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I




  
    “I know that it isn’t what you want… Definitely, what we had was so great, but we should go in different ways now.”


    “But, I love you.”


    Her partner gave her a tired look.


    “Don’t hold on to me, please. No reason for it.”


    “I love you that is my reason.”


    “I know… But, I can’t go on.”


    “Isn’t it enough for you?” she asked timidly.


    “I’m afraid, but…”


    “Why?”


    “Why?” he asked. “We don’t understand each other.”


    “We might have problems, but we can sort them out.”


    Graham came out with bitter words. “Pat, I don’t love you. There’s no sorting that out. There’s no answer to this. You can’t understand it, can you? I don’t love you!”


    “Perhaps, I am the one. Sometimes, you have to lose something completely to appreciate it.”


    “Don’t be silly! I do not love you. And, I don’t want you!”


    “No, please. If I have to get on my knees, I will,” Pat implored.


    “You should accept it. I don’t love you!” he bawled in despair. Her melancholy countenance made him feel compassion for his lover. “I’m sorry. But, when someone doesn’t want to be with the other, the best thing is to part company. Pat, nobody lasts forever. Sooner or later, you will meet someone else. And, you will love him. You certainly won’t die if I walk out on you. No one dies for another.”


    “Perhaps, I will.”


    Graham, walking up to the door to leave the place, said. “Don’t be such a melodramatic cow. Tomorrow, you’ll live just like today. You might well not remember the past.”


    “Bye Pat,” he said without turning around.


    She relived this scene in her mind like a litany every night before closing her eyes.

  


  
    II


    The lad strolled along the beach carrying a folded deck chair in his left hand. He contemplated the numerous multicoloured sails propelled across the broad sea by an intense current of air, and marvelled at the splendour of the hues of the sea. Continuing up the beach, over the pebbles, he noticed a blonde woman.


    “Busy?” he asked to the woman, as he stopped near her.


    “No,” she said carelessly.


    Unfolding the chair and covering it with a towel, the lad sat down and began enjoying the fulgent sun.


    “Been here for long?” Kenny asked shyly.


    “About half an hour.” To continue the initiated dialogue, she asked. “What do you do?”


    “I’m attending a postgraduate course in advertising at Watford at the moment. And, I do something else in my free time,” he answered, surprised by her first question.


    “Such as?”


    “I’m writer.”


    There was a brief silence that he broke suddenly by asking. “What do you do?”


    “I’m pathologist. By the way, have you had any work produced?”


    “Not yet. By the bye, my name is Kenny.” He added. “Where do you work?”


    “Pat. At University College Hospital, but I plan to quit soon. A friend and I have plans to start our own business this year. I hope that everything will work out. Always, everybody has so many plans for a year, but in the end they get nowhere.”


    The lady, reclining in the deck chair, closed her eyes to luxuriate in the huge pleasure of the sun warming every part of her body.


    In that moment, Kenny felt an enormous surge of desire that enraptured him, and he was doing nothing more than communicating with that special person. By words, he would know more about this woman that delighted his soul. Thus would be satisfied his eagerness yet greater.


    “It is just a chance to have met us here in the south,” Kenny said.


    “Well, you can say that again… I enjoy seeing the sea.”


    “So do I.”


    Kenny’s vision wandered to the greenish waters as he considered how he should deal with this lady. An abominable repudiation was produced to act as he has done many times before, when a different personality blossomed like the most precious flower in spring rather than his own to attract the person of his desire. It was a foolish position! But, it was the same attitude that many people assume toward what they consider important -if there is something relevant in this life. He had represented a role like an actor in a drama when he felt inferior or wanted to get a little part of that which was sought. Now, everything was distinct because he felt the need to proceed in a different manner. And, it was nothing more than showing his true colours.


    “I like to admire the sea. It’s a way of calming myself down,” she said. “One completely joyride since I had to take the train to come down! I was crazy to be near the coast.”


    “A bit crazy there… in the city. By the way, I can drive you up to London,” he replied.


    “Then, I won’t have to hitchhike,” she accepted, jesting.


    Bedazzled by the beauty of her limpid green eyes, the lad blurted. “You are so gorgeous that it would be very difficult for anyone to describe you.”


    “Thanks.” It was the only response to one of the compliments that the lady had listened to from the chap.


     


    On the motorway, halfway in direction towards the city, a pocket black device went off. Drawing it out of her satchel, Pat listened to the message.


    “Already, the lab’s started to call me, although I said that I would arrive in London at about seven o’ clock.”


    “Don’t think that I am going to gather speed.”


    “Oh no! Don’t worry. You don’t have to hurry up.”


    “I like speed, but I won’t put my foot down. I want to have more time with you,” Kenny said to please her.


    A few blocks away from Pat’s home, he asked. “May I have your number?”


    “Well, you know where to find me again,” she said casually.


    Nonchalance took an important role one more time. The possibility of bumping into her person would be wagered on it. Pat seemed to hint at a negative response. Perhaps, it was better than a false promise. Had he failed again… why? It seemed that there was no explanation for it.


    “Would you like to jot down my number?” he asked.


     Opening a rectangular leather purse, she delved inside for a piece of paper. After a moment, she announced. “I’m afraid I haven’t got a pen.”


    Kenny, casting his eyes quickly over the small folding case, noticed a ballpoint pen tucked into a side pocket. 


    I tried. It’s better not to insist; he considered.


    “Have my card,” offered Pat suddenly.


     Minutes later, the lad dropped her off. Entering her lonely apartment, she went to her bedroom to undress and have a shower. Afterward, Pat slipped into pale coloured loungewear and went out to the living room.


    The apricot coloured light of the summer day came through the panes of window and suffused the place. She did not want to have a meal, and flung herself down into the sofa, observing the room for a space of some minutes. Meanwhile her eyelids became as heavy as lead, and, drifting into a doze, she began to think. In the near future, the litany that had scourged and hurt her deeply would disappear. Everything would be totally distinct. It was her perception. The senses indicate that the young had not approached her to gain anything from her. He was quite different from the others who had entered her life. In this moment, many questions arose about this person who had appeared in the course of her life. Who was he? Where had he been? Why had she come across him at this moment? All of them were irrelevant questions. The only significant thing was that Kenny was interested in her, though. He was not the one that Pat had wished to be. At any rate, she was drawn to him and made herself forget the unpleasant experiences of the past. It seemed to be an illusion. Or, was just a dream? Perhaps, it was one dream of becoming liberated from the oppressive chains of unpleasant memories. At last! She would be free. And, with thought of release a sensation of enthusiasm started to blossom out inside her.
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