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De ar R e ade r 

It’s our ple asure  to pre se nt th e  se cond anth ology of O z 
gay fiction from  gay-e book s. Th e  substantial num be r of 
dow nloads for its pre de ce ssor, th e  2006 Boys ’ Sum m e r 
Collection , m ade  th is  an obvious ne xt proje ct. Lik e  its 
cybe r-s ibling, th is  pdf fe ature s a broad m ix of sh ort storie s 
from  a varie ty of ne w  and e stablish e d auth ors.

‘Gay w riting’ in th e  ne w  m ille nnium  is  th e  loose st of 
labe ls. H e re  at gay-e book s w e ’re  th orough ly post-post-
m ode rn and sim ply de fine  it as w riting th at in som e  w ay 
com e s from , or addre sse s  h om ose xual e xpe rie nce . Th is 
colle ction h igh ligh ts th e  dive rsity of th at e xpe rie nce , 
using a range  of w riting style s and approach e s. Th e  
paradox is  th at de spite  all th is dive rsity, and th e  fluidity of 
labe ls, com m on th e m e s such  as love  and lust e m e rge .

M aybe  it’s  th e  sugge stion of re ve nge  in th e  title  ‘M y 
boyfrie nd’s back ’ th at dre w  a num be r of m anuscripts 
fe aturing a back drop of viole nce . R acist, h om oph obic, 
dom e stic, h om oe rotic – viole nce  tak e s m any form s. Th is 
colle ction de m onstrate s th e  ability of fiction to conve y 
e m otional com ple xitie s and confusion, as w e ll as h arsh e r 
re alitie s. Se le cting th e  be st of th e  m any subm issions w as 
a ch alle nging ple asure  – w e  h ope  you e njoy th e se  storie s 
as m uch  as w e  did.

In oth e r ne w s, w e  h ave  joine d w ith  Pink board to 
launch  a ne w  graffiti w all, Mardi Gras  M em orie s; (se e  

be low ) a uniq ue  opportunity for m e m be rs of th e  
com m unity to sh are  pe rsonal tale s and ph otos of th e ir 
favourite  M ardi m e m ory of th e  past th re e  de cade s. To 
com m e m orate  th e  big 30th  annive rsary ne xt ye ar, w e ’ll 
be  collating th e  be st of th e se  for anoth e r fre e  pdf. It’s a 
ge nuine ly inclusive  w ay for e ve ryone  to sh are  in cre ating 
a grassroots h istory of th is  uniq ue  Sydne y e ve nt. Toge th e r 
th e se  storie s can spe ll out w h o w e  are  and w h e re  w e ’ve  
be e n, in a w ay th at’s both  unive rsal and uniq ue ly 
pe rsonal. Eve ryone  h as th e ir ow n favourite  M ardi Gras 
story. To te ll it w e ll in a sh ort paragraph  is  a spe cific 
ch alle nge  w e  h ope  our re ade rs and w rite rs w ill e njoy. 
Ch e ck  out th e  link  and add your contribution.

w w w .pink board.com .au/graffiti/m gm

And a big th ank  you to th e  auth ors w h o appe ar in th is  
colle ction. Th e  donation of th e ir w ork  m ak e s th e  w h ole  
proje ct viable  for us, and fre e  for you, th e  re ade r. To 
discove r m ore  conte m porary Australian gay fiction, 
com e  and ch e ck  out our w e bsite :

w w w .gay-e book s.com .au

Gary and Laurin
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Th e re  are  alw ays oth e rs, I call th e m  th e y, th em , 
norm s. Th e y h urt m e . Th e y de stroy m e . Th e y te ar 
at m e . Th e y do th is  be cause  I am  th e ir oth e r.

It starte d at sch ool of course .
I w alk e d th e  concre te  path , alone , along to class. 

Th e  fruit h its m e  and e xplode s. It’s cold, h ard. It is  a 
w ordle ss assault an apple  in th e  h e ad.

I'm  on th e  ground and a class m ate  appe ars. 
R e ne e .

“You ok , Th om as?”
Th e re  are  no w ords. I ge t up and w alk  along.
R e ne e  w alk s too, sh e  doe sn't spe ak  to m e . Sh e  

runs along to h e r frie nds.

Th e  be ll rings. Scie nce  class.
M rs Paroz ram ble s, I w rite  on m y note book  ove r 

and ove r again, “IAG IAG IAG.” A se cre t in a se cre t 
language  for only m e  to k now .

Th e  ne w  boy sits up front ne xt to Sh aun M ulle r. I 
don’t k now  w h y th e  ne w  boy is  be ing m ade  to sit 
th e re . Sh aun sits th e re  be cause  h e  is  ‘disruptive ’ to 
M rs Paroz. Th e  only re ason for a ne w  k id to sit up 
th e  front ne xt to Sh aun M ulle r is  be cause  h e  w ants 
to sit ne xt to Sh aun. Th is m ust be  it. Th e y are  
giggling w ith  e ach  oth e r in th at snick e ring w ay th at 
all straigh t boys do. I h ate  th e m .

Bre ndan Joh n Lindsay

Th e  fe e ling is good
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M inute s pass and M rs Paroz is  e xplaining 
e nzym e s. Sh aun M ulle r bursts out laugh ing. Th e  
ne w  boy doe s too. M rs Paroz turns around.

“O bviously you tw o can't be h ave  ne xt to e ach  
oth e r. Jam e s,” s h e  said, th at w as th e  ne w  k id's 
nam e , “go sit up th e  back  ne xt to Th om as.”

M inute s pass again w ith  Jam e s s itting ne xt to m e . 
H e  scratch e s h is  le g. I look  and turn. H e  scratch e s 
all th e  w ay up h is  inne r th igh . H e  doe sn't se e  m e  
look ing. I h ave  m y h e ad dow n, it look s lik e  I’m  
re ading m y note s. I sh uffle  m y se at forw ard so m y 
e re ction is  safe ly h idde n unde r th e  de sk . 
Unvie w able .

“H e y,” h e  says.
I look  up m om e ntarily, “H e y.”
“I’m  ne w .”
“I k now .”
H e  ask s  m e  about m yse lf. About th e  te ach e rs. I 

can h e ar h im  liste ning inte ntly.
M inute s pass.
“Are  you gay?” h e  ask s.
“No!”
“You sound gay.”
M y h e art be ats. I do sound gay. I h ave  an 

e re ction unde r th e  de sk  be cause  of you. Fuck  you. 
You h ate  m e . You are  a th e y.

“You are  gay, are n’t you?”
“No.”
H e  w ill not be lie ve  m e . Som e one  com e s to m y 

re scue , a girl, R e ne e . “Le ave  h im  alone . H e ’s  not 
gay. You don’t e ve n k now  h im .”

“Quie t you th re e  up th e  back ,” M rs Paroz says 
and th e  conve rsation is  ove r for now .

Class e nde d. H e  follow s m e .
“So?”
“So w h at?” I ask  back .
“Are  you?”

“W h y do you care  so m uch ? Are  you?”
H e  laugh s. “O f course  not.”
I h urry aw ay. H e  doe sn’t h ave  English  w ith  m e  at 

le ast. I w as le ft in pe ace  to discuss th e  placing of 
adve rbs in poe try.

Ne xt day h e  doe sn’t ask . I w alk  in th e  sch ool gate .
“H e y look , it’s  th e  gay guy,” Jam e s says. H e ’s  

h anging around w ith  Sh aun M ulle r and h is  cre w . I 
don’t look . I w alk  aw ay.

At lunch  I ge t a sandw ich  th row n at m e . (Be ing 
th at a sandw ich  is  not as ae rodynam ic as an apple , 
th e  culprit is  close r.) I se e  h im . Sh aun M ulle r. 
Jam e s is  ne xt to h im .

“Fag!”
R e ne e  is  th e re  lik e  usual. I sit w ith  h e r be cause  

th e re  is  no one  e lse  to sit w ith . Sh e  could sit w ith  
anyone . Th e y lik e  h e r. I am  h e r pity lunch  sit. But 
w h ile  I am  q uie t, s ile nt e ve n, I am  not alone .

M y e ye s are  w ide . I do not cry. M y e ye s are  w ide .

W e  are  in th e  sch ool h all for th e  first P.E. le sson of 
se m e ste r. Boys and girls w ill be  se gre gate d. I w ill be  
alone , w ith  th em .

W e  w alk  onto th e  fie ld. W e  are  playing socce r. I 
h ave  playe d be fore . Six ye ars from  four to te n. I 
play be cause  th e re  is  noth ing e lse  to do. I run w ith  
e xcite m e nt. Th e  gam e  is  com ing back . I am  just a 
boy. Not a gay guy.

No one  passe s m e  th e  ball.
I h e ar th e m  m urm uring about m e . I do not care . I 

am  too tire d from  running up and dow n th e  fie ld, 
ball-le ss. Scie nce  class is  ne xt.

It is  th e  sam e . H e  s its ne xt to m e . H e  w h ispe rs 
w ords unde r h is  bre ath .

“Faggot.”
R e ne e  doe s not h e ar.

Bre ndan Joh n Lindsay – Th e  fe e ling is good 
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At th e  e nd of th e  class I w ait for e ve ryone  to 
le ave  and go talk  to M rs Paroz.

“Ye s Th om as.”
“Can I m ove  se ats?”
“W h y?”
“I just… don’t se e  w h y I sh ould h ave  to sit ne xt to 

h im .”
“I th ink  you’ll be  a good influe nce  on h im .”
“H e ’s… h e ’s…” th e re  is  a te ar in m y e ye .
M rs Paroz stare s at m e .
“I w on’t com e  to class if I h ave  to sit w ith  h im . I’ll 

go sit in th e  principle ’s office ,” I don’t k now  w h at 
e lse  to say, “H e ’s  an arse .”

“O k ,” s h e  says, “If h e ’s  be ing rude  to you, you 
sh ould te ll m e .”

“No, it’s  just…”
Th e  be ll rings. I te ll M rs Paroz I h ave  to ge t to 

class. I le ave . Th e  ne xt day I sit w ith  R e ne e  at a 
de sk  now h e re  ne ar Jam e s ’.

“I th ink  you sh ould com e ,” R e ne e  te lls m e .
“W h y, so I can dance  by m yse lf?”
“It’ll be  fun. You can dance  w ith  m e  and m y 

frie nds.”
“Exactly, your frie nds. Not m ine .”
“Don’t be  s illy. Anyw ay I bough t you a tick e t 

alre ady.”
“Gre aaaaaaaaaat.”
“You can ask  your m um  to buy you som e  ne w  

cloth e s for it.”
I de cide  I w ill go. R e ne e  is  h appy. I’m  curious 

w h at goe s on at a sch ool dance  anyw ay.

“I w ant th is  one  th ough ,” I te ll m um  pointing to th e  
tigh t w h ite /sh iny top I h ave  on.

“Just try th is  one ,” s h e  ask s  h olding up a baggy 
re d surf t-sh irt.

“I can te ll it’s too big from  h e re .”
“Your broth e r w ould w e ar it.”
“I’m  not lik e  Troy, m um . W e ’re  totally diffe re nt 

pe ople  and e ve ryth ing. Anyw ay th is  is  th e  ne w  
style , e ve ryone ’s  w e arin’ it.”

It w as a lie . Not e ve n a little  w h ite  lie . Th e  sh irt 
w ould only im pound upon m y obvious oth e rne ss 
and m um  k now s it. Th e  sh op assistant com e s to m y 
re scue .

“It’s true ,” s h e  says, “I’ve  sold q uite  a fe w  of th ose .”
M um  th ink s on th is , “Do you re ally w ant to w e ar 

som e th ing e ve ryone  e lse  h as.”
“O f course  m um , I don’t w ant to stand out.”
Sh e  conce de s. Th e  Visa com e s out.

Today I catch  th e  bus to sch ool so I can w alk  in th e  
back  w ay, th rough  th e  oval and around th e  m usic 
block  to w h e re  I’ll find R e ne e . No Jam e s, No Sh aun 
M ulle r. Just m e  and m y h appy little  m ood.

“It’s h ot,” I te ll R e ne e .
“I told you. Look  it’s  not e ve n on til tonigh t and 

you’re  alre ady e xcite d.”
“O k  you w e re  righ t. It’s just th e se  are  th e  first 

cloth e s m y m um  h as le t m e  ge t th at are n’t lik e  m y 
broth e rs. I lik e  th e se  cloth e s. Th e y actually fit m e  
for a ch ange .”

I sm ile  as th e  be ll rings. R e ne e  sm ile s too.

O f course  Sh aun and Jam e s say th ings w h e n th e y 
se e  m e  at lunch . I don’t care . Not today.

M y m um  drops m e  off and I w alk  dow n to th e  
sch ool h all and w ait outside . R e ne e  se e s  m e  and 
w ave s. I go ove r to h e r and h e r group of frie nds. Sh e  
doe sn’t introduce  m e , w e  all k now  e ach  oth e r, it’s  
h igh  sch ool. Th e y don’t se e m  to m ind th at I’m  th e re .

Th e  doors ope n and w e  go in.

Bre ndan Joh n Lindsay – Th e  fe e ling is good 
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NO  ALCO H O L
NO  DR UGS
NO  VIO LENCE
Th e se  are  th e  rule s.
Th e  Spice  Girls  are  playing and w e  ‘re ally re ally 

w anna zigga zig ah h ’. I am  dancing w ith  th e m  in m y 
sh iny/w h ite  sh irt and e ve ryth ing is  fun for a fe w  
dance s. Th e n w e  stop to gossip and drink  w ate r.

Th e y all th ink  Dave  R obe rts is  h ot. I th ink  so to. I 
do not say. Inste ad I say I h ave  to pe e .

As I com e  out of th e  m e n’s  room  Jam e s is  th e re .
“Nice  sh irt, Faggot.”
I close  m y sm ile  and w alk  aw ay.
“W h e re  you going Tom ? Don’t w anna com e  in 

h e re  and suck  m e  off?”
I w alk  aw ay. I w alk  aw ay. I w alk  aw ay.
I don’t. I te ll h im .
“I th ink  you’re  th e  faggot if you’re  th at inte re ste d 

in m e !”
“Be g ya pardon?”
“Be g yours.”
I w alk  aw ay.
Back  w ith  th e  girls I liste n to th e ir inane  ch atte r 

and w e  ge t up to dance  again.
I can’t be  both e re d dancing to Love  Sh ack  so I s it. 

R e ne e  com e s ove r.
“I’m  going to go,” I say.
“Alre ady?”
“Ye ah .”
“No, you’re  not.”
“Ye s, I am . I alre ady te xte d m y m um  to com e  ge t 

m e .”
Sh e  look s at m e  w ith  sad e ye s.
“If you're  sure ,” s h e  says.
“Ye ah  I am , I’m  just tire d.”
“W e ll, I’ll w alk  you out.”
“No you w on’t, stay h e re  dance . Anyw ay th e y 

w on’t le t you back  in if you le ave .”
Sh e  h ugs m e  I w alk  out th e  door. Now  w h at to do 

w ith  m y tim e  w h ile  I w ait an h our or so be fore  I te xt 
m y m um  to re ally com e  ge t m e ? Sh e  cannot k now  I 
only staye d for h alf and h our. Sh e ’ll k now  pe ople  
said som e th ing about m y cloth e s.

I sit on th e  concre te  fe nce  at th e  front of th e  
sch ool. I sit and th ink  about noth ing. Th e  stre e t is  
e m pty th e re  is  noth ing to th ink  about.

Th e y h ave  pulle d m e  dow n. I am  on th e  ground. 
Th e y h it m e . Sh aun M ulle r. Jam e s. Can’t th e  cars 
going by se e ? I am  tigh t. M y face . Cove re d. Stand. 
Dow n. Scurry aw ay. Th e y com e . I am  h it. I am  
dow n. I am  bruise d.

OI! Som e one  sh outs and th e y run aw ay.
H e  com e s to m e .
Are  you ok ?
I’m  fine . I’m  fine . I push  h im  aw ay.
I w alk  off. I w alk  aw ay. I am  not th e re . I am  

w aiting for m y m oth e r around th e  corne r.
Com e  ge t m e , I say, com e  ge t m e  now .
Sh e  com e s. I go. W e  le ave .

Sh e  cannot se e  m e  in th e  dark  ligh t. M y face  is  
cle ar I th ink . Th e  bruise s  are  unde rne ath .

Sh e  m e ntions m y sh irt, tatte re d.
Dancing.
Couldn’t just be  from  Dancing.
Dancing, I say.
O k , s h e  says.

In m y room  I look  in th e  m irror. Sh irt off. Stings. 
Black . Purple . Tiny. Tom orrow  th e y w ill be  bigge r. I 
touch  one , it h urts. I sh ow e r. R e d runs round. O ut 
of h air. Dow n sk in. Brow n, ye llow , purple  sk in. 
Dow n drain.

Bre ndan Joh n Lindsay – Th e  fe e ling is good 
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Sch ool. Sch ool w ill be  fine . I w ill avoid. I w ill h ide . I 
w ill sit w ith  R e ne e  and h e r frie nds. In a group.

I start sch ool by going in th e  back  w ay e ve n 
th ough  m um  h as droppe d m e  off out th e  front. 
Eve ryth ing is  cool. Around th e  m usic block  and now  
I’m  w ith  R e ne e . Sh e  sm ile s at m e . I sm ile  at h e r.

Sport is  first. Socce r again. I h ave  a h e adach e . I 
lay dow n in th e  s ick  bay. Th igh s ach ing.

I h ave  a h e adach e  th rough  scie nce  as w e ll.
English  is  gre at th ough . It alw ays is. Ye s, le t’s 

discuss Poe try again.
Ke ats? Ke ats is  w e ak , I say.
W h y?
W h o care s about Daffodils.

At h om e  I pe e l off th e  laye rs. Th e  sk in is  dark . Th e  
sk in is  patte rne d.

M um  is at th e  door. R e ne e  is  calling. Again and 
again. No, I’m  too busy still. Sh e  doe s not e nte r. Sh e  
doe sn’t w ant anoth e r argum e nt from  m e .

I touch  m yse lf. Th e  sk in goe s re d. I le t go. Black .
Th e  fe e ling is  pain, I k now . But it fe e ls lik e  good 

pain. I w ill lik e  th is  pain. I w ill.
I run m y h ands ove r m y sk in. I h ave  sh ow e re d. It 

is  taut. Sm ooth . Soft. Batte re d m e at. Te nde r.
I touch  m yse lf, slow ly. Dow n.
Dow n. I touch  m yse lf.
I th ink  of Jam e s.
I k e e p touch ing m yse lf.
It doe sn’t stop h urting.
It doe sn’t stop fe e ling good.

© 2007 Bre ndan Joh n Lindsay

Bre ndan Joh n Lindsay – Th e  fe e ling is good 
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As I w rite  I am  look ing at a fram e d ph oto on m y 
de sk . Th e  snapsh ot w as tak e n som e  tw e nty five  
ye ars ago. It sh ow s a young m an and w om an 
standing in th e  lush  grounds of an old, w e ll k e pt 
m ansion. Th e  couple  doe sn’t ow n th e  m ansion, 
ne e dle ss to say, th e  Council doe s. It h as be e n 
ope ne d to th e  public and th e se  pe ople  h ave  paid 
good m one y to ch e ck  it out. M aybe  th at’s w h y 
som e body took  th e  picture . A ph otograph  s ignifie d 
an occasion in th ose  days, w h e n you h ad to use  a 
cam e ra and not your ce ll ph one .

Th e  boy is  slim , w ith  70s-style  bouffe d-up h air 
parte d in th e  ce nte r. H e  w e ars a te e ny pair of navy 
blue  sh orts and h as nice  le gs. Th e  girl h as h e r h air 
cut sh ort, a boyish  cut, and w e ars a pair of 
dungare e  ove ralls. Sh e  look s lik e  a se paratist 
le sbian but sh e ’s  not. Th e  guy de finite ly look s gay 
and h e  is. I took  th is  picture . Th e se  pe ople  are  m y 
w ife  and m y first m ale  love r. 

W h y did us gay m e n ge t m arrie d back  th e n? W e  
h ad our re asons, re asons th at se e m  alm ost 
nonse nsical today: appe arance s, fe ar, com fort, 
safe ty. It se e m e d lik e  th e  righ t th ing to do at th e  
tim e . To som e  guys it se e m e d lik e  th e  only th ing to 
do at th e  tim e . 

In m y case , th e  girl I m arrie d and I w e re  gre at 
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frie nds. W e  agre e d on th ings th at m atte re d: cause s 
and politics, bands and m ovie s. Th e  virtue s of 
natural m e dicine  and Joni M itch e ll. W e  am ble d 
around th e  w orld toge th e r, live d in London, got 
sum m e r jobs at a re sort on Vancouve r Island, 
visite d a re m ote  Scottish  isle  w h e re  a ve ge tarian 
com m une  sq uatte d in th e  h ut w h e re  R obe rt Louis 
Ste ve nson h ad w ritte n Kidnappe d. W e  care d about 
e ach  oth e r; w e  e ach  provide d som e th ing th e  oth e r 
ne e de d— th ough , in h indsigh t, not e ve ryth ing. W e  
w e re  constant com panions, so w e  calle d it love  and 
got ourse lve s h itch e d. O ur m oth e rs w e re  ove rjoye d, 
and I alw ays trie d to ple ase  m y m oth e r.

Anyw ay, th at is  a big, com plicate d story. Th is is  a 
sm all story about a date .

I h ad a job as a w aite r, m y be st paid job ye t. Five  
nigh ts a w e e k  in a sm all th e atre  re staurant, a joint 
de signe d to fe e d and am use  com fortable  m iddle -
age d audie nce s. D inne r w as se rve d from  7pm  by 
w aite rs in starch e d, w h ite  aprons; ve ry faux-
Contine ntal, alth ough  th e  food itse lf w as ordinary. 
M ost of our patrons w ould h ave  be e n pe rfe ctly 
capable  of cook ing th e  sam e  m e als at h om e . Th at 
w as th e  se lling point. Pe ople  pre fe r not to be  
ch alle nge d. 

At 9  o’clock  th e  curtains w ould part on a sm all 
stage  dow n one  e nd of th e  room  and th e  ligh ts go 
up to re ve al an icon from  th e  w orld of m usical 
th e atre . Aging but fe isty, a true  survivor, th e  star 
w ould be lt out h e r re pe rtoire  until de sse rt w as 
se rve d at 9 .45. From  10.15 to 11 sh e  w ould pe rform  
a se cond se t, alw ays incorporating th e  obligatory 
“H appy Birth day to You”. During th at num be r, th e  
h e adw aite r w ould lug a cak e  s izzling w ith  spark le rs 
ove r to th e  spe cial table . If th e re  w e re  tw o birth days 
in th e  h ouse  th e re ’d be  tw o cak e s, and w h e n w e  got 
to “H appy birth day de ar…” th e re  w ould be  ch aos as 

tw o nam e s vie d for supre m acy. Th e  be love d diva 
w ould te ll a couple  m ore  storie s, drop a big nam e  or 
th re e  and launch  into h e r gre ate st h it. Th e n th e  
ligh ts w ould dim , th e  curtains close , s h e  w ould 
re m ove  h e r w ig, ch ange  and slip out th rough  a back  
door into th e  nigh t be fore  th e  patrons w e re  any th e  
w ise r. Sh e  didn’t w ish  to spe ak  to th e m . “It k ills th e  
m agic,” sh e  use d to say. It also tak e s up valuable  
drink ing tim e .

