
Little Red 

 

So I, as I grow stiff and cold 

To this and that say Good-bye too; 

 And everybody sees that I am old 

  But you. 

-A Quoi Bon Dire, Charlotte Mew 

____________________________________________________________________________

__ 

“One week. That’s all.” Derek gave his wife, Kinsley a quick peck on the cheek. Kinsley 

smiled before pulling him into a final hug.  “I’ll be back before you know it,” he whispered into 

her ear. Kinsley wanted to stay like that forever, but Derek pulled away, giving her hand one 

final squeeze.. “Promise you’ll be here when I come back?”  

“I promise.” Derek turned from Kinsley and walked down the dock to where his boat was 

anchored. The boat was called Little Red. While they were preparing for this big trip, she got the 

idea to paint it. Kinsley always loved the color red. It instantly caught her eye, no matter where 

she was. Red demanded your attention and something about that appealed to Kinsley. Since 

Derek had never been gone an entire week before, Kinsley was excited to help him prepare for 

the trip because he was excited to prepare for the trip. So on a slow Sunday afternoon, about a 

week before he was going to leave, Kinsley proposed the idea of painting the boat. They had 

turned on music and spent the entire afternoon working on it. They were both covered in 

splotches of red by the time they were finished, but she was proud of her work. She knew when 

seeing the boat, she would always think of them together.  

Little Red was a stark contrast to the near white sky and the blue-grey water of the 

ocean. The leaves were starting to match the color. It was late September and unseasonably 

cold. Kinsley always loved autumn in Portland. She grew up in Florida, and it was always bright 



and sunny there. But in Portland, the leaves would turn the most beautiful colors and though 

she wasn’t used to the cold at first, she soon grew fond of it. Derek had lived in Wisconsin all his 

life, so he was used to chilliness. He would always tease her about how many layers she wore 

when it was fifty degrees, like today.  

Kinsley was so happy when Derek said they could move to Portland. Her mother and 

sister lived there, and Kinsley loved to have her family nearby. Her father passed away from a 

heart attack a few years prior, so it was just the three of them. Nonetheless, it was nice to be 

able to get together for family dinners whenever they wanted to. They lived there for four years 

now. Kinsley couldn’t imagine calling any other place home.  

Derek stepped onto the boat and smiled at Kinsley, setting the boat up until the only 

thing left to do was leave. The boat started drifting farther and farther away as Kinsley waved 

goodbye from the dock. She knew she would miss him terribly, but it was always so much nicer 

when he finally came home. The boat became just a spot on the horizon before disappearing 

completely. Kinsley lingered a moment, then turned around to walk back home.  

 

Kinsley was seated on a worn wooden bench close to the dock. A book lay in her lap, 

but it might as well not have been there at all; she was too busy scanning the ocean for that 

bright red glint on the water. Kinsley wanted to look nice when he came back but it was too cold 

to wear a sundress, so she settled for a nice sweater and jeans. The water was a strong blue, 

the sky a different shade. She could see her breath, but she enjoyed the brisk weather, though it 

was probably colder on the water. Maybe she should’ve brought him a coffee.  

The past week had been long and monotonous without Derek there. But he was coming 

home today, and Kinsley couldn’t be more excited. 

Kinsley tried to read, though it was hard to keep her mind focused on the story. The 

pages went by slowly. Kinsley kept reading sections twice because she would finish a 

paragraph and realize she wasn’t paying attention at all. The hours ticked by one by one, while 



she realized that not only was she not making any progress, Derek was late. Eventually, she 

was a hundred or so pages into the book when she realized she was having trouble reading the 

words. It was one of those days when the sun doesn’t set, but the sky gradually darkens. 

Kinsley looked up, the late hour fully dawning on her. She wondered what could have delayed 

him. She wondered why he hadn’t called. Well, maybe he had, but Kinsley wasn’t home to 

answer. She was at the dock, waiting for him, like she promised. She was going to keep that 

promise, no matter what.  

 “Sir? Excuse me, sir?” Kinsley called to a patrol guard who was sitting two benches 

away.  

 “How can I help you?” He looked up from his newspaper. His face was weathered and 

old, but there was still a youthful quality about him. His hair was black with hints of grey and it 

was wildly sticking up. He smiled at Kinsley.  

 “Do you have the time?”  

 “It’s just about 6:00.” The man went back to reading his newspaper. Kinsley stiffened. At 

this point, Derek was seven hours late. The terrible things that could have happened to delay 

him ran through Kinsley’s mind like a photo reel. Maybe his boat crashed, or maybe he’s lost 

with no way to contact her. She pushed the worry away, though the rock in the pit of her 

stomach refused to dissolve. Maybe he called. Either way, she probably should check. After one 

last, hopeful glance towards the horizon, Kinsley turned her back to the sea and began the short 

walk home.  

