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Researching and Writing to a Single Focus :

Creative Writing Assignment:  Over the Edge

Why hadn't she tried to call somebody? Why hadn't she told somebody how she felt? It was so unlike her. I had to know why she did what she did, I had to have answers.
It is five years since I last saw the house, five years of silence and turmoil. But now I am here, on a cold, early spring day just after my birthday. I have parked at the bottom of the drive. Now I am walking up the long, rutted lane; a walk I know so well - a walk I had taken so many times when I was a boy.
The trees thicken as the road winds up to the house, where aunt Dorcas lived for most of her life; the house where my brother and I laughed and fought; loved and lost.
On either side lay grass banks, hedges and dilapidated outbuildings; an old barn where Aunt Dorcas used to keep her rabbits.
We spent our school holidays at Aunt Dorcas's, my brother and I; we never went on holiday with our parents - they always went by themselves, until they died by themselves, in a plane crash one summer.
I was fourteen then, my brother was sixteen, and after the funeral Aunt Dorcas adopted us, and we moved into her house permanently.
In the last few years she became vulnerable, physically and mentally; she used a wheelchair; but she was still feisty at seventy; she could still swear at the paperboy for ripping her Sunday supplement, or the postman for being late.
I had only seen her once in the last five years. I had thought about coming back; I had tried to put things behind me, but I could not. I could not forget about Jenny. And everywhere I went at Crompton Place, reminded me of Jenny. 
I was homeless too; I had been in and out of shelters, and unemployed. But now I have left the shelter; I am back in work, I am living again. 
It's too late now though; too late to thank Aunt Dorcas for reaching out to me; for offering to take me in when I was homeless. But how could I admit to her that I was suicidal? Perhaps I didn't realise how lonely she was; perhaps if I had moved in with her then, I could have prevented what happened to her afterwards.
I remember how, when I last saw her, her eyes lit up; how she talked to me about our family, as she unearthed every vice and virtue; she showed no shame at all, completely emptying the family cupboard of its skeletons. A dollop of sexual misconduct here; a sprinkling of perversion there.
How I would miss Aunt Dorcas; her straight-talking; her genial cackle; her boiled ham and parsley sauce. I tried not to think of how it all ended for her; of her despair before she died; of her wheelchair plunging over the cliff; of her lifeless body on the rocks below - she deserved a more dignified end than that.
I reach the steepest part of the rising track. I pass a stack of old railway sleepers, and sit down on them to regain my breath. I used to sit here with Jenny. I would talk to her when she was feeling lonely or depressed. I would try to help her. She was older than me, but I would try to help her. Somehow, she gave me the confidence to talk to her.
It was here, at Crompton Place, that I first met her.  My brother brought her home from school one day. Aunt Dorcas was taken with her immediately, and so was I. She asked Jenny to stay with us for a week or so. I didn't see a great deal of Jenny then, she spent most of her time with my brother.
That first time Jenny stayed with us, I was 12 and painfully shy; my brother was 14, and obnoxious. He had just started going out with Jenny then. She was the same age as my brother. She was blonde and blue-eyed. She liked rabbits - I did too, and sometimes I talked to her about them. While all my brother's attention was on Jenny, I focused on the two chinchilla rabbits Aunt Dorcas kept.

Every day I would feed them; every day I would clean their hutches, and let them out in their run. I loved rabbits, and I wanted to keep them. I had read books about rabbits and how to breed them. I had decided I would ask my aunt if I could take them home with me, and look after them. She had told me before that she was getting too old to keep them.

I felt awkward asking her though; several times I tried to ask her; I rehearsed asking her, but I never could. And then one day, just after I'd finished feeding them, my brother came straight out with it. It was a week after his birthday, and he asked her if he could have the rabbits for a present. And she said that he could. She said he could keep them for a trial period; this would make him "realise his responsibilities."

So, as soon as my parents returned from holiday, he took the rabbits home with him. But he soon lost interest in them; he neglected them; he only wanted to breed them; to sell the offspring on, to make money from them. Their hutches were left dirty and smelly; they were underfed and miserable. I had to do something; I had to help the rabbits. So while he was out with Jenny, or out partying, I secretly began to clean out the hutches; to feed the rabbits regularly; to try to give them a better life.

Then, after a short time, I began to notice scratches and bites on each rabbit, they had been fighting; so I separated them, and put them into their own hutches. Aunt Dorcas always kept them in separate hutches; they were buck and doe; they didn't know each other and I knew they would fight.

