
T o  w h o m  i t  m a y  c o n c e r n .  
  
  
So, as I looked out at the icebergs we passed for the second time, I held our hands together and 
stopped her as we were about to say something. The icebergs were replaced. They walked past us 
as the cruise ship sailed through the black with no notion of them. She knew more than I did as 
it had always been. We walked toward the back of the ship making the icebergs speed up, their 
faces blurring. From here I could see only the captain, nothing else appeared alive. It was 
impossible to tell if he gazed at the sea or at us because of his large reflective sunglasses he 
refused to take off, even during the night. He seemed to care as little about the ice as I did. 
  
Neither of us could recall why we went on the cruise to begin with. I vaguely remembered it was 
her idea but there was no point telling her anymore. We looked at the ices' crystallized purity 
and into the black that had surrounded us for longer than I can remember. I had lost track of 
where some weeks ago and I could feel all the things she had stopped telling me. The only thing 
we talk about now is the ice and it's memory of before. “I am afraid too many things have 
happened” she said, “I don't know” I responded, doubting every word. 
  
When she after ten or so icebergs said she would lie down, I started to slowly walk up the white 
stairs towards the Captain. I came up on the backside of the tower and realized that the icebergs 
were hardly visible from here. As he came to open the door the ship sailed as if he had never 
been there. He offered me coffee and time seemed to slow down. He said with great confidence 
hidden behind his glasses that he knew precisely where we were, and that we would see land 
tomorrow. When I asked for the name of the place he replied by saying that he had stopped 
thinking about names a long time ago. As long as he knew where, it didn't matter. “Anyway” he 
said, “cruises are not about destinations”. His white uniform seemed to have decided the colour 
of the ship, the colour of the ice. He had no memory of before this. I excused myself as always 
and went down to the cabin where she was lying deep in thought. I lay down and fail to be. 
  
It was still dark when we got up. The sun now filled the purpose of the moon. Her beauty in the 
morning frightened me, but I was so used to sleeping alone that I ignored it. As we came back up 
on deck, birds began to appear, and another couple on board the cruise started talking to her. As 
I was trying to convince myself that I didn't exist, I was interrupted by the couple asking me how 
we met. The captain, more so than yesterday, seemed to look down on us, following every 
movement we made, while paying no attention to the ice. I guessed that he, like the couple, was 
looking at her.  
  
Planes could be heard, but I could not see where. We sat down for breakfast, “twice the size” they 
said, because it was apparently our last. The couple were invited to join us and so they did. They 
told her to my surprise that they knew where they met, they even remembered when. She 
touched our hands while they were talking. They annoyed me less now because they didn't seem 
to expect any answers from me. As she began to talk, I looked at the ice. Everything drifted 
past. I excused myself as always and went back to the captain. I told him everything about her, 
told him everything I knew about us. When he found room to talk he described the nightmares 
he has in his intensely short sleeps. 
  
I wondered what the motives of the couple were. I wondered what they were doing to her now 
and what they intended to do. It had been like this for a while. The ship felt too big for us to be 
alone, even too big to be together. I knew that when we settled on land again everything would 
change. 
  
I went to the the deck and saw her studying the birds with the couple. As I watched them I began 
to slowly hate them all. It wasn't so much each of them as it was “they” together. I knew 
everything they talked about, everything they planned to do, but they knew all, that was going to 
happen.  
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