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For Melila




To every thing there is a season,
and a time to every purpose under the heaven:
A time to be born, a time to die;
a time to plant, and a time to pluck up that which is planted;
A time to kill, and a time to heal;
a time to break down, and a time to build up;
A time to weep, and a time to laugh;
a time to mourn, and a time to dance;
A time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones together;
a time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing;
A time to get, and a time to lose;
a time to keep, and a time to cast away;
A time to rend, and a time to sew;
a time to keep silence, and a time to speak;
A time to love, and a time to hate;
A time of war, and a time of peace.


Ecclesiastes 3:1–8


Rabbi Levi said: At the time the soul leaves the body, a voice goes
from one end of the world to the other end—and even though people
are sitting nearby, they do not hear.


Exodus Rabbah 5:9
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REGENERATION
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THE SAGES teach, ‘From where do we come?’ to which they spit out the answer, ‘From a place of putrid water.’


‘And where are we headed?’ they deign to ask, followed by a response that proves they are none other than the Angel of Death in scholarly camouflage: ‘To a place of worms and maggots.’


But lest we forget, they add the punchline: all that stands before each of us at the end of our days is a mirror in which we see our reflection from birth to death.


This is what I see in the mirror as my luvluv, the Hebrew word for pancreas, spreads its poison through my disfigured body. I can barely recognise myself. An impossible play of words, a reversal of meanings. LoveLove.


Look, before I am devoured by the earth of my grave where my beginnings and ends meet. Remember the imperative, repeated in the Bible 269 times: ‘Zachor! Gedenk! Remember!’ Or as offered by an esoteric teaching of the Greek mystery schools: ‘Die before you die so that when you die you won’t die.’


My words will protect me, laid in earth.


Remember me! Remember me!
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MY SEASON of death began with my wife of thirty-three years, mother to our three children. Kerryn was ready to face middle age in her fifties when an innocuous stomach-ache turned out to be the rarest of gastric cancers. The gastroenterologist warned us to avoid a consultation with Dr Google, but it didn’t stop me from staring that night at the forecasts. They all converged on the same verdict: a year would be lucky. Only a stomach resection could alter the decree. I didn’t even know what a resection meant and followed the web through the links until I came to some anatomical illustrations.


Kerryn’s next appointment was with a surgeon. In the eyes of our family, who crowded into the room, he was a god—a god who, through no fault of his own, used his instruments to penetrate the innards of Kerryn’s abdomen, only to emerge in blue robes with a solemn face. ‘I’m afraid there’s nothing I can do.’


His estimation in the eyes of my children fell from god to broken idol, though we continued to hold onto a glimmer of hope that the idol could be restored and perform his magic. The surgeon promised he’d do his best. It was the last time we saw him.


Within a week, the cancer had moved from an invisible presence to a subterranean force that fought for the lead role in the orchestral percussions of Kerryn’s churning stomach. It trumpeted its arrival by inflicting excruciating pain, immobilising one leg, so that by the time we reached the stage of her first chemotherapy, she could barely manage the pain laid upon a hospital bed.


There followed a period of ten months during which Kerryn chose her own way of confronting her impending death. Everyone spoke of her grace, the way she opened our house to friends, never once expressed anger and spoke openly about her parents. Three decades had elapsed since her parents’ deaths and now it was Kerryn’s turn to face her own early dying. She knew that family and friends were desperate to show their love for her, but understood as a therapist that it was we who needed to be showered with her love, which could never be sated. She spoke to each of the children about their future, organised an engagement party for our son Gabe and his fiancée, Gabi, and delivered a speech that was described as heroic, filled with humour, though she was a dying woman.


After her death, I went home from the hospice with my children and for seven days we practised the Jewish rites of Shiva, but in our own way, inviting a yoga teacher to conduct a session on a mat, which ended with ‘om’ and the recitation of the Kaddish. I was haunted by bearing witness to Kerryn’s death; we had watched her breaths quicken and slow, we had screamed in horror when her chest lifted and, like a ghost from the Exorcist, she took one breath, followed by a final gasp, before flopping onto the pillow, breathless forever.


That experience followed me; every breath I took felt like Kerryn’s last breath. The source of life, inhaling and exhaling, mimicked her demise. Death and life became inextricably bound; I was unsure which world I belonged to, and in my dreams at night I danced with her spirit, sang the songs of our courtship, reanimated her in my mind and eventually rushed to write a version of our life story, which I completed in thirty days.


