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Green, it was so very green outside the car
window. As the wiper swept slowly back and forth across the
windscreen Rags Adiscombe watched the scenery pass by outside the
car. He thought, musing to himself, he could see forty shades of
green. They ran from the bright green of the grass through to the
dark greens of the woods on the more distant hills. The Emerald
Isle they called it, with good cause. This was his first visit to
Ireland, to be more precise, the Republic of Ireland. It was also
known as Eire, according to the research he had done prior to the
trip.

“The weather is a bit soft today but we have
a few days without rain forecast, so it will be out of the way for
our visits!” Donal broke the silence that had fallen over the pair
since they had left Dublin Airport. He slowed to pull off the main
road as they approached the brown sign announcing ‘Kirkbridge
House, Hotel and Golf Resort’. “Hopefully, Niamh will have time to
get the coffee ordered for us.” He pressed the send button on his
phone, and the precomposed text pinged out of sight towards his
wife’s phone.

Donal and Niamh, Rags through his
recollections of the couple. Two-time visitors to L’Abeille Nue,
the naturist resort in southern France Rags and his wife Bea ran.
He remembered them as a nice, open, sociable couple who both spoke
with a soft Irish brogue. They had been living
in London the first time they had visited L’Abeille Nue. By the
time they visited the second time they had retired and returned to
their home city of Dublin. Bea had expressed surprise that they
were old enough to retire. Donal laughed and told her that it was
common for Officers in the Fire and Rescue Service to retire at
fifty-five. What they hadn’t mentioned was that he had attained the
lofty rank of Deputy Chief Officer and as a result, his pension was almost equal to Niamh’s final
salary as a teacher, a post she had also taken early retirement
from. The next thing Rags had heard from the couple was a surprise
phone call in late August.

Donal had explained they had found a group of
naturist friends in and around Dublin. Their problem was finding
places to meet up and relax. There were very few places that you go
on the spur of the moment and be naked outdoors, or even indoors!
Donal and Niamh had decided that they were committing to spending
their retirement in Eire. They were cutting all remaining links
with London and had sold their old house in Bromley, in the south
of London. Now we're looking at houses in the
Irish countryside that might be suitable for them to use as a
gathering place for their friends to use on a sunny day. Could Rags
come and run his eye over a couple of places that might fit the
bill.

Three weeks, later here he was in a car being
driven through the rolling, green fields of southern Ireland
towards an expensive looking hotel in the midst of a damp looking
golf course. Looking at all the extensive puddles and pools Rags
anticipated that water hazards must make playing a
round with an under-par score very difficult.

A few minutes later he was sat in a room that
could have passed for the library in a Victorian country house. The
reason for his visit spread out on the table in front of them.
There were two sets of property details, one a house not
too dissimilar to this one, if you ignored the
new wings added to the rear of the hotel. A similar property,
maybe, but in a rather dilapidated state. The other looked far more
modern and in far better condition. Donal explained what he and
Niamh wanted Rags to do was to have a look at both houses and
explain why neither was suitable. These were just examples of what
they had looked at, they were not invested emotionally in either
yet, in fact, this would be their first site
visits too.

“We have been to see a couple of places we
got excited about, but then something has come along and we have
got cold feet about them. It is a big investment, we are talking
about a budget of nearly a million euros. It must be right, both as
our home and as a place for us to entertain our friends.” Niamh
explained their dilemma.

To Rags eyes, the one property appeared to be
ready to move in, the other was a big project. Then the prices
reflected that. Compromise, there was obviously going to be issues
with both properties. He had worked out that his role was to make
sure that the naked leisure opportunities were not what was
compromised. Bring on the morning and the first viewing.

* * *

Ten-thirty the following morning, still
bloated from the monster Irish breakfast, Rags stood in front of a
weather-beaten, five bedroomed, house. It sat
well back from the road screened by a hedge. They parked the car
near the gate and walked towards the house. On the way, Rags discovered that the brightest green patches in
the grass were the wettest. His feet were soaked even before it
became obvious that damp was going to be a big problem with this
house. Damage to the guttering and downpipes
had left the walls streaked with green algae. Green mould growing
on the window sills and door frames. All signs that a damp of
interior awaited his inspection.

“A bit of a project as you can see here,
Rags,” Donal mastering the understatement. They went indoors and
looked around the rooms that spoke of neglect, decay and great
sadness over past glory days. They walked
around the damp cold rooms and looked out of the rather tatty
1970’s windows at the grounds.

“It is rather, what would you see here if you
took it on?” Rags was interested to hear
the couple's vision for restoring this once
elegant house after years of misuse and what looked like, some
wilful damage.

“We’d have to start by gutting the house,
damp courses, roof repairs, en-suites to all
the bedrooms, a new kitchen a nice
conservatory on the back. At the back a large patio, some raised
flower beds, a bit of lawn and a mini spa. You know the sort of
thing, a small pool with a rollback cover, an
outdoor hot tub and maybe a small sauna. I’d like to see it
surrounded by a fence of trellising planted with honeysuckle,
jasmine and other climbers.” Niamh described looking out of the
window of one of the bedrooms overlooking the
tumbledown outbuilding to the rear of the property. “Outside the
front, some extra planting to break up that
wide expanse, plus hard standing for say ten cars.”

“That’s going to cost a pretty penny!” Rags
observed.

“Very true but we have had one of our
friends, one of our naturist friends, have a quick look at the
pictures and Niamh’s ideas he thinks it could be done to a fairly
high standard for about half a million and it could be done in less
than a year at a push.” Donal explained, “the location is good too,
about 30km from the end of the motorway and fifty from the coast.
The nearest neighbours are several hundreds of yards away
across the fields.”

“What do you see as the downsides then guys?”
Rags could see lots of positives in the plan but he was aware of
some down-sides too.

“It is a long way to the shops and other
services. Every time we need something we will have to drive.”
Donal admitted.

“No near neighbours if we need help with
anything and that will become a bigger problem as we get older
too!” from Niamh.

“OK, I think that is enough about this place,
shall we have a look at the other one before it gets dark?” Rags
had seen enough of this place.

It wasn’t a long drive in terms of distance
along the road to the other property. The gulf between them, in
terms of style and quality, was enormous. This was an almost new
property in a landscaped garden that was almost completely private.
A small lake formed the boundary to one side, the lawns were green
and lush and faded away into the verdant green woodland landscape
to the rear of the gardens. They explored the well-designed house.
From the kitchen to the four guest bedrooms the place had been
designed to be used to entertain people. There was a huge patio
surrounding the house on three sides. It looked absolutely perfect
to Rags.

“Tell me about the location and geography of
this house then Donal.” Rags felt it was important to allow Donal
and Niamh a chance to explain
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