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     At last, when I wake up again I'm back in the place, in the bed I made all by myself, my very 
first one.  The air is golden, warm.  Sunlight streams down though the tall trees; vapour rises in its 
sultry beams.  Insects, too.  Birds chatter all around.  Without looking, I know Mama is nearby, in her 
own bed, the one that until yesterday was mine, too.  I can feel her - in the combination of the sound 
of her breathing, her scent, the little sighs and stretches she makes when she first wakes up.  Quickly I 
turn to her.  
     But, no, I'm not that quick anymore, especially these days now my hair has turned all silver.  
And I was wrong, I'm not in the place at all.  I'm still only in the Japanese bijou - well, that's what 
they call it, I've heard them.  The wooden floating house half on the lake,  on stilts at one end, all 
pagoda-style.  The murky black water splashes cold beneath my feet all night and all day and makes 
my bones ache.  The TV set is stubbornly not switched on yet, I notice.  So I get up, in my own sweet 
time, and wander outside to stretch a little and survey the island, my kingdom.   
     Another chilly day.  Normally, there's a little food lying around, the sort of things I especially 
like.  Walnuts.  I'm very big on walnuts these days.  Apples, too. Other fruits.  What can I say, I have a 
very healthy diet.  Bamboo, if I can find it.  I love bamboo, the tender little shoots.  I could munch on 
those all day long.  The thing is, I don't always remember sometimes exactly where I left things, so I 
have to look damn-well all over the place.  Lulu was just the same when she was here.  We'd be 
searching high and low for stuff we'd had our hands on only the day before.  Embarrassing, really, 
when you think about it, the pair of us like that.  Now and then I'd think they were hiding it on 
purpose, you know, one of their stupid, pointless tests.  But who would do that?  Who would sneak 
into your place at night and hide all your food?  What sort of people am I dealing with here?  Anyway, 
since Lulu moved on, that means all the more for me, though I do miss her.  Everyone knows that, it's 
no secret.  So, what I decide to do now is head over to one of our favourite old breakfast spots, by the 
jetty.  I usually keep a little something stashed down there in case of emergency, and sure enough, I 
have.  Walnuts.  The very thing!  Perfect to munch on while I look out over the lake to the forest and 
get myself together for the day ahead.  You never know, this might be the one.  You never know the 
day when - oh, yes I learned that much a long time ago.  That much I know. 
     I stretch.  The walnuts are good.  Over on the mainland there seems to be some activity by the 
dock for the ferry boat, hammering and banging and whatnot.  Too early for the tourist run, so I 
wonder what's going on.  The seals aren't interested so it can't involve food.  They're totally shameless 
like that.  Every tourist boat that comes around, there they are - bobbing and frolicking just so 
someone on board might throw them an apple or a walnut or something.  Every single time!  No 
dignity whatsoever.  It's a little disgusting, actually, that's what it is.  Me, I might step out of the 
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pagoda sometimes, now and then, when the boat is circling my island, or I might not, depending on 
how I'm feeling at the time.  And when I do, it's not for the amusement of the gawkers on the damn 
boats, I can tell you.  More the opposite, if anything.  Sometimes I just stand there staring at them 
staring at me, as if to say, I can see you, I'm right here, I know what you're doing.  But even that 
doesn't put them off - it even encourages them somehow.  Shameless.  They're worse than the seals, if 
you ask me. 
     Gulls.  That's what I have to look out for most.  Bloody gulls.  They'll take anything that isn't 
nailed down, believe me.  I have this kind of landscaped area over at the far north point, a couple of 
fallen tree trunks lying artily just so a short distance apart, at right angles - you know the sort of 
thing?  I can go over there anytime I want and just kick back for a while.  You know, loll, roll about, 
maybe.  Take in the view of the far north woods.  Climb, even, if I feel like it, though not so much 
these days, truth be told.  Well, the gulls, they like to congregate there, too, especially on a grey, 
overcast day like today.  Whooping it up, taking anything of mine they can find.  I spot several them 
over there right now, which means they must have their greedy, beady-black thieving eyes on 
something or other, and so I head that way myself, not too fast so as to alarm them yet, but more 
speedily than I might otherwise undertake at this time of the morning. And when I get all the way over 
there, they don't even budge, not at first, and just keep standing around on my specially arranged 
fallen tree trunks.  Watching me warily, I admit, but obviously with no intention of clearing the hell 
out of it.  I shake my fists at them all dramatic and such and all they do is fly up a few feet before 
settling right back down again.  About three of the cheeky squawking so-and-sos there are today, or 
more than that maybe.  Several, like I said.  Still, perhaps they know I won't chase after them, not like 
Lulu would.  Lulu couldn't abide gulls.  Sometimes she would just lose it completely and chase 
around after them like a wild demented thing.  Futile, albeit not without an amusing aspect on 
occasion, I have to say.  Anyway, I don't do the chasing thing, certainly not so much now, and maybe 
these gulls here know that because I have to get practically right on top of them before they'll retreat 
back down off the tree trunk even a few measly feet, squawking all the time.  Then, I find what they 
were after.  Apples.  Tucked right down there under the trunk.  Who knew?  Plenty of them apples, 
too.  More than three.  Several.  I let them watch me tuck right in.  Thanks, boys, I couldn't have done 
it without your contribution.  All I get in response from my now moodily silent feathered friends are 
some oily-eyed indignant looks from over on the far side of the fallen tree.  Then, the nearer two do 
take off finally, only to land right on top of the pagoda, presumably to complete some crucial 
unfinished business of theirs, while the third flies way off over the lake towards the jetty.  I watch him 
go swiftly through the air, his dirty white wings beating hard all the time.  Sayonara, motherfucker.  
