
The Angel and Her Diamond 

We ran out Sunday night. I got back from my last shift of pot-washing for a week to find The 

Angel lying on her back in the middle of the room with the white stuff all around her nose 

and the big bag it had come in empty in her left hand.  

She was clicking her fingers as she lay there. Fast clicking. Not following any sort of rhythm. 

The way she always did when she was too high and wanted to come down. My heart sunk 

down into my stomach when I saw the empty bag. I had been waiting eight hours for it. 

Everything I washed in the kitchen turned into that bag as I held it in my hands.  

I didn’t get paid until the next Friday. Five days without any. She worked sometimes in an 

office doing something that I didn’t know about. No money ever seemed to come from it and 

she seemed to pick and choose when she went in and when she was like this, she almost 

always chose not to.  

“Angel, have you had it all? Please tell me you haven’t had it all.” I pleaded from the door. 

She raised her head a little from the floor and held her arms out. “Hey, there cowboy, what do 

you mean? I’ve been here alone for eight hours. What else was I supposed to do?” She tried 

to shrug while lying on her back. 

I walked to the kitchen and poured a coffee. There was a bottle of half-empty beer on the side 

and I picked it up and put it in the bin. I hated drinking. I knew a lot of addicts over the years 

who drank to keep the shakes away, but it just made me feel sick. I was trying to think as I 

sipped the coffee. Think, think, think I tapped the thoughts on the side of my head. There was 

nothing left to sell. The sofa and the TV had been in the pawnshop the week before and 

would hopefully still be there when I got paid on Friday. The flat was barren. The wooden 

floor still had marks in the dust where the furniture once was. Like a crime scene where they 

draw the imprints of the bodies.  



The coffee was too hot as I sipped it and was burning my tongue so I could barely taste it. 

She was still clicking on the floor though the speed had increased. Her blonde hair spread 

around her head. The Angel made me mad. She always did. But there wasn’t a woman alive 

like her. We met just a few months before and I asked her to marry me a week later. I had 

money a few months ago. My habit was limited to the weekend and I worked every night in 

the week. I brought her a diamond ring. A big diamond that was still on her finger now 

waving about in the air as she clicked. I don’t know what happened. 

I walked back to her and stood over her head and looked down. She giggled. “You look like a 

giant.” And grabbed my left leg to try and pull me down.  

“Angel, come on,” I said, “there must be some more left.”  

“No. Noooooooooo.” She said slowly. Letting the letters out of her mouth like cow’s moo.  

With a sigh, I lay down next to her. I could feel my heart beating faster as I lay there. The 

start of it all. I wanted that bag and I started to get angrier and angrier with her. She tried to 

put her arm around me, and I shoved her away and stood up and started pacing around.  

“Are you angry?” She asked almost mockingly. The Angel stood up and wrapped her arms 

around my chest from behind.  

“What are we going to do Angel? That bag needed to last till Friday.”  

Her hands stopped on my chest and with strength, she only had when she was like this, she 

spun me round. “What are we going to do.” She repeated after me. Her voice shrill and 

panicky. 

“Yes, what are we going to do.”  

“WHAT ARE WE GOING TO DO.” She shouted with her arms waving by her ears before 

walking over the mattress in the corner of the room and sitting on the edge of it. She looked 



different than when we met. Her face was thinner and black shadows filled into little bags 

under her eyes. I couldn’t remember anymore whether I was bad for the Angel or if the Angel 

was bad for me. I didn’t think it mattered.  

I picked up a little tennis ball that we had found and started tossing it at a black square on the 

wall where someone had once hung a painting up. The flat wasn’t ours. It belonged to The 

Angel's father. He paid the rent and the bills for her and in return, she promised to never 

speak to him or ask him for any more money.  

The Angel had stopped clicking but her leg was shaking up and down. She reached over and 

picked up a packet of cigarettes that had lay unopened on the floor for a month. We didn’t 

smoke and only had the cigarettes because we found them on the street, but she put one in her 

mouth and walking to the kitchen lit it on the oven.  

She leaned against the oven smoking and even in my desperation I was impressed with her. 

The Angel was beautiful. Even the bags under The Angel's eyes were beautiful. If they used 

the image of her smoking on the front of cigarette boxes the whole world would be trying to 

get lung cancer. The hand holding the cigarette was shaking up and down and was constantly 

flicking the end as if to get the ash off. “What are we going to do.” She said again.  

The next morning, I started feeling bad. I hadn’t gone this long without it for a while and I 

could barely get up. My body felt tied to the floor. I could see The Angel still sleeping in the 

middle of the room. I could barely see her halo through my half-open eyes. I managed to get 

to the kitchen and have some water before spitting it back out. It tasted of nothing.  

I lay with my head in my arms for a while before I felt her hug me from behind. The Angel 

was sweet when she was sober. She rubbed my chest as if to say she was sorry, and I nodded 

with my head still in my arms.  

“How are you feeling?” She asked quietly. 



