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	For Chloe & Holly

	 

	Thank you for being such delightful daughters,  and for your unconditional love.

	You have been, and always will be,  a magically bright light in my life.

	 

	***

	 

	For C

	 

	True love is so very rare and a gift to be cherished.

	Listen always to your heart for it speaks of such boundless and beautiful love.

	Seek not the beauty that lies without and impair that which lies within.

	OUR ring… OUR love.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	Love so needs to love that it will endure almost anything, even abuse, just to flicker for a moment.

	But the sky’s mouth is kind, it’s song will never hurt you, for I sing those words.”

	 

	Rumi

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	“There is one difference between a long life and a great dinner; in the dinner the sweetest things come last.”

	Audrey Hepburn
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Prologue  

	 

	 

	After my wife and I separated, I never thought I could really love again. After twenty odd years of marriage and all the pain of separation, counselling, and so on, I felt emotionally exhausted and was not sure I could, nor would want to, generate emotion for any great love again. I thought that my life would, from that point on, be a series of meaningless sexual encounters. Probably not a bad thing one would have thought, given my lack of success when compared to some men who seem to leap successfully from divorce directly into the arms of another willing lady participant. 

	But I knew that even opportunities for meaningless sex were not likely to present themselves that often. Not in Harare! This is the bleakest of dating environments. A wonderful environment for raising young children but, sadly one with a dearth of single women seeking relationships that would suit me. I resigned myself to accepting my fate, even if I was not sure that such a thing as fate existed. I did speculate, from time to time, if a predetermined life path truly existed for us, but am yet to reach a satisfactory conclusion on this matter. I do feel occasionally, during such cogitations, especially with all that has happened to me recently, that had I been told much earlier that my life was going to pan out as it did; I would have preferred to have been gently drowned at birth.  

	Meeting H gave me renewed hope. I have fallen madly in love with her. I never meant to. She was supposedly someone to meet and have a casual affair with. It is a relationship that has very little prospect of success, no matter how romantic one’s perspective. 

	I had assumed, having reached this conclusion rather objectively, that I would be able to continue to find other possible companions on my journey through life. Despite all attempts at sensibility and even a course of therapy, I have been unable to dislodge thoughts of H from either the forefront or recesses of my mind. 

	I am probably not currently the best prospect for any lady anyway, unless she sought only emotional investment, which I am capable of providing by the truckload, for I find myself at a financial low point, attempting to keep a business afloat in a challenging economic environment, coupled to a mountain of personal debt arising from an illness and a broken marriage. The only redeeming aspect in all of this is the fact that I have two lovely daughters. I feel so sorry for them. They deserve so much more than what I can currently and effectively offer them as a parent. Given all of this, why do I continue to feel so much love for a woman like H? Unlike me, she is not burdened with any obligation of any kind emotionally or otherwise, which makes my wish to be with her for the rest of my life so much more inexplicable. This is no ‘Love in the Time of Cholera’, it is more a story of ‘Demented Love in the Time of Cancer’. 

	Regardless of the current circumstances, I do wake up many mornings feeling reasonably optimistic about my future. Could I, in reality, resuscitate my career and create success? Will I ever finish writing this book, even if it is only to be circulated amongst a few friends to whom I have divulged my secret fantasies about H? I really have no idea. I merely have this wish to bare my soul about this undeniable love for someone, which holds no rationality whatsoever. Audrey Hepburn was once quoted as saying “I was born with an enormous need for affection, and a terrible need to give it.” It appears to apply so absolutely perfectly to me also. 

	I came to the erudite conclusion recently that the best approach to release, and attempt to rationalise, my emotions was to capture them in writing. The hope was that as soon as I applied quill to parchment and read the regurgitated words in the cold light of day, they may reveal greater coherence, and suggest the existence of nothing more than a passing infatuation. 

	The problem with this theory, is that it takes little or no account of the vivid dreams I have had about H. I have been in love before and even had dreams about the recipient of my affections, but none have provided me with such amazing visions of a possible future.  

	I have tried to, in my musings here, relate as accurately as possible my recollections of these visualisations. I have no explanation for these dreams, nor for my continued wish to believe that they may come true. Neither have I any comprehension of continued thoughts of her, which I have now recorded in writing. In fact, there is a great likelihood that anyone reading this will come to the swift conclusion that I have truly and finally reached the point of irrectifiable and comprehensive insanity.  

	I only wish that, in the event of my premature demise, someone will convey to H my apparent undying love for her. If a prediction I was once advised of, turns out to be correct, I may have to opportunity to meet her again in my next life. Even if that were the case, and we were to return in the next life as amoebas, my soul would be inextricably linked to H’s in some form of single cell existence. 

	Given that my thoughts about H do not follow any rational or chronological route, it was best for me to convey my thoughts and feelings in a series of letters to a very good friend of mine, Geoff. 

	It also allowed me the opportunity to provide accounts of my previous loves, my thoughts on various subjects and the aspirations that prevailed at various points in my life which had influenced, and in some cases continue to. 

	I am, even after completion of this narrative, not at all sure that the story of my existence would be of particular interest to anyone else, unless they were strapped firmly to a chair, or otherwise rendered incapable of escape from the torture of listening to me recount my tale of woe. But there may the odd character or two, especially within my circle of friends who could possibly relate to some of the events or episodes that had a bearing on mine. 

	Not all of the tale is, nor was, bad though. Many of my youthful escapades still bring a smile to my face, as I hope it will to whoever chooses to read this. How ironic is it therefore, that we spend much of our teen years wishing to be older, when on reflection now, they appear to be the happiest of all our years.  

	Those carefree days, when, certainly in my case, all there was to worry about was how to entrap a girl in one’s web of charm and guile; what delightful meal awaited one; when one would lose one’s virginity; when facial hair would take firm root; how to sneak out of school without getting caught; discovering how much alcohol one could consume without falling over; how to save enough to buy a particular item of clothing that caught one’s eye; how to pass exams with minimal effort; how much chocolate one could safely consume without causing one’s teeth to rot; and how to hoist the housemaster’s underpants up the school flagpole without being discovered.  

	All those thoughts roughly in that order of deemed importance. Now we, or some of us anyway, have emotional arrangements of great complexity, question marks over our intellectual capacity and agility to thrive in modern society, and financial obligations of enormous magnitude. I shall continue to count my blessings however, fewer though they may seem with each passing year! 

	By creating an understanding of the person that I am and providing some rationale for my behaviour in various circumstances, I hoped to develop a road map of sorts from my point of origin to this state, and stage of my life. Even it was merely for my own sake, I felt that there needed to be some definition of context to my perceived lunacy on matters of love.  

	Why had I chosen Geoff, and not any one of my other wonderful friends? It is very simple. He is someone I have known for many years, and the only one of my friends who has actually met H. He has been at the receiving end of many a painful (for him at least), conversation about her.  

	In terms of acknowledgements for this attempt at literary endeavour, I would like to obviously thank Geoff for his enduring patience in listening to my recounts of love for H. Also, for the many laughs we enjoyed together in the dining areas of the Landsdowne Club and elsewhere. Should I ever marry again, which I might add currently has a very slim chance of occurrence, I would dearly love him to be my best man.  

	In terms of my endless ramblings about H, I have to express my gratitude to Margaret also. Her patience in this and other matters on which I sought her counsel is worthy of several medals and awards. I truly appreciate the kindness and comfort she provided, and hope that some of her unbounded optimism may have rubbed off on me. Unfortunately, the only aspect so far, that I have adopted from the liaison, is a penchant for green tea. 

