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Just Give Me One Thing That I Can Hold On To 
Rob Stone 

 

 

There’s flies in the kitchen I can hear ‘em there buzzing 

And I aint done nothing since I woke up today 

How the hell can a person go to work in the morning  

And come home in the evening and has nothing to say 

Angel From Montgomery, John Prine, 1971 

 

i. ... and cigarettes 

Dos vadanya, dos vadannnnnnnnya. Dossss vah – dahnnn – ya! Ya – ya ya. Hmm, hmm. 

Hmm, hm. Cha cha cha. Dum dip i doo doo. Run for the shadows. He climbed up. 

Winced. For all that he could care, Stephen Wong might drive his truck straight at a wall. 

“You’ll want to give him a bit of a shaking up, see. And if you spot him dozing, you just 

slip round in front and slow down, simple like, so as not to get a slap.”  

Four drivers were on the same run but two of the drivers were not on the run 

regularly. The two ‘new’ drivers asked one of the regular drivers what they should do once 

the change over point had been reached. Hmm, hmm. “So you draw up as close as you 

can, slow down, and wait till he touches on your back bumper. Then you give the brakes a 

little touch... and he’ll wake up, screaming! He’ll shit himself and be turning the steering 

wheel in all directions. God! It’s a laugh. It’s better if you lean on the horn at the same 

time.  He’ll need to get the joke though, or you will definitely be getting a bit of a bop if he 

thinks you were at it.” 

 

… And by the time I get to Alberquerque she’ll be rising. Hmm. She’ll turn softly 

and give me a call. Call? Call. Call  - deeper – Cahwlll. Hunh! Hmm, hmm. Cha cha cha. 

 

Kent. Kent all the way from Ponty. And back. Oh! Bugger back. First to Bristol to 

pick up a shit load of moulding resin for some timber repair firm in Chatham. Then 

driving. Driving to Kent. Battery is low on the phone. Radio broken for weeks. CD never 

worked, anyway. Agh! And the fucking rain. Janet needs to ring, doesn’t she. Janet is going 

to ring. Janet is going to ring. Ja – nnnn – et. Pah, pa, pa. Pop! Hmm, hmm. 
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It used to be easier, there was a rule. First one to finish their chips could start on 

everyone else’s. And people knew that, and it was OK. And you just ate more chips. It was 

a rule. Stephen – he was never Steve – had done fine at school. Fine enough, at least, so 

that his teachers recognised a potentially bright boy. His dad had been a teacher too. A 

geographer. His dad’s parents had come from Hong Kong originally. They’d shown up in 

Cardiff immediately after the war. But there was nothing other than Merthyr in Stephen’s 

accent, or his father’s. Stephen’s mother was... what shall we say... she was glamorous. 

Blonde and irritated by children. Came from Roath. From that decorous little suburb of 

Cardiff. Merthyr was not the step up she’d expected, not with marrying a teacher and 

everything. The people she knew now were dowdy. She had friends from school in 

Merthyr. They’d all gone to a private girls school in Cardiff, together. And they’d all gone 

dull together, and she didn’t really expect them to understand what was involved by having 

to live here now. Her from Cardiff. 

“God you’re handsome,” she’d said, on first meeting Stephen’s father. Is there 

something in you? You know? Caroline Street, 1960. Twenty, she was. Drunk, and he so 

dignified – but kind of just the slightest bit wayward. And Chinese, for God’s sake. 

Chinese. 

 

Stephen found it easy to make friends. Too easy. Always had. A recent 

acquaintance, one who liked to spend time with Stephen, was disliked by the other drivers. 

He’d been carving up. It was an odd phrase. Like too old, or something. They had been 

shifting aggregates from the slag heaps above Ferndale. This was in the 1980s. Those 

narrow little streets and roads down the fach had really suffered. Really big lorries. Really 

heavy loads. Really little houses. This bloke, Lendy, was a quick driver. He liked to get it 

right, and timed every corner, every gear change. It was just that he was a bit odd. He 

didn’t mean anything by it. But he was doing about twenty percent more runs in a day than 

anyone else. Wound people up no end, that did.  

