The Buddha Of Suburbia – Hanif Kureishi, 1990
Karim is a 17-year-old young man visiting his friend Charlie at his house. 
In the Kay’s bathroom there were framed theatre posters for Genet plays. There were bamboo and parchment scrolls with tubby Orientals copulation on them. There was a bidet; as I sat there with my trousers down, taking it all in, I had an extraordinary revelation. I could see my life clearly for the first time: the future and what I wanted to do. I wanted to live always this intensely: mysticism, alcohol, sexual promise, clever people and drugs. I hadn’t come upon it all this before, and now I wanted nothing else. The door to the future had opened: I could see which way to go. And Charlie? My love for him was unusual as love goes: it was not generous. I admired him more than anyone but I didn’t wish him well. It was that I preferred him to me and wanted to be him. I coveted his talents, face, style. I wanted to wake up with them all transferred to me. (…) Charlie was lying on his back on the attic floor. I took the joint from him, removed my boots and lay down. ‘Come and lie beside me,’ he said. ‘Closer.’ He put his hand on my arm. ‘Now, you’re not to take this badly.’ ‘No, never, whatever it is, Charlie.’ ‘You’ve got to wear less.’ ‘Wear less, Charlie?’ ‘Dress less. Yes.’ He got up on to one elbow and concentrated on me. His mouth was close. I sunbathed under his face. ‘Levi’s, I suggest, with an open-necked shirt, maybe in pink or purple, and a thick brown belt. Forget the headband.’ ‘Forget the headband?’ ‘Forget it.’ I ripped my headband of and tossed it across the floor. ‘For your mum.’ ‘You see, Karim, you tend to look a bit like a pearly queen.’ I, who wanted only to be like Charlie – as clever, as cool in every part of my soul – tattooed his words on to my brain. Levi’s, with an open-necked shirt, maybe in a very modest pink or purple. I would never go out in anything else for the rest of my life. While I contemplated myself and my wardrobe with loathing, and would willingly have urinated over every garment, Charlie lay back with his eyes closed and real sartorial understanding in his mind. Everyone in the house but me was practically in heaven. 
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