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Chapter 1

It was a crisp and sunny April morning and Hal Gifford pulled into the staff car park on his motorcycle.  He locked the bike and gathered his possessions and headed towards the bank he worked in.  Mr Rutherford, the branch manager greeted him as he entered the bank and he went to the staffroom to get changed.   It was a typical day and ran his usual errands.  Firstly, he went to the newsagents for the manager’s Financial Times and Benson and Hedges cigarettes and then started on his administration work.  Midway through morning, he made the rest of the staff a morning drink and for lunch he went to the Cherry Tree café.  The decor of the Cherry Tree was old fashioned to say the least and it was as though you were stepping back into the nineteenth century.  There were black and white framed photographs on the wall and the counter was made of solid oak.  The chairs and tables were also wooden and the owner Mister Latham looked as though he should have retired ten years ago.  However, in spite of the ‘Victorian’ appearance he found it a relaxing place to have lunch.

After lunch, he went for a stroll through the picturesque village and crossed the river near the bank.  The water was crystal clear, had trees bowing down into it and flowed at a steady pace.  From the bridge he kept his eye out for a trout and occasionally caught a glimpse of one darting from stone to stone.   This always reminded him of his carefree fishing days as a boy.   He was seventeen and had been working for the bank for seven months.  It was Friday and all afternoon he thought about the night ahead in The Galaxy disco-bar a place he frequented.  He would be meeting up with his friend Bill Murphy, who was the doorman and gave him a lift there when he was on duty.  

There was one uncomfortable moment in the afternoon, when he found himself alone with Mister Rutherford in the staff tearoom.  He was a grey, taut and middle-aged man who was approaching retirement and wore a navy blue, pin stripped suit.  He had been educated at a public school; had a snooty air about him; and spoke with Received Pronunciation. He believed in the traditional approach to banking and wasn’t in favour of the computer age. 

Hal entered the room and dreaded the prospect of having a chat, as he felt that Mister Rutherford put him under the microscope.  Hal sat down and began to read the latest edition of Wisden Cricket.  Mister Rutherford looked up from his Financial Times and said,

‘Ah, I didn’t know you were a cricket man Henry.’

‘Yes, Sir,’ replied Hal, rather edgily.

‘Good man!’ said Mister Rutherford, ‘a beautiful game, what?’

He thought for a moment and then told him about his trials for the county team and other experiences, the old manager was delighted and at last they had found a shared interest.

At five o’clock all the bank work was completed for the week, he raced across the car park and jumped on his motorcycle.  It was a lovely evening and he thoroughly enjoyed the trip from the village to his hometown and thought about the long summer nights coming ahead.  He arrived home and slipped out of his suit and started to draw water for a bath.  He put some music on and as a rule; he would spend about half an hour in the bath, soaking the stress of the day away.   This got him in a great frame of mind for the evening ahead.  After his bath, he got ready, putting on his best trousers and a freshly ironed white shirt.  

Cooking was not one of his favourite pastimes and a good meal was one of the things he missed from his parental home.  In fact, the only square meal he got was Sunday lunch there and his parents used to worry themselves sick about him.  They did not agree to him leaving home, but he was the independent type and had no intention of returning home to live.  He would tell his parents to stop worrying and that he was fine, but being concerned parents they couldn’t help it.

Bill pulled up in his car and beeped the horn.  Being forty-one he was a good few years older than Hal and in the day he worked in an engineering firm.  He was a short and stocky man and there was more than hint of grey in his greased back, black hair.  He had recently divorced his wife and the doorman job was a useful source of extra income as well as providing him the opportunity to meet people.   They had met at the pool table of his local pub a few weeks earlier and they seemed to hit it off straight away.  Hal used to love listening to his political preaching and views on life and no doubt he was pleased to have a keen student. 

Hal grabbed his keys and wallet, locked the door and was greeted by a chilly blast on the street.  He saw that Bill was dressed in his black suit, with a white shirt and black bow tie. 

‘How you doing Hal?’ enquired Bill as he entered the car.

‘Terrific and you?’ 

