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The cursor blinked.  

Acting in kind would no doubt provide the writer’s eyeballs some relief but he would 

be goddamned before giving the little blinking bastard the satisfaction. From the 

corner of an arid orb he noticed his cat, Cat, a handsome Russian Blue who had not 

moved for hours except to stretch, and lick his anus.  

The writer turned to Cat and a glimmer of a smile manifested. This was a rare 

occurrence that did not go unnoticed by the writer. Not that anyone else would have 

seen the awkward pull on the corners of his mouth under the immense, cigarette-

stained moustache.  

The cursor blinked and Cat, had little to say on the subject. The writer began to type.  
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The hated act in the following account, call it a confession if you will, doesn’t 

land highest (or lowest depending on how you look at it) on the list of wretched things 

I’ve done in my life and I suppose I have enough breath in my yellowing lungs to do 

worse yet, however, given the chance it is the only one I would undo… 

… and that includes the time I ate the gecko that had fallen into my bottle of 

Mekhong whiskey and drowned, left unnoticed to ferment for a day or two in the 

sweltering heat.  

I have earned many nicknames in my time. Mister Surley and General Unpleasant 

are two of the polite ones. Back when I was nineteen-years-old – at that time I was 

known as ALF: Angry Little Fucker – life sucked particularly hard and I little time for 

people who thought otherwise. I had little time for anyone. I bought a one-way ticket 

to anywhere and it would be twelve years before I came home. I wasn’t missed.  

A year of aimless wandering had passed before I met three people who saw 

something good in me. Perhaps I helped to make them feel better about themselves. 

Whatever the reason, we became steadfast companions for all of four months as we 

hid from life for a while in the Greek Isles.  

Matt upheld a convincing approximation of a happy Bostonian, despite being a 

hate-filled cuckold. He was attractive with a wit so keen, it was sport for him to insult 

guileless simpletons whilst presenting the illusion of flattery. He charmed his way 
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across Europe exacting his revenge on all womankind. Despite there being more façade 

than substance to Matt, or perhaps because of it, I enjoyed Matt’s company immensely.  

Shona was a pretty, freckle nosed New Zealander who was endowed with a 

stunningly underwhelming sense of self-control when it came to local men. “Something 

about the feel of their skin,” she confided in a moment of drunken sincerity. My apathy 

never gave me energy enough to judge her at the time, but I have wondered since 

what nuance lurked behind her slurred words. It was only a matter of time before she 

and Matt hooked up for a night. There seems to be a strange irony their regard for one 

another that prevented them doing it again.   

Kelly was a chubby Australian with a quaint and charming country personality 

that I found nauseating. We travelled well enough together so long as we didn’t speak 

to one another. She had a chip on her shoulder that didn’t manifest until she drank 

ouzo. It took mere millilitres of the demon drink for her to corner some poor bastard 

and pour unto them the woes of her world until they could take no more and leave her 

alone or fuck her. More often than not it was the latter. And the chip grew.  

As pathetic as we four were, we had a good… well… functioning relationship. 

Every day was the same. We swam in the ocean, looked at a revered ruin (like I could 

give two flying fucks about them), got drunk by mid-afternoon and found a bed on the 

beach or a roof rather than paying for accommodation. The roof was better. Nice and 

flat, one needn’t worry about the packs of roaming dogs – they couldn’t climb 

buildings. The same couldn’t be said for the cats.  
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This romantic lifestyle came at a price: we didn’t get to wash as often as we 

could, or in my case, should have. The Greek Islands are hot even late in the season 

and I’m a sweater. Bacteria lined up to breed in my darkest crevices (a fact I kept from 

my companions), and the skin in my groin was as raised, scarlet and angry as my 

personality. I was naïve about such things and by the time I thought about visiting a 

medical authority the holiday season was winding down. Said medical authorities were 

few and far between. The burning escalated. 

One night we happened upon a pension that had closed for the season. 

Deserted by all but a large orange cat who welcomed us with indifference to squat in 

one of the rooms that had been left unlocked. The girls took the beds – Matt and I the 

floor. I cried for much of that night. Despite being in agonising discomfort, I was 

ashamed and wanted to maintain discretion. I did a poor job despite biting down on 

my thumb and staying that way until the sun rose to announce the onset of another 

bastard hot day.  

I stood alone in the early morning sunlight, while it was still cool enough for me 

to enjoy the light breeze. Despite the view of the abandoned building site, with its piles 

of broken white bricks and twisted metal, the island was beautiful that morning. Shona 

was the first to join me. How foolish I was to think I could make it through a night 

whimpering all the while without alerting my friends (I wish I had realised by then that 

that is what they were). Shona didn’t even say good morning. She just touched me 

gently on the shoulder and went looking for somewhere in the sun to nurse her 
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hangover. I remember how much I wanted to grab Shona and scream in her face to 

fuck off and take her patronising, repellent touch with her. There was nothing rational 

about it, just white-hot fury.  

Fate, it seems, is another word for timing. Of all the legs of all the people on the 

island, the cat selected mine at that exact moment to rub against. I didn’t intend to 

hurt the beast (not that I cared one way or the other) – I just lashed out against its 

affection. I lifted my leg as high as I could and the cat soared. Not so much as a kick as 

a scoop, and I was amazed at how light it was. I watched it twist in the air. Matt and 

Kelly, now up, and Shona watched it too. I think it likely they yelled in futile protest but 

the blood pumping in my ears blocked that out. And then a feeling other than anger. 

This was new. I felt bad for the cat; regretted what I had done. But there was little to 

worry about, wasn’t there? Didn’t cats always land on their feet? 

Matt and I corresponded a couple of times in the months after we parted 

company but the exchange soon petered out. I haven’t heard from him in over twenty 

years. I never heard from Shona or Kelly again. I see the unreliable memory of their 

faces from time to time but the image of the big, orange cat twitching its last, impaled 

on a bird’s nest of discarded rebar has been an almost constant companion. It creeps 

into the corners of my dreams and consciousness to settle down and watch me, 

sometimes for days on end, to torment me in the gentle morning sun of the Greek 

Islands.  
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The writer rubbed his eyes. His surroundings were utterly void of nostalgia as if 

his life had been erased or had never occurred. Except for Cat… 

… who chose that exact moment to sit on the keyboard and watch the writer.  

The thousand words were lost.   

 

  

 

 

 

 