For the remainder of the year, I reshaped those words as though its letters were creating a golem, that mythical creature of clay first moulded in sixteenth-century Prague. I escaped our home and travelled to isolated islands where I swam in phosphorescent waters inverting day and night, light and darkness, as though in imitation of the tilt of my heart, tethered between that stifled last gasp and the ones I trusted to revivify me.


It was in those waters that I learned to breathe again, during a yoga retreat where we began each morning practising breathing and stillness looking over the Aegean Sea. For the first time, through the company of strangers, I listened to the stories of others and became more open to life.


After ten months of mourning following Kerryn’s death, in addition to the ten months of grief that had consumed me during Kerryn’s illness, I was ready to reconnect with a world that felt foreign—the world of the living. I became engaged again with the lives of other people and joined an ad hoc club of widows and widowers, a small circle that had turned their own losses into artistic endeavours. I felt with my book I was part of them, and even went on one or two dates, where I floundered like a child and mangled my lines, for it had been thirty-two years since I had last asked someone out. Still, I persisted, determined to leave behind the land of the dead.
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TEN MONTHS had passed since Kerryn’s death. I was out for a weekly dinner with my brother, Johnny—five years older than me—and two intimate friends, where over drinks we convened our private parliament as if we could change the course of world politics, especially those of Israel–Palestine. My worldview was further to the left than my brother’s, who scoffed that we argued on the head of a pin about the one per cent we disagreed on, while I insisted it was ninety-nine per cent.


This time we avoided politics because the conversation quickly focused on my brother’s complaints about a persistent pain in his back for which he’d had an MRI that day. We were surprisingly joined halfway through the meal by a medical friend who was supposed to be celebrating his wedding anniversary. I recall judging him, or rather his marriage, for abandoning his wife to dine with his mates. At the end of the meal, he insisted on driving my brother home.


No one raised an eyebrow. The following morning I received a call from Johnny. My judgements about his medical friend had been totally misdirected. His companion had joined us for dinner to tell my brother news that had nothing to do with his own marriage. The radiologist had found a suspicious shadow while doing the MRI on Johnny’s back. His medical friend had already arranged an appointment for a PET scan. Johnny could have chosen anyone to accompany him, but he wanted me. I’m not sure that he intuited an outcome whose trail I could help him navigate, or if it was just that he trusted me. He was certainly fearful. I was shocked; was it possible that cancer was stealing an encore?


I would never have known what a PET scan was, among all the other zoological X-rays such as the CAT scan, if it was not for Kerryn’s cancer. This one highlights tumour activity using a colourful radioactive image. It was targeted on Johnny’s lower oesophagus, which medical anatomy categorised as an upper gastrointestinal zone. The radiologist knew Johnny personally, which led him to divulge results that normally require a delay of days. The flashing traffic lights confirmed a tumour on his gullet, or lower oesophagus.


Within a day or so we were back in the offices of the same oncologist who had treated Kerryn, prompting me to quote from The Shining at its climactic moment of horror, ‘Heeere’s Johnny!’


The language was painfully familiar. I knew immediately what he was about to say, though I wished I didn’t. ‘I’m not going to give you a prognosis because statistically there are always outliers, but you’re going to die from this.’


It surely was not possible that our family was being hit once again by a terminal cancer in such a short period of time. In a world where multitudes suffer from war and mass murder, I nonetheless felt it to be cruel to Johnny and his family, and doubly cruel to my parents, who had endured the worst travails of the Holocaust in their youths, yet rebuilt a stable and loving family in Australia.


Satan! I wanted to shout at that mythical creature of evil, take your arse to someone else—as if the misfortune of a family can be magically rectified by a hollow Jobian lament.
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IT’S IMPOSSIBLE to untangle my regeneration and early courtship of Michelle from the news about my brother. She was no stranger to me. Twenty years younger, she had a long association with Johnny’s children. During her final years at school, her boyfriend was my nephew Nadav, whom I had held in my arms when he was a child.


