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CHAPTER 1

Tel Aviv airport was a busy place, as four aircraft had landed one behind the other.  Dafna moved closer to the luggage collection sector designated for her flight, watching the way people jostled for positions close to the moving conveyor.   She hated being caught in crowds.




A strong hand grabbed her arm, forcefully pulling her backwards.  Dafna spun around and stared, surprised and angry, at the man behind her.  His hand was still grasping her arm and as she tried to jerk it loose, her mouth opened in outraged fury.  But before she could demand what he thought he was doing, an explosion shattered the afternoon bustle.




Dafna was thrown to the ground as the blast knocked her sideways, along with scores of others.  Flames erupted from the baggage collection zone and hot metal tore through the air.  The people closest to the explosion were either torn apart or horribly burnt, in an instant.  It had been detonated somewhere in the moving luggage, or under the conveyor.  For several seconds after the blast there was no sound at all, but then she heard them… the screams, the shouts, moaning, crying, pleading.  A young mother, who had been sitting with her twin two year old boys in front of Dafna on the plane, rushed past her with a torn and tattered child in her arms, her mouth wide open in shock.  Beside Dafna, half laying across her legs, the man who had tried to drag her backwards was covered in blood.  He turned towards her.  She could see him staring, unseeing, in horror.  She passed out just as she became aware of pain.




All this came back to her as she lay in the hospital ward, recovering from the injuries caused by flying debris.  Severe burns, and the destruction of flesh and bones by flying shrapnel, had been the causes of most of the deaths and major injuries sustained.  Fortunately for Dafna, her injuries were minor compared to those of some of the other victims.  Her forehead, along the hairline, had been torn open when hit by an airborne object.  This had needed fourteen stitches to pull the damaged flaps of tissue together.  Also, she had suffered concussion and memory loss, which had lasted several days.  Her face showed the effect of the battering and was badly bruised.




It had taken some time to recollect all the details of that day, but she felt able to withstand the police interview, which had been scheduled for the afternoon.  The police were piecing together every bit of available information from the survivors of the explosion.




The plane had landed with a bump at Ben Gurion Airport, outside Tel Aviv, amid a flurry of activity from passengers anxious to collect belongings from the overhead lockers.  Coats and hand luggage and books were hurriedly secured on laps, happy voices chatting to neighbours about who was to meet them at Arrivals.  The cabin crew had tried throughout the flight, unsuccessfully, to keep the passengers in their seats, to keep the aisles clear for the trolleys of meals and drinks.




For Dafna, it had been amusing to watch the in-flight activity, as it seemed that everyone on board wanted to walk up and down the aisles.  They were packed.  Surely more passengers were standing, than sitting.  It was obviously the way Israelis came home, joyfully and good-naturedly blocking the crew's progress ever since the El Al flight had left Rome.  Compared to the flights she had taken over the past three years aboard Australia's national airline, Qantas, these were novel events.  The Qantas passengers rarely left their seats, unless it was to move to the washrooms at the rear of the economy class section, or to take a stroll around the plane every three or four hours to stretch their legs.




The struggle to be first at the baggage collection area was no different to any other airport, and as Dafna waited… and waited… she took time to watch her fellow passengers bustling for a position close to the moving baggage conveyor.  They were mostly young people returning from holidays in Europe, a few families with small children, some fretful and tired, and a smattering of businessmen in a hurry to return to the office, the phone, the computer… and maybe to the wife.




The long journey from Australia had tired her and she drew herself up, smoothing back her shoulder-length black hair.  Her dark eyes and olive complexion were not noticeable different to other women in Israel, but beauty shone from her face.  With her healthy skin and a slightly amused expression, she enticed people to smile back at her.  Her smile was a credit to her uncle, the dentist, and showed white, even teeth.  At twenty-four years old, she was a happy, well-adjusted woman, with a business of her own, albeit inherited from her father following his death two years before.  The book shop was where she belonged.  Where she loved to be.  It was always a busy shop, filled with people who loved to browse among the titles, carefully choosing what they wanted to read.  She was daydreaming about the new titles due in the next day, when the man next to her grabbed her arm.




Dafna's stay in hospital took almost eight days.  The bruising on her face gradually diminished.  There was a scar running along her forehead, at the hairline, which would fade with time.  The concussion had gone, but the memory… never.




The man who had tried to pull her away had survived the blast.  One of the policemen who interviewed her was able to tell her that much.  He was in another hospital, still recovering, as his injuries were more serious.  His name was Adam Lavan.




Following her discharge from hospital, Dafna checked that the book shop was running smoothly without her, (thank goodness she had chosen wisely when recruiting new staff two years ago).  The police questioning was over and she had told them all she could remember of the bombing… practically nothing.  She stayed at home for a further week before deciding it was time to find Adam, to thank him for saving her life.  His name would be in a telephone book, somewhere.




It would take hours of searching the phone books herself, so she turned instead to the Internet via her computer.  Finding the listing was easy.  Adam Lavan, Apartment 2, 34 Dizengoff Street, Tel Aviv.  A thirty minute drive took her from Netanya, by the sea, to Tel Aviv.  The address turned out to be over a sports store.  As she stood outside the address, across the street, she wondered what she would say to someone who nearly lost his life saving hers.  What damage had he sustained?  She cursed herself for not asking more questions when she had the opportunity.




'Well, there's only one way to find out' she thought.  She crossed the street and entered the passageway and looked up at a flight of steep stairs.  "So do it!" she muttered.




The stairs were clean and painted a soft cream, a nice contrast to the pale blue walls.  As she walked along a short corridor to the door of Apartment 2, she hesitated… will he know me?  Will he even want to talk to me?  She knocked twice, quickly.




The door opened after a few moments, startling her as she hadn't heard footsteps approaching.




"Yes?  Can I help you?" said Adam.  His left arm was in a sling, he was favouring his left leg which showed the marks of many stitches, recently removed.  But they were nice legs, Dafna decided, as she slowly looked up at him.  He was tanned, fit, tall, and wearing only a pair of crumpled shorts.  Dafna realised he must be about 190 cm tall.  His expression was puzzled, even vague.  He stood waiting patiently for her to speak.




"Can I help you?  Who are you?"




"Adam Lavan?"  He nodded slowly, once.  "My name is Dafna Zoreff.  I've come to thank you for saving my life at Ben Gurion."




He hesitated a moment and then extended his right hand in her direction.  She took it and he shook her hand briefly, released it slowly and stepped back from the door, saying, "Please come in, but excuse the state of the apartment.  I haven't been able to tidy up much lately."




Dafna walked into a white room.  The floor was tiled with large white tiles, the walls were painted white, most of the furniture in this living room was white leather.  The colour came from the scatter cushions, brilliant blues and golds, most of which were on the floor.  He'd obviously thrown them there so as to stretch out on the lounge.  Vivid landscape paintings were spaced around the walls, interspersed with lush green plants standing in earth-coloured containers.  A beautiful rug, again in bright blues, covered much of the entrance to the room.  This had softened the sound of his approach.  It was the reason she hadn't heard him coming.




"Please sit down.  Would you like coffee?" Adam asked.




"Thank you.   May I help?" Dafna replied.




"Actually, yes, you may.  I don’t see too well at the moment,” Adam said.




At this, Dafna turned quickly to look again at his face.  She watched as he tentatively made his way to a low coffee table in the centre of the rug, felt about a moment, then picked up an eye patch.  He struggled to put the black eye patch in place with his one free hand.  After a short time, he succeeded in covering the fine lacing of scars around his left eye.




She swallowed, cleared her throat, stepped toward him.  "This happened that day?"




"Yes.  I caught tiny pieces of shrapnel around the eyes, which are still there apparently.  I have to have another operation to restore the sight fully.  I have only blurred vision for now, and even that comes and goes."




"I'm so sorry, Adam," Dafna said.  She reached out a hand in sympathy, withdrawing it almost at once, when she realised he couldn't see it anyway.  "I came to say how grateful I am that you pushed me down.  I would have been hurt a lot more if you hadn't done that.  How on earth did you know what was happening?  You pushed me before the blast, if my memory serves me correctly."  He led her to his kitchen as they spoke, feeling for the jug, turning it on before continuing.




"Well, I'm a… I was… a security guard at the baggage collection area, and it's… it was… part of my job to watch for suspicious persons, or actions.  The guy I spotted, and was following, looked like he was about to cause trouble.  He was sweating profusely, didn't appear to be worried about finding luggage, but was determined to push to the front of the waiting passengers, then kept looking over his shoulder.  It wasn't the usual behaviour… you'll find the coffee in the blue container, and the jug has just boiled… so I was about to approach him with a view to asking him his business, when he bent quickly down and then turned and pushed through the people to get away.  I knew instantly there was a problem.  You were closest to me, so I pulled you down… I hope just in time.  Were you hurt, too?"




"Not as badly as you appear to be.  My scalp was opened up, but the bruising to my face has faded a lot.  I was concussed by something flying through the air, but otherwise I'm OK now.  Do you take sugar?"  Dafna had been busily finding mugs and a spoon as she spoke.




"Just one, thanks.  Come into the living room and sit down."




They walked out of the kitchen, back into that pleasant room and Adam sat on the sofa.  Dafna put the coffee mugs on the table, pulled it closer to where Adam was sitting, then turned to pick up some of the cushions off the floor, placing them on another chair.  She sat in a comfortable chair, facing Adam, and both gazed toward each other, remembering the sudden, horrific act that had brought them together like this.  They had both heard the reports of the terrorist action, which had listed six people killed and twenty-one wounded or maimed.  The terrorist was among those killed.  Apparently, he was revenging the imprisonment of a relative, who had murdered an Israeli child waiting for the school bus.




Dafna used this time to look carefully at Adam.  He had a strong jaw line, full lips, piercing blue eyes.  Right now, he needed a shave!  His short, black, curly hair was neat, and…




"Are you staring at me?" he asked.  Dafna stirred guiltily.  She realised that he must think her very rude.




"Excuse me, yes, I was.  Until now I had no idea who had saved me, what you looked like.  The last time I saw you, you were covered in blood."




"I only saw you from the back.  What do you really look like?" he asked.




"Oh, nothing special.  I'm twenty-four years old, 165 cm tall, black hair to my shoulders, brown eyes, a little heavier than I care to admit.  I wear glasses when I read, try not to run over pedestrians when I drive, enjoy going to the beach, fishing when I get the chance."




"Fishing!  So do I.  Where do you fish?"




"Actually, I haven't fished regularly in Israel.  My friends don't enjoy it, so I won't go alone here.  You know, for security reasons.  But I always manage to get away somewhere when I'm in Australia, visiting my mother.  After Dad died two years ago, Mum moved back to her family home in Sydney.  But we often travelled between the two countries before that.  I'd just come back from there when the bomb hit us.  Now, I run the little book shop in Netanya, which I took over from my father."




"I've been in that shop!" Adam said.  "It's the one in Independence Square, isn't it!"  He had given it the Hebrew name, Kikar Haatzmaut.  "Why are we speaking in English?  Do you not speak Hebrew?" he asked.




"Of course I speak Hebrew, Adam.  I've lived half my life here.  But, just coming back from months in Sydney, I am still in English mode.  Truth to tell, I prefer English."




She couldn't help thinking , as she had done when she first walked in the door, that his accented English and his deep voice were a captivating combination.




"So, who runs the shop for you?  Should you be there now?"




"I have Yael, who is wonderful.  I don’t need to be there all the time, although I do love being there.  Especially when the new titles come in.  I love to be the one to unpack them and display them on the shelves.  Yael does all the accounts, makes sure I pay everything on time.  She lives in Netanya with her family.  Also, Ilana comes in three days a week to help.  So, I'm able to move about pretty much as I want.  It's a great arrangement.  What will you do now, Adam?  When do you expect to be back at work?"




"That depends on when I can see, of course.  I don’t know.  Meanwhile, my mother and sister come in twice a week.  They clean up after me, prepare meals I can put in the microwave.  I manage quite well.  But work… I don't know.  The boss has been to see me.  He said my job is there when I can make it back.  I'm hoping that will be no longer than three months away.  Assuming the operation is successful and I can see properly again.




Dafna's coffee had gone cold.  She stood up.  He looked up, hearing her movements.  "Are you leaving?"




'Yes, I really should get back today.  I have a large consignment coming in, and I'd prefer to be there.  May I come and see you again next week?  I'd like to know you are OK."




Adam stood up, bent to find the mug he'd put on the table, decided to ignore it, and moved around the table slowly.  They walked toward the door.  He fumbled for the door handle, found it, and opened the door.  Once more, he extended his hand to her.  This time she held his in both of hers.  A feeling she wasn't quite sure of swept over her and she reached up and kissed him on the cheek, squeezed his hand, turned and walked away with a soft "Lehitraot".


























CHAPTER 2

The book shop was crowded with browsers when Dafna arrived about 10 a.m.  Yael gave her 'that' look, which meant 'where the hell have you been'…  Dafna hurried into the back office and put her shoulder bag into a drawer of her desk.  The invoice for the new consignment of books was on the desk, along with the day's mail.  She skimmed over the invoice, checking titles received.  Some were going to be on back order… damn!  Mrs Hermann wouldn't be pleased; she'd already waited longer than she wanted to for that title.




Yael entered, sat on the edge of the desk, arms folded.  "Well, how is he?"




"How is who?"




"Loverboy."




"He's not my loverboy.  He's a poor injured man, who has been blinded trying to save me," said Dafna.  She smarted under the stern look from Yael.  Dafna had been going out for over a year with Moshe, the 'boy next door', and an announcement was due very soon… everyone knew it.  Yael obviously disapproved of any competition for Dafna.  "Besides, for all I know, there is a future Mrs Lavan somewhere, although I didn't see any photographs to make me think that."




"OK.  But right now I need you out the front, talking to customers.  We've had so many enquiries for that new nature book everyone has seen advertised on the television that I can't keep up with demand.  Has it arrived with this consignment?"




"Yes.  I'll unpack the boxes.  Ask them to wait fifteen minutes and they'll be on the shelves.  Has it been like this all day?"




"Pretty much.  That TV ad is free business as far as I can see.  They've been coming through the door all morning, asking for it."




Dafna put a smock over her new slacks and blouse, bought especially to visit Adam, and set about placing the price tags on the new books.  She was kept busy for more than the fifteen minutes, but Ilana rushed out every now and then to take a pile of the books back into the shop.  They really were selling like hot cakes.  If it kept up like this, perhaps they'd under-ordered.  It was close to midday when the total consignment was processed, priced, and on the shelves.  The rush of customers eased off as the citizens of Netanya thought about going home for lunch and a nap.  After all these years, Dafna thought, it is still hard to get used to the idea of a 'siesta' time in the middle of the day.  In Australia, people worked on through the day, well into the late afternoon, before they went home.  Then, there was the late-night shopping in so many areas, with some stores trading twenty-four hours a day, catering for the shift workers and working Mums with limited spare time.




The office phone was ringing, bringing her out of her reverie.  This was a separate number to the shop, so she knew it was a friend.  It was Moshe.  He knew she was busy this morning, but would she like to go out tonight for dinner?  Dafna was on the point of saying 'no thanks', but quickly changed her mind and accepted gracefully.  He had been out of the country on business at the time of her injuries, only hearing about the atrocity on the radio.  Friends had contacted him to advise that Dafna had been involved.  She ascertained what time Moshe would call for her, and rang off.  He'd been anxious about her ever since her return; the bombing; the hospital recovery.  Perhaps tonight would be the night he proposed to her.  She knew it was only a matter of time.  Not so subtle hints had been dropped when he rang her in Sydney, and now that she was home there was no need to hold back any longer.  For the past four months, there had been a lessening of passion in their relationship.  Dafna put this down to the fact that she'd been in Australia for a long time.  The time in hospital didn't help.  But the more she thought about it, the more the prospect of marriage with Moshe became a dilemma.  Could she spend the rest of her life with this man?  Truly, he was a good man.  Kind, considerate, loving.  He earned a good living as an accountant.  He had his own apartment in Tel Aviv.  His family approved of her.  But there was a nagging doubt that they were too complacent in their relationship.  The fire had gone out of their lovemaking - at least on her side.  It was as though neither of them could think of a better alternative how to spend time together, and would simply drift into marriage.  She reached out to lift the phone, to call him back and cancel the date.  Her hand hovered over the phone, then dropped back to her side.  Maybe it would be for the best.  Settle down.  Raise a family.




Yael and  Ilana had closed the shop for the lunch break.  They were about to leave.  Dafna waved as they went out the front door, closing it firmly behind them.  She sat behind the desk, considering what she should wear tonight.  Her thoughts kept going back to Adam.  How did he manage in between the visits of his mother and sister?  She felt responsible for his injuries.




With a deep sigh, she picked up her bag, closed the shop and walked through the square towards the car park.  




The rest of the day went by in a blur of activity.  She hurried home to shower and change for her dinner date with Moshe.  The table was booked for 8 p.m. at a posh restaurant in Tel Aviv.  Several sets of clothes were tried on and discarded in favour of something else.  Finally Dafna decided on the black evening pants, the matching sleeveless blouse with the low neckline that Moshe liked to see her in.  The silver thread through the bodice shimmered in the lights.  Tonight, the makeup would be applied more carefully than usual; no jewellery apart from her watch and her hair swept up.  The final result was stunningly simple, or simply stunning.  The scar along her forehead was hidden.  A last glance around the apartment, to make sure it was tidy when they came back.  The door buzzer sounded and Moshe was there.  They kissed briefly before walking arm in arm out to his car.




He was in a chirpy mood, happy to have her company again after the panic of hearing of her injuries from the blast.  They chatted amicably all the way to Tel Aviv.  Moshe parked the car in the hotel car park and they rode the elevator up to the restaurant level.  They were shown to their table, in a quiet alcove away from the main dining area.  Dafna was surprised and delighted at the beautiful spray of flowers set into a niche just above their table.  With the mirrored wall behind it, the arrangement looked vibrant.  As she was seated by Moshe, who wouldn't allow the waiter to hold her chair, she noticed a small card tucked into the flowers.  She placed her evening bag on the table and reached out for the card.




"Is this for me?" she asked, looking at a smiling Moshe.  He nodded.




The card read:  Welcome home, darling.  Marry me.  




Dafna looked up quickly, reached out to Moshe, who took her hand in his.  He waited, but she said nothing.




"Is that a 'yes' or a 'no'?" he said.  "You know I love you, Dafna, as I have since we first met."




"I'm not sure that I'm ready to marry yet, Moshe.  I'm sorry.  I can't answer that question now.  I have the shop to run…"  her voice trailed off.  What on earth was wrong with her?  Why couldn't she just say 'yes' and be done with it!




He slowly let go of her hand and leaned back in his chair.  "Is there someone else?  Have you met another man?"




"No.  Yes.  I don't know.  I'm…" she couldn't go on.  "Please, Moshe, I need more time.  The bombing, the trauma…  I can't make a decision on anything.  Could we just enjoy each other's company tonight?  I really need to just relax and forget about everything that's happened."




The rest of the evening passed slowly for them both.  Dafna was preoccupied; Moshe trying not to show disappointment.  He'd thought she was expecting a proposal from him, but now he was uncertain.  That was a feeling he didn't welcome.  Uncertainty wasn't part of his personality.  He decided precisely, in life, and in work.  He thought things out and came to a logical conclusion as to what was the best way to proceed.  In his profession one dotted the 'i's and crossed the 't's and left nothing to chance.  He was dealing with a proposal to Dafna in just the same way.  It should have worked.  Or so he thought.  Besides, he wasn't accustomed to being fobbed off or turned down, in any capacity.  He was used to having his suggestions and decisions accepted, without further ado.




What he thought would be an enthusiastic acceptance of his marriage proposal had turned into a non-event.  They talked steadily of mutual friends, their businesses - he trying to put on a calm face, sensing that if he pushed the idea of marriage again tonight, Dafna would be more definite in her decision, and it probably wouldn't go his way.  For her part, Dafna was stunned at her own indifference to his proposal.  There was an unspoken agreement that they wouldn't spend the night together after all.




When he walked her to her door, Moshe held her in his arms and kissed her firmly and with meaning.  Then he said "Goodnight darling" and turned away without any further conversation.  Dafna opened her door, went inside and closed the door softly behind her.  She stood in her living room arms by her sides, big fat tears rolling down her cheeks.  Slowly, she turned toward her bedroom, moved automatically through the doorway to the bed.  First the evening bag dropped to the floor, then she allowed herself to sink down onto the bed, hands covering her face, sobbing quietly.   'Dismal' wasn't the word for how she felt.  Maybe 'devastated' would fit her feelings better.  Why had she acted that way?  She lay back across the bed, fully clothed, eyes closed.  The memory of his face, his whole demeanour, after she made it plain she wasn't interested in his marriage proposal tonight, stayed with her.  For hours she lay there with thoughts racing through her mind, trying to find a reason to justify her humiliating refusal.  For that was what it was.  She had embarrassed him, humiliated him, confounded him.  He was so sure of himself early in the evening, and she ruined it for him.  And he had every reason to be self-assured when he'd proposed to her.  Prior to tonight, there had been no reason to believe she didn't reciprocate his feelings.  No reason to think she hadn't expected or anticipated a proposal.  Dafna felt guilty that she'd allowed the situation to go on over the past months without letting him know of her own misgivings.  Being a Piscean she hated hurting other people's feelings.




Gradually, the mental turmoil eased enough to allow her to sleep until soft sunlight, shining across her, made her stir and wake.   She lay still for a moment, remembering why she was lying there in her evening clothes.  Then, with a visible effort, she got off the bed and headed for the shower.  A new day had started; her shop would be waiting for her to start another busy day.


























CHAPTER 3

The days and weeks passed slowly for Dafna.  Moshe hadn't called her.  Why should he after what she had put him through?  She went about her business, dined out occasionally with friends, and went to the movies once, alone.




It occurred to her that she hadn't been back to see how Adam was coping with his injuries.  She wanted to see him, to know he was OK.  His phone number was in her office directory, but she ignored it.  Calling out to Yael on her way through the front of the shop, she told her she wouldn't be back until tomorrow and headed for the car park in the next block where she regularly left her car.




It was a slow drive to Tel Aviv, traffic was heavy at that time of day, with so many people heading home for the midday break.  There was a wonderful programme of Israeli folk tunes playing on the radio… always popular.  She hummed along with songs she knew from childhood.




Finally she drew up near the apartment of Adam Lavan.  There was no parking close to the entrance, so she drove around the block to find a quiet area to leave the car.  She walked back with a purposeful step.  How foolish not to have phoned first.  He may not be there.  He may not want to see her.  Her footsteps slowed, hesitated, got started again, until she climbed the stairs to the apartment.




She knocked and waited, listening to music through the door.  It was the pleasant voice of a tenor… one she knew… Andrea Bocelli, the Italian.  He was singing… what was it… Donizetti wrote it…  The door opened.  Adam stood there, his arm out of the sling, but still in plaster.  His eyes were uncovered.  He was looking at her, almost.  She said, "Shalom, Adam", and before she could give her name he had guessed.  He said, "Dafna?"




"Yes.  How did you know?"




"Your voice.  I remembered your voice.  It's been a while hasn't it?"




"Yes, and I apologise for that.  With one thing and another… I really meant to come back sooner."




Adam stepped back, motioning her inside.  "Please," he said, "come in.  Make yourself at home."




"Thanks."




He led the way to the living room chairs, waited while he heard her sit down then sat down himself.  The cushions were tidily in place this time.  A pile of CD's was on the coffee table.  Obviously, he spent his time listening to music.  Reading wasn't an option just yet.




"Coffee?"




"Thank you, no.  But I'll make one for you if you'd like one," Dafna said, starting to rise.




"No, not now.  I'm so full of the stuff I'll be sick soon.  I make it for something to do half the time."




Dafna studied his face.  He seemed much better than the last time she'd seen him.  There was a healthy colour to his face, and he was walking without favouring the leg.  His eyes were still the major problem.  But apart from that, it seemed he had spent many hours sitting in the sun.  His skin was very tanned.  As she watched, he was pulling on a T-shirt over a brown, muscled chest.  A chest covered in black curly hair.  She had an urge to run her fingers through the hair on his chest, but stopped herself abruptly.  Whatever was she thinking of!




When the plaster came off, his arm would be very pale compared to the rest of his body.  At least, compared to that part of his body which she had just seen.




"So, how are you finding the recovery period Adam?  Is it going as well as your doctors would like?"




"Actually, they are delighted.  Next week the plaster comes off my arm… can't wait for that.  It's driving me crazy.  I itch all the time now.  My leg feels good.  The operation for the eyes will be delayed.  The specialist is overseas on a lecture tour.  In fact, I think he is in Australia somewhere."




"Why don't you go to Australia and see the doctor there, if he is so good?  That would save a lot of time, wouldn't it?"




"I suppose so.  But wouldn't I have to book into a hospital there?  I don't know anything about it, I'm afraid."




"Surely his secretary here could make some arrangement for you?  Have you asked?"




"No.  I didn't think of it," he said.




The Bocelli CD ended.  It was suddenly quiet in the room.  Adam rose to change the CD's in the player.  Dafna watched him in silence.  She hadn't realised how broad-shouldered he was.  He made his way back to the sofa with practised skill, but didn't sit down as the sounds of a gentle waltz filled the room.




"Dafna, would you dance with me?  I know it sounds crazy, but there's not a lot I can do yet, and not many people have time to come to see me because they are working."




She stood up swiftly and moved towards him.  "Of course.  That music is conducive to movement, isn't it?"




Her arm went up to his shoulder, just as the plastered arm lifted up to take her hand.  He slipped his other arm around her waist and they began to move gracefully, slowly at first, then circling about the room.  The concentration was evident on his face as he waltzed her about the room without falling over the furniture, treading on her, or pushing her into a wall!  She felt quite safe with him, and their only stumble was when their feet met the edge of the rug.  Adam almost fell with her, but quickly recovered his balance, and laughed out loud with delight at his accomplishment.  As the waltz ended, they were both laughing and a little breathless.  His strong arms hadn't let go of her and so they stood there, waiting for the next tune.




Dafna could see his pulse beating in the base of his throat, at her eye level.  Her own heart was drumming more heavily than need be.  The music began again, this time a tango, and he smiled and quickly drew her along with him to the hypnotic beat.  The rug didn't get them, but the coffee table did.  Adam banged up against it, falling over it, pulling Dafna with him this time.  Fortunately for both of them, he landed on the sofa with her on top of him.  Neither was hurt, but neither moved for a short time.  The feeling of body to body was intoxicating… and the tango played on.




Adam was the first to move.  He helped Dafna up to her feet and stepped back from her




"Perhaps that wasn't such a good idea after all," he said smiling.  "Are you OK?"  He reached out a hand towards her. 




 She laughed, recovering her composure.  "Yes.  No injuries.  But I enjoyed the dance.  Thank you."




"Adam," she went on, "would you like to go out somewhere for a drive?  It would take you out of the apartment for a while.  Maybe to the beach?"




He considered that a while, then nodded.  "Really, that would be just wonderful.  I'd like to get the scent of the sea air.  How about fishing?  Would you like to go fishing?  I know a great spot, if you'd drive us there.  When would suit you?" he asked.




"I can't go tomorrow as I'm having a book-signing function for a local author, at the shop.  And Tuesday I have appointments with the sales reps. But, Wednesday is OK for me.  How about you?"




"Great.  If the weather is fine, come for me early.  About 7 a.m.  A few hours on the beach would be enough, I guess, but we could pack some sandwiches and a drink.  What do you think?"




Dafna was pleased with the thought of a picnic with Adam.  On the beach, away from other people, she could use the time to learn more about him.  Hang the fishing!




Shortly after that, she prepared to leave and Adam walked her to the door.  This time it was he who planted a soft kiss on her cheek.  To do it, he had to bring his hands up to her face and slowly lean down towards her.  She closed her eyes as his lips then moved to touch hers, ever so gently.  Momentarily, he pressed closer to her, then moved away and released her face.  He couldn't see it but she stood there a moment longer with her eyes still closed.




He said, "'Til Wednesday then."




"Bye, Adam," she said, slipping out the door as he held it open for her.




The drive home was a daze.  She didn't remember traffic lights, traffic, pedestrians, cyclists, anything.  Fortunately, none of them got in her way.  Even the car was parked safely without much recollection of having done it.




Dafna walked into her apartment and headed for the kitchen.  Coffee was definitely an option now.  On the way past the phone she saw the light blinking on her answering machine.  She thought, 'in a minute', coffee first.




When she had a mug of steaming coffee in her hand, she headed back to hear the message on the machine.




She didn't recognise the voice as it started:  "Dafna, darling, this is Mrs Bergman, your mother's friend and neighbour in Australia.  Could you please call me as soon as you come in?  Your mother has had a stroke and is in hospital.  She is asking for you…"  The coffee crashed to the floor as Dafna's mind froze on these words.  She stared at the machine, willing it to explain further.  At last, she realised the message had stopped and she didn't know the ending.  She dreaded the ending.  Reaching down, she pressed the 'play' button again.  Mrs Bergman had left a number where she could be called 'at any time at all, dear' and went on to explain that Dafna's mother was being well-looked after and in no immediate danger, but there were details which she felt Dafna ought to know.




Dafna glanced at the clock which showed almost 5.00 p.m.  Doing a quick calculation, she worked out that it was then midnight in Sydney, or thereabouts.  Was it daylight saving time?  She couldn't concentrate, couldn't work it out.  Maybe it was 1 a.m. in the morning.  Dafna paced up and down the room, trying to bring her thoughts into line before she called Mrs Bergman.  She had to call, she'd said it would be alright.




Dafna played the message once more.  She wrote down the phone number.   Taking a deep breath she called the number halfway around the world.  Surprisingly, it was answered at the first ring.  Mrs Bergman had been waiting for the call.




Dafna steeled herself for news she didn't want to hear, but Mrs Bergman's reassuring voice calmed her a little.  Her mother had been taken to hospital after Mrs Bergman went to her house for their arranged afternoon tea and found her friend in a chair, collapsed.  She travelled in the ambulance with her friend to the Westmead hospital in the western suburbs, near where they lived at Parramatta.  The rest of the details were mainly of a medical nature that Dafna didn't take in completely.  She was calculating how quickly could she get a flight to Sydney to be with her mother.  When Dafna finally put down the telephone her hands were shaking, but her mind was ticking over at a rate of knots.




