
My Perfect ‘Golden Moment’  Day !
The Context

Prior to ‘The Day’ I had been working flat out.  Zooming in and out of time zones – never quite knowing how many hours the UK was lagging behind me like a surly teenager.  To save money I had sometimes shared bedrooms with either Meg my daughter, or Maggie, my friend/host; both big fibbers who insisted that I snore (in a very gentle attractive way).  In Oz I presented my model to huge rows of Brisbane/Sydney/Perth educators – or sometimes, to tiny little circles in restaurants or universities – rooms backing onto the sparking oceans and rooms backing into sinister multi-storey car parks.  As they say here;  “all good” !!    Meg (my daughter) and Elena (my “lucky chance” daughter i.e. my son’s girlfriend) called themselves “the Paris Hilton Pooches”.  I, the slightly demented, slightly (!!) older blonde, carried my two little spoilt ones everywhere.  They would scamper off during the daylight hours and then scamper back at twilight to meet me for succulent dinners and twinkling boat trips.  
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 Anyway, prior to ‘The Day’ – reluctantly they had metamorphosed back into independence – as the fairy godmother (me) was about to go off on her own – whilst they went off to Singapore – where I would meet them at the airport on the last leg of my home journey.   My plan for a day away, on my own, was shaping up well.  Maggie, the travel goddess, drove me to a magnificent  wild area – Bunker Bay.  On the way to it, we passed fields of huge creamy, waxy Arun Lilies (so highly prized in the UK – but disdained as weeds in Oz).  Even passed a huge dead kangaroo at the side of the road – his little front legs folded peacefully over each other.   

The Day

So here it is folks. My perfect day !!   My self contained villa overlooked a huge bay.   Despite squalls and gale force winds and rain the day before, at 6.00 am (old habits die hard) the sun pinkly pushed up over the horizon.  I lay inside my little mahogany floored living room – the huge windows pulled back – the sun growing stronger on my body.  I could still taste the salty taste of the ocean whilst in my safe cocoon, free from the winter pinching fingers of the icy wind.  As it grew even warmer I turned up the volume of the best cd player I had ever heard.  Mozart’s symphonies filled the room.  I could feel the vibrations.   In the mini bar the chilled Pol Roger’s Champagne whispered to me…  “early morning is perfect timing !”   More indulgences followed from Room Service – peeled kiwi’s, ripe pomegranates, chilled melons, plump strawberries all dipped in Greek yoghurt and, my extra request honoured – blue cheeses nestling in wafer thin home made biscuits.  Bliss.   Ooooh, getting so hot I splashed on the sharply scented citrus sun oil.  Hours later, freshly bathed from a bubbly candlelit bath (in the dark bathroom) I wandered down to the white light of the beach.   Huge waves pounded the sands.   Head bowed into the strong winds, the only person on the beach, I headed towards a little wooden café.  I lunched on fresh emperor fish, asparagus, spinach, soft buttery mash, crisp Chardonnay and dark chocolate whilst watching the massive waves.   
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Woozily I made my way back to the marble and wood hotel spa.  Wrapped in a thick white dressing gown, hot flannels on my face – an oxygen treatment sprayed all over me – I succumb to that wonderful floating transcendental feeling whilst listening to gentle desert sounds playing in the background.   Later that night, once again cocooned in my room, I curl up on the sofa clutching my soft tartan hot water bottle (so amazing that I had not lost it in all the beds I had slept in) I watched the soppiest film ever – called “Ever After”.  Cinderella  - Drew Barrymore gets her prince despite the wicked-step mother’s plans (Angelica Houston).   Life can’t get much better.  Finally to bed in crisp starched linen, oodles of pillows and duvets,  the ocean’s heartbeat still playing its age old tune, I settle down to read one of the sharpest finely - observed novels from a new Australian writer, Kate Legge.  Gradually my eyes close.  The  perfect day moves into the dream world ! 

[image: image3.wmf]
PAGE  
1
C:\Documents and Settings\Phil & Zara\Local Settings\Temporary Internet Files\Content.IE5\C9IVWX6N\My_Perfect_Day__Kay__190806[1].doc

