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About the book

After a devastating accident leaves him blind, Gilly Adrienne returns to his childhood home on a small island in the Indian Ocean, carrying grief, anger, and a silence he doesn’t yet know how to live inside. The sea he once loved now feels like a boundary he may never cross again.

As Gilly begins the slow work of recovery, he learns to navigate the world through sound, memory, and touch. Guided by his fiercely protective mother and Lila, an occupational therapist whose quiet presence becomes something more, he is drawn back to the rhythms of the island and the pull of the ocean. Each day brings small reckonings: learning to trust his body again, to listen more deeply, and to accept that loss does not erase meaning.

When subtle changes in his perception begin to surface, Gilly finds himself suspended between fear and hope, forced to confront what healing truly means. Is recovery a return to what was. or the courage to become something new?

The Light Between the Waves is a lyrical, sensory-rich novel about grief, resilience, and the fragile space between darkness and possibility. Set against the breathing pulse of island life, it explores how love, memory, and human connection can illuminate even the deepest uncertainty, and how sometimes, the bravest act is learning to listen.

About the Author

Rose M. Augustine is a storyteller whose work blends heart, humour, and a deep sense of place. Drawing inspiration from everyday life, family, and the vivid landscapes of island living, she writes across genres, from whimsical children’s adventures to reflective essays and evocative fiction. Her stories often explore resilience, community, and the ties that bind people together.

Beyond the page, Rose is passionate about creativity, learning, and sharing knowledge in ways that inspire connection. Whether writing about the quiet beauty of ordinary moments or the mysteries that stir the imagination, she invites readers into worlds that feel both familiar and new.

When she isn’t writing Rose enjoys spending time with her family, caring for her mischievous cats, and finding inspiration in the rhythms of island life.
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Dedication
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For those who have learned to listen when the world went quiet.

For mothers who carry hope even when they are afraid,

and for anyone who has ever learned to move forward

without knowing how the light would return.

Acknowledgement

This book was written in quiet moments, between responsibilities, between doubts, between days that felt heavy and days that felt hopeful. It exists because of the people who make space for listening, for patience, and for becoming.

To those who have shared their stories of loss, recovery, and resilience, sometimes without even knowing they were doing so, thank you. Your honesty shaped the emotional truth of these pages.

To those who work in care, rehabilitation, and healing professions, especially those who walk beside others without trying to lead them or fix them, your presence matters more than you may ever realise.

To mothers who hold families together through strength that is rarely loud, and to women who carry love, fear, and hope all at once, this story carries pieces of you.

To the island that inspired this book, with its rhythms, silences, and steady tides, you are woven into every chapter.

And finally, to the readers: thank you for listening closely, for slowing down, and for trusting this story to take you where it needed to go.
Author’s Note

This story was written slowly, with attention to silence as much as to sound.

The Light Between the Waves is not a book about sight alone. It is about adaptation, about the ways people learn to inhabit the world when familiar anchors fall away. It is about listening, to the body, to the sea, to others, and to oneself.

The experiences and characters in this novel are fictional, but they are shaped by real emotional truths: the quiet labour of recovery, the uncertainty that accompanies hope, and the deep, often unspoken strength found in care, patience, and love. Any medical or therapeutic elements are portrayed with narrative intent rather than technical precision.

This book does not offer easy answers. It lingers in the in-between, where loss and possibility exist side by side, and where progress is measured not in certainty, but in courage.

I hope readers will take their time with this story. Let it breathe. Let it unfold the way the tide does, slowly, quietly, and in its own rhythm.

Prologue – Before the Tide Turns

Mrs. Rose-May Adrienne wakes before the island does. She always has. The house is still wrapped in the thin blue quiet that comes just before dawn, when even the geckos seem to pause between thoughts. She moves softly through the kitchen, barefoot on cool tiles, guided by habit rather than light. The kettle goes on. The window is opened just enough to let the morning breathe in.

The sea is calm today. She can tell by the sound of it, low, even, untroubled. A good day, then. Or at least, that’s what she tells herself.

She reaches for her favourite cup, the one with the fine crack along the rim that she keeps meaning to replace. It has survived years of mornings, of tea brewed too strong and sugar added without measuring. She wraps her fingers around it, feeling the warmth seep into her palms.

Outside, a rooster calls, then stops, as if unsure whether it’s ready to commit to the day.

