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About the Book

It is 1989 and under the searing heat of the Ibizan sun two people look for answers amongst the throng of the island’s holiday-makers. Over the course of a week the lives of these two strangers are pulled together with explosive consequences.

Craig Turner is a body-building former British fascist living under a Witness Protection Scheme. After providing key evidence to dismantle a facist movement that threatened to swamp the north of England, he is hiding in Peterborough with a new name and a dying relationship. A holiday in Ibiza offers the possibility of a brief escape.

Ana is a beautiful Hungarian working in a hotel bar at night and spending her days scouring the island in the hope of finding an ageing German who looms large over her family’s history. Together, Ana and Turner form a delicate and surprisingly tender alliance. They search together for the man Ana has pursued across Europe, but as the net draws in, Craig’s past catches up with them both.

Gripping and moving in equal parts, San Carlos is an exciting new novel that packs a tremendous punch.


About the Author

Neil Forsyth was born in Glasgow in 1978. He is the author of five previous books including Other People’s Money, his biography of teenage fraudster Elliot Castro which has been published in six countries and is currently being developed as a feature film. His trilogy of Bob Servant humour books have become cult favourites, likened to the absurdist comedy of Peter Cook and Spike Milligan they have been adapted by Forsyth for both Radio Four and for BBC Television. His debut novel Let Them Come Through was critically acclaimed in both Britain and the United States. He is working on his next book and continues to write for television and radio. He lives in London.
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‘Spain is a rubbish dump full of Nazis.’

Violetta Friedman, Auschwitz survivor,

January 1995


Friday


 

YOU HOPE, YOU just fucking hope, that once she’s looked at you and not said anything and taken off her jacket and put her handbag on that stool, that she’ll say to you while she’s doing something else, ‘By the way, they can’t meet us tonight.’

You’d burn up when she said they, like it’s only you, her and those two in the world and you’d burn up because that’s how it would feel. But she doesn’t say they can’t meet you tonight. She doesn’t say anything. She just comes in and legs it upstairs. So you’re meeting them tonight. You look at the clock. Bang on five. Every night.

You’re standing in the lounge next to the couch and chairs that she picked out and you paid for at MFI. You walk through to the back bedroom where the bed’s against the wall. Not pushed up against the wall but lifted on its edge and leaning right into the wall like that.

When you got the free weights and the rail it was OK to just push the bed against the wall. When you got the Lat Attack the room was a bit crowded. When you got the Shoulder Moulder it didn’t fit. You’d put down the Shoulder Moulder, still in its box with the photo of some boy in a leotard pretending to use the Shoulder Moulder, and had a good look at the back bedroom. Then you’d walked over and lifted the bed on its edge. The first time she came in and saw the bed like that you were on the Lat Attack doing three sets of 20–25–20. You were toiling like a bastard through the last sequence and she was holding a frozen dinner for one. You finished and waited.

‘You’ll have to bring that back down when my parents come,’ she said.

You didn’t say anything, just looked through the window to the patio where you and her once stood and talked about barbecues and sunloungers, about eating outdoors in the evenings and potted plants. None of that had happened. The patio looked the same as the day you arrived. Behind the glass that she called French windows.

‘Just put it back down when my parents come, OK?’

‘Yeah, of course, no problem.’

Her parents never came. The day you lifted the bed on its side must have been three months after you took the house and that was already too far in. The first few weeks, no later, they could have come and it would have been all right. It wouldn’t have looked too bad back then, you and her, and the way you spoke and looked at each other. You’d have faced a few awkward questions right enough but you would have coped like you always do. You would have said you fancied a change and that you’d lived in the north your whole life. The bright lights of Peterborough you might even have tried, with a wink at her mum and a check on her dad’s drink.

But after those first weeks there was no way her parents or anyone else was going to come. It was too obvious, spectacularly obvious, that you’d both made a mistake. And now, Jesus Christ, it’s got worse. It’s almost a year since you took the house. The lease is running out and there’s not been a word from either of you about it because you both know that conversation is not going to be much fun.

