
On the Underground from Watford to Euston, Wednesday, 17 November 2010 

Never had I seen such legs like yours on the Tube from Watford to Euston. I made 
the long commute daily, but today, your arrival at North Harrow made me clench my 
clammy hands around my rucksack— your heels clattered on the pavement tiles in a 
way unlike another’s. 

They drowned out voices of investors talking about economic growth, and the 
political bickering between strangers acting as if they knew everyone’s business: 
how the Tories fucked over the working class, again, whilst the Labourers needed a 
spine. When you sat and opened a ragged copy of The Metro, (or what I presumed to 
be The Metro), it was my cue to chase my wildest dreams up your left calf. 

Your bare-leg bent inside a dingy flat that would embarrass even your kindest of 
friends if they knew where you were. But any thought of asking for your approval 
never stopped me from picturing your designer-heel digging into my duvet, your 
skin’s warmth breathing against my lips. The way your dress halted at your knees, I 
knew you must work in an office block with a postcard view, where your perverted 
boss made passes on a regular basis. He must be married;  

a trophy-wife back in a Halsey Street house, setting the table for tea. His kids 
laughing naïvely in a Primary School—somewhere like Oxford Gardens—when he 
sneaks his first peak of the day at your arse as you go to the lavatory. But if you want 
that raise you asked about last week, you know better than to object his glances. 

I can only imagine what face graces that wispy brunette hair behind the news. He 
must see what I hoped to see. It made me jealous. Today’s headline read, “The New 
Romantics”, but I knew it was a lie. 
 
 
-Allen Gunn, 2013 


