
The Extension Cable

Duncan went to untangle the root system of wires around the back of his TV 

and there was an unidentified plug with its proboscises shoved into one of his sockets, 

sucking volts greedily like a bee drinking nectar from a flower.

He followed each cable with his hands once again to see if he hadn't made a 

mistake. The TV was that one, the DVD player was that one, the digibox this one, the 

amplifier that one, the floor lamp that one there. And after he'd worked out what was 

what and painstakingly untied them from each other he stuck little labels on their 

respective plugs, because he knew they’d tangle themselves all over each other again 

the second he turned his back, in an orgy of writhing and knotting. And there was still 

this extra plug that no appliance was willing to take responsibility for. He traced its 

cable carefully with his eyes and realised it was exiting smartly from the socket and 

then tucking itself right under the edge of the carpet and sneaking around the outside 

of the room. On his hands and knees he followed it around the back of the bookshelf 

and under an armchair before it broke cover and darted out the doorway into the hall. 

Here it joined a couple of other wires pegged to the skirting board and pretended to be 

something to do with a telephone or modem, until it squeezed under the door into the 

cupboard under the stairs. 

Duncan opened the cupboard and peered into the dark. The cable wove 

between bottles of fizzy water and 4-packs of orange juice cartons, hopped over the 

foot of the vacuum cleaner, jumped up onto the shelf with the dry cat food, hoiked 

itself up the wall, slipped out the tiny awning window, and dropped down to the 

ground outside.



In the small overgrown back garden, Duncan traced the cable across a dried up 

bed of weeds and through a hole in the back fence.

Peering over the fence, he could see the cable running away from him straight 

across the garden behind his, around the side of the house behind his, through the 

wrought iron gate and out onto the street that ran parallel to his own, one block north. 

Duncan pulled some trainers on.

The cable slid down from the pavement and followed the curb out of the cul 

de sac and onto the road heading away from the town centre. It lay discreetly along 

the edge of the tarmac, out the way of cars and bicycles. 

At the end of the long road, it seemed like the cable had picked up speed. Or 

rather Duncan had, and he felt like the end of the cable must have too since he hadn’t 

caught it yet.

One mile out of town, with the cable still going strong, Duncan doubled back 

on himself and jogged home to fetch the car. 

On the motorway Duncan drove slowly to begin with as he followed the cable 

along the hard shoulder. Every now and then it snaked off into the ditch at the side of 

the road but it always seemed to pop back up and carry on.

At junction 17 the cable exited the motorway and passed through thick 

wildflowers on the verge of a picturesque country road. It turned left under a five-bar 

gate and Duncan parked in the lay-by to pursue it on foot.

The track went down into a forested area, and the cable followed the path 

through the trees for some two or three hundred metres. A muntjac deer bounded onto 

the path, sniffed the cable and then bounded off into the undergrowth again. 

Eventually the cable wound to the right around a tree trunk and into denser foliage.



On his hands and knees again Duncan crawled halfway up a steep bank, thick 

with brambles. And here at last was the end of the cable, pulled out from the reel to its 

maximum length. The reel itself housed four sockets, each with a plug in, the cords 

running up to four more extension leads, each with four occupied sockets, and all of 

the cords from these plugs ran up to the top of the hill alongside one another like the 

strings of a harp. 

By now the light was fading, but in the air over the top of the bank could be 

seen a silver glow. Duncan walked tentatively to the top, pushed through some prickly 

bushes, and stopped. There in the clearing on the other side of the hill sat an old 

tramp, with a scraggly beard and a big grin on his face, surrounded by a million 

twinkling fairy lights. The tramp looked very at peace.

Back at home Duncan wrote 'TRAMP LIGHTS' neatly on a label and stuck it 

to the plug.  