"Pack!  I have to pack," she said aloud.  Moving hurriedly, she dashed into the bedroom, found her suitcase and threw it on the bed.  She had travelled a lot in the last few years, so packing was not a trauma.  It was done within 10 minutes.  All she would need now was a seat on a flight to Australia.  Dafna put through a call to the travel agent she generally used.  The gist of the conversation was that she would take any seat available, on any flight, with any airline, at any time, so long as it left this day for Australia!  The agent sounded surprised, but when Dafna explained the reason for her haste, she quickly set about looking for the best option… the fastest one.  She promised to call Dafna right back.




In the meantime, Dafna put a call through to the shop.  Briefly, she explained to Yael about her mother's illness and how she would be making every effort to secure a flight out to Australia.  If all went well, she would be on a plane instead of coming into the shop.  She knew the girls would manage in her absence, which she expected would be for several weeks.  There wasn't time to arrange for her mobile phone to have global roaming.  She left a contact phone number, her mother's, where she would be staying.  Yael quietly reminded her that they already had that number on file from when she had gone to Australia before.




Next, she phoned the directory assistance people to obtain the number of the hospital in Australia.  There was a short wait, but finally it was read out to her.  She was able, eventually, to get through to the sister-in-charge of her mother's ward.  Quickly establishing her relationship to her mother, she was able to ask for, and be given, an update on her mother's condition.  The report was reassuring.  Her mother was very ill, but in a stable condition.  More tests would ascertain the extent of any damage caused.  She was 'resting comfortably', as nurses often said.  The sister, who had a kind voice, asked Dafna if there were any other brothers or sisters whom she could notify.  Dafna explained that she was an only child, her parents having married late in life.  Her father had passed away two years ago, and there was no one else to notify other than her mother's friends, which she would do as soon as she arrived.  She said she would be on the first available flight back to Sydney and she would be there, at the hospital, as soon as it was physically possible.  The sister wished her a comfortable flight, and said, "Try not to worry too much.  We’ll see you soon, then."




The agent rang back as promised.  As it happened, there was a recent cancellation on a Thai Airlines flight, to Bangkok, picking up a Qantas flight into Sydney.  It was in economy class.  Dafna took it.  But she would have to hurry, as it was due to leave just after 10.30 p.m.  Check-in time was 7.30 p.m. and she still had to get to the airport.  She paid with her credit card, her passport was current and her clothes were packed.  Dafna phoned for a taxi to pick her up at the apartment in about fifteen minutes.  So far, so good.




Everything went smoothly.  She left her luggage in the hallway and called on her neighbour to quickly explain her predicament and ask if she would arrange to collect any mail, and hold it.  Then she left the building, just as the taxi was pulling up outside.  The driver loaded her suitcase into the boot and she was on her way.




The traffic moved steadily, if a bit sluggishly in places, but the driver got her to Ben Gur in plenty of time to check her luggage.  She went through the usual rigmarole of questions of whether she had packed the bag herself; was she carrying anything for another person?  The long delays at the counters were due to the strict security checks, which the passengers had to go through before being cleared to move to the departure lounges.  Passengers not travelling on an Israeli passport were subjected to rigorous searches of their luggage.  They also had to answer innumerable questions about where they'd been, who they'd stayed with, where they were going etc.  Fortunately for Dafna, she was travelling on the 'magic' blue passport of an Israeli citizen and wasn't delayed unnecessarily.    Once through to the lounge, she could feel sympathy for some of the 'foreign' travellers who had been showing their exasperation at the length of the questioning and searches.  At the same time, there was good reason for it all.  Hadn't the explosion she'd been involved in proved how important it was to check everyone and everything?




After an impatient wait, the passengers were called to board and the journey had really begun.


























CHAPTER 4

It was a weary Dafna who arrived at Mascot, in Sydney.  There had been patches of fitful sleep on the flight, but it was never deep enough to be really therapeutic.  Too many people, too much movement, meals, drinks, announcements, broken by a wait between flights in Bangkok.




Her only discomfort came when it was time to go to the baggage collection area in Sydney.  Memories of the bombing in Israel swiftly came back to her.  She was nervous, very edgy.  As it happened, it wasn't a long wait and there were no incidents of any kind.  People around her were calm and patient.  They collected their luggage and moved away to taxis or the car park.  This was the Australia she knew and loved.  It wasn't part of their lives to look over their shoulders all the time, as terrorism hadn't arrived yet.  She joined the taxi queue, waiting her turn.  There were plenty of taxis coming in all the time, so it was with relief that she was soon on her way to the hospital.




At the hospital, she found her way up to the ward where she would see her mother.  She was able to leave her luggage at the nurses' station while she went into her mother's room.  At first, her mother seemed to be asleep, but when Dafna took her hand she opened her eyes.  Recognition came and she tried to smile.  Her mouth didn't seem to be working too well.  A nurse followed Dafna and smiled at her.  She told Dafna that her mother had lost some movements.  She asked Dafna not to stay too long with her mother just yet.  They were going to be doing more tests today.  Her mother would be out of the ward for a little time.




Dafna kissed her mother and talked to her for a few minutes, telling her that she would go home to rest and come back in the morning.




The rest of the day was taken care of.  Once Dafna settled into her room at her mother's house, unpacked her clothes and hung them in the wardrobe, she showered and changed into her pyjamas.  One last thing had to be done.  She called her mother's friend, Mrs Bergman, to let her know she'd arrived and would call to see her the following day after she'd slept.  




Dafna crawled into bed and was fast asleep in moments.




		*************




Adam woke early on Wednesday morning.  He was eager to be ready when Dafna called for him at 7 a.m.  He breakfasted on fruit and coffee, followed that with a shave and a shower.  He was dressed and ready by 6.30 a.m.  He knew what time it was when the radio news came on.  The news finished and he listened to music for what seemed a long time, before he became restless.  It wasn't until the next news was announced at 7.30 a.m. that he started to worry.  Where was she?  Had something happened?  He used up some time gathering some fruit and cheese to put in a picnic basket.  His mother had bought the wine he'd asked for and put it in the refrigerator.  He'd leave it there until the last moment.




Wandering about his apartment, thoughts were whirling through his mind.  Had she stood him up?  Maybe she didn't want to be seen with a blind man?  That was it!  She'd decided there were better things to do than guide a blind man around.  Of course.  What an idiot he was to think a girl would be bothered with him now.  And he had suggested fishing.  She would be doing everything for him - from baiting the hooks, to cleaning the fish - it was messy enough for one person, let alone doing it all for another.  Apart from that, she would be taking him to the picnic, when he should be taking her to it.  No wonder she wasn't coming!  A time check on the radio gave him the time… 8.15 a.m.  He didn't know her home phone number, although it would be possible to get it, if he really wanted to pursue this.  And there was the book shop.  He hesitated to call there.  What if she was there, and working, and didn't want to be tracked down?  By now, he had picked up the handset, but put it down again.  'Meshugah!  Wake up, man!  She doesn’t want to know you,' he thought.




Adam was miserable.  He was disappointed that Dafna would be so easily put off by his condition.  He had thought from their last meeting that things were going along nicely.  Obviously, she had thought twice about it and decided it was a lost cause.  All he could remember was the touch of her soft lips, the warmth of her body when he had held her, so briefly, the other day.




He sat on the sofa to wait… to hope…


























CHAPTER 5

Dafna woke to an Australian summer's day… blue sky, sunshine and heat.  Being February, the humidity would be high as well.  She had thrown off the sheet during the night and it lay crumpled at the foot of the bed.  Her skin was clammy and she needed another shower.  Strange, but she hadn't even noticed the temperature yesterday when she arrived!




She lay there, gathering herself to move to the bathroom, watching the curtains move slightly in the breeze that was struggling to make itself felt.  Already, it must be close to 30 degrees.  "God!  It will be 40-something today, if this is how it is starting," she muttered.




Twenty minutes later, showered, hair washed and glistening, dressed in cool shirt and shorts, she stood on the verandah in the sun, drying her hair.  She dropped the towel on a chair beside her and stepped off the verandah onto the grass, walking towards her mother's much-loved and cared-for gardens.  The beds were full of roses under-planted with phlox, pansies, petunias and some other plants, which Dafna couldn't identify.  To the right, the pergola was draped with a climbing rose, white and abundant, where her mother's favourite garden bench was placed.  Dafna sat on the bench, shaded from the early sun and enjoyed the coolness and tranquillity of this part of the garden.  She could survey the rest of the yard from where she sat.  In another corner, a lemon-scented tea-tree grew near a stand of gums.  The leaves of the lemon-scented tea-tree were often used by her mother to freshen up clothes stored in drawers.  They produced a strong lemon scent when crushed, and were an environmentally friendly way of perfuming the fabrics.  Dafna used to complain to her mother that she went out smelling like a piece of fruit!  The gums weren't too close to the stone house, built in the 1880's, but because of their height were now able to drop leaves and twigs into the guttering around the roof.  Dafna could see a job looming.  Clearing the guttering was time-consuming but not difficult.  After she'd been to the hospital, she would drag out the ladder and tend to that job.  It was one she'd done many times in the past, whenever she was in Australia.




She stretched her tanned legs out before her, draped her arms along the back of the bench and thought about a picnic lunch, right in this very garden area.  It was pleasant in the shaded nooks, with birds whistling and calling above her, bright flowers all around, plenty of food in the fridge, a bottle of red in the wine rack and… ADAM!  She'd totally forgotten her picnic date with Adam.




She'd jumped to her feet in agitation, hands to her head.  She ran towards the house, thinking about telephoning him, and then came to an abrupt halt.  What time was it over there?  Close to midnight in Israel.  It wouldn't be right to call now, so that meant waiting until after the hospital visit, late afternoon, which would be early morning in Israel… but the wrong day.  She'd even missed the right day!  Dafna couldn't believe that she had totally forgotten about Adam in her rush to leave Israel.  While she was busy trying to remember his phone number, she became aware that her shirt was sticking to her shoulders.  Already the heat was intense enough that perspiration had dampened her clothes and hair.  She wriggled her shoulders in annoyance at this added distraction and moved back to the pergola's shady comfort.  Sitting, leaning on her knees, she started to work out the day's timetable in her head, covering first a call to the neighbour, Mrs Bergman, then a visit to the hospital, followed by a call to Israel.  The picnic lunch didn't seem half so attractive an idea any more.  She could only think about the picnic planned with Adam and how bewildered he was probably feeling.




The call to Mrs Bergman took close to half an hour.  The elderly lady was relieved that Dafna had arrived at last.  She offered to make some meals for Dafna to put in the freezer, but Dafna declined nicely, saying that she enjoyed cooking and would need to fill in some time by working in the kitchen.  In fact, she'd need to make a trip to the supermarket to restock the pantry and fridge.  There was time to do that before lunch, before the midday heat became unbearable.  At this time of year in Australia, the build-up of heat inside a car left under a blazing sun, with closed windows, could reach way over 50 degrees Celsius before the middle of the day.  It was like stepping into a sauna, fully clothed.  Even air-conditioned cars, like her mother's, took time to cool down under these conditions.




That decision made, Dafna lost no time in driving to the nearest shopping centre, managing to park under a tree.  She would need to be back before the sun moved around to heat the car.  She'd been to this place before with her mother, so that she was familiar with the layout of the shops.  Dafna was able to gather her food supply quickly, returning home within the hour.   She parked the car back in the garage and went inside the house to unpack the groceries before putting them away.




The house was relatively cool inside.  Thirty-two degrees was cool compared to the forty-one degrees outside.  Dafna prepared a small salad, poured a glass of cold orange juice, turned on the radio to listen to some music while she finished her lunch.  She caught the end of the news - bushfires in the outer south-western suburbs again; an eminent visiting eye specialist from Israel, Dr Roni Feldman, was lecturing at the Sydney University Medical School over the coming week; the Australian cricket team had won another series - the world champions were hard to beat.




Dafna listened intently at the name of the Israeli doctor, wondering if he were the same one for whom Adam was waiting.  It was almost a certainty.  How many eye specialists from Israel would be on a lecture tour to Australia at this time!  She considered trying to contact him, to tell him about Adam, to ask if there was any way that he could, or would, help restore Adam's sight.  Perhaps she would have to go to the lectures to meet him.  There didn't seem to be any other way, as she had no idea at which hotel he would be staying.




Time was getting on and Dafna needed to shower and change her clothes again, to be on her way to the hospital to visit her mother.  Surely, the testing would all be over now and her mother settled back in the ward. 




The drive to the hospital didn't take more than ten minutes, despite the fact that from the house there was no direct route to the hospital.  There were many acres between the two locations, which were the site of the historic Old Government House, situated in Parramatta Park, also renowned for its historical value.  Dafna had to drive around the park, skirting the fringes of the reserve.  Finding a parking space in the hospital grounds took almost the same amount of time.  Dafna walked to the hospital entrance and caught a lift up to the fourth floor.  At least it was cool inside the hospital.  By the time she reached her mother's ward, she was feeling comfortable again.




Her mother was pleased to see her, holding up a hand for Dafna to hold in her own.  The report from the tests was encouraging.  Time would tell.  Meantime, her mother would remain in the hospital for another week at least.  If her condition continued to improve, she may be allowed home, with daily nursing help.  Dafna would also be able to assist with bathing, meals and gentle exercises for as long as possible before returning to the book shop in Israel.




Dafna wasn't able to stay with her mother for too long, seeing that she tired easily.  On her way out of the hospital, she stopped at the information desk to enquire about Dr Roni Feldman.  Would he be coming to this hospital during his tour?  The staff was not able to supply the information she wanted, but gave her a number to call later that day, which could be helpful.  She thanked them and walked out into the heat, to the car.




The interior of the car was too hot to sit in, so she started the engine, switched the air conditioning to full power and walked up and down beside the car while the cooling process took place.  Finally, it was comfortable enough to at least get in the car.  The steering wheel felt like it was burning her hands, but would soon be OK to hold properly.  She drove home deep in thought.  If she could reach Doctor Feldman, maybe she could arrange for him to see Adam when he returned to his practice in Israel.




Before calling the number she had been given, Dafna decided it would be courteous, at least, to ask Adam if he wanted her help.  She still hadn't spoken with him.


























CHAPTER 6

Ever since he had been 'stood up' by Dafna, Adam's mother was concerned about him.  He was depressed and grumpy with everyone.  Nothing would please him.




It seemed that the only way to bring him out of the doldrums would be to take him home, where he would have the company of his parents and sister, Susan.  Adam wasn't keen to move away from his familiar surroundings, but was at last persuaded to try it for a while.




So it was done in a matter of days.  His apartment was let to one of his cousins and his new wife, on a short-term basis… probably three months, which suited everyone concerned.  The situation could be reviewed at the end of that time.




At least now Adam had someone to take him out of the house, for walks, shopping trips, even fishing if he chose to go.  Deep inside, he still yearned for Dafna.  She had hurt him by not coming on the day of the picnic.  To add to that, he was frustrated by the delay of the operation which would restore his sight.  Everything had gone wrong in his life.  And all because he had chosen to fill in at work for a friend who was ill.  He had taken the extra day of duty, on what should have been his day off.  Instead he'd been blown up by a bomb!  He'd met someone through that injury with whom he felt comfortable, but who apparently didn't think much of him.  She'd chosen not to continue their friendship.




Dafna had Adam's phone number in front of her and sat down to call him.  She had to apologise for not taking him on the picnic and for leaving without any word.  Then, she would ask if he would allow her to approach the doctor here, on his behalf.




She dialled the number, which was answered after a time by a young woman.




"Ken?"




Dafna spoke rapidly in Hebrew in reply to the woman's 'yes?'  "Is it possible to speak with Adam, please?" she asked.




The young woman, whose name was Nurit, explained that Adam didn't live there currently, that he had moved to his parents' home for a time.  She explained to Dafna what the new arrangement was and gave her the number of Adam's parents' home.




Dafna dialled the new number and waited, but there was only a message on an answering machine.




She left a brief message for Adam, saying she would call back later as she was in Australia due to a medical emergency, and hung up.  She'd hoped to speak with him personally right away.  But this was all she could do.




The heat of the day was easing down to about thirty-five degrees.  Dafna walked out into the garden.  The bench under the pergola was in full sunshine, too hot to sit there.  She strolled about, looking at the drooping plants.  The garden would have to be watered well this evening, after the sun had dropped below the line of houses.  Her mother wouldn't thank her for letting the flowers suffer during her illness!




She sat on the grass under a tree, deciding what time to call Adam again.  Even the birds had given up in the heat, and flown away to find a cooler place to rest until evening.  It was quiet in this secluded part of the yard.




By the time twilight had arrived, Dafna was ready to tend to the gardens.  She spent the next hour thoroughly watering the plants and then the lawns.  The flowers would all be standing up, bright and perky, in the morning.  The lawns felt lush and soft underfoot and, as yet, hadn't been burnt brown by the summer sun.




Dafna went inside the house.  It was time to try calling Adam again.




She dialled the number of his parents' home.  It was answered almost at once by Adam, who must have been sitting close by it… waiting?




"Adam?  This is Dafna.  How are you?"




"Fine.  I'm glad you called.  I didn't know where you were," Adam said.  "Are you OK?  What is the medical emergency?  I worried about you."




Dafna explained the events of the past few days, about her mother's sudden illness, her abrupt departure from Israel as a result.  She apologised to Adam for not speaking to him before she left.  He said he understood.  She said she was sorry she missed the picnic.  He said he was sorry too.  They talked of day-to-day happenings, bringing each other up to date with their lives.




Then, Dafna asked, "Would you let me track down a Dr Roni Feldman on your behalf, who is an eye specialist, currently here in Sydney?  I want to find out if he can help you."




"As a matter of fact, that is the name of the doctor I have been waiting for," said Adam.  He sounded excited and Dafna was pleased that she had finally been able to speak with him.




They spoke for another ten minutes or so before Dafna said, "I'll do what I can about the doctor, Adam.  Would I be able to call you back in a few days?  About the same time?"




"Yes, I'll be here, waiting.  Thank you, Dafna.  And thank you for calling me today.  Bye."




"Bye, Adam."




Dafna hung up and sat back, smiling.  In the morning she would make certain she contacted Dr Feldman.


























CHAPTER 7

Dr Feldman was a hard man to catch.  Numerous phone calls later, Dafna was finally able to trace him and explain why she wanted to reach him.




At his hotel it was no easier to speak to him.  The hotel management must have had orders to protect him from random callers.  However, Dafna wasn't easily put off, explaining briefly to the receptionist what her business was with the doctor.  She was able to leave a message for him.  In it, she pleaded with him to return her call.




It was almost 8 p.m. the following night when the phone in Dafna's room rang.  Dr Feldman was on the other end.  They exchanged greetings in English.  He was expecting an Australian to be on the phone.




She quickly gave him the details of Adam's injuries.  The doctor was aware of the blast that had caused the problem.  All of Israel had known within the hour of the attack at the airport.  Dafna also told him that Adam had saved her life and damaged his own that day. They discussed the details before he asked her how her own injuries had healed.




After briefly touching on the terrorist and his motives, they speculated on whether another would turn up to avenge the one who had died in the blast and who had been identified within 24 hours.




Dr Feldman told Dafna that he would call her back the next day, as he was hoping to demonstrate some of his speciality - trauma surgery - during the following week.  It could be possible to include Adam on the operating list, providing the hospital agreed to having Adam as a patient, and providing there was a bed vacant for his recovery.  He felt it would be a way of helping a hero from his country, by the best possible means available to him.  The arrangements could take some days, but he promised to do his best.  He would need to examine Adam.




He hung up and Dafna sighed with relief that the first part of the problem was being addressed.  She wouldn't call Adam until there was something further to relate.  Maybe tomorrow.




The rest of her week would be taken up with visiting her mother and tending the garden.  It was nearly a full-time job to keep it respectable.  Where did her mother find time to do it?  She made sure her clothes were washed and ironed and hanging ready in the wardrobe.  She wanted to be prepared in case she needed to visit Dr Feldman.




That night, Dafna lay awake for hours, wondering what the outcome would be for 'her' patients, her mother and Adam.  Naturally, she had told her mother about Adam.  Her mother had learnt of Dafna's experience at the airport, shortly after it happened, when the hospital in Israel had advised her.  But she wasn't aware of Dafna's connection to Adam at the time.   Now it was becoming a more personal connection.       Dafna was hoping that her mother wouldn't mind if Adam stayed at the house in Parramatta, before and after his operation, assuming it would go ahead.  It would mean Dafna would have two recuperating patients to look after.  It would be a very busy time for her, but she wasn't fazed by it.  She would need to email Israel tomorrow and check on the book shop.  Her neighbour in Israel would need to know of her extended stay in Sydney.  She had to find out if any of her mail needed attention.




The temperature hadn't dropped beneath thirty degrees and the humidity was still up around ninety percent.  Sleep was a long time coming.




The new day brought more heat and humidity.  A storm was brewing and it wouldn't be long before it hit the city, as already the loud rumble of thunder could be heard.  Dafna knew from experience that an electrical storm meant no talking on the telephone.  Even as a child, her mother always warned her about using the phone when there was lightning about.  Telecom printed warnings in their phone books to the effect that lightning strikes could damage the hearing.  So she prepared instead to use her mother's email facility.




She made coffee and carried it into the little room her mother called 'the study', where the computer sat on the desk.  There was time to send some messages to the shop, to friends both in Australia and in Israel.  Dafna sipped the hot liquid while the computer warmed up.  Hopefully, Dr Feldman would get back to her today with some good news.




She composed the messages in her mind, so that it was a matter of only a few minutes later that all the messages were typed and sent on their way.  To Yael, she asked that any questions needing her attention be sent to the email address shown.




No sooner had she finished the last message when a flash of lightning lit up the room.  Quickly, Dafna closed down the computer and turned it off.  She moved swiftly though the house pulling electrical cords out of their sockets - equipment that didn't need to be connected, such as the toaster, the microwave, the TV and video.  Years ago, this hadn't been done during a storm and her mother had discovered several electric appliances were 'zapped' and useless.  They had to be replaced with money from the insurance company.  Ever since then, it seemed so much easier simply to unplug them.




The storm was over in half an hour, leaving water gurgling down the gutter pipes from the roof and in the streets.  The trees dripped water onto the grass; the flowers were weighed down with the amount of water on them.  Everything looked so clean and shiny.  The road had steam rising from it, where the cooling rain had landed on tar still hot from the previous day.  At least she could now use the phone.




Nobody rang.




Dafna took the opportunity to walk out into the garden.   She could imagine Adam sitting out under the pergola, enjoying the perfume from the flowers.




It was another two days before Dr Feldman called Dafna.  The news was good.  He could use an operation on Adam's injuries as a lesson for the doctors attending his lectures.  A practical lesson would be perfect.  He asked if Dafna could arrange for Adam to come to Australia within a week.  She told him that she would call Adam that same day to advise him of the decision, and to start the arrangements.




Later that day, Dafna confirmed with her mother that it would be OK for Adam to come to the house, if he chose to accept the doctor's offer.  Mrs Zoreff could see that Dafna was trying to hide her excitement at the prospect of seeing Adam again.




After her return from the hospital, Dafna called Adam.  It was late afternoon in Sydney, but early morning in Tel Aviv.  She didn't stop to calculate the actual time.  As it happened, Adam had been up and about for an hour or so.




"Adam.  It's Dafna.  How are you?"




"Hi.  I'm fine.  What news have you got for me?  Good or bad?"




"Great!  Dr Feldman says your condition is perfect for his lectures and he's going to give a practical lesson at the teaching hospital here, providing you can be here within a week.  Is it possible?  Will you come, Adam?"




"Yes, of course.  I'll have my mother make the arrangements and call you back.  Where do I stay during the recuperation period, Dafna?  I don't know anyone or anywhere over there."




"It's all arranged.  My mother said it would be OK for you to stay here at the house.  We are close to the hospital.  Besides, you're wrong.  You do know someone… me!"




"I can't wait for it all to be over.  I only hope that he can give me back some sight.  I am looking forward to really seeing you."




"I look forward to that, too, Adam," Dafna said slowly.  "Call me as soon as you know the flight details, please."




Adam laughed.  The sound came from deep within his chest.  "You'll hear about it almost as soon as I know myself," he said.




They talked small talk for a few minutes, flirting a little, enjoying the sound of each other's voice.  Finally, Dafna said to him, "Go, for goodness sake.  Start with the arrangements, or we'll still be here next week talking about them."




They said their 'goodbyes' and hung up.  Dafna's hand on the phone was moist.  She kidded herself it was from the heat, but knew deep down it was the excitement of talking to Adam again.




To keep herself occupied Dafna began cleaning the spare room, ready for Adam to stay there.  She polished and dusted with a vengeance.  The bed was made up with fresh, lemon-scented linen.  It was with some surprise that she noted that the time was almost 9 p.m.  She still hadn't eaten and decided on a snack, rather than a full dinner at that hour.  Then it was time for a shower and hop into bed.




Dafna drifted into sleep, dreaming of Adam walking with her on a beach, holding hands.


























CHAPTER 8

The following week was a busy one for Dafna.  Her mother was being discharged on the Monday.  Many things had to be organised to make her recovery a pleasant one.  The home nursing staff was contacted.  They explained to Dafna the type of care and help her mother would need for a while.




Adam's flight was due at Mascot airport early on Tuesday.  Dafna rose early that morning to help her mother freshen up before her old friend, Mrs Bergman, came to stay with her while Dafna went to the airport.




Showered and dressed in casual slacks and a blouse, Dafna drove to Mascot through the peak hour traffic.  She kept looking at the clock on the dashboard, worrying that the delays would mean Adam would be standing about waiting, not knowing what was wrong.  There was no need to be concerned, as the night before she had called the airline and ascertained that someone would help Adam off the plane, and wait with him until she claimed him.  Nevertheless, she couldn't avoid the sinking feeling every time she was held up at the traffic lights.  She didn't want him to have to wait.  She wanted to be there when he came through the gate from the customs area.




Finally, the traffic heading for the airport moved steadily ahead and Dafna became calmer.  She was able to park the car in a position close to the terminal and merely had to walk across the road.  There were ten minutes to spare before the flight was due to land.  She thought about sitting in the café area and having a cup of coffee, as she'd not stopped long enough that morning to have any breakfast, but discarded that idea in favour of moving to the seating outside the customs hall.  Dafna knew from her own experiences as an international traveller to Australia what each arriving passenger had to do before being passed through the exit.  Each person had to identify his or her luggage and line it up as directed by the customs officers.  A specially trained 'sniffer' dog would run along the line of bags, a few dozen at a time, sniffing at each one, sometimes returning to a particular item before continuing along the line.  The dog was used to find prohibited substances or drugs that could be hidden or carried in the luggage.  When the dog finished its duty, the luggage could be picked up and another line of luggage put in its place to be checked.  It gave Dafna time to calm her nerves as she waited for Adam to appear.




At last, the passengers began streaming through the exit.  Dafna looked in vain for Adam's tall figure.  She was getting a bit frantic, thinking that there had been a mistake and he wasn't on the flight after all, when finally she saw him walking slowly, being guided by one of the airport's staff.  He had been kept on board until the rush was out of the way, before they brought him out of the plane.  His baggage had been collected for him and he had been cleared by customs.




Dafna hurried forward.  The lady holding his arm saw her coming towards them with a welcoming smile on her face and guessed this was the lucky lady who was to meet him.  She murmured to Adam, "I think your young lady has found you Mr Lavan."




Adam held his breath and put his arms out in front of him.  Moments later, Dafna was in his arms, laughing up at him.  She pulled his face down to hers and kissed him with feeling.  They hugged each other tightly.  It was Adam who, remembering the airport lady, turned his head towards her and thanked her for looking after him.  He held out his hand and she shook it, saying, "That's OK Mr Lavan.  I can see you'll be in good hands now.  Have a pleasant stay in Australia."  With a nod in Dafna's direction, she turned away smiling and was lost in the crowd of people who were still milling around, greeting friends and relatives off the flight.




Dafna took Adam's arm and led him towards the exit.  Now that they were together again, she couldn't think of anything to say, but he seemed content to just be with her.  He took her hand from his arm and put it into his own hand, squeezing her fingers.  She walked close beside him, guiding him across the road to the car park.  He wheeled his luggage along behind him, holding the handle easily.  When they reached the car and Dafna had opened the boot, he lifted the heavy suitcase up so that she could help him put it in the car.  She opened the passenger door, drawing Adam forward towards it.  Before he bent down to sit in the car, he once again wrapped his arms around her, still holding one of her hands, so that she had one hand behind her back and one free to put around his neck.  He held her like that for some time, sighing in contentment, rocking her back and forth, cheek to cheek.  




Then he whispered, "Thank you, Dafna."




She patted his cheek softly, made sure he sat down without hitting his head, closed the door and walked around to the driver's side.  In Israel, this would be the passenger's side, she thought.  Funny, but she hadn't experienced any trouble or frustration at changing from driving on the left to driving on the right, as in Israel.  Within minutes, she was comfortable on either side, whereas friends of hers never could make the adjustment.




Before starting the car, Dafna reached out and gently squeezed Adam's hand.  "Welcome to Australia, Adam," she said.  




He turned towards her and smiled.  "Toda raba," he replied.  "Thank you very much, Dafna.  I'm so happy to be here."




The drive home took close to forty-five minutes and they talked about the distance, the flight, the people on the flight, the food, the sounds and the scents.  Adam was eager to be in Australia and not just because of the coming operation.  He had wanted to be with Dafna again.  Of that, he was certain.




Dafna parked the car in the garage beside the house.  Then she walked beside Adam as he pulled his case along, into the house.  She led him down the hall and into the spare room, which had been set aside for him.  She spent a few minutes guiding him around the simple furniture arrangement she had worked hard at developing.  Holding his hand, she guided him about the room, waiting while he felt the height and shape of furniture.  Before they left the room, she stopped in front of him, lightly holding his arms, reaching up on tiptoes to kiss him again.  He held her close and hard.  Dafna could feel the trembling in his body and knew it wasn't just emotion - but exhaustion mixed with fear of the unknown, the future.