After she and Nadav broke up, they went their different ways. He married and had kids; she moved on to other relationships. They had little contact, but Michelle stayed attached to the family, mainly through Nadav’s elder sister Timnah, who became her close friend. She was embedded in the Baker family, playing a formative role as a ‘sister’ to my youngest niece, Karni, and a confidante to others. She was particularly close to Johnny, who sought out her company and opinion on Israeli affairs during his annual visits to Israel, where she lived and showed him the coolest cafes in Tel Aviv. In her eyes, I was Uncle Marky.


I also came to know Michelle independently at university, where she topped classes in the department that I would eventually head. While doing her PhD, she lectured in subjects I taught, with a strong interest in the Arab–Israeli conflict and the Holocaust, both areas central to my research interests. As director of the Australian Centre for Jewish Civilisation at Monash University, I regularly took students on overseas study trips to zones of trauma—Rwanda and sites of Holocaust memory in Europe. One of the trips to Israel and Palestine was called ‘War and Peace’. I needed help and Michelle happened to be on holiday leave from writing an independent report on military accountability and the laws of war. As one of the academic instructors, she gave lectures to the students on international law and politics, and used her network of contacts to organise political commentators and a visit to the Israeli Supreme Court where the group heard from one of the judges.


Kerryn came on this and other trips as a therapist for the students. The three of us—Michelle, Kerryn and I—often sat at the same dinner table or went out to a restaurant together, where we bonded over gossip and our common ties in Australia. During a visit home at the peak of Kerryn’s illness, Michelle visited Kerryn. Kerryn wasn’t well enough to eat but the three of us sat at the kitchen table while Michelle and I ate spaghetti bolognese, reminiscing about our trip to Israel, as if nothing had changed.


But everything had changed. Michelle recalls leaving our house thinking not only about the inevitability of Kerryn’s death, but also about the way my own life would forever be marred by grief.


Kerryn had told me repeatedly when she was dying that she wanted me to marry in the future, adding one condition: ‘Don’t marry a bitch.’ Although at the time I couldn’t imagine a new relationship, Kerryn’s act of generosity and selflessness helped me open up to the prospect of one day breaking out of my state of mourning.


When Timnah told me that Michelle was thinking about returning from Israel to Australia for an extended visit, I started writing WhatsApp messages to her under the pretence of a liaison based only on our mutual interests in politics—specifically, about Obama’s condemnation of Israeli settlements in a UN resolution that we both supported. It seemed innocent enough to Michelle; nothing to raise her suspicions.


Then came the messages about Johnny’s diagnosis. In one note I have archived, I prodded her about whether she was planning a return trip: ‘So are you still coming to Australia to save us?’


‘Undecided,’ she answered. ‘I’m still trying to work out what will save me.’


Our contact continued when she took charge of Karni, who was on a program in Israel and broke to her the news about Johnny’s cancer.


Afraid to admit my romantic aspirations, I hid my pursuit of her through various covert ways that focused on how our interests converged. We both received simultaneous alert beeps on our phones from the same news sources. During the years away she developed a CV that so impressed me that I regarded it in the manner a traditional matchmaker would scrutinise the merits of a prospective bride or groom. I didn’t stop to think about the chutzpah of presuming that she would be interested in a man twenty years her senior. Our CVs spoke for themselves and foretold a romantic liaison. Wouldn’t that be enough for two pieces of a puzzle to immediately come together and snap into place? But Michelle had no interest in being loved for her CV, regardless of the crazy age differential between us. It was being in love that interested her, something that she never believed was possible with a man twenty years older than her.


I must have sounded like a nagger when I contacted Michelle the second she landed in Australia: ‘Hiya and wilkommen. When’s coffee or a drink one evening?’


She agreed to meet, fuelling my amorous fantasies, but I felt it was pity that drove her to meet me. It was a Saturday afternoon, when I normally wouldn’t drive due to my Sabbath observance. But grief had temporarily put a hold on my religious rituals, and so she offered to pick me up in the afternoon, joking she was my Shabbas goy, a gentile who performs by proxy acts forbidden to religious Jews on the Sabbath. We went to an inner-city bar with pretences of 1920s Berlin. Its tinge of romance would set an exotic tone for our encounter. The conversation was a little strained at first, less easy than I imagined, both of us curtailing ourselves for different reasons.


