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CHAPTER ONE

IN SEARCH OF A DREAM

I BLAME COSMOPOLITAN MAGAZINE FOR THE DECISION THAT kick-started the major changes in my life. In fact, I think Cosmo has a lot to answer for in respect to decisions women have made throughout the years. For my part, I was living in Ormskirk, Lancashire, had been working for a major insurance company in Liverpool for nine or ten years, had my own house, a sports car and earned a reasonable salary. I was thirty years old, single, fun loving, a hardworking career woman, but had a nagging feeling something was missing in my life.

I was sitting at the dining room table one Sunday morning, spring sunshine streaming in through the patio doors, highlighting the patches of dust I had missed on the sideboard. Hot coffee steamed in my favourite blue mug, and smoke curled from a Benson and Hedges, as I flicked through the pages of Cosmo. Suddenly something caught my eye. A competition with the opportunity to study for an MBA as the prize. Write and submit 500 words as to why you deserve the chance to study for an MBA. This was 1985. Very few people had an MBA, and even fewer women. This is your chance,I thought to myself, you know youre bright, and if you had an MBA you could get a better job, have a more exciting life, maybe work overseas and youd have more money. I had tremendous faith in my own abilities. My plans for the day changed and I spent hours writing my essay, folded it neatly into an envelope and ran down to the post box to mail it in time for the deadline.

Every day I waited anxiously for the postman. Eventually the letter came, but sadly I had not won the competition. Undeterred, I wondered, Why dont I do it anyway? I could sell the house and use the equity to study for an MBA. Think what fun it would be to be a student again. So thats what I did.

It wasnt the first time I had let my heart rule my head.

My mother went back to work as a teacher when I was four and as there was no one to look after me, and I could already read, I started school, having no problems keeping up with my older classmates. I clearly remember one incident at school  the first time I acted in haste without thinking through the consequences. This pattern was to repeat itself time and again, resulting in the major turning points in my life.

My teacher asked her young assistant to take the class outside onto the playing field and read us a story. It was a warm, sunny summers day and we were relieved to be out of the gloomy classroom. There were twenty five-year-olds and me. We sat in a haphazard circle on the soft grass and the assistant began to read. I had heard the story before and without thinking piped up imperiously, I know that one. I dont want to hear it again. Read me something else.

She was taken aback but hid her surprise, reached for another book and started to read a different story. I folded my arms in disgust at her choice, banged my hands down on my grubby, grass stained knees in annoyance. I know that one too. Read something new, I demanded, tossing my dark hair out of my eyes.

Right, Ive had enough of you, young lady, she exclaimed. She stood up awkwardly, brushed the bits of dried grass from her crumpled skirt before grabbing my arm tightly and, striding purposefully, marched me back to the classroom.

You cant do this, I screamed, trying to pull away from her. My mummy is a teacher here. Shell be cross with you, then youll be in really big trouble!

We arrived in the hot, airless classroom and she turned, lifted me up under both arms and sat me down on one of the little wooden chairs.

Now, you sit right there and be quiet until I have read the good children a story, she ordered, her face flushed with heat and suppressed anger at being told what to do by a four-year-old. And dont you dare move until I get back!

I waited until she left and, determined to teach her a lesson, crept over to the cupboard where the drawing materials were kept. It was a small wooden cupboard, about three feet high, with two doors. By moving the wax crayons on top of the paper I could squeeze onto the bottom shelf, and there I waited, all scrunched up. I smiled to myself as I thought of the trouble she would be in when the class came back from story time and I wasnt there.

Story time ended and the children trooped back into the classroom and of course I was nowhere to be seen. Panic ensued, my mother had to leave her class and everyone was looking for me. I remember hearing the student teacher sobbing.

Ha! I thought, that will teach you. It struck me perhaps there would not be universal joy when I clambered out of my cupboard. There were two potential outcomes. One was unbounded relief I had not been kidnapped by pirates or the circus. The second was unbridled fury I had caused such concern and upset. What had seemed a good idea at the time was not feeling like that now, and as there was no way I could stay in the cupboard indefinitely, I had to make an appearance. And I was right, I was in trouble and there was no universal joy at the discovery I was still alive. Unfortunately I did not learn from this, and it was exactly the same when I read Cosmopolitan magazine. It seemed like a good idea at the time to give up everything I had worked for for ten years, and start all over again.

