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Prologue


In a small bedsit in Earls Court, Luke Bradshaw, hands on hips, 

stares into the mirror. Wholly absorbed, he studies his reflection 

critically. A long minute comes and goes, then another. 

Finally a car horn, honking repeatedly, breaks his concentration. 

Easing up the window, he cranes his neck out 

and waves. Forcing the window shut again he throws on his 

leather jacket and sprints down the narrow stairs to the street.





His girlfriend waits in the car outside.


‘Kit,’ he says, wrenching open the door and leaning over 

to kiss her. ‘You’re a real honey.’


‘I know.’ She grins at him.


‘I thought you had to work late?’


‘Johnny Too-Fat’s covering for me. Anyway, I reckoned 

you could do with the support.’


‘How’s the traffic?’ He peers at the queue of black taxis 

blocking the entrance to the Exhibition Hall.


‘Not great.’


‘Take the next left then.’ He rests his hand on the back 

of her neck. ‘It’ll be quicker.’





*





Through the windscreen a tailback of cars forms a ladder 

of brake lights against the horizon. Luke moves his hand 

away and starts drumming his fingers against the headrest.


‘You OK?’


‘Nervous.’


‘There’re some Marlboros in the glove compartment.’


He eases out the packet from beneath a mangled A–Z. 

‘I just can’t believe the amount of castings I’ve been to in 

the last year.’ He opens the window to let the smoke from 

his cigarette escape.


‘What’s this one for?’


‘Some alien hospital drama.’


‘You’ll make an adorable alien.’


‘I’ve got to get some work, Kit.’


‘It’ll happen soon,’ she says robustly. ‘Anyway, who 

says you won’t land a part in this and become an overnight 

sensation?’


‘There’s no such thing.’ He snorts.


‘Course there is.’


‘Give me an example?’


‘OK.’ Kit manoeuvres the car into the right-hand lane 

and jumps the lights into Regent Street.


‘Your father wouldn’t take this long to come up with 

one,’ Luke teases.


She shakes her head. ‘You know he called me three 

times today?’


‘He’s got nothing else to do poor sod.’


‘Still.’


‘42nd Street,’ she says after a minute or two of silence.


‘Where?’ he mumbles, lighting another cigarette.


‘Ruby Keeler, 42nd Street. Overnight sensation.Tomorrow your agent will call with a six-figure contract. 

My screenplay will be ready to send out soon. Six months 

down the road we’ll be a throbbing power couple.’


‘Hmm.’ Luke drops the half-smoked cigarette out the 

window. ‘What happens if in six months I’m still out of 

work but you’ve turned into Nora Ephron?’


‘Then obviously I’ll drop you.’


‘You couldn’t be so disloyal.’


‘Course I could. I’m not going to want you dragging me 

down.’


‘But you find me irresistible.’


‘I’ll get over it.’


‘What if I cunningly married you so you couldn’t drop 

me?’


She shoots him an amused look. ‘I thought love cynics 

didn’t get married.’


‘Aha, but under every cynic beats the heart of a 

romantic.’


‘Trembles the heart of a romantic more like.’ Kit eases 

the car on to a yellow line.


‘Maybe,’ he concedes. ‘Still – promise you won’t dump 

me when you’re a Big Golden Person.’


‘Come on, Luke, stop being so pessimistic.’ She switches 

off the engine and turns to face him. ‘Listen. Trailer of our 

future: you’re going to go through that door, tell them 

you’re only prepared to read for the lead, then you’re 

going to get it and become a major TV personality. My 

script will be hailed as a masterpiece and optioned for 

record figures. Soon we’ll move into a nine-bedroom house 

in West Hollywood and people all over the world will suck 

up to us.’


‘You’re right.’ He leans over to kiss her. ‘I mean look 

at us . . . we’re brilliant, talented –’


‘Funny, intelligent . . .’


‘Handsome, sensitive and –’


‘– and probably late if you don’t get out of the car,’ Kit 

finishes, giving him a push.







Luke hovers uncertainly on the pavement as Kit rolls down 

her window.


‘Wish me luck then,’ he says making a face.


‘Good luck.’ She blows him a kiss, then watches him as 

he swaggers down the street with a confidence she knows 

he doesn’t feel. ‘Hey Luke,’ she suddenly shouts after him, 

‘bet you anything . . . Six months’ time and you’ll have 

forgotten you ever needed it.’














 





One Year Later




 


Travels of a script – 1




Offices of the prestigious Film A production company, 

London, England





A large pile of unsolicited screenplays sit on a desk. Voices 

in the background indicate a meeting is in progress. From 

the conversation we learn that British pictures are all the 

rage, that everyone is looking for a successor to Film A’s latest 

hit: one of the voices asks to use a phone to make a private 

call.


A youngish man comes into shot and sits down at the 

desk. He is an Independent Producer, at Film A for a meeting 

with an ex-girlfriend, Louisa, who happens to be the vice 

Head of Production. He’d like to be in a meeting with someone 

more senior, Michael Ryan, president of the company, 

preferably, but unfortunately his reputation doesn’t yet warrant 

it.


