
Tracking back   
 
The year I turned thirteen the red rattler train on the way to and from school was 
the percussion of my dreams.  
 The zip of passing the back rows of houses. The bells ringing at the crossings, a 
perfect curve of sound that would pierce us in the middle as we rode right through 
it. The vibration under our soles. 
 I knew the way the clip-clop would slow to a drumbeat as we approached a 
new station. The rattle of the doors, the tattoo of feet, the beat of exchange and 
voices, the station master’s whistle.  
 The lurch and then the clatter rush zoom thread would start again. The 
feathery whoosh of trees being sewn up, the flutter of open space. 
 I can feel the texture of my schoolbag between my ankles and the shiny 
coolness of the handles in my palms as I lean out into the wind, and I know you are 
just down there in the next carriage. And you are embracing it too, hair streaming in 
a long dark wave. 
 Everything a rush of colour. Everything vibrates.  
 Everything has a texture and smell and sound and a breath 
 Everything rushes at me, away from me towards you, through me, over the 
tracks, and I want to change this but I can’t. 
 I can’t go back and show you how your smile lights me up. 
 I can’t show you that I am aware of every movement you make as you walk 
past down the aisle. 
 But I can save it up and take it home. Every beat. And this is the rhythm that 
thrums my dreams and caresses my sleep and all night I hold the thought of you in 
my arms and the percussion of the train we ride together.  
 (Where are you taking me?) 
 I want to go somewhere life is a pulse. Where you pass down the aisle and 
turn and your smile is an invitation.  
 And I can stand in the middle of the carriage and not hold onto anything but 
you and no matter how much the train speeds up, or lurches, or brakes, we are 
perfectly still and perfectly moving and perfectly fine. We lean into each other for 
support.  
 As we cruise past the crossing lights, past all the warnings.   
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