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For Tanya, who gave me my very own celtic cross and lives across the Irish Sea.
And at the end there was a beginning,
Then the circle returned,
For there would always be a beginning.
Part One
There she was.
Through the crowded post-flight crowd in airport Arrivals, he saw her waving frenetically, lifting a hand cautiously in return, however his smile faltered. He expected a younger woman...much different to what he now saw. This had to be her as she seemed to be looking right at him. His heart dipped.
Great. He cast a glance upward to the heavens in anguish as the large, greying woman hefted herself toward him - only her booming voice to rival the trunkish thighs. She had sounded somewhat different on the phone—young and beautiful. For the love of God, this woman was older than his mother. He blushed, thinking only of the endless, entertaining fantasies he’d had on the flight over. Beyond him, and in sympathy of his disappointment, the day suddenly lost its lustre as leaden clouds scudded across the scraps of sapphire sky, and dumped driving rain over Dublin Airport and rest of the visible world.
Bracing himself, Jack Gruffydd groaned as his dream woman drew nearer. Disappointment reigning, he closed his eyes waiting for the inevitable bear hug from this woman of whom he’d so obsessively fantasised; now feeling very much a fool. This trip had cost him over two hundred quid already.
‘Hello there, Jack…’ she cooed richly, her Irish lilt wrapping itself around him like a favourite old quilt. ‘Are you alright?’
He felt her hand on his shoulder. Dare he open his eyes? The voice had certainly been misleading. God, this was truly her…he knew her voice as he knew his own hands, and finally drew sufficient courage to open his eyes to face her. The big, older woman had disappeared, and in her place stood a younger woman. Pleasant shock immobilised him as she embraced him. He needed quite a few moments to gather his wits enough to realize that the older woman was now making shrill noises from somewhere behind him. Obviously, she had been waiting for someone else! He relaxed, and gratefully returned her embrace. God...he missed her, he thought…How odd; he had never met her, only spoke over the phone. What a weird reaction.
‘Uh...Irish?’ he stammered, pulling back reluctantly. ‘Is it you?’ She was clad in black relieved only by the ornately carved Celtic cross slung carelessly between her breasts.
‘This will protect ye until we can be together again,’ he whispered on a breath. Where had on earth had that come from? He gazed into her darkened, mysterious eyes, as ancient memory began to rise from somewhere deep within him; however, the sensory overload in the airport chased it back and had him wondering what he’d been thinking.
‘W.what did you say?’ She stared at him alarmed with eyes suddenly wide.
He frowned thoughtfully. ‘D’no I.I really don’ know…’ He shrugged. He honestly didn’t. ‘I must’ve heard it in some movie.’ His face split into a genuine grin. ‘Oh…let me look at you!’ He looked into her leprechauns face, with its pert nose faintly smattered with tiny freckles, and at that moment had to wonder seriously if there were such things as the wee folk.
It was him...finally! Her spine tingled at their contact and the words he’d uttered as he noticed her antique cross were as unsettling as the day around them. Surely she had heard those before...said by him? She gazed into cerulean eyes, as blue but as changeable as the depths of the moody ocean and she experienced the ridiculous thought that her soul recognised him.
Shrugging off the impossible notion that she’d met him before, she stooped to pick up his hand luggage and gave him a rich, warm laugh that crinkled her eyes. ‘Course it’s me y’big shyte. Come on then, we’ve got a fair drive.’
His heart skipped several beats while adrenalin coursed through his body. She was here...he was here. They were here together! It was her all right, and she was very agreeable to the eye. He strode after her, still reeling from their first embrace and gazed longingly up at the crowded restaurant wishing they could eat first. Thinking about her always made him hungry. ‘How did you know it was me, lovely girl?’
She shrugged, ‘Y’were the only one in the airport lookin’ lost, Jack.’ The crowd had thinned noticeably, probably and he followed the dark enchantress like a trusting pup, and leaving the well-established adult he had been before he left.
‘Tá sé ag cur fearthainne,’ she said, turning back to him once they were in the car park.
‘Uh....yeah, it is raining pretty heavily.’ The smell of new rain filled his senses and mingled with coffee, leather and hot food.
‘Good Jack! Ye’ve been practicing!’
He shrugged, though loving her praise. ‘Yeah, a little. It comes natural for some reason, but for the love of God don’t tell any of my Welsh friends! Won’t do for a Welshman to be good at Irish!’
Rain descended on the car park, and Kathleen O’Donaghue pulled her anorak tighter as she scurried along. She was a lot shorter than he expected, but right now she was striding the legs off him. Her black hair flicked back and forth caressing the back pockets of her hippy pale blue jeans.
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