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I sit with uncomfortable strangers who smell of rubbed jeans and dirt from 
the pavement, parks and bodies, the shared sweat and spilled coffee of 
London. My chest constricts, I’m choking on dust particles, muscle 
memories. Blank faces, pallid hard masks that crack when held too tight like 
mud in drought, like bad pottery.   
 
I’ve been avoiding the city for a decade but I’m back now, freshly single. A 
carton of cream, repackaged flowers cut and sealed in crisp plastic, ready 
for anything. Gone the next day.  
 
Weinstein is on the news and everyone keeps talking about it. Every time 
they do I imagine tracks and stations and waiting rooms, carriages opening 
and closing, anonymous people, clothes worn badly. Everything looks bad in 
this light. Clothes pulled off, roughly. Sickness and smears of red. ‘What do 
you think about it all?’ they ask. I say I’m sick of hearing about it , and that’s 
not what I’m supposed to say. I’m still meant to have energy for this, the 
resistance. Been fighting for ten years, with all the others. And now the press 
have arrived. And I have nothing to say.  
 
I get on a train, another train, wait in the yellow night, clog my mind with 
other memories and waking dreams. Hallucinations, forgotten things recast, 
plated in cheap, thin gold.  
 



 
* 

 
Outside there is overgrown lime green grass and people walking by. The 
light hits them on the left, and they fall amongst themselves, a few pop pink 
petals from some neighbours’ chrysanthemums. I see friends at the 
weekends, sink into their generosity and drink, forget it all for an evening.  
 
Eternity only entertains for an evening.  He’d liked that line. That one line. 
He’d liked that. And it mattered so much what he liked. What would he like 
now? He would be so old, now. Would we still be speaking? I wouldn’t be his 
Lolita anymore; perhaps there would be others, even younger.  
 
I think he was buried, but I don’t know where. His coffin, and women wearing 
dresses that matched it. And him. And his paintings. And the general 
aesthetic. Some chaotic, disorganized cult, that’s what it was. Soho on its 
deathbed, its favourite vibe. A velveteen mausoleum.  
 

* 
 
There had been an artwork I had loved at school, by Eduardo Paolozzi. 
Intimate, it said, in white cursive writing. Confessions, in red block letters.  
 
I was a rich man’s play thing.  
Ex-mistress  
I CONFESS  
IF THIS BE SIN  
WOMAN OF THE STREETS  
DAUGHTER OF SIN 
 
She was a fifties pin-up, wearing a red dress. She wore black strappy shoes 
and stockings, dark hair.  
 
REAL GOLD, it said.   
KEEP EM FLYING!  
A military plane.  
A smile.  
 
KEEP EM FLYING!  
 

* 
 
I had gone to the flat I was staying in and ran a bath. The hot water wasn’t 
working, so it was cold, freezing in November. It was a bright morning, but 
the curtains were half drawn.  
 
Looking up at the ceiling, then down at my body, blue and distant under the 
water, as if I had drowned, as if we were not in the same worlds anymore. 
 
Some connection had been lost, a phone line cut between the mental and 
the physical, the real and the confused. Disassociation—it looked like 



fragments of lightened dust around me, shadows in water, warmth in a gray 
shadow. The distance between them, which had once been one.  
 
It was comforting and disorientating, this chasm. Two choices: stay and 
drown, or leave. Get out of the bath, keep running. Live in an in-between 
world, never there, here, one.  
 
Look for others, to complete me. Fit badly with the matching voids of 
strangers. Look for intimacy in shared wounds, in scars that join each other, 
sort of.    
 

* 
 
Advice given:  
 
‘You should have been more careful, then.’  
‘Don’t tell anyone.’  
‘You have to go to the police.’  
‘Don’t go to the police.’  
‘Maybe when all of this is over, we can go for a drink?’  
‘You shouldn’t be going out! That’s what got you into this mess in the first 
place.’  
‘Trust no one. I’ve been in the force for fifteen years now. Trust no one.’  
 