Peterborough was temporary. Get yourself together after the trials. Talk to John Dickinson, take it easy. But it wasn’t too relaxing, truth be told, sitting in that flat with its shite furniture and no Lat Attack even though it was top of the list you gave Dickinson. Anything you want, he’d told you and that had been number one.

No Lat Attack and not allowed to join a gym because of the list that John Dickinson had given you when you gave him yours. Football matches, gyms, political demonstrations, city-centre bars at the weekend, airports, seaports, train stations only by agreement. And on it went, page after page of places you couldn’t go and stuff you couldn’t do.

‘What’s this bollocks, John? What’s this about gyms?’

John Dickinson said that he didn’t make the rules. He said this was only for the first year after the trials and then the risk would be reassessed. You’d been left with nothing to do but sit in your new flat in Peterborough and think about what had happened. About the lawyers and the shouting and your finger pointing across the courtroom. Time and time again. And do you see that man here today? Yes, you’d said. And pointed. And pointed. And pointed.

There’s only so much thinking a man can take and you took more than most. A summer of living by John Dickinson’s rules had been enough. When the clocks were about to change you ironed a shirt and went into town. Saturday night. City-centre bars at the weekend. You’d found the busiest pub there was. The Moon Under Water. Next to the Dixons where you’d bought a washing machine and kept the receipt for John Dickinson. You’d only just got your lemonade when her mate was at your elbow saying they’d been wondering if you were a weightlifter. You looked over and she was beautiful, that night in the Moon Under Water.

You’d phoned John Dickinson at his office in London. Got through the password bollocks and told him you were staying on in Peterborough. You’d met someone. He cracked up.

‘In Peterborough?’

The two of you had laughed like you sometimes did because he really wasn’t a bad lad, John Dickinson, and he’d done a lot for you. But you’d done more for him.

So you stayed. You and her. The cinema, restaurants, bars if you couldn’t avoid it. Her curling her little hand over your arm. You guiding her along the streets with the slightest touch on her back. You got on well, to be fair. Next thing you knew you were standing on the patio with her at the house. The estate agent was waiting in the sitting room while you talked about barbecues. You’d gone back inside and signed the forms with that strange new signature.

You moved in and almost straight away it was game over. You’d got a bit carried away. Both of you, you’d lost your marbles. You didn’t even know each other and suddenly it was just you and her and bad, bad feelings. Anger and silence and regret. And the worst thing of all was that it just kept going. You don’t know why she’s kept it going. You don’t really know why you have. But the lease, that’s going to be what does it. There’s no way round it and it’s not long now. A relief, that’s what it’ll be. She can’t be enjoying this any more than you are and most of the time you’d guess she’s enjoying it less.

Here you are. Gripping the handles of the Lat Attack in the back bedroom while she’s upstairs getting changed so you can go and meet those two again. You’re flying through the reps. Your back’s buzzing. Latissimus dorsi. From the armpit to the spine. Your back’s seizing up. You let go and the rail hits the pulley. The sweat’s in your eyes. You wipe them with your palms. Through the stinging you see the bed. You know you won’t ever be taking it down.

‘Here they are!’ shouts Rog and the two of them stand up from the table.

They’ve sat facing the door so they can welcome you as if it’s their house. Like you should thank them for letting you in the door. Like they own the restaurant. If Rog had time to run a restaurant when his job was so important then that would be impressive. If his missus, Claire, had time to run a restaurant when she was so busy being a cunt then that would be a miracle.

‘All right?’

You kiss Claire and you shake his hand. You want to crush it and ask if it will affect the golf. You sit down and she sits beside you and apologises that you’re late. She says her work is a nightmare at the moment. Her work isn’t a nightmare at the moment. Her work is a piece of piss. Administration, home at five. But she has to get this in first and they smile and nod and wait for her to finish and then off they go.

‘Well, I’ve had some week myself.’ Rog shakes his head. He makes himself yawn and look like he’s on the verge of falling asleep right there and then. You want to suggest that if he’s that tired he just heads off home to bed. You want to tell him that he can have your car keys and get forty winks on the back seat.