"You can't leave them together," I warned my brother one day, "they'll fight, and they'll get injured."

"They're my fucking rabbits, so keep your fucking hands off 'em," Joe said, pushing me back against the French windows and grabbing me by the throat. He was drunk, as he usually was. He was only fourteen, but he was usually drunk.

"They're my fucking rabbits, so keep your thieving hands off 'em," he repeated, tightening his grip around my throat, and banging my head against the French windows.
I had no choice then. He was stronger than me.

It was hard though, to see Aunt Dorcas's rabbits being treated that cruelly. And I couldn't help thinking about them all the time. I couldn't help running the name "chinchilla" around my tongue; it sounded exotic, exciting, alluring. I loved those rabbits and I desperately wanted to look after them.

Whenever I thought about them, I thought how soothing it would be to run my fingers through their fine grey fur; to look into their eyes, to feel the softness of their ears.

I would tell my father how much I loved those rabbits; I would tell him about Joe, what he was doing to them, what he done to me. But he was away working with the Ministry of Defence, and he wouldn't be back for a while. And I would never tell my mother anything - Joe was closer to her than I was; she would always believe him over me.

So instead of dwelling on things, I got lost in the acres of grounds surrounding our cottage; explored the decaying outbuildings; ran in the woods. And I found a spot where I would keep the rabbits, if I ever got the chance to look after them.

One morning, our neighbour, Mr Dermody came round to feed the rabbits. He saw the condition they were in; he saw the state of their hutches.

"I'll report you I will; I'll report you to the RSPCA."

"They're not my rabbits," I protested, "my brother's looking after them, and he won't let me feed them."

"That's no excuse," he boomed, "that's no excuse at all; the hutch hasn't been cleaned in weeks; the rabbits haven't been fed properly. You're here; you can see them; you can smell them; you should feed them."

I felt guilty then. I wanted to look after Aunt Dorcas's rabbits; I wanted to feed them; I should have fed them. I wanted to be strong too, to stand up to my brother.

"When I come back," Mr Dermody continued, "I expect to see them fed and cleaned and looked after and happy. Otherwise I'll report you to your father; in fact I'll damn well take the rabbits away from you myself."

But Mr Dermody didn't report me to the RSPCA, or to my father, he reported me to Aunt Dorcas. She came round the following week in a formidable mood.

"Why didn't you clean the hutches? Why didn't you feed the rabbits?" she asked me, in that acid tone she sometimes had, "you should have stepped in. When Joe wasn't being responsible you should have been."

I explained to her that I had tried to, that Joe had nearly throttled me.

"Yes. I know. I know what he's like. I shouldn't have given them to him in the first place. Well, we can't have that can we," she said. "We can't have you being battered around. But you'll be stronger than he is one day. Mark my words, you will be stronger."

So Joe's trial with the rabbits came to an end, and Aunt Dorcas handed them over to me.

"If I were you I would hide them in a secret place. Put them as far away from Joe as possible."

That weekend when my father returned, Aunt Dorcas confronted him.

"Look after your kids for God's sake Lionel."

I was listening through the air duct of an upstairs bedroom.

"Now, I have given the rabbits to Jack.  I've seen the rabbits; I've smelt them. I've seen how Joe's neglected them."

"Damn it Dorcas," my father was equally irritated, "take them back then."

"I gave them to Joe in the hope that he might become responsible," Aunt Dorcas fumed, "unlike his father."

"I'll be responsible then. I'll handle it. I'll put them in the free paper. I'll sell them. That's what I'll do with them. They're just a couple of rabbits so I'll sell them. Is that responsible enough?"

"You won't sell them. I've given them to Jack!" Aunt Dorcas issued her final word on the subject. So at last I had the rabbits, to nurture, to cherish, to breed.

Now that Aunt Dorcas trusted me, I was less concerned with my brother than I was before. And even though he was older than me, stronger than me, I knew he wouldn't be as aggressive now. He was seeing Jenny more often, and he was drinking less.

But I still needed somewhere to conceal my rabbits. Anyone could see them where they were, in front of the French Windows; anyone could take them - Mr Dermody, my father, my brother. I didn't trust any of them.

So I went back to the place I had found before. It was tucked between an overgrown garden, and some dense woodland. There I began wading through thick, wet grass; trampling down nettles and thorns, some of them as tall as I was, looking for somewhere to put the hutches permanently.

