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CHAPTER ONE 

It’s not often that I come down here. I’m a little bit scared of it to tell the truth. Even though Glenn is a 
friend, and I know he would never mind me knocking on the door, I find it uncomfortable none-the-less. I 
prefer to wait for him to come up, or to bump into him in the garden – to generally maintain my distance 
until needed or chance happens us upon one another. Partly it is because I don’t want to knit myself into 
the ‘landlady’ that should be wearing a woolen suit and buttoned shirt-sleeves. To a greater extent it is 
because I simply find some of the things in Glenn’s room rather creepy. To an even greater extent, it is 
because I do not wish to seem overly familiar with Glenn, even though I do enjoy his company very 
much. This final reason is not something I would ever try to explain to Jon, though with much prodding 
and the use of comparable examples, we might be able to understand one another. I would simply not 
attempt it because there are some things not worth the breath. Or embarrassment. So we pick, not only 
our battles, but also our self-exposures. 

But today I must get over these minor qualms, out of these daily habits tactically constructed to seclude 
myself from Glenn, and go down to ask him a question. Jon wants to know why the electricity bill this 
quarter was so much more than last. ‘The Spring months,’ he repeatedly shook the offending thrice-
folded piece of paper at me last night, ‘all the heaters are off, the bill should be down, not up. What is he 
doing down there?’ I told Jon not to worry about it, that we could cover it this quarter, and if it 
happened again next quarter then we could ask about it. But Jon is pedantic when he chooses to be and I 
suppose he is also right that there really isn’t any harm in asking. I just wish I were the one with a 
conference for the next two nights and he were the one walking down these stairs at dusk. Jon doesn’t 
ever get scared of silly things like this. Or over think them the way I do. He just does them, sometimes he 
should have thought first, but at least he doesn’t put himself through the mental agony trying to get 
there. 

Lex is coming with me. Good dog. Great dog. Freaking wonderfully brilliant dog. Somehow Lex always 
knows when I am going to need her most. She knows more than most humans. Unlike a human she 
never overcomplicates things. We could all learn a lot from dogs about love. Being thrilled just to see one 
another, even happier if there’s time for affection, and never ever counting the times we couldn’t or 
wouldn’t get there. Now I’m waxing just lyrical. I would bet some of the best philosophers in history 
were just really good procrastinators. Lex gives me courage as I look at her furry face, ‘come on’ I think, 
‘let’s just do it now. It’s all over as soon we do it.’ 

I plonk down the wooden stairs. Descending to the basement, the dungeon, the crypt that lies beneath 
my husband and I’s house. For every heavy step of my own I hear two lighter steps, one for each of Lex’s 
fore and hindquarters, slightly scratching as her claws hit the floorboards. 

The descent.  

Oh how dramatic am I. I roll my eyes at myself. I am walking down twelve stairs not plummeting into 
everlasting torment. I knock loudly, three times, and breathe deeply in an effort to shake myself out of 
myself.  
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‘Come.’ Glenn replies. His voice is casual, relaxed, though I think I hear an air of preoccupation in it also. 

I grasp the doornob hard and give it the deep twist that this particular specimen requires to permit 
Aladdin into the cave. As the door lolls open, it’s hinges winge. I am in a bad Frankenstein remake. Gene 
Wilder is about to grasp my shoulder blades and whisper things that make the skin on my neck twitch. 
Either that or someone in black fishnet stockings will leap out in a moment and teach me the Time Warp. 
At this point it could really go either way. 

Glenn is sitting hunched, appropriately, in the far left corner of the room. His bare feet are curled 
underneath his buttocks, he balances on them as his long forearms stretch out to the cork floor in front 
of him.  He looks like one of the nimbler species of monkey, enlarged several times, picking at its food or 
a peer’s furry body. As I step closer, I see his fingers are actually working their way through photographs, 
shoeboxes full of them. Glenn has created a small mountain of the boxes, the peak of which rises at least 
half a foot above his head at its current height. Lex has come in with me and is now tentatively by his 
side, sniffing the dust surrounding him. 

