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 ONE  

I remember, in no particular order:  

± a shiny inner wrist; 

± steam rising from a wet sink as a hot frying pan is 
laughingly tossed into it;  

± gouts of sperm circling a plughole, before being sluiced 
down the full length of a tall house;  

± a river rushing nonsensically upstream, its wave and 
wash lit by half a dozen chasing torchbeams;  

± another river, broad and grey, the direction of its flow 
disguised by a stiff wind exciting the surface;  

± bathwater long gone cold behind a locked door. 

7KLV�ODVW�LVQ¶W�VRPHWKLQJ�,�DFWXDOO\�VDZ��Eut what you end 
XS�UHPHPEHULQJ�LVQ¶W�DOZD\V�WKH�VDPH�DV�ZKDW�\RX�KDYH�
witnessed. 

We live in time ± it holds us and moulds us ± EXW� ,¶YH�
QHYHU�IHOW�,�XQGHUVWRRG�LW�YHU\�ZHOO��$QG�,¶P�QRW�UHIHUULQJ�
to theories about how it bends and doubles back, or may 
exist elsewhere in parallel versions. No, I mean ordinary, 
everyday time, which clocks and watches assure us passes 
regularly: tick-tock, click-clock. Is there anything more 
plausible than a second hand? And yet it takes only the 
smallest pleasure or pain to tHDFK�XV� WLPH¶V�PDOOHDELOLW\��
Some emotions speed it up, others slow it down; 
occasionally, it seems to go missing ± until the eventual 
point when it really GRHV�JR�PLVVLQJ��QHYHU�WR�UHWXUQ��,¶P�
QRW�YHU\� LQWHUHVWHG� LQ�P\� VFKRROGD\V�� DQG�GRQ¶W� IHHO� DQ\�
nostalgia for them. But school is where it all began, so I 
need to return briefly to a few incidents that have grown 
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into anecdotes, to some approximate memories which 
WLPH�KDV�GHIRUPHG�LQWR�FHUWDLQW\��,I�,�FDQ¶W�EH�VXUH�RI�WKH�
actual events any more, I can at least be true to the 
impressions WKRVH�IDFWV�OHIW��7KDW¶V�WKH�EHVW�,�FDQ�PDQDJH. 

There were three of us, and he now made the fourth. We 
KDGQ¶W�H[SHFWHG�WR�DGG�WR�RXU�WLJKW�QXPEHU��FOLTXHV�DQG�
pairings had happened long before, and we were already 
beginning to imagine our escape from school into life. His 
name was Adrian Finn, a tall, shy boy who initially kept 
his eyes down and his mind to himself. For the first day or 
two, we took little notice of him: at our school there was 
no welcoming ceremony, let alone its opposite, the 
punitive induction. We just registered his presence and 
waited. 

The masters were more interested in him than we were. 
They had to work out his intelligence and sense of 
GLVFLSOLQH�� FDOFXODWH� KRZ� ZHOO� KH¶G� SUHYLRXVO\� EHHQ�
taught, and if he might prove µVFKRODUVKLS�PDWHULDO¶�� 2Q�
the third morning of that autumn term, we had a history 
class with Old Joe Hunt, wryly affable in his three-piece 
suit, a teacher whose system of control depended on 
maintaining sufficient but not excessive boredom. 

µ1RZ�� \RX¶OO� UHPHPEHU� WKDW� ,� DVNHG� \RX� WR� GR� VRPH�
SUHOLPLQDU\�UHDGLQJ�DERXW�WKH�UHLJQ�RI�+HQU\�9,,,�¶�&ROLQ��
Alex and I squinted at one another, hoping that the 
TXHVWLRQ�ZRXOGQ¶W�EH� IOLFNHG� OLNH�DQ�DQJOHU¶V� IO\�� WR� ODQG�
RQ� RQH� RI� RXU� KHDGV�� µ:KR� PLJKW� like to offer a 
FKDUDFWHULVDWLRQ�RI�WKH�DJH"¶�+H�GUHZ�KLV�RZQ�FRQFOXVLRQ�
IURP� RXU� DYHUWHG� H\HV�� µ:HOO�� 0DUVKDOO�� SHUKDSV�� +RZ�
would \RX� GHVFULEH�+HQU\�9,,,¶V� UHLJQ"¶ Our relief was 
greater than our curiosity, because Marshall was a 
cautious know-nothing who lacked the inventiveness of 
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true ignorance. He searched for possible hidden 
complexities in the question before eventually locating a 
response. 

µ7KHUH�ZDV�XQUHVW�� VLU�¶ An outbreak of barely controlled 
smirking; Hunt himself almost smiled. 

µ:RXOG�\RX��SHUKDSV��FDUH�WR�HODERUDWH"¶ Marshall nodded 
slow assent, thought a little longer, and decided it was no 
WLPH�IRU�FDXWLRQ��µ,¶G�VD\�WKHUH�ZDV�JUHDW�XQUHVW��VLU�¶ µ)LQQ��
WKHQ��$UH�\RX�XS�LQ�WKLV�SHULRG"¶ The new boy was sitting 
a row ahead and to my left. He had shown no evident 
UHDFWLRQ�WR�0DUVKDOO¶V�LGLRFLHV. 

µ1RW�UHDOO\��VLU��,¶P�DIUDLG��%XW�WKHUH�LV�RQH�OLQH�RI�WKRXJKW�
according to which all you can truly say of any historical 
event ± even the outbreak of the First World War, for 
example ± is that ³VRPHWKLQJ� KDSSHQHG´�¶ µ,V� WKHUH��
LQGHHG"�:HOO�� WKDW�ZRXOG�SXW�PH�RXW�RI�D� MRE��ZRXOGQ¶W�
LW"¶� $IWHU� VRPH� V\FRSKDQWLF� ODXJKWHU�� 2OG� -RH� +XQW�
pardoned our holiday idleness and filled us in on the 
polygamous royal butcher. 

$W�WKH�QH[W�EUHDN��,�VRXJKW�RXW�)LQQ��µ,¶P�7RQ\�:HEVWHU�¶�
+H�ORRNHG�DW�PH�ZDULO\��µ*UHDW�OLQH�WR�+XQW�¶�+H�VHHPHG�
QRW� WR� NQRZ�ZKDW� ,�ZDV� UHIHUULQJ� WR�� µ$ERXW� VRPHWKLQJ�
KDSSHQLQJ�¶ µ2K��<HV��,�ZDV�UDWKHU�GLVDSSRLQWHG�KH�GLGQ¶W�
WDNH�LW�XS�¶ 7KDW�ZDVQ¶W�ZKDW�KH�ZDV�VXSSRVHG�WR�VD\. 

