


 

 

They met, months ago, outside Café Nero. Holy Nero, it was called because it was situated right next 

to the Market Street church. He had mistaken her hair for another’s and called out to her - Tiffany! - 

the wrong name for the wrong girl, met with raised eyebrows and a quizzical smile 



 

 

But that one evening, with her wood-polish-fizz and her legs aching fromfrom
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love. And it was dizzying and 


