
I Will Go Back Home  

 

I’m on my way home. In the distance, I can see the low hills that let me know I’m nearly 

there. I’m on my way home. The place I fled a year ago thinking I didn’t need them. The 

place I fled thinking I was better than them. And I’m still pretty sure I am. My Mother will 

ask me how I’m doing, and I will stroke her cheek and lie. I will tell her I have a big flat in 

the middle of London. Bigger than the whole house. I will tell her about the wooden floors 

that shine no matter how much you step on them. I will tell her that I’m selling stories. 

Beautiful stories that haven’t come out yet and that I can’t show her because I don’t want to 

spoil the surprise.  

The look in her eyes will make my heart sing and I will look at the little house I grew up in a 

different way. I will start to believe my lies and I’ll start promising that I will help her fix the 

place up. I’ll tell her the paint on the walls is looking a little old and laugh like a snob. 

Though I promise you Ma I don’t mean it. I don’t mean it. The sun will be out, and you will 

shout at me to go into the garden because you could never stand wasting the day.  

That will be the first time I get that hint of annoyance that sent me away, but I’ll go outside, 

and I’ll look at the house again. A little two-story house. No brick makes up this house. The 

walls are made from concrete with gravel tossed into it to make the walls sturdier. I will light 

a cigarette and think about how embarrassed I used to be about the house. I will remember 

bringing home my first girlfriend. Tammy something. A girl who everyone wanted at my 

school and how she saw the house and laughed at me because it looked run down and cheap 

and she wasn’t run down and cheap. She was high class and she said she would never put out 

in a place that looked like that. But even that memory is a lie because I could never get 

Tammy something to come back to mine. She hated me because I had told everyone we had 



snuck off to the park together one day after school and she and a group of girls that she was 

friends with followed me home one-day shouting insults at me and throwing food at my back 

and when I walked into the house they collapsed laughing on the floor.  

But I hadn’t understood because the house didn’t look that bad to me then. It was my home 

and I wanted to tell them that it was just my home and that inside there were books that lined 

the walls to the ceiling and the sofa though it was torn was comfortable and the whole inside 

was comfortable. You could walk with your shoes on as long as my mother wasn’t there and 

how it was nice. But they walked away laughing and it was even harder for me then to get 

any girls to come back with me.  

Mother will come back out and bring me a coffee in the mug I always used to drink in, and 

she will laugh and touch my cheek again. She will tell me that nobody has drunk from it since 

I left and that it had looked sad sitting alone on the shelf because that’s the kind of thing that 

she says and then she will start in on how well my brother and sister are doing. How my 

sister Melody is getting A’s and thinking about being a doctor and I will think about Melody 

and think about the time I saw her in the garden burning ants with our grandad’s zippo 

lighter. She will tell me about my brother Finn and how he has been acting out at school just 

like I did but how now I told her how well I was doing she wouldn’t worry as much. “Maybe 

he will be a writer like you son.” She will say and smile and start humming as she makes her 

way into the kitchen the start on dinner.  

I will call to her as I always do and ask what we will be having and she will pop her head out 

and her red hair will catch the sun that peeks through the crack in the back door leading to the 

kitchen and say “Chicken and Pesto your favourite.” Because she always makes that when 

she can’t be bothered to cook a big dinner and she knows everyone will finish this dinner and 

not waste it.  



While she cooks I will make my way up the stairs but before I do I will stop in the hallway 

where I had my desk and my books before I left. I will look at the desk and think about the 

hours I spent there trying to write and failing and I will want to cry because I will suddenly 

remember that I am lying, and I am not a successful writer and that I forgot that I was lying. I 

will look at the books I read and think about the number of hours I spent reading those words. 

Such beautiful words that I could never possess as they did. But I will shake my head and try 

and forget about it because there is no point worrying. Ma will always believe my lies and I 

will know that, so I smile and start up the stairs that squeak even under bare feet. I will find 

Finn sitting in the room I used to share with him and my older brother and I will find him still 

asleep though it is past one in the afternoon and I will feel bad because I remember doing that 

when I was that young and I will think that he is me and I am him and I wish that I was better 

than him. I will wish that he was me and I was someone that he could look up too. Something 

better.  

