.

Perhaps he should give
it a shot.

Jim Ravens sorted out
the Green Card permit for him to work at the Globe and emailed the
flight tickets so he could come on over by the end of the
month.

Bill’s send-off party
with his colleagues, along with most of the other known
ne’er-do-wells of Fleet Street were all in attendance, for those
gin-soaked wretches were never one’s to miss out on free
drinks!

It was a party of such
epic proportions that it should earn its place amongst the annals
of Dionysian history. Not least, because semi-lethal quantities of
alcohol were consumed by one and all. So much so, when going home;
many taxi drivers refused to take them on as passengers, fully
justified in believing those prospective fares wouldn’t be coherent
enough to pay for their ride and were more likely re-decorate the
interior of their cabs with copious amounts of vomiting!

The following day, and
goodness knows how, Bill arrived at Heathrow Airport’s Terminal
Four for the early Atlantic crossing to John F. Kennedy airport in
New York.

Sleeping soundly for
most of the flight, he was gently woken about an hour or so before
touchdown. He was graciously plied with much kick-starting black
coffee and ice-cold bottled water by his kindly section cabin crew
operator called Patricia.

For reasons best known
to her; she’d taken pity on this fine example of wretched British
manhood. She also bought him several pain-numbing aspirin and some
very welcome reviving hot-towels that helped ease his brain from
the incessant throbbing that started from the rear of his skull
that continued right over to the back of his eyeballs.

Patricia had seen all
kinds of this type of behaviour many times before but curiously
warmed to Bill as soon as he boarded. As he’d been no trouble
throughout the flight; she was more than happy to fuss over him
like a young mother hen. Patricia treated him as if he was a friend
that was in a real fix, which wasn’t that far from the truth.

However, there were
selfish reasons for Patricia’s kindness, which she’d amply
demonstrated by giving him her business card in hope they could
meet up for a drink on her next stop-over in New York in roughly
ten days’ time.

Bill took the card
willingly and made a mental note to give her that call as he felt
sure she would be good fun. Patricia also owned a knockout figure
and a great smile, which didn’t hurt matters at all!

Stepping off the
aircraft, Bill Good took a lungful of North American air and felt
he’d truly arrived. Arrived at exactly what; he wasn’t quite
certain, but Patricia had made his initial reservations of swapping
continents a most pleasurable experience!

Getting into a Yellow
Cab at JFK airport, he wondered how much the taxi was going to
sting him for the ride into Manhattan as he didn’t have that much
in dollars to hand. He’d obviously missed the sticker on the rear
door that showed the fixed price. The cabbie saw he was in poor
shape and, unusually so, took pity on him by telling him that it
was a flat unmetered rate of seventy bucks from any Yellow Cab into
the city.

After a few minutes of
very competitive driving; Bill was wondering whether this cabbie
was a relative of Louis Hamilton, the famous British world champion
racing driver. Well, at least an obscure Bangladeshi one, as this
speedy and fearless driver was obviously an inspired Asian motor
racing fan.

Bill tried hard to
impress on him to slow down a little, and laughingly asked if he’d
a hot date lined up for tonight. That notion went completely over
the cabbie’s head as he continued to swap lanes every time a four
foot space was seen available as he aggressively tried to cram that
mis-treated, yellow painted, vehicle into. It made Bill smile to
himself as he abstractly wondered if funerals were cheap in New
York as this driver must have shaved at least ten minutes off the
usual driving time for the run into Manhattan.

As they entered Times
Square; the sluggish Mid-Town traffic had now reduced their
progress to 5mph, which luckily gave Bill the opportunity to see
‘The Naked Cowboy’ standing on the street corner with his guitar,
Stetson, cowboy boots and tidy whities on this well above average
warm NYC afternoon in late September. This human attraction was
surrounded by many curious tourists, all wanting to take his
picture or to pose with him, all for a small remuneration, of
course.

Two horse-mounted NYC
cops were looking on with cynicism at how some people had to make
their living. However, ‘The Naked Cowboy’ had been seen on several
of the early evening TV talk shows, eagerly promoting his music
that was for sale at very reasonable prices and available in
varying medias. It seemed ‘The Naked Cowboy’ had certainly taken
his delicious bite from ‘The Big Apple’ too!