She said, "Come and meet Mum."




They went looking for Mrs Zoreff.  They found her under the pergola with Mrs Bergman.  They were chatting away happily, when the young couple stepped off the verandah onto the lawn.  Both of them looked up and smiled at Adam.  He moved forward, prompted by Dafna as she said, "Mum, and Mrs Bergman, this is my friend and saviour, Adam Lavan from Israel.  Adam, say 'Hi' to my mother, on your left, and Mrs Bergman."  




She guided him forward to where his outstretched hand could be held by the ladies, in turn.  He greeted them both very politely, smiling his beautiful smile.




"Mrs Zoreff, I am so pleased that you are allowing me to be here, in your house, while you are recovering yourself from illness.  Thank you so much."




"Young man, it's the least I could do for the person who pulled Dafna away from the blast.  And you are most welcome here.  I hope your operation is a success and that you regain your sight again soon."




"Thank you."




Mrs Bergman spoke, "Adam, when is your operation?"




Dafna answered for him, as he turned towards her with eyebrows raised, "In a few days.  Dr Feldman wants Adam to rest tomorrow and then he is to go into the hospital for a day of rest and observation.  I guess they'll examine him then and make their minds up as to how to go about fixing him."




She helped Adam to the bench, where he sat next to her mother.




Dafna said, "I'll leave you all to get acquainted while I make us a salad lunch.  Would anyone like a cool drink first?"




Everyone wanted a drink, so Dafna headed to the kitchen to prepare a tray with iced orange juice.  She left the tray with them and returned to the house.  From the kitchen window she could see them all talking comfortably together.  For a moment, she watched Adam's face.  He was tired.  There was strain in his expression, although he was laughing with the ladies about something Mrs Bergman had said.  Both he and her mother would be better off resting for the afternoon.  The sooner the lunch was over the better.  No doubt Adam would want to freshen up as well before lunch.  She should have shown him where the bathroom was!




Quickly she prepared the salad and placed the various dishes on the table, which was set in readiness.  Then she went out to collect Adam first and then her mother.




"Adam, would you like to freshen up before lunch?"  He nodded his thanks, and excused himself to the ladies.




Dafna guided him into the house and along the corridor to the bathroom.  She let him feel about the room, put a towel in his hands.




"What can I bring you from your luggage, Adam?  Shorts and a shirt, comb, what else…?"




"The clothes, please, with underwear.  My bath pack has everything else I need."




She returned shortly with the shorts, underwear and shirt, and the toiletry bag.




"Here they are, beside the shower, on this seat.  Is there anything else I can do for you?" she asked with a smile in her voice.




Adam said, "Unless you want to scrub my back… no, thanks," and he, too, was grinning.




"OK.  When you want to come to the kitchen, just call me," she said.  She turned and left, closing the door behind her.  Soon she could hear the sound of the shower running.




Going back into the garden, she helped her mother to her feet, and between herself and Mrs Bergman, brought her into the house.  By the time the old ladies had settled at the table, with another cool drink, Adam had found his way down the hall, following the voices.




It was a merry group for lunch that day.  They lingered at the table over the wine.  Mrs Zoreff couldn't have any alcohol because of her medication, but she enjoyed the conversation and companionship.  Adam had managed to eat his meal, mainly with the help of his fingers and Dafna's assistance.  They contemplated how much longer he would need this type of help.




Both Mrs Bergman and Dafna's mother were tiring and decided to go and rest.  Dafna helped her mother to her room and onto the bed.  There was a pleasant breeze coming through the window, which was a relief from the heat of the day.




She went back to Adam who was leaning his elbows on the table and resting his head on one fist.  He looked worn out.




"Adam, I think you should go and lie down as well.  You look desperately weary."




"I think you're right.  I am now starting to feel the exhaustion.  Do you mind if I lie down?"




"Not at all.  I expected it.  Come on, I'll help you back to your room.  Hold your hand out and run it along the wall.  Is there anything I can bring you?"




"No.  I'm fine, thanks.  That lunch was great."




Dafna could smell the aftershave on his face.  She watched him as he found his way to the bed and sat down.  He pulled off his shirt and laid it on the foot of the bed.  He lay back against the pillows.  Dafna sat beside him, her hand resting on his chest.  Her fingers played with the dark hair curling there.




"I'll call you in about four hours.  If you sleep much longer than that, you won't sleep tonight."




She leaned across him and kissed him on the cheek.  He turned his head slightly, so that the second kiss was on his lips.  He put one hand behind her head, holding her there.  She pressed against him, eyes closed.  When he released her, she was the one trembling.  And it wasn't exhaustion.




Slowly, she stood up and turned towards the door.  Looking back from the doorway, she saw his eyes had already closed.


























CHAPTER 9

The day arrived for Adam to go to the hospital.  Dafna took him to the admission desk, waiting while they processed Adam's details into the hospital system, and finally taking him to the appropriate floor where the sister-in-charge led him to his room.  He would be sharing with another man, also waiting for an eye operation.  They were introduced to each other, then the sister left, leaving Dafna to help Adam put away the few belongings he had brought to hospital.




There was nothing else to do but see him settled in, then Dafna needed to return to her mother.  They stood close together beside the bed, holding hands.  She knew he was feeling nervous and anxious about the whole procedure… as she was.  He would be examined by Dr Feldman later in the day and the operation was scheduled for the following day.




Dafna put her hands on his shoulders, stood on tiptoe and kissed him.  His arms came around her firmly, holding her to his chest.  She let her arms go up around his neck as he continued to kiss her, with feeling, bending over her.




A voice came from the next bed, "Fair go, mate, I'm only blind in one eye, you know!"




Laughing, Dafna stepped back from Adam and turned to see his neighbour, Jack, grinning at her.  She moved Adam to the chair beside the bed, holding his hand.  With another quick kiss on Adam's lips, and a murmured " 'Bye, gentlemen" she walked towards the door.




Before she left, Dafna said, "See you soon, Adam.  I'll be here when you wake up tomorrow.  Good luck.  And to you, too, Jack!"




Jack waved cheerily and was already turning to talk to Adam as she left.







For the remainder of the day, Dafna was busy tending to her mother's needs.  As the day cooled down she was able to take the older woman out into the garden for a stroll among the flowers.  Her mother made her way over to sit on the bench under the pergola, advising Dafna where some weeding would need to be done when it was convenient.  She watched as Dafna watered the gardens and lawns.  The petunias would need to be pulled up soon and replacement plants put in their place.




Dafna was absent-mindedly listening to her mother, thinking instead of Adam and how he must be feeling at that time.  Would he see again?  Would at least one eye have sight restored?  His family would be wondering and worrying, too.




"… and I thought that would look nice, Dafna.  What do you think?" her mother was saying.




"Pardon?  Sorry, Mum, what were you saying?" Dafna said, turning to her mother.




"I thought you were miles away!  I said I thought that roses would look nice planted along that border over there," she said pointing to the area near the verandah.  She went on, gently, "Don't worry about Adam, Dafna, he's in good hands.  He'll be OK."




"I hope so," Dafna replied.




Despite her mother's reassurances, Dafna was concerned for Adam.  Although she tried not to show it, her apprehension was apparent.




The evening dragged slowly for the women, despite a lively comedy and some documentaries on TV, which they both normally enjoyed.  Both were thinking of the possible outcome for Adam.  As Mrs Bergman was coming in to sit with her mother tomorrow, Dafna would be able to spend the entire day at the hospital with Adam when he woke up.  That is, when he regained consciousness.  His eyes wouldn't actually open.  They would be covered for some days.




The day of the operation arrived.  Dafna was out of bed early.  She breakfasted with her mother before they went out into the garden in the cool of the morning, to enjoy a change of temperature.  Mrs Zoreff was moving about on her own these days, slowly, but independently.  She walked slowly between the flower beds, leaning lightly on a cane.  She used the cane to point out to Dafna which plants needed to be removed.  She couldn't, as yet, manage a walking stick and a set of secateurs to cut some flowers, so Dafna accompanied her, cutting flowers for the house as directed by her mother.  Some were only good for the compost heap.  It filled in some time for Dafna, as well as giving her quality time with her mother.  Once Adam came home for his recuperation, her mother would have competition for her time and attention.




Tiring, her mother went to the pergola, to her favourite bench, to sit beneath the climbing rose bush with its pleasant perfume.  The garden was her chief delight and she wondered how she was going to maintain the beds full of her favourite flowers.  The roses alone would have to be fertilised, pruned, and kept insect-free throughout the year.  The lawns would need cutting and the edges trimmed.  The discarded cuttings thrown onto the compost heap.  Even the compost heap had to be turned, over and over.  She wondered if she would have the strength to do that anymore.  Then there were the seasonal plantings - the dahlia bulbs had to be lifted and stored during the dormant period prior to resetting; the daffodils - the same.  All the annuals… the continuous riot of colours that she'd always loved to see.  Oh, it was going to be too much.  Dafna wouldn't be here forever to help her, nor did she want her to be.  Dafna had her own life to lead, and it looked as though she was intending to lead her life with Adam, if all went to plan.




Dafna was also thinking along those lines.  She wondered what life would be like with Adam, where would they decide to live… Israel or Australia… what of her book shop… would he be sighted, or not…  There would be great changes ahead no matter what happened with Adam.  He may not have realised it yet, but he was her man!  Of that she was sure.




It was time to ring the hospital.  Adam's operation was still in progress.  He wasn't expected back in the ward until closer to 2 p.m. that afternoon.




She would be able to enjoy a quiet lunch with her mother, before driving to the hospital to be with Adam when he regained consciousness in the ward.  The pair of them ate their salad lunches, toasted Adam's health in orange juice and talked their mother-daughter chitchat, always keeping one eye on the clock.




Mrs Zoreff was happy to potter about with the indoor plants and read a bit for the afternoon, so she sent Dafna off on her way to see Adam.


























CHAPTER 10

The ward was quiet as neither of the men was in their beds.  They must still be in the recovery ward or theatre, Dafna thought.  She walked to the window.  The grassy and shaded courtyard, four floors below was so peaceful, that it would be good for Adam if he were able to go there in a day or so.




She was daydreaming about him when a noise behind her caused her to turn around.  The wardsman was wheeling a bed through the doorway, accompanied by a nurse.  The patient in the bed had a bandage-wrapped head, but which of the men it was, Dafna couldn't tell from the window.  The nurse shook her head at Dafna's raised eyebrows.




She said, "No, love, this one's not yours.  Mr Lavan will be about another hour, I think."




It was the longest hour Dafna could remember.  But, finally, Adam's bed was wheeled in.  Dafna waited while the nurse made sure he would be comfortable and then sat in the chair beside the bed, watching him for any sign of consciousness.  She didn't know how to tell if he was 'awake' as his eyes were covered.  Nevertheless, she patiently sat beside him, holding his hand gently.




Without knowing how long it took, Dafna realised that he had increased pressure on her hand, and must be aware of her presence beside him.




"Adam," she said softly, "can you hear me?"  He squeezed her hand.  "It's mid-afternoon, and I'll stay with you until they want me to leave."  She paused.  "Would you like a drink of water?"




"Yes, please.  Just a sip," he answered.




Dafna looked about and found the glass of water with a bent straw in it.  She put the straw to his lips and he sucked on it quietly a few times.  He pushed the straw out of his mouth with his tongue when he'd had enough.




"Thanks.  Have you been here long?" he asked groggily.




"No.  But don't try to talk.  Just rest now.  Sleep if you want."




He nodded carefully once.  His hand was once again in Dafna's as she gazed at his lower face below the dressing.  Still dark-tanned but with a post-operative pallor.  His cheeks seemed to have sunken in a little.  Perhaps it was her imagination.  He hadn't been eating large meals so maybe this was the result.




After a short time, Dafna could tell by his regular breathing that he was sleeping.  Her hand was cramping so she very gently extricated it from Adam's fingers, laying his hand on the sheet, and then covering it with her own.  She caressed the back of his hand with her fingers, softly moving them over his skin.  His other hand, the left one, was also lying on the sheet, and it was a different colour to his right hand, where the plaster had been removed from his arm.  She smiled to herself.  Those arms could belong to two different men if you couldn’t see the connection to the same body.




The meal trolley was rolling along the corridor outside, and the gentle clinking of crockery on the trays could be heard in the ward.  Dafna looked to Adam, but he hadn't given any indication that he was awake and ready to eat.  If he did eat, he would need help.  Even Jack, in the next bed, would need help, as no visitors came to sit by his bed.  There was no way of knowing if he had gone to sleep, or was just laying there quietly, waiting for someone to come.  Dafna wasn't going to be the one to disturb him if he was indeed asleep.




A nurse came into the ward, looked at both the men.  "Are they awake and waiting for a meal?" she asked Dafna.




"I don't know.  Adam seems to be still asleep and Jack hasn't spoken or moved while I've been here," she said.




The nurse went across to Jack's bed and began to check his blood pressure.  He stirred.  "That you, Penny?" he asked.




"Yes, it is, Mr Johnson.  How are you feeling?  Would you like a meal?  The girls are bringing them around now."




"Yeah, OK.  How will I find everything on the plate, then?"




"There'll be someone here to help you, Mr Johnson.  Won't be long."




Dafna spoke up.  "I can help you Jack, if you'll let me.  Adam is still sleeping at the moment.  Would you like that?"




The nurse seemed relieved to have the help.  She moved across to Adam and carefully took his blood pressure as well, recording the readings on the charts, before hurrying out to the next ward.




A very cheery lady delivered the dinner trays.  She breezed in and breezed out in seconds.  The 'meal' was mainly fluids to get the body working again after the anaesthesia.  It consisted of a bowl of vegetable soup, (which smelt wonderful to a hungry Dafna), a little orange juice packet, red jelly, and a small bread roll.




She moved across to Jack's bed, touching him lightly on the shoulder so that he knew she was with him, and put the serviette under his chin.  He was propped up in bed on the bank of pillows the nurse had arranged.




"What's for tea, then, love?" he asked.




"We're starting with the vegetable soup, Jack.  I'll hold the spoon to your lips and you do the rest.   OK?"




"Yep, OK.  Let's try it, then."




Between them they got through the soup and jelly, and then Dafna left Jack with the orange juice and the roll to manage on his own.  She went back to Adam who was now moving his head about listening to her talking with Jack.







"I'm here now, darling.  We'll do the same for you.  Soup first, and jelly, and then you can help yourself to the orange juice and a bread roll.  OK?"




He nodded.  "I think I'm hungry."




He hadn't missed the endearment and smiled.  He leaned forward to allow Dafna to rearrange his pillows.  She pushed him back against them when she'd finished.




"Comfortable?"




"Ken."




"Who's Ken?" asked Jack.




"Ken isn't a person.  It's a word meaning 'yes' in another language," Dafna told him with a laugh.




"What language?"




"Hebrew."




"Never heard of it.  What's wrong with the Queen's English?" he demanded gruffly.




Jack was like many older Australians who never did come to terms with the swarms of migrants coming to this land, with their own cultures and languages.  He expected them to be instant Aussies, with a perfect grasp of the English language, and woe betide any who dared to speak in their own tongues in his presence!




"Don't be such a grouch, Jack!" said Dafna.  "He'll speak English to you, don't you fret yourself."




Dafna went on helping Adam with his soup and jelly.  When he was ready to try the juice and bread roll, she guided his hand to the tray in front of him and left him to feed himself with these.  He sighed and leaned back into the pillows after putting the empty juice container back on the tray.  Dafna moved the rolling table away from him, so he could relax.




"Feeling better now, Adam?"




"Much.  I needed something like that.  You don't have to go just yet, do you?" he asked.




"No, not yet, but soon.  You need to rest again.  Mum sends her love and best wishes to you.  And Mrs Bergman.  I'll call your mother tonight when I get home.  She'll be anxious about you."




"Thank you."  He was getting drowsy again and Dafna knew it would not be long before he slept again.  Jack was already asleep.




Adam's hand was again in Dafna's.  She held it up to her lips and softly kissed his fingers.  She clasped his hand to her heart, sure that he would feel it beating inside her.  He pressed her hand with gentle pressure, which soon eased.




Before he finally went to sleep, Dafna stood and leaned over him, placing her hand on his chest.  He turned toward her and she touched her lips to his… once, twice, three times.




"Get well soon, darling," she murmured.




As she made her way to the door, she turned as she heard him mutter something… was it 'I love you'?  She wouldn't find out as he was already breathing deeply, in sleep.


























CHAPTER 11

Dafna phoned Adam's parents and relayed the news that he was back in the ward and OK, although she had no medical report to tell them.  The doctor would speak to Adam on his rounds in the morning and they would know more then.  Mrs Lavan thanked her for calling and said she would be the one to call the following evening, to save the cost of overseas charges to Dafna.




Her mother was also waiting to hear about Adam.  Dafna told her about Adam and Jack, both with eyes covered, both needing help with their food.




There wasn't much more to say, other than she would go back again the following day to visit.  Until then, she wouldn't know if the doctors were pleased with the work they had done and if there would be any problems.




It had been a long, nervous day for Dafna and she was feeling very weary.  She talked for a little while with her mother, before deciding she needed to go to bed.  Her mother intended to sit up a while longer, reading.  Dafna kissed her on the forehead and headed for a shower and bed.




She woke in the early hours of the morning, straining to hear what had woken her.  There it was again!  A strange pattering and scratching…  Possums on the roof.  The next few hours were spent with eyes closed, but mind working overtime, thinking about Adam, listening to the possums race about.  You could be forgiven for thinking they were running about in army boots, so much noise were they making!




Each time she was near Adam, she knew she wanted it to be that way always.  As far as she knew, Adam reciprocated those feelings, but nothing had really happened to cement an understanding.  Perhaps he had made a commitment yesterday when he mumbled something as she left him, but not having heard him clearly there was no way of being sure.  Maybe he was thinking of her only as a great friend, who was prepared to put herself out for him while he wasn't well, allowing him to recuperate in her house, share her meals, have her look after him.  It was just so uncertain; Dafna wriggled and turned in bed, unable to settle.  She would have to be the one to move this romance along, she thought.  Adam seemed to be a bit reserved, shy maybe.  Well, she'd fix that, and the sooner the better.




A tired, but happy Dafna set out for the hospital that day.  Over the next few weeks she intended to make certain that Adam knew exactly how she felt about him, and she was equally certain she would find out how he felt about her.  It was with determined step that she strode along the hospital corridor to Adam's ward.




He and Jack were sitting in their chairs, talking animatedly together, laughing a little at each other's jokes, when Dafna arrived at the room.  At first, they didn't know she was there and she was able to stand and listen to the jocular mood they were in, having fun.  Jack and Adam had a common love… fishing.  They must have been on the subject for a time, as they were already up to the 'mine was as big as this' stage, with arms outstretched to the length of an imaginary fish, even though neither could see the other's arms!  It was this that caused them to laugh.




Dafna decided it was time to join in the conversation.  Before she could speak, Adam stopped in mid-sentence, turning his head toward the door.  He held his head still, then said "Is that you, nurse?  You have a lovely perfume on today.  In fact, it's very much like… Dafna, is it you?" he said smiling.




"Yes, dear, I'm here.  I've been here for a little while, listening to you two trying to tell the best lies!"




Jack said, "G'day, miss.  How are you t'day?  He's been waiting for you all morning."




Adam stood up and moved forward to greet her.  She walked into his arms and gently, putting her arms around his waist, cuddled up to him.  Jack went back to his own bed, picked up a little radio and walked slowly, but steadily from the room, using his hand to feel along the walls and headed for the lounge area.




"You two can have the place to yourselves," he said as he passed through the doorway.  "I'll go and listen to music for a while."




"Thanks, Jack," Dafna and Adam said in unison.




Adam still had his arms around Dafna and held her for a long time.  Finally, he said, "I'm a bit scared, you know, of how my eyes will be when the dressings come off.  The doctor was here this morning, early, and seemed confident enough about the future, but he did warn me that there may be some blurring that will stay with me.  We won't know for some days after the 'unveiling'."




"Whatever happens, Adam, I feel sure you'll cope very well.  You're quiet, but I know you're strong.  How else would you have been brave enough to save me, when you could just as easily have run for your own life that day, knowing what you knew was about to happen!"




"I'm glad you're here with me," he said into her hair.




She tightened her grip on his waist, and, raising her head, was able to reach his lips with her own.  She clung to him.  He returned her kiss, more passionately than ever before and they swayed together until, overbalancing a bit, Adam leant against the bed for support.




"You make me giddy," he said smiling.




They talked, sitting close together on the edge of the bed, holding hands.  It would be some days before the dressings would be taken off and Adam would need to be protected from bright light for a time after that.  The doctor was flying out of Sydney to visit other capital cities, but a colleague would be watching Adam's progress until Dr Feldman returned in a month's time.  Adam would keep an appointment that had been made for him to see Dr Feldman a month from today.  At first, Dr Feldman thought Adam would visit him in Tel Aviv, but Adam had insisted on staying in Australia for the month, as it was important to him to see, really, physically see, Dafna.  He didn't want to leave without knowing what she looked like!  Later, when he returned to Israel, he would visit the doctor at his clinic for a check-up.




And so the days rolled by, with Dafna coming daily to the hospital, walking with Adam along the corridors and down to the shaded courtyard, where they could sit and talk privately.  Both looked forward to the day Adam would be discharged into her care.  It seemed a long way off.




A week after the operation, a decision was made to lift the dressings away and allow Adam a chance to open his eyes, in a darkened room, while they examined his eyes.  He was warned that he would probably see nothing yet.  This was just the first step on his way back to sight.




It was a nervous Adam who sat, fidgeting, while the nurse removed the dressing.  She murmured words of encouragement, then stepped back to make way for the doctor.




Adam tried to open his eyes and slowly his eyelids parted.  Everything was black.  Nothing.  The doctor said that this was expected and to be patient.  He shone a small light towards Adam's left side and his eyes turned towards it.




"I can see a light there, doctor," he said excitedly.  "It's not bright, but it's there!"




"Yes, that's excellent.  Let's try the other one," said the doctor.




Again, he shone a light towards Adam, this time to the right side.  And again, Adam smiled and said he could see it, too.




"Don't look at the light, Adam, keep looking straight ahead for me," the doctor said as he moved the light about, looking into Adam's eyes.




Adam remained quiet, sitting patiently to hear the result of this examination.




The doctor examined him for a further ten minute or so, then straightened up and asked the nurse to open the venetian blinds a little bit.  As the slats tilted to allow some light into the room, Adam was aware of a change in the lighting.  It was some minutes later that he became aware of blurred figures moving about the room.  He told the doctor that people were moving about and pointed to a person on his left.




The doctor was pleased with this, but wouldn't allow Adam to strain his eyes and requested that a covering be placed across his eyes to relieve them.  He explained that it was to protect the healing eyes and that each day Adam would be allowed to uncover them for longer and longer periods of time, until such time as the covering would be taken off permanently.  Probably another four or five days would be needed for this to happen.  It depended on how quickly the eyes healed.




When Dafna arrived that day to visit Adam, she found him sitting on the bed with a suppressed smile on his lips.




"Soon," he told her, "I'll be allowed home without covers on my eyes.  But I must not go out in bright sun without very dark glasses for another few months.  But I could see movement today, Dafna.  I knew how many people were in the room with me.  They were blurred, but they were there!" he finished excitedly.




That evening, when Dafna called his parents to give them the news of the day, they were all so excited and his mother cried, his sister was laughing happily, his father thanked the Almighty.  It had been a long, hard wait for them.  They asked when Adam would be travelling back to Israel.  Dafna couldn't answer their questions other than to say that Adam was intending to see the surgeon in a month's time, before travelling anywhere.  She explained that his vision was still very blurred and that he had to be careful not to strain it too soon.  He would call them as soon as he came home.  With that they had to be content.  His mother thanked her for calling again and they hung up.


























CHAPTER 12

Adam had been out of hospital for over a week.  He spent many hours sitting in the garden with Dafna and her mother.  It was still necessary to wear very dark glasses, and as an extra precaution he wore a wide-brimmed Akubra.  The hat was a present from Dafna to give him added protection from the sun.  Dafna's mother was enjoying the company, especially when Dafna had to go out shopping.  She was improving dramatically herself day by day.  Most of their lunches were eaten under the pergola, at an outdoor table that Dafna had moved from another area to make life easier for herself now that she was preparing three meals a day for three people.  Until the sun moved across the sky to shine into the pergola, it was their sanctuary from the heat of summer.  By late afternoon it was too hot there and they would adjourn inside the house to listen to music and talk some more, watch television.




Dafna had taken Adam to the local library for a selection of 'talking books', which were designed especially for the blind.  The stories were read by well-known actors and helped to fill in the time for Adam.  Dafna's mother also enjoyed sitting and listening to them.  In fact, it was a kind of bonding period for all of them.  In the evenings when the television programmes weren't inviting enough to tempt them, the talking books would be part of their entertainment.  They would discuss the story line at the end of each book and share their opinions of the plot.  This was a very pleasant way to fill in the hours and all benefited by the companionship it entailed.




As Adam's health improved, Dafna ventured out with him to the Opera House for a concert or two.  The imposing building, right beside the harbour, at Circular Quay, overlooked historic 'Pinchgut', the colloquial title given to Fort Denison, which guarded the harbour from an impending attack by the Russians prior to the turn of the 20th century.  She described the outstanding scenery to him before they went up the stairs into the concert hall.  Dafna also made a mental note to take Adam to Fort Denison at a later date.  The short trip from Circular Quay, by ferry, was a pleasant one, and the tour of the little island would interest him no end.  The guides made the visitors feel as though they were living through the 'old days'… from the traditional firing of the 'one o'clock gun', to the dim, dark powder room, to the tower holding the big cannons.




The symphony orchestra was an absolute delight for Adam.  He loved the very making of music and could distinguish the various instruments throughout the performances.  Often, he would lean forward in his seat to concentrate on a particular passage of music and to listen to the instruments playing it.  Some of the programme was familiar to him and he would tap his fingers on his leg in time with the beat.  At other times he simply sat back and allowed the music to flow over him.  His appreciation was evident from the smile on his face.  Dafna felt that more visits to the venue would help in his recovery.  It was as though he was 'living the music'.




During the trip home from these concerts, Dafna learnt of Adam's childhood - his love of music.  He had begun music lessons when he was eight years old.  After realising that Adam had an aptitude for music, his mother had insisted that he learn piano.  She had hoped he would be a child prodigy - another great Jewish musician of note, like Daniel Barenboim or Yehudi Menuhin.  This hadn't happened.  However, Adam had developed into a classical pianist worth listening to.  He was, at the same time, making a name for himself on the soccer field.  That is, until he finished high school.  The army then claimed him for the next three years of his life.  Along with all the other eighteen year old boys.  It was the practice of the army to have two intakes a year with the boys serving for three years, girls for two years.  Dafna knew that some of the girls could avoid military service if they applied for special leave to continue studies at a university, or if they married.  She had been one of the girls to apply for leave to study.

Army life hadn't left a lot of time for Adam to practise his piano technique.  In the Israel Defence Force, you trained all week, for weeks at a time.  Then, when leave was granted for a weekend, it was a mad scramble to get home, the best way possible.  That usually meant standing on the side of a road, hitching a ride.  There was never enough money paid to the recruits to cover travel costs.  Barely enough for cigarettes for those who smoked.  Fortunately, in Israel, many people were prepared to give a lift to these soldiers. 




Throughout this time, Adam told Dafna, he had maintained a reasonable standard of proficiency with his music.  But he always longed for more.  After the army service, during which time he'd seen his best friend killed in a skirmish on the northern border, he spent less and less time actually playing the piano and more time travelling about Europe.  He'd returned to Tel Aviv after about a year away to attend the university, where he again studied music for a further four years.  While studying, he earned a living by playing in hotels, at weddings and parties.  As an aid to earning extra money, he had become a part-time security guard.  It was a job arranged for him by a friend.  It was this friend who had been sick and couldn't go to work on the day of the bombing at the airport.  Adam had taken his place.  The rest Dafna knew.




She was pleased to learn more about him.  About his life.




With each passing day Adam was able to see a little better.  He could watch a movie and make out what was happening, but it tired his eyes.  He usually preferred to listen to music, or go for a walk with Dafna.  On their walks, they crossed the road from her mother's house and strolled through the park, where he could see some of the bird life pecking food from the grass, until their approach frightened the birds away.  




The walks were good for both of them, as it got them out of the house so that Adam could have some exercise.  It also meant time alone together.  They strolled arm in arm along the winding pathways, through the flowering trees and shrubs, with Dafna identifying some of the plants for him.




On one of these walks, after a short, sharp shower, Adam guided her around a puddle in the centre of the path, and Dafna spun around to look at him.  "Did you see that, Adam?" she asked.  "You are seeing better every day.  You just led me away from the puddle there."




"I did, didn't I!" he said.  "I'm sure things are getting clearer and clearer.  Yesterday I don’t think I would have done that.  It's usually you who guides me around such obstacles."




They were delighted with this little triumph of Adam's and stopped to hug each other.  Adam released Dafna and took her hand, walking on again.  "When do you have to return to the shop, Dafna?" he asked her.




Dafna thought a moment, and said, "Not for a while yet.  I've been keeping in touch with the girls and they seem to be coping quite OK without me.  I don't know why I bother to go to work some days, I don’t think I'm needed there.  The place runs like clockwork whether I'm there or not.  They have it down to a fine art by now.  Why do you ask?"




"Well, Dr Feldman will be back next week and I'm expecting a clearance from him that he won't need to see me, unless something untoward happens.  My family will be expecting me home after that.  But I don't particularly want to leave just yet.  Now that my sight is coming back I'd really like to see something of this country before I leave it.  And I wanted to see it with you.  What would you say to that?"




"You mean, go away together somewhere?"




"Yes, I don't want to leave you, Dafna.  Your face is coming clearer to me day by day, and I love what I'm seeing.  I love you, Dafna.  Stay with me a while longer, please."  His grip on her hand tightened as he tensed, waiting for her answer.




