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      PART ONE

      

   
      
      ONE

      
      

      
      It was a Sunday night near the end of the summer when I first saw Eddie on stage in O’Dowd’s in Montauk. When I came in, late
         from work, they were playing Red Hot Chili Peppers’ ‘Under The Bridge’. It was a song they always played towards the end of
         their set but I didn’t know that then, just like I didn’t know how corny it was to fall for someone on a stage. I was twenty,
         that Sunday night in August, and young enough to think that the first time something happened to me it was the first time
         it had happened to anyone.
      

      
      You could still smoke in bars in New York back then and at first I couldn’t find the others in the smoky dark. It wasn’t until
         after I’d got my beer I spotted them, made out the shape of Ange’s curls next to the counter by the wall. As I pushed my way
         towards her the band moved on to the Rolling Stones. ‘Hey,’ I whispered, ‘they’re playing your song.’
      

      
      The joke was getting old. Nearly every band that played that summer had ‘Angie’ in their set. Usually they made a balls of
         it, weighing it down with more emotion than the music could carry so it dredged along or did the opposite, tripped through
         the verses like Angie was some chick they’d just met. But the guy on stage was doing a decent job, balancing everything just
         right.
      

      
      ‘How come you’re so late?’ Ange said.

      
      ‘Just as we were about to close, a table of eight showed up. Do you think Steve would turn them away?’

      
      Ange rolled her eyes. The band had finished ‘Angie’ and the singer said something I couldn’t hear over the clapping.

      
      ‘I called Pete,’ she said. ‘He says he’s never going to fail an exam again. He sounded miserable to be home.’ She smiled.
      

      
      ‘You don’t look too upset?’

      
      ‘Well, I’m missing him like mad, wouldn’t want him to be too happy!’

      
      We laughed and chinked bottles. On stage, the band was starting another song and I recognised it straight away: ‘You’re a
         Big Girl Now’. Dylan, Blood on the Tracks. As the singer played the opening guitar chords he closed his eyes, as if the music was taking him out of the bar to somewhere
         far away inside his own head. It was years since the days when I’d listened to that album over and over, lying on my bedroom
         floor, watching the vinyl spin so close I could practically see the music between the grooves. It was Dad’s before it was
         mine, but now it was nobody’s, put away on the top shelf of my wardrobe, along with the rest. I couldn’t listen to Dylan,
         not any more.
      

      
      ‘Pete said Damien was giving him the third degree about you. He kept asking if you’d been with anyone over the summer, why
         you never wrote back to him.’
      

      
      I could feel Ange’s eyes on me but I concentrated on the stage. There was something mesmerising about this guy, the way he
         was rocking backwards and forwards on the balls of his feet in the disc of light. Only a minute ago he’d been channelling
         Jagger, and now if I closed my eyes, it could have been Bob Dylan up there. He was getting to my favourite part, the part
         about the corkscrew.
      

      
      ‘Did you hear what I said about Damien?’

      
      A guy in front of us turned and glared.

      
      I shot Ange a glance in the dark. ‘I’m just trying to listen to the music, OK?’

      
      She was quiet then, but a pissed-off quiet that I could still hear, and when the song ended she turned to talk to Pat on her
         other side. I didn’t care. I was sick of talking about Damien, analysing whether I’d done the right thing. It seemed like
         I’d spent the whole summer doing that. The singer pulled over a stool from the edge of the stage and said he was going to
         play one of the band’s own songs, a song called ‘Falling’.
      

      
      You could feel the restlessness in the crowd when he said that. They wanted him to sing more Dylan, one of the big ones, and
         so did I at first, until I heard him sing. His voice was pretty high for a guy, and it was funny how different he sounded,
         Dylan and Jagger gone completely. The bass and the drum were barely traces of noise so it was just his guitar, simple and
         clear as drops of rain. As he sat on the stool, the yellow stage light lit one half of his face, catching the edge of his
         sideburn, making his eyebrow-piercing glint.
      

      
      I can still remember that feeling, that sudden wash of sadness that came from nowhere. It might have been because of the melancholy
         melody or because Dylan had made me think about Dad or knowing that I’d probably never hear the song again, but whatever it
         was, standing there with the hot empty beer bottle in my hand, I was afraid I might cry. Not that I ever cried then.
      

      
      When it was over, I clapped as loudly as I could, my ring clinking on the glass. They barely waited for the applause to stop
         before pushing into the last song, a lively rendition of ‘Like a Rolling Stone’. By the end of it everyone who wasn’t already
         on their feet was on their feet and I could hardly see them any more over arms waving and hands clapping.
      

      
      ‘They were good, weren’t they?’ Ange said.

      
      ‘The best band of the summer. Typical that I missed most of it.’

      
      As the crowd dispersed we found ourselves in a circle with Catherine, Rachel and Pat, who said the band had played before,
         back in June. The debate started, whether to stay where we were or to move on to the Starfish, if it was too early for shots
         of Jägermeister. I offered to get a round in and that settled it.
      

      
      Pushing through the crowd, I noticed it was mostly Americans, stressed-out New Yorkers on a mission to relax. At the start
         of the summer, us Irish had outnumbered everyone, but our numbers were dwindling as people went off travelling or home to
         repeat exams. Every night, every round, every drink was another part of the summer edging away and I wasn’t ready for it to
         end, to go home. Not yet.
      

      
      It was three deep at the bar, the worst time to be there, right after the band ended. As I waited, something made me look
         down the corridor towards the loo. A guy was on the phone, one finger in his ear. It was the diagonal line of sweat on his
         back that I noticed first, the barcode tattoo on his neck. It was only when he hung up that I realised it was him, the singer
         with the sad voice.
      

      
      I wriggled my way into the narrow space in front of me. I felt a tap on my back and turned to see Pat leaning through the
         crowd. ‘Nialler just got here – can you get him a bottle of Miller?’
      

      
      ‘Sure – help me carry them, will you?’

      
      The barman took my order fast, like I knew he would: I’d been tipping him well all summer. Pulling a twenty from the roll
         of notes in my pocket, I thought again how it was easy to be generous here, where the roll of notes never seemed to run out.
         When I turned to pass the drinks back to Pat he was bending down to talk to someone.
      

      
      ‘Pat! Here, take these.’

      
      Someone shifted in the crowd and I saw it was the singer Pat was talking to, his hand heavy on his shoulder, like he was pinning
         him there. He let go to reach for the bottles, shoving one in the top pocket of his shirt. ‘I was just telling this fella
         here how great they were tonight, even better than back in June.’
      

