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C H A P T E R  I .  –  F R O M  T H E  S E A

Friday, 11 October 1963

No journey starts or ends. Journeys only unravel outwards. 
Our car slips off a gradually sloping gravel driveway and 

onto a long, winding stretch of road. Rolling fields run 
forever in every direction, with square swarms of crêpe-paper 
poppies and oilseed breaking up the masses of green; 
patchwork territories bordered by teeming hedgerows, broken 
occasionally by wooden gates and stiles. Doll’s houses hug 
the tops of the hills and cling tight to the secrets of their 
inhabitants’ lives. Cirrus clouds, Brillo-pad brushstrokes of 
white, hang dead straight in the sky above: I can’t feel it yet, 
but the wind’s either with us or against us. Only time will tell. 
The scene unravels out from the middle.

I can’t recall where this road is, but I know it was thrown 
down hastily during the war to swiftly bypass a nearby town. 
It chicanes left and right to make way for an ancient yew 
with its twisted trunk open and its insides bare. The road is 
laid in a series of slabs that jolt the back seat of the car in a 
slow-spoken rhythm, each rough bounce betraying my father’s 
calm lack of desire to get to where we’re going.
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The smell of somewhere I’ve been before fills the car, on 
this road to nowhere. I recognise the shapes of the conifers in 
the distance leaning into the absent breeze; I remember the 
way the sunburnt reeds of grass fall away to our left into the 
shallow valley, filled with the buzz of crickets; but still I can’t 
place it, I can’t remember where this belongs.

In front of me, my father’s hatless head babbles away, 
spouting words that gurgle into meaninglessness between my 
ears. The cadences are definitely his, though, and make me 
feel somehow safe and at home. At the same time, that strange 
notion that sometimes haunts you for no particular reason – 
the one that tells you that whatever you’re doing, this is the 
last time you’re doing it – is as palpable as the leather-covered 
cut-foam seat squeaking beneath me every time the hard 
rubber tyres thump over the joints of the road.

My father carves through the oil-on-canvas countryside, 
easing through countless gears that never seem to break the 
rhythm of the slabs. Hup. Hup. Hup. Hup. The air smells like 
summer: sweet and weak and important. I know this journey, 
I know this place, but before I can work out where we’re 
going, the dream, the first and only one I’ve had since leaving 
England, loses me. It breaks. The car and the countryside 
around me unravel until they are no more.

I am six days and five nights into a week-long journey by 
boat and I am seasick. I’ve been bound to this bed like it’s 
magnetic; I’m foetal, trembling, delirious, and all I know 
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is this room, as if I’ve been born into a whale-belly prison, 
held for a lifetime at the pleasure of the Atlantic Ocean, and 
everything I remember is just a hazy web of half-forgotten 
fantasy.

The heavy, guttural hum of the ship’s engines floods the 
cabin and reverberates off its shuddering timber-clad walls, 
waltzing in the air with the violent and sour stench of sick. 
The noise, like going underwater in the bathtub, feels like 
fingers in your ears and squeezed-shut eyes.

It didn’t take long for the sickness to shut down my 
digestive system. We weren’t an hour out of port when the 
first wave of nausea swept through me, forced me down into 
this room, a tin bucket with half an inch of cold water in the 
bottom for company. Derick sat with me through the first day 
and night but I had to stand him down. Suffering alone seems 
harder in the presence of others. Besides, there’s nothing he 
can do for me.

After that dreadful first night, unable to keep food down, 
abdominal muscles already sore, I was brought cold slices of 
Jaffa orange to suck on by the crew. Pectin for the nausea, 
ascorbic acid for nutrition – an old trick, apparently – but the 
sweet, sticky citrus triggered the bleachy, animal taste of sick 
about to come and my body contracted, rejecting it. All hope 
I had of some form of relief joined the flood at the bottom 
of the bucket. The fingernails I’d especially manicured for the 
newspaper photographer and have since bitten to the quick 
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are as much as has passed my lips, save for a lonely triangle 
of dry toast and the little water that stayed sipped.

Derick checked in on me again this morning, not long 
after I’d woken up. My lips are cracked and stuck to my front 
teeth. I let him talk rather than say anything. He told me the 
temperature on deck has dropped sharply, that the sky and 
the air are completely clear, that the stars at night look close 
enough to make you think the whole universe is in the palm 
of your hand. 