Another detail I remember: the three of us, as a symbol of 
our bond, used to wear our watches with the face on the 
inside of the wrist. It was an affectation, of course, but 
perhaps something more. It made time feel like a 
personal, even a secret, thing. We expected Adrian to 
QRWH�WKH�JHVWXUH��DQG�IROORZ�VXLW��EXW�KH�GLGQ¶W. 
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Later that day ± or perhaps another day ± we had a 
double English period with Phil Dixon, a young master 
just down from Cambridge. He liked to use 
contemporary texts, and would throw out sudden 
challenges. µ³%LUWK�� DQG� &RSXODWLRQ�� DQG� 'HDWK´� ± WKDW¶V�
ZKDW� 7�� 6�� (OLRW� VD\V� LW¶V� DOO� DERXW��$Q\� FRPPHQWV"¶�+H�
once compared a Shakespearean hero to Kirk Douglas in 
Spartacus. And I remember how, when we were 
GLVFXVVLQJ� 7HG� +XJKHV¶V� SRHWU\�� KH� SXW� KLV� KHDG� DW� D�
donQLVK� VODQW� DQG� PXUPXUHG�� µ2I� FRXUVH�� ZH¶UH� DOO�
wondering what will happen when he runs out of 
DQLPDOV�¶� 6RPHWLPHV�� KH� DGGUHVVHG� XV� DV� µ*HQWOHPHQ¶��
Naturally, we adored him. 

That afternoon, he handed out a poem with no title, date 
RU� DXWKRU¶V� QDPH�� JDYH� XV� ten minutes to study it, then 
asked for our responses. 

µ6KDOO�ZH� VWDUW�ZLWK� \RX�� )LQQ"� 3XW� VLPSO\��ZKDW�ZRXOG�
you say this poem is ab out"¶ Adrian looked up from his 
GHVN�� µ(URV� DQG� 7KDQDWRV�� VLU�¶ µ+PP�� *R� RQ�¶ µ6H[� DQG�
GHDWK�¶� )LQQ� FRQWLQXHG�� DV� LI� LW� PLght not just be the 
WKLFNLHV� LQ� WKH� EDFN� URZ�ZKR� GLGQ¶W� XQGHUVWDQG�*UHHN��
µ2U�ORYH�DQG�GHDWK��LI�\RX�SUHIHU��7KH�HURWLF�SULQFLSOH��LQ�
any case, coming into conflict with the death principle. 
$QG�ZKDW�HQVXHV� IURP�WKDW�FRQIOLFW��6LU�¶ I was probably 
looking more impressed than Dixon thought healthy. 

µ:HEVWHU�� HQOLJKWHQ� XV� IXUWKHU�¶ µ,� MXVW� WKRXJKW� LW� ZDV� D�
SRHP� DERXW� D� EDUQ� RZO�� VLU�¶ This was one of the 
differences between the three of us and our new friend. 
We were essentially taking the piss, except when we 
were serious. He was essentially serious, except when he 
was taking the piss. It took us a while to work this out. 
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Adrian allowed himself to be absorbed into our group, 
without acknowledging that it was something he sought. 
3HUKDSV� KH� GLGQ¶W�� 1RU� GLG� KH� alter his views to accord 
with ours. At morning prayers he could be heard joining 
in the responses while Alex and I merely mimed the 
words, and Colin preferred the satirical ploy of the 
pseudo-]HDORW¶V� HQWKXVLDVWLF� EHOORZ�� 7KH� WKUHH� RI� XV 
considered school sports a crypto-fascist plan for 
repressing our sex-drive; Adrian joined the fencing club 
and did the high jump. We were belligerently tone-deaf; 
he came to school with his clarinet. When Colin 
denounced the family, I mocked the political system, and 
Alex made philosophical objections to the perceived 
nature of reality, Adrian kept his counsel ± at first, 
anyway. He gave the impression that he believed in 
things. We did too ± it was just that we wanted to 
believe in our own things, rather than what had been 
decided for us. Hence what we thought of as our 
cleansing scepticism. 

The school was in central London, and each day we 
travelled up to it from our separate boroughs, passing 
from one system of control to another. Back then, things 
were plainer: less money, no electronic devices, little 
fashion tyranny, no girlfriends. There was nothing to 
distract us from our human and filial duty which was to 
study, pass exams, use those qualifications to find a job, 
and then put together a way of life unthreateningly fuller 
than that of our parents, who would approve, while 
privately comparing it to their own earlier lives, which 
had been simpler, and therefore superior. None of this, of 
course, was ever stated: the genteel social Darwinism of 
the English middle classes always remained implicit. 
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µ)XFNLQJ� EDVWDUGV�� SDUHQWV�¶� &ROLQ� FRPSODLQHG� RQH�
0RQGD\� OXQFKWLPH�� µ<RX� WKLQN� WKH\¶UH�2.�ZKHQ� \RX¶UH�
OLWWOH�� WKHQ� \RX� UHDOLVH� WKH\¶UH� MXVW� OLNH�«¶ µ+HQU\�9,,,��
&RO"¶�$GULDQ�VXJJHVWHG��:H�ZHUH�EHJLQQLQJ�WR�JHW�XVHG�WR�
his sense of irony; also to the fact that it might be turned 
against us as well. When teasing, or calling us to 
seriousness, he would address me as Anthony; Alex 
would become Alexander, and the unlengthenable Colin 
shortened to Col. 

µ:RXOGQ¶W�PLQG�LI�P\�GDG�KDG�KDOI� D�GR]HQ�ZLYHV�¶ µ$QG�
ZDV�LQFUHGLEO\�ULFK�¶ µ$QG�SDLQWHG�E\�+ROEHLQ�¶ µ$QG�WROG�
WKH� 3RSH� WR� VRG� RII�¶ µ$Q\� SDUWLFXODU� UHDVRQ�ZK\� WKH\¶UH�
)%V"¶�$OH[�DVNHG�&ROLQ. 

