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IS BLUE ONLY A COLOUR? 

BY ALEX CRAIG 

 

The fast had been so long that when sustenance had finally arrived through the hole in his life the 

sense of relief had been overwhelming. He had walked in Eden, an exultant bedridden paradise as 

warm as it was terrifying; for all he had known was suppression and the cold breath of winter. 

Now breath was being shared: inhaled, exhaled, undulating slowly. Two heads balanced on one 

saturated pillow, wet faces almost fused at forehead, nose and lips. Faded green sheets draped over 

their nakedness, stained with the release of years of denial; the sensation of being dirty, of having 

sinned.   

 

'I thought you said that you hadn't done this before?' probed the first man. 

'I hadn't,' said the second man, his face grazed by his hosts stubbled chin. He sighed and flipped onto 

his back, 'I'm not bent!' 

'Your naked in another mans bed.' 

'I'm not bloody bent!' 

'No, you just don't want to be.' 

'Does anyone? it's illegal which makes it dangerous. Have you always been bent?' asked the second 

man. 

The first man didn't answer, he flipped onto his back and traced the hair line cracks that stretched 

like a spiders web over the milky plain of the ceiling. Plunging into the space between the cracks, 

swallowed by the albescence he found the rusted spiral stairway that led downwards to mouldy 

yellowing tiles, flickering lights, trickling water and the smells of carbolic and piss.  

 

'I had sex with a man for the first time when I was seventeen, the encounter took place in an old 

public toilet. I had stopped there for a pee a few times on the way home from work, and realised by 

the graffiti on the wall that it was a place where men met to have sex. I thought that in the absence 

of anywhere else, this might be the only place that I would get the chance to find out what the 

thoughts that I had been having meant.' 

 

He sat upright, leaned back against the headboard and described a choreographed act of sustained 

eye contact at the urinals, a direct wink and a gesture of the head indicating the destination of the 

cubicles. The other man’s name and age were unknown, he might have been in his thirties but he 

could have been older, they didn't speak, there were no words; he would simply remember him as 

Blue, from the shirt he wore of that colour. 

It was anything but loving, a sordid, anonymous, sacrament of initiation in a public toilet that had 

made him feel ashamed, elated and nauseatingly liberated. A life defining confirmation that was 

unsatisfactory, brief and rough; an act that 'the many' would revile. 

Had he been caught there would have been hell to pay, he knew the consequences, but he was 

drawn back to that dank wonderland in the hope of more. To his disappointment there was never 

anyone there, not even Blue, it was always completely empty.'   

 

It was to be another year until a further encounter, this time a younger man and an older man were 

at the urinals; the same terpsichorean solicitation, only this time he had initiated the dance. 

'I led the way opening the cubicle door and before entering turned to face the two men who had 

both followed. I placed one hand on the younger man’s crotch, and placed the other on the chest of 
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the older man.  

'Your nicked,' said the younger man, 'now get your hand off my fucking cock, you bent bastard!' 

They gave me an absolute hammering in the toilet, punching me in the stomach and when my face 

was on the piss saturated floor, kicking me in the balls.'  

 

The second man sat up, 'Is that why you've only got one, I mean, got one ball?'  

The first man bowed his head and for an instant there was an irrepressible sense of stillness in the 

room and of irrefutable yielding.   

 

'So, you went to prison!' 

 

'What do you think?' 

 

'I was making a statement, not asking a question.' 

 

'When I eventually got out, I got on a train, any train and I ended up here, I got a job and I met Ruth. 

I didn't love Ruth, I didn't even want to be with her, I just thought it was easier to fit in, to try and 

bury the way that I felt. I couldn't go back prison, they say the second time is worse than the first 

and of course there is no third time.' 

'Only deliverance brother,' interrupted the second man. 

'It was selfish, stupid and selfish, and it ruined her.' 

'What happened?'  

 

'We got married after a year, and got a house. On the surface I am sure that it looked like we were 

the perfect young couple, but things were different behind closed doors. I hated the feel of her 

body, sex was mechanistic, sometimes I couldn't perform and when I did, I was imagining sex with 

men. Sexually she repulsed me, but I told her that I loved her, that I loved her so much; I thought 

that by saying it, it would make it happen, that I would change and that I would actually love her. I 

came home from work one day, and I found her dead, hanging from the rafters in the bedroom. She 

had found my prison release papers, she knew everything, but I think deep down she had always 

known. The worst thing was that I felt nothing, nothing at all, just emptiness.'  

