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The development of a plot in which a little theatre company is launching a debut play harkened back to my own early days as a struggling young actress and my first role as the ingénue in an old-fashioned melodrama.


Once bitten by the acting bug, I can honestly say I never recovered and have made theatre (and playwriting) a part of my life ever since.


Coincidentally, as the fictional cast in "A Little Drama in Dunster" was being put through their paces, a very real cast in the village of Ilminster (UK) was rehearsing for the debut of six of my one-act plays published by Silver Birchington.


Opening night—September 8, 2022—was a bittersweet moment. As everyone arrived at The Warehouse Theatre that evening, they were met with the sad news Her Majesty, Queen Elizabeth, had just passed away.


The decision was made that the show would go on and, with everyone standing, a moment of silence was observed in her honor.


Despite the solemnity of the occasion, it gladdens my heart that the six comedies presented that night made those in attendance smile and even laugh a bit before beginning the official ten days of mourning for a beloved monarch, the likes of whom will never be known again in our lifetimes.
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CHAPTER ONE
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“We’ve been invited to opening night of a new play,” I announce.

I’m reading the latest email off the laptop I’ve set up at my dine-in kitchen on a soggy October Sunday as my beloved prepares his signature waffles and strawberries with frothy whipped cream. It’s one of those rare weekends when he has stayed over since Friday and we like to make the most of these togetherness opportunities.

Jon looks up in curiosity. “London? East End? West End?” 

Despite the chilly weather, he’s wearing bike shorts and a skyline heartbeat t-shirt that shows off a buff physique honed from working on his uncle’s fishing boats. A thick tendril of dark hair which matches his amazing bedroom eyes dips over his forehead, reminding me yet again that he is quite possibly the most handsome man in England.

“Dunster,” I reply.

“Dumpster?”

“Dunster, you nit. It’s a Medieval village in Somerset on the Bristol Channel.” 

All right, in honesty, I wouldn’t have known its location myself if Audrey hadn’t mentioned it in her glowy email about her boyfriend’s role in the upcoming local production. It’s where he’s from, don’t you know, she had added. 

Truth be told, Jon and I only knew him as a former neighbor in Lynmouth who was a chemist, cook, professional hand model, and newly minted co-owner of a feral cat. He and Audrey may have been one of the odder hook-ups in history but they both seem happy so who are we to judge?

Audrey continues to flourish in what used to be my former job at Mrs. Daltry’s gift shop before I returned to Schilling, Schilling and Wolffe in London. Her skills at designing a pleasing website and bringing the shop into the 21st century with online merchandise and frequent buyer perks is already looking to bring them a profitable holiday season in less than two months. 

“So what do you think?” I ask Jon. “Can you get time off?” 

It’s a silly question actually. He doesn’t work a 9 to 5 and seems to have a lot of flexibility with his comings and goings. When I first met him, my assumption was that he was a lowly fishmonger who eeked along and lived from cheque to cheque. This nearly caused me to dismiss him as boyfriend material until I found out, quite accidentally, that his parents are titled and that he’ll one day inherit a title himself. The work he does for his uncle is not only because he really likes the physical labor but because he wants to understand the working conditions of the men who people his uncle’s fleet of fishing boats which operate between here and Wales. 

“What’s the play?”

“’The Vicar’s Frolic’.”

He arches a dark brow. “This is a new play, you say?” He shakes his head. “One typically doesn’t think of country vicars frolicking hither and fro...”

“According to Audrey, one of the ladies associated with the acting company found it in an old trunk in her attic and thought it might make a nice piece to perform.”

He reaches over to refill my Mimosa. “I did a few theatricals when I was at Eton. Did I ever tell you that?”

“Ah, was that before you got expelled for—”

His dark eyes flash a gentle but firm warning to trespass no further in the subject of Jane Bjerklie, his first schoolboy crush.

“If you didn’t want me to know,” I playfully remind him, “maybe you shouldn’t have told me.”

“Yes, luv, I’m coming to realize that.”

“So what plays were you in?” This is a side of him I’d never have guessed.

“A little Shakespeare. Some Chekhov. Oh, and Oscar Wilde.” He grins in reminiscence. “I killed it in the title role of The Importance of Being Earnest.”

“I’d like to have seen that.” I ask him if he has ever thought about treading the boards again.

“Probably not. Rehearsals pretty much suck all the air out of the rest of your life.” He marvels at the endurance of actors who commit to playing the same role eight times a week for a production run of years. “It’s a wonder, isn’t it, that they don’t lose their minds.”