In between games of shuffleboard, the Polish sailor he’s 
been sharing cigarettes with said that we’re almost close 
enough to see the coastline of Nova Scotia in the distance. 
The rocks there are littered with colonies – like cities – of 
puffins. You can hear gannets and seagulls circling high above 
us, Derick says, on the lookout for morsels of fish in the icy 
water, and it’s not uncommon to encounter schools – are they 
schools? – of dolphins and even humpback whales at this time 
of year.

The day we left I had to wonder if the boat, the SS New 
Amsterdam, wasn’t his Hispaniola. Derick never really talks 
about the books he’s read, as a boy or a young man, so I 
don’t know what his childhood fantasies were, but as we 
boarded amidst the hiss of flashguns, his smile broke through 
everything overcast or grey. I’ve never seen him happier.

The East Grinstead Courier sent a journalist and a 
photographer down to Southampton to meet us. The former 
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was a large, laconic gentleman who sighed through his 
nose after every sentence and constantly made slow and 
minor readjustments to his struggling braces. He took our 
answers down in longhand and let his partner – a skittish 
photographer, seemingly half his size – ask us all the 
questions. The only part of him that kept still behind the 
camera was his black, Brylcreemed hair, and it was hard to 
imagine how the pictures didn’t come out all blurry. 

My nails were perfect. I spent the morning painting them 
and sculpting my hair, fussing over loose strands in a fug of 
talc. I wore my best dress, in a shimmering green and gold 
that almost matched the ship’s smokestacks. It rode my thighs 
slightly higher than either of my other two dresses. I’d tried all 
three on, two or three times each.

Flash, flash, flash. The glare of the sun like the lights of 
Broadway, we squinted back at the immovable pompadour 
behind the lens. We posed awkwardly and gave gauche 
answers to all the questions of where and why we were going 
and what we expected, but still we soaked up the day’s action 
indulgently. Before then, our pilgrimage – our pioneering – 
hadn’t felt real, but the day’s fame and the almost-unbelievable 
actuality of the boat gave it gravity, made it concrete.

My dress was hung up and replaced by a dressing gown 
by the time the bucket was set down by my bedside. It was 
lucky to escape unscathed. That feels like forever ago. We must 
be close to New York now. As close as the engines are to this 
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cabin, and yet as far as the end of the hallway from the peephole 
of a door. It’s that Christmas Eve feeling. So close. So far.

The noise and nausea make the darkness behind shut eyes 
so dizzying. I’ve been trying to sleep since this morning, 
when I more came to terms with consciousness than actually 
woke up. Sleep has at best been fleeting: attempted, aborted, 
attempted again. Efforts to focus on falling asleep interrupted 
by sleep; sleep then interrupted by the residue of focus. 
Buzzing telegraph wires in your head. The limbo continues, 
usurps your reality, and sleep beckons, flees, teases, as you 
see-saw swim through the fractured, animated impressionist 
painting that your surroundings have turned into. You plead 
with yourself, let me sleep, please, let me sleep. Your eyelids hurt 
even when they’re closed.

The room is as oppressive as the backdrop in a one-act 
play. A heavy door stands opposite the bed, unchanging 
and uncompromising except when it allows my husband’s 
occasional cameo. It’s stiff-backed and stiff-lipped and it’s 
staring at me. I try to keep my eyes on it but I can’t keep 
them from rolling, can’t keep my gaze held to its minty-green 
painted face or to the promise of life behind it. I can’t 
concentrate but maybe sleep is going to sweep me away this 
evening at last, maybe I can turn the volume in my head 
down low enough or even switch the noise off, maybe the first 
Shipping Forecast of the night I take in will be the last, and 
maybe I won’t have to whittle away at hours and hours awake 
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just to meet sunrise around a quiet corner.
If only I could read. Suffering’s much easier with a book. 

Those days ill and off school used to become background to 
someone else’s struggle to be, and solitude loosened its grip on 
your soul. You moved your mind from the aches and pains of 
your ailing body to where the lions played on the page, along 
a long yellow beach, or to the lighthouse that blinked between 
the lines, on the rock across the water.

But reading – that connection that is vaguer and yet more 
visceral and even somehow more personal than proper human 
contact – is impossible here, too. The words lurch from side 
to side, and side to side, and side to side; and the nausea 
hits again, with white-knuckled fists aimed at the pit of my 
abdomen. I could never sleep when I was ill, felt ill when 
I couldn’t sleep, but at least I could read. Now that I can’t, 
I keep thinking that the self-absorbed, with no relief from 
the horror of being alive and on your own, must feel like 
greyhounds running in circles without a thought to spare for 
other dogs and different races. It must be so lonely.

