He really was getting on Sheila’s nerves with his pedantic ways since he retired, he had lost all spontaneity and checked his journal before taking a step out of the door each morning. Sometimes when asked what he’d like for dinner, he would open his journal to see what they had eaten on the same day of the previous week.

“Aahhh, we had lamb last Thursday, so let’s have lamb  again since…today is Thursday”

He even started a daily agenda of ‘things to do’ and would tick each one on completion.  
“Have you taken the trash out yet?” Sheila asked him and out came the agenda, “Trash day is Monday” he replied sternly. “Today is only Sunday”

“But the men come so early, you are retired now” she gasped.
He replied “No problem, I shall set the alarm so everything is kept to it’s day”

“Oh” Sheila shouted, storming out of the kitchen “You do annoy me with this!”

“Routine is necessary” he responded “Where would we be if we didn’t know what was to happen next, everything would be out of synchronization if we only acted on the spur of the moment.

Sheila was at her wit’s end when she noticed an advert in a magazine, she did not wish to let her friends know just how miserable she was feeling. It was a bit sort of modern and colourful, just what she needed to add a spark to her daily routines. She waited till he was out walking the dog, then, nervously telephoned the number. 

The voice at the other end was young, a little zingy, but nonetheless, was listening to her problem and after she had finished, the young man asked “Do you still love him?”

“Yes, of course”, she answered “We have been married a long time and he hasn’t always been like this, only since he retired”

“Then” said the voice “I suggest you play him at his own game”

Sheila sat upright in her chair “What!!! You surely don’t mean for me to start keeping an agenda or daily journal too, do you?”

The young man laughed at her reaction and carried on to explain his idea and Sheila burst out laughing “I love it and think it might just work!”

She went shopping on the way home and that night, after their usual Thursday lamb dinner, she washed up and said how tired she was feeling and perhaps they could have an early night.

He agreed an earlier bedtime was not a bad idea as he had done some gardening that day and was also feeling quite tired, so they both went upstairs about an hour or so after eating.

As she came out of the bathroom in her new figure hugging nightdress, her new expensive perfume filled the room and with her hair cascading down her back, she recognized his interested look and…it was not in going to sleep, but, as she slipped between the sheets and he curled around her, Sheila put the young man’s plan into action.

“One moment” she cried, “Have you checked you agenda for tonight? I am certain the last time was on a Tuesday!”
 “What agenda?” he whispred. “Let’s forget about agendas”
