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  Disclaimer

  To respect the privacy of the people mentioned in this book I have changed the names and identifying characteristics of some individuals and locations. 

  I have had no medical training. The information in this book is based on my personal experiences and understanding, and should not be used as a substitute for qualified medical advice.




	

	
		


  
    ‘Call the world if you please “The vale of Soul-making”. There may be intelligences or sparks of the divinity in millions, but they are not Souls till they acquire identities, till each one is personally itself. Intelligences are atoms of perception – they know and they see and they are pure.’

    John Keats, 1819

  

  
    ‘We all have the good thoughts and the bad thoughts. Nobody ever expresses the bad thoughts. But the bad thoughts are funny.’ 

    Larry David, 2005

  




	

	
		

Part One

  


	

	
		

Pink Velour

			I walked down Oxford Street on a hot, hot day in July. Nymph-like girls filed into American Apparel, drawn to the window display of wicker hats and hotpants like wasps to spilt jam. Teenagers, fey with sunshine, smoked outside HMV boasting hard-earned CDs and snogging. I saw a large pair of tits in a lingerie shop window, and winced.	

			On Wardour Street I met my film producer friend, Erik. I never know whether to kiss twice or not, having grazed many an elderly manboob in the bumbled continental greetings of my half-French childhood, but this was Soho, WeAreSoho, so we kissed on each cheek with obligatory affectation before blinking into the pub. Standing rigid at the bar I watched the white froth in the glasses as the barman gripped the shiny-round tip of the beer tap. Behind us, London’s media darlings buzzed with self-conscious chatter.

			We cheersed drinks and I did the polite one-sip-and-smile before heading to the bathroom. I didn’t need to go, but I had those big, be-lingeried breasts to mull over, and my arousal levels to check. I closed the toilet lid and sat down, and picked at a patch of flaky paint on the door frame. Did noticing those tits mean I liked them? Like, REALLY liked them? Did the wince-y feeling mean I was INTO them? I tossed about the yeas and nays for as long as I thought I could get away with, before taking a deep breath and heading back outside. ‘No – it meant nothing,’ I whispered, as I blinked into the sunlight.

			I downed my pint with characteristic speed. I was happy to let my friends assume that my gusto for booze was born of an irrepressible party spirit, when really I was medicating – alcohol made the thoughts less intense. Having long ago noticed this proclivity, my oldest friend Jack had taken to calling me ‘Vodderz’ in an ironic doff of the hat to the LAD culture which was rearing its pimpled face in every corner of the UK, though how it was ironic neither of us were entirely sure, because when we were pissed together, we were as lairy and objectionable as any Boyz-On-Tour. 

			Erik and I walked down through Chinatown, where candy-coloured lanterns tinselled the streets and strippers smoked in baking doorways. Kids cast guilty glances into sex shop windows while their parents fumbled nervously with oversized maps on street corners. I looked at the ground when we passed them.

			As we wandered down Charing Cross Road, Erik started talking about a new project he had on the horizon – a travel doc about driving across the world. He talked over my ‘wow’ as we entered Trafalgar Square, where loose-tied workers lazed on the steps and children played in the fountains, fanning the sunset into waterspray rainbows. 

			Against one fountain’s edge, a tourist in a pink velour tracksuit bent to tie her lace, and as I walked behind her, glancing at her giant, cartoon arse, I saw the image of her vagina flash through her trousers, and I flinched, violently, breaking eye contact with Erik and looking at the ground. There it flashed again in a strong, single pulse of photographic clarity, pink and folded and velveteen, and big, as big as the flagstones. 

			I put on my sunglasses as we walked towards the Strand, scared that someone would see it in my eyes, and clenched my jaw to try to lock it out. But through his words it came, more forcefully this time, flickering more quickly and seeming to distend and darken. In front of us a cloud of pigeons flapped up, clapping into the sky, and in their shivering grey swell I saw it again. The flesh thickened around my throat. No. No. No, I said silently, over and over, trying to create a thought-wall to stop the image getting in, but already the screaming had started in the back of my head.

			Why did I see that? 

			Did I like it? 

			Did I really, REALLY like it? 

			Now I had to find out. I had to check. I didn’t want to but I had to, I was utterly compelled. So I looked behind me, back onto Trafalgar Square, and tried to pick out the pink tourist amid the crowds, discreetly, not wanting to arouse suspicion, yet thoroughly unable to resist this huge, compulsive urgency to see that woman again and determine how, exactly, I’d felt when that image had burned through her pants, and what, exactly, it’d meant. But she was gone. 

