
A group of giggling girls passed the shops, listening to their radio. From Me to You filled the Summer  air. I’d rather have Frank Ifield anytime, than these modern bands. The world is trying to run before it can walk. The USSR might have put up a satellite, but I still don’t think they’ll ever reach the moon. But then again I never thought I would meet a man like Paul. But in no time at all, Paul had proposed, and in three months we were going to get married. 
Thoughts of that had made me forget I had a customer. I looked around the newsagents for the man, sighing when I saw him. He was frowning at the advert for Picture Post, lost in thought. Like one of those lazy beatniks I’d read about on the front pages.
I gazed up at the display stand. ‘Players Please’ in enticing scarlet lettering. Oh yes, I thought, I could really do with a fag right now.
I had been working at the shop since I had met Paul. It was a way to save up some money for our wedding. I wanted to be like those women in all those Telly ads, happily cooking, ready to welcome their hardworking man to a freshly cleaned home, taking off his coat and getting his slippers. They weren’t quite like some of the women I knew, but who was I to throw away a chance of happiness.
I admit, I had been having my doubts, but I suppose that's normal in the run up. Paul wasn't as handsome as Connery at the pictures as Bond, but he was still a butch guy… I liked that in a man. This man was different. He seemed constantly lost in thought. I gave him one of the direct stares that Paul often gave me.
I had always wanted a strong guy. One who could protect you when you went to the dance hall at night. They didn't need to be aggressive, just look butch enough to stop rockers trying it on. When Paul was out on leave, but still in his uniform, I thought 'he's just the man for me'. It was only natural that he would ask me to marry him. He said he wanted me to be his. I couldn't really argue with that. He was quite insistent. Bless.
Paul was everything I wasn’t. It was like finding my missing half. I had always been quiet, never speaking up for myself. He knew his own mind. Paul had such a strong loud voice, and he never stood for any nonsense from anyone. Paul reacted instantly when crossed. He could be quite scary at times. That's why I fancied him. He was arguing with a weedy guy in the street. The man had asked if Paul wanted a hand to carry our holiday luggage. A patronising get, Paul called him. He got the name from somewhere. His commanding officer, I think. Anyway, Paul made the guy run away. I could never have done that. Not brave enough. I haven't got it in me. If there's any trouble, I try to get away. Paul wasn't like that. 
To be honest, whenever I wanted to chat about anything important Paul would snap my head off. You had to be like that in the army. He knew what he wanted.  
Mrs Hannigan waddled in. Quietly the man moved away. “Nice day today”, I said cheerily. Well, it does keep the customers happy. “Better than the winter was anyway”
“Anything would be better than that!” She plonked her copy of Woman’s Weekly in front of me and rustled in her purse. I took her loose change and, at the ring of the till bell, she was off to the butchers next door.
Immediately I searched round for the man, sighing when I saw him. He was stood near the magazines with an old issue of Astronaut in his hands. He wasn’t looking through it though, instead he was frowning at a board declaring ‘For your throats sake, smoke Craven A’. I could see him smirking. He put the space mag back and ignoring Hairdo, my favourite magazine, strolled to the racks. Picking up a newspaper, he inspected the headline. 
I called over. "What do you think of the railway closures? Terrible, isn't it?"

The customer came up to the counter. He had a cute grin. I couldn't help smiling back.
I suddenly felt quite light-headed. Probably why I also wanted a hug. Not that Paul ever gave me any of those. Bit unmanly. This guy wouldn’t understand that, of course. With his head bowed,  deep in thought, he looked more sensitive than Paul. But then, who wants that in a guy?
He looked up. “Sorry. Something on my mind". 
I know what Paul would have said. You can't have something on yer mind, when there's nothing in yer head. He had said it to me enough times.
The man looked at me, almost into me. His eyes bright and green. 
"And you're preoccupied too."
I jerked upright. How did he know?! 
He edged closer to me. His voice softer than before. "What would you say is on your mind?"
"None of your business!" I shuffled backwards, away from the counter and his annoying questions.
"Sorry. Didn't mean to pry." He was infuriatingly polite. "It must be important to you. You've been almost as distracted as me, since I came in. Can I help?” He sounded as soothing as Frank Ifield. “It's good to talk. Especially if it's a big decision"
I stepped back, bumping into the shelves of fags. The sign for Wills ‘Star’ cigarettes wobbled on its hooks. 
"Sorry”. His cheeks flushed. “I understand if you don't want to talk about it to someone you've just met”. He looked down shyly, “But... Well, you look sort of upset and, if I can help, I would like to...” Then up at me, with puppy dog eyes. “Even if it's just by listening". 
He smiled. So sweet.
I felt the blood rush to my head. I must have looked dizzy, because he placed his hand on the counter as if reaching out for me. 
"It is a big decision, isn't it?"
I tried to keep an expression that gave away nothing but, in the attempt, I gave away everything.
Still he smiled. So reassuring.
What harm could it do? I felt safe with him. I found myself telling him about my forthcoming marriage, about Paul, about my nerves. All the while he listened intently, nodding, as I blurted it all out. I felt like I was in an episode of the Twilight Zone.
Nice of him to think of me though. While listening he looked deep in thought, but he hadn’t forgotten about me. I liked that.
"How do you feel about living with him, after you’re married?"
Yes, it felt nice to be asked for a change.
I drew closer to the counter, leaning towards him, so only he could hear me. “I don’t think I’d be happy on my own”.
“I’m alone”, he admitted, lowering his voice.  "I’ve got to learn to be okay with that”.
“Then you’ve just got to keep away from the bad and, instead, look for the good in life”.
“Thank you for thinking of me”. He whispered. His eyes soft. Was he going to cry? A fully grown man, cry?
“It’s alright”. I reassured him, smiling. “You thought of me earlier”  
It was a drag the way Paul kept on. I felt choked. So I just started doing more days at the shop. Gave me a breather. 
"Well tell 'em to sling it. You've cooked dinner late two times already this week. And when I want my way with ya, you just moan that you're too tired. Tell 'em to do without ya".
That's what all men are like if they don't get their own way. They're just like big kids. Just with bigger fists. 
This guy in the shop was weird. He actually liked me talking about my feelings. I had wanted Paul to magic away my fears. He never did. Now this guy had done it with just one chat. Not like any guys I knew, that was for sure.
He was observing me with his kind, green eyes. 
"It's not just nerves, though, is it?"
I frowned, biting my lip.
"You don’t know if he's the right man for you".
I hesitated, trying to gather my thoughts. “But I can’t imagine being without someone”.
“I’m not talking about being on your own”. His words were firm, but his voice, gentle. “I’m talking about choosing to be with him or with a different man”. 
I had never thought of me and Paul splitting up. What if Paul had a fling with another woman? If I could get to like someone else, why couldn’t he? I would hate that though, wouldn’t I? 
I felt breathless. This guy might be crazy but he listened to me, shared my feelings. I felt more understanding from him than I’d ever done, from anyone else, in my entire life.
He was beaming like the June sun on the glass. I looked down, blushing. His hand was still resting on the counter, and it was so close to mine, my fingers were tingling. I slowly began to slide my palm across the warm surface, my heart quickening with every inch I grew closer to him.


