
No Sex and the City 

I got talking to a French woman in the university courtyard. ‘When you’ve quite finished surrendering to the enemy because cheese has distracted you, I wondered if you’d fancy meaningless existential sex‘? 

Of course I didn’t really employ the Bush/Prince Philip technique. Capable of much more pretension and self deceit than I give myself credit for, I steamed in with: 

‘I’m writing a fiction and history piece on Emily Pankhurst and the Suffragettes‘.  This adhered to a trait I do believe belongs to both sides of the bed: not quite finishing the statement, ‘…which I wrote as a vain attempt to endear myself towards the lecturer‘s bedroom‘. 

There was a faint air of Cowboy about Claudette that sat oddly with images of the Eiffel Tower and dawn lovers knee deep in Notre Dame mist. But I liked her because she had a job, she drank without falling over and she was French. 

I closed the deal on the perennial student urge to find booze. I thought a real-ale pub where people dribbled crisp-flecked saliva onto the form for the 4.20 at Ascot, might dampen my chances. So we sat in a bar of amateur musicians wearing tight-legged jeans, under the framed posters of Americana getting drunk: Country and Western for the last century. Claudette sat opposite and philosophised and effervesced. In the dimly lit bar we were Jean Paul Sartre and Simone de Beauvoir. (Curiously into Pringles).

A large part of her effervescing and philosophising soon focused on a lament for a recent love lost. I knew the protocol: the initial smashing of lights with a cricket bat whilst maudlin with whiskey. The weeks of taking terrible lyrics seriously. And finally the phone call to the police, accusing your ex of terrorist activity and explaining her fetish for orange jump suits worn without a right to trial. 

Just as I was about to playfully/seriously mention that grief is a great aphrodisiac, Claudette revealed her particular chagrin focussed on a large South African woman called June. Even cowgirls get the blues. 

I looked vacantly towards a slither of liquid seeping from under the door of the gents. 

“Shall we get some food or something? There’s a nice restaurant around the corner”.

Claudette was peckish in the face of my neutered defeat. I tagged along to drown both our sorrows, pretending to care in an overwhelmingly brown restaurant. Claudette, increasingly inebriated with yearning regret, somehow got lost in miming renditions of her favourite martial arts maneouvres. As if the evening required further killing. These wine-marinated moves punctuated the meal, sometimes nearly knocking it over:

“Piff..paff…poff…boff….paff ..piff. And then you’d be lying on the floor with your gun. So I’d kick you like this…kerpiff…and if you still tried to mug me I’d chop your neck like this…kerpuff…“ 

I sat by dusty windows feeling like some 1950’s new wave novel: ‘While the Waiters Stared’. I remained piffed and paffed. I watched fleeting adverts slip by on the sides of buses which passed the restaurant’s street-side windows. I thought about what might have been and realised that I hadn’t been pretending to care: I had been pretending not to. Sometimes its hard to be a man. Country and western for the 21st century. 


