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      Horace Cummins had never been unfaithful to her. Of that, Peggy Cummins, his wife, was absolutely certain.

      Peggy was what might have been described as, comfortably dumpy. Short, with mousy hair, peach down cheeks, and a cheery smile, she breezed through life in an orderly way, ordering and organising everything that came within her immediate field of vision. This meant in particular the ordering and organising of her husband Horace’s life for him.

      Horace was a successful sales rep. Always on the move, always on the road. But although, Horace could sell snow to the Swiss and coals to Newcastle, he was totally disorganised in everything else in his life. Immediately after they were married, Peggy started organising his paperwork, organising his filing and organising his appointments. And of course, with Peggy’s attentions, Horace’s commissions began to soar. Horace had been under the misapprehension that his earnings had increased because he was selling a market leading new brand of computer software. But Peggy knew better than that. Horace had thought that his income had risen because he was becoming more widely known in the market. But, as Peggy constantly told him, that was nonsense; the silly boy. It was all down to Peggy and her tidy mind. Horace had thought he was a brilliant salesman, but Peggy had firmly disabused him of that notion. Without her, she pointedly told him, while straightening his tie one morning before he left for work, he would be nothing.

      And Horace had to admit that without Peggy’s attentions over the seven years of their marriage, he might well have had a lot of filing to catch up on.

      Despite his somewhat unprepossessing name, Horace was, by any account, a catch. Six feet two, with thick, mid brown hair, broad shoulders and dazzling blue eyes, he turned heads wherever he went. Unaware of his good looks, or the effect they had on women, he had had few relationships when he’d met Peggy. He’d had vague dreams of some starlet type thing crossing his path one day. Didn’t all good-looking young men have those sorts of immature fantasies? But as the years had passed, and Horace had breached the thirty-year barrier without his having found a wife, he realised that there were more important things in life than pretty girls.

      Peggy herself was not conventionally pretty. In fact she was nobody in particular’s idea of pretty at all. She might have slimmed down a little, she wasn’t that much overweight. But she felt that to be a truly foolish notion. A hairdresser might have made the hair a little less of the Brillo pad it otherwise resembled. But why bother with all that nonsense? It was clean and it was combed. What more was required? Nothing. The house was spotless. Peggy vacuumed, dusted, wiped, cleaned, washed and ironed most every day. Spring-cleaning was carried out not once but twice a year, spring and autumn. Her home was as clean and sparkling as a new pin.

      In the early months of their marriage, Horace had harboured all sorts of romantic silliness. He’d wanted to holiday in Venice, to go the top of the Eiffel Tower, take a cruise somewhere exotic. All foolish, foolish, foolish. The silly boy. And as for that amorous energy. Who on earth did he think he was? Rudolph Valentino? Even if he had been Rudolph Valentino, or one of those current heartthrobs like Fred Astaire or Rock somebody or other, she would soon have put a stop to all that. You weren’t put here on this planet to spend all your time, `Trying for a family,’ as Horace had begged her. There were more important things on Heaven and Earth. If it happened, it happened. Sadly, as Horace all too often reflected, with the comparative infrequency of their moments of intimacy, that event was hardly ever likely to occur. Of course Horace had eventually come round to Peggy’s way of seeing things anyway. She’d always known he would. She knew her Horace better than he knew himself. A little self-control was all it took. A bit of discipline. And then, before you knew it, these things faded into the background; ceased to be a problem.

      The trouble with Horace was that he was immature, inarticulate unless he was selling something and unable really to do anything for himself. He was, in fact, as helpless as a child. However he would have coped in life if he’d not met his Peggy, she could not imagine. How would he have managed to buy their magnificent home simply relying upon his own, somewhat limited talents?

      Until recently, Peggy had even insisted on accompanying Horace on all of his out of town trips. The boy couldn’t be trusted to read a map, so Peggy had navigated for him. Horace had protested that he knew perfectly well how to get from A to B. Hadn’t he managed for all the years before he’d met Peggy after all? But Horace knew nothing, so Peggy went along.  She tried to show him how to map read, but Horace would simply smile at her forlornly and then resolutely stare at the road ahead while his wife gave directions. Clearly, he’d never learn. But Peggy couldn’t be with him the whole time; she had a home to keep up. So he’d suggested he change his car, get one with one of those new fangled satellite navigation things. He’d probably never get the hang of how to use it, but it was worth a try, he’d volunteered. She’d smiled at him indulgently. Of course he’d never get the hang of it, he was even less technical than she was, if that were possible.

      Horace truly couldn’t be trusted to do anything by himself, and that was why Peggy Cummins, his wife, was absolutely certain he was not being unfaithful to her.

      There were no worrying traces of lipstick on his shirt. She never smelt the perfume of another woman on his body when he climbed into bed with her, and he was always home on the dot, when he said he would be. Let’s face it, she thought, with all those appointments she made him, how would ever have the time to stray. He’d never be able to organise it properly. And she’d sigh. If he’d been just a bit more dynamic. A bit better organised. He was so shy and retiring. Oh, he was good looking enough. In a conventional sort of way. But what use were looks when the man was such a… She’d not articulated whatever it was that had begun to formulate in her mind.