He didn’t answer straight away and sat back and thought about the question, 

‘I would be if I didn’t have to work tonight,’ he replied with a hint of frustration in his voice.

The road was quite and they chatted about the night ahead, they pulled up into The Galaxy’s car park and Bill left to report for duty.   The Galaxy was a huge building and was located on the outskirts of the town consisted of a hotel, restaurant and disco-bar.  The disco-bar was a popular venue for local young people and was full most weekends.  Peter Granger, a former coalmine owner and his wife Helen, ran it.  

Hal had to wait in the car for a few minutes until the bar opened, so he listened to the car radio, contemplated the night ahead and had a couple of cigarettes.  When he saw it was opening time he locked the car and headed to the disco-bar.

‘Evening Sir, your ticket?’ said Bill in a serious tone.

‘Ha, ha, I am a VIP!’ said Hal, with the smile of a Cheshire cat.

‘I’ll have a Scotch later!’ said Bill.

He entered the disco-bar and found that the disc jockey was warming up with a few tracks and testing the music system.  The bar was dimly lit with white walls and a lighting system that created an element of mystery.  He cheerfully asked the barmaid for a pint and took a seat.  Before long the bar started to fill and he greeted the people he knew.  He was hoping that Julie would be in tonight as she had promised.  

He went to the bar again and ordered another pint and as he did two friends, Charlie and Bruce joined him.  The three had met in the bar, but had been formally acquainted at school.  Charlie Statham was tall and well built and worked as a sales representative.  Bruce Hale on the other hand was short and slim and worked for his father, a local businessman.  Hal was the youngest and the two elders frequently took advantage of this, but they were good hearted in nature.

‘Getting them in Hal,’ asked Charlie.

‘Okay,’ replied Hal.

They moved across the bar to a table and took a seat.  Charlie and Bruce were in good spirit and started to tease Hal about Julie.  

‘She has the mouth the size of the Mersey Tunnel you know?’ said Bruce.

‘Like your ego then,’ replied Hal.

‘Watch it you young whippersnapper,’ he laughed.

He sometimes felt a bit sensitive about the way they treated them, but he decided nothing was going to ruin his night.  The night progressed and the atmosphere of The Galaxy thickened with a combination of smoke and sweat.  Julie arrived with her friend Sam as the disco-bar was becoming full.  Julie Smith was also a couple of years older than Hal and also worked in a bank.  She was fairly tall, had long, straight, blonde hair and was quite attractive.  She was wearing a short black dress and had some black ankle boots on that added to her height.  Quite apart from her physical qualities, she was extremely intelligent, elegant and had a very pleasing voice to the ear.    Her friend Sam Green was the quite type and her dress sense was most conservative and that night she had a grey suit on.  She was short and had brown, curly hair and wore a pair of black glasses that gave a touch of elegance to her appearance.

He decided not to talk to her immediately and thought he’d wait and show her that he was patient type.  His plan worked and within a few minutes Julie approached him and they exchanged a few pleasantries and he asked her if she would like a drink.  She declined the drink and told him that she was going for a dance with Sam.  He was a little upset by this, but Charlie turned up with a pint for him and this took his mind of it.

A while later, whilst he was at the bar, she came up to him and said, 

‘You’re quite tonight.’

‘I was just thinking about a problem I have got at work.  How are you Julie?’

‘I am well, thank you.’

‘Are you enjoying yourself,’ he inquired.

‘Yes, thanks, although it is getting a little hot.’

The disk jockey had put on latest Bros single ‘When Will I Be Famous’ on and she asked him to dance.  They danced for a good while and the rhythm of the music intensified.  The atmosphere was great, people were dancing, laughing and generally having a great time, and they looked deeply into each other’s eyes.  Bruce then came up to Hal and told him he had got him a drink.  Hal asked Julie to join them, but she continued to dance with Sam.  When he joined Bruce, he saw that Charlie was talking intensely to a girl.  

‘You just wanted me for company!’  

‘Shut up and have one of these smokes,’ replied a half-embarrassed Bruce.  

‘Don’t mind if I do!’