I sought another way of upping the ante in the most boyish of ways, again without betraying my deeper motives. We both practised yoga and I knew she’d need a studio during her stay. I put her name down on one of those ‘sign up a friend’ deals and lent her some complimentary passes with the password changed to a private joke we shared: ‘1948vs1967’, signalling the pivotal debates around Israel’s occupation of Palestine. My hope was that we would choose some common class times and I would hear her pranayama breaths on an adjacent mat. Once again, she was surprised and grateful, but not enough to read my subterfuge; after all, it could have been interpreted as a gift of gratitude for caring for my family.


My bolder move came next: an invitation to dinner at an Italian restaurant. Michelle took this as a familiar combination of Baker pushiness and generosity, but her parents’ suspicions were aroused when they saw me rock up in my convertible Mini Minor to their St Kilda home where she was staying. At the restaurant, called Thirty Eight Chairs, I played my own version of musical chairs, moving the conversation around our default topic of politics and then drifting into an impromptu declaration of my truer intentions. I said that Johnny had casually mentioned that he thought we’d make a good couple if I was ten years younger and she was ten years older. She laughed it off.


‘I was never good at maths,’ I said, trying to cover my embarrassment.


What we lacked in our verbal exchange that evening was soon replaced by a verbosity that I engineered using social media platforms. I laid down my cards, a full house of hearts, to which she countered with a closing hand of the ace of clubs.


‘I don’t know what you’re thinking,’ she silenced me, ‘but we’re in different worlds.’ I countered by citing her work in Israel’s justice system, especially in its Supreme Court, and on the report on Operation Protective Edge in Gaza.


‘It’s not about that stuff,’ she said. ‘It’s about so much more. You. Me. Your grief. I feel like that’s what’s speaking. I think we should stop.’


But nothing could stop me. It’s all recorded, my attempts to woo her, on her phone and mine, captured forever on WhatsApp messages. What gave me the confidence to believe that she would take me seriously? Was it something about my character, a narcissistic confidence that I had plied in advancing my academic career, now harnessed to the lost art of dating?


She thought my sudden turn to a romantic interest was bizarre and tried to soften the blow to my ego by reiterating that we were at different stages of our lives. She wanted children, she said again and again, reminding me that I already have my own adult kids.


I refused to give in so easily. I continued to write messages—long messages professing my sincerity.


‘This is your grief talking,’ she repeated. ‘Can’t you see we’re at different stages of life?’ and then, modulating her response, ‘I’m happy to hang out, but …’


‘I hear your BUT and accept it and respect it,’ I replied, tearing through what I saw as a sign of weakness. ‘I’m also grateful because you reminded me not to settle for anything in a relationship that doesn’t feel one hundred per cent right. And that’s important for me at this stage in my life.’


In my eyes, she was one hundred per cent right for me. I signed off, but with a message of hope that staged a surge of confidence through her ambivalence: ‘Uncle Marky xx’.
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MICHELLE WOULD later say that I wooed her with my words or, more specifically, with my self-conscious text messages. It took long weeks for her to let my affectionate screeds scrape her heart, a period during which we occasionally saw one another, sometimes with Johnny and Timnah at a restaurant.


She finally succumbed to the Big Date, or my Big Test. I felt like an adolescent again, butterflies in my tummy. How would I pass the test? What was the test?


First, I had to choose an impressionable venue. I decided on a trip to one of my favourite parts of Victoria, the Yarra Valley, stopping for an early lunch at a winery and then a drive through the Black Spur forest.


Second on my list of to-dos was the choice of dress. I elected to transcend my age by wearing a singlet, shorts and thongs. I realised I’d erred when I arrived and Michelle emerged in a blue frock, fitted and short. A myriad of tummy butterflies dropped into a mass grave. We pretended not to notice that in matters of dress we weren’t synchronised.


We drove with my roof off so that I could make her hair blow in the wind. My belief that I had vanquished her objections via the ammunition of WhatsApp felt exhilarating. We reached our first destination at a winery, sat on the verandah and ordered pizzas and chardonnay.


It was a glorious day, the banter light. Suddenly, Michelle’s face turned serious. ‘There’s something I need to tell you.’


What followed was a revelation that carried with it a story of her own trauma. She held her palms to her chest.


‘I have the BRCA 1 mutation,’ she told me.


She must have thought I was shocked.


‘This is something that’s really important for you to know.’


I sipped from the wine glass. ‘Umm. I don’t know what you’re talking about.’


And I didn’t. I was naive about medical terms. This wasn’t how I expected our date to progress. I was failing to understand something basic that cut deep in her.


