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Chapter One 

The first lecture of the day was always the hardest to 

endure and Monday mornings were the worst of all as a 

lack of weekend sleep took its toll on the student body. 

Furthermore, most university lecturers I have had to endure 

have, presumably out of a belief that their students are 

generally brain-dead, tended to adopt an agonizingly 

repetitive style of delivery that is guaranteed to rapidly-send 

their classes into a soporific stupor.  

My chemistry lecturer that hot summer morning was a prize 

example of the species. He had opened with a comment 

about the oxidation of iron, which was all we really needed 

to know because for the following hour we would repeatedly 

hear the same self-evident fact that when the two elements 

were combined you got ferric oxide. From long experience 

of “Stinks” Anderson’s deliveries, most of us had early come 

to the realization that the entire content of his hour-long 

lecture could be summarized in a few clear paragraphs of a 

chemistry text book which would take ten minutes at most 

to take in. 

Most of us would accordingly have skipped that early 

morning purgatory in a happy exchange for an additional 

hour between the sheets. But we were all acutely aware of 

our looming DP (duly performed) certificates which required 

that the lecture attendance register be regularly signed if we 
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were to be allowed to write our final exam. So we were, at 

best, grudgingly present in body if rather less so in 

attention. 

You could, furthermore bet that Stinks would measure out 

his words at something like ten a minute to synchronise with 

the click of the wall clock above his head in order to be able 

to conclude precisely on the hour. Most of us half believed 

the popular rumour that there was a contest going on 

between all of our lecturers to determine who could spin out 

the fewest number of words in the longest possible time and 

the Stinks was way out ahead as the clear winner. 

Experienced students knew he would always end his 

delivery with an up-beat note in his voice whenever he got 

to the end of the latest marathon, sometimes with the 

addition of beaming smile as if to say “note well this 

precious insight that only a genius like myself could offer 

you”…such as in this case that “the presence of water can 

facilitate the process by way of galvanic action”. This 

change in vocal tone would be the signal everyone had 

been waiting for in order to be able to disregard anything 

more he had to say. It would immediately initiate a rising 

cacophony of shuffling, coughing and foot movement 

sounds as students began packing up their note pads in 

anticipation of a short coffee break in the students’ union 

ahead of the next lecture. 
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But Stinks had long ago lost me that morning because I had 

almost from his opening sentence lapsed into my own 

private game of boredom-defence which invariably involved 

making up complicated and often outrageous stories about 

my fellow students seated in ranks below me from my 

vantage point on the topmost bench of the lecture theatre. 

This morning my daydream concerned a student whose first 

presence in this lecture so late in the term had surprised 

me. How could I possibly not have previously noted this 

extraordinary mane of glistening black hair which had now 

appeared just 60 centimetres in front of me? And why had 

she joined us so late in the term when she could not 

possibly amass the necessary number of attendances to be 

allowed to write the final exam? 

Perhaps she was just visiting? Perhaps she was just there 

socially accompanying a friend who was a regular student. 

But no, the space on either side of her in front of me was 

such as to deny the probability of friendship with anyone 

seated near to her. Indeed, the only person close to her 

was myself by the simple mechanics of the lecture theatre 

seating arrangements! 

Now there is something particularly intimate about lecture 

theatres which are arranged to seat people immensely 

closer than the normal perimeter of intimacy which we all 

create about ourselves. Normally, to come so close to 

another, particularly so close to another of the opposite 

gender, only occurs in an invited situation where each 
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participant has by virtue of a complicated set of bodily and 

verbal signals indicated a desire to advance casual 

acquaintance to something more significant. For a student 

body liberally endowed as most post-adolescents usually 

are with significant overdoses of sensory-stimulating 

hormones, packed lecture theatres are in reality emotionally 

un-nerving places which, even allowing for the conventional 

argument that one needs to create room for as many 

students as possible within a reasonable auditory range of 

the lecturer, are almost perfectly constructed to distract the 

attention of all participants. 

Now such a shining halo of hair as was now on display in 

front of me would have stood out even at a distance, 

Speaking as it did of healthy personal hygiene, unusual 

good health and careful grooming, it would have caught my 

attention in any crowd. But in such close proximity I felt 

invited to examine in close intimacy the back of her neck 

between her hair line and the blue and white stripe of her t-

shirt which offered a velvety curve of pale pink clear of the 

blemishes and tiny scars that usually marked the skins of 

most female students who had that year sat in front of me 

during lectures. 

She was sufficiently close to me that I could faintly detect 

the aroma of youthful skin and bath soap and, whenever 

she moved her head slightly, I could catch a glimpse of the 

beginning of high cheek bones that spoke of a rare beauty 

which was why I found myself repeatedly craning my neck 
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to try and get a full picture of her face. But it was not to be 

for she seemed to be unusually intent upon concentrating 

on the lecture and, unusually, never turning her head as 

most other students did from time to time in order to 

consider those seated around them. Or was she perhaps as 

acutely aware of my own attention and coquettishly 

preventing me from fully assessing her beauty? 

