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For Tony. This book wouldn’t have been written without you.



[image: image]



CONTENTS

Dedication

Title Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine


Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Acknowledgments

Credits

About the Author

Copyright


‘Education is an admirable thing, but it is well to remember from time to time that nothing worth knowing can be taught.’

Oscar Wilde


Chapter One

I chose Richard Goode because his practice is a twenty-minute walk away from where I live, or a few minutes by bus then one stop on the tube.

When he answers the door, he fills the frame. He’s tall and wide and doesn’t look at all like the photos on his website, those black and white pictures of his stern middle-aged face, one shot of him showing perfect teeth and another of his face in profile, his chin lifted. The photos didn’t reveal the size of him.

‘You’re early. Would you like to sit in the waiting room?’ His voice is deep but there’s a warm tone to it. I look at my phone. It’s four minutes to six.

‘I’ll come back.’

As I walk down the red and blue mosaic-tiled path, I feel self-conscious about my tight jeans, and I wish he’d close the door. It clicks shut as I reach the gate. I take a pouch of tobacco from my bag, sit on the low brick wall and roll a thin cigarette. I smoke under the bright light of the streetlamp until six o’clock exactly. Then I knock again.

I’m yet to learn about the ‘boundaries’ that are so strict in psychotherapy: start on time; don’t run over; don’t try to rearrange the appointment. Or what I should get from a psychotherapist in return: consistency, predictability and security. In other words, the same place, the same hour and a calm environment.

The second time he answers the door, he doesn’t say anything, just turns and walks down the hallway. He has dark brown curly hair and a section of it falls over his shirt collar. Everything else about him is neat and clean, no lint or creases on his clothes.

He opens the door on the left and I follow him into the room. People bang on about the beauty of sunrises and sunsets, but I’ve never seen anything that’s affected me like the sight of a wall of books. Nobody I know has such a collection, and I’ve only seen this many before in a library or bookshop. Two of the walls are lined from floor to ceiling with shelves, muted hues of thick and thin spines. Expensive-looking brown leather armchairs face each other, and there’s the therapist’s couch with a green checked blanket folded at the end. Beautiful pictures hang on the walls. One is made of lots of beige and brown ovals with dots inside. Another is of dark blue arcs and light green dashes. There’s only one picture that has people in it: a watercolour, smaller than A4. It’s a girl sitting on her father’s lap. The girl’s face is partly hidden by the father’s arm, and the father is stroking the girl’s hair. There’s a faint smell of leather. I stand and absorb it all. I don’t have to think about my breathing. Sometimes the only way to get a deep enough breath is to make myself yawn, but I don’t need to do that now.

‘You may hang your coat here.’

He gestures to a couple of hooks by the door. I’m not sure where to sit, and I don’t want to get it wrong. I keep my coat on and sit on the chair which has a box of tissues on the table next to it. I put my rucksack by my feet. He sits on the chair opposite, crosses his legs, leans back and clasps his hands together, resting them on his thigh. I like what he’s wearing; it seems like the type of thing a psychotherapist should wear – corduroy trousers in a mid-brown. His trouser leg has ridden up to reveal yellow and grey diamond socks. I wonder if he’s got lots of pairs in different colours. I look up to see he’s observing me and I’m embarrassed he caught me staring at his ankle.

It’s so still in this room, and the air is nice and cool. I should say something.

‘All right?’

His chin moves down and up again slightly; not quite a nod, more an acknowledgement I’ve spoken, filled the space a little with those two words. He leans forward slightly.

‘Dani, before we begin, I need to tell you that this is a safe space. Everything you tell me will be treated as confidential unless I feel you are at risk of harm to yourself, and then I would have a duty to report it.’

‘Fair enough.’ I nod. I just want to start.

‘Psychotherapy is about exploring your feelings and understanding them. If you have the courage to be honest, curious and vulnerable during the sessions, you will maximise your progress, but it will take time. And sometimes it can be painful, and difficult feelings will arise, but I am here to guide and support you.’

He speaks so slowly. I try to pace my speech like his but my words come out in a rush, as usual.

‘It’s what I need.’