‘I’m sure the two of you have seen the state of the market. It’s been absolute madness, mayhem. I mean, I did very well in the end but, Christ, it’s taken a lot out of me.’

You want to tell him that you don’t know too much about the stock market but you imagine that selling life insurance in Peterborough must put him right at the centre of it all. Every time the Yanks on Wall Street or the boys in the City pull a stroke, they must be thinking, What about Rog though? How’s this going to affect old Rog?

‘How are you finding it in the construction industry, Craig? Tensions mounting over there?’

Craig Turner, that’s what John Dickinson gave you. You wanted Don something after Don Hutchins, Bradford City’s number 9. When you were a kid you used to see Don Hutchins at the chippy on Union Street on Sunday nights. The others would chase him up the road but you’d cycle on the other side of the pavement, too embarrassed to go over. You remember him in the Bradford Mail saying he was a City man through and through. Then he signed for Scarborough. But, come on now, he was Don Hutchins, City’s number 9. John Dickinson said it couldn’t be done. He already had the forms and the passport. Craig Turner.

‘It’s not too bad. I think people are putting a brave face on it, Rog, you know?’

You think that calling him Rog annoys him. You hope it does.

‘Oh, absolutely, Craig, that’s what I’m hearing.’ He nods and frowns to show he’s letting you join him, letting you be part of this great study of the local economy. ‘We’re just all going to have to ride this one out. I never thought I’d say this, Craig, but Thatcher’s looking ropy this time.’

‘You’re spot on there, Rog.’

You only do three days a week at the site because John Dickinson said any more and you’d violate your compensation. It was all right there, to be fair. Irish and local. A few blacks. Good boys though. They’ve started sacking and you’ll be gone soon because there’s no redundancy needed for part-timers. Better you than the others. You’ve got the money from John Dickinson. Wages, that should be, not money. It’s earned.

‘Oh God, I’ve got to tell you,’ says Claire as if she’s just remembered something she’s clearly had in the locker since you walked in, ‘where Roger and I are going on our hols.’

You don’t want to look to your side. You can sense her stiffen in her seat. This is going to kill her, you think. Whatever Claire, her sister, says is going to kill her.

‘The Bahamas!’ Claire squeaks.

‘Costs an arm and bloody leg, Craig, take it from me,’ Rog tells you and shakes his head.

He’s so tired he wants to show you, but he’ll bravely battle on for now. You want to stick a sleeping bag over his head and zip the fucker up.

‘A drop in the ocean for a man of your means, Rog. The Bahamas, eh? That sounds great, doesn’t it, love?’

Her smile comes dangerously close to making you laugh. She looks like a ghost.

‘Lovely,’ she says. ‘Shall we order some wine?’

‘Slow down,’ she says.

You breathe and look out the window at houses you could push over. Look at that rubbish, your mum used to shout whenever there was a southern town on the telly. Two-up two-down, she’d say, give me that any day of the week. The northern way, the Bradford way.

‘Slow down,’ she says again.

She’s pissed and raging. Hardly said a word the whole meal but fairly made up for it over the coffee. She told them she was in for a promotion, that she’d lost half a stone, and that the two of you were thinking of moving to a bigger house. Bollocks, every bit of it.

Her head is slung into the seat belt and bounces gently as the car copes with the new roads between the new houses. You wonder how many of these houses they managed to flog before everything went tits up. You wonder why she does it to herself. Her sister and her life-insurance tycoon of a husband – because of that? You don’t have sisters or brothers but you know that’s not it. She’s slipping away from something. Ten years ago she must have ruled this town. Friday and Saturday nights she could have stopped bars when she walked in. Even now when you’re out together you watch the local boys of her age. You see the recognition and then the envy. Not at what she is now, to be fair, but more what she was.

One time she showed you an old newspaper. The Peterborough Advertiser. She was on the front page in a swimsuit to promote new water slides at the swimming pool. She told you a modelling agency called her mum from London. They asked for her to be put on the London train so they could take some photos and send her back that night. Her mum said no because she thought they might be paedophiles. And that was that. Her chance gone in the blink of an eye.