 

Both men were silent whilst the essence of the perfect young couples obituary lingered.  

 

'What was prison like?' the second man broke the silence. 

'Constant prayer, aversion therapy which included electric shock treatment and beatings, 

'encouraged' self-flagellation, administered mind altering drugs which turned you into a zombie and 

the constant threat of deliverance.  

I had to behave as if I had been totally reformed, any remaining morsel of homosexuality had been 

completely exorcised. I had been normalised.'  

 

'Are you not afraid brother?  I mean, of being caught again?' asked the second man. 

'I'm afraid that I have lost my soul to the lies that I have peddled in order to exist, that I feel devoid 

of emotion for the people that I have  used and betrayed in order to conceal who I am. I often 

wonder what it must have been like to have no fear, in the times when homosexuals called 

themselves gay?' 

 

'That word is forbidden,' bristled the second man. 'You should be careful, those that stood naked in 
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their veracity are no longer here, they are buried in the ashes of the past, and discussing the past is a 

sin!' 

'I was only saying that...,' he didn't get to finish. 

For all you know I could work for The Company!' interrupted the second man. 

'If that was the case I would have been arrested last night when I asked you to come back here, and 

you certainly  wouldn't have spent all night here with me having sex.' 

'Be  careful brother of who you trust in!' warned the second man. 

 

In the beginning, there had been religious nationalism, which had arrived like a favourite old aunt 

wearing Doc Martin boots. A raw stranglehold on morality, the call of the drum and the march of 

gods army to the muted strain of sweet tea. In return for allegiance, Auntie dispensed a safe 

environment, a sense of belonging and a half-sucked orange barley sugar from the bottom of her 

handbag. She exchanged lies for truths, and used her laced handkerchief to discreetly cough up the 

moral phlegm and remove the bad taste before innocently dabbing her crooked old mouth.  

Good men stood by and did nothing, in fact some, perhaps unwittingly, helped her cross the road. 

The deathly creep, the saintly violet aura and the unnoticed trail of broken crockery 

made the realisation of the fundamentalist reformation and the rise of The Company, seamless.  

 

The Company controlled everything, they were the church, the government and the  

law. Only 'the few' noticed the hurricane arrive and watch the windows blow in; for the fallen, the 

foreigners, the freaks, the faggots, the gates to paradise were firmly locked with a red neon sign 

flashing: unwanted. 

 

'Those that try to relive the evils of the past will themselves be delivered from evil,' the second man 

reminded; the theme of The Company prayer meeting, where the two men had met the previous 

evening.  

There were few alternative meeting places, pubs, restaurants, theatres and cinemas had been closed 

down, the sale of alcohol and tobacco, banned. Television, newspapers, the Internet, mobile phones, 

anything that threatened the very fabric of The Company, abolished. 

The nations single radio channel and single daily publication were a cacophony of fundamentalist 

propaganda, statistics on the numbers of sinners apprehended and of course hymns, prayers and 

final confessions of those about to face deliverance.  

 

The sound of a celestial choir brought the conversation to an abrupt end, both men sat bolt upright, 

eyes wide, intently listening. The singing was getting louder, "He maketh me down to lie. In pastures 

green; he leadeth me, the quiet waters by." 

Hearts thundering, they both hurdled naked from the bed, racing to find their clothes which were 

strewn over the bedroom floor.  

'Hurry!', said the first man. They dressed in a frenzy as the singing got louder and closer. 

'We've been reported!' the second man was distraught, 'I should never have come here! I should 

never have listened to you. Christ! my position, my standing with the congregation, of all people I 

should have known better!' He held his head in his hands. 

'Hurry, get dressed!' 

Sex before marriage was a sin. Consumption of alcohol and drugs were sins, though there were 

many illicit stills and underground cannabis factories; the black market thrived. Gambling was a sin. 

