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	The Boat


Work


A proper warm one. No doubt. Sure the early hour brought in a mist, a right haze, it did. But that wouldn't last long. The sun would show up and burn it off.


John Cooper sipped his morning brew standing in the kitchen. But he opened the back door as well. He reckoned it'd be a good chance to let cooler air in. The old house heated up. It'd be warm in there later on. 


 Ava arrived in the kitchen. She walked straight to the kettle and flipped it on. 


 —Want another one? 


 —Ah yeah, don't mind if I do. 


 —Bring yer mug, I ain't dirtying another one. 


 —Yep. 


 He swigged the dregs, rinsed the mug under the tap and checked the temperature coming from Ava. She looked right pissed off. Not a good sign. He'd wait while she decided to say something. 


 She made the brew. Good and strong, how he liked them. No point in having a brew that resembled a mug of weak piss. 


 —Are ya working today?


 —S'pose I have to, innit? Need the money. 


 —Yeah. 


 —Yeah what? Yeah we do? Or yeah I should?


 —Both. 


 She left it at that. John was getting a vibe. Pissed off with him, no doubt. That's how it seemed. 


 —Right. I don't get paid for extra hours, mind. 


 —Yer don't want to do any hours. 


 —Well, yeah. That'd be nice. 


 —Have they talked anymore about shutting down?


 —Nah. I reckon that was scaremongering. 


 —By who? 


 —Dunno. Some arse who wanted people worried. 


 —You ain't gonna worry, you'd like that, I reckon yer would. 


 John didn't answer. She was goading him. he didn't know why. 


 —Ava?


 —Yeah? 


 —Have I pissed yer off or summat? 


 —No. Why? 


 —Yer seem well pissed off with me this morning. 


 —It ain't you. 


 —Who is it then? 


 She sighed. He watched while she sipped her brew. Brushed a few strands of blonde hair out of her deep blue eyes. 


 —It's Alec. 


 —Oh?


 —Yeah. He wants me to work with him direct. 


 —Tell him to do one. 


 —Like it's that easy. He'd take proper delight in firing me.


 —Why you in particular?


 —Well, it ain't only me. He'd like to get rid of a few of us. 


 —Yer could find somethin' new? That'd mess 'im up wouldn't it? 


 —Yeah, that'd piss him off. 


 —Do it then. 


 —I'll see. 


 —Sure it ain't me? 


 She didn't answer. Not straight away. And he knew then. Something there. In the way she was calm. Not moving. Staring off into space. 


 —Nah. Right, I'd better be off. 


 —Right, see yer later. 


 —Yep. 


 And off she went. No peck on the cheek. No hug. John watched her walk off up the road in the morning mist over Shingle Cove. He sighed, like a knackered kettle. Walked through to the desk by the window. Logged himself onto the work network and checked his emails.


—I'm not arsed with any of this, he muttered. 


 He stood and walked through to the kitchen. Feeling something. Something he felt proper mixed up about. He was enjoying the silence. 


Being alone.


He stood there, like a right muppet. Not sure what to do. He let his mind wander over the past few years. They'd been in the East End. Their birthplaces. London. The big city. Ava didn't like it. She wanted to move. By the coast. Quiet, sea air. 


He went with it. Thought it'd make her happy. It did for a while. A short while. But now? She seemed unsettled again. He wondered. She could suggest a return to the East End. Trouble being, he didn't want that. Not now. He liked living by the sea. 


He walked back to his desk. 


The message window pinged. John looked at it. The boss, Mike. Bloody hell, what did he want so early in the morning? It said:


I need to call you.


John replied:


Go ahead.


And waited. Moments later, his phone rang.


—Morning John.


—Morning, Mike, alright?


—Yeah, we have a problem incoming.


—Oh?


—Yeah, that job for ACL has gone sideways.


—What? Why?


—They want to re-check their budgets. Getting proper twisted over our pricing all of a sudden.


—We’ve got that in the schedule for the first phase.


—I know, you’ll need to reschedule.


—What’s the next priority?


—The Baxter Holiday Homes one.


—Right, I’ll sort it.


—Good man.


They ended the call. John opened his Google spreadsheet. He knew people took the piss because he still used a spreadsheet. He didn’t care. It was the most visual way to track the work the team had on. Besides, he didn’t care that much. The world of digital innovation and building web storefronts passed him by years ago.