Both Julie and Sam joined them shortly afterwards.  Hal got a round of drinks and a little while later they all went back to the mirrored dance floor for another dance.  He danced with Julie and Bruce tried to dance with Sam, but had two left feet and she felt quite awkward.  At a quarter to eleven the music began to slow down and they decided to have a final drink.   He decided that he could wait no longer and said to Julie,

‘Would you like to come out for a meal on Thursday?’

She appeared slightly taken aback and replied that she was not sure.

The club was emptying and Hal was waiting in the car park for a lift home with Bill.  Julie was with him and they stood close together in the icy cold night.  

‘Did you have a nice night?’ she asked.

‘Yes, thank you and you?’

She didn’t have time to answer as Sam had drawn up in her car.  The car drove on a little and she turned back to him and gave him a small kiss and told him that she would see him on Thursday.   Before he could say anything she had jumped back in the car and they were on their way.  

‘Yes!’ he said to himself as pleased as punch.  He felt at last the possibility of having a relationship with Julie was drawing close.

He lit another cigarette and blew the smoke into the air.  He could not quite distinguish between the smoke from his cigarette and his breath in the cold air.  Bill, who had just finished his shift ran up to him and told him to hurry up, as the Chinese chip shop would still be open.  Bill drove like a madman through the country lanes and they pulled up outside the chip shop.  The shop was jam packed full and it took a long time for them to be served.  He told Bill about his forthcoming meal with Julie and he was pleased that finally they were getting somewhere.   As they left the chip shop with their midnight feast Bill suddenly stopped and told Hal that a most interesting person was coming and they should wait and have a chat with her.  He claimed that the woman was a talented palm reader and had a reputation as being very accurate.  

Bill greeted her boyfriend and her and introduced them to Hal, who thought she certainly looked the part.  The woman was thirty or so, had a pale complexion and had long, dark, wavy hair.  She was of medium height and had a pointed nose and had a strange silver coloured brooch on her black cardigan.  She looked at him in a peevish way and asked if she could look at his palm.  

‘O! My, my!’ she said.

‘What?’ he replied.

‘Trouble is coming, you are about to enter a terrible period, o my!’  

She continued to examined the palm and looked up at him and said,

‘Look at this lifeline, do you see how thick it is here?  This shows there is trouble on the way’ 

He looked at her in a very concerned way and was genuinely quite worried.  

‘Don’t worry this time will pass and you will find peace afterwards, but you will have to make a decision regarding your health.’

Her boyfriend noticing the discomfort he was in changed the conversation and shortly afterwards they left.

Bill and Hal got back into the car and devoured their food like two starving wolves.  They set off and as they pulled up to his flat they arranged to meet at the snooker club the following night.  He entered his flat and started to think about what the palmist had said.  It really had shaken him and he tried to think through what she had said whilst looking at his palm.   He got undressed, made a cup of tea, switched the television on and lay back on his bed, within half an hour was fast asleep.

The next morning he did some shopping and watched some television.  In the afternoon he went to The Galaxy and met up with an old friend, Grant Morgan, who used to live on the same road as him.  Grant was tall and dark and of Welsh decent and worked at his father’s bar whilst studying at college.  The two had spent hours together in their youth playing cricket, computer games and football.  They sat in the bar and nursed a few pints of fine ale and talked about the current state of the country, work, et cetera. 

‘Of course, you know what the real problem is?’ said Grant.

‘No, what?’ he replied.

‘It’s those bloody foreigners coming to this country and stealing our jobs.’

He uttered a few words of agreement, more out of politeness than any strong feeling.  The barmaid had been listening to the conversation later pulled him up about it.  He tried to explain, but she had him down as a racist and he walked home through the derelict streets rather gloomily.

In the evening he got ready and headed to the snooker club.  He had an hour or so before Bill was due to arrive and he had a pint whilst waiting.  Bill turned up just before ten and they booked a table and he asked Hal if he had thought about what the palmist had said.  He replied that he had and had dismissed it as old bunkum.  Bill teased him and told him that the palmist was very talented and had a good track record in her predictions.  They headed for the table and the game got underway.