	I must thank H too, for it was my love for her that inspired me to write this book in the first place. I have never really understood my love for her, nor it appears, that I ever will. I have no regrets, however. And there are no better words to describe my view than Tennyson’s poetic declaration that “‘tis better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all”! 

	My darling daughters, of course. I could not have wished for two more wonderful children. I may have failed in many things, as I have indicated in the following story of my life but being part of their creation and upbringing is easily the most successful of my undertakings. I hope that they grow up to enjoy all of their dreams coming true. Their care and concern for me during my time in hospital were the only motivators to help me pull through those lost, dark and dismal days. 

	My family both immediate and wider naturally, especially my siblings. Having lost more than half the members of my immediate family, the remnants have become even more treasured. I have long since forgiven them for all the teasing I stoically endured when I was a child, and I truly appreciate all the kindness, generosity, care and support they have shown throughout my life, and even more when I was diagnosed with my illness.  

	Also, my many friends whose love and support I could never do without. I am so lucky to have accumulated so many lovely people in my life, from school, university (both UCL and Cranfield), and socially, who have helped me realise the meaning of happiness. It is just a pity that I appear to have lost some of them as a result of my divorce, but I shall continue to hold dear memories of many happy days with them. My gratitude to the many friends who provided wonderful feedback and support in developing this narrative. 

	To all the women who brought a considerable wealth of colourful emotions into my life, without which much of my life would have been drab and uninteresting. Thank you for allowing me to love and be in receipt of much in return. 

	To the late Audrey Hepburn, images of whom are indelibly imprinted in my mind’s eye. She epitomises everything that I dreamt a woman could and should be, ever since I was knee high to a grasshopper, not quite literally, but more specifically from the moment I grew up to appreciate femininity in every sense of the word. There are insufficient adjectives to describe her poise and radiant beauty. She is probably one of the greatest humanitarians to grace this world, and her seemingly boundless love for children of all creed and colour could never be adequately replaced. Her grace, elegance and humility at every stage of her life are qualities, that make her beauty even more admirable and timeless. If our souls were to meet, and my spirit managed to secure a single floating waltz with hers, it will be the happiest one orbiting this earth. 

	Finally, a big thanks to my parents, who are sadly no longer in this world, but deserving of my gratitude, nevertheless. I only wish I had taken the time to get to know them even better than the memories I hold of them now. I learnt how to be both compassionate and competitive simultaneously just as a result of playing cards with them. 

	My mother, whom I still wax lyrically about today as the wonderful independent, educated lady that caused me to grow up holding considerable respect for women. Her enduring patience and kindness with all of us through sickness and health, coupled with her culinary skills, made her a dream parent. My father also. So strong and handsome with a mastery of the English language. Even though I did not inherit his marvellous sporting ability, nor his charm when it came to women, I would like to think that a little of his amazing literary skills may reside also in my DNA. 

	As indicated, I have tried to convey my life and loves in a series of letters on various subjects with a sense of humour which some may deem puerile, but is very reflective of mine, and hopefully conveys a light-hearted view of some matters and events. But, as with life itself, not all is champagne and roses. 

	There are sad and happy days, ones of quiet reflection or philosophical cogitation and others of exuberant celebration, some of pensive musings and others of uncontained mirth. In capturing some of these moments, I have relived this rollercoaster of emotions, and enjoyed the journey of reflection and recollection. I hope that whoever reads this, may enjoy it too. 

	In terms of those who were the providers and recipients of my affections, I would suggest that whatever I consider my successes or failures in matters of the heart, I can think of no better guide than these wise words of the wonderfully gorgeous Audrey Hepburn. 

	 

	“Your heart just breaks, that’s all. But you can’t judge or point fingers. You just have to be lucky enough to find someone who appreciates you.” 
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	Letter 1 – First Meeting Calamities 

	 

	January 2018 

	 

	Dear Geoff, 

	 

	 

	I was thinking how much fun we had at the SexyFish a few nights ago. I had not laughed so much for such a long time.  

	It still makes me smile when I recall that on first inspection of the menu and prices, we resolved to only order a starter or two and drink water, before leaving for a more substantive meal elsewhere. I am so glad that we decided to stay and make the most of the night there, as it has captured a very special place in my memory. I got the distinct impression the waitress liked us too, as the service was rather attentive and exceptional. It is definitely now one of my favourite establishments in London, and certainly worthy of several more visits. Our enjoyment must have shown outwardly too, as the photograph we sent to H of our time together there drew favourable comment from her. 

	I am glad you asked me to let you know in greater detail about the events leading up to my falling headlong into an abyss of loving feelings for her. Was it for you to better understand what may have triggered such great emotions? It probably is a worthwhile exercise for me anyway, in order to learn what caused this cliff-edge scenario of moving from largely zero affection to total absorption in an emotional drive at a staggering hundred miles an hour. I have also made note of my feelings at each point in this pandect of events, from the time of our first introduction, to her arrival in London, in order to aid your assessment. And mine! 

	I was introduced to H by a chap in Zimbabwe, whom I had not known for a long time, but who had become a sort of mentor as well as client and friend. To be quite honest, I felt that I was deserving of something exciting in my life for a change. Turning my business around, only to find my married life in shambles, left me wondering if there really was anything new and rewarding that could happen in my life. I was desperate to meet someone attractive to whom I could turn for some feminine company, and hopefully sexual gratification too. He gave me H’s telephone number and suggested that she was likely to satisfy every aspect of my sexual needs. I gladly accepted her contact details and eagerly anticipated a proper re-awakening of my libido. 

	Also, as you know, I have a very soft spot for French women, and one who promised to lift me to new heights of physical stimulation was indeed someone to eagerly look forward to.  

	I realise that I may seem callously demeaning in this description, but I can assure you that I have no intention to objectify or denigrate her in any way. And why would I? She is after all someone I have fallen madly in love with since. I am merely reminding you of how a simple, and perhaps primitive interest has inexplicably escalated into nothing less than a divine desire.  

	I looked at her profile photo on WhatsApp. She looked interesting but did not immediately strike me as a candidate for a coveted place in my Hall of Fame.  

	I hate cold calling at the best of times but decided to be a little braver on this occasion. I steeled myself and called H. It was mid-afternoon, and I was in between meetings at the construction site of the project I was managing. I believe you know of it.  

	She took my call, and we talked for a very long time without any obvious or awkward pause. She made me feel so much at ease, irrespective of the fact that this was our first ever conversation. She sounded so delightful. I flirted outrageously with her. I could not wait to meet her and make mad passionate love to her. The people I was due to meet began to assemble, and my attention was sought. I was reluctant to cut short my conversation with H but had to in order to conduct the business of the day. I am sure that the assemblage at the meeting would have been unanimously understanding, had I explained that I was on a call to the most enticing French woman I had yet to meet, but I felt it best not to test their consideration at this point. 

	We finally ended our call. Very reluctantly on my part, I might add. I felt that I already knew her. I loved her voice. Anyway, I took comfort from the fact that we would speak again soon. I had tried to persuade her to come to London whilst I was there but realised that it was very short notice. She did not seem too averse to the idea, however. She told me that she was heading to Paris but was unlikely to finish early enough to get a flight to London afterwards. I got the distinct impression that she was open to visiting me in London, and that if she did choose to see me here, it would not be for just a fleeting overnight stay. I was thrilled. I felt I had created a good first impression. Not bad for a fellow who had not dated since the Jurassic era. 

