The Brink
Our late jumpings, hot-muscled scamperings are not always successful, and in the morning light we’ll find salt stains on toe-caps, little ice-berg-like contours of dry crusts on insteps. But at night our feet plough off into the distance, crunching lop-sided furrows along the shoreline, through waiting weed and pebbles, cast-ups and thrown-outs.
Earlier we’d descended en masse, our convoy’s tyres mounting kerbs, scuffing tarmac at the abandoned Texaco station. Doors slammed and bundles hefted, we passed as Sherpas through the kicked-in, chain-link fence at the back corner of the forecourt. Girls with Thresher’s bags of wine and chocolate - in one, glass clinking on bottle opener. Boys with various, self-assigned roles moving slabs of beer or ghetto blaster on shoulders, Hurricane lamps on poles. 

At the crest we crossed the train-track, mocked the rail safety films in our own Charlie Says squeaky accents, yet still checking first out the corners of our eyes for any oncoming Coastal Specials. Once over, only the sound and light guys showed a slower enthusiasm, cautious against dropping prized boom-box, spilling flammable liquid. The rest of the crowd fanned out, broke into singular lolloping runs, or girls paired off, holding hands going skipping and bouncing over ground, whooping and hollering down the hill into the near-dark shadows.
We set to in the darkness, me and you stamping a circle flat at the foot of the dunes, aping that Navajo trance-dance I’d told you about those few weeks earlier during our first, dizzy night full of carpet, food and chat. You knowing I was lying, me loving that you didn’t care, that you let me run off at the mouth, as I was afraid to kiss you. Tonight we walked to where the sand meets the stones, chose the biggest ones and took them back to form a circle, a hearth. You watched, then copied as I set to, preparing the fire.

We worked as the others appeared in fits and starts from scanning the ground for anything burnable. Beach-combing for prized anythings that could catch, glow, warm. Bodies and voices disappearing into the half light for moments, minutes, returned hauling scratchy driftwood, armfuls of sapless grasses, bits of boats, their chipped paint planks split away from others, owners panicking, fumbling, but no drownings we’d heard of. Apart from you, we have all done this before, and split off into tasks, lads sorting wood into little, bigger, large; Girls opening bottles, debating, selecting tapes. Soundman groaning, slotting, pressing play. The night fills with a compilation that may please everyone, or get flipped by eject soon. Only time and the play of the evening will tell who will tolerate or not. I pass you the wine and placate the cheerful moans about the cold, of my too-slow fastidiousness. I choose, balancing twigs and wood into place, ignore the groans and goading bitching.

Then there’s a party without jelly, capers or crystal. The ground not a table. The flame not a karaoke to entertain us. It’s slugs of wine and dribbles escaping lips as laughter and giggles fill the sky, catching like sparks. There’s teasing as Mars bars and Bounties are shared by bites, always someone half-complaining, pretending to whinge like the littlest sibling that they never get a fair shake. Girls groan and swear at farts creeping deadly through the smell of burnt wood, paper and plastic stench of discarded wrappers. A couple who weren’t two hours ago are sat together now, shoulders draped in tartan travel rug, his hand on the back of her head, ruffling hair like she’s a wet puppy, her’s trying to tickle ribs under his fleece. Before this there may have been an inkling, a rumour of her split, his jokey sentences in Burger King of how’s she’s better off without her ex. But nothing concrete, no plan. It all just happens, as does the shout and storm when another flings his dead bottle at the fire, but misses. 

Girls walk into the dunes with lamps held high and protestations not to look as they squat, holding friends hands to stop falling over, trying not to wee on their jeans as 
the wind and grasses tickle their haunches. Two lads drag a line of fence palings from up the slope, wires still looped around the wood, most struts broken but the whole ones used to sword-fight later, cos boys never fall far from their garden. Another, willing us to burn a memorial bench he’s found at The Point was shouted down by the disapproving masses, went off to sulk and throw stones at the incoming waves or us in his imagination. Anger spent, he returned to a proffered beer and a bear hug. No-one’s stressing too much tonight, as the flame lulls us and the shop-bought tapes are discarded for old-time favourites- Smiths, Roses, New Order, all creating raised voices choruses, boot tapping, air-drumming, people on their feet in happiness.
Throughout it all I chat and sing, tending the fire like some nomad, hoping you’ll stay as close by as I wish, but don’t say. Mostly you do, chatting whenever I open, taking the hooks of words I offer, trying not to give too much away, I guess, yet still beaming. I can’t work out if you are shy or a player, but in-between life goes on squawking and humming around us. You have spoken to faces distorted by fire-light, swapped hand shakes and Helloes, nicely tried to help them place a name, drag some connections that aren’t there from a brain and a life that wasn’t living here at the time you are asked about. You are the new girl, here for the art college and though it takes time, they all eventually get it, shoot questions instead at me, chasing out our situation like grouse beaters, trying to second guess my intentions. You take it all well, not knowing what to expect yesterday when invited, but looking happy to be here tonight, in amongst the crowd, the chords, the wishful air. I want to have you to myself, but have to wait.    

