
I am tell ing you because you are far away



Therets a woman in here with me novt
wai t ing for  the same t ra in -  f i f ty ish,
shers wearing a bobble-hat and brown boots
and th ick st r ipy t ights -  looks a b i t
funny,  rea11y,  but  I  l ike her ,  I  th ink -  we
smi lL 'at  eaih other  a lo t .  In  the b lack
glass over  her  shoulder  I  keep catching
i ignt  of  my face -  and I  can see a l ight  on
the next  p lat form, I  th ink -  i t 's  moving in
the wind.

0h God - whyrs i t so col d? l ' lhYrs i t
have to be so cold?

Therets a hal f -bot t le  of  vodka in my bag
- werre going back to her  parentsr  af ter '
that 's  the p lan,  to  s i t  in  her  room and get
drunk and ta lk  about  th ings -  I  bought  i t
' in town this afternoon after she phoned. I
s t i I I  do everyth ing she te l Is  rne.  I  donr t
care,  I  rea11y don' t .  I  use the cap as a
measure. The woman smiles, offers me a
cigaret te.  "You look co ' ld , "  she says.  I
say,  " I  wish I  had Your hat . "

Eighty minutes.  Eighty fuck ing minutes
late and no-one te l ls  us a fuck ing th ing.

And then when it does come I alnost
dontt notice - but suddenly the womanrs
saying goodbye and opening the door to the
plat form and I  real ise therers l ights and
people moving outside - but now I cantt
move ,  I tm  shak ing ,  s i ck - fee l i ng . . .  so  I
wai t ,  a l l  hunched up in my corner  -  and
suddenly she comes through the door, her
green coat al1 speckled with snow -

-  her  face g lowing -
And I  -  I rve wanted a l l  day just  to  ta lk

- to te]l her about everything that had
happened, about the Christmas tree by the
town-hal l  near ly  b lowing down on Peters van
and about  Jenny and Mike spl i t t ing-up again
and about the new hotel on the ring-road
where ltd been for a job interview and the
boss had t r ied to get  me to go in  h is  car
af ter  and I 'd  actual ly  had to k ick h im to
get  h im to. leave me alone -  and now here
she is  beside me looking at  me and smi l ing
and suddenly a l I  I  can say is :  your  eyes
are ny favourite thing -

And my voice sounding l ike I rm at  the
bottom of a swimning pool -

And she looks at me sitt ing there'
clutching my bag tight, and she ruffles my
ha i r  

' l i ke  
! 'm  a  I i t t l e  k i d  and  sudden l y  I

start crying and I don't know why. "Come
on, ' r  she says,  " le t ts  go somewhere warn.  I
canr t  face num just  yet . "

There 's  a pub just  outs ide the stat ion,
The - Greyhound? I think. I ' le sit in a
corner and I say: "8ut I t{!!q!L there
a1one, there was t 'his woman with-me."

And she smi les and f ingers her  g lass;
she's got a broken nail, f ir:st-f in-ger-left-
hand,  and her  hai r 's  l ike a fabulous sof t
blonde cloud against my face - my head
sw ims ,  I  t h i nk :  I rm  l os jng  th i s .  So  I
start to talk and talk and talk with ny
face all f lushed and puffy, and I knock her
dr ink sk idding across the tab1e,  and the
glass smashes on the imitation flagstone



hearth thing they have there and the barman
shouts over at me to behave and - somewhere
' i n  t he  m idd le  o f  i t  a l ] ,  t he  m idd le  o f  a l l
that teary wanting to cur' l up and sob mess-
I 've-made,  is  the gorgeous,  foggy,  a lcohol-
softened noment when I real i se shers
want ing to k iss me as much as l tm want ing
to k iss her ,  and she moves impercept ib ly
cl oser -

(Later in the taxi I think: I want to
bui1d a whole I i fe t ime f rom that  moment,
repeat ing endlessly ;  why canr t  I?  l .Jhat
e l se  i s  l i f e  f o r? )

Jesus ,  I  say ,  I r ve  m issed  you ,  I  d i dn r t
rea l i se  how -

And she says yes but -

No ,  t ha t r s  no t  r i gh t ,  i t  wasn r t  t i I I  t he
Boxing Day she to ld me,  and i t  was in  her
father 's  car ,  just  the two of  us,  dr iv ing
over to Harper ts  Pond to see i f  i t  was
frozen - I just always have it down in my
head as that bar, that Christnas Eve - I
l ike th ings -  poet ic .