She pours the tea. The cup slips. It’s nothing dramatic. No shattering crash. Just a sharp, sudden sound as porcelain meets tile, the cup splitting cleanly in two. Tea spreads across the floor in a thin brown line, steam rising like a sigh.

She stands very still. Her heart stutters, then steadies.

“Stupid hands,” she murmurs, though her hands aren’t shaking. Not really.

She crouches carefully, gathering the pieces, her fingers lingering on the broken edge. The crack looks wider now, obvious in a way it wasn’t before. She doesn’t know why that unsettles her so much.

The island exhales around her.

From down the hall comes the familiar sound of movement, Gilly’s door opening, his footsteps heavy with sleep, the way he always drags his feet in the morning like the day has personally offended him.

“You awake already?” he calls.

“Always,” she answers, forcing lightness into her voice.

He appears in the doorway, hair still wild, eyes half-closed, already reaching for the kettle like it belongs to him. Her heart softens at the sight of him, whole and solid and alive in the half-light. She watches him for a moment longer than necessary.

“Careful on the road today,” she says casually, too casually.

He grins. “You say that every day.”

“Yes,” she says. “And one day you’ll listen.”

He laughs, kisses her cheek, and the world rights itself again, slipping back into its proper shape. The broken cup lies forgotten on the counter, wrapped in a cloth, waiting to be thrown away.

Outside, the sun begins to rise. The sea keeps its secrets.

And Mrs. Adrienne, stands in the doorway with the smell of tea and salt in the air, thinking it's another calm, ordinary day, nothing special at all about it.
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PART 1 – The Fall
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Chapter 1 – The Dive
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The sea is a cathedral this morning, and Gilly Adrienne knows the liturgy by heart.

At first light he stands on the sand at Beau Vallon with his fins in one hand and his mask in the other, watching the bay exhale. The reef sits beyond the pale green shallows, a darker seam where the lagoon drops away. The tide is turning, gentle. Takamaka leaves stir and fall like slow rain. Somewhere behind him a rooster’s thin crow cuts through the hush, and on the road the first bus sighs uphill toward Bel Ombre.

“Bonzour,” he calls to the old woman selling bananas under a striped umbrella. Good morning.

She gives him a grin and two for luck. “Dousman, dousman, mon garson,” she says, don’t rush, my boy, though there is no rush in him today, only the familiar quickening that comes before water.

Jean is already down by the little fiberglass skiff, checking cylinders. He lifts a hand without looking up, a wave in silhouette against the rising sun. The boat is named Delo Dou, sweet water, in peeling blue paint, and its engine coughs with temperament. Gilly runs a palm along the gunwale as he steps in, a gesture as thoughtless as breathing. The tourists are there too: The Canadian couple with matching rash vests, the German man with a camera that looks like a small submarine, and a young woman from La Réunion, quiet as a folded note, who watches everything with the andante stillness of a person who prefers to listen.

“Morning, friends,” Gilly says, voice carrying easy over the slap of water on hull. “I’m Gilly, that’s Jean at the engine, and we’re going to visit the reef just off Anse Major. Twenty minutes out, twenty down, plenty of time to say hello to the neighbours.”

He runs through the briefing the way he always does: hand signals, buddy checks, don’t touch the coral, don’t chase turtles. He jokes about the parrotfish who keep the beaches in business by grinding coral into sand, and about the octopus who are nosy aunties under the rocks. As he speaks, he feels the boat steady under their weight and every bit of tension in the tourists’ shoulders relax by degrees. It’s an art, this delicate loosening of strangers. He likes it better than the days he spends doing airport pick-ups or ferrying honeymooners out to take selfies with granite boulders. The reef doesn’t ask for performance. It offers and you answer.

Jean passes him a cylinder and Gilly checks the O-ring, listens for the soft hiss that means the world is open. “Two-one-oh bar,” he calls, and they go down the line. His fingers move instinctively: straps, buckles, buckles, straps. A last glance at the sky. He slides the mask over his face and tips backward into the morning.

Water enfolds him with its old, cold mouth. For a heartbeat Gilly hangs between sun and seabed, a blur of silver bubbles rising around his cheeks like beads, then he angles his fins and descends. The surface becomes a mirror that shrinks and softens; below it, the colour shifts from green to blue to that secret shade he has never been able to name. His ears pop once, twice. He swallows. The island, with its frayed roads and rusted gutters, dissolves into a world where everything is carried and everything is held.