‘Good evening, Katy.’ Lingering on the words, Glenn does not raise his head but his voice beams smile. 

‘Hi there Glenn. How you doing?’ The tips of his fingers are cracked and peeling, scabbed in some places 
the neglect runs so deep. His hands have always been dry from the chemicals he uses to develop film, 
but less so in recent years since he has been printing more digital images. I have never seen them as 
eroded as this. 

‘Oh, not bad, not bad.’ Towards the end of a box, he pauses, holds one of the images close to eye, 
searching for a detail, then dismisses it and continues flicking through the collection. During the 
examination, he seems to have forgotten my presence slightly. When I can no longer stand it I prick the 
silence like a balloon:  

‘Oh, well that’s good.’ He gets to the end of the box and finally looks up me. 

‘Yes it is isn’t it.’ Glenn is only a couple of years younger than Jon, a year older than me, but in many 
ways he has retained a fairytale-like appearance of youth. His stubble is almost entirely translucent, as if 
the follicles gave up trying to hold mere earthly pigment in imitation of the invisible seraph version. His 
hair is the colour of wet concrete, lifeless and limp, completely abandoned though attached to him all 
the time. He is a thin man, but not overly gangly. He has natural muscle and moves with agility that 
makes me wonder how a panther moves – I think it might be close. But most noticeable about Glenn are 
his eyes, like deep lakes amidst the mountain ridges of his cheekbones and eyebrow lines, Glenn’s eyes 
are somehow both easy to get lost in the beauty of and reflective of everything around them. Looking in 
them is like being swallowed whole and bounced back all at once. 

Between most people this silent pause that had occurred might between us might be uncomfortable, or 
sexy. But with Glenn it is a subject of fascination. His is a studious fascination, in the sense that 
unexpected results of a scientific study are, or the findings of a comparison between human and animal 
psychology. Glenn regards me in much the same way I examine him. Once he has drawn his initial 
hypothesis, he asks: 

‘What can I do you for, Katy?’ 

I breathe in sharply, look down to the floor and drill my hands deep into my pockets. Lex has expanded 
her expedition and is now sniffing the pile of boxes behind Glenn. ‘Well, it’s Jon actually, he wanted me 
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to come down and ask you if you knew of any reason why we might have been using more electricity 
over the last few months.’ 

‘Ah, yes.’ Glenn’s right elbow curls his wrist, like a whiff of smoke, up to chin, to allow his fingers to pace 
through his whiskers. ‘Well, I do actually. Come over here.’ 

Glenn leads me across the room, it is a long space, with double glass doors on one wall to allow Glenn 
private access through the back garden. As we walk Glenn reaches out a forearm in gesture to large 
lightboxes, lined all the way around the perimeter of the brick walls, leaving only space for the entrance 
to the main house, bathroom door and headboard of a single bed. Lex follows us around, looking 
bewildered at these unauthorised changes in her territory. The curtains on the glass doors are drawn 
wide, allowing as much light as possible in, but on the wall farthest from them two heat lamps, each the 
size of a small coffee table, have been mounted on the wall. Jon is going to hate that Glenn put screws in 
the wall.  

‘What are you concocting now Glenn?’ I ask with a mischievous smile. 

His grin is like a coathanger from ear to ear, and his eyebrows are lifted in unanimity. ‘I’m conducting a 
little experiment actually.’ 

‘Really?’ I feel rather coquettish teasing this out of him. 

He leads me to a large print hanging squarely between the two lamps. In it I recognise a corner from the 
Japanese section of the Botanic gardens. A wave of moss-like grass in the foreground gives way to the 
soft dirty-pearl colour trunk of a tree behind. Glenn points to the trunk of the tree with one of his 
decaying fingers. 

‘See here Katy? There’s moss on the trunk.’ 

I look at him without turning my head, eyes wide and suck on my bottom lip for emphasis.  

He looks at me like I might be slightly simple. ‘There wasn’t any moss when I took the picture.’ 

Now I really must look like I’m missing something because I definitely feel like I am. 

‘Don’t you see Katy? The photograph is still growing. The picture is alive.’ 

 

END OF CHAPTER ONE 

 

 