Th e  th e atre  re staurant w as ow ne d and run by tw o 
old q ue e ns w h o h ad gotte n toge th e r be fore  anybody 
e lse  th e re  (e xce pt th e  diva) w as born. R e fle cting th e  
ow ne rs ’ taste , m ost of th e  w aite rs w e re  gay and/or 
drop de ad h andsom e . I h ad ne ve r in m y sh e lte re d 
life  m e t so m any h om ose xuals. I found it unne rving 
but at th e  sam e  tim e  com pe lling. Th e ir cam py talk  
am use d m e . D e e p inside  I ye arne d to be  acce pte d 
by th e m , and afte r w ork ing six nigh ts a w e e k  for 
se ve ral m onth s, I gue ss I w as. 

Th e  h e adw aite r (th e  birth day cak e  lugge r) w as a 
fie rce ly sle e k  m an of Gre e k  back ground: Ge orge . H e  
carrie d h im se lf tall and m ove d q uick ly but 
accurate ly am ong th e  table s. Polish e d th ough  h e  
w as at h is  job, h e  alw ays gave  th e  im pre ssion it w as 
be ne ath  h im . Ve ry classy. Ye t in spite  of th e  
conte m pt h e  radiate d tow ards th e  dine rs, h e  baw le d 
out any oth e r w aite r w h o brough t som e one  th e  
w rong m e al or droppe d a plate . H e  could be  q uite  
cutting if h e  w as in th e  m ood. I w as m ore  th an a 
little  te rrifie d of Ge orge ; I’m  a plate  droppe r from  
w ay back .

Th e  guy w h o ran th e  sh ow  w as Danny, th e  stage  
m anage r. H e  w as re sponsible  for ope ning and 
closing th e  curtains, rigging and ope rating th e  ligh ts, 
ge tting th e  sh ow ’s star on and off and safe ly out of 
th e  building. Danny cam e  in e arly w ith  th e  k itch e n 
staff and w as th e  last to le ave  at nigh t. H e  did th re e  
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pe ople ’s jobs for th e  price  of one , w h ich  didn’t stop 
th e  ow ne rs from  tre ating h im  lik e  a slave  and 
driving h im  h ard. H e  se e m e d not to m ind. H e  
e njoye d th e  w ork , h e  love d th e  old diva and, 
be cause  h e  w as ch irpy and funny and 
unth re ate ning, h e  w as th e  one  I got to k now  first. 
H e  h ad be e n in sh ow  busine ss for ye ars, e ve n 
th ough  h e  and I w e re  th e  sam e  age . And h e ’d be e n 
around! Anoth e r w aite r, a cool straigh t boy and part-
tim e  life guard, told m e  of th e  le ge ndary partie s 
Danny and h is  boyfrie nd use d to th row . Th e se  
partie s w ould go on for days, spilling out into th e  
stre e t, attracting e ve ry ce le brity and e ve ry h om o for 
m ile s around. Th e  booze  th e y w e nt th rough ! Th e  
laugh s, th e  se xual liaisons and h ilarious incide nts, 
lik e  th e  tim e … w e ll, you sh ould’ve  be e n th e re . Th e  
partie s h ad ce ase d ove r th e  last ye ar or so w h e n 
Danny and h is  boyfrie nd m ove d into a sm alle r flat 
(e victe d from  th e ir first one , for obvious re asons). 
Danny h im se lf ne ve r m e ntione d th e  partie s.

I h adn’t re alize d fe arsom e  Ge orge  w as th e  
m yste rious “boyfrie nd” until Danny invite d a bunch  
of pe ople  around to w atch  th e  Julie  Andre w s 
ve h icle  Star! on te le vision. I found out be cause  I 
ove rh e ard th e m  arguing at w ork . Ge orge  loath e d 
Julie  Andre w s, th e  m ovie  w as a turk e y, h e  didn’t 
w ant oth e r pe ople  in th e ir flat, and h e  ce rtainly h ad 
no inte ntion of spe nding h is  pre cious Sunday nigh t 
se rving food to sponge rs! Danny, in a w ay w e  w ould 
now  ch aracte rise  as passive -aggre ssive , fough t back . 
“I’ll organize  th e  food,” I h e ard h im  say. “I’ll do 
e ve ryth ing. I alw ays do, don’t I? Loose n up, baby. 
W e ’ll h ave  fun lik e  in th e  old place .”

M y w ife  and I w e nt to w atch  th e  m ovie , as did 
th e  diva and h e r curre nt sq ue e ze  and tw o or th re e  
of th e  oth e r w aite rs. Th e  q ue e ny old couple  w asn’t 
th e re ; th e y ne ve r socialize d at th is  le ve l. Th e  

life guard m ade  som e  polite  e xcuse .
From  th e  m om e nt w e  e nte re d I could se nse  

te nsion in th e  air. I alre ady k ne w  Ge orge  w as 
h ostile , of course . H e  spraw le d in a large  arm ch air 
and scarce ly both e re d to gre e t th e  gue sts as th e y 
arrive d. M y w ife  and I h e  didn’t spe ak  to at all. Th e  
oth e rs k ne w  e ach  oth e r m uch  be tte r th an I did, and 
m y w ife — s h y in s ituations lik e  th is — k ne w  nobody. 
O n top of th at, Danny fusse d around w ith  food and 
drink s in a m anic atte m pt to incite  a party 
atm osph e re , turning h is  back  on Ge orge  and 
re fusing to ack now le dge  h is  boyfrie nd’s languorous 
inq uirie s. “W h e n doe s th is  lousy fuck ing picture  
start?” “Is th is  (m e aning th e  gue sts) all you could 
drum  up? Fuck ing tragic, darling.” 

W h e n th e  m ovie  did start, Ge orge  w e nt straigh t 
into h is  be droom  and slam m e d th e  door. “H e  sure  
ne ve r use d to be  th is  w ay,” som e body said. “Is h e  all 
righ t?” Danny just sh rugge d. H is  e ne rgy h ad 
e vaporate d— all th e  frantic food and drink  se rving 
h ad only be e n for Ge orge ’s  be ne fit— and now  h e  sat 
staring at th e  TV in stony sile nce . 

Th e  star, our star th at is , w as no gre at Julie  
Andre w s fan. I suppose  sh e  h ad h e r ow n pe rsonal 
re asons. Th at nigh t sh e  w as drink ing ne at vodk a 
w ith  m ore  th an h e r usual le ve l of com m itm e nt. H e r 
e scort, w h o struck  m e  as a com ple te  idiot, h ad 
ne ve r h e ard of Julie  Andre w s, le t alone  Ge rtrude  
Law re nce , and w as bore d out of h is  m ind. Th e  
m ovie ’s  innate  torpor m ade  th ings w orse . During a 
com m e rcial bre ak , Danny e xcuse d h im se lf and 
barge d into th e  be droom , closing th e  door be h ind 
h im . W ith in se conds a sh outing m atch  starte d up, 
th e  lik e  of w h ich  I h ad ne ve r h e ard. W e  h urrie dly 
le ft th e  tw o of th e m  to slog it out.

Danny sporte d a black  e ye  w h e n I saw  h im  th e  
follow ing e ve ning. (Ge orge  h ad tak e n th e  nigh t off.) 
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“W h at h appe ne d?” w e  all ask e d, as if w e  didn’t 
k now . Danny just laugh e d it off. “P F O ,” h e  
answ e re d. “Pisse d, Fe ll O ve r.” Th e  diva h ad a long, 
private  talk  w ith  h im  in h e r dre ssing room .

Th e  sh ow  th at nigh t w as unde r par, 
unde rstandably. Th e  h ouse  w as sm all and re stle ss, 
and th e  m ain attraction w as h arbouring a filth y 
h angove r. It fe lt lik e  th e  be ginning of a h ard w e e k . 
As I w as pack ing up to go h om e , Danny cam e  ove r 
to m e . H is  e ye  didn’t look  good at all. For som e  
re ason I fe lt a lum p rise  in m y th roat. H ow  could 
th at stupid bastard h ave  h urt th is  sw e e t, h arm le ss 
guy? H ow  could h e  h ave  h it m y frie nd? “Are  you 
O K?” I said. 

H e  didn’t w ant to talk  about th at. “W h at do you 
do during th e  day?” h e  ask e d m e . 

“Not m uch ,” I answ e re d, surprise d. “M y w ife  
w ork s. I just h ang around m ostly.” 

“M e  too,” h e  said, “so w e  sh ould do som e th ing 
toge th e r. Lunch , a m ovie , m ak e  a day of it. Ge t out 
and e njoy ourse lve s for a ch ange . H ow  about 
W e dne sday?”

“Is th is  a date ?” I grinne d in m y ne w ly acq uire d 
w orldly w ay. 

“Ye ah .”
I sle pt badly ove r th e  ne xt forty e igh t h ours. 

Som e  k ind of e m otional ch arge  h ad be e n trigge re d. 
It fe lt silly, but I w as e xcite d by th e  th ough t of 
going on a date  w ith  a m an I k ne w  to be  ‘out’. I 
w asn’t com ple te ly naïve , but still I h ad no tangible  
ide a of w h at to e xpe ct. It re m inde d m e  of th e  w ay 
you fe e l w atch ing a h orror m ovie : you k now  
som e th ing une xpe cte d m ay h appe n, but not w h at 
or— scarie st of all— w h e n. R e lax, m y se nsible  brain 
assure d m e , you’re  a m arrie d m an for fuck ’s  sak e , 
noth ing is  going to h appe n! But m y ce ntral ne rvous 
syste m  fe lt diffe re ntly. 

For our date , Danny and I de cide d to tak e  a sh ort 
ride  on a h arbour fe rry, 'lik e  tourists!’ Afte r th at w e  
planne d to catch  a classic double  fe ature  m atine e : 
Th e  Day of th e  Jack al, a th rille r se t in France , plus 
Th e  Suns h ine  Boys  (w h ich  m y w ife  and I h ad se e n 
on stage ). 

Th e  date  got off to a sh ak y start. God k now s h ow  
or w h y, but th e  subje ct of suicide  cam e  up. “I can’t 
unde rstand anyone  e ve n th ink ing about doing it,” I 
babble d. “Nobody h as proble m s th at can’t be  solve d. 
It’s, I dunno, cow ardly.” Danny didn’t com m e nt but 
m e re ly turne d h is  w rists ove r. Th e  back s of th e m  
w e re  criss -crosse d w ith  w h ite  scars, five  on th e  le ft 
and se ve n on th e  righ t. I w ante d to sink  into th e  
h arbour w ith  e m barrassm e nt— but th at w asn’t all. I 
ach e d to th row  m y arm s around h im . I h ad a strong 
fath e rly de sire  to prote ct h im , at le ast th at’s h ow  I 
analyze d th e  fe e ling. W h ate ve r it w as, I ne e de d all 
m y stre ngth  to figh t it. I’m  sure  I w as sh ak ing.

“I’m  an idiot. I’m  so sorry!”
“No, you’re  righ t,” h e  said, “It w as dum b. Calm  

dow n, h one y. I w ould ne ve r try it again.” H e  
pause d. “I w as k ind of an O K pianist be fore  I did 
th is.” 

W e  didn’t talk  m uch  afte r m y brilliant faux pas, 
but h e ade d for th e  m ovie  h ouse . Th e  Day of th e  
Jack al w as up first. It w as stylish , I th ough t, but I 
h ad difficulty follow ing th e  plot. I sim ply couldn’t 
conce ntrate . M y h e art race d and I w onde re d 
w h e th e r I w as de ve loping h igh  blood pre ssure , a 
condition th at affe cte d m y fath e r. 

I w as m uch  m ore  aw are  of Danny sitting ne xt to 
m e  th an I w as of Edw ard Fox up on th e  scre e n. I 
could h e ar Danny bre ath ing. I could sm e ll h im . 
Sh arp de sire  (w h ich  until now  I h ad succe ssfully 
k e pt off-lim its) focusse d m e . W h at w ould it fe e l lik e  
to touch  h im , I w onde re d? Instantly I got a h ard-on. 
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W h e n h e  place d h is  h and ligh tly on m y th igh  it w as 
a total sh ock  and I jum pe d. H e re  w as th e  'h orror 
m ovie  m om e nt’! Afte r th e  initial jolt I laugh e d, as 
you do. Th e n h e  k isse d m e . Le ane d righ t ove r and 
did it. D e e ply. H ungrily. I’d lik e  to say I w as 
transporte d to anoth e r w orld but I w asn’t: I back e d 
off and glance d around to ch e ck  if anyone  h ad se e n 
us. Nobody h ad. Th e  th e atre  w as e m pty apart from  
a fe w  e lde rly w om e n dow n front. I le t m yse lf re lax. 
“W h at ne xt?” I w ante d to ask , but I couldn’t spe ak . It 
w as as if th e  re st of m y life  up until th at m om e nt 
h ad ne ve r e xiste d. H e  h ad done  e xactly w h at I 
w ante d, e xactly w h at I h ad be e n w ish ing for in 
som e  part of m y m ind I h ad stubbornly re fuse d to 
ack now le dge . I fe lt guilty, naturally, but also ligh t-
h e ade d and de lirious, as th ough  m y body from  h e ad 
to foot w as conne cte d to a low  but unm istak able  
e le ctric curre nt.   

W e  w atch e d th e  m ovie  th rough  to th e  e nd but 
didn’t stay for Th e  Suns h ine  Boys. Inste ad w e  w e nt 
back  to h is  place , to th e  ve ry room  w h e re  h is  
boyfrie nd h ad be ate n h im  up. Th e re  h e  s h ow e d m e  
w h at m e n can do to and for e ach  oth e r: ge ntly at 
first, but late r not so ge ntly. “O n our first date ?” I 
jok e d. 

“You’ve  be e n w aiting long e nough ,” h e  
w h ispe re d. 

I w as w orrie d in case  h is  viole nt boyfrie nd sh ould 
burst in on us but th at ne ve r h appe ne d, not once  in 
all th e  w e e k s  w e  w e re  toge th e r. I fe ll in love  w ith  
Danny, a love  th at pum pe d life  into e ve ry ne rve  in 
m y body and said: Th is  is  w h o you are . Th is is  w h o 
you alw ays w e re  and w h o you alw ays w ill be  and 
it’s  e xtraordinary. 

And now  th e re ’s  h is  old picture  at th e  back  of m y 
de sk . H e  look s q uite  diffe re nt th e se  days. H is  h air’s  
ne arly w h ite  and h e  h as put on q uite  a lot of w e igh t. 

H e art trouble  too, so I h e ar. W e  live  in diffe re nt 
citie s but still I run into h im  occasionally. Last tim e  
w e  m e t h e  gre e te d m e  w ith  a h ug (as usual) and 
tre ate d m e  to an e xpe nsive  dinne r— h e  w ouldn’t tak e  
no for an answ e r, e ve n th ough  I ow e  h im  m ore  th an 
I could e ve r pay back . Th at de bt w ill stand fore ve r.

Ye ars afte r our affair h ad e nde d, som e body told 
m e  w h at h ad h appe ne d to Ge orge . H is  m oody, 
viole nt be h avior w as th e  first sign of an inope rable  
brain tum or w h ich  e ve ntually k ille d th e  poor guy. By 
th e n, Danny w as in a re lationsh ip w ith  a unive rsity 
le cture r. I h e ard th e y bick e re d ince ssantly, but at 
le ast th e  ne w  boyfrie nd ne ve r laid a h and on h im . As 
for m e , m y m arriage  laste d a w h ile  longe r but finally, 
in a spirit of painstak ing dam age  control, w e  calle d it 
q uits. 

I h ave  a re al job now  (in IT) and I’ve  be e n w ith  
m y partne r for te n ye ars. W e ’re  h appy, no q ue stion. 
Ve ry com patible . O ur first date  w as fun and rom antic 
as w e ll— a sw e e t, unanticipate d surprise — but 
noth ing e xce ptional. W e ’d both  h ad ple nty of date s 
be fore , so I gue ss w e  k ne w  th e  m ove s. 

M y date  w ith  Danny, th ough : th at w as a date  th at 
ch ange d th e  course  of h istory. 

© 2006 Ph il Scott
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Eve ry trip to th e  be ach  m ak e s Dre w  th ink  of a 
pilgrim age  to M e cca. H e  alw ays h e ars th e  nam e  of 
Allah  w h e n O m ar says ‘Cronulla’. O m ar just love s 
th e  se a and th e  sandy be ach , th e  casual pe de strian 
nature  of life , th e  w ay h e  and Dre w  w alk  close  
toge th e r but bare ly touch  and h ardly e ve n spe ak . 
Sh are d look s, punctuate d by se agull crie s, are  
usually e nough  to k e e p th e m  conne cte d. For O m ar 
th e  se nsations of se a and sunligh t and casual 
w e e k e nd com panionsh ip are  lik e  a se asonal th ing, a 
counte rpoint to h is  long h ours of w ork , a lull in 
orde re d activity, a tim e  to roll up h is  sle e ve s and 
re lax. Dre w  h as grow n up h e re . It is  m e re ly an 
ordinary place  of h is  h istory, th e  back drop to h is  
ch ildh ood but th e  w ay O m ar soak s it up, absorbing 
and assim ilating it m ak e s Dre w  se e  it diffe re ntly. It 
be com e s e xotic th rough  th e  e xotic e ye s of anoth e r.

“W ant ice  cre am ?” O m ar is  alre ady fe e ling for 
coins.

“M int ch oc-ch ip.”
O m ar h as rum  and raisin. H e  passe s Dre w ’s  to 

h im . Th e y lick  in s ile nce .
Th e y are  fre e  w ith  and from  e ach  oth e r, 

savouring diffe re nt flavours toge th e r. Pe ople  m ill 
about th e m . Th e  stre e t is  busy w ith  sh ops. 
Pe de strians se e m  to go aim le ssly about th e ir 
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busine ss. Dre w ’s  e ye s are  draw n ine vitably to th e  
young m e n, golde n brow n and board-sh ort clad, w e t 
from  th e  se a or dry and salty from  th e  sun. M ost are  
sh irtle ss, th e ir fle sh  fle xing naturally and 
unse lfconsciously be ne ath  th e ir sk in. Th e y h ave  
m appe d out m asculinity w ith  th e m se lve s, w ith  th e  
h e at of th e ir bodie s and th e  te m pe r of th e ir talk . 
Dre w  th ink s th e y are  as tasty as h ot ch ips. H e  lik e s 
th e  w ay th e y fill th e ir space  and spill out around 
th e m se lve s, th e ir e xce ss colle ctive ly pooling to form  
groups. H e  im agine s h ow  th e y fuck  th e ir girls lik e  
anim als, h ot, sw e aty and re le ntle ss. W h e n sh outs 
e scape  th e ir m outh s, h e  im agine s th e ir oth e r 
e jaculations, m ore  private , te lling spasm s, ripe  w ith  
involuntary viole nce . 

In th e  ne arby pub, pow e rful arm s pull glasse s to 
lips and m outh s m oiste ne d w ith  be e r spit jok e s lik e  
crude  bulle t points. Laugh te r m ak e s a raucous song 
th at e ve n startle s se agulls and is  loude r th an th e  
se a. Th e irs is  a rapid-fire  language  of sh ort-range d, 
unsoph isticate d com m e nts, frie ndly de ris ion, a 
te nnis m atch  of blunt, e nde aring insults. Th e  
drink ing of be e r se e m s to m ak e  th e m  th e  sam e . 
Th e y sw ay a little , bum ping into and aw ay from  
e ach  oth e r. Th e y sudde nly, spontane ously ch e e r, 
e ach  catch ing th e  cry. Th e  w ordle ss sound carrie s  
fle ck s of be e r and spit into th e  air and a fine , bare ly 
visible  am be r cloud of m ist appe ars. Th e  ch orus die s  
a little  until, out of th e  lull, a solitary voice  blare s.

“Arse h ole !”
“Fuck w it!” Som e one  re plie s.
“Your round, you fuck e n Je w .”
“I got th e  last one , m oron!”
“W e ll, suck  m y fuck e n dick !”
Dre w  se nse s O m ar te nse , frost up and th e y pull 

apart sligh tly as th e y pass th e  pub. O m ar m utte rs 
som e th ing low  and guttural. Dre w  doe sn’t catch  th e  

w ords but th e  tone  is  unm istak e able , h ostile , 
de fe nsive , disdainful. Th e y both  w atch  th e  drink e rs 
th rough  th e  w ide  w indow s th at ope n onto th e  
stre e t. Dre w  h as an e ye  for curve s in bice ps, ch e sts 
and bulging pants. O m ar only se e s  a face le ss, vulgar 
m ob. H e  fe e ls m ore  civilise d but th e y outnum be r 
h im . O ne  or tw o of th e m  look  dire ctly back  and th e  
strange , volatile , intim ate  space  be tw e e n assim ilate s 
th e m  all lik e  an e xpanding cloud. Th e  m e e ting of 
gaze s is  une xpe cte d, startling and disturbing, fille d 
w ith  too m any unce rtain possibilitie s.

O n th e  stre e t, in th e  car, in a doof-doof, sub-
w oofe r w orld of blaring, h ard-core , dance -club, be at-
m ix, four olive -sk inne d boys cruise  for adve nture . 
R aoul, driving, rule s th is  canary-ye llow , M onaro 
w orld. Th e  oth e rs, th re e  broth e rs, cousins or frie nds 
of frie nds, spraw l th rough out th e  loud inte rior, 
sm ok ing and m outh ing “Sh it”s and “Fuck  ye ah ”s 
into th e ir m usic, th rough  it and out of w indow s. 
Th e y are  lik e  a parade , not to be  ignore d. Th e  h orn 
e rupts, a cacoph ony of sound th at ch alle nge s as it 
splits th e  air. It e ve n drow ns th e ir be ats. Th e  
broth e r be side  R aoul, look s out th rough  m irror 
sunnie s to th e  pub and h e  tw ists h is  ne ck  slow ly as 
a sly, rude  grin stre tch e s h is  m outh .

