
 

I’ll Take the One in Black 
 

Sam Rose 
 
Sometime in between brushing my teeth and going to the toilet, I tell my mother that I think I am 
bisexual. 
 
She has accompanied me upstairs because at night this house that I have lived in for fifteen years 
scares me for reasons I can’t quite put my finger on. I am uncertain about the presence of ghosts 
and poltergeists, but I feel I’m quite clear on the fact that I am interested in girls as well as boys. 
I am very clear on how I feel about Sarah Jessica Parker. So grasping the only moment we get 
alone that evening, away from my father watching TV downstairs, I summon up all my courage 
to say what’s been on my mind. I think I’m bisexual. 
 
And my mother says: “No, you’re not.”  
 

*** 
 
While bored on a trip to visit family at the weekend, I read that Johnny Depp is shy, or 
introverted, or another volume-related adjective. Deep in the throes of a Pirates of the Caribbean 
obsession and desperate to escape the monotony of a family gathering, I yearn to be an actress. It 
is a short-lived yet strong urge and I take it to school with me on Monday. I tell my friend as we 
walk around the field at lunchtime. 
 
She says “You can’t be an actress; you’re too scared to even give presentations in class.” 
 
I blink in the fierce light of the afternoon sun. 
 

*** 
 
At eighteen I explore religion – one last stab at embracing Catholicism before I discard it 
completely. I pick up a crucifix necklace at an accessory shop in town and it glitters like nothing 
I’ve ever owned before. Pretty. I wear it on picture day and immortalise myself as “the Christian 
friend” to every new person who sees the photos from that day hanging in frames in my friends’ 
university halls six months later. 
 
My form tutor spots the twinkling cubic zirconia around my neck between group shots and asks 
me if I go to church. I say no because despite good intentions, my embracing of religion hasn’t 
taken me much further than costume jewellery. 
 
He says I am not a Christian if I don’t go to church. 
 

*** 
 



In my early to mid-twenties, I am settled into Buddhism and I find myself announcing it in my 
sister’s front garden. The weekend ritual involves my brother-in-law making enough food for 
twenty people even though there are ten of us – five adults and five children. After dinner and 
plenty of drinks, many of us adjourn to the garden where my brother-in-law piles logs onto the 
crackling chiminea. We arrange garden chairs around it and people come and go – coats on, 
freezing bottoms but warm faces as we lean in. We are standing around the courtyard, and 
religion comes up in conversation. My sister asks if I am religious and I say I am a Buddhist. 
“Bullshit,” my brother-in-law declares, flicking ash from his cigarette onto the ground and 
smirking. 
 
“You can’t be a Buddhist though,” my sister says. “You don’t get up at 4am to meditate every 
day.” 
 
I explain that I am obviously not a monk but nobody is really listening. 
 

*** 
 
Rewind to fifteen years old and I am sitting in Religious Education behind a girl I can’t stand and 
who seems to hate me, too. I hate her scraped-back blonde ponytail and her hoop earrings and 
every scathing word that comes out of her mouth. She is speaking to her friend in what they call 
pidgin language. We get ready to leave the classroom. Chairs scrape across the carpet, books are 
shoved into backpacks. I pull on my band hoodie and as my head emerges, I notice the girl 
looking at my black painted fingernails. 
 
“Are you a grebo*?” she asks. 
 
The slight disgust in her voice gives me pause, but only for a second. 
 
“Yeah.” 
 
I await whatever snide comment she has ready. But she just looks at me for a moment longer, 
and then, satisfied that she now knows what I am, turns back to her friend and continues to talk 
in their secret language. 
 
I look down at my nails and feel heard by the girl who hates me. 
 
Yeah, I’ll take that. Thanks for asking. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

*slang for rocker/goth/emo 
 
 