Melody won’t be home yet and I will look into her immaculate room. I will turn away from 

the sight of it and walk down the stairs. I will already want to leave. To get away from them 

all. They are just living memories for me and my memories have always made me sad. I will 

tell mother I’m going out and I borrow the car. An old orange thing that barely starts but I 

will make sure to tell her about my expensive car back in London. I’ll make sure to tell her 

about how much it cost and she will have a tear in her eye as I pull away from the house in 

her old orange thing.  

Good, I will think. Why make her sad on your first trip back? Let her think you're successful. 

Let her play pretend for a little bit longer. Because she will know when your money runs out 

in a few weeks and you have to write to her, and you have to beg her for some money. I will 

let myself become depressed for a few minutes though I know I will never beg her for 

money. I will have another plan to get money and I will come up with another lie for her. 



Something so fantastic I could write it into a story and then the lie will become the success 

I’ve been telling her I am. Genius. That’s what I used to call myself in the mirror before I left 

home. I would look at my strong cheeks and jaw and I would ignore my small height. It 

didn’t matter I told myself because I was tall in my mind and when your tall there no one can 

touch you.  

I will prefer to think about these things as I drive around rather than look at the town. I will 

not want to think about the corner where I fell, drunk from the passenger seat of a car and 

how people looked at me as they drove past and laughed. I won’t want to think about the sad, 

sad eyes that lingered deep in my mother’s head as she picked me up from that corner and 

took me home and stripped me and sprayed cold water from the shower over my body to 

wash off the sick. I won’t want to think about the small hill in the middle of the town where I 

would watch my brother smoke with his friends. I won’t want to think about any of it because 

I live far away, and the distance has sent those times away.  

I know I will drive towards my father’s house eventually. I know that I will stop and get a 

coffee on the way and I will pretend to drink it all the way there. When I pull into his drive 

and look up at the three-storey house he lives in now I will hate him a little all over again and 

I will wish that he had this house when it mattered to me and I will know that I only drove 

here to borrow some money. A collection tens or twenties or more I will ask for and he will 

laugh at me and though he will say things that hurt me. Things I can’t imagine yet. I will get 

the money because what else can he do? Family is important. Family is a rope. Constricting 

everyone who tries to break free and holding back anyone who stays willingly. And not for 

the first time, I will love my family. He will ask me in for a drink and he will give me a beer 

though he knows I am driving and I will drink it because he has never offered me a beer 

before and for a second the whole trip will be worth it because I will have money in my 

pocket for a second and I will have the old man staring at me as he sips from the can and for 



the first time it will be because we understand each other. It won’t matter that I hate the taste 

of beer and it won’t matter that he hates me really. Because he will raise his can towards me 

and say good luck back in the city and I will raise my can towards him, and our eyes will be 

like brown pebbles sinking far out at sea.  

I will leave him after that. And I’ll know he will be glad to see me gone for the same reason I 

will be glad to be gone and it will go unspoken that I am not a success; that I have no money 

and no prospects because he has always known that is where I would end up and I have 

always known. He will hug me as I leave though because deep down he is my father and that 

seems to mean something, and I will hug him back.  

I will get back into the orange car and my head will be spinning and spinning from the beer 

and I will drive back towards my mother’s because the sun is going down and the dinner will 

be done soon. Everyone will be awake and at the table and I will be excited as I drive back 

because I am the prodigal son and I am returning for a feast. My brother and sister will ask 

me about the city and I will tell them some more lies because I have never done anything in 

the city except walk around and they will all smile at me and Finn will slump in his chair and 

ask for some wine and though my mother will tell him no I will wink at him and pour him a 

big glass from the bottle and he will wink back. I will be the prodigal son. The man who 

replaced the boy who left, and I will tap Finn on the shoulder as I walk past him and sneak 

him a note of the money I got from my Father. A big note and he will pretend it’s nothing, 

but he will smile anyway and keep on checking the pocket that he put it in.  

When the pasta comes. It will steam in the air and I will smell it long before my Mother 

comes in. But I will be patient even though my head will ache from the beers and my 

stomach will be trembling with hunger because I haven’t eaten for two days. She will give 

me a huge bowl and I will blink my thanks at her as I mock the size of my portion and her. 