She gave me a quick lesson like a child in a grade six biology class. ‘I’ve had a mastectomy.’ She paused. ‘A double.’


I stared back dumbly.


‘You know, like Angelina Jolie.’


Thanks to the glamorous actress who had created public awareness that helped normalise the surgery, Michelle’s reference point made it easier to explain her journey. The point of her telling me was that she was still at a high risk of ovarian cancer, given that the mutation was very strong in her family history. The risk of breast cancer, however, had been removed by the massive surgery that Michelle undertook seven years earlier when she turned thirty. The trauma was exacerbated by the break-up of a serious relationship that didn’t withstand the pressure of her life-altering news.


I felt the debris of dead butterflies resurrect in my stomach (or it might have been the pizza). There was nothing in her CV that could guide me. A part of me went numb. Breast or gastric or lung cancer? I pulled myself together. I was on a date. I was ready to leave behind the mourner’s club. She assured me that she had less chance of contracting breast cancer given her surgery than a person without the gene. So weren’t we both in safe territory? She dropped her hands.


‘I’m not worried,’ I declared. I believed that I, of all people, could empathise and felt bad for everything she had endured.


Looking back, I also know she was trying to teach me a lesson, one that I was resistant to accepting. She was telling me that all my WhatsApp words were just words, that I was still a grieving mourner, that it was possible that I wasn’t ready for a relationship. She said it wasn’t the age difference. It was me—I needed more time. I refused to believe her. I could still vindicate myself.


We finished the wine, sheltered by the towering trees of the Black Spur forest that were more than a thousand years old. We commented on the beauty. We walked through the grass, winding our way along boulders, when I stepped out of myself and panicked. The twenty-year gap between us suddenly felt as wide as the age of the trees. When she was born, I had just graduated high school. I was on my gap year in Israel and doing the hostel Eurorail run when she was in kindergarten. When she was in prep, I was at university.


But I returned to the moment and how I felt with the woman in front of me. Even though I was nervous with giddy excitement, what struck me was how calm and relaxed I felt with her. We sat down on the grass and, inhaling nervously, I leaned over her. I looked at her face below me, angelic like in the movies, with the sun radiating between the trees. It couldn’t have been better scripted. Our heads touched, but my glasses got in the way (fashionable round ones to dissemble the appearance of a professor, though the rest of my dress sense was my way of defying it). I pulled them off and reoriented myself. We kissed and I smiled. I wasn’t sure how to read her smile back.


We returned to the car. I turned on the engine and looked in the rear-view mirror so I could safely manoeuvre the wheels over the rough terrain. My face was blurred.


‘Shit. My glasses!’


‘Where?’


‘I’ve left them.’


We spent the next half-hour scouring the field like a game of manoeuvres at a youth movement camp, searching for my Belgian frames with their multifocal lenses. How could I not have noticed?


‘I feel like we’re in a Woody Allen movie,’ Michelle said, crouching. Was that a good or a bad assessment? I wondered.


‘Got them,’ Michelle yelled. She held up my glasses.


I fished in my pocket for something to wipe them. All I had was a serviette. I cleaned the glasses and pressed them back against my face. I was the archetypal schlemiel, the clown, and in that moment I knew the Woody Allen comparison wasn’t a good thing.


‘What’s that on your T-shirt?’ she said.


‘What?’


‘You’re bleeding.’


I jumped back. I let my jaw sink until I could see a trail of blood. It was flowing from my neck. I had to control myself. I couldn’t allow myself to exhibit my exaggerated fear of spiders. Not only spiders, but any creepy-crawly. I put a finger to the trail, took the crumpled serviette and dabbed it on my finger to examine it. Was it tomato paste or blood? I sensed I had mysteriously leapt from a Woody Allen to a Charlie Chaplin movie.


It was definitely blood. We searched for the source.


‘There’s a leech on you,’ Michelle said. ‘It’s best to leave it till it engorges itself.’


I wanted to jump out of my skin. Michelle sensed how petrified I was, so against her better judgement she plucked it off my flesh. I tried to stay calm but no matter how much I pressed, the blood wouldn’t staunch.


It was getting late, too late for the climactic dinner I had planned at another winery. I drove along the winding road with one hand on the steering wheel, the other nervously on my wound. The blood trickled down my neck the entire way until we reached the main road.