There are two books on my bedside table: Alexander Baron’s 
latest – a man’s book – and a collection of Katherine Mansfield 
short stories. I put down one, another attempt failed, and 
pick up the other, but before long my eyes begin to stutter, 
my stomach heaves, my throat becomes a battleground. 
The sickness deepens and I’ve managed to take in one heavy 
sentence before the cabin starts throwing it around like a 
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bulldog toying with a rag doll. My head spins. I stop trying 
again. I give up once more on the hope of distracting myself 
from the situation I find my sick self in and I let it go.

The bed, my closest ally, is wedged into one corner of the 
room with me, a fellow prisoner, another slave to the whim 
of the water that was here long before us both and will be 
here long after my bones turn to chalk and any number of 
braying iron bedsprings come to rust. The water and the ship 
and the room catapult us up, and as sudden as the peak of a 
playground swing, and with the plummeting-stomach feeling 
of a fairground ride, we all slide down together, towards and 
through a point of equilibrium, to be flung up on the other 
side instead. Each moment is some brand-new conspiracy of 
movement, and none is any easier than the first.

I reach for the lamp on the nightstand, the shade milky 
green like the door, and turn it off. Enough. I run my fingers 
through the cord that slaloms from the Bakelite telephone, 
also green. No one has called. Funny how wires like these, like 
the cables you watch dancing between poles from the back 
seat of a car, can carry voices for miles. Those voices make the 
same journey as this boat, the long way across the Atlantic, 
every day. A long way for thoughts, ideas, feelings to travel. 
A long way to scatter the seeds of dreams. My room here, 
in between continents and with its untroubled telephone, 
remains lonely and drowned in silvery darkness.

Even so, the image of the door burns bright in the opposite 
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corner, etched-embedded into my aching eyes. It faces 
backwards into the room, a raised drawbridge surrounded 
by water. Its right angles and single-mindedness are the only 
things I see in the hours of night. All that stands between me 
and a vision of the future is this door, this gatekeeper, this 
stoic sentry, this resolute servant to the world and the fate it 
conceals. It hasn’t budged. Derick’s visit seems a lifetime ago.

The engines hum and whine and grumble on. The room 
moves more: still nothing stays where it ought to be – 
nothing is still. Everything here is subject to vast and rapid 
change. Resting the palm of my hand against the side of the 
nightstand I can almost imagine it being motionless for a 
fugitive fraction of a second, but through my hand and the 
joints of my wrist and past my plodding wristwatch comes 
fresh trauma from the impossibly infinite water beneath us all. 
The room changes once more.

People change, circumstances change, there is constant 
upheaval. The world is in a state of flux, life is liquid, time 
transformative. A thousand considerations and conversations 
later, Derick and I decided to leave England for good and 
start a new life in America. There was no catalyst, save for a 
garland of tea leaves strewn across the bottom of a mug one 
Sunday morning.

“With love, from me to you,” he sang, handing me a cup 
of tea and sliding back in bed. Half past nine and still under 
the covers, June bank holiday. The curtains drawn back and 
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letting the early summer light into the room in a crisp, blond 
parallelogram.

“Did you read the letter from your sister?” he asked.
“Yes – yesterday morning.”
“How is she?” Not the question he was really asking, 

 but polite as ever and laudably patient, for him.
“She’s well, thanks.”
“And Tom?”
“Oh, well, he’s started working for a small paper, as a 

typesetter.”
I paused, wondering whether to be merciful or not, to tell 

him what he wanted to know. “She said that he’s taken well to 
the work, the machines aren’t too difficult to get used to.”

I was certain he’d realise that I’d have told him by now had 
it been bad news. His fever to find out what my sister had 
said surely couldn’t have clouded his thoughts that much. I 
decided not to drag it out any further anyway. “She said yes, 
by the way.”

“About the sponsorship?”
“Yes. So they’d be our sponsors, if we were to go. And she 

thinks she ought to be able to put us up as well.”
“Really? Is she sure?”
“Well, it looks like it, right? I, er, I think we should go.”
He craned his neck forward and cleared his throat. His eyes 

darted towards mine, flickering left and right, assessing the 
reliability of those words. “Do you think we ought to?” he 
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asked, not excitably, but rather with the weight of a lifetime 
landed on his naked shoulders.