      
      The guy was smiling but looked embarrassed.

      
      ‘Thanks, man,’ he said. ‘Unless we really sucked in June.’

      
      Pat laughed. ‘I wanted to ask you about your name, Long Night’s Journey. Where’d you get it from?’

      
      ‘It’s a line from a Bob Dylan song,’ I said.

      
      The singer was rubbing the back of his head and he stopped to look at me, raised his pierced eyebrow. ‘That’s right,’ he said.
         ‘“Tough Mama”. You know your Dylan.’
      

      
      ‘You should meet Nialler,’ Pat said. ‘Now, he’s a real Dylan fanatic. I’m Pat, by the way. Patrick. Patrick Kennedy.’ He held
         out his hand.
      

      
      ‘Eddie Salerno.’

      
      ‘Eddie – a good Irish name! And this is Carla.’

      
      Eddie: it suited him. He turned to me and I moved the bottles to my left hand so I could take his.
      

      
      ‘Carla Matthews,’ I said, ‘since we’re being formal with the last names.’

      
      ‘Nice to meet you, Carla Matthews.’

      
      He had a good handshake, a nice smile. His T-shirt had a picture of a tree on the front with a guitar as the trunk. It said
         ‘Natural Rhythm’ underneath.
      

      
      ‘Sure, come over and have a pint with us,’ Pat said. ‘Meet the gang.’

      
      ‘Pat, Eddie probably has loads of friends here.’

      
      ‘No,’ he said. ‘I don’t know anyone other than Nick and Rob, who seem to have ditched me. How about I find them and then we’ll
         find you guys?’
      

      
      I’d seen them earlier by the door, chatting to two American girls, but I didn’t say that. I thought once he found them we
         wouldn’t see him again, that he was only being polite, but I barely had time to tell Ange what had happened before he was
         back again with the two others in tow, Pat dragging over some more high stools and introducing them to everyone as if he’d
         known them all his life.
      

      
      Nick, the drummer, was the best-looking one, tall with intense eyes. I wished he’d sat next to me instead of Eddie. Eddie
         was nice but he wasn’t my type, too small and skinny, like the bass player sitting on the other side of Ange, the one she
         practically had her back to. But Eddie was better-looking than him – he had nice hair, dark and shiny and soft. It was a pity
         he ruined it by letting it splay into the sideburns that took up half his face.
      

      
      ‘I think Pat might be what you’d call a fan,’ I said.

      
      He blew his fringe from his eyes. ‘I should talk to him, try to perfect my formula.’

      
      ‘Your formula?’

      
      ‘I’ve noticed the appreciation of our performance increases in direct proportion to the volume of beer consumed. I need to
         do more research to find out exactly at what point that is.’
      

      
      I laughed. ‘Well, I just arrived from work and I really enjoyed it. Especially that song, the second last one.’
      

      
      ‘That’s one of my all-time favourite Dylan tracks.’

      
      For a second I was confused. ‘No, not “You’re a Big Girl Now”. Your song – “Falling”, was it?’
      

      
      ‘Oh, “Fallen”? You liked that? Thanks. It’s the first time we played it at a set like this.’ He smiled and looked down at
         his beer bottle, peeled off the label.
      

      
      ‘You should play more of your own stuff. It was really good.’

      
      He shook his head. ‘Nah, you’ve got to be careful. People come to hear the songs they know, not our stuff. One of the first
         things you learn: give the audience what they want.’
      

      
      ‘Sounds like you’ve been doing this for a while?’

      
      ‘We’ve been on the circuit for a couple of years. Rob and I got together first, in Philly. Then Nick came along when we moved
         back to New York. But I’ve been singing and playing since I was this high.’ He waved his hand around the level of his knee.
         ‘So, like, since last year!’ He laughed at his own joke and I did too, he had stolen it before I could make it.
      

      
      ‘My mom gave me my first guitar when I was five. A plastic thing with a handle that you wound up. It played “Old MacDonald
         Had A Farm”. I was so excited when I got it that I bit it. I sank my teeth right into the plastic.’
      

      
      I kicked towards the guitar case on the floor next to him. ‘Should I check that one for bite marks?’

      
      He smiled his nice smile. ‘I think I’m over that now. But my mom says that’s how she knew I had a taste for music.’

      
      It was a terrible joke but I laughed anyway, a proper laugh, not faking it. He was talking a bit too much but maybe he was
         nervous. ‘So you’d your career mapped out from the age of five?’ I said.
      

      
      ‘Not totally. That took till I was seven, when Mom brought me and my sister to see Springsteen in the Garden. Ever hear of
         the No Nukes concert – I swear I remember the moment he came on stage. And that was when I knew that that was what I wanted
         to do.’
      

      
      I nearly made a joke about O’Dowd’s not quite being Madison Square Garden but there was an earnestness in his brown eyes that
         stopped me. I tried to imagine my mum bringing me to a Bruce Springsteen concert at seven – at any age. ‘When I was seven
         I wanted to be the back half of a cow in the school nativity play.’
      

      
      He’d just taken a swig of beer and he burst out laughing, nearly spitting it all over himself.

      
      ‘You know, that’s the first thing you’ve told me about yourself,’ he said.

      
      ‘You never know, it might be important.’ I drank some beer. ‘Anyway that’s not true, I told you my name.’

      
      ‘Carla Matthews,’ he said. ‘Matthews doesn’t sound Irish, is it?’

      
      ‘No,’ I paused. ‘English.’

      
      ‘Your dad is English?’

      
      ‘Yep.’ I didn’t correct his tense, swung my legs. ‘Nat Matthews. From Brighton, it’s a seaside town, in the south.’

      
      ‘Nat Matthews,’ he repeated. ‘Cool name. He should be in a band.’

      
      I don’t know what had made me bring up Dad, except maybe that they’d played Dylan earlier on. I glanced around to see if Ange
         had heard but she was deep in conversation with Nick, their heads close. Eddie chatted on, talking about the sets they usually
         played in New York, a weekly slot in a bar in the Village. They were hoping to do a tour of the east coast in the fall, he
         said, to play in Philly and DC and some college towns in North and South Carolina. When he spoke about the band his face lit
         up, his excitement infectious and, listening to him, I envied his passion, his certainty.
      