On hold for British Airways he absent-mindedly leafs through 

the pile of scripts. The title of one catches his eye, it has the 

word ‘Kissing’ in it.


Hey! What a great title, he thinks attempting to extract it 

with his free hand. His fumblings knock the pile to the floor. Picking them up hurriedly, he notices that the bindings for 

several have become loose, including the synopsis and cover 

note of the script he was taken with . . . On a whim, he takes 

the synopsis and puts it into his briefcase.




 





1


Monday evening, the Oscars. The evening has a smell to 

it, the potent smell of success. Some of the most intoxicating 

perfumes in the world are here tonight, hitching a 

lift on pampered skins, clinging at first to their host, but 

once safely within the environs of the room, free to roam 

and mingle with each other in a playful orgy of Rose, 

Geranium, Vetiver. Calvin Klein’s Obsession stalking and 

curling around DKNY’s Innocence producing a whirling, 

wicked offspring of exotic fumes.


And the Oscar for Best Original Screenplay goes to . . . 

Wolf whistles drown out her name. In a daze she stands as 

the noise reverberates around the room. It has a sound to 

it, a groaning, roaring sound, so concentrated it is almost 

tribal! Mystical! Religious! A frisson of electricity runs 

from her crotch to her brain. Oh the joy, the elation: Lord 

what a high.


She turns her head as if in slow motion; people are all 

around, 360 degrees. A woman with a mashed-potato Mrs 

Simpson hairstyle widens her lips as Kit looks her way. 

Everywhere she turns mouths smeared in different hues of 

lipstick contort themselves into smiling shapes. Opening, closing, stretching, flapping, they look like hundreds of red

admirals, sucking on the faces of the women.


It’s time to begin the long approach to the stage. 

Through the sudden hush she can sense the awe swelling 

around her and as she floats towards the podium she is 

blinded by twin circles of light burning hot in her eyes, 

branding the message into her brain: you are a Goddess, a 

Goddess, a Goddess . . . A . . .


‘Moron, a FREAKING MORON!’ The driver’s head 

jerks itself like a giant tortoise back into the fibreglass shell 

of his Citroën as he flashes his headlights at me for the 

third time. I blink into the glare, but blinded see nothing. 

The light must be green. I press on the accelerator, my car 

lurches towards the crossing – then a scream. I stamp on 

the brake. Oh God, now I’ve nearly mashed the toes of 

some guy stepping off the edge of the pavement, having 

obediently awaited his signal to cross.


He’s a mean-looking bastard whose neck muscles ripple 

and bulge under his shirt collar like slabs of oiled beef. For 

a second he stares at me, testosterone zinging through his 

body. His hands are clenched angrily and I know what to 

expect. I can expect death. I can expect his fists to come 

crashing through the window and connect with the side of 

my head. Why? Because I’ve transgressed the law of the 

metropolis that’s why; because this is that time of the 

evening when the city is indeed at war, when traffic 

anarchy is loose on the street and when every frustrated 

city-dweller committing a random act of road rage has the 

mitigating circumstance of mind-numbing commuting, secretaries 

dating, families waiting.


And me – God knows, no different from anyone else – getting nowhere on a daily basis. I mollify the pedestrian 

with a rueful grin. Red has merged to orange. Safely 

across the junction now, I pull into the side of the road 

and collapse back against the seat. Johnny Too-Fat’s number 

flashes on my ringing mobile. I press the tiny green 

ear.


‘My Superquim.’ The line crackles with static.


‘Hey there.’


‘What is that awful racket? Sounds like you’re pulling 

the phone through your armpit hair or something.’


I give the phone a good shake. ‘That better?’


‘It’s better but less exciting. Listen, I’ve got to talk to 

you about my wife’s latest obsession.’


‘Please, Too-Fat,’ I implore, ‘I nearly just flattened Mike 

Tyson, and anyway, didn’t you get my message?’


‘Your problem is held in a queue and will be answered 

shortly.’ Johnny adopts an operator’s voice.


‘I got another rejection letter today.’


‘Oh bollocks, who from?’


‘Channel 4.’


‘Well . . . don’t get too worked up about it.’


‘How many more am I supposed to get before I’m 

allowed to get worked up?’


‘Plenty more fish, my darling.’


‘You know what I’m thinking? I’m thinking the title 

was a mistake.’


‘Come on, it was inspired.’


‘It was flip, bordering on silly even. You know how 

crucial a title is. Maybe it’s turning people off.’


‘Maybe you’re being neurotic.’


‘But maybe not. People could be looking at the title and chucking it straight in the bin. We should have thought 

longer, had a back-up. How about we think up a better 

title then send it out again?’


‘Kit, firstly “Kissing” ’s got a great title, secondly it was 

mine, and therefore thirdly I must apprise you of the fact 

that, in accordance with my rights as your most long-suffering 

friend, I will withdraw your licence to its use, 

word by word, with each hysterical phone call I receive.’