 

Derek had not called. Kinsley worried then. He did say that he might be late, but how 

could he not have called? It just wasn’t like him. Kinsley understood there was nothing she 

could do but wait. The next morning, she walked back to the dock and sat on the same wooden 

bench. She waited a couple hours, still ignoring the same book before she decided she had to 



do something. Looking around, Kinsley saw the patrol guard from the day before. She took a 

deep breath and walked up to him.  

 “Excuse me, sir?” She tapped him on the shoulder.  

 “Yes, miss?” The guard looked as friendly as yesterday. 

 “My husband went sailing a week ago. He was supposed to come back yesterday 

morning, but he hasn’t yet. Is there any way anybody could look for him?” Kinsley held her 

breath.. She hadn’t wanted to have to worry about Derek’s safety. But at this point, Kinsley had 

no other choice than to ask for help 

“I could get the coast guard to look, if that would help?” Kinsley could only nod. “Okay, 

give me a moment.” The guard turned away and mumbled something into his walkie talkie. 

“What’s your husband’s boat look like?”  

“It’s called Little Red and it’s just that, bright red. You can’t miss it.” 

 “I’m sure your husband will be fine.” The guard put a hand on her shoulder. “I’m 

Mick, by the way.” Kinsley offered up a half-hearted smile at the kind gesture and cleared her 

throat, trying to mask the slight waver in her voice.  

 “Kinsley.”  

 

At this point, the chance of Derek coming home was bleak, just like the landscape laid in 

front of her. She once thought it beautiful. Now it had robbed her of the thing she loved most. 

Today, the sky was white and the ocean was a steely blue. It all faded into one grey blur.  

It had only gotten chillier and chillier. It was about halfway through October now, two 

weeks since Derek had left. The ocean seemed to notice his absence, reflecting Kinsley’s 

insides in the murky blue.  

Heavy footsteps approached the bench. Kinsley didn’t have to look up to know it was 

Mick.   He was the only person there everyday with her. Mick was soft-spoken and gentle-



hearted, a steady and constant force for Kinsley. Just sitting with him, and listening to some of 

his stories provided a great deal of comfort to her.  

 The old man eased himself down onto the bench, grunting a bit.  

 “Hi, Mick,” Kinsley murmured.  

 “Hi, Kinsley. How are you?”  

 “I’m okay.” Kinsley twisted her ring back and forth on her finger. “How are you?” 

 “Fine, thank you.” The two sat in silence for a moment, staring off into the sea. “My son 

came to visit from college last night.”  

 “That’s nice.” 

 “It was.” There was yet another silence.  

 “Kinsley, I’m afraid there’s something I have to tell you.” Kinsley looked up at him. “I got 

word from the coast guard this morning and they’re going to stop looking.”  

 “But they can’t! They haven’t found him yet!” She tried to yell, but it felt awkward and out 

of place. She wasn’t really sure how she was feeling.  

 “It’s been two weeks. If there’s two weeks without evidence, they can make the decision 

to stop looking. I tried to get them to search just a little bit longer, but it didn’t work. I’m very 

sorry.”  

Kinsley’s eyes began to water as she forcefully pushed her tears away. “I’m only twenty-

seven,” she cried. “I’m not supposed to be doing this. I’m not supposed to be here.” She buried 

her face in her hands, quiet, little gasps escaping her mouth. Mick put his arm around her.  

 “Kinsley, honey. You’re freezing. You should go home. You know we’ve got your number 

and we’ll call you if we see anything.” Kinsley sniffled and wiped her tears away.  

 “You know the deal, Mick. I go home when you go home.” Kinsley was reminded again 

of how good it was to have Mick around. Sometimes you just need somebody to sit there with 

you and let you feel whatever you’re feeling.  

 “Okay. I’ll get you a coffee. Does that sound good?” Mick offered.  



 “What about your shift?” 

 “They can spare me for five minutes, I think,” Mick squeezed her shoulders and stood 

up. Kinsley turned her attention back to the magazine she was reading, but she kept glancing at 

the water, just in case a glimpse of red appeared.  

 

Kinsley pulled her scarf and coat off, ready to turn the heat up high. She just got home 

after another long day waiting at the dock. She planned to do to what she usually did. 

Microwave leftovers from the week before, watch a movie and lie in bed in the futile attempt to 

get some sleep. 

The house was so hollow. When Derek and her first bought the place, they were 

planning on having kids soon and you could tell by the amount of rooms in the house. But all the 

rooms were empty but one, and that room was only filled up one-half of the way. The house felt 

too big, too empty. The only person living there was her, and it wasn’t enough. Kinsley felt that.   

