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 “You again? Look, I told you the first three times, you’re 
not welcome here anymore. Get out. Please get out. I will call 
them again. Do you want that? Is that what you’re going to make 
me do?”
 His words hit me but they fell to the ground as dried  
leaves from that dead tree in my yard. The wind rises up from the 
sea and swirls around me. The diary I’m holding begins on June 
9th, with a dialogue:

“How close are we in our relationship?”
“What?”
“How close are we?”
“Very.”
“I just shit myself. Right now.”
“What?”
“Right now while I was talking to you.”
“Are you okay?”
“I think so. I just shit myself.”
“Get yourself cleaned up.”
“There’s a really cute fox in the garden.”
“Maybe a shower?”
“You should see it.”
“Okay, I’ll see it. You get yourself clean.”

 Day 6 of a bloated stomach. Me and Angeline cycled to 
Shortstock Hill and Monk’s Ear cemetery. Cycling on roads in 
this city is scary. Angeline was wolf-whistled. Wondered why it’s 
called that. Got home, watched an action movie, edited some 
audio, shit myself, am now writing. It was sunny earlier but now 
it looks like there might be a storm. We should get back to An-
geline’s quickly. Last week we got soaked. Ana texted me today 
to ask if I’d like to hang out on Wednesday. I will, if I’m not busy. 



7

I sometimes have a hard time remembering what I’ve planned. 
Where is my diary? This past-diary will have to do. The cats re-
ally want out but they’ve just been fed. What if they don’t come 
back? My housemate has this theory that if you let the cats out 
after they’ve been fed they won’t come back. They are less than 
a year old after all. Ana wants to talk about non-exclusive, casual 
relationships. She wants my advice! We’ve only met twice, but 
she listens to my music and poetry so she feels like she knows 
me quite well, which is nice. I hope I can give good advice. I’m in a 
non-exclusive relationship, but haven’t tested the non-exclusivity 
for a little while. Chris is working all day on Wednesday, so I guess 
I can go! I wanted to get to know Ana more, like a lot of other peo-
ple I meet, but I always feel a bit too weird and imposing to reach 
out. Like I’m the scary one. Ana said the exact same thing. I’m 
glad she asked. We’re going to have to walk back to Angeline’s in 
the rain. I feel too ill to move, but I really do want to go.

 There is a baby growing inside me. It has eaten all of my 
organs. It cries, it moans, and I hear it say: “Early evening, Bow-
man Street.”
 I’m numbly pressing the auto correct button on my phone 
hoping for some miracle. It might come but mostly the words 
just loop around and around themselves and I’m seeing images in 
nothing. Last night I heard Angeline say my name three times in a 
creepy childish voice while I was getting out of her bed to use the 
bathroom, but when I asked what she wanted she said what and 
then said she hadn’t said anything at all. I used the bathroom and 
came back and said you did say my name and she said she didn’t.
 The light was orangish and pinkish. It was the sun and the 
smog or the old neons.
 My mam played with the toy Tracy Island model she’d 
bought me for my birthday that year with me in the street outside 



8

our house. We picked the moss out from between the pavement 
slabs. The moss was greyish green and very dry. I couldn’t remem-
ber if it was bad or good luck to step on the gaps or cracks. It 
didn’t matter. I had Thunderbirds One through Four. Three was 
my favourite. We also played Columns on the Sega Megadrive 
inside the house. Columns was kind of like Tetris but much easier. 
The Sega MegaDrive had been a gift from a half-uncle who had 
invested in a Sega Saturn as CDs were still the future.
 The diary is in my right hand as I walk through the alley 
behind your house, two streets away from the street I used to live 
on. A girl was attacked here. They said it was the worst anyone 
had ever seen. My auntie told me that before she cut my hair. I 
wanted her to stop talking about it. It was too real. When you’re 
in love, you’re really in love. When you love someone, you’re not 
necessarily in love with them. I have been told many times “you 
are not in love with me but I am in love with you.”  There was a 
time I was attacked too, but that’s not the right word to use. At-
tacked implies the unknown and violence. I had neither of those 
two things. The diary is green. It cost eleven pounds originally but 
I found it reduced to three pounds fifty which is a bargain.

 June 10th. 

 Still can’t poo. We went to town to buy some tablets for 
my stomach but decided to register with the GP first. We ended 
up getting a full talk-over examination with a really nice doctor or 
nurse called Bianca. We’ve both signed up for counselling with 
a view to getting CBT which means Cognitive Behavioural Ther-
apy which might help. We went to Boots and bought a Ped Egg 
for Chris’s scaly feet, codeine for my migraines, Bonjela for my 
warts and Sennacot for my stomach. I didn’t realise until we got 
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home that Sennacot is a herbal medicine. It says on the box its 
effectiveness is based on traditional use, but even if the senna, 
fennel and dandelion tablet is just a placebo, I’m sure I’ve read 
that placebos still work even if you know something is a placebo. 
I can try. Feeling a bit anxious recently. I let Neville out into the 
garden after scaring away the fox that was sleeping there. Nev-
ille was meowing really loudly at the fence so I went to get him. 
He was under a dark, dense bush and it looked like he was fight-
ing with something. It was spooky. Everything was black, green 
or brown. It was June but it had rained. I remember this clearly. 
Neville was scared, I was more scared. Was the fox back, was it 
going to eat my housemate’s cat and would I be blamed for Nev-
ille’s death? Would Neville kill the fox? He was a big cat. I got on 
my knees and my jeans got really dirty. There were raindrops in a 
spiderweb above my face. I couldn’t see what Neville could see 
so I went back indoors and lured him in with a food packet. He 
came straight back. Phew. I don’t know what I would have done 
otherwise.

*  *  *
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 Me and Angeline, we’re close. There was a woman at the 
pub quiz two nights ago who had had a few and was chatting to 
me and called me Cute Boy and her and her friend had swarmed 
me and I was smiling a lot and feeling anxious because I smile a 
lot when I’m feeling anxious. I could feel Angeline’s glower com-
ing through woman #1’s back and burning a hole in my throat. 
Angeline is my best friend. I have always wanted a best friend. I 
moved to Belah School half way through year two and it was also 
the year I first played on a Playstation. My first game was Ridge 
Racer but it was too hard for me so my parents bought me Croc 
which is a cool game about a crocodile who is super cute and has 
to rescue the Gobbos, who are furry little things who have been 
trapped for some unknown reason. Me and my friend at the time 
Simon used to call them Genobis. I guess we just didn’t look too 
hard at the writing on the screen. I swapped numbers with this 
woman at the quiz and she invited me to G-A-Y on Friday. I said 
I would go but the look on my face gave it away and she said she 
thought there was maybe a twenty five percent chance I’d go. I 
said that was correct. She said she wanted to be my friend and I 
said yes of course, but Angeline is my best friend. I would play 
Croc by myself at Belah School on the breaks between lessons. 
I would picture the level in my head and perform all the jumps 
and tail whips that Croc himself would perform in order to rescue 
the Gobbos and complete the level. I don’t think you particularly 
had to rescue all the Gobbos but it unlocked a special level at the 
end if you did, so it was worth it. Still with these migraines. I saw 
a doctor yesterday and he told me I had stress in my head. Not 
inside my brain but the muscle on top of my skull. He said he has 
the same problem and he just slouches in his chair for five minutes 
and then the stress headache goes away. I haven’t tried slouching 
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for five minutes because it seems overly simplistic and I must have 
a tumour inside my head killing me right now. Why else would I 
have such a bad head. I didn’t say that. But five minutes work is a 
lot of work. I would know.

 
 June 11th. 

 Now I’m worried that I’ve started a poo diary. I was really 
stressed today, so I’m glad that I’ve quit my job. I’m apprehensive 
thinking about what I’ll be doing this summer, though. I might ask 
Iga if I can do weekends in her vegan cafe on Cross Street when 
I go back to uni. Today I slept in until 10:15, I usually have to set 
off at 9:45. I didn’t have breakfast, ran to the 62 and then got the 
train from Eastside. I ran past a woman on the stairs to get onto 
the train heading for Lowfield before realising I needed the one 
for Rosehill. I got off at Rock or Central Two to get the next one, 
but I had to walk real slowly down the platform to make sure the 
woman from the stairs from earlier didn’t realise I’d rushed past 
her then got on the wrong train. That would have been absolutely 
awful. I don’t know if I could have handled that. I got to work at 
around 11:20 and started setting up the restaurant. Everything 
was completely fine, but my stomach starting hurting pretty badly 
and I got another of those migraines where I couldn’t see out of 
one eye at all and had to serve customers while not being able 
to see their faces or the food orders I was writing down, while 
feeling like I was one step away from shitting myself again. I find 
it hard sometimes not to smile. I smile all the time. I saw Chris 
briefly, he still hates his work, then went for a walk from North-
eastern Park to Central Four station via the canal with Ana. It was 
a really nice walk and great to get to know her a bit better. She’s 
a bit weird and awkward like me. She mostly wanted to talk about 
exclusivity and commitment in relationships, it’s made me think 
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a lot more about this theory I’ve heard of recently, post-monog-
amism, which is almost impossible to explain except in opposi-
tion or conflict with monogamism. I think the latter is about the 
drawing of lines. Today I ate no breakfast. I had soup, iced coffee 
and tea. I ate a biscuit, crisps, coconut pieces and a samosa and 
some Irn Bru while walking with Ana. My stomach felt way better 
without solids or gluten until I ate on the canal and it’s making me 
wonder if either of those are affecting it? Gluten I could struggle 
along without and plenty of people are doing that now anyway, 
but I’m not going to do a juice diet any time soon. Ana reckons I 
should ask Ben out on a date. I feel a bit awkward about it, but I 
might as well do it soon. Before his fetish performance night, any-
way. I’m not sure what I’d say to him though. I’m so nervous! Chris 
is going to Romania for three days next week to see Tori Amos, so 
the opportunist in me says to try and arrange some dates then. I 
really hope it doesn’t break up our relationship.

 “Well, there’s a lot you don’t know about me!”
 That’s what you yelled at me. That’s why I gave you my 
diary. So you’d know everything about me. I wanted to read your 
diary too. So then I would know everything about you.

*  *  *



13

 I will never fall in love.

 I said that with some conviction. The room was shocked. 
No, it wasn’t. They merely fell silent because I’d announced the 
fact quite loudly and it was a small cafe. The one other man I 
could see without turning my head was trying not to look at me. 
But I was looking at him and I don’t know if you’ve noticed this 
but it’s sometimes quite hard not to look back at a stranger who 
is looking at you. When I’m walking in the street I look in every-
body’s eyes and I hold eye contact for as long as I can. Every per-
son I look at looks away. Nobody smiles. The man in front of me 
in the cafe was now looking right into my eyes. The woman beside 
him - his girlfriend, wife, sister, friend? - was slowly stirring her 
latte, silent. The man’s upper lip was twitching, as if he wanted to 
smile, but felt he could not due to social convention. The man did 
not smile. He broke eye contact with me, and turned to his table 
partner. He whispered something to her which I could not hear. 
I continued to stare at the man. People began to talk once more, 
but the sounds of their conversations were muffled and subdued. 
Maybe they shared my sentiment, or maybe they were already in 
love, or felt they would one day experience love if they kept on 
trying new things every day, or going to singles’ events or stick-
ing with what they knew. I felt a hand on my shoulder, and a soft 
voice asking sir can I offer you a fresh drink. There was an up-
wards inflection at the end of his sentence which indicated it was 
a question but the wobble in his voice also betrayed his hesitancy. 
I did not turn, nor did I reply to this man. The seated man with 
his sister -  I had decided it was his sister - was far more interest-
ing. I would not turn away. His shaved hair was grey yet his skin 
youthful. He had no wrinkles to speak of. His eyes an endless 
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brown. The cafe was again noisy. The man with his hand on my 
shoulder still had his hand on my shoulder. He asked again if I’d 
like a fresh drink. I continued to ignore him. I felt the pressure 
of his hand on my shoulder lessen as he let go. I heard his feet 
bang a chair as he backed away from me. Richard - I’d guessed 
his name was Richard - was no longer talking to his sister. He 
was looking right at me. In the eyes. Our eyes met. I wondered 
what he thought of my eyes. Were they endless, like his? The cafe 
smelled of coffee and bleach. It was half past nine in the morning. 
Richard and I met on this spot. His sister took an instant dis-
like to me but I never minded. She wasn’t important, but Richard 
most certainly was. Richard. Rich, for short. I could hear the man 
whose hand had been on my shoulder talking to his fellow em-
ployees at the counter, which was just behind where I had previ-
ously been standing. They were speaking in hushed tones in order 
to imply that they didn’t want me to hear them considering the 
best way to eject me from the premises but in a way that I would 
hear them clearly talking about the best way to eject me from the 
premises. They opted to call the shopping centre security. I heard 
the tones from the phone as the man whose hand had been on my 
shoulder’s colleague dialled the phone. I’d noticed the phone as 
I’d ordered my coffee. Not because it was remarkable: it was plain 
black. Which - unrelated - is how I’d ordered my coffee. Could 
you love a man like me? Richard asked me. I will never fall in love, 
I replied. Richard looked dismayed. His sister had stopped stirring 
her latte and was holding the long spoon mid-air. Her mouth was 
agape in roughly the same dimensions as the head of the spoon. 
Richard, I said, Richard I would like to leave this cafe with you 
today. Perhaps we could go back to mine and have sex. Richard 
did not reply. I’m not entirely sure he had ever spoken to me, or 
that his name was Richard. His sister had her other hand on his 
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knee. I began to think she was not his sister but his girlfriend or 
his wife. Although I have had a woman’s hand on my knee while 
drinking coffee without having been in a relationship with her, it 
struck me as more familiar than a friendly gesture. Richard, I said, 
Richard I really think you should consider this offer. I will never 
fall in love but I will make you fall in love with me. Until you 
realise the truth behind my statement you will be happy and in 
love, when you realise the truth of my statement you will be hurt 
but hopeful, and when you have ruined your life loving me I will 
leave you, and you will have nothing. I will ruin your life, Richard. 
I will do that just for you. Richard was no longer staring into my 
eyes. He was gathering his bags and stuffing a book into one of 
them. His partner was also gathering her bags and stuffing a book 
into one of them. I couldn’t see what the books were - had Richard 
and his partner been discussing a new purchase? A thought struck 
me. Richard and his partner were indeed brother and sister, but 
due to their fractured relationship after their parents’ divorce, they 
had decided to reignite their friendship by holding monthly book 
club meetings, which they had stuck to rigidly. This month they 
were likely reading a classic: Wuthering Heights. Richard loved 
the classics. Carol - that was his sister’s name, I realised - did not 
share her brother’s passion for classic works of English literature, 
preferring science fiction from the eighties onwards. I didn’t mind 
that Richard loved the classics. I could read science fiction with his 
sister. Reading is a solitary pursuit. I would allow him that. Rich-
ard, I said, Richard you shouldn’t leave. I’m sorry I embarrassed 
you in front of your sister when I asked you to leave this cafe and 
return to my home to have sex. It is the only way I know of that 
I can win your affection. I know you will not freely give it to me, 
as I have very little else to offer. The shopping centre’s security 
guard strode past me to the counter behind where I was stood. I 
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looked Richard in the eyes one last time. Carol was shaking her 
head. I knew we would never get on. Richard said he would see me 
around. Richard, I said, Richard I would enjoy that very much. 
He smiled. His teeth were a perfect shade of off-white. He did not 
wear a ring on any of his fingers. I heard the man who had had 
his hand on my shoulder tell the shopping centre security guard 
who I was and what I had said and that I was making the other 
customers uncomfortable. I turned and told them that the truth 
is sometimes uncomfortable. Love is sometimes uncomfortable. 
It hurts, sometimes. Sometimes it is pain. Sometimes we do not 
want love but we receive it anyway. Sometimes we do not want to 
love but we give it. And that love that pours out of people and is 
not received is the worst kind of love. It sinks into the ground and 
helps flowers and mould grow.

*  *  *
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 And out of that mould grew my love for you.

 That was a lie. I already said I will never fall in love. I have 
some difficulty grasping the nature of this diary. I found it fully 
completed, already in my possession. One morning I woke and 
looked at the desk in my cell and sitting on my desk was this green 
diary fully completed. I had never met a man called Chris who 
I had signed up for counselling with. Who was Angeline? This 
reminded me of that time before when I was lent a book called 
Crazy, Sexy Juices: The Juice Cleanse For A Better Life. It was lent 
to me as an ebook, which I guess means I wasn’t ever expected to 
return it. You know in libraries when they lend out ebooks they 
sometimes only have one copy of each ebook and only one person 
at a time can read it? That blows my mind. I never read Crazy Sexy 
Juices: The Juice Cleanse For A Better Life cover to cover, but I did 
glance at the chapter headings. I’d already decided a juice cleanse 
wasn’t going to help me with any of my problems. Chapter four 
was all about making juices with broccoli, spinach and kale. I’m 
still not sure if you’re meant to mix all three or just use them as 
the base for a nicer juice. I couldn’t think of anything less sexy 
than broccoli, spinach and kale mashed together. No man I’ve 
had sex with has ever made me a smoothie. What’s the difference 
between a smoothie and a juice? Couldn’t tell you. The girl who 
lent me the book shortly thereafter changed her name to Kharma 
Clear. She was embracing Eastern Mysticism. She started to wear 
a bindi that was shiny and emerald-coloured. Her boyfriend gave 
me a back massage. He said he needed practice on young men as 
he was a student. I had had a sore back and chest and sore legs and 
feet from my job at the restaurant. The plates were too heavy for 
me and if you’ve ever met me you’ll know that I’m quite scrawny. 
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The heavy plates were pulling me from a standing position right 
into the earth. I couldn’t see the customers because I was nearly 
right into the floor and the tables were above me. We were a fancy 
restaurant but there was so much chewing gum stuck under there. 
I didn’t tell anybody though because then it would become my 
job to clean the undersides of the tables and who wants that much 
responsibility? Kharma’s boyfriend Snake pushed his thumbs into 
my oiled back, right into the space under my shoulder blades. He 
performed percussive massage on my body which sounded like he 
was furiously masturbating and hitting me with his dick. It didn’t 
feel like that though at all. I laid on the massage bed in his spare 
room with my face down and my shirt off and my trousers still 
on. He’d given me a towel but had also said he was only interested 
in my back so I didn’t know what to do with the towel. I laid 
there for quite a long time until he popped his head round the 
doorframe and asked if I was ready. He was going to be feeling my 
back and (I assumed) seeing my nipples so I wasn’t sure why he’d 
left me alone to take my shirt off. I asked if I should have taken 
off my trousers as well but he said with a smile that might have 
been a bit gratuitous. I once stood up a man who wanted to give 
me a free massage. He wanted to lick my feet too. I was going to 
go but thought he might want me to lick his feet in return. After 
Snake finished with me he made me a green smoothie. It was from 
a recipe in Crazy Sexy Juices: The Juice Cleanse For A Better Life. 
Kharma and Snake were both on juice diets and had a Better Life 
than me. I could tell from the taste of the green smoothie.

 June 11th part 2. 
 
 Bonjela is for ulcers! I actually bought Bazuka, which is 
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for warts and verrucas. You may remember the advert from TV. 
My headaches come on so easily these days.
 
 This one’s for everyone who deleted their dating profile af-
ter finding true love. “He’s married? Does she know?” “Just check-
ing.” You should probably hide your porn better. Do you know 
that you can delete your history? “You’re going to write about ev-
ery guy you’ve ever had sex with?” “You have genital warts. They 
are not herpes, they are genital warts.” “Just checking.” Would 
you read a leaked laundry list of your favourite celeb? “Just check-
ing.” Do you know what time it is? I woke up this morning after 
she’d left my bed. Her alarm went off three or four times, it was 
a pop album track. I didn’t mind so much but when she’d asked 
me to cancel the alarm as she was very much awake I only pressed 
snooze. I fell asleep again. I woke up and it was light. She was 
gone. I checked my phone. There were a lot of words that didn’t 
make much sense on the screen. My eyes were blurry and it took 
me a while to see the time. It said 7:44. I didn’t believe my phone. 
Sometimes if I’ve only just switched it on, it’s confused and thinks 
it’s some other time. Plus, it was so light. I think it’s already staying 
a lot darker now in the mornings. “Have you ever been to Can-
ada?” she asked me. “Just checking.” I searched “what is the time 
now” and the link under time.com was called International Clock. 
I clicked it. It showed the time as 7:44. I checked the timezone. 
It was set to GMT, which is the timezone that covers the area I 
live in. I panicked. My eyelids were heavier than usual. I felt my 
limbs and my back, they were aching and stiff. Every day my body 
aches. I knew I’d slept with too many pillows. I always know one 
is enough but I end up using two and waking up with a sore neck. 
I threw one pillow onto the floor, adding to the mess. It was the 
one with the cover on it. I have four pillows on my bed but only 
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two pillow cases. The pillows inside are not as white as when I was 
given them. They have gone yellow and have huge spots on them 
as if I’ve spilled drinks on them, often. I got out of bed. I walked 
downstairs. The house was strangely warm. I knocked on her door. 
She said yes. I opened the door and walked into her room. She was 
there. Are you not meant to be at work yet I asked her. She told 
me it’s only 7:46 and she doesn’t start work until ten. I said just 
checking and I got into bed next to her and I fell back to sleep.

*  *  *
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 “Well, there’s a lot you don’t know about me either!”
 You stared blankly at me.
 “You gave me your diary. I read it cover to cover. I know 
everything about you.”
 “There’s more to a person than they could write in a di-
ary!”
 “Not to you. You are all you have written. You can only 
have been what you write.”
 You were right there.

 June 12th. 

 We finally tidied and rearranged our bedroom today. It 
feels so much nicer! Our housemate’s carpet was also replaced. 
I take long showers and I think it was my fault that the shower 
leaked through her ceiling into her wardrobe and ruined a lot 
of her clothes with the slow buildup of mould. I like to be in the 
shower. I can’t explain it. I just like it. I’m worried the damp is back 
already though, so the new shower might be leaking as well. I still 
have a bloated stomach. I can’t stop eating. We had a vegan full 
English breakfast this morning and vegan lasagne tonight. Then 
some vegan sticky toffee pudding. And I had a crisp sandwich 
just now. Chris is at the Strawberry Jam/All I’d Ever Want night 
with Angeline. I was meant to go, but I feel too ill. Or I’m getting 
anxious about leaving the house again. Clea, who does the Love, 
Love, Love zine, who has been really supportive of my zine, runs 
Strawberry Jam. Jude is usually on the door there, and I met Ruth 
from Not Right when I saw Free Whales and Nomenclature 2 play 
for them a few months ago. AIDW is also apparently good, but I 
didn’t really enjoy their music when I went to their night at The 
Empire Disco. Only eight days until I can use mobile data again. 
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I hope our housemate rings our internet service provider tomor-
row so we can start using our shit internet again. I’m really wor-
ried Francis (and Bea?) is mad at me - I made plans to have din-
ner at his tomorrow night, and also play a board game, but had 
to immediately cancel because I have an Options evening at uni, 
which is pretty important, and I’d like to go. I also am worrying 
about Ben, a little. Jay is having a dinner party on Wednesday with 
Samir and Elsa, she invited me and asked if I could think of any-
one to invite, I said Ben! Then I probably didn’t leave much of a 
gap before awkwardly asking him if he was going, then telling him 
he should go, then saying I wanted to talk to him about the fetish 
night he’s performing at, then giving him my number. He prob-
ably thinks I’m weird. He’s a bit weird anyway. No reply as of yet. 
I feel incredibly guilty, but that’s probably just the monogamist in 
me? Should I try a dating website? Saying that, I have no internet 
connection so it’s unlikely I can organise dates with strangers for 
Thursday or Friday while Chris is in Romania. Maybe Benedict?

 The pain starts right behind my right eye at 9PM. It con-
tinues, delaying sleep until at least 2AM or 3AM. And I wake at 
7AM and I still have this headache. I only want to stare at screens 
but I imagine it is the staring that leads to the causing. I feel like 
my right eye is pressing the r key on a keyboard forever. rrrr, that’s 
what it feels like.
 
 “GET OUT OF MY FUCKING CAFE.” I sensed a slight 
anger rising behind Iga’s body, her aura was glowing a dark red. 
Did you know some people are vampires? They have no aura and 
they feed off the aura of others. I learned that on tumblr. Iga was 
no vampire. I was the vampire. I was feeding off her blood-red an-
ger aura. “I WILL FUCKING DESTROY YOU. LEAVE RIGHT 
NOW.” I thought we were friends. I could not remember why Iga 



23

was so angry at me. When I had arrived, I had smiled at everyone 
and they had smiled right back. Frantz Fanon also talks about 
vampires. He says when a people are colonised, they are stuck with 
a vampire at their necks, slowly draining their true lifeblood and 
poisoning them with colonialist attitudes and beliefs. I think I am 
that vampire. I am always there and you can’t get rid of me and 
I’m wrong and I shouldn’t be there but you can’t get rid of me and 
slowly you start to act the way I do and infect the ones I’ve some-
how managed to avoiding infecting yet. “I WILL NOT ASK YOU 
AGAIN.” Iga was holding a long, curved knife. This signalled to 
me that I had done something wrong. I decided to think mind-
fully. There is this mindfulness book that tells you when you are 
in a difficult situation you just need to take a deep breath. I took a 
deep breath. The second step is to be aware of your surroundings. 
I took in my surroundings. I could hear the coffee grinder, I could 
smell fresh coffee too. Mm-hmm! I could hear whispers which 
had until a minute ago been a jovial recounting of the weekend’s 
activities. I could feel a pain behind my eye. I could feel the hair 
standing on my skin. Step three: feel the ground you are connect-
ed to. Allow your feet to sink into the ground. Feel the earth. You 
and the earth are two parts of a whole. You breathe in, she breathes 
out. I breathed in. Iga breathed out. I sank into and under the 
earth and I waited there a long while waiting for Iga’s blood- red 
aura to disappear from view. This earth smelled like sewage and a 
back alley. Off food and those puddles that collect beside bins at 
the back of restaurants. I stuck out my tongue to taste the earth’s 
life stream. It was salty, dank. It tasted of the air in my bathroom 
before I turn on the shower but much worse. I forgave the earth 
for tasting bad. After all, it was not the fault of the earth. My sides 
stung from where Iga’s brother had lifted me and thrown me into 
the alley. I also had a graze on the side of my face that was in the 
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puddle. But with half of my head submerged my headache had 
lifted. I felt free and mindful and aware and connected to the earth 
in a way I was sure Iga never would be.

*  *  *
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 June 13th. 

 Friday the thirteenth. We emptied the wardrobes and cup-
boards in our room today, rearranged everything so our stuff is 
no longer on separate sides of the room but all the different cloth-
ing categories are now together. Mixing up our clothes a little bit 
feels weird, more final. I’ve been really anxious all day. Probably 
about coming to this uni meeting. I’m sat on the step outside the 
main building now. Some of the other students are here and have 
seen me. I’m already thinking of excuses for why I’ve waved hi 
from a distance but haven’t gone over to say hi. Weird. I know. Me 
and Chris have maybe been fighting all day. He had a go at me in 
the park. He thinks I’m mad at him by being anxious and quiet. He 
got angry at me for being anxious and I can’t tell him the reason 
I’m being withdrawn is because I’m anxious about this meeting to-
night, my jobless summer, my parents maybe divorcing, mine and 
Chris’s relationship, my stomach (which does actually feel a little 
better today), the whole triggering/rape situation with uni, having 
to potentially work my “last shift” next week sometime, Francis 
being mad at me, seeing my coursemates, what I’m wearing, if I 
smell sweaty, why the internet isn’t working, if I’ll ever date/have 
sex with anyone else, when I’ll eventually let down all my friends, 
what the counselor is going to judge me about, why I haven’t sent 
Samir anything to do with our comic, when I’ll print and send off 
my zine.

 I will have a the other than I have a the other than I have 
a the first time for a few months and I will have a the first time for 
a few months and I will be a good to the venue for the first time 
to the venue for the first time for your time for your time for your 
help me a good time and the other day and I am not the first time 
to the other day of this message is the first thing I have to the other 



26

day of the time to the venue for the first one day to get to get to get 
to get a good to the venue for the gig at least a the other day of this 
message and the other day and I am not be in the first time and I 
will be able to get a the other people who are you doing well and I 
will be able to be in this email address and I will be there is a good 
to the venue for the best regards David is not be in this message in 
this email to get the other day of this message and the first thing 
I have to the other day of this message and I am not the first time 
to the venue for the first time to the venue for the first one day 
to get to get to get a the other than the first time to the venue for 
the first one day of this is a bit more information contained herein 
is not sure if we can do not sure if you are not the other people 
who are not sure that I am going to the first thing I have to the 
other day and I am not be in this message in this email to get a the 
other than the first time to the venue for the gig on a the first one 
day and we are not the time and I have a lot more about the first 
time and the state university and I am so I have to the first thing I 
have been sent via email and we are not sure if you have a good to 
the venue for the first one day to get the time for the best regards 
please contact us at all is not be in this message in this email to get 
to the venue for the first time to the venue and I am going to see 
you can you have a the other than a the other than I will be a good 
to be a good to be a little while I am not sure

 I dusted myself off. I had awoken in your home and I 
smelled like the lane behind a restaurant. If you have never ex-
perienced this smell just pray you never will. I saw myself in the 
mirror and laughed at the body I had been given. I had a graze on 
my right cheek and a burning behind my right eye. I think my 
eye would have popped right out if I hadn’t laughed. There was a 
brown-grey stain that started on the top right side of my hair and 
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went down in almost a straight line right down my shirt and the 
right leg of my jeans and over my shoe. There was a lot of mud on 
your carpet and on the papers you’d thrown from your desk. When 
you get back from wherever you are you might be mad at me for 
the mess. I could say some pigeons flew in through the window 
and they were really dirty. I opened your window to give veracity 
to the lie. Then I shooed them all out. That’s what I would say. I 
would be a hero in your eyes. I pulled the window back down. No 
more pigeons.

 June 13th part 2. 
 
 I’m on the bus. Téa came and got me to go in with her 
earlier. The Options evening was busy and crowded. There was 
wine, people were either mingling or looking at the tables, each 
of which had a law module outline on it. I couldn’t see any of the 
criminology ones. I picked up the detailed course outline booklet 
from one of the tables - I think they were limited and communal. 
Tried to mingle. Everyone was piling more chairs into the already-
claustrophobic room. I felt really anxious and tied in. It was con-
fusing and disorganised. I said bye to Téa and left. Called Chris 
and told him I’m coming home. I think he’s going to be really mad 
at me tonight so I might just stay upstairs. Angeline’s invited me 
round but if I’m not at home Chris will feel more rejected and be 
angrier at me. Why I am so scared that he’ll get angry at me? I’m 
going to read the course booklet. It’s a shame I won’t get to meet 
the lecturers and seminar tutors. The second year students were 
so intimidating. I kind of hope I don’t have lectures with them. But 
of course some of them might be quite nice. I am so scared Chris 
will be mad when I get home.

*  *  *
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I return to your home. I have forgotten what number your door 
is, or somebody else has moved into your ground floor flat. I try 
the handle but it is stiff. Maybe you left the key in and exited 
through the window in the back yard. I take the alley around 
your home. The alley makes me feel very uncomfortable. I sup-
press those feelings and hop over the waist-high orange brick 
wall. The wall is taller than the wall I bust my chin open on but 
the bricks are the same. They are rounded on the edges. They 
have been designed so they’re more comfy to sit on, I guess. I 
tried to stand on one when I was five but I slipped and bust open 
my chin. I had to get butterfly stitches. When I grow a beard 
there is an odd gap on my chin. You have a very similar scar but 
I never asked where you got it. I try the window but it is stuck. 
My fingers can’t pry it open enough to unhook the latch from 
the inside. That is what I used to do when you’d invite me over 
in the middle of the night after you’d finished work. I lock eyes 
with the woman standing in her kitchen doing the dishes. She 
doesn’t move. I don’t move. She looks worried. I smile and I say 
sorry and I say I think my friend lives here. She says your friend 
doesn’t live here and can you please leave. I say yes and I climb 
back over the wall. My fingers have imprints in them from where 
I had them digging into the window. The imprints look like my 
fingers after I’ve been playing guitar for a while. Do you remem-
ber when your band released that single and I was so jealous? 
You were cool all of a sudden and I was another fan. I’m glad 
you fixed your window because you had that problem the last 
time I was here with all those pigeons breaking in and making a 
mess of the place. My head aches. I am in the alley behind your 
house. There is a hedge which people stuff rubbish into on their 
way home from school or work. I did that when I was at school 
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and my mam told me off. I said but everybody else does it. She 
said that’s not the point. I sit on the rough paving stones and I 
rest my back on the hedge. It is not wholly comfortable but the 
spiky hedge provides some stimulation to my numb back and 
scalp. The rubbish smells quite bad. There are crisp packets and 
cans but I can also smell the smell of used condoms. I don’t think 
anyone has ever emptied this hedge. It still grows green despite 
its ruined insides. The baby growing inside me kicks. It wants a 
warm bed but I want these paving slabs and the early evening’s 
harsh neons. There is a twitching developing behind my right 
eye. The images are blurred. My left eye is fine though. I grip my 
scalp and massage it as gently as I can. I wonder if there really is 
one muscle on the top of my head that is stressed. It only feels 
like hair, skin and skull. The diary is tucked into the belt of my 
trousers so it has been digging into my side as I’ve sat here on the 
ground. It feels very comforting to keep it with me.
 I am actually jealous of your new boyfriend, but I would 
never tell you that. He looks exactly like you. I imagine you’re 
perfect together. Maybe everyone should meet someone who 
looks exactly like them. Is there anyone alive who doesn’t have 
someone who looks exactly like them? I once met someone who 
looked exactly like me but more attractive. I was very attracted 
to him. You know how dogs look like their owners? I could have 
been his dog. I think I would fuck myself in a future/clone sce-
nario. You’d just have to. Is there enough sex in modern sci-fi? I 
return to my baby and stroke my belly. “Early evening, Bowman 
Street.” But I don’t want to think about that. That’s from before I 
went crazy. Everything before that seems not real.
 “You! How did you get out?”
 I wave at my friend. How do you do? I ask.
 “Come with me.”
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 I’m great, thank you.
 “They’re gonna be pissed at me when they find out...”
 That is such wonderful news. You know, sometimes my 
cheeks ache from smiling so much.
 “Alright, calm down.”
 I just love the feeling of a cool evening, don’t you?
 “I said, calm down.”
 And then in the autumn, the crunch of the leaves...
 “It’s always like this with you. Why can’t you be normal?”
 Ah, I’m home. Thank you very much.
 “Here, take this. Everything will feel better in the morn-
ing.”
 You are my best friend. I love you for all the help you’ve 
given me.
 I hear a sigh.
 The more mould grows on the ceiling in my bathroom, 
the worse my eyesight gets. I know I should do something about 
it (the mould) but I do nothing.

*  *  *
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 June 14th. 
 
 Tonight was meant to be my last night at the restaurant. 
Klaudia had put me down for four more shifts: Wednesday and 
Thursday lunch, Saturday night, Sunday lunch. I texted her, say-
ing I could only do Saturday night. I hope she’s semi-okay with 
that. I keep saying that the rota and success of the restaurant 
are absolutely none of my concern but I can’t help but feel guilty 
about not working, not “helping out” - capitalism has really got 
to me. There’s a football match on. I’m taking the train home to 
avoid the outpour, hopefully. I was really set to have a nice night. 
Clarice was in charge. I was working with her, Benjamin and 
Tomas. We had a really nice dinner and Sean made really nice 
fried cheese steaks for the special. I’m taking one home. I found 
out about my surprise extra four shifts as we were eating. When 
something unexpected or shocking happens I don’t even think 
about it for a few hours, then I’m instantly furious. I told Klaudia 
that I’d work one extra shift as I’d booked yesterday off for that 
meeting. Chris said sorry to me when I got home yesterday. My 
mood didn’t really change when I got home but I tried to be more 
positive. I guess when I’m anxious I start being more direct and 
impatient, I come across as quite rude, I can’t feign happiness 
or hide that I’m anxious and pissed off about it. About finding a 
date. I’m worried I’m read as in a relationship and therefore a 
no-go zone. I guess this means I should do the approaching if I 
want to have my cake and eat it too. Is that the right expression? 
I want to have my cake and eat more cake. Cake is great. I’m 
finding myself more often planning routes to lower my anxiety 
which might just feed into my anxiety more. Get the 151 and 
walk from the shops home? No, too dark. And I’d have to come 
through that scary part of the park. Get the train to South 1 and 
get the 62? That bus is too busy. Take the train to Ains Park and 
get the 11 home? There was that creepy guy on a bike last time, 
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or three or four times ago... But preferable. Maybe there are less 
steps than at South 1 and I’ll be less sweaty and I won’t have to 
worry about how loud my breathing is and have to stop listening 
to my music. Anxiety is exhausting, but am I fetishising it with 
this diary?

 June 16th. 

 Lots to write, but I have a really sore head. Marie, Fran-
cis, accomplishments. May be addicted to codeine.

 June 18th. 

 What happened yesterday? I woke up with a headache, 
took some pills and slept until Chris came home from work 
around five. We ate some food and watched TV. We disagreed 
on the problematic aspects of the world’s most popular televi-
sion series, as usual. He always makes me feel like I’m over-
reacting when I point out sexism or racism that doesn’t directly 
affect us as white men. I wanted to write down everything I’ve 
crossed off my list of short term life goals. I completed my essay 
(barely) on time, where I attempted to show how sex work and 
human trafficking narratives are conflated. I kind of revised for 
one exam on criminal justice and managed to sit my psychol-
ogy of crime exam even though it was triggering. I sorted out 
my contract and got a new phone. £30 x 12 = £360 a year. That’s 
actually quite expensive. I now have a GP. I wrote my zine, two 
drafts and design, and my friends have read it. Jake says the 
distro are still available to help with printing, and called me yes-
terday to see if I wanted to go to the Midlands Anarchist Book 
Fair. It was two days ago, not yesterday. I’m so confused. I’ll be 
staying with my cousin Tom. I’m worried he’ll be mad at me for 
what I wrote about him in the zine, but it is just me being honest, 
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and we resolved it afterwards. I played my first gig on bass with 
Chris’s band, we DJ’d afterwards which was difficult but fun. I’ve 
edited some more audio, tidied my room and the kitchen but 
failed to empty the cat litter. I didn’t get a tattoo but I did get my 
ear pierced. I bought a new field recorder which we have used 
for interviews at protests and gigs. I bought a printer/scanner 
so I could make my zine, although Epson are scam artists and 
you need all four ink cartridges to print in black and white! I cut 
my own hair, it looks so good! I got out of bed on days I didn’t 
feel like it. That was my list. Two days ago, Marie was visiting 
so we went for some lunch. She’s so grown up! She does CBT. 
It’s weird still having things in common and being friends but 
we hardly know each other as adults. She wants me to send her 
music, and was interested to hear about my zine. I should get 
her address. I need to buy paper and a stapler. Chris thinks I’m 
mad at him because I want to write in my diary. Marie enthusias-
tically asked me to stay over at her place next time I’m up north 
and see a gig. I think I will. I went to Francis and Bea’s house 
after that and talked for a long time. I’m not sure if Bea liked the 
on-purpose tacky top we bought their daughter. Chris felt too 
tired to come and when Bea was at work I told Francis the friend 
from the introduction of the zine is him. I moved the conversa-
tion on quickly so we didn’t discuss it. I’m going to let one of 
them contact me next. I don’t think we’ll be able to live together. 
What does that mean for me and Chris if our housemates don’t 
want to live with us next year? Ben gave me his number but all I 
texted him was to ask if he’d been invited on Wednesday (tomor-
row!) but no reply - I don’t think he’ll be coming. Katherine said I 
should make an origami flower for him. Apparently he appreci-
ates romantic gestures. That doesn’t sound like me at all.

 I wake up. My eyes will not open.
 whorisrthisrmanrwhorwritesrtheserdiariesrrhersoundsr-
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 I have used a fake name for my entire life.

