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Retired Newspaper Writer Martha Hemway absolutely loved her amazing county newspaper that she had worked for for over 50 years, and even though she was officially retired she had managed to make the brand new (and extremely young) Editor In Chief give her a brand new position.

Ever since her husband died twenty years ago, Martha had been obsessed with making sure other people found the wonderful experiences of love, happiness and joy that she had had for decades before her husband's unfortunate passing.

Martha loved her “Finding Cupid Column”. 

Martha was sure that the other people at their large newspaper just believed she was crazy or something for helping people find love in newspaper columns, but Martha loved it.

Of course because it was all about a newspaper, it was mainly older women and men that contacted her through this new thing called “email”. But Martha was just happy to hear from them, their stories and what they were looking for.

Martha sat at her little wooden desk with her laptop, a pile of preprints next to her and a very, very large mug of black bitter coffee. Martha really loved how the special coffee her son bought back from his trips with Doctors Without Borders always smelt so amazing.

This particular batch of coffee was from the Middle East and Martha absolutely loved the breathtaking hints of spices, cinnamon and other subtle aromas that made her desk the best smelling in the entire office.

And when she drank the delightful coffee it was like an explosion of flavour going off in her mouth. It was that good.

The sound of people tapping away at their keyboards, discussing story ideas and what they were planning for Christmas made Martha get excited about her own plans.

The newspaper officially stopped production over the two last weeks of December so all the staff could get a very welcomed break with their families, other loved ones and friends. But the newspaper did operate a skeleton crew during these times so smaller, more condensed versions of the paper went out every day.

Martha was so glad she wasn’t on the skeleton crew.

Martha couldn’t wait for her own Christmas plans to start falling into place, her plan was to decorate the entire house like some kind of winter wonderland. So when the grandchildren came to stay with her on Christmas Eve and the Big day itself, they would constantly awe and shocked at the amazement of her house.

Well. That was the plan anyway.

From what she had heard from her other journalists and writers when she had been making herself a cup of tea (sadly her doctor said she had to have at least one cup a day), everyone had such different plans.

Like one writer planned to fly out to America to see her boyfriend and then the rest of her family were coming out to meet him. Apparently he was in America because he was some kind of hot-shot businessman. Martha wasn’t sure if she believed the woman. Then another was planning to drive up North to see her parents and then yet another one was going to Greenland.

Martha loved the idea of travelling at Christmas especially to somewhere where it was properly Christmas like mainland Europe with the Christmas markets, Iceland or Denmark for the rich myths and folklore.

Martha and her husband had planned to go on travels for Christmas a lot of the time, and they had actually booked to go to Norway over Christmas. But then he died and that never happened.

Martha forced herself to stay strong.

And with there only been three hours left until she went home for the Christmas break and she had to start preparing her home for the arrival of her children, grandchildren and their families. Martha knew she had a lot to do.

So she took another amazing sip of her sensational coffee and opened her email. She had a lot of emails from people wanting to find love.

And Martha wanted to help them all.
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Archie never considered himself the type of man to do anything normally, and as he sat in the cold living room of his small flat that was definitely true now. Archie sat there on his armchair watching his favourite quiz programme because he wanted to keep his brain working as long as possible. He didn’t want dementia in the slightest.

Archie had just finished up checking his email on his tablet-thingy that his grandkids had given him for his birthday. Well it was his idea in the first place, but apparently according to his grandkids he was too old to think about tech on his own.

Archie had laughed when they said that but maybe they were right. He had gotten the tablet last Christmas and it had only been in the past month he had managed to get it all working okay.

It was actually a rather impressive thing Archie supposed. He could do email, look at the weather and even read books without having to hold it in his hands. Which was amazing considering he could enlarge the fonts.

That was brilliant!

Archie looked down at his small plate of gingernut biscuits and piping hot mug of hot lemon water. The doctor said he needed to drink more water and Archie found having it hot and with a lot of lemon juice made it easier to drink.

Only slightly. But it still helped.

Archie forced himself not to eat another gingernut even though they smelt amazing with their hints of ginger, cloves and mixed spice filling the room. Archie had loved the wonderful burning taste of the hot ginger in his mouth.

It was the best taste ever.

As his quiz programme finished, Archie wanted so badly to check his email again just in case the beautiful Martha had responded to his email, and that was definitely something he didn’t do normally.