			It meant nothing, I said again to myself, and so enflamed the image further, making it heave and become stronger still. When I closed my eyes or looked at the fag-flecked tarmac, I saw it again, fifty times, one hundred times, burning bigger by the second, pulsing quicker with each breath I took, becoming a watermark on my vision, violating this beautiful summer’s day with its huge, grisly imprint. Now Erik was saying stuff about the Middle East, about India, about amazing adventures, and I tried to focus as he chatted on, but the giant insect in my chest was closing its legs around my lungs and his voice was getting further and further away. He grinned about something I hadn’t heard, and on his lips the image flashed again. No. No. No.

			We turned onto the Strand into the stream of shoppers and the thoughts opened out, blossomed, swallowed every person in London. Now everyone was naked and prostrate on the pavement, every man and woman performing in the mass orgy that had writhed in my mind for a decade. Even things became sex – the Vaudeville’s curved arch and the Savoy’s deep V – they twisted into obscenities in my vision and engulfed all that was lovely. The sunset burning the old bricks red. The music from the gilded lobbies – all were lost in rolling folds of flesh. I was no longer in London on a hot, hot day in July, I was inside my head, where I’d been for half of my life, pacing the same old strip of earth bare. 

			It doesn’t usually stop for hours or days or years, but something Erik said just then cut through; with a single sentence spoken in his deep, lilting voice, I was there again in London, with the the candy-coloured lanterns and the waterspray rainbows, a part of now:

			‘So if you’re up for it, Rose, I’d love you to come on the trip and be my writer.’


	

	
		

When Doves Cry

			I walked onto my Shoreditch estate and saw the two fat women that were always sat smoking outside the launderette. One of them was laughing so hard she was spilling tea all over her vast Fruit of the Loom T-shirt and the other was red-faced from coughing. They raised their mugs to cheers me as I passed, their gelatinous bodies wobbling with waves of suppressed giggles. Usually all I saw were their stretch-marked tera-tits and worse, all purple and veiny and folding over the plastic chairs and towards me. But this time I waved back, smiling. Really smiling this time. 

			I stepped into my hallway and listened for sounds of my flatmates but there were none, so I skipped to my bedroom and squealed and did a little run on the spot. I put on ‘When Doves Cry’ and sat down and stood up and sat down again and hugged myself. I looked at myself wide-eyed in the mirror and grinned and swore. 

			With one too-enthusiastic hip thrust I slipped on the laminate, clattered into the wall, and erupted into a fit of nervous gigs, then catwalked back across the room singing the lyrics loud, ‘THIS IS WHAT IT SOUNDS LIKE WHEN DOVES CRY’. Soon I was pulling my knickers into my bum crack and doing the Beyoncé booty shake in the mirror, because everyone knows that when doves cry they sound like the clacking cheeks of an untoned arse.

			I made a rare effort to make my bed and smoothed out the creases until it looked lovely, then I lay on my front on the cotton and swayed my legs from the knee, picking at the duvet’s lace ruff. Minutes turned into hours as I imagined in great detail the leaving party and the beaches and me: tanned, confident and happy, and my now-toned arse, resplendent in the tropical sun. 

			This was happening to me: Rose Bretécher, aged 24, from Dudley. I’d be travelling the world, expenses paid, fulfilling a youthful dream, romantic as youth itself; seeing new, strange faces every morning, watching new, strange sunsets every night. I would savour the skies more than anything; more than anything the skies would move me. I would swallow the stars. 

			But what eluded me that night – and that night alone, because when I awoke the next day the euphoria had ebbed away into fear – was that the whole trip could well be irrelevant. For that night alone I’d forgotten that I was ill; forgotten that this once-in-a-lifetime experience might just skim the surface, and that my secret condition might render the sensually-rich leagues between London and Sydney as unreal as Avalon. 

			Many more times I would meet Erik to talk about the trip and many more times he would enthuse about this phenomenal project he’d brought into being. But each time he traced our journey with his finger between the salt cellars, painting pictures of Middle Eastern ruins and Nepalese panoramas, the sex thoughts with their keen barbs stabbed on, and I wasn’t really listening to him, and I wasn’t really there.