But when Kinsley entered the room this day, she could smell spaghetti sauce cooking 

and she heard chatter coming from the kitchen. Today, the house wasn’t empty. She walked in 

to see her mom busying herself on Kinsley’s stove, and her sister, Macey, sitting at the table 

petting a puppy. She wondered how long they were waiting for her.  

Kinsley’s mother was the one supplying her with leftovers. She always did express 

herself best through a recipe. When her and Macey were kids and they would crash their bikes 

and scrape their knees, chocolate chip cookies would already be in the oven. When their dad 

died and nobody knew what to say, her mother went to the cookbook, letting the traditional 

Italian in her use food as a way of comfort.  

“Hi, honey,” Kinsley’s mom stood up as soon as Kinsley entered the room. “How are you 

doing?” 



Kinsley might have been able to lie to Mick, but she didn’t think she could lie to her mom. 

Her face must have given her away because her mother quickly rose to pull her into a hug. 

Kinsley didn’t respond to it. 

“Mom, um, I thought you were coming over Saturday night, like usual.” They had a family 

dinner every Saturday night. It wasn’t much of a help, but it was an attempt, which meant more. 

There was just nothing to say during times like these. Her mother was doing her best. Kinsley 

had to remind herself of that.  

“We have a present for you, sweetie.” 

Kinsley pulled a chair from the table and sat down.  

“We thought you might be a little lonely, so we got you a friend to keep you company.” 

Macey stepped forward then, with the yellow golden retriever that Kinsley had seen walking in. 

She eyed at the dog warily.   

“Thanks for the offer, guys. I really appreciate it. I do. But, I don’t think I really want a 

dog.” She tried to ignore the two tiny paws resting on her leg. The puppy was definitely aiming 

for some attention, but if she gave him any, that would mean she’s keeping him, and she 

doesn’t want to do that. 

“But Kinsley,” her mother started, “you’re always alone. I know how hard things are for 

you and I just thought… maybe he would help.” Kinsley just felt exhausted at that point. She 

sighed and rubbed her temples. The puppy took that opportunity to jump onto her lap and curl 

into a ball. Kinsley looked down at him, lifting her hand. Reluctantly, she began to pet him, and 

he soon fell asleep. 

 

 Baron scampered behind Kinsley on her way to the dock. He already knew the way, 

even after just a week and a half. When they got there, Baron ran right up to Mick and jumped 

on him, just as he had the first day Kinsley brought him. Baron had taken to nestling between 



Kinsley and Mick, falling asleep within ten minutes of arriving. It was nice to have somebody 

alongside Mick to keep her company.  

The ocean was hardly discernible from the sky today, both the same shade of greyish-

blue. Sometimes the dull, never-changing landscape drove Kinsley mad with boredom. Still, she 

waited.  

 Christmas time was rolling around and Kinsley continued walking back and forth to the 

dock everyday. She hated going into town. Red was everywhere except for the one place she 

wanted it to be. She had loved that color, but now that she felt the absence of it, it was nearly 

unbearable seeing it pop up in other places. She doubted she would even celebrate Christmas 

this year. She supposed her mother would want her to, and Kinsley guessed she would go, if 

only to appease her mother.  

 Kinsley didn’t want to go into town to buy presents, so she’d taken up knitting. She 

decided that she’d knit everybody a sweater or a blanket for the holidays, and that way, she 

wouldn’t have to take a day off from the dock. 

 Her job had given her time off, but she knew that she had to go back soon or she would 

have no job at all. It was just a matter of picking the right time. Kinsley’s life had turned into 

routine. Wake up, get dressed, go to the docks, go home, have dinner, go to bed, repeat. She 

was becoming dreary, too. It had been a rough four months and things didn’t seem to be looking 

up any time soon.  

 

Kinsley was sitting on the same bench once again. Mick was sitting next to Kinsley 

telling her about his daughter’s engagement. It was nice to have the friendly chatter to distract 

her. However, Kinsley found that she actually started taking genuine enjoyment in Mick’s 

stories, and not just as a distraction. 



“So, she didn’t even tell us she had a boyfriend and then she visits with her fiance!  

Midway through the conversation, Kinsley’s phone buzzed in her pocket, so she excused herself 

and answered. 

 It was her mother. She wanted to know if she could meet at a coffee shop nearby. Her  

voice sounded like she wanted to have a serious conversation. Kinsley thought she had enough 

of seriousness. But she agreed anyways, and ten minutes later Kinsley and her mother were 

sitting in the corner of the shop, making small talk over lattes.  