      
      After a while Pat interrupted to say he and Nialler were going to the Starfish. Catherine jumped down off her stool to go
         too, Rachel finished her beer. Ange turned and caught my eye and I could see she wanted to stay, just like I did, so I suggested
         one more, before we decided what to do next.
      

      
      We got one more and when we were finished Rob called it a night and went back to the band’s motel. We got another and then
         one for the road after that. Now that there were only four of us we talked in a group, telling funny stories that became funnier
         as the night wore on. I told them about the time Ange went for an interview in McDonald’s and got locked in the loo, and she
         told them about the time I got my leg stuck in the railings outside McCormack’s. Eddie liked that one, laughed a lot, until
         Nick told his story about Eddie falling off the stage at a college gig they’d played in Buffalo. Nick was quieter than the
         rest of us so we all listened properly when he started talking, even Eddie, who sat there with his arms folded, shaking his
         head. I liked Nick, how he told the story, the way he made us wait, and I wished he was looking at me the way he was looking
         at Ange.
      

      
      It was when I came back from the bar that the group seemed to have broken up, Eddie sitting facing the door while Ange leaned
         in closer to talk to Nick. Now that it was two twos instead of a foursome it was a bit awkward between us, until we went back
         to talking about music, an intense discussion about Bob Dylan, Guns N’ Roses and Neil Young that took us the rest of the way
         through the night, until the lights came on.
      

      
      Nick had gone to the loo and Ange leaned over towards us. ‘What are you two talking about?’ ‘Two’ and ‘talking’ kind of slid
         into each other.
      

      
      ‘Music,’ I said. ‘It’s nice to have a conversation with someone who has decent taste for once.’

      
      Ange made a face. ‘Oh, God, do you like all that miserable stuff too? Morrissey and The Smiths?’ She steadied herself on the
         counter with one hand and spoke to Eddie in a pretend whisper: ‘She’s my best friend and all, but between you and me she can
         be a bit depressing.’ She slipped off her stool and Eddie had to half catch her. I remember thinking then that I was glad
         I didn’t fancy him because I’d have gone mad about that comment in case it put him off.
      

      
      ‘I’ll leave you to cheer Eddie up, Ange,’ I said. ‘I’m off to the loo.’

      
      Walking to the toilet I could feel the beers getting a foothold. I wasn’t as drunk as Ange, but I was getting there. The bar
         was closing. What now? Ange might be flirting with Nick but she was on her way home – she’d never be unfaithful to Pete. Waiting
         for the cubicle to open, I made a face at myself in the mirror, a smile, a frown. Eddie was interesting and funny, a great
         musician, but he wasn’t my type. Damien was six two, rugby build. But Damien wasn’t there. An image of him flashed into my
         head: his head grazing the ceiling of his mum’s car parked outside my house the night before I left. He’d been talking on
         and on, how we didn’t need to break up, what I was feeling was only natural after everything that had happened, I just needed
         time to think. I’d been thinking all summer and I was sick of it. Why shouldn’t I have some fun like everyone else?
      

      
      When I came back, Eddie was on his own. ‘Where are the others?’ I said.

      
      ‘Gone to get some fries. Apparently there’s some late-night diner around.’

      
      ‘That’s right – Joel’s.’

      
      ‘You hungry?’ he said.

      
      The feeling in my stomach wasn’t hunger. ‘Not really.’

      
      ‘You want to go down to the beach instead?’

      
      ‘At four in the morning?’

      
      ‘I vowed after last time that I wouldn’t come back to Montauk without seeing the beach and we leave first thing tomorrow.’

      
      ‘What about Ange?’

      
      ‘Nick’ll make sure she gets home. He’s a good guy. C’mon, it’ll be fun.’

      
      He downed his beer in a final gulp and jumped down from his stool, bending down to pick up his guitar case. His T-shirt pulled
         up and I saw part of another tattoo across the base of his back. His skin was tanned.
      

      
      ‘What?’ he said, when he stood back up and saw the indecision in my face. ‘I’m sorry, is this a bad idea? You said you were
         working. You’re probably beat – you probably want to go home.’
      

      
      Home. In a few weeks I’d be at home for good.

      
      ‘No,’ I said, ‘I’m not even tired. I’m coming with you.’

   
      
      TWO

      
      

      
      His guitar bumped between us like a third person on the walk to the beach but he didn’t move it to his other shoulder. All
         night I’d been refusing his cigarettes but he held out a box of Marlboro anyway. I was about to refuse again but something
         made me take one. There was a crack as he lit it for me, I remember that, and the forgotten rush of the first inhale, the
         way he tossed the match on to the road so the tip glowed in the darkness before it burned out. He was a few inches shorter
         than me – it was more noticeable now that I was walking alongside him. But it was only a few inches, and it’s not like I ever
         wore heels.
      

      
      We took the back road to the closest part of the beach. It was nicer at night because you couldn’t see the rocks and the seaweed
         that rose up with the tide, like dead girls’ hair. Crunching my ass into the sand, I listened to the waves sucking out over
         the stones. It was like one of those movie-clear moments right then, like everything existed just for us. I couldn’t think
         of a single thing to say.
      

      
      Eddie had his head tipped back, looking at the sky. ‘The stars are gorgeous here,’ I said, ‘so much brighter than at home.’

      
      ‘The stars of heaven. You know them?’

      
      ‘Some. I think that’s the Plough over there …’

      
      ‘No!’ he laughed. ‘The band. The Stars of Heaven – Dublin band in the eighties?’

      
      ‘Never heard of them.’

      
      ‘They were good. I don’t know what happened to them. They had two really cool albums and then they just, like, disappeared.’

      
      There was nothing to say to that and we were quiet. He grabbed a fistful of sand and let it escape into a pile next to his
         leg. I was looking at it, thinking about what to say next, when he spoke first. ‘Shit. I’m so bad at this stuff. I have no
         idea how to talk to a girl like you.’
      

      
      ‘A girl like me?’

      
      ‘You know – a beautiful girl.’

      
      ‘Ah, Jesus! Would you ever fuck off!’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘Those cheesy lines might work on American girls you pick up after your gigs but if I was you I wouldn’t try them on the Irish
         ones.’ I laughed to make the words sound lighter, conscious of the way he was looking at me.
      

      
      ‘What do you Irish girls like, then? Some guy who swills Guinness until he throws up over your shoes?’

      
      ‘That sounds like the perfect date.’