	I wanted to get to know her a little better before we met, and so I kept my word to call again soon and did so immediately on my return to Zimbabwe a few days later.  

	We chatted often after that initial dialogue, with some of our conversations continuing unstinted for well past an hour. She preferred to speak after leaving the office in the evening which suited me too. The only time we did not speak, but messaged each other instead, was when she was with her mother, watching some Indian movie or television drama. I could not help but like her immensely.  

	I had taken her telephone number initially with a view to finding an incredibly good sexual companion, which I did not doubt she would be, but I loved engaging her in conversation. We had much to speak about. She was bright, quick-witted, as well as charming, with a good sense of humour. She was definitely someone whose interest I could not hope to confidently win based on my looks, and had to therefore draw on my depleted reserves of charm and whatever other resources remained in my dating armoury. 

	In my flirtations with her, I offered, and constructed a poem in her name. 

	 

	Heavenly crafted, she’s such a beauty to behold; 

	Eyes dreamlike, yet sensitive to the depths of one’s soul; Sweet lips of whimsical softness, shaped to Cupid’s mould; 

	Surely a loveliness within to complete her divine whole. 

	 

	She applauded with my efforts and challenged me to create one with her surname bearing seven letters. I did, and she appeared suitably impressed with that too. 

	We arranged to meet at the weekend of my next intended trip to London. She organised her trip and secured a booking at a hotel called The Ned. I had not even heard of it, which goes to show how much of London I had no real recent knowledge of. I should really have set aside some time to do more of a reconnoitre of the area and gain a general lay of the land but, I had ploughed ahead heedlessly, and relied instead on my historical knowledge, which would be my undoing. 

	I did at least have time to buy her a present. I bought a bottle of pink champagne on the flight over, as well as craft gin from Zimbabwe and a bottle stop from Carol Boyes, a rather clever artist who designs and makes tableware with aluminium. 

	Given our conversations, and hopefully intent, I decided to buy her some lingerie also. I did at least know her bra size having gleaned this information from her in an earlier conversation in which she also informed me about the different attributes of this aspect of lingerie, which was all news to me.  

	I set off to the Agent Provocateur store in the West End and bought her some lingerie, which I hoped she would appreciate. She told me later that she did indeed like my choice. I had imagined sipping champagne with her as she excitedly unwrapped her other presents, put on the lingerie for my benefit and plied me with a hundred kisses. The sex that followed could only be likened to being taken as close to heaven as possible. That sadly, remained just a thought. 

	Not having had sex for what seemed like an eternity, (through choice in some instances, as there was not much I wished to commit to), I looked forward, therefore, to meeting her with the predictable eager anticipation. Although more than sufficiently desirable, she did not strike me as being necessarily the type that would immediately propel me toward the nearest wedding planner to secure arrangements with. And now, ironically, I could not get to a wedding planner fast enough! 

	I had no thought, when I excitedly took note of her number, that it would amount to anything more than a valiant, although primal, cause to seek sexual gratification. And, in my view, the more times this gratification was gained, the better. I was very much in the market for sexual solace and relief from tedious celibacy, so I need you to know that I did not for a single moment harbour at that point, any intention to fall madly in love with her. 

	She called me as soon as she landed but was happy to make her own way to the hotel, rather than have me meet her at the airport. 

	It was a pity, as I had great intention to greet her with a bunch of flowers, and wave excitedly as soon as I caught sight of her, i.e., embark on the whole sweep-heroff-her-feet-and-spin-her-around-in-joy routine.  

	I would have to save that for another time. She suggested that I should meet her at the hotel once she had time to settle in and freshen up. I could barely contain my excitement at the thought of seeing her and tried my best not to scream uncontrollably with joy. A few fist pumps sufficed. 

	I showered, shaved and spent time grooming myself in front of the mirror as best as I could. The face that stared back at me was certainly not that of a handsome man.  It was one that looked like death warmed up. Hosting a nose that looked as though it had been squashed by a pummelling from a crowd armed with baseball bats; eyes that lacked much of their previous confident glimmer; and of a complexion that had lost its taut youthful lambency. The ears were what can I say – just ears. With nibbleable lobes possibly, but nothing more. The lips were not too bad but disguised to some extent by the moustache and goatee. I still had the hair on my head though. 

	Work on the charm, I mouthed silently at the reflection. It was not convincing. I shrugged my shoulders in resignation, as there was not much more that could be done in confines of the bathroom. My only hope lay in winning the lottery and embarking on major reconstruction in the hands of a highly skilled facial surgeon. 

	If you have not yet been to the Ned, I would suggest we plan our next meeting there. It is a marvellous venue. 

	The reception to the hotel was set well into the building, and therefore not immediately obvious. In fact, one was greeted beyond the doormen, by a tea salon on the left, a restaurant to the right and a bar directly ahead. 

	The reception counter was tucked away on the right beyond which a further two restaurant areas resided. I loved the ambience. It was previously the headquarters of the Midland Bank, which had been tastefully converted into a remarkable hotel with clutch of wonderful associated amenities. 

	She walked out of the lifts at the hotel reception. The sight of her took my breath away. I realise that many healthcare brands could claim to do the same, but this was beyond even the most miraculous of mouthwashes. 

	She walked gracefully up to me, dressed like a movie star or fashion icon. I was speechless. My breathing was stertorous at best, and the whole stricken-fish-starved-ofair routine commenced. Thankfully she offered her cheek for a kiss in exchange for the unimpressive limp handshake, which would have been more appropriate when meeting someone from a leper colony rather than one who I had hopes of bedding many times over.  

	Once I had partly unglued my tongue from the roof of my mouth, a form of babbling began. My knees were the only part of my anatomy putting up a good show of not losing strength. She somehow made sense of my babble and proceeded to thank me for the gift of Lilies, which I had rung the hotel the previous evening, and arranged delivery of to her room. I handed her the bag of further gifts of champagne, lingerie, etc. I later regretted not accompanying her back up to her room, as she may have expected. Instead, I watched her walk casually, assuredly and sexily back to the lifts, leaving me with no doubt that I had just met the most beguiling and beautiful woman in the world. 

	
	
H undoubtedly has a good figure. I would have given my right arm and probably right leg also, to see her undress and try on the lingerie. I had purchased it with only her in mind, as I had gone to great lengths to explain as much as I could of H’s figure, character and taste, to the kind and attentive sales assistant at the Agent P shop. I was convinced that under her virtually perfect choice of clothing there existed a petite and incredibly desirable frame, worthy of worship and a multitude of exploratory kisses. 


	
I used the short time that she was away to regroup, gather together the handful thoughts I had, and decided on a course of action to redeem myself from the uninspired initial greeting. I enquired of the concierge trendy places we could go to close by for an impressive lunch. I was directed to a few within walking distance but had the Caravan City recommended as a desirable luncheon venue.  




	It started to rain, and she was, rightly disinclined to get drenched. I had hoped to stroll, arm in arm down the West End, culminating our journey’s end at Fortnum’s for tea, but the weather was not on my side that day. 

	The problem I was later to discover is that even tea at Fortnum’s would not have been forthcoming unless we partook of the same at the tradesmen’s entrance, as there was at least a one month waiting list for a seat at a table.  

	Entertaining her well required careful planning and preparedness, neither of which I had executed with any degree of competence. An errant chicken walking across a blank page with ink on its feet would have derived a better itinerary. 

	I had trouble locating the restaurant, despite clear instructions from the concierge. H remained patient throughout the application of my hapless navigational skills and walked around with me for a while in needless circles, until we eventually stumbled into the entrance. 

