Lecture 5

Short story using only one syllable words

A short narrative about crashing into Deepdene Roundabout while drunk

Fuck. Rat shit fuck. That fuck. Why the fuck is that there? What the fuck is it for? That big cock in the grass circle. Fuck. My car is done. Crunch. Smash. Done. Who put that cock up? Fuck that cock. Shit place for a cock. I feel sick. Fuck my head. When did I cut my leg? Fuck. Would have gone right over if not for that big cock. Could get home fast. Why does it have a tie? Door fell off the car. The grass is cool. The grass is soft. I want to sleep. I would sleep. If that light would shut the fuck off. Oh. Its my car light. Off now. Keys out. Back on the grass. Sleep. But why is there still light? Fuck the moon. I want a cloud. Then I can sleep. Sleep next to that rat fuck cock. Even more light? Fuck. Blue light. And red. Noise has to shut up. Dumb noise. Fuck that noise. Fuck the cock. And fuck what he says. I want sleep. Sleep is good. Like a bap. I want a bap. And sleep. Sleep then bap. Hand on my shoulder. I know that voice. Ted. Ted was in the pub with me. Then Ted went to work. As a cop. Ah, Ted. Keeps us safe. Good lad. You’re a good lad Ted. I try to pet his arm. I miss.
	“Good Ted.” I say. Ted has my arm now.
	“You need to stop this Dave.” Mm no. Grass is good for sleep. They pull me up.
	“Sleep.” I grunt. “Sleep is good.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]	“I know, mate. You can sleep soon.” Soon was good too. I am in a car now. The back of a car. The seat is wide. Warm now. Arms hurt. But warm. And sleep. Time to sleep. Ted is a nice man. Nice man will let me sleep in his car. Not like that cock. Fuck that cock.

The next day the headlines of the Dorking Advertiser read as such: ‘Drunkard crashes into Dorking Cockerel, escapes with superficial wounds and a hangover.’