      So Peggy was nothing, if not astonished when she called her husband on his mobile phone one afternoon when he was in the West Country, to hear the distinct sound of someone giving him directions. “Straight ahead,” she heard. “After that, take second right.” The voice was that of a woman. Peggy listened again. The tone was soft, distant. Like one hoping not to be overheard. It was absurd. Impossible. Not her Horace. But there it was again. “Roundabout coming up. Take second exit. Then straight on for two miles.” Unbelievable. Peggy couldn’t decide whether to be angry, hurt or simply amazed. Whatever, she wasn’t going to give her Horace the satisfaction of finding out that she knew. She would maintain a dignified silence on the issue. Whoever this woman was, she wouldn’t be able to organise Horace’s filing for him. Iron his shirts. Give him clean sheets. There was no chance of Horace ever leaving her for this strumpet, wherever he’d met her.

      But as the weeks wore on, Peggy found it harder and harder to keep silent on the issue. She’d heard the voice again, and then again. She was being eaten up with curiosity. Horace still displayed none of the tell tale signs of infidelity, yet there was that voice, all the time, it seemed. Maddeningly smug, reading out the route to her husband. Peggy was certain no-one could read a map as well as she, on that she had no worries. But still, Horace might have asked his wife before finding someone else to navigate for him. Assuming of course that that was all he was doing. Though, how could it possibly be anything else? She was, however, becoming thoroughly cross with her husband, when the opportunity to accompany him on a trip to Cornwall arose.

      Knowing he would find an excuse to put her off, Peggy was surprised when Horace readily agreed to her suggestion that she go with him.

      The trip was a three day affair, and Peggy, in the usual way packed all Horace’s things as well as her own. They climbed into the car, a Toyota, and Horace proudly showed Peggy the satellite navigation screen on the dashboard. It was about two inches by four, and showed things in colour. As they set off Peggy sighed again to herself. There was no way her husband could read the screen and follow the road at the same time. This was going to be interesting. Furthermore, how could Horace possibly demonstrate the system when it was clear that he no longer took these trips alone?

      Imagine Peggy’s amazement when the screen started talking to Horace in dulcet female tones. “Straight ahead. After that, bearing slightly right.” The whole thing talked you to your destination. It was quite unbelievable. Still more unbelievable was the fact that Horace could both understand it and programme it to give him the correct instructions. Probably the only thing he’d ever managed to learn without her. Her dear, silly, non-technical, Horace.

      That night, in the hotel room, Peggy had rewarded Horace for his enterprise in buying the car, with a kiss, before they’d turned in for the night. Strangely, for Horace, he’d not suggested for some time that they try for a family. And he didn’t suggest it now. She’d thought he might have some silly notion of the sort after her present show of affection, but he just looked at her quizzically, and then smiled before turning over and going off to sleep.

      It was fun now, to call Horace on the mobile and hear that robot voice giving her husband instructions. Unfaithful? She thought? Fiddlesticks. The very idea. “Hello, Horace. How are you?”

      “I’m fine, dearest. Looking forward to a hot shower when I get to the hotel.”

      “You drive carefully, my boy Just keep listening to that navigation thing of yours and do as it tells you.”

      “I will,” he replied. “I certainly will.” And Peggy heard the female tones yet again, clear and concise, “Take second left, Horace. Then straight ahead for two miles.

      Peggy frowned for a moment. Something didn’t sound quite right, though she couldn’t put her finger on it. She was no more technical than her husband. Still, no matter. She turned to face the chubby little man next to her. “My Horace may be good looking, Reggie, but he’s so lacking in your dynamism. I do like a man with oomph! Why, your tiny flat’s ever so much more exciting than our big house. “And, pulling the blankets over their shoulders, she cuddled up to him with a giggle.  He’s in Newcastle, my dear. Won’t be back for days. He’s still wrestling with that navigation thing of his. Poor boy. It’s all beyond him. An innocent abroad. What would he do without me? That’s what I want to know.
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      Life’s cliff-hangers are the very essence of novels.

      An extensive knowledge of London’s countless corporate enterprises, all jostling for power, has provided Andrew Segal with the flesh from which might be drawn any of the tales emerging from that author’s pen. And so with first-hand experiences to exploit, each story has become an accurate portrayal of real events.

      Andrew has in the past been threatened with physical violence, on another occasion, promised to be the subject of a gun attack and further, witnessed the very real possibility of a petrol station being torched with catastrophic results for a major UK city. It required, 2 weeks, 100 lorries and all Remy’s ingenuity to organise the removal of highly flammable tyres dumped illegally on the site so that vacant possession could be granted the sole potential purchaser.

      In an unrelated event supervised by Remy, a company director, the subject of a meeting of creditors, was required to be in attendance on the day, albeit by telephone, but from his jail cell.

      Added to everything else, there have been innumerable instances when commercial choices faced by Andrew have involved significant financial risk. In one situation the sums ran into hundreds of thousands of pounds.

      Notwithstanding the hazards of a business life, Andrew lives with one spouse and two Abyssinian cats, Koffee and Kutchi in the area of sunny Hampton.
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