He’s a puppy when I expect a man and a man when I expect a puppy.
“I don’t know, it’s a feeling more than a thought. When I 

think, I think of reasons why it’ll never happen, but I feel like 
those reasons not to become regrets not to’ve, you know, and 
I feel like we should go and live in New York with Dawn and 
Tom and then just . . . see what happens next.”

He giggled at that. A vulnerable giggle that came from 
the ten-year-old boy inside of him. He regained his age and 
composure quickly.

“What have we got to lose, Tweed?”
Wrong question, and he knew that, instantly, scrunching 

the bridge of his long nose and taking off his half-rim glasses 
to rub his eyes with his knuckles. “Sorry, aside from the 
obvious. I mean, we’ll be back here in Blighty by Christmas, 
if it’s really rotten.”

“ Yeah. That’d make conversation around the fireplace 
interesting, no?”

He knew I dreaded leaving my family behind. There were 
months and months, all but a memory now, where all those 
heart-wrenchingly hard goodbyes I’ve since had to say – to 
friends, cousins, aunties, uncles, to the girls at the office, to 
neighbours, to Mr and Mrs Marlow at number seventy-nine 
whose dog Henry we took care of while they were away 
in Inverness – played out in my imagination at length, 
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sometimes leaving me in tears.
Every time, when I said goodbye to my mother.
The tea leaves nestled at the bottom of my mug showed 

me an assortment of shapes. I pretended to read them, so we 
could tell ourselves our decision was made by fortune and fate 
and not me and him. In the dead centre, a folded shred of leaf 
formed a “V”, like a bird in the sky of a crude child’s drawing. 
I grinned at it, then at Derick.

“Let’s go and stay with Dawn. There’s plenty to miss out on 
too, if we stay put.”

“Tweed, you’ve lost it.” He sat up, smiling. Morning breath 
and pillow drool. An expanding pool of chest hair. The 
half-blind fumble for his glasses and his wedding ring first 
thing. More mornings to come with him. “So we’re going?”

A brief pause. Ears burning with blood-rush. Being every 
bit as excited as him. Looking forward to those mornings. 
Wanting to go. Telling him.

“We’re going.”
And just like that, home became something looked-for; 

somewhere . . . else.

*  *  *

I woke up this morning, the green rolling hills churning into 
heavy rolling waves, the oilseed into clouded cobalt, the smell 
of summer into sick and salt water, then dream into reality, 
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and I thought about that decision. It doesn’t feel real but I 
still think it was right. Life’s a parade. If you stick to one float, 
you lose out on all the others.

The sea may be cruel, cold, relentless, but the horizon 
beckons atop it, and our future waits patiently beyond. The 
world turns and days to come move closer. Our future draws in 
like half past three on a sunny school afternoon, when the end 
of class is there only for its own sake, the teacher talking us 
through “Invictus” but not a soul invested in it; the unyielding 
and steadfastly slow clock hands, the real masters of our fate, 
promising freedom and excitement in the diminished time we 
all have to be alive; the hearts that skip beats when the final 
bell is rung.

The ringing in my ears turns into talk. A dulcet old tone. 
The right way can seem wrong at first, Steph. Just stay true to the 
person you are. My heartbeat trips. I melt into what could be 
sleep, at last. When I wake, will a new place have risen from 
the sea and into our lives? A new place to split the sky between 
east and west? I’ll see daylight. I won’t be insomniac, buried 
alive like all those nights recently spent. I’ll be the sun rising 
from the sea.

Resentment and regret and misfortune may well knock on 
that door over there, but obstacles are made to be overcome, 
and soon I’ll be through it. The rough-watered Rubicon is 
nearly crossed. The die is cast, the West is waiting to be won.
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Saturday, 12 October 1963

And so I’ve come up for air – the thin, rasping sea air of the 
world beyond the cabin door. It swirls into the silky-soft 
pockets and pores of my sore lungs, and leaves on my tongue 
the vague taste of iron and salt. I walk on jelly legs, on the 
final straight of school cross-country with the finish line 
in sight. Had always been a decent long-distance runner, 
once came second in my year – pipped by Jenny Kroll with 
her long, graceful gait, opening up her stride over the last 
hundred yards. All you are by then is a too-heavy head and a 
pair of blistering feet that somehow shuffle on. Have to keep 
your eyes on that line though, that threshold. Don’t stumble, 
don’t falter. Force ragged breaths down into your chest. 
Block out the wumph-wumph din of your heart; listen to the 
backwards-counting from ten in your head over and over and 
over – only six to go . . . five . . . four . . . three . . . two . . . 
wumph-wumph-wumph-wumph . . . another minute done.  
The line that much closer. That much surer.

