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The Swimmer 
by Richard Holt 

One morning, while running, Ollie Perovic thought he spotted a swimmer 

momentarily within the featurelessness of the new day’s grey, but he couldn’t be 

sure. There was no colour, no contrast. No light or dark. No horizon. Later he 

imagined perhaps he heard a distant voice calling but, as it was early spring, plenty 

of boisterous groups were using the foreshore—boot camp warriors and football 

clubs—so he thought nothing of it. No one passed as he trudged up the hill to the 

beacon and over to the footbridge. 

Only later that day, as he headed back to the office from Soup King, did Ollie 

recall the two possibilities, the swimmer and the voice, each as uncertain as each 

other. The coincidence of these memories brought about a kind of dread, which 

stuck with him all afternoon. He was unable to concentrate on the Pathways Report 

and found himself checking online news sites every few minutes. Though the media 

reported no one missing, his brooding uncertainty persisted. 

A week later, as he shuffled along the sand of Eastern Beach in the thickness 

of another fog he heard a call from the direction of the waves. He pulled off his 

running shoes and t-shirt and leapt into the water. He was a better swimmer than 

runner and had put three hundred metres between himself and the shore before he 

realised the icy conditions were getting the better of him. His limbs began to cramp. 

An all-over shiver ran through him. Looking to the shore he could just make out a 

figure on the beachside path, jogging in a heavy, plodding gait that seemed familiar. 

Ollie Perovic called, across the waves with all that was left of his flagging strength. 

 

	


