Lorna Deane


ENCOUNTER IN LITTLE ORCHARD
I was in Portland, Maine, for a few days, after completing a Workshop on Human Interaction, in Bethel Maine. The Workshop had left participants with a heightened sense of self- awareness, and most critical of all, evidence of the impact our actions and words had on others. Close bonds were established. The experience and sensitivity, we would take with us for a lifetime.  And so, I was delighted, and in full agreement, when a member of our group, proposed that we spend the day exploring the countryside to fill in the time and allow us to spend more time with each other.
It was in September, when we set out early in the morning, in the gentle light of dawn, while the rays of the autumn sun climbed slowly over the horizon. I could think of no better way to spend the day, and looked forward to enjoying the scenic landscape that would unfold before us.
We drove along the coastline for many miles, where a low sea wall stretched along one side of the road. We could taste the salt as the ocean washed up against the wall, foaming and sending white sprays high into the air. Dark boulders, rounded and smoothed from the continuous ebb and flow of the ocean, dotted the water.  The setting was calming and invigorating. 
On the other side of the road, the view was like a postcard.  Nestled against the undulating terrain, we saw an array of uniquely designed resort homes, painted in muted shades of grey and blue. The homes seemed to beckon us to come and stay awhile, just to share for a moment, in the serenity and beauty which surrounded them.
After sometime, the road turned inland, and an uphill climb began. From signs along the way, we realized that we were approaching the town of Little Orchard.
As we got near the town, driving became more challenging and slower, as vehicles were parked on both sides of the street. A crowd had gathered in the square, so we all decided to go out and investigate the cause. On hearing the sudden screeching of brakes, we ran forward, arriving in time to see a figure, crumpled on the ground, just before the wheels of a red sports car. The driver was climbing out of the car, when an athletic built man, with a dark curl, hanging low on his forehead, dashed out of a nearby alley, and rushed towards the blond girl, who now lay on the ground. For a moment we could not understand the sequencing of the events. The crown had gathered, and seemed riveted, before the accident occurred. Slowly, realization set in, judging from the many cameras positioned around the square. This was a scene for a movie, and it was being filmed! 
One of my colleagues gripped my arm, and I could feel him shaking. Concerned, I immediately covered his hand with mine, looked at him, then towards the accident and back to him, only to see tears streaming down his face, and through the tears, a look of childlike ecstasy. He whispered, ‘That was Roger Moore, rushing out from the alley! My idol! I can’t believe!’
On further enquiry, we learnt that we had just witnessed filming of a scene from a movie named, ‘Bed and Breakfast,’ if my memory serves me correctly.
 We remained on the location, and watched several more takes of that specific scene. We were in harmony and knew continuing the sight seeing tour was now farthest from our minds. Secretly, I wondered whether our respective image would be seen among the extras, when the movie was released.
Finally, we left and remained hushed on the journey home. We had each received more than we could have ever planned for. Our appetites were satiated that day.
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