[bookmark: _GoBack]She was a flower of promise, a nurse from the local cholera sanatorium. She made me no longer crave the vast seas and the taste of whores on my broken lips and shrivelled tongue; I did not know what it was about her that made me want to stay. 
My ship landed on Flatholm Island on the 17th of September, 1897 to drop off produce. I met Florence on West Beach while admiring the delicate beauty surrounding me, and then becoming entranced by the additional beauty stood a few feet away. She spoke of her patients and the lives that they had once had as if she had lived them herself, she filled me with curiosity. To the disbelief of my crew, I stayed with her on the island for many weeks; we were happy and rich in love. Before the cold autumn came, the bringer of bitterness and death.
During those weeks we were lost in the throes of passion, lost in each other’s embrace. And one night, once we were half asleep and she was in my arms, I whispered my love to her, and from that day forth I knew that I would stay on this island, everlastingly close to her side. 
Winter came, and along with its resentment came the escalation in patients. The day Florence was diagnosed with cholera was a sickening, saddening day. We were never the same again. She had been fighting for many years against the disease that was now killing her.
I spent what was, unknown to me at the time, my last evening with Florence reading Oscar Wilde soothingly to her while she shook violently and silently wept. “Some things are more precious because they don’t last long”, my voice faded as I realised what I had just quoted. She became stiff, her back arched. The silence was deafening. She broke it with a tone I had longed to hear since her body had been plagued, “Come with me to the beach where we first met. Her sudden energy and spring in her step left me in awe; I remained silent while walking towards the beach with her, my hands gripping in between the sullen cracks of her desiccated hand. Night had now come, the golden sands were merely sweeps of soft skeletons convulsing beneath my feet. The harsh cold of the black night had crept in over the hills, reflecting the deathly feeling I had of skeletal remains scattered around me. I remember the soft ebb of the ocean in the darkness, the slur followed by the peaceful silence that was soon broken by our feet, walking simultaneously into the ocean and sighing with relief. Here was our haven, our open fields where we would thrive. In the water she moved effortlessly, she was weightless. We embraced in the midst of the water, her lips touched mine and I was returned to summer; where we are happy, content and full of promises. My thoughts were broken by the parting of our lips, her eyes were no longer illuminated by the despair within them but now full of love and passion. 
“This is how I want to be” she smiled, splashing me teasingly and then humming a song that I faintly recalled. I started to hum along, and we burst into song. Oh how I had longed for an evening of happiness! I sang my heart out, I kicked my legs and I threw my arms in the air, I was overjoyed! 
I finished our duet, excited for an encore but then realised it had briefly ended as an acapella, I was unaccompanied. 
“Florence? Darling?” I call, but an answer seems as far away as the nearest hint of light. I search for her, I reach out, I shout, I scream. I am drowning in desolate hopelessness. I now know the true reason to her request; she did not want to be defeated by the very plague she had been fighting against. She left me in an open sea - something I now resent, stood helplessly in an ocean of tears. The light has gone out of my life.
I now lie here, in the hospital bed where Florence once laid her patients, with doctors informing me that I am dying of cholera. I scowl at them, “this is not a man suffering from cholera you fools!” I say no more, for repeating her name makes my body ache and my heart long for her. I yearn to weep, but the tears will not appear, for I have no fluids left, I have nothing left. I am merely a body, an empty shell containing nothing but the love for her and my withering will to continue with life. I have become my ship and she is the ocean; I am useless without her. I am plagued with love. I feel myself slip away, the last sight I see is of the flawlessly beautiful nurse stood opposite me on a striking beach. I smile, Relief.