The reef emerges not as a wall but as a city of unfamiliar architecture, full of sharp gestures and soft spines. There are plate corals like the steps of a spiral staircase and fat boulders patched with crusted orange; the staghorn thickets look like broken antlers in a snowless wood. A parrotfish scrapes at a rock, grinding slowly as if chewing his cud; the sound is faint and sandpapery and pleasing. A pair of Moorish idols flick past, their fins drawing pale ribbons in water that accepts every mark and erases none. The Canadian woman grips her partner’s hand and points, and Gilly follows the line of her finger to a hawksbill turtle rising from behind a brain coral with the gravity of a saint. Its shell is tattooed with amber and tar. It moves its beak and the world appears to sigh.

Gilly’s breath slows: in, out; in, out. He has always loved this, the way his body becomes a metronome that measures something older than time. He remembers his father’s hand firm on his shoulder when he came up too fast, remembers the stringy smell of neoprene hung on a line and the sweet rot of sea grass when the tide goes out. He remembers, but the remembering is a quiet hum now, a low-string note under the brass clarity of the fish.

He looks back and counts masks: one, two, three, four. Good. The German’s camera light blinks a steady red. Gilly turns his wrist to check his gauge, one hundred and fifty, and leads the group toward a channel where the current sneaks through and brushes the reef with a lover’s impudence. Here, the soft corals sway like dancers in long skirts; here, a moray eel shows his teeth then slides backward into a hole, embarrassed at being seen.

He points to a crevice, makes the sign for lionfish. The Réunionnaise nods and narrows her eyes as if she can already feel the fine-spun fins against her skin. He motions for them to keep distance, and they obey, for once. That’s another small liturgy, the way a circle of strangers becomes a brief community. It makes him feel like a conductor of currents and breath.

At twenty-two minutes, he taps his tank with a bolt snap. The clear ring carries. He gathers them, points upward, logs the slow ascent in the spaces between his heartbeats. At the safety stop, he looks at Jean, who is just a smear of shadow above, a dark leaf in a lit pond, and lifts his hand: OK. Jean answers in the lazy way of men who have been OK a long time.

They break the surface with the same delicate punctuation with which they left it. The world becomes noisy again: gulls, engine, the distant yip of a dog onshore. Sun lays a clean, hot hand on Gilly’s face. He closes his eyes and lets it burn the rime of the water away.

They climb into the boat one by one, shedding water like seals. The Canadian woman laughs a little too loudly as she recounts the turtle to herself, as if she needs to hold it by making sound. The German man pulls his mask to his forehead and checks his camera with surgical concentration. The quiet woman from Réunion says nothing, but her lips are parted and she moves as if trying not to spill.

“How was that?” Gilly asks, peeling his wet suit to his waist.

The Canadian woman kisses her partner’s cheek, theatrical. “Oh my God,” she says. “I could live down there.”

“You’d miss bread,” Jean says, passing out segments of a baguette from a plastic bag. “And rum.”

“Bread and rum down there,” the German murmurs, and for the first time he smiles. “Heaven.”

They drift for a while, letting the boat roll on the swell. On the headland, breadfruit trees stand in shaggy groups as if gossiping; a fisherman throws his cast net and it lifts and opens and falls with the sorrowful grace of something tired of being beautiful. The air is a clean salt that rubs the back of the throat and tastes like metal and light. Gilly eats his share of bread, eats the morning, eats the simple, dumb fact of being alive.

Jean taps the fuel gauge with a knuckle. “Enough to take the long way back, an ba lo lakot?” he asks, down along the coast.

“Ou konn nou klyan,” Gilly says, you know our clients, and looks to the tourists. “More coastline? Granite, hidden coves, maybe a flying fish if he’s kind.”

They agree in a chorus, of course. This is what a morning like this does: it convinces you that more is possible.

They idle along the arc of the bay. The granite rises from water in rounded leaps, knuckled boulders stacked as if some bored god left his toys out. Takamaka branches crane to see themselves in the sea and the sea, coy, pretends gratitude. A heron watches them with the milky disdain of birds. Between coves, the water turns the colour of old glass bottles, a green that holds shadows in its fists.

