We sit in silence, each waiting for the other to launch the conversation. I pinch my lips, my grin buttoned behind them. He chuckles, his blue eyes retreating into crinkles. How many years has he caused my stomach to flip?   
The waitress waits.

'Two filter coffees,' he says. He doesn't open with 'The usual?' or enquire of me with his silver, tufty brows. Either expression would earn him a penalty point. 

We've been meeting regularly for our Coffee Morning Cliché Competition. Whoever drops the most clichés pays the bill. 

'You go first,' he prompts. 

I signal bad news, looking from our window table at my baby clothes shop across the street. The red and white banner shouts 'CLOSING DOWN SALE', a flag of shame draped across my pride and joy, announcing to the world I can't afford the new lease. 

He responds with a comedian's start. 'You could move!' he chirps.

'At my age?' 

Eyes twinkling, he hums a tune; the one about picking yourself up, dusting yourself down and starting all over again. 

I appreciate the encouragement but I’m not in the mood. 'Penalty point,' I warn, 'one: zero.' 
He sniggers.  

'Begin again at my age? It’s unimaginable. My heart isn't in it,' I bleat.
I stir my coffee. This place does the best Columbian in town. Mums come here after rifling through my sale rails, hunting bargains for little Josh or Melody. They rarely search the latest stock. They swap their baby and toddler anecdotes, engrossing themselves in deep discussions on how to dress their little darlings for under a tenner. 

'I can't afford to move; legal fees, shop fitting …I need Christmas stock, that's just for starters.'  
He pins me with those eyes. 'In July?' 

A tear trickles down my cheek. 'Christmas kicks off early for retailers,' I explain. 
'The bank will give you a start-up loan,' he coaxes.

I snort. 'The banks? They've run through us like rams tupping sheep. They're knackered.'
He grins.  'Nice one! It's government money,' he says. 'Drink up.' 

'Hold your horses.'
He flashes his eyebrows at me over his cup.

One all.
'How long is left on the lease?' 
'Six months.' 

He unfolds his long legs from under the table and stands up. 'Come on.' 

'Where are we going?'
'The library.'
'Why?'
'It's full of information. Got a website?'
'....er....yes.'
'We'll get the ball rolling with that,' he announces. 'You need e-commerce. We'll do a business plan and you'll sock it to the bank. Never say die.'
Triumphant, I jab my index finger at him, but I don't chalk it up; I don't have the heart to score a point on that one. He is unfailingly the best start to a weekend any woman could have. 'Onwards and upwards,' I declare. I can afford it. I take my purse out of my bag, but he pushes my hand down and reaches for his wallet. 
He smiles. 'I insist,' he says. 'Today is the first day of the rest of your life.'
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