µ,�ZDQWHG�XV� WR� JR� WR� WKH� IXQIDLU��7KH\� VDLG� WKH\�KDG� WR�
VSHQG� WKH� ZHHNHQG� JDUGHQLQJ�¶ Right: fucking bastards. 
Except to Adrian, who listened to our denunciations, but 
rarely joined in. And yet, it seemed to us, he had more 
cause than most. His mother had walked out years before, 
leaving his dad to cope with Adrian and his sister. This 
was long befoUH�WKH�WHUP�µVLQJOH-SDUHQW�IDPLO\¶�FDPH�LQWR�
XVH�� EDFN� WKHQ� LW�ZDV� µD� EURNHQ� KRPH¶�� DQG�$GULDQ�ZDV�
the only person we knew who came from one. This ought 
to have given him a whole storetank of existential rage, 
EXW� VRPHKRZ� LW�GLGQ¶W��KH� VDLG�KH� ORYHG�KLV�PRther and 
respected his father. Privately, the three of us examined 
his case and came up with a theory: that the key to a 
happy family life was for there not to be a family ± or at 
least, not one living together. Having made this analysis, 
we envied Adrian the more. 

In those days, we imagined ourselves as being kept in 
some kind of holding pen, waiting to be released into our 
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lives. And when that moment came, our lives ± and time 
itself ± would speed up. 

How were we to know that our lives had in any case 
begun, that some advantage had already been gained, 
some damage already inflicted? Also, that our release 
would only be into a larger holding pen, whose 
boundaries would be at first undiscernible. 

In the meantime, we were book-hungry, sex-hungry, 
meritocratic, anarchistic. All political and social systems 
appeared to us corrupt, yet we declined to consider an 
alternative other than hedonistic chaos. Adrian, however, 
pushed us to believe in the application of thought to life, 
in the notion that principles should guide actions. 
Previously, Alex had been regarded as the philosopher 
DPRQJ� XV�� +H� KDG� UHDG� VWXII� WKH� RWKHU� WZR� KDGQ¶W�� DQG�
PLJKW��IRU�LQVWDQFH��VXGGHQO\�GHFODUH��µ:KHUHRI�ZH�FDQQRW�
VSHDN��WKHUHRI�PXVW�ZH�UHPDLQ�VLOHQW�¶�&ROLQ�DQG�,�ZRXOG�
consider this idea in silence for a while, then grin and 
FDUU\�RQ�WDONLQJ��%XW�QRZ�$GULDQ¶V�DUULYDO�GLVORGJHG�$OH[�
from his position ± or rather, gave us another choice of 
philosopher. If Alex had read Russell and Wittgenstein, 
Adrian had read Camus and Nietzsche. I had read George 
Orwell and Aldous Huxley; Colin had read Baudelaire 
and Dostoevsky. This is only a slight caricature. 

Yes, of course we were pretentious ± what else is youth 
IRU"�:H�XVHG�WHUPV�OLNH�µWeltanschauung¶�DQG�µSturm und 
Drang¶�� HQMR\HG� VD\LQJ� µ7KDW¶V� philosophically self-
HYLGHQW¶�� DQG DVVXUHG� RQH� DQRWKHU� WKDW� WKH� LPDJLQDWLRQ¶V�
first duty was to be transgressive. Our parents saw things 
differently, picturing their children as innocents suddenly 
exposed to noxious influence. So &ROLQ¶V�PRWKHU�UHIHUUHG�
to PH�DV�KLV�µGDUN�DQJHO¶��P\�IDWKHU�EODPHG�$OH[�ZKHQ�KH�
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found me reading The Communist Manifesto; Colin was 
ILQJHUHG�E\�$OH[¶V�SDUHQWV�ZKHQ�WKH\�FDXJKW�KLP�ZLWK�D 
hard-boiled American crime novel. And so on. It was the 
same with sex. Our parents thought we might be 
corrupted by one another into becoming whatever it was 
they most feared: an incorrigible masturbator, a winsome 
homosexual, a recklessly impregnatory libertine. On our 
behalf they dreaded the closeness of adolescent 
friendship, the predatory behaviour of strangers on trains, 
the lure of the wrong kind of girl. How far their anxieties 
outran our experience. 

2QH� DIWHUQRRQ�2OG� -RH� +XQW�� DV� LI� SLFNLQJ� XS� $GULDQ¶V�
earlier challenge, asked us to debate the origins of the 
First World War: specifically, the responsibility of 
$UFKGXNH� )UDQ]� )HUGLQDQG¶V assassin for starting the 
whole thing off. Back then, we were most of us 
absolutists. We liked Yes v No, Praise v Blame, Guilt v 
Innocence ± RU��LQ�0DUVKDOO¶V�FDVH��8QUHVW�Y�*UHDW�8QUHVW��
We liked a game that ended in a win and loss, not a draw. 
And so for some, the Serbian gunman, whose name is 
long gone from my memory, had one hundred per cent 
individual responsibility: take him out of the equation, 
and the war would never have happened. Others 
preferred the one hundred per cent responsibility of 
historical forces, which had placed the antagonistic 
nations on an LQHYLWDEOH� FROOLVLRQ� FRXUVH�� µ(XURSH� ZDV� D�
SRZGHU� NHJ� ZDLWLQJ� WR� EORZ¶�� DQG� VR� RQ�� 7KH� PRUH�
anarchic, like Colin, argued that everything was down to 
chance, that the world existed in a state of perpetual 
chaos, and only some primitive storytelling instinct, itself 
doubtless a hangover from religion, retrospectively 
imposed meaning on what might or might not have 
happened. 
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+XQW� JDYH� D� EULHI� QRG� WR�&ROLQ¶s attempt to undermine 
everything, as if morbid disbelief was a natural by-
product of adolescence, something to be grown out of. 
Masters and parents used to remind us irritatingly that 
they too had once been young, and so could speak with 
DXWKRULW\��,W¶V�MXVW�D�SKDVH��WKH\�ZRXOG�LQVLVW��<RX¶OO�JURZ�
out of it; life will teach you reality and realism. But back 
then we declined to acknowledge that they had ever been 
anything like us, and we knew that we grasped life ± and 
truth, and morality, and art ± far more clearly than our 
compromised elders. 