She told you this story when she was pissed and holding up the paper which had turned yellow with age. Jesus, you’d thought, what a thing to hold on to. That kind of stuff does more harm than good. You thought of the lads you knew in Bradford who had signed for City as schoolboys before winning a free transfer to the dole or the booze or the drugs or the whole gang. Young talent.

Her car door opens before you’ve fully stopped. She storms towards the house and all you want to do in the world is turn round and drive away. Drive anywhere. Drive to Bradford. Up and down the estates. Braithwaite, Buttershaw, out to Holme Wood. Lean on the horn and bring them out the pubs. Look who’s back.

She slams the front door and you imagine her progress, through the sitting room to the kitchen then the fridge for the gin. You know what’s ruling that swimsuit protégée head of hers.

Bahamas, Bahamas, Bahamas.

You don’t know where the Bahamas are. If those two at the restaurant had pulled out a map of the world, and you wouldn’t put it past them, then you could have probably found the rough area. Caribbean, you think, near Jamaica then. You’ve never been on a plane. Not once. You were meant to go to Tenerife with the boys from the garage a couple of times but it never happened. Sam Albright. You’d tell him you were going to go to Tenerife and he’d say, ‘And the struggle, kid, is the struggle going to Tenerife for a little holiday?’

And that would be you not going to Tenerife just so Sam Albright had someone to drive him about and open doors.

‘Craig!’

She’s at the door and using your new name like it’s poisoning her mouth. She waves at you and walks back into the house. You get out the car and walk up the path and wonder what’s going to be waiting. Surely not that paper. The swimsuit and the water slides and how her mum should have let her go to London.

‘I would have been happy in London,’ she said to you last time. Hold on a minute, you thought, they only wanted you there for the afternoon.

In the sitting room she’s drinking gin and orange. She’s on the couch and facing the telly. Teletext. Drinking, drinking, drinking and looking at Teletext. Holidays. Places and prices.

‘Get your credit card, Craig.’

‘Why?’

‘Cos we’re going on holiday, that’s why, now get your bloody credit card.’

‘When?’

‘Tomorrow. Look at that.’

It says ‘Ibiza – £119 pp HB’.

‘What’s that?’

‘Per person, half board,’ she tells you. ‘Get your credit card.’

‘I’m working Monday,’ you say.

She turns round. She’s holding her drink and you wonder if she’s going to chuck it. It’s a pint glass.

‘Fuck off, Craig.’ The way she’s looking at you is unbelievable. ‘We’re going on holiday tomorrow. Get your credit card.’

You take out your wallet and hand it to her. She can’t be serious but you don’t want to watch just in case she is. You go upstairs and get undressed as quickly as you can. You pull a T-shirt from the one drawer you’re allowed and get into the bed. Downstairs she’s on the phone. They would be twenty-four-hour, you think. That’s your luck right there. You wonder if you can phone in the morning and cancel. You’re sure you can. You can just phone and cancel and she might not even remember. You fall asleep and it feels a long time later that you wake up because she’s kicking you in the legs.

‘Come on,’ she’s saying and she’s trying not to sound like she hates you quite so much. ‘Come on.’

You lie there staring at the gap at the end of the curtain. You can see a bit of sky and a strip of the house next door. A little piece of Peterborough and that’s more than enough. It was only temporary. Well, it isn’t going to last much longer, that’s for sure.

‘Wanker,’ she says and kicks you a final time.
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ANA HAS ALREADY seen them.

‘Here they come,’ shouts the Australian.

It had just been Ana and the South African in the dinghy when she crossed to the yacht so the rubber had lifted clear of the water and made her lean forward to keep her balance. Now, though, the dinghy moves differently. It’s full of men wearing white T-shirts and they sit in neat rows in front of the South African. They’re looking at the yacht, at Ana and at the Australian. The dinghy is slower and it makes a new noise. It struggles and complains while it brings the men.

‘You’ll be all right.’

The Australian’s beside Ana. He touches her back and his hand’s wet from the ropes. His face is tanned dark around black sunglasses that show curved reflections of Ana and the water behind her. She gives him what he wants, in her nervous look back.