And thanks again for all the fruit.  Damn, I really hate gulls, you can probably tell.   
     Blimey, boy, these apples are really good, though. Crisp.  Tart, even.  For sure, worth all the 
gull-related hassle.  No question.  Rain, on the other hand, is a regular mixed blessing, I find.  While I 
hate the rain almost as much as I hate gulls, especially when it falls in the daytime, this normally 
means the TV gets switched on early.  Hallelujah, brother!  Because when that blessed event occurs - 
O praise Him, I say - I get to run around and load up with whatever food is handy before hunkering 
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down back in the pagoda for the duration.  And today, unless I am very much mistaken, feels like a 
day when a little rain must fall.  The signs are all there.  Grey skies, gulls.  A sort of brittle feeling in 
my bones.  Yup, I reckon I ought maybe to stock up now on the old provisions while I still can 
(without getting as wet as a damn seal in the process) and go sequester myself indoors in anticipation 
of a day well-spent in the company of what will hopefully be some of my favourite shows.  Some 
nature TV, I expect, mixed with a smattering of toons.  Some sports, if I'm lucky.  That's what makes 
for the perfect day's viewing for me.  Time was when we didn't used to get such a hot reception in the 
summer months on account of all the nearby trees filling out and interfering with the signal but the 
new set-up they fixed up for me now in the pagoda is the real deal - HD satellite, no less.  Sweet.  
Give the bald fuckers credit for that much.  Lulu used to go mad in the summer when the picture 
started fading in and out.  She'd get really angry and start rocking back and forth and banging around, 
tearing her hair out even, which would set me off then and that would be that.  The pagoda would be 
trashed in no short measure.  I guess, all told, there is only so often they could put up with that kind of 
behaviour.  So, in came the fancy new TV with all the stops, whistles and bells - the HD plasma 
widescreen, a generous choice of several channels (though I don't get to control the selection of those, 
which is a minor annoyance).  But, picture perfect!  To be honest, I'll watch anything these days, even 
if it's only mostly re-runs on offer.  Nature shows were Lulu's big thing.  Geese, strangely.  She loved 
anything with geese in it.  Or anything featuring people like us.  I have to say some of the stuff they 
made us watch was more than a little risqué.  Nothing short of porn, actually.  Perhaps they thought 
watching others going at it would give us ideas, which was not only highly embarrassing but also 
quite demeaning when you think about it.  Lulu and I were together a long time and we really cared 
about each other (I still miss her even now, despite what happened on our Bristol trip).  But our 
relationship was never physical, not in that way, nor was it going to be.  What we had was more just 
proximity and trust as built up over the years.  Domesticity, that's the word I'm looking for.  We were a 
highly domesticated couple.  For better or worse, that's what we were.  But, hey, geese - go figure!  
The mysteries of the female mind. 
     Lettuce, yea!  I could go through several head of lettuce in a single sitting if they'd let me, 
especially the wild variety.  I find this one just sitting there on the ground like it's fallen from space.  
How did I miss that when I was on my over to deal with the gulls?  I pick it up and sniff the air.  Rain.  
I can practically smell it.  No doubt in my mind.  Not one single iota.  My astounding sense of smell is 
one thing I can always count on.  Even now, all the way over here on the island, I can catch the scent 
now and then of things back there in the forest.  Some I recognise, some I don't.  Bad things.  One in 
particular in fact I know to be the worst bad of all, the one Mama always warned me about.  I catch 
that one sometimes on the wind and, in a strange way, I like it.  Even though it scares the holy fuck 
out of me, especially at night when I'm all alone in the pagoda.  I like it because it reminds of 
something I can't quite remember, or is it something I can't quite forget?  One of those, or both, 
maybe.  Anyway, for some twisted reason I like it, the bad scent.  Tangy, distant.  Besides, what the 
fuck, I know virtually nothing can hurt me on my island, not unless the gulls miraculously somehow 
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got themselves organised and joined forces with the seals for a daring nocturnal raid.  In short, it'll 
never happen.  Nope, nothing can touch me here on my island.  Next to nothing at all.  That's a given.   