	Why is it that misfortune chooses to visit me when I need to be at my most impressive?  

	All I needed to do was to order well, avoid unnecessarily disgorging food from my mouth, and keep to an entertaining script in terms of conversation. Nothing too hard to do, nor out of the ordinary, you would have assumed. Apparently not for me. 

	My head was still spinning from beholding such a beautiful woman. I tried to remain calm and in full control of my wits, but it was difficult. The coffee arrived, and I inadvertently imbibed more than the intended sip. I had no prior warning that the coffee was exceedingly hot. I felt my teeth melt and my tongue catch fire. I wanted to spit out the coffee and scream in pain, but held myself in check, choking inwardly and feeling my eyes bulge and my face distort in frightful agony. 

	I excused myself to go to the gents, where I rinsed my mouth with cold water in the hope of re-establishing gainful use of my tongue and teeth. I did my best to regain a degree of equanimity and promised my reflection that I would henceforth aim to do better. Lunch arrived at the table, and I began to regain composure, not serenity, but a slightly more tranquil demeanour. 

	As we conversed, I grew sufficiently confident to turn on the tap to greater charm. I listened to her intently, knife poised in mid-air, as I hoped to make an intelligent observation or two, as soon as I had swallowed my food. Just when the time came to make my learned interjection, my elbow chose to leave the table and my knife leave my hand. Thankfully, the knife had not pierced her chest nor beheaded any of the occupants at the next table, clattering harmlessly onto the floor. 

	H just smiled politely, probably mildly amused by my impersonations of an inebriated chimp at a circus. I decided for the remainder of my lunch to avoid trying anything too clever or too coordinated, and merely enjoy the vision of the beauty facing me. 

	After a rather lacklustre lunch we headed back to the hotel and were all set to relax with tea at Millie’s Lounge as an easy alternative. 

	This seemingly popular lounge was positioned immediately to the left of the main entrance doors. We unburdened ourselves of our coats and occupied a vacant seat. It was short-lived, as we were soon politely guided away by the maître d’, on the basis that a firm reservation was required prior to obtaining seating. Even after arguing the point that H was a guest at the hotel entitling her to some preferential rights, he remained unmoved. The subtle offer of a tenner was not to prove very persuasive either.  

	We found a seat at the Nickel Bar and ordered drinks. We spent an hour or so chatting, and she agreed to dinner but requested a late one so that she could sleep for a while, having arisen very early that morning to catch her flight. Plenty of time to plan a little better. Or so one would have thought.  

	Unfortunately, it was me. A man who had seemingly last dated in the Cretaceous Period, and had lost all sense of bearing, wit, rationality, and anything remotely corresponding to common sense.  

	Planning in this instance, especially for entertaining the world’s greatest beauty was not easy. Due in the main to my organisational entropy (I refer you again to the erstwhile ink-footed fowl), but in part due to H also. I found her charm and beauty completely disarming.  

	I had to shake myself out of this nightmarish reverie and offer her some hook of credibility on which to hang her hopes on me. 

	I took the time on the tube train ride back home to reflect on the afternoon’s proceedings and winced in imagined pain with each recollection. If I had been her, I would have arranged for the first flight home, or at the minimum found another (preferably handsome) man at the hotel as companion.  

	She must possess a heart of gold though, as she was enormously patient with me, and my display of what can only be kindly described as the antics of the unhinged buffoon. This admirable patience of hers was to be put to an even greater test later. 

	I went back later that evening to take her to dinner. She had made considerable effort to dress for dinner. She looked even more ravishing. I had dressed as best as I could, but I realised from a review of clothing that my wardrobe urgently required very serious updating. It was too late to do anything about it just then.  

	The concierge had directed me to try a place called Rosa’s Thai Café in Spitalfields. We took a taxi and arrived at the venue. Dinner that evening was a consummate disaster. She loved Thai food, and I thought that I would impress her with my knowledge of this cuisine. It would be a wonderful evening, I assumed. Wrongly. 

	The food was of pedestrian quality. I could have cooked better. The restaurant itself was nothing more than a canteen and certainly did not warrant dressing up for. It was an absolute waste of both time and effort. We headed back to the hotel and had a consolation drink at the Nickel Bar. It was not long before she expressed fatigue and a wish to retire for the evening. I was not in the least bit surprised.  

	Being a kindly soul, she was prepared to meet me again the following day for lunch with you. The train ride home was mournful. I realised that any prospects of my wooing her to bed had been well and truly torpedoed by the disastrous evening at the Rosa’s Café. 

	I did enjoy the Nickel Bar in the hotel though. It was actually quite a nice place to sit and chat over a drink, as it had a generally good buzz about it – a hubbub of conversations and unobtrusive service. I told my daughters about the bar, and they quietly arranged a surprise birthday celebration for me there, with cocktails, champagne and dinner, some weeks later. 

	At that celebration, they suggested that I should consider dating again. Their only stipulated condition was that I was not to date anyone under thirty. Providentially, H just qualified. It was all so endearing, especially as I will always associate everything about the Ned with H, regardless of my hapless attempts to woo her there. 

	They were not aware of H, but I was grateful to my two lovely children for the consideration they showed in choosing a venue that I liked enormously. I have been back to the Ned many times since, always with cerebrations of H, but subsequently also with the added special memory of the wonderful time my lovely daughters created for me there. 

	The lunch at the Landsdowne made considerable inroads into redeeming my shattered credibility. You were a wonderful host. I could tell from the general merriment that H was enjoying the afternoon. I too could not have thought of a more wonderful way to spend a Sunday. A huge thanks to your lovely Heather also for making us feel equally welcome and for holding the fort admirably with H and I, until you found a parking spot. I hope that she felt that H and I made for a lovely couple.  

	We took a cab to the Westfield Mall after we left you. I had completely forgotten that shops closed earlier on a Sunday, but we had time for a quick whizz around the shops. We popped into the Prada store, which she told me was one of her favourite brands. She showed me the sorts of things she liked so that I had could develop a better idea of her taste in clothes.  

	I knew from our previous conversations that she dressed fashionably, and had developed a liking for some designers, much as I did in my haute couture days, except that it was on a considerably smaller outlay. 

	One of her favourite designers was Azzedine Alaia, a Tunisian-born fashion designer who made his name in the 1980s. I also loved his style on women. He knew how to bring out a femininity and sensuality in the women he dressed. H had been dressed in Alaia for our dinner out the previous evening. What a wasted outfit for a lousy canteen.  

	She tried on various shoes at Prada, which I loved and enjoyed helping her slip in and out of, as it gave me an unexpected but joyful opportunity to hold her exquisitely shapely legs. I only wished my poor budget could have stretched to buying her a gift from the store.  

	We popped into Tiffany’s, which was almost directly opposite the aisle to Prada. Whilst we browsed through the various pieces of jewellery, she told me that she particularly liked the items made from rose gold. The sales assistant who knew me from previous purchases, saw me and welcomed me back enthusiastically. He assumed that H was my wife and began insisting that she tried on some of the bracelets she had been viewing. They looked absolutely marvellous on her. 

	A crowd began to collect around us, as a few of the other sales assistants also came over to us. I wondered if they assumed we were some sort of minor celebrity couple. She definitely looked the part, not me. Although I was dressed in my suit, for our lunch with you, I am not sure I did any justice to the pairing with H. 

	If I had the means, I would not have hesitated in making the purchase of a bracelet for her, but I did not and could not. I am sure that the staff at Tiffany were sad to see us walk away, but I believe that my creditors would have been hugely relieved. 