"Adam, I'd love to show you this country, and be with you.  I think you already know I love you, too.  I've loved you for almost as long as I've known you, which isn't very long, now that I think about it."




During this dialogue they had walked back to their starting point where the pathways joined the street again, but Adam now pulled her back behind the hedge growing along the park boundary, holding her tightly.




"Say it again.  Say you love me again, Dafna."  He bent over her, covering her lips with his own, not allowing her the chance to speak had she even wanted to.  They remained in a close embrace, totally lost in each other, kissing, until finally he lifted his head, and she could breathe again.




"Where would you like to start your exploration of Australia, Adam?" Dafna asked with a smile.  "In the city, or the country?"




"Definitely in the country.  One city is much like another, anyway."




"Well, you're wrong there, my dear," Dafna admonished him.  "Sydney is like no other city you've seen.  The harbour is just magnificent and you're not leaving Australia without having seen it!" she said.  "However, the glare off the water may be a bit strong for your eyes just yet, so we'll do the country part first.  By the time we come back, you should be better able to stand the light in the harbour."




They reached the house and walked inside, still laughing with delight at their new-found romantic status.  Dafna's mother was aware immediately of a change in them both.  Dafna was radiant, flushed and happy.  Adam was smiling happily, looking more confident than ever before.  She decided to say nothing, but to wait until they announced whatever was pleasing them so much.


























CHAPTER 13

The appointment with Dr Feldman went pretty much as Adam expected it would.  After a brief examination, Adam was pronounced well enough to go home if he chose to do so.  His sight would gradually return as the eyes healed and became accustomed to various degrees of lighting.




Adam told the doctor what he planned to do - travel with Dafna for a few more weeks before thinking about going home to Israel.  There was no objection from the doctor.  He'd done his part and Adam would see again, but only time would tell if there would be a slight blurring of vision on a permanent basis.  Wearing glasses would be an option to help, if this happened, he told Adam.




As Adam stood up to leave, he held out his hand to the doctor.  He took the doctor's hand in both of his, thanking him earnestly for his efforts in restoring his sight.  Dr Feldman was all smiles.  As far as he was concerned, Adam's case had been well timed, as he was able to incorporate Adam's medical problems into the lectures he had given around the country.  Both men clasped hands again and Adam turned to the door.  Dafna waited outside.




It was a happy couple who returned to the house that night.  Dafna planned a special dinner, which included wine and candlelight, for atmosphere, when they would tell her mother of the latest plans to travel around the country.




Adam sat with Mrs Zoreff while Dafna made herself busy in the kitchen.  They talked of the day's happenings.  The phone rang beside Dafna's mother and she picked it up, exchanged a greeting and listened a moment.  A look of consternation came over her face and she turned to Adam with the handset held out toward him.




"It's your father, Adam.  There's been an accident."




Hastily, Adam took the phone and spoke rapidly in Hebrew with his father.  They talked for about ten minutes before Adam slowly replaced the phone.




Dafna had come to the doorway, when the phone was handed to Adam.  She stood there, pale and silent, afraid of bad news, but knowing, from what she'd heard him say, that it wasn't good.  She and her mother waited for Adam to tell them what had happened.




"My sister, Susan, has been seriously injured in a car accident," he said, "on the road to Haifa.  A truck jack-knifed into the oncoming lanes, cars ran out of control trying to miss it and one hit Susan's car.  She has head and chest injuries.  My father wants me to be there with them.  I'll have to go."




"When?" was all Dafna could say.




"As soon as I can, darling.  I'm so sorry, but I must go back as quickly as I can."




She nodded.  Dafna's mother was already pushing herself up out of the chair and went into the kitchen.  She turned to Dafna and said, "Go and help Adam pack his things, dear, and I’ll prepare the meal as best I can.  At least, we still have to eat.  You talk to Adam and sort out the details of what has to happen.  I'll be in here if you want me."




Adam's face had dropped.  He looked so anxious, so worried, so sad, that Dafna hurried to him, putting her arms around him, holding him.




"Darling, I'm sorry about Susan.  Of course you have to go.  We'll get you on the first flight possible."




They walked to his room where Adam stood staring at the window, not able to think straight.  Dafna pulled him over to the chair and lightly pushed him into it, seeing that shock was taking its toll on him.  She lifted his suitcase from the wardrobe and dropped it onto the bed, unzipped the top, and turned towards the chest of drawers, which held some of his clothes.




As she folded the clothes and placed them in the suitcase, she couldn't help but think of what could have been.  They were to have gone away together, had time to learn more about each other.  She wanted to have had that time with Adam, when his sight became so clear that she would see the wonderment on his face as he saw the countryside stretched out before him.  The blue of the famous Blue Mountains, the grey-greens and browns of the western plains, the beautiful harbour around which Sydney had been built.




Looking at Adam, sitting in the chair, she knew she had three immediate choices.  She could leave her mother to manage on her own and go back with Adam; she could take her mother with her and go with Adam; she could stay with her mother and let Adam go back alone.




Her mind was racing with these possibilities but the answer was only too clear.  She would feel so guilty if she left her mother to manage alone just yet; her mother wouldn't be up to the long trip back to Israel and the rushing about to facilitate that happening.  The only decision she could make would be to stay in Sydney, continue to watch over her mother's ongoing recovery and let Adam go back on his own.  Later, she could either return to Israel to be with Adam, or he may even decide to come back to Australia after he had seen his sister and learned the full extent of her injuries and made sure that she would survive the crash.  From now on, it would all be played by ear.




Adam stood up and moved to the wardrobe.  He removed everything but a pair of slacks and a jacket and shirt, which he would keep out to wear on the plane.  He still hadn't spoken since coming into the bedroom.  He handed the rest of the clothes to Dafna and she placed them in the suitcase along with the other things.  The only other items not packed were his bathroom toiletries and they could stay until the morning.




Dafna hurried to the phone, before it became too late to call the travel agency she generally used. She was connected at last to a person who could answer her enquiry and set about the task of securing a place for Adam on the first available flight to Tel Aviv. 




The evening meal was a very subdued affair.  The candles weren't lit and Mrs Zoreff wasn't told of the original plans to travel.  Instead they spoke of the arrangements made to get Adam back to Tel Aviv, plus what information he had about his sister's awful crash.




Dafna's mother was aware that something important had been put on hold, that neither Dafna nor Adam felt like sharing that night.  She made a discreet exit to leave them alone with what time was left before Adam was to fly out of Sydney.




With Adam's arms around her and her head on his shoulder, Dafna sat cuddled close to him on the lounge chair.  They had long since bemoaned the fact that they wouldn't be going away together.  Now it was time to come to terms with the fact that Adam would go far away on his own and Dafna would look after her mother until such time as she felt she could manage the household by herself.




Adam was naturally concerned for the life of his sister, but was torn between the flight home and leaving Dafna.  He knew he had to go and she knew she had to stay.  It was that simple.




Dafna's heart was heavy.  She had a horrible feeling inside her that she would never see Adam again, just when everything between them was coming together so well.  As much as she tried to shake this dismal thought from her mind, it niggled away at her, never giving her peace.  She didn't want him to go, but neither could she expect him to stay.  That would be too selfish of her altogether.




They sat up until the early hours of the morning, their lips never very far apart, whether talking or not.  Dafna clung to him until she could see how exhausted he was by the events of the evening, and so they decided that some sleep would be needed before she took him to the airport to pick up his flight ticket.  He walked her to her bedroom door, kissed her longingly once more, then moved slowly along the corridor to his own room.  He fell on the bed, tormented by his mixed feelings, but fell into a fitful sleep almost at once.  




Dafna sat by her window, looking out into the night, tears of frustration rolling unchecked down her cheeks.  It was some hours before she fell asleep, only to be woken by the morning calls of the magpies in the gum trees outside her room.  They sounded happy at least.  She had been asleep less than two hours.




Adam and Dafna and her mother all met in the kitchen for an early breakfast.  Neither of the young people looked rested.  In fact, Dafna was pale-faced and dark under the eyes from lack of sleep.  Adam appeared to have not slept deeply or well.  He looked haggard and weary.




Mrs Zoreff couldn't talk them into eating.  They both had only coffee, strong and sweet, to sustain them on the trip to the airport.  Dafna kept looking at the kitchen clock as though her very life depended on knowing the time.




Adam carried his suitcase out to the car and loaded it into the boot.  His carry-on bag with toiletries, he put on the back seat of the car.  His face showed the marks of his nervousness and tension with a shaving cut down his cheek.  The blood had dried, but not been washed off properly.  When he returned to the house to say his goodbyes to Mrs Zoreff, she dampened a tissue at the kitchen tap and cleaned the dried blood from his face.  She held his face between her soft, wrinkled hands, in a gesture of regret that he was leaving them and smiled ruefully up at him.  After all, he could be her son-in-law if she read the signs correctly.




Sadly, he wrapped his arms around her small body and hugged her.  She kissed him on the cheek, then patted it.




"I'm sure everything will work out well, dear," she said to him.  "I certainly hope so, anyway.  Don't be a stranger, stay in touch with us.  We’ll be anxious to hear how Susan is, and how your recovery is progressing.  Safe trip."




"Thank you for all your kindness, Mrs Zoreff," Adam said, trying to smile.  "I hope to see you again soon."




Dafna had been standing by, watching and listening, tears not far from showing in her eyes.  She didn't know how she would stop them when Adam said goodbye to her, too.  Crying would only make it worse for him, she knew.




They didn't speak as they walked to the car.  Dafna backed out onto the street.  Adam waved to the old lady once before turning and looking straight ahead as Dafna accelerated away from the house.




At the airport, there were people everywhere, with early morning flights arriving, friends and relatives waiting for the arrivees, airport staff busily going about their business.  Dafna went straight to the check-in counter.  The only vacancy that had been available at short notice was on a flight via Johannesburg, with connections to Cairo and on to Tel Aviv.  There would be a few hours wait, but they were happy to have some more time together.  Adam checked in his luggage and carried only the small shoulder bag with him.  They headed for the coffee shop, where Adam ordered coffee and sandwiches, while Dafna found a table away from the main thoroughfare.  However, she had to walk to meet him and guide him back to it.  He placed the tray of food and drinks on the table, shakily.




They sat close together, holding hands, sipping the coffee and nibbling slowly at the sandwiches, neither one being very hungry.  Adam was trying to focus on her face, but it was still a bit fuzzy to him.  His frustration at being unable to get even this last clear look at her was tormenting him.  He didn't know when he would see her again.




Dafna, for her part, was gazing at his deep blue eyes, knowing that he was struggling to see her.  She leaned closer to him, resting her cheek against his.  He moved his face against hers, feeling the soft skin, aware of the perfume she was wearing.  He sighed his disappointment at being denied the sight of her face.




"What is it, dear?" she asked him, knowing full well that he was troubled by the turn of fate which was going to separate them yet again.




"You know I don't want to go, to leave you, don't you?"




"Yes. I know.  I don't want you to go either, but I know you must."




Adam asked, "When will I see you again, darling?"




"As soon as possible, I hope.  I will stay with Mum until I know she is going to be able to care for herself again.  Maybe another few weeks yet.  I'll need to speak with her doctor, too, to be sure when the time is right.  So, you just look after yourself and take care that you cover your eyes when you go outside."  She reached up and gently touched his eyelids with her fingers.  "I want you to be able to see me when I arrive," she whispered.  She was so close to tears that her voice was deserting her.




Too soon the announcement came for passengers boarding the South African flight to please make their way to the departure lounge.  Adam and Dafna stood up and moved towards the entrance to the departure area, lagging behind other passengers doing the same.  Some, like them, didn't want to hurry away from a loved one and lingered for a last word, a last kiss, a last touch, before disappearing through the doorway.  Adam held her so tightly that she felt he would crush her.  Her arms were around his neck.  They kissed long and passionately.




A voice beside them said, "Excuse me, Mr Lavan, I'm to take you to the boarding gate, sir.  Would you come with me please, sir?"  Dafna had forgotten that she had arranged for someone to guide Adam through the departure procedure and see him onto the plane.




Tears rolled unheeded down her cheeks as she took one last look at Adam.  He couldn't see the tears, but he heard her breath catch in her throat.  He kissed her once more, then turned quickly away to the man who was to take him to the plane.  He put his hand on the man's shoulder as an aid to keeping up with him.  They walked away.




Dafna couldn't hold in the sob that broke from her as she watched him go through the doorway.  She had half-raised her hand in a last wave, but he didn't turn to see it, couldn't have seen it anyway.




She stood staring at the doorway through her tears, then slowly turned toward the exit.  She had no idea when she would see him again.


























CHAPTER 14

After leaving the airport, Dafna drove home in a daze.  She arrived at the house with no memory of driving there.  She thought, 'that's the second time I've driven somewhere like that without realising how I did it'.




The rest of the day passed in a misery of such a sense of loss that she didn't think the day would ever end.  Her mother was sympathetic but unable to lighten her mood.  It was with relief that she went to her room after dinner and fell on the bed, hoping for sleep.




A new day dawned, bright and sunny, and Dafna decided to work through the warmth of the day to give herself something to do.  Her mother had jobs lined up in the garden.  The guttering was overflowing with leaves, which she still hadn't cleared.  It would be a good place to start, before the roof became too hot to touch.  The ladder was in the garage and she half dragged, half carried it to where there was still some shade to set it up against the guttering.




She worked steadily throughout the morning, clearing the guttering, sweeping up the leaves that she'd thrown down, cleaned the outside of the windows, even mowing the lawns at the back of the house.  Her mother brought frequent glasses of cold orange juice or water to sustain her efforts.  They sat a while under the rambling rose bush under the pergola, while Dafna rested for a lunch break.  Afterwards, she intended to do some of the other garden tasks, which her mother would like done.  The garden edges needed trimming, the sprawling allamanda needed cutting back along the fence.  The wisteria, which hung from the front verandah, was draped along the ground and would have to be trimmed back.  It was a full day, and went by fairly quickly once all the jobs had been completed.




The following day was filled with taking her mother to the doctor for a check-up on her progress, followed by a short trip to the shopping centre to give her mother an outing, then a movie that they'd both said they would like to see.




Dafna was half expecting a call from Adam to say he'd arrived OK and had seen his sister in the hospital, but there was no call.  She considered making a call to him instead, but thought that perhaps he was still busy seeing the family, going to the hospital, as well as getting over jetlag etc.  She decided to leave it another day.  If he hadn't called by then, she would ring him at his parents' place.




She fell into bed, weary from the past few days of hectic activity and emotional strain.




Early the following morning, the phone rang.  Dafna was so deeply asleep that she didn't hear it.  Her mother was awake and answered the call.  It was from Israel.  Not from Adam, but from his father.  She listened to his news with one hand over her heart.  The flight carrying Adam between Johannesburg and Cairo had been hijacked.  The plane had come down somewhere on a desert runway.  At this time, little information was available other than the hijackers were demanding the release of colleagues in a Cairo gaol, in return for the passengers who were now hostages.  As far as was known, no deaths had occurred, but the hijackers had threatened to start killing passengers from midnight onwards if no progress was made with their demands.




Adam's father was frantic with worry.  He knew that Dafna would want to know what was happening.  He was concerned that the plane's engines would have stopped running, which meant no air conditioning on board.  In the desert heat, it would be unbearable and unsanitary before too long, and it had already been some days since he'd left Sydney.  His son was almost totally blind still, and would not be able to defend himself if a situation arose where that became necessary.




Mrs Zoreff finally put down the phone with a shaking hand, turned and walked to Dafna's room.  The door was ajar and she went into the bedroom.  Dafna was still asleep, lying with one arm over her eyes, the other one hanging out over the edge of the bed.  She looked drained.  Gently, her mother shook her shoulder, calling her name.




With an effort, Dafna opened her eyes, focused on her mother's face and smiled up at her.




"Boker tov, Ima," she said.




"Good morning to you, dear," her mother said.  She hesitated, not knowing how to go on.  "Dafna wake up properly.  There's been a call from Israel.  It's awful news from Adam's father."




Instantly, Dafna was wide awake.  Surely, Susan hadn't succumbed to her injuries?  She took notice of the expression on her mother's face.  It was tragic.




"What's happened?  Is it Susan?  Oh, no.  She didn't die, did she?"




Her mother shook her head.  She didn't know how to tell Dafna about Adam.  There was no easy way.




"Darling, it isn't Susan.  Something has happened to Adam.  There's been a hijacking between Johannesburg and Cairo."




"NO!" Dafna screamed.  Her face seemed to drain of its blood supply.  Her mother sat on the bed beside her and held her hands.  She went on to explain what Adam's father knew of the events over there, finally drawing Dafna into her arms to try to quell the violent trembling which shook her body.




For long moments, Dafna was unable to speak.  Her mind was racing with a thousand thoughts, but none of them would stop still long enough to be put together coherently to ask any questions.




Why, of why, did she let Adam go alone?  How could he look after himself in a situation like that?  Did the plane make a crash landing?  Were any of the passengers hurt?  Was Adam still alive?  When would the hijackers release the passengers?  Would the hijackers release the passengers at all?




"Stay here, dear.  I'll get you a drink," her mother said.  She stood up and went into the kitchen, where she kept a bottle of brandy - for medicinal purposes - and decided both of them needed a slug after this news.  She poured two hefty doses of the 'medicine' and carried the glasses back into Dafna's room.  Dafna hadn't moved.




Mrs Zoreff held out a glass to her daughter, saying, "Drink this slowly, dear, it will help a little."




While Dafna sipped on her brandy, her mother sat beside her again, swallowing her own drink.  The news had really floored Dafna, she knew.  Her daughter's movements were almost zombie-like.  But at least there was a flush of pink coming back into her cheeks, she noticed.




The brandy finally hit the spot and Dafna's expression changed as she started thinking more clearly.




"Mum, what are we able to do?  Poor Adam, how will he cope?  What about his parents?" she cried.  "They must be nearly out of their minds, what with Susan and now, Adam."




"I don't think there is anything that we can do.  Except pray that it will end peacefully and everyone is allowed to continue on home," her mother said.  Secretly, she was more worried than she showed.  How much water was on board the plane?  Would the passengers be allowed to drink it, or would the hijackers claim it all?  Was the crew of the plane still alive?  Would there be a doctor on board?




Dafna recovered her senses enough to go to the loungeroom and turn on the television set, noting that it was almost time for the news hour.  The hijacking was already known about, the channel reporting… 




Another hijacking has occurred south of Cairo, involving an, as yet, unknown number of terrorists.  A South African Airlines 747 was taken over by extremists demanding the release of ten of their men from a Cairo prison.




At the time of going to air, there have been no reports of casualties.  It is not known what types of weapons are being used in the hijacking.




The pilot has advised he was forced to land the aircraft on a desert strip but no location has been divulged.




Mediators are trying to keep in touch with the leader of the armed band, trying to keep communication lines open with them, in a bid to solve the crisis peacefully.




The next news bulletin will be broadcast in one hour from now.




It was with a feeling of total helplessness that Dafna sat in the comfortable lounge chair opposite the television set, staring at the screen, willing the voice to say it was all over and everyone was safe.




A later announcement gave the news that seventy-five of the passengers on that hijacked aircraft were citizens of Israel - mostly Jewish, some Christian.  The reporter went on to detail past hijackings where Jewish people were involved as hostages, and the results of the efforts to free them.  It wasn't all good news.  The morning newspaper showed the news on the third page.




FLIGHT HIJACKED OVER DESERT




Reports are flooding in from Cairo, following the hijacking of a South African Airlines flight en route from Johannesburg to Cairo.




Unknown terrorists have taken over the flight and demanded the release of certain prisoners from the gaol in Cairo, or the passengers will be killed, one by one, from midnight tonight.




An airline spokesman has confirmed that of the two hundred and thirty people on board the flight, seventy-five of them are Israeli citizens.




The Israeli government has reacted swiftly, demanding the release of all passengers…










Dafna read no further.  The newspaper slid to the floor.


























CHAPTER 15

On board the flight, Adam was asleep when the hijackers made their move.  As one man went quickly to the flight deck, others positioned themselves along the aisles of the plane.




The captain was swiftly told what the new situation was all about, by the wild-eyed man, wearing a turban, who stood behind him with a hand grenade in one hand and a knife in the other.  He was forced to make an announcement over the loudspeaker.




"Ladies and gentlemen, could I have your attention please.  This flight has been taken over by the Brothers of Muslim Leadership.  Please remain in your seats.  Please remain calm.  We are landing at a landing strip, which is only half an hour away.  They will tell us what they want us to do.  Stay calm.  Stay in your seats."




Out in the centre of the aircraft, near the kitchen area, one of the female flight attendants was dragged into view of the passengers, some of whom screamed in panic.  The poor woman was clearly terrified, but didn’t struggle with her captor.




He held a large knife across her throat and slowly drew it sideways.  Blood seeped, then suddenly spurted, from the cut, as passengers again screamed and moaned in fright.




The man shouted "You see what will happen if you disobey our commands!"  He let the attendant drop to the floor.




Adam, by this time, was wide awake but unable to see what was going on.  He was stunned by the uproar of screams and shouts around him.  Through all the noise, he asked the man next to him to tell him what had happened.  All he heard over the shouts and screams was 'hijackers' and 'cut the stewardess's throat'.




He was horrified, but quick-thinking.  The necklace he wore around his neck, with the Star of David hanging from it, was swiftly pulled off and dropped into his pocket.  He didn't know if anyone had seen him do it, but he guessed they were all too busy with their own horrors to be watching him.  There wasn't anything he could do but sit and wait to see what eventuated.  Thank God, Dafna hadn't come with him!  As an extra precaution he pulled his Israeli passport from his pocket and shoved it down the back of his seat.




Dafna sat glued to the TV, watching every news item, hoping for some quick resolution of the hostage crisis.




She called Adam's father in the evening in the hope that there was good news that she hadn't yet seen.  But it didn't work out that way.




The authorities had maintained communications with the aircraft and were stalling for time, not wanting to release any prisoners in return for hostages, hoping for a different ending.




Then, on the second day, from a camera installed in a circling helicopter, came the view of a woman's body being dropped from the aircraft to the sandy strip beneath the plane.  Dafna froze.  They were killing passengers.  The body looked pathetic and tragic - so small under the vehicle which held so many more to ransom.  The commentator's voice rose almost an octave in shock.  The whole world would be holding it's breath, waiting for something to change the course of, what could be, a case of mass murder.




Dafna was living from hour to hour, barely eating, goggle-eyed from watching the screen for so long.  Her mother put pieces of fruit in her hand from time to time, hoping she would at least eat that.  Some of it she ate, others she dropped.




The latest communiqué from the aircraft advised that another passenger would be killed in six hours' time if the authorities didn't release the men in the Cairo gaol.




Dafna was beside herself with worry.  God, don't let it be Adam.  He's suffered enough already.




She was only human.  Sooner or later she would have to fall asleep.  It finally happened on the third day.  Her mother covered her with a blanket and left her to sleep on the lounge chair, which had almost become her home since the hijacking.




It was during this time, that she missed the news she had been dreading.  Seeing Adam on the television, on his own.




Back on board the ill-fated flight, the captors were becoming increasingly violent in their frustration.  Adam could hear the thuds as passengers were beaten and kicked.




Conditions on board were unbelievably bad.  The water was rationed and had almost run out.  The engines had stopped long ago and the air inside the aircraft was fetid and thick.  Most people were sitting with handkerchiefs over their faces.  The toilets had given up working.  Food had just about run out.  Several people needed medical attention.  There was, by chance, a doctor on board, but he could do little without medication for some of his patients.  There was a limited amount on board and not necessarily the type that was required.




During the late afternoon, Adam was dragged from his seat and propelled, with kicks and punches, down the aisle towards the exit door.  Someone called out "Leave him alone, he's blind."  He heard the sound of flesh hitting hard against flesh, followed by a cry of pain.  No one else made a sound.




The hijacker was almost hysterical in his outrage that his demands hadn't been met.  He was going to make an example of Adam.  He poked Adam in the back with the muzzle of a gun, pushing him forward.




Adam heard the door being opened.  He knew his time had come.  The air coming through the doorway was a relief, albeit still pretty warm, but fresher than what they'd all been breathing for a few days.




Being blind, he was easy prey.  The man behind him was too complacent.  Adam rounded on him, knowing approximately where he was standing.  He surprised the criminal, grabbing him by the throat and whipping him out through the doorway.  The man's scream stopped suddenly with a thud as he hit the ground.  Adam was attacked by a second man, who smashed the butt of a gun against his head.  He, too, fell through the doorway, landing metres below.  He landed, unconscious, on the man he had thrown out of the plane.




The two bodies, which fell from the plane, were shown clearly on television from the camera in the helicopter.  Obviously, the captors were using the appearance of the helicopter to televise their violence in an attempt to get what they wanted.  They orchestrated their terror to coincide with world viewing.




Using a telephoto lens, the cameraman was able to project a clear picture of an unknown man flung from the aircraft, followed shortly after by another.  The second man landed on his back, on top of the first man, so his face could be seen.  It was Adam.




In Israel, Adam was identified.  There had been no movement from either of the men on the ground and it was presumed that they were dead.




Adam's father, although grieving, made the call to Sydney, to Dafna.


























CHAPTER 16

Dafna had been sedated by the doctor, whom her mother had called.




After hearing the news of Adam, Dafna had quietly fainted.  Her mother revived her with a damp cloth, then called for the doctor to come to tend to her.  Explaining what had happened, Mrs Zoreff also felt weak at the knees.  Her doctor thought he would have two patients on his hands, but the older woman took control of herself.  They helped Dafna to her bed where she slept in drugged unconsciousness for twelve hours.




It was because of this that Dafna missed the second piece of news from Israel.  During the night, after seeing Adam's body hit the ground, the authorities planned a rescue mission by Israeli commandos.




In their usual immaculate style, the mission was carried out at night, swiftly and successfully.  They had travelled to within three kilometres of the grounded aircraft by vehicle, then on foot to within fifty metres.  As there were no lights about, the hijackers had no idea that anyone hostile was anywhere near them.  Some of them had left the plane to walk about outside in the cool of the night.  They were taking turns to get away from the smell on board.  The three guards on the ground were easily sighted in the night scopes of the Israeli snipers who held them.  Quietly, without arousing any suspicions from the remaining guards on the plane, the commandos wriggled up close enough to shoot the guards with silenced rifles.  The makeshift ladder, which leaned up against the plane, was all that was needed to allow the soldiers access to the plane's interior.




The rest was history.  The commandos had sneaked into the plane in darkness and surprised the three other hijackers on board.  Two of them had gone to sleep and didn't know what hit them.  The third was easily taken out in the surprise attack.  Two passengers were slightly wounded in the melee.




The soldiers radioed for support teams, who came in helicopters supplied with fresh water, some food and blankets.




The bodies under the aircraft were picked up - a woman and two men - and placed on stretchers in a separate helicopter.  One of the male 'bodies' groaned, surprising a young medic in the team.




"This one's alive!" he shouted.




With all the hijackers dead, the rescuers were free to call in another aircraft to which the passengers could be transferred to take them on to Cairo.  The dead and injured crew and passengers were flown immediately to hospital in Israel.  Adam was among them.




The other survivors of the shoot-out identified him as a victim, not a hijacker.  They told the authorities of Adam's brave action against the hijacker who was going to kill him and of the subsequent attack on him by another, which led to him falling out of the plane.  They had all thought him dead.




One of the nursing staff at the hospital recognised Adam, from when he had been hospitalised after the airport bombing attack.  His parents were advised immediately that their son was alive.  The media was notified that the 'Hero of Ben Gurion' was a survivor, again.




Dafna missed the headline story when it was broadcast world-wide.  She already believed him to be dead, so stopped watching any television when she woke from her long sleep.  She lay in her bed, grieving.




It was Mrs Bergman, the neighbour and friend, who saw the story first and came to the house to tell her friend, Mrs Zoreff, that Adam had been found alive, miraculously, although injured.




They rushed (as fast as their old legs would carry them) to Dafna's room to tell her the news.




"Dafna, darling.  He's alive.  Your Adam is alive.  They found him."  They were both talking at once and she couldn’t understand at first.




"Adam is alive?  He's alive?  Really?" she looked at them dumbfounded.




"Yes.  He survived.  Not only that, but he is a hero.  He killed one of the terrorists who tried to kill him!" said old Mrs Bergman, with a smug look.  She felt proud to know such a brave man.  As though she had known all along that he was beyond death.




Dafna stared at them with her mouth open.  No more words came out.




"Your Adam is tough," Mrs Bergman said.  "Blind, but tough."




"Sweetheart," her mother said to her, shaking her out of her stupor.  "It's true, he is alive.  When they threw him from the plane he landed on the man he'd already thrown out!  He didn't die, but he has head injuries where someone else hit him.  He's in hospital in Tel Aviv… again."




Dafna held her face in her hands, laughing and crying at the same time.  Adam was alive.




The old ladies were reading her mind.  Mrs Bergman looked at her friend, then turned to Dafna saying, "If you would like to go to Israel to be with your man, I will happily stay and look after your mother.  What do you both say to that?"




Dafna looked at her mother, who nodded in agreement.  "Of course, dear, I'm fine.  I can manage quite well and with Mrs Bergman's help I will be OK here.  Everything will be done for me.  The 'Meals' people will come.  Dr Robinson has already said he would have the Blue Nurses call in.  You go to Adam.  I think that after all he has been through, he will be glad to see you.  Perhaps you should ring his parents and ask if you could be with them for a little while, in Tel Aviv, before you go to your own apartment."




They were acting like fairy godmothers, grinning at each other, holding hands in their excitement at sharing in this romance with its happy ending.  It was an adventure, after all, no longer a tragedy.  They were thrilled with their little part in it.  Mrs Zoreff most of all.




Her daughter was speechless with happiness but nodded that she understood.  In a daze, she got off the bed and went into the bathroom to shower and wake herself up, in case it was a dream.  Under the stream of water, which mingled with the tears that flowed from her eyes, she was only just starting to believe it.  Adam was alive.


























CHAPTER 17

 Adam heard his mother's soft voice calling him.  "Adam.  Adam, my darling.  It's Ima.  We are here with you.  Your father and I are here with you."