‘First impressions are everything, Johnny.’ I’m not listening 

to him.


‘Come on, Kit, keep your nerve.’ The line sputs again. 

‘Where are you anyway?’


‘On my way to Luke’s. He’s cooking me dinner.’


‘Perfect, get him to give you some love and affection, 

and ideally a massage for your ego.’


‘My ego doesn’t need a massage, it needs a course of 

anabolic steroids.’ Johnny chuckles at this and the panic 

that’s been gnawing at my insides dies down a little. ‘Are 

we still on for lunch tomorrow?’ I ask him.


‘My whole body quivers at the thought.’


‘That’s very sweet,’ I say but the dial tone is already 

buzzing. I toss the phone into my bag, fire up the ignition 

and pull back out into the fray.


To the left, beyond the roadworks, the concrete arteries 

of the M40 flow smoothly away from the heart of the city. 

My car shunts round the circumference of the Shepherd’s 

Bush Green, past the Bingo Hall and now, finally, the 

traffic is easing up. Overhead navy darkens towards black. 

God’s hand on the dimmer switch of evening.





*





As soon as the door to Luke’s house jump-starts open I 

can feel it, the unmistakable electric vibe in the air. The 

television is on.


‘Luke,’ I shout. As I climb the stairs to the bedroom, 

the whine and cajole of mistress TV grows louder with 

every step. Sport, by the sound of it. I can make out the 

animal roar of the crowd, the hushed expectant silences. 

On the first floor I poke my head around the bedroom 

door. Dr Hybrid, aka Luke Bradshaw, aka my boyfriend, 

lies on his bed, inert, staring at the black box in front of 

him.


‘Honey, I’m home,’ I sing.


‘Mmm,’ he agrees, failing to drag his eyes from the 

screen. Instead he gives me an almost imperceptible nod 

causing the tiny part of his brain, not lulled to sleep by the 

mesmeric light before it, to activate the nerves down the 

right side of his body. I fancy I can almost see the static 

running down his arm, the signal causing a twitch in his 

hand, which in turn forces his thumb to apply pressure to 

the miniature red arrow of the remote control. Lawnmower 

Racing switches to Topless Darts.


‘So how was your day, my beloved?’ I dump my bag 

on the bed. ‘How did the mutant gynaecological scene 

go?’ Still silence, then a small grunt signifying penalty 

disagreement.


I bite my lip thoughtfully. It’s very tricky communicating 

with Luke these days. Surely it doesn’t have to be this 

hard? You ask him about his day, he asks you about yours. 

No one’s saying you have to listen to the reply, it’s just 

the rules, reciprocal common politeness, straight from the Handbook of Relationships – Chapter Two, the third year 

together. Suddenly, a roar from the crowd. Miss Slovakia, 

nude and shivering on her ice-skates, has just scored the 

first bull’s-eye.


Luke sighs with happiness. ‘My Pussykitten,’ he says 

twisting his immaculate form into an exaggerated stretch, 

‘God, but I’m shattered. You?’ He turns in my general 

direction. ‘Tired? Fed up? Thirsty?’ He peers at me tenderly 

and I melt. He’s just being a lad I think indulgently, 

and lads do love their sporting activities.


‘All of the above,’ I say, bending down to kiss him, ‘and 

starving.’


‘Me too.’ Luke nods vigorously, brushing his lips 

against my cheek. ‘Why don’t you be a honey and bring 

up something to eat?’ He leaves a tiny pause, kisses me 

again before adding into my ear, ‘I didn’t quite make it to 

the shops, I’m afraid.’


‘Luke, you promised.’ I straighten up.


‘Well, yes I know.’ He looks guilty. ‘But I was so 

shagged out after the session I just crashed.’ Every Monday 

Luke has a read-through of the week’s shooting with the 

other members of the cast but following that the rest of 

the day off.


‘But you’ve been home since two o’clock.’ I look at my 

watch. ‘It’s past seven now.’ The whining tone in my voice 

worries me. It seems I can pretty much rely on whining on 

regular days of the week, rather like having a period. 

Recently I’ve even begun to wonder whether I’m genetically 

prone to it.


‘I know, I know.’ Luke’s features break into a contrite 

grin that on screen would have every housewife from Venus to Mars swooning over their ironing boards. ‘But I 

really was shattered, honest.’ He holds his hands out. ‘C’m 

here and give me a kiss.’ He takes hold of my hips, hooks 

his thumbs through the loops on my combat pants and 

pulls me close. ‘Ooh, go on,’ he nuzzles. ‘I’ll take you out 

to dinner tomorrow, promise, I’ll give you fifty pounds to 

make a salad, sixty kisses, one hundred hours of foreplay, 

a full year of high quality frottage, come on, please? As 

you’re up? Angel, angel, angel, darling beautiful lovely 

pudding?’ he sings.