Eventually someone reported his lorry faulty. Automatically out of the route for a 

check. The management took him off the run and put him on tramping instead. There’d 

have been a riot otherwise; everyone thinking he was a plant by the management so as to 

drop the rates. Tramping was a pain. Not only did it mean squirreling around the rubbish 

little roads, you had no idea where your next drop was. You went out Monday to pick up, 

which you had to load yourself, and there might be half a dozen drop offs to do with that 
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one load, with the last one in Salford or something. Then you’d get somewhere and there’d 

be another load to pick up and take to, I don’t know, Hull. And there’d be a load there to 

take maybe to Liverpool, and one from there to Leeds, and one from there to Birmingham, 

and then Carlisle, then Dover, then ... Oh well, you know. And sometimes there was no 

load to pick up, and you needed to find one yourself to make the drive worthwhile.  

Tramping is a bastard. Anyway, the union – ha! the union – wouldn’t support his 

squabble with the management, and he was stuck tramping for the next twenty years. He 

kept in touch with Stephen though; Stephen and his regular routes. Ironic really. Lendy 

would have loved a route he could have really learned, and got familiar with. And, traipsing 

aimlessly about the country would have suited Stephen to the floor. 

 

Stephen. Stephen, Stephen. Funny, he couldn’t imagine anyone shouting his name. 

Everyone called him Wongy. Well, it was that when it wasn’t Jap. You know, friendly like – 

but you just show a flicker of annoyance. He has a terrific collection of birds eggs. Well, he 

did when he was younger. And strange he should think of that now. Welcome to Wiltshire. 

Hmm, hmm. He’d never been madly driven to collect eggs or even to clamber trees –

 which is what he’d always assumed it was about. Mistaken, it seems. Stephen preferred to 

be out with his little .22 airgun broken over his arm. A BSA. With its crisscrossed, 

hardwood stock, it was the joy of his life. His oldest brother had started the egg collection. 

Then his second oldest brother had picked it up, and then Richard. And then Stephen had 

ended up with it. There was some cachet attached to this collection. It was well known, and 

he felt sort of obliged to carry it on, but he also liked the attention. So many people wanted 

to see this those frail little shells, huddled amongst shavings in their boxes, with their little 

peeling labels and the improbably small writing. He liked attention. It was interesting and 

nice. Warm like. Funny.  

 ... Oh, Richard. He’d remembered Richard. Bloody Hell. Richard was the star at 

school. The grammar had turned comprehensive the year after Richard arrived. He was the 

last of a breed of Welsh schoolchildren – well that’s certainly what his teachers thought; at 

least those who hadn’t left in a fit of pique. Richard was one of those who, as he went 

through school, increasingly came to represent a last remnant of academic success. His two 

elder brothers had scraped school. But Richard glowed and shone. He was tall, athletically 

gifted to just the right degree: not too good so as to worry about his future. But he was so 

fucking clever. Witty and polite, and rude when he should be. Boisterous to the correct 

degree, and handsome. He was flawlessly brave, that was Richard. Played full back and 
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never let a tackle go, never. Not even when they got slaughtered 60-0 by Coedylan. Those 

guys all went on to play for Wales, crap they were though. The teachers frequently berated 

the school at large during assembly. Their proud tradition of sending numbers to sit the 

Oxbridge exams had been ruined by the comprehensive. That’s what they fixed on, and 

there was no shaking it. Richard was a hope for them.  

He had a girlfriend. And he had a car. A Cortina. The gearstick used to come out 

sometimes, leaving him stranded at the lights holding up the traffic. He could bear that. 

But one day, just as he left home, in the rain when he could hardly see where he was going 

a dog ran out in front of him. He swerved and hit a lampost. The lampost fell, landing on a 

small girl. It killed her. Everything went wrong for Richard after that, everything. No one 

blamed him, not to his face at least. But there was always something in the air.  

At the times when Stephen thought about why on earth he drove for a living, he 

thought of that. Trying to redeem some appalling cliché visited on someone’s real life. 

Hmm, hmm. Hmm, hmm. Tap, tap, tap. Cigarettes. Cigarettes, where now. Ah! He never 

had a car. He had a bike. Got a little Honda CB when he was sixteen – against his parents’ 

understandable wishes that he shouldn’t. A 250cc, when you were allowed to drive 

something useful on your provisional. But he passed his test as quick as he could and 

bought another Honda. A 900cc Superdream. Shiny and angular and silver. He was held in 

amazingly high regard for this. Bikes were what people his age drove, not cars. Bike or no 

bike, his peers all wore leather jackets; the ones with the little tails. Some liked the old 

British numbers, but usually only in the abstract. Most had Hondas or Suzukis or Yamahas. 