µ)LQQ��\RX¶YH�EHHQ�TXLHW��<RX�VWDUWHG�WKLV�EDOO�UROOLQJ��<RX�
DUH��DV� LW�ZHUH��RXU�6HUELDQ�JXQPDQ�¶�+XQW�SDXVHG�WR� OHW�
WKH� DOOXVLRQ� WDNH� HIIHFW�� µ:RXOG� \RX� FDUH� WR� JLYH� XV� WKH�
benefit of your WKRXJKWV"¶ µ,�GRQ¶W�NQRZ��VLU�¶ µ:KDW�GRQ¶W�
\RX� NQRZ"¶ µ:HOO�� LQ� RQH� VHQVH�� ,� FDQ¶W� NQRZ�ZKDW� LW� LV�
WKDW�,�GRQ¶W�NQRZ��7KDW¶V�SKLORVRSKLFDOO\�VHOI-HYLGHQW�¶�+H�
left one of those slight pauses in which we again 
wondered if he was engaged in subtle mockery or a high 
seriousness beyonG�WKH�UHVW�RI�XV��µ,QGHHG��LVQ¶W�WKH�ZKROH�
business of ascribing responsibility a kind of cop-out? We 
want to blame an individual so that everyone else is 
exculpated. Or we blame a historical process as a way of 
H[RQHUDWLQJ� LQGLYLGXDOV�� 2U� LW¶V� DOO� DQDUFKLc chaos, with 
the same consequence. It seems to me that there is ± was 
± a chain of individual responsibilities, all of which were 
necessary, but not so long a chain that everybody can 
simply blame everyone else. But of course, my desire to 
ascribe responsibility might be more a reflection of my 
own cast of mind than a fair analysis of what happened. 
7KDW¶V�RQH�RI�WKH�FHQWUDO�SUREOHPV�RI�KLVWRU\��LVQ¶W�LW��VLU"�
The question of subjective versus objective 
interpretation, the fact that we need to know the history 
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of the historian in order to understand the version that is 
EHLQJ�SXW�LQ�IURQW�RI�XV�¶ There was a silence. And no, he 
ZDVQ¶W�WDNLQJ�WKH�SLVV��QRW�LQ�WKH�VOLJKWHVW. 

2OG� -RH� +XQW� ORRNHG� DW� KLV� ZDWFK� DQG� VPLOHG�� µ)LQQ�� ,�
retire in five years. And I shall be happy to give you a 
UHIHUHQFH�LI�\RX�FDUH�WR�WDNH�RYHU�¶�$QG�KH�ZDVQ¶W�WDNLQJ�
the piss either. 

At assembly one morning, the headmaster, in the sombre 
voice he kept for expulsions and catastrophic sporting 
defeats, announced that he was the bearer of grievous 
news, namely that Robson of the Science Sixth had 
passed away during the weekend. Over a susurrus of 
awed mutterings, he told us that Robson had been cut 
down in the flower of youth, that his demise was a loss to 
the whole school, and that we would all be symbolically 
present at the funeral. Everything, in fact, except what we 
wanted to know: how, and why, and if it turned out to be 
murder, by whom. 

µ(URV�DQG�7KDQDWRV�¶�$GULDQ�FRPPHQWHG�EHIRUH�WKH�GD\¶V�
ILUVW� OHVVRQ�� µ7KDQDWRV�ZLQV�DJDLQ�¶ µ5REVRQ�ZDVQ¶W�H[DFWO\�
Eros-and-7KDQDWRV�PDWHULDO�¶�$OH[� WROG� KLP��&ROLQ� DQG� ,�
QRGGHG� DJUHHPHQW��:H� NQHZ� EHFDXVH� KH¶G� EHHQ� LQ� RXU�
class for a couple of years: a steady, unimaginative boy, 
gravely uninterested in the arts, who had trundled along 
without offending anyone. Now he had offended us by 
making a name for himself with an early death. The 
flower of youth, indeed: the Robson we had known was 
vegetable matter. 

There was no mention of disease, a bicycling accident or a 
gas explosion, and a few days later rumour (aka Brown of 
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WKH�0DWKV�6L[WK�� VXSSOLHG�ZKDW� WKH�DXWKRULWLHV�FRXOGQ¶W��
RU�ZRXOGQ¶W. 

Robson had got his girlfriend pregnant, hanged himself in 
the attic, and not been found for two days. 

µ,¶G� QHYHU� KDYH� WKRXJKW� KH� NQHZ� KRZ� WR� KDQJ� KLPVHOI�¶ 
µ+H�ZDV�LQ�WKH�6FLHQFH�6L[WK�¶ µ%XW�\RX�QHHG�D�VSHFLDO�VRUW�
RI�VOLS�NQRW�¶ µ7KDW¶V�RQO\�LQ�ILOPV��$QG�SURSHU�H[HFXWLRQV��
You can do it with an ordinary knot. Just takes longer to 
VXIIRFDWH� \RX�¶ µ:KDW� GR� ZH� WKLQN� KLV� JLUOIULHQG¶V� OLNH"¶ 
We considered the options known to us: prim virgin 
(now ex-virgin), tarty shopgirl, experienced older woman, 
VD-riddled whore. We discussed this until Adrian 
redirected our interests. 

µ&DPXV� VDLG� WKDW� VXLFLGH�ZDV� WKH�RQO\� WUXH�SKLORVRSKLFDO�
TXHVWLRQ�¶ µ$SDUW� IURP� HWKLFV� DQG� SROLWLFV� DQG� DHVthetics 
DQG� WKH� QDWXUH� RI� UHDOLW\� DQG� DOO� WKH� RWKHU� VWXII�¶� 7KHUH�
ZDV�DQ�HGJH�WR�$OH[¶V�ULSRVWH. 

µ7KH� RQO\� true one. The fundamental one on which all 
RWKHUV�GHSHQG�¶ $IWHU�D� ORQJ�DQDO\VLV�RI�5REVRQ¶V� VXLFLGH��
we concluded that it could only be considered 
philosophical in an arithmetical sense of the term: he, 
being about to cause an increase of one in the human 
population, had decided it was his ethical duty to keep 
WKH� SODQHW¶V� QXPEHUV� FRQVWDQW�� %XW� LQ� DOO� RWKHU� UHVSHFWV�
we judged that Robson had let us ± and serious thinking ± 
down. His action had been unphilosophical, self-indulgent 
and inartistic: in other words, wrong. As for his suicide 
note, which according to rumour (Brown again) read 
µ6RUU\�� 0XP¶�� ZH� IHOW� WKDW� LW� KDG missed a powerful 
educative opportunity. 
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3HUKDSV�ZH�ZRXOGQ¶W�KDYH�EHHQ� VR�KDUG�RQ�5REVRQ� LI� LW�
KDGQ¶W�EHHQ�IRU�RQH�FHQWUDO��XQVKLIWDEOH�IDFW��5REVRQ�ZDV�
our age, he was in our terms unexceptional, and yet he 
had not only conspired to find a girlfriend but also, 
incontestably, to have had sex with her. Fucking bastard! 
Why him and not us? Why had none of us even had the 
experience of failing to get a girlfriend? At least the 
humiliation of that would have added to our general 
wisdom, given us something to negatively boast about 
�µ$FWXDOO\� ³SXVWXODU� EHUN� ZLWK� WKH� FKDULVPD� RI� D�
SOLPVROH´� ZHUH� KHU� H[DFW� ZRUGV¶��� :H knew from our 
reading of great literature that Love involved Suffering, 
and would happily have got in some practice at Suffering 
if there was an implicit, perhaps even logical, promise 
that Love might be on its way. 