And of course I give in and smile, because no matter 

what anyone says – kissing is a laxative for the blues. He 

kisses me again and this time I kiss him back, though primly 

to signify disapproval. Luke, of course, isn’t fooled for a 

second. He knows full well he could snap his fingers and, 

like a magician’s assistant, I’d divest myself of all outer 

garments and start pulling rabbits out of my pants for him. 

I can’t help it, he has that effect on me. Luke per se I have 

always found attractive. Luke plus charm is irresistible.


‘Doesn’t have to be anything major.’ He grins, sensing 

weakness. ‘Something healthy, obviously, but whatever’s 

easiest.’ He releases me, simultaneously flicking the remote 

to UK Gold. The theme tune of the Professionals blasts 

forth, and by the time I’ve reached the doorway he’s settled 

comfortably into peak-viewing position. ‘Oh, and darling,’ 

he adds, looking at the screen and shaking his head fondly 

at Doyle, or is it perhaps Brodie? ‘while you’re about it, 

you wouldn’t just feed the fish would you?’





There are certain words that attach themselves to a person’s 

character like limpets to a rock. The following, I decide as I measure out a teaspoon of designer foodstuff 

for the designer fish, apply to Luke on good days; and by 

good days, I mean those days when I’m madly in love with 

him. These adjectives are:





Gorgeous


Talented


Self-assured





And then there are the adjectives for the days when I’m 

less madly in love with him:





Gorgeous


Lucky


Smug







So the obvious constant here is Luke’s gorgeousness, 

which must therefore be addressed first – and it has to be 

said that both on and off screen Luke is visually intoxicating 

by any standards. One of those people who could be 

forgiven for scrawling on the line in his passport, where it 

says Distinguishing Features, the simple words – thank 

you. More specific than that? It’s hard to describe. When a 

person’s butt ugly you can at least render them recognizable 

by saying: You know Stan of course? Nose like a hole 

puncher; or Remember Gloria? Breasts like spaniels’ ears. 

But good looks can often be too smooth to get an angle 

on. To give an idea though, Phoebe, Luke’s agent used to 

market him, in pre-Dr Hybrid days, as a man-mix of Peter 

Gallagher (Sex, Lies and Videotape) and Matt Dillon (To 

Die For). Whereas I, with my straggly ponytail and Tibetan 

monk’s eyes might have to he marketed more as a cut-rate Maggie Gyllenhaal who’s had a disastrous and possibly 

suable experience at the hairdresser.







Close-up of fingers picking crumbs off a plate, dabbing 

them on to a tongue, then timing their stay before they 

dissolve. This nail-biting competition has turned out to be 

the highlight of the evening’s entertainment so far and 

although it’s not the first time that Luke and I have spent 

a silent evening in such a way, enjoying our electronic 

ménage à trois, it makes me uneasy that since I plopped 

the tray on his lap, Luke has not actually spoken beyond 

the grunted affirmation as to whether he required salt or 

pepper.


So I sit here cross-legged on the bed, trying to plot a 

way of extracting a little love and attention from my 

boyfriend, and as I watch him out of the corner of one eye 

I wonder whether I should try one of those relationship 

tests magazines are so fond of i.e. not say another word, 

not attempt conversation in any form thereby forcing him 

to take the initiative.


‘Baby’ – I’d like to think he’d respond within seconds – 

‘you seem a tad down. Tell me everything that’s bothering 

you.’ Which will be the cue for me to say:


‘Luke, I’ve had it with writing. I’m going to give it all 

up, end this agony now.’ Which will be the cue for him to 

gather me into his arms and hold me close.


‘Darling,’ he will lecture sternly, ‘you are adorable, 

funny and talented and if a few short-sighted executives 

are too up their own arses to see the creative force pulsating 

from your masterpiece, well that’s their loss and it will only be a matter of time before somebody out there has

the vision to recognize your genius.’


At which point I will sob and bury my face into his 

armpit which will reek of fresh man-sweat, a heady turn 

on, and in no time at all we will be making passionate 

love, falling on the floor and smashing lights and bookshelves 

all around us like Emma Thompson and Jeff Goldblum 

in The Tall Guy.







‘Oh, Luke,’ I will croon into his chest, ‘whatever would I 

do without you?’


‘Marry me, Kitten,’ he’ll beg. ‘We’ll do it next spring. 

What with your exceptional writing talents and my looks 

and expressiveness on screen we could still be a big, fat 

Golden Couple. Together we could be a Morticia and 

Gomez, a Hillary and Bill.’


‘Laurel and Hardy,’ I will add, overcome with 

happiness.


So I could do this Cosmopolitan test, but it might not 

be worth the risk. Instead, I put the now crumbless plate 

on the floor, squirm out of my clothes, slither down the 

bed until I’m in an identical position to Luke, then stare 

robotically at the flashing screen in front of me.







Bed. Midnight. Time studiously occupies itself pushing the 

hands around the clock on the bedside table. As the last of 

our neighbours return home, the bedroom is finally dark in 

sharp relief from the car headlights that have been discoing 

round the ceiling. Next to me Luke breathes deeply while 

his body shifts in accordance with his dreams but although my every muscle is relaxed with the drug of sleep, my mind 

is, as usual, immune. This is my stolen time of the night, 

the point at which I normally creep downstairs, open up 

my laptop on the kitchen table and write, but tonight I can’t 

even begin to summon the urge. And I’m wondering why. 