Not often did you see Kawasakis. Sack o’ crappy. Even though, or perhaps because he so 

vividly outstrode his friends’ motorcyle fantasies, he wasn’t invited into the little cliques. 

He couldn’t stand Motorhead. Didn’t really know who Hawkwind were. And on the other 

hand didn’t get punk. He listened to Stevie Wonder and David Bowie and Roxy Music. 

And he dressed too well.  

His leather was clean and unscuffed. It looked like it might have been recently 

pressed; certainly his Levi jeans and Ben Sherman shirt had been. And his long hair was 

never dull or tangled like it was supposed to be. It shone, of course. Still, people were 

pleased to see him when he pulled up for a chat. Smiling and amicable as he took off his 

helmet, hair tumbling, and suggested some scheme for drunkenness and girls in Cardiff. 

Usually they just wanted to go smoke dope in the RAF club, and squabble pointless 

politics, though. Stephen didn’t get disappointed by this. Used to it, I suppose. He just 

went to Cardiff, and danced – with himself and with others. 
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 “Oh, stick with me baby, for a thousand years.” Fumbling between phone and 

cigarette: “Just a parcel? How big? Oh, little, OK. Whereabouts?... Where’s that, then?... 

On the A2... Straight in... Pen, pen, pen, pen-pen-pen, ah!... Newington Butts... by the 

Elephant roundabout?... and this goes to... Oh! Same address. Right... Chatham... What?... 

No, still pissing down... Just past Reading... Yeah, yeah, see you, bye... Hm? Tomorrow, 

what do you mean tomorrow... so stop over?... In London?... In the truck? ... What’s he up 

to, Janet?... Aye, OK, OK ... It’s only three o’clock, now, though ... OK, yeah, bye...  

 

Hmm, hmm. Stephen pulled up. Bought tea, batteries and sweets; and drove. Skirting 

London he arrived in Broadstairs at five thirty. The weather had cleared miraculously.  

 

ii. The Use of Hands and Feet 

She sat and peered at Calais; the sea flat and gravid. Behind her, the golf course and the 

castle – now luxurious flats. Below her, the clayey, chalky cliffs and the unimpressable sand 

of Botany Bay. Above her, the serrated early autumn sky. She turned the knife in her 

fingers. Opinel. Celeste liked to think of her father giving her this old folding pruner. Its 

curved, stained and bitter tasting blade imparted things to her about Nantes, and the sun, 

about grapes and the expert knowledge of vines. Yet, here she was in a blustering bit of 

England, with its bizarre and irrascible climate. She observed the nuanced colours of the 

sea change. She saw the weather close in and the tints of the passing shipping shift. She 

watched dappling light play with the corroded iron posts which held up the sagging fence 

wire; the drying straws of bracken. She soaked herself in industrial maritime.  

 Her face ruddied. Rejecting the bourgeois taste for Felcos, she in fact had bought 

the little carbon steel Opi herself, in a nursery outside town. It fit her hand so well. Two 

years ago, riding a fit of enthusiasm for vegetables, she had asked to be put on a waiting list 

for the allotments beside her bungalow. She had bought the tiny two bedroomed house as 

a retreat from the aggravations of south London. Only forty, just forty, Celeste still worked 

buying trinkets for a small and almost glamorous shop in town. The allotments that she 

saw from the bungalow window had convinced her to buy the place. All that order, all that 

make-do. She had yet to see how terribly exposed and salty the site was, or how very rude 

and robust were the plants that the allotment holders chose to grow in their rows. She 

hadn’t really worked out the extent to which this was a place of retired widows. She hadn’t 

thought that these allotments were memorials to a life that had been seen, but had never 
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been lived. The potatoes and tomatoes had to speak of prudence and not of need. Small 

squares of waving corn told of a yearning for American luxury that had inhabited the 

horticultural habits of parents who lived through the war, who had dug for victory, and 

who had competed with each other, fiercely and quietly.  

 Her garden, which she had inherited as a trim and neatly hedged lawn, was now 

bursting with inexpertly planted yet blazing colour. Pauline, the chair of the allotment 

society, had seen this, and, it being in her gift, she bumped Celeste up the list. Delighted, of 

course, and not a little proud, Celeste had accepted a plot immediately. It was a prize plot. 

She set to digging, to laying out old carpets and planning rotations, to banging in staves and 

tying string, to importing manures and seaweed from the shore, rubbing her aching limbs. 