	

	
		

Pop Will Eat Itself

			No-one could have guessed that something was going to explode inside me. I was a happy child. 

			I was the youngest of four kids in a big, Catholic family, and there was always dressing-up and water-fights and conkering and Captain Haddock; orphaned pigeons to break our hearts over and trips to pat the pigs down Pig’s Lane. I remember the electric hush when we saw a wild deer in the Wyre Forest, and the low buzz of Dad’s voice through his back when he carried me, even though I was a bit too big to be carried. I remember Mom’s hand reaching from the front seat to stroke the chubby little knee behind her. How she’d rearrange my saggy socks without looking. 

			I remember the thrill of naughtiness when my parents’ backs were turned – the daily acts of gleeful perversion: mixing cat poo poison in jam jars; singing Gregorian chants over dead mice in the garden; pulling faces at Father John at the ‘Body of Christ’ bit. 

			And I remember the bums – me and my older brother Patty were positively enraptured by bums. We made sourdough bums; we drew bums on frosted windows; we painted faces on our bums and made sumo bums with our swimming trunks. On rainy afternoons we’d huddle under the bed with the neighbours’ kids and sniff each other’s fingers after a diligent bum-scratch, adopting the mannerisms of the most sincere sommeliers and applauding the hints and top notes. It became a game. We called it Smell Bums.

			Our biggest brother Ted knew very well that he could elicit shrieks of delight from his younger siblings by mooning out of a bedroom window on Easter morning, or spelling ‘ARSE’ on the scrabble board, or farting during mealtimes. How we’d roll with laughter at Dad’s disgruntled face and booming reprimands: ‘You’re a DRAAAIN, Ted, a shameless vulgarian’. 

			And if the dog farted–well–there really was nothing better. Me and Patty would be finished, irretrievable, howling. Dad would look into his plate, eyebrows raised, quietly building his next forkful and rueing the hopeless inefficacy of his stoic politeness in the face of his own baying brood. We’d be falling off our chairs, peas flying everywhere, food unswallowed in our wide, laughing mouths. 

			No-one could have guessed.

			

We lived in an old Black Country market town. Granddad had worked in the steelworks for forty years on the banks of the river, when the water was black and the town was prospering, and there hadn’t been a bargain greeting card shop or a Kwik Save to be seen. By the early 1990s the council was trying to spruce up the town by putting mosaics in the subway and bright yellow benches in the bus station, but they’d taken out its clanging heart and they couldn’t stop it dying.

			We lived in a 1950s semi behind the train station, and you could hear the platform announcements clearly from the garden. Patty used to climb the lime tree by the back fence and belt out erroneous timetable information and made-up destinations through a traffic cone. I’d stand at the bottom of the trunk, jumping up and down, screaming laughing.

			

Me and Patty were separated from Ted and our older sister Maggie by eight long years, and they were therefore our benchmarks of being – our heroes. We listened to their alien lives develop through the walls – Guns N’ Roses and Pop Will Eat Itself and Nirvana – and when they let us sit on their beds and spray their deodorants and build castles with their cassette collections, we were kings. 

			Back then Ted and Maggie were both devoted Rockers, and all their friends had long hair and chokers and big T-shirts. In the Black Country you were either a Rocker or a Townie, they told me. Townie boys were called Kevs and they had curtained hair and stud earrings and collared shirts. Townie girls were called Sharons and they wore hair mousse and lip liner and plastic miniskirts. I was going to be a Rocker when I grew up, I knew that for sure. When I was seven years old I chose a pair of imitation Doc Martens for my school shoes and Ted said they were ‘wicked, man’. I was high for weeks. Twenty years later he would cry as he hugged his little sister – as tall as him now and a howling Sharon – sorry he never knew.


	

	
		

Late Night Love

			Baron Hieronymus Karl Friedrich von Münchhausen was a teller of tall tales. A German nobleman in the 18th century who served in the military, he was renowned for recounting outrageously farfetched stories about his adventures. He once claimed to have pulled himself and his horse out of a swamp, using only his hair as a rope. Like a boss.

			Today, the baron’s gift for flagrant fabrication lives on in medical nomenclature. Munchausen’s Syndrome, or factitious disorder, is a psychological and behavioural condition where, for complex psychiatric reasons, a person seeks attention and sympathy by pretending to be ill or by inducing symptoms of illness in themselves. 