      
      ‘It’s not a line. I am really bad at this stuff. Usually I end up talking to some music nerd in the corner after gigs. Usually
         that nerd is a guy and he doesn’t look like you.’
      

      
      I scrunched deeper into the sand.

      
      ‘I don’t go around telling girls they’re beautiful. But I think you are.’

      
      I stared out into the darkness where I knew the waves were. ‘Sorry if I don’t know what to say to that,’ I said. ‘My sister
         Suzanne, now she’d have the right response.’
      

      
      ‘How come?’

      
      ‘She’s had a lot of practice. She’s the good-looking one in the family.’

      
      ‘Is that right?’

      
      I could hear the sarcasm in his voice but I still didn’t look at him. ‘That’s right. She’s just like my mum, sallow skin,
         dark hair. I got Dad’s looks, which basically means I have to rely on my glittering personality.’ I thought that would make
         him laugh or at least smile but when I turned, his face was more serious than it had been all night. He picked up another
         handful of sand. I wished I hadn’t made that comment about Suzanne but it was the closest I could get to the truth: that no one had ever told
         me I was beautiful before.
      

      
      ‘Don’t let your dad hear you say that,’ he said.

      
      I watched the sand flowing through his fingers, slow at first, then faster. ‘He used to say it himself,’ I said.

      
      I knew what he was going to say right before he said it.

      
      ‘Used to?’ he asked. ‘Your parents split up too?’

      
      I shook my head, a tiny movement in the dark that he didn’t see.

      
      ‘My dad split when I was seven, moved to Philly,’ he went on. ‘Me and my sister had to move there, too, when I was ten.’

      
      ‘My dad died,’ I said, pushing my feet deeper into the sand. ‘He split permanently.’ It was a stupid thing to say, childish,
         but I didn’t care then. All of a sudden I felt cold and stupid sitting with this guy on this beach, a guy who knew nothing
         about me.
      

      
      ‘Shit,’ he said. ‘I’m sorry. Earlier – you never said. I just assumed?’

      
      ‘It’s OK.’

      
      It seemed like it was time to go, a good place to end whatever it was that hadn’t even started, and I stood up, my feet slipping
         in the sand. He reached out to grab my arm and missed. ‘Hey,’ he said, pushing himself into a stand too. ‘Sit down. I’m sorry.
         I didn’t mean to bring something like that up. Please don’t go.’
      

      
      Behind him the dunes were dark against the lighter sky. It couldn’t be getting bright already, but it seemed like it was.
         I dusted the sand off the seat of my jeans.
      

      
      ‘What did I tell you, Carla? I’m no good in situations like this. If you stay you can be the one asking the questions. I’ll
         tell you anything you want.’
      

      
      ‘Who were you calling after the gig?’ The question came out before I knew it was going to, and as soon as I’d asked I wished
         I hadn’t. It had been a girlfriend. Who else would he have been calling?
      

      
      ‘My mom,’ he said, folding his arms.

      
      ‘Your mom?’
      

      
      ‘Yep.’

      
      ‘You always rush off stage to call your mother?’

      
      ‘Actually, yeah, I do.’

      
      His face was half in shadow so I couldn’t see if he was messing, but something in his voice made me believe him.

      
      I giggled.

      
      ‘I know it’s lame. Not the macho image girls want to see.’

      
      I shrugged. ‘What did you tell her? About tonight?’

      
      ‘She wasn’t there. I knew she wouldn’t be. She’s in a folk band and they were playing tonight too. But I left a message on
         her machine so she’d hear it when she got home.’
      

      
      I only realised my muscles had been tensed when I felt myself soften, just a little. He sat down again, cross-legged, waiting
         for me to join him. I had to ask him. ‘So, it wasn’t your girlfriend?’
      

      
      ‘I don’t have a girlfriend.’

      
      I sat back down, a little further away this time. I was surprised by the relief I felt to know he didn’t have some girlfriend
         back in New York. ‘By the way, you guys get it all wrong. Most girls don’t want some macho type. They love to see a sensitive
         side. Next time you’re chatting someone up you should tell her that thing about your mom straight away.’
      

      
      ‘I’ll remember that.’

      
      ‘Do.’

      
      ‘So, what about you, Carla?’

      
      ‘What about me?’

      
      ‘Is there a Mr Carla at home in Ireland?’

      
      I laughed. Mr Carla – it almost suited Damien. ‘There was – but now there’s not.’

      
      ‘What was he like? A macho guy? Or a sensitive soul?’

      
      I thought for a minute. ‘He’s nice. I’ve known him all my life. We were in school together. Played rounders together. Now
         we’re at university together. He stayed at home this summer to work in the bank. His father’s a bank manager.’
      

      
      Eddie waited for me to say more.

      
      ‘When he told me that, I realised he was growing into his father. Literally turning into him. That in twenty years from now
         we’d be living in a house just like our parents’ houses, him driving a Ford Mondeo, me driving a Fiesta. And we’d have two
         kids, a boy and a girl, who’d look like us and go to the same schools we did. They’d grow up to be like us and the whole damn
         cycle would start all over again. It just seemed so pointless. And boring. So fucking boring.’
      

      
      The words flowed out on to the sand. It must have been the beer or the freedom of talking to someone who didn’t know anything
         about Damien, or even about me, that let me be so honest, and after all the months of agony over my decision, everything suddenly
         seemed as clear as the moon over our heads. I waited for Eddie to ask me more, but he didn’t.
      

      
      When I turned to look at him, he made an imaginary steering wheel with his hands. ‘That’s a car? The Fiesta? You could have
         driven around in a party for the rest of your life and you turned it down?’
      

      
      ‘You’ve obviously never seen one.’

      
      ‘So this guy, the Mondeo guy, he’s a maybe or a no?’

      
      ‘A no.’

      
      Eddie nodded and stretched back on the sand, resting his hands behind his head. ‘You only have one life,’ he said. ‘You got
         to spend it doing what you’re passionate about. It’s an obligation to yourself.’
      

      
      ‘Yeah,’ I said, ‘that’s it. That’s totally it.’

      
      He sat up again, quick and cross-legged, facing me. ‘So tell me, Carla Matthews, if that’s all so boring, what is it you want?
         What is it you’re passionate about?’
      