We laughed all the way home at the mishaps of the day, the laughter disguising my fear that I had lost my one big chance of turning her perception of me around. I felt more than ever like Uncle Marky, an old widower, or worse, a baby in a stained bib.


Michelle is a complex character, I’ve learned, full of paradoxical traits. She could be described as shy, yet her friends know how easily she centres herself in a room with her charm and hilarious mimicry. She has an unshakeable sense of integrity and justice, a sensitive and instinctive way of reading people like a fortune teller. Beneath her gentle exterior lies a warrior with loyal and nurturing virtues.


On this night when I drove her home, I saw a part of her that was unfamiliar to me. I suddenly saw her as a woman in her fullness, which our past had eclipsed. As she stood before me, with a smile that had melted many suitors before me, her beauty gripped my throat.


I froze. I hadn’t done this for decades. I was literally petrified, every part of me. Was it guilt? The trauma of loss that made it difficult to admit to my arduous passion? We stood outside my car, my every tremble a subtle gesture that I wished to enter her home. I fumbled.


The moment passed. My hand dropped from the door that I’d chivalrously—anachronistically—opened for her.


‘It’s been a long day,’ she said, smiling, meeting my nervousness. ‘We had a funny day. That leech is to blame.’


I’d lost my chance of shifting from an avuncular figure to a romantic partner. I went home alone, pondering but not understanding how I had let slip my opportunity to advance one step further towards the relationship I was seeking.


I wrote a message the next day as if nothing had happened.


Her response: ‘Yesterday was nice, but I think we need some time and space.’


It was like she’d hung up on me in the middle of a phone call. There was finality in her tone.


I spent the day sulking in solitude. It was a hot day, a Sunday, and I sat outside on a deckchair, reading. I couldn’t concentrate on the page and my thoughts kept drifting to the night before. It all made sense: the pause that she requested, her belief that all along it was my grief channelling those messages, that perhaps the age difference was more significant than we both had thought, and that we had not seriously discussed whether I was prepared to have children again.


I couldn’t get her out of my mind. I had fallen for her. It would be foolhardy to suggest I was actually in love with her at that stage of discovery—but I imagined being in love again. I broke the silence some days later and to my surprise, she agreed to meet for coffee. I felt triumphant. I was sure we would continue laughing about the leech, and that we could resume exploring our relationship.


Another Big Date, perhaps, this time out of a Humphrey Bogart movie. Little did I know that she had prepared a speech in which she firmly and unequivocally told me that we should stop entertaining a romantic possibility between us. I had to get it through my head that we were at different stages of our lives, that she wanted children, a family, and she wasn’t sure I was right for her. She wanted to remain friends if that was possible, but her message reverberated in my ear. Over, over, over.


She had come for that purpose, not to have a drink with me and, having delivered the message, she was ready to leave.


‘Give me a chance,’ I pleaded. Over and over and over.


I kept talking. We sat there for four hours. It started to get dark outside. I have no recollection of what I said, but from my depths, I knew I had to fight harder against her resistance. I found the words that slowly managed to open her heart, then open it more and more, so by the end of the night, Michelle surprised herself. We agreed to continue exploring the possibilities in our relationship.


Hallelujah!


Several years later, she would tell me that my finest and most dangerous quality was that I had a power with words, and a charisma that made the words even more convincing. Perhaps it was a characteristic learned from my parents, who had survived the war by chicanery rather than retreat. She said it was a quality that worked magic for me, but could be dangerous when misused.


Even later, when I complained about excruciating pain, I did so with a grin on my face. My way with words, she said without blaming me, might have saved our relationship but that grin proved fateful when it came to saving my life.


Hallelujah!


I felt so certain of my triumph that the next morning I gathered my children and revealed that I had begun ‘dating’ a woman. I must have qualified it: not dating, but seeing, interested in, opening up the possibility of pursuing someone. I put conditional tenses around it. I wanted to know how they felt. I kept talking. Clumsiness has a way of tripping over itself and digging a deeper hole. If by chance I were to date this person, would they give me their blessing?


‘Michelle Lesh,’ Sarah interrupted. ‘You mentioned you went for a walk along the beach the other day. It’s Michelle, for sure.’


They looked at me, one by one, their responses bemused.


‘And how many times have you seen her?’


‘Three or four,’ I answered.


‘And does she share the same enthusiasm as you?’
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