			I’d venture that as kids, most of us knew the tricks of a good sickie – sometimes the lure of GMTV and Bargain Hunt and Frosties-for-lunch was simply too great, and we had no choice but to conjure our best Tiny Tim chest-rattle. But Munchausen’s is in another realm entirely, and in extreme cases, people will undergo invasive surgery or rub dirt into open wounds to make the ruse more convincing. 

			

I don’t know why the lying started. Things were normal and good. 

			I went to school and to Brownies and to swimming lessons. Every weekend I played busily with my little friends – hopscotch and curby and Barbies. We used to call Barbie and Ken Fanny and Dick and make them make babies in a shoebox together. We used to play Kiss The Bride, reenacting Neighbours weddings, pressing our faces together and giggling at the imaginary priest’s bidding. We made talcum-powder cigarettes and fairy cakes and friendship bracelets. We giggled at the great, bursting nummies of the breastfeeding women outside nursery. 

			At home my parents were full of the expressions of love: back scratches in bed every morning, and praise in all the right places, and hugs and kisses all through the days. And any hardship they hid from me – mental illness and physical illness and benefits – because as the baby I was protected from the enormity of these things. I was kept safe and happy and oblivious.

			So I can’t say why I started faking asthma attacks when I was eight years old. I’d take these massive gulps of air and deliberately hyperventilate until I was dizzy, commanding the concern of my buddies and commandeering the playground for myself. Finding my lies rewarded with love, I’d be rushed by a fawning dinner lady to the potpourri-smelling reception area with the offices all around and the beige seats, where there were no other kids and it was quiet. She’d always get me a paper bag to breathe into, so I’d do what I’d seen on Casualty, and make the bag go big and small and then big again. Sometimes they’d let me go home and Mom would give me warm Ribena, like she gave the dog when the dog got spayed – I remember the puppy pencil tail beating feebly on the lino. 

			Nor can I say why I pretended to faint on a school trip when I was 10. We were at a butterfly farm and it was really hot in there, and my best friend fainted and got embosomed by a jolly teacher, so I figured I’d give it a go, too. I wanted some of that nuzzling action.

			And I certainly don’t know why I skived pretty much my entire first year of high school when I was 11 going on 12. It’s true that initially I had a mild case of mastoiditis (like sinusitis, affecting the mastoid bones behind the ear), but over the course of 160 absent schooldays – 160 little red strokes in the register, the teachers tut-tutting each time – I vastly exaggerated the symptoms and the pain, groaning over headaches that weren’t there, groaning myself all the way to hospitalisation, a stay on a children’s ward, and to a CAT scan in a private clinic that my parents couldn’t afford.

			It was a layered, 24/7 performance: every night when Mom and Dad had tucked me up, I’d keep myself awake listening to the Titanic soundtrack and BRMB Radio’s Late Night Love on my Walkman. Then, when enough time had passed so I could realistically have slept and awoken again – usually a couple of hours – I’d cry out as though I was in pain, until one of my parents got out of bed and cooed me back to sleep. Mom would whisper to me in French as she stroked my hair, calling me lapin and bichette and telling me not to worry: ‘Ne t’inquiète pas chérie’. I guess I unknowingly became addicted to the affirmation, because for seven months I couldn’t sleep without that midnight cuddle from someone who loved me. 

			I was barely conscious of my burgeoning worries, but the following year, when I was 13, I began to record them in a diary – a little WH Smith jotter with a modest title scrawled on the red cover in Tippex: The Vale of Soul Making. I must have picked up on the phrase in RE lessons or on The Simpsons – a Keatsian conceptualisation of the world as a vast valley of trials and tribulations in which we must become complete. Our Souls are not made until they ‘acquire identities’, Keats said, ‘till each one is personally itself’. 	

			Apart from the lyrics of Charlene’s ‘I’ve Never Been To Me’ (‘I’ve been to paradise but I’ve never been to me’) and that quote about ‘if you love someone set them free . . .’, which I’d seen in a butterfly photo frame in Clinton’s Cards, this was the most mind-blowingly profound thing I’d ever heard. 

			What does it mean to be ‘personally yourself’? How do you ‘acquire’ an identity? This diary, this tome, The Vale of Soul Making, would chart my finding out – it would document my journey of discovery, my forging of a pure identity. On 10th November 1999 I wrote the first entry: 



	‘I guessed now was a good time to begin this diary (I prefer to call it an epic life story) as we are nearing the millennium. From now till the millennium I shall try to inform you as often as possible about the changing world around me. This will hopefully include:



				
						My thoughts on heavy subjects

						Lads (my fancies, etc.)