“But at least it’s job security.”

He’s now removing the first golden waffle from the griddle and deftly splits it in two. “I’d have thought acting is something you’d be keen on. Especially on the telly.” He winks. “You have the looks for it.”

This isn’t the first time I’ve been told this. Total strangers on The Tube often ask if I’m that saucy girl from EastEnders. I think it’s probably my black bobbed hair, green eyes, and my ability to put cute outfits together. 

I divulge that my only turn on stage was when I was nine and at Girl Guides camp. “I played a tree—a non-speaking role—and had to stand perfectly still with buggy branches in both hands while giggling fairies ran in circles around me.” I still shudder to think about it. 

It may also explain why I’ve never participated in any form of camping ever since. Don’t get me wrong. I like the outdoors as much as the next person. I just prefer to look at it through the windows of a nice hotel which has room service.

“So when’s this play we’re supposed to go to?”

“Audrey says dress rehearsal is this coming Thursday and they open on Friday.” I propose the idea that we go to Dunster a few days early and check out the sights. “She says there’s a castle and a yarn market and an 18th century watermill.”

Jon is generous in his dollops of fresh whipped cream. “Can you tell by my glazed expression that you’re not making a compelling argument?”

“Come on. It will be fun. I also have some vacation days I want to use. We could go on Tuesday.”

“Unfortunately, luv, I can’t say the same. My uncle has got meetings with a new distributor and he wants me to be there. But listen, why don’t you take the train and I can drive over late Thursday afternoon and meet you?”

At least his compromise is better than nothing. “And we can stay through the whole weekend?”

“Does that mean we have to see the play more than once?”

Between munches of strawberry I tell him to think of it as supporting the arts as well as a former neighbor.

He muses on this, still trying to fathom—as am I—that our former neighbor could actually possess acting chops. “Hard to picture him in a lead role.”

“Um....”

“’Um’?”

“Not exactly the lead role per se.”

“Why do I have a bad feeling about this?” he murmurs. “So what role does he have?”

I repeat exactly what Audrey said in her email. “’He delivers a line in the second act that’s crucial to the advancement of the plot.’”

*****
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In my job at Schilling, Schilling and Wolffe, I don’t really have a supervisor. I suppose I could count my bosses, a trio of elderly gents who own the import/export firm and remind me of the curmudgeonly Statler and Waldorf from The Muppets. In the time I’ve been here, I’ve seen them only twice across a room and once actually in a room when I got the assignment this past summer to go to St. Andrews for The Open. Other than that, none of them would know me from Lady Gaga. 

As far as staying under the radar with one’s employers, this would probably be considered a positive.

It also means that whenever I want to use vacation time, I need to go through Stuart Frye, the head of HR. This is not a bad circumstance. Quite a few women at Schilling, Schilling and Wolffe have a thing for Stuart because he is so sweet and boy-next-door cute with his sandy brown hair and puppy dog eyes. 

Stuart was instrumental in getting me my job back following The Incident in which I was rendered redundant and ended up going to work for Mrs. Daltry in Lynmouth. I will always feel grateful to him. In turn, I think Stuart will always feel protective and want to do whatever he can to keep me happy.

Much of this stems from the fact Stuart Frye has an unrequited crush on me. I’m pretty sure if I ever said, “Stuart, I’d like to have the moon,” off he’d go post haste to try to suss out how to get it for me and have it gift-wrapped.

Stuart is in a personnel meeting when I call him this morning but his secretary tells me I’m welcome to drop by his office at 10:30. 

“Unless it’s urgent...?” she asks. 

I wonder if Stuart has instructed her to let him know immediately if Rochelle Reid ever needs the teensiest, tiniest piece of his time.

Stuart knows, of course, that I am in a committed relationship with Jon. What this means at my end is a bit more ambiguous. We’re madly in love with each other and it’s understood neither one of us is ever going to marry anyone else. The big “M” word, however, has yet to officially come up. I think it’s because a part of Jon’s brain is wired to be a traditionalist and he’d like me to meet his parents first before he takes such a major, life-changing step.

I know a lot about them, some of which I’ve gleaned from London society pages. Jon’s father and Lady Tapping are involved in all sorts of charitable goings-on, and they reside in an ancestral home called Oars Rest which was bequeathed to the family squillions of years ago by William the Sailor King. Jon also has an English bulldog named Gladstone who lives with his parents because Gladstone doesn’t care for London.