He made the schedule adjustments then emailed the team lead, Jason Marsh, so he would know. He stood and walked through the back door into the small garden, which led down to the quay. It was the best thing about the whole house. Standing there, he thought about Ava. There was no doubt, she was proper moody with him that morning. And it wasn’t new. It had been going on for a while. 


He closed the door, locked it and walked through to the front door to shove his feet into his trainers. Time for a walk. It’d be fine. He had his phone. Work messages would annoy him on it the same as they did on his laptop. He stepped outside and walked into town.


The mist was burning off. The air felt warm on his skin. He’d been spot on. It was going to be warm 'un, no doubt. He walked along the quay. He smelled brine, seaweed, and the dampness of the rigging on the moored sailboats. That’s when he saw him. Everyone called him Old Harry. A local fisherman. Had been for years. How old was he? Hard to tell, but in his seventies, had to be.


—Harry? ‘Ow’s it going mate?


—Not bad, fella, not bad.


—Yer going out on the boat today?


—Nah, don’t do it much these days, me body aches too much, it do.


—Ah yeah, I can imagine.


—You alright yerself there, fella? You look a bit blue, yer does.


—Ah yeah, life, Harry, know what I mean, mate?


—Ah. yer wanna get a boat, get on the sea.


—Chance would be a fine thing, innit?


—I’ve got one I’m selling.


—Have yer? I doubt I can afford a boat—


—Little pleasure cruiser. Yer can even live on it. Long as yer don’t want too many mod cons.


—Oh?


—Aye, not a bother, easy.


John rubbed his jaw. Something was burning through his mind. He couldn’t bring it to the surface. But something was there.


—I wouldn’t mind that, Harry.


—She’ll need a bit o’ work. Patching up here and there, like. But she is seaworthy and comfortable.


—Dare I ask?


—How much? Five grand, John. A bargain.


—Right, can yer leave it with me? I need a proper look at me money. But I’m definitely interested.


—Aye, course ya can, though others will want her, mind.


—Can I ‘ave first refusal?


—Long as yer don’t linger too long.


—Alright, thanks, Harry. I’ll let ya know.


—You’ll want to be seeing it; I’ll bring her round to the quay in the morning.


—Great, thanks, Harry. I’ll be there.


John walked on wondering what the boat idea meant. But whatever, he liked the sound of it. 


The Thinking


He got home. The house smelled of summer fruit. Ava’s latest choice of air freshener. Food. He could make something to eat. Nah, that meant cooking. Then washing up. So sod it, he wouldn’t bother. Instead, he wandered through to the kitchen and grabbed a can of Pepsi Max from the fridge. The snug where he kept his desk was warm.


Back in the snug, he checked messages. Answered a few that needed an answer. Ignored a few that needed more effort. His mind was on that boat. And the five grand he needed to buy it. They had the money. In the savings. The rainy day money. It sat there, quiet. Doing nothing. And there’d still be a bit left after he’d paid for the boat. Sound, he could do it.


But hang on. He hadn’t seen the boat yet. The argument over the money could wait. And there would be a proper row over it. That much he knew. Sure as he could know anything. She’d be mad as hell.


—Why d’yer want a boat? she’d say.


He sighed, long and weary. They needed to talk about what was going wrong between them, a fact they both knew well. There was a question, though: would she admit it, even if he was ready to?


He took another check of the messages from work. The team was grafting away. He didn’t have to worry about that. They were good ‘uns. Worked hard to get through their task tickets. It wasn’t their fault that he didn’t like the work. The truth? Simple. He’d fallen out of love with it years ago.


Now, there was a question. What about Ava? He leaned back in his chair. An office one, high back and a head rest. It had been Ava’s idea when he first started working as a remote worker. Ava. Had the love gone? Could that the problem? Nah, don’t go there.


—Fuck that, I’m not ready for that, he muttered.


He stood and walked through to the kitchen. Flipped the kettle on. It was warm, but a mug of coffee in his battered writers mug would help. It always did when thinking needed doing. And there was some proper thinking lined up, waiting. It’d be some effort to get through it. But he’d have to. Fuck it, he took the biscuit tin down and picked a chocolate digestive. More thinking fuel.


The Money


He was answering messages when the front door opened. Ava. Back home. He finished typing and waited for her to come through. She didn't. She went straight upstairs. He listened. She was getting changed, from the sound of it. Fine, he'd wait.