Eventually, behind a compost heap in the corner of the garden, I discovered an old greenhouse. A path of cracked paving stones led down to it. It was an old, dilapidated greenhouse; there was a white wicker chair in one corner, and several dozen scrawny tomato plants in another. I could just see my bedroom window from the greenhouse.

The greenhouse was well hidden behind wild waving grass, thick-leaved trees and high walls. Nobody would know I had hidden my rabbits there. I could conceal myself there as well, between the mildewed plants and the cobwebs. I could hide from my brother when I wanted to; I could look after my rabbits and make them happy, and nobody could take them away from me.

I moved the hutches into the greenhouse with the help of my friend Alex. Together with Alex I built a run, and I gave him a key to the padlock of the greenhouse; now he would be able to look after Bonnie and Clyde - I had named them - when I wasn't there.

I was learning more about rabbits all the time; I knew about their diseases; I knew about their habits and their diets too. Now I could sit in the greenhouse, and watch them play and grow and breed.

Then I saw Jenny one day walking near the garden while she waited for my brother. She liked rabbits, so I decided to show them to her. I took her to the greenhouse, and swore her to secrecy. And I knew I could trust her.

And as we talked, I was mesmerised by her blue eyes, and her pale skin, and I wondered why she was going out with my brother.

In November of that year, the year I began looking after my rabbits, our family helped organise the annual bonfire night party. It was the best time in the entire year for me. My mother and father were together, and we, as a family were together.

My mother was responsible for the catering. She made sausage rolls, pasties and stew. My father set up the fireworks; roasted the chestnuts and the potatoes, and was going to light the bonfire.

Alex and I helped build the bonfire on a piece of wasteland near our home. Jenny made the guy and put it on top of the bonfire. She dressed it in ties and dresses and suits  - Jenny was a fashion student, with a taste for the macabre. I made sure my rabbits were safe that morning, far away from the fireworks. And then, in the afternoon, while I put the finishing touches to the bonfire, I asked Alex to double check on Bonnie and Clyde for me.

Evening came, the bonfire was ready, and my father set light to it. Alex hadn't come back, and I wondered where he was. But I didn't have time to dwell on it - everyone had gathered around the bonfire, and I did too; we warmed our fingers and toes; we watched the breath of forty people clouding the evening sky, and waited for my mother's stew.

"I can't help that it's late," she said, when my brother complained, "everything's done, everything's ready; I'm just waiting for Mrs McClusky, she hasn't delivered the meat yet. But it won't take long once I've got it."

My father began handing out the chestnuts and the potatoes; the fireworks began; the smoke from bangers, catherine wheels and rockets filled the air; there were cheers and smiles; and the sweet smell of sausages, roast potatoes, and chestnuts made us hungry.
Finally, after my father had told us endless forgettable stories about his travels, my mother arrived with her stew. She ladled it out in the moonlight, and we cupped the hot bowls a while between the palms of our hands to warm them, before we began eating.

The stew was delicious, and every drop in every bowl was eaten, drunk or slurped. Then I saw my brother hurling an empty beer can into the bonfire. He had his arm around Jenny, but she pushed him away from her. They seemed to be arguing. I wondered what they were arguing about.

Jenny left then, and my brother followed her. I was glad when he left, but I was anxious for Jenny, and hoped she would go home, and not to another party.

I was about to get another bowl of stew, when Clayton McClusky came up to me. I didn't know Clayton very well, but he was Alex's friend. He came over to me and started talking to me.

"The stew was nice," I said, not knowing what to say to him, "mind you it was two hours late. That's my mother for you."
"That was my fault," Clayton said, spitting, sniffing, and biting his nails all within the space of ten seconds. "I didn't get the rabbits till this afternoon. I had to pay a pretty penny for them too. Your brother drives a hard bargain. Then I had to skin 'em and butcher 'em before my ma could cook 'em up. That was hard work cutting 'em up. Chinchillas is tough to cut up."

I stood there with my mouth wide open. And Clayton disappeared before I could ask him a single question about what he had just said. All the colour drained away from that evening; all the fireworks were silenced; all the people vanished

And then I was running, running as fast as I could. Running over the field outside our house; running through the thick grass in my own hidden garden; over the cracked paving stones; unlocking the greenhouse door; and then standing there in disbelief. The hutches were wide open and empty, and I was empty too.

As I stood there, wondering what I would do next, a hand on my shoulder made me start. I turned around, and Jenny's beautiful blue eyes were looking into mine.

"I'm sorry about what happened to your rabbits," she put her hand in mine. "I was here. I tried to stop Joe. He told me what he was going to do. He'd been drinking. I saw him take them, but I couldn't stop him."