“O i!” H e  calls to th e  drink e rs.
“H e y, pussy boys.” H e  raise s  a finge r and laugh s.
Th e  taunt h its th e  drink e rs lik e  acid. Th e y bristle , 

bridle , jum p off th e ir se ats and th row  curse s back . 
Dre w  and O m ar are  caugh t be tw e e n. Dre w  se e s  a 
funny side : h igh  jink s; h orse play and ‘boys w ill be  
boys’. O m ar still h as h is  e ye s fixe d firm  on th e  
drink e rs, ignoring th e  car. Th rough  th e  bustle  of 
je e ring w h ite  boys, O m ar se e s  one  raise  h is  glass as 
if in salute  th e n launch  it and it arch e s, h alf-e m pty 
and spilling a pe rforate d line  of am be r froth . Th e  
sch oone r spins as it sails th rough  th e  air th e n 
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de sce nds and conne cts w ith  a loud, rude , sudde n, 
crack ing im pact on th e  M onaro’s cle an and pe rfe ct 
w indscre e n. Incre dibly, it fails to bre ak  at first but 
bounce s off and sh atte rs on th e  road. Th e  car 
scre e ch e s to a stop in an e xplosion of curse s. Th e  
drink e rs ch e e r in unison lik e  som e one  score d a 
goal. Eve n Dre w  se e s  dange r now  and goe s to m ove  
on but O m ar stays standing still. 

Tw o te am s, one  olive , one  w h ite , pour out of th e  
car and th e  pub and h e ad for e ach  oth e r. Spe ctators 
stum ble  aw ay from  th e  fray, Dre w  along w ith  th e m . 
O nly O m ar is  le ft. Dre w  calls to h im  but h e  doe s 
not m ove . O m ar stands firm  and stupid lik e  a bull, 
cle arly angry, th ink ing th e  w h ite  boys are  baying 
for h im .

“Fuck  you, M oh am m e d!” O ne  of th e m  je e rs.
O m ar purse s h is  lips w ith  ange r and trie s  to re ply 

but tw o olive  boys push  past h im  on e ith e r s ide  and, 
re ach ing th e  w h ite  boys, start m ak ing fracas in 
e arne st. O m ar stum ble s sligh tly th e n righ ts h im se lf 
w ith  a stiff ste p forw ard from  th e  m om e ntum  of th e  
push . Dre w  appe ars from  som e w h e re , tak e s h is  
arm , pulls and urge s.

“Com e  O N!”
“Bastards!” O m ar sh outs w ith  furious, fragile , se lf-

conscious rage  as if to th e  boys, th e  crow d, Dre w  
and e ve n to h im se lf ye t h e  doe s not pull aw ay. Th e  
w h ite  and olive  boys figh t w ith  fury now . Se ve ral 
score  blow s and th e re  is  blood. O m ar push e s  at one , 
an olive  boy w h o turns but is  confuse d as if unsure  
w h e re  to place  th is  strange r and h is  unce rtainty le ts 
a w h ite  boy strik e . H e  goe s dow n but a broth e r 
com e s aside , strik ing back  and pulling h im  up at 
once . Th e  tide  is  turning badly. R aoul re gains h is  
se at, guns th e  e ngine , blow s th e  h orn, sounding a 
re tre at. Th e  w h ite  boys force  th e  olive s back . Dre w  
is  frantic, pulling and sh outing at O m ar w h o finally 

obe ys w h ile  saving face  w ith  ge sture s and crie s. Th e  
olive  boys, h ow e ve r, are  batte re d, bruise d and 
disgrace d. Th e y cram  into th e  car and it te ars off, 
th robbing aw ay at spe e d. O m ar le ts Dre w  w alk  h im  
to safe ty as th e  w h ite  boys ch e e r again and curse  
th e ir w ay back  into th e  pub.

O m ar and Dre w  sit in th e  car. O m ar’s w ounds, w h ile  
not ph ysical are  cle arly visible  as a strange  puffine ss 
of th e  face  as if pride  is  no longe r e nough  and h as 
be e n dilute d w ith  som e th ing w e ak e r and im pure . 
H is  bre ath  is  noisy w ith  unspok e n w ords and 
unform e d oath s. H e  is  in th e  drive r’s  se at. Dre w  sits 
s ile nt and re m ove d. Th e re  is  no touch ing. Th e y both  
nurse  th e ir ange r, ne ith e r of th e m  aw are  th at it is  
th e ir frailty w h ich  disturbs th e m  m ost. O m ar fe e ls 
th e  e dge s of h is  m ind curl sligh tly as h e  turns th e  
car and park s. Slow ly, h e  sw itch e s th ings off, th e  
blink e rs, th e  e ngine  and pulls on th e  brak e  th e n h e  
s h uts h is  e ye s and tak e s off h is  se atbe lt in th e  dark . 
It is  a long, slow , s ile nt dark ne ss th at only tak e s 
se conds and, w h e n h e  re alise s h e  is  h olding h is  
bre ath , h e  e xh ale s and crack s ope n th e  door. Dre w  
h as alre ady gone  to th e  h ouse  and O m ar crunch e s 
h is  w ay up th e  grave l to follow . 

Th e y h ave  be e n distant and cold for so long, 
bare ly spe ak ing or look ing at e ach  oth e r, th at rolling 
se lf-consciously toge th e r into be d is  alm ost a re lie f. 
It h as be com e  im possible  not to touch  and, for once , 
it is  Dre w  w h o is  first to e xplore , sliding h is  h e s itant 
h and into th e  dark , h airy unk now n. O ne  of O m ar’s 
ow n re acts lik e  a trap, snapping finge rs around a 
w rist, capturing and re pe lling it, using th e  force  of 
re je ction to launch  h is  ow n attack . Dre w ’s  fe igne d 
re sistance  is  brie f and futile . Ve ry soon h e  is  pinne d, 
panting and slack -face d in th e  dark  as O m ar use s h is  
w e igh t and stre ngth  to m anoe uvre  th e m  both . Th e ir 
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bre ath s are  lik e  w ords but carry m ore  m e aning. 
O m ar is  loude r. Th e y do not k iss  th ough  th e ir 
m outh s com e  close . 

W h e n O m ar fuck s h im , w h ich  h e  doe s w ith  
ne ith e r w ords nor fore play, Dre w  obe ys a sile nt rule  
th at h e  s h ould ne ve r close  h is  e ye s. Not so th at Dre w  
can w atch  but so O m ar can se e  into th e m . H e  love s 
th e ir blue -gre e n look  of th e  se a w ith  a longing you’d 
e xpe ct from  a m an of th e  de se rt. H e  love s Dre w ’s  
blond h air le ss, th inning and re ce ding as it is  lik e  an 
e m pire  once  sple ndid and now  in de cline . Th e ir sk in 
toge th e r, h airy brow n on sm ooth  pale , as th e y pre ss 
e ach  oth e r lik e  contine nts, de ligh ts th e m  both . Th e ir 
contrast and th e ir diffe re nce  de fine  th e m  be tte r. 
O m ar is  large r and life  in th e  w e st h as m ade  h im  
soft. H is  fle sh  s h ak e s  flabbily as h e  th rusts and Dre w  
e njoys a se cre t, guiltle ss ple asure  as it give s lik e  je lly 
against h is  ow n gym -tone d, discipline d th igh s. Dre w  
is  m e sm e rise d by O m ar’s fe rocity, it ove rw h e lm s 
h im  and ye t strange ly, at its core , is  a se cre t trace  of 
de spe ration. O m ar ne e ds w h at h e  tak e s so badly. H e  
se e m s sm alle r th an h is  de sire , lash e d to it and 
drive n. Dre w  cannot ignore  h is  ow n ple asure . To be  
plunde re d lik e  th is  e nth rals h im . It’s a w ild 
se nsation. H is  atte ntion is  fixe d on th e  fe e ling of 
m otion inside  h im , th e  w ay th e y h ave  be com e  an 
e ngine  of fle sh . Som e h ow , for once , O m ar’s  tim ing is  
sligh tly off. Th e ir synch ronicity slips w ith  a sligh t 
crash ing of ge ars and th is  only e xcite s Dre w  m ore . It 
m ak e s for a crazie r ride . O m ar is  a-k ilte r, ask e w  and 
sligh tly adrift. H is  th rusting be com e s aw k w ard and 
prolonge d. H e  tak e s longe r to asce nd. Dre w  se nse s 
tim e  stre tch  and pull at h is  ne rve s. H e  w ants to h e re  
and now  fore ve r, e ve n as h e  k now s th e  e nd m ust 
com e . O m ar h as journe ye d so far, surm ounte d so 
m uch  and rare ly e ve r stum ble d. H e ’s  ne ve r re ally 
lost h is  w ay and e ve n now  h e  push e s  on, e ngrosse d 

by h is  ow n progre ss, pre ssing h im se lf h arde r and 
furth e r to th e  point, fe e ling h im se lf flow  th rough  h is  
ow n body m adly, m indle ssly until w ith  a h andful of 
final, ine vitable  blow s, h e  e scape s h im se lf for a 
m om e nt and fle e s into anoth e r. 

H e  is  e xh auste d by h is  trium ph , s ink ing so fast 
it’s  lik e  h e  ne ve r w on and h e  re sts lik e  a baby on 
Dre w ’s  sm ooth , cool, sw e aty back . Th e y stay still 
and conne cte d lik e  th at for se ve ral long m inute s but 
Dre w  is  re stle ss, h igh ly arouse d and soon stirs 
be ne ath  O m ar’s life le ss form . Th e y are  te lling e ach  
oth e r som e th ing w ith out w ords. Dre w  is  too e xcite d, 
and O m ar too dull, to re ally unde rstand but th e ir 
bodie s k now  and sh ift th e m se lve s accordingly. 

W h e n Dre w  fuck s O m ar, w h ich  h e  doe s rare ly 
and w ith  som e  te m e rity, h e  is  som e h ow  fe line , slow  
at first, inq uisitive  and full of fine sse  but ultim ate ly 
a pre dator. O m ar bare ly m ove s or m ak e s a sound, 
e xce pt th e  occasional grunt. Dre w  is  am aze d, as 
alw ays, to find h im se lf inside , surrounde d by a 
m uscular te nsion at odds w ith  O m ar’s usual soft 
flabbine ss. Dre w  is  asce ndant now  and h e  m ak e s 
th e  m ost of it. O m ar be com e s e ve n q uie te r still and, 
de spite  h is  appare nt w ith draw al, Dre w  fe e ls h im  
righ t th e re , m otionle ss ye t vividly alive . Dre w  
occupie s a space  th at is  at once  dange rous and safe  
and th e y both  grow  h arde r w ith  th e  te nsion of it. It 
se e m s e ndle ss and re le ntle ss but Dre w  fe e ls h is  
clim ax rise  w ith in h im  lik e  laugh te r, e ve n h e aring 
h um our in h is  ow n gasping bre ath s. H e  sm ile s lik e  
an idiot as h e  m aste rs th e  m an be ne ath  h im  and 
th e n lose s h im se lf com ple te ly.

O nce  th e  sce nt of th e ir lust h as gone  stale  and th e  
be d no longe r w e lcom e s, Dre w  w ill ge t up and 
follow  O m ar’s e arlie r path  to th e  tiny, flour-
sprink le d k itch e n, alre ady boasting th e  w arm  arom a 
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of bre ad. O m ar pride s h im se lf on th is , h is  one  
dom e stic task . Dre w  w ill w ait patie ntly for h im  to 
pull h is  loaf te nde rly lik e  a ne w  born ch ild from  th e  
ove n and place  it ce re m oniously on a w ire  rack  on 
th e  table . It w on’t be  flat lik e  th e  bre ad of h is  
ch ildh ood. It w ill be  sq uare  and h igh  toppe d, toaste d 
brow n on its crust but w h ite  and soft inside . O m ar 
w on’t le t Dre w  e at straigh t aw ay.

“W ait.” H e ’ll say, “It ne e ds to cool be fore  cutting.”
O nly O m ar is  pe rm itte d to slide  th e  k nife ’s  cold, 

se rrate d e dge  into th e  still bre ath ing crust and le t 
th e  pe rfe ct slice s fall, one  upon th e  oth e r, be fore  
th e y e at th e m  plain or spre ad th e m  w ith  
condim e nts or jam s. O m ar w ill punctuate  th e ir 
sw e e t and stick y m om e nt w ith  h is  s ips of coffe e , far 
too strong for Dre w , and w ith  h ungry puffs of 
cigare tte . Dre w  w ill w atch  h im  as h e  e ats and drink s 
h is  te a, a strange r in th e  k itch e n, dark  and 
dange rous and k ind, a k indre d spirit, a m onste r, 
strange  ye t not unlik e  h im se lf. W h e n th e  bre ad is  
gone  th e  k nife  w ill re st re dundantly be tw e e n th e m . 

© 2007 R J R e ynolds
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I’m  trying to pick  up th e  s h ards  w ith  bloody finge rs , 
k now ing th at I’m  a m an no longe r. I w ill live  th e  re st of 
m y life  as  a snak e  or a snail not as  a h um an be ing. I 
w ill spe nd th e  re st of m y life  craw ling on m y stom ach , 
e ye s  clos e  to th e  ground, so th at I don’t s e e  too m uch , 
s e e  too far ah e ad, no vis ion of w h at lie s  in front of m e. 
To be  a h um an be ing and k now  too m uch  is  a curs e…

Journal: Se pte m be r 24th  2005

I w as com ing h om e  th at day on dusk  and stoppe d at 
th e  traffic ligh ts ne ar th e  M cDonalds’ corne r and I 
h appe ne d to look  up and saw  th is  cute  guy dragging 
tw o black  plastic rubbish  bags tow ards th e  
pe de strian crossing. Th e y m ust h ave  be e n h e avy 
be cause  h e  w as re ally struggling. O f course  I 
w onde re d w h at w as in th e m . M aybe  h e ’d crack e d it 
and done  in h is  old w om an, cut h e r up into little  
pie ce s and w as going to put th e  bags in th e  
M cDonalds’ s k ip. Th e  ligh ts turne d gre e n and I 
laugh e d to m yse lf as I gunne d th e  e ngine  tow ard 
h om e . It w asn’t so funny tw o w e e k s  late r w h e n I 
saw  th e  sam e  guy again.

But m aybe  I’d be tte r start th e  story w ith  th at day. 
I'd drive n up to M e ads, a little  place  in Gippsland. 
Som e  guy h ad ph one d m e , said h e ’d h e ard around 

Joh n Bartle tt
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th e  traps th at I did a bit of m ode lling and could I 
drive  up for th e  day and m ode l for h im ? Said h e 'd 
pay m e  fifty buck s an h our including trave l tim e . 
M ate , I’ve  ne ve r be e n paid th at m uch  be fore  and 
w ith  it be ing cash  in h and, it w as a bit h ard to say 
no. I ne ve r did ask  h im  h ow  h e ’d got m y num be r in 
th e  first place .

H is voice  sounde d e ducate d so I th ough t th e re 'd 
be  no funny busine ss and if th e re  w as I’d probably 
ask  for e xtra. I’ve  be e n in a fe w  tigh t corne rs ove r 
th e  ye ars, m ode lling for bore d h ouse w ive s or 
h usbands w h ose  w ive s are  ‘out of tow n’. O fte n th e y 
say th e y’ve  just starte d an art course  at TAFE and 
could I m ode l for a coupla h ours?

O nce  I e ve n h ad to jum p out th e  w indow  stark e rs 
be cause  th e  bore d w ife 's h usband cam e  h om e  
une xpe cte dly. W e  w e re n’t e ve n up to anyth ing sus 
but sh e  just w e nt be rse rk  w h e n sh e  h e ard h is  car 
and said h ow  could sh e  e xplain to h e r h usband w h y 
th e re  w as a nak e d m an in h e r lounge  doing pose s in 
h e r h igh -h e e ls and M e lbourne  cup h at? I ne ve r got 
paid e ith e r or got m y cloth e s back  and I h ad to 
drive  h om e  stark e rs in pe ak  h our traffic. It w as a bit 
of as buzz th ough , as I look  back . I am  a bit of an 
e xh ibitionist so I gue ss th at’s w h y I lik e  to go 
stark e rs anyw ay.

W h at w as I saying? Ye s, I drove  up to M e ads. It 
w as a gre at day and good to ge t out of th e  city for a 
w h ile . Brigh t sunsh ine , lots of cow s in th e  paddock s 
doing w h ate ve r it is  th e y do and by th e  tim e  I 
cle are d th e  city I w as s inging due ts w ith  a Britne y 
casse tte . H it m e  baby one  m ore  tim e . M ate , I w as 
stok e d.

M e ads is  a tiny place . Just one  pub and a sort of 
ge ne ral store  cum  post office  place . I'd w ritte n 
dow n th e  dire ctions to th e  h ouse  ove r th e  ph one  
but once  I got th e re  it all look e d diffe re nt and I 

e nde d up going to th e  pub to ask  for h e lp.
“M r Elph ingrot?” said th e  guy be h ind th e  bar, 

“You don't w ant to go to h is  place  m ate . Pe ople  
round h e re  re ck on h e 's a bit batty. Anyw ay h e ’s  one  
of th ose  arty type s, you ne ve r k now  about th e m .” 
Th e  barm an w as about fifty som e th ing, w e aring th e  
usual flanne le tte  sh irt, probably ne ve r be e n inside  a 
galle ry h im se lf in h is  life , not lik e  I h ave . W h at did 
h e  k now  about art, I th ough t?

M ate , did I e ve r te ll you th e re  w as a painting an 
old codge r did of m e  once  in th e  Ballarat galle ry? I 
don’t lik e  to le t on to m any pe ople  coz I don’t w ant 
loads of pe ople  rush ing up to h ave  a look  at m e . It’s 
e m barrassing w h e n you se e  th e  finish e d picture  up 
on th e  w all. It’s funny, I lik e  th e  m ode lling part but I 
don’t w ant to se e  it w h e n it’s  finish e d. I w ouldn’t 
give  a stuff if it just got burne d or ch uck e d out. I ge t 
off on sh ow ing off in front of pe ople  but I don’t lik e  
th e  ide a of pe ople  cre e ping round be h ind m y back  
and look ing at m y picture  w h e n I don’t k now  about 
it. It’s lik e , if I’m  out th e re  for anybody and 
e ve rybody to gaw k  at, I lose  a little  bit of m yse lf. I’m  
a pre tty private  sort of guy re ally.

I sh ould’ve  tak e n m ore  notice  of w h at th is  blok e  
in th e  pub said. But h ow  w as I to k now  th e n? I found 
th e  h ouse  e ve ntually and it look e d ok ay to m e , e ve n 
h ad one  of th ose  pick e t fe nce s w ith  rose s grow ing 
ove r it – se e m e d pre tty h arm le ss so I th ough t it’d be  
cool. 

Now  I w ish  I’d just stoppe d k nock ing on th e  door 
afte r th e  first coupla m inute s and e ve ryth ing w ould 
h ave  be e n ok ay I re ck on but no, I just h ad to k e e p 
on k nock ing coz I’d com e  so far and I w as a bit 
pisse d off th at h e  w asn't th e re  afte r ask ing m e  to 
com e  spe cially th at day.

I m ust h ave  k nock e d off an on for a good te n 
m inute s but nobody answ e re d. I w as bloody 
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annoye d by th e n, com ing all th at distance  if th e  
s illy bastard h ad got th e  day w rong. I w alk e d round 
th e  h ouse  a fe w  tim e s calling out and look ing for 
anoth e r door but th e re  w as still no answ e r and th e  
place  look e d de se rte d. M ate  I w as re ally ge tting 
pisse d off by th e n. Th e re  w as sm ok e  drifting outa 
th e  ch im ne y so I suppose d som e one  w as h om e . But 
I w asn’t sure  and by th e n I’d h ad e nough  and 
starte d to w alk  back  dow n th e  path  to th e  Ute . Th e n 
– and th is  w as m y big m istak e  – I th ough t I’d com e  
so far I’d h ave  one  m ore  try be fore  I le ft, I w alk e d 
back  to th e  front door and k nock e d once . M ate , th e  
door fle w  ope n straigh t aw ay and th e re  h e  w as. I got 
such  a sh ock , I bloody ne arly fe ll ove r righ t th e n.

R igh t aw ay I re cognise d h im  as th e  cute  guy I’d 
se e n in th e  stre e t w ith  th e  black  plastic bags, sh ave d 
h e ad and se xy in a rough -trade  sort of w ay. Just m y 
type  but a bit olde r th an m e . So I starte d to calm  
dow n a bit. “So you’ve  com e ,” h e  said just look ing at 
m e . I e xplaine d th at I'd be e n k nock ing for about te n 
m inute s. H e  just ignore d th at and e ve ntually 
ste ppe d back  so I could go inside . And th e n h e  said 
som e th ing lik e : “As th e  w orld is round, I k ne w  th at 
one  day you w ould find your w ay back  to m e .” 
M aybe  Elph ingrot re ally w as batty lik e  th e  guy in 
th e  pub h ad said or m aybe  h e  w as som e  sort of m ad 
poe t. I can’t com e  at th at poe try crap but I do w rite  
th ings dow n in a book  som e tim e s, lik e  w h e n I’m  
tryin’ to w ork  out w h e re  th e  fuck  m y life ’s  going but 
I’m  not crazy e nough  to sh ow  it to anybody.

I’m  trying to re call now  e xactly w h at h e  look e d 
lik e  but it's re ally h ard for m e  to re m e m be r e xactly. 
It’s lik e  I’d e nte re d a diffe re nt sort of w orld as I 
w e nt th rough  th e  door and I can’t re m e m be r de tails 
too cle arly now , just th e  m ain th ings th at h appe ne d. 
I sure  re m e m be r th e m . Th e   h ouse  w as pre tty 
clutte re d, th ings pile d on ch airs and table s, book s, 

bask e ts, th ings lik e  th at and a fe w  black  garbage  bags 
too, pile d in th e  corne r as if som e one  w as m oving 
out. Th e re  w as a big m irror along one  w all. I 
re m e m be r th at be cause  I w atch e d h im  in th e  m irror 
as h e  w e nt to ge t m e  a be e r. As h e  be nt ove r to ope n 
th e  fridge  I saw  h e  w as w e aring tigh t torn pair of 
je ans w ith  a black  T and h e  w as re ally h ung.

H e  h ande d m e  a can of Foste rs and I h ad to m ove  
a fe w  th ings off a ch air to m ak e  space  to sit dow n. I 
re m e m be r th e re  a big box on it and it fe lt lik e  it w as 
full of brick s w h e n h e  ask e d m e  to put it on th e  floor. 
W e  sat th e re  drink ing for a w h ile  and soon I starte d 
to re lax. I'm  alw ay a bit uptigh t w ith  a ne w  artist 
until I suss th e m  out and so w e  talk e d about norm al 
th ings, lik e  th e  trip up and th e  w e ath e r, th e  sort of 
conve rsation you h ave  w ith  som e one  you've  just m e t 
w h ile  you try to w ork  th e m  out.