Gilly points out the marked paths that zigzag up to Anse Major, tells them how he and his brother used to run those tracks in cheap sneakers slick with mud, arriving with palms full of scratches and mouths full of laughter. He tells them about his father taking him out at first light in a pirogue with a hole they had to keep bailing with an ice-cream tub, about the long, thin fish with mirrors down their sides that would fling themselves into the boat as if they’d changed their minds about their own element. He doesn’t tell them about pacing the house at night when he can’t sleep, counting tiles with his toes; that belongs to other, later chapters of a story he hasn’t agreed to tell.

“Look,” the Réunionnaise says suddenly, voice small with awe. “Flying fish.”

They break the skin like bright mistakes, skipping on their pectorals, leaving short silver commas where they land. Everyone leans to watch them. The boat lists and rights itself, patient.

“Lucky day,” Jean says. “Maybe you all go buy a bingo ticket.”

“Have you always lived here?” the Canadian man asks Gilly. He means the island, but the question lands in Gilly as something else.

He wipes his hands on a towel and then on his thighs, a boy’s habit he has never unlearned. “Aret al rod ayer,” his mother used to say, stop looking elsewhere, but she didn’t mean the sea.

“Mostly,” he answers. “Enough to know a good day when I see one.”

The engine changes tone. Jean frowns, taps the casing as though the machine has disrespected him personally. It evens out again. The tourists don’t notice. Gilly watches the sky as if it is a person’s face he loves. The sun has climbed out of its soft gold and into the clean white that will make granite squint. He squints back. He has always preferred the sea before ten a.m., when it still remembers the moon.

“Back before the buses get angry,” Jean says. “We go.”

They turn toward Beau Vallon and the boat finds its own groove through the small chop. Spray feathers over the bow and dries almost before it lands. Gilly settles on the gunwale, one hand casual on the rail, the other shielding his eyes as if the light is a secret he has to bargain with.

The Canadian woman hums under her breath; the German scrolls through his captures, his eyebrows making polite adjustments to joy; the Réunionnaise stares where the boat has been, as if the past might call something back.

Gilly lets the engine’s thrum set a bass line in his chest. He feels for the things he doesn’t look at: the gummy varnish on the bench, the faint nick in the rail where Jean dropped a knife last week, the breadcrumb grit sticking to the arch of his foot. He knows this boat the way he knows the alphabet of currents and the grammar of wind, the same way he knows the slope of his mother’s shoulders when she is too tired to complain.

“After lunch, ou pare?” Jean says low, a sideways glance. You ready.

“For what?”

“For nothing,” Jean says, which is usually everything. “Come with me to Bel Ombre, help me talk to that man about the prop. And maybe,” He tilts his chin toward the road, toward a motorcycle that belongs to a version of a day that hasn’t happened yet. “En pti letour, ketfwa.” A little outing, maybe. Gilly smiles without showing his teeth. “We’ll see.”

They beach the boat on the gentlest shoulder of sand and unload the gear. The Canadians press damp notes into Gilly’s hand and the German, stiff with sincerity, says, “Thank you for showing us the light.” Gilly laughs, soft, at the accident of the phrase. The Réunionnaise lingers.

“You watch the water like it is speaking,” she says. “What does it say?”

“That it’s never the same river twice,” Gilly says by habit, misquoting to see if she’ll notice. She doesn’t. She gives him a look that is almost a bow and walks up the beach, the sand squeaking under her heels.

The sun is fully awake now and the bay is showing off, crammed with a dozen blues at least. On the far curve, a boy throws himself into a wave and comes up wiping salt and hair from his eyes, laughing, surprised by joy as if it had snuck up on him from behind.

“Ou pe vini?” Jean asks, tossing him the keys to the motorcycle as if the decision has already been made. You’re coming?

“In a bit.” Gilly tucks the keys into the little pocket inside his board-shorts, the one his mother stitched back on twice. “I’ll get a burger from Auntie. Meet you at the bend.”

Jean nods and shoulders a cylinder. “Pa tro tarde.” Don’t take too long.

Gilly rinses the masks in a bucket behind the kiosk, hangs them in a line like strange, transparent birds, and stands for a moment in the narrow shade. The water slaps and pulls, slaps and pulls, forever practicing leaving. He could spend an hour here, two, just letting the corner of the day turn on its hinge.

