
The Ocean in Winter 

 
He stood in the sun as he had when he was a boy. Water lapped along the shore of the North Sea. 

Birds cried in the chilled air as they dipped and dove looking for their next meal. 

The ocean in winter. 

All he could manage was to stare. It had been so long – no time had passed but so much was gone. He 
felt different. He felt unchanged. He felt infinite here in this place somewhere between sleeping and 
waking. That was what it had to be – a dream. He blinked, transfixed by the way the sun played on his 
skin, threw shadows around his feet on the sand. A dream, but that did not mean he had to leave it. 

A sound entered the reverie as if from far away. And it was a sound that he knew but had forgotten – 
had let it fade. Here, it was alive. She was. He looked away from the sun, half blind with more than just 
the light, and found her. 

She was here, and she was reaching for him with a smile that put the cosmos to shame. 

“Come on,” she laughed, still reaching. “The water is fine, come on!” 

The ocean in winter. 

He tried to tell her that it was freezing. He tried to tell her not to go too close. But instead, he found 
himself reaching back. Toward her, to her, wanting to remember the way it felt to be near her. Her hands 
were warm though the air was not. Her eyes were bright. Everything about her was familiar and strange 
and lovely and his heart, no longer dead in this place within his mind, seized at the sight of her. Leapt. 

She pulled him toward the water. She gripped his hands with surety – as if he were not the one 
anchoring her, but she the one anchoring him. To this place, to the world, to life. The light twisted 
through her dark hair, illuminating the hues of brown and black as it did her face. She looked back at him. 
She smiled. 

“You smell like this place,” she said, closing her eyes. “Like your memories.” 

That was impossible. She couldn’t know where they were, for she had never been there with him. He 
wanted to tell her. Here, with the sun on his skin and the wind playing in her hair, he wanted to. His hand 
drifted from hers and stretched toward her face. 

Beautiful. 

The smiled faded. “Your hands are cold.” She reached for his face, perplexed. And then she placed 
her warm hand over his heart. Her mouth twisted, and he could see that she was afraid. “I can’t feel you.” 

Afraid not for him, but of him. 



“I’m here.” He said, but the words were soft. They were distant, as if he were being pulled away from 
her. And he wanted to stay. He wanted to stay in that place with her and smell the ocean and feel the sun. 

“I can’t feel you.” She said again. 

The ocean in winter. 

“Where are you going?” 

Nowhere. He tried to force the word from his lips, but he could not. He could not move, could not 
reach for her as she was ripped from his arms. He blinked. She was gone. He closed his eyes tightly, 
trying to hold on, trying to find her again. 

She did not return. 

And he found that he could no longer remember the sound of her laugh. 

The birds were too loud. The sun was too hot on his skin. 

He leapt from sleep, clutching at the place that she had touched – his heart. Only the echo of her 
remained. He turned, reaching for the place that she should have been but did not find her there. 
Something within him crashed. 

His hands were cold. 

His heart was dead. 

 
 