      
      His eyes were on mine, shiny in the moonlight. I wasn’t expecting such a direct question. I pushed my heel into the sand.
         Any indecision from earlier was gone and I wanted to tell him something that would make me sound intense and interesting,
         someone he would have to get to know. I ran through a list in my mind of things I’d tried and given up: painting and piano,
         even a pottery class once. The gap between the question and my answer was getting too long. And then I remembered.
      

      
      ‘I don’t know,’ I said, ‘I suppose the only thing I’d put into that category is writing.’

      
      ‘Writing?’ He raised the eyebrow with the piercing. ‘That’s awesome. What do you write?’

      
      I was the one to look away now. It had been over a year since I’d written a word, I’d probably forgotten how. ‘Oh, just stuff,
         you know. Bits and pieces.’
      

      
      That was when I remembered the play I’d written once. I’d forgotten about it but then on the beach the memory opened inside
         my head and I could see it all so clearly. Using an old copybook I’d written it out in marker pen, with scenes and acts and
         everything. There were even little drawings down the side. I’d hidden it where I knew Dad would find it, next to the ashtrays
         on the window ledge in the kitchen. He read it aloud while I did the drying up and Suzanne did the putting away; Mum was away
         on an overnight. I remembered that he read both parts, making us laugh, and that I hadn’t known it was funny until I heard
         it in his voice instead of mine.
      

      
      I must have spent a while thinking about that because when I looked at Eddie I saw he had moved much closer. His hand wasn’t
         draining sand any more and he put it on my side, in the gap of skin between my T-shirt and my jeans. ‘Don’t go all shy on
         me,’ he said. ‘Tell me about these bits and pieces. You love lyrics – I bet you write awesome poetry. I can tell you’re the
         poetry type.’
      

      
      His face was nearly touching mine, his breath nearly in my mouth so I could smell the cigarettes I was about to taste. His
         skin looked soft, and even though it was dark I could see the tan that made it even and smooth, not pink and bumpy, like Irish
         guys’. Right then, at that moment, more than anything, I wanted to be his type.
      

      
      ‘You guessed it,’ I said. ‘I love writing poetry.’

      
      It was the first lie of our relationship, out there before we’d even kissed.

   
      
      THREE

      
      

      
      It was weird how fast we became Carla and Eddie, Eddie and Carla, how suddenly you couldn’t say one of our names without the
         other. Anyone I’d known before, I’d known my whole life and I never knew you could do that; find someone on the other side
         of the world and slot your lives together, like two pieces of Lego.
      

      
      He came out to Montauk whenever he could over the next few weeks, and when he couldn’t he called me at the restaurant, all
         the time, until my boss, Steve, had to tell me to cut it out. He sent me things in the post, letters in his slanty black writing
         with articles cut out of music magazines that he knew I’d like. He sent me a postcard of the Brooklyn Bridge with two stick
         figures drawn on the front, and a beer mat from a bar he’d played at in the Village where he said he’d take me when I came
         up.
      

      
      I’d already planned to spend time in New York at the end of the summer, with Ange and the rest of the girls. We’d had our
         places booked in the Y for ages, saved up our summer money, but now that Eddie was there I decided to go earlier, so we could
         be together as much as we could before I had to go back.
      

      
      ‘Have you decided yet what you’re going to do? Are you going to try and keep things going long distance?’

      
      Ange asked me that, the night before I left, the two of us leaning against the wooden railing on the deck outside Salinger’s
         watching the sun blending with the line of the horizon across the bay. It was getting cooler by then: you needed a sweatshirt
         at that time of the evening and I’d goosebumps on my legs. We both had bottles of Miller in our hands, and I had a cigarette
         in mine. I remember I’d inhaled right before she asked it and I blew the smoke out slowly, not rushing the answer.
      

      
      ‘I don’t know,’ I said.

      
      ‘But you’ve talked about it? You must have. It seems pretty serious.’

      
      ‘You make it sound like a disease.’

      
      She laughed but didn’t say anything. Instead she turned to hear my answer. I kept facing the sea, looking at the sky, lines
         of purple, lavender, tangerine. From the corner of my eye I saw her push her sunglasses further back on her head, moving her
         curls off her face.
      

      
      ‘We could come back next summer,’ she said. ‘I’d be on for that and I know Pete would. Eddie could come over and see you in
         the meantime, maybe for Christmas.’
      

      
      She said it so lightly, next summer, like it would be here before we knew it. My stomach flipped and I finished my cigarette,
         grinding it under my runner.
      

      
      ‘Uh-oh,’ she said, when I turned to her.

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘You have that expression on, the one that means you’ve something to tell me. Spit it out.’

      
      I smiled. I recognised her expression too – her top teeth were biting her bottom lip, the way they always did when she was
         worried about something.
      

      
      ‘I was thinking of pushing my flight out a bit.’ I said the words quickly.

      
      ‘How long’s a bit?’

      
      ‘I don’t know, Ange, a week or so. Maybe two.’

      
      ‘But we fly out on the tenth and college goes back on the fourteenth.’

      
      I made a face. ‘Sure nothing happens in the first couple of weeks.’

      
      ‘It’d probably cost a fortune to change it now.’

      
      ‘It’s not bad, fifty dollars or something.’

      
      ‘You checked it out already?’

      
      ‘Yeah. I called them this morning.’

      
      There was silence for a minute and I leaned on my arms again, looking at the boats tied together, bobbing against their moorings.
         I thought about lighting another cigarette but the one I’d just put out had been my last.
      

      
      ‘Have you said that to your mum?’ Ange said. ‘She’ll probably go spare.’

      
      I drank some more beer. ‘Not yet. She’ll be grand. She’ll hardly even notice.’

      
      ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’

      
      ‘Nothing, just she’s so wrapped up in this psychology course she’s going to be doing.’

      
      ‘In fairness, Carla, she’s had a lot on her plate, with your dad and everything. And Suzanne—’

      
      ‘I know Ange, I know she has.’

      
      I really wanted another cigarette. I should never have started again. Across the bay the sun was blazing now. I swung my foot,
         bounced it off the railing. ‘Look, it’s only a couple of weeks. It’s no big deal.’ I turned to her, but she’d put her sunglasses
         back on so I couldn’t see her eyes. ‘I’m just not ready to go back, Ange. Not yet.’
      

      
      Her teeth were pushing into her lip again, turning it pinky white. She nodded slowly. ‘You are coming home, Carla?’

      
      My answer came without hesitation. ‘Don’t be silly, Ange. Of course I am. Of course I’m coming home.’