He assures me his family will be delighted with me but they don’t seem to be pressing for a meeting, either. All of which makes me worry a smidge that the first time I’m invited for dinner at their palatial estate, I will commit the faux pas of not knowing which sterling silver utensil is the fish fork.

Meanwhile, I’ve emailed Audrey back to tell her I’d like to come to Dunster on Tuesday if that’s convenient. She writes back immediately and says I can catch a train at Paddington Station and she can come meet me at Taunton. She also offers to book a reservation at the Dunster Castle Hotel. “It’s quite posh,” she says. “Jon’s coming, too, right?”

While she’s disappointed he won’t arrive until Thursday, she sees it as an opportunity for us to catch up on each other’s lives. “And maybe you can help me with costumes,” she adds. 

For a show that has its dress rehearsal on Thursday, this seems a bit down-to-the-wire to be fussing about what everyone’s going to wear on stage. Then again, maybe Audrey works better under pressure. Mrs. Daltry, she tells me, has given her the time off to help with the production. “Especially now that the shop is practically running itself!”

Yes, she just had to throw that in, didn’t she?

*****
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Stuart is elated to see me. Actually, Stuart is always elated to see me and immediately pulls out my chair across from his desk. I notice he’s wearing the colorful golf-themed tie I bought him at Rusacks. And in the off-chance I didn’t notice, he points it out to me. “Have I told you how much I love this tie?”

With the exception of Casual Fridays, I wonder if he wears it every day. Either that, or he keeps it in his office so he can put it on whenever there is even a tiny glimmer of possibility our paths will cross.

“What can I do for you?” he eagerly asks. “Everything going all right?”

I assure him everything is perfect. “I just need to request a couple of days off.”

His eyes widen in concern. “Nothing serious, I hope?”

If it was a medical emergency requiring the donation of a kidney, Stuart Frye would be the first in line. I could definitely count on that.

“No, no. A friend of ours is in a play opening in Dunster and we just want to show our support.”

“A play? How splendid! Which one is it?”

The Vicar’s Frolic clearly doesn’t ring any bells. I explain it’s a new work that someone found in an attic.

“New works,” he remarks, “have the potential to push the envelope and be transformational, can’t they?”

I agree with him, even though I am mightily doubtful the Dunster troupe’s amateur production will fall into that category. I tell him I’m thinking of catching a train after lunch on Tuesday but will be back at work on Monday.

“Going by yourself, are you?” Subtlety is not really Stuart Frye’s strong suit.

He tries to hide his disappointment when I tell him Jon will be going, too. He insists I should take all of Tuesday. In the next breath, he asks if I’ll be needing a lift to the station.

“Thanks, no. Like I said, Jon will be along and we plan to make a holiday of it.”

Poor Stuart. So near and yet so far.

“You know I dabbled in light theatricals when I was at university,” he says. 

I don’t know if he’s saying this to impress me or if he’s just grasping at straws to keep me in his office as long as possible.

“I can see how you’d be good at it,” I compliment him. This will keep Stuart floating on air for the rest of the day.

He walks me out and we encounter Cybbie emerging just then from the break room. Cybbie is not only the receptionist but also a dear friend of mine.

“Oh, there you are!” she exclaims. “I left you a message on voicemail and was hoping to catch you in time.”

“In time for what?”

“A very nicely dressed gentleman stopped by and said he was hoping you could join him for lunch today at Harrods.”

The last time I saw Cybbie this flushed with excitement was when she thought she saw Bon Jovi buying a package of cough drops at Boots.

Even Stuart seems intrigued by who this mystery man is. Yet another rival for my affections? Had it been Jon, he knows Cybbie knows him and would simply have said so.

“I assume you got his name?” I tease her.

“It’s on the message,” she replies. “I don’t remember it offhand but I swear he was very suave and looked exactly like Cary Grant!”
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CHAPTER TWO
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Harry is the recently discovered son of our friend and former neighbor, Clive Burroughs. I say recently discovered because Clive never knew that the first love of his life was preggers with his child when he broke off with her. The Tweeds just weren’t keen on him as future son-in-law material for their only daughter and, rather than force a rift he knew she would regret for the rest of her life, he decided they should go separate ways. 