7KLV�ZDV�DQRWKHU�RI�RXU�IHDUV��WKDW�/LIH�ZRXOGQ¶W�WXUQ�RXW�
to be like Literature. Look at our parents ± were they the 
stuff of Literature? At best, they might aspire to the 
condition of onlookers and bystanders, part of a social 
backdrop against which real, true, important things could 
happen. Like what? The things Literature was all about: 
love, sex, morality, friendship, happiness, suffering, 
betrayal, adultery, good and evil, heroes and villains, guilt 
and innocence, ambition, power, justice, revolution, war, 
fathers and sons, mothers and daughters, the individual 
against society, success and failure, murder, suicide, death, 
God. And barn owls. Of course, there were other sorts of 
literature ± theoretical, self-referential, lachrymosely 
autobiographical ± but they were just dry wanks. Real 
literature was about psychological, emotional and social 
truth as demonstrated by the actions and reflections of its 
protagonists; the novel was about character developed 
over time. ThDW¶V� ZKDW� 3KLO� 'L[RQ� KDG� WROG� XV� DQ\ZD\��
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And the only person ± apart from Robson ± whose life so 
far contained anything remotely novel-worthy was 
Adrian. 

µ:K\�GLG�\RXU�PXP�OHDYH�\RXU�GDG"¶ µ,¶P�QRW�VXUH�¶ µ'LG�
\RXU� PXP� KDYH� DQRWKHU� EORNH"¶ µ:DV� \RXU� IDWKHU a 
FXFNROG"¶ µ'LG� \RXU� GDG�KDYH� D�PLVWUHVV"¶ µ,� GRQ¶W� NQRZ��
7KH\�VDLG�,¶G�XQGHUVWDQG�ZKHQ�,�ZDV�ROGHU�¶ µ7KDW¶V�ZKDW�
they always promise. How about explaining it now��WKDW¶V�
ZKDW� ,� VD\�¶� ([FHSW� WKDW� ,� QHYHU� KDG� VDLG� WKLV�� $QG� RXU�
house, as far as I could tell, contained no mysteries, to my 
shame and disappointment. 

µ0D\EH� \RXU� PXP� KDV� D� \RXQJ� ORYHU"¶ µ+RZ� ZRXOG� ,�
know. We never meet there. She always comes up to 
/RQGRQ�¶ 7KLV�ZDV�KRSHOHVV�� ,Q�D�QRYHO��$GULDQ�ZRXOGQ¶W�
just have accepted things as they were put to him. What 
was the point of having a situation worthy of fiction if the 
SURWDJRQLVW� GLGQ¶W� EHKDYH� DV he would have done in a 
book? Adrian should have gone snooping, or saved up his 
pocket money and employed a private detective; perhaps 
all four of us should have gone off on a Quest to Discover 
the Truth. Or would that have been less like literature 
DQG�WRR�PXFK�OLNH�D�NLGV¶�VWRU\" In our final history lesson 
of the year, Old Joe Hunt, who had guided his lethargic 
pupils through Tudors and Stuarts, Victorians and 
Edwardians, the Rise of Empire and its Subsequent 
Decline, invited us to look back over all those centuries 
and attempt to draw conclusions. 

µ:H� FRXOG� VWDUW�� SHUKDSV�� ZLWK� WKH� VHHPLQJO\� VLPSOH�
TXHVWLRQ�� :KDW� LV� +LVWRU\"� $Q\� WKRXJKWV�� :HEVWHU"¶ 
µ+LVWRU\� LV� WKH� OLHV� RI� WKH� YLFWRUV�¶� ,� UHSOLHG�� D� OLWWOH� WRR�
quickly. 
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µ<HV�� ,�ZDV� UDWKHU� DIUDLG� \RX¶G� VD\� WKDW��:HOO�� DV� ORQJ� DV�
you remember that it is also the self-delusions of the 
GHIHDWHG�� 6LPSVRQ"¶ Colin was more prepared than me. 
µ+LVWRU\� LV� D� UDZ�RQLRQ� VDQGZLFK�� VLU�¶ µ)RU�ZKDW� UHDVRQ"¶ 
µ,W�MXVW�UHSHDWV��VLU��,W�EXUSV��:H¶YH�VHHQ�LW�DJDLQ�DQG�DJDLQ�
this year. Same old story, same old oscillation between 
tyranny and rebellion, war and peace, prosperity and 
LPSRYHULVKPHQW�¶ µ5DWKHU�D�ORW�IRU�D�VDQGZLFh to contain, 
ZRXOGQ¶W� \RX� VD\"¶ We laughed far more than was 
required, with an end-of-term hysteria. 

µ)LQQ"¶ µ³+LVWRU\� LV� WKDW� FHUWDLQW\� SURGXFHG� DW� WKH� SRLQW�
where the imperfections of memory meet the 
LQDGHTXDFLHV� RI� GRFXPHQWDWLRQ�´� ¶ µ,V� LW�� LQGHHG"�:KHre 
GLG� \RX� ILQG� WKDW"¶ µ/DJUDQJH�� VLU�� 3DWULFN� /DJUDQJH�� +H¶V�
)UHQFK�¶ µ6R�RQH�PLJKW�KDYH�JXHVVHG��:RXOG�\RX�FDUH� WR�
JLYH� XV� DQ� H[DPSOH"¶ µ5REVRQ¶V� VXLFLGH�� VLU�¶ There was a 
perceptible intake of breath and some reckless head-
turning. But Hunt, like the other masters, allowed Adrian 
special status. When the rest of us tried provocation, it 
was dismissed as puerile cynicism ± something else we 
ZRXOG�JURZ�RXW�RI��$GULDQ¶V�SURYRFDWLRQV�ZHUH�VRPHKRZ�
welcomed as awkward searchings after truth. 