He goes to Auntie’s stall and buys a burger, layered with tomatoes, shredded lettuce and cabbage, dripping with tomato sauce and mayonnaise, wrapped in thin paper napkin that scald his fingers, hot enough to ache in the best way. He sits on the low wall and eats with the manners of a hungry man, tearing pieces with the precise greed of someone who trusts abundance but respects it too. A schoolboy in a rumpled and untucked uniform wanders over and asks for a bite; Gilly gives him two and the boy grins around his good fortune and scurries off, his shoes covered in a layer of dirt, with laces trailing.

When the last mouthful is gone he licks his thumb and wipes it on the paper, then wipes the paper on his shorts, then laughs at himself and wads the paper and jams it into the bin. He gets up and stretches. The world flares and sharpens, all edge and glitter. Boats, voices, salt, sky. A woman on a towel flops over with the seriousness of a fish making a decision; a man staggers out of the surf with a child in his arms, both of them shrieking with pretend fear; the bus from Victoria wheezes to a stop and opens its doors like a yawn.

Gilly checks the little pocket. The keys are there, a bright promise pressed against his leg. He thinks of nothing and feels of everything. This is the miracle of most mornings: you are granted them without deserving.

“En pti letour, ketfwa,” he says to the air, to the day, to himself, and the words taste good.

He walks toward the road that curves away from the beach, toward the bend where the takamaka make deep shade at noon. He walks into the light because there is nowhere else to go.

And somewhere beyond the bend, the island, patient as weather, waits to begin again.
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Chapter 2 – The Ride Home
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Evening leans softly over Beau Vallon, smudging the edges of things.

By the time they’ve pushed Delo Dou high enough onto the sand and rinsed the salt from the masks, the sun has dropped to shoulder height above the horizon. The bay glows with the colour of ripe papaya; the granite boulders at the far curve turn purple and secretive. Smoke from a grill drifts along the beach, smelling of fish and chilies. Somewhere behind the treeline, a radio plays an old song about leaving and coming back.

Jean wipes his hands on a rag and jerks his chin toward the road. “En pti letour,” he says. “Before you go straight home like an old man.”

Gilly laughs. He is still loose from the dive, his muscles wrapped in the slow rhythm of the reef. “I’ll follow,” he says. “You lead.”

The motorcycle waits under the same takamaka tree where they left it that morning, metal still warm from the day. Jean tosses him the helmet; it arcs through the orange air and Gilly catches it without looking, as if the island were cupping the moment, not daring to let it fall.

“Straight road,” Jean says. “Don’t hurt yourself.”

Gilly snorts. “You’re the one who rides like he’s a stunt driver in a film.”

“Is true,” Jean replies cheerfully, already swinging onto his own bike. “But I have more sense.”

He kicks his engine to life, the sound sharp and eager. Gilly watches the red taillight flare, then settle, then slip away toward the curve. For a breath he stays where he is, helmet in his hands, feeling the last warmth of the day drain out of the sand and into his bare feet.

It has been a good day. It has been a simple day. One of those days that looks, from the outside, like a hundred others, and yet it sits heavier in his chest than most. The dive had been clean; the tourists generous with their thanks. No equipment failed, no one panicked underwater, the turtle had appeared right on cue as if he’d been hired.

He tells himself he is only tired. That’s all this feeling is, the weight between his shoulder blades, the quiet reluctance to move. The reef has a way of hollowing a man out and filling him with its own slow pulse. It takes a while for the ordinary world to climb back in.

He slides the helmet on and the evening quiets, the outside sounds fading to a softer hum. Inside the shell it is just his breath and the small rasp of the strap as he tightens it under his chin.

The bike answers the key with a low growl, vibrating under him like a big animal waking. He nudges it onto the road and pulls away from the beach, the sand giving gently before the tyres find tarmac. And behind him the day closes one more fold.

The coast road unfurls ahead, a dark ribbon edged with fire. On his left, the sea draws a trembling line of light along the shore, each small wave catching and breaking the sun’s reflection. On his right, houses crouch close to the roadside: wooden steps, rusted roofs, breadfruit trees heavy with shadow. Children’s voices spill from a yard, high and shrill; a woman laughs, calling someone in for supper. A bus groans past in the opposite direction, full of uniforms and tired heads stuttering against the windows.