 “And you’d rather go by ‘Joe’?”
 “I would.”
 “Have you ever seen a therapist before?”
 “No.”
 “...”
 “...”
 “Oka-ay. Can you tell me why you’re here today?”
 “I made an appointment to see you.”
 “And who recommended you make an appointment to see 
me?”
 “My-- My GP recommended I make an appointment to 
see you.”
 “Did you agree with his decision?”
 “Her. I didn’t agree with her decision, but I don’t think I 
have a choice in this.”
 “You do have a choice. You always have a choice. What do 
your friends think of you seeing a therapist?”
 “Is this all about you?”
 “No.”
 “Then why are we talking about you?”
 “We’re not. We’re talking about you in relation to my pro-
fession.”
 “What was the question?”
 “What do your friends think of your GP’s recommenda-
tion to make an appointment to see a therapist?”
 “I don’t have many friends.”
 “Have you told any of them that you’re seeing me today? 
Do you have a partner?”
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 “Yes.”
 “Yes to which question?”
 “Yes I have a  partner. I haven’t told him I was coming 
today.”
 “Why do you think your doctor thinks you need to see a 
therapist?”
 “She says I have some issues I need to work out.”
 “Do you agree with her statement?”
 “I do. In part.”
 “What issues do you feel you have to work out?”
 “...”
 “Do you experience any feelings of rejection, loneliness, 
isolation?”
 “Yes.”
 “Tell me about your home life, growing up.”
 “I’d rather not talk about that.”
 “Yes. Can you tell me about your experiences at school?”
 “I’d rather not talk about that.”
 “Yes. Can you tell me about your working history?”
 “I’d rather not-- this is the first time you’ve written any-
thing down.”
 “Yes. Can you tell me about your relationship? How long 
have you been together?”
 “I’d rather. We’ve been together about two years.”
 “How did you meet?”
 “We worked together very briefly.”
 “What were you working as?”
 “I worked in the print room at a firm dealing with the sale 
of very specific parts of heavy machinery. Chr- David worked in 
HR.”
 “How did the relationship begin?”
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 “David invited me to a pub quiz with some other work 
colleagues.”
 “And you were living where at the time?”
 “Colchester.”
 “What was the name of the pub?”
 “Idle Monkey.”
 “Yes. Who came to the pub with you?”
 “Jenny and Peter. They were in sales, but they were alright. 
We used to hate everyone else in that department. Well, David 
couldn’t officially hate anyone in sales, that’d kind of go against his 
work’s ethical codes of conduct, you know?”
 “Yes. And the pub quiz led to a relationship?”
 “It did. Jenny and Peter hooked up. They had a history of 
doing that, after a few drinks. We were left awkwardly avoiding 
watching them get off with each other on a sunken leather couch. 
The quiz DJ guy was asking questions from A Question Of Sport. 
David had the DVD already and knew all the answers. We still 
didn’t win the quiz.”
 “What was your team name?”
 “Bowlesing Alley. Because we worked at Bowles & Bowles. 
Jenny and Peter ‘went to the loo’ at the same time so I got chatting 
to David. He was really nervous once we were alone. It was only 
a few weeks later I found out he was gay. He broke up with his 
boyfriend - John - the night of the quiz. Went to a friend’s house 
and ended it by text. I always thought that was a bit cold. We’ve 
never discussed it. I’m not really one for talking about the past like 
that. They were playing David Bowie when Peter and Jenny got 
back from the loo, four or five minutes later. I said I had to go, 
and David touched my arm, right here, very lightly, and said ‘You 
should stay for one more.’ but I didn’t stay, I went home, I said 
I had to walk my dog. I didn’t even have a dog. Scottish Stephen 
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in accounting told me a couple of weeks later about David’s boy-
friend. David had moved out, he was living in a hostel. I thought 
that was funny - as if someone on his salary didn’t have somewhere 
else he could stay. David came and got me to make copies of some 
training manuals on how to lift boxes for the presentation he was 
giving and asked if I’d like to go for a drink. I said - in the politest 
way possible - no, not if Jenny and Peter were going to be there 
pretty much having sex on the table again. David said no, it’d just 
be us - me and him, you know, not you and I - and can I come to 
his office later on in the day and help him with a problem on his 
computer because he’d heard I was good on computers and I said 
well why don’t you just call IT and he said oh, okay, I’ll do that, 
sorry for asking. We swapped numbers and met later on in the 
pub. Not the Monkey whatever it was, that chain pub that doesn’t 
play music, the quieter one. We sat in an alcove and drank pitchers 
of shit sweet cocktails for a few hours.”
 “And David was your first relationship with a member of 
the same sex?”
 “He still is. My first relationship with any sex. He gave 
me a hand job in the toilets there that night, we were both pissed. 
Then I went back to my shit apartment alone and he went back 
to his hostel and I cried for a few hours and watched a few season 
three episodes of the X-Files and fell asleep. I was ten minutes late 
for work the next morning and lost my job. David rang me that 
afternoon to see if I was okay. He’d heard the office had fucked me 
out of any of the severance deals any of the other staff members 
had got under the cutbacks and he (David) wanted to know if I 
was doing alright. I told him I was and told him I had a spare bed-
room if he needed a place to stay, and that he should come over for 
a takeaway that evening and we could talk about stuff. ‘Talk about 
stuff’ was my code for another hand job but I don’t think David 
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picked up on the hint. So he came over to my place at around 
6PM that night, right after he’d finished work like and I answered 
the door in my joggers and a t-shirt and he was still wearing his 
suit from work and I just thought how this was like a scenario 
from chav porn. Culture clash and that. So I started laughing in-
stead of saying hi and David got this look on his face like I was 
crazy or something. I said come in and ‘do you want a drink’ and 
‘do you want to see my spare room’ and ‘should we look at some 
menus’ and stuff and he just grabbed me and turned me around 
and kissed me. He still had a bit of chewing gum in his mouth 
from where he’d obviously been freshening up in anticipation of 
coming to my place. He said later he was gonna wait till he’d got 
rid of it to kiss me but seeing me in joggers had reminded him 
of chav porn - which was his favourite - and he really fancied me 
right there and then. I’ve always found that funny how we have 
just little obscure interests in common. We both played Mine-
craft and Spicy NikNaks were our favourite crisps. I told him that 
night after we’d had an Indian that I didn’t really think he’d want 
my spare room ‘cause it was full of drum kits anyway and that he 
should share mine as it would save on hostel bills and washing 
sheets and would just be more convenient if we were going to 
be engaging in close amorous relations anyway. David helped me 
find a job copying numbers from paper printouts of phone bills 
into an Excel spreadsheet. Then because of confidentiality clauses 
and etc. in my contract I had to put the bills through a shredder 
and then into the waste bin instead of the recycling because of the 
sensitive nature of who our clients were. That bit kinda pissed me 
off because as you probably have heard I’m a bit of a stickler for re-
cycling and doing my bit but apart from that the job was okay.”
 “And do you find David is emotionally available to you in 
a way you struggle to be emotionally available to him?”
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 “I’d say exactly that is the case, yes.”
 “And would you say you now struggle to find the confi-
dence you once had in social situations and you envy David for his 
apparent lack of qualms about being open and responsive in social 
situations?”
 “I would say yes, that is very true.”
 “Have you talked to David about any of this?”
 “Not yet, no.”
 “But you intend to?”
 “I do.”
 “Yes. So what I want you to do when David gets home 
from work tonight at 6PM is have something cooking in the 
oven which will be ready about fifteen minutes after David has 
changed his clothes, brushed his teeth, relaxed on the couch or 
whatever his de-stress routine happens to be after a particularly 
stressful day at work. And what I want you to sit down and say to 
him - and remember you have a full fifteen minutes to talk this 
out before a convenient and enticing-smelling excuse appears to 
get you through the awkward silence - is this: ‘David. I love you 
and I know you love me too but we need to start showing it more 
to each other. The occasional mediocre attempt at sex really isn’t 
cutting it. We must show each other more affection. We need to 
kiss more. We need to hold hands more. We need to use more pet 
names. And I see you grimacing there, David, but this is what has 
to happen if our relationship is going to continue. I have needs 
just like you have needs.’ Alter this to what suits you best, Joe. I 
promise you, it will work, and it will have some very positive ben-
efits for your mental wellbeing.”
 “And--”
 “Yes, Joe?”
 “...”



44

 “Feel free to ask questions, Joe. After all, you are paying 
for this time.”
 “It’s just that. It’s just that I don’t really see how being on 
better terms with David has any real impact on the reasons I’m 
here seeing you in the first place. I should say: I don’t understand 
why David has anything to do with the reasons my GP has told 
me to book this appointment today with you. Not that I actually 
agree that I need to be here at all.”
 “Well, you haven’t told me why your GP told you to come 
today. Are you going to tell me?”
 “...”
 “We have five minutes of our session left, Joe. If you don’t 
tell me now, you’re going to have to come back next week and we 
can do this all over again.”
 “...”
 “...”
 “I went to my doctor complaining of headaches and mi-
graines. I’m scared to leave the house alone. I can meet a friend 
or I can go to work or go to the shop with David but I can’t leave 
the house alone. I get scared and I feel judged and it seems easier 
to stay inside. But then when I stay inside I feel all this shame that 
I’m not accomplishing anything--”
 “Anything like what?”
 “Like accomplishing going outside and going to the shops 
and breathing fresh air and being seen outside.”
 “Why do you think being noticed holds such importance 
for you?”
 “I don’t know. I like, liked being the centre of attention.”
 “...”
 “...”
 “Yes. Thank you, Joe. I’ll be seeing you next week. My 
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secretary will give you the billing details on your way out.”

*  *  *
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 June 17th. 

 Last night I wrote my letter to Marie, and just now I wrote 
one for John. I have yet to start my letter for Matthieu. Writing 
in French intimidates me so much. Is that really the reason I 
dropped out of uni in Toulouse or am I just a bit cowardly? Other 
people persevere through shit periods and they come out stron-
ger. I always avoid difficulty or run away when my situation gets 
too difficult. I found it easy to write to Marie, despite us barely 
ever seeing each other. I still feel like we have a lot in common. I 
struggled writing a letter to John. I feel like his opinion influences 
me a lot - especially when he’s being his usual self: derisive, criti-
cal and sarcastic. Allowing someone who is featured in the zine 
so prominently - even in the introduction - to read it and inviting 
comment from him is so scary. I really need to email the distro 
and sort out printing. Seeing three copies of the zine side by side 
was exciting. My work (sort of) mass produced or just the poten-
tial there was exciting. It is my life’s work. I should write my other 
ideas down for Samir. Ben said he’s busy working on a big project 
tonight but might still come. The idea gets me a bit butterfly-ish. 
Chris left for Romania this morning. I was meant to cut his hair 
last night but I was too tired. I guess he decided against it this 
morning.

 June 18th. 

 Days seem to pass faster when you’re keeping track of 
them. I sent off the first three proto zines today to John, Marie 
and Matthieu. I wrote that letter to Matthieu in French, and it was 
okay. Difficult sometimes but it kind of made me realise I probably 
should have just stuck it out at uni in France. Or maybe my French 
skills are better now than then. Am I distracted? I keep skipping 



47

letters. I told Matthieu that I felt like a failure for quitting uni. It 
was rambling, much like these entries. Jay helped me to the post 
office. We had a really good talk last night about my parents. Her 
living situation is strange too. She lives with two parents she is 
not related to by blood. Her parents divorced when she was very 
young and she lived between the two households. Her step par-
ents met each other at one of Jay’s birthdays and they decided 
they got on better than the ex-couple they were with. Jay had got 
to liking her step parents better and stayed on with them. I stayed 
over. I wasn’t going to, but Jay has a big hippy house that was al-
most empty and it was late and I was tired. We stayed up for an-
other few hours chatting after that. Samir, Elsa and the twin sister 
of someone I know whose name I’ve forgotten were there too. 
The twin sister knows somebody I went to uni with when I went 
the first time. The house had lots of pets and was infrastructurally 
the same as Hannah’s house, but without all the pretentiousness 
and wealth. I felt so much more comfortable and welcomed than 
I did at Hannah’s house. They were still a lot richer than my fam-
ily, but not really arrogant and sheltered/blinkered like Hannah 
is. I told everyone I’m worried James fancies me and that’s why 
he feels too awkward to see me (he hasn’t texted me to meet up 
this week, after he said he would) - I think I’ve decided he actually 
just doesn’t like me too much. I can be quite arrogant and I think 
I remind him a bit too much of his university’s polyamory scene. 
Do I want in on that scene? Ben didn’t show up to that dinner last 
night, which I think was a good thing. I sat for hours learning how 
to make origami flowers for him. They didn’t really turn out that 
well and they took me ages to make. I didn’t take them with me. I’d 
decided that it didn’t matter what would win him over - however 
childish making flowers seemed to me - doing something that I 
would never do unprompted is just not a good idea. Anyone I like 
I want to like me back, for who I am. I don’t have to change myself 
to convince people to like me. There’s that arrogance again. I also 
decided on my way to Jay’s house that I didn’t/don’t want to date 
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Ben, I just think he’s cute and nice and I want to fuck/cuddle/kiss 
someone new, and that’s why I’ve chosen him. He’s sort of the 
first available person. Not to put him down or anything. But I think 
he wouldn’t be the casual relationship I could handle, and that 
would probably lead to upsetting him and me, and maybe causing 
worry for everyone else in that circle. Or mostly for me. I think if 
I’m after a no-strings relationship, I should try someone with less 
strings. A relationship isn’t just going to fall into my lap. I need to 
be proactive. I favourited some cute boys on a dating site a while 
ago, so maybe I can take another look. Benedict seemed keen to 
be my friend, I should get in touch with him. He does seem really 
nice, I’m just not sure if I fancy him or not. I have this habit of al-
ways making eye contact with cute guys and holding it usually to 
awkward extents. Coby? The boy staying at Jay’s with her sister 
last night was so cute. He was almost definitely straight. He liked 
my biscuits too. Francis texted me to ask if he could store furni-
ture in my garage in July, so they can leave their contract early. It 
should be fine. I’ll make sure to get him over to help empty or rear-
range the garage. That would be nice. I think I might have planted 
the idea in his head that he should leave his contract early and 
come live with me instead. Angeline came round tonight to watch 
some comedy show and have tea. I made nice pasta. Angeline’s 
having problems with her parents and their shitty relationship but 
all I could think of were their parallels with mine. I’m so pissed off 
at my dad. It seems like he’s being deliberately antagonistic to my 
mam’s mental health. When he got back to France from here, he 
told her that he feels like he’s wasted the last ten years of his life 
looking after her. I’m so pissed off at him, and I feel so sorry for 
my mam. And I said I would never take sides. I hope she’s okay. 
Jake from the distro emailed me so I called him. Hopefully he can 
print my zine next Wednesday. He just has some alterations he’d 
like me to make with regards to formatting. Also, he wants me to 
change the wrap around from black to red, or another colour of 
paper card. He wants to do 250 copies, he reckons at 50p each. 



49

I’m happy to pay that. I should be selling it at the Midlands Anar-
chist Book Fair, seeing my cousin and also going to see two of my 
favourite bands up North. One of them is actually from the States. 
Jay is driving Elsa and her girlfriend, and we’re picking up one of 
the musicians from another city. I get the spare seat! Chris seems 
to be having a really great time in Romania. I’m slightly jealous, 
but also grateful for the time we’re spending apart. I’ll probably 
be crazy by Saturday as I’m planning on staying at Jay’s again. 
I might be able to see Chris on his break. My hair is so greasy. 
I’ll have to get a shower at Jay’s. I’m all for accepting hospitality! 
We’re getting a takeaway on Friday night too, which is exciting. 
I’m really looking forward to seeing Jake (a different Jake) when 
I go up North in July. He can’t stay over though! There will be no 
hanky-panky. I guess me and Chris will have seen him the week 
before, anyway. I hope we have sex again. It was so fun and posi-
tive with Jake the last time. Work is gonna be so shit on Saturday! 
I’ll just keep my head down and stay smiling. And eat as much 
food as I possibly can.

*  *  *
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 “Here’s your key. You’re free.”
 Thanks mate, you’ve really done me a solid deal there. Ta.
 “Now please leave.”
 That’s great, that’s what I’m going to do right now.
 “Please leave.”
 I’m so grateful.
 “Leave.” He reaches through the bars and takes the key 
back from me and unlocks the cell from his side.
 I’ve left, I’m gone.
 “Leave.” He pulls open the door and hands me a different 
set of keys. There are two and they are bound by some string. I 
take them from his hand.
 I’m gone.
 You threw a Playstation controller at my head. It hurt for 
two weeks but every time I touched the bump I burst out laugh-
ing.
 
 “Do you pay for your prescriptions?”
 “Um, I think so.”
 “You do. Okay. That’s £8.45.”
 I handed over my money and tried to smile but my mouth 
couldn’t muster it. I could taste blood on the back of my teeth so 
I shut my mouth. There was no queue. “That’ll be twenty min-
utes.”
 “Okay.” I sat down on the chair in front of the counter.
 “You can’t sit there. The waiting area for prescriptions is 
over there.” The woman behind the counter pointed at a chair 
in front of the foot care stand. I took a seat in front of pumice 
stones and bunion cream and verruca spray and toenail clippers. 
I felt entirely numb. I had been entrusted with picking up tablets 
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from a pharmacy. The pharmacy was inside a shop. It seemed ev-
ery person in the world suddenly wanted to buy nail files and I 
was the one person dumb enough to sit in front of them. I stood, 
and leaned awkwardly on the side of the shelving unit and stared 
mournfully at the counter, behind which the woman was surely 
preparing my medication. I did not understand pharmacology at 
the time and was confused as to why it would take twenty minutes 
to put my Citalopram into a paper bag so I could take them home 
and take 5mg worth of them. I was very close to asking if I could 
just take one tablet, maybe even half a tablet because that was all 
I needed, just take that home and then come back for the rest to-
morrow. I checked my phone. It had been ten minutes. She called 
my name.
 “Here you are. Have you taken these before?”
 “Yes,” I said, although I hadn’t. I don’t know why I said 
that. “Thank you.”
 I left the shop and walked home, wobbling slightly. I 
hadn’t left the house for the previous eight days, and the sun was 
hurting and making me squint.
 “You’re a fucking psycho, mate.”

 rrrrrr, I can still feel it behind my eye. I walk slowly. After 
all, what is there to life but to walk slowly and take everything 
in? It is the most mindful way of being. I see a mirror in a shop 
window. This street is very quiet. There are terraced houses like 
in the North of England and there are cars parked up and down 
both sides of the street. The street is cobbled. It is early morning. 
It reminds me of another place I have been many times before but 
I don’t know where that place is. I wipe some of the dew from 
the window. The mirror reflects my face back at me. I have some 
stubble as I have not shaved for a little while. My hair is longer 
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than I thought it would be. I run a hand through it and it is knot-
ted and twisted. My forehead has more wrinkles than before. My 
left eye is brown. I cannot see my right eye. The eyelid is closed. I 
try to open it. It does not budge. I smile at that, revealing yellow 
teeth. I have lots of teeth. This makes me happier. I smile more.  
  A car travels down this street at close to 30MPH. 
No harm, no foul.
 
 “I love you!” “Does his wife know?” “Just checking.”

 I’m not sure I can ever trust a doctor again. When I first 
said I had headaches they gave me Ibuprofen. I’d already tried 
Ibuprofen but they said to keep trying it. I said I was going blind. 
They said Ibuprofen. Then I said I was feeling a little stressed. 
They said I should contact psychological services to get CBT 
(CBT means Cognitive Behavioural Therapy) but when I con-
tacted them they asked if I was in counselling and I said yes and 
they said they would not be able to offer me CBT at this time. I’m 
still not sure what CBT is. Then I was prescribed anti depressants 
because there was an incident with lava, spiders, space and a black 
vortex. More details on this to follow. The anti-depressants would 
also help with my headaches. When my headaches remained I was 
recommended to have my eyes tested. I got my eyes tested at Spec-
savers and they sold me some glasses for £100. I asked what the 
glasses were for: was I long sighted or short sighted? And they said 
the word “distance” at me three or four times. The trouble when 
you have a headache this bad is that it’s sometimes hard to concen-
trate on what people are saying to you. You can hear the words but 
putting them all together into useful information is very difficult. 
After a period of wearing the glasses I decided to get my eyes re-
tested as my headaches were still present. I got my eyes tested at 
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the opticians in my university. The optician there asked if I’d gone 
to Specsavers. I said yes. He said he could tell. He charged me 
fifteen pounds for the eye test and told me I didn’t need to wear 
glasses as my eyes are completely fine. He said my headaches could 
be caused by having dry eyes. Anti-depressants dry the eye. I have 
since been using eye drops when my eyes feel too dry. But I still 
have headaches. The latest advice is to slouch in a chair. My doc-
tor demonstrated that slouching. I will follow his advice as soon 
as I find a chair and I will let you know how it goes. A musician 
I know is releasing her voice memos for download. I wish her the 
best of luck.
 
 “Hey, is this okay?” “There.” “No, not there.” “Fucking 
with you is amazing.”

 I can feel it coming again like a slow rumble from the belly 
of the earth. We live on this planet and this planet lives through 
us. I truly believe we are the sensory glands of the earth. What 
we do is what we’re directed to do. The misery we feel in our lives 
comes from a sickness inside the planet’s core. The planet cries and 
the tears fall from our eyes. When we are sick, volcanoes erupt. 
When we have sex, the planet sighs for us and through us. The 
oceans, the tide. We are its tendrils, reaching out into the sky. 
The technology we create sends radio waves into space. The planet 
speaks and we are its vocal chords. The skin of the earth is not 
the ground as we once supposed, but it is the layer of ozone that 
protects us from the void of space. The ozone layer traps the air 
inside the atmosphere, it keeps the warmth in. When the sun goes 
out we will have to burrow inside the planet’s muscles and organs, 
far below where there is a heat that will never go out. The ocean is 
seventy three percent of the planet’s surface just like our bodies. I 
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heard that in a song once. What are the planet’s dreams made of? 
My mania is back.

 “But for a one night stand. If he can’t get it up. What can 
I do with that? Does that make me a bad person?”

 rrrrrr, your hand on mine. What a memory that could have 
been. The diary I hold is still green. I’m staring at things out of one 
eye. If I concentrate really hard I can open my right eye and see my 
eyeball, iris, pupil, everything. But as soon as I stop concentrating 
it falls back down again. I guess it’s just tired. Everything is grey in 
this city. There are tower blocks of flats that seem as sad as I feel. 
The air is biting and chilled. There is a wind coming from the east 
and it cuts through the raincoat I have been given. There is no rain 
yet but I know it’s coming. The streets are cobbled or tarmac. The 
pavements are grey. There are cans and cartons lining the gutters. 
A drain spurts brown water, grass and moss, likely flooded for 
years. I don’t know where I am headed. I have a friend in this city, 
maybe two or three. I don’t know where they are today. I don’t 
know if they would recognise me in this body. I know I must walk 
over a foot bridge. I do so. There are cars rolling by underneath. 
The fall alone would kill you, if you fell. There are some days when 
I receive a panicked knock at my door, ARE YOU OKAY, and a 
mumbled yes and then feet stamping back down the stairs. If I kill 
myself it will be in the bathroom, not the bedroom. The cars beep 
their horns. I can taste the black smoke that rises from the back of 
one. It is the first thing I have tasted in a short time. It makes me 
hungry. I reach into my pocket. There are some coins in there, and 
keys. Cool metal jangles against my fingers. I do not check how 
many coins I have. I know where I can get something to eat, and 
cheap. In this city I have no enemies that I know of. All doors are 
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open to me.
*  *  *
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 This is it, this is it, this is it!
 -- no. This is not it. But it is coming.
 I sit down at the table. The table is plastic and so is the 
chair I’m sitting on. It is, however, attached to the ground by a 
metal pole. There is a laminated menu on the table between the 
salt and pepper so I grab it and flip it the right way up so I can read 
what is available. The menu reads as follows:

PLEASE MAKE ALL ORDERS AT THE COUNTER. WE DO NOT 
DO TABLE SERVICE.

 FOOD
 
 TOAST: 50p
 SCRAMBLED EGGS: £1.50 WITH TOAST £2
 BOILED EGG: £1.50 WITH TOAST £2
 POACHED EGG: £2 WITH TOAST £2.50
 FRIED EGG: £1.50 WITH TOAST £2
 SAUSAGE SARNIE: £1.50 WITH FRIED EGG £3
 BACON SARNIE: £1.75
 HASH BROWNS: £1
 FULL ENGLISH: £4.50 WITH TOAST £5
 CONTINENTAL: £3
 CEREAL: £1 SOYA MILK 30p EXTRA

**butters and spreads available at no extra 
charge**

*please tip waiting and kitchen staff*

 The back of the menu lists drinks. All drinks are £1. I 
reach into my pocket and spread the contents out over the table. 
There are coins and two keys attached together with string and a 
plastic card and the diary. I push the diary out of the way and sep-
arate the keys from the coins. The plastic card has a magnetic strip 
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running down one side but no other information of any kind. It 
isn’t a bank card, as far as I can tell. There is no writing or photo 
on it. It is dark blue and the black magnetic strip almost fades into 
nothing. There are an assortment of coins: coppers, silvers and 
a few gold. I sort them into piles of size and colour. I add them 
up. I have £8.59 to spend on breakfast. I glance at the clock. It is 
7:30am. I was right in thinking I’d be buying breakfast and not 
lunch.

 Hi, I say to the lady standing behind the counter. I would 
like a cup of hot water, if possible. Could I ask what comes with 
the continental breakfast? I add a smile, to appear as polite as pos-
sible.
 “Yes sir, that’s one tea, no milk. The continental comes 
with free orange juice. You can help yourself to jam and butter.” 
She does not smile. There are two people in the queue behind me. 
I pay in three pound coins, one fifty, one twenty, two fives and ten 
twos.
 I think that’s right, I say, knowing it is right.
 She counts the change. “Ta, love. Table four! Next cus-
tomer.” A grunt from the kitchen signals my order has been re-
ceived. I walk to the left of the counter to the condiment stand. 
There are a lot of tomato ketchup bottles. I’d forgotten to ask what 
the continental breakfast comes with, but that doesn’t seem too 
important now. I pick up four small containers of jam, one in each 
flavour: peach, apricot, strawberry and blueberry. I also take one 
square of butter. I sit back down at my table. The keys, card and 
diary are still on it.
 “Sir, your tea.”
 Ah, yes! Thank you. I hurry back to the counter and take 
the steaming teacup and saucer from the woman’s hand. I rush 
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it back to my table - the ceramic was familiar to the waitress’s 
hand but not to mine - the heat stings. He said he hated guys 
who talked out of the side of their mouths. Well, I do that. And I 
don’t think he minded. My smile is generally lopsided too. There’s 
a singer in a band we both like and he sings out of the side of his 
mouth. He is very tall though. I am not. I run my hand through 
my hair. It needs a wash. My fingers tangle and get stuck. I pull, 
hard, and a clump of hair comes free in my hand. I look at it, sus-
pended in the air above the table. It looks like the matted bits of 
fur that collect behind dogs’ ears. I will borrow somebody’s comb 
at the first opportunity. I raise the tea to my mouth and sip at it. 
It is too hot. It needs milk but I can’t see any, and don’t feel able 
to ask the waitress for any more. There is still a short queue at the 
counter. I will manage without. I remove the tea bag and strain it 
with the spoon. I drop it onto the saucer and tea oozes out of it, 
sure to stain the ceramic plate. Suspicious, I grab the keys and card 
quickly and stuff them back into my pocket to join the change. 
The diary remains on the table. I will not read it. Perhaps I will 
leave it here for the next person who sits at this table.
 “Continental breakfast.”
 The breakfast is continental. It lands on the table directly 
in front of me.
 “Cutlery is with the condiments.”
 I nod in thanks. I wait until the waitress is back behind her 
counter and I return to the condiment stand. I decide to take some 
more jam. It might come in handy. I only have four pounds and 
fifty nine pence left. The cafe is quite full. Most of the customers 
are white working men wearing working men’s clothes. They are 
the sort of men who I imagine when I read the sign saying caution 
- men working overheard. But we are all on the same level today. 
I take my seat. I stare at my breakfast. The continental breakfast 



59

stares back at me. It consists of one croissant, one seeded bread 
bun, one bowl filled with cereal and milk, a small cup of coffee 
and a glass of orange juice. I drink the orange juice first as my tea 
is still not cool enough to drink. My tea has no milk but the cereal 
has milk in it already. I guess if I had wanted soya milk I would 
have paid 30p extra. I eat the cereal. I didn’t realise I was so hungry 
until I swallow the first spoonful, and I quickly finish the rest. I 
know my stomach will be bad from the milk but that doesn’t seem 
so important. What is important is eating my breakfast. Second, I 
tackle the croissant. It is plain and most likely made with butter. I 
rip it in half with my hands and tear the plastic seal from the jam. 
I use my knife to spread the jam throughout the croissant’s insides. 
I’d picked strawberry. It tastes good. I get jam all over my hands in 
the process. I feel I haven’t eaten for quite a while. I try but can’t 
remember the last time I ate. I wrap the seeded bun in the napkin 
it was sitting on and place it in the other pocket of my raincoat. I 
sip at my tea and lay my hand on the diary as if I’m in court in an 
American TV drama and someone has asked me to solemnly swear 
that I will tell the whole truth.
 I’ll try.
 “Huh?” asks the working man to my right.
 Oh, um. I’m in an American TV drama.
 The man makes a tsk noise with his teeth and tongue.   
 “Spot on.”
 I sip some more of my tea. There is now milk in it and I 
think I remember spooning some of the milk from the cereal into 
the cup. The milk is from a cow and it adds a lot of sweetness to 
the tea, but the sweetness could be from the cereal. The smell is 
unfamilliar. I don’t know why. It is probably too much liquid but 
I drink my coffee, which is at this point quite cold. It tastes nice. I 
use the bathroom. On the wall is a framed image of a pink flower 
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with a quote around it: “Be patient with all that is unresolved in 
your heart and learn to love the questions themselves.” I chuckle 
at this. I ask the framed rose a question of my own: What ques-
tions?

*  *  *
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 One fluttering wing span lazily down, then a thud. A 
wind, shake, shuffle, more fluttering, a pause. Thud, thud, thud 
thud thud. Little lives dumbly hit my window pane. A breath, si-
lence. Thud thud thud thud thud wham wham thud thud wham. 
The storm crept into view. I saw it through the sky light. The rain 
started. The elm tree had shaken off the last of its propellers and 
they were all being washed away from my window by the storm. 
A boom and the thunder shook the house. Lighting strikes just to 
the east, in the park. Another flash, I saw it this time, a boom, but 
further away. Another, further away. The rain stopped. A boom, 
further away. The sky was blue again. I hung up on you. I could 
explain it away with the storm. I hoped you would not call back. 
You didn’t.
 When I think about you, I have to concentrate on letting 
go of your name from my mind. If I don’t, then the sad feeling 
after you left will set in and I will think of nothing else and spiral 
down and down and you flew away from me but no, no, empty, 
empty, empty, smaller, diminishing, gone, quiet, down there.
 I hit the streets. I pass a record shop which now only sells 
DVDs. There is loud music blasting from inside which I do not 
think I’ve heard before. The street I have chosen is particularly 
busy. There are many people whose faces I think I recognise but I 
do not. I catch quite a few of them staring back at me and I realise 
that my right eye is still shut, which must be a strange sight for 
some. The street I am on is quite wide and there are shops lin-
ing either side. A woman catches my eye and nods at me. She is 
older than I think I am and she is carrying a lot of bags. I think 
about offering to help but then I worry that she might think I’m 
trying to steal some of the things she’s probably just spent some 
of her money on. I know I can feel protective over things that I 
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have just spent money on. Today I was in the supermarket near 
my house and I bought some yoghurts. Was that today? It feels 
like today but I know today I ate breakfast at 7:30am and then 
walked to the street I am now on, so I most likely did not buy 
yoghurt today. On the day I bought yoghurt I knew I owed you, 
my friend, a sweet treat. We liked to call the presents we bought 
each other sweet treats and today I’d decided to take it literally. I 
saw the yoghurts on the shelf. They were strawberry and banana, 
and peach and pear. They were next to the big tubs of yoghurt. 
They were £1.80 which made them 45p each, which is a lot for a 
yoghurt. I put them in my basket. They were your treat but I knew 
I’d end up having at least one, if not two. I walked away from rest 
of the yoghurts. I stopped. I looked in my basket. The yoghurts 
were on the top of everything else I’d picked. I frowned. I thought 
again. 45p for one yoghurt is a lot for a yoghurt. I reached into 
the basket to put them back. I stopped with my hand just above 
the yoghurts. No. I would buy them. You would be surprised, be-
cause you’d probably never seen me eat a yoghurt, and that would 
be nice. Also, I wanted a yoghurt. I grimaced at the future loss of 
£1.80. I was at least glad I could price the yoghurts per unit. The 
kitchen roll in supermarkets is another story which is actually very 
important. My feet are aching. I have been walking for just over 
an hour but already they are hurting. The shoes I am wearing look 
like trainers but they are wider than usual around the toe and seem 
to have no soles. I can feel every crack in the pavement. I stand on 
a stone and wince in pain. It is also cold in this city. I think where 
I came from was much warmer. Even my nose is cold. I shove my 
hands in my pockets and grip the hard edge of the diary with one 
and the keys with another. Holding the keys feels very safe. I won-
der what they are for. I can’t remember where my home is. I don’t 
feel like it is in this city. I slow down my pace and wade through 
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the shoppers so I can lean against the wall of a pound shop. I take 
the diary out of my pocket and open it on the first page. Opposite 
June 9th is just the inside cover of the diary, a blank white page. I 
was hoping perhaps I’d been left instructions inside the diary, but 
it didn’t seem so. I close it and cram it and my hand back into my 
pocket. It hurts my wrist a little to have my hand in there with the 
diary and jam but it is bitingly cold. My nose dribbles onto my lip. 
I stick out my tongue and lick the salty snot off. I wipe my nose 
on the collar of my rain coat. The coat is green and reminds me of 
a coat I had when I was younger. I think I was lent it by a cousin 
or my dad or an older friend and I never gave it back. It is not the 
coat I am currently wearing, however. I leave the busy shopping 
street. The flow of people weaving in and out of each other had left 
me dizzy. I see a sign for the station. I decide to head in that direc-
tion. I have no other destination. I do not feel as though I arrived 
in this city via the station, so I wonder briefly how I arrived here. 
It does not seem important. I am here, and that is that. The street 
to the station is much narrower and less busy than the street I have 
just left, and it is on a hill. The people who are using this route are 
marching quickly down the hill as if they are in a great hurry, and 
those coming up the hill towards me seem to all be carrying a great 
weight around them, plodding slowly up the hill. I want to ask 
them why they bother, as surely there are just as many places that 
are interesting to visit on flatter ground. They seem as though they 
would not appreciate my questions. I would slow them down.
 “Pet.”
 I stop. Out of a door steps a person with rosy cheeks, pale 
skin and light brown hair. They are wearing a small hat and a lot 
of denim.
 Hi, I say, but no words come out.
 “When did you get here?”
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 I don’t know, I say, but no words come out.
 “What happened to you? You look awful.”
 I think I lost my mind, I say, but no words come out.
 The person points into the cafe. The interior looks warm 
and inviting but I do not feel warm or invited.
 “I’ll get you one to take away. We can talk at mine.”
 There is concern in their eyes. They put their hand on my 
shoulder and give me a look. The look says: I feel for you.
 Thank you so much, I say, but no words come out.

*  *  *
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 June 19th. 

 I stayed over at Catherine’s place last night. Having 
breakfast here and I’m meeting Chris at his work at 3PM. I lis-
tened to a lot of Bjork today. I also listened to The Beautiful South 
but their greatest hits gets a bit boring towards the end. I feel like 
I have a cold. Ben showed up here last night. He snapchatted me 
a photo of his face while we were chatting saying “get the kettle 
on” so I made him some tea. It was quite awkward, I loudly asked 
if anyone wanted tea and nobody did, and I’d just had tea, so I 
made him tea and strained the teabag right in front of him and 
handed him the cup. I was really flustered so I was like “here’s 
your tea, you have to enjoy it.” He is so weird and cute. Francis 
is coming round tomorrow to clear out the garage. Francis and 
Beatrice are going to move out of their flat before they visit the 
U.S. for the summer in order to save money on their rent. I sug-
gested it, so now we’re looking after their clothes, furniture and 
cat for the whole of August. I’m a bit nervous about work tonight. I 
think Klaudia worked all those shifts I refused to do, so I think it’ll 
be tense and awkward. It’s not exactly necessary for it to be like 
that, but I feel like it will be. Some of Angeline’s friends are visit-
ing tomorrow. They’re all coming to mine in the evening to meet 
the cats, then we’re going to a hopefully sexy exhibition at our 
local fetish pub. We have one two streets away. Angeline and her 
friends are travelling to Berlin for a few days - it sounds great. I 
hope they have fun (and bring me some vegan food home).

 June 23rd. 

 Just woke from a dream where I almost went back to uni 
in France, but it was in NYC. My mam was breastfeeding the baby 
and needed wine - we went to a Tesco basement but they had no 
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cheap white wine. I got crisps, soya milk and frozen green beans 
instead. The next part of the dream was me deciding on getting a 
tattoo like a tally 

	 	 							||||	||||	||||	||||	||||	
	 	 							||||	||||	||||	||||

of how many men I’d had sex with. The reasoning behind the tat-
too (for some reason) changed to how many pizzas I’d eaten. 
Lucy was there, and she was helping me to make pizza properly. 
There was also a videogame aspect to the dream where I had 
to stealthily walk through lava. Francis was round yesterday 
and we cleared out the garage. It looks so clean and empty now! 
He’s storing his stuff while he’s in the US. Bea texted Chris last 
night to say that she’d accidentally sent Francis’s porn folder to 
a friend in the US. Poor guy! I guess his bisexuality secret is out 
now. Angeline found out her ex is seeing a new person, and she 
was really upset. She went through so many emotions so quickly, 
finding it hilarious that Allie had actually replied to her email on 
Saturday but to an account Angeline never checks. She’d been 
so angry that Allie was ignoring her. But then Angeline read the 
email she’d sent and got really, really sad and cried and went up-
stairs to talk to her housemate, I think. I talked to her for a couple 
of minutes before her friends from up North arrived. I sent one 
of them upstairs to talk to Angeline and kept the rest downstairs 
for a bit until she was ready to come down. I totally understand 
why Angeline was upset. I’m glad she didn’t wait until during her 
holiday next week to Berlin to find out! I didn’t know how to help at 
all. I think her friends will do a good job of keeping her spirits up. I 
cooked dinner for everyone when we got back to ours, and Chris 
was home from work at this point. We went to the fetish pub. There 
was a performance happening when we got inside - a man in a 
tweed suit was undressing a shy looking woman. She told him to 
stop just before he took off her underwear. I thought she was part 
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of the performance until he put a black bag over her head, and I 
noticed a black bag over the head of a man wearing no shirt, just 
shorts. The tweed guy then walks through the crowd, looking for 
someone else to undress. I get picked, of course. I’m so rubbish, 
I always catch peoples’ eyes at the worst moments.  He came up 
to me and I stood completely still, his face was very close to mine, 
it felt like he was going to kiss me. I was smiling loads. He took off 
my socks and shoes, unbuttoned my shirt, lifted my arms in the air 
and started to take off my shirt, which is when I told him to stop. 
He put a black bag over my head and moved on to someone else. 
If he’d gone for my pants I would have been fine, but I’d just had a 
huge meal and felt bloated! I could see through the bag. Chris was 
at my side. I looked at him. He looked back. He ran out the build-
ing. I still had the bag on my head so I didn’t feel like I could leave. 
I didn’t want to leave. Angeline had said on the way in that nobody 
would be judged for needing to leave at any point. I rang him after 
the performance finished and he was already home. The whole 
act had freaked him out, he felt boundaries of consent were being 
disrespected in the act. I think no lines were crossed, I had the 
right to say no and the performer respected that. I think Chris got 
so freaked out because my happy smile is the same as my ner-
vous and sad smile. Chris would also probably have frozen, been 
unable to say no at any point and just let the guy take off all his 
clothes. I talked to the tweed guy afterwards and he was really 
nice and polite. I told him my boyfriend had ran away and he said 
I should hold onto him. In another performance this woman blew 
chewing gum into one of Angeline’s friend’s mouth and she bit it 
off her tongue and started blowing way better bubbles than her. 
Angeline’s other friend is usually loud and she was the quietest 
I’d ever seen her. There was a guy who’d been live tattooed the 
first time I’d gone to this pub. I said hi, and we kept checking each 
other out all night. He is really cute, and not at all my usual type. I 
wish I’d stayed for their performance, but also glad I came back 
home to Chris. I thought he was mad at me at first, he just said 
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he felt really stupid, prudish and judged for leaving during that 
performance. I tried to explain that it was perfectly reasonable 
of him to leave when he did, and that nobody judged him at all. 
He’s really concerned with other people thinking he’s not being 
progressive or kinky enough, which comes up a lot when we’re 
discussing or practicing nonmonogamy. It’s cooler to be poly. I 
think my attitude of “no really, it was fun, interesting and challeng-
ing” didn’t help him feel much better about the way he reacted 
to the performance. I told Chris to go away earlier (politely...) so 
I could keep writing my diary. He’s probably really mad at me - 
we’ve barely seen each other since he got back from Romania. I 
definitely wrote the dates down wrong for every part of this diary. 
I checked today and it’s actually the 23rd! I have to finish editing 
my zine and edit that audio I’d promised for Jacob.

*  *  *
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 “Would you like to use the bathroom?”
 I would, I try to say, and nod.
 “It’s through here. Let me show you.” My friend and their 
partner live in the front room of a huge old house. I feel as though 
all the rooms in this huge old house have been converted into 
bedsits for people who graduated university and now live their 
dreams. The bathroom is behind the kitchen and both are under 
the mezzanine which forms the bedroom above. The rest of the 
space is the living room. My friend shows me how to lock the door 
with a key. The key is on a piece of metal wire jutting out from 
the wall. The bathroom has been painted lime green and actually 
features both a bath and a shower, which along with the toilet are 
a similar shade of green.
 Do you have a comb? I try to ask.
 My friend pulls an expression I cannot describe.
 A comb. I run my hands through my hair. All I want to do 
is have smooth hair again, I try to say.
 “Ah, I have one upstairs. I’ll bring it down for you. Would 
you like some tea?”
 I nod. Thank you.
 My friend leaves me alone in the bathroom. Through the 
wall I can hear them in the kitchen. They took many steps but are 
still less than one metre from me. The shower has a flexible metal 
tube running from the wall to the head which carries the hot and 
or cold water. You can pick which or both by turning a knob by 
where the tube connects to the wall, which is handily labelled hot/
cold. I don’t like this type of shower. I have spent a lot of time try-
ing to figure out how to hang myself with this type of shower. I do 
not think I have ever attempted suicide. I hear a click as the kettle 
in the next room has boiled. I squeeze some toothpaste out of my 
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friend’s tube and rub it over my teeth and gums. I lean down to 
the tap and run warm water. I soak my hands until they are warm 
and spit out the toothpaste over them. I wash it off and swill the 
warm water around my mouth. The toothpaste is eco-friendly and 
tastes of aniseed. I hear my friend climb up and then back down 
the steep stairs to their mezzanine. I do not pee, but I flush the toi-
let anyway. It seems like the right thing to do. I unlock the door. 
I stand for a moment, unsure of whether I should take the door 
directly in front of me and leave my friend’s home or turn right 
into the living room, where they are waiting for me with tea and a 
comb. I peer round the corner. My friend gives me a meek smile, 
and nods. The room beyond is decorated with all sorts of crafts 
and old furniture. I turn and enter the living room. I sit down 
and stand up again. The seat I had taken was so comfy. The bedsit 
seemed very warm.
 “Just put your stuff wherever you want.”
 I nod. I take off my raincoat. The coins all fall out onto 
the floor as I fold it, and my friend dashes to pick them up for me. 
I feel very embarrassed. I scoop up as many of the coins as I can, 
and hold them in my fist. My friend offers me the rest of the coins. 
I take them in my other hand. I have two fistfuls of coins. They 
smile. I smile back. I carefully place the coins on the low table 
between our two seats and touch the tea cup. Next to the cup is a 
brush that will sort out my hair. It comforts me by its presence. I 
might not even really need to use it. Its potential is soothing. I take 
my seat. The cup is very warm. I am glad to be somewhere warm, 
and feeling warmth again makes me feel very content.
 “How long are you up for?”
 I don’t know. I don’t even know how I got here. I have this 
diary and some clothes that aren’t mine. There’s a couple of keys 
and a card, and some coins, but not really enough to do anything 
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with. My right eye is incredibly lazy. It won’t open and I don’t 
know why. My hair is a mess. I used to take such pride in it. I feel 
old and tired.
 “Oh,” my friend says, “I think I know what’s happening. 
Just remember it is okay. I am here for you.”
 Okay, I reply, thank you for being here for me. I sit and 
smile, holding the cup between my palms. I truly believe that the 
warmth from this cup is what is currently keeping my heart beat-
ing, my lungs breathing and intestines digesting.
 “Petal. I’m really happy to see you.”
 I’m really happy to see you too.
 It very much surprised me that time when he made me 
drive back to pay for the tea I’d drank. I was working from the 
road - I’d been paid £80 to design a presentation for an executive 
at a phone company and Phil had left me at a café in a small town 
to work on it for a few hours while he went wherever he was go-
ing. I never asked where Phil was going. It was business. I drank 
two large teapots of tea and at the age of eighteen, this was the 
first time in my life I realised the effect caffeine has on me. Two 
large teapots in two hours equals eight cups of tea in two hours. I 
needed to use the bathroom three times. I left when Phil rang me 
on the mobile phone he’d given to me to use for work. I walked 
out of the café and got into his car and he said, “Got your work 
finished?”
 I said yeah and we sped off.
 “You’ll get about eighty quid for that.”
 I remembered about fifteen minutes into our drive that I 
hadn’t paid. I told Phil. He suddenly sounded panicked. He never 
panicked.
 “We need to go back and pay for your tea.”
 It was only two teapots, I said. It’s probably not the worst 
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thing to accidentally not pay for.
 “We’re going back.” He turned the car around and we 
drove back. He gave me a ten pound note as he always paid for 
everything I bought. I walked up the steps into the building and 
went to the counter. There was a woman behind it where previ-
ously there had been a man.
 I need to pay for my tea, I said. She looked puzzled.
 “But you just walked in.”
 Yes, I know. I actually ordered some tea from you earlier. 
Two pots of tea.
 “Really? I would have just left.” I smiled. I would have too. 
I paid her and she gave me the change, which I handed back to 
Phil once I was sat back down in the passenger’s seat. Phil had just 
stolen £110,000 from his parents, grandmother and sister, but I 
didn’t know this yet.

