
 
 

Violet Rose 
 

By   
 

Elizabeth Cooke  

 
 
 

Chapter One 

THE OCEAN 

 

Surrounding the body of Long Island, lapping against the piers and jetties of New York City, the 

ocean reigns. It colors the life that bubbles within its perimeters, on the land, on city streets, in 

small resort villages and farmlands. The seawater seeps from underneath, into the earth of 

vineyards. Its presence demands ferries and bridges in order to move people and goods across space. 

The tides and waves give those on land a rhythm that does not exist in an ocean-less world, a desert 

world. 

 

With all its bounty, the ocean can kill. It is all-powerful in its fury. It can sweep away the structures 

man has created; large buildings, small enclaves, businesses, vehicles, huge factories, mansions and 

hovels…and of course, people. 



 

Violet did not trust the ocean, and with good reason, every since, as a small girl, she had seen the 

sea rise up. At first, the huge waves looked black to her, then white as they crashed on the sand. But 

as the sun glinted at dawn – between heavy clouds – the color of the raging water seemed to her to 

turn purple. 

 

From the deck of her father’s stilt house, on Dune Road, Westhampton Beach, Violet had seen the 

large, two-story house,   in tact, sail by on the water. It had come from behind, from the bay side 

of Dune Road.  The strong building was rising and crashing as it sped out into the Atlantic.                                                                          

                                                                                                            

When the house had disappeared from view, Violet had crept under her bunk bed, as her father’s 

house shook.  

 

When the wind died down and the waves receded, she slowly emerged from her hiding place. Her 

parents were calling for her. They had not been able to find her during the earlier tempest and were 

frantic with worry that somehow, she had been swept out to sea. ‘At six years old…she’s so light… 

weighs nothing’…her mother wept. At last, near 11 o’clock in the morning, with a pale sun constant 

in the sky, she clasped her child to her. 

‘Thank God for stilts,’ her father puffed. ‘Thank God for stilts.’ 



 

The Annas family, George, and his wife, Anastasia, with Sasha, Violet’s 15 year-old brother, and 

little Violet, stood on the deck of their house facing the ocean, looking down at sand and water 

swirling at the foot of the silts. Sasha was elated. He was the only one of the family who had been 

thoroughly exhilarated by the terrible storm, oblivious to the danger, relishing the wind and sea at 

its height. 

 

“Did you hear those people screaming?” Sasha exclaimed, his eyes lighting up. 

 

Violet looked at him with horror. “You’re freaky, Sasha,” she whispered. 

 

“No, but did you ever…?” 

 

“Stop it, Sasha,” his mother, Anastasia, cried out. “It’s unnatural.” 

 

The boy turned sullen.                                                               

 

Where the wooden deck and steps to the beach had been, there was only broken lumber stretching 

away down the flattened dunes. The four Annas family members glanced at the landscape before 



them. Next door, there had been a glamorous, modern, expensive, single story home, all white, with, 

George Annas understood, some very pricey art objects and paintings inside. It belonged to an odd, 

ethereal young woman, who, in summer,  paraded on her deck at night in a flowing caftan, drink in 

hand.  

 

Of course, at this September moment, she was probably in the city.  She certainly was not here on 

Dune Road. 

 

Neither was her house. 

 

Completely gone! The only sign on the now lowered, windswept dunes, that there had ever been a 

house, was a garish, white toilet, alone, looking disgruntled, as it lay embedded in sand, deposited 

there by the arbitrary ocean.  

 

Violet had a great respect for the ocean and its lethal power.  As she grew, however, she learned to 

enjoy its charms: the summer day on the beach, swimming out a bit too far against the current, 

testing. She marveled at how gray and unruffled the water turned in a rain shower. 

 



But always, always, at the back of her mind, she saw the sea rising and heard those voices calling 

from the doomed house. 

 

 And the child’s cry. 

 