Gilly slips into second gear, then third, the gears latching with the satisfaction of a well-practiced answer. The wind pushes at his chest, cool and slightly damp. Salt sits on his lips. The smell of bougainvillea, faint but sweet, threads through the air wherever it climbs a fence.

He is not a reckless rider by habit. Not the way Jean is, gambling on gaps between buses, leaning too far into corners, trusting that somehow, always, the road will be kind. Gilly’s style is more like his diving: steady, measured, a conversation with the elements rather than a dare. 

Tonight, though, something in him wants to stretch. He rolls his wrist a little more. The engine’s hum drops into a deeper note. The bike pushes forward eagerly, hugging the curve as the road begins to climb.

Ahead, the sky burns itself out against the hills: a bright, molten orange at the horizon, sliding into pink, then soft, bruised purple. Clouds pile above the ridge like mountains learning how to be mountains. The first star pricks through the thinning light.

He thinks of his father then, as he often does when the day is doing something dramatic. Old Adrienne had never liked a quiet sky. On nights when the clouds gathered but the rain did not fall, he would stand on the veranda smoking, muttering that even the weather had become lazy.

“He would like this one,” Gilly murmurs to himself, eye on the road. “Plenty show.”

He takes the next bend easily, left knee feeling the press of the wind, the world tipping and correcting around him. At a small lay-by before Anse Étoile the road widens. There is a lookout there where tourists sometimes stop to take photographs of the bay, pointing their phones at sunsets identical to one another except in the way the phone-owner will remember them. Tonight the spot is empty. The railings throw long shadows over the rock below.

On impulse, Gilly eases off the throttle and lets the bike coast, pulling onto the gravel shoulder. He switches off the engine, and the sudden absence of its voice leaves his ears ringing, a hollowed-out silence that feels almost physical.

The world rushes in to fill the space.

Cicadas chatter in the undergrowth, their rhythm sharp and insistent. A gecko clicks somewhere in the branches above him, a quick, precise sound, like a pebble tapped against glass. Far below, the sea strokes the base of the cliff with patient hands, long exhales followed by a softer retreat, as if the water is speaking in a language too slow to rush. He notices, absently, how the sound changes depending on where the waves land, the hush of water drawing back, the soft percussion of foam folding in on itself, the faint, almost inaudible thud where swell meets rock. It sounds closer than it should be, intimate, as though the island is breathing directly beneath his feet.

He lifts the visor. Warm air rushes in, heavy with the scent of earth cooling after heat, dust and leaves and something faintly mineral carried up from the water below. The sky has shifted while he rode; the deeper orange has thinned, leaving a gentler seam of gold at the horizon. The island across the channel is only a suggestion now, its outline floating between cloud and sea.

He swings one leg off the bike and stands beside it, one hand resting lightly on the seat. For a moment he does nothing. Says nothing. He lets his breathing slow, lets the faint tremor of the road ease out of his muscles, lets the exhaustion of the day loosen its grip. The stillness settles into him, and he relaxes without quite realising he was holding himself so tightly.

For a heartbeat longer than necessary, he listens.

From up here, the road he has taken all his life looks like a thin thought drawn along the edge of the island. He follows it with his eyes: the curve around the bay, the little dip before the bridge, the steeper climb where the asphalt always cracks first after the rains. He knows its moods the way he knows the reef’s, where it will slip, where it will hold, where it will surprise.

He remembers sitting behind his father on this same stretch, the man’s back a solid wall in front of him.

“Keep your eyes where you want to go,” his father had shouted over the engine. “Not where you’re afraid to fall.”

Gilly had nodded then, though his eyes had already been there: on the horizon, on the place where the road vanished around the hill. Now, the old sentence floats up in him again, unbidden. Keep your eyes where you want to go.

Where does he want to go? Home, yes. Tomorrow’s dive. Next month’s bookings. Somewhere beyond that he cannot shape yet, the future always slightly out of focus. For today, this evening, this hour, the answer feels simple: forward. Just forward.

A small breeze stirs the leaves above, tapping them together like quiet applause. A single drop of moisture falls from a branch onto his forearm, cool against the warmth of his skin. He glances up. The clouds overhead have thickened, their bellies heavy and muted. Rain, maybe, later tonight.

He lowers the visor and swings back into the seat. Enough standing still. Back on the tarmac the tyres grip with a familiar, comforting bite. The bike rolls forward as
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