He looked about but it was pitch black and he could see nothing and no one.  There was a bandage around his head - again - but the back of his head hurt, not his eyes.  Then he became aware that he had blinked his eyes.  That meant his eyes were open, but unseeing.  He was blind again.  Really blind, this time.




His expression showed his thoughts and his father gripped his hand hard.  "My son, you have been hurt.  Do you remember where you got hurt?"




Adam said "Ken, Aba."




"On the plane, yes?" said his father.




"Yes," Adam replied.  He remembered throwing a man from the plane but nothing more.  However, he realised that the hijackers would have attacked him after he did that.  "What happened after I fought with that man?"




His father related the story, as they'd heard it from other survivors.  The newspapers had been full of the story, with a photo of Adam, unconscious on a stretcher.  Television cameras recorded the injured people being brought to hospital from the helicopters, all the time keeping the faces of the soldiers who'd rescued them from view, to preserve their security and anonymity.  The whole country was buzzing with the news of the rescue.




The back of Adam's head had been shaved to enable the medical staff to attend to his wound.  Once more, he had been given stitches to a head wound and the legacy was a splitting headache, which was even now increasing in strength as the painkilling drugs wore off.  He felt ill.  Turning his head to the side, gingerly, he hoped to relieve the discomfort at the back of his head.  This proved fruitless, until finally a nurse appeared beside him.  She adjusted the drip attached to his arm.  When he complained of the pain in his head she pumped a further dose of morphine into his vein.  Then she guided his hand to the pump, all the time soothing him with her soft, but firm voice.  She explained how to use the pump so that he could do it himself, when the need arose.




It was another two days before Adam started taking notice of his surroundings.  He had fallen in and out of sleep, occasionally being aware of sounds and smells, which he knew were associated with a hospital.  He had been sedated so that he would lie as still as possible.  The nursing staff had been made aware of his past medical history, still fairly recent, and were very careful about restricting his head movements.  His sight, or lack of it, was another matter.  The blow to the head was blamed as being the direct cause of his total blindness, although the fall from the aircraft to the ground wouldn't have helped.  They were adopting a 'wait and see' attitude.  Dr Feldman wouldn't be back in Israel for another six to eight weeks.  It was hoped that his sight would return spontaneously, blurred though it had been prior to the hijacking.




Dafna was kept up to date with Adam's progress via telephone.  His parents gave her a progress report on him and their daughter, Susan.  With both children in hospital it was a traumatic time for them.  Fortunately, at least they were in the same hospital, by arrangement, so that visiting could be combined.  Susan's injuries included multiple fractures and lacerations and she would remain in hospital for some time.  Adam had severe concussion and a nasty laceration to the back of his head.  No fractures were located, although he had extensive bruising to various parts of his body after the fall.  His major concern was his lack of any sight at all.  It had been improving before the hijacking.




For Dafna, whose heart was being pulled in two different directions, the agony of decision-making occupied her mind.  Should she go?  Should she stay?  Her mother had given her blessing to go, but even so Dafna knew she would feel guilty at leaving her behind.  Many sleepless hours over the few days and nights since the hijacking were taking their toll.  She was so tired and worried that she was almost incapable of making any decision at all.




Apart from any other consideration, the cost of flying backwards and forwards between Israel and Australia was taxing her finances severely.  The next flight would have to be the last one for a while if she wanted to have some savings left in her account.




She decided to wait another week, maximum, to gauge her mother's state of recovery before committing herself to a decision.  It would be a long, long week, she knew.




The previous day she'd had an email from Yael and Ilana, stating that all was well with the book shop and not to hurry back on their account.  They were managing quite nicely in her absence, with sales continuing at a steady pace.




To occupy herself, she took her mother shopping for curtain materials, with a view to making new curtains for the bedrooms.  Mrs Bergman accompanied them, for the company, and all enjoyed the outing.  They stretched out the day with lunch at a local restaurant, before arriving home a little tired from their exertions.




The following day was a sewing day.  Dafna did the sewing while the old ladies did the advising, contradicting each other and arguing over styles and lengths.  But it filled in the day, one way or the other.  Dafna sat back and waited for them to decide final measurements and then set about finishing the curtains under their watchful eyes.  By evening, the curtains were hung in two of the rooms.  Had she been left alone she would have had them done in half the time, but filling in time was more of a priority than haste.




By the end of the week, which she had allotted to herself for decision-making, Dafna was no closer to a firm idea of what she should do than she'd been previously.  But she leaned towards going to Adam.  She'd been told, of course, that his sight had gone completely following the attack on him.




She advised her mother that she would fly to Israel to be with Adam at the first opportunity.  Her mother had known all along that she would go and smiled her acceptance.  Putting her arms around Dafna, she hugged her and kissed her cheek.




"Of course you must go.  Didn't I tell you that in the first place?"




"Oh, Mum, you are so good for me and to me," said Dafna.  "But are you certain that you will be OK?  It will be hard to come back… "




"Don’t worry about a thing, dear.  I've got Mrs Bergman watching over me and I really do feel a lot better now.  Whatever happens, you must be with Adam now.  That poor man has been through more than his fair share of pain."




Dafna flew into Ben Gurion airport several days later, nervous about being in the airport building again, anxious to be with Adam, impatient to be in Tel Aviv where he was now at home with his parents.  As soon as they knew she was coming to Israel they had immediately told her that she must stay with them for a few weeks.  Adam's father would be at the terminal to meet her.




As she came through the Arrivals gate, she scanned the crowd in front of her for a familiar face.  Mr Lavan spotted her first and hurried forward to greet her, kissing her on the cheek and took her suitcase from her hand.  Taking her by the arm, he pulled the case along behind him, telling her straight away of Adam's progress.  He was recovering well from the head wound, his bruising had all but faded, but his sight was the concern of all the family.




Dafna asked, "Is there no sense of light at all?"




"Nothing," he replied.  "We'll take him to Dr Feldman as soon as he returns to Israel.  It is our hope that something can be done to restore him to his previous level of sight, which was poor admittedly, but better than no sight at all."




"I still can't believe it all happened.  You had both your children in hospital together - you must have nearly gone out of your minds!"




"Well, it wasn't an easy time for us, but the children are more important to us than our own situation.  We managed and are still managing OK.  It will be better now that you are here, especially for Adam.  I think he will lift himself out of his depression now that you are with him."




They drove home in silence, both pondering the events of past weeks.




When Dafna entered the living room where Adam was sitting, she could tell that he was still troubled with pain.  His face was lined and he was dark under the eyes.  His mother came to meet Dafna and threw her arms around her, holding her, rocking her.  They exchanged greetings while Adam pushed himself up out of the chair and came towards her.




He stood with his arms out, waiting for her.  Swiftly, she moved from his mother to him, wrapping herself up in his arms, his cheek against her hair.  They stayed locked in this embrace for a long time.  His parents discreetly excused themselves and went into the kitchen to prepare a tray of coffee and sandwiches.




Lifting her head to him, she reached his lips with hers, kissing him as deeply as he kissed her.  When she drew back from him a little, she could see tears running from his eyes.  Her eyes filled with tears, too, at his distress.




"Don't cry, darling.  Don't cry."  She wiped his tears away gently with her fingertips.  Whispering, she said, "I love you, Adam.  I was so frightened when I heard what happened.  I thought I would never see you again.  Finding out you were alive was so wonderful… I can't describe how I felt."




"But how can you still want me, like this?" he asked.  "I don’t know if I will ever see again.  I might be like this for the rest of my life.  Dafna, can you imagine… "




She put her fingers against his mouth, stopping him saying any more.




"Adam, whether you know it or not, whether you want it or not, you are my man.  I can't imagine life without you.  I will be with you, wherever you go, whatever you do, whenever you do it.  Understand me, darling.  I will be with you.  I will be beside you.  If you never see again, and I hope for your sake that isn't so, I will be your eyes."




This whole concept was foreign to Adam.  A woman prepared to spend her life with an invalid…




Adam, still holding her, put his forehead down onto hers, eyes closed, unable to believe that someone like Dafna would still be interested in him.  He was overwhelmed with feelings, not the least of which was relief.  Until this very moment there had still been a doubt inside him that Dafna would come to him.  To him it was a miracle that she still wanted him.




His mother came into the room then to take Dafna to the bedroom that she would be using.  It was Susan's room.  She wouldn't be home for some weeks yet, so Dafna was free to use it in her absence.  Meantime, Adam's father patted his son on the shoulder, roughly hugged him and wiped the last tears from his cheeks with a handkerchief.




"She is a good woman, your Dafna, son," he said.




"I know that.  I still can't believe she's here.  But I'm so grateful that she is.  It makes everything all right now."




Dinner that night was a joyful occasion.  Dafna sat next to Adam, helping him with the food.  After the meal, she sat with one hand resting on his thigh, his hand covering hers.  The tension in his body was gradually easing away as he relaxed beside her.




He told her of the dreadful sounds during the hijacking.  People being hit and kicked, screams and thuds.  Of not being able to see what was happening, what was coming.  Of the rage at being singled out for death, knowing they were going to kill him and throw him from the aircraft as an example.  Of his quick struggle with the hijacker sent to kill him… the blow to his head that sent him tumbling to the ground, unconscious, presumed dead. 




His father picked up the rest of the story, as related by other survivors.  Adam was a hero again.  The only person on board to resist the madmen, was a blind man.  The whole country was enthralled with the news of his bravery.




Dafna gripped Adam's hand tightly throughout the story-telling, her emotions barely under control.  Her eyes shone with unshed tears and she gulped several times, trying not to sob.  Slowly, she reached up to touch the back of Adam's head where the hair was growing back, short and prickly.  She could feel the ridge of scar tissue; see the raw slash across his head.  Horrible!  She shuddered.




"Do you still have pain, dear?" she asked him.




"Sometimes.  It's sharp for a while, then goes away again.  When that happens, I just have to lie down for a while.  I have medication to help."




A short time later, Dafna looked so weary that Adam's mother suggested she should rest after her journey.  Adam, too, was exhausted from the emotional tension.  The young couple was persuaded to call it a night, as they would feel more refreshed in the morning.   Before they went to their respective rooms, Adam pulled Dafna back into his arms.  They stood in the hallway, holding each other close, murmuring soft words to one another.




Finally, Adam moved his lips down across her eyes, her nose, her cheeks, resting firmly, passionately on her full lips.  Her lips parted under his, just as she felt his body react to her nearness.  He was shaking when he at last released her.  She smiled knowingly up at him.




"Adam, I think you should go to bed, now," she laughed softly, delighted.




"Come with me," he said with a grin.




At this, Dafna laughed aloud.  "Behave!  Whatever would your parents think?" she asked playfully.




They went their separate ways, both to fall asleep within a short time, from sheer exhaustion.


























CHAPTER 18

When Dafna woke the following morning, she was startled to find Adam sound asleep in an armchair beside her bed.  He was sprawled out, long legs stretched in front of him, head lolling to one side, arms hanging over the sides of the chair.  He was snoring gently.




She wondered how long he had been there.  If it had been for some time he was going to feel a different pain when he awoke, because of the angle of his head.  She sat up and quietly pulled the covers back, revealing a lace-topped nightie, slid off the bed and stood in front of him.  She straddled his legs and gently, carefully, placed her hands on either side of his head and ever so slowly started to move his head back into an upright position.




He stirred and opened his eyes, to grimace immediately from the sharp pain in his neck.




"Stay still.  I'll help you," she said.




He frowned in discomfort as his head was eased back off his shoulder.  A small groan came from his mouth.




"What on earth are you doing in here, Adam?  How can I explain this to your mother?" she said in a soft whisper.




"I just wanted to be near you, to hear you," he said, equally as softly.  "I've been listening to your breathing.  You sounded so relaxed.  I didn't mean to fall asleep."




Gently, Dafna massaged the side of his neck, to bring some feeling back into it.  Gradually, he pulled himself to a more comfortable position, before finally standing up.  Her hands were still beside his face, and when Adam pulled her into his embrace he could feel the outline of her body beneath the thin, soft nightie.  She felt so warm, like a little puppy just woken up.




"Dafna, I… "




"Adam, don't even think about it.  Not here.  I couldn't… It wouldn't be right somehow.  The time and place will come one day soon I hope, but until then, please wait.




He nodded in acquiescence, reluctantly releasing her body from his grasp, which was growing stronger by the moment.  It was with difficulty that he moved to the door, not wanting to leave her, but realising that it would be detrimental to their relationship to push the issue just yet.  He loved her so much!  Being near to her was a torture if he couldn't be touching her, holding her.  The fact that she thought the time would come, and soon, was enough of a balm to his feelings.  That alone gave him some confidence in the future.  He stepped out into the hall.




Dafna released the breath she had been holding.  She didn't want him to leave her there, but she knew that it simply wouldn't be the right thing to do to keep him in her room, Susan's room.  It would be an insult to his mother's hospitality to let their feelings run away with them while in the house.  A long sigh escaped from her.  God, she wanted him.




The visit to Susan, later that day, was an ordeal.  She looked like a broken doll, lying in the hospital bed.  Various lacerations had been stitched, and although the scars were healing she was still attached to a variety of tubes, which hung above her as well as over the side of the bed.




Dafna couldn't wait to get out of there.  She was able to take Adam outside, leaving his parents with Susan, and walk out into the gardens where they found a bench beneath a tree.




"What am I going to do with you?" she asked with a laugh in her voice.  "After this morning, I'm not sure I'm safe alone with you."




"You're not," he said shortly, then laughed himself.  "Do you know," he went on, "you never did take me on that picnic we'd planned.  We never got to the beach to do some fishing.  How about we organise that all over again?  Tomorrow would be a good day, I think."




She thought she should be wary of the twinkle in his eye, but dismissed the thought almost as soon as it came.  She was pleased about the twinkle, if the truth was known.  Looking at him now, it was hard to remember that he couldn't see her.  His expression wasn't vacant, vague.  It was almost as if he really could see her.




"Alright, I'm game if you are," she said.  "Where would you like to go?"




"How about a drive up to Kesariya?" he asked.




Caesarea!  There would be people all over the place.  It was a very popular tourist attraction… the old harbour built by Herod, with the interesting old buildings leading down to the beach.  Maybe that was a safe choice, she mused.




"Beseder, Kesariya it is."




He laughed at her.  "You don't know which language you're speaking in, do you?"




She realised what she had said and laughed with him.




"I give in.  Let's go find your parents.  I think they might be waiting for us by now.  We can talk about the trip up the coast this evening."




It was a beautiful, sunny day.  Adam was in a jocular mood and Dafna kept smiling at his obvious enjoyment at going on a picnic.  They drove in Adam's car, which hadn't been used for some time.  The run would be good for the battery… charge it up again after such a long time idle.




The fishing rods were in the back, partly in the boot, partly in the car over the lay-down back seat.  They were only six feet long, suitable for boat fishing, rather than beach casting, but neither minded.  They would buy some bait along the way.  A tackle box rattled in the boot, whenever they went over a rough patch of road.  The lead sinkers were rolling about in their containers.




On the back seat was a cooler, or as Dafna called it, an Esky, filled with containers holding sliced meat, cheese, bread rolls, lettuce and tomatoes.  Two bottles of a good Chardonnay were packed into the corners along with two apples, some picnic plates and cutlery, and two crystal glasses wrapped in a tea towel to stop them clinking together.




Adam wore dark glasses and his Akubra, which Dafna had bought for him in Australia.  He would be well-shaded from the bright sun, although the glare from the water might prove to be too much for his eyes.  Time would tell.  Both of them wore shorts and a loose T-shirt and sandals.  Dafna's wide-brimmed sunhat was thrown on the back seat.




It was almost 10 a.m. when they arrived at the ruins of the ancient harbour city of Caesarea.  Dafna turned down the track beside the high stone walls surrounding the ruins and parked the car near a wide entrance gate.  They were lucky to be able to park so close to the gate, as usually, the area was filled with tourists, cars, buses etc.




They collected the rods and the picnic gear from the car.  Adam carried the Esky, it being the heaviest of items in the car.  Dafna juggled the rods and the tackle box and they proceeded to walk through the ruins to the lovely little beach.  Some early swimmers were already frolicking in the shallows.  They skirted around the edge of the water, following the breakwater out beyond the beach to a narrow gap, which had served to protect the inner harbour from the elements and wild seas for centuries.  She turned to admire the old town, what was left of it.  The centuries-old stones in the buildings glowed under the morning sunlight.  They provided an aura of history, of age.  The soft creams and beiges dipped into deeper golds in the shadows, where sunlight hadn't yet penetrated on the harbour side of the buildings.  The restaurants were being prepared for the influx of visitors.  Tables were wiped over; gaily-coloured umbrellas were set up for the comfort of patrons.  Tourists from all over the world flocked to this site to see the harbour city, the hippodrome and the aqueduct built by Roman engineers - all in close proximity to the beach.




Lapping against the wall, in a slight swell, the waves had trapped an accumulation of flotsam on the incoming tide.  Small twigs and seaweed mingled with modern-day rubbish - an empty Pepsi bottle and a discarded plastic bag.  A thin line of dark, dried weeds marked the height of the previous high tide along the beach.  Children were playing close to the weeds, using them as decoration on a large sandcastle they had built close to the water's edge.




An artist had set up his easel near the end of the breakwater.  Dafna paused to watch him daubing paint onto a canvas, capturing the colours of the water beneath him.  She held Adam's arm so he wouldn't wander towards the edge.




She helped him move along to the end of the walkway where he set down the Esky next to the tackle box.  He sat on the Esky while she prepared the rods for the coming sport.  Dafna put the bait on the hooks and handed a rod to Adam.  She faced him in the direction he would be casting, let him feel around with free hand and feet to get his bearings on the breakwater and watched as he cast the line out into the sea.  Considering he couldn’t see a thing, he had done that remarkably well.  He had such a pleased expression on his face!




Dafna cast her own line out a little to the left of Adam's.  They settled back to enjoy the time together, companionably silent, while they waited on some hungry fish to be tempted to take the bait.  It didn't really matter if no fish were caught, as it was the relaxation, the togetherness, which gave them pleasure.  The delight in each other's company.  They would have a picnic lunch on the beach when they tired of the fishing.




Adam felt a nibble and tensed, ready to lift the rod sharply if it was repeated.  It was, and he did.  He said, in a stage whisper, excitedly, "Dafna, got one already!"




He turned the handle of the reel, pulling the fish towards him.  His rod was bending and jerking with the weight of a fish doing its best to escape.




Dafna stepped closer to him.  "Adam, I can see it.  Slowly, now.  Yes, that's it.  Keep going, it's nearly in to the wall.  Lower the rod and keep reeling in until I tell you to lift it up here.  I'll grab the fish.   OK, now.  Lift!"




Adam lifted the rod, turning towards her as he did so.  She deftly caught the fish with one hand, putting aside her own rod at the same time.




"It's a little bream.  I think we'll let him go back to his mother, darling.  You can catch his daddy instead."




Removing the hook, she dropped the fish back into the water, watching it swish quickly down into deeper water, away from the wall on which they were standing.




Adam was pleased with himself, despite the release of the fish, as it meant that fishing was something he could do alone… well, with just a little bit of help.  He found it relaxing and loved being out near the sea.  Dafna re-baited his hook and let go of the line.




"OK, dear, you can cast again now.  Catch something bigger this time, please."




Adam cast first, followed by Dafna who had had to put a new bait on her line.  For some time they caught only small fish, which they released back into the water.  They had spent two hours at the end of the breakwater, when Dafna said, "I think it's time we went to the beach for our lunch, Adam.  I'm hungry."




"So am I.  It must be the sea air.  Let's pack up and go sit on the sand."




She guided him back along the narrow breakwater.




They found a small patch of sand in shade and set out their picnic lunch on a cloth that Dafna produced from the top of the Esky.  She walked to the water's edge, picked up a handful of sand and scrubbed her hands together to remove the smell and feel of the baits she had handled.  She cut and sliced tomatoes and lettuce and cheese, placing them into the bread rolls.  The first one ready was handed to Adam.  He had struggled to open the first bottle of Chardonnay, but succeeded through sheer stubbornness of nature.  As she watched him she thought 'he isn't a Taurus for nothing!'  Determination was written all over his face.  He even poured a glass for each of them and they toasted each other, glasses held up and eyes on the other's face, even if only one set of eyes could see the face in front of it.




When they'd eaten enough and drunk several glasses of wine each, they leaned back against the seawall, Dafna watching the tide ebb and flow in front of them, Adam listening to it.  It was so peaceful there.  Children were laughing and playing and splashing in the shallow water to their right, about thirty metres away.  Dafna leaned against Adam and he lifted his arm for her to snuggle against his chest, while he held her about the waist.  With one hand behind his back and the other playing with the hair on his chest, Dafna was content.  Despite all that had happened to him, his body was still hard and fit, like an athlete.  He had taken his shirt off on the breakwater and his skin felt hot from the sun, even though they had spent some time in the shade of the seawall.  She'd forgotten to pack the sun block cream and he would probably be burnt as a result.  The scars along his leg were looking too pink.




Later in the day they walked along the little beach, but returned to their picnic spot within a short time as Dafna was watching Adam's skin catching the sun.  She was concerned for the scar tissue.




"I think we should head home," she said to him.  It was almost 5 p.m. and she knew his parents were hoping they'd be home in time to join them for dinner.




"Do we have to go, Dafna?  I don't want to leave here yet."




"Well, let's compromise and stay another half an hour, then go.  Beseder?"




"Beseder."




The sun was getting lower in the sky and shining uncomfortably in Dafna's eyes when they finally packed up the picnic containers and the rods and headed to the car.  Most of the day's crowd had already left ahead of them.  She started the engine to get the air conditioning working, then packed everything into the car.  Adam put his shirt back on and sat in the car waiting for her to join him.  As they headed for home, he held her hand, caressing the fingers with his own.




The traffic slowed and then stopped altogether.  She turned and looked at Adam's face.  He was looking ahead and smiling slightly.




"What are you thinking about, Adam?"




"Oh, just about our day out here.  It's been such a long time since I was at the beach; such a long time since I went fishing, or had a picnic lunch like this.  I've enjoyed myself so much with you.  Thank you for doing this."




"I enjoyed it too.  You know, you caught most of the fish today.  Next time, I will have to beat you."




"Don't forget you spent more time baiting hooks than I did.  I had more real fishing time than you did."




"That's very diplomatic of you, darling.  I suppose you're making sure I'll bring you again!"




They both laughed.  Adam squeezed her hand just as the traffic began to move forward again.  She concentrated on the road ahead for a minute before clicking her tongue in exasperation.




"What is it?"




"The traffic is stopping again.  There must be an accident up ahead somewhere.  We’ll be here for ages at this rate!"




Adam turned towards her and said, "Is there any food left in the cooler?  Why don't we pull over somewhere handy and finish that off.  I'm hungry again.  It must be the sea air and sunshine that we've been in."




Dafna eyed the rows of cars ahead and made a decision.  "OK, that's a good idea.  There's enough food left for a snack each, plus another bottle of Chardonnay.  I can see a turn-off up ahead.  When we get that far, I'll drive off the road and find a spot to stop.  It won't be doing your car any good to creep along like this for the next hour or so."




As soon as the car reached the dirt track leading away from the main road, Dafna turned down it and motored slowly along it, watching for a place suitable to pull over and set up the picnic area.  It was almost dark but she soon found the place she deemed to be suitable to pull over.  There would be sufficient space on the track for a car to pass if anyone else drove this way along the beach road.  She hadn't been here before… never turned off the main coast road to explore these little tracks in daylight, never mind at dusk.  The place she chose was close to low sand dunes, with only small patches of grass showing through the sea of sand spread by the coastal winds.




They were out of sight of the traffic and the little dunes dimmed the sound of motors.  Across the dunes, to the west, the surf was hissing and swishing against the shore.




Dafna switched off the lights but left the radio playing softly.  Adam got out of the car and walked around to the boot to collect the Esky, while Dafna spread a rug over a level grassy area.  She guided Adam back to the rug and they set up their picnic under fast-appearing stars.  It was a very peaceful setting and one with which Adam seemed very much at home.  He was in darkness all the time, so having no sunlight to see by made no difference to him.  Dafna, on the other hand, was racing the fading light to put some sandwiches together before it became too dark to find the food containers.  She heard the cork pop from the wine bottle, followed by a gentle clink of glasses being bumped together.  Adam had found the Chardonnay without any difficulty.  He listened to the sound of the wine as it filled the glasses, guessing when to stop pouring. 




With a plate of sandwiches each, a glass of wine by their sides, soft music, starlight, it all seemed such a perfect way to end the day.  Dafna was having doubts about whether she should have stopped in such an isolated place, remembering how Adam reacted when they were alone in her bedroom.  But then, this was not the bedroom, not the parents' home…




Adam asked her, "What can you see here, Dafna?  Where are we exactly?"




"Well… there's not a lot to see.  It's dark now, Adam.  But, there are lots of stars coming out now.  There's a wonderful clear sky above us, not cloudy, just starry.  All around us are low sand dunes with tufts of vegetation growing from them.  It's mostly sandy, with some small patches of green grass peeping through the sand where we are sitting."




"How high are the dunes?  Too high to walk up?"




"No.  Are you thinking of walking up them?" she asked, her voice rising a little at the thought.




"Maybe.  I can hear the surf.  It isn't far away.  When we finish eating and finish the wine, how about we walk over to the water?  It's still so humid and hot that a cool paddle would be nice, wouldn't you agree?"




"I… well, yes, it would, actually.  OK.  When we finish our picnic we'll do that."




They sat listening to the surf, and in the background the 'Adagio' by Albinoni played into the night atmosphere.  It was a companionable silence that they kept, listening to pleasant music in a setting such as this.  The 'Adagio' changed to Vivaldi's 'Four Seasons'.




As the music ended and another tune was begun, Adam asked Dafna, "Have you finished eating now?  Could we walk to the beach now, do you think?"




"Sure.  I'm ready.  Let's go."




Adam stood first and reached out his hand to pull Dafna to her feet.  "Wait," she said, "I think we should put these things back into the car and lock it up first."




Having secured the picnic gear in the car and locked it, Dafna then took Adam's hand again and gave it a little tug.




"Come on, Adam, we can go now."




He waited while she turned him in the direction they needed to walk and then stepped out eagerly, up and over rows of small dunes, none more that two metres high.  It would have been easier to walk along the track, but the dunes were more interesting.  They made their way over the last of the dunes and down onto the beach itself.  The hiss of surf was more like a gentle roar now that there was nothing between them and the sea.  Adam stumbled as his feet came down off the slope of the dunes.  He let go her hand and ran towards the sound of the sea.  Laughing, and calling him, Dafna followed as fast as she could go.  His speed over the sand was surprising and she only caught up with him when he stepped in the remains of a hole dug in the sand, sprawling on his chest, sand spraying up from the impact.




Dafna fell beside him, gasping from the effort.  "My God, you're fast on your feet!  I didn't know you could run like that," she said as he rolled over onto his back.  He lay on his back, hands behind his head, gazing unseeingly up at the night sky.




"It feels so good to be here… away from rooms, houses, hospitals!  Even though I couldn't see much, I was claustrophobic always being inside somewhere.  This is invigorating, wonderful."




Dafna put her arm across his chest, snuggled close to him.  "I didn't realise it was driving you mad or I would have taken you out more often, sooner," she said.  "Why didn't you say something?  I thought you were comfortable and feeling 'safe' being indoors most of the time."




"I suppose I was, some of the time.  At your mother's house, in the garden, it was nice.  I could smell the flowers and trees, but I knew it was enclosed to a certain extent.  I couldn't just get up and walk as far as I liked in any direction without treading on something or falling over something, like I can here.  The beach, at night, is perfect.  Nobody to fall over, no steps, gardens, walls… if I go too far one way, my feet get wet, then I know to turn and go another direction.  This is where I feel most comfortable."




"I'll remember that," Dafna murmured above his chest.  She could barely see his face in the moonlight, but he looked happier than she could remember.




He took his hands from behind his head and wrapped his arms around her.  She put her head down on his chest, listening to his heart beating, and they stayed close, like that, for some time.  The sound of far-off traffic could barely be heard… just an occasional angry blast on the car horn, as an impatient driver tried to hurry things along; a siren wailing in the distance.  Out to sea, a few lights twinkled on a vessel well offshore, moving ever so slowly south, towards Tel Aviv perhaps.




Eventually, Adam stirred.  He rolled Dafna over so that he lay across her, slowly moving his lips across her face, down to her lips, where they lingered, teasing.  Her arms were tight about his shoulders, eyes closed, lips parted.  She gasped slightly as he took his lips away from hers, choosing to kiss her nose, her forehead, her cheek.  She turned her face towards him, inviting him to kiss her fully on the lips.  But Adam, teasing still, turned away again to kiss her ear, her other cheek, until finally she caught up with his roving lips and kissed him firmly.  Dafna felt his arms clasp her in a vice-like grip, his lips hard upon hers, pulling her body to mould with his.  She thought she would stop breathing if he continued to crush her onto the sand.  Slowly, he eased his weight from her, lips never parting, passion never fading as one hand slid from beneath her body up along her thigh, her hip, her waist to her heaving breast.  Once there, his hand fondled the breast, playing with the nipple until it rose up hard and perky.  He lifted his head from hers, slid kisses down along her neck, along her shoulder to where the loose, over-sized T-shirt had slipped off her shoulder, lingered there a hot moment before moving again toward the nipple.  As his lips and tongue moved over her nipple, Dafna gasped again.  There was only the thin T-shirt between his lips and her skin.  Adam moved his hand from her breast and slid it up under the T-shirt, again caressing the breast, as his lips found hers once more.  She moaned in ecstasy and moved beneath him.




Gradually, they became aware of a different sound close by.  A snuffling sound, followed by a soft cough.  They broke apart, both breathing heavily, and turned towards the source of the sound.  Standing about twenty metres away was a large dog on a leash, watching them intently with dark eyes - the snuffling sound came from him - the cough had come from the man at the other end of the leash - part of an army patrol team, whose duty it was to see that the shoreline was kept safe and free from invaders from the sea.  The soldier was carrying an automatic weapon, which was pointing at Adam.