Th e n sudde nly out of th e  blue  h e  said anoth e r 
funny th ing. “W h ate ve r you do, don't go th ough  th e  
door into th at room ,” and pointe d tow ard th is  door 
painte d black  at th e  far side  of th e  room . W e ll, w h y 
w ould I? I'm  not into prow ling round strange rs ’ 
h ouse s w ith out th e ir pe rm ission. I'm  pre tty straigh t 
dow n th e  line  re ally. M y pare nts brough t m e  up in 
th e  M e th odist Ch urch  and I still e ve n go into 
ch urch e s som e tim e s just to sit and be  q uie t. Ye ah , 
it’s  a bit of a sh ock  for th e  oldie s w h o toddle  in and 
se e  th is  guy w ith  sh oulde r-le ngth  blond h air, tatts 
and pie rcings sitting in th e  pe w  and th e y piss  off 
pre tty q uick . Be ing inside  a ch urch  for m e  is  a bit 
lik e  doing a sitting for som e one  I k now , going into a 
trance  w h ile  I’m  doing it. It’s lik e  a m e ditation 
som e tim e s w ith  th e  righ t pe rson.

Soon afte r h e  said th is , I’m  th ink ing, w h e n are  w e  
going to start th e  dam n sitting but I’m  also th ink ing 
w e ll, th e  s illy bugge r’s  paying m e  for th is  w h ile  I 
drink  h is  be e r so w h at am  I w orrie d about? Th e n h e  
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says. “W ill you e xcuse  m e  a m inute , m ate . I'm  just 
going to th e  m ailbox dow n at th e  ge ne ral store  as 
I'm  e xpe cting som e th ing im portant. You can w ait 
h e re  if you lik e .”

H e  m ust be  a rich  bastard if h e  doe sn't m ind 
paying m e  w h ile  I w ait for h im  to colle ct th e  m ail, 
so th at’s cool w ith  m e . I h e ard th e  car drive  off and 
th e n I sne ak e d a q uick  look  around th e  room . Th e re  
w e re  a fe w  paintings around th e  w alls, noth ing to 
m y taste ; th e y look e d a bit odd to m e , th e  sort of 
stuff I’d call post-m ode rn. Th at's w h at I call 
anyth ing I don’t lik e . Th e  large st w as th is  portrait of 
a m an in old-fash ione d costum e  face  a bit lik e  
Elph ingrot, w e aring th is  gre e n sh irt ope n at th e  
ne ck  and h is  long blonde  h air tie d back  be h ind h is  
h e ad. Th e re  w as e ve n a candle  burning in front of it 
lik e  th e  s h rine  m y nana use d to h ave  in h e r 
be droom  w ith  a picture  of m y Aunt M aure e n w h o’d 
le ft h om e  w h e n sh e  w as fifte e n and ne ve r cam e  
back . W e ll, th at gave  m e  th e  w illie s for starte rs. I 
sh ould h ave  pisse d off th e n and th e re .

I w ish  h e ’d ne ve r m e ntione d th at oth e r room . 
Th e  m ore  I th ough t about h im  saying ‘don't go into 
it’ th e  m ore  I w ante d to se e  w h at w as in th e re . 
Stupid w asn’t it? I’m  not usually curious about 
th ings lik e  th at, but it w as alm ost as if h e 'd said it on 
purpose  to m ak e  m e  do it and I couldn’t control 
m yse lf. Anyw ay h e  w ouldn’t be  back  for a w h ile  ye t 
so I ope ne d th e  door slow ly and pe e re d in. It w as so 
bloody dark  I couldn’t se e  anyth ing for a w h ile . 
Th e re  w as no furniture  e xce pt for th e se  draw ings 
around th e  room  se t up on e ase ls and th e se  tw o 
bloody e norm ous cande labra w ith  burning candle s 
in th e m . M ate , it w as a bit lik e  som e th ing out of a 
Dracula m ovie . O f course  I h ad to go righ t into th e  
room  to se e  w h at th e  draw ings w e re  but I w ish  I 
h adn't. I couldn’t be lie ve  it. Th e re  w e re  th e se  five  

or six draw ings around th e  room  and th e y w e re  all 
of m e . Nak e d in diffe re nt pose s. You re ck on I’m  
dre am ing? Th e y w e re  so re al, alm ost lik e  
ph otograph s. M ate , I ne arly crappe d m y pants on 
th e  spot, I’ve  ne ve r be e n so spun out. I m e an I’d 
ne ve r sat for th is  guy be fore  in m y life  but h e ’d 
painte d th e se  picture s of m e . I back e d out of th at 
room  q uick  sm art into th e  oth e r room , grabbe d m y 
bag off th e  ch air and h e ade d to th e  front door. M an, 
I w as outa th at place  as fast as I could. But w h e n I 
ope ne d th e  front door th e re  h e  w as. “I’m  sorry, I 
h ave  to go,” I said, trying to ge t past. I don’t k now  
w h at h appe ne d but it w as as if m y h e ad w ante d to 
ge t out of th e re  but m y le gs se e m e d to be long to 
som e one  e lse . I w onde re d if it w as th e  be e r. M aybe  
h e ’d drugge d it.

“O f course  you don’t. W h y le ave  now  w h e n 
you've  com e  all th is w ay and you did prom ise  you'd 
sit for m e .” M ate , I w ante d to le ave  but m y le gs 
couldn't do it and I w as starting to fe e l a bit w oozy 
by th e n. “I’ve  be e n w aiting a long tim e  for you to 
com e ,” h e  said and took  m e  by th e  h and into a room  
w h e re  th e re  w as anoth e r e ase l se t up and m ore  
burning candle s w ith  som e  sort of ince nse  
sm oulde ring in th e  corne r. I’ve  ne ve r sm e lt th at 
ince nse  be fore  or since  but it did calm  m e  dow n a 
bit and pre tty soon th e re  I w as tak ing off m y cloth e s 
and th e n just doing th e  pose s h e  w as sugge sting. H e  
sat dow n lik e  a norm al artist and took  up th is  pie ce  
of ch arcoal and starte d sk e tch ing. Th e  room  w as 
com ple te ly sile nt e xce pt for th is  scratch , scratch , 
scratch ing of ch arcoal on pape r. Th e n th e  w orst 
th ing of all h appe ne d. As I sat th e re , I gradually fe lt 
as if I couldn’t m ove  and I w as sh rink ing sm alle r 
and sm alle r all th e  tim e . Fuck , I’ve  ne ve r fe lt so 
scare d in all m y life . M y brain w as straining to se nd 
th is  m e ssage  to m y le gs to ge t up and piss off but 
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som e h ow  th e  m e ssage  w asn’t ge tting th rough . It fe lt 
w orse  th an a nigh t on th e  grog. And all th e  w h ile  I 
w as ge tting sm alle r and sm alle r, I could se e  th is  
m an ge tting bigge r and bigge r, tak ing control of m e  
h is  ch arcoal scratch ing on and on. I k ne w  h e  w as 
w riting se cre t th ings about m e  on th e  pape r, th ings 
no one  e lse  in th e  w orld k ne w . I trie d to call out, to 
le t h im  k now  w h at w as h appe ning but m y voice  
w as th is  tiny little  sq ue ak  lik e  a m ouse . H e  just 
sm ile d at m e  e ve ry now  and th e n. I w as trappe d. 
H ow  w as I going to e scape ? Eve ntually w h e n I fe lt I 
w as about as big as an ant, I k ne w  I w as done  for. It 
fe lt lik e  som e one  h ad suck e d out m y brain w ith  a 
vacuum  cle ane r.

Afte r a long tim e , I re alise d th at h e ’d le ft th e  
room  and I w as on m y ow n. I discove re d I w as able  
to m ove  again but slow ly lik e  I w as drugge d. 
Probably I w as. I m anage d to put m y cloth e s back  
on and grabbe d m y th ings but as I cre pt tow ard th e  
door I h appe ne d to glance  at th e  draw ings h e ’d 
be e n doing on th e  e ase l. Th e y w e re n’t re al 
draw ings at all but just an e ndle ss se rie s  of 
unconne cte d scratch e s and doodle s on th e  pape r, 
th e  sort of th ing a ch ild m igh t do w ith  a crayon. 
M an th at fre ak e d m e  out too. If h e  w asn’t re ally an 
artist, w h at w as h e  th e n? I m anage d som e h ow  to 
ge t into th e  oth e r room  and th e re  h e  w as w aiting 
and sm iling th is  funny lopside d sort of sm ile .

“Le t's do anoth e r se ss ion soon,” h e  said brigh tly, 
lik e  h e ’d just be e n atte nding som e  fuck ing norm al 
‘life  draw ing for be ginne rs ’ course  or som e th ing. 
“I'll give  you a call som e tim e  and you can com e  
back  again if you lik e . I find it tak e s a w h ile  to be  
re laxe d w ith  one  anoth e r, don’t you? I h ope  th e  
m one y is  th e  righ t am ount,” and h e  h e ld out an 
e nve lope  as I stum ble d tow ard th e  door.

M ate , I w as dow n th at path  and into m y ute  as 

fast as m y sh ak ing le gs w ould tak e  m e . I h ad to stop 
at th e  pub and h ave  a fe w  w h isk ie s  be fore  I could 
e ve n th ink  about driving h om e . Th e n w h e n I got 
h om e  I w e nt straigh t into th e  bath room  to h ave  a 
sh ow e r be cause  I fe lt dirty, contam inate d som e h ow , 
and th e re  I found th e  m irror sh atte re d into a doze n 
pie ce s and falle n into th e  s ink , long jagge d sh ards 
pointing up at m e  lik e  finge rs. W h y w ould som e one  
cre e p in w h ile  I w as aw ay just to bre ak  a m irror? 
W h e n I look e d into w h at w as le ft of th e  m irror on 
th e  w all, I could just se e  th e  w obbly line s of m y face , 
a bit lik e  th e  guy’s  scratch y ch arcoal draw ings of m e . 
Th e  w orst th ing is  th at e ve r since  I just sit by th e  
ph one  w aiting for h im  to call again. I k now  I w on’t 
be  able  to stop m yse lf going back . H e ’s  look e d inside  
m e  and discove re d m y se cre ts and now  I w ant to go 
back  and le t h im  tak e  w h at’s le ft.
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‘W atch , first th ing sh e ’ll do is  look  for th e  k e y.’
Jane  Brough am , w h o h adn’t m ade  a film  for te n 

ye ars, de spite  an adm iring public and re spe ct for 
h e r abilitie s, proce e de d to do just th at. 

‘Sh e  plays e ve ryth ing to h e r k e y ligh t,’ th e  
Cam e ram an w h ispe re d to th is  girl h e  w as suppose d 
to be  m e ntoring, th ough  h e  h ardly care d w h e th e r 
Jane  h e ard h im  or not. W h at could sh e  do? Sh e  w as 
in no position to obje ct afte r w ord h ad got around 
about th e  w ay sh e  be h ave d on th at se t up in Ne w  
Guine a – insisting on doing h e r ow n m ak e -up, 
w ouldn’t w e ar th e  costum e s, not tak ing dire ction, 
not talk ing to anyone . O n an Australian se t th at w as 
th e  w orst sin of all. You could be  drunk , stone d, not 
k now  your line s and th e y’d w ork  around it. Be cause  
you w e re  all in it toge th e r, you w e re  all guys 
toge th e r. Th at w as Film : it raine d, th e  gaffe r brok e  
h is  arm  playing touch  be tw e e n tak e s, th e  h orse  bit 
th e  le ad m an and h e  w ouldn’t go ne ar it, th e y 
couldn’t turn th e  pum ps off and th e  w ate r w e nt all 
ove r th e  cable s, a plane  fle w  ove r, som e one  forgot 
to rak e  th e  law n w h e re  th e  couple  rolle d, th e  guy 
playing th e  crim  got pisse d th e  nigh t be fore  and 
couldn’t e ve n w e ave  and bob for th e  figh t sce ne , th e  
le ading lady w as crying about som e th ing ... you 
could h andle  all of th at but you couldn’t indulge  
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som e  tale nt w h o th ough t sh e  – or h e  – w as too big to 
m ix w ith  th e  cre w . Scre w  th at. 

‘W h at doe s th at m e an?’ th e  Traine e  ask e d.
‘It m e ans sh e  k now s m ore  th an is  good for h e r.’
Jane  Brough am  said sh e  w as re ady. 
‘Sh e ’s  ge tting a bit be yond it,’ th e  Cam e ram an 

w h ispe re d. ‘Tak e  a look .’
Jane  sprang into th e  vie w e r. Th e  stre ngth  of h e r 

be autiful face  w as h arde ning a little . H e r e ye s h ad 
sunk  into th e ir sock e ts, fine  line s plunge d tow ards 
h e r uppe r lip. Th e  traine e  sprang back  - Jane  h ad 
se e m e d to turn h e r pow e rful gaze  on h e r. Sh e  
w atch e d as Jane  scanne d th e  se t.

Th e  sce ne  w as about Jane  w aiting at an airport 
for an old love r to re turn from  ye ars ove rse as.

Th e  D ire ctor ch e ck e d to se e  if Jane  w as re ady. 
Th e  Cam e ram an push e d th e  Traine e  aside  and 
glue d h is  e ye  to th e  vie w e r. ‘Sile nce !’ Jane  w e nt 
th rough  h e r w alk , pause , gaze  at th e  non-e xiste nt 
Arrivals m onitor. Th e  D ire ctor confe rre d. Sh e  did it 
again. Th e  D ire ctor confe rre d. Jane  did it again. 
And again. Jane  took  a bre ath  and look e d ove r h is  
h e ad as th e  D ire ctor confe rre d. Sh e  nodde d w ith out 
look ing at h im . Th e y w e re  re ady for a tak e . Th e re  
w e re  th re e  be fore  h e  calle d, ‘Cut! Th at’s fine .’ Jane  
w alk e d off th e  se t.

Th e  Traine e  w as astonish e d vie w ing th e  rush e s. 
Th e  sce ne  w h ich  h ad se e m e d so sim ple , 
straigh tforw ard, ordinary now  fille d th e  scre e n w ith  
im patie nce , anxie ty and se lf-doubt. Jane  w as 
pow e rful and ove rburde ne d.

‘H e ’s  a poof. H e ’s  got Aids,’ th e  Cam e ram an said 
to th e  Traine e  as th e  D ire ctor line d th e  le ading m an 
up to e m e rge  from  Arrivals. Sh e  didn’t be lie ve  h im , 
w as starting to h ate  h im . H ow  could h e  be ? Look  at 
h im  – h e  w as tall and rangy and brow n and … Sh e  
h ad ne ve r h e ard of h is  h aving a girlfrie nd but h e  

couldn’t be . ‘Sh e  only go th e  part be cause  of h im ,’ 
th e  Cam e ram an said, ‘th e y’re  old m ate s.’ 

Th e  D ire ctor got it in one  tak e . 
Th e  rush e s  s h ow e d h im  e m e rging from  th e  

autom atic door, loping dow n th e  w alk w ay, a trave l 
k it sw ung ove r h is  s h oulde r, look ing w ith  studie d 
nonch alance  for w h oe ve r w as e xpe cting h im . Th e  
Traine e  th ough t h e  w as pe rfe ct - h e  se e m e d to 
instantly e stablish  th at h e  w as a w ar corre sponde nt 
re turning from  ye ars aw ay in trouble  spots.

Th e  cam e ras rolle d. Th e  m e e ting w as difficult. 
‘H ullo Be n,’ Jane  said, re straint m asq uing h e r 

e xcite m e nt and se lf-doubt. 
‘H ullo Sandie ,’ th e  Actor said. ‘Th ank s.’
 ‘Th ank s for w h at?’ 
 ‘Com ing out to m e e t m e . Afte r all th is tim e .’ 
Th e  D ire ctor w ante d … w h at? ‘M ore  … um , 

puzzle m e nt, lik e  w h at are  you doing back  h e re , are  
you going to ruin m y life  again?’

Jane  and th e  Actor e xch ange d glance s. 
Th e y did it again.
‘Se e ?’ th e  Cam e ram an said, ‘Sh e  alw ays k now s 

e xactly w h e re  th e  k e y is , th at’s re ally w h at sh e ’s  
playing to, sh e  s h ould be  playing to h im . H e  be tte r 
pull h e r into line  now  or h e ’s  going to h ave  h e r 
w alk ing all ove r th e  film .’

Th e  Traine e  th ough t th e y w e re  in love ; Jane  
couldn’t look  at h im . 

Th e y did th e  sce ne  again. Th e  Actor said, ‘Com ing 
out, it’s  be e n a long tim e .’

Th e  D ire ctor sh uffle d th e  page s of th e  script. Th e  
Actor slappe d h is  fore h e ad. Th e  D ire ctor’s Assistant 
ye lle d, ‘Cut!’

Jane  stood th e re , patie nt.
Th e y did it again.
Th e  D ire ctor ye lle d, ‘Cut! Be tte r.’ H e  said to Jane , 

‘You got th e  unsure ne ss th is  tim e .’
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‘Sh e  got it th e  first tim e ,’ th e  Traine e  said.
‘Sh h ,’ th e  Cam e ram an re plie d. ‘W h at w ould you 

k now ? Sh e ’s  still playing to th e  k e y. You’ll se e  in th e  
rush e s.’

‘Se e ?’ h e  w h ispe re d during th e  vie w ing. ‘H e ’ll 
h ave  to ge t som e  close -ups to fill th at in, give  th e  
e ditor som e th ing to w ork  w ith .’

Th e  e x Love rs re ignite d but sh e  h ad to h e lp h im  
ge t som e  DVDs to a group w h o could ge t th e m  
playe d on Australian T V. For various re asons th e  
Australian gove rnm e nt m igh t not w ant th is. A 
clande stine  group w as trying to pre ve nt it too.

‘I k now , th is  is  about th e  Bilboa Five , isn’t it?’
Th e  Cam e ram an said, ‘No. It’s about som e  

Australian guys w h o got sh ot up in Indone sia – th e  
folk s out th e re  in th e  dark  are  suppose d to k now  
th at. Fuck e d if you ask  m e , th e y’re  ne ve r going to 
ge t it.’

Th e  w ord on th e  se t w as th at it w as going w e ll 
th ough  th e y w e re  still w atch ing h e r w ith  
appre h e nsion.

‘No!’ Sandie  gaspe d, ‘I did not w ant th is. I did not 
w ant th is! It’s h appe ning again. You alw ays – W h at 
is  it about you and trouble ? I cannot do th is  again.’

Th e  Love rs h ad just e scape d th rough  th e  
m angrove s. 

‘Cut!’
‘Sorry,’ th e  Cam e ram an calle d out, ‘I didn’t ge t 

th at. M iss Brough am  se e m s to be  lining it up w ith  
h e r k e y. Again.’

Th e  Traine e  w atch e d as Jane  Brough am  sw ung 
h e r gaze  up at th e m  and sigh e d. Th e  Actor touch e d 
h e r on th e  arm . Jane  Brough am  re adie d h e rse lf for 
th e  fourth  tak e .

‘I th ink  w e ’ll bre ak ,’ th e  D ire ctor said.
‘Look ,’ Jane  Brough am  said, ‘w e  can’t ge t th is  lik e  

th is  again. Th e  ligh t’s pe rfe ct. Can’t w e  do it now ? 

W h at do you w ant th at you’re  not ge tting? You can’t 
le t th e  cre w  te ll you h ow  to dire ct. It fe lt good.’

Th e y did it again. Th e  Actor stum ble d as h e  
h e lpe d Jane  out of th e  m angrove s, m uddie d and 
ble e ding. Sh e  grabbe d at h im  to prop h im  up.

‘Cut!’
Ne ith e r sh e  nor th e  Actor e m e rge d from  th e ir 

caravans for th e  re st of th e  day.
Th e  Traine e  w as disappointe d to se e  Jane  e m e rge  

alone  from  h e r caravan w h e n h e r drive r arrive d. But 
w h e n th e  Actor e m e rge d from  h is  and roare d off on 
h is  bik e  it se e m e d righ t.

Anoth e r day by th e  m angrove s. Clouds scudde d 
but th e y got it, or w h at w ould h ave  to do.

Th e y w e re  h iding in a caravan park . Th e n th e re  
w as a close d se t for a se x sce ne .

‘Th e y’ll use  a body double  to cut in,’ th e  
Cam e ram an e xplaine d to th e  Traine e , ‘but h e r tits 
are  still good. Sh e ’s  probably h ad th e m  done .’

‘W h at’s h e  lik e ?’ th e  Traine e  ask e d.
‘H e ’s  O  K. W h at do you m e an?’
Th e  Traine e  w as satisfie d w ith  th e  Cam e ram an’s 

blush  and glare .
Th e  Actor starte d to look  te rrible . Th e y h ad to 

arrange  m e dium  sh ots for h im .
‘W h at’s w rong w ith  h im ?’ th e  Traine e  ask e d.
‘I told you, h e ’s  a poof, h e ’s  got Aids,’ th e  

Cam e ram an said. ‘Poor bastard.’
But th e  Actor still h ad a be e r w ith  th e  cre w .
Th e y re arrange d th e  sch e dule . Th e y sh ot a fe w  

m ore  ch ase  sce ne s; a sce ne  w ith  th e  Actor running 
dow n a fire  e scape . Th e y did fille rs w ith  a stand-in. 

‘You’re  ge tting q uite  a w ork -out are n’t you?’ th e  
Cam e ram an said.

‘W h at do you m e an?’
‘It’s not usually th is  e xciting, th e y’re  not w asting 

any tim e .’
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Th e  ne xt tw o days th e y sat around be cause  th e  
D ire ctor w as going ove r th e  script w ith  one  of th e  
W rite rs and one  of th e  Produce rs.

Anoth e r Produce r se nt a re pre se ntative  to k e e p 
an e ye  on th ings.

‘Th is  is  w h y th e y’ve  got insurance  – one  of th e  
re asons,’ th e  Cam e ram an said.

Jane  Brough am  w as on se t e ve ry day, sh e  no 
longe r staye d in h e r caravan w h e n sh e  w asn’t 
ne e de d. Th e  Traine e  th ough t sh e  w as m agnifice nt. 

Now  Jane  Brough am  h ad to do a sce ne  originally 
w ritte n for th e  Actor – liaise  w ith  a sadistic T V 
Exe cutive  w h o is  re ally afte r th e  de struction of th e  
DVDs and ge t aw ay w h e n sh e  re alise s w h at h is  
gam e  re ally is. H e  grabs h e r by th e  th roat and h urls 
h e r around a lot giving h e r th e  opportunity to grab 
a large  vase  of flow e rs, crack  h im  w ith  it, run into a 
car park  and m ak e  a ge t aw ay in h e r be at up old 
car. Jane  Brough am  insiste d on m any practice s 
w ith  th e  vase  to ge t th e  tim ing righ t be cause , as sh e  
told th e  T V Exe cutive , sh e  w as going to go for it. 
 H e  told h e r h e  w as too. 