*  *  *
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 I woke up on my side, facing the wall. I had an erection 
and Phil’s hand was grabbing it, masturbating me. His erection 
was pressed up against my thigh. I pulled away from him, he used 
his other arm to keep my body close to his. I struggled for a time, 
knowing I did not want him to be touching me, but the thought 
that it would be easier just to let him make me cum than have 
to ask him to stop grew larger and larger in my mind. I gave in 
and stopped struggling, and the head of his dick was nudging at 
my arse. I could feel his precum through my pants. I groaned. I 
grabbed his hand and tried to push it off, but his grip was firm 
and he would not let go. Phil, I said. Phil. He shuddered. His dick 
was pushed up against me so hard. He moaned as he came on my 
arse and legs. His grip on my dick relaxed. His arm around me 
loosened, but he was caressing me as if in a loving embrace. I was 
still full of whiskey. I dozed back to sleep. I woke with Phil stood 
fully dressed, in his suit, at the hotel room’s desk. The double bed 
we’d shared felt huge. The covers were messed up. When we’d got 
there everything in the room had been plush and pristine, it now 
seemed fake.
 “Do you need a shower before we head out?”
 I nodded and made a noise with my mouth.
 Hungover.
 “Me too.”
 Phil watched as I climbed out of bed. I was wearing grey 
briefs and had an erection, which I stuffed into them as I stood. I 
noticed Phil watching me. It seemed less professional than usual. 
He blushed. The bath was opposite the bed, on a slightly raised 
platform. There was a pane of transparent glass between the bath 
and the bed. The lower half of the glass was translucent, and when 
I stood in the bath to use the shower head, it was obvious to me 
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that Phil would be able to see me round the corner of the room 
fully naked. I felt embarrassed, but I owed him so much. I could 
allow him this. I faced the wall and took my shower. I didn’t hurry. 
I pretended everything was completely normal. The shower gels 
and shampoos in this chain of hotels was always fantastic. I picked 
milk and honey flavour for my hair and body. After my shower I 
dried myself in full view of Phil, but he faced away, engrossed in 
the room service menu at the desk. I got dressed, we checked out, 
we got in the car and drove back to the city from which I would 
get my train back to the city I was living in.
 What’s up? I asked him.
 “Nothing’s up.”
 We continued on in silence.
 I can tell something is going on, I said.
 He dropped me off at the station and mumbled “bye” be-
fore speeding away. I took the train home and felt empty and 
abandoned. What had I done wrong? At 12:02am I received this 
text:

Hi. After what happened last night we can no lon-
ger work together. You are entitled to keep your 
earnings. I understand inappropriate behaviour took 
place and understand if you do not wish to have 
any future contact with me. Kind regards, Phil.

 
 My friend’s partner had returned home but after having 
had the situation explained to her, she took to the mezzanine to 
read a book, and eventually sleep. I am incredibly grateful for my 
friend’s generosity. They continue to talk to me even though when 
I speak the words either do not come out of my mouth or leave my 
body in an alien tongue. My friend smiles and their eyes are soft, 
kind. They hold the brush in their hands. I keep my eyes fixed on 
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it rolling: first in one hand, next the other.
 “You can use the phone here to contact anybody you might 
need to. Of course, we’ll make the settee up for you tonight. It’s 
actually pretty comfy.” I nodded, eyes still fixed on the brush. “Do 
you want..?” They hold the brush out to me. I shake my head. “I 
could..?” My friend mimes stroking my head with the brush. I 
have tears in my eyes. I nod. My friend motions me to the settee 
and I sit. They sit behind me, crosslegged. “Tell me if this isn’t 
okay.” I nod. I lean back into their body, spreading my legs over 
the futon and resting my weight on their chest. They support my 
head with the crook of their elbow and stroke my hair. “I’m happy 
to have found you today. I was so worried when I saw you.” They 
take the brush and softly run it across my scalp. I feel an electric 
burst run through my head and through to my fingers and toes. 
I smile. “There, there.” My friend continues to brush. When the 
brush gets stuck in my matted hair, they ask, “Would you like me 
to sort these out for you? I only have kitchen scissors, but I do my 
own hair...”
 I can tell, I say. It comes out as gibberish.
 “Ha! I get the message.”
 They continue softly brushing. I see their partner peering 
over the edge of her platform, with a smile on her face. She goes 
back to reading her book.
 “You’re okay. You’re in a very safe place now.”
 I close my eyes.
 “I read a comic the other day that you would love. You 
would love it. I didn’t think of you straight away when I read it 
but now you’re here, it is totally you. It’s about these two queer 
guys who just fuck loads. Not each other, the main story kinda is 
that you don’t know if they’re gonna get together or not. But they 
fuck other guys loads and do loads of drugs. They have these weird 
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rules with each other though, it’s this real dom/sub thing they 
have going on. But the rules aren’t just who they can sleep with, 
but like, how many minutes they have to cum in, or they’ve gotta 
leave and the other one punishes them. But they switch, they take 
turns at being the one in charge. And Seb, the younger one, he is 
just totally a slut for being punished by Jules. The art is incredible. 
It’s all in monotones and the shading is just, like, I can’t describe it. 
I lent it to someone a while ago but I’ll get it back off them ASAP. 
It’s mint, you’ll love it.”
 I couldn’t remember being punished and enjoying it. I’m 
sure it had happened in the past.
 I wake up in the morning wrapped in a damp sleeping 
bag on the futon. I can hear my friend and their partner softly 
snoring above. I wriggle out of the sleeping bag and am relieved 
at the morning’s chill. I am still fully clothed and I feel sweaty and 
in need of a wash. I look at myself in the bathroom mirror. My 
breath steams in front of me and I have to keep wiping the glass. 
My friend did a good job with my hair. I smile my yellow smile 
at the mirror and I look at my yellow smile with the one eye that 
will open. I run my fingers through the tangled back of my head 
to find there are no tangles. When I pull my hand away there are 
a few strands of hair on my moist palm. My friend had cut my 
hair, in the end. I’d been too polite to say yes, but I am glad they 
did it. I stretch my neck in a slow figure eight. I feel a warm glow 
inside.
 “Petal,” calls my friend. “D’ya wanna cuppa?”

*  *  *
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 “You come back here if you need to, okay?” They hand 
me back the diary. Inside the front cover they have written a list 
of names, addresses and phone numbers. “You go to any of these 
people or call any of them and they will come and find you and 
they will look after you until you are feeling better. Our address is 
at the bottom.” They point at the text. When they lift their finger, 
the names next to the address are Luc and Wayna.
 Your name isn’t Luc or Wayna, I tell my friend.
 My friend smiles. “I’m glad you’re doing a bit better. All 
that tea and rest must’ve been alright for you.”
 They hug me tightly and I step down onto the frosty street. 
There is a park nearby in which I’d once pressured someone into 
letting me give them a blowjob and I wanted to walk though it 
again. I have the feeling it is pretty but I didn’t get to enjoy it for 
its beauty last time.

 June 27th. 
 
 I got home and DW was locked on the tiny railing outside 
our housemate’s window, in the rain. She was really wet and 
scared. She’s always so timid. I wish my housemate wouldn’t in-
sist on picking her up all the time. She hates it and I know that’s 
why she shits in the hall. I started reading Palestine by Joe Sac-
co.

 I’d decided to move away from my hometown so I put my 
name, mobile number and email address on a job listings site. I 
wrote “I will do anything for money.” Phil contacted me through 
instant messaging.
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 I’ve seen your website. I think I have some work you’d be 
interested in. Social media and marketing.
 Yes, I think I have some skills related to that.
 Don’t think about it, just type. In one sentence, how would 
you describe your attitude towards advertising?
 It is effective if it is done right. It should not be patronis-
ing or vulgar. People respect honesty.
 I know you’ll fit right in. When are you available to 
meet?
 I get there on Monday. I’ll be sorting out my housing situ-
ation so I could meet with you on Tuesday?
 Let’s say Wednesday. I have seen your web design skills are 
already up to scratch. I have some exercises in mind that will assess 
whether you are suitable for the work I’m doing.
 This seems too good to be true. Thank you.
 It’s what I say it is. Don’t worry, if I was a pervert I’d have 
gone on a different kind of chat room, lol.
 Lol.
 Cheers, mate.
 Thanks, Phil.

 I met Phil, his brother and his cousin in a rented apart-
ment in a city which took forty minutes to get to by train from 
my new home. I’d bought a dull grey shirt which I hoped would 
reflect my professional attitude. Phil wore a suit, but his brother 
and cousin both wore polo necks. I thought they were both very 
attractive. I felt ugly and stupid and young and inexperienced. 
Phil was very ugly. He was clever though. He told me he’d suffered 
from a brain tumour two years ago while DJing in the Mediter-
ranean and his girlfriend had left him because she thought his 
lowered sex drive was because he didn’t fancy her any more. His 
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body went through a period of giantism and left his facial features 
enlarged and bloated. He looked older than thirty, but I believed 
him. He told me he’d never told his ex-girlfriend about the tu-
mour: she didn’t talk to him any more. Phil explained the work 
to me, his brother and his cousin. We would be continuing work 
he’d been doing with a different team, who had all moved on to 
other things. We should see this as an opportunity to engage with 
the business world, learn project management skills from an expe-
rienced professional, and eventually get good careers. We would 
do this by testing new mobile phone technology from Scandinavia 
and convincing phone companies to buy it from us. We would 
also set up a website that aggregates content from multiple other 
sites and redirects traffic to earn advertising revenue. We would 
set these up in five sectors: technology, gaming, women’s fashion, 
men’s fashion and pornography. These were the areas that would 
bring us in the most money. After all, explained Phil, we had to 
be real. Ninety percent of the internet is porn. We couldn’t afford 
to be squeamish. I agreed. I felt very grown up. I would handle 
web design and maintenance and Phil’s brother and cousin would 
handle content creation.
 “Can you do this?” asked Phil.
 Of course, I replied. I could not. But I knew I could figure 
it out on the go. Phil told everybody he’d be paying me £500 up 
front, as this is what I needed in order to continue paying my rent 
at my new house for the next two months. Phil’s brother worked 
at a supermarket and Phil’s cousin lived with his parents, so he 
didn’t pay rent. Phil was renting the apartment we were staying in 
for the next month as he had a lot of savings.
 “Okay,” said Phil, adopting a comfier position in his arm-
chair. “Enough business. We know what we’re doing. It’s past ten, 
do yous wanna get going?”
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 Phil’s brother and cousin laughed.
 Where are we going?
 Phil reached into the white carrier bag at his side and 
brought out a bottle of whiskey.
 “We’re gonna have some of this. And then we’re going to 
gamble.”
 

 You really should move in with me. Come on. You’ll love 
it here.
 I don’t know. I like my job here and the rent is cheap. I 
miss you so much though.
 I miss you too. You could get a transfer here. The rent 
wouldn’t be that much if we shared either. I don’t really like where 
I am now. I could move out any time.
 Yeah but all my friends are here.
 We know a couple of people here. And you’d make more 
friends through work. I’m so lonely and bored here.
 We could live together?
 We will! It’ll be so fun. We could go out loads and eat 
proper meals. You know I’m getting paid really well at this job?
 Yeah but all the trains you’re getting, is it really worth it?
 He gives me the money back for the trains. Actually he 
said he wants to meet you when you come and visit.
 Okay. How come?
 ‘Cause I talk about you all the time and he said “you are so 
in love. I need to meet this guy you love.”
 Aw did he really say that?
 Yeah!
 And YOU really said that? You talk about me all the 
time?
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 I do! You’re incredible.
 What. No I’m not. You are beautiful.
 You’re the cutest. Hey, do you wanna skype?
 I’ve got a bit of a cold.
 Oh, my little poor baby. I just wanna see your face.
 Is that all you want to see?
 Hehe. Well, you know... I am missing you an awful lot...
 Are you missing my body?
 You’re so hot.
 Are you missing my dick?
 Yr dick is so thick. I want it in my mouth.
 Hang on, I need to put my laptop on charge.

*  *  *
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 The park is cold and grey, damp and brown. The mist over 
the lake hangs in silence. There are no other people that I can see. 
I walk slowly around the lake’s edge. It is only a small lake, and 
it looks shallow. I see some geese skirting round the ice patches 
which have formed overnight. I pull the wrists of my gloves up as 
the sleeves on my raincoat are too short to fully cover my arms. 
There is a boathouse on the other side of the lake. The path goes 
round the whole lake, but there are leaves and sticks all over it, and 
many have fallen from the overhanging branches into the water. I 
take the path away from the lake, which leads into a wooded area. 
This is the path I took last time I was in the park, but I was not 
alone. The leaves and trees are so thick overhead that I cannot see 
very far from the path. It is so dark, yet it is still morning. The sky 
is sad. It weeps softly. I follow the gravel up a slow incline, pay-
ing attention to the slippery leaves underfoot. My shoes offer no 
protection from the wet or cold, and they have no grip. I hold my 
gloved hands out to my sides in an attempt to keep myself steady. 
The trickle of water running from uphill makes the leaves almost 
impossibly oily and I stop, defeated. I would have to turn and go 
back the other way. I look up the hill. I know there are some dis-
used tennis courts and a hedge maze ahead. When I was a teenager 
I’d given another teenager head in the hedge maze. We couldn’t 
find our way out afterwards because it was so dark and not at all 
lit. We’d ignored the warning signs telling us DO NOT ENTER 
AFTER DARK because we were too horny to listen to reason. We 
got to the centre of the maze. I told him I wanted to suck him 
off. My dick was aching. I was kneeling and my pants were down 
when he came all over my trousers. We’d began to fight about 
which direction we should be taking after about ten minutes of 
wandering aimlessly in the dark. We split up, unable to come to a 
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decision. FINE, one of us yelled, and stormed away. My balls still 
ached. I heard him calling my name from two hedgerows away. He 
said he was out. I became suddenly panicked at being left alone in 
the dark maze. I couldn’t run towards his voice, but I shouted out, 
asking him to keep talking to me. He wouldn’t. He was so angry at 
me. I was the horny one, I’d dragged him out to this park because 
I was only visiting and we couldn’t have gone back to his mam’s 
because she didn’t know he was into guys. I was shaking. It was 
very cold. My feet were numb. My knees were wet from kneeling 
in the mud. I yelled out again but he didn’t answer me. The sky 
was black. There was no mood or stars. I couldn’t see anything. 
I could only feel the rough hedges to my sides. He shouted my 
name again. He was close. I yelled back - no words, just a shout, 
every word that I could possibly have said was trapped very deep 
inside my body and this yell was the only noise I could make. I 
covered my face with one hand and made a fist with the other. I 
punched into the hedge in the direction of his voice, grabbing and 
twisting and pulling the sharp branches back, and flung my body 
into the hedge, which bit and spiked me and resisted the force of 
me with all its strength. I grappled and pulled myself through the 
hedge, though the branches ripped my clothes and tore my face. I 
tumbled out at his feet, covered in scratches, leaves, cum and mud. 
He looked down at me. He started to laugh. I started to cry.

 June 28th. 

 Pride was today. I went with Angeline, Francis and his 
daughter, met Jay there and briefly saw Petey. It rained so much. 
We all got really wet. Francis left early because his daughter wasn’t 
happy. He doesn’t reckon she’s ever experienced rain or noise 
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like that, and she missed her nap. It was nice to see Francis at an 
LGBT thing. He seemed excited. Pride was really disheartening. 
There were some political groups, but it was mostly corporations 
like BAE Systems (who manufacture drones), banks like Barclays, 
the three main political parties and unions and Nandos and John 
Lewis. Jay’s friends weren’t very cool. They were young and apo-
litical and drunk. Two straight guys, friends of Jay’s friends, kept 
bringing up some sleazy dance song and softcore porn to me and 
Angeline. Angeline had explained this to me before. When guys 
want to flirt with a girl, they will ask the guy’s permission first. This 
is achieved through bro-ing up to the guy and figuring out whether 
or not he owns the girl. I obviously did not, so they thought they 
were in with a chance. It was gross. They were all drinking loads 
too and being drunk: Pride is just for straight people to ogle at 
queers and get drunk. It was upsetting to see so many of the peo-
ple in the parade itself drinking and smoking. Zoe’s friends made 
me feel really uncomfortable. I don’t ever even want to be around 
drunk people ever again. When the Labour party went past I spot-
ted penis boy. He was dressed exactly like the first time I met him, 
in a red t-shirt with NEVER KISSED A TORY written on it, handing 
out stickers with the same slogan on them. I really felt my heart 
stop. When I saw him, even though he didn’t see me, I was so 
shocked. I didn’t even yell at LGBTory, that’s how shocked I was. 
Seeing him brought back all the shame and guilt I felt about him, 
it was almost like I now expected him to be invisible or to stop 
existing since I deleted him from my social media. Horrible. I was 
similarly depressed and anxious on Wednesday when Jake from 
the distro let me know he wouldn’t be able to print my zines that 
day, and his next free day would be Wednesday 9th. I’m going up 
North that day. Shit. I’m going to write more about penis boy in 
the zine, I think. The penis in his name is my penis. Jake said he 
could potentially print the zines on Tuesday night, but I only saw 
that email after an hour of being useless and depressed, thinking 
everything was ruined. I have an invitation for The Samaritans’ 
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information evening - I applied there. I hope I get the opportu-
nity. There’s a bit in the leaflet about people with mental health 
issues maybe not being able to cope with the depressing calls, 
but I usually don’t get affected by strangers’ problems... not in a 
sociopathic way, hopefully. So I’m not sure about asking Siobhan 
from uni for a reference, although having a real life lawyer for a 
reference would be pretty cool. Maybe I should. I just don’t want 
her to decide I’m too ill. It would be horrible of her to do that, actu-
ally, so I’m certain she wouldn’t. I’m worried my whole thing about 
Ewan fancying me has bled into my theory about him hating me 
- now I feel like I know why he would hate me because he is very 
not sexual, he is anti-sexual, and thinks I coerce him into talking 
about sex. I’ve made up this Ewan persona, but it gets me so sad. 
I meant mad. I get angry because Ewan would ask me about sex, 
and complain he was getting none. He has transferred this frus-
tration onto sex-positive people, who he says are all good looking 
and can have sex with whoever they want whenever they want, 
which is not true at all. I listened to the whole of Courting Strong 
while writing this entry. Same time next year, I’ll meet you here. 
June 28th, please remember me. I finished Soledad Brother and 
the first Earthsea book. They were both completely amazing. The 
former was crushing.
 
 I stand up from the slick leaves. The sky has cleared some 
and it is lighter. My jeans and bum are wet from the ground I 
was sitting on. I wipe the dirt off with a sleeve. I head back to 
the lake. There are children paddling in the water and the sun 
shines through the trees, casting beautiful patterns onto the cold 
expanse. Everything is sparkling and I smile. My right eye is open. 
I notice, and it falls shut.

*  *  *
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 My headache is back. I would describe it as an old friend 
if I was a different kind of writer but I am not. It is not my friend. 
It hates me. It feels like somebody is pressing rrrrr on a keyboard. 
No, not even just a keyboard. An old typewriter. r r r r r r r r r r r r r. 
Can you imagine how that sounds? Think about it. r. r. r. r. r. r. It’s 
the worst feeling I have ever felt. The pain starts behind my right 
eye. I can feel it gently at first, a caress. There is nothing I can do 
to avoid it and I know it is coming and that is the worst part. No 
it is not. The worst part is the pain. I’ve been told it’s from stress. I 
am not stressed. I am stressed. I am so stressed. I don’t know how 
to not be stressed. My life is easy. Arse still damp from the leaves 
and dew, I squelch around the park. My shoes are almost full of 
water. I walk past the boathouse and stare at the short dock which 
has two pedalos chained to it. Both are filled with green water and 
pond life, half submerged in the lake. The ice has left the edges of 
the lake with the sun beating down on it. A mournful iceberg rests 
solitary in the centre of the lake. I walk around the boathouse. The 
kids are screaming and laughing in the icy water, splashing it at 
each other. Kids up here really are tough. A play park is between 
the other side of the boathouse and the lake. There are swings 
and monkey bars but nobody is using them. They are damp. The 
frost that had covered them this morning has melted, and there 
is a shallow pool under each swing. I walk around the edge of the 
park, one gloved hand trailing along the metal fence which sur-
rounds it. I know there is an open field beyond me, behind the 
tall row of bushes that rings the park. There were cows in the field 
last time I gazed upon it. I walked right up to one and held out 
my hand to stroke it and it turned head on to me and looked me 
right in the eyes with a look that said “not a chance, pal.” I got 
the message. I can understand why the cow would have felt anger 
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towards me. I can’t blame a cow for treating me with suspicion. 
I am the enemy. I take the two steps through the row of bushes, 
making sure to grip the handrail tight in case of ice. There is a sign 
on a wooden post to my left saying GRIP HANDRAIL TIGHT 
IN CASE OF ICE. There is no ice. I breathe in, deep. The air fills 
my lungs and I feel a rush as my throat tingles at the chill. The 
field stretches ahead of me. I can hear a low rumble of a busy road 
off to my right, but it is far away. The field seems huge without 
the cows I’d been hoping for. There is a man walking across the 
field away from me, over the long grass. I feel as though I want to 
follow him, but I am also weary of getting my feet and jeans even 
more wet on the light green and brown grass. Without the cover 
of the trees, the sky is perfectly blue. I grin at it. I clear my throat. 
I sit on the low concrete ledge that separates the concrete walkway 
from the bushes, behind which is the path around the lake. I once 
sat here with somebody I treated badly. I was watching the cows 
and he was eating fresh peas out of the pod. He told me he liked to 
eat the pods as well. I said you can’t do that. He said you can. He 
showed me. He ate all of the peas from the inside of the pod and 
then stuck the pod in his mouth and chewed, sucking out all the 
flavour. His adam’s apple shook and it was the most beautiful sight 
in the world. His lips were so full and his hazel eyes incredible. He 
spat out the pod onto the walkway and it rested there, covered in 
his saliva and looking very weird. He grinned at me, his teeth filled 
with green flecks of pea and pod. Tastes nice, he said. I laughed. 
You’re kind of crazy. I pointed at a cow. I’m going to go and talk to 
that cow. I already told you how that one turned out. The sun is at 
its highest. I guess that means it’s midday. It is a late month in the 
year, or an early one. I know this from the morning frost and the 
shortness of the days.
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 “I have no secrets.” I said that when you asked me to tell 
you a secret.
 “You do so have secrets.” You replied.
 “I do not. You’ve read them all. They’re not secrets any 
more.”
 “You didn’t write everything in the diary,” you said, “There 
were things you left out.”
 “Who knows about those things?”
 “Everyone.”
 “My mouth runs all over town. It can’t be stopped.”
 You sighed.
 “Did you take your medication tonight?”
 I told you I did. I didn’t.
 
 My feet had warmed up some in the sun so I attempt to 
strain the last of the water out of my socks and shake my shoes. I 
would have to find somewhere to dry them that was indoors and 
warm, and not the verge of a wet field in the winter. I take the 
diary out of my pocket and lay it on the short concrete wall I am 
perched on. There is something else in my pocket, I can feel it. 
I stick my ungloved hand in again and retrieve it. I unwrap the 
white napkin. It is the seeded bun from yesterday. I forgot to eat 
it. I bite into it. It is hard and stale. I cannot get through it even 
when I try very forcefully with my teeth. My stomach growls in 
annoyance at this impenetrable meal. I also need something to eat. 
I ate a nice breakfast this morning but that seems like an age ago. 
I have the recollection of it taking place but a mist surrounds the 
memory. I cannot remember what I ate, just that it was nice and 
enjoyable at the time. I feel a pang - I miss the friends I had stayed 
with. Luc and Wayna. I open the diary and stare at the inside 
cover. There is a list of five names and four numbers. I can rely on 
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these people, I know that. I do not know who they are or if I have 
met them before. I was not sure if I would recognise them if I did 
contact them.

JAKE 14 WELLS WAY MLD and a phone number I will not 
reproduce here. People change their address often but their phone 
numbers may very well remain the same for the rest of their lives.

SAMMY 77 OLD EAVES MCL

ERICA 14 PETER AVENUE MCL

LUC AND WAYNA 44A BOWDEN STREET MCL

*  *  *
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 I woke up and he was looking down at me. He said my 
name and asked if I was okay. I said I was okay. There was spit 
on his chest from where I’d been leaking it out of my mouth. I 
felt happy. He was still holding my shoulder. It was a tight but 
not uncomfortable grip. I felt supported but not smothered. I was 
being held. It was an unfamiliar feeling to me. He was smiling. I 
was smiling. We hadn’t kissed yet but we both knew now was the 
time. It was the time. We kissed. It was the time. It was the time. 
It was the time. I fell down out through the bottom of my world 
and was in the maze again. My fingers reached upwards and out 
and he was still holding me but only by one of the fingers on my 
left hand. The rest of my body was trapped in a confusing darkness 
and I knew there was no way out, none at all. I would die in this 
maze and a teenager in the future would find my bones and prob-
ably kick them into dust because teenagers are animals and have 
no respect for the dreary and dead. You would fall down into the 
maze after me if you continued to hold my finger so I conjured a 
machete and sliced off my fingers at the knuckle. It stung but it 
was worth it to save you. The stars above were pricked onto a deep 
blue sky. The light that shone through them was the light I’d seen 
in your eyes when we kissed. That was the time but the time is 
now over. Today is the day. This is it, this is it, this is it.
 -- No. This is not it. It is in sight, no longer a murky sil-
houette.

 July 6th. 

 I haven’t written in here in ages. I’ve been busy but not 
busy. Chris’s sister came to stay for a week so I’ve been trying to 
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make an effort to get to know her better. It’s been hard though. I’m 
not exactly the most social person ever. She’s got a job here now, 
as a nanny for a rich family with three kids. Chris was expecting 
her to move in with us but it’s a live-in job. They even offered to 
buy her a car! I met up with Bea after dropping Chris’s sister off at 
the interview. When she’d got the job, her and Bea got on so well! 
I sometimes don’t know what to talk to Bea about. She is very ex-
plicitly sexual about the relationship she has with Francis, and I 
wonder if she knows I have a bit of a crush on him. She refers to 
him as “my husband” a lot, which is weird, because I know Francis 
really well. She could just say Francis. Chris’s sister gets on with 
kids who are just at the age before they start talking, which is ex-
actly where Bea and Francis’s daughter is. The night after we had 
a huge breakfast (in the evening) with three people I think are very 
cool and I want to be friends with. Angeline couldn’t make it and I 
missed her a lot. When me and Chris aren’t getting on, she helps 
diffuse the situation just by being there. It’s easier sometimes to 
have friends round because then we can’t fight. But we bicker. 
That’s unfair. There are things said that are sly. I can’t explain it. 
We got to the squat where the sober club night was being held. It 
was part of the alternative pride. There was a huge mural of Olive 
Morris on the wall which was incredible. I didn’t know about her 
before. The police arrived and turned off the mains electricity and 
then left. There was talk of getting a generator. There were about 
fifty people ready to dance but everyone just sat on the ground. 
Chris and his sister left before the music started. It was about 
11:30PM. Once the generator was there it was really loud. I drank 
some free pop. The three cool people were all kind of tired so they 
left, and I stayed back with Petey. He is cool too but I already knew 
him. We sat on a couch and chatted about boys until something 
like 2:30AM. I told him that me and Chris were thinking about not 
being monogamous. This was kind of a lie because we’d already 
had sex with Chris’s ex boyfriend and it had been incredible and 
messy and terrible and amazing. I kind of wanted to kiss Petey 
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but because he is friends with Chris I feel like the circumstances 
are a bit too awkward. Angeline came over to my house the next 
day and we had nice potato and kale wraps with quinoa (!) and 
watched BVTS. I think we’re actually watching the last few epi-
sodes tonight. Chris’s ex is chatting to a semi-famous Austrian 
pop singer. The pop singer wants Chris’s ex to visit this city to 
have sex with him. Chris’s ex said no, but told the pop singer that 
Chris and me might be interested. He’s coming to our house for 
dinner tomorrow. There is cat shit everywhere downstairs and 
we have no food in. Our bedroom is tidy though. I think we will 
be having sex. It’s nerve wracking for me. I haven’t even spoken 
to him at all, it’s been arranged by Chris and his ex. The situa-
tion is weird. I shaved my bum anyway. I’m hoping to see Chris’s 
ex when we’re up North again this week. I had another tattoo 
dream. This time I wanted the moon from The Dispossessed on 
my shoulder but couldn’t draw it. I had to use the PC in the tattoo 
studio (which was also a restaurant) but the keyboard wouldn’t 
work, or I couldn’t type properly. There was something sexy going 
on too. Bartek was there and he was still angry at me. I don’t think 
he’ll ever not be angry at me. There was some international travel 
and my parents were there too.

 I bawl. I bawl like an English child throwing a tantrum 
over an unbought toy. I have snot streaming down my face and 
onto my chin and your shirt. I cry and I have never cried in this 
way before. My stomach feels as though it is forcing its way up my 
throat. I choke, I wheeze, I sob, there are tears in my eyes and I 
cannot see. I cannot say words. I cough, I splutter. I cry. I cry as if 
I have never cried. You say shh and sorry and it’s okay but I can-
not hear you, I can only hear my own wails. I can only hear my 
failure, my deceit, the lies I have told and told and told again. I am 
a disgusting person. I am worth nothing. I thought I was worthy 
of you but I am not. I am nothing to you. I am only the man who 
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is sometimes here. And to him I am everything. I am everything 
wrong with his life. I have ruined it. I am terrible and powerful 
and nothing at all.

*  *  *
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 Cows communicate through stares but when a human 
looks into a cow’s eyes all we see are empty glass eyes. We think the 
cows show no emotion, that they are at fault. We are at fault. We 
ascribe a lack of meaning to something we ourselves are incapable 
of comprehending.

 Phil won £1000 at the casino. I asked him to get it out in 
£5 notes. I had a plan for later. We staggered back from the casino 
to the Holiday Inn, the three of us arm in arm. In the elevator we 
laughed and were loud and didn’t care at all. We got to our room 
on the fifth floor which were the smoking rooms. We crashed in 
through the door in tears of joy. Pavel climbed onto his bed and 
fell asleep. His arse was stuck in the air and Phil and I found that 
hilarious. I uncorked the whiskey and took a swing. I passed it to 
Phil.
 You know we were playing truth or dare earlier?
 “And you only do truth. You’re a wimp.”
 I’ve got a dare for you.
 “Oh yeah?” There was a glint in his eye.
 “Take that money you won earlier.”
 Phil reached into his jacket pocket and took out the plas-
tic-wrapped bundle of two hundred £5 notes.
 Throw it into the air and yell ‘I’m a millionaire!’
 Phil burst into a fit of laughter.
 “Okay.” He grinned a very toothy smile. His lips are so 
huge, that’s what I thought right then.
 Phil unwrapped the notes and fanned them out. He took 
a clump in each hand and said, “ready?”
 I nodded.
 He threw the money into the air and cackled like a rich 
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genius.
 “Hahahahaha! I’m a millionaire! I’m going to buy this en-
tire hotel! I’m going to buy Pavel a visa! Hahahahahahaaaaa!”
 The notes fluttered to the ground.
 Pavel snorted.
 “I don’t need a visa. Poland is in the EU. You are a bigot.”
 Tears were streaming from my eyes. That was fantastic, I 
said.
 “Now your turn.”
 I held my hands up in defence.
 You were complaining earlier that I couldn’t come up with 
any good dares!
 “It’s still your turn. I want you to fuck Pavel. Look at that 
arse.”
 I looked at Pavel’s butt. It was still stuck up in the air.
 Nah, you know I can’t do that.
 “Why?”
 I blushed.
 My boyfriend, man. You know.
 Pavel said: “I fucking knew it!”
 I laughed.
 Come on. You can’t have believed me before.
 “I thought you were a fucking straight man, man! You are 
a good liar!”
 “Pass me that.” Phil took the bottle from my hands and 
took a swig. He passed it back. “I’m fucked. I’m going to bed. 
Shift over, Pavel.”
 There was only one double bed in the room. “You don’t 
mind taking the other room, do you?” I shook my head. I needed 
to catch up on some podcasts. I walked into my room and I was 
dizzy, I had a hand on the wall but it kept slipping. The room was 
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veering up and away to my left and wouldn’t stay in one place. I 
couldn’t keep my balance at all. I fell to the wall and slid down 
it to the ground. I was once with Phil at a Travel Lodge on the 
motorway and the man behind the desk asked us, flustered, if we 
wanted two singles, as a room with two singles had come up free 
and it would be no bother at all to change it. I froze, I didn’t know 
what to say. Phil had told me that it wasn’t a gay thing or anything, 
he could keep it professional. He always shared a bed with his 
colleagues when he was on the road. Sometimes those were the 
only beds they had left. I don’t mind, uh, I said. I looked to Phil. 
He said: “Whatever you think’s best.” I said, uh... Maybe we can 
change it, yeah? There were a few people standing in the queue 
behind us. “It’s so homophobic that they do that. What if we were 
fucking? Would they ask a straight man and woman that?” I don’t 
know, I replied, we do look pretty businessy. And you’re like a 
hundred years older than me. I smiled. He punched me in the 
ribs. “You’ve got some cheek on you, I’ll give you that.”
I woke in the morning and was in my bed, fully clothed. At least 
I’d managed to get into bed in the night, if not actually got un-
dressed. I stank of cigarettes and whiskey. I stumbled towards the 
shower room. I glanced in at Phil and Pavel in the double bed. 
Phil’s arm was around Pavel and they were both naked. I could 
see Pavel’s balls and dick poking out from the back of his thighs. 
His bum looked incredible. I had a hard on which strained at my 
zip. I had a wank in the shower. We dropped Pavel off at a station 
thirty miles from the casino and the Holiday Inn. He had to be 
somewhere down south for a job interview.
 You fucked Pavel, didn’t you?
 “Nah, man. Pavel’s straight as anything.”
 I nodded. Phil drove me back to the city with the casino 
and the Holiday Inn. I walked to the train station and got on the 
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train and took it home to the city my flat was in and I took a taxi 
from the station to my home and I still smelled of whiskey because 
I’d forgotten to take my tooth brush.

 July 14th. 

 The gaps between entries get wider. I’m on a bumpy train 
from one Northern city to another. The cities up here blur into one 
but not the same way they do down south. Down south everything 
looks the same. I’m going to my hometown. I slept through two 
alarms this morning and won’t get there until 2PM as opposed 
to the 9AM start I was meant to have. I had to pay an extra £40 
which I don’t really have. I’ve been flirting with a guy that I met 
at the Midlands Anarchist Book Fair. I was really doing the hard 
sell with my zine about sex and trying to flirt a bit. He was punky 
and tall with loads of tattoos and piercings, so I just assumed he 
was straight. He asked where I was from and when I told him he 
asked if I knew Marc Brown. Funnily enough I saw Marc just a few 
days earlier. So this punky guy bought a zine and later found me 
online. We’ve been flirting and I have an open invitation to go and 
have sex/stay with him next time I’m round his area. He used to 
squat near where I’m living now so he said he comes back to visit 
quite often. He showed me his tattoos on his chest so I sent him a 
mirror topless photo showing a tiny bit of the top of my cock, than 
a naked shower photo where you can see my bum in the mirror. 
I’ve NEVER felt comfortable doing that but it feels so hot and sexy 
with this guy. I’ve just sent those pics separately to Chris. I won-
der when/if I’ll tell him? To be honest I think feeling single and lib-
erated is what’s making it sexy with this guy. It’s so weird actually 
this weekend. I’ve been staying with my cousin in this shithole he 
lives in and I have just been so open about sex in front of him and 
his really straight housemates. Angeline’s influence. Ah my stop 
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is coming up. Getting on a train heading for Scotland!

*  *  *
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 Let me tell you about Roulette. I don’t know if it’s the 
same rules everywhere, but at the casino Phil used to take me to, 
Roulette was played like this: there is a table covered in green felt 
and there are white squares with 36 numbers on plus zero and an 
assortment of other boxes including 1-12 13-24 25-36 and a red 
square marked red and a black square marked black and a square 
for the even numbers and a square for the odd numbers. The win-
nings for the single numbers were 35-1, 3-1 for the grouped num-
bers, 2-1 for the red/black and even/odd. There is a lot of losing 
lots of money involved but there is also a chance you can win quite 
big. Let’s say you put £1.50 (three chips) on 24 and the Roulette 
wheel spins and there’s a lot of excitement involved and cheering 
and oohs and the ball lands on 24 and you feel great as the croupi-
er slides your winnings towards you with the stick they use to push 
the tokens about. You win £52.50 just for betting £1.50. It is a 
huge stack of tokens. Phil’s brother has put a single £5 chip in the 
black box. He wins £10. Phil has just lost £120.50 on this round. 
He put £30 on red, £30 on odd, £30 on 1-12, and filled the rest of 
the board with chips on random spots, with £2 on 0 just for good 
measure. He put £10 on 9, which was odd, red and within 1-12. 
9 hadn’t shown up for about a hundred spins. He was convinced it 
was time for a big win on 9. It wasn’t. Phil won £17.50 as he had 
half a chip resting on 24 but this only offset his losses by a small 
amount. When you start playing Roulette at the start of the night 
you’re not so drunk or addicted to the rush of gambling so you 
only bet small amounts on whatever number you feel lucky with. 
As you win once or twice you suddenly have a big pile of chips, 
which you forget symbolise more money than you came in with. 
Because the chips are just chips and not the money you’ve become 
accustomed to over the course of your entire life. And because 



103

there are lots of chips in front of you and there are lots of potential 
ways you can win, and you realise that as long as your bets do not 
equal more than you’re going to win, you’re fine to bet as much 
as you want. But then what happens to Phil happens to you. And 
you make barely any money back and you have just lost a sizable 
chunk of the money you’ve made over the evening and eventu-
ally you lose all your money and you go home feeling empty and 
drunk. There are no outside windows and no clocks and the music 
is constantly upbeat and they serve paninis all night and all these 
things are designed to keep you awake and playing at gambling all 
night. The drinks and food were expensive but that didn’t matter 
so much. The drinks were served on a small black napkin. It was 
classy. I heard a rumour once that they pump oxygen in through 
the vents in the ceiling to keep you fresh and active. I’m not sure I 
believe that. Phil once took me to a casino in another city. It was 
huge, there was an ice sculpture, there was a dancefloor with very 
loud music and the bar was busy. As he usually did, he gave me a 
pile of chips to play with and a twenty pound note to buy some 
drinks for myself. I bet all my money away in half an hour and 
went to the cash machine and got out another tenner and I ended 
up stopping myself when I’d made a hundred and ten pounds. It 
felt like a good amount and I was happy with it. Phil never even 
expected me to pay him back. He just wanted me to have a good 
time. Phil had lost five thousand pounds. I don’t know how. He 
didn’t tell me how. I think he’d been playing Blackjack, which is a 
game I have always avoided. He had also lost five hundred pounds 
in chips and he didn’t know where it had gone. We stood at the ca-
shier for a long time while Phil complained to them that they had 
cheated him out of five hundred pounds. I went to the bar to buy 
us both drinks because I didn’t want to be standing at the desk. 
Phil was acting in an aggressive manner to the woman behind the 
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sheet of glass. I looked back at Phil and two security guards were 
talking to him, as well as the manager of the casino. I stayed at 
the bar with the drinks and the people dancing kept standing on 
my feet, which were aching as there was nowhere to rest in this 
casino and we’d been here for hours and hours already. The secu-
rity guards and the casino manager walked away from Phil, and 
Phil saw me. He was grinning and beckoned me over. He told me 
he’d got the money back. Phil had left the chip in the cashier’s tray 
and the next person in the queue had spotted it and pocketed it. 
It was all on the CCTV. The security guards had apprehended the 
guy and roughed him up for the five hundred pounds. They had 
returned it to Phil. I asked if it was time to leave, at least we still 
had my winnings minus the drinks and Phil’s five hundred pound 
chip. We could cash it all in. Phil laughed. It was only 4.00am. 
He bet away the five hundred pounds worth of chips in fifteen 
minutes on Roulette. We left the casino and he looked very sad 
driving the car back to our hotel. I asked if he was okay and he said 
of course he wasn’t okay, he’d lost seven thousand pounds tonight. 
I asked how he’d done that. I don’t know, he said. I don’t know. We 
got back to the hotel and walked up the carpeted stairs. The hotel 
was very nice. I wanted to enjoy it but I felt like an impostor. I was 
very drunk. I’d continued drinking whiskey in the car on the drive 
home. I could barely open the door to our room. Phil took the 
room card from my hand and inserted it into the door. Instead of 
flashing green the light on the door flashed red. He tried it again. 
Red. He tried it again. Green. He opened the door and walked 
into the room, shrugging off his coat into a chair and dropping 
his car keys on the bedside table. Phil looked terrible. We got into 
bed. I stared at the bath opposite us. It was on a raised platform 
and shielded from the bed by a semi-translucent pane of glass. Phil 
sighed his wheezy sigh. I am fucked, he said. Me too, I said.
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*  *  *
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 August 7th. 

 I’ve been asked to read poetry at a house show. What is 
risky fucking for straight men? For gay men, all fucking is risky 
- despite gays being better educated and more aware of HIV 
and STI transmission. So many straight guys don’t even bother 
to wear a condom and their only worry is getting a girl pregnant. 
Even then, the problem is never with their bodies, rather the preg-
nant body, and that can be aborted. What is the fear - child birth 
pains or child support fees?

 August 21st. 
 