      
      *

      
      The first time I’d gone to America it was to Florida. I was eleven and even then I knew it wasn’t the real America, not like
         New York, but Mum said New York wasn’t a place for kids, that we’d go when we were older. On the flight everyone made a fuss
         of Mum, and I remember Suzanne and I being mortified as we were brought up to see the cockpit. Afterwards Dad teased me, saying
         maybe I’d be a pilot when I grew up, but that was silly because we both knew I was going to be an English lecturer in Trinity,
         just like him.
      

      
      Florida was fun but it wasn’t like the America on TV, it wasn’t New York and we never did make it there like Mum had promised
         we would. And that October walking along the narrow Manhattan streets with my hand in Eddie’s, I was glad I hadn’t been there
         before. He showed off the city like it was his alone, unfolding it for me, a movie set; the TV shows of my childhood coming
         alive. As we wandered through Central Park, I told him how, as a kid, I’d always include the little girls in America in my
         prayers, little girls who were in school when I was going to bed, in bed when I got up. I remember him laughing at that, the
         idea of me saying prayers for these little girls on the other side of the world, girls just like me but doing everything in
         reverse.
      

      
      The day before Ange and the others came up, we went to Coney Island and I knew we were going to talk that day, about us and
         what we were doing. And I don’t know if I’d made up my mind already, or if I made it up that day, sitting on the beach. All
         I know is there was still heat in the October sand and that sitting cross-legged, opposite Eddie, his knees touching mine,
         I could feel his touch in my whole body. And that there was only ever one decision I was going to make.
      

      
      ‘I used to think that Van Morrison song was about here,’ he said, ‘until I listened to the words properly.’

      
      ‘I think it’s about Coney Island in Sligo, where my mum’s from. It’s gorgeous there.’

      
      ‘Maybe we’ll go some time,’ he said. He was looking at the sand, doing what he’d done that first night, picking up fistfuls
         of beach, letting it ooze from his hands.
      

      
      ‘We’ll go,’ I said. ‘I’ll take you.’

      
      ‘Jeez. I can’t believe you’re going next week. The time has gone so damn fast.’

      
      ‘Like a jet plane,’ I said.

      
      He looked up and smiled. ‘We haven’t really talked about it, like what we’re going to do.’

      
      ‘No,’ I said, ‘we haven’t.’ I put my hands on the sand, steadying myself for whatever was coming next. Over Eddie’s shoulder
         I watched two little girls in matching pink togs run towards the sea, a little boy trailing behind. Every time one of them got
         close to the water, they’d let out a scream and run back up the beach again.
      

      
      ‘This might sound crazy, Carls, but I feel like you know me better than anyone else, anyone in the world.’ His eyes were still
         glued to the beach. In my chest, my heart picked up speed. ‘I know it hasn’t been that long, but I know – I know I want to
         be with you.’ He reached out his fingers towards me, so they were on my knees. ‘Having you here – it’s, like, everything’s
         better. I’m writing better, playing better. I love you, Carls. I don’t know if I can handle it if you leave.’
      

      
      I remember the way he sounded, the words hesitant and afraid and slightly raised over the noise of the fairground, the call
         of the gulls, the collective screams from the people on the Cyclone, speeding along its rattling rail. Behind him a woman
         was shouting at the little boy to stay near the edge as the white foam lapped over his ankles, his shins. All around us life
         was going on, crazy, colourful, New York life, and it seemed like Eddie and I were at the centre of it, right at the heart
         of it, a pearl of stillness and silence.
      

      
      I put my hands on his, felt the soft skin of his fingers, the smoothness of his nails. ‘Eddie,’ I said, ‘I don’t want to go
         home.’ I’d had the thought in my head but saying it out loud made it worse somehow, more real. For the first time I pictured
         what it would mean, being back in Dublin, walking to lectures in the rain, the cobblestones wet and slippery under my feet,
         trying to remember what Eddie looked like. In a week, all this could be over. I stared into his face, imagining not being
         able to see it. He’d shaved his sideburns a bit and his hair was longer, brushing his eyebrows, hiding the piercing. I loved
         his eyebrows. It was the thought of never seeing them again that made the tears come.
      

      
      ‘Sorry,’ I said, wiping the side of my eye, feeling the scrunch of sun cream and sand on my skin. ‘Must be the heat.’

      
      I tried to laugh and I nearly did, but I was half crying too. Eddie shuffled closer on the sand and took my hand, held it
         properly. ‘So, why don’t you stay?’
      

      
      ‘I can’t.’
      

      
      ‘Why not?’

      
      ‘You know why not! My visa runs out next month. And I’ve to go back to college.’

      
      He pushed my hair off my face. With his thumb he wiped away another tear that had followed the first. ‘I love you. We love
         each other, don’t we?’
      

      
      I nodded.

      
      ‘So don’t you think that’s more important than all this visa bullshit? It’s only red tape – we can sort it out.’

      
      ‘But what about college?’ As I asked the question, I knew he’d have an answer. I hoped he would.

      
      He blew his fringe out of his eyes and he smiled, for the first time since the conversation had started. ‘Are you kidding
         me? The best colleges in the world are here. Columbia. The New School. NYU.’
      

      
      ‘NYU.’ The name had power over me. I pictured myself in a dimly lit bar having a heated discussion about Hemingway and Frost
         over pitchers of beer, the clack of billiard balls in the background. Like Trinity, but not like Trinity. Not like Trinity
         at all.
      

      
      ‘I’d never be able to afford NYU, Eddie. Mum wouldn’t have the money for that.’

      
      ‘But that’s the best part!’ He grabbed both my hands, pulling them up and down on the sand. ‘They have all these scholarships
         especially for overseas students. I was talking to Nick about it and his sister’s friend is from England and she got one.’
      

      
      ‘Yeah, but I’d never get a scholarship—’

      
      ‘Why not? You’re smart, and there’s hundreds of different ones. Pages and pages, in this book I was looking at.’

      
      ‘You bought a book about it?’

      
      ‘I was looking at one in Barnes & Noble. We can get one. You’ll be as excited as I am. Imagine it Carls, you at NYU, writing,
         me getting the band off the ground once and for all. It’ll be amazing! There’s nothing stopping us!’
      

      
      It was impossible not to smile, and he knew by my smile that I’d made up my mind. He leaned over to kiss me, a soft kiss that
         seemed to seal something between us. I broke away first and he hugged me tight to his chest. Over his shoulder I saw that
         the two little girls were crouched together on the sand now, filling a bucket, tired of their earlier game. The boy stood
         watching them before running back down to the water. ‘Look at me,’ he called, splashing in the sluggish spray. ‘Look at me!’
      