I’ve always taken it for granted that life was destined to 

move forward and improve but in the last couple of months 

this optimism seems to have been eroded by all kinds of 

self-doubts. I’m trying not to show this to Luke; lack of 

confidence does not make for great company. But hard as I 

try, I cannot escape the feeling that I’m being judged by an 

inner critic, one who is consistently reporting me as being 

devoid of wit, cheer, depth of feeling, and awarding me one 

of those tiny silhouetted women falling asleep in a chair that 

Hello! magazine uses to rate boring movies.


After another hour of tossing in the dark, the need to 

tell Luke about today’s bad news becomes so overwhelming 

that I ease myself over to his side of the bed, plant a 

tentative kiss on his shoulder, then heave a loud and not 

unhopeful sigh – then another and another.


‘What is wrong, Kit?’ Luke mumbles eventually.


‘I got another rejection letter today.’ Luke immediately 

puts an arm around me and my earlier misgivings evaporate 

like hot air on a cold window. ‘Oh Luke.’ I snuggle 

self-pityingly into his shoulder. ‘I feel like such a failure 

. . . maybe I’d just better give up the whole idea.’ I tack on 

this last bit as a wanton double-bluff because getting a 

screenplay made into a movie whether big, small, block, 

Indie, good, or bad, is my fate, and already inscribed, I’m 

convinced, on the CV of my life by the God of Personnel.


There’s a beat, then some sheet shifting, as Luke extricates 

his arm from under my shoulder and turns to fix me 

with a grave look that is curiously familiar.


‘Now look, Kit,’ he begins, and even in the darkness of 

the room the expression is recognizable; it’s one often used 

on screen relatives when patients in Dr Hybrid’s care 

croak, ‘maybe this writing lark . . .’ He props himself on 

his elbow and runs a finger round the small mole to the 

left of my collar bone.


‘Yes?’ I whisper hopefully, lamb to the slaughter.


‘Well, Kitten, you really mustn’t pin all your hopes on 

it.’


Horrified to have the entire spectrum of my fears confirmed, I shoot bolt upright and make a choking noise like 

a diver with the bends.


‘It’s just that it is so competitive,’ he says carefully, ‘and 

I hate to see you torturing yourself like this.’ He executes 

a tremendous yawn. ‘God, what time is it anyway?’ He 

leans across me, reaches for the clock and makes a face. 

‘Don’t think I don’t understand how much it means to 

you,’ Luke continues indulgently, the kind of indulgence 

that borders so closely on patronizing that it nearly activates 

my slapping reflex. ‘But if it doesn’t work out, you 

could do loads of other things.’ He settles back against the 

pillows.


‘What things?’


‘Well,’ he says doubtfully, ‘anything you want.’


‘Like what?’


‘Oh, come on, anything. Learn to cook, sew, even make 

the garden grow . . . Kit?’ He continues more soberly when 

I don’t reply. ‘I’m just saying that maybe now is a good time to stop messing around with a dead-end job and a 

pipe dream.’


I keep my mouth shut. Only a year ago, Luke was a 

housepainter, an invisible actor scrabbling on the tread-wheel 

of castings and rebuttals. Now he’s Mr Big Television 

Star with his fat pay cheque and throwaway perks, 

so of course it’s OK for him, but the sad truth is that 

almost everyone else I know does still have a dead-end job 

and a pipe dream.


Johnny Too-Fat, for instance, works weekends at the 

Orange Cinema, weekdays selling classic cars whilst pursuing 

his ‘career’ as an actor. Julie (box office), writes 

endless tunes which she fervently believes will one day be 

sampled and turned into number one hits. Callum, the 

Orange’s General Dogsbody, is an unpublished poet. And, 

in reverse order of dead endedness, my job is Manager of 

the Orange Cinema and my pipe dream? – To hear the 

lines and see the scenes I’ve sweated over right up there on 

the big screen.


Success has not come easy to me. In fact, let’s face it, 

success has not come at all. I got the job at the cinema 

because of a misplaced romantic obsession with movies, 

and the pipe dream thing? Well that originally came about 

through my insomnia.


An odd sound breaks through the silence that has 

enveloped the room. ‘Luke?’ I say, shaking his shoulder.


‘Darling, sorry,’ he mumbles. ‘Cheer up.’ He rolls on to 

his back. ‘So, so sleepy.’


