The Sea
The sign said: closed for the year.

Above the clouds sheep graze. Across the bay coming in from five miles out Matt’s boat dawdles. Nathan slips from his bed. From a window a repeated riff of a melancholy song in a minor key. In the café, the grey boy looks out on the whole thing. he was once big here.

This closing down. This coming winter. Makes it hard to breath. If the café ever closed that’d be it. A hospice case.

In the room with the riff, red head Lola puts a hand between her legs. Nathan licked her there just now. As he got up. A kiss from the honey pot even before coffee. He is obsessed with her. She is impeccably hot. Tight curved around demure bones.

The grey boy is watching a fat girl breakfast. She eats like a carpenter. He can see Matt on deck preparing to swing around the jetty. Pots serried on the bow. He came out of the wheel house. Yellow wellies and hair blond. Matt’s a killer. Babies up and down the coast. Fill the bitch nights with baby cries.

On the horizon, way across the bay, a misty island. Clusters of gulls here and there. I’m a widower thinks the grey boy. He loves looking at Lola. A beautiful geometry. 

Nathan crosses the street. Walks with that louche gait. Youth. He was big this summer. He stops. Looks out. Matt’s boat has stopped. The fat girl puts a chair seat in her mouth. Helps it mush with coke from a gallon. Flies buzz around her head. A veil. She’s pretty. What a waste.

A girl has arrived to sell boat trips. Outside. The last of the year. She is loose. A fine presence. Blue jeans. Beyond her hair Matt is still. Only a soft rocking. Nathan goes back. Back across the street. Through his door. Lola hears him. He comes in. She is unblanketed. Legs apart. That groomed crotch. She smiles. A gitane. Gold earring. The works. Keep it there Lola, I’ll be back. Gets his binoculars from the table.
The grey boy wonders. Why did he go back? Lift the gloom. Breakfast on Lola. The fat girl clears her plate. She goes to the counter. She’s fatter up. Now he can see the bin. Open mouthed. It will die of hunger by spring. Then a blond in her forties. She is autumn. In the autumn of her years. Hanging onto the last sun.

Nathan is back on the street. A rockabilly spills from the window. Nathan raises the glasses. Checks out Matt. Playboy of the summer bay.

The fat girl returns. Knickerbocker glory. The grey boy thinks of the glory of Lola. She is before a mirror. She likes her body. She looks there. Does she know what a boy feels when he enters there? Does she have an inkling as she lifts her thighs to greet him?

Matt is back at the wheel. The boat moves. Nathan walks down towards the harbour. His filleting knife. Matt is slim. Six foot. Lithe and summerfull. If these boys went the summer would die. Lola the mermaid sunk at sea with the dying boys. Especially Nathan. Immune to corruption.

The breakfast girl rolls ice cream on her tongue. As if she doesn’t want it. She doesn’t need it. A last dolphin rises at Matt’s stern. The grey boy wonders about the breakfasting girl. How would it be? Undulating. Like being at sea. A man laughs behind the counter. The breakfast girl looks at him nervously. The grey boy’s heart goes out to her.

Nathan stands at the slipway. Matt ties his boat. Lola thinks of Nathan. He catches fish. He opens fish. His world is the sea. And its flesh. Matt is flesh of the sea.

Nathan guts Matt because of what he did with Lola.

The grey boy watches the breakfast girl and his heart goes out to her.

