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Memories they often jump on you, like fleas, they bite and take you back. It itches and you 

can’t help but scratch. I was ten, everything happens when you’re ten. But most of what I can 

remember is the plunge, it happened fast. It’s only the plunge I remember, not much before, 

not much after. 

 The ice, it must have been thin. Or perhaps it had always been thin; out there on Davis 

Pond in the winter. I was there moving like I was two again. Cautious. Arms and legs out 

stretched, I had definitely relapsed back into my toddler years. Somehow I’d thought it might 

help.  

This had been a dare, a stupid dare, and at that moment I was starting to regret taking 

Drew up on his bet. Five dollars, if I could make it across the ice sheet, there’s a lot a poor 

ten year old would do for five dollars. He and Andy stood there off from the pond. Watching 

me cross the ice like an infant, like a babe. I had turned around and with half a breath I 

shouted, ‘See. See, I told you it’s not that–’  

It had taken the breath out of me. Blood cold, skin colder, clothes wet through. I’d 

been here before, in the summer, swinging from ropes into warm waters. Me, Andy and 

Drew, splashing and soaking in the sweet summer sun. We played drowning, holding our 

breath, floating face down, we couldn’t do it for long. But now I wasn’t playing, I wanted to 

breathe. I wanted to take in the air that was so vital to my existence. The ice stopped me, like 

a thick pane of frosted glass, it couldn’t be broken.  

I got out somehow, by sheer luck, I always presumed. I remember drowning then 

breathing, I remember the shocked and tearful face of Drew, who had almost dared death on 

his friend. Thank god for Andy. He later told me how he released me with quick-thinking and 

a stone, two things Drew did not possess. I wonder what happened to Andy. We have lost 

touch. 

But I’m here now, on a phone to the wife, she’s crying, I see tears rolling down her 

face. She wants me to come back home. Says the kids miss me, I believe her. She says how 

hard it must be for them, growing up without a father. Never to know who I was. Or maybe 

they’ll know bits, fragments of the real me, but I won’t know them. I wanted to kiss her one 

last time. I want to smash this pane in front of me, to break out of this cold place. She cries 

some more, holds her hand to the glass and mimes the sobbing words, ‘I love you’. I can’t 

say it. All I know is, I’ll be dreaming of her, when they put me to sleep tomorrow. 

 


