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Meet Me at Midnight 

Rachael Thomas 

The winter wind was keener than the last few days as Sally rounded the bend in the 

lane. Each morning she’d done this walk the countryside had been quiet, but today calls of 

sheep filled the valley. 

Sheep were preferable to traffic, and she paced on down the lane, her trainers making 

barely a sound on the tarmac. She tried to push aside thoughts of London and the past she’d 

left behind, the marriage which had failed miserably; part of a life which no longer belonged 

to her. 

‘Stop there.’  

The gruff command drew her attention up sharp and she looked up the hill to see a 

farmer herding sheep down towards the field gate. What had she done?  Or was it a case of 

what should she do? 

He shouted again, this time in a bid to encourage the sheep to move forward. Then he 

pulled off his woolly hat, an obligatory item even she’d indulged in as protection against the 

December winds. With seemingly little effect, he shook it at the sheep. 

Sally had to stifle a giggle as the sheep split up and began to move away from the gate, 

as if intent on mutiny. This was definitely going in one of her books – if she ever managed to 

put the time spent with Jake in the past, move forward, and start writing again. 

A high pitched whistle broke through the cold air and, like a streak of black on the 

landscape, a border collie swiftly brought order to the moment of chaos. The sheep, bleating 

their protests, filed past her, across the lane and into the opposite field. 
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Their little hooves tapped like hundreds of drums as they passed, some sheep stopping 

to look at her with interest. Realising why the farmer may have shouted at her to stop, Sally 

preformed the task of human fence, happy to be of use. 

As the last sheep trotted past she looked up at the farmer. Even with his woolly hat 

back in place he was attractive. In fact he was a lot more than attractive. He was gorgeous. 

Where had that thought come from? She hadn’t looked at another man since the end of her 

marriage. She could have had the pick of many London businessmen who’d flirted 

shamelessly with her but, no, she had come to the Welsh countryside to hide herself away and 

had fallen for the first man she’d seen. 

‘Thanks.’ Eyes so blue held hers as he stepped onto the road, his dog rushing off to the 

other field to finish the job.  

‘No problem,’ she replied, not able to stop herself from looking at him. She guessed he 

was just a little older than her, about thirty, and he had a smile to die for. It lit up his face, 

making his eyes sparkle like the sea on a summer’s day. 

She shivered. Thoughts of summer reminding her she was standing on a hillside in 

Wales, in the middle of the winter. 

‘I think a cup of tea is in order.’ His voice, with only the faintest hint of a Welsh accent 

warmed her more than any hot drink could. ‘I’m Rob, by the way.’ 

‘Sally,’ she said and, for the first time in ages, shyness crept over her. That was 

something she thought she’d left behind in her teenage years. 

‘Sally.’ He nodded as if in approval. ‘What about that cup of tea then?’ 
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She looked up at him and frowned, trying to hide her confusion at what was happening 

between them. Where was he going to find a cup of tea around here? She glanced briefly 

away; nothing but the road, twisting and turning its way against the hillside. 

Strangely she didn’t want the moment with this man to end. If she declined and walked 

on then it would be over, but if she accepted… 
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