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Language: British English including spelling has been used throughout.

Disclaimer: This tale has been inspired by and is based upon actual events. Therefore, to protect those still living, whether they deserve it or not, as well as the dependents and friends of those referred to, names of people and places have either been changed or omitted.
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1  ▻  The Woman
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“I now pronounce you man and wife.” Was I happy, sad or just grateful to have found a means of escape? Ah; That is entirely another tale.

This, the occasion of my marriage to a British Naval Lieutenant, was the first time I met Felina. A name she would more than come to epitomise; her character and personality being what they were. Apparently her parents had originally considered Katrina, a name that would have been most inappropriate. Felina was anything but pure or virginal. They must have had some prophetic epiphany to have changed their minds.

Felia, as she was more commonly known or rather demanded, considering it more suitable for the higher echelons of society to which she aspired, was a fellow countrywoman. She, two or three weeks earlier had married a British sailor who it turned out was a friend and colleague of my to be husband. I had not been invited to the wedding though my fiancé had attended. Though my marriage, for reasons I will not go into, had to be a private, small, affair my future husband had wanted a handful of his friends and colleagues to join in the celebrations. And so, there they were. In time I would come to see how very foolish the poor man had been to have fallen for the ‘charms’ of his new wife. I had wondered why she’d married him as he was not from an important or wealthy family but came to realise she’d seen it as her opportunity to get away from our homeland and into British society that, at the time, was viewed as one of the most desirable in the world.

Though we’d met a couple of times before leaving our homeland, to start our new lives in England, it would be some years before I met Felia again. How things change, or perhaps it’s just that time reveals truth in all it’s glory and horrors. It was in fact not until after I’d escaped from my violent, cruel, jealous husband we would meet. Even then, it had been more by chance than design. I’d remembered my husband telling me his friend had left the navy and had set up home in a nearby town. The town where I would eventually end up with my young son. Of course, at the time I had no intention of seeing anyone who knew us as I needed to keep my whereabouts a secret. My husband, if he’d found out, would have tried, and more than likely succeeded, in dragging us back to the violent, abusive life I’d escaped. Society and laws were very different then. But as previously stated, that is another tale and not to be gone into here.

It was one evening, at one of my places of work, I would next see this uncouth woman. To support us, my son and I, I’d had to take three jobs, this was the evening one in what would now be called a gastro pub but then was simply referred to as a club. I’d been serving a regular customer and had just risen from fetching his order from below the bar. I’d been concentrating upon opening the bottle and listening to what he’d been saying when a female voice, rather rudely I have to say, cut through his dialogue. We both glanced up at this interruption and there she was.

“Well goodness, I’d not expected to see you again.” An artificial grimace that presumably had been intended for a smile spread across her face.

“Oh!” It took a moment or two for me to refocus my attention. “Hello Felia. What a surprise.”

“What’re you doing here Tara?”

“I work here.”

“And he lets you?” Clearly more aware of my husband’s traits than I had been.

“We’re not together anymore.” I’m a private person and hadn’t wanted to tell her but could not think of anything else on the spur of the moment. She really had taken me by surprise. In all the time I’d been in the town I’d not seen anyone who knew me and had thought I was safe. Now I was no longer sure and it worried me.

“What happened?”

“Just one of those things.” I wasn’t prepared to go into any details especially in such a public place. Anyway, I’d  never considered it anyone else’s business. “How’s your husband?” Wishing to move the conversation away from me and having noted the man accompanying her wasn’t him.

“Oh fine. We’ve two children now.”

“Congratulations. Must be lovely.”

“Suppose so.”

“What may I get you?” Time to turn the conversation entirely away from personal matters.

“Harry? Oh, sorry I forgot, let me introduce my friend. Harry meet Tara, she married a friend of my husband.”

“Good evening Tara, nice to meet you.”

“Good evening. May I get you something?” He’d clearly been more than a ‘friend’.

“Pint for me. Felia?”

“Cinzano.” I’d served the drinks and watched as they made their way to a secluded corner table. Friend indeed. He’d clearly had difficulty restraining his hand from creeping to her buttocks.

Well that was the first occasion of our reunion. She’d turn up now and then, usually with a different partner in tow but never seemed embarrassed or troubled by it. It would be another couple of months before I met her husband again. Such a gentle, caring, pleasant man. He deserved better.

~~~~~~~~
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I’D BEEN WALKING DOWN the High Street, heading to my mid-afternoon place of work, when we almost collided into each other as she and her husband emerged from one of the upmarket shops, I suppose it would be referred to as a designer shop now.

“Oh! I’m sorry.” At this moment having only noticed a set of feet.

“Hello Tara.”

“Oh! Hello Felia.”

“You remember Barry, my husband?”

“Yes, of course. Good afternoon Barry, nice to meet you again.” I’d immediately felt sorry for him; he looked so miserable. I’d presumed, like most men, he hated being dragged round the shops. I’d learn better in time.

“Hello Tara, and for me.”

“Where you going in such a hurry?” Felia, as always anything but shy, never considering it not her right to know everything about everyone.
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