I loved studying for the MBA. I was one of only four women on the course with over a hundred men, and it was there I met the man who was to become my husband  Steve. It wasnt part of the plan to have a relationship. The plan was to graduate and get a highflying job, travel, maybe live abroad, make lots of money and enjoy life. But one day I was sat in a lecture theatre and someone was talking behind me, annoying me as I tried to concentrate on the lecture. I twisted around.

Shhh Im trying to listen! I snapped, as I looked at his face, grinning at me. Good looking, short dark hair, a slight resemblence to George Clooney, and by the time I turned back to my notes I was smiling. By coincidence we were both elected as student representatives, so had to spend time together and it wasnt long before we were an item.

Apart from studying for an MBA we had little in common. I was thirty and he was twenty-three. I had been working for nine years and he had been studying to be an architect. I loved spending money and he loved saving it. I had travelled and worked abroad, he had only been to Spain with the boys.

After completing the MBA I began working for a building society in Bradford, where wed been studying. I loved the north of England, and Steve went back to London to start work. It was a typical long distance relationship, with me doing most of the travelling. I would spend my time looking forward to seeing him but once we were together, there was never the magic I had imagined. It took a day or so for us to feel comfortable with each other and then I had to leave again. I remember once arriving back from a holiday in Greece with my sister, and I had really missed him. When we arrived back at the airport I saw people being met, and, being the eternal romantic, wished someone had been there to meet me, to come running to greet me and give me a big hug.

I phoned Steve and told him I would be flying down to London the following week rather than driving, and spent a fortune on a flight in the hope of realising this dream. The plane landed and I was beside myself with excitement. I knew I looked good  tight blue jeans, high heeled boots to make me look taller and crisp white shirt with a few buttons open to show off the Greek tan.

As I descended on the escalator in terminal one I struck the pose as I saw Steve sitting on the edge of the baggage carousel below. I waited for the scene I had imagined  him running towards me. It didnt happen. He didnt move. As I approached him, crestfallen it wasnt how it was supposed to be, he put up his hand.

Stop. Dont come any closer. I ate a whole raw onion last night as part of a bet and I stink. But can you hurry up I want to see the second half of the cup final? he said. I noticed his eyes did not meet mine.

Nothing ever quite matched up to my dreams of how I thought things should be, although I do realise they were often unrealistic.

Meanwhile I was becoming increasingly frustrated working to make money for other people, and wanted to do something more meaningful. The trigger for change this time? I had been asked to give a talk on personal finance at a local school, aimed at a group of problem children who were academic underachievers.

I stood nervously in front of the students in the dingy assembly hall, looking around at bored, uninterested faces. Bloody hell this is nerve wracking, I thought, heart racing and hands sweating as I pulled the foils for the overhead projector out of my briefcase. I took a deep breath to calm my nerves and started.

Good morning everyone, I began, my voice shaking. The children looked at me blankly and started to mutter amongst themselves. Okay, who wants to be a millionaire? I queried, and every hand shot up in the air.

Right, Im going to tell you how to do it  legally, I continued, more confidently. As I noticed them smiling and laughing, I felt the adrenaline surge inside me and from then on we had a conversation  me asking questions, wandering amongst them, probing, laughing, joking, and them responding. I loved every minute of it and when the talk was over, I floated on a high back to the car.

Thats what I want to do, I sang to myself. I want to teach. At last I know what I want to do.

I sold my house, resigned from my job and moved to London, living with Steve in a terraced house he owned, and became a lecturer at Kingston Polytechnic, later to become Kingston University. My salary dropped by a third but I loved the freedom of not having to dress up so much, not working 8am  6pm each day, and the pleasure I got from helping the personal development of students.

Steve and I married in April 1990, and immediately we started trying to have children. That was when the perfect life started to unravel. Since the beginning of time women have had children, but I couldnt become pregnant. Between us we had graduate degrees, Masters Degrees, professional qualifications, a house, cars, and a good lifestyle. Yet I could not achieve what most other women could. Steve wasnt so concerned about having children straight away, but I was thirty-five and knew time was running out. I arranged visits to specialists to find out what was wrong and reluctantly he came along. There was nothing wrong with either of us apparently, so the only option was to take fertility drugs, followed by in vitro fertilisation or IVF.

The attempts to have a baby began to take over my life. Every treatment cycle I would travel to central London daily to have blood taken, or for a scan, sitting in a waiting room with pregnant women stroking their swollen bellies, and each time it failed, I never became pregnant. I remember once going to Hammersmith hospital to have blood drawn, and was sent to wait for the nurse in a delivery room. I looked at the equipment and the pain of knowing I would probably never be in a room like that, giving birth to my own child, washed over me like a tidal wave taking my breath away and leaving me devastated.