Birds circle overhead. I feel dizzy, half blind in the naked 
sunlight, clinging limply to Derick as he guides me to the 
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white rail. One foot in front of the other. Slowly, unsteadily. 
The railing is cold and wet when I clutch it and I’m almost 
surprised it’s real to the touch. I face the horizon we’re 
lurching steadily towards and start to breathe again.

In.
You’re over the line. You’re there.
Out.
I’m weak, the ghost of another place. Derick holds me 

up, asks if I can manage. The hairy herringbone wool of the 
navy-blue pea coat he’s wearing, borrowed from the Polish 
sailor whose name I can’t recall, scratches the back of my 
hand as he leans his forearm on the crossbar, as if to remind 
me none of this is a dream. The coarse strands of fabric lend 
the sea breeze around me the odour of a thousand forgotten 
cigarettes, which blends with the fresh smoke elsewhere  
on deck.

A trio of American soldiers to our right burst into fits of 
laughter. The one nearest to us about-turns to cough as a 
result and starts to wheeze, his hands grasping his thighs. 
A high-pitched, uninhibited giggle and the devastation of 
rampant acne made worse by daily shaving says he is perhaps 
only seventeen or eighteen. Our voices, our faces, reveal 
far too many truths: his ramrod posture made him seem 
older with his back to us. As if aware all of a sudden of the 
vulnerability he has shown, he swallows his cough and stands 
straight again, facing across the deck.
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A gentle concern is written into Derick’s face, veiling 
excitement for the burning adventure just begun, making him 
look not unlike the boy in the photograph that sits on his 
father’s bedside table. His national service photo. Young, stiff, 
a touch trepid, but burning with anticipation underneath  
it all.

“Tweed?” he asks.
The light behind his head is too bright. I whisper to the red 

glow bathing my eyelids instead. “Yes?”
“Will you miss home?”
Wow. What a time to ask.
Another swirl of air bites the inside of my chest. Thoughts 

of the world I’ve left behind circle me with wide-winged 
shadows cast from above. The seasickness, as debilitating 
as it has been, pales against the sacrifice I’ve made to 
make it to New York. Twenty-three years spent building 
a life: unknowingly at first, then unquestioningly, then 
unconditionally. Brick by brick, day by day, built it on 
inherited foundations and familiar ground, surrounded by 
cherished people, just to abandon it, to cut and run, and leave 
it staring out from the white cliffs of England. Twenty-three 
years. Just another breath of Atlantic air.

Soft-hearted but self-assured, Derick is a steadying presence 
on this ship. This journey has been far easier on him, though. 
He hasn’t been sick. He has no family to tear himself away 
from, either. His mother left on our wedding day, never 



1 8

N O T H I N G  I S  S T I L L

showed up at the church or ever again, and his father lives in 
the Royal Legion care home. He doesn’t have any brothers or 
sisters or anyone else, and now even the coat on his back is 
not his.

He’s a well-liked man, popular even, with plenty of friends 
in and outside of work, but he had a comfortable lack of ties 
to break. He is that rare thing, the wolf who belongs to a pack 
out of desire rather than necessity. Truly he is free, truly he 
is alone, if he wants to be. I don’t know if that’s comforting 
or not. Over my shoulder he sees an open landscape where 
I see people’s faces over his. Perhaps his asking whether I’ll 
miss England was a realisation on his part of how deep into 
the breach we are, or maybe a shred of homesickness he feels 
somewhere himself, but I doubt it. His heart is set, and that’s 
directly attributable to his lack of anything to leave behind. 
My head spins.

I nod and turn back to the water. Back in Blighty by 
Christmas if it’s really rotten, eh? Tails between our legs.

No. I’ve given too much up to turn around so soon.
The nausea neither grows nor abates but feels instead for 

the first time surmountable. Like that first morsel of food 
after a bout of tonsillitis, oh so cautiously sipping at the 
spoonful of chicken soup and letting the steam rush towards 
your face, the smell making the glands at the back of your 
tongue produce the soapy saliva that makes your jaw ache. 
I’ve felt sick for so long lately that I know when I am and 
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when I’m not going to throw up – I can afford to relax at 
the moment. Still, the fine, salty spray of the sea lashes my 
cheeks and it’s forcing me to tense them, making my face 
ache. I stand upright and I hold the horizon’s gaze with 
steady resolution. Two rubber balloons jink across the sky 
and upwards, one chasing the other towards the sun. A small 
boy to my left tenderly puts his arm around his little sister. 
She smudges tears out of her eyes. We steam on, behind the 
balloons.

