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      PART I


THE SEA



      
        1. Mowgli



There is always a song in my head. 

Ever since I was little, as long as I can remember

There has always been music

When I wake up 

When I go to bed 

Melodies, little tunes 

Spill out  

At night when I’m trying to sleep 

It soothes me 

Without music 

I’d become feral 

If it stopped 

I don’t know who I’d be.

Silence.

Waves lap 

Black blood in moonlight 

I don’t regret what I did. 

It was the right thing to do.

He starts again.


In the playground, there were two games of football. The older kids, and the younger kids. Our school was surrounded on all sides by houses – kick the ball over the fence and you’re done. Game over. We had a strip by the side of the classroom, and the older boys had a pitch on the tarmac. Max was in our year – but he was so good he was allowed in the older kids’ game.


Midflow, world cup final. Brazil versus England. I was Romário. We were losing 3-1. For a moment, our game spilled into their game, my best friend Harry kicked our ball onto their pitch. Max ran straight over, knocked him down, sent him flying – then booted our ball miles over the wall. End of game. Fuck knows if we were ever gonna get it back. It was a fresh one as well, no chunks hacked out of the sponge. Harry picked himself up, pink in the face, on the verge of tears. I was livid. Without thinking, I ran into their game, nicked their ball and smashed it over.


Beat.


Max’s face. He literally saw red – his face was bright pink, puffed up like he was having an allergic reaction. Panting, hair straggling across his forehead, he couldn’t believe it. His eyes were bulging. He was big. I was small. Skinny, ribcage like a skeleton. Terrible mistake. Immediate regret. He charged at me like a bull, shoved me to the ground. My head smacked the concrete. He stood over me. I braced myself. Mr. Harrison swooped in and swung him away. As I got up, everyone was standing round me. Looking at me like a hero. Charlotte Bailey smiled at me. I went bright red. 


He smiles.


When I got home, Mum and Dad were pissed off at me. Not cos I’d hurt Max, I couldn’t have. Not cos of the hole in my trousers (although that did also piss mum off). But because the school sent a letter home. The idea of getting into trouble was worse than the reality – it brought embarrassment, shame to their doorstep. And that was the worst thing you could do. Bring shame. But you could bring shame upon the family for the smallest thing. Girlfriend? Shame upon the family. Smoking? Shame upon the family. Drugs? Out the house. Gay? – you’re dead. 


But Max started it. I dobbed him in unashamed. Dad looked up their number in the phone book and asked them to come over and apologise. Fuck. I stood in the driveway while they sorted it out. Me and Max hung about in the background, kicked a ball around. Max’s Dad was calm, respectful even. He made Max say sorry. Then Dad turned to me – 


Say you’re sorry too.


No.


Max’s Dad played it down – didn’t mind. But my Dad was fuming. He went inside, slammed the door. For a minute I thought that was it. But then Max’s Dad pulled me round the side of the house. Backed me up against the brick.


If you ever humiliate my son again 

I will take a can of petrol 

pour it through your letter box 

and set fire to your house. 

I will kill you and your fucking family.

He glared at Max


And you –  

Wait till I get you home.


As they walked off down the driveway, Max picked up a stone and threw it at our car. The window shattered into tiny little squares of glass.

Pause.

There was another me, inside 

Who wanted to cry 

He had a thick lump stuck in his throat 

I ignored him, buried him deep.

Pause.

Be careful, Mum and Dad would say 

Be careful 

They’re out there looking for you

*

11. 

I grew up on an Island. 

There was one other Asian boy at my school – Raj.

And of course I wouldn’t have thought about it at the time but

Maybe he was more Indian than me

not that I think of myself as that – I’m English

But maybe his family were a bit more traditional or

Stuck 

Because he was less knowing of the world he was in or

More trusting maybe 

He was harmless, never stood out 

But for some reason The Headmistress singled him out

She made him stand up in front of everyone

And called him Mowgli.

Stop showing off. 

If you don’t behave 

I’ll make you pull your trousers down right here.


Everyone laughed 

I laughed – it was funny. 

He was upset – I could see it in his face 

I didn’t care. 

Because I had escaped. 

He looked ashamed 

Like he’d done something wrong. 

She strutted around like she’d delivered justice.

He was Mowgli. 

Not me.



      
        2. Break-In


What would you do if you were attacked in your home?

Pause.

Everyone has deranged violent fantasies –

Don’t they.

Beat.

About what they’d do if someone broke in –


I’ve got a baseball bat under my bed. 

Krav Maga, roundhouse to the face. 

Dhalsim mate. Street Fighter II Turbo

Knock them the fuck out.

But in reality, you don’t know what you’d do until it happens – until it’s happening and you’ve got no choice.

Summer holidays, back from uni. I had become nocturnal. Mum and Dad were out at work, my sister was at school. No cars in the driveway. I always thought that break-ins happened when it was dark. Turns out the best time to rob a house is in the middle of the day.

3am. ITV2+1. Taxi Driver / Apocalypse Now back to back. Don’t know what time I went to bed. The next day I got up late. Fell out of a dream. I was in the shower, music in my head. I got out, heard footsteps on the stairs. My brain thought it’s Dad, back from work. I came out the bathroom in my pants, crossed the landing, leant over the bannisters and there on his way up, was a kid – baseball cap and kappa tracksuit – same age as me. And this is what I did – 


Pause.


I ran at him. 

Charged down the stairs. 

He bolted, turned his back 

Legged it into the living room 

– shouted

DAD.


I arrived a second later, 

burst through the door in my pants 

to see the kid staring across at a wiry man

White, before you ask, in his forties

Screwdriver in one hand, 

swiping our video camera with the other 

This scabby-looking guy in the living room

The father of this fucking kid, froze 

The three of us locked in a standoff  

The boy, adrenaline blitzing through his veins

The Dad, scaghead, caught in the act

And me, fucking raging, standing in my pants.

The Dad came at me, screwdriver aimed at my neck

As he went to stab me in the throat 

I barked a torrent of abuse


DROP





























































































































































































































































































      
        3. True Love
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