	I arranged for a taxi to take H back to the hotel and arranged to meet her later for dinner at the Cecconi’s restaurant housed in the Ned. She was once again dressed beautifully. This time at least the restaurant was more befitting to receive her. She must have packed so many outfits for this trip, in the expectation of being hosted well. Other than the lunch at the Landsdowne, I felt that I had sorely disappointed her. 

	The dinner was absolutely superb. We had ordered well, primarily down to her recommendations, and the service was attentive and courteous. The waiters assuming also that we were a couple, which would have raised my credibility in their eyes, for capturing such a beauty. I loved talking to her. She was the most charming and engaging woman I had met in a very long time. She looked so radiant also, I could barely keep my eyes off of her. I was not that keen to eat, as every moment taken to look at the plate of food in front of me was a moment less drinking in her splendour. 

	We had a quick drink at the bar before she retired for the evening. This was her last night in London, and much as I had hoped to make love to her, the preceding disasters had created a yawning gap in the fulfilment of expectations and there was little likelihood of securing any reward for my efforts, other than a meaningful hug, and a gentle kiss. 

	She was happy to meet me for a quick lunch before she left for the airport. I was hoping to show her around the project that I was working on, but she was not particularly keen to walk around a muddy construction site dressed in leather trousers and a fetching top. We left her suitcases at a friend’s house and sauntered off down the road for a light lunch at a French Brasserie called the Aubaine on the Brompton Road. It was a lovely sunny day, and she was happy to thread her arm through mine as we walked the short distance to the restaurant.  

	Given the painfully cringe-worthy efforts of the previous days, which I had accepted as irredeemable, I behaved with less intensity and greater normality, and she seemed to react well to this. 

	I took her across the road to the Joseph shop which was one of my favourites many years ago in my more fashionable days. She was drawn to an Alaia dress but was reluctant to try it on much to the disappointment of the sales lady, and mine too. Perhaps just as well, unless I offered to buy it for her. She did stop briefly at a shoe shop on Pelham Street to try on a pair of boots she saw in the window. They did not have exactly what she was hoping for, but just holding her foot and helping her remove her boots was an absolute delight. I can honestly say that I do not have a foot fetish, but just holding her leg gave me enormous pleasure. Is there something wrong with me? 

	I gave her a parting gift of the craft gin that I had bought for her as well as the gifts from Carol Boyes, when we got back to her luggage. She had already packed the champagne, I had given her earlier, and as we fought to close her very full suitcase, she remarked that her mother would assume she had become an alcoholic in her short stay here. We laughed together. It was a nice, shared moment. She let me hold her hand until the taxi arrived to take her to the airport. She left. My heart broke. 

	How could a simple thing like meeting a beautiful woman and making mad passionate love to her go so miserably wrong? Had I become so inept at the dating process? I felt so awful that I let an opportunity to be with such a wonderful woman slip through my fingers so painfully clumsily.  

	Would it have been the surprise of discovering that she was far too special a person to provide more than mere sexual gratification? I honestly do not know.  

	I think that I had inexplicably fallen in love with her and had lost all perspective as a result. 

	Anyway, I trust that I have furnished you with sufficient detail of my thoughts and actions regarding H to allow you some comprehension of my current dire emotional predicament. I shall be looking forward eagerly to your inspiring counsel on suggested next steps. I bid you a fond cheerio for now. 

	 

	Love, 

	David

	
Letter 2 – Seeking French Redemption  


	 

	January 2018 

	 

	Dear Geoff, 

	 

	 

	I realise that when I last wrote to you, I had completely omitted to relay to you my subsequent actions on the matter of my lovely lady.  

	I felt that it was important for you to gain the whole picture of my interactions with H in order to follow the thread of my argument for continuing pursuit of this goddess. I write again, therefore, to detail the events following that initial disastrous rendezvous. 

	I should have let matters be after the first calamitous encounter, as we had discussed over a rather sumptuous dinner at the Benares restaurant in Berkeley Square later that week, but my head and heart refused to agree on any form of negotiated settlement, and sleepless nights thinking about her ensued.  

	By the way, do you realise that we have had some of the most wonderful evenings dining together? You seem to bring out the best in me. I only wish that I could be as witty and relaxed with prospective dates, as I am with you. I think that the lunch at Landsdowne was the highlight of H’s trip as we were both at our entertaining best alongside our lady companions.  

	Anyway, I do agree with you that any sane person would have at that point tendered their resignation from further pursuit and looked back on the initial cataclysmic ordeal as a learning experience. But I was possibly no longer sane. Any semblance of perceived sanity had deserted me the moment I had laid eyes on her. I felt that I had to rectify matters with her. I was so in love, and I could not bear to see her leave my life just yet, and certainly not with a very poor impression of me. I had to go to Lyon to see her, even if it meant that it would be for the very last time. 

	I called to arrange for an opportune day to see her. She gave me an indication of the sorts of hotels that would be suitable, meaning a proximity to the city centre. I could not obtain a room at our first choice, but did at one called the Hotel Okko, which purported to be trendy, and which I assumed would be similar to the Ned in London. It did not quite live up to expectations but served its purpose to some extent. 

	The flight on EasyJet was not as difficult as the journey to the airport. I had left sufficiently early to catch the train to Gatwick from Victoria station. With train ticket in hand, I stood on the platform only to hear announcements of severe delays to journeys. I was going to miss my flight, I thought. This meeting was not going to take place and I was going to disappoint her yet again. I would lose her for good. I could not afford to let that happen. 

	After staring balefully at the display board for a few minutes, I realised that the only way I would catch my flight was to take a chance with a taxi. I approached a well-dressed couple who were looking similarly forlorn and suggested sharing a taxi to Gatwick. They jumped at the chance, and we raced to the entrance to the station where I had arranged to meet the Uber. 

	It was only at the journey’s end that I realised that my companions were Alan Hanson and his wife, who were expecting to catch a flight and an onward cruise with their friends. 

	As you know, I am more of a Manchester United fan, but remember him as one of the better Liverpool players, who then became a respected commentator later in his career. He was unassuming. His wife was lovely. In fact, they were a sweet couple, and I hope to meet them again. There was no time for selfies or posts with celebrities on this occasion. To be honest my mind was more focused on seeing H again, and I kept looking nervously at my watch, especially when the driver slowed down for traffic on the motorway. The conversation with the Hansons was a welcome distraction, however. When they learnt that I was off to see the woman I loved, they allowed me to be dropped off first, and cheered me on as I sped with suitcase in tow into the terminal building. 

	I was just in time for the flight check-in. I heaved a huge sigh of relief. I could now focus on what I needed to say and do when I met with H, as I ambled through to the departure gates. A plan of sorts began to form. It was now down to effective execution of said plan. 

	I arrived in Lyon and immediately fell in love with the town. I had been here before, albeit fleetingly, but there was much more of a je ne sais quoi this time around. Everyone smiled, and even the usually surly immigration official welcomed me warmly. It was a wonderfully spirited start to this crusade to win her heart.  

	Yes, I agree that it is ridiculous and utterly foolish to think so sentimentally, but that is what the irrationality of love does to you. Even the sun, which shone brightly on this cloudless winter’s day, seemed to wink encouragingly at me as it glittered brightly off the glass on various buildings. All I could think of on the journey to the hotel was how wonderful it would be to settle down there with H and start a family together. I should really have been kindly put down at that point, as one would a favourite pet who had become painfully ill and showed little signs of recovery.  