At some late point when they were all busy with kisses, dancing, Rock, Paper, Scissors, I took a fence paling from the fire and we strolled off into the dark. As their loose circle fades into the distance, I swung the stake in the air, sending sparks spluttering past my shoulders, whooshing life into the wood to keep the flame alight. It works for a while, but never forever, so at its end you asked for it and then 
hurled the remnants towards the tide. We walk for ages without touching, shivering but not caring across the sand. I am building towards taking your hand, trying to settle my stomach and not be a coward, not used to this flush that I’ve felt since you arrived that’s pushed around my chest, rushed sounds into my head. You make me feel high and ill at the same time, like I am speeding on the back-roads without head-lights. Suddenly you grabbed my hand yelling Come On, and ran me, dragging, out stretched, kite-like, sand kicking up between our feet, sliding, gasping, laughing, to a halt by the edge in one foul swoop.
There was no trigger that I can recall, just an accumulation of tiny slices. Bumped heads before the flame; fingers on bottle at same-time; a look over someone’s shoulder when you were listening; that moment when you said Yes to my showing you my favourite spot along the beach. But now? Now you’ve taken charge and I feel your cold nose drip on my cheek, but don’t care. Realise you are nearly as tall as me, but only because of your heels that are slowly sinking as we kiss. Taste Marathon and salt, red wine, Pernod and fire. I feel ecstatic, squashed and warm, tottering there mouth to mouth. A roar in my ears as if the world were funnelling into a pin-prick of light down a trumpet bowl. Amazed by this and surprised by the tide rushing in, I tried to mumble, Run. Run! And run we did, backwards from the incoming tide, up the beach and away. Over the flotsam soon to be returned, the tide-mark disappearing again. I lead you away from the party which has died its death in our absence, packed up and gone.

I skirt the foremost dunes and side-wind left and rights away back to the hollow, to where we are now. You approach with a What’s this? But I don’t answer. A solitary beach-hut, once white, its clapper-boards now a jigsaw of sand-blown planks stripped back to natural wood or primer grey. A patchwork of oil green tarpaulin and advertising hoardings hammered into place against the wind. The windows have shutters on in various guises, held in place by two horizontal bars across each denying the dents and scrape marks where someone has tried to get in. There’s a big 
motorbike padlock and chain holding the doors handles together, wrapped in what looks like a recently melted plastic bag, but from what you can see of the roof from here, it’s intact, The porch lilts to the right, as if it’s sinking into the dunes but as we mount the sand covered boards I take a screw-driver from my pocket, ready to free the screws that hold the padlocks to the frame. I explain that it’s easy, I’ve done it before. Found it years ago half buried in the dunes, but as they’ve shifted over the years it peeks out a bit, goes back under, shifting sands and all that. Before I can do anything, You are flat on your back besides me, lying straight, heels off the edge,

At full stretch, your right hand’s fingertips touch the door, forefinger scraping sand from the beading around the edge, rubbing grains between your fingers, whilst your left hand reaches up behind you cupping the padlock through its cover, weighing it, as if to measure its effectiveness. You tilt your head and ask me Is this your place? and looking down at you, I answer, As much as anyone else’s, I’m not even sure the owner knows it’s still here. It’s so tucked out of the way. There’s no car park or café here.  The only people you ever see are dog walkers. None of them have ever asked what I’m doing here, so it feels private, you know?  I ask you what you think of it and you prop yourself up on your elbow and say It’s Great. But tell me this. Do you have to kill me now in case I blab about your secret? Then you lean in, nuzzle first, kiss me softly, then hard, teeth biting, pulling on my bottom lip, tongue on my gums. I pull you tight into me, sand scraping under cloth, getting into hair, scratching down necks. I lean back and say You could come here too, if you want? I mean, with me? It hasn’t got any heating or anything, but if you’d like to I could always clean it up a bit? Bring in a lamp, a couple of deck-chairs? At least start by sweeping this bloody sand off the porch? But you look at me and say, No thank you. Leave it. I want to hear you when you’re coming home to me.
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