 “I am not some character from a Thomas Hardy novel, you know,” she had told a 

reporter one day, who was eager for a story of the retired life of the outlying areas of 

Broadstairs. Her voice had become clipped and over-precise, almost shrill. She hated the 

sound of it. Her native consonants jostled for order in the petulance. “And if the council 

want to move the sewage plant to here, they will most certainly have a fight on their 

hands”. She would never say “Most certainly,” never. She knew better. The young reporter 

smirked to herself about the little fiction with which she had goaded this odd woman, with 

her lined and bony face, in her tired and masculine jeans.  

 Within weeks Celeste had been manoeuvred. Before she knew it, she was chair of 

the allotment society. She was praised by all for her organisational capacities, for her people 

skills and her extensive knowledge of plants. She should have guessed; she knew that she 

possessed none of these things. But she liked the attention. She wanted to be flattered, to 

feel again the need to preen.  Her long, dark, dyed hair flicked and stung her eyes in the 

wind as she tried to rehearse the burdens of her situation. These were nice old ladies, but 

something vile was brought out of them by the allotment. They became intense and angry 

about the faintest thing. They factioned easily. A flourishing of delinquent daturas was the 

last problem. With their pretty spiky leaves and little blue edged flowers they had popped 

up everywhere this summer. The one widower on the site had brought a few from a 

friend’s allotment in Dulwich, the previous year. They had thrived, and pleased the old man 

no end. They pleased the others, too. “Such an unusual looking plant, George.” When 

eventually they went to seed, no one grasped how they would spread. Then, they suddenly 

became common. And they were poisonous, too. “What about the children?” George tried 

to think he didn’t care about the suddenly squabbling biddies, but he did. And they 

themselves couldn’t understand why they were so angry. And there were the brambles and 
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bindweed, out of control again. And there were nylon netting and cold flints going into the 

compost heaps, which made them difficult to turn. And no one was really looking after 

them. The roof of the communal shed leaked now. There was a restriction on the water 

supply. Some of the plots had become neglected eyesores, and required that terse letters be 

written. All this became heaped as Celeste’s responsibility. She shouldn’t have allowed it to 

happen. She should do something about it. She was the chair. The AGM was approaching. 

It was going to be a small hell. 

  

Now detached from its heavy trailer, Stephen parked his truck on the long sloping hill that 

looked down onto Botany Bay. When he’d been asked what he’d like to do once he’d won 

the lottery, he had said he’d retire and buy a really good, really expensive Mercedes cab. 

“Ah! You really like driving, eh?”. “No, I’d just park it out the back and shoot at it with an 

airgun. Throw rocks.” He hopped down. He’d learned over time, and didn’t need to move 

gingerly. In the late eighties, he’d been at a party in some house or other in Dowlais, and 

someone had started a game of seeing who could jump from the highest stair. The stoned 

fools had got to the eighth stair, then they realised that you had to duck to avoid the floor 

above, as it were. Interest in the contest was just starting to wane. Stephen stepped up to 

the ninth stair, leaped and managed to keep his head down. He landed squarely on his 

heels. It was excruciating. Both bones split. Not a trace of this moved across his face. He 

took the applause, and walked out into the kitchen, where he wanted to scream. He 

swallowed nearly a quarter bottle of whiskey, made his excuses and left. The months of 

limping afterwards ruined his tendons too. It didn’t hurt all the time. In fact most of the 

time it was fine. But he learned to carry his weight in his arms where he could. Any 

unexpected slip could bring him nearly to tears. A few years later, blind pissed with 4am 

bravado, he had decided to swim the Seine from a campsite in the Bois de Bologne. 

Stripped, he got so far, feeling things brushing against his legs in the pitch water. Looking 

ahead of him he saw what he took to be a riverboat hurrying by. Stopping, he realised that 

this was in fact the opposite bank, and that he was being swept downstream – he seemed 

to remember there being a weir. He turned back, with powerful strokes, quickly, 

concentrating, holding back a sore desire to panic and cry.  He couldn’t find his clothes. 

Elated but still unsatisfied, he climbed a tree, naked. And fell. His feet and ankles, and his 

knees, and more recently his hips and lower back never recovered from the further blow. 

Stephen didn’t limp, but he did walk with great awkwardness now.  
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He floated, thinking still. The early evening sun was glorious, and the sea champagne.  