"I'm never speaking to Alex again," I said, "Never. He gave the rabbits to my brother, and then my brother sold them, and they were put in a stew, and I..we..."

I couldn't finish the sentence, I wanted to be sick.

"But it wasn't like that at all," Jenny said, "your brother followed Alex. He tried to grab the rabbits, but Alex wouldn't let him have them. He defended himself; he defended your rabbits. But then Joe punched him, and took the rabbits. He broke Alex's jaw, and Alex is in hospital now. And I've split up with Joe."

Alex recovered quickly after that night. I felt bad thinking he was a traitor when he was not, but I never told him that. Joe promised Jenny he would stop drinking again, and Jenny believed him, and went back to him. And Alex has remained a loyal friend ever since.
I didn't keep any more rabbits; I didn't want any more pets. But that was another time, when a lot of things meant something to me. I was a child then, I am different now. 
I have been sitting down too long. It is getting colder. I close my brief case. Inside are all the documents that Alex gave me. He had been to see Aunt Dorcas shortly before her death. She had asked to see him; she had asked him to find me. I was living in a homeless shelter thirty miles away. And by the time he did find me, it was too late, and Dorcas was dead. 
But she had given him the papers; she had asked him to read them. And I have just read them too, and the reasons for Dorcas's suicide are now clear to me. She had been driven to it; driven to it by greed and a shocking lack of humanity. 
I lay my wreath on top of my brief case. I am waiting for Joe. I haven't seen him in seven years. We will both lay a wreath at the site of our Aunt's death.
I will stay here and meet him. I have decided to confront him with what I know. I am not surprised by what I have read. But what will I do after I have met him?  I didn’t know. 
I look at the wreath, and read the epitaph. I have written two names there; two names that make it all come back to me.  And I remember how Aunt Dorcas became close to Jenny that summer; and how I took Jenny from my brother.
Back in 1976 Jenny had broken up with Joe for good. I was on the brow of a steep hill. I had borrowed my brother's bicycle. I was going to meet Jenny. I was late and she would be waiting for me. She was a bridesmaid at her sister's wedding. I had phoned her on the spur of the moment, and she had agreed to meet me, to go out with me. I had loved her for two years, ever since she began going out with my brother. Now, for the first time she had agreed to go out with me.

I went over the brow of the hill, a long, straight, steep hill. Faster and faster the wheels turned; the tyres popped on the hot tarmac; the wind blew through my hair. In my rucksack were Jenny's change of clothes, her make-up bag, her best shoes, I had collected them from her mother. I slung my rucksack over my shoulder.

I was late, and Jenny was waiting for me.
For ten, fifteen minutes I had been cycling. In the shaded gardens I could hear children playing, lawn mowers whirring; the distant chime of an ice cream van. But I was glad I wasn't a child anymore; I was glad I wasn't an adult either; I didn't have to worry about falling out of trees, or mowing lawns.

I was hot. My throat was dry, sweat dripped onto my handlebars. I had nothing to drink, but the smell of freshly cut grass and peppermint seemed to refresh me. I hadn't eaten all day, I was too excited, and now I was hungry.
But I was late, we were going swimming in the river and I was late. I wondered if Jenny would really wait for me; whether I had imagined what she had said to me; if she had really loved me the first time she had seen me.

I pulled at my trousers, my swimming trunks, which I had on underneath them, were itching, and the inside of my thighs were sore from a rash they had caused. But all I cared about now was Jenny. Then, at the bottom of the hill, I saw her. Like a mirage in the heat haze. She was waving. There were no cars on the road. I was freewheeling, and I felt a sense of freedom. I felt no guilt about asking Jenny out, she had ditched my brother; he was a drunk, and she had ditched him.

Closer and closer I got. She was blowing kisses at me now. I could see her pink bridesmaid's dress billowing in the breeze; the dress Aunt Dorcas had lent to Jenny; the dress she had worn to her own sister's wedding. Jenny looked beautiful in pink. The dress was from the 1940’s, and Jenny loved forties fashions. Joe had liked her in pink too; he said when they married, she would wear pink. What would Joe have thought? Jenny was my girlfriend now; I had taken her from him. And he didn't know about it.

I could hear the water from the weir behind her. I stood up on my bike. Faster and faster I went; I blew kisses back at her, I stood on the pedals. I held out my arms, embracing the hot breeze. My rucksack nearly slipped off my shoulder, and I leaned to the right to regain my balance.

