
HPEN7019 – Perec’s Literary Experiment

The different aspects of conflict within the short story have been influenced by audio-visual stimuli. 

The narrative projects the internal conflict of a father and the fight for survival against the forces of nature… in this case a storm.

The music and the players' actions on the pitch contribute to the material for the story and the storyline.

Iago’s Conflict - working title

“Ow…ow…” Iago groans, bitter and frustrated with himself. His foot is stuck in the wet sand… again. A hurried glance down at his leg leaves him angry - below the knee is a shrunken, misshapen thing… not to be recognised. The pain is excruciating… but it is only a small part of the anguish he feels. 
He glares upwards, feeling particularly undeserving for being there. The sun is now directly above him - there are no clouds. And although the itchiness on his back, raw with sunburn, intensifies... it’s the least of his troubles.  He’s been at the cape since early morning… waiting.
A glimpse at his watch shows its already midday. Unlike other summers here, the cape has never felt so bleak. He shades his eyes and shudders. There is this void, a gnawing uncertainty that eats at him each day. He can’t wrestle free of his thoughts. As a dad, how can he rest? 
His heart pounds faster and faster… with each beat images pile in… of what might have been. Two weeks have passed - there’s been no sign of Huw… 
He throws up his arms…where is he?
At the same instant, a wave gently breaks… water washes over his feet. Circles of foam froth around his ankles. 
He gazes out at the horizon - there is nothing but miles of open sea. Then, from far out, a strange murmur, more drawn out than the rest he’s heard before, whispers across the ocean.  For a moment, the southerly path of the wind strikes a chord…can it be a tiny wisp of a boy’s voice? 
He feels lifted – there is hope.
“Huw?” Iago calls and looks around. His voice, a deep bass, is marred by a tremor….
Then again, more murmurs trail the air.
“Huw?” 
His heart beats fast… he’s overwhelmed in his excitement.
Can it be…?
Contemplating…he sees how it was before… the rowing boat resting on the beach, near the rock pools by the water’s edge. At least thirty yards away from him… Huw is there, where the boat is… on his hands and knees, digging… collecting seashells and rocks for his aquarium. He’s one of those ten-year-olds who already has a purpose in life… an intelligent and devoted child. 
“Huw…” Iago calls…
Then, out of nowhere sand stings his face; the wind and the tide are rising.  How could this be? In June? It’s an out of season surge that roars towards the cape. A strong smell of salt permeates the air. There is ferocity and danger… an undertone of power… 
He runs towards Huw… 
“Get away from the water!” he yells… he can hardly hear himself shout in the wind. 
Dread surges through him, he must reach Huw – there’s a towering swell approaching the cape… it’s increasing in height. 
“Huw…run…run,” 
Then, to Iago’s horror, halfway between him and Huw, the wave crashes hard against the shore. The rush of water thunders towards Huw…soon he is shoulder deep.  Seconds later another wave sweeps under his feet and knocks him into the roiling sea. He goes under, then breaks the surface. Just an arm’s length away the boat grates against the rock. 
Iago is petrified with horror…unable to think for a second.  
“Grab the boat…,” he shouts.
The tide engulfs and submerges the entire beach. Huw scrabbles for the boat and clutches onto the rim. Piles of slippery seaweed cling to his legs and arms. A huge piece of driftwood hurls itself against the bow. Smashed pieces narrowly miss him… He looks about for his dad, who is struggling towards the boat. But then… he sees the shards of wood and points desperately at a jagged piece hurtling too close to his father. 
“There……! There…!” he screams. 
Iago’s glances in the direction… but not in time… he feels a pain stab through his forearm… and then agony - bits of wood rip through his shoulder and calf. He must get to the boat and Huw.
He frantically wades forward… he takes a deep breath and lunges into a dive. But then…something happens… he can’t move… his foot… it’s caught in… something…. He attempts to wrench it free but can’t… pain shoots up his leg.  It’s futile. He’s stuck…
The churning waves continuously knock him and Huw… more waves and debris soar towards them. He barely notices… his mind is focused on freeing his foot. He clenches his teeth, writhes, and twists but the result leaves him desperate. He’s no closer to Huw. 
“Dad… what’s the matter?” Huw yells, his heart beats fast, he’s so terrified for his father… then he remembers the life jackets…  maybe they’re somewhere in the boat…
“Dad… life jackets?”
“No…no… no life jackets… give me a minute….” He suddenly remembers… 
“There’s a rope… it’s tied to the ring on the inside, near the seat.”
“Yes... I can see it…”
“Good… throw it to me…” But as he utters the words, he feels himself slipping into unconsciousness. He doesn’t hear Huw…. His blood…drains…him. Exasperated, he fights, he must stay awake. He grabs his leg and pulls it, he must survive… he doesn’t hear Huw shout again…
“Dad… I can’t reach it…” 
No answer. Suspense… Huw must act fast. Gripping the rim with one hand he leans forward into the boat and stretches out his other hand… 
“Hold on Dad… I should have it...” but the rope is out of reach. Huw’s arms are too short… Just then Iago’s senses plunge back and… his attention is on Huw. 
To his horror, he watches Huw tumble into the boat. Iago knows the dangers… a boat full of water can easily rollover. Then his stomach clutches… Huw wobbles on the already rocking boat, grasps the rope and tries to throw it to him… but it falls uselessly into the water.
“Stop! Stop” Iago cries. 
But Huw doesn’t listen… he must save his dad… He gathers the rope and raises it over his head to throw it. 
“Stop!” Iago yells… his mouth filling with water as a second wave rushes into the cape. The undercurrent catches Huw off guard… he falls overboard and the boat flips. It all happens so fast. Iago freezes. He can’t see what’s just happened… has the boat capsized over Huw, is he trapped under it or is he somewhere in the incoming surge? Huw will die if he doesn’t think fast - it takes only twenty seconds for a child to drown. He ducks under the surface but can barely see anything. Iago knows his ankle was broken by his twisting and tugging earlier. His only hope to save Huw is to free himself. He wrenches off his shirt and binds it tightly around his imprisoned leg, to stop the bleeding. Then pulls out his sharp swiss knife from his pocket and hacks at his own flesh through the broken ankle – the foot is soon severed, and he is free. Then faint with agony, he bites down on his pain, and firmly pushes his body to the boat, under it, around it… Huw is not there.  His search continues and continues… each minute his mind reassuring him that Huw has probably scrambled further up the shore…it must be…it must be. He scans and rescans the beach… Finally, faint, and exhausted, he sees a boy running across the sand towards home… 
“Go… go home.” Iago hears himself shout. 
The cry of seabirds, circling above the sea, feeding on fish over the surface, before they roost, distracts Iago. They bring his own lost position before him. Its… already dusk
His mind spins… his knees shake under him. Evening after evening the lonely beach withholds explanation. But…by his visits each day to the cape, he commits himself to hope… and whenever he does…  there’s this feeling of… maybe… just maybe… It’s his frantic grab at the implausible. 
For a moment, the wind echoes between the cliffs on either side of the beach. On the stretch of sand below his feet, he feels something. Dizziness takes over. Within a few feet, scores of hands stretch out towards him. On every side, he hears a murmur. He looks around…
And…who should be standing there… next to him, holding onto his arm, but Huw. 
“Huw?” 
But the only answer he gets is the wind whispering. 
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