Then, on the water, something.
The film between the sea and the sky begins to thicken.
More footsteps on deck, growing numbers of couples 

and soldiers and sailors and young, young men in search of 
fate and fortune gather along the balustrade as the coastline 
gathers itself in the distance. Nervous, excited chatter all 
around.

I feel bad for not having the words to answer Derick 
more clearly, but I’m still too weak and too choked with 
anticipation, and the best I can do is to squeeze the crook of 
his elbow. He kisses my ear. “This is it.”

The city starts to materialise.
It’s slow. Painstakingly slow, spilling closer at a gin-soaked 

snail’s pace, the same way Christmas Day used to crawl 
backwards through December to meet you, with all your 
effort spent on ignoring that rightful feeling that nothing so 
slow could ever legitimately maintain momentum without 
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stalling time itself. Slow. Slow. Ss-ss-lo-oh-wo-oh-whumph- 
whumph-whumph. 

But it grows closer. 
It grows up from and along the knife edge between east 

and west. Skyscrapers rise out of the ground in slow motion 
like hungry sunflowers, claiming great fistfuls of giddy clouds 
and catching the light in rarefied air. The noise of the harbour 
swells – plodding from a faint hum towards a crescendo, 
carrying the cries of individual stevedores and seagulls, 
the judders and groans of giant Meccano cranes, and the 
never-ending yawn of the metropolis from afar.

Raw excitement displaces the nausea wholesale. The 
butterflies inside have been unwrapped from their cocoons 
and fly free in my belly, fluttering around to the rhythm of 
my heart. New York City stands tall and proud and tied up 
in ribbons. It glistens in the October sun. I turn to look at 
Derick; his eyes glisten back at the city, too real to be fake, 
too soon to be true.

*  *  *

“I can’t believe it,” he says. He laces his fingers through my 
fingers, with dry skin that creaks across mine and with a deep, 
earnest frown on his brow.

Maybe he’s trying to anchor himself to this moment in 
time, or flicking through an imagined photo album of future 
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memories, or just pondering over how on earth it’s come to be 
that we’re on this giant ship passing under this giant bridge, 
between the broad faces of its towers. They dwarf us, out from 
the water to steal the colour of the sky, and they wave us in. 
This is it.

The land welcomes us inside. I look at my hand in the palm 
of Derick’s. “We’re so small.”

The dockhands in the distance, operating out of the 
red-brick stores with their rows of arched black doorways, are 
like worker ants. Trees along the banks either side of us turn 
from green to brown. The Statue of Liberty walks on water in 
front of us where before she only lived in books. Derick looks 
at her, with her flaming torch thrust triumphantly towards 
the heavens, and he rubs the back of my arm. He laughs. His 
breath hangs in the air. Five, ten, fifteen minutes have passed, 
maybe, and neither of us has said a word. It doesn’t feel like 
we’ve broken conversation. 

Wonderland. 
“I don’t know, Tweed,” he says. “I feel ten feet tall right 

now.”
Looking at him I can almost see the wonder inside, 

reflecting the dappled palette of the city whose midst we’re 
now in, red brick, brownstone, steel and leaves. I can feel 
the hope and the adventure through the tips of his fingers, 
and those feelings resonate all the way through me in the 
realisation of a dream.
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N O T H I N G  I S  S T I L L

I want to take the hand that roots through mine and run 
into the colours around us.

“I can’t believe it either,” I hear myself saying. The pace of 
the ship slows further, and it starts to edge closer to the docks. 
My breath shortens. My body feels foreign, numb in places, 
warm in others. Veins twine through the tissues of our bodies 
and our separate pulses dance around each other. Derick 
stands here now, speechless and still in this new frame of life. 
His next few years are going to be fun to watch.

An electric feeling snakes up the ladder of my spine and 
through to the armies of hairs standing to polite attention at 
the nape of my neck; my hand tightens its grip on his hand, 
or maybe it’s the other way around, and we just stand there, 
drinking it all in. The engines below us have fallen silent and 
the deck pulses with people’s expectation. Our future is all 
around us.

“The colours,” I mumble, and we become a part of them, 
and a part of New York City.