Now I was close to the bottom of the hill; I could see Jenny's face more clearly; I could see her smile; her long blonde hair blowing across her forehead; her look of horror as I flashed past her with ever increasing speed. I was sitting on the saddle again now, trying to apply the brakes, but one brake block had disintegrated. I thought of applying the other brake, but then I would go head first over the handlebars.

I could see the wall at the bottom of the hill on the other side of the junction. It was approaching at terrifying speed. As I braced myself for impact, I took one last look back at Jenny. I could see her running after me, flailing her arms, as I desperately tried to control the bike; she was carrying her heels in her hand; her dress was creating beautiful curves behind her.

I looked in front of me again, and, on the left hand side, before the bridge over the river, I could see a chance to escape death. There was a hedgerow. It was about ten feet in length, and five feet in height; there was just a chance that, if I rode my bike into it, I might survive.
There was also a dip in the road and a small incline before the wall; this might slow me down a bit and lessen the impact.

I was halfway up the incline on the other side of the bridge when I veered my handlebars to the left. I plunged at breakneck speed straight into the hedgerow. It was a thick hedgerow, and the leaves and the twigs and the undergrowth were brittle, scratching and scouring my skin.

As I landed face first in the hedge, the rucksack flew off my shoulder, over the hedge, and into the river beyond, along with Jenny's best shoes. Her clothes were strewn all over the hedgerow; her make-up bag disintegrated on impact, but luckily, I didn't.

For a moment I couldn't move. I waited for the pain. But the pain, the torn clothes, the buckled bike, were the least of my worries. I had no idea how Jenny would react when she realised that her best shoes were sailing down the river.
At last I could hear her bare feet on the pavement; then she was near me; then she touched me; checked I had no broken bones and pulled me out of the hedge. I bent forward to kiss her and she slapped me, then hugged me.
"Will you marry me?" she said.
"Whenever you want to - well, when I've finished school anyway!"

We had played this game ever since I had first met Jenny, when she first went out with my brother. We played it after she argued with him, when she was alone, when she was sad.
I pulled her clothes out of the hedge. And then we both hobbled to the river bank - my ankle was sore. There we rested and recovered, and took the last of the sun before dusk came.

After about an hour she ordered me to take my clothes off, get into the river, and sooth my wounds. So I stripped down to my swimming trunks and got in the river. The water was cool and refreshing. I watched as Jenny took off her bridesmaid's dress and walked into the river. She bathed me, splashed me; kissed me, gently touched the cuts on my face. My head span. For the first time Jenny had kissed me.

I floated on the surface, my body aching. Jenny swam like a swan from one side of the river to the other. The water in the river was fairly shallow, sucked up by weeks of burning sun, but the current was still strong. And on the crest of the weir the intensity of water was much greater. There were also many large stones; jagged edges and crevices beneath the weir.

Jenny swam towards the bridge trying to avoid the current. I watched her as she crossed the river and got out. Then, as she was about to put on the clothes I had rescued from the hedge, I asked her to put on her bridesmaid's dress instead. I wanted to see her in it again; I wanted to imagine that it was white, that she was walking down the aisle, and that I was marrying her.

She slid into the dress, and stood on the river bank posing. I was 14, she was 16, but I was going to marry her. And she agreed.

"Do you Jack take this woman Jennifer to be your lawful wedded wife, to have and to hold," she shouted, her words barely audible above the thunder of water over the weir.
"I do," I shouted across the river at her. And then some people on the bridge who had been watching us cheered and shouted. Jenny was embarrassed; I was happy.
I was getting out of the water on the opposite bank to Jenny. Then I heard the people shouting again. I waved to them, but they continued shouting, and then I saw them pointing to the opposite bank. I turned around, I saw Jenny clinging to a tuft of grass on the bank. She had slipped in. I heard people running from the bridge to help her.


I got back into the water and began swimming towards her. Her grip on the bank weakened. I desperately swam towards the deeper side of the river; to where the current was strongest. And then her fingers lost their grip; she slipped into the water. She was now unable to swim because of her dress. Slowly but surely, like a flowering pink lily, the billows of her dress spread around her; the current took her; she succumbed to it.
Helplessly, the stray pink lily gracefully glided down the river. I swam after her. I swam as hard as I could; I mustered every ounce of energy I had. And then she disappeared with a piercing scream, over the weir. She slid down the three steps; she slithered over each coil of water, her pink dress now fully extended around her, swallowing the water in great gulps, sucking all life from her. And then silence, except for the thunderous rushing of the weir. I watched the lifeless pink lily disappear round a bend in the river, and she was gone. Then there were hands reaching; pulling me out of the water. But I wanted to swim after her; I wanted to die with her.

