A TABLE FOR TWO

It is 12.25 and a cold but sunny day. The cars crawl by … birds contribute the occasional tweet … both leaves and domestic curtains twitch, but despite TV drama there is no severed head in a bag to be found in the hedge. Nothing of interest here …
Suddenly she runs, skips, from the Royal Wells Hotel. Dances downhill along the footpath over the pretty green common with the lovely view east over Tunbridge Wells. Crosses London Road, tumbling pell-mell down Mount Ephraim Road, towards her old stamping ground at Pitman Training. Her long browny-black hair flicks and throws like a gymnast’s ribbon, her sparkling young eyes are fixed ahead.  She zig-zags wildly to avoid a youth on a bicycle hissing too close across her path, just like Cupid’s arrow as he continues his triumphant trajectory townwards. 
Storybook enchantment already pierces her heart, for 18-year-old Kaydence cannot wait to meet new Brazilian boyfriend Berimbau* for the first time. She loves music. Maybe he is something of a player! She gasps with emotion and bounces on, faster than ever now, tripping her new heels up the steps into her destination at last.
This café is that new, mainly vegetarian one called “Basil” opposite Costa, near the Clock Tower, (or Five Ways as it was known before partial pedestrianisation). She likes it there, good honest local food. She subsides into a chair opposite his designated place at their table for two, strives to recover her breath. Almost at once, the waitress asks what she wants before she reads the menu, so she makes a thoughtless choice for the first veggie thing she sees, a healthy-sounding five bean and tofu pie.
While chaos continues in the busy café, the clock climbs reluctantly ever more slowly up toward 1.00 … but Kaydence is oblivious of the noise and bustle; already dreaming him, feeling the Music of the Night. She imagines him taking her back to her hotel room later, the exotic smell of him; a few drinks and a DVD, his powerful arms round her, his voice softly saying,
               ”I could hold you forever darling. Life without you is like a broken pencil, pointless!”
She is jolted back to reality by an unexpectedly cheesey smell, not his words (or feet) but the arriving pie, which she nibbles unenthusiastically. Damn her diet! She thinks again: Perhaps their conversation will really be more like:

“Why are you late?”

“You said 1.00.”

“No it was definitely 12.30. Now it’s ten past.”

“Well I looked to see if you were here at 12.25, and then I went to get some stuff in the town as I had plenty of time. I’ll have to be quick actually, I’ve got to get back to work by two and it takes a while via the one-way system.” (He orders chips and a Coke as his phone rings.) 
“Yes no problem, I’ll meet you at seven at the cinema, Ruby. Can’t talk now.” (Turns to Kaydence) “Bloody women eh?” he continues with a gappy smile. “Ruby’s a bit of a fat minger actually, but you can’t live with them or without them, can you? Now, what shall we talk about? Did you see the footy match last night?”
Again her imaginary scene fades. No, Brazilians would never say “minger”, she reasons firmly. Anyway he sounded keen on the phone after he answered her tentative internet ad. She is very attractive, at least hardly un-dateable at her age. Yes, she does like to plan everything including potential weddings and so on in good time, but surely that just proves she is romantic? Didn’t she tell him that on the phone? And maybe mentioned that her parents were already keen to meet him.
But beefy Berimbau is not coming. Following a language misunderstanding with a passer-by, he has gone to a much meatier café nearby, “Pigwidgeon & Pye”, where he embellished a nice table for two for some while. Alas he appears to the staff there to have been stood up by some girl he was meeting? He is cycling back uphill to his place of work.
The time is 1.30. Suddenly the scramble for sweetcorn sandwiches seems to cease. Her own half-eaten platter now sits as unloved as our heroine in her café. Basil can keep it! Kaydence finishes her meal and walks out.
“A woman needs a man like a fish needs a bicycle”, she thought sensibly, connecting with her earlier somewhat velodromic experience. “There are plenty more bicycles in the sea. And supermarket trolleys on the old derelict cinema site, for that matter. I’d best get on to Morrisons.”
*A one-stringed wooden musical instrument resembling a bow
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