Th e  rush e s  le ft th e  Traine e  bre ath le ss.
M ak e -up h ad to cove r th e  bruise s  on h e r ne ck . 

W ardrobe  got h e r a ch e ongsam  collar for th e  
re staurant sce ne  th e n th e y adde d a pe arl ch ok e r. 
Sh e  ch e ck e d in h e r m irror and took  it off. W e nt to 
h e r caravan.

‘H e re  w e  go,’ said th e  Cam e ram an.
Jane  re appe are d w ith  a sm all scarf k notte d 

around h e r th roat.
Th e  Actor re appe are d on th e  se t.
Th e  re staurant sce ne  turne d out be autifully. 

Jane  Brough am  look e d be autiful, e dgy, angry. Th e  
candle s flick e re d in h e r e ye s lik e  dragons th e n 
softe ne d to a glow  of love . Th e  Actor re sponde d 
w ith  obstinacy, de fiance , ange r, re asoning, 

se duction. A 4 w h e e l drive  crash e d th rough  th e  
w indow .

Th e n th e y de cide d th e  Actor h ad to be  be ate n up 
by th e  T V Exe cutive  afte r all. Th is w ould e xplain 
th ings.

M ak e -up gave  h im  a black -e ye  and cuts. 
Continuity ch e ck e d th e ir ch anging colours and 
te xture s. Th e n th e y de cide d to give  h im  m alaria. 
Th e y did th e  re staurant sce ne  again so th at h e  could 
e xplain h e  w asn’t fe e ling too good be cause  h e  
couldn’t sh ak e  th e  e ffe cts of th e  ce re bral m alaria h e  
got w h ile  h e  w as w ork ing on th e  story ‘up th e re ’. 
‘And you’re  drink ing again,’ Sandie  said sadly 
th ough  it w asn’t in th e  script.

H e  starte d to look  w orse  and w orse . H e  se e m e d to 
be  e vaporating be fore  th e ir e ye s. It w as 
e xtraordinary. It be cam e  a m atte r of w aiting to se e  
h ow  m uch  le ss of h im  th e re  w as e ach  m orning. 

Th e y h ad to run again. Th e y h ad to run all th e  
w ay to Byron Bay. Th e y w e re  ch ase d along th e  
Pacific H igh w ay by a be autiful black  car. 

As th e  Cam e ram an h ad said, it w as ve ry 
inte re sting. Th e  m ock -up car inte rior got ve ry h ot 
and th e  Actor’s e ye s rolle d back  in h is  h e ad. Th e y 
h ad to ge t h im  out. Th is h appe ne d tw ice  m ore . Th e y 
playe d fans across h im  and planne d to do a sh ot 
sh ow ing th e m  driving up th e  Pacific H igh w ay w ith  
th e  w indow s dow n. 

Th e  Actor sudde nly sat dow n in th e  q ue ue  in th e  
North  Coast Tow n Post O ffice  as th e y im patie ntly 
w aite d to buy pack aging for th e  DVDs and se nd 
th e m  e xpre ss post to a Que e nsland T V station 
w h e re  Sandie  h ad a m ate . Th e y proppe d h im  up and 
sh ot it from  th e  sh oulde r up w ith  th e  e xtras in front 
and be h ind crow ding h im  and Sandie . ‘Le an on m e .’ 
Jane  Brough am  arrange d a k ind of e m brace  w h ich  
proppe d th e  Actor up.
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Th e y w e re  capture d and h e ld outside  th e  North  
Coast tow n. Th e y h ad poste d th e  DVDs anyw ay. 
Th e  age nts be at h im  up to force  h im  to te ll w h e re  
th e  DVDs w e re . Th e n th e y th re ate n to be at h e r up. 
It w as cle ar th e y w e re  going to sh oot th e m  in any 
case . As th e y stood in th e  bush , w aiting th e ir 
ine vitable  fate  a plane  fle w  ove r. ‘Th e  North  Coast 
M ail,’ Sandie  says. Th e  Traine e  w ipe d aw ay a te ar. 
‘It’s re fe re ncing Casablanca,’ s h e  e xplaine d to th e  
Cam e ram an.

O f course  th e  Produce rs h ad insiste d on an 
e scape  and a rom antic clinch . But e ve n w ith  th e  
e xplanation of th e  se cond bash ing, h e  didn’t look  
plausible . 

‘Look !’ Jane  Brough am  said, ‘Le t’s le ave  it th e re . 
Th e  DVDs w ill ge t th rough  – th at’s th e  story. O ur 
re lationsh ip is  too th w arte d to com e  out 
convincingly as h appily e ve r afte r. You 
unde re stim ate  th e  public.’

A M uri w om an w h o h ad notice d th e  pistol 
pre sse d into th e  Actor’s back  outside  th e  post office  
save s th e m  and drive s th e m  out of th e  bush  track  in 
anoth e r batte re d car. Th e re  w as to be  a Close  Up of 
th e m  in th e  back  of th e  car, sm iling. Th e  Actor 
passe d out again. Th e  Cam e ram an m ove d aw ay in 
disgust. ‘I can’t do th is.’ h e  said. ‘I th ink  I can,’ th e  
Traine e  offe re d. 

Th e y got it in th e  can.
Th e  Actor die d be fore  th e y h ad a rough  cut. 
It w as w ide ly re porte d th at h e  h ad die d of 

com plications from  R oss R ive r Fe ve r caugh t w h ile  
film ing h is  last film , th e  th rille r Th e  Corre sponde nt.

O ne  of h is  actor m ate s from  th e  Industry gave  th e  
e ulogy. ‘W om e n love d h im ,’ h e  said. 

Th is w as w ide ly re porte d.
Th e  Traine e  glance d across th e  cath e dral aisle  at 

Jane  Brough am . H e r face  w as granite .

At th e  w ak e  Jane  Brough am  took  h e r turn at th e  
m ik e  and said, ‘W om e n m ay h ave  love d h im  but h e  
love d m e n – young m e n. Le t’s at last, w h e n it’s  too 
late , acce pt h im  for w h at h e  w as. W e  k ille d h im  as 
m uch  as th e  dise ase .’

Th e  Cam e ram an nodde d in th e  dire ction of Jane  
Brough am  afte r h is  se cond be e r, ‘Sh e ’ll ne ve r w ork  
in th e  Industry again,’ h e  said. 

But th e  Traine e  h ad m ove d on.

© 2007 Ian M acNe ill 
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Th e re  h e  w as, R yan Vine . Th e  instant I caugh t h is  
e ye s m y h e art sw e rve d viole ntly and I h ad to look  
aw ay. 

It h ad be e n so long ago, I’d alm ost forgotte n h im . 
Corre ction – I could ne ve r forge t h im , but h e  h ad 
re ce de d into th e  h istory of m y life  and fade d aw ay 
w ith  th e  h e donistic w h irl of m y tw e ntie s.

It w as th e  m iddle  of w inte r and I w as sh opping 
for a book  for m y broth e r. H e ’s  e asy to buy for – I 
just go straigh t to th e  boating se ction of any 
book store  and pick  up th e  first th ing I se e . I w rap it 
up, give  it to h im  w ith  th e  re ce ipt, th e n h e  tak e s it 
back  and e xch ange s it for w h ate ve r h e  re ally w ants. 

H e  sails re gularly, so I ge t k udos for trying.
Anyw ay, I stood sligh tly out of sigh t for a 

m om e nt w onde ring w h at to do. Sh ould I say h e llo? I 
w as sure  it w ould be  aw k w ard be cause  it alw ays 
w as. H e  com e s from  a diffe re nt w orld you se e . 

“Eddie !” H e  said, sm iling and com ing ove r. H e  
s h ook  m y h and lik e  a busine ssm an. Nobody e ve r 
calls m e  Eddie . M y nam e  is  Edw ard, ye t h e  ne ve r 
calle d m e  anyth ing e lse .

As soon as I h e ard h is  voice , it all cam e  back  to 
m e . Pe rfe ct m e m orie s. O f course  th e y h adn’t be e n 
pe rfe ct w h e n th e y h appe ne d – I’d h ad no m one y 
and w as unde r a lot of stre ss. But tim e  e nh ance s 
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m e m orie s and im prove s th e m  – m uch  lik e  
e m be llish ing ph otos on a com pute r.

“R yan, w h at a surprise ! M y god I h ave n’t se e n 
you in… h ow  long?”

“Five  ye ars.”
“W ow . You look  good. W h at h ave  you be e n 

doing?”
“I w as inside .” I alre ady k ne w  th is.
“For five  ye ars?”
H e  nodde d. I didn’t q uite  k now  w h at to say. I 

th ough t th e  e ffe ct h e  h ad on m e  m igh t h ave  w orn 
off, but it w as still th e re . I could fe e l th e  e xcite m e nt 
just look ing at h im . Afte r spe nding six w e e k s  w ith  
h im  all th at tim e  ago, I k ne w  h e  w as com ple te ly 
unpre dictable . W h at w ould h appe n now ?

“W h e n did you ge t out?”
“Se pte m be r last ye ar, it w as rough . You’re  

look ing w e ll, Eddie .”
I’d h e ard on th e  grape vine  h e ’d be e n involve d 

w ith  an arm e d robbe ry. Som e w h e re  ne ar Vaucluse . 
O r Double  Bay. Som e w h e re  ritzy in any case . Th at’s 
w h e re  all th e  m one y w as, h e  w as fond of te lling 
m e . I w as ne ve r sh ock e d at h is  crim e s, only 
surprise d th at h e  h adn’t be e n caugh t soone r. H e ’d 
be e n e ith e r e xtre m e ly luck y or ve ry tale nte d.

“Fe e l lik e  a be e r m ate ?”
“Sure .” I w as suppose d to ge t a h aircut, but th at 

w ould h ave  to w ait.
W e  stoppe d at a bar w ith  ch rom e  be e r taps and 

paintings of fruit on th e  w alls. I look e d at h im  as h e  
pulle d a cigare tte  out of th e  sle e ve  of h is  Bonds te e -
sh irt. H e  w as a little  sh orte r th an m e  w ith  blond 
croppe d h air, and de e p blue  e ye s. Not classically 
h andsom e  th ough . In th e  stre e t you probably 
w ouldn’t look  tw ice  at h im ; but h e  h ad an e ne rgy 
th at bounce d from  h im  th e  w ay sunligh t doe s off 
gle am ing ch rom e . 

I sippe d m y be e r, conscious of th e  e le ctricity 
be tw e e n us.

“So w h y w e re  you inside ?”
“Som e  cunt dobbe d m e  in.” h e  said. “You 

re m e m be r R oddy? W e  done  a job in a se rvo and h e  
got caugh t. W h e n h e  ’fe sse d up, th e y cam e  k nock ing 
for m e . Bastard.”

“Som e  frie nd.”
“Ye ah . I’ll k ick  th e  s h it out of h im  w h e n I se e  h im  

again.”
“R igh t.” I sm ile d at h im , w onde ring h ow  our 

w orlds e ve r collide d. But th e y did just th at, one  
sunny afte rnoon w h e n h e  w as sh oplifting in H arve y 
Norm an. I saw  h im  as h e  w alk e d out. H e  pick e d m e  
up in th e  Junction. R igh t th e re  in th e  stre e t.

Sh ock ing. 
O ne  of th ose  tim e s w h e re  you ge t th e  door close d 

and rip e ach  oth e r’s  cloth e s off and fuck  h ard and 
fast w ith  a h unge r re se rve d for a fe ast afte r a 
fam ine . 

Afte rw ards h e  sm ok e d a cigare tte  and I w e nt 
around th e  h ouse  and pick e d up all our cloth e s. I’d 
pick e d up h is  unde rpants, w h ich  w e re  lik e  a straigh t 
boy’s. H e  w as out of sigh t so I’d sniffe d th e m  – a 
m inor pe rve rsion of m ine , and th e y’d sm e lt m usty 
and soapy. H e  also h ad about four tattoos adorning 
diffe re nt parts of h is  body. O ne  on h is  back  of a 
Ch ine se  fish , a m e rm aid on h is  le ft bice p and a 
dagge r and a h e art on th e  oth e r. Th e y w e re n’t th e  
usual gay tattoos, of tribal bands and Sansk rit 
bullsh it about pe ace  and h arm ony. O h  no, th e y w e re  
sailors tatts th at h ad be e n done  in a bout of binge  
drink ing and club h opping, probably w h ile  h e  w as 
on drugs and w e ll be fore  th e  age  of sixte e n, I 
sh ouldn’t w onde r.

H is  h and w as cuppe d around h is  be e r, finge rnails 
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bitte n dow n to th e  q uick  and grubby in parts. I 
could se e  th e  m ark  ne ar h is  th um b w h e re  h e  and a 
sch ool frie nd h ad trie d to tattoo th e m se lve s w ith  a 
ne e dle  and a ballpoint pe n. 

Th e  salacious m e m ory of our pick -up race d th rough  
m y m ind.

“You still play th e  fiddle ?” 
I nodde d.
“And you, w h at h ave  you be e n doing?” I said.
“I just h ad to go and se e  m y probation office r. 

Sh e ’s  cool. Th e  oth e r one  w as a bitch . I told th e m  I 
w ante d h e r ch anging.”

“R e ally?” 
“But Janice , s h e ’s  re ally good. Lots of h e lpful 

advice  to k e e p m e  out of trouble .”
“So you’re  on th e  straigh t and narrow ?”
“Tryin’ m y be st m ate . Tryin’ m y be st.”
Som e h ow  th e  th ough t of h im  staying out of 

trouble  w as som e th ing of a disappointm e nt. Th e  
vagrant e le m e nt of h is  pe rsonality be cam e  inte gral 
to h is  ch aracte r. To im agine  h im  w ith  a job in a 
supe rm ark e t or som e th ing, dish e arte ne d m e .

“You’ve  be e n a good boy since  you got out?”
“M ore  or le ss. A bit of de aling, but not m uch  e lse . 

An old m ate  of m ine  is  into th is  cre dit card th ing. 
Th e y w ork  in a pack  se e , and ask e d m e  if I’d do th e  
nick ing. Th e y nick  ‘e m , th e n ge t th e se  classy 
look ing birds to go sh opping at David Jone s and 
stuff. As m uch  as th e y can be fore  th e  card ge ts 
re porte d. All organize d lik e . Sounde d good.  If I 
w asn’t on probation I probably w ould h ave , but I 
can’t risk  it.”

In spite  of m y pity for h is  e nforce d captivity, th e  
capacity for e roticism  of all th ose  m e n be ing th row n 
toge th e r w ith out fe m ale  com pany for m onth s on 
e nd, w as som e th ing w h ich  h ad loite re d in m y m ind, 

and inde e d in m y adult vide o colle ction, for q uite  
som e  tim e .

“H ow  w e re  th ings in prison?”
“Fuck ing suck e d m ate . I w as bash e d tw ice  in th e  

first w e e k .”
“M y god, re ally?”
 H e  w as cavalie r about it. “Th e y h ave  to sort out 

th e  pe ck ing orde r. Le t you k now  w h o’s  boss.”
“I suppose  th e re  w as lots of groping and stuff 

too…” I said. 
“O nce  or tw ice .” H e  suck e d on h is  cigare tte . H is  

brow n arm s w e re  so m uscular and solid, I could 
h ave  bitte n righ t into th e m .

“W h at, you m e an you w e re  involve d?” I said in 
m ock  h orror.

“W e ll I ’ad a bit of fun, noth ing viole nt th ough . 
Th at fuck s pe ople  up. Th e re  w as lots of drugs 
th ough .”

“In prison?” 
“Ye ah . Th at’s th e  curre ncy in th e re . Dope , spe e d 

and stuff.”
“W h e re  do th e y ge t th e m  from ?”
“Th e re  are  source s.” H is  cryptic answ e r w arne d 

m e  not to ask  any m ore  q ue stions.
I w onde re d h ow  m uch  th ose  jade d e ye s h ad be e n 

privy to. I w as e age r to k now  m ore , but th e  distance  
be tw e e n now  and our old re lationsh ip h ad brough t a 
m odicum  of de corum  to m y conve rsation. I h ad to 
adm it th ough , I w as ge tting toe y just look ing at h im .

“Sounds lik e  you w e re  living th e  life  of R ile y.” I 
laugh e d.

“Gotta ge t your k ick s w h e re  you can, righ t?”
I sippe d m y be e r, w ith  a grow ing aw are ne ss of m y 

w e ak ne ss for alcoh ol in th e  afte rnoon, and h ow  it 
alw ays m ak e s m e  randy. W e  h ad spok e n for a w h ile , 
and th e re  w as now  a natural lull in th e  conve rsation. 
I k ne w  I w as about to m ak e  a m istak e , but just th e n, 
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I be cam e  a little  de spe rate  for h im , and th re w  
caution to th e  w ind.

I re calle d m e m orie s of w h e n I w as a stude nt at th e  
Con, and m e e ting in th e  stre e t th at day. W ith in 
se conds w e  w e re  w alk ing toge th e r dow n to h is  
apartm e nt. 

A sq uat, h e ’d told m e . 
W h ich  adde d up. I couldn’t im agine  h im  paying 

good m one y for trifling th ings lik e  re nt. I m ove d in 
w ith  h im  practically th at afte rnoon. I painte d a h uge  
m ural on h is  living room  w all of an Ancie nt Gre e k  
landscape , re ple te  w ith  ce ntaurs and m inotaurs 
re nde z-vous-ing in a sh ady gle n. All ve ry h om oe rotic.

I w ish  I’d tak e n a ph oto of it now . 
Living w ith  R yan w as e xciting. You ne ve r k ne w  

w h at w ould h appe n ne xt. H e  w ould disappe ar 
during th e  day, th e n h e  w ould bring m e  h om e  
pre se nts lik e  s h oe s, m obile  ph one s and w atch e s. At 
th e  tim e  it ne ve r occurre d to m e  to ask  w h e re  th is  
stuff cam e  from . I assum e d h e  h ad a busine ss or 
som e th ing, for th e re  w as alw ays a room  full of goods 
w aiting to ‘be  sh ippe d’. Vide o gam e s w e re  a 
particular favourite . Se e ing h im  on th e  be d in h is  
unde rpants dodging im aginary cars w ith  a joystick  
in h is  lap, is  anoth e r e nduring m e m ory.

Som e tim e s fe ral look ing pe ople  w ould com e  to 
th e  flat and tak e  stuff aw ay, but it w ould q uick ly be  
re place d.

I re m e m be r it w as a sultry m onth  and I spe nt 
m ost of it in sh orts studying th e  rudim e nts of m usic 
and saw ing out Bach ’s  partitas on th e  violin, be ing 
late  for le cture s and th e n e nding up in th e  bar e ach  
nigh t w ith  th e  M usicology stude nts. I’d ge t h om e  
and ofte n R yan w ould be  th e re  w aiting for m e . H e  
ne ve r ask e d w h e re  I’d be e n or w h o I’d be e n w ith , h e  
w ould just w alk  righ t ove r to m e  and te ll m e  to tak e  

m y cloth e s off. Th e n m ak e  m e  pose  in various state s 
of undre ss w h ile  h e  lay on th e  be d look ing absorbe d 
in m e , ripe  w ith  lust. W h e n th e  ch arade  w as ove r I 
w as m ane uve re d into w h ich e ve r position took  h is  
fancy, and I’d be  m ade  to pe rform .

M y frie nds told m e  th e y th ough t it sounde d 
de grading, but I confe ss, I w ouldn’t h ave  ch ange d a 
single  th ing about h im  or m y sum m e r of love .

Not for all th e  te a in Ch ina.
I re alise d afte r a w h ile  th at e ve ryth ing w ith  R yan 

h ad falle n off th e  back  of a truck . I’m  a law  abiding 
citize n and w as sh ock e d w h e n I confronte d h im , 
and h e  told m e  th at all th e  pre se nts h e  h ad give n m e  
w e re  lifte d from  various de partm e nt store s all across 
th e  city. Th e n h e  proce e de d to te ll m e  w h at w as 
from  w h e re .

I w as outrage d. But not so outrage d th at I w ould 
give  th e m  back . Th at’s all m y scruple s w e re  w orth , 
I’m  afraid.

O nce  I re m e m be re d going w ith  h im  in h is  car to 
som e w h e re  out w e st w h e re  h e  m e t som e  blok e  in a 
de se rte d road and th e y ch atte d am iably for a w h ile , 
th e n R yan in a sw ift succinct m ove m e nt, h e ad 
butte d th e  m an and h e  fe ll to th e  floor daze d, blood 
trick ling from  h is  nose .  R yan w alk e d casually back  
to th e  car as th ough  noth ing h ad h appe ne d. Th e  
sce ne  fille d m e  w ith  a dre ad th at sank  into m y guts. 
I k ne w  sudde nly th at th is  could h appe n to m e  
sh ould h e  tak e  issue  w ith  som e th ing I said. It scare d 
m e , but it w as also a pote nt aph rodisiac. As soon as 
w e  got h om e , I strippe d and te ase d h im  so m uch  
th at h e  abuse d m e  all afte rnoon in a carnal sw e at.

It e nde d just as strange ly and abruptly as it h ad 
be gun. O ne  day I w as sh aving w h e n I got a te xt 
m e ssage :
‘getout now , pollice  on  w ay get m onne y in tea caddy. 
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W il call soon.’ (sic)
Te a caddy? A good place  to h ide  loot; I h ate  te a.
I got dre sse d and got th e  m one y (th e re  w as about 

$200) and th e n grabbe d m y violin and le ft. 
I ne ve r saw  h im  again.

All of th ose  m e m orie s and m ore , sw irle d around m e  
in th e  bar; th e  pick -up, th e  m one y I still ow e d h im , 
th e  th ough t of h im  nak e d…

“You busy for th e  re st of th e  afte rnoon?”
“No. W h y?” h e  sm ile d. As soon as I saw  th at sm ile  

I k ne w  w e  w e re  on. H e  m igh t te ase  m e  a little , but 
I’d ge t th e re  in th e  e nd.

“I bough t a ne w  unit and th ough t you m igh t lik e  
to com e  h ave  a look .” I cast it in, h oping for a bite .

“A ne w  flat, e h ?” H e  too sippe d h is  be e r, th e n 
sm ile d at m e . Afte r a fe w  se conds, during w h ich  I 
th ough t I m igh t e xplode , h e  said, “Le t’s go th e n.”