 

At Blaenllechau Rad Club, there had been dance classes. Celeste Rhys’s father had run 

them. Well, he didn’t run them, he let the others do that. But ballroom had been his great 

love. Her father was a character. He drove a Corona Pop lorry. Everyone knew him, and 

he seemed to know everyone. Dan. Always to be seen with a bottle of sticky, fizzing 

coloured water in his hand, with the bubbles moulded into the glass. Every day, and regular 

like clockwork he covered his route. Never a dull moment, never a second without some 

whiplike remark about how well someone looked, or how someone else hadn’t paid a bill, 

or how clever or handsome Mrs Thomas’s children were. Cut himself one day, he will. He 

jingled with glass and change, and his flatbed lorry roared. He wore a big striped apron, and 

a white coat. He looked for all the world like some burly and incompetent butcher. He’d 

been down the mines, he’d been a labourer, on hobbles and for the council. He’d tried 

selling second-hand televisions and fridges. He’d worked a fruit stall in Pontypridd. But he 

liked to drink in the afternoon, to watch the horses, and caper and chat.  He rarely went 

out at night, except for the dancing – and then he didn’t drink. It wasn’t abstinence. And it 

wasn’t because he danced. He couldn’t put one step after another himself, and he’d 

stopped trying. He just didn’t drink. 

 So, in 1974, he set up shop. Cigarettes, newspapers, tins of beer and beans, 

potatoes in plastic buckets. Not much of a range, but cheap, and he could guarantee selling 

them. The place was right between the chip shop and the club. Heaven. So, whilst he 

carted pop, his wife ran the busy little enterprise. She was really quite something, Mrs. 

Rhys. Small, with a violently friendly, machine gun Rhondda accent. Her parents had come 

from Hong Kong. They’d arrived in Cardiff. They had moved to Treorchy. Mrs. Rhys’s 

father had gone down the pits, and was dead before his thirtieth birthday. Mrs. Rhys’s 

mother had prevailed. Christian, she was nevertheless an unlikely matriarch amongst the 

Methodists. She wielded a lot of power. She was respected, though sometimes referred to 

as Duchess behind her back. On arriving in Wales, she immediately changed her name to 

Gladys Morgan, because it was easier. Having kept a small patch of vegetables, up by the 

pigeon lofts until the end, she died in 1979. Nobody knew, but no one would have been 

surprised to find that she was ninety three.  

Mrs Rhys – she’d been named Wendy, but who was to know – had inherited her 

mother’s determined and resilient ebullience. Celeste had not. Like her father she adored 

ballroom. Where he had only love, she also had the gifts. Fluent, poised, balanced, elegant.  
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She loved the clothes, she loved the make-up and lights, and she loved to move like that. 

Free. She knew the steps were constraining, but what they allowed was more: to float in 

someone’s arms. Needed as much as wanted. One day her father came home with an 

enormous pink gown. Layer upon layer of cheap nylon netting now flowed round her waist 

as she practiced in the hall upstairs at the club. Dan, being Dan, had a key. And Celeste 

could go there anytime she liked. She was getting really good; even though in this, the 

opinion of others scarcely registered for her. 

But something happened. Something. One summer she was fine, the next she was 

anorexic. One summer she had an appetite like a horse, the next, though she still had an 

appetite, she simply didn’t eat. Her weight plunged, and suddenly she was frail and bony 

and tense, and touchy.  She became a scandal, and the object of whispered inquiries and 

furtive stares. She stared at herself. And her parents were perplexed beyond words. She 

stopped going out. She could barely get out of bed. And she stared at herself. She could 

feel her teeth getting loose. Her joints ached and drove her to distraction. She stared at 

herself and at her floridly sequinned, pink dress. And it stared back; abandoned, betrayed, 

or something, whatever it was. That’s when she started to listen to John Peel, since she 

couldn’t get comfortable and couldn’t sleep, ever. She started to get good at schoolwork, 

because she hadn’t become intellectually lethargic. And then, like it had come, the anorexia 

passed, never choosing to explain itself. At least she never said what she thought it was. 

She was most certain that it wasn’t her grandmother’s death. 

As she started to recover though, as her legs became able to carry her better, as her 

hands and wrists stopped hurting, as her lower back found some strength, as her belly 

muscles started to bite again, as she started to dance again – it was to something else. 

Anything else. A happy memory, ballroom was over. 

 

iii. Cythère 

Stephen floated in the sea, his arms and legs splayed. He stared up. He could feel the tide 

dragging at him, but it didn’t matter. Occasionally, he looked towards the shore, just to 

make sure. It didn’t matter. He could just walk back around the headland should he drift. 

