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WE KNEW HE WAS HAVING AN . !
AFFAIR WHEN MY FATHER 1/
TOOK UP SUNBATHING IN THE
GARDEN. HE TUCKED THE
NYLON OUTER FABRIC OF His
ANCIENT RUNNING SHORTS
INTO THE DETERIORATED
MESH LININ6 TO TAN His
ARSE CHEEKS,

BEING AN ARTIST IS NOT
THE BOHEMIAN FREE-FOR-ALL
THEY'D HAVE YOU BELIEVE.
IN FACT, THE CRIPPLING
FINANCIAL INSECURITY AND
STATUS ANXIETY ARE ALMOST,
INTOLERABLE. ALMOST.

I AM A HACK
HAD AN CRl6l
APPROPRIATION
FROM CRE#

ACTUAL

v

T AM ONE OF THE DELUDED

MULTITUDE WHOSE PALTRY
CREATIVE ENDEAVOURS

YOUVE ALWAYS HAD
J0 WORK 50 HARD".

MY AUNT BEGAN TO EMPTY
MY GRANDFATHER'S HOUSE
OF VALUABLE OBJECTS
BEFORE HE WAS DEAD.

WE SCATTERED MUM'S ASHES AT A
POND WHERE SHE AND HER LOVE JOHN
WOULD 60 TO FEED THE DUCKS WHEN

SHE WAS ILL. MELANCHOLY WHITE
SLICES FLOATED ON THE SURFACE
COLLECTING THE GREY POWDERY 6RIT,
PECKED AT BY MALLARDS. WE
SHOULD'VE DONE THE ASHES FIRST.

FOR ATTENTION.

My FATHER WAS A POLICEMAN. MY

BROTHER FREQUENTLY REARRANGED

TUE IDENTIFICATION NUMBERS ON

Wi EPAULETTES, AND ONCE PUT A
JAM SANDWICH IN HIS HELMET. j

MY FATHER ROUTINELY ATTENDED
SCENES OF TERRIBLE MOTORW!

\ ACCIDENTS IN HIS CAPACITY AS A 71
SERGEANT. HE NEVER DISCUSSED

— —

MY FATHER WOULD INSIST ON
EATING HIS CORNFLAKES ONE
AT A TIME ON CHRISTMAS

MORNING TO DELAY THE
OPENING OF THE PRESENTS.

AMOUNT TO NOTHING 59
MUCH AS FLOTSAM WASHED
up BY THE TIDE ON A

AT TING

DISTINCT DISADVANTA
BOTH SOCIALLY 3\\[_‘

e LINDY

MY 6RANDFATHER'S HOUSE
OF VALUABLE OBJECTS
BEFORE HE WAS DEAD.

BROTHER, I USED TO
SOMETIMES SLAP MY OWN
FACE AND CRY OUT. MY
FATHER WOULD INEVITABLY
CRASH INTO THE ROOM TO
ADMINISTER HIM WITH A
SOUND BEATING. LITTLE
SISTERS, EH?

I DO NOT LET
INTERMITTENT FLEETINE
ACCEPTANCE DECEIVE Mt
MY ‘WORK' 15 MEANINGLE!
AND WILL NOT STAND Tt

TEST OF TIME.

WE SCATTERED MUM'S ASHES AT A
POND WHERE SHE AND HER LOVE JOHN
WOULD 60 TO FEED THE DUCKS WHEN

SHE WAS ILL. MELANCHOLY WHITE
SLICES FLOATED ON THE SURFACE
COLLECTING THE GREY POWDERY 6RIT,
PECKED AT BY MALLARDS. WE

AS WE ATE PLUM? SALTY OLIVES
AND DRANK CHILLED PROSECCO ON
A ROOFTOP TERRACE IN VENICE
OVERLOOKING THE GRAND CANAL,
MY BEST FRIEND AND I LISTENED
TO JESSYE NORMAN SING

5TRAUS5'S IM ABENDROT, ONE

MY BROTHER PUSHED ME
DOWN A WATERSLIDE AT

SHOULD'VE DONE THE ASHES FIRST. BUTLINS. I COULDN'T EARBUD APIECE. ém%
SWIM. SPLUTTERING AND i
COUGHING, I WAS PULLED L
FROM THE DEEP END AND
WRAPPED IN A Bl6 TOWEL - "
BY FATHER. HE RARELY AR LI, .

TOUCHED ME. FLAT'S TINY BALCONY

DRINKING WINE AMONEST
THE POTTED FUCHSIAS
AND GERANIUMS, T FEEL
ALMOST NORMAL.

I WOULD PINCH CLUB
BISCUITS FROM THE
CUPBOARD, AND EAT THEM
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