I shake him again but he’s out cold. A gentle smacking 

motion pushes the Adam’s apple in and out from his throat 

like a miniature accordion. I slide down the bed, shut my eyes and try to ignore the noise, but underneath my lids, 

my eyeballs roam their sockets like a couple of teenagers 

trying to escape a detention room. I sit up, switch on the 

light and pluck yesterday’s Sunday Times Magazine from 

the bedside table. I read it for half an hour before dropping 

it to the floor, angrily shove a pillow over my head to 

muffle the now orchestral ripple of Luke’s snore, then 

finally settle down for a night of primary sleep deprivation.
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At twenty to seven the next morning I finally fall asleep 

and endure a hideous dream which features me lying on a 

crowded beach fully clothed and pregnant. All of a sudden 

a dozen men on horseback ride up along the dunes. One 

of the men jumps off his horse next to me. He’s tiny, and 

wearing turquoise racing colours, a jockey. He kisses me 

hard on the lips then sticks a long needle into my stomach 

and gives me an amniocentesis as the alarm clock starts 

ringing. My eyes open a crack.


Luke yawns, pokes at the clock, rolls over, kisses my 

cheek, stretches, swivels his lower half out of the bed, 

itches his crotch then pads off to the bathroom.


I squeeze my eyes shut and groan. It’s a terrible thing to 

wake up one day and discover you cannot sleep. To find 

something that was once so easy, so impossibly and persistently 

difficult, but the day I turned thirty, sleep, like a 

good complexion, regular sex and glistening white teeth 

became a luxury rather than a basic right.


It’s not as if I haven’t tried everything. I’ve tried drugs, 

legal, illegal. I’ve tried pills, regular, herbular. I’ve tried 

crying, jogging, relaxing. I’ve tried self-help books and finally against my better judgement, quackery. Coerced by 

Luke, I recently allowed Page, his yoga teacher, to practise 

something called REM Manipulation on me. Page claims 

the reason I don’t sleep and have been so hyper-anxious 

of late is because I don’t breathe, and because I don’t 

breathe, am therefore harbouring stress, pain and, for 

all I know, one or two criminals and a family of illegal 

immigrants.


Oh, I’ve pointed out the obvious – that if I didn’t 

breathe, I’d be dead by now but this logic has so far 

escaped Page. Quite a lot of things escape Page, who rides 

happily through life on the bandwagon of New Ageism. 

Luke, in his current phase of therapy evangelism, believes 

that a person who spends his weekends peeing in circles in 

the Savernak Forest is exactly the right person to put my 

life in order. He is convinced that my sleep problems are 

to do with my mother, or lack of one, my father, or 

absence of a decent one. Moreover Luke insists that shrinkage 

and plenty of it is the route to a brand new me and he 

may well be right, but I can’t escape the feeling that if you 

let your neuroses fall into the wrong hands, dangerous 

things might happen to them. Still, for the sake of compromise 

I saw Page once or twice. I allowed him to murmur 

in gently reproving tones about stress control. I pretended 

to be delighted to lie horizontal while he played odd little 

music tapes in my ear: noises made by birthing whales, 

tides ebbing and flowing etc. All of which were apparently 

designed to calm me down, but which conversely only 

stressed me further. After the second session, having come 

to the conclusion that Page was extremely creepy, I 

resolved never to return.


Before the sleep problem I worked in the music industry, 

assisting on pop videos. Here was the game plan back 

in my twenties: pop videos would be a training ground for 

a career in writing/directing. I’d attach myself to coat-tails. 

Learn at the elbow of the Greats. For seven years I 

sidestepped most of the snakes and shimmied up quite a 

few ladders. The game plan always remained but as time 

went on deadlines came and went, rules blurred. Then lack 

of sleep put paid to even those. After a year of faking 

compos mentis, of falling asleep into coffee, over sandwiches, 

in edit suites, of garbled excuses for being late, 

being slow, being stupid, I quit. Resigned. Resigned myself 

to the inevitability of permanent insomnia, and looked at 

the career options available:





1) Night watchman


2) Grave robber


3) Vampire





Vampire was the only one with any romance and there 

were obvious drawbacks to that: firstly, rats, bats and 

insects don’t rank high on my list of favourite foods and 

secondly it has to be said, those teeth just don’t look good 

on anyone.







It was Johnny Too-Fat who told me to get on with the 

writing. The cliché used to be that everyone had a book in 

them. These days it’s a screenplay. The things can be found 

all over the place; scribbled on to the back of envelopes, 

lurking in the glove compartment of taxi cabs, nestling in 

the lycra shorts of countless personal trainers. Everyone I 

knew was pouring their efforts like Baby Bio on to germs of ideas. To join them was an invitation to the land of the 

self-deluded that, with my hours of night boredom to fill, I 

was delighted to accept. In many ways, I suppose, I fit well 

into this world of make-believe and expectant dreamers; 

where nobody is quite happy with what they are and 

everybody’s greatest ambition is to be something they are 

not.


I pass out and regain consciousness around ten-thirty 

when Luke leaves for his regular Tuesday slot with Janet 

Taylor, supashrink, and my auto-pilot switches on 

enabling me to shower, get dressed and make my way to 

the kitchen where I glug down a mug of coffee while 

Anjelika, Luke’s daily, ostentatiously waxes the floor 

beneath my feet and squawks some unidentifiable language 

into her mobile. Finally at eleven I manage to get myself 

off to work.







