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Aside from my date’s empty seat it was a full house, so – completely uninvited – I 
shared the tale with the couple next to me, embellishing to the point that he became 
a fictional surgeon, blissfully unaware of the shame they were begging me to feel”

l.o.l.

At the start of 2015, I was still no closer 
to the gay life that Russell T Davies had 
promised me when I was a teenager. Since 
any lifestyle promise that involves a sweaty, 
naked Charlie Hunnam is bound to be a 
malicious fantasy, I resolved that I should 
start by making at least one gay friend.

I had won tickets to a play in Vauxhall. 
I don’t normally go to the theatre; it’s full 
of people pretending to be something 
they’re not. I invited my hairdresser, who 
is responsible for my wearing a baseball 
cap, but he was busy. So, out of viable 
options, I went to the theatre alone and 
discovered that trying to make friends 
while sustaining a preposterous lie is 
rather difficult.

The tiny theatre was teeming with 
immaculately-groomed men talking and 
laughing together. I told the man at the desk 
– a genteel middle-aged gay who looked like 
Morrissey – that I had two tickets to collect. 
“Ah,” he said with genuine delight, “you’re 
our competition winner. Congratulations!” 
He was pleased for me, I thought, maybe 
he will be my friend. “And the two of you 
get free drinks,” he beamed. “There are 
two of you, aren’t there?” Without missing 
a beat – I had rehearsed this moment all 
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jovially until I could imagine sleeping with 
him. I was making friends, I thought. I was 
a gregarious boy-about-town who could 
strike up a friendship with anyone. I was 
drunk. I could only have been further from 
the truth if I had told everyone I was waiting 
for my wife.

I don’t remember much about the play, 
except that only one of the actors was 
really fit. But I remember weaving my story 
with growing conviction to the bitter end, 
becoming increasingly heartbroken and 
dejected. When he eventually didn’t turn up, 
I told a group of insanely-attractive men 
that this indicates that my relationship – by 
this point it was a relationship – with the 
surgeon was over. For the first time that 
night, people genuinely seemed to believe 
me, probably because I wholeheartedly 
believed it myself. 

They looked upon me with pity and told 
me there were plenty of other boys, before 
running off to Barcode. In the morning I 
awoke slumped on the sofa, still dressed, to 
find the spare ticket in my pocket. I’d proved 
my own point: the theatre is full of people 
pretending to be something they’re not. It 
was a spectacular performance, although I 
didn’t think much of the play.  

day – I said, “Oh, yes. My date is stuck on 
a bus. You know how it is at this time on 
a Saturday.” He gave me two laminated 
tickets, and I ordered us two beers each 
so the Morrissey man wouldn’t suspect I’d 
defrauded him.

As I was laddishly boasting about my 
ruse via text to my Straight Best Friend, 
some kindly men on the next table talked to 
me. They took great interest in my story, but 
I was unprepared for personal questions 
about my date. This happened twice, and 
both times my answer was interrupted 
by an obviously-fake phone call from said 
date. Both times, I told him I had his ticket 
in my pocket and his drinks in front of me. 
Both times, this tragic display put an end to 
nice men talking to me. 

Aside from my date’s empty seat it was 
a full house so – completely uninvited – I 
shared the tale with the couple next to me, 
embellishing to the point that he became a 
fictional surgeon, blissfully unaware of the 
shame they were begging me to feel. By the 
interval, four beers down, I felt a desperate 
need to explain myself to the Morrissey 
man, so I ordered two more beers and told 
him the story, but not the truth. He gave me 
a ‘This Charming Man’ smile and we chatted 
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