Adam, of course, had no idea who or what was near him.  Dafna was somewhat embarrassed and more than a little frightened.  The IDF had a reputation of ferocity if threatened in any way - perceived or actual.  It wouldn't be the first time Arab infiltrators had come ashore at night, intent on causing as much damage as possible to person or property.  The soldier standing over them wasn't going to let them go without making sure they were 'innocent'.




She sat up quickly, placing a steadying hand on Adam's arm, as she felt the tension in him responding to her sudden movement.




"What is it?  What happened?" he asked.




The soldier stayed where he was, keeping a safe distance until he was assured that they weren't terrorists pretending to be lovers.  He whistled shrilly and three more soldiers appeared from the dunes.




Adam jumped, not realising someone was so close to them.  "Who is that?"




"ID!" The soldier barked at Adam and Dafna, shining a torch into their eyes, blinding Dafna.




Dafna spoke almost simultaneously… "We have no ID on us.  Everything is back in the car - over there."  She pointed back toward the dunes.




The other soldiers arrived on the scene and the patrolman with the dog appraised his corporal of the situation as he saw it.  They agreed there was a car parked at the far side of the dunes, a cork from a wine bottle had been found nearby.  Some ten minutes later, having been escorted back to the car, they were told that they could proceed on their way home.  The traffic jam had eased following the clearing of the accident a few kilometres along the road.  One of the soldiers recognised Adam from the newspapers and TV coverage of his hijacking adventure, so they were allowed to leave the beach.  They were joking with Adam, saying that they were on a training patrol and they wished the dog hadn't alerted the pair to their presence, as the scene they witnessed was just getting interesting!




Dafna was blushing furiously by the time they got into the car again.  The memory of Adam's body over hers was still vivid in her mind's eye.  The feel of him, his lips hot on her skin - she could still feel it - his arms around her, so tightly… and those bastards had been watching for God knows how long!




Adam was reading her mind.  He reached out and held her hand, squeezed it.  "I'm sorry I let you in for that," he said.  "I didn't know we had company, sweetheart."




"I know you didn't.  Neither did I."  She let out a long sigh of relief - or was it frustration.  "I want to get away from here, from them," she said, starting the engine.  They had spoiled an almost perfect night.


























CHAPTER 19

Days went by, with Dafna and Adam trying to spend as much time as possible in each other's company, between visits to the hospital to see Susan, who was making slow progress towards recovery from her injuries.




It was during this time that Adam first complained of headaches.  Dafna thought maybe he was out in the sunshine too much and the glare was affecting his eyes, even though he said he couldn't see anything.  But, wearing his broad-brimmed Akubra, sitting under an umbrella or a tree, still didn't seem to relieve his discomfort.  The blow to his head in the hijacking was now thought to be the probable cause of the trouble.




One day, while Dafna was preparing lunch in the kitchen with Adam, he suddenly swayed against the benchtop.  His arms, which had been around her waist, dropped to his sides and he staggered backwards before reaching for a chair.




"Oh, Adam, love, what's wrong?" Dafna cried.  "Do you have pain again?"




She made sure he was sitting on the chair properly and wouldn't fall off, before turning swiftly towards the packet of painkillers in the corner of the bench.  Pouring a glass of water, she hurried back to Adam's side with it and placed a tablet in his hand.  He swallowed slowly and washed the tablet down with a long drink of water.  Then he lay his head on his arms, on the table, waiting for the medicine to take effect.




Dafna was worried about him.  He had dark circles under his eyes and his face was drawn with pain.  Should she call an ambulance?  Should she take him to the hospital herself?  She stood beside his chair, one arm around his shoulders, the other resting on his arm, holding him to bring him what comfort she could, under the circumstances.




After about twenty minutes, Adam finally lifted his head towards Dafna who was kneeling beside him, her dark eyes watching him with anxiety.




"How are you feeling now, darling?" she asked, caressing his arm with soft fingers.




"I'm OK now.  That was a bad one - right through from the back of my head to the front.  I guess I'll have to go back to Dr Feldman as soon as he arrives back here."




"When will that be - do you know?"




"No.  Should be any time now, but I don't know exactly when.  Would you mind calling his clinic for me?  Ask them when they expect him back and make an appointment for me please."




Dafna looked up the number of the clinic in the phone book and made the call.  Dr Feldman wasn't due back for another three weeks - and his first week back was already booked out.  However, she made an appointment for Adam for the following week and left Adam's home phone number, in case of an earlier cancellation.

"It's done," she said, walking back into the room.  Adam was still sitting in the chair, head down, miserable.




"When will it all end?" he groaned.  "When will the troubles stop happening?  It's just one thing after another, isn't it?"




"I know," Dafna replied.  She felt so sorry for him.  He was a hero, twice a hero, but he couldn't function properly because of the battering his body had taken in two traumatic attacks.  He was looking depressed - and no wonder, she thought.  On top of that, his beloved sister was nearly killed in a traffic accident.  What more could go wrong for him!




This was a scenario which was repeated a few more times over the following weeks.  Short, sharp headaches, leaving Adam feeling drained and unhappy.  His mood-swings were now becoming plain to all the people in the household.  He could be angry and vocal one moment, but pale and silent the next.  

This was such a contrast to the young Adam.  From his pre-school years onwards he had always had a sunny nature.  He could be thoughtful and serious when his mind was engaged in working through a problem during his adolescence.  But a sullen, angry Adam was perplexing for his parents.  Even Dafna, who hadn't known him all that long, knew this was an alien emotion he was suffering.  It was a difficult period for everyone, to cope with this Adam.




Dafna tried everything she could think of to help him through his bouts of pain.  His parents were concerned, but left Dafna to look after him, as he wouldn't allow anyone else near him in any case.




The day of the appointment with Dr Feldman came and a relieved Dafna led Adam to the car.  He was grumpy again, clenching a fist every now and then, or rubbing his forehead to try to ease the pain away.  It would be a good time for the doctor to see him like this, see the change in him.




Dafna drove carefully, but faster than normal to the Tel Aviv clinic, thinking only to have the doctor on hand during one of the bouts of pain.




They didn't have to wait too long before Dr Feldman called Adam into his office.  Dafna stood up with Adam and led him to the door, but then Dr Feldman took Adam's arm himself and drew him into the office.  Dafna took the hint and stepped back, leaving Adam with the doctor.  She waited impatiently in the outer office, feeling hurt that she wasn't invited to go in with Adam.  Well, why would he invite her in… was she Adam's wife?  No.  Was she even his fiancée?  No, again.  She was just the driver.  Now it was her turn to begin to feel anger.  After all this time with Adam, she was nothing more than a courier, a messenger.




When, at last, Adam came back through the doorway, with the doctor holding his arm for guidance, Dafna was not exactly comforted by the look on his face.  She rose from the chair by the window and moved to Adam's side, tucking her hand through his arm.




He turned his head towards her, but didn't smile.  Dr Feldman smiled briefly at Dafna before turning back to the receptionist to attend to his next patient.  He was a busy man.




"OK, Adam, let's go.  You can tell me about this visit over coffee.  There's a little café not far away."




"Yes.  Coffee would be good.  Thanks, Dafna, for bringing me here today."




They walked in silence, to the café in the next block.  Dafna guided Adam to a table and they sat down to wait for the waitress to come for their order.  Adam said nothing of importance, so they continued to talk of banal topics until the coffee was placed in front of them.




"I can't wait any longer, darling," she said to him.  "Please tell me what it's all about."




"I think you can guess," he began, "I'll need another operation as Roni thinks there is pressure building up in my skull from the hijacker's hit.  I can't remember all the details, but that's the guts of it.  He thinks it will be weeks before he can fit me into the hospital schedule.  I have to keep on with the painkillers when the pain hits, but he's given me another prescription to try if I want."




Dafna placed a hand over his.  He'd been fiddling with the spoon, with shaking hands, when it dropped from his fingers and clattered noisily onto the floor.  Several other diners looked around at him.  They saw a large man with a pale face, lips clamped together in frustration or pain, or both, and an anxious-looking, lovely, young woman holding his hand.




"He must have been as disappointed as you, darling, that your sight has gone completely just now.  What did he say about it?"




"He was disappointed.  He'd felt all along that I would be sighted by now.  The last thing I needed was a blow to the head, like the one I got.  Apart from that, he is still optimistic.  He said the timing would be changed, that's all."




They sipped their coffee.  Adam hadn't put any sugar in his and reached around the tabletop for the sugar bowl.  He found it with unseen help from Dafna, felt for a spoon, which she conveniently placed before him.




"Would you like me to do it?" she asked.




"Good God, woman, am I so pathetic that I need someone to sugar my coffee now?" he said hoarsely.  He hadn't raised his voice, but the tone cut through Dafna like a knife.




"No, of course not.  I'm sorry."




She watched him clumsily hold a spoon full of sugar over his cup.  Some of it spilled on the table before it arrived at the cup. He heard it drop on the table and angrily swept his hand across the table to push the errant sugar granules onto the floor.




"Damn!" he muttered.




"Adam, calm down.  It will be alright.  I know it will.  If Dr Feldman was confident, then you should be too."




Jabbing a stiff, pointing forefinger onto the tabletop, Adam exclaimed, through his gritted teeth, one word at a time, "Dr. Bloody.Feldman. isn't. in. my. place!"




Another spoon of sugar was aimed at the cup to make up for the amount lost on the first effort.  He held his cup with one hand around the rim so that he could guess where to drop the spoon in to stir the hot liquid.  He seemed to be particularly awkward in his movements, but Dafna thought is was probably just the hot rage he was experiencing at this setback, making him jerk his hands about.  She was still smarting from his verbal attack on her.  It was so unlike him!




She drank her coffee as quickly as she was able, given the temperature of the drink.  To her, it was a good idea to get him out of here, get him home as fast as she could.  Perhaps there he would return to his usual self.




Adam took his time with his coffee, allowing it to cool a little before he picked up the cup.  He didn't speak to Dafna, didn’t turn towards her, didn't reach for her hand.  She remained quiet beside him, allowing him time to sort out his particular demons of the day.  In fact, she didn't know what to say to him that would ease his fury and exasperation at his current predicament.  It seemed best that she simply wait until he showed he was ready to leave, and then to take him home.




When Adam thrust his chair away from the table and stood, Dafna picked up her handbag and took his arm to lead him to the car.  He allowed her to guide him, but didn't want to take her hand as he had done on most previous occasions when they were out together.  Still he remained silent, even on the drive home.  Dafna glanced at him several times, but said nothing for fear of sparking an angry outburst again.  She bit her lip at the memory of his reaction in the café.




They arrived at his parents' home and as Dafna switched off the engine she said, "Here we are, Adam… home."




He got out of the car and started to make his own way towards the fence.  Having bumped into it, he then ran his hand along the top, guiding himself until he felt the gate, which he opened and walked through, without waiting for Dafna.  She followed him to the door, where his mother had been waiting for him, having seen them pull up outside.  His mother greeted them, but Adam only grunted in reply.  At this, Mrs Lavan raised her eyebrows at Dafna in an unspoken query.  Dafna's face was a picture of misery as she briefly shook her head at Mrs Lavan to warn her of Adam's mood.



He went straight to his room and closed the door.  Inside the living room, Mrs Lavan questioned Dafna as to the cause for Adam's rude behaviour.  Dafna related the events of the past few hours to her as best she could.  Her voice broke with emotion when she explained about the episode in the café.  Mrs Lavan moved quickly to her side and wrapped Dafna in her arms and rocked her.




"My dear, we know that you are the best thing that has happened to Adam, even if he isn't showing it today.  He knows it, too.  Try to be patient with him a little longer."




"I know what he's going through, but I think it would be best if I moved back into my own apartment.  I can't stay here when my presence aggravates him so much.  I remind him all the time of why he is in this condition in the first place!"




Mrs Lavan tried to talk Dafna out of leaving them, but she was determined not to be the thorn in his side.  Perhaps without her there, he would reassess the positive side of his life, be more able to accept her help without hurting her feelings as he had done today.  For his sake, she would go back to her apartment, pick up the threads of her life again, go to the shop every day, wait for him to call her when he needed her company again.  It wasn't going to be easy.  She would miss him so much, not seeing him every day.




She packed her belongings, thanked Mr & Mrs Lavan for their hospitality and turned towards Adam's door.  Knocking softly, she called out to him.  He didn't answer, so she tried again, knocking a bit harder.




"Adam.  Adam, could I talk to you a moment please?"  She waited.




"What do you want!" he growled.  "I don't want to see anyone!"




"Adam, please open the door."




"No.  Go away.  Everyone can go away.  I don't want anyone near me.  I don't want to talk to anyone.  Just leave me alone," he was shouting now.




Dafna was horrified at his reaction.  She stood with a shaking hand over her mouth, eyes filling with tears.  Mrs Lavan had heard everything and took Dafna's hand, leading her away from Adam's door.




"I can see what you mean, dear.  Leave him to me.  I will speak to him when he calms down."




Dafna could only nod her head and picked up her suitcase and walked out of the house.  She hadn't gone far when she was able to hail a taxi to take her to her apartment.


























CHAPTER 20

The apartment needed dusting and cleaning, but otherwise it was the sanctuary that she needed.  Dafna called on her neighbour to thank her for forwarding on some mail, and holding the latest deliveries for her; brought her up to date with the main points of what had happened since she'd left so suddenly.




Her next job was to call the shop.  Although she had kept in touch by email and the odd phone call, it had been a few weeks since she'd made any serious effort to speak with Yael or Ilana about the running of the business.  She promised to see them the following day and rang off.




All that was left to do was to clean the refrigerator out, vacuum the floors, pick up some groceries, settle back in.  And wait.




The cleaning of the apartment didn't take as long as Dafna would have liked.  She wanted to keep busy for the rest of the day.  However, there was enough unanswered mail and bills to be paid, that she immersed herself in the correspondence for a few hours.  When she finished with that business she decided to call her mother, but realised she'd have to wait a few hours because of the time difference.  Her mother wouldn't appreciate being woken up at three in the morning!




It was going to be a long night.  Adam hadn't called.




The following day, Dafna was up early even though she'd had a night of troubled sleep.  She breakfasted on fruit and coffee, listening to the news of the day on the radio.




After a leisurely shower, she chose her clothes for the day - slacks, and a pretty blouse in a pastel pink which set off her colouring so well.  She looked at her reflection in the mirror and knew she would need to spend extra care with make-up, to hide the dark circles under her eyes.  Lack of sleep and her worry about Adam had left dark bruising which she must cover before appearing at the shop.  While she brushed her shoulder-length black hair until it gleamed she thought about ringing Adam, but immediately cancelled the idea, knowing that he may still be in a foul mood and any contact from her wouldn't help him… or her.  She wished he would call her!




Before leaving the apartment for the day, Dafna used up a few extra minutes, straightening the cloth on the table, rearranging some flowers that she'd bought the previous day, hoping to brighten her own gloomy mood.  They reminded her of her mother's garden and that in turn reminded her to call her mother.  She picked up the phone and dialled the number in Sydney.




Talking with her mother brought Dafna almost to tears again as she relived the way Adam had spoken to, or rather, shouted at her.  Her mother was very understanding and let her talk it out.  She could only offer words of comfort to her daughter, so far away.  However, Dafna got some of her misery off her chest and was then able to concentrate on her mother's conversation.  Every day was a better day and she was feeling stronger all the time.  There was no need to be concerned for her as Mrs Bergman was keeping a close eye on her, and all was well.




After about fifteen minutes, Dafna and her mother said their farewells until the next time, and Dafna hung up.  It was time to leave for work.  There would be plenty to do once she was there.




It was raining as she drove into the centre of Netanya from the outskirts of the city, where she lived.  Dark skies were promising more of the same.  Without the sunshine, the tourists would stay away from the beaches in droves, but there was a fair chance they would come into the shopping area looking for something to read, to while away the hours.  It could be a very busy day indeed.




Dafna arrived at the shop before the girls, so was able to settle into the office and start going over the accounts.  Yael had printed off the computer reports each week, religiously keeping everything up to date, and filed in their respective folders to await Dafna's return to the shop.




Yael and Ilana arrived at the same time as each other, chatting as they came in through the back door.  They screamed with delight at seeing Dafna again after so long away.  There were hugs and kisses all around while they caught up with the latest news from each other.  But, important things first - they put the jug on and made the coffee!




Dafna leaned back in her spacious chair, while Yael sat on the edge of the desk and Ilana leaned against a filing cabinet, all with a mug of steaming black coffee in hand.  Yael was looking closely at Dafna and detected the dark smudges under the eyes, the small wrinkles showing beside her mouth.




"So," she said to Dafna, "life hasn't been all a bed of roses, I gather."




"No, unfortunately.  Far from it.  My mother is recovering, as I've told you, but Adam is another matter entirely.  He isn't well, and his mood swings are becoming more frequent, more violent.  He doesn't want me around him, so I had to leave and go home to the apartment to give him breathing space.  I don't know what is to become of us."




She didn't go into detail, as apart from any other reasons, it was nearly time to open the doors of the shop.  Besides, she really didn't want to go over it all again.  She needed a bit of recovery time herself.  Ever since the bomb blast, there had been something happening to her, or around her, or concerning her, and she needed, as much as anyone else, to take stock of her life and try to bring it back into an even keel.




"Well, let's get this show on the road, girls.  I gather you've been kept busy with one thing and another?"




They moved from the office into the shop, talking as they went about the orders, the deliveries, the customers' needs.  Dafna unlocked the front door, Ilana set about straightening some books in the display stands near the door and Yael unlocked the cash register and placed the cash float in the till.  It was the beginning of a normal business day and Dafna, for one, welcomed the normality of it.




She brought a wet-weather mat from the back of the shop to place at the doorway for people to wipe their feet as they entered the shop.  One of the girls scouted about to find a box for people to leave dripping umbrellas in until they were ready to leave.  Already a few people were stopping to look in the window, reading the titles of books on display.  In absentia, Yael had rearranged the titles in the window.  There was a selection of guidebooks on things to do in and around Netanya.  [Any tourist - that is, any female tourist worth her salt - knew that Netanya was renowned as THE diamond trading/cutting centre of the whole Middle East.  The industry had been established prior to World War II by Belgian immigrants and now buyers came from all over Europe to this distinguished jewel market, where business was always brisk.  The local tour companies made a special point of dropping prospective buyers off for a few hours of shopping.]  Other titles covered the animals of the desert; local wildlife; flora and fauna; and a display of novels, all worthy of being curled up with in a cosy corner on a wet day.  Netanya was an easy place to sell books.  The resident population of approximately 140,000 people of this beach and health resort were well-read and well-educated.  They valued their books.  Add to them the constant swelling of numbers as tourists flocked to the area from all over the world (and a large percentage of these would look for a book to take home as a memento) and the sales were consistently high.  The 'other language' books were printed in English, German, French, Italian and Spanish, with some in Russian.  There was always someone browsing this section.  The pictorial hardcover books on Israel usually sold first.  They were in constant demand and always the first to be reordered.




It was time to leave the girls to look after the sales and Dafna went back into the office to finish working on the accounts.  Yael had left them in good order for her and she had no trouble bringing herself up to scratch.  The orders had been looked after; invoices paid, deliveries checked, credits received for undelivered titles.  Cards from various sales representatives had been filed in the appropriate folder.  Everything seemed to be going along smoothly. 




 'All except my life', thought Dafna.  Again, her mind drifted back to thoughts of Adam and what he must be going through, knowing that he may never see again, may never be able to work again, may never be able to truly take care totally of his needs by himself.  How long would it be before he would let her approach him again?  Was he missing her as much as she was missing him?




She sighed, willing herself to stick to the business at hand.  There were phone calls to make to publishing houses, a local author to contact about a book-signing day, some marketing of titles to local schools.  She worked steadily until, with surprise, she glanced at her watch and found it was already almost 1 p.m.  Walking through to the shop, she smiled at some people shopping in the children's section, stopped to talk to a regular in 'autobiography', then whispered in Yael's ear, "If you and Ilana would like to go now, I'll work through the lunch break.  See you back here at 3 o'clock."




Yael nodded and walked around the counter to join Ilana near the door display and they arranged to meet back in the shop at the agreed time.




While they were gone, Dafna spent some fruitful hours looking over the contents of the shelves, appraising herself of the new titles, moving some of the slower-moving titles to a more prominent position in the hope they'd sell quicker, offering discounted prices on these 'slow' titles.  She drew up new price signs highlighting the discounted prices for the wet-weather readers wanting something to fill in the hours.  Then she walked along the aisles to check for any books that had been placed in the wrong section.




Each time the phone rang she would hurry over to the counter to answer it, hoping it was Adam, but always it was a call about books.  One of her girlfriends called, having heard that she would be back in the shop today, and they arranged to meet for coffee the following evening.




Time passed quickly and before she knew it the girls were back to do the afternoon shift.




Dafna spent the afternoon with a sales representative from a notable publishing company.  There were new titles to look at and order; others to discount as unsaleable to her clientele; price ranges to consider; hardback or softcover; pictorial and editorial titles.  It was time consuming, but productive work and it allowed her to settle back into a routine with which she was familiar.  They chatted over a mug of coffee before the order was finalised.  There was a list of titles to be returned and the books themselves would have to be packed into boxes ready to be picked up.  She shook hands with the saleswoman who made her way through the shop and disappeared.




Before she knew it, the girls were closing the front doors and tidying up the shelves, the day's takings were checked and the banking figure prepared for Dafna to look over.




Dafna was pleased with the day, in that she had been able to immerse herself in the running of the business and hadn't spent a lot of time wondering about Adam.  At home, alone, during the evening, would be a different matter.  




As Yael was leaving, she came into the office and put a hand on Dafna's shoulder saying, "It's good to have you back again, Dafna.  We missed you."




"Thanks, Yael.  It's good to be back.  I didn't think I'd manage to get through the day, but it's been busy and time went quickly.  I hope the rest of the week goes the same."




Once the shop doors were locked and the girls had gone, Dafna picked up the phone and dialled Adam's number.  His mother answered the call, pleased to hear from Dafna, but had no pleasing news like 'he's missing you and wants to see you'.  Unfortunately, he stayed mostly in his room, moody and angry, she told Dafna.  His headaches were wearing him down and he was constantly taking medication to try to ease his discomfort.  She had tried to talk Adam into seeing Dafna again.  He had refused on the grounds that he was useless to everyone, including himself, and wouldn't inflict himself on anyone, especially Dafna, who had a life of her own to lead and wouldn’t need him around to make things difficult.




Dafna, of course, disagreed with this opinion, but was powerless to change his mind.  She thanked Mrs Lavan for telling her all this and they rang off, promising to keep in touch.  Tears of frustration over this situation rolled down Dafna's cheeks and she put her head down on her arms and wept silently.  Eventually, she was able to stem the flow of tears, wiped her face with a tissue, renewed her makeup and locked up for the night.




She drove home to the empty apartment, automatically checking her answering machine as she walked towards the kitchen… no messages.  She dropped her handbag on the bench and set about preparing a meal.  While the cooking was in progress, she put some CD's on to play and went into the bedroom to change her clothes.  That was Day-1-without-Adam, she thought.  How many more like this will there be?




Dinner was eaten in front of the television set, feet up on a footstool.  No one rang her and she rang no one.  It was a quiet, lonely night.




Dafna had been back in the shop for two weeks, when the phone rang in the office one morning and it was Mrs Lavan with some news.




Dr Feldman was expecting to be able to operate again on Adam in approximately a month's time.  He would have a neuro-surgeon standing by in case of problems as yet unseen and unknown.  Adam was still experiencing wild moods and rages brought on by his pain and wasn't eating as well as his mother had hoped, but was otherwise doing alright.  He still wouldn't allow Dafna to visit him.




It was disturbing news for Dafna as there seemed to be little hope of rekindling the flame with Adam - and she definitely wanted it to be burning hot and strong!  However, there was nothing she could do about it just yet.  It would be a case of 'wait-and-see'.




She busied herself with a new consignment of books in order to take her mind off her problems with Adam, for which there would be no quick solution.

	

Loading the new books onto the trolley, she wheeled them into the shop for Ilana to distribute to the shelves.  She decided she'd take the afternoon off and go shopping.  Shopping was a panacea when it came to stress, she thought.  Not that she really needed to buy anything, but she would certainly find something!




Leaving the shop, she walked through the square towards her favourite shopping area and proceeded to lose herself in the clothing market.  It was a happier Dafna that arrived back at the apartment late that afternoon, toting a few bags with the names of well-known shops printed on them.  She spent a further hour trying on the various items of clothing that she'd bought, experimenting with accessories to find the best 'look'.




The rainy winter season was over and spring was bringing the holiday weather back to Israel.  Tourists were out in force, and guidebooks were a big seller, along with the books on Israel in general.




Dafna was kept occupied throughout each day with the day-to-day running of the business, but her nights were an agony of loneliness.  Over and over, in her mind's eye, was the night with Adam on the beach, before they were so rudely interrupted by the army patrol.




She speculated on the likely outcome of that few minutes of passion if they'd been left alone.  Every time she thought about it, her face flushed at the thought that those men had been watching them, waiting for them to go even further.  And they would have too, except for the dog alerting them to another presence.




At night, in bed, she ran her hands over her body, reliving the moments when Adam ran his hand over her skin.  It was almost possible to feel it all again, so strong was her desire for him.  She tossed and turned, tormented by her memory.  It had been a brief moment in time, but it stuck in her mind like no other event had.  Not even the bombing occupied as much of her quiet moments as did Adam's touching her.




His lips had been so warm and his body so hard.  He had held her so tightly, crushing her.  She wanted that feeling again!  Oh, when would he call her and ask to see her?  How much longer would she have to wait?




It had occurred to Dafna that if the unthinkable happened - Adam never wanted to see her again - she would sell the book shop and possibly return to Sydney, to her mother, and start another life on the other side of the world.  This would be better than staying here with all the reminders of her lost love about her.  However, this was not an option to which she looked forward.  Hopefully, this would never have to be considered seriously.


























CHAPTER 21

It was time to begin accepting some of the many invitations she had received from friends, asking her to join them for concerts, to go to the beach, to parties, a wedding, a picnic.  There didn't seem to be much point in waiting for Adam to call her.




Five of her friends from school were going to the concert hall in Tel Aviv for a night of folk songs, which were immensely popular, and Dafna agreed to join them.  They were to meet for coffee before the show and catch up on all the gossip.  None of them had married yet, choosing instead to begin careers, and all of them had travelled quite a bit outside Israel, so there would be many stories to tell over coffee.  It promised to be an interesting night.




They spent over an hour in the café, talking and laughing the whole time.  There were shrieks of laughter as a particularly funny episode in someone's life was related.  Some of the other patrons in the café smiled at their frequent bursts of joyful chatter as each one tried to outdo the others' stories.  Dafna remained quieter than the others, hoping nobody would notice her reticence.  Her mind kept going back to Adam, always Adam.  But, they wouldn't allow her to be totally silent, and demanded a rundown of her recent trip to Sydney.  They wanted to know about Australia.  Were there kangaroos hopping down the streets?  What did a koala feel like?  Does everyone say 'G'day' there?  None of them had been further away from Israel than Europe or America, but they all wanted to learn about the country down under, and they were excitedly throwing questions at Dafna, who finally threw her hands up in the air in defeat.




"Please!  One at a time.  I can't keep up with you all," she said smiling.  She was saved from answering too many questions when one of the girls looked at her watch and jumped up.




"Quickly, we've only got ten minutes before they start.  Let's go.  We can come back for another drink after the show."




They paid their bill and hurried from the café, heading toward the Cultural Centre.  They found their seats and settled down to enjoy the evening's performance with just a minute to spare before the lights were dimmed.  The singers began with popular favourites, and before long had the whole audience singing along with them.  The mood was set.  It was relaxing, enjoying the evening among friends.  During the interval one of her friends told her that she should sing more often, her voice was truly lovely to listen to and pitch-perfect.




The second half started with a sombre, but melodic, song of the bravery of a young soldier, killed in battle.  The words were written by his younger brother and had become an instant hit in Israel, where battles seemed to be forever being fought, by many young men and women.  More than one person in the audience wiped away a trickling tear.  The story struck home to many of the people sitting in that hall.  However, the mood picked up after that and gradually surged to a rollicking finale with everyone in the place singing their hearts out, at the top of their lungs.




Dafna had really enjoyed being out with her friends and was pleased that they had asked her to join them.  She'd forgotten how much fun these folk nights were.  Once, it seemed ages ago, she'd gone frequently to these shows where the object was to enjoy yourself as well as to keep alive the songs of Israel.  If only Adam could be there with her, it would be perfect.




After the singing session, the girls adjourned to the café for another coffee.  They settled in for a long talk but Dafna excused herself with the excuse of an early start in the morning, and left them at about eleven o'clock.  She promised to come to the next sing-along in a month's time.  There were kisses on the cheeks, all around the table, and she left them to it.




She hailed a taxi out on the street and sat back thinking about the past few months, all the way home.




Adam's mother called her every week with an update of his condition.  His operation had been postponed due to him catching a heavy head cold.  It dragged on for over a week, then went to his chest.  He was miserable and frustrated at the delay but could do nothing about it.  There would be no anaesthetic while his chest was congested.  His headaches were being controlled with a strong painkiller and he was taking an antibiotic for the chest problem.




To add to the problem, the cold turned into bronchitis and the constant coughing made his head pound even more.  He was going through a bad time, but still didn’t want to see Dafna.  She despaired at ever being with him again.  His mother was sympathetic but unable to change Adam's mind.




Dafna buried herself in her work over the following few weeks.  She went out whenever anyone invited her.  The brother of one of her girlfriends called into the shop one day to ask her to go to the movies with him and she accepted after a brief hesitation.




David was as blonde as Adam was dark.  His eyes weren't as blue as Adam's.  He wasn't as tall as Adam.  Dafna cursed herself for this constant comparison of every man she met, with Adam.




But David was a charming companion and managed to divert her attention away from her thoughts for hours at a time.  She felt guilty after being out with him, as though she had been unfaithful to Adam, just by going out with another man.  Even though she chided herself about this reaction, it changed nothing.  However, when he invited her to join him at a concert later in the week, she agreed to go with him.







