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The way her arm and hand stretched out in that vegan fake fur just made him dizzy; it was the movement of her hand as she reached for the milk bottle in the dairy aisle at the Co-op. Like a dance, he thought, yes, like a slow dance that’s how she naturally moved. He never saw her before although he has lived in the small town of Lampeter for 15 years now. She must be new to the town or someone passing by. 
He was just on lunch break from his work as a lecturer at the UNI where he was a lecturer in history. He followed her from a distance and knew at first glimpse that she was special. Her red hair was moving as she drove her fingers through it. In her short black boots and interestingly patterned nylon stockings, somehow she was like coming out of the 1920 art deco era, the era of liberation in woman's rights but also literature, art, architecture, film and new political movement - a time when everything seemed possible, a new brave world. 
He loved this contrast to his own time when so many things were seemingly coming to a close and eventual self-destruct. No, she was not a ghost of the past. Just a magnet he got drawn to and can’t stop following. He kept a good 10 meters distance and put odd products in his basket. Her mobile started to go off, and her delicate hand with perfectly manicured red fingernails grabbed the mobile and answering in French, she shouted “Brigitte”, and then a beautiful soft light lingering laughter that was carried in the air and integrated and infecting everyone with a little life force. Not that everyone deserved it. Just like the saints that gave the goodness of themselves whether anyone deserved it or not. Now on to the checkout. 
She paid, took a few steps, then suddenly and in total surprise turned around, looked at him and gave a little smile. She took out her receipt from the pocket, wrote something on it; his heart was pumping, then she tossed it and left it on the floor.