Though I have always dismissed the idea that I possessed 

any psychic powers, I had long been aware that my 

thoughts frequently impacted physically upon people close 

by. My regular example of this was when attempting to 

move rapidly in crowded spaces such as in shopping malls 

and airports, if I thought to myself that I would overtake 

people ahead of me by passing them on the right, many 

times they would themselves move right at precisely the 

same moment. Indeed, though I hesitated to voice this to 

my friends who would no doubt have dismissed me as 

some kind of nut, I had developed the technique of thinking 

to step right while actually stepping left in order to avoid the 

frequent consequent collisions. 

Similarly I had frequently observed when playing this game 

of weaving imagined stories around people within my 

proximity that I needed quite deliberately to look away from 

them lest their own senses should embarrassingly alert 

them to my gaze. But it is understandably hard to avert 

ones gaze when someone as attractive as she undoubtedly 

was, was there within touching distance of me.  
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So, I tried to look elsewhere while holding an image of her 

in my mind and building my imaginary story.  

She was, I decided, the daughter of a country clergyman, 

newly arrived to join our class of pre-medics, virginal and 

unsophisticated and accordingly strikingly attractive among 

a sea of worldly-wise undergraduates. Comparisons are 

odious of course, but it was sadly a fact that most girls 

studying for what was then a decidedly male profession, 

seemed to rapidly adopt a camouflage of masculinity and so 

the presence of someone so feminine within their ranks was 

also unusual. 

I saw her as someone’s sister. The kind of girl you walked 

home with after Evensong on a warm Sunday evening; with 

whom you could share your hopes and dreams and with 

whom you might sneak a goodnight kiss that might carry 

you through a week of memories ahead of the next, not 

always by chance, weekend encounter. 

But of course my storytelling was seldom borne out by the 

facts and I was forced to make a rapid re-adjustment when 

our chemistry lecturer passed a mild witticism that was 

greeted as comic relief by a ripple of laughter and elicited a 

deep-throated and husky response from the girl in from of 

me. This was no girlish giggle, but rather a sexually-loaded 

siren call that brought about an immediate responsive 

recognition from every finely-tuned surrounding male 

antenna. 
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It was clear, furthermore, that she was very much aware of 

the response she had received for she immediately turned 

to scan us all and, as the closest of the attentive males 

surrounding her, I was torched by the full blast-furnace of a 

violet-eyed gaze as, one by one she checked us all out, 

seemingly dismissing most who held no interest for her and 

then returning for a second more thoughtful and attentive 

second look at those who warranted it. 

It was like a siren call in the jungle of the kind that brought 

bull elephants crashing out of the undergrowth when they 

sensed a cow in heat, an age-old primitive sense that 

alerted every full-blooded male in her immediate proximity 

that here was a lady seeking attention. And I, sitting so 

close behind her, suddenly understood for the first time in 

my life what I imagined every beautiful woman in the world 

had long come to accept as the blaze of male attention; it 

was as if a search-light had been focused on her and 

myself because of my immediate proximity to her. 

Instinctively I reached out as if to deflect the glare and to 

protect her, also understanding for the first time that deeply 

engrained male instinct to protect those whom he has come 

to understand as his family. Simultaneously too came the 

consequent thought that I had no rights over this girl and my 

possessive movement would very likely be misunderstood. 
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Yet it was not. I sensed an immediate gratefulness and as 

my imagination and the immediate reality merged for that 

instant I sensed her also mentally leaning into my protective 

perimeter. It was, I thought, as confusing for both of us as it 

was momentary, and neither could really comprehend what 

had happened in that instant. 

Perhaps it was all a product of my own fertile imagination. 

Yet my senses said that it was not and, as if in confirmation, 

I noticed that the strip of flesh between her hairline and t-

shirt had reddened with embarrassment. 

I should of course have treated the whole incident with 

nonchalance and have made my way to the Students Union 

as casually as usual, chatting to friends and acquaintances 

as we walked. But the truth is I fled like a coward fearful of 

coming face to face with her and having to admit that what I 

had sensed was in fact a new reality. 
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Chapter Two 

I was standing beside the coffee dispenser chatting with my 

usual group of friends when all heads suddenly turned 

towards the doorway and mine instinctively followed. There, 

framed in the doorway as she paused to scan the room, 

apparently in search of someone, was the girl who had sat 

in front of me, and she was stunningly, eye-overwhelmingly 

beautiful; a slender-proportioned goddess of remarkable 

symmetry whose presence drained away the collective 

breath of the entire refectory. 