* * * *

It w as just lik e  I re m e m be r, but th is  tim e  a little  
be tte r be cause  I h adn’t be e n e xpe cting it, and I h ad 
forgotte n h ow  se xy h e  w as. Cloth e s in disarray all 
ove r th e  room , grunting and grinding on th e  sofa, 
th e  floor, th e  table , and finally th e  be d. Nobody e ve r 
tre ate d m e  lik e  h e  did. H e  push e d m e  face  dow n 
into th e  m attre ss, and h e ld m y h e ad dow n in th e  
crum ple d doona, w h ile  h e  scre w e d m e  re le ntle ssly 
all afte rnoon and grow le d h ot obsce nitie s into th e  
back  of m y e ar.

Afte rw ards, h e  got up and w alk e d to th e  
book sh e lf. Th e  w inte r yie lds m e m orie s th at are  
m ore  nostalgic th an any oth e rs. Th e  dark e ning day 
and h im  silh oue tte d against th e  w indow  in m y 
w arm  apartm e nt w ill stay w ith  m e  for m uch  longe r 
th an th e  se x. Th e re  w as a sm all w ind com ing from  

th e  gap unde r th e  door w h ich  trie d to spoil th e  
sce ne , but I ignore d it. 

“Nice  picture ,” h e  said, nodding to a print of 
R oth k o ne xt to th e  w indow .

“Th ank s. Can I h ave  a cigare tte ?” I ask e d. I’d q uit 
a long tim e  be fore , but I w as fe e ling particularly 
care fre e . Th e re  are  m om e nts th at are  give n to us 
only fle e tingly and w e  ne e d to savour th e m ; som e  
th ings are  re lish e d m ore  profoundly w ith  a sm ok e .

“Sure .” H e  flick e d th e  pack e t ove r. I love d 
w atch ing h im  nak e d. H e  w as a joy to be h old. H e  
pulle d out a book  and flick e d th rough , th e  bre e ze  
from  th e  page s se nt particle s of dust in th e  ligh t, 
dancing around h im . H is  pe nis te e te re d as h e  
m ove d.

I lit th e  cigare tte . It taste d bad, but I push e d 
th rough  it.

A biograph y of Be e th ove n stood be side  m y 
Be autiful-Nak e d-M e n-In-Artistic-Sh ots coffe e  table  
book . I pride  m yse lf in tak ing e njoym e nt from  th e  
w h ole  spe ctrum  of cultural e nte rtainm e nt. H e  
pe ruse d m y book s, and pulle d anoth e r one  out 
w h ich  I’d be e n m e aning to re ad.

“You re ad th is?”
“Not ye t.”
“It’s bloody th ick  isn’t it?”
“It m ost ce rtainly is. Pass m e  your unde rpants.” I 

said.
H e  laugh e d and th re w  th e m  ove r. I burie d m y 

face  in th e m  and bre ath e d in de e p. “I still h ave  your 
$200.” I said.

“You re m e m be re d.” 
“O f course . H ow  could I not? It w as th e  only th ing 

I h ad to re m e m be r you by!”
“Sorry I ne ve r calle d you back . It’s h ard in 

prison.” 
“I’d h ave  visite d you.”
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“D idn’t w ant no visitors,” h e  said.
H e  w alk e d ove r to th e  w indow  and stood 

ove rlook ing th e  tre e -line d ave nue . Th e  lam p sh e d a 
ligh t on h is  body m ak ing h im  look  lik e  an ancie nt 
R om an Statue , only w ith  tatts. 

I h ave  alw ays be e n a slave  to m y e m otions, but 
th is  tim e , I k ne w  th at I couldn’t be . If I bow e d to a 
w h im  it could ruin e ve ryth ing I’ve  w ork e d for. I 
w ould be  gre e dy for one  m ore  h our, and th e n I 
w ould re linq uish  h im  to th e  w orld. 

I’d le t h im  go, and ne ve r se e  h im  again. 
I put out m y cigare tte  and sh ow e d h im  som e th ing 

h ot to piq ue  h is  inte re st. 
H is  inte re st and h is  groin re sponde d and tw itch e d 

in unison. H e  cam e  and k isse d m e . I could taste  th e  
be e r and th e  cigare tte  and I could sm e ll th at se cre t, 
h e avy crotch  sm e ll about h im . Th e  afte rnoon w as 
alm ost dark  now  and I th ough t I h e ard rain on th e  
w indow , and a sligh t draugh t th rough  th e  door.

Th e  afte rnoon w as flaw e d I k now , but I k ne w  th at 
w ith  tim e  it w ould be com e  pe rfe ct.

© 2007 Danie l Sh aw
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David Carlino

Cam e lias

I w is h  to s h are  w ith  you m y days  of h appine s s; 
eve ryth ing in th e  w orld e xcept pleasure  is  vain. 

1, 1
‘Th e  Victorian’ is  a re spe ctable  e stablish m e nt, I 
h ave  alw ays th ough t. Th e  k ind of place , also, you 
don’t m ind arriving e arly to. A bar w h e re  
pe rform ance  artists m ix w ith  doctors, w h o m ix w ith  
stude nts and sh op-boys and girls. Its patrons are  its 
th e atre . Ech oe s of a fabricate d Colonialism  sh ade  
th e  place , bam boo upon dark  oak  and te ak . 
Indone sia, South  Africa? Palm s and an icy cock tail, 
w h ile  th e  fans tw irl and th e  w inte r w ind outside  
blow s cigare tte  butts along th e  stre e ts of 
Darlingh urst. It w as July, ye t th e  place  w as w arm . I 
w as th e re  to h e lp ce le brate  Gloria’s  birth day, our 
m id-tw e ntie s w e re  ste adily e ncroach ing, a tim e  to 
m ak e  de cisions. Not tonigh t th ough . I studie d, 
inste ad, th e  diffe re nt face s th at fre ck le d th e  room . 
Pre tty, h appy, social face s. Face s w ith  dark e ne d lips 
and sm ile s w h ich  ope ne d w ide  and spok e  w it or 
drunk e n h um our; ofte n both . It took  m ore  th an just 
a fe w  gins for th e  sam e  to h appe n to m e . I ne e de d 
re al ince ntive , a re al opportunity to le t go of m y 
re tice nce . M y ow n re ce nt love -re late d ch agrins 
w h irle d and bante re d inside  m y h e ad as I sat th e re  
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w ith  Gloria, s ipping a gin and tonic and trying m y 
h and at fe stive  platitude s. Th ose  dram as I cre ate d 
daily, one s w h ose  validity or justification I w asn’t 
particularly sure  of, ye t of w h ich  I w as re luctant or 
incapable  of forge tting, still torm e nte d m e , and m y 
th ough ts slow ly turne d to Danie l. 

I h ad m e t h im  a fe w  w e e k s  e arlie r, and th e  
difficultie s of our so calle d re lationsh ip w e re  
te sting. H e  h ad a boyfrie nd, h e ’d said. But h e  w as 
ove rse as. Th e y h ad agre e d to live  th e ir live s and 
th e n w ork  out th ings w h e n h e ’d re turn. Th at w as 
e nough  for m e . I h ad be e n, stupidly, attracte d to h is  
tall, gam ine  body and h is  ch ild-lik e  arrogance , h is  
alluring dissolute ne ss. I k ne w  Danie l didn’t fe e l for 
m e  w h at I w ante d h im  too. H e  w as look ing for fun. 
I w as look ing for m ore . And th at’s h ow  I cam e  to 
M assim o. 

“M ich ae l I’ve  se t you up tonigh t!”
“Gloria…”
“H e ’s  a doctor. H e ’s  cute ! You’ll lik e  h im !”
“I’m  se e ing som e one …”
“Too bad. You’ll be  im pre sse d. Trust m e . Anyw ay 

it’s  m y birth day. W h y am  I giving out pre se nts on 
M Y birth day! By th e  w ay, w h e re  is  M Y pre se nt, 
M ich ae l?”

1, 2
H e  studie s m e  w ith  h is  e norm ous brow n e ye s. Th e  
dark , M e dite rrane an sort. Eye s th at look  de e p inside  
m y ow n and offe r an unde rstanding I am  not 
pre pare d for. I re e l from  th e  re alisation and m ove  
back  into m y se at. As I look  back  up I try not to 
laugh  at h is  th e atrically bush y e ye brow s.

“W h at do you do, M ich ae l?”
“W e ll, I finish e d Uni last ye ar, I’m  a te ach e r. I 

w ork  in re tail at th e  m om e nt, th ough . I’ve  sort of 
tak e n th is  ye ar off.”

“Cool.”
“Gloria te lls m e  you’re  a Doctor.”
H e  glance s ove r to h e r.
“Yup. I also finish e d Uni last ye ar. Th ank  God.”
“A doctor… and you’re  Italian… your pare nts 

m ust be  h appy!!”
“Ye ah , w e ll, m y dad’s a doctor too… I suppose  

h e ’s  h appy. You’re  Italian as w e ll M ich ae l?”
“Ye ah  – I w as born h e re  in Australia; m y pare nts 

are  from  th e  South .”
H e  le ans ove r tow ards m e  and w h ispe rs from  

be h ind h is  drink : “M ine  are  from  all ove r.”
I sm ile  and tak e  m y ow n in m y h and, sudde nly 

aw are  I’m  flirting w ith  th is  gorge ous m an. I can’t 
be lie ve  m y luck . H e ’s  flirting righ t back .

* * * *

Ah , pe rh aps  h e  is  th e  one  th at m y h e art, lonely even 
am ong crow ds , w ould often deligh t in im agining in 
m yste rious  colours.

1, 3
M assim o drove  m e  to Danie l’s, w h o h ad re fuse d to 
accom pany m e  out th at nigh t. Se rve d h im  righ t, I 
th ough t. Th is w ouldn’t h ave  h appe ne d if h e  w e re  
th e re  lik e  h e  s h ould’ve  be e n. I w as tipsy, and 
flatte re d th at h e ’d offe re d to drive  m e  h om e . I didn’t 
te ll h im  about Danie l. I said I h ad planne d to stay at 
a frie nd’s  place . It w as th e  truth , afte r all. Danie l 
w as noth ing m ore  th an a frie nd, no m atte r w h ich  
w ay I look e d at it. Th e  intim acy w e  h ad sh are d ove r 
th e  past fe w  w e e k s  lack e d th e  de pth  and Passion 
th at I w as fam iliar w ith  from  th e  nove ls I re ad. 
M issing w as th e  poe try of rom ance . M issing w as 
w h at w as righ t h e re , standing ne xt to m e  by th e  car. 
W isps of h is  dark  ch e st-h air discre e tly pe e k e d out of 
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th e  top of h is  s h irt as h e  ope ne d th e  door for m e . 
H e  took  off h is  e xpe nsive  look ing coat. I look e d at 
h im , am aze d at h is  be auty, still re e ling from  th e  
sh ock  of h is  be ing inte re ste d in m e . H e  th re w  h is  
coat on th e  back  se at and le ape d in. I k e pt m ine  on.

* * * *

“So… w h e re  to th e n?”
“Surry H ills – since  it’s  on your w ay.”
“Cool.”
H e  drive s, s ile nt, appare ntly pe nsive . M y m ind is  

cloudy, m y pe rce ptions som e w h at confuse d, still I 
am  h appy. W e  approach  Danie l’s h ouse . 

“So, w e ’ll catch  up soon, ye ah ? Can I h ave  your 
num be r?”

“Sure .”
I sm ile  sh yly.
H e  look s at m y e ye s, m y lips, and laugh s.
H e  grabs m y th igh  and sq ue e ze s it e xagge rate dly, 

suck ing in h is  te e th .
“Se e  you soon, babe .”
“For sure .”
H e  le ans ove r and plants h is  abundant lips onto 

m ine . O ur bre ath  one , for a brie f m om e nt.  

2, 1
“H ow  did you ge t h e re ?”

Danie l glare s at m e , bare foot and sh irtle ss, 
cigare tte  in m outh .

“I got droppe d off by a frie nd of Gloria’s.” I le t go 
of a giggle  a little  too anim ate d for th e  curre nt 
clim ate . H e  se e m s annoye d at th e  w ay h is  e ve ning 
h as turne d out and I fe e l as th ough  m y gloating is  
le gitim ate .  

“Are  you drunk ? Fuck  I’m  going to be d. I’m  tire d 
and bore d. Are  you com ing?”

3, 1
M assim o and I organise d to m e e t th e  follow ing 
M onday for w h at w as to be  our first date . I sugge ste d 
w e  m e e t at M cM ah on’s Point, unde r th e  Bridge , for 
som e  pizza and w ine . Th at day at w ork  se e m e d 
e ndle ss. Be ing th e  e ve r w orrie r I torm e nte d m yse lf 
on w e th e r or not I w as doing th e  righ t th ing, m y 
fe e lings of guilt in re lation to Danie l visiting m e  
spasm odically. I h ate  lying. But noth ing h ad 
h appe ne d ye t. I ne e de d to give  m yse lf th is  ch ance . It 
w as just too good to pass up.

* * * *

I notice  from  m y w indow  th at it is  cold and w indy 
again as I s it on th e  train, m y stom ach  doing 
cartw h e e ls, as I h e ad to m y date . I w onde r w h at h e ’d 
be  w e aring, if h e ’d look  as h andsom e  as h e  did last 
Saturday at ‘Th e  Victorian’, w h at h e ’d say w h e n h e ’d 
se e  m e . Afte r h ours I ge t off th e  train and m ak e  m y 
w ay dow n to th e  w ate r. Th e  nigh t is  q uie t, th e re  are  
fe w  pe ople  about. I sudde nly fe e l lone ly and, h ands 
de e p in coat-pock e ts, look  around for m ove m e nt or 
noise . Th e  cars continue  to w h iz past alongside  m e  
as I approach  th e  sh ore  and notice , sudde nly, th e  
gargantuan re d lips of Luna Park , sm iling 
m aniacally. Th e y k e e p m e  com pany for se ve ral 
m inute s until I se e  h im  w alk ing dow n in m y 
dire ction. At first h e  se e m s tople ss – im possible ! As 
h e  approach e s I re alise  h e  is  w e aring a be ige  sw e ate r.

“H e y.”
“H i.”
“H ave  you be e n w aiting long, M ich ae l?”
“No, it’s  cool. Just got h e re .”
“Good.”
W e  look  at e ach  oth e r, unsure  w h at to say ne xt. I 
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bre ak  th e  s ile nce .
“So, Pizza?”
“Ye ah  gre at. I’m  starving!” h e  says, as h e  th um ps 

h is  be lly.
W e  laugh , as h e  place s h is  large  h and on th e  

sm all of m y back  and le ads m e  up th e  path  th at 
le ads to th e  café.    

Afte r orde ring, w e  buy som e  w ine  from  th e  
liq uor sh op ne xt door, w h ich  w e  bring w ith  us dow n 
to th e  w ate r. W e  both  s it on a park  be nch  and dig 
into our pizzas and w ine  w ith  anim ate d gusto. Th e  
nigh t is  dark  and th e  h arbour re m inds m e  of an 
e norm ous ink w e ll. O ur e ye s rare ly le ave  e ach  oth e r 
as w e  talk  of our fam ilie s, our w ork . M assim o sh ow s 
m e , in th e se  fe w  m inute s toge th e r, th at w h at I se e k  
is  in re ach , in full vie w  in fact. Not sole ly th e  
dom ain of fiction. H e re  is  possibility, th e  prom ising. 
W e  finish  th e  w ine  in re cord tim e  and, w arm e d up 
by th e  alcoh ol, food, and conve rsation, finally 
succum b to an e m brace  such  as w h ich  I h ad ne ve r 
e xpe rie nce d, ye t one  I h ad be e n se cre tly 
anticipating all day. At table  w e  can ope n our h e arts.

“Le t’s go for a w alk , M ich ae l.”
“Sure , O .K.”

3, 2 
W e  w alk  along th e  H arbour Bridge , h and in h and, 
th e  se a bre e ze  in our h air. M y h e art is  ligh t and 
alive  w ith  buzz from  h is  k iss , m y h e ad still re e ling 
from  h is  loving e m brace . Th ough ts and 
conve rsations turn to th ings artistic; th e  burde n 
Viole tta carrie s  w ith  h e r in La Traviata, th e  
atm osph e re s th e  m any and varie d sm e lls of Ve nice  
procure . H is  love  for trave l and k now le dge  of art 
astounds m e  and w e  k iss  once  again, th is  tim e  it is  I 
w h o pulls h im  close  to m e , unde r th e  brigh t ligh ts of 

th e  bridge , w ith  th e  sound of cars w h izzing past. 
“Stay w ith  m e  tonigh t.”
“O f course  I w ill.”

4, 1
W e  w alk  th e  sh ort th e  distance  from  th e  station to h is  
place ; one  of th ose  conve rte d factory type  buildings 
divide d up into tre ndy apartm e nts. W e  tak e  th e  
e le vator to h is  floor and w alk  to h is  door. In th e  
e xcite m e nt of th e  m om e nt I drop m y ce ll ph one  
from  th e  balcony. H e  sm ile s and te lls m e  to w ait 
w h ile  h e  re trie ve s it. W h e n h e  ge ts back  I am  le aning 
against h is  door, trying to ge t m y ligh te r to w ork . H e  
tak e s it from  m e  and ligh ts m y cigare tte . I e xh ale , 
and h e  grabs m e  by th e  back  of th e  h e ad and k isse s  
m e  ye t again, sw e e t, long, fore ve r. I fall back w ards 
th rough  h is  doorw ay and stum ble  into th e  dark  of th e  
h all, and tom orrow .  
  
O  love , m yste rious , unattainable , th e  torm ent and joy of 
m y h e art. 

Th e  End.

Translate d Exce rpts from  La Traviata by Giuse ppe  
Ve rdi.

© 2007 David Carlino
dav_fre @ h otm ail.com
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Tim  Mile s 

Sw im m ing w ith  th e  dolph ins

O utside  th e  re staurant w indow  th e  oce an is  calm . 
Se als sle e p on th e  sundre nch e d rock s w h ile  sh ags 
w ait patie ntly for th e  catch  of th e  day. Furth e r out – 
be yond our vision – dolph ins w ill be  frolick ing and 
albatrosse s s k im m ing th e  surface  lik e  m iniature  
Boe ing je ts. W e  saw  all of th is  ye ste rday w h e n w e  
w e nt sw im m ing w ith  th e  dolph ins. W h o w ould h ave  
th ough t I’d be  th e  one  to ge t se asick . Glad Sim e  w as 
th e re . H e  h e ld m e  around th e  w aist w h ile  I spille d 
m y guts out. I’ve  ne ve r be e n so glad to jum p in th e  
w ate r and sw im  w ith  th ose  dolph ins... and Sim on. It 
h e lpe d th e  se asick ne ss go aw ay. 

O ur table  is  ne xt to th e  w indow  and it’s  h ard to te ll 
w h e th e r th e  oth e r dine rs, m ainly fam ilie s and 
Am e rican tourists, are  staring at th e  vie w  or us. 
Sim on says w e  probably look  lik e  a couple  of 
back pack e rs w h o h ave  stum ble d into th e  w rong 
re staurant. But it’s  Ch ristm as day and w e ’re  both  
aw ay from  h om e  – so w h y sh ouldn’t w e  too e njoy 
Ch ristm as lunch  in style .  If M e agan w e re  h e re  
pe ople  w ouldn’t th ink  w e  w e re  a couple  of q ue e rs. 
But w h at doe s it m atte r? W e  don’t k now  anyone  of 
th e m  – and th at w aitre ss, Jane lle , is  ce rtainly 
ch e ck ing m e  out. 
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Sim on and I h ave  be e n touring Ne w  Z e aland’s south  
island for th e  past w e e k . Ch ristch urch , 
Que e nstow n, M alborough  Sound and now  Kaik oura. 
Driving around in a M azda sports h ire  car and 
staying in luxury h ote ls. Dam n doing it th e  h ard 
w ay. M ost pe ople  w ould e xpe ct a couple  of tw e nty 
ye ar olds to be  h itch ing and back pack ing. But dad 
gave  m e  th e  m one y and said tak e  a frie nd.  A 
pre se nt for passing m y se cond ye ar law  sch ool 
e xam s – and an e xcuse  to ce le brate  h is  divorce  from  
m um  and spe nd Ch ristm as alone  w ith  h is  ne w  
girlfrie nd.

W e  clink  our ch am pagne  glasse s and by now  
e ve ryone  is  so im m e rse d in th e ir food, drink  and 
ch atte r w e  se e m  lik e  one  big h appy fam ily.

M e rry Ch ristm as, Sim e  old pal

Up yours, Josh .

God, h e  look s ridiculous in th at gre e n pape r h at 
w h ich  fe ll out of th e  bon-bon. But h andsom e  in a 
boyish  k ind of w ay. H e  blow s into th e  plastic 
w h istle  and th is  large  tongue  pok e s out at m e  just 
lik e  a blue  tongue  lizard. Afte r a fe w  drink s Sim on 
can act stupid – just lik e  m e . I’ve  k now n Sim on 
since  th e  first day at h igh  sch ool. O pposite s attract 
th e y say. Sim on saile d th rough  th e  law  sch ool 
e xam s w ith  th re e  distinctions and tw o cre dits w h ile  
five  passe s w e re  good e nough  for m e . M e agan says I 
lack  discipline . R igh t now  sh e ’d be  te lling m e  to 
stop drink ing so m uch  and be h ave  se nsibly lik e  
Sim on – e xce pt h e ’s  th e  one  blow ing th e  w h istle  and 
w e aring th e  stupid h at.

Th e  lobste r taste s gre at. First tim e  Sim on h as e ate n 

it. And th e  oyste rs – you k now  w h at th e y say about 
oyste rs. Ah  th at w aitre ss. I’m  starting to fe e l re ally 
good. And h orny. W onde r if Sim e  fe e ls th e  sam e  
w ay? O nly one  w aitre ss be tw e e n us. M aybe  sh e  h as 
a frie nd. Sim on w ill say ‘don’t be  s illy’. Alw ays 
re tice nt about w om e n. A w aste  according to M e agan 
w h o te lls m e  h e r girlfrie nds are  alw ays ask ing about 
h im . Typical of Sim on – alw ays h olding h im se lf 
back . 

W e  finish  off th e  m e al and I use  m y ch arm  on 
Jane lle  to slip us anoth e r bottle  of ch am pagne  to 
tak e  to our h ote l room . Th e  vie w  from  our room  of 
th e  h uge  oce an e xpanse  and distant snow -cappe d 
m ountains m ak e s up for h aving to sh are  a be d w ith  
Sim on. I h ad ask e d for a room  w ith  s ingle  be ds 
ove rlook ing th e  h arbour but th e  only one  le ft w ith  a 
vie w  w as a room  w ith  a q ue e n size  be d. I look e d at 
Sim on and said “ok  w ith  m e ” and Sim on said “no 
proble m ”.  