After five years we gave up trying to conceive and things started to change between us. I tried to talk about it.

Steve are you happy with the way life is?

Yes, of course. My job is fine. We have a great house in London, a cottage in the country what more could we want?

I want to feel happy. I want to do something, not just work, come home and watch television, and go on holidays once or twice a year. There must be more to life than this. Why cant we buy a little house in the Caribbean and spend some time there.

Waste of bloody money. We need to save, not spend. You always want to spend money. And anyway Im far too busy at work. I felt there had to be some compensation for not being able to have children and if I wasnt going to leave my genes on this earth when I died, I had to leave some remembrance of having been here. What or how wasnt clear.

I had to find something to fill the aching gap so I left lecturing and went back into industry. The almost perfect life continued. Bigger house, better car, designer clothes and more things. I tried to ignore the nagging voices in my head telling me all was not well, something was still missing, but after ten years of marriage, I did it again. This time it was the most enormous change, the craziest, It seemed like a good idea at the time of them all.

A handful of times in my life I had felt pure, unbridled, uplifting joy. It would appear from nowhere; standing on top of a mountain in Wales, driving fast with the roof down on a sunny day, walking on a tropical beach, listening to a thousand Welsh male voices singing at the Royal Albert Hall. You couldnt summon it up. It washed over me like a wave when it happened and then would disappear. I wanted to feel this joy more often. It never happened in London, where I felt more and more like a bird with clipped wings. Unable to do what I wanted, or go where I wanted, I had to conform to the norms and be a good wife and a good worker. Time was rushing by and I could not bear the thought of spending the rest of my life in a gilded cage, with all the trappings of a successful life, but which felt increasingly meaningless.

I had learned to scuba dive, as Steve was a diver and it was something we could do together. Every time I dived I felt intense joy and a rush of exhilaration as I swam effortlessly eighty feet under the ocean with shoals of brightly coloured fish. I went on more diving trips as often as I could, often alone as Steve had to work, and usually to the Maldives where the diving was exquisite. I gave up my sixty hour a week job in the City to become a freelance consultant to spend more time diving, and after a year it still wasnt enough. It was a drug and I wanted more.

The epiphany happened in the Maldives. I was on a live-aboard dive-boat, and one particular night we were barbecuing on a tiny island, not much bigger than a roundabout, in the middle of the Indian Ocean. It was pitch black and the stars were sparkling and glistening like distant diamonds. They went from one horizon all the way to the other. I stood at the edge of the island where the warm ocean lapped against my toes, looking up at the stars and marvelling at the vastness of the universe. I felt an arm come round my shoulders.

Thats your star there. Scorpio. It was one of the Maldivian instructors and he pointed out many of the other stars.

I dont want to live in London anymore a voice in my head screamed! Why cant I just be here? There cant be anything more wonderful than living here, diving and looking at these stars, night after night.

Dont be ridiculous, snapped the voice of reason. Youre married. You cant just do what you like.

Who says I cant? I dont love him anymore anyway. I dont want to be married. I want to be free to do what I want, when I want. I want to enjoy my life, every single day. There, I had done it. I had dared to think it and say it to myself. I didnt love my husband anymore and once I admitted it, there on a sandbank in the middle of the Indian Ocean, the die was cast.

I left my husband of ten years, my job and my country to become a scuba diving instructor. As you do.

No more corporate life, no more working hard to save for some mythical future, I wanted to enjoy life now and what better way than to work in diving, which made me truly happy. Diving, tropical heat, white sandy beaches, swaying palm trees, warm crystalline water. Money had never been that important to me, although nice to have, it was merely a means to an end. The fact I would be earning a fraction of what I had been did not enter my head. It was a selfish decision with no real thought as to where I would go or if I would return. I planned my exit methodically over a six-week period, moving my clothes into a storage locker, sorting bank accounts, insurance, power of attorney for my parents. For the most part I managed to lock my emotions away in a little steel box deep inside.

Telling my husband was the hardest thing I have ever done. We sat in the living room one evening, him on one sofa and me on the other, as we usually did when we came home from work. I stood up and walked over to turn the television off, lighting a cigarette as I sat down.

He looked at me disapprovingly, I was watching that. And do you have to smoke in here?