There was suddenly a palpable silence in the room as, with 

every eye upon her, she moved into the room with the 

catlike stroll of a ballet dancer and advanced directly up to 

me. I am relatively tall and she is nearly my height, yet she 

had somehow poised herself so as to be looking up into my 

eyes in the pose of a supplicant. It would have been a little 

unnerving at the best of times but given the circumstances 

of our earlier interaction and the undeniable fact that the 

attention of a whole room-full of students was now acutely 

focused upon both of us, I felt myself rapidly losing control. 

My immediate thought had been that she had come to 

challenge me for the rudeness of my earlier intrusion upon 

her, but there was none of that in her remarkable purple 

eyes. Instead I sensed supplication; as if once more I was 

being called upon to somehow rescue her from a situation 
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that neither of us could understand. So, when she spoke, I 

at first could not properly comprehend what she was saying 

and she was obliged to repeat herself which, 

notwithstanding her extraordinary physical beauty which 

must long ago have provided her with a sense of self-

assurance that few young people could ever possess, those 

big purple eyes were filled with an expression of 

vulnerability as she almost inaudibly repeated her amazing 

request, “Wouldn’t you like to take me out on a date?” 

Looking back on that incredible first meeting, indeed upon 

what was to prove to be a forever life-changing first 

interaction, it has always been a subject of amazement to 

me that this extraordinary person could have singled me out 

and, more particularly have done it so publicly. Up until then 

I had, of course, had my fair share of flirtations but nothing 

in my experience could ever have led me to believe that I 

had anything particularly special to offer the opposite sex. 

And yet, here was this extraordinarily beautiful girl who 

could have had her choice of almost every male on the 

campus actually laying herself open to potential social 

ridicule by so openly doing what few girls would ever dream 

of doing; of publicly laying herself open to rejection....not to 

mention the fact that the social rules of the era dictated that 

no well-bred girl would ever dream of propositioning a man. 

It simply was not done! 
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However, none of these thoughts were uppermost in my 

mind at that moment as the room seemed to shrink into a 

tiny space that enclosed only she and I, and I think we both 

felt that extraordinary sense of close intimacy that we had 

momentarily known back in the chemistry lecture theatre; a 

feeling that completely overshadowed the present reality 

with the deep reassurance that I was in the presence of 

someone who had long walked beside me both in waking 

and in sleep. She was later to express many time to me that 

she had also been overcome by a compelling sense of 

belonging; of how our souls had seemed to metaphorically 

mingle earlier that morning in the chemistry lecture theatre. 

She had, she said, become so acutely aware of me sitting 

behind her that she had an instant vision of the two of us 

stripped naked of all the social nuances with which we all 

customarily cloak ourselves. She saw us entwined in a 

bond of intimacy so powerful that she could feel it as an 

actual happening. The hairs of her arms had tingled and 

risen in response to a stimulation so powerful as to render 

her completely helpless and she had been overcome by an 

inescapable compulsion to follow this through. 

She had accordingly been deeply disappointed that I had 

not taken the occasion at the close of the lecture to at least 

introduce myself to her. Yet she had instinctively 

understood why I had hastily fled to give myself some time 

to come to terms with what had just happened. She had, 

however, found herself driven as if by an overwhelming 
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force, to immediately seek me out in order to confront this 

thing and to seek an understanding. That was why she had 

uncharacteristically gone right up to me in the circle of my 

friends and laid herself open to possible humiliation. “I 

simply had no choice,” she would later explain. 

But in that moment of naked vulnerability I was hesitating 

because I simply did not know how to respond. There was a 

frog in my throat and the words would come despite the fact 

that I could plainly see the near panic in her eyes and my 

own surging desperate need to reach out to her. 

In my mind I had taken her into my arms to comfort and 

reassure her but in reality I was frozen to the spot and I 

could see in her eyes that she was on the point of fleeing 

this agonizing silence. 

Eventually however, after what seemed an hour of 

indecision I did manage to find my voice and, moreover, to 

achieve a vocal tone that sought to imply that this sort of 

thing happened all the time. But I was also aware of a 

second dialogue going on between her body and mine 

which had little to do with the need for verbal interaction. I 

felt cold sweat in my armpits and in my stomach a 

sensation of mingling panic and hesitant joy. I understood 

also and could sense that she was similarly experiencing 

raw new emotions that had taken complete control of her. 

Somehow I managed explain that if I were to take her out 

she deserved a gilded Cinderella carriage but, being an 
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impecunious student, all I possessed was my bicycle and 

so if she did not mind I would be delighted to meet her 

somewhere of her choice. 

Surprisingly, this admission seemed in her eyes to enhance 

rather that detract from my status and with warm approval 

she suggested a student haunt that was both affordable and 

very popular where we could share a pasta and spend time 

exploring this new relationship. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