Somewhere in London, the United Kingdom, or even the 

world, I would like to believe there exists such a thing as 

a cinema teeming with punters, all dutifully lined up in a 

crocodile of fresh-faced movie fans glowing at the prospect 

of early afternoon entertainment. It is in such a place that 

Cinema Nirvana is struck: full house, every performance, 

every day. The Orange Cinema, Shepherd’s Bush, London, 

tragically does not fall into this category.


Traditionally there are very few takers for the midday 

performance and they invariably consist of the following:





1–3 middle-aged ladies, plus Asda shopping bags


1 creative person, needing a break (desperate authors, 

struggling painters)


1 heavily pregnant woman


1 hairbrush salesman from Leeds or similar, in London for 

an evening meeting/illicit affair


1 person with lots of luggage


Several perverts





In fact as I push my way through the heavy doors of 

the cinema, coffee and glutinous doughnut in hand, I can 

see Julie and Callum in the box office doling out tickets 

and snacks to a couple of obscenely pregnant girls who 

then in an admirable display of female ingenuity manage 

to balance stomach, breasts, handbags, popcorn and fizzy 

drinks, all whilst waddling up the paint-chipped steps to 

the Ladies’ toilets without visible mishap.


‘Did you hear that?’ Julie is saying incredulously as the 

doors close behind them. ‘Triplets! Jesus, Callum, imagine 

what a girl’s insides would look like after that? A giant 

labia on legs. Think of the flotsam and jetsam of life 

caught on that sticky Venus flytrap of childbirth as it 

walked down the street: dust, coins, bus tickets’ – she 

draws breath as Callum turns his customary dull red – 

‘apple cores, crisp packets.’ Julie breaks off to register my 

arrival with a wave. ‘Morning, Kit.’


‘Morning, Medusa.’ I walk by them through to the 

office and dump breakfast on the desk, leaving the door 

open to keep an eye out for the arrival of the mail.







If Waddingtons were to make a contemporary happy 

families; say one specifically aimed at your average racially 

stereotyped view of London, with pot-bellied cab driver, 

Sikh traffic warden, Paki shop owner, Geordie-style football 

hooligan and so on, then Julie would certainly be used 

as the model for Ballbuster. With her blackened eyebrows, scary hair and utter disdain for any garment of clothing 

excepting a stained T-shirt, Julie has such a She-Devil look 

you could be forgiven for thinking that she ate men for 

breakfast, spread sparingly on toast. A lot of it’s a front 

though. Underneath all the angry stuff, there is talent. 

Granted she writes mostly rubbish but occasionally she 

comes up with a tune so haunting it makes your teeth hurt. 

This however is a rarity probably because much of her life 

is spent pursuing some kind of scam or other – an immediate 

example of which is apparent as she and Callum 

service the next punters, two women of indeterminate age 

who are umming and aahing over their choice at the sweet 

counter. The shorter of the two is wearing a pink anorak, 

white pop socks and a bluish queen-mother pillbox hat, an 

ensemble that cunningly disguises her as a Liquorice Allsort, 

whilst her friend sports a dubious perm and translucent 

raincoat poignantly decorated with small gold stars.


‘Pity you don’t have those nice ice-creams in the black 

tubs any more,’ complains the Liquorice Allsort lady.


‘Ah, well,’ says Julie then she’s off. ‘Made individually 

to order you see, small farm in the Isle of Man supplied 

them, very exclusive, fatality of nineties politics,’ she 

grunts. ‘Now these,’ she points to the Häagen-Dazs, ‘are 

mass market, but they’re nice quality, trust me.’


‘And if you’re interested in ice-cream,’ Callum adds 

politely, ‘why don’t you get an ice-cream machine. My 

mum swears by hers.’ He gazes at the ladies with his pet 

rabbit eyes. In contrast to Julie, Callum is the housewives’ 

choice. Something to do with the fact that he looks like he 

needs bundling up in some comely female’s arms, popping into the sink to have his dirty spots dabbed off then ironed

and folded before being put back on the shelf of life.


The Liquorice Allsort’s friend is not convinced. ‘It’s an 

awful lot of bother though isn’t it?’ She sniffs peevishly. 

‘You still have to mix the eggs and the cream and the 

what-not.’


‘Perhaps sorbet,’ Callum offers, ‘would be a good 

alternative. My mum makes a terrific Fruits of the Forest.’


Now firstly Callum’s mother is a stumbling Glaswegian 

drunk and his portrayal of her as Greer Garson in Mrs 

Miniver, wearing a chequered apron while she makes slapup 

teas out of paper clips and potato to serve the war 

effort, is frankly despicable, and, secondly, Julie implying 

that she is prepared to take an interest in anything that 

passes her lips other than alcohol or Pot Noodles is also a 

load of rubbish. You have to laugh though, it will only be 

a matter of seconds before these two old biddies are 

charmed then fleeced, and as I carefully set down the coffee 

on the scratched surface of my desk, I watch them through 

the open door walking away with a bumper pack of wine 

gums, one vanilla tub and the daring choice of strawberry 

daiquiri on a stick, chalking up another eight quid for the 

Orange’s ailing kitty.