My body was a crime scene without answers.  
I was something to clean away, that could not be cleaned away.  
Something that bureaucracy and politeness would ultimately bury, instead. 
If I would only let them. If I would just cooperate.  
 

* 
 
I focused on my work, on my dissertation on Nietzsche’s Master-Slave 
Relationship, and Hegel’s alternate vision. Nietzsche said we could escape 
the dynamic by becoming a ‘sovereign individual’ or ‘a free spirit’, only 
associating with the other free spirits. Hegel said that the slave would grow 
more than the master, would evolve and transcend, whereas the Master 
would remain the same forever, chained in his own ways.  
 
I met a boy in the library, we found an empty room at the back. We went 
swimming in the river, soft and green and warm in the June heat. We had 
baths together with his girlfriend, smoked weed and burned candles. In 
these moments, I was happy.  
 
Years drifted by like this. Moments, catching moments. One moment 
became a marriage, a son, a divorce. Divorced by thirty, first one in my 
friendship group.  
 
I moved again, met men like me. More moments. More long discussions 
about absent fathers and ghosts and mirrors of each other.  
 

* 
 



Conquer your mind with me was following me on Instagram. Why would I 
want to do that? It was all about setting it free, no? Or was conquering the 
same as liberating? That special kind of freedom felt in the constraints of a 
very small cell. You knew what I meant.  We had been there together.  
 

* 
 

An artist, 37. We watch depressing films together and talk about our families 
who we see perhaps too much of. This isn’t how it was supposed to be, he 
seems to say. We weren’t meant to be here, still. He needs to be alone.  

 
* 
 

An artist, 29. We meet in a pub; he has the exact same scar as me, on his 
upper lip. ‘How have I not met you before?’ he says, minutes in. He touches 
my leg; we drink whisky as our mutual friends express quiet disapproval. His 
work: “playful”, “anarchic”, “melancholy”. His girlfriend, invisible. He 
constructs things so that they will fall apart.  
 

* 
 

Boy who works in a record store, 23. We went to the same school. We sit in 
his store and laugh about it all. Our old teachers, the people who come in 
and out of the shop. He smokes weed all day and bites his nails a lot. He is 
six foot five, or thereabouts, looks like a very tall Kurt Cobain, who works out 
at the gym. I go to a therapist because he drives me insane. The drugs don’t 
help. He laughs when I come back, keeps saying ‘psychiatrist’ instead of 
‘therapist’.. “Maybe I need to see a psychiatrist,’ he says as I leave, ‘Cause I 
want to see you again.”  
 

* 
 

His name keeps showing up; he stalks my moves virtually, though he ran 
away from me, shortly after his double life was revealed. BLOCK. I lingered 
over it several times over the weeks, then months, but couldn’t bring myself 
to do it. I must have wanted the attention, despite everything. Wanted to be 
haunted by another one. Anyone but the original one. I kept seeking out 
these gone men; I left some demons but met new ones. Ghost on ghost, 
smoky and opaque.  
 

* 
 

I go back to the place where it happened, on a Monday morning. I take a 
long train and a long tube and a long bus journey. I retrace my steps from 
ten years ago, I look at the streets on the bus route the police had driven me 
around. ‘Do any of these houses look familiar?’ they asked. ‘Yes.’ I replied. 
‘They all look familiar. And none of them do.’ It was suburbia. They were all 
the same. The case collapsed because they all looked the same. My case 
collapsed because of architecture.  
 
I wrote about it repeatedly for ten years, after that. I couldn’t let it go, 
couldn’t unweave every other story from that story. I was forever in search 



of an ending that never came. Here was an ending, another ending, but I 
knew all at once that it was no ending at all. A milestone, yes. An ending, no.  
 
And yet, something has changed. I am less afraid now, anyway. Nothing has 
changed except a marked difference in myself. To be thirty, to be better, to 
understand without understanding any of it. I think of all the others, I look 
around, then keep my head down.  
 