The bottle of wine will be split between the three of us and my sister will excuse herself early 

to do some extra schoolwork. My mother won’t mind Finn drinking after she herself has had 

three glasses and soon we will all be drunk. Finn because it will be the first time he has drank 

and me because I will not be used to such rich food and drink anymore and the wine will 

speed to my head and make laugh and laugh and laugh. My mother will be giggling in her 

chair and she will whisper how glad she is I am home and I am safe in a voice so low I can 

barely hear her and through the cracked kitchen window I will see the full moon rise up in the 

sky and I will feel it. I will feel that feeling you get deep down in your stomach on a day like 

that day. A feeling that seems to almost be lying as it tells you how good you feel. And at 

first, I won’t believe this feeling because I have never felt it in my home. I will pretend it is 

not there. I will ignore the twinkling of understanding in my mother’s eyes that look like 

bonfires in their centres. That let me know she understands my lies and that she would do the 

same and I will realise for the first time that she's just like me. And I will hate that feeling 

because I will wonder why the feeling would come now and not before I left. Why it would 

bother me and remind me of what I left behind, and I will start to feel sad.  

Finn will start to feel sick and he will go to bed long before me and mother. He will be 

holding his belly and we will hear him vomit several times from the bathroom down the hall 

and the sound will echo and echo and me and her will be silent until it finishes. She will go 

into the little wooden cupboard that she keeps on the floor by the sink and bring out a bottle 

of whiskey that I know she keeps in there for special occasions. She will pour two big glasses 

and the tears of sink water will be stuck to the side of glasses and I will drink mine in one but 

the tears of water will still be running down the side of the glass. She will raise her glass to 

me and say a little toast. Of course, I’m just guessing here but I know what she will say as 

well as I know my heart will beat from minute to minute. The speech will be long and 

rambling and it will be half about her and not me and it will make the lies I’ve told her seem 



cruel because a lie repeated from the lips of another seems to make it even less true. Her 

voice will be slurred and she will sway from side to side as she speaks. 

“To my son, the writer. I know that you were embarrassed about this house and our life when 

you were younger. I know that you felt ashamed of me. I know how I can be. But you have 

succeeded in life. You have broken free and you will remain free. I am just an old woman 

with red hair. You are a young man and your hair is black and curly. These are the only 

differences between us my son. Can’t you see that? I had your talent and drive and I wasted 

it. I wasted youth and my beauty the same way you waste yourself worrying all the time. You 

are out of this house that worried you and yet I can see you still worrying about it. I saw your 

eyes when you saw how I’ve aged, and it’s only been a year. But son I am you and one day I 

will gift you this ageing because it’s all a parent has left to give before they die. Stay free. 

Come back when I call because I love to see you my son but otherwise stay away. I could see 

your happiness when your brother was here. Happiness is a trap son. It will trap you in one 

place and the loneliness you must feel out there will continue to make you a success. Do you 

understand?” She will stumble and walk over to me and put both hands on my shoulders. “Of 

course, you do. I have said it and my words are your words and your words have made us 

both a success eh?”  

And with that, she will leave me in the kitchen and lie down on her bed and start to cry loudly 

and I will carry the rest of the whiskey to the garden and lie down on the concrete slabs. They 

will dig in my back and I will look up at the broken lamppost that sticks just over the garden 

fence. Behind the broken lamppost I will see some stars and I will see some planes. I will see 

the sky and I will see the moon and I will wonder what it all means. I will clench my fists and 

hate and hate and hate because I will know that at that moment hate is all I have. I will know 

I’m a talentless wretch the same way I know my mother is a talentless wretch, but I will 

know that I love her as much as I love myself, though I won’t be sure how much that is, and I 



will stare at the planes and the stars and the moon and it won’t matter because it is all 

beautiful and nothing that is beautiful has ever had to matter. It just is. And I will wish that I 

was back in London and I will wish that I had gotten off the train and headed back long 

before I ever got home and I was curled up in my little room with no heating and no 

possibility of someone joining me in there one day.  

But I won’t be back in London. I will be home and I will lie there, and I will continue staring 

upwards and I will feel young and lost and eventually the hate will vanish because I am back 

home. And that will feel alright to me.  

 

END 

 

 

 

 