 Why the fuck did me and Chris fight last night? I’m so fuck-
ing miserable today. Petey took me and Angeline and Chris to 
see a play the other evening. It was two gay men doing a sketch 
show similar to but not as good as Black Faggot which I saw with 
Rio. There was a rape scene which really upset me. Christ I need 
counselling. I have a phone therapy session (?) at 9.00am on 
Wednesday so I can be scheduled in for CBT. After we got out of 
the play Petey apologised to me, saying “I am so sorry about that, 
I had no idea.” “It’s fine.” Then when he was leaving: “Again, I’m 
sorry, are you okay?” “I’m really fine.” Chris asked a quick “are you 
okay?” when the play ended. “Yes.” I said. I couldn’t have left dur-
ing/after that scene, draw attention to myself? Everyone to think 
me offended or a rape survivor? I brought it up with Chris last 
night but then also talked about my feelings for Rio. “Conflicted.” 
Don’t want to hurt Chris by telling him how happy talking to Rio is 
making me. We’ve been sending each other super long messages 
online about pretty much everything in our lives. It was incredibly 
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lovely to see him last weekend and hang out together on purpose 
despite the big group we were playing the show with. I wanted to 
explain to Chris how patronised I felt last night when everyone 
was around me asking if I was okay. Conflicted because I am not 
okay! He was just like “but you know we just want you to be okay.” 
I know that! I should have said “I just want to be listened to!” I feel 
so powerless when it comes to this stuff and nobody seems to 
understand at all.

 
 August 21st part 2. 

 Oh my handwriting is already so different. That is incred-
ible. Just right now I messaged someone from a US band who I’ve 
met a few times and has spoken out against rape culture. I asked if 
she knew of any survivor zines written by survivors. I didn’t intend 
my zine to be a survivor zine. It was meant to be funny and sexy 
and then all these memories and feelings came up and I realised 
what had actually happened to me and it wasn’t a funny story any-
more. She instantly recommended me a zine that looks incredible 
and helpful. Ace. I HATE FEELING LIKE A BURDEN. There goes 
my handwriting. I’m meant to be writing a letter to that guy from 
the city I lived in for two years explaining that he did something 
horrible to me but I have no fucking clue how to start something 
like that. Angeline is gonna help me write it but she’s away in the 
North. Will says he will give the letter to that guy if he does turn 
up to their gig. I was/am going to ask Mike to do it too but I dunno 
if I trust him enough to handle something like that. What if that 
guy doesn’t even turn up to the show? Do I care enough about his 
future behaviour/current feelings to bother writing him a letter? 
Is it my responsibility to do that? Will it help me or will he just end 
up trying to contact me? Do I feel better for writing this right now? 
I wish I was in a good mood so I could respond to Rio’s beautiful 
nice heartfelt message in a decent way instead of just moaning 
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about rape. Again. He asked me loads of questions on my feel-
ings about polyamory and nonmonogamy. Chris wants us to be 
nonmonogamous because polyamory means something else. 
I’m not sure that I’m not just poly rather than nonmonogamous. I 
don’t want to be defined by what I’m not. I don’t know. I just want 
to fuck everyone and be in love with everyone.

 I pick up the phone.
 Hello?
 Hi. This is Mark, Phil’s brother?
 Yeah, Mark! Hi. How’s it going?
 It’s going alright... Have you heard from Phil lately?
 I haven’t, nah. It’s been quite a while actually.
 Mark pauses a long pause.
 I don’t really know how to say this. We’re pretty angry at 
Phil. That doesn’t really explain it. Phil...
 Is he okay?
 I don’t know. I don’t know where he is. Phil stole a lot of 
money from my family.
 What, seriously?
 He’s been doing it for ages apparently. He’s stolen all of 
our parents savings, my gran’s savings, and money from my sister. 
He left me alone ‘cause I’ve got my son.
 I don’t --
 He took eighty thousand from our parents. That was ev-
erything they’d saved since buying their house. He took ten thou-
sand from my sister. He took twenty thousand from my grandma. 
She’s eighty five. He took it all and he gambled it away. Have you 
seen or heard from him?
 I haven’t at all. I really haven’t. I’m so sorry.
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 The police are involved and we can’t find him.
 I -
 If you hear from him please call me straight away.
 I will.
 And, look, I’m sorry. I know he gave you some money but 
I don’t think that was our money. It’s not right to ask you for it 
back anyway. How much did he give you in like, wages, anyway?
 It was just five hundred quid.
 Okay. I think he spent it all in the casinos and online gam-
bling.
 I didn’t realise it was that bad. I -
 And we never thought ‘where is he getting all that money 
from?’ We never even asked. He... he lied to us all.
 I still can’t believe it.
 

 Hi, I know we haven’t spoken in a while but I’m in 
a really rough spot. Look I know it’s a lot to ask from 
you but can I borrow 120? I can get it back to you 
by the weekend or Friday. I need it ASAP. You’d be 
doing me a huge favour. Phil.

 Look, you little shit. I gave you all that cash for 
your rent upfront before you even did any work for 
me. I will take legal action against you if you do not 
return my money to me. You never did the work you 
said you were going to. That’s breaking a contract. 
Do you know how serious that is? Here are my bank 
details.

 I forwarded Phil’s texts on to Mark and he called me.
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 Look, thanks a lot. I’m sorry he’s contacting you still. If 
you ever need anything just give me a shout, alright? I don’t think 
we’ll ever see much of each other again, but I think you’re a top 
lad. I’m sorry Phil dragged you into all this. All the best, mate.

*  *  *
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 What function does the cow serve to the planet? The cow 
stands and chews the grass that grows out of the earth. It swallows 
it and sicks it up and swallows it again. That is where the word 
rumination comes from. When you have a thought stuck in your 
head that won’t leave and it’s nighttime and you’re in bed and your 
head hurts because you’re stressed or you have bad eyesight or a 
tumour in your brain or you’ve just been playing videogames too 
late into the evening or you’ve been at a show and the lights were 
too bright and the thought that is stuck in your head is making 
you feel so bad and anxious. A cow does not feel this way when 
it is eating grass and ruminating on it. A cow will feel anxiety 
and terror when you take its children away to hook them to milk 
pumps or put them in a line and take them into the slaughter-
house as a living being and out of the slaughterhouse as a carcass. 
We do not ruminate our thoughts and swallow them and digest 
them and shit them out like a cow does with grass in a field. We 
let the thoughts into our brain and they swirl around in there in-
stead of heading south to our bowels. The thoughts poison us and 
we do not feel right until they come out through another means. 
We victimise, we violate, we aggress, we terrorise. If we are not 
doing this to ourselves, we are doing this to others. Our rumina-
tion is destructive. The cow is more alive than we are. It does not 
destroy. It creates. The cow’s rumination falls to the ground and 
fertilises the fields in which it then eats from. There is a cycle here 
between the planet and the cow. They nourish each other. We will 
try nature hikes and hot springs and mountain climbs and deep 
sea diving and hot coal walks and jumping from planes and rush-
ing down hills really fast on thin bits of wood and jumping into 
pools from great heights and this is all so we can feel closer to the 
true nature of the earth. The cow just does what it does. It shits on 
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the ground and eats around the shit.

 The second name down the list inside the front cover of 
the diary is the address that is closest to the park. I remember how 
to get to that street from here, even though I have never specifi-
cally walked from the park to Old Eaves. I have been to a house 
on this street before but I don’t remember Sammy being there. I 
do remember Sammy and I remember their face. It is dark. There 
are lights around the edge of the lake. I return to the park and 
walk back around the play area and the boathouse. It is cold again 
but my feet are a bit dryer than before, if not any warmer. The 
kids who had been splashing in the lake earlier had left. I hope 
they are somewhere warm, at least. The lights from the boathouse 
illuminate the lake. In the centre, the icy mound from earlier has 
almost completely melted. I see that the green water in the pedalos 
is starting to freeze over once again. I exit the park the same way I 
came in.

 I have a friend whose mam took out a £1000 loan from 
one of those payday loan places. She paid some of it back but 
couldn’t afford the rest because she’d bought a new TV so she took 
out a £1000 loan from a different payday loan place in my friend’s 
name. He has been paying back this payday loan with the income 
he makes from dealing weed. There is another weed dealer in his 
village and they are in fast competition. My friend thinks he’s sell-
ing a better product, but the other dealer is selling her stock at a 
cheaper price than my friend is. The bailiffs are often round to 
bang on his door. He has a single bed. He pulls the covers up over 
his head and pretends he is never in. He has blackout blinds and 
they are always shut. His grandma is sad. The flower pots in the 
front garden are always being smashed. She blames the kids on the 
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street who play outside well past 8PM. My friend knows it is his 
fault that his grandma is sad. I don’t believe it is his fault. I think 
it’s his step dad’s fault. He’s the one who broke the old TV.

 I am two streets away from Sammy’s street when I trip 
over an uneven paving slab and twist my ankle. I crash to the pave-
ment and lie there for a moment under the orange neon street-
light. It is dark and there are no other people on the street. I shift 
my weight and roll onto my back and continue to just lie there on 
the ground. It is cold and there is a wind blowing which shreds 
through my two layers of clothing and rekindles the chill in my 
chest. I cough. My head pounds once again. rrrrr. I grip a home’s 
front garden wall and pull myself up into a sitting position. There 
are lights on in the house. My head slumps down, my chin resting 
on my chest. I sigh. I am tired. I stretch my ankle and it stings, 
sending pain up my left leg and into my head and into the space 
behind my right eye, which pulses uncomfortably. My right eyelid 
clamps shut once again with the pain. rrrrr. rrrr. rrr. rr. r.
 
 “Why do you insist on doing this to yourself?”
 “I can do what I want.”
 “Just chill out. Chill the fuck out. There is no need to put 
yourself through this. Not again.”
 “It’s not going to be that bad this time.”
 “You know it is.”
 “It’s not.”
 “Don’t get angry at me. You know I just worry about 
you.”

 I limp to Sammy’s house and I sit on the steps which lead 
up to the door. I can hear voices inside the front window. One 
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loud and high and another quiet and low.
 The rain poured softly and sweetly down onto my head. It 
hit me in my eyes. It was night and the wind was rushing through 
my hair and over my shoulders. I was singing words written by 
my friend. I could be as loud as I liked in the park at night, on my 
bike. Nobody was around and nobody could catch me. I was free, 
I was alone, I was safe. The sky and the night breathed into my 
throat and down to my chest and cooled me to the core and I used 
that energy to keep pumping my legs down and up, strong and 
taut, I felt like a living machine. I closed my eyes. The path was 
straight and there was nobody ahead. It felt like the right thing to 
do. I kept my eyes closed for longer than I thought I’d be able to. 
I was completely relaxed. I wasn’t worrying about anything. There 
was no anxiety at all. I was free, I was alone, I was safe. I was at 
peace. I was connected. I was free. I was alone. I was safe. I was a 
cow.

*  *  *







Jam



118

 
 There was a dead tree in my yard before I came to this 
place. The yard wasn’t just mine but it was used by everybody who 
lived in the same apartment building as I did. It reminded me of 
many great trees. I was certain I would have prayed to it had I been 
religious. Facing my street was one of the entrances to Well’s Cres-
cent, and at the apex of the Crescent was an alley which opened 
onto Rosemary Road after a four or five minute walk. Your back 
garden opened onto this alley. A girl was attacked there. They said 
it was the worst they’d ever seen. I spent a lot of time in that alley, 
knocking on your back gate. I don’t think I ever went through the 
front door of your house. Did you ever have friends whose houses 
were like that? Where you’d go in round the back or through a side 
door? I never understood that.
 I gather the courage to knock on your door. I am soaking 
wet, the rain has been pouring down for about twenty minutes. 
It seemed more important that I have the strength to face you 
and whatever I encounter behind your door than to knock unpre-
pared. I am crying. I knock once and hurt my hand. I knocked 
harder than I’d intended to. I knock again, softer. I wait. There 
is a rumble behind the door, and the two voices I’d heard earlier 
exchange a few words before stopping completely. I hear footsteps 
behind the closed door, and a scrape of a chain, a slide of a bolt, 
a turning of a key and an unlocking of a lock. The door opens 
and orange light spills carelessly out onto me and the street. I am 
blinded. It is not you who answers.
 “H-hey?”
 Hi. It is me.
 “Is that you?”
 Can I please come in?
 “Come in, come in!”
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 I am freezing.
 “You look freezing!”
 I am cold.
 “Aren’t you cold? What were you doing out there - what 
are you doing here? You’re sogging wet.”
 I don’t know why I’m here.
 “Oh, this is -” Sammy ushers me into the living room, 
which is off a small hall. At one end of the hall are stairs leading 
down to the basement. I remember this. Sammy puts a hand on 
the shoulder of a short, thin man, who is about the same age I 
reckon myself to be. The man has a wispy mustache and a shaved 
head. “Theo.”
 Hi, Theo.
 “Hey, man. How’s it going?”
 It’s going okay. No it is not. I am cold and wet and I just 
want to be warm. I don’t know who you are. I wasn’t expecting 
you. I just want to talk to Sammy and I wasn’t expecting you. 
Could you please leave? I think that would make me more com-
fortable. I am sorry. I do not know you. I just want you gone so I 
can talk to Sammy and not to you.
 “Nice one. What’s his name again, Sam?”
 “Mankey.”
 Mankey?
 “Lol mate, your name’s Mankey? How’d you get that?”
 Mankey isn’t my name. What?
 “Ha, that’s a long story. I haven’t heard that one in years.” 
replies Sammy, in my place.
 I have never been called Mankey. Am I who you think I 
am? Are you who I think you are? Mankey means disgusting. I 
am disgusting. Maybe I am Mankey. Hey Sammy, could I borrow 
some clothes? I am very wet and cold.
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 “You’re so soaked.” Sammy reaches under a dresser and 
hands me a folded towel. “For your hair.”
 I nod. Thank you.
 “You can borrow some clothes if you’d like. Are you up for 
long?”
 I don’t know. I don’t know where I am or where I came 
from.
 “Let me go and get some stuff for you.” Sammy leaves 
me and Theo standing alone together in the living room. I don’t 
want to sit because I am so wet. My jeans are soaked through and 
my shoes are leaving puddles on the pale green rug on the floor. I 
point.
 “Don’t worry about it, dude.”
 There is something distinctly uncomfortable about you 
calling me dude.
 “How do you know Sammy?”
 If I told you that, I’d have to kill you.
 Theo laughs at whatever it was that I actually said.
 “Good one. You’re from down South, right?”
 No. Can’t you hear where I’m from from my accent? No-
body down there can understand me and everyone up here thinks 
I’m posh. I don’t know what to make of that.
 Sammy returns. “Here ya are, pal.” Sammy hands me fresh 
blue jeans and a black t-shirt with a Hunt Sabs logo on it. I can’t 
remember what Hunt Sabs means. “Do you wanna stay? There’s a 
dryer downstairs, next to the bathroom. Stick your stuff in there, 
if you want.”
 I nod, not trusting myself with speech. Nothing I can say 
is understood and I am beginning to get frustrated. I am angry 
with Theo for no discernible reason. I feel as if he is taking time 
with Sammy away from me and I am incredibly jealous.
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 “Just leave your shoes in the hall.” Sammy says this with a 
look which betrays some concern for me. I am acting in a strange 
manner. Sammy has noticed. I take off my shoes and place them 
side by side amongst the pile of shoes in the hall. I also take off the 
socks I’d stolen from my friend the day before, which were as wet 
as the rest of my clothes. I turn back to Sammy, who is gazing at 
Theo as Theo talks.
 Sammy, could I take a shower?
 “Who’s Jonny? Sure, Mankey, go ahead.”
 “Mankey.” Theo sniggers.
 I nod.
 Thanks, Sammy. I head down the stairs barefoot, clutch-
ing the sodden socks in one cold hand and the towel and clothes 
in the other. They drip water onto my feet and onto the stairs. The 
basement is exactly like a basement you would see in an American 
film. It is the sort of basement that a teenager lives in when they 
are too poor to rent their own apartment but too grown up to still 
be living with mom and dad. I vaguely recollected that Sammy 
lived alone, but I had no idea how long it had been since I was 
last at Sammy’s place. I had a thought: why were these people who 
I hadn’t seen for a very long time welcoming me with open arms 
to stay at their homes? Who is Theo? Why do I feel so strongly 
against him? The jealousy was making me shake. I force myself 
to stop shaking. I am not jealous, I am cold and wet.  I shiver. 
The dryer is next to the washing machine which is next to the 
door to the bathroom. I can tell it is the door to the bathroom 
because there is a sign on the door saying bathroom. I take off all 
my clothes and stuff them into the dryer. I close the door on the 
dryer and stare at the buttons and dial. They are all marked with 
question marks. Dial: four rows of ??????? Button: ??????? Button: 
??????? I press the second button and it lights up green. I turn the 
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dial round to the third row of question marks. Nothing happens. 
The light on the right pulses green. I press the first button which 
is similarly marked with a line of question marks. The machine 
starts to shake. I shake. I am cold and I realise I am standing cold 
and naked in somebody’s bedroom. There is a bed behind me and 
clothes folded and stacked on piles of books and comics. A poster 
from a popular cartoon is on the wall above the bed (which is re-
ally just a mattress on the brick floor) but one of the corners has 
fallen down and droops over most of the rest of the poster. I can 
recognise the cartoon though because it is very recognisable. My 
hands are wet. I try and wipe them off on my chest but it is wet 
too. The dryer is drying and I suddenly realise that I left my keys, 
card and coins in my raincoat, which is in the dryer. I shrug, and 
shiver. It is time for a shower.

*  *  *
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 The shower is rusty and creaks. There is damp all up the 
walls and there is a wheezing extractor fan above my head that 
the steam pays no attention to. The water is too hot at first and 
I scald my palm. I step into the warm stream once it has cooled 
and it continues to cool, soon freezing me to the core. I step back 
and hold my hand under the water, twisting the tap marked ??? (I 
can tell it is the hot tap because it is red and the other tap is blue). 
The shower warms up. I squeeze gel from an opaque container 
and lather it over my body before standing back in the lukewarm 
stream. I turn the cold down slightly and the water turns unbear-
ably hot. I jump out of the way and slip on the bath floor, crashing 
into the shower curtain and pulling it down. I lay in the bath, cov-
ered in soap and mouldy shower curtain while the shower warms 
my feet. I laugh. I am naked and in a stranger’s bathroom and 
there is no lock on the door and I hate the person my stranger is 
talking to. I am cold and covered in soap. My body is frail and 
skinny, I can see my ribs. My penis is shrunken up. Under the 
stream of water, my feet are hairy and dirty.

 “Like this?” “Yeah, like that.” “Fucking with you is amaz-
ing.”
 I’m a little drunk.
 You should come over.
 I’m tired as well.
 Just for one drink.
 I dunno.
 Come on, you should! It’ll be fun.
 Okay, I’ll be there in five minutes.
 That’s great. Please keep doing that.
 He laughed. “You like that?”



124

 I really do.

 This is how I got genital warts. He was lying on the bed 
and I was stood up at the end of the bed flexing the muscles on 
my arms. They are puny but guys always like them. He had both 
his feet on my dick and was masturbating me with them. We’d just 
talked about foot fetishes and I’d denied having one. I told him I 
had genital warts a month later and he said he’d check himself for 
signs of them. I told him I have to have cryotherapy on my penis, 
which is where you have nitrogen pressed onto the warts and they 
freeze and die. I told him I had cryotherapy on my foot once, for 
veruccas. I was ten. My foot swelled and went black around the 
verrucas. I couldn’t walk for two days and I was told to get over it. 
I did. He texted me back the next day and told me he’d just found 
a verruca on his foot and had been reading about warts and found 
that they can be linked to HPV, which lives inside the foreskin, 
which is where my genital warts were. Genital warts are similar 
to herpes, which is a virus you can contract through contact with 
affected areas such as the mouth or genitals. Once you have her-
pes the virus stays with you for your whole life and there is no 
cure. You can pass it on to people and they won’t immediately or 
potentially ever display symptoms. Genital warts act in a similar 
manner. I laugh. The whole ordeal was very funny to me. I don’t 
know if it is possible to catch genital warts from someone’s foot.
I laugh. I look at the head of my penis. It is no longer bruised 
from the liquid nitrogen that was applied to deal with the warts. 
I briefly wonder how I ever developed genital warts or who trans-
mitted the virus to me or if I ever even had genital warts at all. It 
didn’t seem likely.

 “Mankey,” a knock at the door and the sound of Sammy’s 
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voice, “You okay in there?”
 “Yeah, um.” Yeah I’m okay. I just fell down. I am swaddled 
in the shower curtain.
 “It sounded like you fell.”
 “Yeah,” Yeah, that’s what happened. I’m okay now though, 
just cold and, and, and - your shower is shit!
 “I’ll be upstairs.”
 I stand and hook the shower curtain back to its rail. I close 
it around myself and stand under the cold shower. I am angry at 
the shower for being a terrible shower, but I know in my heart 
that the shower is not to blame. It is not sentient and can make 
no decisions for itself. It is a product of its environment. It is not 
in control. I am in control. I wash the rest of the soap off my face 
and body and rub my lower back. I definitely hit it on the way 
down, and it felt as though it was going to be bruised. Someone 
once shouted this question at me: “If I was dying, would you even 
care?” I step out of the bath and dry my hair with the towel that I’d 
placed on the toilet seat. I lift the seat and pee into the bowl, tak-
ing care not to miss. I finish drying myself off and flush the toilet. 
Sammy had given me a t-shirt and jeans to wear. I pull the t-shirt 
over my head. The steam in the bathroom hadn’t let me dry myself 
too well and putting the t-shirt on helps me realise how wet my 
back still is. I feel uncomfortable in my skin and in my clothes. I 
have no underwear as it is in the dryer and I feel too embarrassed 
to ask Sammy if I can borrow some pants as well, so I pull the 
jeans on, which is difficult as they are so tight and my leg hair is 
still damp. They look nice though. I wipe the steam off the mirror 
with the towel and check out my legs.

 I am upstairs with Sammy in the kitchen, which is a small 
room that is mostly the living room, but separated by saloon doors. 
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Sammy is boiling the kettle to make us both tea. My bare feet feel 
cold on the linoleum floor.

 “I’m happy you’re here. I’m sorry for acting like that be-
fore-”
 What, like calling me Mankey?
 “It’s Theo. I’m, like, I don’t even know how to say this 
properly...”
 You’re in love with him.
 “I’m in love with him. I just act like this massive bro dick-
head around him but I can’t help it. He’s, well, you know. I know 
you’ve fallen for a straight guy before.” I don’t think I ever had.
 I felt quite jealous of him.
 “Why?”
 I’m not sure. We’ve never had a thing, have we?
 Sammy laughs. “Not that I know of.” They elbowed me in 
the ribs as the kettle boiled. “It’s soya milk, no sugar, right?”
 That’s right.
 Sammy makes me a cup of tea. I take a sip and even 
though it is too hot I know it’s the perfect cup of tea. We continue 
to perch by the counter in the kitchen.
 “I was worried for you, when you showed up. You looked 
so cold and ill.”
 I am cold. I don’t think I’m ill, though.
 “Those clothes fit you alright?”
 They do, ta.
 “I’m glad. Do you wanna-?” Sammy points through to the 
living room.
 Sure. I follow Sammy to the armchairs and take a seat. 
Sammy continues standing.
 “I met Theo - you don’t mind me talking about him?”
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 Not at all, go right ahead. I say this while feeling as though 
I do mind, but again I am unsure why.
 “Theo volunteers with me at the record store. Like, he 
works in the shop bit, I do the gigs. We see each other quite a 
bit.”
 And the point is? I am so jealous. I am so, so jealous. I take 
another sip of my tea.
 “And, see, he likes Dungeons and Dragons. And I like 
Dungeons and Dragons, you know that. And his character... well, 
I won’t bore you. We started playing these games and I’m a healer 
and he’s always protecting me, and it’s like that in real life, you 
know, he’s always protecting me when I’m feeling anxious or sad 
when I’m in the shop, or like today when I couldn’t go in, he came 
over here just to see how I am, and, and. Do you know what I 
mean?”
 It sounds like he’s just a good friend. I say this knowing I 
would also feel loved.
 “I feel loved. And I’m probably just obsessed with him. He 
does these kind little things for me and I think he’s not interested. 
Like, at all. And I’m wasting away here pining for him.”
 I want to feel sympathy for you but I have heard this story 
many times before from myself.
 “And that’s why I knew you’d understand. I’m sorry to 
make you feel, like, sympathy or something for me. But that’s how 
I feel. And I’m sorry I called you Mankey in front of him. I said 
it rashly and I knew it would make him laugh and I know how 
much you hate it and I’m sorry.”
 I don’t remember ever being called Mankey in my life.
 “Are you serious? I’m sure you’re Mankey.”
 I pride myself on being clean.
 “No, like the Pokémon.”
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 What Pokémon, what is Mankey?
 “It’s like a monkey with an angry face. When you give 
hugs you’re all over people like a monkey. Your ex said it. Don’t 
you remember that? And you’re so into Pokémon... Seriously, I 
can’t believe you don’t remember that. It’s not about you being 
gross, I would never say something horrible like that!”
 I have no idea what Pokémon is.
 Sammy laughs at this. “You’re a right joker, you.”
 I sip my tea. It has cooled to a drinkable level. I point at a 
record.
 Can we listen to that?
 “Sure. Theo just brought it round for me.”
 It is R.E.M. - Life’s Rich Pageant. I lean my head back in 
the armchair.
 “I’ve not even asked you why you’re here. Every time you’ve 
been here it’s been on some weird spiritual journey.”
 I am on a weird spiritual journey, I say with a smile.
 “I’m sure you are. Have you got work or something?”
 I nod. It is the Lord’s work, I say.
 Sammy laughs. “Are you staying the night?”
 Of course.
 “Cool. There’s only the one mattress downstairs, is that 
okay? I can take the armchair if you need space.”
 I am surprised that Sammy, who to my knowledge has 
only just met me, is willing to give up their bed for me. I wave my 
hand.
 No, no. I can take the chair.
 Sammy waves their hand. “No, no. Share with me! It’s 
freezing in here anyway.”
 I smile. I want a hug.
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 Sammy?
 “Yeah?”
 Listen, can I ask you something?
 “Go ahead.”
 When was the last time I was here?
 “It was... Maybe September last year? That’s the last time 
you stayed over. I saw you at that zine fair in March though, do 
you remember?”
 I don’t remember either of those times.
 “Yeah, the fair was great. I taught you my dice game.”
 I don’t remember your dice game.
 “I was a fucking idiot that day.”
 I’m sure you weren’t.
 “You sold loads though, I think.”
 What’s a zine fair?
 “You were selling zines.”
 What’s a zine?
 “Come on, now.”
 Seriously, what is a zine?
 “It’s a little book you make yourself. You wrote a few.”
 What did I write them about?
 “Are you alright?”
 What did I write them about?
 “Well, you write about difficult topics.”
 What did I write?
 “The first one was about sex and the second one was about 
abuse.”
 Okay.
 “They were both about rape, though.”
 Oh.
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 I wake up. Sammy’s arm is laid over my back.
 Sammy?
 Sammy murmurs.
 Sammy? I whisper, again.
 “Yeah? Hello? Hey.”
 Sammy?
 “Yeah, hi. What’s up?”
 About what you said...
 “Can’t sleep?”
 Sorry for waking you up.
 “That’s okay. I’ve got work in the morning, though.”
 Can you call in sick?
 “I guess I could. Listen, are you alright?”
 I think I’ve lost my mind.
 “You’re always saying that. You haven’t lost your mind.”
 I have. I can’t remember anything. I don’t know what my 
name is. I don’t think it’s Mankey, anyway. I don’t know what city 
I’m in. I don’t even know who you are, not really. I don’t have 
any possessions. I don’t know where I came from, how I got here, 
or where I’m going. My eye - and I feel my right eye clamp shut 
again, having being perfectly open until I’d noticed it - won’t work 
properly, I have this headache that will not stop and there is a di-
ary that I can’t stop reading but I don’t know if it’s mine or if I’m 
reading somebody else’s secrets.
 I hear Sammy breathe out a long breath which I imitate. It 
calms me down, following Sammy’s deep breaths.
 “I think you’re okay. I have known you for a long time. 
This has happened to you before.”
 Has it? What happened? Did I die?
 “You’re still with us.”
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 I think I have a tumour inside of my head.
 “I don’t think you do. You’re too young.”
 The diary never mentions you. If we know each other so 
well, why aren’t you in the diary?
 “I don’t think that really matters. I didn’t notice anything 
wrong with your eye earlier.”
 It works fine until I think about it and then it shuts and I 
can’t open it. Do I even have a right eye?
 I feel Sammy’s hand squeeze my shoulder.
 “Do you want to try a breathing exercise?”
 I think that would help me right now.
 “It’s called square breathing. You imagine a square as you 
breathe. So you breathe in one and that’s one side of the square.” 
Sammy breathes in and I imagine one side of the square. “You 
breathe out and that’s another side of the square.” Sammy breathes 
out. “In...” I breathe in with them. “Out. And you have a square.” 
I do indeed have a square. “And keep going. If you find your mind 
drifting, just come back to the square breathing. Try not to feel 
angry if you make a mistake, just relax.” I breathe two squares’ 
worth of breaths. Sammy’s grip relaxes on my shoulder. They are 
asleep. One more square. rrrr. One more square. rrrr. One more 
square. Sammy, I try to whisper, but no sound comes out. One 
more square. Thanks for letting me stay. I think this thought. One 
more square.
 
 I wake to Sammy strumming a guitar and humming. They 
are sat at the end of the mattress. I swirl the duvet round me and 
feel warm and safe. The bed smells like Sammy. It is a comforting 
smell. I realise I was once in love with Sammy and I let the feel-
ing linger in my body. It is a warm, happy feeling. I feel happy for 
Theo. I hope he sees in Sammy what I can see. Sammy fumbles 
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a D minor and says “fuck” under their breath. I don’t think the 
guitar is in tune, but I don’t feel like saying anything. It is nice and 
discordant, the sad song Sammy sings. Sammy’s voice is beautiful. 
I have never told them that and I never will. They will never know 
that their voice is beautiful, and my telling them will not affect 
that either way. I poke Sammy in the lower back with my toe.
 “Oh, so you’re awake?”
 I stretch. I feel normal.
 I’m awake. Thank you so much for letting me stay.
 “That’s alright. And you know what?”
 What?
 “I took the day off work. I’m all yours.”
 Aw, that’s incredible! Thank you so much.
 “What do you want to do?”
 Listen to you play the guitar.
 “Breakfast it is. I’ll go and get it started.” I start to get up. 
“Don’t! I’ll bring it down. Tea?” I nod. “Tea, ace. You keep nap-
ping.”
 
 What’s in a photo? I see a photo and I am pulling a face. 
I have one finger pointing at my chin and I am smirking. I look 
happy and I look fun. There is a caption under the photo: “Babes 
in the Park”. I try to think back to this day. We were having a 
fight. We couldn’t decide where to go to get food, so we’d decided 
to sit down in the park for ten minutes and look on our phones to 
see if there was anywhere good nearby. It was the last day of our 
holiday. We’d done a lot of walking which was fine for me because 
I can walk forever. I think you were a bit tired of all the walking, 
though. We were both very sad to be heading home - we’d finally 
got over the jetlag. It was our last day. You wanted to make the 
most of it. I was happy to sit on the grass. We bought our friends’ 
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daughter a present which was admittedly terrible and we walked 
in a square around the park before sitting down in it. At the hotel, 
we met up with our friend to travel back to the airport with her. 
We argued the whole journey home. When you’re a couple and 
you argue in front of somebody else sometimes you forget how 
uncomfortable the other person must be feeling. Sometimes you 
use this uncomfortable zone of politeness as a tactic to say things 
to your partner that you wouldn’t be able to say in private with-
out starting a huge fight. It started raining and our suitcases were 
heavy and we blamed each other for that too. I see this photo of 
us “Babes in the Park” and I feel a sadness. We feigned happiness 
for the outside world and it consumed our relationship until we 
were only bitterness and jibes. I think about our relationship and 
I think will I ever love again? I think about our relationship and I 
think was I ever in love? I think about our relationship and I think 
I will never love again.

*  *  *
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 “I’ve been meaning to tell you something...”
 “Huh?” I took my mouth off his penis. “What’s that?”
 “Huh?”
 “Did you say ‘I’ve been meaning to tell you something?’”
 “No.”
 “Oh.”

 Sammy brings me breakfast.
 Thank you, I say.
 “No problem. I hope you like beans. I made a lot of beans.” 
I take the plate from their hands. Surrounding the two sausages 
are indeed a lot of beans and bread which is getting soggy from the 
tomato sauce.
 Thank you. I am so hungry.
 “I thought you might be. Sorry for not offering any last 
night.”
 That’s okay. I ate yesterday, I say, unsure if I had eaten the 
day before or not. Sammy hands me a fork and a knife. I attack the 
plate greedily, dribbling tomato sauce down my chin. My stomach 
aches to be fed and growls in anger. I have not been treating it 
right. I remember the jam.
 Oh god, I say. The jam. I turn to the tumble dryer know-
ing full well what to expect. Sammy gives me an inquisitive look.
 “What’s up?”
 I am shivering again.
 The jam.
 “What jam?”
 I place my plate on the floor at the bottom of the mattress 
and crawl over to the tumble dryer. I take the door handle, squint-
ing my eyes in anticipation. I pull open the door to the machine.
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 “What’s wrong?” asks Sammy.
 I reach inside. I find my raincoat. It is covered in jam. I 
feel around the other items inside the machine. Jam everywhere. I 
pull my hand out and hold it to my face. It smells nice.
 “Oh, what! Are you okay?” Sammy flies towards me, grabs 
my wrist.
 Jam.
 “Jam?” They laugh. “I thought you’d cut your hand or 
something!”
 My hand and belongings were covered in peach, blueberry 
and apricot. I lick my hand. It actually tastes awful. The jam is hot 
and only tastes sweet, with no discernible flavour. There is a lot of 
fluff on my tongue from my hand. I struggle to swallow but do it 
anyway. I wouldn’t want to spit jam on the floor to add to the jam 
in the machine. I am so embarrassed.
 Sammy, I am so sorry.
 “Hey, look, it’s okay.” Sammy stood. “I’ll get a towel from 
the kitchen.” Sammy left me to sit on the floor in front of the 
dryer. I pull my clothes out of the dryer and place them on the 
still damp towel I’d used the night before. The clothes are full of 
jam. My hands are stained orange. I wash them off in the sink in 
the bathroom. When I return, Sammy is wiping the inside of the 
machine with a cloth.
 “It’ll be okay. Don’t worry about it.”
 My face is bright red, I can feel it. My head is pounding. 
My fingers and toes are numb; I flex them, and cannot feel a thing. 
Sammy dips the towel into a bucket of soapy water by their knees 
and strains the water and jam out of it. They continue dabbing at 
the machine. I am standing. I feel very tall and unsightly.
 “Hey, if you wanna put your clothes in the washing ma-
chine to dry, you should. Just check the pockets this time, okay?” 
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Sammy says this with a smile which I try to return. I take my 
clothes and the now jam-covered towel from the floor and place 
them in the washing machine, which is in the corner of the room. 
The buttons and dial on the machine are similarly typed with 
question marks.
 Sammy?
 “Yeah.”
 How do you know which buttons to press on this ma-
chine?
 “Just put some powder in the drawer and press the middle 
button. It should all be set up properly.”
 I take the box of powder and slowly pour some into the 
drawer, making sure not to spill any on the floor. I feel too anxious 
to ask which drawer I should use so I put some of the powder in 
each, just to be safe. I check the pockets of my raincoat - they are 
filled with more jam. I take the plastic containers out, as well as 
my coins, keys and card.
 Ugh, this stuff is covered...
 “The dryer’s done. I guess I’ll just leave the door open for 
a bit so it can dry off. Do you wanna wash that stuff in the sink?”
 Yeah, of course. Thank you Sammy, I’m so embarrassed.
 “That’s totally okay. There’s nothing to be embarrassed 
about. We all make mistakes.” Still, I feel embarrassed. Holding 
my belongings meekly in my hands, I shuffle past Sammy and 
enter the bathroom. I nudge the door closed behind me. I put the 
plug in the sink and drop my things into it. They hit the bowl with 
a clatter. I relax my shoulders. They had been so hunched and I 
didn’t notice it until now. I breathe out. I had been breathing in a 
very shallow way. I feel completely out of breath. My head, no, my 
eye, it is pulsing. The veins or the cord or the nerve is pulsing and 
with each pulse a sharp pain from my eye which spreads out right 
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through my head and down to my neck. I turn on the cold tap in 
the sink and swill my belongings around, cleaning them of jam. 
The water turns a murky orange colour. I drain the water, being 
careful to save the coins from disappearing down the plug hole, 
and use the hand towel to dry them off. At this point, I am no 
longer concerned about the water damaging the card. I don’t even 
know what it’s for. I place my things on the closed toilet seat and 
sit on the floor. I rub the top of my head. I slump down against the 
bath. I lean my head back against the rim of the tub, wincing at 
the cool tile on my neck. I remember some advice I’d been given. 
I try to relax. I imagine there are two muscles on my head: one on 
the very top and one which covers the back and sides of my head, 
above my neck. I reach up and first rub the muscle on the back, 
slowly work my fingers in spirals round to the side, and finally 
massage the top of my head. I can feel how greasy my hair has 
become even since using the shower yesterday. Perhaps I should 
have washed it. For some unknown reason washing my hair with 
shampoo doesn’t seem right to me. I shake off the thought. My 
headache continues. In fact, since I’ve started paying attention to 
it, it seems to have increased in magnitude. Like an earthquake, it 
rumbles up from the tiniest beginnings to a quake which disrupts 
my vision, my concentration, my sense. I have no control over it, 
no foundation within me can withstand. All I can do is watch. I 
shake there on the bathroom floor and hold my head in agony. 
I am using all of my energy not to cry out for Sammy. I must 
deal with this alone. There are tears streaming from my eyes and 
I sob - I muffle my sobs by biting down on my hand. I am cold. 
My hands are cold and wet. My head is on fire, but it is a cold fire 
which burns through my eyes. I cannot see. I cannot see. I cannot 
see.
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 THIS IS IT THIS IS IT THIS IS IT
 - No. Not yet.

 “Are you okay?”
 Sammy is asking after me again. I feel annoyed that they 
are so caring. I don’t understand why they would be choosing to 
look after me. I don’t want anyone to have to look after me. I am 
angry at myself for being useless and needing to be cared for.
 I’m okay. My head hurts.
 “Oh, I’m sorry. Could I come in? If that’s okay with you, 
of course.”
 That’s okay. The door isn’t locked.
 I am still sitting on the floor leaning my head back against 
the bath. Sammy looks down at me from the doorway.
 “How are you feeling?”
 I’m - I had a headache but the worst part is over.
 “You still get those headaches? I thought you were being 
treated for them ages ago.”
 I’m not sure. I don’t remember.
 “Come on,” Sammy puts their arm under my shoulders, 
“Let’s get you up. You didn’t finish your breakfast.” Sammy helps 
me to my feet, and I stand there in the bathroom, mostly sup-
ported by Sammy, slightly swaying on unbalanced feet. “Take a 
seat.” Sammy deposits me on the mattress once again, and hands 
me my plate. “Eat the rest of this. I can reheat it for you upstairs, 
if you want?”
 No, that’s okay, thank you. I will eat it like this.
 I slowly scoop some of the beans into my mouth. They 
taste of nothing.
 “Let’s see...” Sammy is stood at the washing machine, 
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which I’d forgotten to turn on. “There.” I see their finger press 
the middle button, marked ???????, which illuminates green. The 
machine starts to hum, and I hear it begin to fill with water.
 “It can get pretty noisy. Wanna come upstairs?” I nod, 
mouth too full of tasteless beans to reply. “I can make some cof-
fee?” I nod again. I finish my food quickly and follow Sammy up 
the stairs. Their confidence and exuberance is charming. I am wor-
ried they will become bored of me, or think I am too much work, 
or just get burnt out. I would have to make my excuses and leave 
as soon as possible.
 
 I love you.
 “What was that?”
 Do you have a Playstation? We could play Pokémon.
 “Pokémon’s on Nintendo.”
 Oh, yeah. It is.
 I take a seat in the same armchair I had sat in the night 
before. The diary is green and it is perched on the arm of the chair. 
I do not remember putting it there. I am staring at it and I feel 
Sammy’s stare so I switch my gaze from the diary to Sammy, who 
holds their hand up in defence.
 “I didn’t read it, don’t worry. I thought it was actually the 
book. I opened the first page and saw the date and I realised it was 
your diary. I just shut it and put it back on the chair.”
 Okay. Thank you.
 “It’s clever disguising it as a Foundation book though. Who 
would ever want to read those?”
 I didn’t know what Foundation was but I took from Sam-
my’s tone that it was uninteresting. The kettle shakes and clicks, 
it is boiled. I smell the coffee as Sammy pours the water into the 
mugs, and I realise I am not allowed coffee.
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 “Here you go.” Sammy presses the cup into my hands. It 
is warm and smells incredible.
 Thank you. I take a sip. It feels like electricity. It feels like 
Matilda using her powers in Matilda. The book, not the film. I 
take another sip, but the drink is slightly too hot. My tongue feels 
burnt. Thank you, I say again. Sammy looks at me with a smile 
and takes a seat in the armchair opposite.
 “So I spoke to Jake this morning,” The name Jake seems 
familiar to me. “Wayna let him know you’re up visiting. He says 
you’re free to go through anytime.”
 Through where?
 “He’s living in Mulland now.”
 Mulland? I’ve never heard of it.
 “Really? It’s by the sea. No, we’ve eaten there together! You 
remember that, right?”
 Yes, I say, not remembering.
 “Anyway he said to give him a call if you wanna go over.”
 I have his number. It’s in the diary.
 “Oh, that’s good. You can use my phone whenever.”
 I sense sadness in Sammy’s voice. They know as well as I 
do that I have to leave, and soon. We are both sad about it.
 Why does it have to be this way?
 “What’s that? How do you...? Oh.” Sammy had brought 
up my belongings. They pick up the card. “I’m pretty sure this 
card is for the Metro. I don’t know why all the info has rubbed off 
it, but look,” they reach into their pocket and bring out a similar 
card. It is the same dark blue colour and has a magnetic strip, but 
white writing is emblazoned on it with the words METRO and 
SAMMY and Sammy’s last name after their first and an expiration 
date.
 Oh.
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 “So you can travel around while you’re up here, I guess.”
 Thank you.
 “So, what are your plans for the day?” I feel sad at Sammy’s 
words. I have outstayed my welcome or Sammy is sensing from 
my body language that I want to leave. I do not, but I cannot 
control the words my body is speaking with or without speech. 
There is sadness in their words and their eyes and the language 
their body is speaking without words. “Feel free to hang around 
here for a bit.”
 I will do that, I reply, with a smile.
 We play on Super Smash Bros. for three hours. Sammy 
is much better at it than I am. I drink a lot more coffee and my 
head feels weird. The headache has mostly passed but the caffeine 
is making my fingers and toes twitch. Sammy and I embrace in a 
full, long hug. I nuzzle my cheek into their neck and hold back my 
tears. I have felt love here, once. I no longer feel it and that seems 
an awful shame to me now.
 Goodbye, Sammy.
 “And you know where you’re going?”
 I nod.
 “Goodbye, Sammy.”
 “Catch you later.”
 Sammy stands on the steps outside their front door until I 
have turned off their street. I keep looking back to check that they 
have stopped, but Sammy is there and gives me a wave each time I 
look back, a wave which I always return. I feel a warm glow inside. 
I have my own clothes again, they are washed and dry. I have my 
belongings: the green diary disguised as a hardback book, £4.59 
in coins, two keys bound by string and a card used for riding the 
Metro. I am heading towards the station. There are trains heading 
to the coast every thirty minutes, Sammy told me, so I do not have 
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to worry about missing any of them. I had changed back into the 
clean and dry clothes I had worn the day before. My shoes were 
next to the radiator and have dried overnight. For this, I am the 
most thankful. I leave Sammy’s street filled with a glow. There, I 
have a true friend.
 