						Friends and family

						Christmas

						Current world events

						My dog

						God – views, queries

						Homework, school, etc. 

				


	I suppose I am pretty lucky, not everyone gets to see a millennium. Yet through all the hype and excitement, I am not too sure about it. There are things I don’t understand and I worry about them. I worry that the world will end or a nuclear war will start or technology will grow out of control. I must admit to myself, I am a worrier. If it’s not a German test it’s nuclear warfare, there is always something playing on my mind. I worry about a comet hitting the earth, destroying all life as we know it, like how the dinosaurs died out. I really need to organise a millennium party else I run the risk of spending it at the Parish Centre.’



The millennium passed without incident, and my two equal concerns of global holocaust and spending New Year’s Eve in the church hall with my parents were proved unfounded. I ended up going to a party with a school friend and her folks, wearing jelly shoes over gold sparkly tights, and the purple velvet Tammy Girl dress I’d bought especially. We drank Dr Pepper and danced to Robbie Williams until 12.30am!!!

			But the year 2000 was monumental for other reasons. I was 14 now and I was starting to remember how many lies I’d told when I was younger. Now I was more aware of my parents’ adult world, I was able to imagine them, exhausted and frayed, getting up in the middle of the night in the middle of winter to tend to the crocodile tears of their youngest daughter. The worry I must have caused. They’d given me a brain scan, for fuck’s sake, because the mastoiditis was so near the brain they ‘didn’t want to take any chances’.

			

My betrayal had been watertight. My deception complete. The immensity dawned on me. Asthma attacks, skiving, my secret nighttime world of lies: these were unforgiveable, and bad things would happen because I had transgressed.

			The guilt was tinder on the pile.


	

	
		

After Shocks

			I met my first boyfriend Greg in the park when I was 14 going on 15. He was playing keepy-uppy with his friends and I was making daisy chains with mine. Someone got dared into talking to them, and soon we started meeting each other after school and going to the Banks’ pub round the corner, where the boys used to send us to the bar with puffed-out chests to buy Bacardi Breezers and After Shocks.

			Greg and I started holding hands and going round to each other’s houses for tea, and, as The Vale of Soul Making chronicles, sending each other texts of noteworthy romance: ‘Hi hows it going? wot u up 2 coz im meant 2 b revisin but I cant be arsed. can I have ur home num coz I’ll give u a call? laterz, lotsa luv.’ Your weekly £5 top-up had to go a long way in those days, and economy of language always trumped mystique. 

			

Cut to the giddy wow of my first kiss outside Greg’s parents’ house two weeks later. Orange streetlights. Cars rolling over gravel in the distance. Corrie blaring behind a hundred curtained windows.

			I’d been aware of sexual feelings for a few years. Indiscriminate, omnivorous, generous feelings, which could be roused by the slightest hint of rudeness: a long-anticipated snog on Baywatch; a sliver of sideboob on Wish You Were Here; a whispered ‘condoms’ on Grange Hill. 

			I knew that boys felt like this and that Adrian Mole felt like this, but not girls. Somehow I sensed that the feelings in my little girl’s body were not normal, and every default joke about the masturbatory habits of teenage boys confirmed my hunch. Even the teachers were in on it: the down-with-the-kids teachers with their rib-poking wise cracks about boys getting distracted from their homework. Never a mention of girls. Girls never got a nod nod wink wink or a nudge in the ribs, even though we could distract ourselves as enthusiastically as any strapping young man. And I still remember the hot-faced embarrassment of biology class, feeling like I was the only girl in my 1000-strong school who was fascinated by nakedness. 

			

But now: my first kiss, the swoons of all of Hollywood happening right here. And then, over the next few weeks, the singular, never-again, star-defying optimism of first love. The childlike let’s-stay-together-forevers, the you’re-my-soul-mates, the you’re-my-first-my-last-my-everythings. The preposterous but so-real sincerity. All of the anxieties of my life seeming to melt away. 