      
      We talked for hours then, making plans about the kind of apartment we’d rent and what schools to apply for and all the places
         we wanted to go together. We talked until the kids had gone and the whole beach was empty. When Eddie pulled me to my feet,
         my legs were stiff, and it was only when we turned back to the boardwalk and I saw the Cyclone all lit up that I realised
         we’d talked our way through the whole afternoon and into the October night.
      

      
      ‘Come on,’ Eddie said. ‘You can’t come to Coney Island and not ride the Cyclone.’

      
      ‘OK,’ I said. ‘I’ll try anything once.’

      
      The closer we got the more rickety it looked. It seemed to defy gravity, this giant hurtling, hissing hunk of metal balancing
         on wooden scaffolds. I felt a wash of fear and almost changed my mind, but we were at the top of the line by then. Sliding
         after Eddie into the bucket seat, I imagined all the other legs that had worn away the leather, all the other people who’d
         been scared, just like me.
      

      
      Eddie turned to me and squeezed my hand. He’d been smiling all day, it seemed. I loved him and he loved me, really loved me.
         It seemed that the version of me he saw was the version of me I wanted to be, the version that only one other person had ever
         been able to see. And as the ride clanked off to a start I told myself that that was the most important thing, that nothing
         else really mattered at all.
      

   
      
      FOUR

      
      

      
      Telling Ange hadn’t gone well and I dreaded telling Mum even more. At least Ange had met Eddie, could understand a little,
         even though she pretended not to. Every day she asked if I’d called Mum and I’d say I would, that I’d call later, and when
         later came it was too late in Ireland to phone and I’d say I’d call tomorrow. Until tomorrow was the day of her flight home.
         The flight that was supposed to be my flight.
      

      
      I remember sitting on Eddie’s bed, dialling the number on the phone shaped like a hamburger. As I listened to the ring-ring
         at the other end, I hoped Mum wouldn’t answer, but of course she did.
      

      
      ‘Ah, Carla,’ she said, ‘it seems like ages since I heard your voice. You must be all packed up and ready now. What time do
         you land tomorrow?’
      

      
      I could hear her sitting down, making herself comfortable. I hadn’t expected such warmth in her voice, for her to ask me about
         the flight straight away. I was going to tell her, but I wasn’t ready, not yet.
      

      
      ‘Carla?’ Mum said. ‘Carla, are you there?’

      
      ‘I’m here.’

      
      ‘I think there’s something wrong with the line.’

      
      It was tempting, when she said that, to hang up. To throw the phone away and never answer it again. I tried to remember the
         sentence I’d decided on, the thing I was going to say first. ‘I think the line’s OK,’ I said instead.
      

      
      Mum made her voice louder. ‘I was asking about your flight. Am I picking you up, or is Ange’s mum?’

      
      I took a deep breath, pushed the words out. ‘There’s something I need to tell you, Mum. I won’t be on that flight tomorrow.’
      

      
      At first she misunderstood and thought that the flight had been cancelled, that none of us were on it, but I talked over her,
         not wanting to stop in case I couldn’t start again. As I talked about Eddie I was conscious that I’d never mentioned him before,
         not in a phone call, not in a letter. I stumbled through sentences that seemed to go on and on, getting stuck in them, like
         quicksand. I couldn’t seem to get to the point, until there was nowhere to go, except the point.
      

      
      ‘So the thing is, Mum, I’ve decided to stay,’

      
      I said, ‘to stay here.’ I waited for her to say something, but the dead air stretched between us, thousands and thousands
         of miles of dead air. I could picture the hall, the green curtains matching the cushion of the stool that she’d be sitting
         on. I could picture it more clearly than where I was now. I focused on a pair of Eddie’s runners on the floor.
      

      
      ‘What do you mean you’re staying? For how long?’

      
      I swallowed. ‘For now. For a while.’

      
      ‘What’s a while?’

      
      ‘A while, Mum, I don’t know. A few months, a year maybe.’

      
      ‘What about college?’

      
      I was ready for that one, more prepared. ‘I’ve been looking into colleges over here—’

      
      ‘What? Sure you’re in college here!’

      
      ‘Mum, the best colleges in the world are in New York! They’ve all these fantastic courses—’

      
      ‘And fantastic prices to match.’ She laughed, but it wasn’t a real laugh.

      
      I switched the phone from one hand to the other. ‘They’ve scholarships, Mum, loads of them. Some of them are even just for
         Irish people—’
      

      
      ‘Have you any idea what college fees are like over there? Thousands! Tens of thousands! I can’t afford that, Carla, not when
         you get Trinity for free.’
      

      
      We were talking over each other and I raised my voice. ‘Mum, you’re not listening! I’m not talking about fees, I’m talking
         about getting a scholarship.’
      

      
      ‘A scholarship? Carla, do you have any idea how hard that is?’

      
      ‘Dad got a scholarship to Trinity.’

      
      ‘That was years ago. It’s much harder now, especially in America. Impossible.’

      
      ‘Dad would never have said it was impossible!’

      
      ‘Your dad would have said that Trinity is one of the best colleges in the world and that you’re lucky to go there.’

      
      We were both shouting, and I hoped Eddie couldn’t hear the argument, how Dad had suddenly become part of it. My eyes flicked
         to my copy of Animal Farm on the dresser, the green elastic band that held it together. There was a photo of Dad in there,
         between those yellowing pages, a photo I hadn’t looked at since I left.
      

      
      Something Ange had said came into my mind, something that might help. ‘Look, if it makes you feel better, I can defer the
         year,’ I said. ‘So that way I have a back-up, in case it doesn’t work out.’
      

      
      In some way I didn’t understand, it seemed disloyal to Eddie to have a back-up plan, but at least it got Mum to listen. When
         she spoke next she wasn’t shouting. ‘That’d be better, of course,’ she said. ‘But I don’t like you deferring at all.’
      

      
      ‘You didn’t mind when Suzanne deferred her finals.’

      
      ‘That was different, Carla, you know it was.’

      
      A bit of silence passed between us. I reached my foot out for Eddie’s runner and pushed it inside as far as it would go. I
         imagined I could feel some of Eddie still in it, some warmth left over from hundreds and hundreds of wears, and the thought
         was somehow comforting. I heard her sniff. I hoped she wasn’t crying. ‘You haven’t asked me about Eddie,’ I said. ‘Don’t you
         want to know anything about him?’
      