Unbeknownst to him, she promptly relocated to a different town along with the story to her new neighbors that she was a young widow. It wasn’t until her death a few years ago that her dashingly handsome son—who does indeed look like Cary Grant—learned the widow ruse she’d been perpetuating wasn’t true. He and Clive have been catching up ever since.

If Jon weren’t in the picture (which he is) and if I had a thing for older men (which I don’t), Harry could definitely be on my radar. If our relationship became serious, however, would I really want a supposedly retired MI-5 agent as my father-in-law and joining us at our table every Sunday for dinner? 

No, I think not. I’ll simply enjoy Harry’s company as a good friend who’s nice to be seen in public with. He’s charismatic, well-traveled and well read, and is impeccably dressed for every occasion. The latter is owing to the fact he’s the senior clothier in the men’s department at Harrods.

Harry’s not one to brag about himself but Clive has told us that his son’s regular customers include A-lister actors like Daniel Craig, Tom Cruz, Javier Bardem and Jude Law. Rumor also has it that two Royals keep Harry on speed-dial for special occasions.

I arrive at Harrods with a few minutes to spare. When most tourists think of Harrods in the context of food, their first thought is always the greatest gourmet emporium in the world: The Food Hall. Everywhere you look, it’s glass, chrome, dark woods and Art Deco flooring which is polished to a gleam beneath crystal chandeliers. 

Fruits and vegetables are displayed in the sort of sparkling cases one would expect to find expensive jewelry. 

There’s fresh seafood in abundance. 

Every kind of meat imaginable including pheasant and thick cuts of Kobe beef. 

Cheeses and charcuterie. 

A roastery and bake hall which smells like Heaven. 

Imported and locally sourced dairy products. 

Wine and spirits. 

There’s even a special wing that features more chocolate than even a die-hard chocoholic such as myself could consume in a lifetime. 

I truly dare anyone to do a walk-around of every department and not gain ten pounds just gawking and inhaling. It’s popularly said that if you’re looking for something exotic to tantalize your tastebuds and you can’t find it at Harrods, it probably doesn’t exist.

Yet it’s not just the smorgasbord of over-the-counter delights one can find strolling through The Food Hall. There are also six upscale restaurants on the premises and every single one requires reservations. The closer we get to the holidays when the entire store is festively decked out, the farther in advance one needs to book a table. 

Harry has asked me to meet him at Kama By Vineet, which has been written up as the best Indian cuisine in the city. A recent feature in the news described Vineet Bhatia as the first Indian chef to be awarded a Michelin star. I’m already harkening back to the hole-in-the-wall Indian eatery in Lynmouth where Jon and I had our first date. It will never get a star for anything but, golly, the food there was incredible and on some nights it was almost standing-room only.

Even though I’m early, Harry is there first—an advantage of only having to come down from the second floor. I’m wearing a favorite jumper, Hermes scarf and a wool skirt but I feel a tad underdressed and underwhelming compared to the sartorial smartness of my lunch companion. Nonetheless, he compliments me and we’re shown to a lovely table which I’m sure is a perk of personally knowing the chef.

“Champagne all right?” he asks.

“What are we celebrating?”

He shrugs. “Champagne should never be a slave to the hour or the occasion.”

It’s the sort of thing Clive would say. Or maybe he has said it and Harry is just repeating and making it sound like an original thought.

“Okay. But just one glass,” I reply. Even though I’m off tomorrow for a short holiday, I’ll still be expected to leave a caught-up desk and not one that looks like an over-sugared five-year-old was left unsupervised.

Two chilled flutes are brought to our table. In the interim, Harry wants to know how Jon and I have been.

“We’re actually going to Dunster to see the opening of a play a friend of ours is in.”

“Really? Which one?”

As I knew he would, Harry professes not to have heard of this one. “Trial run, then, before it heads to the West End?”

I hope I’m not sounding unkind when I respond that whatever happens in Dunster likely stays in Dunster. “It’s an amateur theatrical troupe. I think they’re just doing it for fun.”

“You know, I once thought of becoming an actor.” He goes on to say that he grew up watching old movies and was impressed with how suave, erudite and self-confident the leading men always came across.

“And well dressed, too.” I add. In my own recollection of classic films, everyone dressed up even when lounging at home and whilst liberally making themselves adult beverages. 

“Maybe that’s where I got my fashion sense from,” he muses.

“So why didn’t you pursue it?” I can easily see him being a silver screen heartthrob.

“Well, for one thing,” he quips, “I’d have to have changed my real name, wouldn’t I? ‘Harris Tweed’? Seriously?”