I wait for him to carry on speaking, but he doesn’t. Looking at the bookshelves, I tilt my head so I can read the titles on the spines: Clinical Notes on Disorders of Childhood; Psychotherapy: An Erotic Relationship – Transference and Counter Transference Passions; Class and Psychoanalysis: Landscapes of Inequality. I tilt my head to the other side to even things up and do a couple of shoulder rolls.

‘Oh.’ I take four twenties from my bag, stand and walk over to him. ‘Eighty pounds for today, yeah?’ I hold the money towards him, but he doesn’t take it. ‘I thought I’d pay you now in case you’re worried I won’t – after the session, I mean.’

He doesn’t say anything. He doesn’t take the money. I feel stupid holding my arm out, it’s like being left hanging on a high five. I briefly consider letting the notes flutter to the floor, but I put them on the table next to his chair and sit down.

‘Why would I think that?’ he says.

‘What?’

‘That you wouldn’t pay?’

‘Because I could. I could get away without paying. If I decide not to come back.’

I sit up straighter. I’ve never been in a room like this. I feel a better person just for being in it.

‘You’ve got a lot of books.’

He doesn’t answer.

‘You like reading.’

The books all seem to be about psychotherapy or philosophy. A light green spine with French Grammar in Context stands out.

‘Do you speak French?’

Nothing.

I change the inflection.

‘Do you speak French?’

He frowns.

‘Vouz parlez français?’

He stifles a laugh.

We sit in silence until it’s broken by a low rumbling coming from the direction of his stomach. I wonder what he had for lunch. Probably something like a quinoa salad or sea bass with lightly steamed vegetables. Whatever it was, it wasn’t enough and he’s still hungry, or he ate too close to six and he’s mid-digestion. There’s no other sound in the room except a clock ticking. I tap my fingers on my knees in time to it, then I think it might seem weird and stop. His stomach again. This time it’s a low gurgling noise. I wait for him to say something, but he shows no sign of having noticed. I can feel myself blushing. He should eat before, or not eat before, or do whatever he needs to in order not to be making these noises in my space, my time. This is costing me eighty quid an hour – and not even a proper hour, a therapist’s hour, which is fifty minutes. I’m paying practically two quid a minute. I’ve just spent two quid on listening to his gut.

I look at the painting of the girl sitting on her father’s lap. I think about how the girl, leaning so far into her father’s chest, would be breathing in the smell of his jumper. I wonder if she’d experience his jumper as soft or scratchy against her cheek, if she could feel his heart beating. I raise my eyebrows and smile at my therapist but he doesn’t smile back. Fuck him. His stomach again. The sound fills the room but again, Richard’s expression doesn’t change and he doesn’t say anything.

‘My dad would’ve got up and left the room at your stomach making noises like that.’

Richard finally moves – his nose, like he’s caught a strange smell in the air and he’s not sure what it is.

‘We weren’t allowed to make any noise when we were eating. Dad would go mental. Once, we were having lunch at my nan and grandad’s and my mum burped with her mouth closed. Dad just got up and walked out. Grandad had to give us a lift home. My dad hated going there anyway. He said sparks came off my nan’s fork when she was eating.’

I take my rucksack from my feet and put it on my lap. I find my phone and check the time. It’s twelve minutes past six. Richard Goode has hardly said anything, and I want my money’s worth from this session.

‘What do you think? My dad hating noises like that?’

‘Misophonia,’ he says eventually.

‘What?’

‘Misophonia. A strong aversion to particular sounds.’

‘Okay.’

Suffers from misophonia sounds so much better than he goes mental when people eat too loud. This is the benefit of having a wide vocabulary and being learned, as Richard so obviously is – you can explain stuff better.

I picture sitting at the table with Dad when I was a teenager, smoking and playing cards or Scrabble, and how much fun it was. Then I remember how often he used to say to me, You weirdo piece of shit. When I make a mistake, they’re the words that come: You weirdo piece of shit. The words often play on a loop in my head. I might ask Richard how I can stop this.

‘Where did you go just then?’

His voice is gentle. Richard Goode is strong, with his broad chest and wide shoulders. He’s wearing a thin green jumper over a shirt, close-fitting enough to see there’s not a hint of fat. I reckon he’s in his late forties, but he’s fit. An attractive man in an attractive room. I scratch the back of my neck.

