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INTRODUCTION



Which city are you in? How have you come to be here? What are the characters, voices, stories that you have come across in your city? Your experiences – the people and places you encounter, the things you hear and see, the thoughts and sensations you feel – are at once individual and also connected to countless others in cities everywhere. Your city is also the city.


These were the thoughts that inspired us to put together this collection. Through the voices and perspectives of many different writers, it offers readers a book that they can take with them into the city to experience it through stories.


You will not find in its pages any cities, landmarks, or even characters that are identified by name. These are stories about any city, every city in which you might find yourself. The story of the woman sitting in front of you on the bus, the waiter in your café, or even the spider on the pavement.


As you read them, maybe you will also start to see – in the streets and alleyways and cafés and hotels of this city, the one you are standing in now – the lines and traces of other cities: familiar cities, past cities, cities of the future, cities of the imagination.


 


We would like to invite you to share your experience of the city through your own photos. You can email them to us at StoryCities@gre.ac.uk, telling us if /it relates to a particular story in the book. Or share them via instagram: story_cities_book, twitter: @storycities #storycities or Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/StoryCities/


Rosamund Davies & Kam Rehal
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TODAY’S ARRIVALS AND DEPARTURES



Rosamund Davies


Those who have just arrived


Those who are going home


Those who have left home


Those who are on leave


Those who have left it all behind


Those who are on holiday


Those who are here on business


Those who work here


Those who need work


Those who need money


Those who are here for the season


Those who are lost


Those who have something to lose


Those who are fleeing a war


Those who are carrying a passport


Those who have a ticket


Those who have something to sell


Those who have something to give


Those who are homeless


Those who are travelling light


Those who packed the night before


Those who are thirsty


Those who are hungry


Those who have missed their train


Those who will not be missed


Those who are waiting for someone


Those who are waiting for a connection


Those who do not mind waiting


Those who check their watch repeatedly


Those who are in a hurry


Those who look straight ahead


Those who look around


Those who look down


Those whose feet hurt


Those who are looking for somewhere to sit


Those who are looking for somewhere to sleep


Those who have just woken up


Those who remember what it used to be like


Those who want to make a new start


Those who are returning


Those who are going to war


Those who come and go


Those who will never leave


Those who are leaving for good





FEET IN A YARD



Sarah-Clare Conlon


Each time I see her, she is wearing a different pair of shoes. Tonight, they are shiny. Patent leather. I’m jealous of her shoes. I’ve watched her every day for three days out of a week for four months. She’s stood in the same place each time and traced a half moon on the station platform with the toe of a flat shoe until the train arrives. She glides up the steps into the carriage – even when the train comes in slightly before or slightly behind what I assume is its designated stopping point. Yet despite me watching her feet, I never see any significant movement either to her left or to her right.


I gradually move closer to her. For two weeks, I’ve loitered nearby, ready to climb on board alongside her. I have marked the spot like a dog. There’s the crumpled flagstone at the edge where the warning line has worn out and the rut collects water. When it’s raining hard, I hold back because a puddle will have formed. But I know when to surge forward, split seconds ahead of them calling the arrival, and I always find a seat. Even so, I never see her once I’ve pulled myself up with the handrail and look around. I never see her, until the same time, the next whenever day it is, because it’s not always tomorrow. I wonder what shoes she wears on the other days. I wonder if she takes the same size as me.





CITY TOUR



Stuart Larner


The river slinks through the city, oozing in afternoon heat, feeding monuments with its blood, carrying secrets so old and deep only it has seen. Only it could know.


I take another sip at my riverside table.


A pleasure boat hums into view, large-windowed, labelled ‘See the City!’ People sit in rows, staring out, as still as flowers in their floating greenhouse where commentary bathes them like the sun.


Smooth white boatskin cleaves the surface, churning the cream of history’s milk.


The engine sloshes as they pass. At the stern, a single flag salutes each monument ticked off their list. Memories will lap like lullabies.


The boat turns behind a building.


At its stern some strangers wave to me.


I raise my glass.


They raise an iphone, just as the boat disappears.


I pose long after they have gone, wondering if the picture was taken.





THE CALL OF THE SEA



Aisling Keogh


The city welcomed me in as though I were a long-lost cousin, come in search of his roots.


Street artists played tunes that raised me up to the sun, and the bodhran’s beat drummed its music into my bones, while I drank pints of porter and watched hen parties wobble on cobblestone streets.


And then watched, as night fell, a dozen or so men, big and burly, in orange high visibility jackets – padded, waterproof – like vigilantes patrolling I didn’t know what. With their benign smiles and idle talk, their presence didn’t signal a threat the same way the police force did at home.
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