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In 1984, I didn't kill the things I loved, I simply wore them out. I gorged myself on 
TV, music, food; anything that came along. Bright, coloured objects; plain, grey, 

casual clothes; and clinical, electronic music were the axis around which my body 
revolved, trying to find substitutes for love. Because love was everywhere, but 
just out of reach; in the records I listened to, on the radio, on TV, in magazines 

and books...everywhere. I wanted it, but I just couldn't get love. From the trials I 
had done on my own I was certain that, with another person involved, its 
possibilities were inexhaustible. But I didn't socialise, (outside college), and 
thoughts of specific girls, or love in general, always brought with them a 

whispering, jealous anxiety, for example: Once you've got your girl, what will you 
do with her? Where will you take her? How will you keep her entertained? 

 
I did not act on love, until September. In the meantime, I paced about my family 
cell, listening to the same songs over and over again; hearing nothing beyond 
the stylus crunching into position on the record's edge; the songs merging with 
my longing and the nights that always accompanied it. 
 

* 
 
 
Jules has just left, slamming the front door behind her, perhaps for the last time. 
It's difficult to tell with her. She wouldn't let me touch her. I sort of understand it, 
but... 
 
I see her slouch away into abstraction through the door's leaf-patterned glass. 
When the pink dot of her bare back disappears, I turn and walk into the kitchen. 
Then I walk out again, and walk into the living-room, sit down on the sofa, stand 
up, and walk around, looking at nothing in particular. I've seen it all before. 
 
What is it about her? She's blonde, but she has a big nose. Her breasts are firm 
and inviting, but her buttocks are manly...there's always this tension. And she 
doesn't understand me, or the conflicts that lie knotted at the root of our 
relationship. She is not, and never will be, my girlfriend. I thought she understood 
that. I thought that was what she wanted. 
 
I walk out of the lounge and ascend the stairs. Once inside my bedroom, I turn 
on the stereo, select a record, plop it on the turntable and take off my shoes. 
 

* 
 
I must have padded around the room for a while, picking up the rhythm from the 
record, occasionally, tapping it out with my feet and fingers, but without really 
listening. 
 
I was no longer letting anything in. I hadn't been for quite some time. TV seemed 
to make no sense, or else was too boring to watch. My mother's cooking was 
bland; so food was a chore, and I ate it so fast, and in such quantities, that I 



couldn't taste it anyway. I had no energy for reading and, in any case, always 
read the same eight books. The only magazines I could manage were soft-porn, 
which made me fear for my eyesight. 
 
I lay down on the bed; first in a foetal position, then on my back, (as if laid out in 
a coffin). My room, at the time, had walls and furnishings that were royal-blue. I 
did not sleep. I lay there with my eyes open. It was four o'clock in the afternoon 
and it was raining. 
 
 

* 
 
The ceiling is white, and textured with little nipples, and half-formed droplets. I 
imagine, as I did when I was five, how it would feel beneath my feet; walking 
around up there, climbing over the wall at the top of the door, and passing lights 
that now sprouted from the floor. From up there, I could see the house from a 
new and vertiginous angle; every object a curio, no longer demanding use, (like 
furniture in a doll's-house). Like I was God. Up there, life would be simple. People 
could be kept at a distance. My family and friends could become my 
acquaintances. 
 
I roll away from the idea, and face the wall. Nothing there, but a lack of colour 
and a few fingerprints. I study them. I recognise them as my own. Then I imagine 
myself, seen from above, rehearsing the moves of a restless sleeper, for nothing. 
 

* 
 
At 3pm, (the end of her college day), Jules came over. We climbed the otherwise 
empty house, and briskly entered my bedroom. She took the easy-chair, opposite 
the bed, (on which I arranged myself so that I had the best opportunity of seeing 
up her skirt, nem.con.). For half-an-hour we volleyed sentences back and forth, 
teasing out innuendo, prodding our words into suggestive shapes. And Jules 
laughed with great heaves of her chest, rocking in her seat, alternately exposing 
and cloaking the sweet tunnel between her thighs. My trousers grew tight. A roll-
call of well-rehearsed arguments against getting involved with her scrolled up 
behind my eyes: Our families, our friend's advice, fashion, her nose, the size of my 
penis, etc. 
 
I couldn't take my eyes off her, but couldn't act, either. Contact was always 
accident. 
 
 

* 
 
We talk about Karen, and the problems she has with her mouth. Jules tells me 
about the less conventional things Karen has done with it, and how frustrating it 



must be for her, having it wired up. In breaks in the conversation, I suggest 
activities to Jules, that might lead to accidental frottage. 
 
Me: Do you want to play a game of something?  
 
Jules: No 
 
Me: Let's paint each other's feet. 
 
She demurs, obviously preferring the erotic tension in our inactivity. My 
suggestions become fleeting spurs for conversation. She provokes me with her 
mouth, eyes, legs, thighs, nose even, but gives me no opportunity to act. Why 
not? 
 
Me: Do you want to play a game of something? 
 
 

* 
 
From the bed, I strolled down the lane to happier times. Two innocent quarries 
trembled in the bushes, as her serious older brother hunted us; sweating and 
cursing in the undergrowth. 
 
He was an obstacle. David had the jealousy that apparently mars most brother-
sister relationships, and I felt his interrogative gaze on occasions, boring into my 
face, the back of my head, my hands; anywhere he might find a clue to... 
 
"What are you doing in there?" 
 
"Hiding. " 
 
"Well, come out. You're caught now." 
 
Occasionally, he had what seemed like irrational rages, and it would be fair to say 
he frightened me. 
 
"Tell me a joke." 
 
"You know all my jokes." 
 
"I promise, I'll laugh." 
 
I want to see her laugh, and she knows it. But more than that, I want to touch 
her. I sit up to show her this. I dig my bare toes into the wool of the carpet. For 
the 
first time today, she sees the rigid shape of my penis, through the worn denim of 
my 



jeans. She wets her lips, cheeks blazing. 
"Go on; joke." 
"Ok then, there was this Englishrnan" 
 

* 
 
I'm surprised those grey jeans could take the strain. I wore them day-in, day-out, 
changing them for another identical pair, only when they needed washing. Once 
I'd decided on this uniform, I no longer wanted to experiment with colour. There 
must have been something comforting about the convenience of constantly 
wearing the same clothes. It took me years to realise that my clothes were not 
attractive to anyone. 
 

* 
 
So, we get to the end of the joke, (which isn't funny). She rocks back and forth 
with no real conviction, smiling. Silence. My erection has started to fade. 
Disappointment comes on in her eyes like a bathroom light. We silently ponder 
the end, as seen in swirls of carpet pattern. 
 

* 
 
I didn't care, when she got up and left, (at 4pm on Wednesday August 3rd 1984), 
because she never acted the way I wanted her to, (submissive; stupid); the way 
women acted on TV. 
 

* 
 
After much loosening, I grab the problem by the neck, and wring the life out of it. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Program for the creation of a short story 

Paragraph No. No. of words No. of adjectives Theme Time 

1 204 12 Intro: character Now 

2 187 11 Girlfriend leaving Then 

3 170 10 Retiring to bed Now 

4 153 9 The ceiling Then 

5 136 8 Events of that day Now 

6 119 7 Conversations Then 

7 102 6 The countryside Now 

8 85 5 Jokes Then 

9 68 4 Clothes Now 

10 51 3 Why she left/ media Then 

11 34 2 TV/ food Now  

12 17 1 Masturbation Then 
 

* then = 1984 

* now = 1996 

* I always kill the thing I love 

* The only viable form of rebellion is in wasting resources 

* I just don't get it 
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