‘What do you mean?’ I say.

Richard spirals a finger around slowly. His hands are big.

‘There was a lot going on there – in the silence after you spoke.’

‘I was thinking about my dad, but I don’t want to talk about my dad. I want to talk about the bulimia. I need to get it under control. I had to drop out of uni because of it.’

He does the half-nod again.

‘I tried cognitive behavioural therapy. I had eight sessions in a group with two other girls. My GP referred me, and the counsellor, the woman running it, was lovely, and it worked for a while but then I swapped one bad behaviour for another. I think, from reading about it, psychotherapy is more effective at getting to the root of a problem and changing it that way, and that’s what I need.’

I tell him about the counsellor and how good she was and that it wasn’t her fault the CBT didn’t work. With hindsight, eight two-hour sessions were never going to be enough to sort out a problem I’d had for six years. Anyway, I had stopped throwing up so much, but I’d started drinking a lot more and taking drugs. I realise I’m rambling and apologise.

He raises his chin.

‘Dani, I offer person-centred psychotherapy, which means it’s important we focus on the “here and now” and exploring what’s happening between us. What you’ve already brought to the session reveals to me one area that we need to address, which is your relationship with others—’

‘I already said I don’t want to talk about my dad. Sorry, sorry, I interrupted you. Go on.’

‘What you’ve already brought to the session indicates to me one area that would be helpful to address, your relationships with others. However – and this is entirely natural, as your accounts of them may be biased – it is most useful to concentrate on the one relationship of which I do have the most precise knowledge, and that is our relationship, and what occurs between you and me in this room.’

‘Yeah, okay.’ I feel the toes of my left foot curling when he says, ‘what occurs between you and me’. I look at his chest and try and match my breathing to the rise and fall.

‘Embarking on psychotherapy is brave, Dani. And at times it will be difficult, but ultimately, its success depends on your willingness and ability to engage in that which may be uncomfortable. You need to be able to trust that I am here to help you make the changes necessary to lead a more fulfilling life.’

He’s not smiling, but his eyes are soft. I love the way he sits in his chair, so elegant, refined, sophisticated.

‘I know it’ll be difficult but I don’t feel I’ve got any other options. I’m going to keep going round in circles otherwise.’

Richard takes his hands from the arms of the chair and interlaces his fingers. It feels like forever before he speaks.

‘I’m interested in something you just said, Dani, about seeing psychotherapy as a way of getting to the root of a problem. This is true, in part, but psychotherapy can also help you uncover strengths and learn new skills that will help you deal with life’s challenges in a more managed and considered way. As I’ve done with every patient I’ve seen over the past twenty years, I will prioritise the therapeutic relationship because this is integral to self-development, self-realisation and progress.’

‘They’re all the things I want. I need to sort out the bulimia, though.’

I can tell he’s thinking about what I’ve said. You can tell when someone’s listened. It’s not just because he takes so long to answer every time I speak. It’s more than that.

‘You need to “sort out” your bulimia. Dani, I wonder if you make yourself sick because you don’t know how to deal with your emotions in a healthy way?’

‘That’s it! That is it exactly; it’s what I need to work on, why I’m here. I need to sort it out so I can get back to university and finish my degree.’

Keeping eye contact after I’ve finished speaking feels too intimate. I want to pull a face or stick my tongue out at him, make a noise like a squawking parrot. I focus on his hands. He’s not wearing a wedding ring. Not that this means anything – of course he’ll be in a relationship. There’s no way that someone like him wouldn’t be.

‘Education, being educated, is important to you,’ he says.

‘I’ll be the first one in my family to do it. I need to learn. I love learning. It’s so true, isn’t it? What they say about the more you know, the less you know, but that excites me. I’d love a room like this one day, so many books …’ I want to run my fingers along the spines but I stay seated, looking at the wall of floor-to-ceiling books. I glance at Richard. He’s turned his head to look at them too, and I like the fact we’re doing this together.

