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By Terry Miles.

As it is, the world as sensed begins to be a place of certainty, a safe place, a place of milk and candy - of cosy rooms and gardens with a garden shed to play behind, a friendly street, estates, orchards of temptation, suburbs and duck-ponds in the park. The world is there - a kind-a pear-shaped, turning on it's axis in the blackness of the universe - even in day-light, but we don't quite see it like that. There it is - a place to settle down in. At school we learn about the wars and victories. We learn about Kings and Queens, the Anglo-Saxon settlements, the Jutes, the Vikings and the Norman Invasion, the people who fought over the land, and now it is theirs - so we work, to rent a part of it, and now there is nothing on the horizon to change the monotony of it. There it is, a routine. Of course there are the brief encounters but you have to tread with care - it's talking to a stranger time. Is today grey on the underground? It's black outside and the English commuters have buried their heads in newspapers just to have their prejudices confirmed, like it's a real pleasure. Americans, unlike the English, like to talk. They like you to know that they are American - in the big small world as though it is a miracle. They're kind-a cute unless you meet a WASPish redneck, or the new politically correct American. Listen, I have a friend who was standing outside a building, in the States, and this American came up to him and said, "You look like a Nazi in that leather jacket."  I knew he had reservations about wearing it in Germany at Christmas. ‘The German right,’ he thought, ‘might think I'm one of them.’ "Don't worry," I said, "The German Fascists won't notice you. They'll be doing their Christmas shopping like everyone else." You can get mugged in the shadow of your own home remember - by asylum seekers. A fellow student, there he was, dapper as a Dutchman with a little time to spare before his interview. Like what can you do?  First time in the big city. Did he have a cigarette? I can't remember. Standing on the corner watching the time and traffic go by. This chap comes up to him and says, "Get off my pitch or you'll be sorry." First time in the big city you see. You don't notice these things in small towns. I remember when I was in Hull, that place on the Humber where they banned 'The Killing of Sister George'. I was at this party, I was sixteen; that ripe, innocent age of acne and sex in graveyards. Someone let the taxi driver in. "This is happening in Hull, I don't believe it."  Well, Bob should have left his wig on or taken his party dress off and washed away the slap. Anyway, it was after this that I heard I would be beaten up, and soon.  Some dockers didn't like the way my ass moved when I danced. All this at the Las Vegas bar, illicit liquor at the door, women on the game. Well my aunt knew someone who frequented this place - she told my mother that it wasn't the place for me, the nice lower-middle-working-class boy that I was. Then I took a bloke home, the kind-a thing you do when you're young and innocent. Well, you don't expect your mother to, well, sneak upstairs. Well, I did put a chair against the lockless door, the door opened - a bit, the light was off… We dressed, went downstairs and said our goodbyes outside in the draughty passageway. It starts to get a little cold in October up North like. A hug, a final kiss, a wave and in to face the music. Well it was Bible time after that, "You know what they call people like that?"  Actually I already knew a string of words but I didn't let on. Father was at work, he worked nights. I stayed awhile receiving Mother's venom as one does at times like these. The next day, Father spoke to me. We had a few words, though the chat about the facts of life amounted to a waste of time. It was a friendly chat, perhaps because I had seduced him when I was a lad of fourteen. It was a time when my brother had a cold. He slept at mother's side. My

father slept with me, in the next room.  It's easy to rub against a man to quietly arouse him. We didn't have sexual relations in the Clinton sense - I wasn't ready for that - just a jack-off session, a beautiful moment us coming together like that. Mother, however, began to search for telephone numbers in my pockets. I considered the activity an intrusion; I turned seventeen and left. I left the dullest place on earth, my aunt at the station waving her handkerchief towards me. Leaving Paragon Station I left the days of innocence forever.
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