Bill confirmed his
address with the cabbie again and was dropped off at a hotel on the
corner of 10th Avenue and West 49th Street.
He gave the driver eighty bucks for the fare, which included a ten
dollar tip. He didn’t want to appear mean on his first taste of New
York life, so thanked him for his prompt, if somewhat alarming,
speedy delivery.

As soon as Bill had
unloaded his suitcase; the yellow taxi was off down the road before
Bill had crossed the sidewalk and up to the hotel entrance.

Perhaps that cabbie had
a hot date after all!

 


 


 



Chapter
Two

 


Bill Good was more than pleased with his new but
temporary hotel accommodation, which could be easily described as
more than satisfactory. It boasted amongst its many attributes:
queen-sized beds with Egyptian cottoned sheets; a large screen LED
TV; a surprisingly well stocked mini-bar and a very efficient
room-controlled air-conditioning system. It also trumped many other
hotels by having a penthouse indoor swimming pool. Bill thought
that was absolutely marvellous, surprisingly rekindling his love
for an early morning dip, which gave his day a much brighter start
before commencing his daily toils.

With all that
said; he needed to find a place of his own and soon. Looking at the
current rental prices; he certainly couldn’t afford an apartment on
the Upper East Side. And anyway, he actually liked the grittier
feel of 10th Avenue on the West Side of Manhattan; it
seemed to fit the hurly-burly ethos of a newspaperman. Although the
area was still under regeneration, he preferred the local
six-storey buildings to the massive skyscrapers. It was something
that an Englishman could deal with far easier than the neck
wrenching ‘look-ups’ of Mid-Town.

Researching the
plans for this area; he found this was definitely an up and coming
district. The developers, in their effusive sales efforts, tried to
sex it up a little by renaming it Clinton or Midtown West, although
many still referred to it by its 19th century title of
Hell’s Kitchen. That bullish title might put off some people, but
not Bill, it just seemed to fit him perfectly.

His hotel was
only a fifteen minute walk from Times Square, but thankfully, it
didn’t have the insane amount of noisy traffic flowing though it
night and day. Bill only had a month in that hotel paid for by his
newspaper, so he knew he’d better get on with it or he’d be out on
the street.

A week or so
later, Jim Ravens asked Bill if he fancied going out on the town
with him and some co-workers on the Friday night as one of the
women had a birthday or something. In truth, it was just an excuse
to go and blow off some steam and get well and truly hammered!

It was also a
great opportunity for Bill to get to know some of the staff that
worked at the newspaper that he hadn’t already met. On the face of
it, it seemed like a great idea, but his conscience told him that
he mustn’t overdo it because he’d arranged to meet that lovely
flight attendant, Patricia, for lunch on Saturday.

She’d arranged
to go and look over a place to rent she’d heard about from a friend
that lived in the same apartment block in Hell’s Kitchen.

Bill soon
cottoned on to the fact that it would give her an excuse to visit
him whenever she stayed over with her friend. That friend would
also be able to keep an eye on Bill when Patricia was working away.
He had to admire her cunning as she’d obviously thought this
through, or maybe she just didn’t trust any man when left to their
own devices. She was very pretty and obviously a kindly soul, so he
could forgive her those understandable insecurities, figuring that
she may have been badly let down in the past.

Friday night
rolled around, and they met up at a place that was an Irish Sports
Bar and Grill, which was conveniently located for Bill on
9th Avenue. It offered an extensive range of home cooked
meals that were reasonably priced, especially for New York fare.
The other plus for Bill was they sold Draught Guinness on tap. This
really pleased him, as on tasting, he could fully appreciate that
it was well kept. One thing he would also have to get used to was
asking for a twenty-ounce glass instead of a pint, but they all
knew what he’d meant if he slipped when ordering.

Behind the bar
was a guy named Ronan. From his looks he was obviously of Irish
descent and a youthful forty years old in his attitude. He’d a
great way about him and was always ready with a smile and a joke to
tell his punters. However, he’d been in the bar trade a long time
and had seen most sides of the human condition. It wasn’t so much
of a guarded cynicism that gave him away, which would be perfectly
understandable in NYC; it was more of a worldly attitude, but with
all the traces of naïveté savagely removed by learning life the
hard way!