The Orange is a former theatre which has operated for the 

last forty years as a cinema. Inside, the building has been 

left untouched since the thirties. It’s beautiful in a squalid 

way. When I first took the job it was owned by an old 

man called Neville Chambers. Even after my role as manager 

made it no longer necessary Neville used to turn up for work every morning at nine o’clock on the dot. A 

scrawny man with such pre-war features it made you sob 

with nostalgia just to look at him. Neville had been in love 

with the business of cinema his whole life, working the 

projection box personally since the seventies but by the 

time I arrived he was eighty-one and too frail to continue.


As with everything else in my life I soon acquired a 

secret fantasy for the place. Impressed by my dedication 

and love of the visual arts, I would become, if only for a 

brief moment, the daughter Neville never had. When he 

died, the Orange would be left to me. I would receive news 

of my inheritance, sitting in his lawyers’ offices, veiled and 

attired in Victorian lace and after a decent period of 

mourning, I’d get to work.


I’d restore the balconies, the stalls, the green velvet 

seats. Re-flock the walls, install Dolby Stereo and renovate 

the loos complete with ball and chain flush. I’d lay a new 

floor in the box office, paint the outside of the building 

back to its original colour and re-introduce the Wurlitzer 

to pep up the start of each performance.


Sensitive to the plight of movie-goers with competing 

popcorn indigestion and hunger pangs, I’d introduce all 

kinds of foodological possibilities. In the boxes (extra 

charge), total privacy and a two-course supper option. In 

the stalls, fried potatoes on skewers with chilli sauce and 

in the circles, strips of grilled chicken would come packaged 

in paper napkins. For movies over two hours, an 

interval would be created during which I’d serve portions 

of bread and butter pudding and sell tickets for Future 

Presentations. Hot chocolate with cinnamon would be on constant offer and for the late-night performances, huge

espressos with of course just a tweest of lemon.


There would be members’ evenings, non-members’ evenings, 

Girls’ Nights Out once a month. There would be 

film parties for bar mitzvahs and anniversaries, Cult Classics 

every Friday and free Vera Lynn movies in scratchy 

black and white for the Chelsea Pensioners.


Before long I’d find myself inviting directors from all 

over the world to present their screenings at the Orange. 

Martin Scorsese and I would become best friends; he, my 

mentor, I, his muse. Some of the finer documentary makers 

in England would clamour to have seasons. Barry Norman 

would hang. Premières would happen. Royalty would 

attend.


Sooner or later I would have the luck and eye to 

recognize a divinely talented young director with intellectual 

John Hustonian features and barely any money. For a 

whisper and a promise I would allow him to show his 

revolutionary short movie for one week exactly during 

which he would be discovered by Hollywood and internationally 

revered as the new Orson Welles. Eternally 

grateful and mesmerized by my haunting personality he 

would shag me once on the floor of the box office before 

departing for LA, my latest screenplay under his arm. I 

would never tell Luke but as my reward for services to 

society, Halliwell’s Film Guide would include me in the 

category of Most Influential People of the Post-Tarantino 

Era.


It’s a good fantasy, but not entirely practical because 

when Neville Chambers finally died he left the Orange to his only living relative, Ron, and in all the movies I’ve ever 

seen, when such a thing exists as ‘an only living relative’ 

there are two absolute givens:





1)  That this person will turn out to be a wanker,





and





2)  That someone in the family will leave them something 

they don’t deserve.





When Ron Chambers inherited the Orange everything 

changed. Loosely described, Ron is a contractor, with a 

business based in Manchester. From the few snippets 

periodically reported by his uncle, he’d started out as a 

builder and made good in the eighties before falling prey 

to the rollercoaster of the recession. It would appear that 

some dodgy mortgage scheme carried him through a couple 

of near bankruptcies which in turn forced him into the 

teeth of a borrowing spiral which now, I can only imagine, 

is nipping painfully at his heels. When Ron first inherited 

the Orange he didn’t see much potential in it. Shepherd’s 

Bush had not yet become part of the property boom that 

was sweeping across West London, but nobody could fail 

to miss the suburbaning up of the area in the last few 

years. Cafés transforming into restaurants, newsagents 

mutating into trendy surf shops and estate agents everywhere 

dancing in the streets. All this coupled with Ron’s 

increasing need for ready cash has fuelled his own particular 

fantasy: to flatten the Orange with a customized bulldozer 

and sell the real estate for an indecent sum of money.


Fortunately, this cannot happen. The Orange is protected 

by various council and English Heritage listed-building laws, Neville Chambers’s legal proviso that the

cinema should remain an Independent and, that I should

remain as manager as long as I want the job. The downside

is that we have one very frustrated and not particularly

honest landlord with a burning desire to cash in on his

inheritance. But until he manages to do so Callum, Too-Fat, myself will endeavour to run the place as best we can.
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