Swearing and taking the lords name in vain were sins, the only acceptable exceptions being 

addressing or chastising the unwanted. Whilst no one would dare swear in public, just about 
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everyone swore in private; a blessed relief from continuous daily piety.  

Prostitution and homosexuality were cardinal sins, and formed the new eleventh and the twelfth 

commandments of The Company. Cardinal sins were punishable by death, known as deliverance, 

where opportunities of redemption had been exhausted.   

 

 

"Yea, tho I walk in death's dark vale, yet will I fear no ill," the choir was reaching crescendo. 

Fumbling with shirt buttons, wrestling with impossible trousers, the first man hobbled to the 

window and peered between the gap in the curtains, 'They are in the street! Listen, we got talking 

after the prayer meeting, you missed your transport, you slept on the floor.' 

'They won't believe you, it won't matter what you say, it's a sin for two people of the same sex to 

sleep in the same room together.' 

'Their stopping outside!'  

 

The recorded psalm ceased unceremoniously with the sound of fingernails drawn down a 

chalkboard; four Company officers lurching from the armoured patrol vehicle, their indigo robes 

billowing, clubs drawn. 

'Open this door in the name of almighty God!' demanded the Syncellus, who carried a whip in her 

hand. 

From behind the curtains of the bedroom window, the second man let out an audible whimper of 

relief and then yelled 'it's next door, thank god!' 

'Shhhh, they'll hear you, try and stay quiet,' whispered the first man.' 

'Their kicking the door in,' announced the second man loudly. 

'Shhhh,' the first man placed his hand gently across his guests beautiful mouth.  

 

A woman was dragged by her hair from the house next door into the street.  

Whip fracturing the air, lacerating flesh, the dull reverberation of metal club connecting, fondling 

retina, caressing ear drum, nuzzling skull. When the symphony of the unwanted was finally over, the 

broken and semi- conscious woman was read the sin as charged, for she had no rights.  

‘Get the unwanted into the vehicle,' the Syncellus barked at the other officers, whilst the congress of 

children who had gathered to watch the spectacle screeched and spat their unkindness. The 

Company shamelessly flaunted its paradoxical tendencies; for it had become the demon that Auntie, 

in the beginning, had denounced. 

 

'It's over, come back from the window,' said the first man. He placed his hand on the side of the 

second man’s face, 'I don't even know your name 

'The colour of my shirt is Blue,' he said. 

'Blue is only a colour, what's your real name?  

'You don't need to know my name brother,' said Blue removing his hosts hand from his face.  

'Shall I see you again?'   

'No, you won't see me again,' he said putting on his jacket. 'Never again come to the prayer meeting 

I attend, for I will betray you brother.' He reached to an inside pocket of the jacket and retrieved a 

small jewelled pin badge in rainbow colours which he attached to his lapel. 

'I suppose if The Company hadn't closed down public toilets you could have still gone there, to find 

your kind.' He leaned forward and coldly kissed the first man on the cheek. 

 

If the first man's emotions were flesh and sinew, a hail of bullets had burrowed into the hearts 

clenched valves inscribing their painful signature before exiting through crushed bone. He was once 
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again lying on the piss saturated floor of the public toilet. 

 

From the window he watched Blue walk the fragile ground past The Company patrol vehicle.  Unlike 

all others who passed the vehicle he did not stop to genuflect; he didn't need to, for his jacket lapel 

displayed the badge of an executive of The Company. He passed by the children of 'the many', who 

now mimicked the brutal arrest, then turned the corner at the end of the street disappearing back 

into the parlour of malnourishment and the sapping gloom of denial. 

 

On the opposite side of the street, the apartment block was enshrouded by a vibrant rainbow 

striped banner.  

'The rainbow is a sign of gods solemn promise: IT IS MANDATORY FOR THE CONGREGATION TO 

OBSERVE IT!' was its dictate.  

Gods promise to Noah, Genesis 9, was printed like a disclaimer in much smaller print below.  

 

This green and unpleasant land was ablaze with fervent and intolerant colour. 

 

Gently pressing his head against the glass the first man confesses, 'My name is Peter!' But the only 

beings that could hear his attestation, were Peter himself, and the long-forsaken God of the rainbow 

striped banner. 

 