As the evening
wore on, Bill decided to get something to eat to soak up some of
the booze and decided to ask the amiable young waitress for a
table.

No one else in
his party seemed inclined to eat, so he went over alone and was
shown to a quieter spot towards the rear of the barroom dining
area.

The waitress
introduced herself as Christine and asked if he was British like
the well-known Jim Ravens, who was just about managing to stay
upright over at the bar.

Bill looked up
into her smiling face and immediately realised how lovely she
really was. He’d certainly recognised an obvious gentleness
residing within her wonderful blue eyes that betrayed her as a
genuine caring person, which was something she’d recently worked
hard at trying to keep hidden in this mad and abusive concrete
zoo.

Bill abruptly
stopped his thoughts about her as he’d suddenly realised she’d
asked him a question about his nationality and was patiently
waiting for an answer. In those silent moments, she too was making
certain assumptions about him.

‘Oh…yes,
guilty. I hope that’s ok, what with the bar being Irish and all
that.’ For some reason he made it sound embarrassingly
apologetic.

‘No, that’s ok.
We take anybody’s money here.’ She replied with mild but adorable
sarcasm.

‘There was one
other thing though,’ Bill added, looking slightly troubled.

She moved her
head slightly to one side, indicating for him to continue.

‘Please try to
remember, I’m nothing like that reprobate Jim Ravens over there, so
do breathe easy!’

A fresh and
radiant smile broke across her face that now introduced cute
dimples in her cheeks as she liked his sense of humour. She also
displayed teeth that must have cost her parents a second mortgage
for such orthodontic work because they were just too damn perfect,
and were gleaming something close to an arctic white. It made him
wonder if she was a California girl because the few he’d met all
seemed to own such movie-star smiles.

‘So, why’d you
ask if I was a Brit?’ he enquired.

‘I don’t know
really. I suppose it’s your accent.’ Christine was unsure if she
should say this, but did anyway. ‘I think it classes up the
place.’

Bill looked at
her intently for a second, thinking she was possibly having fun at
his expense, but her honest demeanour led him to believe her
words.

‘Don’t let that
fool you,’ he replied with a grin, ‘especially with someone of the
likes of Jim Ravens.’

He reinforced
his remarks by pointing across the barroom to his noisy colleague
that was playing some sort of crazy drinking game with two equally
inebriated and raucous women from the office, all abetted by the
laughter from the cheering crowd in enthusiastic appreciation of
their outrageous boozing skills.

Christine
looked over to observe their antics and gently shook her head.

‘They’re heads
are going to feel mighty sore in the morning,’ she announced.

She turned and
walked away to get him a menu.

Meanwhile, Bill
looked up to notice the many TV monitors on the walls and all
around the bar showing mostly live sports games. Although he wasn’t
an avid sports fan, Bill really liked the bar for its laid back
atmosphere and good sense of infectious fun.

When Christine
returned with the menu; she revealed that the cook had recommended
the fried cod in beer batter tonight as it had been fresh caught
and delivered only this afternoon.

‘Do you like
fish and fries? I heard that most British do.’

‘Yes, that
would be lovely, Christine, thanks.’

Bill spoke to
her in an almost inaudible but testing reply. He did this so that
she would have to get closer to hear his words. It was something
he’d practiced many times on certain women, hoping it might achieve
the desired result.

When she did,
he felt a sudden tingle run down his neck, letting him know there
was a definite physical attraction going on. But was it
one-sided?

What the hell
am I doing, Bill questioned himself. She must be at least ten years
younger than me and probably fresh out of college as she looked
about twenty-two or twenty-three. He now wondered if he may be
coming across as an old letch. If he was, she wasn’t showing any
signs of being uncomfortable because she stuck around and continued
to ask him questions about his life in the UK.

Christine then
slipped away to place his order with the cook. On her way to the
kitchen; she turned her head back to give him her best radiant
smile, which Bill gladly returned, but, in truth, he was really
homing in on her long, tanned and curvaceous legs. Yes, Bill was a
legs man.