     Celery!  This is getting ridiculous.  Really.  Just lying there.  I gather that up, too, and lumber 
back in the direction of the pagoda.  I can feel the two gulls on the roof eyeing me jealously, but I 
don't flatter them with so much as an upward glance.  The noisy shenanigans over at the mainland 
dock do grab my attention for a moment, though.  I stand tall on the jetty and peer hard at what's 
going on.  Some kind of new boat is in the water over there now, much smaller than the ferry.  I don't 
like it, not one bit.  I'm uneasy.  Something about it all is vaguely familiar.  I head inside and make to 
pout for a while in front of the still stubbornly blank HD plasma widescreen.  You never know, if I sit 
here long enough they might switch it on anyway, rain or no rain.  Maybe I need to trash the place a 
little first à la Lulu?  Is that what they want?  A dirty protest, anyone?  I'm quite good at that, believe 
me.  But no, instead I get up again and go stand in the doorway, from where I can see the dock.  The 
sky is now as dark and heavy as a canopy of leaves.  People are milling round over there regardless of 
the weather, all busy with loading stuff into the boat.  What are they up to, the mostly bald fuckers?  
Whatever it is, I know it's bad.  Trust me, I have practically a sixth sense about this kind of shit.  I'm 
almost never wrong.  I head back inside and munch some lettuce, celery.  I could sure use some more 
walnuts.  Several.  They would go nicely.  Apples, too.  Thinking back, some of the best times Lulu 
and I ever had together were those long winter nights when they would crank up the central heating 
and stick on a classic movie for us to chow down in front of - and no doubt we ate from a 
smorgasbord of fruity delights not that dissimilar to the quality fare I've managed to round up so far 
this morning.  Bamboo, too, probably.  Happy days.  Lulu really enjoyed an action flick, preferably 
one featuring horses.  Horses and geese.  I mean, please!  Someone explain that?  Well, all I know is 
that if there was a horse in it, she was content.  Calm.  At one with the screen. But. Completely. 
Absorbed.  She couldn't take her eyes off of it, not for a second.  If only sometime they'd made a 
movie about a horse and a goose; or no, wait, even better, a goose riding a horse.  Imagine that!  Man, 
she would have exploded with fucking total joy.  I'm serious.  That's what she was like.  Me, I enjoy 
an action flick, too, I have to admit - although I'd like to think more for the actual action and storyline 
than the chance that a horsey might wander on screen.  But, without a doubt, our fucking absolute 
favourite movie of all time - I mean, bar none - man, it just has to be that one where somehow 
everything's been turned around and people like us are going about wearing these far-out bald fuckers' 
clothes, which is really very amusing, and are generally lording it over the for once sad, downtrodden 
BFs most righteously.  Fantastic.  Really, that movie has everything!  We must have watched it 
several, several times over.  Never once tired of it.  And, yes, I remember now, when it reached the 
part where some of the people like us get to ride around on horses, well, man, Lulu would literally 
flip.  Head over heels.  You couldn't stop her even if you wanted to.   She was that sort of girl.  When 
she had a mind to do something, that was that.  No hesitating, no questions.  Game over.  Done.  Yup, 
that was Lulu.  Always in the moment.  What a girl. 
     Bristol!  That's what the damn boat reminds me of.  I head back over to the door.  The little 
boat has already left the dock and is now speeding over the water straight for the island.  Practically 
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flying.  Damn, this can't be good.  Damn!  Damn! Damn!  The last time some bald fuckers paid a 
special visit in a boat exactly like that one, I woke up with a screaming headache in the middle of the 
disaster that was Bristol.  Lulu, too.  Not again, no way.  Man, no, never going to happen.  It can't.  I 
step inside and spin around the room a few times, this way and that.  Bristol was where they once 
dumped Lulu and me for an entire summer in these tiny, miserable, separate cells.  Kidnapped us both 
off the island, they did, somehow.  I don't know how exactly,  Just like that, the devious bald fuckers.  
Anyway, the worst of it wasn't that they kept us apart the whole time we were there.  No, the worst of 
it was that even though we were separated, I knew Lulu was nearby somewhere, just out of sight.  I 
could hear her, sure.  I could smell her scent, that familiar mix of sweat and sweet, of Lulu.  But I 
couldn't see her, not at all.  One time, man, I even had to listen to her going at it with this other guy 
they'd put in the cell with her, grunting away just like in those sexy TV shows they'd made us sit 
through all those nights here in the pagoda.  Man, that was a low shot, making me listen to that.  