      
      ‘Go on then.’ She sighed. ‘Tell me about him.’

      
      ‘He’s a singer,’ I said, ‘in a band.’ I waited for her to say something, and when she didn’t, I went on. ‘They’re really good.
         They get great write-ups in all the papers here. His mum’s in a band too. And she’s a photographer.’
      

      
      ‘So, you’ve met his parents?’

      
      ‘His mum, Bonnie. She lives in Brooklyn. His dad lives in Philadelphia.’

      
      ‘They’re separated?’

      
      ‘Divorced.’

      
      The word hung between us, a death knell of a word. I wanted to get away from Eddie’s parents, to say something that would
         make her understand. ‘We get on so well, Mum. It’s like I’ve known him all my life. I’ve never felt like this about anyone
         else.’
      

      
      ‘What about Damien?’

      
      ‘No.’ I shook my head. ‘I never felt like this about Damien. We were kids. It’s different with Eddie. I love him – we really
         love each other.’
      

      
      Mum laughed. ‘Carla, you’re twenty years old, you’ve known him two months. You think you know what love is but, believe me,
         you don’t.’
      

      
      I hated her then, her certainty, how she wanted us to fail. I thought of something important. ‘You and Dad got together when
         you were my age.’
      

      
      ‘We were both very young, too young.’ Mum started going on then, about faraway hills being greener, how she’d counted down
         the days till she could leave Sligo and come up to Dublin. I stood up and walked over to the window, pushing the slats of
         the blinds apart to look at the cars and the people five storeys below. My eyes followed the delivery boy from the takeaway
         downstairs, pedalling the wrong way through the lines of stopped cars, disappearing out of sight at the end of the block.
      

      
      I cut across her. ‘You loved Dad. If he was still here, you’d still be together.’

      
      It was a statement, not a question.

      
      ‘If he was still here, would you be doing this?’

      
      The words were designed to hurt me and they did, but I knew how to hurt too. ‘If he was still here, he’d understand! He’d
         have asked all about Eddie! He’d say it was important to follow my heart, that he wanted me to be happy.’ My voice cracked on ‘happy’.
         As I’d imagined what Dad would say, I could almost hear him inside my head, and suddenly more than anything I wished it was
         him I was having the conversation with, instead of Mum.
      

      
      When she spoke again, her voice was quieter. ‘Is that really what you think? That I don’t want you to be happy? I just don’t
         want you to throw your life away over some summer romance, that’s all.’
      

      
      I sank back on to the bed, twisting the phone cord tight around my index finger so the tip turned white. Something about the
         conversation had changed, and when Mum spoke next she sounded defeated, exhausted. I agreed to phone an old friend of hers
         in Boston, whose husband was a lawyer, and find out more about visas. I gave her the phone number of the apartment and Bonnie’s
         number too, in case she needed to get in touch and I wasn’t at home.
      

      
      It was getting dark by then and my hand ached from holding the hamburger phone.

      
      ‘How’s Suzanne?’ I said, to fill the silence.

      
      ‘She’s doing well. Out tonight with some new guy, a few job interviews lined up. I think it’s only just hitting her that she’s
         finished college, while I’m getting into the swing of it.’
      

      
      ‘How’s your course going? Do you like it?’

      
      ‘It’s very interesting, nice people.’

      
      We both heard it, how we sounded like two people who’d only just met.

      
      ‘I thought I might miss the lecture in the morning, because of the airport, but I suppose I’ve no excuse not to make it now.’
         She gave a little laugh after she’d said that, and there was something about it that jolted a sudden twist of love for her,
         the kind of love that made me want to jump down the phone line, to be there with her on the little wooden stool, and have
         her put her arms around me the way she must have when I was a little girl, when I fitted into the curves of her body as well
         as I fitted into my own.
      

      
      ‘I love you, Carla,’ she said. ‘You do know that, don’t you?’
      

      
      She’d never said that before, and hearing it then was sad somehow, a burden, when it should’ve made me happy. I wanted to
         say it back but the words were stuck somewhere else. ‘I know,’ I said. ‘I know you do.’
      

      
      ‘You’ll always have a home here, whatever happens.’

      
      I bit my lip, nodded a nod she couldn’t see. ‘I know.’

      
      ‘I hope you find whatever it is you’re looking for over there.’

      
      There was nothing more to say to that, at least nothing I could see then and we said goodbye. I remember that she hung up
         first, so the dial tone came on, before I folded the phone closed.
      

      
      It was strange the feeling I had, freedom and fear, mixed up together. I sat on Eddie’s bed, the phone still warm in my hands.
         I pictured her putting the phone back on the table before turning to pull the curtains across the front door to stop the night
         coming in through the glass. She might make herself a cup of tea to take up to bed, and when she passed the mirror in the
         hall, she’d check her hair, just like she always did.
      

      
      And as I pictured all of that, what she might be doing on the other side of the world, the one thing I was certain of was
         that there’d be tears on her face, just like the tears on mine.
      

      
      ‘I love you too, Mum,’ I whispered, into the empty room. ‘I love you too.’

   
      
      FIVE

      
      

      
      It was hot that fall and the tiny apartment was a sweatbox, hotter than it ever seemed in Montauk. I don’t know if the air-conditioner
         did much good but at least it drowned the noise of the TV that Eddie’s flatmate Greg kept on all night.
      

      
      Eddie was doing some sound work then, when he could get it, and with rehearsals he was pretty busy. I called into loads of
         bars and cafés looking for a job but in the end it was Eddie who got me one in a bar along the strip in Coney Island that
         was open year round. His friend Danny owned it and it was so quiet he could’ve run it on his own but he hired me anyway. Eddie
         came down every night to pick me up after work and I introduced him to my customers, big-bellied guys in baseball caps who
         drank Seven and Sevens, and taught me to play euchre.
      

      
      On the days we were both off he showed me more of the city, not the tourist spots this time, the real city, so real it seemed
         like it was nearly alive, the steam from manholes its breath, the black seams of tar its battle scars. East Village, West
         Village, Chelsea, Hell’s Kitchen, block by block I got to know New York, as much as you can ever know New York, because once
         you know it, it changes again.
      

      
      In Brooklyn we searched for apartments in neighbourhoods
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