The concert was a dress-up affair and Dafna took particular care with her grooming.  She brushed her black hair until it crackled and gleamed, then piled it up on top of her head, with a few stray tendrils artistically left to frame her face.  Satisfied with that, she applied her make-up with skill and stepped back from the mirror to check on the effect.




'Hmm, not bad', she thought.  Then, speaking aloud, she said to her reflection,  "But it would be a lot safer if you had some clothes on!"




She grinned to herself as she walked to the wardrobe in her underwear.  The intention had been to wear her black dress, but a the last moment Dafna chose a deep burgundy, slim-fitting, ankle-length frock which hadn't seen the light of day for some months.  It had shoulder straps barely as wide as shoe-strings.  Her gold sandals with the three inch heels were beside the bed and the gold evening bag was already on a chair waiting for her to pick it up.  As she wriggled into the dress she was deciding on the jewellery to go with it… the chunky gold necklace and matching earrings, her gold watch instead of her 'everyday at work' watch.  The overall effect was stunning.




When she opened the door to David, his eyes travelled slowly down the length of her body, taking in the shiny black hair, the olive skin, the gorgeous burgundy-coloured dress draping her figure, the gold sandals and the painted toenails, which matched her fingernails.  He whistled appreciatively.  She laughed.




He held her hand in the foyer of the concert hall, rarely taking his eyes off her face, even when friends approached to speak with him and he introduced Dafna to them.  He was making her nervous with his open admiration.  She began to think that maybe the little black dress would have been a better choice than this striking red attention-seeker.




The warning bell rang to warn the patrons to make their way to their seats.  As David led Dafna along the aisle, following a crowd of other people, Dafna caught a glimpse of a familiar figure up ahead.  Tall, dark-haired, broad shoulders… surely not Adam, not here, she asked herself.  She craned her neck to see over the heads of people in front of her, but was unable to see far enough.  David looked at her enquiringly as she was almost walking on tip-toe beside him.  Guiltily, she dropped back to normal walking, smiled at David, and said, "Thought I saw someone I know."




Throughout the first half of the concert, Dafna barely comprehended what was going on around her and she certainly missed the music entirely.  Her thoughts were on trying to find the tall man again.  Without showing David what she was doing, she was systematically looking from side to side, not moving her head, but eyeing the rows of seats within her range of vision.  However, she was unable to find the person she was looking for among the hundreds of heads in front of her.




David had taken her hand in his as soon as they had sat down but Dafna wasn't even aware of it.  If Adam was out there somewhere, she wanted to find him, to see him.  Who had brought him to the concert?




During the interval, they stood with friends of David, chatting about the performance so far.  Dafna listened carefully to the opinions of the other young people in order to gauge the reaction to the musical programme, just in case she was asked for an opinion.  As she couldn't recall anything about the concert thus far, it would be a few minutes well-spent.  This didn't stop her from looking about her at the milling crowd of people trying to buy a drink before the bell rang again.  Try as she might, she couldn't spot the tall man anywhere.




The bell rang for the second half of the concert and David and his friends shuffled her along with them, back inside the hall, where they settled down for the continuation of the entertainment.  She tried to listen with enthusiasm to the wonderful orchestra, under the baton of a maestro, famed for his excellence of style and interpretation.  Parts of a Haydn symphony infiltrated into her senses as she concentrated on the shapes of heads in the semi-darkness.




Dafna had no idea what she would do if she did find the man and it was Adam.  Would he want to talk to her?




Before she knew it, the audience was standing and applauding all around her.  Whether it was the end of the symphony or the end of the concert, she didn't know but she joined them in showing appreciation for music she had hardly heard.  All her thoughts had been on Adam, and the times they had been together, so happily.




Finally, the people started making their way to the exits, slowly, talking amongst themselves.  She realised that David was talking to her, too.




"What, David?  I'm sorry, I was miles away," she said to him.




"Well, I know that.  Did you enjoy the concert, Dafna?  What did you think of the finale - wasn't it brilliant?"




"Wonderful," she replied.  "It was just wonderful."




"Would you like to go for coffee now?  All the others are going," David asked.




"Oh, yes, that would be nice," Dafna said, not meaning a word of it.  All she wanted to do was to locate that tall man, to see if it was Adam.




Walking within the group of friends to a nearby café, Dafna tried her best to involve herself in the conversations going on simultaneously.  They were laughing at a joke as they went through the doorway and Dafna almost stopped dead in her tracks as she saw the tall, dark-haired man at a table, his back towards her.  Behind her, David stumbled as he tried not to walk on her heels when she hesitated so suddenly.  A waiter came forward to point out a table on the opposite side of the room, which would be large enough for the whole group, and they trooped over to it, with Dafna locked in the middle of the huddle of bodies.




She positioned herself so that the man was facing her across the room.  It was Adam.  Dafna could clearly see his face, lined from so many weeks of pain-filled hours and days.  He was with a group of men and women who looked vaguely familiar.  Dafna realised they were the same people in some of the photos she'd seen in his apartment.  Of course, they were family.  His cousins and their wives.  So he didn't have another woman with him.  She realised this had been what was on her mind all evening.




A waitress, who looked too tired to be interested in the people in front of her, took the coffee orders.   The conversations around the table waned as she did this.  David asked what type of coffee she'd like.  She asked for Vienna coffee as she'd always liked the cream on top.




She stood up, surprising David and the others, excused herself and headed towards the table on the other side of the room.  Never before lacking in determination to go after something she wanted, Dafna approached Adam's table with butterflies in her stomach, but a firm step.




Standing beside Adam, she placed her hand on his shoulder.  His cousins looked up at her, one of them recognised her instantly and smiled. 




Before he could say anything, she said, "Hello, Adam.  How have you been keeping?"




"Dafna?"




"Yes.  I saw you at the concert, but lost you in the crowd.  Did you enjoy it?"




"Yes, I did.  I thought the performance of Beethoven's symphony stole the show.  What did you think?"




"I agree, it was marvellous," she lied, not having heard it at all.  "Well, I won't intrude on your evening.  I just wanted to see how you are."  Turning to the others at the table, she said, "Excuse me for interrupting your evening."  To Adam, she said, "Adam, could we meet one day this week?  I'd really like to talk to you."




"OK.  That's OK with me," he said.  "When would suit you?"




"How about Sunday for lunch?  I could pick you up at your mother's place - about midday?"




"Fine.  I'll see you then," Adam said.




Dafna walked back to her table, quietly pleased with herself.  He hadn't said he didn't want to see her.  In fact, he sounded very happy that she had spoken to him at all.




David was waiting for her to return.  He'd been watching her talk to the dark man, resting her hand on his shoulder as though she knew him well.




"Who was that?" he asked, as soon as she was seated again.




"That man saved my life some months ago.  He was blinded as a result of his actions.  I know him very well," she said to David.




The rest of the party at the table had heard this exchange and perked up their ears about him saving her life.  They clamoured for more information.  Quietly, Dafna gave them a brief rundown of the events that took place at the airport, the injuries both suffered, the recuperation.  She left out the part about Adam staying with her at her mother's home, or that she had stayed with him in his mother's home.  She didn't mention their close relationship either.




She was relieved when everyone decided it was time to go and they all stood up to say their farewells before moving towards the door.


























CHAPTER 22

Dafna woke late the morning following the concert.  It had been a late night by the time David had brought her home.  She'd invited him in for coffee, hoping he wouldn't accept, but he did.  He was curious about Adam and had questioned her several times about him.  At first, Dafna tried to avoid the questions, changing the subject, but finally decided to tell David more than he wanted to know.




She told him about the difficulty Adam was having; the waiting on the operation which may, or may not, restore his sight; the mood swings as a result of the pain; the weeks and months of not knowing if he would ever see again or work again.




"And," David said, after a pause, "you forgot to mention that you love him."




Dafna gasped in astonishment.  David went on, "You are wearing your heart on your sleeve Dafna.  I realise now why you were so distant tonight.  And when you went over to his table and put your hand on his shoulder, I think I knew then.  You looked beautiful tonight - it's a pity he couldn't see you."




David kissed her softly on the lips and turned on his heel and walked out, closing the door quietly behind him.




And so, Dafna lay on her side in the morning light, watching the movement of the curtain, thinking about the previous night and David's words before he'd left her.  Considering the fact that she'd hardly spoken to him all night, he'd been very understanding with her.  She smiled then, when she remembered that it was only the day after tomorrow that she would have lunch with Adam.  It was something to look forward to.  She recollected how calm he had sounded last night.  Something had changed him again.




Feeling as though a weight had been lifted from her shoulders, she threw back the covers and jumped off the bed, moving quickly into the kitchen to boil the jug for coffee.  It wasn't a working day and the sun was up… what a day for the beach!




Following breakfast, Dafna showered and dressed quickly in shorts and sleeveless blouse, which covered her brief bikini, anxious not to lose a minute of this wonderful day.  She packed a towel, sunscreen, floppy hat, and a book to read on the sand.  Then, slipping her feet into comfortable sandals, she left the building and began walking towards the beach.  It was almost nine o'clock when she set out, with the still-rising sun behind her, warming her back.  She hummed a popular tune as she strode along, her dillybag swinging from her shoulder.  A few people turned to watch her jaunty stride as she passed them, and one young fellow actually whistled at her.  She smiled in delight.




The sand was already becoming crowded when she finally walked down the steps to the beach.  Plenty of bathers were in the water, some swimming, others playing and splashing about.  Children lined the edge of the water, busy with buckets and spades, or holding boogie boards and watching the little waves washing into the shore.




Dafna looked about for a spot near the back of the beach, against the wall, where she could sit up and lean against it while reading the book.  It would also be a great vantage point to observe the activities on the beach.  A few minutes of walking along the sand proved fortunate, as she found her vacant area.  Not far away was a large family gathering, complete with picnic mats and baskets, which had rigged up a rope on poles to act as a net for beach volleyball games.  They were in full swing, with a vigorously contested match under way as Dafna slipped off her shorts and blouse and sat down on her towel.  Each of the contestants, men and women, looked very fit, as though they did this often.




The wall area was still in shade, and would remain so for another hour or so and then the midday sun would come over and start to cook the people sheltering there.  Dafna wanted to swim first and read later.  She smoothed plenty of sunscreen over her already lightly tanned body and moved across sand, which was starting to heat up.  She increased her walking speed and stepped into the shallow water, only to gasp at the sudden coolness, which was a shock to the system after the early heat of the day and the sand.




A child playing nearby saw her hesitate and laughed up at her saying, "Go on in, lady, it's really nice today."




Dafna laughed back at the child, laughing at herself really, for showing cowardice at the thought of getting that cool water all over her body.  She waded further out, standing on tiptoe as the waves rolled in towards her, dropping back onto her feet as they passed.  Taking a deep breath, she plunged into the next wave, feeling the shock of the change in body temperature.  However, as she swam out she became accustomed to the feel of the water and began to enjoy herself.  The child was right, it was nice in!  Swimming slowly up and down the beach, the water supported her weight and she gently bobbed about in the swell.  She rolled onto her back and floated, looking up at the clear blue sky streaked with puffy white clouds.  Apart from the lack of surf it was almost like being at the beach in Sydney, she thought.  There, too, summer was all sun, heat, sand, blue skies, just like this.  It was this comparison of beaches that reminded her that Sydney also had some of the most dangerous sharks swimming off its shores.  Hastily, she dropped her legs and started swimming back into the shore, mindful of a danger she used to ignore as a young child.




The small waves weren't exactly suitable for surfing into the beach, so Dafna had to swim all the way, all the time hoping nothing was swimming along with her.  She was reliving a teenage horror of sharks, ever since reading the book 'Jaws'.  It had been years before she was brave enough to watch the movie!  Now it tempered her enjoyment of swimming at the beach.  She'd forgotten all about it until she thought of Sydney's beaches.  'Damn that,' she thought.  It was fun up until then.




Before she reached the shallows, she had already recalled reading about the large hammerhead shark caught off Israel's coastline some months earlier.  And then there had been that television interview with an Italian fisherman and his son, who had been terrorised by a great white shark.  The man had had the presence of mind to use his movie camera to show what that shark was trying to do to his boat.  The boy was screaming in terror for this father to take them home, away from the shark.  It was unheard of that a great white had made its home in Mediterranean waters.  They usually swam in mostly colder seas.  But the film proved that theory wrong.




Swiftly, she walked out of the sea, squeezing water from her hair.  She walked back to where her belongings were waiting for her.  In the shade, she patted the towel over her body, renewed the film of sunscreen, wiped her hands and sat down against the wall.  With sunglasses protecting her eyes from the glare, she leaned back and watched as families arrived and set up camp, impatient children waiting to be rubbed with sunscreen before running, shrieking, down to the water's edge.  Parents followed with less haste, and she realised, they were just as reticent as she had been to feel the cool water on their skin.  Children never seemed to bother about the coolness, they just ran straight in and began swimming and playing.




With the book in her hands, Dafna relaxed and stretched her legs out in front of her to catch the first of the sun's rays as it moved overhead.  Not long after, she buried her feet in the sand to prevent them from burning.  It was going to be a very hot day on the sand.  She threw the towel over her legs about half an hour later to protect them, and settled back with her book again.




The sound of a bell ringing woke her from a short doze.  It was an icecream vendor moving along the sand, doing a roaring trade, ringing a bell as he went, exciting all the children who heard it.  Dafna could feel that she'd burnt a bit during her little nap and stood up to go back for another swim to cool off, as well as to wash sand off her skin before reapplying sunscreen.  With surprise she noted that the big clock on the dressing room wall was showing almost two o'clock.  She was hungry, hot and thirsty.




A quick swim to cool off in the shallows, where she stayed within a large group of other bathers, and she ran back to her spot near the wall to dry off.  Pulling her shorts and blouse over her swimsuit, she picked up her towel and other belongings and went in search of a cool drink.  There was a kiosk not far from the beach, where she was able to quench her raging thirst and buy a sandwich.   These she took into the small park, which was the buffer between Netanya's beach and Kikar Haatzmaut.  Dafna sat under a shady tree to enjoy her mini picnic, again watching the passing parade of people of all shapes and sizes, tourists and locals, listening to the sounds of several languages.  Predominant amongst them were the Scandinavian languages and she guessed that a large contingent of Swedes, Danes and Norwegians had come to Israel for their holidays.




Her skin was tightening up from the sunburn, so Dafna decided to call it a day and head for home.  In any case, she was rather hoping Adam would call her this evening and she wanted to be there when/if he did.  It would take about half an hour to walk home, so she pulled her floppy hat down to shade her face and set off.




Once back in her apartment, Dafna showered and washed the salt and sand from her hair, relishing the feeling of comfort and well-being that followed.  She dried her hair, smoothed her body with moisturiser, inhaling the perfume, then dressed in panties and a brightly-coloured kaftan before stretching out on the lounge chair.  There was a light breeze blowing through the apartment, kissing her glowing cheeks and forehead, cooling them a little.  She had seen how pink her skin was and knew she would have to do something about it before it peeled.




Back in Australia, when you got very sunburnt, one remedy was to cut a tomato in half and gently smooth the cut side over the burnt area.  It seemed to draw the fire out of the skin and soothe it.  It also left the skin a bit sticky, with the odd tomato seed clinging to it, but it did ease a burnt patch, and could easily be washed off later.




It was a remedy that her grandmother had used on them as children and Dafna decided to try it on her shoulders, arms and feet - her face would feel only the moisturiser.  She got up and lifted the kaftan over her head, standing semi-naked in the kitchen, while she prepared the tomato.  Smoothing a cool tomato over her skin felt so good that she ended up using two whole tomatoes to do the job.  However, Dafna hoped that nobody would ring the doorbell as, apart from smelling like a salad, she would probably look a bit strange.  The tomato juice was left on until she was ready to go to bed, when a quick, tepid shower was all it took to wash it off.  By that time, the skin was less stressed.  It could be repeated the following day if the necessity was there.  Otherwise, the moisturiser could handle it from then on.




Dafna slept well that night, dreaming again of walking on a beach holding Adam's hand.  She had gone to bed so tired that she hadn't moved in the night, and when she got up the next morning, her bed looked as though it had already been made.




Her sunburn had eased enough to allow full movement of her limbs and she applied liberal quantities of moisturiser to take over from the tomato juice's original efforts.  In a few days, her skin would be a golden, glowing tan -'cooked to perfection', she thought, and gave a soft giggle.




The day was another bright, sunny one, but Dafna had no intention of going out in the sun as her skin would probably burn again, and she didn't fancy the idea of being uncomfortable when it could so easily be avoided.  If only she hadn't fallen asleep in the sun on the beach!




She was saved from finding a distraction for the day when the phone rang and several of her friends announced they were coming over to see her.  It was Saturday, the last day of the weekend in Israel - Sunday being the start of the working week.  Dafna set about preparing food for a cold lunch and laid a fresh snowy-white linen tablecloth over the table.  There was time to set the table and then rearrange the flowers in a display for the centrepiece.  She'd bought them on her way home on Thursday evening.  In fact, the apartment had a pleasant perfume from many flowers arranged in the living room and the dining room.  Dafna liked to have fresh flowers around her.




The girls arrived within minutes of each other and there were kisses and hugs all around, everyone talking at once for the first few minutes until they sorted themselves out.  They exclaimed over Dafna's flower arrangements, her sunburn (was it sore?), the apartment which had been redecorated since they'd last seen it, the weather etc.  Each of them had brought a plate or bowl of food, prepared that morning, to help with the catering for lunch.  It was going to be a happy, noisy day with everyone talking at once all the time.  As usual.




And so, they talked, ate their lunch, played cards afterwards, talked some more, drank coffee.  All the things you usually do when friends drop in.  Everyone was eager to catch up on Dafna's life since the bomb attack.  She'd left the country again before they had a chance to hear the latest gossip following her recovery from injuries received.




The day flew by and the girls were all surprised to see that the time had passed five o'clock.  There was a hurried collection of bags and keys and washed plates.  They went through the kisses-all-around again, accompanied by promises to 'do it all again soon'.  They left as rowdily as they had arrived, leaving Dafna in sudden silence.  She hurried to the CD player to put some music on, filling the void with sound.




Her visitors had already done the cleaning-up in the kitchen, so there was nothing to do in there except put the jug on again for more coffee.  Dafna leaned back against the bench, ankles crossed, thinking about Adam, when the phone rang.  She hurried into the living room and lifted the receiver.  It was Adam.




His deep voice spoke softly into her ear:  "Shalom, Dafna, how are you today?"




"Well I'm fine, thank you.  And you?  I was just thinking about you.  You must be telepathic to call right now!"




He laughed.  "I've been thinking about you, too, and I wanted to talk to you, to hear your voice."




Dafna took a deep breath.  This was more like the Adam she loved.  This was more like what she wanted to hear.




"I've missed you," she said to Adam.  "Is midday still OK for you tomorrow?"




"Yes, I'll be ready and waiting."




"How are you really feeling these days?  You sound much better, Adam."




"I am feeling better now.  That’s really why I wanted to talk to you.  I'm so sorry for the way I've been  acting… for the way I spoke to you that day.  I didn't mean it.  I just couldn't help myself.  I get so frustrated at not being able to do all the things I used to do, and it came out of me in rage.  I'm really sorry."




"Apology accepted."




"What have you been doing today, darling?" he asked her, relief obvious in his voice.




"Oh, I've been entertaining," she said.  "Some of my friends dropped by and we had lunch, played cards, laughed a lot.  It was a fun day.  But I’m just filling in time until we meet again."




They spoke in general terms for another twenty minutes, finally saying their 'goodbyes' when Adam's mother called him to come to the table for his dinner.




Dafna hadn't missed the 'darling' he'd thrown into the conversation, and wriggled with satisfaction that he seemed to be back to his old self once more.  She went back into the kitchen to reboil the jug.  Tomorrow would be a very special day.




























CHAPTER 22

The 'big day' dawned overcast, threatening rain with the dark clouds skidding across the sky in angry swirls.  Dafna pulled back the curtains and groaned in disbelief that her perfect day was going to be so imperfect, as far as the weather was concerned.  She'd envisaged a lovely sunny day to match her 'sunny' emotions.




She let out a loud sigh, dropping the curtains back into place.  Her thoughts turned to clothes.  What would she wear that would suit the climate and the occasion?  Before meeting with Adam, she would need to go into the shop for a few hours, so business clothes would be needed.  'Work interferes with my life!' she thought.




Eventually, she settled for a pantsuit in soft beige with a cream blouse, adding a heavy gold necklace which showed off the golden tan above the blouse.  The chunky gold chain was a gift from her father shortly before his death.  Dafna often wore it to remember him as he was in those days before he became ill.




On the way to the shop, the wind picked up in intensity, rushing in off the Mediterranean and pushing dirt and sand before it into the town.  Papers were lifted and blown about through the streets, trees bent under the onslaught.  Dafna drove carefully, not wanting to be an accident statistic in these conditions, and not wanting anything to spoil her meeting with Adam later in the day.




After parking her car, she hurried to the shelter of the book shop, unlocking the front door and almost losing it from her grasp as the gusts of wind pushed through the square, looking for any opening to invade.  She managed to slip inside and push the door back against the wind.  The books in the front display stands would suffer a bit from the blowing sand and grit.  They would need to move older, less valuable displays into the position usually saved for the latest eye-catching titles.




Dafna worked quickly, moving books about to protect her best sellers.  Yael arrived as she was almost finished and helped with the last of the shuffle of titles.  They paused as Ilana dashed through the door, windblown and brushing grit from her face.




Yael said, "Trust you to arrive when the work is over!"  She was laughing at Ilana's hairstyle - hair standing on end in places.




"Isn't it awful?  There were two accidents on the way to work.  Fancy having to stand out in that wind, waiting for the police to come!" Ilana said brushing back her hair.




They headed to the office to freshen up before the first customers would come bowling into the shop - that is, if any customers were brave enough to come out in this dreadful wind.




Surprisingly, they were inundated with high school children, out on an excursion to look at local businesses and how they operated.  The swirling wind hadn't stopped them and they enthusiastically roamed through the shop, looking at titles, discussing various topics amongst themselves.  Dafna smiled to herself, thinking that if she were still in school she would take the opportunity to have a day in town, too.  They were well-behaved, although, every now and then, the accompanying teacher would remind them to quieten down a bit.  During their stay in the shop, some took the opportunity to talk to Dafna about the running of a book shop, how she chose the titles, ordered them, displayed them.  She quite enjoyed herself with these young adults, mostly girls, sharing information with the curious ones, discussing titles with the more studious types.  Time went by fairly quickly, and when the students left to find their next 'target' it was almost time to leave to pick up Adam.




She dreaded going out into the wind again, thinking about the grit flying around and how it would stick to her and her light-coloured clothing before she reached the car.  Still, there was no choice, and there was no way she'd miss meeting her man.




With final instructions for the display of new books, if they arrived that day, she was ready to leave.  The girls gave her sly looks, implying that Dafna was going to 'an assignation' instead of just a lunch meeting.  She gave them a 'Mona Lisa' smile in return and stepped through the door into the wind.




Just getting to the car was an effort, leaning into the wind one moment and being swept along by it the next.  Once she was safely in the car, out came the brush and comb to fix the hair, followed by the mirror for a close examination of her makeup.  Fortunately, there didn't seem to be much damage by grit and sand.  However, she applied a small touch of perfume in case the smell of dust clung to her.




Dafna drove as quickly as she dared to where Adam was waiting for her at home.  His parents were happy to see her and his mother threw her arms around Dafna, holding her close and rocking her gently.  Adam stepped forward, arms out.  "My turn," he said.  Swiftly, Dafna turned to him and walked into this outstretched arms.  This was a cuddle for which she'd waited a long time.  Adam's mother nudged his father in the arm, smiling a knowing smile, and they walked from the room into the kitchen, to give them a moment to themselves.




"Adam, it's awful outside.  Do you still want to go out?"

"Of course.  We can be by ourselves… or at least, another couple amongst a crowd of couples.  I'd rather go out than stay here."




"Gam ani," said Dafna, with her head against Adam's broad chest.  Once again, she enjoyed the clean fresh smell of his body and clothes, and his aftershave lotion that she loved so much.  "Let's go, shall we?"




Adam called out 'goodbye' to his mother and father and they hurried to the car.  Dafna opened the passenger door for Adam and he quickly sat in the car and pulled the door shut, while Dafna ran around the other side.  Adam had leaned over and pushed the door open for her by the time she got there.  She jumped into her seat, slamming the door behind her, and again pushed her fingers through her hair to brush it back from her face.  Really, she thought, it would have been smarter to tie it back, rather than let it hang down to her shoulders.




They travelled through streets still busy with traffic as some workers headed for home.  Dafna drove to a popular hotel, where the restaurant was known to give good service and wonderful cuisine.  Fortunately, they were able to park under the hotel, so they didn't have to brave the weather again.  Dafna led Adam from the car, with her arm through his, hands clasped, to the elevator, which took them up to the restaurant floor.  As the elevator door slid open, the perfume of masses of flowers reached them.  It was a lovely welcome, followed by a very courteous verbal welcome from the maitre d' hotel.  They were shown to a table for two in a quiet alcove.  Dafna was reminded of a similar setting when she sat in a hotel restaurant with Moshe, the night… 'Stop it' she told herself.




Adam felt her stop at the table and felt for the chair.  He gently moved in front of the waiter to be the one to push Dafna's chair in for her.  She smiled her lovely smile, which he hadn't seen properly as yet, and watched him walk around the little table to find his own chair.  Once seated, he reached across the table to take her hands in his.  He lifted one hand to his lips and softly kissed her fingers.  Dafna tingled all over as he did that.  She watched his warm lips touching her fingers, one by one.  She wished they were somewhere alone, away from watching eyes, somewhere they could be more intimate yet.




A hovering drinks waiter interrupted Adam's caresses by placing a wine list on the table for them.  Dafna squeezed Adam's hand to signal him that someone was there with them.  Adam took the hint and lowered her hand, looking up to Dafna with a quizzical expression.




"What wine would you like, darling?" she asked him.  "Anything you specially want?"




He shook his head.  "No, I'd like you to choose if you don't mind."




Dafna took her time, but finally pointed to a favourite Chardonnay.  The waiter nodded in agreement with her choice and left them, whisking the list away as he went.




"Adam, do you want anything in particular to eat?  Beef?  Chicken?  Fish?  I'll help you choose if you can give me an idea of what you'd like to eat."




"OK.  We're having Chardonnay?  Then, I'd like a chicken dish to go with it.  No entrée for me, just the main meal, please.  If you would like an entrée, please have one, and don't worry about me.  The medication has blunted my appetite a bit.  I can't eat as much as I used to.  I'll probably only have one glass of wine, too.  Would you order me some water, please?"




"There's water on the table. I'll pour some for you."  Dafna poured water for both of them and moved his glass close to his hand.  




When a waiter came for their order, Dafna chose a dish she thought Adam would enjoy (and could manage to cut up for himself) - the chicken schnitzel.  For herself, she chose a steamed fish.  Her initial hunger had left her, following the caresses from Adam.  Now, food didn't interest her.  All she wanted was for Adam to touch her again, to be away from prying eyes.  What she really wanted was to be alone with him.




Music, played by a live band, was heard starting up in an adjacent room.  The beat was Latin American, toe-tapping and inviting.  Adam drummed his fingers on the table in time to the music and cocked his head to hear what they were playing.  They were, in fact, rehearsing for the evening dinner/dance session to begin after nine o'clock.




He said, "This may sound a bit silly, in the middle of the day, but would you like to dance, Dafna?  Are there many people here today?"




"No, there aren't many people here, maybe half a dozen so far.  And yes, I'd love to dance with you.  We'll have to go into the other room though, as there isn't enough room between the tables here."




"Right.  Let's go," he said to her.  He stood quickly and held out his hand to her, guiding her toward the sounds.  She managed to make sure he wouldn't walk into any table or chairs and they stopped just inside the door of the auditorium where the band was playing.  He turned and took her into his strong arms, holding her firmly and very capably.  Dafna realised that he must have been professionally taught at some time, the way he led her about the floor.  She could see that there were no obstacles to fall over and let him take her through the steps of the exciting tango - a dance of passion.  Her whole body seemed to mould into his shape momentarily before he would push her away into another position.




Dafna glanced up at him and saw the smile of enjoyment and satisfaction on his face.  This was something he could do, blind or otherwise.  This was something he did very well and took great pleasure in doing.  As the tango came to an end and they stopped moving, there was a round of enthusiastic applause behind them.  The other diners had come to watch!  Adam grinned, but Dafna blushed.  She wondered what she had looked like to those people while she was being held so provocatively by Adam.  Her mind hadn't been exactly on the dance movements.




The band swung into a bouncy tune and Adam, in turn, swung Dafna along with him in a fast-paced round of the floor.  By now, some of the braver diners were joining in.  Three other couples came onto the floor to join Adam and Dafna.  The head waiter came in swiftly to call them away from the auditorium, but nobody took any notice.  It was too much fun and a bonus to just dining at the table.  The band didn't bother about having real live dancers to play to, and they gave a good performance.




However, a waiter came to call the couples back to their meals, which had arrived at the tables and were rapidly cooling.  Regretfully, Dafna pulled Adam off the dance floor and back into the dining room.  He was laughing, mainly about the fact that he could do something without help, but also because he felt he'd broken some rules in a nice way, by dancing at lunch instead of being out at night.




Dafna used subtle finger pressure on his hand to guide him back to the table without alerting anyone to his blindness.  He felt for, and found, his knife and fork, and was able to make a good show of cutting up his meal into bite-sized mouthfuls.  They talked over the wine, in voices that were low and soft, so no one else would hear them.




Adam said, "Help me with the last bits, I can't find them, darling."




Dafna was able to reach over and feed him some last morsels.  It looked as though she was an adoring girlfriend or lover who was enjoying 'spoon-feeding' her beloved.  No one took any notice, or realised that she was doing it because Adam couldn't see.




"Open," she said as she held the fork near his mouth.  Obediently, he would open and close his mouth at the right time, in the right way, so that his plate emptied in an orderly fashion, without food sliding off it.  He was feeling hungry now after the short burst of activity on the dance floor. 




