
God Probably Hates Us All 

I dropped my brother to the train station in the morning at around half eight. I had driven us 

into the city and we brought a coffee and watched the men and woman who were going to 

watch the horse-racing drink beer. They drank from bottles and cans and some already looked 

drunk. My brother was in a dark blue suit he had brought when he started working for our 

dad. I was wearing a dirty t-shirt with a picture of a chicken on and a black winter coat. He 

was twenty-three then and I was twenty-one. We sat there talking and drinking coffee for 

about fifteen minutes before he left to get his train into work and I went outside to stand with 

the smokers. I didn't smoke anymore but I liked the smell and when I was in a good mood, I 

liked to listen to them. 

 

"The problem with people is they just don't care enough. They think everything will be fixed 

by someone else."  

 

When smokers stand together in a group like that all of them think they are philosophers. I 

felt like interrupting and telling them the truth was that many people cared but we were all 

just so god damn lazy it didn't matter. But I preferred just to listen that morning.  

It was March. The winter was over but the wind was still cold when it blew and I could see 

some of the smokers staring at me as I perched on the edge of their circle. One of the 

smokers, a fat man whose cigarette looked tiny in his fingers started moaning about having to 

stand up on the bus that morning to let a cripple sit down. His voice was wobbling as he told 

the story as if the emotion of this injustice was going to burst from him. I started thinking 

about something that had happened a few days before when I had gone into a public toilet 



near my university. As I was walking in, I heard someone complaining to their friend. Their 

voice almost identical to the fat mans. 

 

"Did you hear that retard kid moaning next to me, he put his hand under the door and grabbed 

my shoe. Like it was a hand! They shouldn't let people like that out of their homes." 

 

He looked traumatised. His face almost crumpling as he said it. I frowned at him as I walked 

past and hoped that he knew what it was for. Then I walked into the toilet and chose the 

cubicle next to the moaning sounds and waited. when his hands crept under the door, I let 

him grab my shoe. Smiling and nodding as I did. He laughed as he did it and let go as soon as 

he was done. I walked to the sink and his carer, who had been waiting for him, and must have 

known what would happen, helped him wash his hands and said. 

 

"Sorry about him. He can never go unless he does that. I don't know why. I try and get the 

stall next to him but…" 

I just nodded, smiled, and walked off. 

 

As the smokers carried on smoking and I stood with them, I saw Harry Cane. Someone I used 

to go to college with. He was a few years older but had been in the same year as me because 

he kept being held back for failing his Maths and English. I liked him at college because he 

was the only one who never skipped a lesson. He wasn't stupid through lack of trying and I 

respected that about him. You meet a lot of people who are naturally smart and yet they can't 

be bothered to do anything with it. It's harder to find someone like Harry.   



 

He also had a rich family and he would take me back to his house after college and we would 

drink wine and beer with his mom. She didn't work because she had something wrong with 

her legs and couldn't walk without crutches. They were bent in odd shapes but when she sat 

down you couldn't tell. She was even pretty. She had a big nose and a big forehead and when 

she smiled her cheeks crinkled by her eyes. I was in love with her for a while. Harry stopped 

taking me back to his after one night of hard drinking I tried to kiss her. I still think she 

would have let me if Harry hadn’t been in the room, but as it was, she slapped me around the 

face and called me a pig. Harry forgave me when I apologised but we only ever drank in bars 

or by the canals after that.  

Seeing me, he walked over and I moved away from the smokers a little to sit with him. We 

sat on a concrete bench and he asked me how I had been. 

 

“I’ve been okay. Up and down really. What about you? Are you working?”  

 

“No. I just got fired, they caught me robbing from the till. You?” 

 

“Why were you robbing from the till, Harry? I heard you were making good money.” I asked 

laughing and didn’t tell him I hadn’t worked steadily in six months and I was mainly getting 

by on my student loan and my mom's generosity. 

 



“I was. I just felt like stealing something.” He said as if it was the most obvious reason in the 

world to steal. 

 

We spoke like that for a while and Harry even managed to get two beers from some of the 

horse racing folk who came outside for a cigarette because their train was delayed. I looked at 

my watch. It was 9:45. Too early for a beer really but I took it anyway. 

 

“How’s your mom, Harry?” I asked, wanting to keep the conversation going. 

 

“She’s dead.” He answered with a straight face before starting to laugh and then I laughed 

and for the first time in a long time, I felt some weight lift off my chest. There is nothing like 

feeling young and loose. With a little money in your pocket and someone you can speak too. 