Im sorry, I replied, I know you dont like it. I just need to talk to you, and this is not easy for me. I took a deep pull on the cigarette. I want to leave I dont love you anymore. We want different things out of life. You want to save for the future and I want to enjoy life  now. If I go you can find someone you love, you can have children, live the life you want. I just cant do it any more.

The look on his face was like a dagger in my guts. He had never knowingly hurt me, and look what I was doing. But I love you, he stammered, I dont understand. I dont mind if we dont have children. You know I dont.

It isnt you, its me, I rushed on. I just want a different life. Im sorry.

Over the next six weeks I tried to stay immune to the constant entreaties to stay, the offers to change. I went to see a pyschotherapist to see if I was crazy. I wavered on more than one occasion and found myself breaking down in the most peculiar places and at the strangest times, which was unlike me. However, I stuck to my guns and as the final week approached, I braced myself to go and break the news to my parents.

I was dreading telling them, and dreading letting them down. So far I had been the model, dutiful daughter and it was all about to change. What on earth was mother going to tell her hairdresser when she was asked how the children were? The more I thought about it the more I realized it was the, hairdresser syndrome which had stopped me leaving a long time ago. Much nicer if your mother could say to the hairdresser, when asked about her family, Lindsays doing very well. She has a great job and a lovely husband. Now she was going to have to report, Lindsay has left her job and her husband and is working on a beach somewhere. We think shes lost her mind. I wanted them to be proud of me and I was about to become a major disappointment.

I set off to see them, driving up the A1, the road stretching from London to Edinburgh. Straight for most of the way, all 410 miles of it. This road, which had been in existence since Roman times, had played a major part in my life. It had been an emotional road. Usually I was excited or happy when I was on it, going on holiday, or to see Steve before we were married. I remembered vividly driving up to my parents house for my wedding, full of eager anticipation and joy. Now I was nervous, sad and apprehensive.

As I sped past the old coaching inns, I could almost see the ghosts of highwaymen galloping past me, faces hidden by black masks and their black capes streaming behind them. An ominous feeling grew and would not leave me, matched by the heavy rain as it fell on the windscreen.

My parents, both in their mid 60s, were retired but still active and busy. Mum had been a teacher and Dad a navigator in the Air Force, but now Mum was studying for a Masters degree at Cambridge University and Dad was studying Spanish at the Open University, and both were heavily involved in village life. The village was not far from Huntingdon, where they lived in a beautiful mock Tudor house. It was calm, peaceful and quintessentially English. I always enjoyed being there. They would have a lovely lunch ready  they were both excellent cooks  and Dad would open a new bottle of wine. After lunch, when the dishwasher was loaded, we would go into the lounge and the television would go on, and they would both fall asleep. When should I tell them? I wondered. After lunch maybe, but Im sure theyll realise something is wrong. Maybe I should just get it over with as soon as I get there.

I had no idea what their reaction would be, and by the time I took the turn off the A1 for Huntingdon, my heart was pounding in my chest and my mouth was dry. I rehearsed my speech over and over again.

Twenty minutes later I swung into the gravel drive in front of my parents house. The magnolia tree was blooming, as it had been eleven years before when I arrived for my wedding. I walked round to the back door and let myself in. Mum and Dad were in the kitchen, Dad wearing his chefs apron chopping onions expertly, and Mum washing up. I decided to get it over and done with, and when Dad poured me a pre-lunch sherry, we went into the lounge and sat down. I am sure they guessed. I took a deep breath.

I guess youve realised Ive come to see you for a reason. I sipped the sherry nervously. Well, youre right, Ive got something pretty big to tell you. The words tumbled out of my dry mouth in a rush, but only the basic, raw facts were there.

My marriage is over. Ive decided I want to leave my job so Im going to the Maldives. Im going to do my diving instructors course and work as a diving instructor. I gulped the remainder of the sherry, its warmth spreading down my throat was comforting. There was total silence. Dad was staring at the sherry glass held between both hands in his lap, stunned. Then Mum said, But what about your saucepans?

Sorry? I asked, incredulously. Of every reaction Id anticipated, this was not one of them. What about my saucepans? What about my bloody saucepans? My mouth dropped open. Had I heard correctly? I was leaving everything behind, making a life-changing move, and she was asking about the saucepans?

Mum and Dad had bought me a set of beautiful pans for my birthday and Christmas the previous year and yes, they were fabulous, and no, I was not taking them with me, and no, they were not in the storage facility. In fact they were the last thing on my mind. I had expected a whole range of questions, comments, disapproval and even tears, but I had not expected this.

