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the accident

anna

When people asked me how I met you, I felt a twinge of sadness, because 
our first encounter was strange in so many ways. We didn’t meet in a bar 
or at a party, on holiday or through friends. I told people you saved my 
life. But I didn’t explain that so many times I wished so hard that it wasn’t 
you who found me lying there on the road, knocked nearly unconscious.

On some sleepless nights after the accident, I lay in bed praying I’d 
wake up and discover my rescuer that day was someone different, someone 
less sweet, less complicated, more transparent. I liked that word, 
‘transparent’.

My memories of our first meeting were still hazy. So, I always told the 
story the way you described it to me a few weeks later.

This is what you told me.
You were driving back to your office after seeing a client, taking the 

scenic route around Sea Walls, when you saw what looked like a shadow 
on the road. But then you realised the shadow was a person, slumped on 
the tarmac, struggling to get up.

You remembered it was unseasonably warm. Pollen hanging in the air. 
Boys playing football on the grass fields of The Downs looked like they 
were moving in slow motion, as the heat of the afternoon softened the 
edges of everything.

For a split second you glanced across the river to the lime green woods, 
as if to check you weren’t dreaming. To make sure your eyes weren’t 
deceiving you, that what you were seeing on the road was real.

I’ve added in the colour of the woods, embellishing your description. I 
remembered the trees so well that afternoon. I was wishing I’d brought my 
oil pastels, to capture the burnished silver of a whitebeam, flickering, as a 
breeze crept through. Tall, brooding conifers formed a serrated line along 
the horizon, and I noticed the sprouting leaves of a lone copper beech 
looked like dried blood spilt across velvet cushions.