‘When I go in the charity shops for books and stand there looking, I always start to feel calmer, more peaceful. Do you know what I mean? You must be so calm, being able to look at these all the time. There’s no books where I’m living now. Well, I keep some in my bedroom, but it’s not really my bedroom. I’m staying with my sister and her fiancé, and his daughter comes to stay every other weekend. She’s only four, and my sister’s fiancé’s old-fashioned, so you can imagine what the bedroom’s like … Lots of pastel colours, dolls, teddy bears.’ I check my phone then talk faster when I see there’s only ten minutes of the session left. ‘I don’t want you to think I’m ungrateful or for it to seem like I’m complaining. They’re doing me a huge favour letting me live with them, and they’re not charging me much rent either. They’re helping me get back on track. It’s why I can afford to come here. Well, I can’t really, I should be paying off some debts, but I think having therapy is more important right now.’

Fifty minutes of Richard Goode’s professional service costs as much as I earn in a day. Eight hours of pot wash for fifty minutes with him, but my work is unskilled, minimum wage, anyone could do it. He’s a professional, educated and well qualified. His rate is high, but I spend more than eighty quid on bingeing some weeks.

‘I’m curious as to why you were concerned I might perceive you as “complaining” about your sister and fiancé,’ he says.

‘Because that would be out of order. I was completely on my arse and they let me move in with them. They’re trying to help me.’

‘And this means that you can’t have any negative feelings about them?’

‘Of course. If someone’s been nice to you, you don’t slag them off.’

I wait for him to respond. Perhaps I haven’t explained it well enough.

‘I had a complete breakdown. I was completely fucked. I started crying and couldn’t stop. I never knew the human body was capable of that, you know? So much water came out of my eyes. I was lying on my back in bed and my ears were wet for two days. My sister came and picked me up from university and then I sat on her sofa for another two days, crying. It was the bulimia. I’d had enough. I was so exhausted by it. I was making myself sick every single day, two, three, four times a day. I’d even get the shakes if I hadn’t been sick for a few hours – it was like a proper addiction, you know? I wanted to stop so much but I kept failing. My sister said I could live with them while I sorted myself out. She said I needed the support.’

Richard doesn’t speak.

‘It was kind of them,’ I say. I want him to acknowledge it. He doesn’t. I feel like he could have commented more on what I’ve said in this session, asked me more questions, given me more advice, but it’s only the first one. Perhaps he’ll say more next time. ‘Where’s the ticking coming from? I can hear a clock but I can’t see it. Is that one?’ I point to the mantelpiece. It looks like a little travel clock, but it’s angled to face him.

‘Yes, it’s a clock.’

‘It’s quite loud. If nobody’s speaking.’

His eyes go to the clock, and he uncrosses his legs.

‘And we’ll have to leave it there for today,’ he says. And then, in an even softer voice, ‘It’s time.’

I stand and try to smile.

‘Right. Thanks.’

Our eyes don’t meet because he’s looking towards the window, even though the blind is down. He stands up, walks across the room and opens the door for me. He waits there, with his fingers on the handle. When I get to the door, I pause. I only come up to his shoulder. I want to rest my forehead against his chest.


Chapter Two

In Ealing, in the kitchen of Hall & Walker restaurant, I work in the corner, on pot wash. The Classeq Commercial is a big silver machine and like the fridges, the workbenches, the ovens and the sinks, it’s made from stainless steel. Some of us work harder than others at keeping the surfaces clean and smear-free. I stack dirty plates into a large plastic basket and rinse them with the hose. I slide the basket from over the sink to under the stainless-steel hood of the Classeq Commercial and I pull the side handle to bring the hood down. I wait for the whoosh of water and stack the next lot of plates. When the washing cycle’s finished, the plates are hot and squeak when I take them out. I slide the next tray of dirty plates over the sink.

Maureen, who does a lot of the cooking, comes over with a baking tray for me and puts it on the draining board. She shakes off her oven gloves and clamps them under her armpit. Her arms rest in a T-rex position.

‘You be careful, the tray is hot,’ she says. She stands there, looking at me, like she’s worried I’ll reach out and grab it despite what she’s said. She does the same when she brings me knives: ‘You be careful, the knife is sharp.’ Until I acknowledge I’ve heard her, she won’t leave. I have to stop myself from answering that I know the baking trays are hot because she’s wearing thick oven gloves. I know the knives are sharp because knives are sharp. Instead, I thank her each time in a voice that isn’t mine.