He logged off from work. That was enough of that for one day. The knot in his stomach twisted tighter. Bloody annoying. And he knew why it was there. The reason was upstairs. And she didn't seem to be in any rush to come back down the stairs. He got an idea. He could say nothing. Stick his trainers on. Go out for a long walk. See how she liked that. Nah, petty. Wait it out. Let her come down, she'd want a brew, she always did when she'd finished work.


The stairs creaked. The knot tightened.


—Alright?


—Yeah.


—How was yer day?


—Same old.


—Any more shite from Alec?


—Yeah.


—What now?


—He wants to work with me on that London job, innit?


—Yer don't need him though, right?


—Exactly.


—So what yer gonna do?


—Reckon there's not much I can do; he's the boss.


—Yer could still tell him to fuck off, though—


—John? Leave it, I don't want to talk about it.


—Right. Brew?


—Yeah, please.


—Have yer eaten?


—Yeah, had a meal at lunchtime. Did you?


—Yeah, he lied.


John got on with making the brew. She stood at the back door getting some air. It wasn't cooling down yet. She wore her sleeveless cropped top and black shorts. He liked the outfit. Simple. And she had the figure to make it look good. He pulled his eyes away.


—I need to talk to ya about something.


She didn't turn around. Instead, she kept staring out at the garden.


—What?


—I need five grand.


—What? For what?


—Er, well, we need to talk a bit first.


—Like fuck we do. Yer not spending five grand.


—Hang on—


—No.


John handed her a brew. She took it, but avoided looking at him.


—We're in bother ain't we?


—How d'yer mean?


—I mean me and you—


—What? Because I won't let yer blow five grand?


—No. It's fuck all to do with that. And yer know it.


—Why are you bringing this up now? I been at work all day—


—And I've been fucking about doin' nothing.


—What? Yeah, I know but—


—What?


—I don't want a deep conversation tonight.


—Yer know we need to talk, though, right?


—Do we?


—What do you think?


She shrugged. She sipped her brew, still refusing to look at him. Not in a direct way.


—S'pose.


—That it? You suppose?


—You sound angry now.


—No, I'm not. But I do think we need a proper talk.


—Yeah.


—So, will we, then?


—About us?


—Yep.


—Alright. Not tonight. We'll do it at the weekend.


—Why wait until then?


—Because I'm knackered and don't want to get into a big debate.


He nodded. And said nothing more. She knew it was a big debate. Fine. It would do. An acknowledgement at least, of the situation they were in.


Her phone pinged. She glanced at the screen and froze.


—Alright?


She shook her head.


—What's going on?


—Sylvia. She's ill.


—I know, but—


—Yeah. It's cancer.


—Oh fuck.


Sylvia was Ava's sister, only a couple of years older, and she had been struggling with her health for a while.


—Which one? he asked.


—Lungs.


—Bloody hell, how bad?


She didn't say anything. She was typing a reply, her fingers flying. He sighed, feeling a deep sense of resignation. That was going to make their situation worse. Bad to think like that. But it was front and centre of his mind. He couldn't help it.


Her phone pinged with a reply.


—I'm going up to phone her.


—Right.


She walked out of the kitchen and the stairs creaked. John walked back to his snug. He replaced the work laptop with his own, fired it up, and opened his latest manuscript. He flexed his fingers and started typing.


The Boat Arrives


He woke up on the sofa. As was normal these days. Ava was upstairs in bed, which was fine because she needed the rest. Then the morning ritual began. It involved them dancing around each other without saying much. He sighed. They needed a talk, a proper one, no holding back. He was right about that; he nodded to himself. Swung his legs off the sofa. and stood.


Everything creaked, especially his back and his knees. Age was creeping in, no doubt. A fair bit of aching was common to him now. As good a reason as any to live by the sea. Woah, where did that come from? The thought shocked him. But it made sense. The boat. Old Harry. Yep, he'd let the thought in without processing too much. And it felt okay.


He heard Ava moving around upstairs. Getting ready for work. Padding about, in and out of the bathroom. She didn't call down to see where he was. Cool. He wanted her to go off to work. Then, he would head down to the quay and find old Harry. See the boat. Decide whether to buy it. Though he knew he was going to.


She came down the stairs.


—Morning.


—Morning, Ava.


—Sleep down here again, did ya?


—Yeah, I did.


—Why?