	I unpacked my laptop to work through some project emails and messages. Realising that the day would otherwise speed by, leaving me no time to see the town, I left the hotel hurriedly after learning of the quickest route to the centre. It involved merely crossing the Pont Lafayette in front of the hotel to reach the main thoroughfare of the city centre. I ended up walking right past the building she worked in. I was tempted to pop my head through the door for a quick “hello” but decided to at least arm myself with some flowers first. I had also purchased yet more lingerie for her in the hope that I might be a little more fortunate on this occasion. 

	I loved the feel of the city. I found a delightful florist amongst a parade of stands in La Place Bellecour, and a sweet convivial lady who put together a lovely bouquet of white lilies with a single long stemmed red rose. She wished me the best of fortunes when I conveyed to her in my feeble attempt at French that the flowers were for the most beautiful woman in my world. Carrying this rather large bouquet, I decided to embark on a little Christmas shopping too and bought a few gifts for Chloe and Holly. I really do not know what it is about the French, but they always make me feel so welcome. The sales assistants at every store I walked into were incredibly helpful. It may have been an aura of happiness I exuded, being in the town of my loved one, but they could not do enough to help, with one very attractive young lady at the Sephora store even holding onto the flowers as she helped me contemplate my purchases.  

	What is said about adoring every aspect of the one you love appears to be very true. I even worshipped the bank she worked in. As soon as I walked into the reception area, and was greeted cheerily by the ladies working there, I felt inclined to hand over my entire net worth for them to manage. The only snag was that this would have probably amounted to a rather inefficacious sum of tuppence ha’penny.  

	I told them that I was just leaving the flowers for H and would be back shortly, intending to race back to the hotel and freshen up a little before my evening with her, but they would not let me leave. My plan was beginning to crumble rapidly. Was this not exactly what Robbie Burns had in mind, when he very wisely penned the famous words “The best laid schemes o'mice an' men; Gang aft a-gley”? 

	There were no mice involved in my scheme, but it began to unravel, nevertheless. I decided that the best I could do now was to adopt a cheerful countenance and let the events unfold. 

	H looked pleased to see me and was thrilled to be in receipt of the flowers. I apologised for my somewhat dishevelled appearance as I was still in my jeans and leather bomber jacket not having changed since setting off early that morning. She suggested that we have coffee before dinner as it was still early.  

	We walked arm-in-arm to a place called Le Grand Café des Négociants. The sun had bid its adieu and the cloudy skies had begun to generate a light drizzle, so we needed to find seating inside. It was busy, but we managed to find a table almost immediately. The place was abuzz with throng of people and an infinitude of conversations, but we still attracted many looks as we walked in, and I could only hope that they were favourable. 

	French cafés seemed to carry an ambience difficult for the ones in England to emulate. I was never sure, whether it was due to the seating arrangements, the animated chatter that took place or the courteous waiters manoeuvring busily but efficiently between the tables. I could think of spending much time at this café ruminating over a coffee or two as I waited for H to finish work. 

	We waited for the drizzle to abate before heading toward the restaurant Le Bistrot d’Abel. H chatted to the manager who seemed to indicate that they would have a table for us in a while. Having an hour to kill, we walked a little further along Rue de la Bourse to a bar fittingly called Le Comptoir de la Bourse for a drink. This was quite a nice little bar too. They obviously have a few gems, in terms of nice venues in Lyon, or I was just in adulation of anything that involved H.  

	We were sat next to a couple that looked as though they shared a distinct age difference too. It would have been nice to have read minds and determined what it was people thought when they saw us together. ‘Lovely couple’, I hoped. 

	I probably ate more than I should have at this bar, as I was rather full by the time it came to dinner. The food at the restaurant was great. H insisted that I practised my French with the waitress, which I was happy to do with some help from her. I was so much more relaxed than I had been during her time in London, and we chatted for a long time. 

	The only misery was that I was on a course of antibiotics at the time, and could not share any alcohol with her, except for a sip of her red wine, which was delicious, by the way. 

	It had started raining a little more insistently, and the temperature had dropped several degrees too. She accompanied me back to the hotel, so that I could get changed into something warmer. I would have invited her back to my room, except for the fact that there was barely room enough to swing around the smallest of cats, let alone entertain a delightful lady guest. Oh, how I wished just then for the wonderfully spacious suites I had stayed in on my various business trips. I showered and changed my clothes as quickly as I could and ran down the corridor to the lifts to get back to her. 

	We took a taxi to a nightclub called the Boudoir on Place Jules Ferry. The place looked a little sparsely attended, so we opted for the Barrio Club a few metres away. It probably was the more popular of venues, as there was already quite a large assemblage there. We handed in our coats and headed to the bar for a drink. She was back onto gin and tonics, whilst I nursed my bottle of water. The music was good. As there was not a lot of room to move, we danced very closely together. It was difficult to disguise my arousal from having her hips and chest pressed up close against me. For most of the time during our dance, our bodies had virtually merged and would have required surgical precision to separate us. I felt at that point that having sex with her would be the most intensely passionate heaven-sent experience I would ever encounter on this earth.  

	I did not want the night to end, but it had to. She had to go to work the next day and I had an early flight to catch. As we were waiting for a taxi home, she told me that she was happy to see me again, but only after I had finalised my divorce. I was a little perplexed but nodded in agreement, thinking that it was probably only a week or two away from being resolved anyway. 

	As soon as I got back to the hotel, I messaged to thank her for a lovely evening and told her that I missed her already. She replied with two heart kisses.  

	I slept fitfully that night, knowing that she was the only woman I ever wanted to be with, but troubled by the mechanics of how best to bring it about. The divorce process I had left in the hands of my ex to procure in Zimbabwe should ideally have been completed by now. The only thing left for me to do was to pray that no other man would win H’s heart in the meantime. 

	I consulted a close friend, Lindsay, over dinner at a delightful restaurant here called Vic22, on my return to Harare. I did not speak too volubly about the mayhem of my first meeting with H, but merely indicated that I had unintentionally fallen in love. She told me that H’s actions and requests seemed entirely reasonable and represented those of a principled person wishing for a serious relationship. 

	Lindsay suggested that, as a gesture of love, I invite her to meet me at the top of the Empire State Building, an action reminiscent of the movie “An Affair to Remember” with Cary Grant and Deborah Kerr and similarly with Meg Ryan and Tom Hanks in “Sleepless in Seattle”. The other alternative, she recommended was something closer to home and a proposed meeting in Venice, which could serve as being equally romantic. 

	Besides being a very charming and gloriously attractive companion, Lindsay was a font of wisdom that evening, and I was pleased to have consulted her. I am not by any means indicating that your wise words are to be ignored, but this was supplemental advice and sourced from a woman, and you know as well I, that despite sharing similar DNA stranding and structure et al, women and men think vastly differently. 

	Even after reaching this age after many years of pontification on the subject, I have difficulty understanding the precise means by which the fairer sex deliberates. One theory is that their brains retain information on the basis of a carefully organised filing system, which undergoes a complex and sophisticated process of cross referencing all in their pondering. The brains in men on the other hand just deletes anything that appears too complex or deemed of no further relevance. The thought is therefore just of the moment and has no bearing on previous events or experiences. A trifle primitive perhaps, but it does keep things simple. 

	I believe that we may both have realised at some point in our lives the futility of engaging in arguments with women, particularly in matters requiring recall of precise dates and specific conversations. Based on my theory, much of this information would have been long deleted from our minds, and therefore inaccessible even from our equivalent of the ‘trash’ function. They, on the other hand retain every detail! 