Th e  s ign on th e  be dside  table  says ‘no sm ok ing’ but 
I ligh t one  up just th e  sam e . I’ve  be e n trying to give  
up cigare tte s but afte r a rich  m e al and ch am pagne  I 
can’t h e lp m yse lf. Sim on doe sn’t m ind and h e  too is  
puffing aw ay. Th e  room  starts to fe e l m ore  
com forting as our cigare tte  sm ok e  sw irls to th e  
ce iling. Th e  m atch ing floral curtains and be dspre ad 
sudde nly appe ar artistic inste ad of m undane . Th e  
be ige  w alls tak e  on a ye llow  glow  as th e  sun starts to 
fall be ne ath  th e  snow -cappe d m ountains. And th e  
only sounds outside  are  an occasional passing car 
and th e  slow  surge  of th e  tide  against th e  sand.

Th at Sim on. W h o w ould h ave  th ough t h e  w ould 
bring th ose  pills. W ait till I te ll M e agan. Be tte r not. 
Sh e ’s  alw ays nagging about substance s. I just call 
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th e m  party pills. Good to se e  h im  w ith  som e  colour. 
H is  w h ite  sk in can’t tak e  too m uch  sun. And th e  je t-
black  h air – bog Irish  look ing according to M e agan, 
w h o te lls m e  e ve ryth ing about m e n’s look s th at I 
w ouldn’t notice . H ave n’t h e ard h im  fart. H olds 
e ve ryth ing in. H ave  to laugh : 

H e y Sim on. H e re  w e  are . Couple  of guys in a 
h ote l room , full of booze , sm ok ing and popping 
pills and no one  e lse  to party w ith .

I pe e k  at Sim on’s H aw aiian sh irt w h ich  is  now  
unbuttone d to th e  w aist. H is  unde ve lope d ch e st, 
w ith  its sm all pink  nipple s, look s lik e  it w ould bruise  
w ith  th e  sligh te st touch . No pock  m ark s or acne  
disturb h is  porce lain cle ar face . And I th ink  h ow  
re ally diffe re nt m e n are  to w om e n? Apart from  no 
tits and h aving a dick  and balls, Sim on is  rath e r 
be autiful. Not th at I’m  attracte d to h im  in th e  sam e  
w ay as M e agan or th at w aitre ss. But it’s  still an 
inte re sting q ue stion. Is th e re  anyth ing w rong w ith  
m y adm iring Sim on for be ing w h o h e  is? Sim on, th e  
tall good look ing guy w ith  a re se rve d m anne r.

I tak e  m y te e  sh irt off. M y h airy ch e st is  ugly 
com pare d to Sim on’s but w om e n se e m  to lik e  it just 
th e  sam e . Doe sn’t m atte r w ith  Sim on. Afte r th e  
dolph ins w e  sh ow e re d toge th e r. Just lik e  broth e rs 
re ally. Th e  broth e r I ne ve r h ad. I cross m y h ands on 
m y ch e st as if I’m  praying for som e th ing to h appe n. 
Close  m y e ye s. And cautiously tak e  Sim on’s righ t 
h and and place  it on m y righ t nipple . I ope n m y 
e ye s and look  dow n at h is  long finge rs. Th e re  are  no 
h airs on h is  k nuck le s and I can se e  th e  blue  ve ins 
running th rough  th e  w h ite  sk in lik e  aim le ss rive rs. I 
look  dow n at h is  body and se e  h e  is  playing w ith  h is  
dick , be ne ath  h is  cargo sh orts. H e  look s into m y 

e ye s and raise s  h is  e ye brow s as if to ask  is  it O K to 
continue . I nod and h e  place s h is  h and on m y th igh . 
H e  close s h is  e ye s again and I m ove  m y face  close r 
to h is. I’ve  ne ve r k isse d a m an be fore , but I k iss  h im  
ge ntly on th e  lips. 

M an th at fe e ls good. And I re alise  I’m  not just 
saying th at to m yse lf but saying it to Sim on as w e  
both  look  at e ach  oth e r and our e ye s re ve al surprise  
and joy at th e  close ne ss. And I th ink  brie fly about 
M e agan and w h at sh e  w ould th ink  and th e n forge t 
h e r and re alise  it’s  th e  se cre cy of w h at w e  are  doing 
th at m ak e s it so e xciting. And th e n I re m e m be r h ow  
h ard it is  to ge t M e agan e xcite d about anyth ing – 
e ve n se x. So m aybe  w h at I am  doing is  som e th ing I 
sh ould h ave  done  a long tim e  ago.

Sim on sure  k now s w h at h e ’s  doing. I usually do all 
th e  w ork  w ith  M e agan but h e re  I fe e l I’m  th e  one  
be ing se duce d – e spe cially w h e n Sim on puts a 
condom  on m y h arde ne d dick  and rubs a ge ne rous 
dollop of lube  in h is  arse h ole . 

W h e n it’s  ove r … 

W e  lie  w ith  our back s to e ach  oth e r.  I re lish  th e  
touch  of h is  fle sh  against m ine . I fe e l I ow n h is  arse  
now . W ould re ally lik e  to turn around and cuddle  
h im  but h e  doe sn’t se e m  to w ant th at. So cool, th at 
Sim on. Doe sn’t sh ow  any e m otion. Funny, I’m  not 
inte re ste d in th at w aitre ss anym ore . First tim e  w ith  
a m an. Th e re  h ave  be e n fantasie s. O nce  I w ok e  up 
afte r a w e t dre am  w re stling nak e d w ith  Joe  Spillane , 
th e  sports m aste r. And a couple  of je rk -offs in th e  
sh ow e rs afte r football practice . But fuck ing up th e  
arse ? So diffe re nt but so good.
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And just as I’m  starting to doze  off…

I fe e l a tap on m y sh oulde r. Turn around to se e  
Sim on w ith  a condom  in h is  h and and glint in h is  
e ye s:

M y turn, Josh . 

I re m e m be r th e  dolph ins and th e  w ay w e  sw am  
am ongst th e m  – and th e ir joyous playfulne ss. And 
Sim on’s big blue  e ye s m agnifie d be h ind th e  goggle s. 
And th e  black  w e t suit th at m ade  h is  sle e k  body 
look  lik e  one  of th e  dolph ins. And I th ink  th is  is  lik e  
sw im m ing w ith  th ose  dolph ins again. You just ne ve r 
k now  w h e n th e y w ill jum p out of th e  w ate r and 
surprise  you w ith  th e ir se nse  of fun and … 
re ck le ssne ss.

O k  Sim e , but tak e  it e asy.

© 2007 Tim  M ile s

Tim  Mile s  – Sw im m ing w ith  th e  dolph ins
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Jarre d Connors

And you’re  gunna b e  sorry

“O w , m ate .” I could te ll by th e  dow nw ard infle ction 
on ‘m ate ’ th at e ve n h e  th ough t I w as in a lot of 
trouble . I struggle d to w ipe  th e  crap from  m y e ye s 
but it w as so painful th at I stoppe d as soon as I 
touch e d m y face . It fe lt h ot, w e t, and gritty – and 
th e re  w as a large  slab of loose  sk in on m y ch e e k . 
But it m ost of all it w as num b, and painful. M y h e ad 
th robbe d viole ntly.

“O w , m ate .” Suds re pe ate d, staring inte ntly at m e ; 
m y face , and m y body. H e  obviously couldn’t find 
anyth ing be tte r to say. I w ante d to stand up and I 
struggle d to ge t to m y fe e t. M y le ft le g folde d back  
unde r m e  and I ye lle d w ith  pain as I collapse d back  
dow n. 

“Don’t m ove ! W h at h appe ne d?”
Th e  w orld spun about m y h e ad as I just lay th e re . 

For a fe w  m om e nts I trie d to com pose  som e  sort of 
answ e r for h im , but m y brain w asn’t w ork ing 
norm ally. I look e d up at h im  and trie d to sm ile . 
Error. M y face  fe lt lik e  it w as going to fall off and I 
instinctive ly raise d m y h ands again to fe e l it. I 
groane d, loudly.

“Sh it, M oss, you’re  sm ash e d up prope rly th is  
tim e . W h at can I do?” Th e  stre e t ligh t w as be h ind 
h im  so I couldn’t se e  h is  face , and th at w as m aybe  
just as w e ll. H e  put h is  h and on m y sh oulde r trying 

A
rtw

o
rk: B

ro
d

erb
u

n
d

 C
lickA

rt (m
o

d
ified

)



44My boyfrie nd’s back
w w w .gay-e book s.com .au   July 2007

to stop m e  w rith ing about but I je rk e d back  from  h is  
touch .

I atte m pte d to ge t up again and th is  tim e  Suds 
trie d to support m e . H e  grabbe d m y arm  and I got 
up to a sitting position but th e  pain sw am pe d m e  
again and I fe ll back w ards in a h e ap on th e  road. I 
lay th e re  for a bit, look ing at th e  stars, trying to ge t 
som e  e ne rgy back , trying to m ak e  se nse  of all th is, 
trying to ge t som e  control back .

“Sh ut. Sh it. Sh it!” I said, atte m pting to put som e  
pe rspe ctive  into th e  s ituation. Sw e aring h ad about as 
m uch  positive  e ffe ct as ‘O w , m ate ,’ h ad. And I w as 
spraying blood and oth e r bits as I spok e . I le t th e  
pain w ash  ove r m e  again as I lay th e re . I trie d to spit 
out th e  m e ss th at w as in m y m outh  but I m ostly 
dribble d; m y jaw  didn’t w ork  prope rly and m y lips 
fe lt sw olle n and sore . I couldn’t se e  m uch  from  m y 
le ft e ye , but I k ne w  th e re  w as a lot of crap in it; I 
could fe e l it as I blink e d. I could se e  som e th ing w ith  
m y righ t e ye ; but m ostly just pale  sh ape s – th e  only 
stre e t ligh t w as a long w ay off. 

Som e th ing said I sh ouldn't acce pt th e  clock ing off 
th at m y brain w as advising m e  to do. ‘Don’t pass 
out,’ I re calle d from  som e  TV m e dical sh ow . But I 
de spe rate ly ye arne d to sink  into th e  w arm  
w e lcom ing dark ne ss th at w as just th e re , just out of 
re ach .

Finally, Suds stoppe d m um bling to h im se lf and 
starte d doing som e th ing. H e  ch e ck e d out bits of m e ; 
not actually touch ing anyth ing, lite rally inspe cting 
m e  at arm s’ le ngth . H e  ope ne d m y sh irt w h e re  it 
w as torn and h e  h arrum ph e d as h e  discove re d m ore  
dam age . And m ore . Th e  lane  w as too dark  for h im  to 
se e  m uch  re ally but appare ntly it didn't look  good 
from  h is  point of vie w . Nor m ine , com e  to th ink  of 
it. 

“You’re  fuck e d,” h e  announce d. “W h at’ll I do?”

I rolle d around on th e  ground trying to ge t up, 
ove rw h e lm e d w ith  th e  h orror of it all again. I w as 
sw e aring a lot and not m ak ing se nse . M y w rith ing 
about h urt so m uch  I stoppe d. W e  both  w e nt sile nt, 
th ink ing. Suds look ing w orrie d and a bit scare d, m e  
snive ling and w allow ing; both  of us trying to w ork  
out w h at to do.

“W h e re ’s  your ph one ? I’ll call for h e lp.” Suds 
ne ve r took  h is  ph one  w ith  h im  w h e n h e  w e nt out; I 
alw ays did. It w as h is  be st ide a so far, and I 
struggle d to re orde r m y brain to re m e m be r w h e re  it 
w as. I trie d to ch e ck  m y pock e ts, but m y arm s, m y 
h ands, w e re n’t obe ying instructions ye t.

“Pock e t.” I dire cte d th ick ly.
H e  patte d m e  dow n to find th e  ph one . It w as in 

th e  pock e t I w as lying on, of course . Pe rh aps th at’d 
e xplain th e  pain in m y h ip, I th ough t positive ly.

I m oane d again as h e  and I trie d to turn m e  ove r 
e nough  so th e  ph one  could be  fre e d. It se e m e d to 
tak e  age s to do, and I w as e nve lope d in w ave s of 
pain again. H e  finally fre e d th e  ph one  but as h e  
bough t it up to look  at, th e  batte ry and th e  brok e n 
front face  droppe d to th e  road and th e  scre e n w as 
h anging loose . It w asn’t e ve r going to w ork  again.

“Th at’s fuck e d too,” h e  said, and h e  th re w  it at a 
w all w h e re  it brok e  into e ve n m ore  bits. Th rough  
m y h aze  a th ough t re turne d; it’d be e n th e re  for a 
w h ile . M y be d w ould be  so pe rfe ct righ t now ; w arm , 
dark  and se cure ; I could sink  into oblivion th e re . 
Pe rh aps I’d w ak e  up and th is  w ould all be  a dre am . I 
m oane d again as anoth e r w ave  of pain w ash e d ove r 
m e .

“I’ll go ge t h e lp. Stay h e re . Don’t m ove . I'll be  
back  in a couple  of m inute s.” Suds w aite d for m y 
prote st be fore  h e  m ove d out of m y blurre d focus. It 
w as now  q uie t; apart from  th e  th rash  m e tal band 
still th um ping in m y h e ad.
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I sat for a w h ile  and trie d to ge t som e  k ind of 
orde r into m y brain. O ve rall, it w asn’t look ing ve ry 
good. I ne e de d m e dical h e lp but first I ne e de d to ge t 
off th e  road. I sort of h alf-sat up and look e d about 
m e . I starte d scrabbling tow ards th e  e dge  of th e  
road and som e h ow  w as able  to m ove . M y le g 
prote ste d viole ntly but I found if I didn’t th ink  about 
it, th e  pain w as le ss. I crabbe d on m y h ands and 
k ne e s ove r to th e  w e lcom e  h e igh t of th e  low  gutte r 
and I th e n turne d and sat clum sily, w aiting for th e  
pain w ave  to pass. I could se e  m y le ft le g w as 
h alfw ay to h e ll, and sitting at a strange  angle , th e  
foot not obe ying norm al dre ss rule s. And th e re  w as 
blood e ve ryw h e re .

I k ne w  h e  w as a se x h unte r; th e  w ay h is  e ye s caugh t 
m ine  and stuck ; h e  h e ld th e  gaze  too long. Th e re  
w as a little  sm ile  as w e  dre w  le ve l, th e n a h alf a nod 
w h e n w e  passe d. I slow e d and look e d back . H e ’d 
done  th e  sam e . I k ne w  w h at th at m e ant. 

Suds and I w e re  in th e  city; our re gular Th ursday 
e ve ning late  nigh t sh opping. Suds look e d at m e  and 
I k ne w  h e ’d se e n th e  h unte r m ark ing m e  too. Th e  
h unte r look e d tow ards th e  fire  stair e xit, and 
h e ade d straigh t for it, w ith out look ing back  to se e  if 
I w as follow ing. H e  didn’t h ave  to, h e  k ne w  I w ould 
be  th e re , as h unte rs k now . H e  w e nt th rough  th e  
door w h ich  close d, but didn’t latch  fully, be h ind h im .

“Th at’s m ine ,” I said to Suds, “Give  m e  h alf an 
h our. I'll m e e t you dow nstairs at th e  cafe ,” and I 
gave  h im  m y sh opping bags.

H e  w as w aiting for m e  just th rough  th e  door. As I 
pause d, ch e ck ing h im  out, h e  sm ile d and ste ppe d 
righ t up to face  m e . H e  w as stock y, dark , je ans and 
te e -sh irt; pre tty nonde script re ally. H e  grabbe d m e  
and w as all h ands as h e  starte d to e xplore  m y body. 
I grabbe d a h andful of h is  bum  th e n h is  crotch , 

w h ich  se e m e d substantial.
“Le t m e  se e  it,” h e  de m ande d.
“W h at h e re ? H ow  about w e ... ” M y brain couldn't 

th ink  of any alte rnative s th at q uick ly.
“H e re . Now .”
Th at de cide d, h e  h ad m y be lt undone , zippe r 

fre e d, and pants dow n to m y k ne e s in about th re e  
se conds. It w as sudde nly cool out h e re  on th e  stairs. 
H e  dive d on m y cock  and sw allow e d m e  fully. H e  
m ade  lots of saliva and only w ith dre w  to w ank  m e ; I 
w as at full stre ngth  ve ry q uick ly. 

I re ach e d to ge t at h is  cock , and fum ble d too 
m uch . H e  sw iftly undid h is  je ans and droppe d th e m  
to th e  floor. H e  w asn’t w e aring unde rw e ar. H e  w as 
big and not ye t fully h ard but th e  w e igh t of it w as 
alre ady obvious. You don’t ge t fuck e d by cock s th is  
s ize  w ith out a lot of pre p. H e  didn’t se e m  lik e  th e  
k inda blok e  th at w ould do pre p.

H e  starte d and, look ing around, grabbe d m y h and 
and le d m e  outside  to th e  re ar lane , both  of us w ith  
our pants around our ank le s. I w as glad it w as 
alre ady dark . W e  pe nguin-ste ppe d our w ay outside  
and found som e  privacy dow n th e  s ide  of a large  
w aste  bin in th e  lane  w ay. Th e  ste nch  from  rotting 
food in th e  bin w as ove rpow e ring. H e  ste ppe d out of 
h is  trouse rs and rum m age d th rough  th e m  to find 
condom s and lube . W ith out discussion h e  de cide d I 
got th e  condom , h e  th e  lube . H e  put one  foot up on a 
bin protrusion and pulle d m e  in be h ind h im . W e  
w e re  at th e  righ t h e igh t, and h e  q uick ly re laxe d. H e  
w asn’t at all passive  as h e  m atch e d m y fuck ing w ith  
h is  ow n.

...
Sudde nly th e re  w as a sh arp crash , and I re e le d at 

be ing sm ash e d across th e  back  of m y h e ad. I fe ll 
forw ard and stagge re d to th e  ground be side  th e  bin. I 
scram ble d aw ay and trie d to put som e  space  
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be tw e e n w h ate ve r it w as th at attack e d m e , us. As I 
turne d, I could se e  a m an close  to m e . H e  h ad a 
w oode n plank  in h is  h ands. Th at m ust h ave  be e n 
w h at h ad h it m e . H e  h ad jum pe d us and w as still 
w aving th e  plank  about, th re ate ning to do m ore  
dam age . I sh oute d out loud to ale rt som e one , 
anyone , but I could only h e ar th e  w h ine  of air 
conditione rs ove r th e  ringing in m y h e ad. I starte d 
to re ally spin about. It h urt.

“D irty fags,” a voice  spat out be h ind m e .
“W e  gonna th rash  your arse s,” said anoth e r voice . 

I h e ard th e  scrape  of w ood on th e  road as I turne d 
around.

Th e re  w e re  m ore , th re e  of th e m . W h ite , nasty 
and look ing for trouble .

“D id you lik e  th at?”  one  said, “H aving h is  dick  up 
your arse ?”

Anoth e r, “W e  gunna te ach  you a le sson, filth y 
fags. You ain’t gunna w anna do th at again.”

Th e  h unte r, w h o’d spraw le d on th e  ground in 
front of m e  as I collapse d, got to h is  fe e t look ing 
frigh te ne d as h e  sum m e d up th e  s ituation. H e  
grabbe d h is  je ans and took  off, h e ading for th e  
stre e t. Tw o of th e m , not th e  one  ne are st to m e , 
m ove d to block  h is  e xit, and as th e y dre w  ne ar to 
h im , one  of th e m  sw ung a ste e l bar at full stre tch  at 
about ch e st h e igh t. It caugh t th e  h unte r across th e  
guts, w inding h im  and m ore  no doubt. H e  folde d 
onto th e  pave m e nt w ith out a sound. O ne  of th e m , a 
blond, th re w  a k ick  at th e  nak e d groin of th e  
crum ple d body. 

“D e ad sh it. Got you, now ,” h e  said as h e  spat 
tow ards th e  body. “H e ’s  not going anyw h e re .” 

But unbe lie vably h e  w as, and th e  m om e nt th e y 
turne d aw ay from  h im , h e  w as on h is  fe e t and dow n 
th e  lane . H e  w as off so q uick ly th e y didn't e ve n try 
to ch ase  h im . 

“Le t h im  go. Th is is  th e  one  w e  w ant,” said th e  
ne are st one  as th e y all turne d back  to face  m e .

Lunch tim e , and I got aw ay from  th e  office  for h alf 
an h our. I m e t Ch ristoph e r for a bite  to e at at th e  
Juk e  Box, a sixtie s ch rom e  and glass m ilk sh ak e  bar 
on Ge orge  stre e t. W e  orde re d snack s and juice s.

“W h at h appe ne d to you last Friday? W e  w e nt 
look ing for you.”

“Ah , Suds and I got into a situation,” I e xplaine d. 
“Th is tim e  it fuck e d up e ve ryth ing, for th e  nigh t... 
and for th e  w e e k e nd.”

“Som e tim e s, you tw o ge t into an aw ful lot of 
trouble . Is it ok  now ?”

“M y angle  is. Pre tty m uch . Suds, w e ll you k now , 
h e  tak e s h is  tim e  to w ork  th rough  som e  issue s.” I 
taste d th e  th e  apple  and carrot juice . “It’s m y 
proble m  re ally. W e 'll talk  it th rough  again ove r th e  
w e e k e nd.” I h ope d anyw ay.

“Spe ak ing of sorting out, I saw  th at close t cre e p 
R icardo last w e e k , in a book sh op in Paddington. 
Th ough  w h y h e  w as th e re  am use d m e ; I doubt h e  
can re ad, le t alone  com pre h e nd th e  m e aning of 
book s! I don't th ink  h e  saw  m e . H ave  you h ad any 
contact?”

R icardo w as a cute  (w e ll to m e  anyw ay) sh ort 
te rm  e x-boyf of m ine , w h o Ch ristoph e r h ad ne ve r 
w arm e d to, in truth  h ad actually insiste d sh ouldn't 
be  truste d. I ignore d th e  advice , and th e  insurance  
paid for th e  ne w  tv, dvd and laptop, afte r I’d 
sm ash e d th e  laundry w indow  to fak e  a bre ak  in, th at 
is.

“Sorry about m y ch oice s in m e n. I am  only 
practicing to be  a h om ose xual, you k now .” I didn't 
re ally w ant to go dow n th e  R icardo path , not today, 
not w ith  Ch ristoph e r anyw ay. So I ch ange d th e  
subje ct, “You’re  up for th e  Canbe rra trip ne xt 
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w e e k e nd? Th e  gam e ’s  on Saturday.”
“I’ll be  th e re . Don’t w orry.” W e  took  our drink s to 

a booth . Th e  juk e box up th e  front w as playing a ve ry 
fam iliar girl group song. “But don't ch ange  th e  
subje ct. Explain to m e  th e  sort of m e ss you and Suds 
are  in th is  tim e .”