—I was writing late, then dozed off. So I thought I'd better not—


—Fine. Whatever.


She went through to the kitchen and made herself a brew in her thermal mug.


—I'm going in early.


—Eh? Why?


—Me and Alec have to meet the client up in Bournemouth.


—Ah, right.


—Is that the London one?


—Yeah.


—Are yer gonna tell him?


—Tell him what?


—To bugger off. You can do it.


—I told ya, he's the boss.


—Yeah. How's Sylvia?


—She's got cancer, John. How d'yer think?


—Fer fuck's sake.


—What?


—I was asking after her. We only heard last night—


—Sorry.


—Right, you sorted for a brew then?


—Er, yeah.


—Right.


—I'd better go, see yer later.


—Yep.


She left. John made his own brew and opened the back door. And there she was. He knew it straight away. The boat. And right enough he could see old Harry peering along the row of houses. John walked down to him.


—Harry!


—Oh, aye, there yer are. Thought you was around here some place. How d'yer like her? A beauty ain't she?


John looked. And she was, no doubt, a proper beauty.


—I call her 'Seagull' and I've had her out on the sea many times. She’s a Shetland, John. A 570. She's a proper good 'un. Thick GRP hull, none of that modern paper-thin shite. She’s got a two-berth cabin, a little cooker—needs a new regulator, mind—and she’ll sit happy at the quay. Five grand and she’s yours, lock, stock, and sinker.


—I want her, Harry.


Harry beamed.


—I knew yer would like her. I ain't happy letting her go, but I'm getting too old to look after her.


—Right, Harry, I'm having her. But I've got a little battle to win before I can get yer the money—


—I can see in yer eyes 'ow much yer like her. So, I'm happy to wait. Are yer planning on taking her out—


—No, that's the thing. I'll moor her up here. And... sort of live on her.


—Oh, well, now, I reckon you be having some problems with the good lady then?


—You reckon right, Harry.


—And you are planning on living aboard her?


—Well, sort of. Not all the time, but... a lot.


—Well, she'll be proper fer that, lad. No doubt. Bit cramped, mebbe.


—I don't mind that; I need somewhere to sleep, write and have a brew.


—Well, then, the Seagull. Perfect.


—You don't mind waiting for the money? I promise you we have it. But I have to negotiate—


—I understand, fella, I do. Me good wife were the same, she was. Always no before a yes.


—Right, I'll win.


—Well, don't push too hard. You ain't going nowhere. Nor am I. So, I can wait.


—Thanks, Harry.


—No bother. I can see yer'll enjoy being aboard. Sounds daft, but that matters to me. Right, I'll get off. Everything yer need is on board.


—Thanks again, Harry.


Harry waved and strode off up the road.


The Seagull


John boarded the Seagull. She smelled of diesel and dampness. But there was something. She felt alive and full of character. He shook his head.


—I'm going looney, he muttered. 


But the thought stayed. She had soul, did the Seagull. He was going to be happy there. And the way to test that? Make a brew. He got the stove going. He returned to the house, grabbed a spare jar of coffee and a bag of sugar. Then took them back to the boat with his big mug that said, "Not Today."


He also fetched the jerry can from the Seagull and used the outside tap on the house to fill it. The bugger was proper heavy when he's filled it. But he'd need to fill the water tank so he had water he could pump from the tap on the Seagull.


He went back on board and checked the tank the way Harry had shown him. And topped it up from the jerry can. Once he had that done, he got the kettle going. 


Then, the kettle started to whistle. He clapped his hands and had a proper chuckle about that. It was a marvellous sound. A whistling kettle, great news. He made his brew and sat down on the knackered seat in the little dining area. It was brown and worn. Straight out of the Seventies. Still, it was his—well, almost.


He noticed another thing. The Seagull rocked a bit, gentle-like. Proper gentle. But it was a definite movement.


—Nice, that'll help me sleep, he said.


His phone pinged. The message app for work. He'd missed about ten messages. Bugger. He read through the latest crisis. 


—Bugger, I'll have to go up to me laptop.


The Seagull creaked in agreement. He washed his mug in the small sink and left it on the side. Locked up and went back to the house. Back in the snug, he missed the rocking of the Seagull straight away. 


His phone rang. It was Clive. 


—John? You've been a hard man to get hold of today.


—Yeah, sorry, Clive. We've had a bit of bad family news. 