 “So, Kinsley. I want to talk with you about a few things.” Kinsley sighed inwardly. Her 

mother seemed to be waiting for her to reply. When Kinsley didn’t, she continued. “I think you 

should take a break from the dock. I know it’s been a short time, and I’m not telling you to move 

on just yet. It’s only been about five months. You should take all the time you need to grieve, but 

you can’t move on if you go there everyday instead of living your life. ”  

 “I can’t explain it to you, Mom, but I think it’s really important for me to go there.” Kinsley 

hoped she didn’t sound rude, because that wasn’t what she was trying to put across. That was 

the best way she could think to put her reason for going everyday. “Also, starting next week, I’ll 

be back working at the hospital. I’ll take the five to midnight shifts every night, so I can still go to 

the dock. I know I can’t sit there forever, Mom. I do know that. And I want you to know that I’m 

thinking about moving forward.”  

“I’m really glad, Kinsley. I mean it. I’m very happy you’re going back to work.” Kinsley’s 

mother smiled, then her expression sobered again. “I do have one more thing to talk to you 

about, though.” Kinsley looked at her mother, waiting. “How would you feel if we…” her mother 

hesitated. “If we had a service for Derek. I know it hasn’t been long, and it’s up to you, but I 

thought I would ask.” 

Kinsley hadn’t actually thought too seriously about that topic. She paused to think it over 

for a moment. “Okay,” Kinsley said, though she felt unsure. “Let’s do it.”  

 



A few weeks passed and nothing much changed. Kinsley began working night shifts. 

They set the date for the memorial service and started making concrete decisions, like which 

photo they wanted to use and who would be invited. Even with all of that going on, she and 

Baron came to the dock and waited for Derek, who they now knew would never return.  

Kinsley let out a breath of air and watched the fog trail from her lips. She still 

remembered how last January, she and Derek had a snowball fight that lasted well over an 

hour. They both built barricades and piles and piles of snowballs. By the end, the yard was filled 

with green patches because they used so much snow. Then, they had made a snowman and 

drank some hot chocolate. Kinsley tried not to remember moments like that. It was too hard to 

think about how different things were now. 

As usual, Mick was seated next to her on the bench. He had been out for a week due to 

health issues. Kinsley worried about him.  

“It’s so nice to have both my kids back at home again, even if they’ll be gone by the end 

of the week. My children are all grown-up, it’s making me feel old.” Mick chuckled.  

 Kinsley smiled back at Mick, happy that he was happy. She glanced out at the ocean, 

but looked away just as quickly. That’s not what she was going to do anymore.  

 “Anyways, how is working at the hospital going?” Mick asked.  

 “Pretty well, actually. It’s strange, but I’ve slipped back into the old routine so easily. I’m 

actually enjoying it.” Kinsley patted Baron’s head as he shifted between the two of them.  

 “I’m glad, Kinsley. I’m glad you’re doing so well. It’s nice to see you so happy.” During 

their conversation, Baron had woken up and started pacing Kinsley’s and Mick’s laps. They 

laughed simultaneously and continued talking.  

 

Kinsley walked along the same road she walked down every day to get to the dock, for 

the past seventeen years. Baron trailed behind her, tail drooping. He was already worn out, 

even though they hadn’t been walking long. Kinsley knew Baron only had a few months of life 



left. It was a miracle he had lived as long as he did. Most dogs didn’t age past fifteen. Baron had 

been such a faithful friend, never wavering in his love for her, always there when she needed 

him.  Grunting, she lifted Baron up onto the bench next to her. He had gotten so big, it was 

difficult to carry him. 

 It was so peaceful today. It took seventeen years, but she finally realized why people 

wanted to live here. First, Derek had made it special and when he left, the beauty went with him. 

Now, Kinsley realized how much she loved the quiet. 

She pulled out a book, one of many she had picked up over the years. It took a while, 

but once she was able to focus on a novel, she became quite the avid reader. Deciding against 

it at the last minute, she set the book down beside her. Sometimes she liked to just take in the 

view. The last piles of snow were drying up from the winter. Spring was coming and you could 

feel it. Kinsley only needed a light jacket today.   

Sometimes, she would think about Derek and be hit with the strong ache that came with 

remembering everything she could have had. A family, a life with him. But pain had changed 

into memory long ago.  

Kinsley waved to the guard who was standing at his post. He was younger, looked about 

twenty. She had wanted to speak to him, but the young man seemed very serious about his new 

job and was not looking to form friendships.  

 When Mick passed away four years ago, Kinsley didn’t think she would be able to go to 

the dock every day without having his friendly, weathered face there to greet her. It felt like 

everyone she loved had left her. But yet, here she is and so far she’s surviving. Sometimes she 

looks back out at the ocean, still searching for the shiny, red boat she had painted with Derek so 

long ago. Sometimes she likes to picture it rolling into the dock, and there he would be, standing 

with open arms, ready to embrace her once again.  

____________________________________________________________________________

__ 



Seventeen years ago you said 

 Something that sounded like Good-bye; 

 And everybody thinks that you are dead,  

  But I.  

 
-A Quoi Bon Dire, Charlotte Mew 
 