Ever since Archie had met Martha back in the 60s and 70s up in London, Archie had just loved her. She was so stunningly beautiful with her long blond hair, fit body and most amazing smile he had ever seen.

As they were both journalists back in the day covering Westminster and UK politics, they had both had drinks, ran into each other a lot and Archie had just flat out loved his time with her.

And Archie had always felt like her protector in a way, because of course back in those days women shouldn’t have been allowed out reporting on anything, let alone something as serious and manly as politics.

So when Martha had ended up being sent back here, it had broken Archie’s heart. He was no longer going to have his beautiful hot friend with him, helping Archie to get stories, distract politicians whilst he went through their stuff and all the rest that journalists had to do to get stories back in the day.

Archie had then met his stunning Coraline, they had had kids and grandchildren before she flew off to America with another man and died in a plane crash fifteen years ago. It definitely wasn’t ideal but Archie had tried so much to feel guilty or anything, but he couldn’t. At the end of the day, his wife had left him for no reason and she was always wayward so it hardly surprised him.

Archie just wished she had the decency to say goodbye to the kids even if she didn’t love him or them anymore.

As Archie checked the time and realised the newspaper would be shutting for Christmas soon, he bit his lip when he checked his emails and saw that Martha hadn’t replied yet.

What if he had offended her?

What if she wasn’t interested?

What if she hated him for not fighting for her more back in London?

Archie felt his stomach fill with butterflies as he wondered about what their lives could have been if they had gotten together all those decades ago.

All he knew is that it would have been a beautiful life.
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After two very short hours of replying to emails, typing up her column and emailing people with potential matches, Martha was so excited about all the amazing people she was helping find love. And she was even more excited about the Christmas holidays coming up, it wasn’t long now.

Sadly Martha’s amazing mug of Middle Eastern coffee was empty, which meant no more delightful smells of cloves, cinnamon and more mixed spice, and she was far too busy to refill it and her doctor would properly be happy that she was trying to resist the black stuff for a little while. She didn’t know how much longer her resistance would last but she only had an hour to go until closing time.

A lot more emails were left to answer and Martha was really looking forward to helping people find love.

She clicked on the next email and she was really surprised by the name. It was from a man called Archie Willow. Martha smiled at the name, she used to know a very hot looking guy called Archie back in the 60s and 70s.

Martha leant back in her chair for a moment. Archie was seriously hot back in the day with his skinny but seriously fit looking body, longish blond hair that Martha loved playing with after she had had a few and he was just such a gentleman.

Even after a very happy marriage, children and grandchildren, Martha still wondered what would have happened if her dick of an editor hadn’t sent her back here to this awful paper. She had been damn good at her job but that was the job. She outshone the men too many times and that pissed a lot of them off.

So they decided to ruin her professional career.

Martha had been headhunted by the BBC at the time as they considering hiring a woman for the first time to be a major TV presenter. Martha instantly knew they only wanted to look politically correct in the changing Britain that was the 60s and 70s, but it was still a good job.

But as soon as Martha had heard through the grapevine that she was being sent back here due to her unprofessional conduct (bullshit!), she just knew that wasn’t happening.

But Archie.

He was probably the only ever man who truly believed in her, wanted her to succeed and become a top journalist for all the national papers. That was really Martha’s dream. She didn’t want to be stuck in some county paper for the rest of her life.

Archie had tried to show her some tricks for helping the higher-ups, but little young Martha (she hated that nickname) had been so blind to the sexism and injustice that plagued back then and was still at large today.

As Martha looked at the details of this Archie person, she was impressed. He sounded so hot and interested and sexy even though he was a couple of years older than her. Just like her Archie would have been.

For a moment Martha wondered if this was the same Archie as all those amazing decades ago, but it couldn’t have been. That Archie was probably some famous journalist now, living and breathing London and working for a major national paper.

Or he was just retired like she should have been.

Martha didn’t know, but her beautiful Archie wouldn’t have come here.

But whoever this Archie Willow was she needed to help him find love.

***
[image: ]


Archie couldn’t believe how tense his well-aged stomach was as he sat on his sofa after doing some exercise and walking round the cold garden. The paper only had another ten minutes before it closed and Archie still hadn’t received an email from Martha.

The
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