There were few
diners in tonight and the kitchen was soon to close, giving
Christine more time to spend talking with Bill whilst he ate the
superb meal. The food was as good as her recommendation and he told
her so. This was rewarded again with that entrancing West-Coast
smile of hers. He immediately knew it would be so easy to fall for
a girl like her and to quickly get in over his head, which, in his
past torrid experiences, had never ended well.

When he’d
finished, Christine came across and asked if he would like some
coffee as he’d already refused dessert. Bill took his chance and
replied that some coffee would be great, especially if she were to
join him.

Christine
blushed slightly, but quickly looked up and down the dining area to
see if there was anything outstanding to do and was pleased to note
everything was clear, so happily said yes.

Pouring out the
coffee, she discovered Bill took his black and without sugar.

‘That’s how my
dad always drank it,’ Christine informed him with the faintest
catch to her throat and a meaningful pause that demanded Bill to
ask.

‘Did your dad
pass away?’ He gently enquired somewhat intuitively, but did feel a
little disappointed with the comparison to her father.

‘It was two
years ago: stomach cancer.’

She looked down
at the table, unable to meet his eyes in case she started to
cry.

Christine now
looked up to let Bill see into her eyes to know that she was
thinking of those times that her beloved dad had quickly wasted
away to nothing and enduring great pain. It hurt her to think of it
even now.

‘It’s a real
fucker, you know? She said that phrase with some venom to her voice
as if it was something tangible to blame after all those tears and
dreadful feelings of abandonment.

Her colourful
language slightly surprised him from someone so young and pretty,
but he could fully identify with her sentiment.

‘Yes it is. A
real fucker! …but we will beat it one day.’ Bill assured her by
reaching across the table and gently squeezing her hand in friendly
encouragement. He’d purposely matched her stinging words about
cancer in case she became embarrassed by her own unintended vocal
outburst.

Christine
looked across at him, her eyes refocusing back to the present but
now with a reddening face because she’d just realised what she’d
said to a customer. That moment quickly passed because he’d
appeared sympathetic and seemed to fully understand her forlorn
anger.

‘Did you lose
someone close that way too?’ She asked him now because of his
displayed show of empathy.

‘Yes, my
grandfather. He was the toughest S.O.B. you could ever meet and
would master anyone in no time at all. But at the very end, lung
cancer transformed him into an unrecognisable whimpering child. It
was heart breaking for me to watch him dissolve into oblivion. I
was only fifteen and had never seen anyone die before.’

Bill had never
discussed those feelings with another living soul and wondered why
she’d had that effect of drawing that out of him and struggled to
drag himself back to the present.

‘Although his
passing was soon expected,’ he continued, ‘I really still don’t
know why, but it bothered me for quite some time afterwards. He was
a good man that fought through the hard depression of the thirties,
which was a tough time for many people, but no-one in his family
ever went hungry.’

Christine could
see the pain of that memory in his eyes for a fraction of a second
and somehow knew he’d always fought hard to deal with it. She knew
that awful place only too well as it still surfaced savagely within
her on certain days.

It was now her
turn to reach across the table to touch Bill’s hand. It appeared
they had an affinity of sad family experiences. Christine suddenly
felt in tune with this man from across the ocean and admired the
words he’d used.

Brightening,
she then asked him why the English seemed so much smarter compared
to them.

Bill sighed as
it was a tedious old question. He told her that this assumption of
greater intelligence of the British over the Americans was only
ever implied and certainly not a fact.

Christine
didn’t want to believe his explanation, however accurate that might
be. She preferred the notion of him being smarter, and so would her
friends if she took him back home, especially her mother. Why she’d
had thoughts of introducing him to her mom so soon really puzzled
her as it wasn’t like her at all, and looking across the table at
him made her feel hot inside.

Yikes!

‘We’ve never
sent anyone to the moon.’ Bill tried to impress on her by
expounding one of her country’s many great achievements.

‘Some say
neither have we!’ She returned this snippet a little too glibly,
along with raised eyebrows as if to reinforce her statement.

Bill laughed
happily, which was something he hadn’t done for quite a while. It
appeared to lift her spirits as well.