—Ah, nothing major, I hope. 


—Well, it's more for Eva than me, but I have to be there for her.


—Of course; are you okay now?


—Yeah, proper back in the game. What's up? 


—John, we are struggling. I'm not going to lie. 


—What, the business yer mean, like? 


—Yes. 


—Right, so what's the plan? 


—Well, there isn't one yet. 


—Sounds like there needs to be—


—You have more experience than the rest of us. 


—Yep, that be true, right enough. 


—So, I wondered what you thought? If you had any grand ideas? 


John didn't give a shit. That was the thing. He knew he couldn't say that. But they weren't paying him enough to help run the business. Not for the financial performance side of things. He'd have to stall. 


—Well, I reckon the ACL account needs to go. We burn a lot of hours on it. We should focus on the easy wins instead.


—Hmm, smaller builds?


—Yeah, exactly. 


—Right, we can talk about that in the next leadership meeting then.


—Right—


—I'm considering redundancies. 


—Yeah, I thought yer might be. 


—You'd be on the list. 


—Yep, I thought that, too. 


—Sorry, John. 


—Are you gonna do it? 


—It may come to that, yes. Not yet. 


—Who else? 


—How do you mean?


—Who else is on the list? 


—One from each department. 


—A manager yer mean?


—No. Not all managers. 


—So, me then, is what yer saying. 


—I don't know for sure. But I wanted to give you the heads-up. 


—Fuck, thanks. 


—Sorry, John. I'll let you know as soon as I've met with the accountants. 


—Right. 


They ended the call. John walked through to the back door and looked down at the Seagull. She knew; her flaky paint glowed in the evening light. She knew how he felt. Damn right she did.


The Talk


It was almost dark when Ava got home. John was sitting in the snug, working on his manuscript. He'd written a good bit, plenty of action. It wasn't the time to stop. But she'd want a brew. 


—Alright, Ava, love? 


—Yeah. 


—How was Bournemouth?


—We didn't have to go. The client met us in Pompy. 


—Ah, result, that. I reckon that was you who set that up, am I right?



She smiled. 


—Yeah, yeah it was. 


—Nice one. See? What d'yer need that nobhead for? 


—I don't know, John. But I keep saying—


—I know, he's the boss. Any news on Sylvia? 


—She's got an appointment for chemo coming up. I'm gonna go with her. 


—Right, yeah, she'll need the support. Fancy a brew?


—Er, yeah, go on. 


—Have yer eaten? 


—Yeah, not that long ago, we had a meal before the client headed back up to London. 


—Right, good. 


—Have you? 


—Yeah, I had a sarnie, that'll do me. He lied.


—I'm going up to get changed an' that, won't be long. 


—Righto. 


He got busy making the brews. He debated whether to share his news. Fuck it, she never asked how his day was. So, no, he wasn't going to tell her. It was proper bad news anyway. So what with Sylvia on her mind, it seemed right to hold off on his own woes. He decided not to mention the boat either. He finished the brews and sat at the small kitchen table. The stairs creaked. She was on the way.


—Tea up. 


—Oh, thanks. Still warm , innit? 


—Yeah, it bloody is.



—Did you see? Someone moored a knackered boat at the end of our garden. 


—The Shetland? That's not—


He stopped himself. In the nick of time. 


—It's not a bad-looking little boat, I reckon. 


—It needs a coat of paint, for a start.


—Does it? I didn't notice. Are we gonna have that chat?


—Ah fuck, John. I'm knackered and I need to phone—


—Yer can do that in a bit. We need to talk—


—About the money?


—There is that. But no, us. 


—I told you. We can do that at the weekend—


—No, Ava. We need to do it. Now. 


—I don't want to. 


—D'yer want me to move out? Is that what it is?


—What? Where the fuck is that coming from? 


—So, yer telling me all is rosy in the garden of our relationship? 


—Well, no, of course not. 


—Right, so there's the problem. Yer can say that, but yer don't want to talk about it. What am I supposed to make of that? 


She shrugged and sipped her tea, then sat down on the other chair, but away from the table.


—Well?


—I dunno, John. I have Sylvia to think about—


—She wouldn't want you to avoid dealing with yer own problems—


—We're a problem, are we? 


—You agreed we were. 


—Fuck it, John. I'm tired—


—Ava, look. We can go around in circles. Or we can be honest with one another. So, tell me this: what's the big thing that I'm doing to annoy yer these days? 