I have recovered my breath now; I get up off the railway sleepers and turn left, towards the coastal path. Past Aunt Dorcas's house, through the garden, past the barn, and the old outhouse. 
When my brother was drunk, he used to sleep in the outhouse, on my Uncle's old workbench, his feet draped over the lawnmower. That's where I found him the day after Jenny's death; that's where he beat me up when I told him what had happened to her.
I can hear the barn door swinging on its one hinge. I go back and try to shut it, but it is stiff. There are several half empty oil cans blocking the door, and the smell of creosote and petrol fills the air. Aunt Dorcas was nothing if not practical. I move the cans out of the way.
Then, through the gloom, I can see the old racer bike I cycled down to the weir that day; the tape hanging loose from the handle bar grips; the rusting chain; the bent front wheel. It had never been repaired.
Hung up in the barn above it, is the tattered pink bridesmaid's dress, recovered from Jenny's body. Aunt Dorcas wanted to keep it; she cleaned it, and kept it. It was the only memento she had of her own sister's wedding. I run my fingers through the silk, and remember.
A shaft of sunlight momentarily fills the barn, and the wind whisks up clouds of dust and hay which swirl out of the door. I walk through the hay, the dust, the faded newspapers, scattering memories beneath my feet. 
I leave the barn; leave the macabre relics of the worst day of my life. I couldn't blame my brother for Jenny's death, but I could, and did blame him for my aunt's. But could I really kill my brother? Because that's what I now planned to do. He had persuaded my Aunt to give him power of attorney over her financial affairs. He had taken her life savings; he had pawned her house when his debts got the better of him; he was responsible for her suicide.
I thought of my nephews then. Could I really leave them without a father, no matter how odious he was?  However much he deserved to die. How would they cope with that?
I had reached the coastal path now; I was walking over the thick, wet grass, towards the cliff edge. I had my wreath in one hand; I had my briefcase in the other. My brother was sitting on a bench, the wind whistling through his thinning hair. He got up, and turned to face me. His appearance shocked me. He looked hunched and pitifully old for his age.  
He came towards me, offering me a weak smile. He had a cane to steady himself. He held out his arms that I might embrace him. But how could I embrace a man who had robbed his own Aunt? A man who I knew would never show remorse for what he had done?
"I know what you've done. I've got everything to prove it," I raised my briefcase towards him, my voice faltering. 
"How could you do that to your own family; your own aunt? How could you do it?"
The smile vanished.
"Just practicality actually. I had lost quite a bit; I needed quite a bit to plug the gap. And a bit more to maintain my level of comfort - but that doesn't matter now does it? That doesn't matter now. I have cancer and I'm dying, so it doesn't matter. But still, I've got to pay tribute to the old girl. She was good for me."
I shot him a look of contempt.
"Don't be like that Jack. I would have paid it back eventually. And don't tell me you wouldn't have done the same thing. Now, shall we proceed?"
He invited me to the cliff edge to lay my wreath. He carried a bouquet of flowers.
"She liked the sea didn't she?"
Now we stood side by side, looking out over the cliff, two brothers, mourning a family member; one who had swindled her, who had caused her death; one who had failed to protect her; who had not seen her for five years.
I laid my wreath. He leant against the fence, and threw his flowers into the sea, one at a time. I watch them disperse and drown. His cane slipped and he nearly fell; instinctively I reached out and held him up. At that moment I realised that, for the first time in my life, I was stronger than my brother. He pulled his arm away from mine, and continued to scatter the flowers.
I could not do what I had come here to do, I decided. I was stronger than he was now; I had the evidence I needed, I would let the law take its course. I turned and moved away.
It was then that I heard a crack like a rifle shot; a scream. Turning around I could see that the fence had given way under Joe's weight; the cliff beneath him had crumbled, and he was clinging to a piece of rusting iron.
I threw down my briefcase and ran towards him then; ran to help the only family I had left. I grabbed hold of his hand. The cliff was crumbling, the ironwork creaking; I clung to the brother who had caused my aunt's suicide; who had threatened to kill me over the possession of two rabbits. The brother who blamed me for killing Jenny. 
The wind picked up; my briefcase flew open. The contents, the papers it contained, scattered to the four winds, as I held my brother's hand.
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