 “Just checking.” “But are you in love with me?” “I love 
you.” “I am so stupid.”

*  *  *
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 I stand on the platform and a man with a large ticket ma-
chine strapped to his chest asks me “East or West?” I don’t know 
where the coast is.
 West?
 “Back into town is only one stop, you’re better off walk-
ing.” He points back up the stairs and over the bridge and towards 
the city.
 Oh, no, sorry. I mean towards the coast. Mulland.
 “Oh, right. Yeah that’s like, twenty something stops? 
£8.60.” I take the card out of my pocket, brushing the coins and 
keys. I hand it to him and he runs it through a slot on the top of 
his ticket machine. “You’ll need to top this up on your way back.” 
I nod.
 Okay. Thank you.
 “Nae bother mate.” The train arrived shortly thereafter. 
The person in front of me presses the glowing green button on 
the door, which is again marked ????, (I rub my one open eye, 
the word OPEN replaces the question marks) and steps through 
ahead of me. The ticket seller gives me a wink and I step up and 
onto the train, leaving the grey, damp and drizzle behind me.
 
 I point at the screen on the wall, which is displaying three 
muscled white men having sex with each other.
 “That looks fun.” It looks forced. Why do porn actors rare-
ly talk to each other once they’ve started having sex?
 “It does.”
 “I think you’re enough for me, for now.” I do. I kiss him 
on the chest, on the stomach, on his inner thigh. I take his dick in 
my mouth. It tastes so nice. I am in love.
 “I’ve got something I’ve been meaning to tell you...”
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 “Huh?” His penis is touching the back of my throat and 
his hands are on my neck and head. I pull back, “Huh?”
 “What?”
 “What is it?”
 “What is what?”
 “Did you say ‘I’ve got something I’ve been meaning to tell 
you?’”
 “No?”
 “Oh.” I look in his eyes for a moment and laugh.
 “What?”
 “Nothing.” I have his dick in my hand again and I’m jerk-
ing him off, slowly, with the spit from my mouth.
 “Ah.” He sighs and rests his head back. The men on the 
TV are fucking; two dicks in one hole.
 “Do you wanna...?”
 “If you’re ready, yeah. Of course.” I finger myself.
 “I think I’m ready.”
 “I should go and get a condom.”
 “Yeah, you should. Oh, hang on,” There is a pouch on the 
wall with the name of the sauna printed on it. I point. “Do you 
think there are some in there?” He reaches over me and his dick 
knocks my cheek. I smile.
 “Oh my god. Ew. Oh god.” He pulls his hand out of the 
pouch. “Used. It was for used condoms.” I burst with laugher. He 
has somebody’s old cum on his hand.
 “Oh god! I am sorry. I’m sorry. That was my fault.” He 
looks at me disapprovingly. “That’s why there were condoms on 
the bar...”
 “This is disgusting.”
 I nod. “It is.” And smile.
 He wipes his hand on the towel we were resting on.
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 “Let’s shower.” The time for fucking has passed. I am sad-
dened by that. I am so horny. His dick is huge.
 I nod. “Let’s.” We open the door to our little room and 
head down the stairs, me with towel and him without. The other 
men stare at his semi-erect penis. He smiles. I smile. We walk 
through the bar to the showers. He squirts shower gel from the 
tube stuck on the wall onto his hand and I push the button for the 
hot water. He holds his hand under the stream.
 “I can’t believe that happened.”
 “I’m sorry.”
 “Do you know what time it is?”
 “Like... half three, quarter to four?”
 “Oh shit. I need to get back.”
 “Are you sure?”
 “Yeah. I really do.”
 “Can I...” I grab his dick, it is soft but still quite big. It is 
beautiful. “Just cum in my mouth. How about that?”
 “I don’t have time.”
 “We’ve only been here for like forty five minutes. It cost so 
much to get in.” I feel angry but I know I am sad.
 “I have to get home.”
 My anger and sadness remain inside my body but I soften 
my voice and do not show my emotions on my face.
 “Yeah, I know. That’s okay. You are so fucking hot.” I press 
my body to his. Two old men are watching us from the other row 
of shower heads, with some interest. I kiss him. “You’re beautiful.” 
He smiles and steps away from me and the hot stream of water. I 
stand for a moment longer, eyes closed, under warm jet of water. I 
try not to think about anything at all.
 “Let’s go.” He leaves the shower room. My towel is hang-
ing up so I take it and dry myself off a little before wrapping it 
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around my waist. He goes up the stairs to the locker room without 
a towel. I take a look at his arse cheeks as he climbs ahead of me. 
He really is perfect. I follow him to our lockers, they are near the 
entrance. We dry using our spare towels and dress in silence. I 
catch the eye of a man undressing before entering the sauna. He 
is very attractive and seems interested in me from the waist down. 
I feel like I should stay and let this man give me the orgasm I’m 
desperate for.
 “I really have to go.”
 
 We’d cycled from my house to the sauna. It was only my 
second time cycling on the road in this city. I wasn’t sure I knew 
how to use the roads safely or even how to get back from my house 
from the sauna.
 “Do you mind showing me the way back? Oh, and I’m 
lending you those comics.”
 “Sure.”
 We cycle to my home. He takes some wrong turns as he is 
unfamiliar with the area, so it takes us quite some time, probably 
fifteen minutes longer than it usually would. We pull up to my 
front door and I unlock it. I say, “Want some tea? I’ll go and get 
those comics.” He stops on my front step.
 “Shit, I didn’t-” he puts his phone back into his pocket, 
“realise the time. It’s almost four. I said I’d be back by four.”
 “Oh-”
 “I’ve got to go.” His face is flushed with panic. “Bye.”
 “Okay, uh.” He cycles from my house. I am still in the 
open doorway and the dogs are barking. I stand for another mo-
ment, watching him leave, feeling empty. I stow my bike in the 
hall and greet my housemates.
 “So, how was it?” With a grin.
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 “It was good.” I return the grin.
 “Where’s he going?”
 “Oh, he had to go home.”
 “Why?”
 I roll my eyes and shrug my shoulders. “Why does he ever 
have to leave in a hurry?”
 “Oh.” My housemate claps a hand on my shoulder. “Did 
you cum, at least?”
 I laugh. “I didn’t even cum. I feel gross.” She laughs. “I’m 
going to go... take a shower.”
 She nods. “Okay. Have fun.”
 I head up the stairs to my room and lay face down on my 
bed. I am no longer horny. I feel abandoned and betrayed.

*  *  *
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 I jolt awake. My first thought is this: Phil was never men-
tioned in the diary. I swill the name in my mouth, savouring the 
taste of the vowels and consonants. Ph-i-l. The phonemes are a 
long lost taste I am glad to enjoy once again until it becomes bitter 
and sour and I feel sick and I sweat and I wretch. I shake. I man-
aged to get a table seat at least, so I stretch out my legs. I had fallen 
asleep and curled into a ball with my knees pressed up against the 
table. I have stiff legs and a stiff lower back and stiff shoulders and 
have to rub the front of my trousers so my crotch is more comfort-
able. The train is very empty. I decide to open the diary. I have not 
consciously opened or read the diary before this point, of that I 
am sure. I open the diary at its first page. On the inside of the hard 
cover is a list of names and telephone numbers.

JAKE 14 WELLS WAY MLD

SAMMY 77 OLD EAVES MCL

ERICA 14 PETER AVENUE HXM

LUC AND WAYNA 44A BOWDEN STREET MCL

 The second and last names are crossed out. I am surprised. 
I reach into my raincoat and sure enough there is a pen in my 
pocket. I do not remember picking it up but I must have taken it 
from Sammy. I inspect the pen. It is a blue biro. If I have stolen it 
from Sammy, at least it won’t be a pen with value, sentimental or 
otherwise. I attempt to draw a star under the names but the ink in 
the pen has ran out and I just leave a dry scratched imprint of half 
a star.
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 The train stops at Two Bridges. Nobody gets off or on. A 
rush of cold evening air blows through the automatically opened 
doors of the carriage. I feel more awake than ever.
 I take the diary in my hands. I glance over the first few 
pages. It is the life of a person I have never met. Who is Chris? 
Who is Angeline? I feel a great sympathy for the author of this 
journal. I knew them, once. I am certain of this. My mouth is dry. 
A voice announces, as the doors close: “The next station is,” a too-
short gap, “Tetheral.” I am headed to Mulland. It is not the last 
stop so I cannot fall asleep again as I do not have the money left on 
my card for a return journey and it is already the evening and dark 
and I do not want to get lost in the North Eastern countryside at 
night in the winter.
 I consider masturbating. I place one hand on my crotch 
and pray for my erection to disappear. I do not masturbate. My 
erection gradually lessens.
 I try hard to remember where I came from. I know I was 
born, I know I exist. I know I am not an android or an alien. I 
remember a café and I remember lying in an alley and I remember 
being in somebody’s house and making a mess. I remember stand-
ing in the garden of a stranger and trying to prise open her win-
dow. I remember being shouted at and I remember being taken to 
a cell and locked up there until the morning. I remember staring 
into a shop window in a different city with a different climate. I 
remember eating a continental breakfast and I remember meet-
ing my friend whose name I still can’t remember and I remember 
leaving their house and walking through the park and I remember 
going to Sammy’s house and I remember the jam and I remember 
talking to the ticket inspector and I remember sitting down on 
this train. I remember opening the diary and seeing the names 
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crossed out. I feel an ache when I think the name Phil or the name 
Francis, and these names are not the only names that appear in my 
head and make my mouth dry and the space behind my right eye 
ache. Another of these names is Jonny. I think to the baby I felt 
inside my stomach. It has been still for days. I hope it is okay. Per-
haps it is dead. It says nothing I expect. It no longer says anything 
at all.
 I will not cry. I remember the name Jake, and I have con-
flicted feelings. Here is what I remember about Jake: his mam 
made him sign up for a payday loan and he is still paying it back. 
His stepdad broke his TV and his grandma blames him for the 
smashed plant pots in the garden. Jake deals weed. I do not know 
why Jake is a person I should be seeing. I do not fully understand 
why my friends are taking me in and sending me away after a day, 
but I have a good idea. The Jake I know stays inside his room all 
day hiding under the covers. He is paranoid from the weed he 
smokes and is in constant fear of the bailiffs who have threated 
him with physical violence on more than one occasion. I do not 
want to go to Mulland and be scared.
 
 “Are you okay?”
 “Huh?”
 I swing around. Sat in the seat behind me is a woman I 
had not noticed earlier. I hope she didn’t see me rearranging my 
genitals after I’d woken earlier.
 “You were mumbling. Sounded like you’d gone mad.” She 
flashes me a gap-toothed grin. She is about a hundred and eighty 
years old. “Something wrong with your eye?” Her eyes are glassy. 
At least the one of mine that is open is clear. It was clear the last 
time I’d checked, anyway.
 I rub my eye. “It just doesn’t open sometimes.”
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 “What you wanna do is you wanna get a green tea bag. 
You brew that in some boiled water for a couple of minutes and 
then take it out of the cup. Let it cool down first, but you stick it 
on your eye when it’s all swollen like yours is.”
 “Okay.” I nod.
 “And then just hold it there for a while - fifteen minutes 
or so. There are antioxidants in the tea and they’re good for your 
skin.”
 “Thank you.”
 “There’s a lass with a trolley and she comes down the train 
sometimes and you can get some green tea off her. That’ll sort you 
right out.”
 “Oh, thanks.”
 The train calls out Tetherall.
 “This is me. Take care of yourself.”
 Thanks, I mumble. The woman smiles back at me. She 
clutches her umbrella and briefcase to her side, and hops down 
onto the platform. It is still raining outside and the sky is the 
blue of the ocean at night. The woman is rattled by a strong gust 
of wind, which blows into the carriage. I place my palm on the 
diary to stop it flipping shut. The door closes. There are no lights 
on the platform and the woman disappears from my view entirely. 
I would consider the green tea. I wiggle the toes on my left foot. 
They feel okay. I try to move my ankle and it stings. I’d been limp-
ing since I’d fallen two streets from Sammy’s house. I rest my foot 
on the seat opposite. Nobody is on the carriage and I don’t expect 
anybody else to get on. I wish I could cry. Most of my leg is hidden 
by the table.
 “Next stop: Mulland Parkway.”
 Was it Mulland Parkway or Mulland Central or Mulland 
Bay? I see the three separate stops on the map of the Metro op-
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posite me. I study it for a moment, and decide Mulland Central 
must be the best stop to get off at. I have a feeling Mulland was 
only a small town, and the stations surely can’t be too far from 
each other.

 “Is this okay?” “Does she know?” “Fucking with you is 
amazing.”
 
 “Early evening.”
 “Bowman street.”

*  *  *
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 The rumble of the train gives me an erection.
 
 “Are you okay?”
 “Yeah.”
 “’Cause I can tell when you’re not okay.”
 “Just...”
 “Yeah?”
 “Never mind.”
 “Tell me.”
 “You’ll be upset.”
 “I won’t.”
 “Like...”
 His phone buzzes again.
 “That’s what I mean. Look, I know she’s unwell and stuff 
but is it okay like, if when we’re together, you’re spending the time 
with me and not just on your phone?”
 He says nothing. His phone vibrates and he checks it. It is 
his wife again.
 “I think that’s unfair. I don’t talk to her all the time when 
we’re together. And you know it’s not that simple. I can’t just dis-
connect from her entirely when me and you are together.” His 
tone had changed. He was using his teacher voice, his I-am-older-
than-you voice, his I-am-a-father voice.
 “Okay.” I didn’t want to push it.
 “You know it’s not as simple as that.”
 “I do. Look, I’m sorry. I’m sorry, I’m just being insecure. 
Can we-” his phone buzzes, “just, like, cuddle for a bit?”
 “Yeah, sure. Let me just-” he checks his phone. “Ah, it’s 
nothing.”
 He looks concerned.
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 “Are you sure it’s nothing?”
 “It’s nothing.”
 “It’s okay. Check.”
 He checks again.
 “Okay, look. I’m sorry to do this to you again. I’m gonna 
have to go.”
 “Okay.”
 “Okay?”
 “Yeah, that’s okay. I understand. You’ve gotta get home.”
 He kisses me on the lips and his lips are very soft and the 
bristles from his mustache and beard prickle my skin. He looks 
firmly into my eyes while holding my chin in his hand. I love 
him.
 “I will see you soon, okay?”
 “Okay.”
 I walk him to the door and wait while he puts his bike 
gloves and helmet and coat back on. I hold the door open for him 
and grab a kiss before he leaves. He cycles away and doesn’t look 
back. I hate that bike. I hate that bike. I hate that bike.

 I wait one hour and before messaging my friend who is 
also in a polyamorous relationship. Her relationship is different to 
mine in some ways. She is in the primary relationship. I am not. 
She is happy. I am not. I ask is it weird that his partner texts him 
constantly while me and him are together? It makes me feel really 
uncomfortable, like she’s there, in the relationship with me and 
him. Like, all the time! I don’t know why she constantly updates 
him with her day or asks him about stuff when I’m with him. 
Does she do that when I’m not there too? I don’t want to be this 
huge weird thing disrupting their relationship. I dunno. I’m over-
reacting. I hope everything’s going alright for you! Xxx
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 She replies I think that is quite controlling of her. She 
knows you two are spending time together, right, and she’s said 
she’s okay with the relationship. I don’t think she’s respecting that 
time between the two of you at all. How is he going to be able to 
think about you primarily in that situation if she’s texting him all 
the time. I kinda think it’s Poly 101 to be respectful of your meta-
mours.
 What’s a metamour?
 It’s the poly lingo term for what she is to you and you are 
to her. You’re not in a relationship with each other but you’re in a 
relationship with the same person.
 Oh.
 And like, it sounds like you’re getting a pretty rough deal 
there. You’re not in a relationship with her, but you are with her 
husband. So you and her need to have respect for each other if 
your relationships are going to work, but you wouldn’t interfere 
with her relationship with her husband - your boyfriend, right?
 I guess not.
 Did you bring it up, and tell him it makes you feel uncom-
fortable?
 I did, yeah. But he said it was unfair cos it’s not all the 
time. But it really is all the time.
 That sucks. He is responsible for this though.
 Nah, look. She’s ill too, so like, needs to be in contact with 
him. I understand that. I feel selfish.
 I guess if she’s ill right now...
 But she’s always ill. Like I’m always ill or you’re always ill. 
When you’ve got mental health stuff you understand that. But 
I only see him one night a week. He comes round and is on his 
phone the whole time, like he even checks it during sex. Like if I’m 
putting a condom or something he checks his phone. And like I 
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know that’s a break but
 Yeah that’s kinda messed up. He couldn’t wait like two 
minutes for you to be done?
 Hey!!
 Haha, soz.
 You know I take at least five.
 I do.
 So, what’s up with you?

I NEED TO KNOW.
IS THIS DIARY MINE.
I READ THE PAGES.

BUT I DON’T RECOGNISE THE NAMES.
OR THE PLACES.
OR THE PEOPLE.

BUT SOME THINGS STAND OUT.
A FEELING.

OR A THOUGHT.

 He is responsible for this too.
 Nah, look.
 He is responsible.
 Nah.
 
 “Let me know if you’re not up to this job. I can easily find 
someone else. I know you’ve got a boyfriend. There’s good money 
in it though.”
 I can do it.
 “Are you sure?”
 I’m sure, I can do it.
 He clapped his hand on my knee. “That is great news. 
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You’re a great partner.” He took the SD card out of the camera he’d 
recently bought himself and inserted it into his laptop. “Come up 
here.” He patted the space on the bed beside him. “Take a seat.”
 Thanks, Phil. I sit next to him with his wheezing laptop on 
his knee.
 “Check this out...”
 He shows me the models he has been scouting. First: a boy 
Phil tells me is nineteen who has pale skin and blue and pink dyed 
hair. He’s kind of emo.
 “Yeah, I think it’s niche.” The boy is on his knees with his 
arse in the air. He has one finger inside himself and his balls hang 
quite low. He is looking over his shoulder and winking at the cam-
era. Phil goes to the next photo. It is the same boy, stood facing the 
camera with an erect penis. His nipples are brown.
 He looks good.
 “Ethan. This is his boyfriend, Joe.” The next photo is a 
man of a similar age who is slightly more well built than the first 
model. His hand is on Ethan’s knee in this photo, but Ethan is out 
of the shot. Joe has a scratch running red right across his chest. His 
eyes are a dull brown, like his shaven hair.
 You managed to get a couple?
 “Yeah. Ethan was well up for it. I don’t think Joe wants 
him doing anything while he’s not there, though. Which is a 
shame...”
 How come?
 “I really want to fuck Ethan.”
 Yeah. Phil clicks onto the next photo. It is Pavel, sitting 
naked on the end of a bed, smoking a cigarette. He doesn’t look 
too happy.
 Is that Pavel?
 “It is.” Phil says this with a smirk on his face.
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 Did you fuck him? I knew you were gonna fuck him! 
 Phil continues his smirk. He clicks onto the next photo. It 
is a close up of Ethan’s face taken from above. His blue and pink 
hair and brown eyes and his skin even whiter with the flash. There 
is a dick in his mouth. Who’s he sucking off? Is that you?
 “Yeah.”
 Phil! That’s you! 
 His smirk is awful. I want to pull it off his face with my 
hands.
 “Yep. Well, you know you’ve got to get them warmed up 
first...”
 I’ve just seen your dick.
 “I guess you have.”
 I am stunned.
 “So, are you sure you want to do this?”
 Yeah, of course. 
 Seeing the naked guys has me excited. They are all thin 
and the muscles on their arms look nice. They are all under twen-
ty. They look like me.
 “I’ll be directing, you holding the camera. Will your boy-
friend mind?”
 I don’t think so I said, thinking I will never tell him I will 
never tell him I will never.
 “Great. And look, like I said earlier,” he leans in conspira-
torially close to me. “Sometimes you’ve gotta get them warmed up 
first.” He nudges me in the ribs. His smile melts off his face and 
into the bedsheets. My face melts down into the sheets and my 
hands and feet and legs and arms and body all follow, the laptop 
melts, Phil melts, the bed melts, the hotel room melts, everything 
melts into the earth and I stop feeling anything and everything 
and I disappear. 



*  *  *
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 There was a girl attacked in the alley behind your house. 
I did not witness it; I was not present. I spent some of my time 
thinking I’d committed the rape because I could picture it so clear-
ly in my head. I’ve never met the girl who it happened to or the 
person who did it. The girl was getting her hair coloured in the 
salon. If you don’t know much about hair just know that setting 
a colour takes time. I was visiting my hometown (this was before 
the breakdown but after Phil, after Andy, after Jonny, after every-
thing) and went to see my auntie who lives just over the road from 
my grandma (who I used to live with but now just stay with
-- my bedroom was my bedroom and now it’s the spare room I 
don’t have a childhood room I only have the rooms I rent
when I visit my hometown). My auntie’s client was in the salon 
waiting for her colour to set. My auntie was glad to see me because 
I barely ever visit and it was a nice surprise. She tells me, in a 
conspiratorial whisper, that the girl in the salon was ever so brave. 
She was so brave because she’d been through a horrendous rape. I 
felt uncomfortable because I’d recently finished counselling at my 
university where I’d had my first experience of talking to some-
body in a recovery setting about having being sexually assaulted 
myself and I was awaiting a consultation from the rape survivor 
support charity I was due to receive further counselling from. I 
felt uncomfortable because of consent. The girl in the salon did 
not know her secret was being disclosed. I said absolutely nothing. 
They said it was the worst they’d ever seen. The person who did it 
had been imprisoned for rape twice and his probation officer had 
put him in a young offenders centre but he had stayed out after his 
curfew and nothing happened and he attacked this girl in the alley 
behind your house. They said he was incredibly violent. They said 
she was cut and scratched everywhere. They said he stank, his hair 
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was long and matted and he never washed, he was dirty and he 
had dirt on him and a smell. And they said you slept through the 
whole thing. It happened right in that alley but you knew nothing 
about it. And the girl didn’t live far away and she screamed but no-
body came to help. And she was ever so brave and I was having a 
panic attack just hearing about her. She started volunteering with 
Childline or the NSPCC dealing with young survivors of sexual 
assault. She had really got her life together and made a positive 
out of it. And I am sitting hyperventilating on the couch and I 
have fucked my life up. Where is my big reveal, that’s what I was 
thinking. What am I gonna do so that I am a success story and not 
a fuck up. I never even see the girl in the salon. I assume some-
body is in there because I can hear the radio is on and it’s playing 
Paloma Faith which is a CD I bought my auntie for her birthday. 
I hope the girl likes it. My auntie asks me, “isn’t it awful?” I say my 
first line: Yes, it is awful.

 The train pulls into Mulland Central and I stuff all my 
things into the pockets of my raincoat. It is raining when I step 
onto the platform and I am grateful to whoever gave me the coat 
for giving me the coat. It is not warm but it keeps me a bit dryer 
than I would be in just the grey t-shirt I am wearing. The shoes I 
am wearing are instantly soaked when I step into a puddle. I laugh 
at this. Wet feet, so what? I hurry through the puddles on the sag-
ging concrete and stand under a shelter. I see the sign for the exit 
and head in the direction it points in. It is very dark and the plat-
form is not very well lit. I can only see the platform number: two. 
I head down the steps from the platform into the station lobby. 
There are some shops: a newsagents, a cafe; they are closed as it is 
past 6PM and very dark and very cold. I sit on a wooden bench by 
the ticket desk, which is also closed. It looks disused, I think it has 
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been replaced by the machine which stands silently next to it. Rain 
drips through the ceiling into an overflowed bucket and then to 
the puddle around the bucket. I have Jake’s address. I have been to 
his house before and I have met his grandmother and his mother 
and his stepdad who broke the TV. I have seen the smashed plant 
pots in the front gardens and Jake’s closed curtains from inside and 
outside. I have had sex and smoked weed with Jake. These things 
I know. I have Jake’s address. I open the diary and read the inside 
cover again. JAKE 14 WELLS WAY MLD and a phone number. I 
do not have a phone. There is a map of Mulland on the other side 
of the ticket office so I stand, feet wet, and take a look at it. I can-
not see Wells Way. I can see Peter Street and New Cross Street and 
Scotland Road and Durham Way and Mower’s Green but I cannot 
see Wells Way. I do not recognise any of the street names and I do 
not know how to get to Jake’s street from the station. There is a 
payphone a few paces from the map. The path to it would directly 
intersect the puddle and bucket and leak so I take a swerve and 
arrive at the payphone. The payphone reads: 60P MINIMUM 
CHARGE CORRECT CHANGE ONLY. The C in CHANGE 
is worn away but I can figure out what the sign means without it. 
I take the coins in my hand and sort them out. I have three twenty 
pence coins so I insert them into the slot on the machine and 
dial the eleven digit number for Jake’s mobile. The phone rings 
into my ear and I breathe moisture onto the receiver. The handset 
smells of sweat and is sticky.
 
 “Hello?”
 Hi, Jake. This is
 “Oh, hi! How’s everything going?”
 I think I’m okay. Do you live in Mulland now?
 “Yeah. You’ve visited me here!”
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 Oh right. Okay. Well. Can I come and visit you again?
 “Of course you can! Any time. I’m just pottering about in 
my house, doing some DIY.”
 Okay. I’m actually in Mulland now at the station.
 “What? That’s great news! I can come and pick you up!”
 Thank you. That is amazing, thank you. I am at Mulland 
Central.
 “Get lost again?”
 Sort of.
 “Coming in the car. I’ll be there in ten minutes.”
 Thank you.
 I hang up the phone. I am shaken at the generosity of a 
stranger who says I have visited him before. The voice I spoke to 
was not the voice of the Jake I know, but I am comforted to know 
that he will be picking me up in his car. I know I like being picked 
up by a man in a car. It is a comforting, generous act.

*  *  *
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 September 4th. 

 I barely ever want to have sex any more. Is it to do with 
Chris or am I still fucked up re: sex? I talk a big game and fantas-
tise a lot but actually acting on anything freaks me out a little bit. 
I’m really enjoying talking to Rio - like, a whole lot! We’re on a nice 
level, both being upfront about poly and other stuff. I was panick-
ing about having represented myself as obsessed with sex. I’m 
not. But I think through my zines and other writing I made out as 
though I am. I just haven’t publicly talked about wanting relation-
ships, which is what Rio currently wants, as do I. I feel a bit terrible 
for starting this with Rio without okaying it with Chris first - it was 
gradual and relationships aren’t as businesslike as Polyamory 
would have you think. We talked about it though and Chris is okay, 
he likes Rio a whole bunch. Which is great! I’ve signed up for uni 
counselling which starts on Monday with “Paul”. I’m worried he’ll 
be a straight cis man. Which would be shit.
 Stereo in York was a live music bar or a rock bar (which 
was what the owner liked to call it) where I worked for about a 
year. I wanted nothing more when I was sixteen than to work in 
a bar. I thought it would make me more confident. I started work-
ing at The Sportsman in my hometown which is a very small pub. 
Before I was eighteen I worked in the kitchen washing dishes or 
preparing vegetables or making salads and sandwiches. One day 
I was in charge of the fryer and making two portions of fish and 
chips and I was so stressed. I started working on the bar when 
I turned eighteen and suddenly realised I could not talk to the 
customers. Most were alcoholics and didn’t have much to say 
other than asking to order another pint of John Smith’s, which 
was the cheapest bitter we served, or ordering another pint of 
Foster’s which was the cheapest lager we served. John Smith’s 
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was £2.45 and Foster’s was £2.65. I was young and gay and the 
customers didn’t like me very much. There was once some red 
HIV ribbons on the bar and a customer said to his wife (who had 
just picked one up) “Don’t get one of them, that’s for AIDS.” I said 
“What’s wrong with donating to an AIDS charity?” and the man 
blushed and said sorry and said he was wrong and didn’t want 
to get into it. It surprised me because he was a man in his fifties 
and he was very tough and patriarchal and I was just some skinny 
gay boy behind the bar but I guess at this point I was a ‘man’ and 
the other man might not have thought anyone would challenge 
him on it. When I moved to York I had a “job” and then a string 
of jobs and then Stereo which was another “job”. Jonny was a 
customer in Stereo who I felt sorry for. He didn’t seem to have 
any friends and he was unattractive and he was very sweaty and 
he liked emo music and had long straightened blond hair even 
though he was twenty eight. He said he was straight but he kept 
talking to me so I thought I’d humour him - I had the confidence 
of a barman now, two years after realising I was a ‘man’ and had 
stopped working in The Sportsman and had gone to uni and failed 
and had gone to live in Montpellier and failed and had done all the 
roulette and whisky and porn work with Phil and quit working with 
Phil because I’d got a real job in a gay bar and then moved on to 
the rock bar. When Jonny was leaving after the gig I was cleaning 
down the bar and he was hanging around. He was smiling at me 
in a way I didn’t quite understand but felt flattered by. He came up 
to the bar and talked to me for a little while. I said something very 
opinionated and political and made a point out of telling him I was 
gay as fuck and wouldn’t take homophobic shit from anyone, es-
pecially the homophobic regulars at the rock bar who I frequently 
did take shit from because I was afraid of them and couldn’t stand 
up to any of it because they were always so drunk and tough. (See 
also: “You’re gay. I’m a killer. You’re gay. I’m a killer.”) He grinned 
a lot and I told him he needed to leave because I needed to lock 
up the venue. He took a long time leaving through the front door 
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and I said bye a lot and he told me he thought I was very interest-
ing. I thought he was annoying but endearing. I thought he was 
gay and lying to himself by saying he was straight. He told me he 
was straight, unprompted. I told him I was gay unprompted too, I 
guess. When I finished the cleaning and left the venue and turned 
off all the lights and locked the doors five minutes later I got out 
onto the cold street and Jonny was there waiting for me. He asked 
which way I was walking and I pointed in the opposite direction to 
him. “Oh.” He said, and I walked away from him into the cold night 
and away from the town wrapped in my scarves and gloves and 
hat and thermals and coat. It was January.

 September 4th part 2. 

 Francis, Beatrice and their daughter are living with us. 
I’m a little stressed out at the mess. Not as much as Chris, who 
is more panicky about cleanliness than I am. Our housemates 
have talked, and the one in Thailand is messaging us from Bang-
kok, warning us about the upcoming house inspection. I feel like 
she’s chastising us for them being here as if she didn’t agree to 
it - they’re paying her £200. Her room is seriously a mess and 
it’s gonna take a lot of work to pretend there’s not a whole extra 
family living in the house. Is this why I feel so depressed today? 
I really feel very low. Chris fucked me and it felt nice but immedi-
ately after I felt sad. Still feel like that. We can barely enjoy Chris’s 
days off together. I’m getting increasingly annoyed at Francis and 
Bea and their daughter living here. To be honest I’m annoyed at 
Chris as well, our housemates, all three of the cats we have living 
with us too. And the internet is so shite! Francis taught me some 
more judo. It really makes me fancy him a lot. Being that close 
to him is amazing. He smells so nice. We’re doing a UK tour with 
the band. Me, Chris, Wayna and Luc. We sound ace! There are 
some new songs we’ll be playing that Chris has written. I’m proud 
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of him! I can’t stand feeling like this. Angeline reckons Katherine 
has made up the whole poly triangle drama that’s been consum-
ing everyone for months. It’s confusing. I’m struggling to believe 
Angeline but she’s heard it straight from Lara. The way Angeline 
told it makes Katherine seem almost pathological. Which is hon-
estly very upsetting and makes no sense to me at all. How do I 
politely tell F+B to clean?

 “You were right. Vegan cum does taste better.”
 “There’s this thing I’ve never told anyone and it makes me 
think I did ask for it and I did go along with it and I asked for it 
and it was my fault and there’s nothing I should be upset about at 
all, you’re going to laugh when I tell you and you’re going to, oh 
my god I’m going to say it, no I’m not, no I’m not, I can’t, it’s too 
embarrassing, I don’t think, what if I wasn’t even raped, I asked for 
it, I asked for it, I deserved it, this thing he said afterwards, I can’t 
even say it. I was drunk and I asked for it. I asked for it, I asked for 
it, I asked for it. It was my fault and I am overreacting by pretend-
ing it isn’t my fault, it is my fault, he did nothing wrong, he asked 
me this thing in the morning and I don’t, I don’t, I can’t even talk, 
I can’t even tell you, you will be so angry at me when I tell you 
what he said, I can’t say it, I want to say it but I don’t want you to 
know it, I don’t want it to be real, did I really say that? Why did 
I say that? I am so angry at myself and I don’t think he even did 
anything wrong, it was me, it was me, I asked for it.”
 “You don’t have to tell me anything you don’t want to.”

*  *  *
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 I am floating on the sea on a lilo and I have woken up and 
the waves are soft underneath me and I feel entirely calm and I 
realise I am no longer on the beach and the tide has gone out and 
I sit up and I am paralysed with fear and I overcome it and I shout 
SHIT really loud and the lights do not dim and I am on stage and 
everyone is staring at me and I am embarrassed and I wait for the 
lights to dim because we’d told the lighting guy to dim the lights 
when I shouted shit because it was the end of the scene and he 
didn’t do it so I panic and I panic and stand and kick the inflated 
lilo off the stage towards the examiner and run off stage and am 
behind the curtains whispering oh my god oh fuck I really messed 
that one up and you are there and you say it’s okay and it’s alright 
and don’t worry about it and I go back out on stage to talk about 
how my friend had a drug overdose and died and we all learn an 
important lesson that day.

 Can you imagine not loving someone who loves you or 
loving someone who doesn’t love you back? I don’t know which is 
worse. Do we assign blame to those who feel love or feel no love?
Jake’s house isn’t Jake’s house. It is Jake’s father’s house. It is very 
tall and on a street which even in the dark makes me feel intimi-
dated with its pomp and richness. The inside of the house is a 
ruin. We head up three cold flights of stairs to the top floor, which 
once we are through the door smells inviting and fragrant, like 
incense. It is warm and I see a fire in a cast iron oven filled with 
burning logs.
 Jake, how did you get this place?
 “My dad’s living in Hong Kong and I’m renovating it for 
him.”
 I had no idea you knew how to do all this stuff. I put my 
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arm on Jake’s back and bring him close to me for a hug. The drive 
to his house was confused and quiet; I did not know Jake could 
drive and he did not look at all how I remembered him. He still 
had black hair and green eyes and was shorter than me and had 
freckles and dark stubble but there is more to a person than their 
characteristics. His face tells me he is not the Jake I knew which is 
very confusing for me. My face on his shoulder and his on mine, I 
am tempted to pull back and look into his eyes and smile and close 
my eyes and kiss his lips, as I would usually do, but the hug ends 
very quickly and Jake pats me on the back. I sense he is uncom-
fortable hugging me, or the hug does not have the intimacy of an 
ex-lover. We do not kiss and I do not attempt to kiss him. Jake is 
beautiful of course, but I presume nothing.
 “We can have some tea.”
 That would be nice, thank you.
 “The kettle is over there,” Jake points at the kettle, “And 
teabags are in the cupboard next to it. I’ll just have whatever you’re 
having.” I nod, and fill the kettle with water from the sink. Jake 
leaves the room. The tap is stiff and the water hisses out into the 
kettle. I put the kettle on its stand and push the button on the 
top. It starts to rumble shortly thereafter. I take some cups off the 
drainer and put a teabag into each one. I pick decaf tea because it 
is late. I open the fridge at my knees and there is soya milk inside. I 
pour a small amount into each cup. The kettle clicks, it is finished. 
I pour the boiled water over the decaf teabags and soya milk. Jake 
has returned. “You can sit at the table to drink it if you’d like.” I 
nod and take a seat at the dining table, shrugging my raincoat off 
onto the chair behind me. The dining table has been carved from 
one large piece of wood and has intricate designs in it. It feels ex-
pensive, like the rest of the top floor apartment, which is tiled in 
stone and has underfloor heating which I can feel on my bare feet. 
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Jake takes a seat beside me. “Is your tea too hot? You might not 
want to drink it yet.” I nod.
 Thanks.
 “Do you need to use the bathroom? It’s just there.” Jake 
points.
 I do, actually. Thank you. I put my mug of tea back on the 
table. My hands cry out for the warmth of the tea but my bladder 
aches. I walk to the bathroom and close the door behind me. It 
has no lock on it. I turn on the light, fumbling for the switch in 
the dark. The bathroom is filled with toilet rolls. There are at least 
a hundred and they cover an entire wall of the room, stacked one 
on the other from floor to ceiling. One is midway through use, at 
waist height, just above the toilet. I unzip my jeans and pee into 
the toilet, taking care not to pee into the water but on the side of 
the bowl where my pee will make the least noise. I flush and wash 
my hands in cold water and wipe them dry on the damp towel 
hanging on the back of the door. I turn out the light and fumble 
for the handle. I take my seat beside Jake, who is reading a maga-
zine.
 “Tell me about your adventures. What brings you here?”
 I look down into the tea I am holding close to my belly.
 I don’t know why I’m here. I think something happened to 
me and I had to leave and I had to be up North.
 “Who have you been staying with?”
 My friend who says they are called Luc - but I don’t know 
a Luc - and Sammy.
 “You’ve never mentioned them before.”
 I know, I don’t know who they are. I don’t know who you 
are. Where is Jake?
 “Where are you headed tomorrow?”
 I have two names, one address and one number left in my 
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diary. Does that mean I can’t stay with you?
 “Feel free to stay as long as you like. You know I’d never 
kick anyone out.”
 I know. I didn’t. Thank you, Jake.
 “You can come to the supermarket with me in the morn-
ing, then go and visit my partner? They live further into town.”
 I didn’t know you had a partner.
 “You can sleep up there when you’re ready.” Jake points to 
a floor up a short flight of stairs. It has a bed and a TV on it. “The 
heat rises so you’ll be warm enough.”
 Thank you, Jake. Jake puts a hand on my shoulder.
 “It’s great of you to come visit.”
 It is?
 Jake smiles, and nods. “It is. I actually have a zine for 
you...” He searches through the magazines and zines on the table, 
“Here you go-” and hands me a zine, “It’s on green anarchism. 
Read that.”
 Thank you, I say, opening the first page of the A5 zine. 
The cover is green and black as in green anarchism. The first article 
is on radical, renewable alternatives to fossil fuels and the second 
article is on ethical protest in the face of capitalist supremacy. I’ll 
read it tonight. I say this thinking I will not read it tonight as I am 
far too tired to read tonight.
 “It’s past twelve.”
 Is it? I think. Oh.
 “I’m going to bed. You should too. Early start tomorrow.”
 Jake is beautiful, I think. It is nice to be comforted and 
welcomed by him and his black hair and green eyes and soft voice 
and it is nice to be told what to do by him. I don’t have to think, 
my brain is in autopilot. I do whatever he tells me.
 “Don’t forget to finish your tea.”
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 I won’t. I smile, returning Jake’s smile. His hand leaves my 
shoulder. He walks to the door we came through earlier.
 “I’ll be downstairs if you need me.”
 Thanks, Jake.
 “I’ll wake you up in the morning.”
 Thanks, Jake.
 “Good night.”
 I reply good night. I leave my belongings on the table - I 
had been clutching the diary in one hand while talking to Jake, 
protective of it. The coins, keys and card sit on the green diary 
which is next to the zine on green anarchism. I take off my shirt, 
which has begun to smell softly of sweat again, and I slowly climb 
the seven or eight stairs. I forget to count them. My eyes are heavy 
and my head is heavy and my limbs are heavy. I feel warm, on 
the outside and on the inside. My insides are buzzing. I feel very 
happy and comforted. I lie on the low mattress and take a look at 
the TV. It is not plugged in. I lie on my back and wriggle into the 
sleeping bag which has been left out for me. I stare up through the 
skylight. The sky is cloudy and illuminated by the orange neon 
lights buzzing softly outside on the street. I can see stars through 
the gaps in the clouds.

*  *  *
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 “Hi, mam.”
 “Hi, how’s your trip going?”
 “I hate it. I hate Paris, I really hate it.”
 “Why, what’s wrong?”
 “Jonny, the guy I came with? Fuck, I am so angry at him. 
I hate him so much.”
 “Is he really that bad?”
 “He’s awful. Listen, I’m stood outside a comic shop now, 
I just said I needed air but I need to talk to you because I’ve been 
with him for four days and I’m so sick of him and I haven’t been 
able to escape from him for one minute. He’s so useless and he’s a 
huge baby and I need to do everything for him.”
 “He can’t speak French?”
 “Of course he can’t. He won’t even try. He knows the right 
words to say, croissant or whatever but he just gets flustered and 
goes red and says anglais anglais and I hate him so much.”
 “It’s not his fault if he can’t speak French.”
 “No, it’s not, you’re right. I hate him. Today he said a cy-
clist should get hit by a bus and he wasn’t even joking.”
 “I’m sure he was joking.”
 “He wasn’t. And he hates people on benefits.”
 “What’s wrong with that?”
 “Mam! Stop winding me up. I can’t explain why I hate 
him so much but I really do. I have no idea why I am here with 
him?”
 “Didn’t you go to see Sigur Rós?”
 “Yes, we did, and they were amazing, and it was fifty min-
utes of bliss until it ended and he said ‘the lighting could have 
been a bit better’ and I wanted to punch him in his disgusting face 
because he brought me right back to the moment and I knew I 
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was still here in Paris with him and everything is terrible. I can’t 
wait until he leaves. His bus is tonight. At eight o’clock. I can’t 
wait. I am so sick of him.”
 “Are you sure he’s that bad?”
 “He is. Trust me. I will explain more when I see you next 
week.”
 “You’ve got a full day there tomorrow before coming to 
Toulouse on Monday, right?”
 “That’s right, yeah. My train takes eight hours. Can you 
believe that?”
 “France is a big country.”
 “So why do we have to live in the most southern part of 
it?”
 “It’s nicer.”
 “Fair dos.”
 “So you have two nights in Toulouse and then we’ll come 
and get you on Wednesday and we can look for an apartment with 
you.”
 “I am looking forward to living in Toulouse. I hope it’s 
nice.”
 “Oh I really like it. The buildings and cafes and bars are 
beautiful.”
 “I need to check out the uni there still.”
 “It’ll be great, I promise.”
 “Oh god, he just waved at me from inside the shop and I 
waved back and I smiled. I think he knows I hate him.”
 “You’re quite good at lying to people.”
 “Mam!”
 “I mean, sometimes you have to be good, you have to hide 
your emotions from people.”
 “I’m not good at that at all. Me and him keep having 
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fights.”
 “Why did you ask him to come to Paris with you?”
 “I didn’t ask! I mentioned it to him and then saw Sigur 
Rós were playing so I decided to get a ticket to this festival, and 
then he offered to come along and pay for the hotel the whole 
time instead of getting a hostel.”
 “How much was the hotel?”
 “I dunno, I think it was a lot.”
 “Well, be grateful for that.”
 “Mam, I can’t explain how awful he is. He’s so awful. I 
already knew I didn’t like him. This was such a mistake.”
 “It’ll be over soon. We’ll see you on Wednesday.”
 “Right, I have to go, thanks for letting me rant at you. 
He’s coming out now.”
 “Okay, just give us a call if you need anything.”
 “Right, bye, see ya.”