	This allows them to apply guile and cunning more effectively and makes them formidable adversaries. Great partners and lovers, but deadly enemies. 

	Does this not make you wonder why more militaries do not have women generals commanding them? They have a far greater capability of outwitting foes, probably without the need to fire a single shot. I would assume, that their compassionate thinking alongside strategic assessment would also, more than likely, result in better brokerage of subsequent peace also. A discernible loss in bloodshed, all around. 

	I do have a second theory also, which is based on the difference in chromosomes, and can be explained thus. I believe that the heterogametic XY chromosomes which define men and separate us from the homogametic XX set in women, indicate clearly that the missing strand from the leg of the ‘Y’ plays a big part in not just providing elucidation on their capability to make better sandwiches, amongst a whole host of other aspects, but also how our brains process thought. This added strand, I assume, allows women to multi-task more effectively, and think along lines that men had not even begun to conceive of. 

	In terms of an analogy, imagine a string placed on a surface along its length. It is a demonstration of how a man’s mind works – with clear linearity and simplicity. The same string rolled into a ball, results in a tangled object, no longer simple, but a series of concentric and knotted lines, indicating a pattern of great complexity. This theory, I feel may also explain why men are usually able to effectively consider only a single thought at a time. 

	Anyway, my dear chap, whatever the science, I have accepted the fact that we will never, as different genders, apply similarity of process to thought. We may reach similar conclusions but will never share the concomitance of the process. Forgive me. I digress as always. 

	I could not read H’s mind. I had to be happy with the fact that she was prepared to consider a relationship with me despite all my foibles and the disastrous earlier dates. I was eternally grateful to have at least redeemed myself, salvaged a modicum of pride and obtained a promise of sorts, as a result of my trip to Lyon. All this of course, only as soon as I could demonstrate that I had been truly liberated from the shackles of an incomplete divorce. 

	We messaged each other a few times after that trip. Christmas was fast approaching, and I soon got caught up in the celebratory sparkle of the season in England. One of my messages was to tell her that I missed her. She sent me a video of Mariah Carey singing “All I want for Christmas is You”, in return. I could feel my heart fit to burst, with an enormous amount of love for her. 

	I believe you know the rest. I will be glad to fill in any gaps in your recollections, should you wish. I look forward eagerly, in the meanwhile to our next chat over dinner.  

	 

	Until then, my love to you as always, 

	 

	David 

	 

	 

	 


 

	Letter 3 – Visions of a Beautiful Relationship 

	 

	February 2018 

	 

	Dear Geoff, 

	 

	 

	You will never believe what amazing dreams I have had recently about H. I felt I had to write to you immediately about them, lest I forget.  

	The dreams were so vivid that they seemed almost real. 

	I could sense touch, feel emotions and witness colours and details with simply amazing clarity. Have you had any dreams that you could recall with any degree of visual acuity? I certainly have not, at least not in recent memory. I have had many dreams, yes, and mostly about running out of time at a written exam, or falling unchecked into an abyss, but never with such continuity and semblance of reality. 

	I have done my best to note down these dreams as a series of scenes in the chronology of events as they played out in my mind. A lot of content was generated from wishful thinking in my subconscious, I have no doubt. But what if they had been manifested in my dreams in order for me to believe it to be what should take place in my life? 

	Should I let H know that my dreams suggest that we are destined to a life of blissful marital partnership and production of gorgeous offspring?  

	Have many major life changing events not taken place as a result of similar visions? Would Joseph have ever hired a camel and scrambled across the desert with his pregnant wife in search of a stable in Bethlehem navigated only by a star, without some divine instruction during the course of his sleep? Would Joan of Arc have ever gained such prominence in the Hundred Year War, and obtained eventual sainthood had she not acted on the visions of archangels? 

	I feel similarly guided to act. I realise that you have for some time now harboured doubts over my general sanity and consider my state of mind when it comes to H, to being several sandwiches short of a picnic, but I beg you not to hail the men in white coats just yet, and bear with me for the moment, and lend an ear to this tale as recounted by mind’s subconscious state. 

	 

	Scene 1 

	I am walking up the steps of an aircraft with 2 children. A boy of about 4 and a girl of 2. They both have dark hair. They are both well dressed, and well groomed. The boy is dressed in a grey jacket and shorts with a white shirt and black tie. His hair is perfectly combed with side parting. The girl wears a grey pinafore dress, and a white top with ruffled sleeves and black stockings. Her hair is worn in a top knot.  

	My son is trying to help me with my hand luggage which I have in one hand as I carry my daughter in my other arm. An airline steward comes to our rescue, and also helps me with the stroller. 

	We’re seated in the front seats of the aircraft.  I tell my children that we’ll be seeing their Mummy soon, as I strap them into their seats. My daughter is especially excited. 

	I am guessing my children’s ages from their physical stature, as there is no independent validation of age. They are definitely my children not grandchildren as could have been assumed, as the boy calls me ‘Daddy’. I am amazed that I visualised their appearance so clearly, to the point of noting details of their clothing and hair. 

	I think we were flying EasyJet, if I guess the colour of the steward’s livery correctly. It is not my favourite airline by any stretch, but I would have flown atop a stork just to see her, if that were the only means of carriage available. I do not really understand what relevance it has to the story but felt it important to record it as it was one of those details that made the dream seem more real, and somehow more legitimate. Was this the equivalent of Joseph’s camel, perhaps? But in his day, he chose wisely, as asses would not have been as enduring over desert stretches as camels. 

	 

	Scene 2 

	We arrive in Lyon and take a taxi. 

	H’s parents meet us as we get to our destination. They are thrilled to see us and make a fuss over their grandchildren. 

	H’s father helps me with the luggage, whilst her mother takes charge of the children. 

	 

	Although another brief clip, relative to the other dream segments, it was the mystery of visualising something I have no prior sight of, that made this significant for me. We were headed to what I assumed to be H’s apartment, which I have never been to, or even had any pictorial presentation of, despite visiting her city. Also, rather peculiarly, I have neither met nor seen photographs of her parents. 

	Beyond bizarre, it would seem like a story from “The Twilight Zone”. Do you remember that series? I used to be transfixed by this programme, when younger, wondering how inexplicable those events seemed. Scary in many instances, but no explanation was ever offered other than the closing narrative advising you that the encounters televised took place in ‘the twilight zone’! Mystifying. 

	I am not suggesting that this encounter with her parents was in any way life-threatening in fact very much to the contrary as H’s parents greeted us with such affection, just similarly inexplicable. It was obvious, though, how much love they had for us, especially their grandchildren. H’s mother in particular, fussed over them like a mother hen. 

	It was not just a great thing to see, but also sense and feel. If only it had been real. 

	 

	Scene 3 

	H’s mum is seated at the dining table with the children and feeding my daughter. 

	They hear the sound of the key in the door, and I tell the children that it is their mother coming home. 

	The children leap off their seats and rush to the front door screaming with delight. 

	Even the dogs yap excitedly. 

	She walks in with child in each hand smiling broadly as she greets us. 

	H, wearing a beige skirt suit, is dressed impeccably as always. Her hair cascades in curls on her shoulders. She wears bangles on her arm. 

	I greet her warmly, thinking how lucky I was to be married to such an amazingly beautiful woman.  

	She continues to make a big fuss of the children, chattering in French. 