Later, whilst Hal was at the bar he came across a fellow whom he recognised from his school days – Stephen Broad.  He remembered that Broad was a school bully and still had a fierce look about him.  Broad was scruffily dressed and looked at him and said,

‘Alright?’

‘Fine thank you, and you?’ 

He didn’t reply and just gave him a dirty look.  

Hal ordered the drinks and returned to his game with Bill.  Just after two o’clock he decided to leave and said goodnight to Bill.  

As he was walking home someone tapped him on the back and said, ‘Do you remember me?’  He looked behind himself and saw that it was Broad.  They started to chat about old times and Broad suddenly changed the direction of the conversation:

‘I could kill you – you know?’

Hal did not know what to say and said, 

‘Sure.’

Bedford then threw a punch that cracked him on the nose.

‘What did you do that for?’ screamed Hal.

Broad did not answer, threw a volley of punches and shouted at him:

‘I am going to kill you!’

He did not know what to do and blood was gushing from his nose.  He has been taken by complete surprise and could offer no defence.  As suddenly as the attack started it stopped.  Broad helped him to his feet and took him to a nearby public toilet and helped clean him up.  He was in a state of shock and Broad then left and he struggled home and lay down and fell asleep.

He awoke in the morning and his sheets were covered in blood.  He got up and got washed and put the sheets in the washing machine.  Luckily, no serious damage had been done.  He went to Bill’s house and told him the story.  Bill told him to call the police, but he decided against it and thought it would be more trouble than it was worth.

He was upset by the attack from Bedford, more than anything because he didn’t understand what had prompted the attack.  For the rest of the day he sat alone in his flat and made an excuse not to go to his mother’s.

Monday morning was misty and he got ready for work.  He remembered that he had to pay some bills and stuffed them into his backpack.  He went outside and got on his motorcycle and headed for work.  The mist was really affecting his vision and the lights on the motorcycle were not strong enough.  Suddenly, he saw a car in front of him, he tried desperately to avoid it but then he felt a crushing pain to his left knee.  Immediately, he realised that he had done serious damage and if he were lucky it would only be his knee.  Then he felt an incredibly painful blow to the head and all went black.

Hal is one of the luckiest young men alive.  Most fortunately, a young nurse who had been off duty was close to the scene and carried out the lifesaving procedures.  The ambulance took a long time to get there and when it did, he was rushed to hospital, taken to intensive care and put on a ventilator.  Shortly after an operation was carried out on his knee.

He didn’t remember much about the following month and just had occasional memories where people he knew and loved came to see him, but he did not recognise them.  One-night two tipsy girls came to see him.  He sort of recognised one, but it did not register.  They were upset that he did not know them and asked if him if he would like them to return.  He did not know what to say and they took it as no.  Much later he realised it was Julie and never saw her again except for one occasion in a bar.  After a short conversation he realised that she had moved on and he let it drop.

Many more people came to see him, but he did not recognise them either.  He knew the faces, but couldn’t quite register who they were.  On one occasion he had tried to make an escape and was partly successful, he had got off the ward, but had got stuck when it came to the stairs.  It must have been hilarious for the other patients to see Hal making a break for it with a catheter bag following him.  ‘Not a good idea!’ said one of the nurses who had brought a wheelchair and escorted him back to his bed.

Shortly afterwards another incident occurred that he would remember about this period.  It was the day to remove his catheter.  The sister had tried but it had ‘stuck like glue’.  A doctor shortly arrived and stared to pull on the catheter.  ‘This is going to hurt,’ she said, and began yanking it.  The pain was unbelievable and after three agonising yanks the catheter was removed.  This was quickly followed by another unpleasant medical procedure.  His stomach had swollen to gigantic proportions and it was decided to insert an enema.   For what seemed like an eternity Hal was positioned over a stainless steel basin and finally, just when everyone had given up there was a mighty explosion and the basin was filled to the brim.