‘I finish up
here in twenty minutes; would you like to take me home?’ Christine
suddenly blurted, completely surprising them both by her unplanned
words.

Christine felt
unusually comfortable around him; as if she’d known him all her
life and not just for the last hour. Something was going on inside
her head that insisted she pursue this; whatever ‘this’ might
be.

Bill looked at
her, momentarily considering all the possible repercussions of
accepting an offer of going with this young woman, but inside knew
it was something he would forever regret if he turned her down.

‘I don’t have a
car but we can call a cab. Do you live far from here?’ Bill
enquired, fighting to suppress his sudden boyish eagerness.

‘I have a car
but it’s a thirty minute drive to my place this time of night,’ she
answered, looking at him meaningfully as if to supplant her own
thoughts into his brain.

Bill now
realised that when she’d said: ‘take me home’ she’d actually meant
to his place.

‘Why don’t you
come back to mine,’ he unsurprisingly offered. ‘I’m only a couple
of blocks away on Tenth. It’s less than fifteen minutes away and
the walk will help me burn off that mountain of fried
potatoes.’

She, now,
almost shyly, nodded an ok, but of course, that was exactly what
she’d wanted to hear. Her cod telepathy had worked wonderfully and
it now made her heart race.

Bill passed her
some money to pay for the meal, although felt unsure how he should
tip her as he didn’t want to go overboard and give her fifty bucks
in case it might be misconstrued and possibly upset her.

The
inexperienced Bill Good hadn’t been in New York quite long enough
to understand that you can never upset anyone in the service
industry by giving them too much money as a gratuity.

In the end, he
gave her twenty per cent, but conversely now wondered if he was
coming across as a mean bastard. The British had always struggled
to get their heads around this tipping malarkey, because either
way, it always felt uncertain and usually somewhat
embarrassing.

Christine told
him she would come and find him over by the bar once she’d gone and
changed out of her work clothes.

Bill walked
across to re-join his very drunken co-workers. He was
over-exuberantly welcomed back into the fold as if he was some
returning prodigal son.

Laughingly,
Bill just remembered the old adage Jim told him explaining the
Americans spirit: ‘…you could never accuse them of a lack of
enthusiasm!’

And so,
tonight, along with its many facets, it had indeed proved to
be.

Bill knew that
on certain occasions he’d acted exactly like that with too much
drink inside him, and the thought of it made him feel slightly
ashamed, ‘but that’s life’ was how he justified such behaviour.

Eventually,
Bill managed to separate Jim from the others to tell him he was
going home now and would see him on Monday.

‘God, Bill,
you’re a hell of a lightweight tonight. We’re just getting started
here and Ronan is about to do a lock-in. Look, you’ll have to hang
around for a minute because I have an interesting piece of info for
you.’

Jim looked
around the bar to see if anyone else was listening. His body
language displayed that he was about to share a supposed important
secret with his old friend, which only emphasised the comical
condition of his somewhat drunken state.

‘I can tell you
now as she’s gone to the rest room.’ Jim hushed Bill by putting a
finger up to his lips. ‘Sandra has a bit of a crush on you and
wondered if you would like to take her home. I’ve told her you
would probably like that very much.’

Jim moved in
even closer to drunkenly whisper much too loudly: ‘…by all
accounts, she’s quite a girl!’ reinforcing this enlightenment for
his friend’s consumption with a knowing wink.

‘Damn it!’ Bill
thought with righteous frustration. Dry for almost six months and
then two offers on the same bloody night. It sure was a helluva
strange life, but where stranger than New York City?

‘I’ll have to
take a rain-check on that, Jim. But do tell her I would’ve been up
for it, as you’re right; she’s quite a cutie,’ Bill replied,
grinning, but quickly following that up with a request.

‘Jim, please
don’t tell Sandra I’m leaving right now, will you?’

‘Got other
plans?’ Jim was more than a little puzzled as to why his pal would
turn down such an infrequent and most generous offer.

‘I’m ready to
go,’ the gentle voice announced from behind Bill and sounding as if
it had just mysteriously arrived on angels wings from out of the
ether.

Jim Ravens
leant his body to the right to look around past his friend, curious
to see the reason why Bill could justify leaving the party so
relatively early.