She put her mug down, slow. She looked at him with a fixed gaze. She hadn't done that for a while. 


—Honest? You've lost your ambition, John. You used to push hard at work. Now? It's like you don't want to work anymore. I'm still out there grafting. You've taken your foot right off.


—It's not that I don't want to work, Ava. 


—No?


—No, I've always worked, haven't I, like? When have yer ever known me not to work? 


She nodded. And sipped her tea. 


—I don't want to keep doing what I'm doing. I reckon there's something else fer me out there. 


—Yeah. There could be. But not something that pays as well as the agency. 


—I wouldn't leave us short, yer know that. 


She drained her mug and stood up. 


—I need to phone Sylvia. We can pick this up later. 


—Right. 


He knew they wouldn't. Only if he pushed it. And he was starting to lose the will to do that. Fuck it, in for a penny...


—I'm buying that boat. 


She stopped. Frozen to the spot. 


—What?


—The one at the end of the garden. Yeah, needs a bit of work. But—


—No fucking way, John. 


—Yes way. It's happenin'. Then? I'm livin' on her. 


—You what? 


—You heard. 


—Why are you hittin' me with this now? I'e got Sylvia—


—Yeah, and I'm sorry fer her and fer you, innit? But I'm here. yer know. I've got a life. I need to sort meself out. 


—By living on a boat?


—Yep. It's a start. 


—How much? 


—5K from old Harry down the quay. 


—We can afford that. 


—I know. D'yer think it will help? 


—Help who? 


—Us. Together, but not. Bit of breathin' space. 


—I'll have to think, John. You've hit me with a lot. 


—Think on, but I'm buying the boat. 


—I thought there was risk of you gettin' laid off from work? 


—There is. But I'll get redundancy money. And I 'ave a plan. 


She sighed. brushed a hand through her hair. Shook her head. Then, grimaced. 


—Buy yer boat, John. See if I give a fuck. I'm going to phone Sylvia. 


—No need to be like that. I'm trying to sort things—


—By running away?


—I ain't runnin' am I? I'll be at the end of the fuckin' garden. 


—Ah yeah, s'pose. I'm too tired to argue. Do whatever. 


John nodded. Pulled his phone out and rang Harry. 


The Deal


Ava finished on the phone and turned up back in the kitchen. John finished speaking with Harry and transferred the money. The Seagull belonged to him. Simple as that. But Ava? She had something to say. That much was clear. 


—You bought it then?


—I did. 


—Well, while yer spending money, get this. I want the house. 


John stared at her. But while he did that, a thought crossed his mind. So what? She could have the house. He no longer cared. He should. They'd bought it together. There'd be money in it. But fuck it. He couldn't find it inside himself to give a shit. 


—Right. Nothing too demanding then. 


—You've got the boat. And spent part of our savings. I want summat back. 


—But the house? That's worth a bit more than five grand—


—Don't care. It's what I want. 


—We divorcing then, are we? 


—It's what you want. 


—I never said that. 


—You're living on a fuckin’ boat!


—At the end of what's our garden. Not exactly a million miles away. 


—Well, I think it's the right thing. Divorce or not. 


—Fine. 


—You can argue, John. But I'm puttin' me foot— What? 


—I said, fine. 


—You're giving me the 'ouse? 


—Yep. 


—And everything in it? 


—Most of it. Apart from my few bits and pieces. 


—Why, John? 


—Because it's what yer want. And I ain't falling out with yer. But we need breathin' space, right?


—I'm happy fer ya to be at the end of the garden. 


—Good. It's where I'm moored. 


—So, this is it, then?


—Depends what you mean by 'it'? 


—Well, you livin' on the boat and me 'ere. 


—D’yer want to go our separate ways?


She said nothing for a moment. But then shook her head. 


—No, but I know what yer mean about the space thing. 


—Right. If yer fancy it, I’ll make yer a brew on the boat. We can ‘ave a chat now and then. 


—Yeah, I’d like that. Can you cook on there?


—Yep. 


She paused. Watching him. 


—Are yer really alright with this?


—Yep, I'm happy to try it and see what 'appens. I'll get me stuff together and move it down to the boat. 


—Okay, John. 


Her phone rang. She glanced at the screen. Gave him an apologetic smile. He waved a hand. No problem. 


The Seagull waited for him. 
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