	It is not clear what the living arrangements are, but the dream suggested that I was with the children in London, (and this only assumed because of the flight over), whilst 

	
	
H resided in Lyon. A rather interesting separation of lives, but definitely a point to ponder. Is this an arrangement we would adopt in reality? But why? We would surely want to be together as a family, especially with young children, would we not? 




	The dogs are two little Yorkshire Terriers – one grey and the other black & tan. They are H’s favourite breed of dog, and I had hoped to surprise her once with a gift of a puppy. I recall one of the first few messages from her, when we were getting to know each other, containing a video of a woman receiving a gift of a puppy sent in a little box with balloons. 

	The lady recipient squealed with sheer delight for both present and presentation. I hoped to achieve the same for H one day and witness the same jubilation on receipt. A question arises as to why we had two dogs. Perhaps we had purchased one for each of our children, or do I just like symmetry even in thoughts? 

	
	
I realise that having met her, you do not share my opinion, but I think of H as an amazingly beautiful woman. And, yes, I have had my eyes tested. Many times, I assure you, but I continue to feel that her beauty is one that cannot be easily surpassed. Not only does she dress fashionably and stylishly, but she always seems to look better every time I see her. In this dream she looked as ever the perfect combination of heaven-sent goddess and glamorous supermodel. Even after bearing two children, she appeared to have maintained a figure sculptured by the gods.  




	But it was not just her external appearance that I am attracted to. I believe she has a beauty within her too. A gentle soul, full of love that she was happy to dispense to all around her with no limit. I know this because of the way she spoke about her parents; the concern she showed for her brother when he was very ill; how she regarded Tunisia regardless of her upbringing in France; being rooted in her culture despite her considerable number of journeys across the world. There are not many women in this world like her. 

	In my dream, it was obvious from their behaviour that the children absolutely adored her. They could barely contain the excitement when we set off, and it was on greater display when they actually laid eyes on her. She has wisdom, charm, unending compassion and unquestionable integrity that is a delight to see in one so outwardly beautiful also. She appeared to radiate love to those close to her and I could not help but be drawn to her inescapable magnetism. 

	She laughed easily. Her laughter sounded like the gentle tinkling of the keys on a piano. I assume that she must have married me for my sense of humour, as it would certainly not have been for either my looks or wealth. I realise that this statement will have the team of psychiatrists reaching eagerly for their pens to take note, but I could actually feel the gratitude and joy to be married to her, and to be the father of her children, despite it being just a dream. 

	 

	Scene 4 

	
	
H gets changed into a Jalabiya. It is blue with a scattering of gold leaf motifs. 




	She’s just put the children to bed and showered. 

	I’m cooking something. H comes over and puts her arms around me from behind, resting her head against my back. I can smell the scent of her perfumed skin. 

	She tells me how much she’s missed me. 

	From what I understand of what her parents say, I gather that they are very happy to see us together. 

	A Jalabiya is a traditional Egyptian garment, apparently worn by both Egyptian men and women. Its popularity obviously extended across north Africa to H’s home in Tunisia too, as she swears by the comfort of these colourful garments.  

	
	
H had indicated to me in one of her conversations, that she liked to change out of her work clothes into a Jalabiya before sitting down to watch a movie. 




	She described a particular Indian movie, called “Devdas”, which I believe, had her and her mother captivated. I have yet to watch this to verify the appeal. She had since told me of other Indian movies that she had watched, and I presume enjoyed – “Kabhi Khushi Kabhie Gham”, “Om Shanti Om”, “Jodhaa Akbar”, amongst many others. 

	They all sound to me like items on the menu of an exotic Indian restaurant, but if it pleases her, I unreservedly accept her judgement on what can be deemed good entertainment. 

	
	
I must admit to never being a big fan of Indian movies, as they all seem to have a very similar plot and follow a mundane theme, with largely over-choreographed song and dance routines. They were not my ideal choice, but I would be quite easily persuaded to even watch paint dry, if it were in the company of my beautiful H. 




	She told me that she sometimes wore nothing underneath her Jalabiya, which had my imagination racing, and blood coursing through my veins in unquenchable desire. 

	It was therefore no surprise that this garment would have featured so significantly in my dream. Although she never sent me pictures of her in her Jalabiya, I pictured clearly the colour of the garment she was wearing. 

	
	
I could feel the sensation of her head pressed against my back in between my shoulder blades. I doubt that this would have been the most comfortable place to rest her head, but it seemed her way of communicating her feelings of love for me. A knee in the groin would obviously have suggested otherwise, so I was thankful for the headon-back routine. I could truly sense the joy of feeling her arms around me, in a loving hug. I could imagine that her embrace always conveyed much warmth, and thereby no wonder that the children also sought delight to be in her arms. 




	The smell of her perfume was as pleasant as it was intoxicatingly entrancing and added to her already irresistible sensual allure. It is a surprise that I had contained my desire, and that my dream did not picture me tearing off her Jalabiya and making mad passionate love to her on the kitchen counter. Obviously, her parents being there would have served somewhat as a restraint.  

	If only my dream had extended to our bedroom later for a little tasteful visualisation of our love making. I think you know exactly what I allude to. The scene of a couple undressing each other slowly and deliberately, the focus on each other fixated, their kisses hungry with passion. 

	The streetlight and glow of the moon combine to provide an ethereal illumination within the room. They lay down together naked, the curtains blow in the gentle breeze, silhouettes of their bodies closely entwined, moving rhythmically, the music builds to a crescendo. And then, … waves crash against the rocks on the shore with some ferocity. Ah, yes! If only one could edit dreams. 

	        

	Scene 5 

	There’s lots of excitement as we get our luggage together with suitcases lining the corridor in preparation to travel.  

	H’s parents are as animated as our children!  H looks lovely in her trousers and top. She is carrying our daughter in her arms, taking charge of tickets, passports and generally directing matters. 

	Her father and I begin taking the bags out to the car. 

	 

	I presume that we are all packed and headed to Tunisia. Though I am not sure of our destination at this stage, merely our preparedness to travel. There appears to be an inordinate amount of luggage suggesting that we were travelling toute la famille, grandparents included! I enjoyed watching H take charge and orchestrate matters, and in this instance to be reduced to the role of caretaking only the manual element of this intended journey. I think that it was the manner in which H appeared to conduct herself – showing control and command without appearing dictatorial in any way, which held great appeal. 

	 

	Scene 6 

	We’re at H’s parents’ home in Tunisia. 

	We are sat outside on deck chairs with our Gin and tonics and watching the sunset. 

	I tell her that I wanted to make love to her a million times. She laughs and tells me that we have made love a million times already. And that we have two lovely children as a result. 

	“You might get lucky!” she says smiling, as she squeezes my hand. 

	 

	I assume that we were at H’s parents’ home in Tunisia. Again, I have never been to, nor seen any photographs of their residence, but assume it a likely destination given that we had included her parents in the itinerary. H has since, described her home to me by capture on video, but at the time of my dream, I had no idea of its architecture or interior layout. 

	I have every intention of visiting Tunisia at some point to experience first-hand the magical allure that she describes. It is the same magic I felt existed in my dream when we sat together outside to watch the sunset. It may have been a setting drawn from a memory of a maudlin scene from a movie I had seen, but it obviously represented a deep-seated desire on my part to share as many lubricious moments as I could with this true love of mine. 

	With regard to her suggesting that I would get lucky, I could almost sense the heavenly pleasures that awaited me in bed with her later. If, as she, by her own admission, felt that we had made love a million times, we must have had an active sex life, though how this was conducted when we lived apart remains a mystery.  
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