"My operation will be next week, Dafna," he said quietly.  "Will you come to the hospital with me?  I'm a bit scared.  If this doesn't work I don't know what I'll do.  I don't want to be like this forever.  I want to be able to work, to drive my car, to look at you and see your face properly.  All I saw, before this happened, was a blur with a hint of what you look like.  Now I want to see all of you, all the time."




"I'll come, of course.  I'm glad that you asked me.  I didn't think you were ever going to speak to me again.  I was scared, too.  Of not seeing you again."




Adam had trapped one of her hands in his and was gently moving his thumb over the back of her hand.  It gave her goosebumps.




"Adam, you know it won't matter to me if this operation doesn't go quite how you want it.  I want you whether you can see me or not."




If he could have seen her expression, he would have thrown his arms around her.  As it was, he murmured, leaning close to her, "I love you, Dafna.  I don't want to lose you, no matter what."




"And I love you, Adam.  I think I have loved you from our first meeting after the bombing."




"Would you like anything else to eat or drink?  Could we go, do you think?"  Adam was feeling restless, and wanted to take her home, away from curious faces.  Besides, he knew his parents were away visiting his sister in the hospital and he had already planned to have time alone with Dafna today.




"I've had enough to eat.  Yes, let's go."




Adam heard the waiter talking to people at the next table and called him.




"Could we have the bill now, please?"




"Of course, sir.  Was the meal to your liking, madam?" he asked, turning to her.




Dafna nodded and smiled at him.  He seemed to be new in the job and was anxious to make a good impression.  Probably wanted a good tip!  He left them briefly, returning with the account on a small plate.  Adam took his Visa card from his wallet and held it out towards Dafna, who dropped it on the plate for the young man.




"Take the usual," she said to him.  In Israel, it was the done thing to add a 10% tip to the payment.




"Thank you, madam," the young man said hurrying away.  He came back to the table in a few short minutes, handed the card and a voucher to Adam to be signed.  Adam felt where he had to write, asking Dafna if he was in the right place and she told him 'yes'.  The waiter was astonished to realise that this active, wonderful dancer couldn’t see a thing.  Nevertheless, the signature was verified as OK and he wished them a lovely afternoon before leaving them to find their way to the door.




Adam was walking with a spring in his step, that hadn't been there before.  She held tightly to his hand as they headed to the elevator.  The door slid closed behind them and Adam immediately used his body to shuffle Dafna back against the wall, pinning her there while his mouth found hers.  She slid her arms up around his neck and held him as he kissed her warmly, hotly.  He pushed his body at her and she loved it.  His hands were on the wall behind her, blocking any escape - not that she even considered that!  Too soon, the elevator stopped at the car park floor and the door opened.  Adam stepped back from Dafna, breathing heavily.   She moved towards him, gasping a little herself, her bosom rising and falling rapidly.  She pressed the button to close the door again.  Drawing Adam back into her arms this time, she kissed him passionately, feeling his body respond immediately.




Suddenly, the lift started going back up.  Adam lifted his head from hers.  "Damn!" he said.




"I second that!" Dafna said.




They broke apart just as the doors opened again to allow two couples to enter the lift.  The newcomers barely glanced in their direction as the elevator started going back down again.




Everyone got out at the car park level, including Dafna and Adam, and they followed the small group of people towards the many cars parked there.  They threaded their way towards Dafna's car.  By the time they reached it, they were stifling giggles like a pair of schoolgirls.




"If we'd stayed in the elevator any longer we'd nearly be 'caught in the act'," Adam said when they were in the car.  Dafna threw her handbag onto the rear seat and leaned towards Adam, sliding her hand up behind his head and pulling his face down to hers.  Again she was kissing him in such a way that he was immediately aroused.  His arms went around her, crushing her to him.  They were oblivious to anything around them until voices came very close to the car as hotel guests prepared to enter their cars.  Dafna pulled back from Adam, her lips moist from his kisses, her arms trembling with passion.  Adam was in no state to be seen in public and bent down, supposedly to tie his shoelaces, in case people outside the car were able to see him.




Dafna started the car with shaking fingers, hardly able to turn the key.  She drove slowly through the turns to the exit and up onto the road.




The wind gusted against the car forcefully.  While they had been inside the hotel, they'd totally forgotten what was happening outside.  It surprised them both.  For Dafna, it was the steadier she needed to concentrate on driving and not on Adam.  Those last few minutes inside the hotel were getting out of hand before they'd left.  Now, the wind was howling along the streets and she had to tear her mind back from the elevator to the road.




Adam was silent all the way home.  He realised that they'd reached, and passed, a milestone in their relationship.  He also realised just how passionate Dafna could be.  His composure was returning, with difficulty, as thoughts of her warm body crushed against him kept returning to taunt him.  Keeping his hands off her, in future, would be no easy feat.  He considered how she would react if he asked her to marry him.  Surely, after today, there would be no need to fear a rejection… but he was still hesitant.  After all, for her, it would mean having to take care of him if his operation didn't solve his present problem.  Had she really thought long and hard about that?  Should he do that to her?  Could he do that to her?  Would it be fair to do it to her?




The car slowed to a crawl as Dafna manoeuvred it under the carport beside Adam's house.




"We're home, Adam.  We just have to brave the wind for a few paces and we'll be out of it," Dafna said quietly.




He couldn't tell if her thoughtful tone was as a result of misgivings about their future, or regret at having shown so much raw passion… he cursed not being able to see her face, her expression.  This uncertainty was driving him crazy, not knowing what people were thinking when they looked at him, not knowing how they truly felt.  If he could only see, it would be easier to read people's thoughts!  He wouldn't be putting so much pressure on himself, thinking that all they could see in him was his blindness.  He felt inadequate, as a result.




Both of them slammed the car doors and headed for the house.  Dafna stood and waited for Adam to move quickly around the car, his hand running along the bonnet to guide him, and together they walked to the front door.  Adam found his keys and Dafna opened the door.  Normally, she would have let him fumble for, and find, the keyhole, but the elements made it necessary for her to do the honours so they could get inside faster.  The wind was singing along the power lines as they closed the door behind them.




Adam brushed grit from his clothes and face, walking towards the living room.  He called out to his parents… "Ima, Aba, we're home."  There was no answer.


























CHAPTER 23

Adam turned back towards Dafna, who was standing in the corridor, watching him.  He had moved swiftly through the rooms, calling his parents to make sure they weren't home.  She knew that.




He came close to her, smelling her perfume, knowing where she was, and reached out his arms for her.  She moved into the warm circle of strength, leaning against him, sighing, as Adam slid his hands across her back and under her blouse.  Warm hands pressed her to him, fingers moving over her skin… caressing… seducing.  With eyes closed and head thrown back, she invited him to kiss her.  Adam cuddled his cheek next to hers, feeling the soft skin of Dafna's face against his own.  He moved around to find her lips, which parted under his own.




For long moments, they clung together, oblivious to any outside sounds.  Gradually, they were rocking and stepping towards Adam's room, stopping now and again to embrace passionately, more passionately than before.  He began to unbutton her blouse, pressing her against the wall as he did it.  She, in turn, pulled at his shirt, lifting it out of the confines of his trouser belt.  In between undressing each other, they would stop to shower kisses on each other.  Their breath came in hot gasps; Dafna moaned in pleasure.




"Shalom, we're home," Adam's mother's voice called from the front door, as she and her husband came into the house.  "Adam, where are you?"




Adam and Dafna sprang apart in utter frustration and shock.  Hurriedly, they tucked clothes back where they should be.  Dafna pushed Adam through the doorway into his room and quickly and quietly pulled the door shut behind him, with a whispered, "Dress yourself."




She rushed to do up the buttons of her blouse, hoping Adam's parents wouldn't find her before she finished.  Her fingers felt like wooden pegs - they wouldn't work fast enough or well enough!  However, she succeeded in doing up all but the last one, when the older couple came through from the living room.  Her face was flushed with embarrassment.  She knew that, but couldn’t do anything about it.




"Shalom," she said to them, and they took turns to hug her.  "Adam is in his room.  He should be out in a moment.  We got awfully windblown going out today."  Dafna stammered slightly in her embarrassment and was talking rapidly, hoping to cover it up.




Mr Lavan asked, "Where did you have lunch today, dear?  Did you enjoy it?  I hope you and Adam have been able to resolve the differences you had… "




"We had a lovely lunch and we even had an opportunity to dance.  You know how he likes to dance, don't you?  There was a band there, practising for the evening show, and we got to make use of it.  It was wonderful.  And yes, we are on very good terms now," Dafna finished.




"I can see that," the old man said, inclining his head towards the front of her blouse.




Dafna looked down.  She had missed a buttonhole and buttoned her blouse up crooked!  Swiftly, she put a hand over the gaping blouse, as the blood rushed into her cheeks.




Mrs Lavan glanced as her husband and they went off toward the kitchen with a knowing smile on their faces.  Dafna was left to recover from the shock of their discovery.  She knew, that they knew, what had been going on.




"Oh, shit!" she murmured softly, head in hands.  "I thought it was too good to be true."   She redid the buttoning.




Following the old couple to the kitchen, she started to make an explanation, but they waved it away.  "Don't fret yourself.  We were young once, too, you know."




The jug was boiling on the bench, the cups and coffee were out on the table, and Adam finally came to join the rest of the household in the kitchen.  He, too, looked a bit worse for wear, with lipstick (which he didn't realise was there) all over his face and neck.  His parents looked astonished, then burst into loud laughter.  Dafna, taken aback, joined in, seeing the funny side of it.  Adam stood there with his hands turned out and an enquiring expression on his face.




"What's so funny?  What is it?" he asked.




Dafna ran to the bathroom, wet a handtowel and came back to Adam.  "Stand still.  I have to clean you up.  You're covered in lipstick, darling."




While Dafna wiped the evidence from Adam's face, his father turned on the answering machine to hear the message blinking it's warning to the room in general.




The call came from Yael, at the shop.  She had been unable to reach Dafna at home, and wanted to track her down at Adam's place.




"Dafna, this is Yael, please call me as soon as you can.  There is a message from Sydney for you."




Dafna drew in her breath suddenly, hand to mouth, immediately concerned for her mother, whom she'd been calling several times a week since coming back to Israel.




"Use this phone, dear, if you wish," Mrs Lavan said, pulling her husband out of the room to give Dafna some privacy.  Adam stepped close to Dafna, for a different reason this time to the one he had in mind half an hour earlier.  He felt her trembling.




"Come on, darling, I'm with you.  It may be nothing at all.  You have to find out what it is about."




She made the call and listened to what Yael had to say. 




Dafna sobbed uncontrollably, putting the phone down without having spoken to Yael.  Never again to see her mother, never again to touch her or speak to her.  She had been feeling so well lately, she had told Dafna during their last conversation.




Dafna's knees bent and she slid to the floor, lying crumpled at Adam's feet.  He quickly bent to her, holding her against him, feeling the deep sobs racking her body, hearing her grief.




"Ima, Aba, come quickly, please.  Help me," he called.




They weren't far away as they'd been listening from the hallway.  Dafna hadn't spoken, but they heard her sudden sobbing and saw her fall to the floor.  They were beside Adam almost as soon as he called them.




Between them, they lifted Dafna to her feet.  Adam bent and lifted her into his arms, walking through to his room, where he laid her gently on his bed, pulling a blanket over her.  She was shivering savagely with shock.  He waited while his mother brought a glass of water into the room and held it to Dafna's mouth, but she was unable to take any fluid into her mouth.




"Dafna," Mrs Lavan said.  "Is it your mother, sweetheart?  Has she had another stroke?"




Dafna could only nod her head.  The tears rolled down her cheeks, her nose was running and she was gasping and sobbing all at once.




Adam asked, "How bad, Dafna?  How bad is it?  Can you go to her?  Is she alive?"




She shook her head.  They concluded that the stroke had been fatal.  Mrs Lavan brought a clean handtowel into the room and softly wiped Dafna's face.  Mr Lavan stood by with a box of tissues, which Adam was handing to Dafna, one after the other.




"Tell me Dafna.  What has happened?" Adam pleaded.  "Is it too late?  Is that what you are trying to tell us?"




Dafna nodded.  Her sobbing had subsided a little, not much, and she had rolled over onto her front, face in the pillow.  She was shuddering and drawing her breath in like a child who is deeply upset, unable to control her body.  Adam half lay beside her, holding her, waiting patiently until she would be able to speak again.  His parents left them and went to the phone to call the airlines.  Another trip would have to be taken.




They were both thinking the same thing… 'Poor Dafna, just when things were starting to go well again.  These two young people were star-crossed.  Always, something has to happen to upset them.'




It took a long time for Dafna to be able to regain her composure, but finally she was able to sit up.  Wiping her face and nose yet again, with Adam's arms around her, she said, "Mum has had another massive stroke, in her sleep.  She didn't wake up from this one.  Oh, Adam, she's dead.  My mother is dead.  I thought she was doing so well.  She said she was doing well last time we spoke.  I'll have to go back again.  I'll have to arrange the funeral."




Adam rocked her in his arms.  He was saddened by Mrs Zoreff's death.  He had liked her a lot, having spent quite some time with her when they were both recovering.  His thoughts went back to the days spent sitting in the garden, her pride and joy, when he was her legs, and she was his eyes, helping each other.




Adam stayed with Dafna until her eyes closed, and, exhausted from crying so hard, she slept against him.  He carefully laid her back on the pillow and covered her with the blanket again, then left to find his parents.  It didn't take long to fill them in on the news and its impact.  Dafna would have to go, which they knew, and he would have to stay, as his operation was scheduled for the following week.  Dr Feldman had already made it clear there was to be no last minute change of heart, for any reason.

	

The old couple had already guessed the news, of course, and had left a message for the airline staff to call back with the earliest possible booking for Dafna.  There were always a few seats available for emergencies, so they knew Dafna would be able to fly back to Australia very soon.


























CHAPTER 24

Dafna was sitting hunched down in the aircraft seat, looking out of the window at the clouds as they seemed to crawl by.  With the help of Adam and his parents she had been put on this flight.  It was hard to believe that it was less than twenty-four hours since that phone call had come to Adam's house.  Today, they had brought her to the airport, escorted her as far as the departure gate, where they handed her over to a waiting airport staff member who would see that she got on the plane alright.  The airline had been alerted to her grief, and a sympathetic, but business-like woman had taken charge of Dafna, walking her to her seat and making sure she was settled comfortably.




Through the fog of grief surrounding her, Dafna realised that she was getting special treatment, being a frequent user of the airline.  Nevertheless, she was grateful for the lack of fuss, and the smooth manner in which everyone had combined to bring her to this point.




Her thoughts were all of her mother.  She remembered back as far as she could, and her very first memory of her mother was of her in a garden somewhere, probably in Israel.  A tear rolled down her cheek and Dafna wiped it away before anyone could see it.  Fortunately, the seat next to her was vacant.  The flight attendant had told her that it would be vacant until they reached Singapore.  After that, she would have company as far as Sydney.  Dafna had spread herself out along the two seats so that no one else would be encouraged to sit beside her.  This time alone was her chance to recover from the shock of her mother's death.  She didn't have to make conversation with anyone; she didn't have to look at anyone.  Her eyes were behind very dark glasses which masked the very swollen, red eyes.  Anyone looking at her would have assumed that the glasses were there as protection against the sun's brightness shining in the window.  She wore the headset supplied by the airline, but barely listened to the classical music channel as she reminisced about her mother's life.




The flight to Australia dragged on.  Waiting for her in Sydney, was the funeral arrangements, which, with help from her mother's old friend, would be dealt with as quickly as possible.




From time to time, the attendant came around with a trolley of food and drinks.  Dafna ate sparingly and absent-mindedly.  She had no appetite, and all food tasted pretty much the same.  The alcohol on offer didn’t tempt her, mainly from her long experience of flying.  She always abstained from drinking it because of the effects of jetlag combined with alcohol.  Water was all she would drink while on board.




A book lay open on her lap, mainly to deter other passengers from trying to talk to her.  It was open about a quarter of the way into the story, although she had no idea what it was about.  Nothing had sunk in.  She wasn't even sure if she had actually been reading it, or had just opened it for convenience.  Occasionally, she left the book on the seat and walked around the cabin, never giving anyone the opportunity to speak with her, always on the move.




It was a long, lonely flight.




Sydney greeted the aircraft with a cool but sunny autumn day.  Dafna felt like 'something the cat had dragged in' as her mother used to say.  She was weary from the hours in the air, the break in routine, the lack of sleep.

Once again, she had to endure the gathering of her luggage from the baggage conveyor and its attendant memories of the explosion so many months before.  The only good thing to have come out of that was meeting Adam, she had thought.




She collected the luggage.  All the passengers were directed towards the reception area while a sniffer dog from the Drug Squad moved amongst them, nose to the bags and parcels.  Occasionally, he stopped to sniff again at a particular bag, and the owner would stiffen a little in alarm, in case someone had put 'something' illegal in there.  Dafna stood through this operation, her thoughts a million miles away.  With a start, she heard they were being called to collect the luggage again and move towards the customs gateways.  The sniffer dog had obviously found nothing untoward.  She followed the crowd, jostling for position in the queues that formed in front of the customs officers.  This was the part she hated most.  It could be the longest part of the procedure or the fastest - one never knew until it was too late.




As it happened, Dafna got through the customs check with only a brief delay.  She walked through the Arrivals Lounge and queued again, this time for a taxi.  There were plenty of them.  She would be on her way directly, she knew.




Arriving at her mother's house was a difficult moment for Dafna.  It suddenly hit her that her mother wouldn't come out the door onto the verandah to greet her with the customary smile and hug and kiss.  Again, tears coursed down her cheeks, dripping onto the front of her jacket.  She sniffed desperately, trying to gain some sort of control of her emotions.  Standing in front of the house, she saw one of her mother's neighbours come to the fence to murmur her condolences to Dafna.  Nodding her acceptance, Dafna picked up her bags and opened the gate.  She stepped through, closing it quietly behind her, as if not to wake her mother.  The walk to the front door seemed to take an eternity, memories flooding back to again make her stifle the sobs that were close to the surface.




She had always carried a set of keys in her handbag.  Dafna managed to open the front door.  Silence greeted her.  Silence and darkness.  She turned on the light in the living room and stood looking about her.  The furniture looked the same; there were flowers in the vases as always; her mother's knitting lay on the coffee table where it had been placed, possibly just before going to bed on that last night of her life.  Dafna released a deep sigh, wishing Adam could have come with her for moral and emotional support.




Her mind went over the times when she remembered being lonely.  Being an only child had been lonely at times.  There were no siblings to play with each time they had travelled from Sydney to Tel Aviv, and vice versa, during her early years.  Relocating often meant trying to make new friends - over and over again.  She remembered being lonely the first day of school, after her mother had left her to return home.  When her father died, the feeling of being 'left behind' had been extraordinary.  And now, she felt that again.  Without a brother or sister, or Adam, to lean on for support, she was alone again.




While these thoughts were going through her mind, Dafna had sat on a lounge chair, slumped forward, arms on knees.  She slowly lifted her head and looked about her again, before standing up and turning towards the kitchen.  Walking through the doorway, Dafna saw that the house was clean and tidy.  Perhaps Mrs Bergman had been in to make sure it was in a fit state to live in.  There was a note propped up against the jug on the bench from Mrs Bergman.  She would come and see Dafna in the morning, after she'd rested from the flight.  Some preliminary arrangements for the funeral had been made on her behalf and would be confirmed when they talked.  She expressed her regrets and condolences to Dafna.




Dafna was tired enough not to want to do anything other than shower and go to bed.  The next day would be hard enough and she would need to rest well before facing anyone else.




Two weeks after her mother's funeral, Dafna was still in Sydney, loath to leave the house.  The funeral itself had been the ordeal that she had expected it to be.  Some of her mother's friends and distant relatives had come back to the house for a wake, along with the neighbours and a few friends that Dafna had kept since childhood.  They had the usual tea, coffee, cakes and sandwiches and some hot snacks, prepared by Dafna and Mrs Bergman.  The house had emptied out by mid-afternoon and Dafna had time to collect herself, to wander among her mother's belongings.




Either Adam, or his parents, had rung several times to see how she was managing.  It gave her someone different to talk with, apart from old Mrs Bergman.  She was in mourning for her friend and not communicating very well herself.




The legal side of the death, the reading of the will, transfer of the house to Dafna's name, had all taken their toll on Dafna's emotional state.  Her mother had left all her possessions to Dafna with the exception of a beautifully crafted patchwork quilt on the bed.  This was to go to Mrs Bergman, because she had always admired it and the skill it had taken to put it together.




Dafna spent as much time as possible in the garden.  Over the past weeks, the plants had wilted from lack of attention, some of the garden beds needed to be dug over and replanted.  The roses would soon need to be cut back, ready for the next spurt of growth.  The roof gutters were full of leaves again.  The windows needed cleaning.  There were many jobs to be done to take her mind off the fact that this house now belonged to her and would benefit from her presence.




She decided to start from the house and work outwards.  Dafna cleared the guttering of leaves, dropping most of them into buckets and emptying them onto the compost heap.  Quite a lot of them fell down onto the gardens and lawns around the house.  They would be collected when she started on the grounds.  Next, she cleaned the windows and screens all the way around the house.  The stone slabs of the verandah were discoloured where they were most used, near the door, so Dafna scrubbed them with hot soapy water and a wire brush that she found in the laundry.  It was her aching back which alerted her to the time… the light was fading when she finally stopped work for the day.  She wouldn't need rocking before she slept that night!




Dafna dreamed of Adam frequently, sometimes waking up damp with perspiration from the 'hot' memories of their last time together in his house.  However, for all her yearning for him, she couldn't bring herself to call him.  So deep was her sense of loss of her mother that she was unable to make contact with other people.




During the day, she worked herself into exhaustion, so that she would sleep at night.  Inevitably, hours of tearful reminiscing were part of the daily routine, as she touched various items loved by her mother, now left to Dafna.  Because the garden was her mother's pride and joy, Dafna spent most of her time there, recreating the glorious, relaxing atmosphere that she always associated with her mother.




The worst times came in the evening, when Dafna moved about amongst the furnishings.  She had even tried to pick up the knitting, left on the coffee table by her mother, to finish the garment.  But, the wool was constantly becoming damp from the tears dripping off her chin, so Dafna stopped working with it.




Somewhere, in the back of her mind, was the thought that Adam would be going through his operation around this time, or maybe it had already been done.  The numbness in her whole being stopped her from ringing Israel to ask if the operation was over yet, or still to be done.  She lost all sense of time as days ran into days, nights into nights.  She only ate when she was hungry, which meant her meals were taken at irregular intervals and odd times of day or night.




One morning, cool now with approaching winter, Dafna walked out into the garden and realised that the whole yard looked immaculate.  It looked as though the fairies had been there and tidied everything up!




Every garden bed was trimmed, dug over, aerated, and weeded.  No self-respecting flower dared to wilt or lean over.  The lawns were cut and almost smooth.  The straggling climbing rose was tidy and neatly woven into the latticework frame.  There was really nothing else a person could do to improve it.  She couldn't believe that she had done so much work out there and not realised the extent of the gardening fervour that had obviously overtaken her.




Dafna stood and admired the scene before her, knowing that her mother would have approved of the effort and the result.  She felt a sense of relief and happiness come over her.  Now she could accept her mother's death and go on from here with this new-found feeling.




"OK, Mum.  I've done this for you because it's how you would want to remember it," she said quietly to the garden in general.  She was smiling as she turned and went back inside the house.




The front doorbell rang.




"Oh, bother," said Dafna, "who could be coming at this hour?"  She glanced at her watch.  It was not yet nine o'clock.  Maybe it was old Mrs Bergman, wanting someone to talk with over a cup of tea.




Dafna opened the door and was struck dumb with surprise.  Her mouth opened and closed.




Adam stood before her, his hand on the door jam, a slight smile on his face.  His eyebrows raised as the silence went on… his eyes looking at her face weren't moving about.




"Dafna?" he asked.  "Are you OK?  Is it alright if I come in?"




"Adam!  Oh, Adam," she cried, rushing into his arms and jolting him backwards.  He laughed at the force of her charge forward and rocked back on his heels before regaining his balance.  She pulled his head down to her and covered his face with kisses, which he was doing his best to return if only she would stay still.




"Come in.  Come in.  How are you?  Why didn't you tell me you were coming?  How long will you stay?" she fired the questions at him, not allowing him to answer them anyway, and all the time pulling him into the living room.




"Wow!" he said, "what a welcome.  If I'd known I would get that sort of 'hello' I would have come sooner." 




Dafna stopped pulling him into the room and hurled herself at him once more.  Again, he reeled back as her weight hit him.  Putting his arms around her once more he stood with this head cocked to one side, musing.




"What is it?" she asked him, smiling up at his wonderful face.




"You've lost a lot of weight.  I can tell when I put my arms around you.  Haven't you been eating?" he asked her.




"Of course, but I've also worked like a navvy putting the house and garden in shape.  It took my mind off things.  I needed to do it.  I was just outside admiring my work, before you came.  Oh Adam, what a surprise.  I'm so pleased to see you."  Dafna hugged him to her.  She could smell the maleness of him, mixed with the pleasant scent of an aftershave lotion.




He hugged her back and then said, "OK my dear, what I really need is a shower and a cup of coffee to make myself presentable.  But first, let me look at you."




Dafna waited for his hands to come up to her face, as he used to do when he 'looked' at her.  Instead, he held her by the shoulders, at arms length, seemingly studying her face.




She stood quite still, in front of him, watching him.  Gasping, she could barely get her throat to work, but finally she said, "Adam, are you looking at me?  Are you really looking at me?"




He didn't answer straight away, but continued to let his eyes roam over her shining black hair, pulled back with a yellow ribbon; the arched eyebrows; the beautiful, fresh complexion; the pink, full lips, open now in surprise; the dark eyes gleaming with love.  Slowly, he folded her back into his arms with a deep sigh of satisfaction.




She rested silently in his arms, hardly daring to ask him again.  He hadn't answered her before.  Did that mean that he had suffered the operation to no avail?  Poor Adam.  Was nothing ever going to go right for him again?




His hands came up on each side of her face, holding her gently, his thumbs moving from her chin up to the corners of her mouth, feeling where it was.  Then, he bent his head to her and slowly moved his lips over hers.  She felt the tears start to run from her closed eyes, down the sides of her tilted face.  He had gone through it all for nothing.  He was still blind.




When finally Adam lifted his face from hers he said to her, "Darling, what's wrong?  Why are you crying?"




She realised that her tears had run over his fingers.  Momentarily, she couldn't speak.  Her throat constricted in an effort to control her sadness for him.




"I am so sorry, Adam.  So sorry, darling.  It must be so hard for you."




Adam clamped his lips together tightly.  But, being unable to hold it in any longer, a great burst of laughter roared out of him.




Dafna looked at him as though he'd lost his mind.




He said, "If only you could see your face!"




'WHAT?" Dafna almost screamed at him.  Eyes wide and mouth starting to smile, the corners turning up ever so slightly.  "Adam, have you been fooling with me?" she cried.




He pulled her into a strong embrace, crushing her, before he answered, looking down at her.




"My darling, I'm looking at you for the first time, really seeing you for the first time, and I love what I see."




Dafna was speechless.  She felt as though she was hardly breathing.




He went on, "The operation took place right after you left Israel.  I asked Mum and Dad not to say anything until we knew the results.  And then, when it was so good, I wanted to tell you myself.  I wanted to be here, to see your face.  And it was worth it, every bit of it, this flight to paradise.  You are my paradise."




This time, when he kissed her, she wrapped her arms around his neck and clung to him.  She would never let him go, ever again.


























GLOSSARY

GLOSSARY








  
    
      	
        HEBREW						

      
      	
        to ENGLISH

      
    

    
      	
        Aba

      
      	
        Dad, Father

      
    

    
      	
        Akubra

      
      	
        The registered brand name, and type, of a broad brimmed Australian hat.

      
    

    
      	
        Beseder

      
      	
        OK

      
    

    
      	
        Boker tov, Ima

      
      	
        Good morning, Mum

      
    

    
      	
        Dillybag

      
      	
        A small general-purpose bag, formerly made of plaited grass.

      
    

    
      	
        Gam ani	

      
      	
        Me too

      
    

    
      	
        Ima

      
      	
        Mum, Mother

      
    

    
      	
        Ken

      
      	
        Yes

      
    

    
      	
        Kesariya Caesaria

      
      	
        a town on the coast

      
    

    
      	
        Kikar Haatzmaut

      
      	
        Independence Square

      
    

    
      	
        Lehitraot

      
      	
        See you later

        


      
    

    
      	
        Meshugah

      
      	
        Mad

      
    

    
      	
        Shalom (short for Shalom aleichem)	

      
      	
        Peace be unto you.  Used as a greeting or farewell

      
    

    
      	
        Toda raba

      
      	
        Thank you very much

      
    

    
      	
        


      
      	
        


      
    

  






























A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

I hope you have enjoyed Interrupted Romance and if so, would ask you to consider taking a few moments to leave a review on Amazon.  Reviews only have to be 20 words long (shorter than the average tweet) and can be invaluable in helping fellow readers decide if a book is to their tastes or not.




Please click the following links to go directly to Interrupted Romance’s page:




Amazon US:  http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00D048TCE




Amazon UK:  http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00D048TCE




Amazon CA:  http://www.amazon.ca/dp/B00D048TCE
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Add to that a well-travelled life and love of history [family, as well as Australian] it seemed only a natural progression into putting words on paper.  Or, in this case, on a computer.




My first attempt at “dipping my toe in the water” of writing has produced my first novel titled “Interrupted Romance” which is located in both Israel and Australia.  I do hope you enjoy a similar excitement to that generated in me while writing it.




I am also a mother [of three grown children] and a grandmother, living in Queensland, Australia and my main enjoyments are reading, writing, fishing and bowling.




If you would like to view more of my books, leave me a comment or to subscribe to my newsletter,

please visit my website ~  http://www.topsybaxter.com




Follow Topsy @TopsyBaxter ~  http://twitter.com/TopsyBaxter




Or drop by my Facebook page to leave a message ~ http://www.facebook.com/topsy.baxter

cover.jpeg
In’[errult)’[e
=Romance






