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TASH: 

When I was five. Did I tell you this? Did I tell you about when I was five, Ava? When I was five my 
Dad taught me to swim. In the Irish sea. If you can swim in the Irish sea you can swim anywhere. 
Did you know that Ava?  

And when I was six. I’m sure I told you this… Me dad took me down the sea. The Irish sea. And 
taught me how to hold me breath underwater. He timed me. I could hold me breath for ninety-
three seconds. That’s one minute and thirty-three seconds, that is. And that’s above average.  

Me dad said I should be grateful, be grateful for two healthy lungs. Grateful I could breathe. He 
was teaching me lessons coz me mam died. He was good like that me dad. Me nana said me 
mam died having me. She didn’t though. Me nan lied. She lied all the time. Me mam died of 
asthma, me dad told me. Coughed herself to death.  

Me dad taught me to dance. On me seventh birthday he took me here. Right here, Ava, to the 
edge of the world and he taught me. And he said forget about them discos and clubs and 
parties. He said this is where you dance, Ava, right here at the edge of your world with the wind 
in your hair and the salt water on your skin. You’ll feel the pound of the earth he said and there 
ain’t a beat like it.  

There are other worlds Ava. Other places like this. What are you laughing at? He had a thing, my 
dad, a thing about the stars and all that. Parallel universes and parallel lives. He always said, he 
said this a lot, that if this world weren’t working for you then just close your eyes and think of a 
world that is. Cos chances are, things are fine for you somewhere else, in another world.  

When I was eight. He broke my heart. It’s when it all changed. He said it wasn’t right that his girl 
has never seen a night sky as it should be seen. And he was getting all worked up. And he says 
‘we’re off, I’m taking my girl to Exmoor.’ He says, ‘my girl will see a night sky that would live with 
her for ever. She’ll see three thousand stars shimmering and twinkling in a sky the colour of ink.’  

And we go down the stairs and out, down Coronation Terrace and we turns the corner and then I 
realises he’s not there. I’m on me own. And I stands there for a while. Waiting. And waiting. He 
don’t come back. After a while I goes back to the house. And in me head I tells myself he’s 
magic. I tells myself he’s gone to the other world he always talks about. It’s what he done.  

The drugs made him behave that way. We can’t help it Ava. The things we do. People. We do 
what we do. We can’t escape from what we are. Even when we hates ourselves for it.  


