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Sometimes there is no intent in what we 
say; we simply feel a compulsion to say it. 
Only after we say the thing are we forced to 
reckon with it.
 

Gorse and sheep, gorse and sheep, gorse and sheep. 
The sea. I told my peers that the train journey to my new 
work was fine – enjoyable, even. First it was the truth, and 
then it was a lie. I felt the change happen after just a few 
months, but tacitly refused to adjust my original statement.
 
The polls had made it clear to me that the acknowledgement of 
a change in thought or comprehension would be perceived as an 
admission of something undesirable – a refutation, perhaps, of an 
essentialist view of the world – whereas to maintain an untruth, even in 
the face of repeated exposures and potential humiliations, made you appear 
more trustworthy to most.
 
The only way to be accurate, I think, is to say nothing. Blinding fields of rape 
stream by. By late summer the yellow flowers are fetid, smelling of unwashed 
genitalia. 

After the fields, the quarry: brick-coloured earth.


