
Title: Last Saturday 

Soundtrack link: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nn_0zPAfyo8&list=PLbQopsjJwkEXJNvS1XGXpyVCsFgPACAaI 

Or https://open.spotify.com/playlist/2bkzS5Zb7TtgF8fn1E6Q5c?si=c5bfd3be05fe4081 

Copy: 

At the young, naive age of 18, the boy learnt what many others had learnt (the hard way) before 
him; to be careful when you drink. It seemed like a parental saying, really. He could picture his 
Mum’s mouth syncing the words, scolding him for the lesson that he’d just learnt. He could also 
picture, quite easily, his Mum shaking her head, handing him a glass of water and telling him to go 
and lie down for a while. That would be because that was what happened a year ago, at Liv’s 17th. 

Last Saturday was Liv’s 18th birthday. 

Last Saturday, the “baby” of his friendship group finally made it to adulthood.  

The boy was pleased about the fact that they could all go out together now, instead of Liv being a 
baby burden. He supposed that perhaps a true friend wouldn’t consider her age a burden, and so 
perhaps he got exactly what was coming for him. 

But the truth was - what exactly came for him? The question weighed him down, as he stared 
inexpressively at the wall of smiling pictures, the wall with two shelves that held a few dying plants 
and a toppling pile of books. 

 He really ought to water the shrivelling violets.  

He thought about how he looked up at the stars and the sky in Liv’s back garden, how he almost 
expected there to be another planet when he looked away from the moon. The moon had been 
effulgent that night, and someone had said the moon was in leo, which seemed strangely 
foreboding.  

He had a lot against leos. 

The little cloudiness of the day translated into a clear sky to stargaze in the night. He reckoned that 
he spotted ‘Orion the Hunter’ constellation, not that it looked anything like the ancient Greeks had 
interpreted it. The boy guessed that the ancient Greeks must have had quite an extensive 
imagination.  

We’ll never know. 

The door to his bedroom opened silently, and his 10 year old cat slowly crept in, loudly miaowing for 
his devoted attention.  

The boy glanced from his wall to the cat briefly, made eye contact, and turned away again. He hadn’t 
left his room since he got back from Liv’s, at four in the morning. He was meant to sleep over, with 
the rest, but he had felt fear cloud rationality and instead ran home.  

Last Saturday had started off well enough - he was laughing with his group of friends, blowing up 
balloons and teasing Dan about his new boyfriend whilst setting up. Obviously, he never offered to 
help set the party up, but he just got roped into doing whatever the rest wanted. He’d spent the 
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morning carrying boxes of booze from the dodgy corner shop into the house, and Tash joked about 
him being “the man” and squeezed his arm muscles. 

He hadn’t thought anything of it then, but he did now. 

The boy gently tore down a photo and reconsidered the promise to himself that he’d made - to 
never drink that much again. He reassessed his memory, and concluded that he hadn’t drank that 
much. 

 Not enough alcohol to not be able to remember anything, anyway. 

 His brow creased and he frowned. The picture was ripped off the wall. He could not tire of his 
pondering, much like a child never tires of their play. It was as if an icy winter wind had been borne 
in his mind, pushing him out of control and blocking him out of knowing what happened that night. 

The sound of water interrupted his methodical process of working out the events of the night. It was 
a cold day for August, and the apparent never-ending rain dropletted through his ajar window. He 
stared at the water gathering into a puddle on the carpet for a few moments, before getting up to 
close the window.  

The boy’s cat meowed appreciatively.  

The phone lit up again, for the third time today. Liv’s smiling face was on the screen - 

“Hello?”  

“Hi stranger! We thought you’d died” 

a pause, then 

“We’re worried about you.” 

His phone bleeped, and he looked down at its cry. It would appear his thumb had brushed against 
the hang up button; purposely or accidentally, he could not tell. 

Her face lit up the screen again - 

“Sorry, I guess I cut off. Anyway, as I was saying, you were really out of it that night when I saw you” 

Another pause, and he turned around on his bed to face the mirror. He could see his lips moving. 

“I know, I’m sorry if I ruined your birthday. I can’t remember much.” 

She let out a laugh 

“That’s okay, you didn’t ruin it. We barely saw you really - just in my garden when you went a bit 
funny talking about the moon or something.” 

“The moon was in leo,” he muttered to her, and the phone bleeped again.  

The icy, harsh winter wind inside his head raged on. His head was in his hands as he wondered all 
the abhorrent possibilities of last Saturday. 

On the plus side, he’d never feel this low again.  



On the downside, he’d live till he was 84 with a nightmare every night about last saturday. 

But the boy did not know any of this; all he knew was the wall of smiling photos, his bed and a lit up 
lock screen every so often. All he knew was that he didn’t know. 

But the man can assure you. It gets better. Maybe it was better to not know. He promises. He 
realises how superficial and pretentious this sounds - but it’s true. 

To all the survivors of sexual assault, 

Whether or not you know what happened. Whether or not you know who assaulted you. You are 
seen, you are valid, and we care. 

 