“I can’t move,” I said.  

“So, not very good then.”  

“No. Not very good then.”  

There was a little silence. 

“I feel okay still for now.” She said.  

“Well, I’m happy for you Angel.”  

“How long before I can’t move.” She whispered sounding scared. 

The Angel had never not had any of the white stuff when she wanted it since she started 

doing it. She was usually always with someone who had the money for it and not for the first 

time I wondered why she stayed with me. She was The Angel. I was just something attached 

to the Angels shoe. Clinging on as she strode.  

“I don’t know,” I muttered, “It depends how long it takes for it to leave your system.”   

“Are you scared?” She asked.  

“Scared of what?”  

“I don’t know… I think I’m scared.”  

“What are you scared of? Feeling like this?”  

I don’t know. I’m just scared.” 

There was another silence that I broke this time.  

“What are we going to do.”  

We stood like that for a few hours. It’s funny how doing nothing can consume so much time. 

The Angel's head on my back made me feel a little better. I felt like I could move now. But 



there was a pain in my head and when I tried to look at something everything moved out of 

focus.  

“I have an idea.” The Angel said suddenly. Pulling away from me. I managed to turn around 

and look at her. She was holding her ring in front of me. 

“What’s your idea.” 

“We can pawn this!” She shouted. The Angel's voice always rose higher, like a child’s, when 

she was excited.  

“What?” Was all I managed to say as I stared at the ring.  

“If we pawn this. We will have enough won’t we?”  

The Angel was right. I knew that. But hearing her say that made my stomach fall into my 

shoes.  

“But it’s our engagement ring,” I said weakly. “We won’t be able to afford to get that back 

you know.”  

The Angel looked at the ring and shrugged. “It’s just a ring isn’t it. Think about the money 

we can get for this. We can get enough of the stuff to get us past Friday.” 

The Angels halo was flickering as I watched her excitement.  

“But what about getting married.”  

“We can still do that one day.” She laughed pulling the ring off her finger. She walked further 

away from me and started looking in kitchen drawers. 

“What are you doing,” I called. I felt weak again now her head was gone from me. I wanted 

the stuff. God, I wanted the stuff. But I didn’t know if I could watch her pawn the ring. I 

didn’t know if I should even try.  



“Just looking for the box.” She called back to me. Almost singing at the prospect of not 

feeling like me.  

“Aha.” She shouted and held the red box up. The Angel skipped back over to me and kissed 

me hard. When she pulled away she grinned and patted me on the cheek. I wanted to reach 

for her and pull her back to me, but I couldn’t move my arms.  

“Maybe we should just wait till I get paid Friday,” I said to her unconvincingly.  

“Don’t be silly. I don’t want to get that feeling.” She said from the living room. She was 

doing what she always did when she was waiting for something. She was sitting on the edge 

of our mattress and watching the space in the dust where the TV normally sat. I looked up 

and the clock and saw it was eleven o clock in the morning. The pawnshop didn’t open till 

twelve.  

The Angel sat there, and I stood weakly in the kitchen. She didn’t sound scared anymore 

when she spoke.  

“How much do you think we can get for this?” She asked. 

“I don’t know… maybe a thousand. Maybe a couple hundred.”  

She giggled to herself before turning back to me. 

“Why do you sound moody? I thought you would want the stuff.” 

“I do want the stuff. I just think I’m scared now.”  

“What are you scared off now.” 

“I’m scared we won’t get married ever if you sell that ring.”  

“But we will.”  

“But what if we don’t Angel.” 



“But we will.” 

“But..” I tried to say. 

“But we will.” She interrupted. 

I stared at the side of her face before nodding to myself. 

“Okay,” I said. 

I walked over and sat down next to her and put an arm around her shoulders. The Angel had 

broad shoulders. I liked The Angel's broad shoulders. I was starting to feel sick again from 

withdrawal. I could feel the sick like a cold sliver of ice in my stomach.  

“I love you, Angel,” I said with my mouth against her hair. 

“I know.” She said. Rubbing my leg before turning and kissing each one of my eyes.  

“I’m only doing it for you, you know. This is all for you.” She said as she kissed them.  

“I know,” I said wanting to cry.  

We sat there together until The Angel looked up at the clock and seeing it was past twelve 

stood up. She pulled her ratty coat from the floor and put it on. She put the ring and the box 

into her pocket. I managed to smile as she kissed me on the cheek and held it until she 

walked out the front door. Her halo fell off as she left, as it always did, and rolled in small 

circles on the floor. I walked over and picked it up. 

Hot tears fell down my cheeks when the door closed. I was holding her halo in my right hand. 

The Angels halo. It was hot and bright and the light from it flickered and went out as she got 

further away.  

I started crying. I started crying because I felt ill. I started crying because I was going to get 

the stuff and right now it was all I wanted. I started crying because The Angel was gone. I 



started crying because I missed The Angel. I started crying because all I was left with was her 

halo. And that wasn’t even real.  

END 


