OUR CRUISING ADVENTURE– PART TWO
PREVIOUSLY ON 'OUR CRUISING ADVENTURE'

Daisy and Rosemary have sailed on the wrong cruise. Rosemary makes the most of things, including the Captain. Daisy is lonely, but pestered by another passenger. When a boatload of Billionaires is rescued there are wild celebrations. And Daisy is locked out of her cabin...
As if things weren't bad enough here's Cigar Man come back to find me staring at the waves. 

He shakes his head as if to say Don't do it. 

Bloomin' nerve! Who does he think he is? But then... I can't help sharing my problem. (Though I'm braced to refuse the offer of accommodation in his own cabin.) Before that idea can rear its ugly head another Man comes striding along the deck like he owns it. And in an important way he does.

“What a day!” says the Captain. “Not over yet, Sir,” Cigar replies and explains my predicament. “You wait here with this Lady,” declares the Captain, “I'll sort it out.” And he strides off again. I can forgive the Lady and I can see how he got to be the Captain. Lucky R.

He's soon back with a huge bunch of keys, unlocks my door and shouts: “You two! Out of there right now or I'll have you in irons. This lady needs her sleep!” 

Mumbling tumbling and grumbling from inside my cabin. Then... “Good evening, Rosemary,” says the Captain. “So glad you've made a friend. And there was me worried you'd be bored while I was away. Now please be gone.” And so is he.
Cigar Man quietly helps tidy my room before he goes. Voices still shouting outside. 
A terrible day! I really look forward to the Sherry Festival tomorrow. It should be fun...
Day 6 – I wake up feeling AWFUL. It can't be another bout of seasickness! My head throbs like a tomtom. (Or is it a tamtam? Are they the same thing?) A gentle knock on the door. I struggle up and open it and there's Cigar Man again. Has the Idiot been standing out there all night?

He asks how I am. I tell him. He makes a sad face. “

“But,” I tell him. “I am determined to get better in time to enjoy the Sherry Festival.” 

“Actually,” he says, “well...”  

“WELL, WHAT?” (That's my headache talking.) 

“Well, the Sherry Festival was yesterday. Well, to tell the truth, you did rather, er...” And I'm afraid you really did enjoy it. In fact, a bit too much.”
So this is really Day 7! – I really want my memories back. Cigar gives me the lowdown: R, the Captain and R's Billionaire chum, have one hell of a row in the Ballroom in front of everyone! 

“You're seriously going off with this little creep?” shouts the Captain.

“If he'll have me,” R shouts back with a toss of her head.

“That ship's already sailed by the look of it,” says the Captain, with an aptly nautical metaphor. Then the two Men square up to each other. Surely the decks will soon be running with rivers of blood garnished with broken teeth, torn-out lumps of hair, and other masculine body bits. 

“Don't you dare hurt my Billionaire,” screams R. 

“He's not a Billionaire!” sneers the Captain.

“He so IS a Billionaire,” R shouts back. “Look. My Kenny's wearing a Rolex!”

“No he's not. It's a fake. Quite a cheap one too. And how many Billionaires are called Kenny?”
Cigar claims it was me who said that. And it's possible. An ex of mine was obsessed with the glitzy things. And some of it rubbed off. On me, I mean. So to speak. Oh dear...
“And you were right,” Cigar tells me. “All the real Billionaires left by helicopters. That's why the Boss was so late getting back. So your sister fell for a gigolo. But she recovered fast. 'I was just testing you, My Captain,' she says. 'I'll always be yours. But a girl has to be sure.'”

How galling! I had such a triumph and can't remember it! I so want to have seen that! And the way the other couples who'd split in hope of a better life now sheepishly try to re-attach themselves.

“Anyway,” says Cigar, “finally she and the Skipper do go out arm in arm. But I couldn't help noticing that your friend kept topping up your sherry glass. She's not very nice to you.”

“She's not my friend. She's my sister,” I tell him. None of his business.
“Ah, that might explain it. Sherry's lethal. Best avoid it.” The cheek!
At that point I passed out, Cigar says. And he carried me down and put me to bed. 
I am so angry. If I were steady enough I'd stamp my foot R-style. Firmly on his.
Day 8 - The sun shines. But not for me. I stay in my cabin. Can't face anyone. So ashamed I made a spectacle of myself. I am so fed up with being me. And I'm not the only one. People pause to mutter outside my door. Like it's all my fault. Maybe it is. What can I do with my life now? If I were a Billionaire I'd fly away. But I'm not so I can't. So... I get my laptop out and find a hideaway in the shadows. The hard deck hurts my bum. But that's good. I stay till dawn. It's cold, but at least the waves and gulls don't mind me. 
Day 9 – Much the same. Sol et ego solus Why did I ever do this? I have no right to be here. The Passengers have cast their traumas aside. Now they laugh and chatter as they did before it all went wrong. They're happy again. But I couldn't be more unpopular if they'd hung an albatross round my neck. I'll stay in hiding. Let them have their fun. At least I have my book for company. 
Day 10 -  Southampton. At last. End of the Cruise. I wait with my trunk on the dockside. The cabs don't want to stop for me. R stands a hundred yards away with her back turned. The Passengers still on board line the decks to laugh at me. 

“Bye love!” shouts a Man running past me. It's the Captain. He's running toward R. So they made up after all. Guess I'll never see either of them again. R turns, sees him, and throws her arms wide to catch him. But at the last moment he dodges past her and drops his bag in the back of the sports car that has pulled up beyond her. He vaults in and kisses the driver. The car roars, spins, and is gone. R stamps her foot.

Another car pulls up beside me. It's Cigar Man. “Going my way?” he asks. “I'm for London. You?” 

“Thank you, but only as far as the Station. In fact, not even that. Go away. Leave me alone.”

“Why so?”

“Because you took me back and put me to bed that night. You undressed me! What a bloody nerve! How creepy is that? How immoral! You pig!”

He shrugs. “Not creepy. Not unethical. Not porcine. You do know I was the Ship's doctor, don't you? I did ask your sister to tell you since you weren't talking to me. Obviously she didn't. By that time you were my patient. And I didn't undress you. The Nurse did.”

R. is walking purposely towards us.

“Oh... I'm not your patient now. But you can drop me at the station,” I tell him.

We drive off in silence until: “Her 's the station. You getting out?” Then he turns off the engine “Why are you crying?”

“Because they were all jeering me. The people on the ship. It's all too much. This stupid trip...”

“They were cheering you, not jeering you. They think you were strong and brave and funny. They love you. I do too. If you don't get out I'll take you to London...”

I didn't get out. Carl – his name is Carl - doesn't touch cigars now. I don't touch sherry. But we have other things we like to touch. He's given up cruising because, “A sailing man is no great catch.”

Carl helped me find a publisher who said, “You sure write good, lady,” and made me laugh. Our first book - “Tied To A Tree” - did well. “A Shipboard Romance” is doing even better.

Meanwhile, back at the Best Wishes Charity Shop the Volunteers convincing claimed that I had married Tom Cruise. Then laughed. There is material all around us. If we just listen...


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
