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      I walk, legs like ironing boards, along the catwalk onto the stage. I am really going through with this. The quiz show host, Max Perry, turns to me as I blink against the bright lights of the lamps.

      ‘And here’s Contestant Number Six,’ he purrs into the microphone.

      The crowd bay their approval. They're pressed up against the thick, Perspex fence that separates them from the contestants, the TV crew and the Bunker. From my viewpoint on stage, I can see the tiny group of protesters at the back with their huge LED Respect Your Elders badges flashing away. You'd never know they were there if you're watching the show at home. As if their protests ever did any good.

      ‘What’s your name, sir?’ The audience like it when Max shows deference.

      Close up, Max’s skin is very taut and smooth. Not one line or wrinkle on his face and the saffron colour of his luxuriant hair is suspiciously even.

      ‘George Appleby.’

      ‘And where are you from, George?’

      ‘The South London Stacks.’

      ‘So, not too long a journey then to Teddington?’ Max smiles the complacent smile of someone who lives and works in one of the more exclusive areas of London.

      ‘No, not too long,’ I agree.

      But scary, walking to the station in the early morning, ever watchful for lurking predators, conscious that running away is no longer an option with my arthritic knees. And annoying, having to show my Ocard and I.D. card at every interchange to prove my right to travel on public transport. And humiliating, having a full body search and mandatory shower once I'd managed to enter the hallowed enclosure of the studio.

      ‘Are you feeling lucky, George?’

      I’ve rehearsed for this. The fucking wishbone has been in the right-hand pocket of my suit jacket ever since my Last Supper. Feeling the smooth fragility between my fingers, I fight the urge to snap it. I pull the wishbone out of my pocket and brandish it for the crowd and the TV cameras' benefit.

      ‘I sure do, Mr. Perry, I’ve got my lucky wishbone, see?’

      It’s a nice touch, me calling him Mr. Perry, shows I have old-fashioned values.

      ‘Call me Max, please. So, it was roast chicken for your Last Supper, eh?’ Max smirks. ‘May I pull it with you, George?’

      ‘Of course.’

      I wonder what he would have done if I'd refused and tossed the wishbone aside. I fantasise about shoving it up Max somewhere the sun doesn’t shine. Now, that would have been a novelty for the audience.

      We each pull on one tip of the wishbone. Max’s hand looks very pink and plump compared to my thin blue-veined hand. The wish bone splits and I keep the larger half. I admire Max’s skill in ensuring that it happened that way. Of course, he practises every time someone chooses roast chicken for their Last Supper.

      ‘What's your wish, George?’

      I wink. I've been told the crowd and the audience watching at home like winks. ‘Now, that would be telling, Max.’

      The crowd roars.

      See, I’m not senile; I can remember I’ve been told to call him Max. I would be a worthy winner; deserving a luxury lifestyle and all the medicine money could buy.

      ‘Well, I think we can all guess, George.’ Max turns to the crowd. ‘Right, guys?’

      There is an even louder roar of approval.

      ‘OK, George, time to get into your jacket and go to your seat. And George - stay lucky!’ That’s Max’s catchphrase.

      ‘I'll be lucky all right, I have my wishbone!’  What a plucky contestant I am.

      I wave it about to cheers from the audience and then do my best to walk briskly over to the waiting assistants.

      A young, smiling woman helps me into the bomb jacket with Number Six Sponsored By Time-Warner-Virgin emblazoned in massive black letters on the back and the nice big red button on the front. The size makes it easier for elderly, less agile fingers to press. She is a pretty thing, with glossy ebony hair and sparkling brown eyes. I know what Emmie would have said to her - ‘Are you proud of the way you make a living?’

      How we had despised the Boom Show in the comfortable years. But Emmie is dead and gone, the victim of teenager muggers on the lookout for elderly, therefore easy, prey in the Stacks.

      As Max introduces the rest of the contestants, I imagine slamming the button on my jacket and stopping the murderous charade at once. I wonder why the game show gives contestants the opportunity to kill themselves during the show. They must gamble we're so desperate to win, we'd never think of blowing ourselves up. The producers have made a mistake with me though, despite the careful screening process. They thought they had the perfect Boom Show contestant with the sad story of my dead wife and my medical condition, with only months to live.

      Then it occurs to me with a sickening lurch. Perhaps they aren’t taking a chance. If I press the big red button, would it blow me to smithereens? Or would I be left looking like an idiot, vainly punching the button while the security guards rush to take me away?

      An ear-splitting cheer erupts and alerts me it's time for the show to start.

      ‘Contestants to your stands, please.’

      We stand up and shuffle to our places except Contestant No. 12, an old Asian woman with a neat grey bun, looking very colourful in her red sari under her yellow bomb jacket, who wheels herself to a specially lowered stand.  Asians don’t love their elders more than anyone else, that’s a myth. A single red rose lies across her lap. What’s so lucky about a crimson rose?

      ‘Now, we all know the rules but just for you old timers, I’ll repeat it again. We'll call two contestants. I will read a question out. Whoever presses the buzzer and says the correct answer first, wins.’ Max flashes a smile at the cameras. ‘The loser will be eliminated from the round.’ Is it my imagination or does Max linger over the word “eliminated”?  He or she will then go to the Bunker.’ Max looks appropriately grave. ‘The game continues until there is only one person left. Tonight’s winner. Any questions?’

      There are no questions. Everyone, contestants and audience alike, has seen the Boom Show hundreds of times before.

      ‘Stay lucky!’

      This is the perfect moment. My finger hovers over the button and then my hand falls to my side. Why not wait to see how it goes? If I lose, I can always try it then and see if it works.

      They call Numbers Two and Three.

      ‘Who was the last female monarch of Great Britain who reigned in her own right?’

      Two is too slow. Three answers the question, pounding the button on the stand with his fat, balloon like hand.

      ‘Queen Elizabeth the Second,’ he shouts.

      ‘Correct, Harry, you remain in the game. Coral, I’m afraid you've lost and must go to the Bunker.’

      Two, a black woman with hair so white and fluffy it makes me think she has a thousand dandelions planted on her head, says nothing.  Her shoulders droop as she walks off the stage and starts down the long gangway on the left that leads to the
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