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ONE: DAVID










David   You think, I must try not to think.


I must try not to think about it, if it is the it you think it might be.


You think you must not think of detail; dwell on detail. You must think the best. But then you find yourself, in a crowded street, glimpsing the back of a head far ahead, and your heart flutters and you think, no, it can’t be, can it? But then you find you’re thinking, but what if it is? What if it is and you’re letting them go? So you accelerate, trying to dodge through the throng without barging anyone, or tripping over a child, or a buggy, and you’re trying to keep glimpses of the back of the head, which has the same colour hair, to set a course by; and your breathing is high and fast, and your heart pumps, and you glimpse that they’ve entered a store, which you enter, after weaving across the flow of the throng, and people have said cross things at you in several languages and you’ve said sorry countless times, and excuse me almost as often; and you enter the store and reach the back of the head … And it isn’t them, of course. It isn’t her. Apart from the hair she isn’t anything like her …


And that’s the sort of thing you think when you’re thinking the best. If you let your thoughts be thoughts of the worst you hear a river, and see a man’s hands working under water. Pale, pale; bleached of colour.


Then your private detective informs you that Kevin Cross has a new girlfriend, and you say, girlfriend?! How has he acquired a girlfriend?
























TWO: LETTERS










Kevin   (Fay’s letter) ‘Dear Kevin Cross, I am Fay White, who used to live in Slindon. I saw you on the news. I haven’t got anything to say, really, except to offer my address, if you want someone to write to.’


Fay   (Kevin’s letter) ‘Dear Fay White, What a surprise to hear from you! Thank you for writing. I’ve often wondered what happened to you. It’s a great comfort to know that someone from “back home” is thinking of me.’


Kevin   (Fay’s letter) ‘So you are the Kevin Cross I used to know. That’s the person I’m writing to, really. Perhaps that’s the best way of looking at it. I can offer letters from someone who knew you before.’


Fay   (Kevin’s letter) ‘I completely understand that you mustn’t get involved in my appeal, but it’s a good feeling, knowing that someone who knows me from before, the real me, is thinking of me. People who only know me from how I’ve been portrayed recently don’t think well of me. It’s a terrible thing to feel the world’s against you. But you just have to get on with life. It’s not what happens, but how you think about it.’


Kevin   (Fay’s letter) ‘Dear Kevin, I’ve spoken to someone at the Home Office who’s gone through the vetting process with me, and it sounds okay.’





















THREE: GAOL








Fay waits, seated. Emile seats Kevin opposite her.




Emile   No touching, no passing of objects, and all conversations to be conducted in English. Okay?




Emile moves away.







What Emile sees and hears of this and ensuing exchanges between Fay and Kevin is a matter for negotiation.







Fay and Kevin fidget.





Kevin   Fancy a drink?


Fay   I had a coffee.


Kevin   I mean a real drink.


Fay   ?


Kevin   It was a joke.


Fay   Sorry.


Kevin   First time in one of these places?


Fay   Yes.


Kevin   Call me Kev, if you like. You haven’t changed much.


Fay   I haven’t changed that much, have I? Apart from a bit of weight. I’m still basically the same Fay that I was.


Kevin   Are you?


Fay   Oh. You think I’m different. In what way do you think I’m different?


Kevin   It’s difficult to say.


Fay   Go on. I’m interested.


Kevin   Thanks for, um, writing.


It is you, isn’t it? Fay White from Slindon.


Fay   That’s me.


Kevin   Good. I wanted to be sure.


Yes, yes. It’s you. It’s the light in here. Hello, Fay White. I’m in segregation. No one really talks to me. When was the last time you were in Slindon?


Fay   Ages – years ago.


Kevin   Me too.


Fay   My mum moved.


Kevin   Where to?


Fay   Worthing.


Kevin   Worthing, wow.


Fay   Wow? You ever been there?


Kevin   No.


Fay   Thought you hadn’t.


Kevin   I need to know something, Fay.


I’ve been through it, you know. I’m still going through it. I’ll come out the other side, that’s for definite, but my faith in human beings has taken a knock, if not a kicking. I’m finding it hard to trust people …




He might weep. He shields his face.







Fay pushes a hanky across the table.





Emile   What’s that item!?





















FOUR: DAVID










David   And because, inexplicably, she’s Kevin Cross’s new girlfriend, you go to her address, and you wait, from a vantage point, until you see a woman who fits the description.


And you think, I know, I’ll write her a letter, laying things out, in a way that I can. I can write and rewrite to get it right, what I’m saying.


But a letter, from a stranger, about something so personal … So you think you’ll have to approach her, friendly, but how? In a city, how? How do you approach strangers, females? You can say hello and they can say leave me alone, or ignore you, or these days they can say fuck off. So you think you’re going to have to find a natural way of placing yourself in a position where it appears natural for you to talk with her. This woman called Fay. Find out her hobby and take it up? What if it’s badminton? You loathe badminton. You hate everything about it. But you can’t take months over this. This is urgent. You need a quick route to her. So you go to the private detective; the one you’re using anyway, and you ask them to investigate her, that you want a way of approaching her naturally, and you find, they find, she goes out of her home, she goes to work in an office, she returns to her home. Monday to Friday. She lives alone. She goes straight home? She went to a park on the way home. She sat on a bench and read a book. On the sixth day, the Saturday, she went to the gaol again.





















FIVE: GAOL








Fay waits in an empty room. There’s a table; a chair either side of it.


She waits a good while.


Enter Emile.




Emile   You’ve had a wasted journey, I’m afraid. He can’t face it today. (Offers envelope.)


Fay   Oh. (The envelope’s open.) Oh.


Emile   Had to be read. Sorry about that. I’ll let you out and you might be able to get a cup of tea.
























SIX: DAVID










David   Then she visited a bookshop, where she sat in various sofas on various floors reading various books. The private detective deduced that she did this on a regular basis. Sunday morning she got on a train, to Slough. Your private detective says he lost her, so you don’t know what she did there. Okay, you think, on Monday morning, as well as everything else there is to do; to think, to not think; if the weather’s fine tonight, you think, you’re going to that park.


And it’s very agreeable. Buds are budding. There’s a little bit of warmth under the chill in the oncoming night air.




Enter Fay.





And she arrives at her bench, this Fay, and you watch, and wait, waiting for some chance or reason to speak with her …


And she takes out an envelope, and from the envelope she extracts paper, and reads words, and she smiles.
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