






HOW THE RIVER RUNS DRY

Thinking back, perhaps Nancy and I weren’t really suited. It started off 
well enough, like a cheesy scene from a Richard Curtis film. She with 
broken down car blocking a lane with no juice on her phone to call the 
rescue truck. Me passing on a bicycle lending her my iPhone. Get 
chatting. Go for a drink. And before we knew what was happening we 
had set up home together in the suburbs.

It started off as sunny as the leafy avenue we had settled in but the next
few months were a masterclass in underlying tension and concealed 
resentment.

Perhaps we should have discussed what we wanted before we moved 
in together, but it soon became apparent that the last thing Nancy 
wanted was to play wife to an aspiring middle manager like myself in  a 
quiet suburban street. She told me this was the place people died and 
never came back.

In retrospect I realise what my dream with Nancy was. It was nothing 
more than a convenience. 

We both needed somewhere to live, we seemed to like each other, it 
made sense to us at the time. But Nancy's obvious disillusionment 
rubbed off on me.



Increasingly I began to feel empty inside, like I had lost my way in life. 
Staring out of the living room window onto our unremarkable street of 
family homes,  I would ask myself. “What am I doing here?”.

Turning to look back into our dirty, chaotic and unloved home simply 
reinforced the fact that Nancy and I had let things go -not only in terms 
of cleaning but also in giving up any hope on finding contentment in our 
life together.

Then there was work. Awful, awful work. I just didn’t fit. I felt threatened 
by the bravado, the banter of middle managers, the grey plastic box in 
which I sat, pressing computer keys to generate paperwork to meet our 
targets. I hated myself for my complicity in exploiting interns on the 
company training scheme to end up as worthless as me. Sold on a 
dream that was never going to happen.

Although I hated them I began to binge drink with some of my 
colleagues. Presenting myself to Nancy late at night at our front door 
having lost my keys.  Nancy would look back at me with uninterested 
eyes. Her existence just as meaningless as mine.
 
God knows why I was so shocked when one Thursday evening at 
home, Nancy mustered the courage to announce that  ‘we needed to 
talk’. Her tone confirmed my worst fears. I began to panic. While I knew 
that life wasn't working out, I wasn’t ready for this. I was weak.  I 
couldn’t cope with the change, I feared for myself. Months of 
persuading, even begging that we should give it another go, finally 



ended when she confirmed she had found someone else. She was 
gone that same evening. 

You could say the river had run dry.

The following 5 weeks are a muddled memory, such was the flood of 
emotions that I was drowning in-  Nancy there in my head all of the 
time, the booze weighing heavy, my mind defending itself by closing 
down. 

I had a couple of attempts to sort things out. We still had time I told her 
in a drunken phone call. She was nice in her response. Said the timing 
had been wrong and other conciliatory stuff. She was sorry things 
hadn't worked out. I drunkenly deciphered her words to mean we had a 
second chance. I waited for a call. Nothing came. I sent a pleading text 
and she sent back a photo of her and her new man ("the 
Yorkshireman") in an embrace.

That night the bad dreams started. I was playing the scene where I first 
met Nancy. But instead of a sunny day it was a cold foggy night. The 
car was a right off. Her head slumped against the wheel, covered in 
blood. I a useless bystander sipping a can of lager as a crowd gathered.

The dream reoccurred nearly every night and a combination of lack of 
sleep and stress filled me with dread the hours before dark.

Now I'm not sure what happened. Was there an accident and I 



imagined the story or a story and I imagined the accident?

I hope telling you this story will help me decide and also warn you what 
can happen when the river runs dry.
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