We both laugh at this as the server pours our Moet & Chandon.

Harry clinks my glass. “To grand new adventures!”

“Which hopefully won’t involve any murders...”

He picks up where he left off in talking about acting and opines that the real problem is that he was born at the wrong time. “The movies of the 30s and 40s—now those had a real style about them and roles that actors liked to play. They also had actual plots. Not like the silly stuff they produce today.” He shakes his head in dismay that today it’s all about CGI, zombie apocalypses, alien invasions and blowing things up.

The server returns to tell us about the specials. Yes, I’m gaining weight just listening to how mouth-watering everything sounds.

Since I feel as if I haven’t lost the pound or three I gained when Jon and I were in St. Andrews in July, I opt for a small plate of char-grilled mustard prawns with Kashmiri chilli aioli. Harry has already set his sights on the lamb-morel khorma.

“So the reason I wanted to see you,” he continues, “is that I need a small favor.”

“What kind?”

“Well, as you know, Dad’s birthday is coming up...”

Actually, I didn’t know that. It’s unusual for me. I’m the girl who keeps a special datebook of birthdays, anniversaries and even remembrance notes for friends whose relatives have passed. People are always surprised when I send a Jacquie Lawson musical card to commemorate whatever occasion it is. “How did you remember?” they always ask in amazement. Obviously it never occurs to them that I write things down for the express purpose of not forgetting.

This would have been the perfect opportunity to ask Harry when Clive’s birthday is but I’m a bit embarrassed to do this since he assumes I already know.

“Since you and Jon know Dad so much better than I do,” Harry is continuing, “I wonder if you have any ideas of a present he’d especially appreciate.”

There are obvious things like chocolate pipe tobacco, sweater vests, new slippers, but I think Harry is anticipating me to do a deeper dive on his question. 

“I do know he likes to read,” I volunteer.

His eyes brighten. “Books are always welcome, aren’t they?” In the next breath he asks whether his father reads modern crime novels. “Or maybe Louis L’Amour westerns? Or biographies? Are there any famous people he’s interested in?”

“I think the older, the better.” I relate to him the time when I stilled lived at Lynmouth and Clive made the offhand comment he had just been revisiting his Charlemagne.

“Hmm. Pretty old then.” He wonders whether he might find something in antiquarian book shops. "Except I don’t want to get him something he already has.”

“You could always go for an experiential gift.”

“Sorry. You’ve lost me.”

“It’s something the two of you could experience together and create memories. Maybe a holiday somewhere. Or taking a class in a subject neither one of you knows anything about.”

He chuckles. “It’s Dad I don’t really know anything about. He had a whole life going on before I even knew he existed and most of it was wildly adventurous.”

“What about a surprise party then? Would he like that?”

He shakes his head. “He’s not keen on surprises. I’d also be at a loss on who to invite besides you and Jon.”

“Then what about a dinner out? He does like posh restaurants.”

He nods thoughtfully. “That’s a possibility. Let me think on it.”

“Do you think it should be on the actual day of his birthday or...” I’m asking this as a clever way to suss out when it is so I can go home and write it in my book.

“Oh, I’m sure any day in November would be fine,” he replies.

Well, at least I’ve narrowed down the month. Not helpful but it’s a start.

*****
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We finish our lunch with cups of cardamom chai and a dessert of Indian ice cream with rose syrup. 

The chef stops by our table to chat. “Be sure to bring your beloved father in before his birthday,” he tells Harry. “I fix something special.”

Why am I feeling the entire world knows Clive Burroughs’ birthday except me?

Harry glances at his watch. “I do wish we had more time but I know you have to get back.” In postscript, he adds that “Idris is coming for a fitting at 1:30 and I have some new ties I’d like him to see.”

Yes, it’s official. Everyone else has a more glam life than I do. 

*****
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When I get home after work, it’s to discover Jon is not only there—and planning to spend the night—but he’s also cooking dinner. 

Indian food. 

It smells so good, I just don’t have the heart to tell him it’s what I had for lunch.

“So I had a nice lunch today with Harry,” I tell him.

“Really? How’s he doing?” He hands me a perfectly chilled glass of wine.

“He wants my advice on what to get Clive for his birthday.”

“Oh, that’s right. It’s coming up, isn’t it?”

Hang on. Jon knows the date, too?

“I gave him some suggestions. I think he might want to do something like a nice dinner out and invite the two of us along.”

