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            Bare stage. One female voice.

            
                

            

            VOICE:

            I saw you. I saw you. I got you by the shirt. I stopped you walking into the road.

            Blue skies.

            Greyish High Road

            WIDE

            Children playing on bikes.

            I held tight on. And on to you tight. You didn’t know the stops any more.

            Roaring at the driver you calamatised the bus.

            I pressed you to the pole. My foot entrapped your foot. There was no choice but stay.

            WAR MEMORIAL

            TFC

            CHEAP FLIGHTS TO ANTIGUA

            SEND MONEY CHEAP HERE

            TESCO

            TESCO

            TESCO

            LONDON UNDERGROUND

            STOP

            The state of that – cigarette burning on a pile of sick.

            I pulled you by the shirt. You did not object.

            Down into the intestines. The escalator descended. You stood notably upright like demonstrating sane, but I kept your cuff between my finger and thumb. I watched you on the platform. I watched you by the train.

            I let you get onto it first. Indignantly you eschewed a seat. I did not press. The doors juddered shut and the windows soon went black.

            I have you. I have you. Across bumps and irregular speed.

            You stumbled with momentum, despite anticipating stops. You grabbed on to me. I tried to talk you down from the shouts, but you only half-heeded my plea.

            [small voice, like inner thought] I hate how you scream like a child. My palms itch red to slap you quiet.

            I should not do that though and, at least, know not to do.

            But all the Londoners made out not to see, for which I blessed their maligned courtesy and restraint. Even more as I pushed you – at Highbury and Islington – away. You need  though, you need it. No don’t, I say, I don’t want to kiss you now. Here. [small voice, like inner thought] Ever again.

            ‘I NEED TO. I NEED TO. YOU KNOW IT CALMS ME DOWN.’

            Stop shouting. [small voice, like inner thought]

            Please stop shouting.

            Alright. Anything to

            Slither. Your fucking tongue. Getting itself right into my mouth so you will feel better and I will feel?

            [small voice, like inner thought] I will be?

            But this is happening to you, not me. My body the locator of your self-discipline, it seems.

            Even so though – enough!

            EVERYTHING STOPS. And that is the Tube, not me.

            Get off now. This is our stop. It takes all my ingenuity to catch and drag you off while you, like a UFO, boggle at the platform then test the ground beneath your feet.

            Up the stairs, the many stairs. We went to the outside once more.

            Lively, all this life around. Consumers’ pretty things. If we had any money, if we had  anything, we’d live like this too.

            Ha ha ha, you shout:

            ‘Shoppers! What wonders you possess!

            What credit cards! What overdrafts!’

            I see what you see, and my pockets are as light, but the salvage remains on me.

            So.

            Never mind all this.

            Listen.

            No listen.

            I mean it.

            Follow me. Follow me.

            
                

            

            I didn’t even know which road I went to. But I know it now.

            
                

            

            Let me in. Let me in. Let me in. Let us in.

            Pleasepleasepleasepleaseplease.

            And there is respite.

            Someone opens the door. She says ‘Can I help?’

            I say I have nowhere else to go and she says

            ‘Yes. Come in. Come on in. If he’d like to take a seat just there.’

            Sit down.

            Sit.

            Please just sit.

            Please just sit while I explain what’s happened.

            Just sit.

            No sit.

            Please just fucking sit.

            I won’t be a minute, okay?

            I gave it up. You up to them. All the details.

            I had no shame. Your lost articulation. Your lost rag. I was sympathetic. Enlightening. I was not angry. I was a benevolent master of your domain and, even when they pressed for everything, never said I feared you’d kill me in my sleep.

            ‘So,’ they said, with smiles, ‘why don’t you come through?’

            ‘She’ll wait here,’ they said ‘You’ll wait for him, won’t you?’

            I’ll be right here, I said, I’ll wait. Go with them.

            I’ll see you later. Everything will be fine.

            My own lies twist but they can’t listen.

            [small voice, like inner thought] Jesus Christ lock him away.

            You agreed then, drawing to your height.

            Showing your dignity, as you imagined it. You would provide information, even seek their advice. And they took you out.

            [small voice, like inner thought] THANK GOD.

            But also, not. And also … not very far.

            The vigil then. I am well-behaved. I smile when smiled at. I draw no attention to myself.

            I just wait here now, as expected. I am a very good citizen. I am cognisant of what they’re doing for you so, by extension, me. I make no attempt to shirk. I shoulder all responsibility.

            And I don’t just [small voice, like inner thought] want to run.

            White crossed light.

            Your voice somewhere.

            Magazines to be read.

            Other side of the wall.

            Red squares and grey squares.

            Paper thin.

            In my seat.

            Is that you screaming?

            Tea?

            I hear.

            Thanks very much.

            Maddening, maddening in your distress.

            I dream of smoking.

            Help me HELP ME. Help me Help me.

            My kingdom for a cigarette.

            But.

            The door opens.

            The door closes.

            And then there are more.

            Rats in traps.

            Fish in nets.

            Heads in hands.

            Hands on faces.

            Irises dilated.

            Leading or led.

            ‘Tell me your name.’ Over and again.

            ‘Tell me your name.’

            ‘Tell me your name.’

            ‘I REALLY NEED A NAME FOR YOU … PLEASE.’

            And I am concealed behind their distress. I take pride in keeping my own to myself. My face wears pity even if feeling disgust. Pull yourselves together, I almost shout. But I do not. Of course, I don’t do that.
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