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THE TRUTH IS that I’ve never been able to be alone. Now don’t get me wrong, it’s not so much 

that I am easily bored, but rather it’s more of a case of not really liking myself in any way, shape or 

form. If it weren’t required in this modern age to be somewhat presentable to the world, I wouldn’t 

even have a mirror in the house. I wouldn’t even shave or groom myself. I don’t like my hands, I 

don’t like my knobbly knees, my non-existent muscles. I don’t like my weak chin, with or without a 

beard or stubble, and I don’t like my eyes. I don’t like the way they squint when I smile. And I don’t 

like my laugh or my voice even when I hear it in my head. And I definitely don’t like my soul. But of 

course, that’s just it isn’t it? All I’ve got is me, myself and I. Nothing short of suicide is getting me out 

of this mess.  
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SO AFTER I BROKE UP WITH ELIF, the first girlfriend I’d had since moving out of home, I went 

to the pound and got a dog. A big one. A German shepherd, named him Yalniz: because I like irony, 

and because I liked how it sounded and because Elif was Turkish and hey, some of that rubbed off 

on me. I guess some part of me wanted to hold on to the past, so sue me.  

He was a year old when I got him, came to just above my knees. I taught him to fetch, roll over, 

shake hands, go to the toilet on the balcony of my apartment where I’d set up a special doggie toilet 

thing I’d got online. I took photos and made up nicknames for him. Yal. Yally. Yallawallawigwom. 

Yal the mighty. And I walked him every day. And that’s how I met my next girlfriend, the fifth: Susie. 
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SUSIE WAS SHORT, like real short, like four foot eight. She needed little steps to get into her bed, 

which at the start I found adorable, but then later found embarrassing. She had strawberry blonde 

hair, almost straight red. She had little lips and a cute nose, but it was weird, her face was unbalanced 

in a super subtle way, where she looked slightly different depending on which side you caught her 

from. Because of this, she would always turn slightly to the left in photos. And as you can probably 

tell, she didn’t put up with me for long.  

Maybe I zoned out. Maybe I was just being regular me, and it took a little time for her to realise 

what she was getting herself into. I do try and be honest. Honest to a fault. She liked Yal though. Kept 

sending me blankets in the winter and doggie treats long after we broke up, even though we only 

dated for seven months.  

He was good though. My boy Yally. There’s a reason they’re called Man’s Best Friend, you know. 

There are hours where you can literally watch them just sleep or do nothing and you never get bored 



or check your phone. And when he smiles, like in the morning when I’m getting his bag of kibble and 

serving it up, or when we’re on the couch together and watching TV, it’s like maybe I’m not such a 

piece of shit. You know? Get a dog, trust me. 
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THE NEXT GIRL WAS RACHEL, and she was a bit older than me. Thirty-two. I met her on a 

dating app when I set my age higher because I wasn’t really feeling it with the girls my own age. On 

the date she mentioned she was divorced, which I didn’t mind, and we fucked after.  

My God it was the best sex I’d ever had! It’s like I didn’t give a shit about anything. I could relax. 

And she was comfortable with herself too, like in a way no girls I’d been with had been before, like 

she didn’t care about what I thought, and this just turned me on even more.  

I decided I needed someone more mature, more honest. Someone who’s been through the 

wringer before and might be a bit more accepting of someone like me. It was also because she was a 

brunette, and somehow I had never been with a brunette until then.  

She didn’t really have many friends, wasn’t close with her family, and didn’t have any kids from 

the divorce, thank Christ. After we fucked a few times and had more dates, mostly where I 

complained about my life, like working as a graphic designer and living in an apartment near the road 

where the traffic was loud but sometimes in the night it sounded like the ocean, she started coming 

over every few days, and then, after two months, she moved in.  
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SHE CHANGED EVERYTHING around in my place. Put up paintings, vases and shit in the 

hallway. She brought with her a cat which I fucking hated called Blackie. Get it? Because it was black? 

Or was it a kind of chestnut?  

Yeah, I think I might have been allergic. The little hairs would lodge in my nose and my eyes’d 

get red and watery. I don’t know. I put up with the cat for over two years until I finally relented and 

took to taking antihistamines. That’s right. Two years.  

So why did I stay with her so long?  

Because she didn’t leave.  

That, and I was scared of her when her temper came out to play. She’d get brutal. Like crazy. So 

much so I stopped being mr honest and started sleeping around. Any girl that’d have me. Even girls 

in their forties, bigger girls, girls with weird teeth like brown marks on their gums, girls with no boobs, 

girls with crazy huge boobs like they’d tell me they wanted to get reduced one day if they had the 

money, messy girls, clean girls. And of course, eventually Rachel found out and she left me, and that 

was that. I had become resentful, and I guess that’s not something she wanted in her life anymore.  

She cried when she left, did this little whimper of a goodbye to Yal. But fuck that, he was my dog, 

and if I hated her, he hated her too.  
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I DON’T REALLY REMEMBER the girls after Rachel. Or should I say, “women”? They became a 

blur like the four before Susie. For some reason they just disappear when I try and think of them. 

Why is that?  

,I dated and dated. Either on the apps, or hooking up with my friends or my friends friends, or 

sometimes their girlfriends, and I’d lose those friends too because of that. And when I’d get kicked 

out, or lose my apartment, I’d either go and couch surf with the friends that’d still have me, or I’d go 

back to my parents and hate it until things worked out: I mean, Graphic Design was a shit show of 

always compromising and making shit that other people loved and I hated, but it paid the bills, and 

somehow I always ended up okay.  
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THAT WAS UNTIL OLD YAL YAL DIED. I was with some African girl in the Eastern Suburbs 

who I’m still kind of with, and he got cancer. He went maybe a week ago. She calls it The Rainbow 

Bridge.  

The doctor said it was some kind of lymph node thing that had spread without me even noticing, 

and that shit hit me hard, hits me hard even now: his eyes as they first injected the muscle relaxant 

when they were putting him down, because he was too far gone. Fucking hell. 

And maybe that’s why I don’t remember any of the other girls. It’s him. Like… I got Yalniz 

because of Elif; then Susie was the first one to love him like I did; then Rachel was the one who 

stayed around the longest.  

But now I’m alone. With this fucking girl who looks at me with a sadness I can’t take anymore. 

The girl I’m still with, kind of, I mean. There’s a pit inside me I need to eliminate as soon as possible. 

A fucking pit, I tell you.  

I hate how this feels.  

I don’t know what to do.  

I think I might go to the pound tomorrow.  

Fuck it.