 The planet has a dream and I am not in it.
 I have a dream and it is outside of the planet. It takes place 
in a zone without time or fixed spatial boundaries and I am chased 
there but can only enter invited - those who chased me cannot 
enter, they cannot even discern the zone’s entrance. I have been 
there twice. The second time, I was so desperate to find out the 
name of the place that I could barely enjoy it at all for myself and I 
think with that act of questioning and discovery I was barred. It is 
called Grinch’s Cabaret Bar. I do not know who Grinch is and I do 
not think I ever saw cabaret there. There are many spaces within 
Grinch’s. The orange area is a chillout zone. Many people are in 
this area and there is low lighting and many comfortable places to 
hide alone or with one or many amorous or platonic partner or 
partners and hold each other or cuddle and talk in soft voices or 
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grope in dark corners. There is a jacuzzi and a steam room and it 
is like any sauna. There is a blue zone which is more erotic. It has 
swings and paddles and chains and straps. I crawled up and over 
and around and inside both of these zones many times. The green 
zone has performances. It has a stage and tables and chairs and a 
great crowd waiting for the next act. I never stayed long enough to 
see anyone perform. The yellow zone is a cafeteria or a small cafe 
or a huge market, it depends. The food they serve is all Eritrean 
and it is delicious. There is another room which is not easily de-
scribed as a room. It houses a rapidly flowing stream which opens 
out onto a lake. Boats of all sizes pass through this channel: gal-
leons, yachts, dinghies and cruise ships. On the other side of the 
river is a small shop. When you enter the shop the shopkeeper says 
hi. If you stand behind the counter you will be offered a chance 
to see inside the back room. You can enter the back room and 
the shopkeeper will tell you, as you stand in the small, brown-
wallpapered room, that that room was his late father’s favourite 
room. He loved that room, he will say to you. He would just sit 
on that toilet and read his paper or look out of the back window 
all day. And sure enough there is a toilet in the room with a folded 
newspaper sitting on the cistern and a full glass of water resting on 
a wooden shelf to the right. You can, if you’d like, open the back 
window and take a look at the other tall buildings facing you, or 
at the sheer drop down to the earth below. The buildings are made 
of old magazines and newspaper and blow about in the wind. You 
see people living inside these buildings and they are freezing. They 
are outside, however. You cannot help them. You may return to 
Grinch’s Cabaret Bar and feel safe in the knowledge your pursuers 
will never catch up with you. They have heard tales of Grinch’s 
but do not know its name and therefore cannot enter. The door 
will only open if you invite them in. And once you invite them in 
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they will immediately stop their pursuit of you, because you are 
no longer important. The only thing that is important in Grinch’s 
is pleasure. Pleasure abounds in Grinch’s and is freely available to 
all who would take it. My guide pats me on the shoulder. “Now 
you understand,” he says, “You are welcome to return any time.” 
Grinch’s Cabaret Bar is the only true safe space. It does not exist. I 
cannot find my way back there no matter how hard I try. But now 
I know its name and it is only a matter of time until I am allowed 
to return.

*  *  *
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 “You were talking in your sleep.” Jake is directly above me, 
with one hand on my chest. I am aware I am staring at him with 
both my eyes very widely. “Are you okay?” I hear the kettle click 
down the stairs in the kitchen. I try to nod but cannot. “It’s okay.” 
Jake sits next to me with his back against the wall, and, keeping 
one hand on my chest, takes the other and strokes my hair. “It’s 
okay. It’s going to be alright.” We lie like this for a few minutes, 
and my rapid breathing calms down and I take deep breaths and 
I can think normally. I listen to Jake’s deep breaths and I copy 
them.
 Jake is directly above me. He says my name. “I brought 
you tea.” I sit up, taking the tea from him.
 Thank you, Jake. I take a sip. It is too hot.
 “Is your eye okay?” I rub my eye.
 I think so. It’s just tired.
 “It’s past nine already.”
 I’m sorry.
 “That’s okay. Drink your tea and we can have breakfast.” 
Jake heads down the stairs and I watch him. He is stockier than 
the Jake I knew and his muscles show through his top. I am at-
tracted to him and I feel annoyed at myself for that. It seems not 
right to be attracted to him, in a way. I slowly sip my tea, listening 
to the sounds of Jake chopping and frying and clattering pans and 
plates and forks and knives. I rest my head on the wall, feeling a 
comforting energy surround me. I enjoy being directed by Jake. I 
do not have to worry about a single thing at all.
 “Breakfast’s ready!” I unzip the sleeping bag and cringe 
when I realise how sweaty my legs are inside my underwear and 
jeans. I walk down the stairs barefoot and take my t-shirt from the 
back of the chair where I left it - it is slightly damp from the rain-
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coat. Jake scoops scrambled eggs from a pan onto two plates which 
already have buttered bread on them. He returns for a second pan 
and spoons baked beans out of it to join the eggs. The eggs have a 
weird colouring. I pick up my fork and taste them.
 Oh, I realise with a slight smile, it’s tofu.
 “Yeah?”
 It’s tofu.
 “Yeah?”
 I laugh. I thought those were eggs for a second.
 “Do you think I would actually make eggs?”
 No, of course not. I thought maybe you had chickens. 
Some people eat their eggs. I think I had dairy milk the other 
day.
 “How come?”
 I couldn’t ask for anything else.
 “I’m sorry to hear that.” I continue forking mouthfuls 
of turmeric-tofu scramble and beans and toast into my mouth. 
I have had an aching in my stomach since I woke. “Slow down, 
you’ll choke.” I slow down. I would have choked, Jake is right. I 
shiver, and attempt to wring out my t-shirt. “Mine is dry.” I nod. 
“Here.” Jake takes his off and hands it to me. I put it on. It smells 
like sweat but not in a bad way. It is warm and I feel warmed. “I’ll 
get another one in a bit.” Jake’s chest is lightly hairy. He has no tat-
toos. The Jake I knew would never have let his chest hair grow as 
it would have made his tattoos less visible and he was very proud 
of his tattoos.
 You’re not my Jake.
 “Huh?”
 I thought you were someone else when I called your num-
ber.
 “Is that right?”
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 Yeah.
 “Well, I’m glad you called me.”
 Me too. I smile and eat some more of my breakfast.

 Another boozy evening gambling at the casino. They 
pump oxygen in through the ceiling to keep you awake. I heard 
that once. I sit at the bar swirling my straw in Amaretto, which 
is mostly just ice cube water. The small black square napkin the 
glass rests on is wet from the condensation on the glass, and it 
tears when I lift the glass to swallow the last of the drink. The ice 
rests in my mouth for a moment before I swallow it down. My 
throat goes cold. Phil waves from the roulette table. I wave back. 
He is stood with his brother, Pavel and Gaz. They all have chips 
on the table. He beckons me over. I smile and shake my head and 
go back to looking at my phone. It is 3AM and I have nobody 
to text. I lost the twenty pounds Phil gave me at the start of the 
night, and even though I know he will give me more, I do not 
feel like gambling any more. I have a headache from drinking too 
slowly, or not eating. I can’t remember the last thing I ate. I look 
at the menu on the bar and the server looks up at me from where 
she is leaning. One ham and cheese panini costs seven pounds. I 
slide the menu away from me. I feel groggy. I smile at the server, 
and she scowls at me. I have been sitting alone at the bar for thirty 
minutes, at least. There is very little to do in the casino if you are 
not gambling, and this is before most people had a phone with 
data. I hear Pavel cheering. I turn and try to figure out what has 
happened. Phil’s brother had bet five pounds on zero and won five 
hundred and thirty five pounds. Phil is smiling but his smile looks 
forced and he is clenching a fist. The croupier scoops the many, 
many chips from the felt table into the slot at her end of the table, 
and they clatter away. Gaz claps a hand on Phil’s brother’s back, 
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congratulating him, and places the other hand on Phil’s shoulder, 
consoling him. Phil spreads out the small pile of chips still in front 
of him over the table while his brother strides to the cash desk to 
cash in his £500 chip. He is grinning as he walks, Pavel at his side, 
and winks at me. I raise my empty glass. Phil’s brother is a young 
father and there is something about young fathers which I find 
very attractive.
 “Alright guys, I’m heading home.” Phil’s brother leaves 
and Phil loses the last of his chips. Myself, Pavel and Gaz had all 
lost all of our chips earlier on in the evening. We walk or stagger or 
stumble back to the hotel. Pavel offers Gaz weed, but Gaz brought 
his own. Pavel offers Phil weed and Phil says that weed destroys 
him, so he won’t be having any. Pavel offers me weed and I say no. 
We get back to the hotel room, which is on the top floor, which 
are the smoking rooms. This means you can open the window and 
smoke out of them but the window only opens so far so you don’t 
jump out. My head still hurts. We drink the last of the whiskey 
together and fall into bed. There are two single beds and we had 
pushed these together to make enough space for everyone: Gaz 
and Pavel weren’t actually on the booking for the room but they 
were staying anyway. The order from left to right goes like this: 
Pavel, Phil, Gaz, me. Pavel and Phil are on one of the beds and 
the gap between the beds is between Phil and Gaz. Gaz is next to 
me and I am staring at the muscles on his arm and back by the 
one shaft of neon light which lights him through the hotel room 
window. His skin is tanned but it looks the same colour as my skin 
in this light. He rolls onto his back and I close my eyes tight. His 
face is right next to mine and I can feel that I am breathing onto 
his cheek. Phil employs Gaz to do DIY jobs around his parents’ 
house. I don’t know how they met. Gaz is confident when he has a 
drink but when he is sober he is very shy. My dick is hard because 
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Gaz is so close to me. I can hear the snores and breaths of Phil and 
Pavel. Gaz’s hand works its way down from his bare chest, lightly 
stroking a brown nipple and resting on his crotch. He rubs his 
hand back and forth. His eyes are still closed but I stop looking 
at his face and I look at his crotch. I think this can’t be happening 
and Gaz is having a wank right in front of me or does Gaz want 
me to see him having a wank or does Gaz want me to play with 
his dick? I am drunk. All options seem plausible. Gaz had told me 
loudly many times that he was straight and liked pussy. I am suck-
ing Gaz’s dick ten minutes later and his hand is on my head and he 
is thrusting up into my mouth and back into my throat. I have one 
hand on the muscles on his belly and another around my penis, 
which I am jerking off. I moan, the moan obscured by his dick, 
Gaz is moaning softly, his hand over his lips. He keeps thrusting. 
The room is spinning. I don’t know how I ended up here. His dick 
tastes amazing. He squeezes my body with his strong, hairy thighs. 
I continue masturbating, faster and harder. I let out a small moan 
and rub myself against his leg, precum oozing onto him. Gaz stops 
holding my head down with as much pressure. He takes his hand 
off my head. I look up at him; his dick falls to his stomach.
 What? I ask. Gaz is shaking his head. He scrambles out of 
bed, and staggers to the window at the far side of the room. He 
stands, staring out of the window. I follow him. His penis is still 
erect and the head pokes out of the fly of his boxers. I touch his 
back with a hand and he recoils. He rolls a joint and lights it and 
smokes a drag and blows smoke out of the window and passes the 
joint to me. I take the joint and breathe in and cough and Phil 
wakes up and says “You two at it again?” and laughs and lays back, 
his hand on Pavel’s back, Pavel’s hand on Phil’s chest.

*  *  *
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 The Disney Store in Paris has many souvenirs. Jonny has 
been buying as many Mickey Mouse souvenirs for his boyfriend 
as he can possibly find. He wants a mug. We enter the Disney 
Store and walk around the room. It is filled with children and 
dolls and toys and princesses and anthropomorphic animals and 
parents and store attendants. There is loud music playing and it is 
from one of the Disney films. There are TVs everywhere and they 
are advertising the newest Disney film which has recently been 
released on DVD. Jonny wants to buy a mug with Mickey Mouse 
on it for his boyfriend. There are more things to buy downstairs, 
so we head down the stairs. There are mugs on a rack on a pillar 
opposite the rucksacks. We inspect the mugs. They have the faces 
of different Disney characters on. There is no Mickey Mouse.
 “There is no Mickey Mouse.” I say.
 “There is. It’s just not out.”
 “I don’t think they have any left.”
 “I’ll ask. Oh. Can you ask?”
 I am impatient. We have been searching for Mickey Mouse 
souvenirs all day and I hate Mickey Mouse and I hate Disney and 
I hate Jonny and I hate his boyfriend.
 “They’ll only speak French. Can you ask?”
 “They speak English here. I’m sure I heard they only hire 
native English speakers.”
 “Please, you know I can’t.”
 I breathe out a long, angry sigh. “Okay. Fine.”
 I approach an attendant.
 “Salut. Le mec, là, il veut un -” and I stumble. I don’t 
know how to say mug in French. “Il veut ça,” I point at the mugs, 
“avec la visage de Mickey Mouse.”
 “Oh,” the attendant replied, “I can check in the back for 
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you.” And left, to check in the back.
 “She was American.” I said, to Jonny.
 “Okay. Well thank you for asking.”
 “No problem.” I said, inflection betraying that it had in 
fact been a huge problem. “I need to get some fresh air.” I leave 
Jonny standing by the mugs and walk back up the stairs, avoid-
ing the many children and their carers, to stand outside the front 
of the store. I breathe out and breathe in and inhale Parisian air, 
which tastes of traffic.
 
 “This is my partner.”
 Oh, hi. We’ve met before.
 “Yeah, we have, haven’t we?”
 “Have you?”
 “Yeah.”
 Yeah.
 “We’re going to the shops because she thinks there might 
be discounted Free From food there today.”
 “It’s always on this day, every week.”
 “So we’re driving all the way to the shop even though it’s 
far away and I pay for the petrol.”
 “It’s not that far. I can give you petrol money.”
 “It’s totally fine. I don’t mind at all. I just think in future 
you should offer before we’ve set off.”
 Jake’s partner takes out her wallet and offers a five pound 
note.
 “If you give me that there’s no point us going to the shop 
for discounted food because you’ve just given me all the money 
you would have saved. If there is even any food available for us.”
 “I just want to have a look.”
 “Well we can have a look. I am just doubtful that there 
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will be anything there.”
 I think there probably will be some.
 “That might be wishful thinking.”
 I stay quiet.
 “Quiet, what?”
 Oh, nothing. I’ll stay quiet.
 “And I can get some fruit.”
 “Will it be discounted as well?”
 “I hope so.”
 “We’ll see when we get there.”
 “I guess.”
 A stony silence.
 “How long are you here for?”
 “He can stay as long as he wants, isn’t that right?”
 “I asked him, not you.”
 “He doesn’t know.”
 “Do you?”
 “He doesn’t.”
 “I’m talking to him.”
 “I’m saying I know what he’s doing. He doesn’t.”
 “Do you?”
 I.
 “He doesn’t know. But he can stay as long as he wants.”
 “I’m not saying he can’t stay as long as he wants. I was just 
asking.”
 “There’s no need.”
 “I was just making conversation.”
 I. I pause. I. I give up.
 “We’re nearly there. Did you bring the bags?”
 “I didn’t bring any bags. They have bags there.”
 “Don’t you think it’s important that we don’t use plastic 
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bags, for the environment?”
 “If we don’t use them, somebody else is going to. At least 
we know we’ll reuse them.”
 “Will you, though, or will they just end up back in the 
bin?”
 “I might use them as bin bags. That’s at least one more 
use.”
 “But they’re just going to end up on a landfill some-
where.”
 “Everything does.”
 “So you didn’t bring bags.”
 “No. We can just carry things and then we won’t need a 
bag.”
 “What if we get too much?”
 “Well there are three of us.”
 “Are you going to make him carry your discounted food? 
He’s a guest.”
 “You don’t mind, do you?”
 I.
 “See? He doesn’t.”
 “It seems rude.”
 “I asked.”
 I. I. I shake my head. The back seat of the car is cramped 
and smells of soil. We go over a speed bump and I bang my head 
on the roof of the car.
 “Did you put your seatbelt on?”
 It.
 “That’s right, that one doesn’t work. Move over.”
 O.
 “There you go, put the buckle in.”
 “I think he knows how to use a seatbelt, Jake.”
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 “I’m just helping him.”
 “He knows how to do it. You don’t need to help him.”
 I.
 “See? He’s done it.”
 I.
 “I helped.”
 “I don’t know if you did.”
 I. I. I. I sigh.
 “We’re here. I’ll park.”
 “Can you park near the entrance?”
 “I prefer to be closer to the exit.”
 And so on and so on.
 
 “They didn’t have any with Mickey Mouse on. But I got 
these.” Jonny opened the bag and I peered in. There were a pair of 
slippers in the shape of Mickey Mouse’s face and a cushion with 
Mickey Mouse’s face on. “He loves Mickey Mouse.” Jonny was 
smiling. He looked happy and like he’d accomplished something. 
I wanted to punch him in his face. I hate you, I hate you, I hate 
you. I wanted to say it but I couldn’t. I pointed at the vendor stand 
over the road from the Disney Store.
 “Can we go there? I want to get a postcard.”
 “Sure, that sounds great!” We cross the road at a crossing 
and a cyclist shoots past us, through the red light.
 “Ugh!”
 “What?”
 “That cyclist! He nearly hit us!”
 “No, he didn’t.” He didn’t.
 “He did!” He didn’t.
 “I think people who do that deserve to be hit by a bus.” I 
laughed.



192

 “No, they don’t.”
 “They do.” He sounded deadly serious.
 “Are you being deadly serious?”
 “I am. They deserve to be hit by a bus.”
 “I don’t think that’s entirely fair. He didn’t hit anyone.”
 “He broke the rules.”
 I said nothing in reply to this. At the vendor stand, we 
picked out our postcards. I found one with three male ballet danc-
ers smoking in a bar. It is a famous photo. There was a French 
woman buying a bottle of water and Jonny tried to push in front 
of her.
 “J’aime pas les hommes machos.” Said the vendor. The 
woman laughed. He served her, ignoring Jonny.
 “Moi non plus.” I said, to the vendor, making eyes at Jon-
ny’s back. He winked at me.
 “Les hommes, euh? Je comprends.”

*  *  *
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 We return to Jake’s father’s house with some gluten free 
bread and four packets of gluten free, dairy free and egg free mince 
pies, which Jake’s partner had put through the self service as ba-
nanas. She had only spent a total of twenty eight pence in the 
shop. I hadn’t taken any of my coins out with me, so I didn’t buy 
anything at all. We sit around the ornately carved table and eat 
buttered gluten free bread with mince pies from white ceramic 
plates. The butter is past its sell by date but it still seems fine. It 
spreads easily. I have another cup of tea, and I take a sip. The milk 
has curdled and white bits float at the surface. It tastes fine and the 
texture hasn’t changed, so I try to ignore it.
 “What’s wrong with your eye?”
 “It’s tired. Don’t bother him.”
 My eye sometimes doesn’t open.
 “Oh, okay.” Jake’s partner looks back down at her gluten 
free bread. She slowly raises it to her mouth and takes a bite. The 
bread is close to flavourless and very tough. She chews for a mo-
ment and swallows. “Are you staying for dinner?” Jake shakes his 
head.
 I might. I.
 “What’s that?”
 Are we near the coast?
 Jake interrupts: “We are.”
 Can we see the sea?
 “I think it’s too dark. I could drive you there tomorrow, or 
we could have a walk down?”
 I think I would like that.
 “Do you like the sea?” asks Jake’s partner. I nod. “I like the 
sea. It’s nice being up here. It’s so much clearer than in the South. 
The air and the wind.” I nod.



194

 “It’s quieter.” Jake adds, nodding. I stretch out my legs 
under the table. They ache. I taste a mince pie but do not like it 
so I place it back down on the plate, and wipe my fingers on my 
jeans.
 “It gets dark so early these days.”
 “Which happens every year.”
 “Yes, I know, but -”
 “I don’t think you need to point it out every year.”
 “I was just saying.”
 I’m going to go upstairs and read for a bit, I think. I take 
the zine on green anarchism from the table and stand and take 
the narrow stairs up to my mattress and sleeping bag. It is not so 
dark; I can see out of the skylight at the grey clouds above. I see a 
seagull fly by. I attempt to astrally project myself into the seagull’s 
body, but I realise I know nothing about astral projection and 
think that is probably not how astral projection works. The seagull 
disappears beyond the frame of the window. I continue to stare at 
the darkening sky, green anarchism zine in hand. When my neck 
begins to ache, I lean back against the wall. I flick open the zine 
and try to concentrate on the article but the words all blend into 
a mush of grey ink on beige paper. I blink three times. The words, 
now clear, all read ???? I rub at my eyes. ‘In our capitalist society...’ 
The question marks intrude on my vision but I know I can defeat 
them if I focus hard enough. I am actively trying to block out 
the voices from down the stairs. I don’t want to be anywhere near 
arguments. It seems to me that all couples bicker. I don’t know a 
couple who don’t bicker. I know my parents bicker and that is the 
only way they communicate and I know, or do I know? There is a 
sense of my past relationship with somebody important or not so 
important and Jake and his partner’s bickering reminds me of this 
bickering, and that is why I take a special resentment to it. Bicker-
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ing or shows of bickering in front of others that will not escalate 
over a certain point because of politeness and social norms but also 
with the saying of things which could not be politely said in pri-
vate because they would escalate to a fight. “Maybe if you fucked 
me every now and then, ha, ha.” “Maybe if you did the dishes a 
bit more often, ha, ha.” “Maybe if you get a job so I’m not the 
only one paying rent, ha, ha.” “Is that okay, like that?” “Like that.” 
“Just checking.” “Does his wife know?” “... fucking with you.” 
My body jolts and I flap around the room, misunderstanding my 
arms as wings. Why so I feel so warm and heavy, so heavy. I scream 
from outside the window. My spirit cannot re-enter the home. I 
have been banished. The body of the seagull drops down as a dead 
weight onto the roof of Jake’s house, splattering in blood and feath-
ers with a bang and the seagull’s spirit dies and my body is empty 
and rapidly cooling inside the house and I bang on the window 
with no force at all because I have no corporeality. The body’s eyes 
are stuck open, both of them, and they stare at me out of the win-
dow but they do not see, they do not focus and they do not move. 
The body is empty and I am outside and trapped and away from it 
and I do not know how the rejoining could occur without outside 
help. I am panicked. I search around my spirit self for an answer 
but there is nothing; no secret knowledge in a hidden pocket, no 
weapons to break the window. I bang and bang with my fists and 
the impacts ripple up my blue spirit arms and into my blue spirit 
eyes. The pain sears. I weep and I weep twinkling stars. I fade and 
fade into the black of the night. The body below me freezes into 
a stone statue of a man, rigid yet slumped in a relaxed state, apart 
from the eyes. The eyes are the black of granite and stare ever up-
wards through the window. I think ‘Jake and his partner will come 
for me in the morning when I don’t wake and they will find this 
statue and they will be too late to let me back in.’ I know I will 
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have faded entirely by the morning. I scream and howl and thrash 
and rage but there is no noise, only pain, pain and bright light 
cascading from my eyes and out of my throat. The tears and spit 
float upwards and join the stars in the sky, which wink down at 
me, condescending. We’ve made it. You never will. I swear at the 
sky, attempts at verbal and non-verbal, but my fingers have gone. 
My throat wisps out of existence. I shake a fingerless palm at the 
sky, a try at a fist. My limbs disappear. I am a torso and a head. My 
head evaporates and I can no longer see. I can feel the earth. I can 
feel the planet. My torso crumbles around my heart and my red 
blue heart falls from the roof of Jake’s father’s house and into the 
garden and into the soil and waits for an age before sprouting as a 
seedling and flowering and growing blue leaves and ever upwards 
and harder and harder and more leaves and flowers and cycles and 
I am tapping the bricks of the house and tasting the acid rain: a 
seagull stole my body and I am a tree.

*  *  *
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 I wake. Jake is there, above me. He has one arm around 
me and is stroking my hair with the other.
 Jake, I say, did we do this before?
 “You’re awake. Are you okay?”
 I mumble. This is so familiar. Did we do this... before?
 “Before what?”
 I don’t know. Before something happened to me. I have 
such a terrible headache. I start to cry. It is unfamiliar to me.
 “Oh, look. Are you okay?”
 I’m, I’m, I sniff. I don’t know what is happening to me.
 “Were you having a nightmare?”
 I don’t know.
 “You didn’t bring any medication with you.”
 I didn’t.
 “Do you know how long you’ve been off it?”
 I don’t.
 “We could take you to see the doctor here. Do you know 
your old doctor’s address?” I shake my head. “The other option is 
to wait until you get over the side effects.” I nod. “Which I know is 
already being tough for you.” I nuzzle my cheek into Jake’s chest. 
My tears wet his shirt.
 I’m sorry, I say.
 “Don’t be sorry. It’s okay.” His hand brushes my fringe 
away from my perspiring forehead. “You’ll be alright. You can re-
cover here for as long as you like.”
 I attempt to offer my thanks, but there is something stuck 
in my throat and I only manage a croak. Jake bestows me with a 
shushing noise, squeezing my shoulder with his other hand. He is 
warm around and under me. I almost wish desperately for an erec-
tion but it doesn’t appear. I am grateful for this and angry at the 
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part of myself that wanted one. I am fearful Jake will take his hand 
from my head and lift my chin and kiss me. I am fearful he will 
take his hand from my chin and reach down and stroke my chest 
or reach even further down and stroke my penis. I am fearful. I try 
to relax into him. I sob. Thank you, Jake.
 “It’s okay. Shh. Everything’s okay.”

 September 16th. 

 Not meant to write diaries when in middle of sadness.
 Me and Francis kissed. All above board, so I thought.
 Intervention. Francis hadn’t been entirely clear about 
consent and things with regards to Bea. All four of us (including 
Chris) sat and made me feel shit for hurting Bea but it was actu-
ally all directed at Francis.
 Everything is fine again. Francis asks Chris if he can be my 
boyfriend and Chris walks out of the room with “I’ve had enough 
of your poly bullshit.” I laugh at Francis. “You should have asked 
me that first and not just gone straight to my boyfriend with it.”
Bea has a psychotic breakdown. Doesn’t trust Francis with the 
baby or in taking her to the hospital so I and a police car take her 
to A&E and I comfort her for five hours in A&E and she is very 
scary and not sure what’s going on or who or where she is. Bea 
gets to bed back at my house on medication at six AM and I hold 
Francis’s hand and stroke his hair on the couch downstairs. He 
sleeps. I wake fifteen minutes later when I hear the baby crying so 
I change and feed her and go to sleep at nine AM for 1.5 hours.
 Very exhausted and hungry.
 Francis and Bea both thank me and check in with my men-
tal health but I feel traumatised.
 They are meant to move out but can’t because the estate 
agents are very slow and obstructive and Bea gets very stressed. 
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Threatens to have another breakdown. I leave/feel pushed out/
am uncomfortable in the living room with them and Bea texts me 
with anger at me leaving her out of ‘the group’ and not wanting to 
be her friend. I feel guilty here.
 They move out and I go to counselling. He tells me I love 
high drama and the adrenaline that comes with taking charge in 
risky situations. I feel very sad and betrayed and not cared for at 
all. Chris has been angry but also nice to me but it’s hard to even 
pick up on that through the sadness. I feel guilty, terrible, horrible, 
insensitive, ugly, alone, afraid, hungry, tired, useless, sad, etc, etc, 
etc.
 I really like Francis and I want to see him.

 September 21st. 

 I’m on the train (first class!) to Liverpool to see Mar-
tha with Marie. I hope she’s listened to them or at least doesn’t 
hate them. Chris said last night he was sick of hearing Francis’s 
name so much. I’m still struggling to remember what day it is, 
ie. I thought it was Saturday today. I texted Francis saying that 
Chris was working late tomorrow so he can’t come and pick up 
anything but actually he’s working until seven tonight, because 
today is Sunday not Saturday. I always go to bed late and wake up 
early. I had a short period of not wanting to eat very much but that 
seems sorted now. I’m away until Wednesday, going to meet my 
brother in our hometown for a few days. I’ve seen Francis near-
ly every day for a month. Today is the first day I won’t see him. 
We’ve already texted. I’ll try not to text him tomorrow. He asked 
if he could come round yesterday and I asked him not to. I hadn’t 
mentioned either Francis or Bea to Chris but I felt compelled to 
tell him that. Instead of seeing how brave and resilient I’m being 
he was just mad at me for bringing him up. The day before, Fran-
cis came round twice, in amazing cycling shorts. He doesn’t wear 
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anything under them. He looked so good! The second visit was 
when Chris was going to work. We talked again but no hugs or 
kisses, like the day before. He asked if he could hold me and we 
just sat wrapped up in each other. He stroked my hair and asked 
permission before holding my hand. His face was above mine so 
I sat up and kissed him. I almost kissed him again the next day. I 
came down the stairs and we just stood and faced each other in 
the hall. He smiled, I smiled, he said “You’re terrible!” I laughed 
and said “Me?” and he said “Yes, you!” I told him to piss off then, 
had to text to apologise. Trying to act normal around him but I just 
get excited and weird. He says he likes that. I don’t really want to 
read my last entry in here in case it’s really terrible or makes me 
question my current feelings too much I guess. The intervention 
was awful. I hope I never have to go through something like that 
again. Chris and Bea were both angry at me and Francis. I hon-
estly thought everyone was on board with me and Francis kiss-
ing. Chris is very jealous but he also keeps saying it’s fine. I want 
Francis so badly and I don’t know what to do. Me and Francis talk-
ed and I told him I need time and space. I told him about me not 
trusting that Bea is actually fine now like she says. Also with him 
asking us to arrange a date when Bea was downstairs with her 
home support care worker. I said I felt like that was inappropri-
ate. He told me he really cares about me. I asked about this boy-
friend/partner thing he’d suggested and he says he has no idea 
about that and he needs to talk it through with Bea. I’m worried 
she actually thinks their relationship isn’t very strong and that I 
could fracture it, or you know. You know. Isn’t this diary private? 
I’m worried Francis isn’t actually talking to Bea. The only reason 
I care at all about either of their feelings is because I absolutely 
at any cost want/need to be close to Francis and for there to be 
no consequences. Am I fetishising him for never receiving anal? 
He told me unironically that he’s “gagging for it”. He’s so weird 
and adorable and he is innocent and makes innuendo all the time. 
He has nice blonde hair and a beard and is skinny and the same 
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height as me and has good arms and when we hug it is perfect. 
I feel very strongly about him and it seems he feels the same 
way. He said our talk was a wake-up call. He is going to seriously 
change how he considers his relationships. Is dating/cuddling/
having sex with a married man (father) a huge turn-on and thrill 
for me? He’s the straight guy friend I never had, and he also re-
ally fancies (sorry, ‘has a crush on’) me... It’s perfect. Oh but then 
people like me have feelings. I just want to feel comfortable be-
ing with him. I feel very much like I’ve been neglecting Chris this 
week. I have needed him emotionally and it doesn’t seem like he 
has the tolerance needed to have survived this week and been 
supportive of me too. Anyone would have cracked this week. It 
was horrible. I’m not sure if it was entirely avoidable. I’m amazed 
I haven’t snapped. Chris is really sad at the moment and I feel 
responsible, of course. It has been hard. I’m not sure what I can 
do to make everything better. Maybe less talking about Francis, 
more focus on Chris. Again, since this, me and Chris have only 
had sex once, but I couldn’t say with any certainty what day that 
was. I hope Rio is okay. Since we kissed all this kicked off at home 
and I’ve barely given him any of the attention he deserves. We’ve 
spoken via video chat once but I just ranted about my week. 
Which admittedly was terrible and I probably deserve a rant. Rio 
deals with everything so well. On the surface anyway. He bottles 
things up. He told me that himself. This train still has a long way to 
go. I’m excited to see Marie again. And to eat lots of food. My co-
tablees are like the Wise Children - obsessed with appearances, 
the arts, class, ancestry, ‘breeding’ etc. I think I hate them. No-
body cares who you are second cousins with. I wish this situation 
was resolved. I feel like I just want to hold him (all three hims) and 
cry or apologise or smile or kiss and laugh.

 I am a tree and I bear so many apples. 
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*  *  *







Bike
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 Hi
 Pics?
 Photo sent
 Photo sent
 Photo sent
 Nice
 You?
 Photo received
 Fuck
 Nice dick man.
 Cute face too
 Can u accom?
 Not tonight, you?
 I’m in Annan
 In Scotland?
 Yeah
 Oh wow that’s miles away
 Yeah
 Lol what’s even in Annan?
 Betting shops, mugging and suicides
 Lol
 Yeah not even funny its so depressing up here
 Sounds it
 I’ll message you next time I’m visiting and can accom or  
 just hang out during the day
 I might even come to Annan one day
 That would be nice
 Apols for tonight, hope you do okay x
 Thank you, that’s sweet
 I’ll try x
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 It is my grandma’s seventieth birthday party and I leave 
early to find someone to fuck.
 “Does his wife know?” The phrase rings in my ears and I 
think of Jake with his arm around me and I think I sexualise Jake 
too much and it is unwanted and I think of Jake’s partner and 
I think they are monogamous and heterosexual and I wonder 
why I am so concerned about his partner knowing I am attracted 
to Jake. Surely I wouldn’t be seen as a threat. That wouldn’t be 
progressive or anarchist. I’m tiny on the hot pavement and Tracy 
Island is the only nearby land and I am sinking into the concrete 
and it jars like the floorboards near the end of Jumanji and I am 
alone and I grasp out at the dead moss in the cracks and there is 
someone there uprooting it just before I can grab a hold and pull 
myself up and out of the misery I’m stuck in. The island sinks 
and Thunderbirds 1 through 3 fly through the sky up into space 
up to Thunderbird 5 and Thunderbird 4 sinks in the concrete 
and sinks down past my feet and sinks down onto the rocky sea 
floor past the drain pipes and gas pipes and moles and rats and 
bones and worms and dirt. Jake smooths down my hair, it stands 
on end. His partner pulls a wax strip from my leg hair and I cry 
out in pain. My shin is stuck with an inked needle over and over 
and over and I go white and blurred and you bring me an orange 
cup of orange Irn Bru and I drink it down greedily and you kiss 
my face and tell me it’ll all be okay.
 Tell me it’ll all be okay.
 
 We arrive in the hotel and check in in English and head 
up to the room and Jonny uses the card to open the door and 
there are two single beds in the room which have been pushed 
together. I walk to the one furthest from the door and drag it 
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away from the first bed.
 “Oh,” says Jonny, “I didn’t mind.”
 I mind. We have been arguing since we sat down on 
the train in York. We’d taken a train to Liverpool and flown to 
Paris Beauvais on a budget airline and taken the hour plus bus 
to Paris, the dix-huitième arrondissement. We argued about the 
state of Israel, we argued about welfare, we argued about dis-
ability benefit claimants, we argued about addicted drug users, 
we argued about the distinction between working and middle 
class, we argued about homosexuality, we argued about the Daily 
Mail, we argued about Paris, we argued about York, we argued 
about music and we argued about skateboarding. I had made up 
my mind the moment he sat opposite me on the train in York, 
cheese sandwich in hand. Israel had bombed Gaza. I pointed at 
the paper, which was criticising Palestinian rock throwers. I said 
“that’s bullshit.” Jonny said,
 “Well, you’d defend yourself if that was happening to 
you.” And I gave him a slow, blank stare, and considered ruin-
ing the entire holiday. And I saw that chance and I took it and 
here we are now. Drunk, in a squatted bar, somewhere unknown 
in Paris, having skipped the metro barriers, picked up by punks 
because one of them had recognised Jonny’s ONSIND t-shirt. 
Jonny is telling an old punk all about skateboarding and I am 
watching Pierre closely, fearful that our sudden friendship might 
be fractured the moment he finds out myself and Jonny are gay. 
Pierre works in programming and he likes some of the same 
bands that I do. I have met ONSIND once and I thought they 
were quite nice. Pierre bought Jonny and myself shots in a bar 
that was far too expensive for me to buy a drink in. Jonny also 
bought shots and I bought shots and then I was out of money. 
We rode the metro together and we were laughing and drink-
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ing and being punk and the normal metro users were looking at 
us with disgust, which seemed incredibly funny. Pierre’s brother 
was in “the best punk band in the world” but I never got to 
hear what they sounded like. When Pierre asked if I was seeing 
anyone I said no and said I’d been dating a few guys recently but 
not seriously. He clapped his arm around my shoulders and said 
he was thankful I’d been able to tell him I was gay. When Jonny 
and I got back to the hotel we talked to the attractive yet very 
straight receptionist for a while. The guy asked Jonny if he had 
a girlfriend and Jonny said no, and I wanted to say “you have a 
boyfriend, tell him that.” But I didn’t because of boundaries and 
a sense of ‘fuck you anyway, Jonny’ which had become my entire 
being. I stuffed the chips we had bought into a bin in the court-
yard outside where Jonny was watching the receptionist smoke 
and I stormed upstairs to be on my own. Jonny followed me up 
one minute later. He said, “Can we cuddle?”
 “No, Jonny. I said we aren’t going to have sex again. 
We’re just friends now.”
 “I know, I don’t want to have sex, I don’t mean that, I 
just, can we hug?”
 “No, I don’t want to.”
 “Just a hug!”
 “No.”
 “Please, that’s all I want. It’s just a hug.”
 “No.”
 “It won’t go any further, I promise.”
 “No.”
 “I’ll just pull my bed over to yours.”
 “No! I said no, Jonny.”
 “I don’t understand why you’re being so mean! I’m drunk 
and I’m happy and I want to cuddle with my friend!”
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 “Look, Jonny. I am setting my boundaries and I am say-
ing no. I don’t trust myself to not have sex with someone who 
will hug me and probably try to have sex with me. So no. I am 
making this decision for myself.”
 “You’re so selfish. All I want is a hug.”
 “I said no.”
 “Please.”
 “No! Fuck, leave it, Jonny.”
 “Just for two minutes.”
 I do not respond. I lie staring at the white netted curtain, 
hoping he will stop trying.
 “Just one hug.”
 “Fuck. No. I said no. If you ask again, I’m fucking leav-
ing.”
 Jonny didn’t ask again. I unclench my fists; my nails had 
been digging into my palms and left aching marks. I am sweating 
and suddenly incredibly hot despite the cool Parisian air blowing 
through the open window. I do not want to remove my cover be-
cause I know Jonny is looking at me. I could hear the tears in his 
eyes from his voice. I have a deep rage in my chest which crack-
les and burns. I know I could abandon him in this city without 
any remorse, and he would be completely useless and probably 
starve to death. I could do this. I plan to pack my rucksack in 
the morning and time the metro so I can get on one without him 
and change at the next station and change at the next station af-
ter that on a different line and change again and again so he can 
never, ever find me. I will take an early train to Toulouse and I 
will leave this fucking city and I will never see or speak to Jonny 
ever again.

*  *  *
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 “I can’t let you on without the correct fare.”
 Please.
 “It’s against the rules. I can’t let you on.” I offer my travel 
card once again. “It’s empty, mate. Go top it up at the machine.” 
The ticket inspector points to the machine standing sentry before 
the ticket office. Its red light blinks on and off.
 I can’t pay.
 “Then you can’t travel.” There are tears in my eyes. I will 
have to wait until the inspector takes a break and I can climb 
over the barrier. There is one name left in my good friend’s hand-
writing on the inside front cover of the green diary I carry: Erica. 
Erica’s address is 14 Peter Avenue HXM: Hexham, which is a 
small town between the eastern and western coasts of the narrow-
est stretch of the country. I know Erica, or I know the name but 
not the face. I have the familiar feeling of being tense, nervous-
ness and embarrassment I feel when I’m confronted with some-
one I desperately want to be friends with but I cannot be as cool 
and collected and not anxious as I want to be. I don’t know if I 
have ever been to Hexham but it seems I must have been driven 
through it or passed it on a train some time in the past. I sit on 
the bench I had sat on two nights earlier. I dig in my pocket for 
the last of my change: I have two pounds and forty pence left. 
I’d spent ninety pence on a dark chocolate bar from the vend-
ing machine in the ticket lobby before approaching the barrier. 
The ticket back to Merecastle costs eight pounds forty and takes 
over an hour, with all the stops included. Hexham is another 
half hour on a real train rather than the metro. I’d have to get to 
Merecastle station first. The bucket in the centre of the station 
has been emptied and the puddle on the floor mopped. Still, the 
leak in the roof drips down into the bucket, now making a loud 
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din with every splash. The noise is repetitive and annoys me. I 
am irritable. I have a headache. I barely slept. The ticket inspec-
tor is the worst person in the history of the world. I look up at 
him. He is stood to the side of the ticket barrier. He looks at 
me and shakes his head. Behind us, on the platform, I hear my 
train pull in. There is a chime, a clatter of doors and feet, and 
another chime. The train departs, people arrive in the station 
and pass through the ticket barrier without incidence. Free space 
for them is forbidden space for me. I contemplate my future in 
Mulland. The end of the line. I can return to Jake’s father’s house 
and live in one of the cold, unfurnished, unfinished rooms that 
made up the bottom two floors of the house. I could plant seeds 
in the garden and live a sustainable lifestyle. Jake and his part-
ner remind me of my parents. They were passive aggressive and 
countered each other at any opportunity. Is that all that is left 
after many years of companionship? I don’t ever want to end up 
like that, not with anybody.
 
 “How do you want to do this?”
 “On your side?”
 I nod and roll onto my side, facing the wall.

 The rainwater drips into the bucket with a splash. I 
regard it with indifference. The ticket inspector leans on the 
barrier, both eyes closed, dribbling from the corner of his mouth 
onto his shoulder, occasionally snoring. I cannot muster the en-
ergy that would be required of me to try and sneak past him. My 
ankle is still aching; I feel a distinct lack of dexterity.