“Does that get him off the hook for buying an actual present?”

I kick off my shoes. “The dinner is the present. Especially since he doesn’t know him well enough to know what he’d like present-wise.”

“That’s funny, isn’t it? I mean, in a sad sort of way.”

“How so?”

“To not know what to get your own father.”

I respond that, in fairness, Harry had assumed Clive has been dead all these years and only recently found out to the contrary. 

“I’m sure Clive will appreciate whatever Harry decides to do.”

I park myself on one of the tall chairs at my dine-in kitchen. “If we do a dinner and it’s on Clive’s actual natal day, can you make sure to put it on your calendar?”

“Absolutely.”

“You may as well send it to me, too, so I don’t forget.” I hope I sound breezy and casual.

He pauses in what he’s doing. “You don’t know when it is, do you?” he challenges me.

I laugh. “Of course, I do. It’s...in November.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER THREE
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As I’m packing this morning for my trip, Jon reminds me not to over-do it. 

“If whatever you buy doesn’t fit in the McLaren for the ride back, luv, I’ll have to send you home by train.”

I don’t really envision Dunster being a shopper’s mecca but I’ve already been tasked by Cybbie to buy her some yarn while I’m there. She recently learned to crochet and is planning to make festive scarves for this year’s Secret Santa gift exchange. 

Cybbie, I think, has missed the operative word “secret,” given how many of us she has already told. 

“At least I’m not as bad as my friend, Carol,” I point out. 

Carol and I used to work together and several years ago she proposed we take a 10-day trip to Ireland. She arrived at Heathrow with a ginormous, wheeled suitcase which could easily have accommodated a dead body. At the halfway point in our holiday, she stuffed a large box full of her dirty clothes, found a post office and mailed the box to her home address in London. 

This, she explained to me, would give her plenty of room in her suitcase to buy a boatload of bulky new knitwear at The Donegal Shop in Dublin.

As inspired a plan as this was, she never anticipated the postal service would not only lose her box for five weeks but also open it at least twice and then badly tape it back together.

“You’re right,” Jon agrees. “I’ve never met her but she definitely sounds nutters.”

I do believe in being well prepared for anything that might come up away from home. Accordingly, I always have at least three outfits and an extra pair of shoes which never make it out of the suitcase.

Jon, in contrast, is a minimalist. I swear he can top the same pair of sexy black jeans with a few shirts, jumpers and a single jacket and make it look as if he has brought his entire wardrobe.

He asks me if I know what the dress code is for opening night.

“I wouldn’t think it would be formal,” I reply. Since the weather forecast calls for rain in Dunster by week’s end, I’m guessing that audience members will be dressed more for warmth than style.

“Black jeans and a jumper then?”

*****
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I’ve never known Paddington Station to not be a bustling hub of humanity. Much of this is due to its proximity to so many London tourist attractions such as Royal Albert Hall, Hyde Park, The British Museum, and 221b Baker Street—the three-story residence of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s fictional detective, Sherlock Holmes. 

I also like the fact that another author—Michael Bond—was inspired by Paddington to give the same name to a bespectacled little bear from Peru with a fondness for marmalade.

Jon has just enough time for us to have an early takeaway baguette lunch at Upper Crust. I tuck into a ham and melted cheese. My beloved orders smoked salmon. 

He extracts a promise I’ll call him just as soon as I get into Dunster. Audrey has made reservations at the Dunster Castle Hotel which looks quite luxe and is in the heart of the town’s cobblestone quaintness. She further said we’d be having dinner tonight at the cottage of her sweetheart’s granny.

I’m already picturing the sort of cozy, thatched dwelling in which storybook characters would reside and invite woodland creatures in for tea and scones with clotted cream.

“Why do you suppose Audrey still calls him by his last name?” Jon muses. “Do we even know what his first name is?”

I liken it a bit to the new bride narrator in Daphne du Maurier’s Rebecca. “She didn’t have a first name, either.” 

Psychologists have long alluded that the omission is to show how Maxim’s second wife is so completely overshadowed by her glamorous predecessor. The author herself, however, gave a simpler explanation that she couldn’t come up with a heroine’s name she really liked and, thus, totally left it out.

I make a mental note to just ask if the opportunity presents itself.

All too soon, it’s time for us to go our separate ways. A part of me was rather hoping Jon would suddenly whip out a ticket and announce he was coming with instead of making me wait until Thursday. How is it possible I miss him already?
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