Resolutions

I knew instinctively it was going to be another bad hair day but this is Cornwall and good hair days are few and far between. They last just as long it takes to leave the salon and find your car. Normally on the road battered by sea water at high tide. I don't live in this part of the country we are actually on a house sit in Constantine. Myself and my partner, Andy. 

Andy is an attractive man. He has lovely blue eyes framed by dark, thick, long lashes. They are the envy of most women. Even as he has grown older, he still looks good but he hates being reminded of his advancing years. Only this morning I mentioned his age and he said ‘I’m still rock ‘n’ roll honey.’ Yeah right. Watching every episode of family guy ten times over doesn’t make you rock ‘n’ roll. I didn’t actually say that. I could have but didn’t want to get into.
 
So here we are taking care of a large very gentle black retriever named Henry and a beautiful tabby cat who goes by the name of Bertie, that is when he is around to be called. Bertie has a wanderlust and treats the house like a hotel. Well not the whole house, just the conservatory where he knows food and water are in constant supply. It is the third time we’ve sat for this particular couple.

The house is a four bedroomed detached property. One of only six in a private lane. It has a set of steps which brings you onto a deck and to the front door. The deck and the garden wrap around the house, consequently when sitting in the sun lounger you feel like you are in the trees and can see meadows and the Helford River in the distance. It’s beautiful and so peaceful. England’s green and pleasant land.

Constantine is only a ten-minute drive from Porthleven. My favourite place in Cornwall, where we’ve spent a number of happy holidays. So, when the opportunity came up on the house-sitting site we subscribe to, we jumped at the chance.

Porthleven is not a chocolate box village unlike some of the pretty, manicured places in Devon but for me that is its charm. It is a bustling area with a mix of tourists and locals. Art galleries, restaurants, pasty shops all set around a working harbour.

One couldn’t talk about Porthleven without mentioning the Ship. It’s a local’s pub and that’s obvious as soon as you open the door. You’ve all watched films where strangers walk into a bar and all the regulars stop talking and look up. That is the Ship. Once they’ve sized you up and realised you are no threat the conversation resumes. Talk of the latest catch. How old Mike caused a rumpus in the bakery when his dog ate a child’s pasty which he’d been careless enough to drop.

His mother tried to console him with a sausage roll as they had run out of pasties but he wasn't having any of it. Luckily Ruth who runs the fudge kiosk opposite had seen the whole scene unfold from her vantage point, she acted quickly by bagging up an assortment of her most popular flavours and offered it to the wailing child. The mother was so grateful she pressed a £20 note into Ruth's hands. She refused it. She would've paid the mother to stop the child wailing, it was beginning to put off her customers. 

So, imagine the Archers set by the sea and you have the essence of the Ship.

Unfortunately, as I was climbing out of the shower this morning, reaching for a towel I put my back out. Not an ideal situation when you are away. So, I had a bit of a meltdown. I was saved by my other half though when he offered to drive into Porthleven and suggested we do a gentle walk to the café we like and grab some lunch. We actually walked a lot further than I thought I could. This afternoon I sat on the deck in the sun and listened to music and later we walked the dog and then went to the pub for an early evening drink and sidled back. Having taken two Ibuprofen and two glasses of prosecco I felt a good deal better.

What does all this drivel have to do with Resolutions, you may well ask? If you are still awake at this point, I will tell you.

My resolutions are:

1.To not worry about bad hair days - the weather will always win in the end.

2. That when in Cornwall I park my car in the council car park and not try and get away with parking it on the road. Saving £4 is not economical if there is salt water in the engine.

3. Be grateful for my other half whose calm very laid-back nature complements my Italian meltdowns.

4. Last but not least don't sweat the petty stuff and in the case of Henry the dog don't pet the sweaty stuff. 



