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Education


That was the summer when I got a job at the kitchen where Selina worked. Our mum had found a boyfriend who lived in Spain, and she wasn’t home very often. It suited me perfectly to have the house to myself, but Selina didn’t think a 12-year-old boy should be home alone all summer. She made the drive-in restaurant hire her little brother to wash the dishes.


I made £5 an hour, and I thought that was fine. I was seven years younger than Selina, and I was happy that she didn’t mind having me stay with her. I had had my first girlfriend around Easter, and lost her again one month later. Her name was Tina. ”Surely you don’t think you’re the only one, Dan,” she said one evening, when I asked her who she kept talking to on her phone. I told her that if she was seeing anyone else, it was over. Tina smiled overbearingly and swatted at me. The next day I started shaving and broke up with her. I’m never getting another girlfriend.


Selina sings. I wish I were able to sit by a grand piano on the same stage and supply the musical accompaniment. Whenever she performs, I sit in the front row, my cheeks flushed with pride. People love her voice, she is immensely talented. She has done the first part of a music education, and wants to apply to a music academy after the summer. Working in the kitchen earned her money to pay for her singing lessons.


I’ve never had any music education, even though I asked if I could take piano lessons years ago. All I got was movie rentals and computer games, while my dad moved out of the house and my mum’s boyfriends came and went. They mostly went.


The drive-in restaurant ”Jimmy’s” was situated at a lay-by on the motorway, and was mostly patronised by lorry drivers and tourists. The chef and the waiters lived somewhere else with their families. Selina had been offered a shed that resembled an old chicken coop. It was made of porous concrete and was full of cobwebs. If she could put up with it, she wouldn’t have to pay rent. We stayed at the chicken coop all through July, she and I. One of the waiters let us borrow an old television set.


We heard about an abandoned house nearby, and went over to swipe a few things, which we dragged back to the chicken coop: a small table on bent legs, an old shaving mirror, a couple of chairs, and some big sturdy dark green velvet curtains. Selina was very fond of those curtains, we hauled the heavy and dusty fabric inside the chicken coop, where she hung it behind our beds and around the window. It looked a bit like a theatre.





She used the final curtain as a bedsheet, with a cotton blanket underneath.


My bed stood opposite hers, right by the wall. The naked lightbulb hung from the ceiling between us, and the light switch was by the door, within her reach. In the evening, I liked looking at her before I went to sleep. Selina is the only permanent fixture in my life.


She had cut her blonde hair, and it was the same length all over. Her yellow spiky hair made her look like The Little Prince from the famous French book. Her nightdress was made of black cotton with three buttons the colour of blackberries on the front. It almost covered her feet, and she wore it most of the summer. When it got too hot, she stopped sleeping under the green velvet curtain. I knew she was harbouring a secret.





In the morning she would run her fingers through her tousled hair and clear her throat before she stood up, drank a glass of water, put the kettle on, and started warming up her voice. Each morning I would wake up to the sound of the kettle boiling, and Selina walking around the room with the music sheet in her hand, singing scales in her nightdress and her skimpy slippers, while her voice gathered momentum. Deep scales at first, then one tone higher at a time, right until she hit high C, making me cover my ears and look at the mirror, which was vibrating in its old frame.


Our mum wasn’t interested in Selina’s career, even though I attended all of her performances in musicals and at concerts, and I would hang the posters from the events in my room. Selina had been chosen for a part in a musical later in the year after her entrance examination for the music academy, and I was going to be sitting in the front row. If she ever got rich and famous, we would travel the world together. ”I sing for you, Danny,” Selina said. ”Always for you.”





I would imagine her standing on the stage in a few months’ time, her blonde hair resembling a halo. She would stand right at the front of the stage, singing so beautifully that the entire audience would tremble. For some reason, when I imagined her on stage, she was still wearing the black night dress with the three red buttons, and her skimpy slippers. Sometimes I would masturbate in the morning while I looked at her. She knew I did that. Afterwards I would shave with frantic determination, while I kept hoping that that I would start to grow facial hair sometime soon.


In the evening, she let me lie in bed and look over at her for a while, but then she told me to go to sleep. That was difficult. I felt alone. Sometimes I would explain that I was afraid of falling asleep, because I knew I would have bad dreams.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Bente Clod

Education &

Erotic Novels Y? SAGA