He had also become attached to one of the nurses called Nicola, who was an extremely attractive young lady both physically and mentally.  Due to the fact that he had been frequently misbehaving and acting the fool in his semi-conscious state, one day she snapped and told him that she was going away for a few days and if he did not mend his ways, she would not speak to him again.  This seemed to transform him and he started to behave, when she returned she could not believe the change in character.   

The day came for him to be discharged from the hospital, but he did not want to leave and knew he would miss the people there.  They all gathered around him and wished him all the best.  One or two had tears in their eyes and he did not know what to do.  Nicola came up to him and gave him a warm kiss on the cheek – she was who he was going to miss the most!  The ambulance men wheeled him out of the ward, through the hospital and into the ambulance.

Hal returned home with his leg in plaster and his mother was waiting for him at his flat.  As he was wheeled in he noticed that she had done a lot of work to his flat.  He told her she shouldn’t have gone to such trouble, but she was having nothing of it.  She spent the afternoon with him and made him his dinner, ‘If you need anything just give me a call.  O, and expect some visitors from the bank in the morning,’ she said as she left.  

He looked around him she certainly had made a good job of his flat, she had changed the curtains, done all manner of cleaning and bought him a new duvet.  He was suddenly hit with the fear of loneliness and decided to have an early night.  It was a struggle getting into his bed with his plaster, but he knew it was no going to be easy from now on.  He switched on the radio and did a bit of reading and then fell asleep.

The next morning he prepared for his visitors from the bank and arranged his coffee table and positioned four chairs around it.  He imagined that they would be coming to offer their support and talk about his future.  Midmorning the doorbell rang and on his crutches he fought his way to the door and opened it and three men greeted him, one being his manager, Mister Rutherford.  They took their seats and Hal prepared a cup of tea.  ‘Allow me to take care of that,’ said Mister Rutherford and he served the tea.

Mister Rutherford opened the conversation by introducing Hal to the two other gentlemen, Mister Bright, his union representative and Mister Taylor, the area manager.  Mister Bright was a bald man, dressed in a beige woollen suit, without a tie and seemed a little apprehensive.  Mister Taylor was a man that seemed to be full of himself and had an elegant Italian suit on complete with gold cufflinks and tie clip.  He had a brightly polished pair of black leather shoes on and carried a brown briefcase. 

‘Now, Henry,’ said Mister Rutherford, ‘no doubt you have been wondering why we have come today?’

‘I am very grateful for your visit,’ he replied.

Mister Taylor then said, ‘Bad news I am afraid Henry, as you have only been with the bank for a short time and you had a poor start, furthermore, it looks as though you are going to be out of action for a lengthy spell we are going to have to let you go.  No doubt you have heard that the bank has had a poor year…’ 

‘Hang on!’ Mister Bright piped up, ‘his work has improved a lot over the last few months.’

Mister Taylor looked at him sternly and informed him:

‘The decision has already been made!  Now don’t worry my boy, the bank is going to pay you until the end of the month and when you get back on your feet you can always reapply.’

‘But I don’t want to leave the bank!’ said Hal.

‘As I say Henry, the bank is in no position to afford to pay for a lengthy sick period.  There is nothing to stop you reapplying at a later date.’

Hal almost had tears in his eyes at the end of the meeting.  The area manager gave him some redundancy forms to sign and then the three men got up.  They all shook his hand and wished him all the best for the future.  He saw them to the door and felt thoroughly depressed as they left in their cars.  ‘What am I going to do now?’ he said to himself.

The next day he decided to go to the doctor’s for a sick note and to go the unemployment office to claim sickness benefit and also planned to go to the council to apply for housing benefit.  As the housing benefit office was in a town a few miles from his, his grandfather had offered to run him.  He picked him up about midday and they headed to the offices.  He was a cheerful character and frequently told anecdotes about his past and this made him feel a lot better.  They arrived home at about four o’clock and Hal felt he had achieved a lot during that day.

The weeks rolled on and he began to feel more and more isolated.  Few of his so-called friends came to visit him and he was thoroughly depressed about that.  Bill had got a new girlfriend and although he had visited him once, he never returned again.  Charlie and Bruce came a couple of times, but then stopped getting in contact with him.  He began to think that people were rejecting him because of his physical state.