Even just sitting with someone who knows you as well as you’ll let them and laughing as the 

world turns warmer. 

 

Harry left after he finished his beer. He said he was going to hunt for a job, but I knew he 

would probably just walk around for a while before heading back to his moms. I stayed sat 

where he had left with my beer still half full. I wanted to put it in the bin really. I had 

heartburn from drinking so early but I didn’t want to waste it and I knew if I finished it, I 

could keep the feeling for a while longer.  

 



After a while a young homeless woman came and sat down next to me. She had a cigarette in 

her mouth that had burnt completely away and the ember was just burning into the filter. Her 

clothes were dirty but not tattered and it looked like she hadn't been out on the streets for very 

long. I thought she would ask for money as soon as she sat down and I was trying to think of 

the right way to lie and say that I had nothing but she didn’t. She just stared straight ahead at 

the train station before she began to speak into the air. I wasn’t sure if she was talking to me 

or herself really. The words spilt out of her and she never paused to wait for a response. 

 

“You know I'm not actually homeless. I'm married to one of those bankers. Like the ones 

who carry their briefcases in and out of that station all day. I know he gets the train to work 

from here but I never see him. He kicked me out when our daughter was born. Said she 

shouldn’t have to see her mom like this. I’m not even addicted. I just like it. It helps me sleep. 

And what’s wrong with that? Do you ever need help sleeping? Everyone does. Some people 

take sleeping pills, some drink until they pass out, I just like it a little. I never spend too much 

money on it and I am always sober in the day. Why is it people like you get to judge me? Are 

you God, Are you Jesus, are you Buddha, or Jesus’ son, or the King, or the queen, or 

president, or prime minister? Are any of you anyone? I tell you, you're all just nothing like 

me. But still, I want to ask you, I want to ask the whole world. Because surely one of you has 

an answer. Surely one of you can tell me. Why does no one care about me?” 

 

When she stopped talking, she looked down and seemed surprised that the burnt filter had 

fallen out of her mouth. She looked at me and asked for some change to buy a hot drink. I 

wasn’t sure if she remembered her speech or if it was part of her plan to get some money. But 

I gave her all the change that I could find in my wallet. She said thank you, put it in her 



pocket and stayed sitting next to me. The feeling was gone now and I was scared to look at 

her. I didn’t want her to launch into another speech. It was like she had denounced me for 

feeling good when she felt so bad. I felt like a child when they think they have got away with 

something and then they get called into the teacher's office. Life will do that to you. It won't 

let you feel good for too long. It might give you a day, a week or a year but it won't let you 

stay with that feeling. It only gave me half an hour. I wanted a cigarette and I wanted a job. 

But I didn’t have either and now I didn’t have any money. 

“What’s your name?” She suddenly asked. And I turned to see that she was staring at me.  

 

“Will. What’s yours?”  

 

“Samantha.” She said and her voice was almost gentle as she spoke now. “I haven't seen my 

daughter since she was born you know. Her dad won’t let me in the house when she’s there 

and she’s never there in the day. I broke in last week when I knew he was at work but the 

house was empty. I got this though.” And she pulled a little knitted blanket from the pocket 

of her coat. It was dirtier than the rest of her clothes and she held it up to her face and sniffed 

it. “I made this when I was pregnant. Before I had trouble sleeping. I hoped he would notice 

it was gone and look for me to give it back.” There was a pause. “He hasn’t.” 

 

She was still looking straight at me and I felt obligated to stare back so she wouldn’t think I 

was ignoring her.  

 



“I’m very sorry about that.” Wishing I could think of more to say and that she would leave 

me alone. 

 

“The money isn’t really for a hot drink you know. Don’t you?” 

 

“Sure, I guess I knew,” I replied. 

 

“Do you think it’s wrong to do what I'm doing?”  

 

“I don’t know. Who am I to say what's wrong. Some people would say me sitting here when I 

should be at work or at university is wrong.”  

 

She carried on talking as if I hadn’t spoken and she was crying a little. “Do you think any of 

them care about us? Do you think any of them care about anything? I know you do. You are 

listening to me and everyone else would have left. I was praying this morning for someone to 

care about me you know. Maybe God cares because he sent me you.” I felt her reach and I 

felt her take my hand. Her nails were long and filthy and I felt sick when I looked at my hand 

in hers. I wanted to pull away but she was still talking. 

