True Love
Cheryl, the visiting hairdresser, is giving Victor his regular trim.
“How’s your week been?”
“Same old, same old” he lies.
The love of his life, newly arrived at the home, does not remember him. Dementia.
“There, Victor, nicely presentable.”
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Tidied, he sits staring at the garden, untended like his love, holding her hand.  Once soft and supple, her thin skin maps a long life with another.
Rehearsing passion never declared he squeezes and mouths “I love you, Jenny”, but it escapes.
She squeezes back, staring now at him.
“Are you Eric?”
Her slight smile is worth the deceit.
“Yes dear”.
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