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One is All You Need 

 

   There’s a hole in the canvas you could put your fist through. It doesn’t put me off, I 

was hating being here already, but it doesn’t make it any easier. I tried to mend it 

and failed and you laughed, the young wrinkles round the edges of your eyes 

becoming old and cruel. 

   You think you know best. You always do. It’s the small things like going camping, 

banning the use of technology even though the kids shriek when you give them the 

news their phones are, “Staying home.” You say it will be good to, “Commune with 

nature, like god intended,” but does god even know about iPhones and desperate 

texts to secret boyfriends? 

   It creates more trouble to argue with you. You go red and puffy in the face and we 

can all see your temples pounding with blood being forced to cooperate. The kids 

say nothing and dive, head-first, into whatever activity will take them away from you 

and your frustration. I’ve watched them do it so many times; it’s become a habit. 

   But it hasn’t always been like that. When they were really small you loved it when 

we went to the park, but that was before you got your first promotion. You grew more 

distant as the meetings became more frequent. Dinners were missed, then the girls’ 

bath times and bedtime stories became non-essential. It’s not that I minded doing 

the stuff you used to do, I just minded that your temper started to fray and your 

family were relegated to the bottom of your check-list.  

   I often wonder what happened to you, before we met, but you don’t share much. I 

often wonder if someone abused you or was unkind. It’s one thing to be a control-

freak but maybe it’s more than that? Can we really blame events or is it just your 

nature?  

   I do know your parents were go-getters; always traipsing off to other countries with 

you in tow. Maybe you feel inadequate because you’re stuck in this city and stuck 

with me? But why compare yourself to them? They’re no longer part of your life. 

Maybe it would help if you called them, sometimes, talked about things you can’t tell 

me or at least say, “Hello, your granddaughters are doing great, winning on the swim 

team and playing a major part in the school play this year.” 
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   I know you must be proud of the girls but it wouldn’t hurt to show it more. A 

camping trip once or twice during school holidays seems to ease some sort of guilt, 

though, so we’re all gathered here, in a damp tent that smells like a dirty rag, waiting 

for a glimpse of sunshine in the hole above our heads. We’re not hopeful but the 

family pitched beside us say the clouds should shift, later. The kids moan that Simon 

and Peggy are lucky to have their laptops and a radio, touches of civilisation, and 

you tut, roll your eyes, “It’s no wonder the world’s going-to-hell-on-a-handcart.”  

   We should all be used to your moods, by now. Remember the time we were going 

to McDonalds for Elsie’s 6th birthday and you had a major tantrum? It was an awful 

day! You’d bought her the bear-backpack she’d wanted, but the zip was broken. You 

told everyone to, “Get out of my face. I’m tired. I’m not in the mood for anyone’s 

issues.” You made Gillian cry, she was only two at the time, do you remember? I’m 

sure you don’t, but I do. I remember, quite clearly, wiping her tears away with her 

‘blankie’ when you shouted. She didn’t understand and I’m not sure I did either, to be 

honest.  

   Elsie saw you for who you really were, for the first time, that day. She got the same 

look in her eyes, a few years later, when you told her Santa didn’t exist. There was a 

moment of disbelief and then a crashing blankness as the truth took hold, innocence 

shattered and broken like the pint glass you threw at the bathroom mirror, one time.  

   You can be scary. We all know it. Well, everyone inside the family does at least. 

Outside you’re all sweetness-and-light-and-all-that’s-bright. No-one would know, to 

look at you, that you have this demon inside, sometimes.  

   It was so difficult to get you to agree to see a doctor. I asked your mum and dad for 

help. That’s probably why you stopped talking to them altogether. Maybe that’s when 

you started hating me? But something had to be done and I couldn’t persuade you 

on my own. I was worried about you. I was worried about us. You seemed so 

unhappy. 

   You went to see him, eventually. You said he was a quack, but he gave you 

medication to help stabilise your moods, and you liked that. You decided it wouldn’t 

hurt to have the odd whiskey with them, even though I said you shouldn’t. You 

sneered over the top of the tumbler at me, “Don’t be such a pussy. Won’t do any 

harm. Will help me to relax. My job is very stressful.” 
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   It wasn’t long before your pills started multiplying. I found stacks of them under our 

bed. Turns out you found a non-prescription alternative, which had the same effect. 

You could jump from chemist to chemist and build up your supply. In the end, I 

phoned your parents to discuss rehab but they wouldn’t answer. 

   I think the arguments in the morning are the worst. Mrs Jones, next door, asks, 

“Everything alright, dear?” when you leave for work and she’s seen you on the 

doorstep from behind thick grey lace. I know she means well but you moan that she 

needs to mind her own business. 

   I tell her, “The kids are doing well, Beatrice,” when she pops round with a 

casserole; lingers longer than necessary for the possibility of gossip. She doesn’t 

come every night, and I know the kids appreciate it, when she does, but we fight 

about ‘nosey’ Beatrice. I think it’s nice she takes an interest but you think she should 

leave us alone. 

   To be honest we fight a lot, in general, and it’s hard to remember a single episode. 

They run together like stream-of-consciousness-speech in the plays you insist we go 

to see; a jangle of nerves, snippets of words I understand, and images of darkness. 

But you like to go to these things. You like to show off that you’re trendy and hip and 

you want-to-be-seen-seeing. 

   Sometimes you’ll do something I want, but not often. I love old ‘Who-Dunnits’ in 

black and white, where the cops track down a killer after a long and arduous chase. I 

like to work out the culprit, tell you that I could have ‘done-the-deed’ better than they 

could. You laugh and say, “Of course you could” like you mean it, because we’re in 

public.  

   You were wonderful, at first, but not long after we met the gin appeared. I thought 

you were just enjoying drinks with friends, receiving gifts from co-workers for 

birthdays and       Christmas, but the blue glass bottles shimmered like an ocean in a 

heatwave when I opened the wardrobe door. So many of them; jostling for position 

on the top shelf. I was scared for you, became scared of you, but I kept it too myself 

and still do.  

   Then there was that day you said you’d leave. Do you remember?  
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   “I wish to god I’d never met you. You’re weak and pathetic. I should have dumped 

you long ago.”  

   But I guess you don’t because you were drunk. There were a lot of bottles, then, 

but there are even more now. I’d hatched a plan to leave you first. Take the girls. I’d 

bought hard-backed cases long ago. I thought they’d need the protection, one day. A 

shell to make sure their hearts were wrapped in love; at least from one of us. But 

they’re older, able to hide inside their heads like teenagers often do.  

   Eventually, the trips-away stopped. I could see it happening before my eyes but 

the girls don’t seem bothered by it. So even though I secretly hate it, I suggested we 

go camping.  

   “Why don’t we dig the tent out and head to the woods this weekend, if the weather 

holds?”  

   You shrugged your shoulders, “I’ve got work to do but as always you’re so selfish. 

Can’t it wait?”  

  I said that it could but, “Let’s make the most of it. Let’s have some fun by the river. It 

might be our last chance before the girls leave home.”  

   You grudgingly agreed and I was so pleased. I’d already packed several bottles of 

your pills and three bottles of claret. I took my phone, sent an email to your boss:  

   “I can’t live like this anymore. I’m not myself, split in two, since Tracy died. Please 

take care of the girls. You’ll find us at the Caledonian Campsite, 56-69 Riverbank 

road.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 