 

“I don’t even take it to sleep now. I just take it to stay awake at this point and I haven't got 

any left. Do you know that feeling you get in the pit of your stomach when your drunk and 

you close your eyes and you start to feel as if you're falling down and down and down? 



That’s what I feel like when it starts to wear off and I feel that if I ever hit the floor I’ll just 

die.”  

Her voice wasn’t gentle anymore. It was harsh and it cracked as the tears cut through the 

grime on her skin. I would have done anything for her in that moment, she seemed so 

beautiful and she disgusted me so much. I wanted to buy her every drug in the world and if 

she died from them, I wanted her to stay looking like this in whatever corner she collapsed in. 

As long as she let go of my hand and I could never see her again I would do anything she 

wanted and I wanted to do it for her. 

 

“I’m still falling and falling. It’s scary not knowing when you’re going to hit the floor Will, 

and you haven’t given me enough money for my parachute.” She was sobbing now and my 

heart felt as if it would deflate in my chest from pity and some feeling I couldn’t quite pin 

down.  

 

“I haven’t got any more I’m sorry.” I tried to take my hand from her but she dug her nails in. 

One went into the skin on the top of my hand.  

 

“I know you do somewhere. Look I’ll do whatever you want if you give me it.”  

 

I was scared. Poor cowardly Will. Too afraid to just pull his hand away and too ashamed to 

tell her that he had no money and the few coins he had given her were all he had. Gods could 

whisper from the clouds about what a coward I was and I would argue. I would tell them it 

was a kindness that kept me on the bench with her. I would shake my fist and scream that 



when it came down to it. I was a man who cared enough to sit and listen to her story and not 

accept what she was offering me. Not just because I didn’t have the money to give her. Not 

just because there was mud and grime smeared all over her skin. But because William 

Hayward cared. 

 

Finally, she started letting go of my hand. I breathed a sigh of relief but before I could move I 

felt her grab my leg down by my thigh. My heart pounded and all I could think was dear God 

I hope someone sees us and stops this. But no one was looking at us. They were all turned 

away and staring at something happening by the front door of the train station.  

 

“I really don’t have any money left.” My voice was high pitched and I tried to twist my thigh 

away a little so that her grip on me softened. Her eyes were wide and a little bit of spit had 

gathered in the corners of her mouth as she opened it to plead with me again. 

“I thought you cared Will. Don’t tell me God sent me another liar. Don’t tell me that you’re 

like all of them. God told me you cared. Your eyes told me and your hands told me. Why 

would you lie? You know what I’ve been through Will, please. I’m falling and I can’t see 

anything. I need to give my daughter her blanket back and I can’t do that like this. You can 

understand that, can’t you? Aren’t you a good man?” 

 

The words ran down from her tongue and danced off her lips. Little soldiers diving into battle 

and being gunned down straight away but not before they got some shots off. And of course, 

they hit me. They hit me. She used my name over and over as she spoke and it seemed like a 



stranger to me coming from her. Her hands were still massaging my thigh but they stopped 

when we heard a shout from the smokers.  

 

A homeless man who had been sitting by the train stations main entrance was having some 

kind of fit. His body was twitching and his legs were shaking into unnatural positions. His 

feet flicked in the air and his toes went by his ears. Some kind of white foam was spilling 

from his mouth. Some of the smokers were shouting into the empty spaces around them while 

they took drags from their cigarettes. 

 

“Someone get help.” 

 

“Someone help him.”  

 

“What’s wrong with everyone.”  

 

The rest smoked without shouting anything. 

 

All of them stayed in their circle and watched him twitch. 

 

A cleaner who looked like he worked for the train station poked the man with his litter stick 

and shouted at him. 



“Yo, hey, yo. Man are you ok?” Turning to look at the crowd watching. “I don’t think he’s 

okay.”  

 

Samantha, whose hand was still on my leg, was watching in silence as well. Her grip loose 

now. I stared at the man on the floor. The white stuff was foaming now and he had started to 

make a low rumbling noise like the noise a bus makes. I stood up and her hand fell onto the 

bench. She didn’t seem to realise. I looked at the man again, quickly, and wanted to grab one 

of his flailing hands and shake it. I wanted to cry and let him feel my tears of thanks. 

Everyone was still staring at him, doing nothing, and even the litter-man was just standing 

there now. Samantha hadn't looked away. I paused as I looked at him. For just a second. And 

then I walked off. Knowing I would ignore whatever calls I heard. 

 

 

 

END 