This water felt so health-giving. He could feel all the salts and little animals eating at him, 

repairing him. Even the coldness – it came in waves – he could feel straightening him. The 

few clouds up there seemed to frame something, like an impenetrably blue mirror. He 

remembered his father, and that he had a preternatural ability with chalks and pastels. One 

Christmas, as a present for a neighbour, he had drawn an exquisite Madonna on rough 
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green-grey paper, the same colour as this beautiful sea. There seemed to be no reason why. 

It occurred to him, he did it. It meant almost nothing to either party. It was such a 

beautiful drawing, yet as perplexing as it was pointless. He had never done it before. He 

never did it again. Hmm, hmm. Cha cha cha...   Some of these days, and it won't be long 

going to drive back down where you once belonged ... Wish upon, wish upon, day upon 

day, I believe O Lord... whish whisshhh... seesoo, hrss, rsseeiss, ooos. Stephen had been 

drinking. He sculled shorewards. 

 

Celeste looked down onto Botany Bay, watching the figure splashing in the closing light 

and sprawling in the gentle water. She massaged her knees. She stretched out her legs, 

arched her back, and pushed her hands deep into the pockets of her light, black nylon 

jacket. She felt the little Opi, and moved her hand around it, catching hold with the odd 

fleshy parts of her strong fingers, pushing it through a repertoire of moves that it would 

never be otherwise asked to perform. In her other pocket she felt the rather more elegant 

knife that she preferred to carry with her. Its smooth bone handles and shiny nickel 

bolsters. Its blade, comforting and pastorally-minded in some ways, was at once a hideous 

and exacting talon. A finely shaped and expensive, hollow-ground wharncliffe. Not very 

feminine. It lived almost permanently in the darkness of pockets and pouches. The Opi on 

the other hand, bothered no-one. It certainly didn’t bother the old ladies of the allotment. 

It was a badge. She pulled it out again and inspected. The blade was a filthy hawksbill. Such 

a violent name for anything required to perform so delicately; slicing roots and plantlings. 

She gazed down once more at the figure sculling placidly. She stood, took her Walkman 

from her bag, pushing the rubber phones into her ears, and she strode down the hill. 

 

Two paths lead up from the sands of Botany Bay. It is a small cove. The paths start out 

close together, but as they cut their way up through the soft chalk cliffs, they diverge. At 

the top, they are separated by a high patch of brambles, a hundred feet long. They are 

invisible, one to the other. Hobbling through the sand and onto the harsh gravel slope, 

Stephen made his way up one path. At the top he stopped. Celeste reached the top of the 

other path, and stopped. She had been listening to the same CD for weeks on end. 

Somehow, when burning it, a rendition of Alban Berg’s eerily heartening Chamber Concerto 

had become overlain by the pneumatic merriness of Tina Charles hammering out I Love to 

Love. Stephen hummed. Hmm, hmm. Hmm, hmm. Some spume touched his face. He 

started to move, awkwardly. His shoulders out of time (or in perfect time) with his hips 
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and knees. Last night they loved you, opening doors and pulling some strings... angel. He was singing 

loudly now, looking out towards Calais. She looked across the water to Calais, and tried to 

twitch her way into the Berg, moving from her belly and back. Her arm reached awkwardly 

into a space, her wrist snapped over. He picked up one flat foot after the other, placing 

them carefully; the setting sun streaming from his left. He watched his golden shadows 

fleet across the golden grass. Hmm, hmm. She waited as the she found the places between 

the regular and irregular rhythms of Tina Charles and Alban Berg. Quite still, until, yes, 

there – and here, a gesture, twinsting her hips, rolling a counterpoint in her shoulders, from 

the balls of her feet, and an elbow. Fleetingly she saw herself, outlined in black on the sea’s 

dwindling grey green. 

 They were watched, the pair of them as they danced – unawares, staring at the sea. 

Stephen dusted off some sand, turned and walked easily to the truck. Celeste peered at her 

hands, shrugged and turned towards home. She dragged her hand through the privet at her 

gate; paused to fumble the key. She turned on the radio, and immediately turned it off. 

Stravinsky, again. She listened to a passing truck as its engine played with the wind and the 

sea. Stephen flipped his radio, hopefully. It came on. Miraculous. I’ve been sitting learning how 

to read. Cause back in school I never liked to.  It’s just one of those little things I’m going to need. As I put 

my life together without you. 
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