µ:KDW� KDV� WKDW� WR GR�ZLWK� WKH�PDWWHU"¶ µ,W¶V� D� KLVWRULFDO�
event, sir, if a minor one. But recent. So it ought to be 
HDVLO\�XQGHUVWRRG�DV�KLVWRU\��:H�NQRZ�WKDW�KH¶V�GHDG��ZH�
NQRZ� WKDW� KH� KDG� D� JLUOIULHQG�� ZH� NQRZ� WKDW� VKH¶V�
pregnant ± or was. What else do we have? A single piece 
RI�GRFXPHQWDWLRQ��D�VXLFLGH�QRWH�UHDGLQJ�³6RUU\��0XP´�± 
at least, according to Brown. Does that note still exist? 
Was it destroyed? Did Robson have any other motives or 
reasons beyond the obvious ones? What was his state of 
mind? Can we be sure the cKLOG�ZDV�KLV"�:H�FDQ¶W�NQRZ��
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sir, not even this soon afterwards. So how might anyone 
ZULWH�5REVRQ¶V�VWRU\�LQ�ILIW\�\HDUV¶�WLPH��ZKHQ�KLV�SDUHQWV�
DUH� GHDG� DQG� KLV� JLUOIULHQG� KDV� GLVDSSHDUHG� DQG� GRHVQ¶W�
want to remember him anyway? You see the problem, 
VLU"¶ We all looked at Hunt, wondering if Adrian had 
SXVKHG� LW� WRR� IDU� WKLV� WLPH�� 7KDW� VLQJOH�ZRUG� µSUHJQDQW¶�
seemed to hover like chalk-dust. And as for the audacious 
suggestion of alternative paternity, of Robson the 
6FKRROER\�&XFNROG�«�$IWHU�D�ZKLOH��WKH�PDVter replied. 

µ,� VHH� WKH� SUREOHP�� )LQQ�� %XW� ,� WKLQN� \RX� XQGHUHVWLPDWH�
history. And for that matter historians. Let us assume for 
the sake of argument that poor Robson were to prove of 
historical interest. 

Historians have always been faced with the lack of direct 
HYLGHQFH� IRU� WKLQJV�� 7KDW¶V� ZKDW� WKH\¶UH� XVHG� WR�� $QG�
GRQ¶W� IRUJHW� WKDW� LQ� WKH� SUHVHQW� FDVH� WKHUH� ZRXOG� KDYH�
been an inquest, and WKHUHIRUH�D�FRURQHU¶V�UHSRUW��5REVRQ�
may well have kept a diary, or written letters, made 
phone calls whose contents are remembered. His parents 
would have replied to the letters of condolence they 
received. And fifty years from now, given the current life 
expectancy, quite a few of his schoolfellows would still 
be available for interview. The problem might be less 
daunting WKDQ�\RX�LPDJLQH�¶ µ%XW�QRWKLQJ�FDQ�PDNH�XS�IRU�
WKH� DEVHQFH� RI�5REVRQ¶V� WHVWLPRQ\�� VLU�¶ µ,Q� RQH�ZD\�� QR��
%XW� HTXDOO\�� KLVWRULDQV� QHHG� WR� WUHDW� D� SDUWLFLSDQW¶V� RZQ�
explanation of events with a certain scepticism. It is often 
the statement made with an eye to the future that is the 
PRVW�VXVSHFW�¶ µ,I�\RX�VD\�VR��VLU�¶ µ$QG�PHQWDO�VWDWHV�PD\�
often be inferred from actions. The tyrant rarely sends a 
KDQGZULWWHQ�QRWH�UHTXHVWLQJ�WKH�HOLPLQDWLRQ�RI�DQ�HQHP\�¶ 
µ,I� \RX� VD\� VR�� VLU�¶ µ:HOO�� ,� GR�¶ Was this their exact 
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exchange? Almost certainly not. Still, it is my best 
memory of their exchange. 

We finished school, promised lifelong friendship, and 
ZHQW� RXU� VHSDUDWH� ZD\V�� $GULDQ�� WR� QRERG\¶V� VXUSULVH��
won a scholarship to Cambridge. I read history at Bristol; 
Colin went to Sussex, and $OH[�LQWR�KLV�IDWKHU¶V�EXVLQHVV��
We wrote letters to one another, as people ± even the 
young ± did in those days. But we had little experience of 
the form, so an arch self-consciousness often preceded 
any urgency of content. To start a OHWWHU��µ%HLQJ�LQ�UHFHLSW�
RI�\RXU�HSLVWOH�RI� WKH���WK� LQVW¶� VHHPHG�� IRU� VRPH�ZKLOH��
quite witty. 

We swore to meet every time the three of us at 
XQLYHUVLW\� FDPH� KRPH� IRU� WKH� YDFDWLRQ�� \HW� LW� GLGQ¶W�
always work out. And writing to one another seemed to 
have recalibrated the dynamics of our relationship. The 
original three wrote less often and less enthusiastically to 
one another than we did to Adrian. We wanted his 
attention, his approval; we courted him, and told him our 
best stories first; we each thought we were ± and 
deserved to be ± closest to him. And though we were 
making new friends ourselves, we were somehow 
SHUVXDGHG�WKDW�$GULDQ�ZDVQ¶W��WKDW�ZH�WKUHH were still his 
nearest intimates, that he depended on us. Was this just 
to disguise the fact that we were dependent on him? And 
then life took over, and time speeded up. In other words, 
,�IRXQG�D�JLUOIULHQG��2I�FRXUVH��,¶G�PHW�D�IHZ�JLUOV�EHIRUH��
but either their self-assurance made me feel gauche, or 
their nervousness compounded my own. There was, 
apparently, some secret masculine code, handed down 
from suave twenty-year-olds to tremulous eighteen-year-
olds, which, once mastered, HQDEOHG�\RX�WR�µSLFN�XS¶�JLUOV�
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DQG�� LQ� FHUWDLQ� FLUFXPVWDQFHV�� µJHW� RII¶� ZLWK� WKHP�� %XW� ,�
never learnt or understood it, and proEDEO\�VWLOO�GRQ¶W��0\�
µWHFKQLTXH¶�FRQVLVWHG�LQ�QRW�KDYLQJ�D�WHFKQLTXH� others, no 
doubt rightly, considered it ineptitude. Even the 
supposedly simple trail of like-a-drink-fancy-a-dance-
walk-you-home-how-about-a-coffee? involved a bravado 
I was incapable of. I just hung around and tried to make 
interesting remarks while expecting to mess things up. I 
remember feeling sad through drink at a party in my first 
term, and when a passing girl asked sympathetically if I 
ZDV� 2.�� ,� IRXQG� P\VHOI� UHSO\LQJ�� µ,� WKLQN� ,¶m a manic 
GHSUHVVLYH�¶�EHFDXVH�DW� WKH� WLPH� LW� IHOW�PRUH�FKDUDFWHUIXO�
WKDQ� µ,¶P� IHHOLQJ� D� ELW� VDG�¶� :KHQ� VKH� UHSOLHG�� µ1RW�
DQRWKHU�¶� DQG moved swiftly on, I realised that, far from 
making myself stand out from the cheery crowd, I had 
DWWHPSWHG�WKH�ZRUOG¶V�Zorst pick-up line. 