The working day (excluding lunch and breaks) is divided into four two-hour blocks, and this is what you could be down for: serving tea and coffee, serving hot food, taking payment at the till, food preparation, cooking or pot wash. There’s a wipeable staff rota pinned to the wall and Babs, the manager, fills it in every week with the initials of the twelve staff. In the eight weeks I’ve been here, she’s only put me down for pot wash. Babs likes me on it because I’m fast and efficient and nobody can match my speed. If you have to do a job, do it well, else what’s the point?

I get two tea breaks and an hour for lunch. The tea breaks are fifteen minutes long, and I spend them outside in the smoking hut. The restaurant’s on the third floor of the department store and I take the stairs two at a time, so I’ve got more time to smoke. The smoking hut is like a large shed with only three sides. Two wooden benches run along the two long sides, and there’s a pallet used as a coffee table for the plastic cups of tea and coffee the smokers bring in. There are two metal buckets filled with sand for dog-ends.

When I’m on lunch, I run downstairs for a quick cigarette before I go back up to the staff room. If I’m feeling good, I have a chicken salad and a bottle of sparkling water. I’ll eat and drink and chat with other staff. If something’s upset me, or I’m feeling restless, I’ll choose a seat facing the wall and swallow down the same things, in the same order: cheese and mayonnaise sandwiches on white bread, a scone with loads of raspberry jam, and two packs of cheese and onion crisps. If I’m seriously upset, I’ll get Colleen from the staff canteen to make me a steak pie and chips. I drink tea and water while I’m eating because if you don’t drink a lot when you’re bingeing the food sticks together and is much harder to bring up. I buy a Twix and a Mars Bar and two cans of Diet Coke from the vending machine and put them in my rucksack. I’ll eat the Mars Bar while I’m in the staff lift, and the Twix while I walk to the public toilets near the library. I’ll lock myself in a cubicle, put my hair back into a ponytail, and drink the Diet Coke. Then I contract my stomach muscles and let it all out.

After the first year, I stopped needing to use my fingers. All I had to do was wrench my stomach in and it would all come up. Now I only need to use my fingers to provoke the gag reflex if I haven’t drunk enough. But that doesn’t happen much. Six years on, I know what I’m doing.

Three months ago, I was a full-time student at university, studying the American Confessional Poets of the 1950s, a module I chose as part of my degree in English Literature. I loved how these people made poems from their trauma, how they wrote about it with such honesty and depth of feeling. Now I’m a full-time employee at Hall & Walker, and the subject matter of my workmates’ lives is no different from the stuff the American Confessional Poets were writing about – mental health issues, abuse and personal failure. While Ginsberg, Lowell and Plath wrote poems about it, my co-workers hint at their struggles, unhappy marriages and disappointments as we sit, side by side, smoking in the hut, united in our black uniforms with green piping and our nicotine addictions. Most often, though, the conversation is mundane. Stuff like,

‘I really enjoyed my tea last night.’

‘Did you? What did you have?’

But there’s rarely a break time we don’t end up laughing and there’s solidarity among the middle-aged lot. I identify with them and have nothing in common with the girls my age. Yesterday, Leanne and Tulsi were chatting by a workbench covered in crumbs. ‘You could wipe the bench down while you’re chatting your inane, pointless shit,’ I wanted to shout across the kitchen but I’ve never been one for confrontation. When they moved off, I went and did it myself.

I get on best with Pat. She bustles around the restaurant kitchen as though it’s her own. She’s a real grafter. She’s old enough to be my mum but we hit it off on my first day when she took me down to the smoking hut and gave me two of her cigarettes as I’d run out of Rizlas. I found her easy to talk to. She’s the only one I’ve told about my psychotherapy, apart from my sister. It’s not that I’m ashamed, but people don’t need to know my business.

Pat and I meet at the back entrance after work. We’re going to visit Edie, her mother, in the old people’s home. It’s the third time I’ve gone with Pat and I’m grateful for anything that gives me a reason to be out of the flat, where I’ll end up watching Jo and Stevie watch Gogglebox or some other ‘reality’ shite.