Christine had
changed out of her work clothes and had fixed her hair in a
different style. She looked absolutely gorgeous, so much so, that
it almost inspired Jim Ravens to howl had it not been for Bill
grabbing his forearm and shaking his head in a definite ‘NO’
fashion. Bill had to work fast to diffuse what might become a very
awkward situation by instantly standing right up close to Jim,
purely to keep his friend’s wandering attention focused solely on
him.

‘You sly old
bastard,’ he slurred, ‘how the hell did you manage that on your
first night out?’ Jim seemed most impressed by his friend’s
apparent success. ‘Do be careful, Bill, Ronan’s not going to be too
happy about you defiling one of his female members of staff,’ he
added, now looking around to see if Ronan was watching.

Jim’s
apparently funny follow-up remark was said in a volume that almost
all close-by could hear, and was regaled with much laughter, which
included some unsavoury suggestions from the less polite.

It was,
however, not thought that funny by the disapproving looks emanating
from Ronan’s side of the bar.

‘Bill, is it?’
Ronan called out and intimated that they should both move down to
the quieter end where they could talk unoverheard.

Bill walked
over as requested.

Ronan came
straight to the point.

‘I told her
mother that I would keep an eye out for her. She’s still a kid that
recently lost her father, ya know.’ Ronan was sincere and genuinely
concerned about Christine’s welfare.

‘I know, she
told me. It was Christine that asked me to walk her home,’ Bill
replied. ‘She’s over twenty-one, right?’ He now felt compelled to
ask, desperately hoping not to be corrected adversely.

‘She is, but
hasn’t been that long in New York. I think she’s a little lonely
and had quite a sheltered upbringing, if you know what I mean?’

‘Well, Ronan,
contrary to what that drunken wretch Jim Ravens said just now. I’m
not out to defile her, as he so eloquently put it, she just looks
as if she could use a good friend tonight, as do I.’

Bill looked at
Ronan directly in the eyes to show him he’d meant what he’d said.
The barkeep still kept eye contact with Bill for a few more seconds
and finally gave him a small nod of his shaved bald head, possibly
to demonstrate he’d accepted his word, but would still remain to be
convinced. However, the seed of an inferred warning had been sown
as far as Ronan was concerned.

‘Goodnight,
Ronan.’ Bill declared as he moved away.

‘Goodnight
yourself,’ was the terse reply, still unsure that this man should
be going off into the night with his unworldly and self-adopted
ward.

Christine was
waiting for Bill in a niche by the door. Its location was a place
that kept her out of the eye line of those drinkers gathered at the
bar thus preventing her from further embarrassment.

As they walked
along the street and headed toward to his hotel; they were engaged
in continual conversation, with the topics mostly instigated by
her. She’d wanted to know if he’d ever been to Buckingham Palace
and met the Queen, or perhaps witnessed the changing of the guard
by those soldiers that wore funny furry hats and blood-red
coats.

Bill laughed
but realised she was being serious and pulled himself together
because she was owed a proper reply and didn’t deserve to be made a
point of ridicule.

‘Well, I’ve
seen the Queen but not to speak with personally. I’ve also attended
the Queen’s Birthday Parade held at Horse Guards Parade for the
Trooping of the Colour. It’s quite an inspirational sight with all
that elegant polished horse cavalry riders and the many different
regiments of infantry soldiers with their precision marching.’ Bill
remarked with some surprising new found pride of his country’s
armed forces.

‘As a girl, I’d
always dreamed that one day that I would go to visit England, fall
in love and marry a prince to become Princess Christine. Everything
in my guide book of London seemed so exciting compared to where I
grew up.’

‘Oh yeah, where
was that?’ Bill asked with a wry smile on his face due to her
elaborate daydreaming, because the London he knew was vastly
different to her childlike fantasies.


‘Washington.’

‘Washington? I
should imagine your capital must be a very exciting place as it’s
the hub of the western world?’

Bill was
genuinely surprised by her answer.

‘No, not D.C.,
everyone makes that mistake,’ she laughed. ‘Washington State; I’m
from a town called Auburn. Have you heard of it?’
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...I'showed her New York City
She showed me Earth’s future.
It wasn’t good!