			And then, as the months passed, growing more used to the feeling of my boyfriend’s body so close to mine, I started to remember other, smaller bodies that’d once been just as close. A slow-dawning comprehension as grainy pictures from years past presented themselves and I slowly began to realise: sex had been a part of my life since I was a small child, aped on Sunday afternoons with tiny, giggling schoolboys and girls. Fanny and Dick and Kiss The Bride and the beloved Smell Bums. Now my mind was opened, just a sliver, but it was enough: consciousness sucked into my head at a thousand miles per hour and sent shrapnel and sex whirling and whirling in miles-wide circles under my skull, because for years and years, on Babar bed sheets and at the backs of gardens, I’d done terrible, sinful things. 

			Catastrophe was coming.


	

	
		

Boiled Potatoes

			The image flickered in my mind for the first time. I put down my cutlery and pushed a boiled potato around in the buttery droplets on my plate. Dad sat across from me, ten thousand miles away, and Mom was hunting draughts at the window. On the stone kitchen tiles the dog sat bored and sceptical, eyebrow dots twitching.

			My throat was closing over. 

			Stoned and smiling, Patty sat next to me, resting his elbows on teenage knees too high for the table. He bit his lip and looked sidelong at Mom and Dad to check they weren’t watching as he teased the dog with a tiny piece of meat, bringing it close to the misty whiskers and quivering nose. She patted a furry paw on his leg and let out a little squeak, and he looked at me for my surefire grin of complicity. 

			I knew it was funny. It was definitely funny. But the giggles didn’t come, this time.

			The fleshy image flickered again as he popped the lid of the ketchup bottle in and out, again and again, before shaking it and pouring a lake onto his plate. I picked some mashed broccoli seeds from the tablecloth as the image flashed brighter and my ribcage tightened – giant insect legs squeezing me for the first time. I rose, not looking at anyone, and said ‘thank you for the meal’ in the routine lilt. The dog danced around my feet as I reached for the kitchen cupboard where we kept the leash.

			The street was dark and cold and the dog strained against the collar, stiffening now and then at the sight of a cat. Someone was burning bracken somewhere and the air was mossy. In the wood I couldn’t see my feet, just two iridescent eyes flashing between the trees. 

			I turned the topsoil of my mind for an answer about what the image might have meant, but the possibilities made me dizzy, and I had to sit on a wall. It was waxy with lime leaves and snail silver. Beyond the trees, the noise of distant traffic was the noise of everyone else, everywhere, and it frightened me in a dull, shapeless way, with the intangible threat of a half-remembered dream. The dog’s breath was catching the white of an old street lamp a little way off. 

			The more I tried to stop thinking about the image – a little boy naked – the quicker it flickered. It flickered and flickered and flickered, and something like lint was invading my lungs. I pulled my thighs up to my chest and felt my cheeks flush hot as I pressed my eye sockets against my knees, breathing hard. When the dog licked my ankle I raised my head and gasped as if breaking from water. Fuzzy green circles trembled in my vision for a couple of seconds before twirling off left and right, and then a stillness came over me. 

			I mouthed the words slowly to the dark, slamming my hands against my mouth, ‘What if I’m a paedo—?’ 

			And with that question I was sucked inside my head, where I spent the next decade fretting at the unanswerable like a fly on a lamp; all the while telling no-one, all the while playing a role in life – a role to belie my secret. All the while being everything that I thought a teenage girl should be: fun, flirtatious and hungry for adventure.


	

	
		

Return Of The Mack

			We’d been up all night and my eyes were sore. Hackney’s drunks had long since knocked themselves out and the street was quiet save for the loud-silent swoosh of Toby’s cheek against my ear. We held hands in the half light as we waited. 

			When we’d fallen in love we already knew I’d be leaving. We’d always been holding our breath and waiting for the stillness, for the exhale, for the time when I wasn’t about to leave and do the riskiest thing I’d ever done. Now the moment was here and I was speeding 10,000 miles away from him, carrying a decade’s worth of unspeakable thoughts.

			Looking up at him and wringing his sleeve, I opened my mouth to tell him my secret. But how could I say the words? Inside my head they were private and only-mine, and if they got out I wouldn’t be able to control them, or control what they did to our relationship. They’ll ruin it, I thought, as I pressed my face into his coat, saying nothing.

			From here the warehouse across the street looked black against the dawn sky, and it was uncharacteristically silent. Usually the murmur of minimal techno could be heard all through the day and night, or the occasional thump of cult 90s R&B – the Mack returned twice a week, at least. 

			From Toby’s balcony you could see right into the warehouse apartments, and we’d often
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