In her fatherrs car she told me there
cou'l d never be a future and that I
shouldnr t  sacr i f ice everyth ing for  a few
si l ly  moments,  those were her  words.

Five Chr is tmases ago.

Today was New Yearts  Eve.  This morning
I tried to vlrite, but just froze - the
heatingts fucked and this room gets no sun
at  a l }  -  so I  went  for  a walk,  and walk a l l
day because I love the lack of people and
the  we i rd  s t i i l ness ,  and  I  wa l k  and  wa lk
until the sky fades and seems to grow solid
-  a horr id ,  th ick,  s ick-coloured sky -  and
then I come home, down through the muffled
dusk, but for some reason when I reach
Fair fax Br idge I  s top and lean against  the'iron rail and gaze up past the flyover ramp
and up the h i l l  to  where St .Maryrs is
looking sad as hel l  now, her  spi re- top a l l
Iost  in  a ye11owy Iarnp- l i t  c loud that 's
b i l lowing out  to  fog across the r iver ,  and
suddenly I tm beginning to shiver  and I rm
thinking of my room and the even'ing ahead
and tomorrow being a Nelr Year and
everyth ing a l l  c l iches l ike that  and I rm
looking around at  the few people st i l l  out ,
s t i  l ' l  c reeping home, and suddenly I rm
th ink ing  o f  he r  aga in  and  I 'm  th ink ing  i s
th i s  i t ,  i s  t h i s  wha t  wasn ' t  wo r th
sac r i f i c i ng?

At midnight I hear fireworks and go
upstai rs to where the bi g top-1 andi ng
window looks out  over  the c i ty .  I  pu l l  i t
open.  The mist 's  th ickened now and the
roofs of the houses on the street below are
just dark grey shadows; beyond and above
then the fog is everything. I smell the
gunpowder, hear the scream and crack of
rockets, see nothing -

You know how you think the worst thing
in the world would be waking up one rnorning
and f ind ing youtve gone b1ind,  or  deaf ,  or
paral ysed?

I  d idn ' t  go to her  funeral .  lJe l I  -  I
wasnrt  inv i ted.  You know why,  we a l l  do.

0h fuck then, fuck every one of then - I
donr t  need people l ike that .  "People l ike
thatl - her motherts phrase for me, ha-ha.



It 's got kinda drearnY r6^ur'{l
I sPend an h-olL!!:E!bH:

Listen: it seems more and more now like
t{e were the only ones stupid enough to
think there could ever be much else to hope
for beyond a few beautiful si11y momenti;
suddenly looking for order and Iogical
step-by-step progress to some marveilous
unspecified end, some reward for endeavour
and v i r tue,  seems hopelessly  o ld- fashioned
and out-of-tune. Suddenly a1l I want is
chaos, stupid, irresponsible chaos - you
thi nk thatrs wrong, you thi nk that's
immoral ? l. lell , maybe Irve stopped
bel iev ing in  morals ,  those morals .  I td  say
Irve stopped bel iev ing in  the future i f  i t
d idnr t  sound so

Irve stopped bel iev ing in  the future.
But then I just tear myself to pieces

again,  because I  know I  a lways shr ink back,
that whenever I glimpse that chaos through
some accidental chink or piece of
uncharacteristic daring I just HATE HATE
HATE those who sparkle and whirl before me,
because they donrt sparkle for l4E, because
I tm old,  and too- late.  And then I  th ink
how did they KNol.l, how did they find out?
0r is it all part of growing up these days?

And I rm scared.  Lonely.  Jealous.
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