My girlfriend was called Veronica Mary Elizabeth Ford, 
information (by which I mean her middle names) it took 
me two months to extract. She was reading Spanish, she 
liked poetry, and her father was a civil servant. About 
five foot two with rounded, muscular calves, mid-brown 
hair to her shoulders, blue-grey eyes behind blue-framed 
spectacles, and a quick yet withholding smile. I thought 
she was nice. Well, I probably would have found any girl 
ZKR�GLGQ¶W�VK\�DZD\�IURP�PH�QLFH��,�GLGQ¶W�WU\ telling her 
,�IHOW�VDG�EHFDXVH�,�GLGQ¶W��6KH�RZQHG�D�%ODFN�%R[�UHFRUG�
player to P\�'DQVHWWH��DQG�KDG�EHWWHU�PXVLFDO�WDVWH��WKDW¶V�
WR� VD\�� VKH� GHVSLVHG�'YR� šiN� DQG�7FKDLNRYVN\��ZKRP� ,�
adored, and owned some choral and lieder LPs. She 
looked through my record collection with an occasional 
flickering smile and a more frequent frown. The fact that 
,¶G�KLGGHQ�ERWK�WKH������2YHUWXUH�DQG�WKH�VRXQGWUDFN�WR�
Un Homme et Une Femme GLGQ¶W� VSDUH� PH�� 7KHUH was 



Page | 21  . 

 

enough dubious material even before she reached my 
extensive pop section: Elvis, the Beatles, the Stones (not 
that anyone could object to them, surely), but also the 
Hollies, the Animals, the Moody Blues and a two-disc 
boxed set of Donovan called (in lower case) a gift from a 
flower to a garden. 

µ<RX�OLNH�WKLV�VWXII"¶�VKH�DVNHG�QHXWUDOO\. 

µ*RRG�WR�GDQFH�WR�¶�,�UHSOLHG��D�OLWWOH�GHIHQVLYHO\. 

µ'R� \RX� GDQFH� WR� LW"�+HUH"� ,Q� \RXU� URRP"�%\� \RXUVHOI"¶ 
µ1R��QRW�UHDOO\�¶�7KRXJK�RI�FRXUVH�,�GLG. 

µ,� GRQ¶W� GDQFH�¶� VKH� VDLG�� SDUW� DQWKURSRORJLVW�� SDUW� OD\HU-
down of rules for any relationship we might have, were 
we to go out together. 

,¶G� EHWWHU� H[SODLQ� ZKDW� WKH� FRQFHSW� RI� µJRLQJ� RXW¶� ZLWK�
someone meant back then, because time has changed it. I 
was talking recently to a woman friend whose daughter 
had come to her in a state of distress. She was in her 
second term at university, and had been sleeping with a 
boy who had ± openly, and to her knowledge ± been 
sleeping with several other girls at the same time. What 
he was doing was auditioning them all before deciding 
ZKLFK� WR� µJR� RXW¶�with. The daughter was upset, not so 
much by the system ± though she half-perceived its 
injustice ± as by the IDFW� WKDW� VKH� KDGQ¶W� EHHQ� WKH� RQH�
finally chosen. 

This made me feel like a survivor from some antique, 
bypassed culture whose members were still using carved 
WXUQLSV�DV�D�IRUP�RI�PRQHWDU\�H[FKDQJH��%DFN�LQ�µP\�GD\¶�
± WKRXJK� ,�GLGQ¶W claim ownership of it at the time, still 
less do I now ± this is what used to happen: you met a 
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girl, you were attracted to her, you tried to ingratiate 
yourself, you would invite her to a couple of social events 
± for instance, the pub ± then ask her out on her own, 
then again, and after a goodnight kiss of variable heat, you 
ZHUH�VRPHKRZ��RIILFLDOO\��µJRLQJ�RXW¶�ZLWK�KHU��2QO\�ZKHQ�
you were semipublicly committed did you discover what 
her sexual policy might be. And sometimes this meant 
her body would be as tightly guarded as a fisheries 
exclusion zone. 

9HURQLFD� ZDVQ¶W� YHU\� GLIIHUHQW� IURP� RWKHU� JLUOV� RI� WKH�
time. They were physically comfortable with you, took 
your arm in public, kissed you until the colour rose, and 
might consciously press their breasts against you as long as 
there were about five layers of clothing between flesh and 
flesh. They would be perfectly aware of what was going 
on in your trousers without ever mentioning it. And that 
was all, for quite a while. Some girls allowed more: you 
heard of those who went in for mutual masturbation, 
RWKHUV� ZKR� SHUPLWWHG� µIXOO� VH[¶�� DV� LW� ZDV� NQRZQ�� <RX�
FRXOGQ¶W� DSSUHFLDWH WKH� JUDYLW\� RI� WKDW� µIXOO¶� XQOHVV� \RX¶G�
had a lot of the half-empty kind. And then, as the 
relationship continued, there were certain implicit trade-
offs, some based on whim, others on promise and 
commitment ± XS�WR�ZKDW�WKH�SRHW�FDOOHG�µD�ZUDQJOH�IRU�D�
ULQJ¶. 

Subsequent generations might be inclined to put all this 
down to religion or prudery. But the girls ± or women ± 
with whom I had what might be called infra-sex (yes, it 
ZDVQ¶W� RQO\� 9HURQLFD� were at ease with their bodies. 
$QG��LI�FHUWDLQ�FULWHULD�REWDLQHG��ZLWK�PLQH��,�GRQ¶W�PHDQ�
to suggest, by the way, that infra-sex was unexciting, or 
even, except in the obvious way, frustrating. 
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Besides, these girls were allowing far more than their 
mothers had, and I was getting far more than my father 
had done. At least, so I presumed. And anything was 
better than nothing. Except that, in the meantime, Colin 
and Alex had fixed themselves up with girlfriends who 
GLGQ¶W�KDYH�DQ\�H[FOXVLRQ-zone policies ± or so their hints 
implied. But then, no one told the whole truth about sex. 
And in that respect, nothing has changed. 