Then the day came to remove the plaster on his leg and his grandfather ran him to the hospital.  The weather was terrible on the way - the heavens had opened and the rain belted down. They pulled up in the hospital car park and rushed as fast as they could to the entrance.  At reception they were told where to go and waited in the specialists waiting room.  

Mister Evans was an experienced specialist and with his nurse led Hal into his office. ‘Well Henry, today’s the day your plaster is removed,’ he said.  They went into another room and the plaster was removed.  He could not believe his eyes when he saw his leg it was as thin as a stick, with a great scar from the thigh to six inches blow the knee.  ‘We’d like to take an X-ray now,’ said Mister Evans.  He was taken for the X-ray and then returned to the office.  

‘Bad news I am afraid, Henry,’ said the concerned specialist, ‘your tibia was completely shattered and the ligaments are loose.  You will be lucky to walk again.  However, we are going to give you physiotherapy and see if anything can be done.  Hence, we’d like to admit you for a week or so.’

He felt a sharp pain inside his stomach and an overwhelming sensation of panic, it was a though his world was caving in.  He was led to a private room and spent the worst night of his life there thinking about the serious predicament he was in.     

He spent the next week doing leg exercise and getting on his feet.  The physiotherapist strongly believed that she could get him back on his feet and this gave him some hope.  During sessions, he really tried hard to carry out the exercises she had given him to do and was determined to prove the specialist wrong.  After the week had concluded he saw the specialist again who told him he was delighted with his progress and could leave that very day.  He would have to wear a knee support, use crutches, continue his exercises and go to the physiotherapist twice a week.  

After six weeks he was walking unaided, but he found that he could not run.  On his final visit to the specialist he was advised not to participate in sports that involved running, but sports such as walking, cycling and swimming would be fine for his knee.  During this time he went to The Galaxy one night, but after spending a short time there, decided not to go back again.  

Summer was now in full bloom and one morning he received two interesting letters.  The first one was from his insurance company and attached was a check of four thousands pounds for the damage to himself and his motorcycle (which was a write-off).  The second one was from the police, which informed him that no charges were going to be pressed regarding his recent accident.  He decided straight away his was going to go for a holiday to New Zealand and to try and forget recent events.  He had become socially isolated since his accident and this gave him something to look forward to.   He rang his parents and told them the good news and his plans; they were very pleased for him.  

That afternoon he received a telephone call from his grandfather who invited him to a gathering at the Conservative club.  ‘What the hell, I might as well go,’ he thought to himself.  He did not enjoy it though as a number of the people he met were prejudiced and seemed to be totally out of touch with reality.  His grandfather saw that he was not having a good time and ran him home.

The next day he went to the travel agents and booked his flight to New Zealand for six weeks at the end of the following January.  He was on a high as he left the travel agents and treated himself to a bar meal.  He was a little concerned about flying though as the flight was twenty-four hours and he had never flown before.  He also had to take a long bus journey to Gatwick Airport, which was an added nuisance, but all this aside - he couldn’t wait.

The weeks dragged by and it was now late autumn.  He was a shadow of his former socially and rarely ventured out of his flat.  He had received an invitation for a party at a sympathetic neighbour’s house, but was in two minds whether to go or not.  His grandfather visited him one afternoon and questioned him about the party.  He told him that he was not sure if he was going or not, at which he replied, ‘You must go, they are good people and it is a chance for you to get out.  O, do go!  They will be most upset if you don’t.’   He told him that he would and wondered how much his grandfather had been involved in getting him the invitation.

The party was being held for the birthday of Emma Griffiths by her mother Eliza and he vaguely knew Emma and her brother Ryan from school.  The party was nothing special and even though he was made very welcome he felt somewhat out of place.  He was introduced to Ryan who asked him if he would like to go out for a drink later.  He accepted this and a short while later they went to a bar.  Ryan was studying for his Advanced level examinations and was somewhat introverted, but a good listener.  He was tall like Hal and in general wore a blue denim jacket, a shirt and jeans.  They got on like a house on fire and Hal would frequently invite him out.  He didn’t have much money, but Hal didn’t mind standing him a few rounds and the odd meal or two.  