Despite the fact I felt bad about it, I still missed Lulu.  Pined for Lulu, even, you could say.  Just like 
now.  I was used to her.  And I didn't know how to be around anyone else.  Certainly not the total 
stranger they then put in my cell - if they thought I was going to suddenly jump her bones, they had 
another thing coming.  And so did she. 
     Twisted bastards!  Smooth-skinned, no-haired, conniving fuckers!  I spin around again.  I 
don't know whether it would be better to hide here in the pagoda, or rush out right now all in a Lulu-
like rage and confront them.  From the doorway I can see that they've already crossed the water, 
though, and are docking their weird little prison-boat at the jetty.  And, what the fuck, only seconds or 
so later, Jesus H. Christ, don’t hang about, man, there they are, two bald fuckers, climbing out, setting 
foot on the island like it was a neat spot for a picnic or something, like it was allowed.  My island!  I 
can’t help it, I go a little way towards them, hooting loudly.  That's sometimes plenty enough to make 
their kind back off.  They do stop, but just stand there, the pair of them, staring at me.  I really, really, 
really hate that.  So I go closer, still hooting all the while.  Then, I grab up a bunch of leaves and such 
from the ground with both hands and throw it wildly in the air.  Some I shove in my mouth.  
Ordinarily, this would scare most intruders off.  Usually.  But no, not either of these two brazen 
fuckers, not so much as a single backward step.  If only I had a damn tree limb to hand, to frighten 
them with.  That would work.  I don't, so I make my thing stand up stiff with anger and point it in 
their direction, beating both my mighty fists on my chest the whole time.  Nothing – and, given the 
undoubtedly impressive racket I'm making, this is rather disheartening in the extreme, if you want to 
know the truth.  Deflating, I mean, man, but completely.  I suddenly don't feel up to this at all.  Any of 
it.  I don't have the energy I once had, that's true, but this is more than that.  I can feel it.  I'm more 
than tired.  I should be loudly thumping the ground at this point but I just stand there, dumb, staring at 
them.  I'm not so sure I can even move anymore.  This is strange, if weirdly familiar.  Then I 
remember Bristol, and panic a bit inside.   
     "Hey there, big fella, take it easy, now," one of them says, all soothing and suchlike.  "It's 
okay." 
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     I'm so overcome I just sit right down on the grass, there, in front of them.  I don't know what 
I'm doing, which is a worry.  Or should be, if I could care.  The female bald fucker comes right to me, 
bold as any dirty, thieving gull.   
     "Hi, Rico," she says.  "Take it easy, there.  No one's going to hurt you."  
     "Or so we hope, anyway, big buddy," the other one says.  "We really do.  - God, look at him 
go down.  Whoa, that's fast.  How much did you give him?" 
     I'm so tired, I stretch right out on the grass, on my back.  I feel so weird.  My eyes are getting 
really heavy.  I mean, really, really heavy.  A gull circles nearby, taking a good, long look, the mean 
bastard.   
     "Taking his extreme age into account," I hear the female fucker say, "it's probably actually not 
that surprising.  Not really.  He's what, well, you know - " 
     "I know.  Look at him.  He is magnificent, though.  The musculature, for one.  God.  You 
shouldn't feel bad about it, not at all." 
     "Even if it kills him?  The electro-ejaculation, just the shock of that at his age...  There, Rico, 
there,"  she says, and actually strokes my head.  
     Take your damn stinking hand off of me, I want to say, but it's all far, far too much effort.  
Way up high in the grey, cloudy sky, I spot a V-formation of geese heading off south over the forest.  
Lulu loves geese.  I'm glad she got to see that. 
     "And, Claire, all the time you have to ask yourself what sort of life is this, for him?  Here?  A 
wild creature, wild-caught?  We've turned him into what?  Nothing short of a parody of ourselves, a 
sad one at that.  And you know it.  Think of the gene-pool.  That's the bigger picture, Claire.  Always 
the species.  Try to think of that." 
     "I know you're right.  It's just, I guess, you know, seeing him - " 
     How I wish they would shut up with all their endless bald fucker talk.  Not that it matters 
now.  I close my eyes, at last.  There.  I can't fight it any longer.  It's so warm.  Strange.  Then, I realise 
it's all been a terrible, terrible mistake, all of it.  Everything.  Mama is nearby somewhere.  I know it.  
I can sense she's there - just off behind me someplace.  Right there.  All I have to do is turn around.   
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