Assignment 2/Bean Sawyer

The Siren Song

“And you sang
Sail to me
Sail to me, let me enfold you
Here I am
Here I am
Waiting to hold you”
Song to the Siren, Tim Buckley

There was a storm the evening Nell arrived at the harbour. She drifted into the cove in her silver Nissan Micra, like it was a small boat being hurled onto a shaly beach by a gigantic, angry wave.
	She stopped the car, opening the door to the weather, then hesitated, reached into the back seat picking up her violin case. Holding it above her head, she moved with urgency up the winding path to a small, whitewashed cottage on the hillside. Within seconds her short hair was plastered to her head, rain dripping off the tip of her nose. The blue paint on the front door was peeling off, revealing yellow underneath; and beneath that, there were flecks of green. Layers upon layers, each one hiding a colourful past. Behind her, the sea slapped against the rocks, finding ways into nooks and cranny’s, rattling the pebbles on the shore. Her cold, wet hands found the key just where Tomos said it would be, under the broken terracotta flowerpot, home to a neglected geranium. 
	Home. This was home – for now. This tiny cove in West Wales, 200 miles away from her old life. She turned the key in the lock and stepped into an open plan room with uneven flagstone floors, shutting the weather out behind her. She placed her violin case down on a pine table and noticed a handwritten note there. 
Croeso Nell, welcome to Ceibwr!
There’s milk in the fridge and a basket of wood, 
firelighters and kindling by the fire.
Keep warm and enjoy your stay, 
she’s all yours until spring – 
Diolch, Tomos
Nell slowly let out a cloud of breath and rubbed her hands together, looking at the small wood burner in the inglenook.
‘Great,’ she muttered to herself. It had been years since she’d made a fire. It was something her dad had taken pride of on their camping trips together, many, many years ago. He would stand over her pointing out her failures, until his impatience got the better of him and ushered her to one side, showing her how it should be done.
‘You can do this,’ she told herself, placing a firelighter in the grate with kindling sticks arranged on top. After a few failed attempts, there was a steady flame. She gingerly placed another log on top, closed the wood burner door and thought of her dad. His stiff upper lip. His bald head and thick moustache. His disapproval. The way he could make a 48-year-old woman feel like a 12-year-old kid. 
‘Not as stupid as I look, eh, dad?’
Nell stood and rubbed her back. A basic kitchen occupied one corner of the room, a few pots and pans hanging from hooks, a whistling kettle, a mug tree, and three pots, with tea, coffee and sugar printed on the side. She picked up the kettle and turned the tap. It spluttered and spat, gurgling as an air lock moved through the pipes, until a thin dribble of water came out. When it was half full, she placed it on top of the wood burner, that was now kicking out some heat, and put another log on.
She turned around in the room noticing a ladder leading into a crog loft. She climbed part way, poking her head into a cosy bedroom in the rafters, then climbed back down and lifted the latch on a wooden door and was met with a cold draft of air. It was a lean-to bathroom: a loo, a shower, a sink and the obligatory spider tucked into a thick web in the corner of the ceiling. 
Everything in here was simple, no trinkets, no clutter. A blank canvas. It was exactly what Nell was hoping for. She walked over to the violin case on the table running her palm over the beaten hard black leather. There was a clunk, as she released the tarnished brass clasp, opening it up to reveal her beloved rose-wood companion, tucked into its emerald-green crushed velvet bed.
Nell held it in her hands and placed her chin on the rest, her fingers on the board, she felt her body soften as she held it against her face. Then, with bow in hand, she opened the front door with all its peeling paint and history and stepped over the threshold. As the rain and the wind lashed against her on the doorstep, she let the bow glide over the strings, playing a song as wild as the raging sea, while the kettle whistled furiously on the fire.
Somewhere, in the night, an owl blinked. A family of jackdaws stirred in their nest. And underneath the waves, a woman awoke.  