 “You’re sweet.”
 “You’re sweet too.”
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 “Hang on, you’re just sucking my earring.”

 A teenager bangs her fist on the vending machine, wak-
ing the ticket inspector. His elbow slips from the barrier and he 
almost stumbles to the floor before steadying himself. “Oi!” He 
shouts.
 The teenager turns to him. “It took my money!”
 “Don’t bang it.”
 “It took. My money.” The girl stares at him, defiant. The 
ticket inspector makes a tsk noise with his tongue and teeth and 
goes back to leaning on the barrier.
 “Have you seen what that man’s carrying? That’s a guitar.”
 The teenager has gone, her change retrieved. The ticket 
inspector is back inside his booth, and stares intently at me, as if 
he senses my criminality. The bucket issues another loud splash, 
this time spraying water droplets onto the tiled floor. rrrr.

 “Aren’t you reminded of him every time you cycle his 
bike?”

 I consider the telephone booth. I have four mobile num-
bers. Perhaps Sammy or my friend who wrote their name down 
as Luc or Jake will help me. I don’t want to call Erica. I don’t 
want to introduce her to my fragility and proneness to failure 
before we’ve even met. I think I can finally act like a normal per-
son. This is my aspiration. I think back to the seagull/tree dream. 
I shiver. rrrr. It is cold, the sun has set. The days are shorter at 
this time of year, and the northern wind is biting. The ticket 
inspector has taken off his high-visibility jacket and is sitting in a 
t-shirt inside his office. I am jealous. He most likely has heating.
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 “Before we have sex--”
 “Mm.”
 “Just one thing--”
 “Mm.”
 “Will you--”
 “Mm.”
 “Will you be my boyfri--” I kiss him to stop him talking. 
“I love--”
 “Mm.”

 The ticket inspector exits his booth. “I’m going to have to 
ask you to leave,” He tells me. “I don’t like you staring at me like 
that.”
 Like what?
 “Like that. Why are you winking at me?”
 I’m not. I don’t think I am.
 “Get out. I’ll call security.” It is clear there is no security 
to call but I have become accustomed to having security called 
on me in the past and I stand. I stand a good foot taller than 
the ticket inspector. I hunch down and make myself appear less 
threatening. “Leave.” I nod.
 Okay, I’m leaving. I slouch back around the bucket, 
which is now softly pouring water onto the station floor. I turn 
and look back at the ticket inspector. I look him right in the eye. 
rrrr. I wince. I kick the bucket over and the water pours out over 
the tiles right up to his feet. He just continues looking at me, 
horrified.
 “You, you...”
 What? I ask, with a smirk.
 “Get out.” I nod, again. I pad slowly to the door of the 
station, which automatically opens for me. There is a soft rain 
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outside, and the clouds are dark.

 I finally threw out those socks you’d left at my house. 
They were black, with a red striped heel and toe. I liked to wear 
them, although they were a size too small for me. I liked to think 
of how that fabric had been wrapped around your perfect feet. I 
asked you once to give me a t-shirt that I could keep and wear, 
for after you had left. You seemed confused by the idea, but will-
ing to acquiesce. I never got one of your t-shirts, and I binned 
the socks not long after you were gone. I had to empty my bin 
that day as well, even though I usually leave it for quite a while 
after it is full. I am a lazy person. But your socks, they had to go. 
I didn’t want you hanging around in my room, however psychi-
cally. I bought some new socks that were nothing like the ones 
you’d left at my house. I wear those now.

*  *  *
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 THIS IS IT THIS IS IT THIS IS IT
 -- No. Not yet. We are close.

 My mother once told me that as a child I would smash 
all the ornaments in the house. They bought new ornaments for 
a while, hoping I would grow out of my smashing phase, but it 
didn’t end until they stopped buying ornaments and there were 
none left for me to smash. I asked, “Accidentally?” imagining I 
had been a clumsy and careless yet blameless child.
 “No. You were three or four, and you did it on purpose.”
 “I was only young though.”
 “But so vindictive. You pushed an ornament off the fire-
place and it fell to the ground - you expected it to smash.”
 “And it didn’t?”
 “It didn’t. I said to you: ‘You’re lucky that didn’t smash!’ 
So you picked it up, looked me right in the eye, and smashed it 
right on the fireplace.”
 “Oh.” I said, dismayed, guilty, ashamed.
 “We never got bored, though.”
 “Oh?”
 “Well, the house was always full of new ornaments. The 
neighbours were very impressed with our taste.” I still don’t know 
for sure why I smashed the ornaments, but I have a couple of 
ideas.

 A black car screeches to a halt in front of me, the tyres 
steaming. A blacked-out window rolls down with a buzz. There 
is loud, bass-thumping music pulsing from inside the vehicle. A 
white man, head clean-shaven, leans over the passenger seat, one 
hand still on the wheel. “Mankey!” the man shouts, “Is that you, 



217

Mankey? What’re you waiting out here for?” I have no idea who 
this man is.
 Who are you?
 “Mankey, mate. Oh yeah, you were off your face. I’m 
Sammy’s mate. We met last week?” His grin reveals yellowed 
teeth, a chunk missing from an incisor. He reaches over and 
opens the door from the inside. “Come on, get in. Where are 
you off to?”
 I hesitate. I don’t trust or like this man, but I can’t re-
member why. Something had happened.
 Okay. I clamber into the car. The seats are made of 
leather and the heaters are on full blast. It is stifling and smells of 
mint and sweat. I unzip my coat and pull the door shut.
 “You can put that on the back seat,” the man pushes a 
button and the passenger-side window buzzes upwards, cutting 
off the cool air and rain from outside. The car is hot. The music 
is loud. The man shouts over it, “Where are you headed? I’m off 
back to Merecastle myself.”
 Oh, I start, biting a lip. I’m going that way too.
 “Perf.” The man pushes his foot down on the accelera-
tor, and we speed down the hill from the station. He barely stops 
at the lights, taking a corner too fast for my comfort. I can’t ask 
him to slow down, with the favour he’s doing for me. What is his 
name? In my mind, an echo of Tom, Ted?
 “Yeah,” he says, lowering the volume of the music, “I’m 
headed back there. Gotta get to work on time tonight for once.”
 What do you do? I ask, the urge to be polite overriding 
my annoyance with Tim.
 “I work in a club. Man, didn’t I tell you that already?”
 Am I a man? I ask.
 “What’s that? You’re a funny dude. I work in the Idle 
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Monkey. Have you ever been there? I could’ve sworn I’d seen you 
there once or twice. We get a lot of fags and -” he sees the gri-
mace on my face, smiles. “Dykes. It’s a chill place. I’ve definitely 
seen you in there with a guy before. Look man, I don’t mind. I 
don’t have any prejudices or anything, don’t worry.”
 I’m not worried.
 “Yeah I know you’re not.” Toby puts a hand on my 
shoulder, shakes it, laughs. “I could tell you were a bit jealous 
when you turned up at Sammy’s place the other night. Were you 
looking for a lay?” I blush. “Don’t worry, man. I’m not into him 
in that way.”
 Him?
 “Them, whatever. They’re alright, like, but we’re just 
mates. I’m not gonna get in your way.”
 I don’t really feel -
 “Yeah, whatever. I can tell it when I see it. Your secret’s 
safe with me. It’s a secret from him, them, right?” I don’t reply. 
“Sammy’s a nice person. Real lovely. I’m glad we hang out. Hey, 
you ever play D&D? Sammy showed me it, it’s mint. I think 
you’d be into it to, from what I’ve heard about you.”
 What have you heard about me?
 “Ah man, I know what you’re into. There’s all the nerd 
stuff, that’s cool with me. I hang out at the comic shop quite a 
bit. I know what else you’re into, as well.” He puts a special em-
phasis on the word ‘else’ and nudges my arm over the gear stick 
and handbrake. “I like all that fetish stuff too. I’ve got some good 
toys back home. I think you’d be impressed.”
 I don’t think I’m who you think I am.
 “Don’t worry!” He keeps saying this, ‘don’t worry’. It 
makes me worry. “I’m not judgmental at all. That’s where I know 
you from!” He slaps a hand on my knee. “I go to the sauna in 
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Merecastle all the time. I’ve seen you there. Oh, yeah, I know 
what you’re thinking, I just said I’m not into guys. Well, I’m not, 
not really. But the old blokes there love sucking your dick. And I 
like to get my dick sucked. And the extra cash doesn’t hurt.” He 
makes a gesture, rubbing his two fingers together near his crotch. 
“It’s a sweet deal. I just lie back and think of my girl.”
 Who’s your girl?
 “Oh, I ain’t got one. Not yet, anyway. She’s coming, 
though. I can feel it. Especially with this.” Theo - that’s it, Theo! 
- pats the dashboard of his car. “She’s gonna love driving round 
in this thing.” I sigh. I am too hot in this car. The suburbs of 
Mulland pass us by, and we hit the motorway. “You look scared, 
mate.”
 I just don’t like driving this fast.
 “Oh, sure. I can go slower.” Theo slows the car consider-
ably, passing back under the speed limit. “How’s that?” I turn my 
head to look at him.
 That’s great. Thank you.
 “No worries. I told you not to worry, right? Oh, shit!” 
He yelled. “I know it, now. You’re that guy, right? I know some 
of what you’ve been through.”
 Did Sammy tell you?
 “No, man! Sammy would never do that. Sammy’s sweet. 
I read it.”
 Where’d you read it?
 “You published it.”
 Did I?
 “That was you, right? The sex zine.”
 Oh, yeah, I say. That was me. I don’t know at this point if 
that was me or not. I know I have written, I am a writer. I know 
I have sang, I am a singer. I have spoken, I am a poet.
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 “It was mint, man, really. Like, I like that level of hones-
ty. If I wrote about all people I’d been with, though, it’d be sick. 
It really would.”
 Sick how?
 “Just fucked up. I think I’ve been with too many old 
guys.”
 There’s no such thing as too many of anything.
 “Do you really think that?” Maybe I do. I have grown so 
used to saying there is no such thing as too many that I barely 
believe it myself.
 I think there’s an issue of quality over quantity. I think 
that for me, anyway. I have had a lot of sexual encounters and 
most of them happened while I was drunk and the rest of them 
happened while my self-esteem was incredibly low. I think there 
are a handful of situations where I have had sex and been com-
pletely clear minded, completely sure in myself that I wanted to 
go through with it, that I enjoyed what was happening and that 
there was no issue of consent - it was consensual. I don’t think 
I’ve had many experiences that were truly fun and enjoyable and 
pleasurable.
 “I just like fucking.”
 Me too. I like fucking a whole lot. Theo looks at me, 
gives me a wink. I feel my eye wink back, and I feel my jeans 
tighten. This is who I’m attracted to - this loser? I grin. Theo 
grins back.
 “I don’t think you should be so judgmental.”
 I’m not judgmental. People can have as much consensual 
sex with others as they want.
 “But then you judge yourself so harshly for doing exactly 
what you think is fine for other people?”
 What?
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 “Listen to what I’m saying, mate. You can fuck whoever 
you like. Don’t let your past drag you down.”
 My past?
 “I’m not gonna say it out loud.”
 Say what? Theo pauses a moment, his eyes on the road.
 “I read your zine. Sammy rang me after you left their 
house last week. Sammy’s worried about you, you know?”
 Why? I ask, knowing exactly why.
 “You wrote about your break down. Your friends, they 
all know that it might have happened again. You’ve got a lot of 
people looking out for you.”
 I do? Theo nods.
 “You’re a nice guy, Mankey. People look out for you.”
 My name isn’t Mankey.
 “Huh? Sure it is. Sammy calls you that.”
 It’s not Mankey. I don’t know why I’m being called that.
 “What is your name, then?” I pause. I look into my lap, 
at the bitten down fingernails on the end of my thin fingers.
 I don’t know.

*  *  *
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 I crack up. I am laughing so hard. The words rape sur-
vivor fall through my lips. That is what I am. I am a rape sur-
vivor. Right now I feel like the biggest victim in the world. It is 
a joke. I haven’t survived anything at all. What a farce. I don’t 
even realise that I have been assaulted on at least three occa-
sions by different men. I just focus on the one. The one that 
happened while I was still living in York. I’d become vegan and 
immediately started working in a branch of Gourmet Burger 
Kitchen. That was a joke, it was a farce. I booked my first gig, it 
was a nine-piece reggae band from Sheffield who my cousin had 
shot a music video for. The support acts were a woman playing 
acoustic guitar and a boy playing acoustic guitar. Both brought 
their friends, who had mostly left before the nine-piece started. 
It was a successful event, and I drank a lot of vodka to calm my 
nerves. By the time the band were playing, I was too drunk to 
sit on the door and take customers’ money. I was taken upstairs 
by my manager, who finally gave me the money I was owed. He 
gave me three hundred pounds in cash, just like that, because 
the event had taken so much money. I flashed the money at my 
friend who was sitting on the door for me, I said, “Look! I just 
got paid!” while the lead singer of the reggae band was asking 
why they hadn’t been paid what was agreed for the gig. I was 
shuffled away from the scene, with my cash, instructed to hide 
it in the flat upstairs, to collect when I was sober. I told my best 
friend and his partner to fuck off. My cousin took me into the 
front of the bar to sit down. I demanded another drink, which 
wasn’t given to me. Jonny appears, along with my housemate, 
Paul. Paul tells my cousin that he will take me to the gay night 
at Vanity so I can get out of Stereo, which is where the gig was 
happening. Jonny offers to help my cousin carry me there. I 
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am yelling, “I wanna fuck someone!” I have a spotty memory. I 
remember shouting at Mark, “I could have you if I wanted you, 
I could.” He pushed me away from him. I remember saying to 
Matthew, “You’re a stuck up little slut.” And I remember yelling 
at two women, “You are fat and sluts.” My cousin and Jonny and 
my housemate pull me from the bar, and bundle me into a taxi. 
The taxi driver says, “If he throws up, you lot are paying for it.” 
“He won’t throw up.” Somebody says. Jonny asks to stay over. I 
say no. We arrive at my house. I am carried by the three men to 
my front door. We sit in the lounge for a while. I can’t get off the 
couch. “Help me upstairs.” I say, to Jonny. Paul and my cousin 
are both snoozing on the couches, barefoot. Jonny carries me 
up the stairs. He lays me down on my bed. I think in my head 
and now you leave. But Jonny doesn’t leave. He undresses and 
gets into the bed beside me, and takes off my clothes. And now 
you leave, I think. He doesn’t. He strokes my chest. And now 
you leave, I think. He fumbles with my dick, which is hard. And 
now you leave. He kisses my neck, my lips. And now you leave. 
His dick is huge, I see it, my eyes widen. He kisses me, stroking 
himself. “I’m going to fuck you.” And now you leave. I can’t say 
no. I want to say no but I can’t say no. He is under me, and he 
grips me tightly to his body, and he thrusts into me. And now 
you leave. I do not resist. I cum and he tastes my cum. And now 
you leave. I get up, I say, “don’t follow me” and I walk onto the 
landing, close my door behind me, open the door to my other 
housemate’s room. He is in bed, asleep, and the room smells 
of him. His boyfriend isn’t there. I say “hi.” He says “hi.” I get 
into his bed, and I hug him. He kisses my lips, I tug at his penis 
and he cums all over my hands. I hear a knock at the door and 
I spring out of his bed and I return to Jonny, at the door. He 
says, “I was worried about you.” He leads me by the hand back 
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into my bed. I wake, I fall out of the single bed and dress fully. I 
notice Jonny looking up at me from the bed, smiling, contented, 
before rushing into the bathroom to wash my hands and face. 
I do not look in the mirror. I go down the stairs. My cousin is 
asleep on the couch; I wake him. “Hey, what’s up?” He rubs sleep 
from his eyes. “Jonny stayed in my room.” “Did you have sex?” 
“No, no. I don’t like him at all.” “Good.” My cousin stands, and 
looks up the stairs. He whispers. “I think he’s a bit of a creep.” 
“Yeah,” I reply. “He is.” Jonny takes a taxi home, hugging me 
tightly before leaving. The haulage driver arrives shortly after my 
cousin drives back to his home in Sheffield. I help him load the 
van and offer him some breakfast, which he doesn’t take. “All 
this, to France? Looks like you’re moving your whole life.” I am. 
I planned to stay for a few days in the empty house but I realise 
I cannot. I do not say goodbye to my housemates. I do not want 
to think about them. I eat my breakfast and pour what I don’t eat 
into the overflowing bin. I walk the two hour walk to Stereo - it 
is on the other side of town. I arrive, and enter the flat. I retrieve 
the money I had stashed the night before, which came to three 
hundred pounds. Emmanuel and their friends are eating pasta. 
They offer me some, and I decline. They always put too much 
salt on their pasta. I check the train times to Sheffield on Em-
manuel’s laptop, and see there is a train leaving in twenty min-
utes. “I’m going to get that train,” I tell him. “I will see you soon, 
I promise.” We embrace, kiss each others’ cheeks, and I leave. I 
call my cousin on the way. “I’m coming three days early. Is that 
okay?” “Cuz, you know anytime you want to come stay, you’re 
welcome. I’m looking forward to having you stay here. What 
time are you getting in?” I tell him. “I’ll be there at the station to 
pick you up.” “Thank you. Thank you so much.” “Don’t worry 
about it. See you soon, cuz.” I hang up. I miss the train but there 
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is another in twenty minutes, so I catch that one instead. There 
are tears in my eyes as I leave York, but I do not cry. My fresh 
start broken up into so many pieces. A funny joke.

*  *  *
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 I cum so readily. “Woah, calm down there!” Theo is grin-
ning, still squeezing my dick, cum oozing out of the head. He 
kisses me on the neck, hard. I giggle. “You like that?”
 Yeah, I like that. I breathe out, heavily. Theo brings his 
hand to his mouth and licks the semen from his fingers. He’s 
smiling.
 I thought you weren’t into guys?
 “I’m not. I just like the taste of cum, that’s all.” He’s still 
smiling. He has nice teeth.
 Okay then, if that’s all... Theo wipes his hand on his 
jeans.
 “I like getting guys off, too.” He points at my softening 
penis, motioning with his tongue. “Mind if I...?”
 Go right ahead. Theo takes my penis into his mouth, 
working his tongue around the head to clean up the cum and 
precum dripping from my urethra. He makes a noise:
 “Mmm.” I laugh.
 What is it about you?
 “What’s that?” Theo sits back in his seat. I can see the 
outline of his dick in his trousers.
 Do you want me to...? I point down.
 “Nah, nah man, that’s okay. I’ll get myself off later. I’m 
not that into guys, you know?”
 I think so, I say. I don’t know, but I don’t tell Theo that. 
I wriggle my briefs back up and fasten the button on my jeans. 
There’s still some cum on my hand. I hold it out to Theo. Want 
some? He nods, and gently holds my palm while licking the 
cum from my knuckles. His fingertips are rough. I’m hard again. 
Theo, laughing, winks at me. My right eye acquiesces - I wink 
back, it works. I am smiling. Can I kiss you? Theo scratches his 
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head.
 “Where?”
 On the lips. He considers this for a moment.
 “I don’t usually...”
 I wanna taste my cum on your lips. Theo bites his top 
lip. He is gorgeous. I hadn’t seen it before. He nods.
 “Alright.”
 
 And here I am sat by the river, looking at the clouds 
float overhead. The road behind me is noisy and there is a man 
to my right trying to feed a pigeon crackers from his hand. I 
just saw him for the last time. He gave me his bike and I can’t 
figure out how to change the gears. I dropped the spare key for 
the lock almost as soon as I set off but I was crying so hard that 
I didn’t care. He’s going back to the United States on Tuesday. 
He said I could come and hang out tomorrow but I don’t think 
I can do that. I was helping him clean up his house, throw stuff 
out and pack other things into his suitcases, ready for his flight. 
I cleared out the cupboards in the bathroom and bleached the 
shower, sink and toilet. He was talking to me through the wall 
from his bedroom. I couldn’t really hear what he was saying so I 
was mostly replying with “yeah?” We met in the kitchen. He held 
open a bag for me to dump the bathroom stuff in.
 “Could you take this down to the recycling?”
 “Sure.”
 “Oh,” he said, motioning for me to follow him to the 
bedroom. “Do you want these? I think they’re pretty ruined.”
 “You can’t donate them?”
 “Nah, I don’t think so.” He placed the two pillows on top 
of the bag of recycling I’m holding up with both my arms. “I’ll 
get the door for you.” I left the apartment. I pressed the button 
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for the lift. As I did so, the act of reaching down plunged my face 
into the pillows. They smelled of him. They were his smell. Tears 
welled up in my eyes and I stood in the lift smelling the pil-
lows. I would never see him again. We were no longer together. 
I would never kiss him or be intimate with him again. He didn’t 
want me any more. I was nobody. I was pathetic. I took another 
deep breath into the pillows before throwing them on top of the 
overflowed recycling bin. I cried for a moment before taking the 
stairs back up to his apartment. He opened the door for me.
 “Do you mind doing the living room?”
 “No, sure.” I walked into the living room and I walked 
back into the hall.
 “Francis?”
 “Yeah?”
 “Could you, I mean, could we...”
 “What’s up?”
 “I can’t do this. I need to leave.”
 “Oh. Do you want to talk about it?”
 “Yes.” We went back into the living room and sat on op-
posite couches. I clutched a cushion to my chest, looking down 
at the floor. I could feel Francis’s familiar concern burning my 
forehead. I noticed my breathing was far too loud and I tried to 
slow it down, but could not. We sat in silence.
 “I just... I can’t do this. I need to go.”
 “I understand.”
 “I can’t - it was so difficult taking Bea to the airport.” 
Francis sighed. I looked up at him. He was frowning. “I just, I 
just want to hold you. And it’s not like that now.”
 “I’m sorry. I just don’t want you in that way.” There was a 
lump in my throat and I could not breathe.
 “I know.”
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 “Well,” he said, clapping his knee. “I have to get back to 
work. I don’t have much time to get all of this stuff done.”
 “Oh, okay.”
 “Okay?”
 “Yeah.” We took the lift down and two other men got 
into the lift and were talking loudly and I was crying and Francis 
was saying nothing. When we reached the bottom, he opened 
the bike shelter and unlocked his bike. He handed me the lock.
 “Don’t lose this, it’s expensive.”
 “I won’t.” He brought the bike out of the shelter and 
said many words to me about which parts of the bike were worn 
down and needed to be fixed or replaced. He told me about the 
cabling and the seat and the handlebars and the frame and the 
brakes and the gears and the tyres and the wheels and the inner 
tubes. I took none of it in. I asked, “Do you want anything for 
this? Maybe you should have sold it.”
 “Nah, I probably would only have got like, a hundred 
pounds? Ninety pounds?” The way he said pounds in his North 
American accent never did sound authentic.
 “Okay.”
 “I’m going to-” he started but the words he said were an 
untranslatable mush in my head. I think he said something nice. 
We hugged, and I started to cry loudly. He looked upset and 
concerned, but, as ever, patronising. I kissed his cheek, we let go 
of each other, we held hands, we hugged again and I cried onto 
his shoulder and the door to the building opened and we let go 
of each other quickly. I wiped the tears from my eyes and a man 
walked around the corner and pressed the button for the lift.
 “I’m going to miss you, a lot.” I said. Francis nodded. I 
walked with the bike around the corner.
 “Need help with the door?”
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 “No thanks, I’ve got it. Thank you for the bike.” I exited 
the building and stood outside for a moment, one hand leaning 
on the seat of the bike. I cried. I cycled home, the first time cy-
cling by myself in this busy city. I stopped halfway back because 
the thoughts in my head were too overwhelming. My body 
did not feel at all connected to my mind. I sat at the river and 
listened to the traffic and watched the clouds and a man trying to 
feed a suspicious pigeon. I typed a message to Francis.
This bike is fast and good. I can’t change the gears at all? When 
you gave me those pillows to take down I lifted the bucket up 
to hold it and all I could smell was that nice smell you have and 
it felt like my heart was being strangled. I would like to see you 
again. I probably shouldn’t, it would make me feel a bit worse 
than today.
 He replied with,
 They are a bit stuck, just try hard.
 Thanks, I’ll miss you.
 No reply. I struggle to understand what has happened. I 
am so in love and it hurts so badly. The clouds look full of rain 
and I am so cold, I am shivering. I cycle home and my house-
mates say words to me like “nice bike.” And I say “thank you” 
and I go upstairs to my room and cry a lot more. One of my 
housemates calls up the stairs “Are you alright?”
 I say “yes.” She comes up to my room and finds me cry-
ing on my bed with my face down on the pillows. She talks to 
me for twenty minutes and asks if I need a hug. I say no, because 
I know she is not fond of hugs, but I appreciate that she would 
offer to give me one because it would make me feel better.

*  *  *
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 I fasten my jeans and my seat belt. Theo turns the key in 
the ignition and we speed away from the lay-by on the road back 
to Merecastle. It is dark outside and all I can see when I look are 
the red lights of the car in front of us illuminating the raindrops 
on the windows. My crotch feels uncomfortable: moist and 
sticky. A bit of cum got on the front of my shirt. I try to wipe it 
in to the fabric so it feels less wet.
 “Where do you want dropped off?”
 The station, if that’s okay. I need to get a train to 
Hexham.
 “Oh, I could drive you there? It wouldn’t be that much 
extra travel.” I knew it would add at least an hour onto the drive 
for Theo. He was already doing me a huge favour.
 Nah, it’s totally fine. I don’t want to put you out that 
much.
 “Alright. The station it is.” He smiles and his smile is soft, 
his eyes bright. His wispy beard looks more endearing than it 
had nights earlier.
 Thanks. We sit in silence, the muted noise of the road 
only a background hum. I’m smiling, I’m feeling very content. 
The silence is broken by the thud of Theo driving over a cat’s eye.
 “How are you feeling?”
 Huh, me? I’m okay.
 “That’s good.”
 Are you feeling okay?
 “Yeah, I guess.”
 I turn from the road to look at Theo. Do you feel weird 
about what we just did?
 “Nah, mate. I told you already.”
 Okay. I turn back to the window. Can I put the heating 
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back on?
 “Sure.” Theo turns the heater up.
 Where are you headed tonight?
 “Going to see Sammy, actually. Are you sure you don’t 
want to come?”
 I’ve gotta get to Hexham.
 “Okay.” I want to ask Theo to pull the car in again so we 
can cuddle. I do not ask. I do not want to appear clingy. It was 
just a handjob.
 I push the heavy door to the station.

 October 6th. 

 “Thanks to all my friends for helping me through a rough 
two weeks.” I was just thinking that. My mam sent me a mes-
sage today asking how I was. Actually, she said my family in my 
hometown are all worried because I look so thin. Then told me 
I looked happy in recent photos, and that my brother had had 
fun at the gig/DJ set we did in Sheffield. I just asked her to call 
me. I don’t know if I can really explain how not okay I am. Rape 
survivor/victim, poly, involved with a trans boy from Scotland, a 
bisexual cis guy from the U.S. who has a wife and a baby and is a 
teacher, also in a relationship with Chris, who my mam loves, but 
who also kissed and mutually groped his friend last night and 
I’m happy about that. I can’t really tell my mam about any of this, 
right? Oh I really need to write to my penpal. Francis is moving 
some stuff with me tonight (with me?) my mind drifted there. 
He’s moving the last of his stuff out of my house. I’m excited 
to see him again. I’ve asked him to come and see a documen-
tary about hate crime at uni with me on Friday. There’s a panel 
discussion with my favourite lecturer afterwards. Am I more 
excited about hanging out with him or showing him gay things? 
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Admittedly, this documentary is about as unsexy as a documen-
tary can be. I’m going round to Angeline’s in a bit, can’t wait!

 The station is nearly empty. I look up at the train times. 
It is six fifteen in the evening.

 October 9th. 

 I always come away from seeing Francis feeling so good 
about myself! Went round to see Bea cos I’d cancelled coffee 
yesterday (I was so ill!) and he got home from work, and she 
went for a run. We can’t not really be different when we’re alone 
together. He said he really loves just seeing me on my own 
because it’s the only time I look, like, 100% happy. He’s great! I’m 
very happy. For context, Bea had told him while I was in the toilet 
that he could cuddle and kiss me. So I don’t feel bad, which is a 
nice feeling. Argh! HAPPY!

 I head to platform four and get on the train, hoping 
there won’t be a ticket inspector. The train is empty so I take a 
table seat without feeling guilty, and spread my remaining pos-
sessions on the grey plastic table.
 Two keys tied together with string.
 Some coins adding up to just under fifty pence.
 A plastic card for the metro, with no credit.
 A crumpled A5 zine on green anarchism.
 The diary.

 I take a look at the keys. One is silver and the other is 
gold. They are both the same make but they are for different 
locks. The money is dwindling. I haven’t eaten much today and 
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I feel lightheaded and a little sick. I consider buying myself a 
snack on the train but I know the prices are too steep, and I 
can hold out for Erica’s house. She’s expecting me. Jake told me 
he’d phoned ahead. The train to Hexham only takes about forty 
minutes. I could easily move carriage if an inspector gets on. The 
metro card is useless now, travelling west. I will keep it though, 
just in case. The zine is slightly rain-damaged but the insides are 
fine. The cover is torn from being inside my coat and folded in 
half. I don’t find the zine interesting. I can’t figure out why Jake 
thought it would have been a good thing for me to read. I don’t 
know if I am an anarchist. I don’t eat animals and I am sure I re-
cycle, so I feel green. The train rumbles; the engines have started. 
A voice calls out over the speakers, “This is the eighteen twenty 
service to Carlisle. The first stop will be Hexham.” I hear the 
words and I am flung back to the baby that was once living in-
side my stomach. It grips my intestines and pulls, hard. It elbows 
my lungs, it shits up into my throat. I choke. I cough. The ticket 
inspector says to me,
 “Are you okay, love?” I cough. I see it: two images. A 
burst of sexuality. Excitement, joy, risk and danger. Early eve-
ning on Bowman Street. Three men on my side of the road. The 
evening’s sky is pink. The cobbles are grey and the pavement is 
orange under the flickering neon lights. Laughs, maybe some 
words shouted, maybe more than just words and calls. Next im-
age: a boy, maybe naked, maybe on a white mattress. Between six 
and eight, is it me? I was the same age then, or younger. Brown 
hair, longer than mine, which is black. Freckles, but I had freck-
les then as well. Skinny, like me. Maybe I never knew his name. 
But these two images together, connected by physicality, local-
ity, a charged sexual emotion. It was concurrent with the sexual 
manipulation --
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 “Yeah, thanks, yeah.” I cough more.
 “Let me get you some water.” She walks briskly away 
from me down the carriage and I think fuck, I need to hide 
somewhere. But I cannot move, I am stuck. I cough and cough. 
The ticket inspector returns with a plastic cup of water. It is cold, 
and I try to swallow. I cough again, cold water spluttering down 
my front.
 “There, there.” She has a hand on my back. I cough again 
and some grey-green phlegm lands on the table. I can breathe 
again.
 “I’m so sorry.” The inspector laughs at me, and hands me 
a tissue.
 “Just get that wiped up. Are you better now?” I nod.
 “I am,” I reply, wiping the table, “Thank you.” My voice 
croaks out of my mouth.
 “Ticket?” She holds up the ticket machine and I can feel 
myself turning pale.
 “I...”
 “Don’t have one?”
 “No. I’m sorry. I’ll get off.”
 “Where are you headed?”
 “Hexham.”
 “Lucky for you then, it’s only one stop.” She begins to 
walk further down the carriage, away from me.
 “Thank you,” I say, but quietly. She does not hear me.

*  *  *
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 October 16th. 

 The night of my last entry I was so happy. I experienced 
a familiar feeling of crushing defeat. I told Chris when he got 
home that I had had a nice night, and he reacted really badly. 
So, three to four days of depression from me followed. We were 
going to break up at several points during and after those four 
days. I had a conversation with Angeline where she helped me 
realise it was the right decision to break up with Chris. We don’t 
make each other happy. I am in what is the image of a perfect 
relationship but the reality is something else. He makes me feel 
sad a lot of the time. I don’t think he knows that. I don’t know 
if he’s capable of realising that. I had some more counselling 
at uni last night and we talked and talked and decided that the 
good is more important than the bad, so we’re Not Breaking Up. 
Apparently I have issues around sex, relationships and com-
mitment. Due to, guess what? Parents and rape. Cliché causes! 
Why can’t I just have a rare brain anomaly which makes my 
mental illness kookie and adorable, like The Doctor or Sherlock 
Holmes? I am writing because Francis is coming over right now. 
I have Clear Boundaries - all agreed. We can kiss and cuddle but 
no sex. So this ‘not having sex’ thing me and Chris have been 
doing for what seems like ages now has been cleared up by 
counselling. It seems that I struggle to enjoy the prospect of sex 
with someone stable (like Chris) because I’ve only been able to 
feel comfortable (not feel anything) when drunk or with someone 
I can’t have a future with. Francis is gonna have to move back 
to the U.S. next year. I want to/don’t want to know about this ‘po-
tentially more than just sex’ thing he brought up that time, at the 
intervention. I hope Chris is actually okay, and not just lying to 
himself and being okay with no sex from his damaged boyfriend. 
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I’ve started back at uni properly and we’re going on tour with 
the band next week. Our housemates are definitely moving out 
when the contract on this place is up, so we’ll see what happens 
for me and Chris. I think we’ve decided it is best to stay living 
together and try to work on our relationship. I’m not entirely 
sure who we’ll be living with, though! I don’t think I know anyone 
who’ll even be looking for a place. We’ll see.

 I step onto the platform and into Hexham. There is rain 
drizzling down from the sky, but it is light and soft. I know I will 
be soaked to the skin in no time at all. My raincoat seems to have 
lost its rainproof attributes a long time ago. I wonder again who 
gave me it. I have never owned a raincoat. Erica lives on Peter 
Avenue, or Peter’s Avenue. I open the diary.

ERICA 14 PETER AVENUE HXM

 Erica and her partner once let me stay while I was travel-
ling this exact route, but had forgotten to call ahead and didn’t 
want to wake any of my relatives in the middle of the night. 
It was on the train when I realised where I was headed. “Early 
evening. Bowman street.” The phrase bundles around inside my 
head, its fingers trailing around all my other memories, leaving 
them smudged and blurred. The nails on its fingers are sharp and 
cut the inside of the membrane holding my brain together inside 
my skull, and thoughts pour out through my eyes and nose. 
Peter Avenue isn’t far from the station, I can remember from the 
last time I took the train to Hexham.
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 October 20th. 

 Midway through being on tour. Mostly thinking about 
being poly and the heartache. In the Global Tribe café toilet in 
Leeds, there is an inspirational quote which reads “Be patient 
with all that is unresolved in your heart and learn to love the 
questions themselves.” I can’t figure out what it means. I don’t 
think it means anything. I’m trying to be as open as possible with 
Chris with my feelings about Rio and Francis. I want to be able to 
talk to Chris about things when it’s going really well and things I 
enjoy about being with them and I also want to be comfortable 
voicing my concerns and worries to him. I feel right now like 
both of those are too much of a burden on him - the good stuff 
elicits jealousy and the bad stuff is like “seriously, you’re asking 
me for help?” I know being poly is far away from what is normal 
in a relationship and I should be thankful for the progression/
advances/allowances Chris has made for me (sometimes but 
rarely also for himself). But then I also really strongly need to 
have someone supportive to confide in in a way that is reas-
suring and comforting. I guess Rio could be that element of my 
relationships, but even suggesting that takes away from the 
primacy Chris wants our relationship to have. I already feel 
like the limited relationship I have with Rio has already had too 
much of its momentum focused on talking about Francis or 
Chris. Although since me and Rio kissed, I haven’t talked to him 
much about the others. I’m really aware of it. Rio is so great. He 
is funny and interesting and cute and I want to kiss him more! 
What a catch. I wish he didn’t live so far away. We’ve talked 
about hanging out over Christmas, I’m looking forward to that 
so, so much. Every time I can’t help but bring the others up to 
Chris, he is disappointed (while trying to be supportive) which 
in turn leads me to sit on the train across from him, ignoring him 
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and writing this and feeling sad. Whenever I mention Chris to 
Francis I feel annoyed at myself for bringing him up, even though 
Francis is truly fine with that. He talks about Bea often and I’m 
not sure if I’d rather not hear about her or if I’m actually REALLY 
her friend and it doesn’t bother me. I don’t know the boundar-
ies of my relationship with him. Which is a fault of the “let’s see 
where this goes” model of polyamory. Which is endemic in the 
“we’re friends who want to fuck” relationship model. Where are 
the lines and how can I not cross them? How the fuck can I learn 
to love that question? I’m agonising slightly over a gushy text 
that I sent to Francis a few hours ago, but I know he’s at work. 
We had a very nice date on Friday where we went to see a (not 
at all fun) documentary at my uni followed by a panel discus-
sion. I hadn’t thought to tell him it was a date (I’m the best at 
inappropriate dates) which when I’d mentioned to Bea I would 
be going alone if Francis didn’t show up... Until this point neither 
of them knew it was a date. I knew it was a date but hadn’t said 
the word aloud. But that’s what it was. They talked a little and 
Fran says Bea said she was “surprisingly fine with it” which is 
a term her and Chris seem to be using a lot. Francis asked my 
opinion of PDA (public displays of affection - I didn’t know what 
he meant). After we had sat and chatted in the lecture theatre 
before the film for a little while. After he’d got changed from his 
biking clothes in the toilets and I’d caught a reflection of him in 
the mirror sorting out his hair and nodding once before coming 
to meet me. After I’d found him at the wrong tube station and he 
smiled and hugged me tightly and I felt so nervous and happy. 
He asked how I felt about PDA and I tried to explain my compli-
cated feelings and how they’re all based around fear. He asked if 
we could hold hands and I said “only when the lights go off” half 
joking but not really joking at all. His hands gripped mine tightly 
as he drew sharp breaths during the harder parts of the film. He 
felt my thigh, I rested on his, his arm was veiny and amazing. His 
wedding ring made me think a lot of things, but mostly how funny 
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it was that I was fine with it, “surprisingly fine”. This is potentially a 
lonely tour as Chris is Chris and everyone else is one of Chris’s 
friends. When the lights came on after the film, we were closer 
in our seats, still holding hands, his shoulder and arm resting 
on the front of mine. He asked if I would like to go to a café, we 
found a Vietnamese restaurant and he explains veganism to the 
waiter, our feet touch under the table and we’ve already kissed 
at the traffic lights in Stone Circle and I’ve already hugged and 
kissed him outside my uni under a tree and it just feels so good 
and so right. He smiles and looks into my eyes, lingering, taking 
everything in, happy and happy at my happiness. We eat and 
talk about labels. We discussed the right word to use; obviously 
we’re more than fuck buddies, we’re on a date and haven’t had 
sex yet. I say there are two potential terms to use but the weight 
and power for each is different for both of us. He says “boy-
friend” and I say “no, partner.” His face drops and I laugh, and 
say “exactly!” We talk about how the highest thing I can have is 
a boyfriend and about the heteronormativity of partner. We talk 
about the endurance of partner for someone with a wife and 
the fragility of boyfriend. We discuss the utter uselessness of 
the poly-sanctioned term “lover”. We decide to come back to it 
at a later date. He’ll be discussing it with Bea, I hope. He needs 
to. About hand holding as well. I would like to know if she is fine 
with that - he didn’t clear it. Chris and I talked about it today and 
about appropriate words - he doesn’t hold any special signifi-
cance to partner and had also already referred to Rio as “your 
other boyfriend” because he doesn’t feel threatened there 
- there aren’t any unclear boundaries. With Francis he’d feel 
more wary, less trusting of Fran and of my feelings towards him. 
I can’t wait to hang out with Francis again when I get back. Me 
and Chris went to Fran and Bea’s housewarming and it was just 
old heteronormatives talking about having kids. Fran gave me 
one look with his eyes looking like they did when we’re alone. It’s 
hard to act normal and not affectionate around him. It’s draining. 
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I’m also wary around Bea, as Fran is with Chris. It’s hard to trust 
they don’t envy/despise/begrudge us for our relationship. I feel 
like some further classification would be helpful in terms of de-
fining these boundaries. They’re planning on moving back to the 
US next year, otherwise Bea loses her nursing license. But she 
really hated being a nurse and loves it here. I think they should 
all stay. Selfishly, of course. We’ll be there soon. We’ve been on 
this train for ages. I can’t wait to see Angeline and all the rest.

 There is a steep set of stairs leading to Erica’s front door. 
I hold the handrail, not wanting to slip on the rain-soaked steps. 
The drops on the handrail freeze my palm. I stand in front of the 
door a moment. There is soft music emanating from within, and 
the light in the window above the door looks inviting. I grasp the 
knocker, and I knock.

*  *  *
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 We were never friends, we were enemies. I see that now. 
I broke into your house and trashed the place when I was drunk, 
and I blamed it on pigeons. “Early evening. Bowman Street.”

 THIS IS IT:

 I was just talking to Chris about a birthday card my 
mother had sent me. I felt sad because I hadn’t received a present 
or a phone call, but at twenty four it was okay to not receive a 
present, as I was suddenly an adult. The missing phone call was 
stinging. The card was impersonal. I’d shown it to Chris the week 
before my birthday. On the actual day I’d visited my grandfather 
and his wife at the seaside and I’d stood in the sea. I’d finished 
reading Searoad by Ursula K. Le Guin, and it became my favou-
rite book. I had a nice talk with my grandad and when I stood 
in the sea many things happened to my head. Counselling had 
been messing with me, as had medication, and I had had to skip 
an exam because of all the stress. Francis was leaving a month 
early and hadn’t told me. I found out through Bea’s Facebook, 
and that had shook me a bit. I bumped into a man I used to 
volunteer with who had asked me about polyamory, announced 
“me and my husband always say monogamy is for heterosexu-
als” and asked if twenty eight was the oldest I’d ever dated while 
looking me up and down. He asked what I was doing now and 
I told him I’d quit my job chopping vegetables because it was 
too much for my anxiety to handle. He said that I could come 
back to volunteering and I said that yes, of course I would love to 
come back. I was shaking and upset. I got home and my friends 
were there and they had made me a cake and bought me some 
very thoughtful presents. A guy I was dating stayed over but I 
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didn’t want him to, I just wanted to be alone, and we had sex 
although I wasn’t really into the idea at all. Chris was sleeping on 
the couch the next night because of course we were broken up at 
that point and I said “that card my mam sent really upset me.” 
And he said “What card?” And something happened inside my 
mind where I knew that I had told him about the card already 
but I was also unsure if I had or not, because he couldn’t remem-
ber the card. He said “You did not show me the card” and I sank 
further into myself and I knew that his reality was far more true 
than mine. I was overwhelmed here because I could see the split 
between the two realities, one universe where I had shown him 
it and we’d discussed it and another where I’d never shown him 
the card. I was caught in the gap between the two universes and I 
had no way of getting back. Then the horror began. I closed my 
eyes and wrapped myself into a ball and I couldn’t move or open 
my eyes or talk. I knew there was lava all over the floor - I could 
smell it and feel the heat from it and I knew if I moved I would 
die. There were a hundred million black and grey and red insects 
crawling all over my skin, just waiting to get into my mouth or 
eyes if I dared to open them. The ceiling was space. If I moved 
I’d get sucked into space and freeze to death or suffocate and die 
and I’d just float up there covered in dead insects until a satellite 
smashed me to pieces. Chris said, “are you okay?” and I couldn’t 
hear him properly or dare reply lest some spiders crawled inside 
my mouth and onto my tongue and down my throat and laid 
their eggs inside me.

