
I am tell ing you because you are far away



Therets a woman in here with me novt
wai t ing for  the same t ra in -  f i f ty ish,
shers wearing a bobble-hat and brown boots
and th ick st r ipy t ights -  looks a b i t
funny,  rea11y,  but  I  l ike her ,  I  th ink -  we
smi lL 'at  eaih other  a lo t .  In  the b lack
glass over  her  shoulder  I  keep catching
i ignt  of  my face -  and I  can see a l ight  on
the next  p lat form, I  th ink -  i t 's  moving in
the wind.

0h God - whyrs i t so col d? l ' lhYrs i t
have to be so cold?

Therets a hal f -bot t le  of  vodka in my bag
- werre going back to her  parentsr  af ter '
that 's  the p lan,  to  s i t  in  her  room and get
drunk and ta lk  about  th ings -  I  bought  i t
' in town this afternoon after she phoned. I
s t i I I  do everyth ing she te l Is  rne.  I  donr t
care,  I  rea11y don' t .  I  use the cap as a
measure. The woman smiles, offers me a
cigaret te.  "You look co ' ld , "  she says.  I
say,  " I  wish I  had Your hat . "

Eighty minutes.  Eighty fuck ing minutes
late and no-one te l ls  us a fuck ing th ing.

And then when it does come I alnost
dontt notice - but suddenly the womanrs
saying goodbye and opening the door to the
plat form and I  real ise therers l ights and
people moving outside - but now I cantt
move ,  I tm  shak ing ,  s i ck - fee l i ng . . .  so  I
wai t ,  a l l  hunched up in my corner  -  and
suddenly she comes through the door, her
green coat al1 speckled with snow -

-  her  face g lowing -
And I  -  I rve wanted a l l  day just  to  ta lk

- to te]l her about everything that had
happened, about the Christmas tree by the
town-hal l  near ly  b lowing down on Peters van
and about  Jenny and Mike spl i t t ing-up again
and about the new hotel on the ring-road
where ltd been for a job interview and the
boss had t r ied to get  me to go in  h is  car
af ter  and I 'd  actual ly  had to k ick h im to
get  h im to. leave me alone -  and now here
she is  beside me looking at  me and smi l ing
and suddenly a l I  I  can say is :  your  eyes
are ny favourite thing -

And my voice sounding l ike I rm at  the
bottom of a swimning pool -

And she looks at me sitt ing there'
clutching my bag tight, and she ruffles my
ha i r  

' l i ke  
! 'm  a  I i t t l e  k i d  and  sudden l y  I

start crying and I don't know why. "Come
on, ' r  she says,  " le t ts  go somewhere warn.  I
canr t  face num just  yet . "

There 's  a pub just  outs ide the stat ion,
The - Greyhound? I think. I ' le sit in a
corner and I say: "8ut I t{!!q!L there
a1one, there was t 'his woman with-me."

And she smi les and f ingers her  g lass;
she's got a broken nail, f ir:st-f in-ger-left-
hand,  and her  hai r 's  l ike a fabulous sof t
blonde cloud against my face - my head
sw ims ,  I  t h i nk :  I rm  l os jng  th i s .  So  I
start to talk and talk and talk with ny
face all f lushed and puffy, and I knock her
dr ink sk idding across the tab1e,  and the
glass smashes on the imitation flagstone