What are you going to do with your saucepans? Mum persisted while Dad looked at me with sympathy and understanding in his eyes.

I dont know Mum, I replied. Im leaving them in the house, just like everything else. The only things Im taking are some clothes, my jewellery and my dive gear. The lock up just has my clothes in it.

Well help you however we can, love, said Dad, which was a great relief, but I could see the disappointment and concern on Mums face.

Lunch was a subdued affair. I asked them if they would have power of attorney over my affairs and gave them the paperwork. They agreed, and although obviously sad, were more than prepared to help, which was a weight off my mind.

I left, saying goodbye to my parents, not knowing when I would be back. I was relieved to have told them and incredibly thankful they did not appear to be angry with me, but they were obviously concerned.

Driving back down the A1 to London, this time neither excited nor apprehensive, I was overwhelmed with sadness as the enormity of what I was about to do hit me. It was not a fun adventure any more, it was real, and people I cared about were being hurt and made miserable by what I was doing. I almost had second thoughts. Maybe it was the right thing to do and maybe it was wrong. I had no idea, but if I didnt try I would never know, and I might spend the next twenty years regretting it. I had to go. The ticket was booked and the flight was in two weeks, one way to Paradise  I hoped. And never mind about the bloody saucepans.
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It was time to leave. I sank to the polished wooden floor in the hallway, looking at the front door and the vibrant colours of the stained glass, which I had always loved. Okay Lindsay, come on, you can do it, I said to myself out loud. All you have to do is walk through that door for the last time, post the keys through the letter box and get on a plane to your new life. Be brave woman. A lump came into my throat and my eyes filled with tears.

Im sorry George, sorry Henry, I whispered to my beloved Siamese cats as they rubbed themselves against me, trying to comfort me, not knowing I was about to betray them.

Do it and stop being pathetic, I admonished myself. This isnt helping anyone, youve made your decision now just go. I stood up and walked through the door without looking back, turned, locked it and heard the keys clatter on the hallway floor as I pushed them through the letter box. My husband would be home later to feed the cats.

Goodbye old life, I murmured, through the tears trickling down my cheeks. They didnt stop until I boarded the plane, by which time I was sobbing uncontrollably. Once I was on the plane, wave after wave of relief, anticipation and happiness came over me. I had done it. I had bloody done it.

Within a few weeks I had qualified as a diving instructor, and started my first job teaching diving in Menorca where I enjoyed the work, although the dive school was in a shopping centre and the water was freezing. There were rocks instead of corals, and the odd cod instead of shoals of beautifully coloured fish. The job was for six months as the tourist season ended in October, when once again I was on the hunt for employment but dreaming of tropical beaches and warm water. I was determined to turn my dream into reality.

I already spoke French and German, and realised in Menorca that if I could speak Spanish too it would enhance my chances of getting work, especially in South America, definitely a place I wanted to go. By now I was forty-four, much older than your average diving instructor, but I decided to look at the PADI website for instructors positions in tropical, Spanish speaking countries anyway, but did not put my age on the application. I looked a lot younger than my age, having short cropped, dyed blonde hair and was very fit and toned, due to years with a personal trainer in London, and the exercise of diving.

In less than a week I had a job offer. Neptuno, a German-run dive school in the town of Juan Dolio, south coast, Dominican Republic.

I was met at the airport by the owner of the dive school, Klaus. He showed a remarkable resemblance to Benny Hill. Short, rotund, red-haired and, as I was to find out, a temper to go with it. We drove to Juan Dolio, twenty-five minutes from the airport, and stopped at a bar opposite the dive school.

This place is called Chocolate Bar, announced Klaus, in his heavy German accent. And I can see my other instructors are here, so its a perfect time to introduce you. We climbed out of the car and walked up to the wooden bar under a thatched palm roof.

She is Marian and he is Uwe, said Klaus, pointing out a couple sat at the bar both wearing shorts and Neptuno dive sky blue T-shirts.

Hi, I said a little nervously, as we walked up to them. Klaus had spoken in English, so I did the same, although not sure whether I should be speaking German.