I h e s itate d, th e n confe sse d, s h rugging m y 
sh oulde rs. “O h  all righ t, it involve s R icardo, 
unfortunate ly. I didn't k now  it but Suds pick e d h im  
up at a bar Th ursday nigh t and bough t h im  h om e . 
H e ’d ne ve r m e t R icardo w h e n w e  w e re  toge th e r, so 
h e  ne ve r link e d m y gossip to h im . Anyw ay, one  
th ing le d to anoth e r and th e re  h e  w as on Friday 
m orning – at bre ak fast! R icardo, in full dre ssing 
gow n m ode , m ak ing coffe e  in m y k itch e n!”

“Sh it, th at’s scary. W h at’d you do?”
“W e ll, at first h e  trie d to sm ooth  talk  m e  and 

m ak e  e xcuse s, but I didn't le t h im  h ave  th e  space . I 
stood th e re  and ye lle d for Suds w h o finally appe are d 
still w e t from  th e  sh ow e r. ‘Do you k now  w h o th is  
crim  is?’ I ask e d h im . It turne d into an e norm ous 
bally-h oo but I insiste d th at R icardo h ad to le ave , 
righ t th e n. And h e  did, e ve ntually. Suds w as 
stunne d and sh ock e d ove r it all. R icardo e ve n 
th re ate ne d m e  as h e  le ft, calle d m e  a sh it and said 
h e  w as going to ge t h is  m ate s to give  m e  a good 
‘going ove r’ – h is  w ords.”

“Sh it, w ill h e  do anyth ing?”
“W e ll, h e re ’s  h oping h e ’s  as stupid as h e  appe ars 

to be . Anyw ay I’m  not scare d of h im , h e ’s  just a little  
th ug.”

© 2007 Jarre d Connors
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W h e n m y frie nd Brandon announce d h e  w ante d to 
ge t in touch  w ith  h is  e x, Tre nt, I could th ink  of 
num e rous re asons w h y th is  w asn’t a crash  h ot ide a. 
I’d th ough t Tre nt w as a dick h e ad as w e ll as 
pre te ntious and vain. Th e  sort of guy w h o w ould 
sm ile  at you at a party w h e n introduce d, th e n stab 
you in th e  back  as you w alk e d aw ay, pre te nding 
you’d ne ve r m e t th e  ne xt tim e  h e  saw  you. W h y rak e  
up th e  past? Th e re  w as anoth e r m inor de tail, Tre nt 
w as de ad. Brandon appe are d to h ave  forgotte n th is.

“Not at all,” Brandon dism isse d m y obse rvation, as 
w e  sat in our favourite  club one  Saturday nigh t. 
Le aning forw ard to be  h e ard ove r th e  loud m usic h e  
adde d, “I’ve  found a m e dium .”

“A w h at?”
“A m e dium . You k now . Som e one  w h o can 

conve rse  w ith  th e  spirit w orld. H e ’s  got im pe ccable  
re fe re nce s; look  up h is  Blog if you don’t be lie ve  m e .”

“I’ll pass th ank s.”
“H e ’s  th e  re al de al, I’m  te lling you, Ph il,” Brandon 

said trying to allay m y sce pticism . “H e ’s  not only a 
m e dium , h e ’s  also a clairvoyant.”

“W h ate ve r,” I said, surprise d by th is  turn in th e  
conve rsation, not our usual ch oice  of topic on a nigh t 
out. I k ne w  Brandon h ad ne ve r e ntire ly re cove re d 
from  h is  re lationsh ip w ith  Tre nt, h is  first. D e spite  
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th e  disparity in th e ir age s th e y’d forge d a bond, at 
le ast until Tre nt’s pre m ature  de ath  from  a h e art 
attack  at fifty-th re e . I alw ays w onde re d h ow  long 
th e  re lationsh ip w ould h ave  laste d if Tre nt h adn’t 
th e  unch aracte ristic grace  to die  w h e n h e  did. I k e pt 
th is  to m yse lf. I k ne w  Brandon h as som e  loopy 
ide as, h e ’s  fascinate d w ith  th e  Be rm uda Triangle  
and be lie ve s Atlantis e xiste d. H e  re ads M anga 
com ics.

It irk e d m e  th at I’d introduce d Tre nt to Brandon 
afte r h aving a brie f flinge tte  w ith  h im  m yse lf, 
be fore  Brand. Brandon didn’t k now  th is. H e  th ough t 
Tre nt w as a m ate  from  m y ae robics class, a lie  I’d 
cultivate d be cause  I th ough t Brand w ould sne e r at 
m e  going for som e one  so old. Th at w as m ore  h is  
sce ne . Still I ne ve r dre am t th at th e y’d be com e  soul 
m ate s. I w asn’t je alous, I just re alize d I couldn’t 
stand Tre nt. For th e  sak e  of pe ace  I pre te nde d to 
lik e  h im , w h ile  calling h im  a vicious q ue e n be h ind 
h is  back .

“It m e ans a lot to m e , Ph il,” Brandon said 
inte rrupting m y th ough ts. “H e  w as spe cial. W e ’d go 
for long w alk s on th e  be ach  at sunse t, h e ’d buy m e  
flow e rs….”

“Ye ah  righ t, Brandon, I ge t th e  picture ,” I said 
cutting h im  sh ort, not w ish ing to h e ar a long dirge  
on Tre nt’s m e rits. “Sorry. I just don’t th ink  you can 
contact th e  de ad. Do you m ate ? H one stly?”

“W h o k now s? But at le ast I’d lik e  to give  it a go 
and I don’t w ant to do it alone ….”

I look e d at m y be st frie nd’s  dark  e ye s, alw ays so 
e xpre ssive . “W h e n?”

“As soon as I can arrange  it.”
Im m e diate ly I fe lt appre h e nsive . M e  and m y 

pre m onitions. I trie d to allay m y m isgivings, but 
couldn’t.

* * * *

Tw o w e e k s  late r I found m yse lf pulling up 
outside  a se e dy look ing stucco cottage  at H ill End. It 
w as s ix-th irty in th e  e ve ning and alre ady dark .

“Is th is  it?”
“Ye p. Th is is  th e  addre ss. Park  ove r h e re , Ph il.”
“H ow  m uch  is  th is  going to cost?”
“Ne ve r m ind th at, it w ill be  w orth  it.”
“Are  you sure  you w ant to do th is?”
“Don’t be  a w ank e r. You k now  w h at Tre nt m e ant 

to m e .”
“Ye s, Brandon.” I didn’t e laborate . O bviously I’d 

h idde n m y antipath y tow ards Tre nt w e ll. Too late  
now  to back  out anyw ay, Brandon w as push ing th e  
doorbe ll.

Alm ost im m e diate ly, th e  door sw ung ope n 
sile ntly, as if by itse lf, w h ich  I fe lt w as cre e py from  
th e  start. A balding old guy w ith  an e gg sh ape d h e ad 
stood look ing at us, a gloom y h all stre tch ing be h ind 
h im . H e  look e d suitably w e ird, so I gath e re d w e  
w e re  in th e  righ t place .

“W h o w e re  you e xpe cting, young m an? M adam  
Acarti?” Th e  e gg sh ape d h e ade d m an glare d at m e  
and I h ad th e  uncanny se nsation h e  h ad gue sse d m y 
th ough ts. Gre at!

“W h o?”
“Ne ve r m ind,” h e  said im patie ntly. “Just com e  in.”
Brandon m ade  th e  introductions as I trie d not to 

stare  at th e  bizarre  inte rior, a m ixture  of pse udo 
Tibe tan k itsch  and South  Am e rican tribal art. Th e  
old guy’s nam e  w as M artin. H e  told us to re m ove  
our sh oe s be fore  w e  ste ppe d into a large  sparse ly 
furnish e d living room . Brandon h ad som e  difficulty 
w ith  h is  s h oe s, as h e ’d de cide d to bre ak  in a ne w  
pair of runne rs w ith  ridiculously com plicate d lace s 
and straps.

“Th is w ay,” M artin said, ush e ring us into a sm all 
room  at th e  back  of th e  h ouse  w h ich  I suspe cte d 
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h ad be e n a be droom  once . “R e fre sh m e nts?”
“No, th ank  you,” w e  ch oruse d polite ly.
“W e  m ust h ave  som e  Ch ine se  te a; it w ill cle anse  

our auras,” h e  insiste d.
“Give  m e  a bre ak ,” I m utte re d as th e  guy ponce d 

off. Brandon k nuck le d m e  in th e  ribs.
“Be h ave  yourse lf, Ph il.”
“O k ay, ch ill. I gue ss you’re  paying for it. I still 

re ck on th e  w h ole  th ing’s a bit dodgy.”
Brandon glare d at m e  as w e  sat in sile nce , 

liste ning to ne w  age  m usic e m anating from  a 
portable  disk  playe r. Eve ry now  and th e n you could 
h e ar w ate r gurgle  on th e  disk , w h ich  m ade  m e  start 
to th ink  I m igh t ne e d to visit th e  lavatory.

M artin cam e  back  w ith  a sm all brass tray lade n 
w ith  an e arth e nw are  te apot and th re e  sm all glasse s 
w ith  s ilve r h andle s. I took  a sip of th e  h ot liq uid, and 
w as ple asantly surprise d by its sm ok y flavour.

“O ne  sh ould ne ve r conduct a séance  in th e  dark , 
th at is  a com m on m isconce ption,” M artin h uffe d as 
h e  se ttle d h is  bulk  into a large  cane  ch air. W e  w e re  
se ate d on te ak  dining room  ch airs, m ine  digging 
uncom fortably into m y back . D im m ing th e  ligh ts 
sligh tly, M artin proce e de d to h and us candle s, th re e  
e ach .

“First w e  m ust ‘ch arge ’ th e  candle s,” h e  said.
“H uh ?”
“H old th e  candle s in th e  palm s of your h ands,” h e  

e xplaine d patie ntly, noting our surprise . “Try and 
visualize  th e ir sym bolic pow e r. Th e re  are  th re e  of us 
pre se nt, so th e  num be r of candle s sh ould be  
divisible  by th at num be r.”

W e  sh rugge d and trie d to conce ntrate . I 
suppre sse d a cough .

“Th e  ince nse  is  cinnam on, frank ince nse  and 
sandalw ood,” M artin said w ith  a sh arp look  at m e . 
“O ne  ne e ds th e m  for th e ir e ne rgy and it w ill h e lp 

you to focus.” I doubte d th at as I w onde re d if I’d 
ne e d m y puffe r.

“Bre ath e  de e ply!” Th is  tim e  I cough e d. Ignoring 
m e , M artin turne d to Brandon. “Do you h ave  
som e th ing of th e  de ce ase d’s  w ith  you?”

“H ow  about th is?” Brandon h ande d ove r Tre nt’s 
favourite  cock  ring. “It’s be e n w ash e d.”

M artin’s  face  w as unre adable  as h e  rolle d th e  
sh iny m e tal ring in h is  w h ite  h ands.

“Ah  ye s, I se e .”
“Se e  w h at?”
“Sh ut up, Ph il!” Brandon h isse d. I w onde re d w h at 

M artin could se e . Know ing som e  of Tre nt’s 
proclivitie s, did it involve  a le ath e r h arne ss? But I 
k e pt q uie t.

“Now  w e  w ill join h ands,” M artin intone d. H is  
sw e aty je lly-lik e  clasp m ade  m e  cringe . Th e  th ings 
one  doe s in th e  nam e  of frie ndsh ip I s ile ntly curse d. 
Be fore  us on th e  table  a luridly coloure d w oode n 
O uija board w as laid out w ith  a single  glass 
upturne d at its ce ntre . Th e  le tte rs of th e  alph abe t 
w e re  m appe d in intricate  font around its e dge , w h ile  
th e  w ords Ye s and No w e re  inscribe d at its ce ntre .

“Now  w h at?” I m utte re d. Brandon k ick e d m e  
unde r th e  table . “O uch !”

“Conce ntrate !” M artin ch astise d. Th ink  of th e  
de ce ase d. W h at w as th e ir nam e ?”

I couldn’t h e lp th ink ing h e  s h ould k now  th at if h e  
w as suppose d to be  a clairvoyant.

“Tre nt. Tre nt Park e r,” Brandon said.
“Tre nt… a strong nam e .”
I rolle d m y e ye s, but nobody w as look ing.
“Spirits of th e  oth e r-w orld. Spe ak  to us m ortals if 

you w ill?” M artin said loudly in a sing song voice . I 
glance d at Brandon to se e  if h e  w as buying it. H is  
e ye s w e re  sh ut and h is  m outh  cle nch e d. I gue sse d 
h e  w as. D e spite  m yse lf I fe lt a cre e ping ch ill at th e  
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base  of m y sk ull.
“Spirits of th e  oth e r-w orld, spe ak  to us m ortals if 

you w ill,” M artin re pe ate d in h is  pom pous th in 
voice . H e  could ce rtainly put on a de ce nt sh ow  I 
th ough t grudgingly.

Noth ing h appe ne d. Th e  room  re m aine d sile nt. I 
w onde re d h ow  m uch  th is  de bacle  w as costing Brand.

“Boys, th ink  of th e  spirit. Th ink  of th e  spirit th at 
w as Tre nt Park e r…. W e  ask  you to com m une  w ith  
us th is  nigh t, Tre nt Park e r,” M artin said in a prissy 
tone  th at re m inde d m e  of m y pre -sch ool te ach e r, 
M iss Carm ich ae l. Unbidde n I th ough t of th e  tim e  
Tre nt, notoriously ne ar sigh te d, h ad cruise d a figure  
for tw o h ours late  one  nigh t at Ne w  Farm  Park . 
Upon finally sum m oning up th e  courage  to w alk  
ove r to ch at up th e  obje ct of h is  de sire , h e  
discove re d it w as a w h e e lie  bin. I snigge re d at th e  
re colle ction as re porte d to m e  by a conve nie nt e ye  
w itne ss.

Sudde nly th e  te m pe rature  droppe d. I flinch e d as 
M artin’s  grip on m y h and tigh te ne d. Brandon’s h and 
fe lt clam m y as h e  too clutch e d m e .

“Ye s!” M artin crie d out. “Spirits of th e  oth e r w orld 
I can se nse  you! Allow  us into your pre se nce  if you 
w ill!” In a low e r voice  h e  said, “Place  th e  inde x 
finge r of your righ t h and on th e  glass, ge ntly.”

I re ach e d for th e  glass, as did Brandon and 
M artin, th e  tips of our finge rs touch ing across its 
rim . A sh arp pain h it m y ch e st and I sh udde re d 
involuntarily.

“W h at’s w rong?” Brandon ask e d.
“Conce ntrate ! Tre nt Park e r, are  you th e re ?” 

M artin re pe ate d h im se lf. H olding m y bre ath , I 
w onde re d w h at w ould h appe n. Th e n th e  glass 
m ove d as if by itse lf tow ards th e  w ord Ye s on th e  
board. Still h olding m y bre ath  I look e d at M artin 
and Brandon. I h adn’t de te cte d any disce rnable  

pre ssure  from  e ith e r of th e m . H ad it m ove d by itse lf?
M artin m ade  a sh ow  of pick ing up th e  glass and 

placing it back  in th e  ce ntre  of th e  board.
“W h at w ould you de sire  to k now  of th e  spirit?” 

M artin ask e d Brandon.
“Is th at re ally you, Tre nt?” Brandon’s voice  w as 

raw  from  e m otion. I fe lt guilty as it daw ne d on m e  
h ow  im portant th is  ritual w as to h im . Th e  glass slid 
back  to Ye s.

M artin re positione d th e  glass.
“D id you live  in Ne w  Farm ?” Brandon ask e d.
“Be  spe cific,” M artin w h ispe re d.
“D id you live  in M oray Stre e t?”
Th e  glass slid to Ye s, th e n m ove d aw ay, be fore  

h ove ring back  onto th e  Ye s.
“It’s h im ,” Brandon bre ath e d in aw e . “Are  you 

h appy?” Th e  glass starte d m oving again. Th is tim e  to 
th e  No on th e  board.

“W h y not?” Brandon’s voice  caugh t in h is  th roat.
W h y is  h e  h e re? Th e  glass m ove d ove r e ach  

individual le tte r around th e  e dge  of th e  board as w e  
conce ntrate d on th e  w ords th e y form e d.

“W h o?” Brandon ask e d.
Sudde nly th e  pain in m y ch e st h it m e  again and I 

brok e  into a cold sw e at. I k ne w  w h o th e  spirit w as 
re fe rring to. M e . A fore boding sw e pt ove r m e  and I 
w ante d to bre ak  th e  conne ction, ye t I re m aine d 
roote d to th e  spot.

Th e  glass w e nt into a flurry of m ove s ove r th e  
le tte rs, m ak ing it h ard to k e e p up w ith  th e  m e aning. 
But it w as cle ar e nough .

W h y did you sum m on m e?
“I w ante d to k now  if you w e re  ok ay?” Brandon 

said.
Th e  glass fle w  off th e  table  and sh atte re d onto th e  

w oode n floor. M artin th re w  h im se lf back  into th e  
ch air and scre am e d a blood curdling cry.
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“Th e  conne ction is  s h atte re d!” h e  s h oute d be fore  
appe aring to go into a de ad faint.

“Are  you ok ay Brand?” I ask e d conce rne d, 
ignoring th e  slack  jaw e d m e dium .

“I th ink  so. Ye s, I’m  fine . Le t’s try it again.”
“I th ink  h e  ne e ds a re st,” I said look ing at th e  

ine rt figure  be side  us. M artin aw ok e  w ith  a start and 
clutch e d both  our h ands, m uch  to m y discom fort. 
Th e  te m pe rature  droppe d again and th re e  of th e  
candle s ble w  out.

“I th ink  h e ’s  back !” Brandon said rapturously. I 
sat pe trifie d, froze n as if in stasis. Lot’s w ife  turne d 
into a pillar of salt. I w as colde r th an I h ad e ve r 
be e n in m y e ntire  life .

M artin’s  e ye s rolle d to th e  top of h is  h e ad and in 
a funny de e p voice  h e  snarle d.

“You th ough t I w asn ’t good e nough  you little  prick !”
“No I didn’t, Tre nt, I love d you,” Brandon said 

w ith  te ars in h is  e ye s. I h ad te ars in m y e ye s too, 
from  th e  sh arp pain in m y ch e st. I fe lt as if a h and 
w as clutch ing at m y w ind pipe  and sq ue e zing slow ly.

“Brand…”
“Quie t Ph il,” Brandon snappe d. “Th is isn’t 

w ork ing, it couldn’t be  Tre nt. M aybe  you w e re  righ t 
Ph il. Are  you putting th is  on M artin? Te ll m e .”

“Th is  isn ’t th e  first tim e  you’ve  be e n a false  frie nd.”
“W h at do you m e an?” crie d Brandon, “You’ve  

be e n w atch ing too m any e pisode s of ‘Crossing 
O ve r,’ I w ant m y m one y back .”

“Not you. Ph ilip!”
“Ph ilip?” Brandon said, glancing at m e  

nonplusse d.
“Ye s. Ph ilip!”
Anoth e r pain w rack e d m y ch e st, as I w onde re d 

m aybe  Tre nt h adn’t love d Brand as m uch  as w e  
th ough t. But h e  couldn’t h ave  love d m e ? Could h e ? 
I’d ne ve r th ough t tw ice  about h im , afte r h e ’d starte d 

se e ing Brandon.
“Exactly!” th e  spirit sh udde re d out of M artin w h o 

sat slum pe d in h is  ch air. Th re e  m ore  candle s w e nt 
out and I fe lt lik e  I w as falling.

“I don’t unde rstand,” said Brandon, “th is  is  
ridiculous.”

“W h y are  you doing th is?” I gaspe d.
“Karm a. It w asn ’t I w h o w as  th e  vicious  que e n m y 

frie nd, w as  it?”
“W h at?” Brandon said sounding confuse d.
I k ne w . Guilt com pe te d w ith  fe ar for asce ndancy 

in m y fe ve re d m ind.
“I s h ould just put a k nife  into you and turn it, re al 

slow .”
“I didn’t do anyth ing,” I prote ste d, gasping for 

bre ath .
“D idn ’t you?”
“Th is  can’t be  Tre nt, I don’t k now  w h at I w as 

th ink ing,” Brandon said, disgust in h is  voice .
“Brand…,” I w h e e ze d as m y lungs cle nch e d.
“I’ll s h ow  you!”
“O h  snap out of it,” crie d Brandon.
M artin’s  e ye s sudde nly ope ne d and h e  focuse d 

inte ntly on us. “W h at h appe ne d?” h e  said in h is  
norm al voice .

“W h at w as all th at about for Ch rist sak e ?” said 
Brandon angrily. “I don’t th ink  it w as funny.”

“Te ll m e  w h at th e  spirit said,” M artin said calm ly,” 
totally unfaze d by Brandon’s re action.

Brandon h e s itate d. “I th ough t it w as h im , Tre nt I 
m e an. Th e n I th ough t it w asn’t. It just didn’t m ak e  
any se nse . W h at did you th ink  Ph il?”

“Don’t ask  m e ,” I said trying to ge t m y bre ath  and 
avoid M artin’s  scrutiny.

“Som e tim e s th e  spirits w ork  in w ays w e  don’t 
unde rstand,” M artin offe re d.

“Ain’t th at th e  truth ,” I m utte re d.
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“Anyw ay, w h oe ve r it w as is  gone ,” Brandon 
sigh e d de je cte d, s ink ing back  into h is  ch air.

I w asn’t so sure  of th at. A num bne ss sudde nly 
ove rw h e lm e d m e . I se nse d anoth e r pre se nce  in th e  
room , just as th e  last th re e  candle s w e nt out and th e  
sh ade d table  lam p fuse d. Plunge d into dark ne ss, I 
fe lt nause ous, m y fe ar palpable , lik e  a living th ing. I 
fe lt an icy h and re st upon m y sh oulde r, and a faint 
une arth ly bre e ze  blow  past m y e ar. Lik e  a h iss  of 
ste am . Th e  pre ssure  on m y w indpipe  re turne d, but 
m uch  w orse . I gaspe d for bre ath  w ith in th e  th roe s of 
a full blow n asth m a attack , e ve ryth ing blurre d as I 
collapse d.

* * * *

I cam e  to look ing up into Brandon’s w orrie d face , 
cast into re lie f by a re d flash ing ligh t. 

A sudde n sile nce  as th e  e ar pie rcing sire n w as 
sw itch e d off. M y m outh  w as cove re d by a ve ntilator, 
th e  stink  of liq uid oxyge n re e k ing in m y nostrils lik e  
a sw e atly pair of jock s. Th e  am bulance  stopping 
jolte d m y prone  body on th e  stre tch e r.

“It’s ok ay Ph il, you h ad an asth m a attack . W e ’re  at 
th e  h ospital now . You’ll be  fine .”

“I w ouldn't count on it Ph illip…,” a s ick e ning voice  
e ch oe d inside  m y sk ull….
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