‘Thank you,’ she answers and walks to the yacht’s bow which points to the pier and the dinghy trying to connect the two. Ana steps round the ropes, lifts her shirt and ties it below her breasts. Her stomach is brown from early mornings beside the hotel’s pool.

This is the third job that Ana has done for the Australian but she hasn’t worked alone before. The first was early in the summer. He had stopped her in Ibiza Town to ask if she was a model, given her his card and offered her ten thousand pesetas to serve drinks at a party. She’d agreed and that night was driven by two happy Swedish girls to a villa near San Antonio. Four hours of handing out champagne and canapés to people who shouted at each other and took drugs laid out on tables.

The second job for the Australian had been on this yacht. An anniversary party for a Dutch couple. Ana and four other girls earned twelve thousand pesetas for the day. The yacht went to Formentera and back and Ana worked downstairs because she was the new one, opening bottles and refilling the ice. Today, she’d earn her twelve thousand pesetas out on the deck with these people.

The men’s voices reach the yacht. They talk, laugh and watch as Ana holds the rail with her hair twitching in the weak wind. The bikini and the shirt are already warm against her skin. In September the days have still been hot. It’s only in the nights, which arrive quicker and with hints of different weather, that Ana has felt the summer running from her. Once they were moving it would cool but not too much. The last time, in the room below the deck where music seeped through the wood, Ana realised the yacht was too old and slow to escape the heat.

The Australian is at the ladder, holding it steady. The men are quiet and look up from the dinghy that bangs against the yacht. Their faces are white or red, not used to the sun. Ana smiles at them and moves over to the Australian.

‘Welcome to the SS Victory, lads,’ he shouts. ‘I’m your skipper today and this is your gorgeous hostess Ana.’

A few of the men cheer and the first reaches for the ladder. They’re a mix of ages. Some old with bellies and bald heads that sparkle with cream, some younger, giving Ana the sharpest looks. When the first few climb the ladder and arrive on the deck she sees that their T-shirts are all the same.

Aztro Bank Boys’ Club

Ibiza, September 1989

Ana smiles at each arrival and hands them a can of beer from the plastic cooler. Some are quiet, nervous even, as they receive their drink. Some make a joke not for Ana but for the others. When the last one is on the ladder, the South African takes the dinghy to the back of the yacht and the Australian steps up onto the deck’s wooden platform.

‘Right, lads. Lifebelts over there if anyone can’t swim. Toilet downstairs. Free bar all day, just ask Ana.’ His glasses tilt as he looks down at her. ‘If you touch her you’ll have me to deal with.’

Ana tries to laugh. Twelve thousand pesetas but that doesn’t mean she should be here. She should be out on the island’s roads, continuing her search, but the money makes this a needed day away from the normal routine. Her wages at the hotel leave life here a struggle. Today would cover two weeks of petrol for the car she’d bought six months ago when she was new in Ibiza, when the fields were full of flowers and Ana had started her search.

The men move around the boat. The South African and the Australian are at the controls with their backs to the rest of them. The engine has started below and Ana only realises they’re moving when she looks across the harbour and the walls of Ibiza town slide against the sky.

The yacht was moored at the very end of the harbour, away from the mainland ferries and the smarter boats that park beside the restaurants, so it isn’t long before they arc round the town’s hill into the open sea. Formentera, the sister island, is stretched flat to the south and it is there that the Australian aims. The waves pass round the yacht and join up again at the other side. Ana is happy that they move so steadily but she knows this is because they move so slowly.

*

You’re awake and she’s not so you get downstairs quick smart. You can see your credit card but you need the name of the company and a phone number. There’s no sign of that. The only thing on the table is one of her magazines with Diana and Fergie on the cover and the headline ‘Friends or Enemies?’.

You turn on the TV and get the Teletext up. You only know how to find the sport. You try to find the holidays but it’s not going well and you’re near enough to losing it when you see TRAVEL. You hit the button and it comes up and then, Jesus Christ, there’s 178 pages. You can just about remember what her page looked like, and you can remember the price, but it could take an hour to get there.