Hallo, replied Marian, smiling warmly at me flicking back her long blonde hair behind her shoulders. Uwe raised his glass and grinned, nodding his head in welcome. They both looked to be my age, which was a relief, and Uwe looked even older, due to his lack of hair and weatherbeaten face. Klaus bought me my first cuba libre (rum and coke), and afterwards took me over the road to see the dive school. As soon as I got there I felt a rush of happiness, and a big grin spread over my face. It was exactly what I had been looking for. The dive school was built of wood with a palm leaf roof and situated on a white sandy beach, in front of the glistening Caribbean Sea. Although it was six in the evening, it was toasty warm.

The next day I was free, to get over the jet lag, and set off to explore Juan Dolio. It was a pleasant, bustling little seaside town, consisting of a road along the beach three miles in length and not a lot else. On the beach side of the street were seven or eight hotels, and on the other side gift shops, restaurants and bars. Tourists of all nationalities wandered along the road in swimwear and flip-flops, and motorbike taxis known as motoconchos buzzed up and down. I had decided to walk to the dive school, but it was very hot, and a motoconcho stopped.

Taxi? asked the driver, flashing his beautiful white teeth.

Err, I dont think so, I replied, terrified of being on the back of a motorbike. Steve always wanted one and Id said no, as I thought they were too dangerous

Taxi? he asked again.

Oh sod it, I thought. I might as well give it a go. I spoke no Spanish, but luckily he was Haitian so we chatted in French. He explained how to climb on, and off we went with me hanging onto him for dear life. Over the next few trips I became used to them, learnt how to climb on and off without burning my leg on the exhaust pipe, and eventually, although it took a while, how to sit on the back of the bike without holding onto anything. And dead proud of myself I was too. The motoconcho driver was called Liko and he became my personal chauffeur, taking me to work every day and picking me up from Chocolate Bar after work.

The job was fine. There were two dives in the morning and the afternoons were spent in the pool doing training exercises. The dive school was well run, as you would expect from a German operation, but there was a degree of being shouted at by Klaus. We were not allowed to leave in the evening until he said so, and a missing piece of equipment could cause us to wait until seven oclock before we were allowed home. I often had to fight to keep my mouth shut and forget I used to be a company director.

In the afternoons, we would encourage the guests from the various hotels to try out diving in the hotel pools and try and sign them up for a diving course. As I spoke French, German and English, and given my sales and marketing background, it was not difficult for me to increase the sales so, within a few weeks, I was put in charge of my own hotel, Talanquera, and had my own little hut on the beach. This meant I was diving a lot less, but I was shouted at less too, as I was out of range of the Germans.

I was not alone in my hut, as apart from the rats, I had my very own staff. Jason, Billy, Frank and Martin. Jason was Haitian, in the country legally, and in charge of water sports, which involved handing out free masks and snorkels, fins and kayaks. The other three were Dominican and walked along the beach and by the pool, signing tourists up for pool dives, where I could then sell them a diving package.

These four were the envy of their friends as they could spend all day long talking to foreign tourists. Sitting at my little plastic table in front of the hut, I asked Martin one day, Why do you want to do this job?

It helps my English, he replied and paused before saying, and maybe one day I will meet a nice foreign girl.

Whats wrong with Dominican girls? I asked curiously.

Nothing, but there are only two ways we can make something of our lives here, he answered. One is to leave the country and go somewhere with better opportunities to work and earn more money, and the other is to marry someone who has money, who can help us here.

Well, why dont you just leave then, I asked. He burst out laughing. We cant. We need a visa and they are almost impossible to get unless you are married to someone from that country.

Ah, sorry, I had no idea, I apologised. The guys who worked for me earned the basic wage of 100 a month, 5000 Dominican pesos, and although they wanted a foreign girlfriend they were not sanky pankies.

A sanky panky is a Dominican or Haitian man who goes out with a foreign woman with one aim, to extort as much money from her as possible. Love does not enter the equation. They are con men pure and simple and will normally prey on older and larger ladies, who might find it hard to find love in their own country. The sankies are excellent at their jobs, and having wooed the ladies for a while, and feeling the fish on the hook, begin their plans to extort money by appealing to the better natures of their victims. They always used the same lines, which had been successful with others in the past. It would start off with fairly small amounts.

I would love to keep in touch with you when you go, but I need a mobile phone.

My trainers have fallen apart and I have no other shoes.

Before the woman would leave to return home they would usually try and extort a larger amount. My mother is dying of cancer and if I cannot find money for her operation she will die. Please help me to save my mothers life? The requests for money do not end once the ensnared victim has landed back in her home country.

Im in jail and need you to send me some money so I can be released.

Ive lost my job and havent eaten in days.

The cash would be sent
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