So the friendship developed over the following weeks and the night before he was due to depart to New Zealand they went out for a drink.  They got absolutely plastered and during the evening Hal told Ryan that he would write to him.  He also found out that Ryan had relatives there and also one day planned to go there himself one day.  He liked the fact that he was politically left wing, which was new for him.  They left the bar and said goodbye and early the next morning Hal was on his way to New Zealand feeling slightly the worse for wear.   

Chapter 2

Six weeks later he returned to the United Kingdom six weeks later and was thoroughly depressed with the weather he encountered.  It was overcast and drizzling and seemed to get worse the closer he got to home.   He arrived home mid afternoon and was completely shattered.  He collected his post and could see that his mother had been at work again; the flat was spotless.  Ryan called round later and wanted to go out, but he decided to go and spend some time with his parents.  

The next morning he went to the snooker club with Ryan and they had a few games of pool.  He told him about his flight to New Zealand and how he had flown over icy Greenland; the patchwork fields of North America; and the never-ending expanse of the Pacific Ocean.  Ryan was fascinated and asked him some more questions.

‘What was the weather like?’

‘It was fantastic, I can’t the put feeling into words when I got off the plane in Auckland at it was the middle of summer.  The heat just blasted you and it was so bright, I guess you would say it was euphoric.’

‘Where did you stay?’

‘Well for the first ten days I stayed in Auckland.  Auckland is the largest city in New Zealand with about a million people.  I went to all sorts of restaurants and the food was so fresh.  I did some fishing and some swimming in Auckland Harbour and visited the famous One Tree Hill, where you get a beautiful view of the city.’

‘Then where did you go?’

‘I went to Rotarua next and the bus journey was fantastic and I saw some volcanoes and different types of landscape.  I stayed in Rotarua for a few days and visited the various geysers and mud pools; I even went for a horse ride, which was painful to say the least!  After Rotarua, I went to windy Wellington the capital city.  I spent a few days in Wellington and then took a ferry to the South Island and stayed in Nelson for the rest of the holiday.  Nelson is absolutely wonderful – you have everything there.  Mountains, parks, beautiful beaches, shopping centres and clubs.  I even played for a cricket team there!  I flew from Nelson to Auckland and then back to Albion.’

‘Did you meet anyone?’

‘Well I didn’t really have time!  But in Nelson I got to know a few people.’

‘Any romance?’

‘I am afraid not!  We will have to do something about that now that I am back.’

So the conversation continued and Ryan decided that one day he too would visit the land of the long white cloud.

There was no doubt that New Zealand had given Hal an extra spring in his step and the next day he started to look for work.  He went to the job centre and was told about an office job.  An interview was fixed up for the following day and he went home and prepared for it.  The next morning he got his best suit out, ironed a shirt and polished his shoes.  He arrived for the interview in good time and was told to wait in reception for the manager.  

Mister Timpson shortly appeared and invited him into his office.  He was a tall man in his fifties and showed all the signs of overwork and looked slightly on the shaky side.  He had a full head of slate grey hair he and he had three marked wrinkles across his forehead.  He wore a blue shirt which was slightly faded from over washing and an old tweed jacket with leather patches on the elbows.  He had a pair of half moon spectacles on, which were joined to a black cord around his neck and gave him the appearance of a dusty old professor.  

The office walls were wooden panelled and he had a black, leather covered desk with a reading lamp on it.  Next to the desk was a table with a computer on and near the widow was a round coffee table with four chairs around it.  On the wall was a framed picture of the Queen and several award certificates.  There was a strange odour to the room that Hal thought smelled rather like stale bread.  

Mister Timpson asked him for his jacket and placed it on a coat stand, then invited him to take a seat and then sat down behind the desk himself.  

his white shirt slightly dulled from over washing, as we talked he fiddled with his paisley tie his half moon specticles dangled precaroiusly from as nose as he eyed me with suspiction...
PAGE  
-12-