You look at the ceiling that’s between you and her. Another cracking performance from her there, and topped off with the suggestion of a shag. That’s what passes for optimism round here these days.

These fucking adverts. Places and prices and cartoon attempts at planes that don’t look too much like planes. You think that Teletext must be a tough gig for a cartoonist. The pages take an age to switch. Who reads this slowly? Lowest common denominator, Sam Albright used to say.

You can’t remember the last time you shagged her. Whenever it was you’d have thought of Maxine, the only thing you didn’t want to leave behind in Bradford. It wasn’t hard to leave your mum the way she was. Sitting in the nursing home, calling you your dad’s name and trying to make a phone call using her hairbrush.

Maxine though, that wasn’t easy. She was shacked up with an estate agent somewhere up Whetley Hill but she’d still tell you, when she was pissed in Panache nightclub, that she wished it had worked out with you. You’d be shouting in her ear, saying you should give it another go, and she’d shout back that she’d call you Monday and she never did once, even after you bought the answering machine. You still thought it could work though. When you and John Dickinson drove out of Bradford after the sentencing you thought about Maxine and how you were leaving her there. You idiot.

Maxine would have heard of course. Everyone in Bradford heard on the first day of the first trial. You were supposed to be protected. The Bradford Mail had called you ‘Mr X’. But this was Bradford. Security guards and secretaries, court officers and cleaners. When you ducked in the back door, while the coppers waved their guns at the rioters, your name escaped out the front and wrote itself in the sky above the city. Sam Albright’s going down, the people whispered, and guess who’s doing it?

The adverts flick by but they’re just background now. You’re seeing yourself from behind, walking tall in the suit that John Dickinson bought you. Past the side door, up the steps, along the corridor. Waiting, waiting and then through the door. The room was more than full. People were standing at the back. Sam Albright and his four pals sat in a row and looked at you like you’d just told them the secret of life. They looked at you like you were God and the Devil tied together and to them that’s what you were when you walked over and sat down in that box.

It doesn’t do you no good, though, to think like this. Hard not to. Recently, though, in the last few months, there’s been days when you haven’t thought about it at all. Progress, no doubt about it. And still no fucking advert. You forgot to remember what page you started on but you must have gone through at least thirty. You could call up your credit-card company. You could say that your card had been nicked. But, no, that wouldn’t look too clever when they found out the booking was made from your own house. It would be one daft burglar to sit on your couch and book a holiday off your telly, in your name, with your credit card.

She’s up. She runs across the room and pulls the bathroom door closed but you can still hear her puke. A common sound right enough, and no bad thing. Usually you’d leave her up there, groaning and coughing like a tramp, and go through to the Shoulder Moulder and the Lat Attack for an hour.

These pages. Maybe the companies are all the same. Maybe they have all these pages to pretend there’s a bit of competition in the marketplace. You should call one and see. That’s as close as you’re going to get to a plan.

‘What you doing?’

She must have tiptoed down the stairs. She’s not looking too clever. Her eyes look poisoned and you can smell the drink. She looks at the screen and you can see it’s only then that she remembers. She laughs. Laughs and runs round the couch to her magazine. She turns it over and there it is. Ibiza. £119. Half board. The flight times. Four hours from now at Stansted Airport.

‘We’re not going,’ you say, ‘I’ve got work on Monday.’

‘We’re going,’ she says and she’s not angry or anything. She just says it then runs back up the stairs.

You stare at the magazine that you didn’t turn over. What would be worse, a week there or a week here? You’re not sure about the plane journey right enough, but you can’t say you don’t fancy getting abroad. Making your European debut sort of thing. The more you think about it the more sense it makes. You go to your jacket and pull out your wallet. You put your credit card back and find the bit of paper with the foreman’s number.

You’re not sure if he’ll be there with the Saturday shift but he answers on the first ring. You tell him you need next week off and you realise this is a right result for him. A man down without any effort. He says to give him a call when you’re back. That’s a long way from saying you’ll have a job to come back to.