,�ZDVQ¶W�H[DFWO\�D�YLUJLQ��MXVW�LQ�FDVH�\RX�ZHUH�ZRQGHULQJ��
Between school and university I had a couple of 
instructive episodes, whose excitements were greater 
than the mark they left. So what happened subsequently 
made me feel all the odder: the more you liked a girl, and 
the better matched you were, the less your chance of sex, 
it seemed. Unless, of course ± and this is a thought I 
GLGQ¶W� DUWLFXODWH� XQWLO� ODWHU� ± something in me was 
attracted to women who said no. But can such a perverse 
instinct exist? µ:K\�QRW"¶�\RX�ZRXOG�DVN��DV�D�UHVWUDLQLQJ�
hand was clamped to your wrist. 

µ,W�GRHVQ¶W�IHHO�ULJKW�¶ This was an exchange heard in front 
of many a breathy gas fire, counterpointed by many a 
whistling kettle. And there was no arguing against 
µIHHOLQJV¶�� EHFDXVH� ZRPHQ� ZHUH� H[SHUWV� LQ them, men 
FRDUVH� EHJLQQHUV�� 6R� µ,W� GRHVQ¶W� IHHO� ULJKW¶� KDG� IDU� PRUH�
persuasive force and irrefutability than any appeal to 
FKXUFK�GRFWULQH�RU� D�PRWKHU¶V� DGYLFH��<RX�PD\� VD\��%XW�
ZDVQ¶W� WKLV� WKH Sixties? Yes, but only for some people, 
only in certain parts of the country. 

My bookshelves were more successful with Veronica 
than my record collection. In those days, paperbacks 
came in their traditional liveries: orange Penguins for 
fiction, blue Pelicans for nonfiction. 
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To have more blue than orange on your shelf was proof 
of seriousness. And overall, I had enough of the right 
titles: Richard Hoggart, Steven Runciman, Huizinga, 
(\VHQFN��(PSVRQ�« SOXV�%LVKRS�-RKQ�5RELQVRQ¶V�Honest 
to God next to my Larry cartoon books. Veronica paid 
PH� WKH� FRPSOLPHQW� RI� DVVXPLQJ� ,¶G� UHDG� WKHP� DOO�� DQG�
GLGQ¶W�VXVSHFW�WKDW�WKH�PRVW�ZRUQ�WLWOHV�KDG been bought 
second-hand. 

Her own shelves held a lot of poetry, in volume and 
pamphlet form: Eliot, Auden, MacNeice, Stevie Smith, 
Thom Gunn, Ted Hughes. There were Left Book Club 
editions of Orwell and Koestler, some calf-bound 
nineteenth-century novels, a couple of childhood Arthur 
Rackhams, and her comfort book, I Capture the Castle. I 
GLGQ¶W�IRU�D�PRPHQW�GRXEW�WKDW�VKH�KDG�UHDG�WKHP�DOO� or 
that they were the right books to own. Further, they 
seemed to be an organic continuation of her mind and 
personality, whereas mine struck me as functionally 
separate, straining to describe a character I hoped to grow 
into. This disparity threw me into a slight panic, and as I 
looked along her poetry shelf I fell back on a line of Phil 
'L[RQ¶V. 

µ2I� FRXUVH�� HYHU\RQH¶V�ZRQGHULQJ�ZKDW�7HG�+XJKHV�ZLOO�
GR�ZKHQ�KH�UXQV�RXW�RI�DQLPDOV�¶ µ$UH�WKH\"¶ µ6R�,¶YH�EHHQ�
WROG�¶�,�VDLG�IHHEO\��,Q�'L[RQ¶V�PRXWK��WKH�OLQH�KDG�VHHPHG�
witty and sophisticated; in mine, merely facetious. 

µ3RHWV�GRQ¶W�UXQ�RXW�RI�PDWHULDO�WKH�ZD\�QRYHOLVWV�GR�¶�VKH�
LQVWUXFWHG�PH�� µ%HFDXVH�WKH\�GRQ¶W�GHSHQG�RQ�PDWHULDO�LQ�
WKH� VDPH� ZD\�� $QG� \RX¶UH� WUHDWLQJ� KLP� OLNH� D� VRUW� RI�
]RRORJLVW�� DUHQ¶W you? But even zoologistV� GRQ¶W� WLUH� RI�
DQLPDOV�� GR� WKH\"¶ She was looking at me with one 
eyebrow raised above the frame of her glasses. She was 
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five months older than me and sometimes made it feel 
like five years. 

µ,W�ZDV�MXVW�VRPHWKLQJ�P\�(QJOLVK�PDVWHU�VDLG�¶ µ:HOO��QRZ�
\RX¶UH at university we must get you to think for yourself, 
PXVWQ¶W� ZH"¶ 7KHUH� ZDV� VRPHWKLQJ� DERXW� WKH� µZH¶� WKDW�
PDGH�PH�VXVSHFW�,�KDGQ¶W�JRW�HYHU\WKLQJ�ZURQJ��6KH�ZDV�
just trying to improve me ± and who was I to object to 
that? One of the first things she asked me was why I wore 
P\�ZDWFK�RQ�WKH�LQVLGH�RI�P\�ZULVW��,�FRXOGQ¶W�MXVWLI\�LW��
so I turned the face round, and put time on the outside, 
as normal, grown-up people did. 

I settled into a contented routine of working, spending 
my free time with Veronica and, back in my student 
room, wanking explosively to fantasies of her splayed 
beneath me or arched above me. Daily intimacy made me 
proud of knowing about make-up, clothes policy, the 
feminine razor, and the mystery and consequences of a 
ZRPDQ¶V� SHULRGV�� ,� IRXQG myself envying this regular 
reminder of something so wholly female and defining, so 
connected to the great cycle of nature. I may have put it 
as badly as this when I tried to explain the feeling. 

µ<RX¶UH�MXVW�URPDQWLFLVLQJ�ZKDW�\RX�KDYHQ¶W�JRW��7KH�RQO\�
pRLQW�RI� LW� LV� WR�WHOO�\RX�\RX¶UH�QRW�SUHJQDQW�¶ Given our 
relationship, this struck me as a bit cheeky. 

µ:HOO�� ,� KRSH� ZH¶UH� QRW� OLYLQJ� LQ� 1D]DUHWK�¶ There 
followed one of those pauses when couples tacitly agree 
not to discuss something. And what was there to discuss? 
Only, perhaps, the unwritten terms of the trade-off. From 
my SRLQW� RI� YLHZ�� WKH� IDFW� WKDW� ZH� ZHUHQ¶W� KDYLQJ� VH[�
exonerated me from thinking about the relationship other 
than as a close complicity with a woman who, as her part 