 I am triggered so I take a train to visit my cousin, spend-
ing more money than I have. I spend two frantic days in the 
North before returning to the South. Chris is angry with me. I 
take a bath because I am triggered again. The bath will sooth me. 



244

I listen to sad music and the bath cools down and I am freezing 
and I am trying to figure out if I can drown myself. If I could 
move, I could check inside Angeline’s bathroom cabinet to see 
if there is a razor inside I can use to cut my wrists or throat. If I 
could move I could use the metal shower cord to hang myself. I 
need to die. I need to die. There is nothing else. I am misery and 
pain to everyone I know. I need to die. I hold myself under the 
water but gasp for air almost instantly. I am furious at myself for 
not dying. I need to die. I am cold, I am frozen. Chris knocks 
at the door and I do not answer. I cannot answer. He opens the 
lock from the outside and bursts in. He asks if I am alright and 
I try to move my head to look up at him and I cannot. I shake, 
I am so cold. He kneels next to the bath and says that he needs 
to get me out of the bath. I try and fail to get up. I lie there, as 
cold as a stone. He strokes my wet hair. He asks me if he can lift 
me. I whistle air through my teeth. I cannot speak. He reaches 
into the bath and helps me stand. I am dripping water and very 
cold. He takes a towel from the rack and dries me with it. I feel 
nothing. He says that I should go up to bed. I nod. He helps me 
up the stairs and hands me some comfortable clothes to put on. 
He peels back the covers of my bed and helps me down onto it, 
before pulling the covers back over me. I can’t speak. He asks if I 
am okay, and what can he do, and I cannot say anything. He asks 
if I want some tea. I nod, and smile. He asks if I will be alright 
on my own. I nod again. He is very kind and generous for look-
ing after me. I feel guilt and I feel shame. I think I was going to 
kill myself. I cannot speak. Chris returns with tea and places it 
on the side. He asks if I would like to be hugged and I try to say 
yes but cannot, so I nod. He holds me. I have stopped shivering. 
Chris has to leave but he texts Francis and asks him to come and 
sit with me. He waits until Francis has arrived to leave. Francis 



talks to me, and I can speak, but only in a whisper. I don’t find 
out until later that this is called selective mutism. Francis calls 
the doctors for me and makes me an emergency appointment for 
the morning. He calls my university to find out about extending 
some deadlines and arranging mitigating circumstances for the 
exam that I didn’t sit. Francis stays the night and kisses me before 
he leaves, and I am to find out later it that is the last time we will 
kiss. I go to the doctors’ and they prescribe me anti-depressants. 

*  *  *





Sea
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 “Erica.”
 “Hi.”
 “I think Jake called ahead?”
 “He did.”
 “Can I come in?” Erica considers the wet mess on her 
doorstep.
 “I guess so.” She steps aside, frowning, but allows me to 
enter the warmth and light of her home. “We’re upstairs.” She 
points, and I pause before taking the first step.
 “Shoes off?”
 “That would be good.” I take off both of my shoes. They 
are incredibly wet. “Up you go.” I nod, and walk up the stairs. 
They are carpeted in beige, the same colour as the walls are 
painted. There is no banister. “We’re the second door as you go 
up.”
 “Thanks.” I open the door, the metal of the handle cold 
on my already-cold hand.
 “Coats go on the back of the door.”
 “Okay, thanks.” I take off my wet coat, wishing I had 
shook it off before coming into Erica’s apartment.
 “How’re you doing, Erica?”
 “Hm,” she frowns, “As ever.” I laugh.
 “That’s good to hear.”
 “Living room is there.” There is music and the flickering 
light of a TV coming from the first room off the hall. I enter. 
The television is illuminating the room, there are no other lights 
on. The volume is muted, a vinyl record plays on a turntable, the 
music is unfamiliar. A man sits uncomfortably in an armchair, 
his head resting on one arm, his legs draped over the other. “This 
is Eduardo. Tea?” Eduardo’s eyes remain closed.
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 “Yes, please. Thank you.”
 “Almond milk okay?”
 “Yeah, that’s really great, ta.” Erica leaves the room 
through another door and I hear her fill up the kettle. I take a 
seat on the couch. Eduardo is either asleep or ignoring me. I try 
to make out the names of the books on a shelf above the TV, but 
the light is too low in the room. The TV shows a black and white 
Western film. There are cowboys on horseback. The vinyl sings 
“I am smitten, I’m the real thing”. Erica returns with three cups 
of tea. She hands one to me and kicks Eduardo’s leg. He stirs, 
wakes, and reaches out for it.
 “Oh, hello.” He says. I wave.
 “Hi.”
 “So,” asks Erica, “What’s new?” I think Erica hates me. 
Guilt makes me blush.
 “I, um. What did Jake say?”
 “Jake said you were in a bad way and needed somewhere 
to stay for a while.”
 “Punx, huh?” Erica laughs at this. “I’m just passing 
through.”
 “Is that right?”
 “Yeah. I’ve figured out where I need to be.”
 “And where is that?”
 “I don’t know if I’m ready to say. Not quite yet.” Erica 
smirks. I think she enjoys a challenge, something cryptic. I take a 
sip of my tea. It is too strong and almond milk gives it an un-
comfortable taste. Eduardo regards me, coolly. “Can I ask you 
some questions?”
 “Go right ahead.”
 “We don’t see each other much?”
 “No.” Erica is no longer smirking. She’s not even smiling.
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 “I’ve been living down south?”
 “Yes.”
 “I was with somebody called Chris.”
 “Yes.”
 “And somebody called Francis.”
 “Yes.” I go to the door and take the green diary out of the 
raincoat’s pocket.
 “This is mine?”
 “I’ve seen you with it before, yes.” I sit back down on the 
couch. The TV is showing a scene in which a young girl repeat-
edly hits a snake. Eduardo is staring at the screen.
 “I think I was taking medication for quite a while, and I 
think something happened to me, and now I haven’t had any of 
my medication for quite a while.”
 “Did you have a headache?”
 “Yeah.”
 “Trouble with speech?”
 “Yeah.”
 “Bad dreams?” I nod. “That was probably withdrawal.” I 
am wringing my hands in my lap. “What were you taking?”
 “I think I tried a few different things. I’m not sure what 
I was taking or how much.” Erica looks sad. “I don’t know. Do 
you know what happened to me?”
 “What do you remember?”
 “I was in a restaurant. I wasn’t meant to be there. I was 
shouted at, it seemed unfair. I woke up in an alley. I tried to 
break into somebody’s house. I had security called on me in a 
café. I was in a cell. I was let out of my cell and I was put on a 
bus up here. I don’t know why.” Erica frowns.
 “They released you and put you on a bus up here? Did 
you tell them you were from Merecastle?”
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 “I think so.” I can’t remember. “Why would I say that, 
though? I’m not from Merecastle.” Erica shrugs.
 “You have a few friends up here. I can see why you’d feel 
safer being up here.”
 “Why was I in a cell?”
 “Can you remember anything before that?” I massage my 
temples.
 “I was... I think it was my birthday? There were lots of 
people in my house. And Chris, and Francis, he.” Oh. Yeah. 
“Francis was leaving. I think I found out Francis was leaving.” 
Erica nods. I take another sip of tea. “I was in the bath. I think 
my counsellor had been on holiday, or something. I think I was 
feeling very lonely. I think I was thinking about my parents.” 
Lava. Insects. Space. Vortex. “I think I know what happened. I 
think everything just got to me all of a sudden.”
 “You don’t have to...” Erica is smiling, softly. Eduardo 
slurps his tea loudly. “You don’t have to say anything you don’t 
want to.” I want to say everything. I know why I am here. I 
know what I am to do. I know where I am going.
 “Can I stay over?”
 “You can have Eduardo’s room.” Eduardo nods, smiles.
 “Are you sure?” I ask him.
 “Of course, pal. Owt for you.” I know him but I do not 
remember him.
 “I’m having trouble placing people and my memories are 
not in order.”
 “Is your counselling helping you?”
 “I think so. I think if I miss two weeks in a row it gets 
cancelled.”
 “Oh.”
 “I’m not sure how long it’s been since I was last there. I 
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can’t remember it at all.”
 “Have you been in touch with Angeline?”
 She’s real? “She’s... I write about her in the diary, some-
times.”
 “I think you should call her. Do you have a phone?”
 “I don’t.”
 “Take mine. I think I have her number...” Erica scrolls 
through her phone for a moment, then hands it to me. “It’s ring-
ing.” I am startled. I press the phone to the side of my face and 
hear it ring. It rings again. And again. And five more times. I get 
Angeline’s voicemail. It is automated, not personalised.
 “No answer.”
 “We can try again in the morning, if you’d like.”
 “Yeah, sure.” I don’t know why it would be so important 
to call Angeline and speak to her on the phone. I yawn and finish 
my tea. The girl on the screen has been bitten by the snake. Erica 
yawns, loudly. “I’m going to go to bed. Eduardo, could you show 
Richard to your room?” Eduardo nods.
 “Sure thing.”
 “Night, Rich. I’ll see you in the morning.” I sit without 
speaking with Eduardo for a while while we finish our tea. The 
vinyl fades out, the last track. The needle hisses out static for a 
moment, and mechanically returns to the start of the record. 
What’s The Frequency, Kenneth? comes on. I know this one. It’s 
R.E.M. Eduardo turns the record player off before Michael Stipe 
starts to sing.
 “Bed time.” Eduardo laughs.
 “Sure.” I stand. Eduardo leads me to another room down 
the hall and motions for me to open the door to his room. One 
wall is lined with mirrors and most of the small space is taken 
up by a bed. “Are you sure you don’t mind?” Eduardo shakes his 
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head, long brown hair swaying side to side.
 “It’ll be nice to share with Erica tonight, I think.”
 “Thank you.” I climb onto the bed. “It’s so comfy. Thank 
you.” Eduardo leaves, pulling the door shut behind him. I feel so 
warm and rested.

*  *  *
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 March 1st. 

 Francis just left. He makes me feel really great. We were 
very open and honest with each other. I think we both said ev-
erything we needed to. There was one moment I started crying, 
it was like being triggered. He said “And if I didn’t care about you 
at all, I’d just fob you off or manipulate you when I wanted you.” I 
got really sad. Not only did it remind me of the significant bas-
tard ex, but of my parents. I have always wanted somebody who 
I care about to show that they care about me in an equal amount. 
Even Francis just joking about not feeling that was enough to 
trigger all that stuff. I am very fragile. I was in counselling for six 
weeks before Christmas last year, and it was okay. He recom-
mended me on to a male rape specific charity organisation who 
offer counselling for people like me. I’ve been going to that for 
two months now. It is tough sometimes but it actually is helping 
so much. I can see I have some recurrent relationship problems. 
I’m not sure I know where to situate it in terms of helping me 
deal with being raped though, not at all. Anyway, Francis just left. 
We both said some things that were sad, other things that were 
happy. I care about him so much. It’s like 80% blond hair, 15% 
penis and 5% that awful coughing noise he makes all the time. 
He’s just adorable, nice and beautiful.

 March 8th. 

 Just sat down to watch Voyager with my housemates. It’s 
one of the episodes where the Doctor has some sort of iden-
tity crisis. My housemate offered me an old t-shirt of his, and it 
turned out to be the same as the one Jonny wore in Paris when 
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we got spotted by those punks. Even having the t-shirt in the 
house is freaking me out quite a bit. I stayed over with Francis 
last night. Bea went out so me and Fran shared the bed. I was 
anxious all night so barely got any sleep. But the day/evening/
night/morning I spent there was so good. “Fucking with you is 
amazing.” I love being inside him! I took a photo of him sleeping. 
This morning Bea was talking about rape culture and the preva-
lence of sexual assault in clubs and bars. It sucked and I found it 
very triggering, so I left. Well, it was about time to leave anyway. 
Katherine and Jay came round to mine and were being mean 
about Ana. I felt like I had to get Chris to tell Katherine why and 
how what she did was really triggering for Ana - the way they 
were talking about her was really triggering and caused me to 
have a panic attack in the hall. I keep having headaches again. 
Angeline’s parents are here visiting. We all went to the planetari-
um yesterday then got great food from the market. When I got to 
Francis’s house we just had a nap and hugged. It was lovely. His 
daughter said my name for the first time, too. Angeline’s parents 
really spoil me. I’m jealous of their relationship with Angeline. 
Hanging out with Bea, Fran and their daughter makes me feel 
very similar. Counselling: I feel lonely, and just want to feel loved 
and needed. They asked if I want to be their daughter’s “adjunct 
carer”, and asked me (I don’t think entirely seriously) if I wanted 
to come with them when they go to back to the US.

 March 10th. 

 Babysat for Fran’s daughter this morning while Bea was 
in counselling, took her to nursery. Well, right now I am in a bit 
of a weird panic-stress situation where I’m heading home to get 
my phone charger but the bus takes ages, then I’ll have to go 
straight to counselling. I’ll probably end up being late. No matter 
how early I get up (half seven today, Francis called, it was nice) 
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or how well I’ve planned my schedule (call from Fran. Shower 
[took too long]. Breakfast [didn’t have time]. Bus [was late]. Talk 
to Bea. Play with their daughter. Take their daughter to nursery 
[couldn’t find her coat]. Go back to Bea’s place [heavy post-
counselling conversation that I can’t deal with]. Get the train to 
counselling. Be on time). No matter - I always change my plans 
somehow and get stressed and panicked and make myself late. 
It’s like my brain just completely shuts down. This bus is going 
a bit faster than usual, it seems good. Chris came into my room 
last night to cry at me: he is sad because we haven’t been hang-
ing out enough recently. We broke up months ago. Jinxed the bus 
by writing that, ugh! So Chris just told me I’m too hot and cold 
and that I need to make more effort to be his friend. I’m trying 
really hard to be his friend. He doesn’t make it easy. He almost 
threatened me: “You don’t understand how hard it was for me to 
move house last time. I felt so stressed and alone. This time I’m 
being pressured to move, I’m already stressed and I’m actually 
alone. You’re going to have to deal with that.” We already broke 
up because of the stress of moving coupled with the stress of 
my counselling. Francis helped that breakup along quite a deal. 
I don’t want to go through anything like that again. Is it selfish of 
me therefore to want his friendship without the stress? Do I ac-
tually want. My bus terminated. My next fare was discounted by 
10p. Great. It is now half past one and I need to set off from mine 
at two. I could just get the bus from Camberwell Green towards 
my counselling. Is charging my phone such a big priority? I’m 
going to the library tonight, I can contact whoever I need to from 
there. I should just keep a phone charger on me. I’m actually giv-
ing myself a panic attack so I need to stop writing.

 March 29th. 

 I had a really down week or so. With Angeline, a few 
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friends and Francis, went for a walk in Richmond Park. I felt all 
this mourning, sorrow, grief and loss about Francis. I went back 
to his a few days later and was just very very sad. Something 
Bea had said. I realised I just missed seeing him, just me and 
him. He held me and I cried and felt like I couldn’t move or speak 
and I felt overwhelmed by how genuinely he cared for me. I had 
my last counselling session before the break on Tuesday, and 
she tried to teach me a technique to calm myself down while 
she’s away. The relaxation technique was to create an anchor 
to a nice, calming place I could visualise. It didn’t work. She 
described a nice garden, lots of flowers. I couldn’t stop think-
ing about the really panicky scene in Spirited Away where Haku 
leads Chihiro through the rose garden in a dream to meet her 
parents, and she’s forgotten which pigs are her parents. It’s 
really scary. Then my counsellor described a sunken area in the 
centre of the garden with old stone steps leading down to a lily 
pond and a stone bench. She said I had to imagine a kind and 
caring being who could completely emphathise with my feel-
ings - I couldn’t stop thinking about the scene in Pan’s Labyrinth 
where the faun turns on Ofelia. That part is so upsetting, be-
cause she has finally found someone she can trust and who un-
derstands her, and he turns on her. My depression lifted the next 
morning and I’ve felt okay since then. Francis came over and we 
had a nice, sexy bath, and we had pretty amazing sex. It’s so fun 
with him. I am totally, completely in love with him.

 The diary ends. I turn off the reading lamp hanging over 
Eduardo’s bed, and I clutch the cold, hard diary to my bare chest. 
I weep for my younger self. Thank you for returning my diary to 
me. I hope I didn’t lose yours. Thank you, my friend. I will try to 
call you again soon. There is an aching and a craving which has 
spread from before this moment to this moment and will endure 
past this moment.
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*  *  *
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 Eduardo knocks on his door. I am already awake. “Hey!”
 “Hiya, Eduardo.”
 “Good sleep?”
 “It was great.” I wriggle in the covers. “Your bed is so 
comfortable. Thank you for letting me stay in it.”
 “Any time, honestly. I had a nice night too. Breakfast?”
 “No, no, that’s okay.” There is a clock in the room. It is 
seven fifteen AM. “I need to get going quite quickly.” I reach to 
the desk at the end of the bed and take a pen. I cross out the last 
name on my list. It makes me happy.

JAKE 14 WELLS WAY MLD

SAMMY 77 OLD EAVES MCL

ERICA 14 PETER AVENUE HXM

LUC AND WAYNA 44A BOWDEN STREET MCL

 “What’s that?” Eduardo points at the book I hold as I 
enter the living room.
 “Oh, this is my diary.”
 “Oh, okay! Sorry. It looks like a book.” I look at the 
cover. It says Foundation And Earth.
 “I think it’s so it looks too boring to read, through.”
 “Clever.”
 “Yeah.” I unhook my raincoat from the back of the door.
 “No tea, or anything?”
 “No, thank you. I’m honestly okay.”
 “I’ll walk you to the stop.”
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 “I can get a bus from here?”
 “Sure. How much do you have? I think it’s only a couple 
of quid.” I reach into my pocket and pull out the small handful 
of coins and keys.
 “I have a couple of quid.” I smile. Eduardo smiles back. 
“Where’s Erica?”
 “Oh, she already left for work.”
 “Oh.”
 “Yeah, she had to go. She said you should stay for longer, 
next time.”
 “I will. I definitely will.” I exit the apartment and head 
down the beige stairs. As I am pulling my still-damp shoes onto 
my feet, I hear Eduardo lock the door behind him. He paces 
down the stairs.
 “Ready?”
 “Yep.” I nod. He opens the door. It is a nice day outside.  
The sun is shining and there is only a light breeze blowing. It is 
not warm. It is what I would call crisp.
 “This way. I think it’s every half hour or so. We can 
probably catch it.” I follow him down the street. The houses are 
terraced and they all look very similar. White paint giving way to 
pebbledash, single-glazed windows and orange tiled roofs. Each 
has its own gate and front garden, though most of the gardens 
are bare, concrete.
 “Does Erica like me?” I ask Eduardo.
 “I think she does.”
 “Okay.” We carry on.
 “Why do you ask?”
 “I can’t figure out if we’re friends, or not.”
 “I think friendships require a bit of give and take.”
 “I think I’m just taking from everybody, recently.”
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 “I don’t think you’re so bad. We all need to rely on oth-
ers, sometimes.” I say nothing. We turn a corner. The bus stop is 
right there. A few people huddle under the shelter. They all seem 
old and cold, huddled together like geese. Eduardo lights a ciga-
rette, breathes in deep. “I think you’re alright. You’re quite hard 
on yourself.”
 “I’m trying to work on that.”
 “None of us are faultless. Are you sure you’ll be okay, get-
ting there by yourself?”
 “Sure. Sure, I think so.” I finger the two keys resting in 
my pocket. They suddenly feel not mysterious and unknowable, 
but comforting. They feel like home.
 “Here it is.” Eduardo points. The bus is red, a double 
decker. It pulls up to the stop and the old people get on.
 “Bye,” I say. Eduardo hugs me. He hugs me tightly and 
he whispers something to me, but I do not understand what he 
says. I smile at him. “Bye.” He smiles too, and waves when I take 
my seat on the bus. I wave back, from the upper deck.

 As the bus floats through Hexham and onto the motor-
way, I spot Chris, Francis, Jake, Angeline, Katherine, Ana, Bea, 
Rio and Jay. I see them all but they are all performing different 
tasks, their faces and clothes slightly different. I think of Francis 
and Bea and their daughter and I think did they really leave? It 
would make no sense for them to still be here. The only possibil-
ity, which I try to grab from the sky, unthinkingly, is that they 
would have lied to me for months, and got me to help them pack 
all their stuff away, in order to get away from me. I was such a 
profoundly negative influence on their lives. They needed to get 
rid of me and to make me believe that they were gone for good. 
I even took Bea and her daughter to the airport. I dragged their 
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suitcases for miles and had cramped arms for days after. I didn’t 
see Bea and her daughter board, but I did see them go through 
the barriers with their tickets. They must have gone, surely? Fran-
cis broke up with me out of concern for my own mental health. 
He told me he felt he was making me ill. What if he didn’t leave 
at all? I think these thoughts and I see another model who looks 
just like him. It makes me wonder - how many models are there, 
truly? If we are all computers or this is all a simulation, then the 
program can only hold so many models. And personalities and 
lifestyles and fashion choices could be randomised over these 
models. Francis is still here.
 NO! I want Francis and Bea to have gone through all the 
effort to trick me into thinking they had left because then they 
would have had to go through an enormous amount of effort, 
all for me. My feelings would have mattered so much to them 
that they had to come up with an elaborate lie, and lay out all 
the evidence. I want to have meant something to Francis, even to 
Bea. But I did not. I was secondary, I was his boyfriend, I was his 
bit on the side. When I started to have problems of my own, he 
tried to help but could not. He didn’t have enough energy to deal 
with me and everything else in his life at the same time. I became 
disposable. He tried to save me by leaving me. I became entirely 
distraught and everything happened. All the lava, the insects, 
the void, the vortex. It all happened. Erica reminded me of one 
thing: that I don’t have to say anything I don’t want to say. There 
is so much I do want to say, and I have stifled it for so long, out 
of fear of the repercussions. I want to be honest with Francis and 
Bea, I want to be honest with Chris, I want to be honest with 
Angeline, with Luc, Wayna, Sammy, Theo, Jake, Erica, Eduardo. 
My parents. They deserve the truth. I deserve the truth. The 
truth is everything to me, which is why I lie. I conceal, I dodge, 
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I lie. Never trusting because my trust has been taken and I have 
been deceived so many times before. These names: Phil, Bill, 
Jonny. They used me and they lied to me and they manipulated 
me and it all stems from one place, one place, one place in the 
past. An unexplored past always there, just beneath the surface 
of the sea, waiting to pull me down in its mollusc grip. Francis is 
gone. I will never see him again. For that, I am glad.

*  *  *
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 My bus pulls into the station. I had tried to avoid see-
ing the familiar sights on our journey into the city, but we had 
arrived from the south, which I don’t know as well as the north. 
I wait patiently for the other passengers to get off the bus before 
I do. The long journey had picked up many other travellers. 
They flow from the vehicle, a solemn row of weary people gasp-
ing at the harsh morning air. Some pull bags with them, others 
travel light, like me. I turn the corner and walk past the site of 
my grandma’s business. It has closed down now, replaced by a 
massage parlour and a sandwich shop. I continue down Lowther 
Street, in the direction of Stanwix. There are more betting shops, 
payday loan places and exchange shops on this street than there 
used to be. The building the toy shop used to be in is empty. 
The road is almost completely void of pedestrians, but a few cars 
trundle down the road past me. The car park to my right is full 
of rotten furniture, ruined possessions, the aftermath of the pre-
vious month’s heavy rains. I jog down the steps at the bottom of 
the road into a recently-flooded car park. There are green stains 
up the walls and brown sludge is still gathered around the perim-
eter. The petrol station to my right I’d bought overpriced drinks 
from on Sixth Form lunch breaks. The Civic Centre looming 
up above me; concrete, ugly, menacing. I take the steps down 
to the underpass, into Hardwicke Circus, the large roundabout 
which had until recently completely disappeared under the burst 
banks of the river. It is in a bad shape; the paint from the murals 
almost completely worn away, many of the mosaics damaged. 
The statue in the centre has a watermark running right the way 
to just underneath the figure perched on top. The fountain is full 
of weeds and moss. I breathe deep, walking through the shallow 
puddles to the underpass and stairs up the other side. I emerge 
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at a large car park, empty of cars. I see Eden Bridge before me. I 
walk slowly towards it. I can feel the sweat lightly prickling my 
arms under my raincoat and my legs under the tight trousers. I 
take off my raincoat and hold it under my arm. For a winter’s 
day, it feels very warm indeed under the bright sun. The bridge 
displays a sign: NOT SUITABLE FOR VEHICLES OVER 4 
TONNES. This was new. I run my hand along the stone wall 
keeping me safe from the rushing river many metres below, and 
my hand is covered with grime. I don’t think the river came over 
the bridge, but must have risen by three or four metres at least to 
get up to the Civic Centre. I stop at the middle of the bridge. A 
cyclist speeds past me, on the pavement, grinning. I smile back. I 
look over the river. It is as brown as ever, but no higher than last 
time I’d visited. The huge, great tree which had sat in front of the 
Chinese Gardens for as long as I could remember is mostly gone. 
It is now just a stump in a large puddle. The fields of Rickerby 
Park, with the river passing through them, are almost entirely 
waterlogged. It is a sight. I can’t feel happy or sad about it. It 
looks very peaceful.
 I walk through the gardens, also filled with weeds and 
moss, debris and detritus, and I take the concrete path which 
follows at the foot of the high bank of Rickerby Park before cut-
ting up and over the hill. A woman walking her dog says hello 
to me. I say hello back. I recognise her. At the top of the hill, 
nearly breathless, I turn. I can see the hills of the Lake District 
in the far distance, the Cathedral closer by, the Civic Centre 
closer than that. There is a low veil of clouds coming from the 
east. I turn, and open the metal gate to the park. I wait for a car 
to pass before crossing the road, and I hurry across. I take the 
few old steps up into the churchyard, and walk along the gravel 
path of the graveyard before reaching the towering St. Michael’s. 
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Directly in front of me is Bell’s Newsagents. It is shut, and it is 
almost empty. I feel some sadness at this sight, having previously 
avoided it. Now, it is too late to say hello to the shopkeeper. I 
walk down Church Street, pausing a moment in front of Stanwix 
School. There is a lot of building work happening in the play-
ground, scaffolding attached to the closest classrooms. Perhaps 
the school holidays have already started. I can’t remember. The 
house next to the school has a purple door and a gold letterbox 
and knocker. It faces the entrance to the part of the Art College 
where the Performing Arts students rehearse musical theatre. The 
ground floor window has the curtains pulled tight, as ever. I gaze 
up at the first floor window. White curtains pulled closed there, 
as well. I take the keys out of my pocket. One silver, one gold. 
The lock on the door is gold, so I try the gold key. It fits the lock, 
but does not turn. I try the silver key. It turns. I stop. It feels 
impolite to just let myself in, unannounced. I take the key out 
of the lock. There is a man smoking a cigarette out of the front 
door of the pub, two doors down. He is staring at me. I wave. 
He turns the other way. I see a familiar, large house, which also 
has a purple door. It has a black iron gate and a tree in front, and 
ivy climbing all over the walls. I am filled with happiness. The 
gold key is for that house, I realise. I am welcome there any time. 
I turn back to my grandma’s door. I take the gold knocker in my 
hand, and knock twice. I wait.

*  *  *
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 My grandma brings me a cup of tea. I sit on the brown 
leather couch. Bertie sits next to me, wheezing. He is still over-
weight. My grandma hands me the tea and gives Bertie his insu-
lin injection.
 “He has diabetes now. He’s lost so much weight.” He has. 
I put my tea down on the TV guide which sits on the coffee table 
between us. My grandma gives me a hug. “Richard. It’s so nice to 
see you. Why didn’t you let us know you were coming?”
 “I didn’t realise I was coming until recently.” I explain: “I 
was visiting friends up north. I realised I could make it to Carl-
isle and come to see you.”
 “It’s nice you thought of us like that.” I smile and sit back 
heavily into the cushions. The children in the school start their 
break; it is suddenly incredibly loud inside the house with the 
noise of them playing. A football quickly lands in the garden. 
Bertie barks, leaps from the couch and squeezes through the flap 
to bark at the kids from the garden.
 “He is looking a lot better.” I lie.
 “He is. He had to go in the kennels while we were away 
the other week. It did him a lot of good. Do you want anything 
to eat?”
 “If there’s any toast or anything, that would be nice.” I 
stand up, but my grandma beats me to it.
 “I’ll get you that, don’t worry.” From the kitchen: “Now, 
you can’t have butter or anything. Is brown bread okay?”
 “Yeah.” I reply, swallowing a mouthful of tea, which is 
slightly too hot for me.
 “Can you eat hummus?”
 “Yeah, that would be great.” I walk through to the kitch-
en. Bertie is still barking outside, up at the high wall separating 
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the primary school and my grandma’s garden. I unlock the door, 
step outside and pat Bertie on the head. I take the light football 
and toss it back over the wall.
 “I usually wait until they’ve stopped playing.”
 “Oh yeah,” I realise I could easily have just thrown a ball 
at a small child. “Whoops.” I laugh. My grandma laughs too.
 “What are you up to while you’re here?”
 “I just thought I’d come and see you.”
 “Oh, Richard, that’s nice.” She smiles. She always says my 
full first name. She never shortens it. I am smiling too. “We’re 
going to take the dog out today, if you’re up for that.”
 “That would be great. Listen, I know it’s far, but could 
we go out to Silloth?”
 “Silloth? Oh, we haven’t been there for ages. I’ll ask Pi-
etro, but I’m sure that will be fine.”
 “I would really like to see the sea.”
 “Here’s your toast. Do you want to have it at the table?” I 
feel warm.
 “Yeah, that’s cool.” I take a seat at the small kitchen table. 
My grandma places a Christmas-themed napkin down, and lays 
the plate of toast on top of it. She hands me a tub of hummus 
and a knife.
 “If I’d known you were coming I would have got some of 
that milk you like.”
 “Oh, that’s okay.” My grandma takes the seat opposite 
me. Bertie struts back in through the open door, keenly gulp-
ing water from the bowl at our feet. My grandma feeds him 
something small, which he chews greedily. I chew the bread and 
hummus with an equally greedy hunger. I feel as though I haven’t 
eaten in an age.
 “I think Pietro is back from work at around twelve today. 
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We can just get ready and set off then?”
 “That’s good with me.”
 “Do you have another coat? I think it’s cold by the coast 
at this time of year.”
 “This is all I’ve got. I didn’t bring a bag.”
 “Oh, Richard.” She gives me a concerned look. “There 
are some of your old things upstairs still, I think. I’ve got a 
thicker coat you can borrow, or Pietro has one.”
 “Thanks.” I finish my toast.
 “Do you want to look through your things upstairs?” I 
nod, swallowing the last of my bitter tea. My grandma stands. 
I notice her wince and touch her hip as she does so. Her hair 
is still huge and curly, her skin brown. She doesn’t look old at 
all. I want to reach out, to hold her hand, but I do not. I follow 
her up the stairs. The house smells, as it always does, of incense. 
Bertie clambers up the stairs under our legs. “If I’d known you 
were coming earlier I could have got your old school things out. 
I really could do with you going through what you want to keep 
and what needs throwing out.”
 “I’ll do it when we get back, tonight?” My room is 
empty. There are many of my grandma’s books on the dresser. 
None of the posters that had been on the wall while I’d lived here 
were still there. On the bedside table, two stuffed Pokémon toys, 
a handful of books: a travel guide for Paris, the last book in A 
Series Of Unfortunate Events, some manga I’d never got around 
to reading. There is still a bass guitar hanging from the wall. My 
grandma takes the things from the bedside table and puts them 
onto the desk. She lifts the lid from the table. It is full of paper.
 “This is what I want you to go through. Only if you have 
time.”
 “Sure, yeah, of course.” I had put off doing it the last few 
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times I had been back. My grandma sits on the edge of the bed.
 “How is everything going for you, down South?”
 “It’s okay, yeah.”
 “Uni going well?”
 “Yeah.” I lie.
 “Are you seeing anyone?” I smile.
 “I don’t think so.”
 “Do you still have your job?”
 “I got fired.”
 “Oh, Richard.” She gives me a disapproving look.
 “I think I’m okay with my student loan, for now.”
 “I hope so. You know, if you ever need anything, you just 
have to ask.”
 “I know. I’ll wait until I actually am desperate before I 
ask.”
 “What’s the new house like?” I can’t remember.
 “It’s great, yeah. I like living there a lot.”
 “How’s Angeline?” I don’t know.
 “She’s great.”
 “I saw Ioan recently.”
 “Oh yeah?”
 “Yeah, I popped my head in when I was going to the 
cinema with Pat. He seems well. He’s always asking after you.”
 “Ioan’s sweet.”
 “He still loves you.”
 “I know.” I sigh.
 “You’re a heartbreaker.” She laughs. I laugh too.
 “I know!” My grandma points to the wardrobe.
 “Just look through there. Any of the coats you want, just 
go for it. I think there are some scarves and gloves in there as 
well. Make sure to wrap up warm.”
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 “I will.”
 “I think it will do you some good to get some fresh air. 
You’re looking awfully pale.” I laugh.
 “I’m always pale.”
 “The sea can be an incredible tonic for bad thoughts.”
 “A tonic?” She nods.
 “Just come down soon, you can walk with me to the 
post box.” My grandma leaves and I sit on my old bed in my old 
room. I take the diary out of my coat pocket and put it inside the 
bedside table with all my old school work. I’m finished with you. 
I plug in the electric heater and switch it on. I am still quite cold, 
and my clothes are wet. I find a pair of jeans and a belt. They 
are too big for me now, but I put them on anyway. I take a pair 
of Pietro’s socks, and an oversized t-shirt, which I pull on. There 
is a brown coat, which has a padded, soft inside. I take it under 
my arm. The heater in this room is incredible. I have missed it so 
much, and I didn’t ever realise. My old bedroom now feels like 
the spare room, which it is. I have no real place.

*  *  *
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 We stop at Bell’s Newsagents on the way to the post box. 
The door is open. There are a couple of people inside, taking 
things from behind the counter and packing them into boxes at 
their feet.
 “I think it’s terrible,” says my grandma, “Nobody is tak-
ing over the shop.”
 “You should do it.” I say, with a smile.
 “Oh, I’m too old for something like this now. I just think 
they could have left a note about Gillian, or something, on the 
door.” Gillian had died very recently. I feel lots of guilt, stood 
outside this door. I would buy some sweets from Gillian whenev-
er I was visiting my grandma. I had often bought sweets from her 
after school, for many years. Once I’d moved away, she would 
always ask what I was up to, how France had been, how my 
brother was, how my parents were. I didn’t know anything about 
her life. She was just the nice woman who worked in Bell’s.
 “Why was it called Bell’s?”
 “I don’t think anybody knows. Mrs. Wilmott from up 
the road says there has been a sweetie shop here since she was a 
little girl. She’s in her nineties now. It’s such a shame.”
 “Do you mind if we go in?” My grandma shakes her 
head. The rental DVDs and VHSs are all gone from the racks on 
the right. There are a cluster of people stood just before the coun-
ter. The two family members behind the counter ignore the rest 
of the people in the shop. I look at the newspapers, the crisps, 
the empty drink fridges, the empty pick and mix stand.
 “... cancer.” Finishes a woman, who has tightly tied 
brown hair. A younger man shakes his head.
 “Suicide. Call it what you will. She was suffering, and 
that’s what happened.”
 “There’s no proof of that, not at all.” Replies the woman. 
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An older man with glasses and a grey beard stands back from the 
argument, contemplative.
 “You don’t speak of the dead like that,” says my grandma. 
“It’s not right.”
 “I just don’t think it’s alright for us to be skirting around 
the issue like that. Sure, she had cancer. But that’s not what killed 
her. This place -” he gestures around the shop, “this place killed 
her.”
 “I don’t think that’s true.” The woman counters. The man 
makes a hmph noise. My grandma shakes her head.
 “She didn’t want to start this shop, true. And she was 
never given very much support,” she makes a point of looking at 
the family members, who are silently packing things away, “But I 
think she came to love it, over time. She was this shop.” I wonder 
who she would have been, if she hadn’t been left to run this place 
all on her own. Was she destined to be ‘the woman from Bell’s’?
 “She killed herself.” At this, I swing around to the news-
paper stand, tears welling up in my eyes, a lump in my throat. 
Here was a woman who had cared about me, without having any 
ulterior motive. She just cared. And I had avoided coming into 
the shop on my last two visits to Carlisle because I was anxious 
about telling her that my life was not going exactly to plan. I 
didn’t want to disappoint her, and I didn’t want to lie to her. My 
grandma puts her hand on my shoulder. I consider pretending I 
am fine, but I am sick of pretending. The newspapers are out of 
date by three weeks. I turn, and I am crying. I am sobbing, I am 
not quiet, and I don’t care. The older man with the beard has a 
tear running from his eye as well. The younger man stares down 
at his feet, embarrassed. I haven’t ever cried at death before. I 
want to spend the last of the coins in my pocket on some choco-
late but the people behind the counters have packed it all away.
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 The car trundles along a country road. I’m sat on the 
back seat with Bertie, already covered in his short, white hairs. 
I’d sat down before putting a cushion on the seat, and I struggle 
to squeeze it under my legs. It is probably too late for the jeans 
in terms of dog hair, anyway. The suspension in the car is bad. 
We jolt at every bump in the road. The sky has not yet begun to 
darken. It is oddly light for a crisp winter’s day. My grandma and 
Pietro talk in the front, and the radio crackles, refusing to stick 
to one station. I hold Bertie in my lap. He looks me in the eye. 
I’ve never thought of him as cute, but right now he just wants to 
cuddle. He is such a different dog now, in his old age. I stroke 
his soft head. He dribbles onto my top. An ache persists behind 
my right eye, the aftermath of crying in the shop earlier. I feel as 
though my tear ducts had dried up and my optic nerve is sur-
prised at the sudden influx of moisture. It felt incredible to cry.
 We walk Bertie around a flat green park while Pietro buys 
us chips. Bertie actually runs after me when I play with him. He 
is a lot fitter than he used to be, and runs circles round me. He 
even chases after the stick I throw, despite his cataracts. I will 
visit Bowman Street tonight, when we get back to Carlisle. To 
walk past my old house, to see the cobbled street, the Commu-
nity Gardens. It will be lit by orange and pink neon street lights, 
like in my dream. I know it will help me figure some things out. 
We eat our chips on a wooden bench in the soft drizzle, looking 
out over the sea. The coastline is paved all the way down to the 
next village. It seems to stretch on forever. I stand. “I need to go 
and stand in the sea.”
 “It’s cold.”
 “I know.”
 “Be careful, Richard.” My grandma hugs me, tightly.
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 I laugh. “I will, don’t worry. Thanks, Grandans.” While 
thinking, I need this. The steps down to the water are not like I 
remember. The last time I’d walked down to the sand, I’d had to 
climb up and over the steps using all of my strength. They were 
half my body’s height, if not more. Now, they seem like easy 
stairs. Across the firth I see Scotland, a low cloud hanging over 
the far shore.
 
 Keep this, don’t let it go. A relentless organicism, an old 
mysticism, cryptonormativism, fractured narrative opens up pos-
sibilities which are there in the sky for you to grab. I don’t know 
about free will. Sometimes I think we are all computers.
 There’s a pattern that has emerged and I see it over my 
whole life and all my relationships. One guy once said to me, “So 
I fit into your pattern completely.” Then he sighed. “I guess I’m 
not like the rest, though?” We both smile and we kiss and his lips 
are the softest lips I have ever kissed and his mustache and beard 
tickle my face and I love him. And the pattern has been this: I 
am attracted to an older man who has no friends and who is a 
bit weird and has more money than me and I feel sorry for and is 
questioning their sexuality. It is the most attractive circumstance 
for me. And I know exactly where it comes from and it comes 
from before the baby in my stomach ever kicked me and said 
“Early evening. Bowman street.”

 Two images concurrent with the sexual manipulation. 
One hundred giant, white gloved hands fly past me and point 
to this: N was nine and I was six and D was five and N had a 
computer and no friends and was older than me and I wanted 
to be his friend and play on his computer and he looked a bit 
weird but also attractive and I felt sorry for him because his mam 
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was horrible. He got me and D to play with each other’s genitals 
in front of him, and then he played with ours. It all happened 
under the covers and we took turns and I enjoyed it a great deal. 
It was fantastic being shown attention by N in a way nobody had 
ever shown me attention before. N disappeared and I remember 
shouting into his letterbox until his mam came down and told 
me to go away because N didn’t want to play with me anymore 
because I was too immature. I cried and walked home. D would 
stand across the road from my house because he wasn’t allowed 
to cross the road and shout my name over and over and over 
until I’d go outside and play with him. We’d play in his room 
or mine, imitating what N had taught us to do but it never felt 
the same. It felt like it was lacking something and I knew it was 
lacking N. I missed him terribly. My year one teacher said I was 
engaged and interested and positive and my year two teacher said 
I was annoying and a nuisance and disruptive and disinterested 
and then I moved to a different home and I never felt happy ever 
again. Maybe the two images, a boy on a bed and three men on 
the street are sexually charged because this was happening. I want 
to know but I am scared to know. I may never know. I might not 
need to know.

 The tide pulls back in but leaves me on the sand miles 
from shore. I burrow down into the sand with the worms and 
the bones and I wait for the tide to fill in the hole I have dug but 
I get hypothermia and freeze to death instead. There, still, for an 
age. The sand worms file through my stone skin, leaving their 
traces all over. Insects burrow down through me, feeding on my 
insides. My body thaws with the warm summer sea and bloats 
and rises to the surface where it bursts. My soul flies free of my 
body into the cloudless sky to be absorbed by the ozone layer. It 
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rests between the earth and space for a year before slipping out of 
the hole humans have created in the sky over Antarctica. My soul 
dissipates when it encounters the cosmic radiation and that is the 
end of me, I am gone.

 I stand with my feet in the sloshing sea, trousers pulled 
up around my knees. My arms are folded, my shoulders con-
tinue their familiar ache. I breathe in the salty air and smell the 
seaweed. Jellies, shells and cuttlefish litter the pebbles. The white 
horses - further out and taller than me - gallop into foam which 
fizzles into nothing, brushing against my feet, warm, light and 
soft. My grandma told me to be careful. I laughed and said I’ll be 
alright, I need this. I breathe out, the spray biting at my face. The 
wind dies.

*  *  *