You go to the foot of the stairs and listen and when you hear the shower you go out the front door and walk to your car. It’s first thing Saturday morning and there’s not a single person to be seen. In Bradford they’d be out sitting at their doors. Round here people live in houses ten yards apart and act like everyone else is invisible. If you say good morning to one of this mob they near enough have a heart attack.

You open the car door, reach under the dashboard and feel along the back until you find the corner of the paper. You pull it free, fold it in your hand and walk back into the house. The shower’s still on so you go to the phone and roll out the paper. You call the woman who gives you a number. You look at the sheet of paper, at the different combinations, and you give her a number back. She tells you to hold and then there’s nothing and then there’s John Dickinson.

‘You’ve just caught me,’ he says, ‘I’ve got to take the kids to tennis.’

You tell him you’re going on holiday for a week and he says that’s a good idea but he doesn’t ask where you’re going. He tells you to call him direct while you’re away, using his home number that you memorised long ago. He’s being a bit funny all round. You ask what’s going on and he’s quiet and then he shouts at his kids to wait in the car. You take the phone from your ear. The shower’s still running. John Dickinson comes back on the phone. He says he wanted to come to Peterborough this week and tell you in person.

‘Fuck’s sake, John, what is it?’

‘Albright’s put a price on you. I’ve got it from a couple of sources now, the prison governor and elsewhere.’

‘How much?’

‘A hundred. A hundred thousand.’

‘He’ll get some interest at that,’ you tell John Dickinson. ‘No doubt about it, John, he’ll get some interest at that.’

And John Dickinson can’t bring himself to deny it.

*

Some of the men seem drunk already. They smirk when they take beers from Ana and offer each other the ugly smiles she has seen many times on men when they drink like this. It doesn’t matter if it’s the farmers back home in Komoró or the rich boys at university in Budapest. They all look like this eventually. Everyone watching everyone else, looking for weakness and hiding their own.

The men are against the rails and facing inwards in a rough circle. Sitting on the platform in the centre is a fat man with black glasses and hair flecked by blond dye. Ana has already decided this man would be handsome but his weight won’t let him. He holds a can of beer pressed into his right hand but keeps a finger free, pointing it like a gun while he talks loud enough to beat the engine and the breeze that strengthens while they move further from Ibiza.

The fat man’s stories involve the other men. He picks one out and describes something that embarrasses his victim and makes the rest laugh. Ana watches from the controls, a small cabin open to the rest of the yacht. She stands behind the Australian and South African who smoke and talk about rugby.

One of the men lifts a crushed can to Ana and she smiles and walks back along the deck, the fat man’s voice growing as she nears. She steps into gaps between the men and moves with her feet tight to the hot wood, careful not to sway, knowing that would bring their hands, rapid and grateful, to her skin.

After swapping drinks for empty cans she finds only two beers left in the melting ice of the cooler. She walks back to the controls. Through the window, Formentera is a little closer than it was. The glass is cracked, with lines of fracture springing from a hole in the corner.

‘We need more beer,’ says Ana.

The Australian turns. His sunglasses are pushed up and onto his head. He looks younger.

‘No problem,’ he tells her and goes for the hatch and the ladder leading downwards. ‘Bring the cooler over and I’ll hand them up.’

The cooler is back beside the men. Ana goes quickly, her eyes to the deck. She takes the end of the cooler but with the melted ice it’s heavier than she expects and it slips from her fingers. She senses movement and looks up to see one of the men duck under the mast and drop down beside her. He’s only wearing a pair of shorts; they look new.

‘Let me,’ he says and puts a warm hand on her arm.

He’s tall with a thin smile and hair carefully guided by some substance within it. Ana sees a slim body never troubled by sport. His arms are straight lines and his chest hardly pushes beyond his stomach. He looks at Ana with a manner and confidence that seem strange. Practised, she decides, and unreal. She moves to the rail, leaving space for the man.

‘There.’ Ana points at the hatch and the man drags the cooler along the deck while she walks behind. It tires him more than he would have liked. His back bends and his arms shake a little while he pulls. He is breathing loudly when they arrive and the Australian’s hands rise through the gap holding a crate
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