‘I don’t know why you want to be hanging around an old people’s home. A young girl like you, you ought to be out having fun,’ Pat says.

‘I am having fun. What’s with the flowers?’ I nod towards the bunch of pink carnations poking out of her bag.

‘It’s Mum’s birthday.’

‘You should have said. I would’ve got her something.’

Pat pulls off a couple of petals fringed with beige and drops them on the ground.

‘That’s better,’ she says.

I like the way Pat doesn’t always respond to everything I say. It reminds me of my dad.

The train arrives. We sit side by side and I think about what I could have got a woman in her late eighties, what she might like. I enjoy buying presents for people, but I feel uncomfortable and indebted when people give presents to me, like I need to give something of the same value back in return.

The nursing home smells like someone’s had a shit and sprayed pine air freshener. We go through to the communal lounge where the TV hurts my ears and the heating’s on high. Pat kisses Edie and gives her the carnations. Edie smiles at the flowers and strokes them. I watch a resident in a lilac cardigan on the other side of the room rooting around in the back of her mouth with a bent finger. She’s getting worked up and keeps looking at the finger before sticking it in the back of her mouth. After a bit, she takes out her dentures and licks them. I tell Pat I’ll make tea and wander over to the kitchen. Frank, who was a driver for Margaret Thatcher and took her for weekly meetings with the Queen, or so he says, is leaning against the counter and eating a dark chocolate digestive.

‘Dani!’ he says. I fold my arms.

‘Finished that book yet?’ It’s how we got talking the week be-fore: I asked him about what he was reading. His book had a picture of a ship with curved white sails on the front cover and I remembered my dad reading one with a similar picture on the front.

Frank puts his hand on my shoulder. I shrug and he takes his hand off.

‘Yes, I finished the book,’ he says.

‘So what are you reading now?’

‘Mobile library only visits once a month; I’ll have to wait,’ he says.

‘I’ll get you some books if you want. What do you want?’

‘You don’t need to do that.’ He takes a hanky out of his pocket and coughs into it.

‘I’m in charity shops all the time anyway. I get all my books from there. What authors do you like? I’ll keep an eye out.’

‘You’re very kind,’ he says. He picks up a wide flat tin from the counter and takes off the lid. ‘Have a biscuit,’ he says.

There are shortbread fingers, chocolate digestives and some kind of cream-filled biscuit.

‘Thanks, Frank.’ I take one of the cream-filled biscuits and bite into it. The crunch of the buttery biscuit and the smooth cream filling on my tongue makes my mouth fill with saliva. I now want to eat every single biscuit in the tin, and then rush to a fast-food place with a toilet and carry on the binge. I look at the biscuit in my hand and feel hot.

‘You all right, love?’ says Frank.

‘Yeah, fine,’ I say. ‘It tastes a bit funny.’

What’s the point of seeing Richard, paying all that money, if the first day after the session I make myself sick? I shouldn’t go so far out of my comfort zone so quickly. I throw the biscuit in the bin when Frank isn’t looking.

I take the tea to Pat and Edie and start to take off my jumper until I remember I’m wearing a black bra under a T-shirt so worn it’s see-through. I put my jumper back on. Pat’s trying to calm Edie, who’s complaining about her dinner. There was no gravy, and the potatoes were cold. Pat takes Edie’s hand and says she’ll talk to Elaine, the manager.

They sit there, just holding hands. I can’t stop looking at their hands while I drink the tea that’s too hot to get the taste of sugar from my mouth. I remember shaking hands with Dad a couple of times when I was a kid, but that was after he’d gone mental, regretted it and wanted me to accept his apology. Apart from that, I can’t think of a time we held hands or touched or hugged when I was little.

Pat and Edie are talking about last night’s Gogglebox.

‘They didn’t like it when the copper got shot at the end, did they?’ says Pat.

I know the bit she’s talking about, because Stevie and Jo had Gogglebox on last night too. So now I’m listening to people talking about people watching TV, which is slightly more engaging than watching Stevie and Jo watch people watch TV. But not much.
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