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(After listening to a poem in lectures)

Monologue
Smart dressed fashionable lady. Has a soft Welsh accent.
In her early sixties. Hair neatly tied up and wearing designer heels and glasses.
 
She is sat on a chair next to a small table with a glass of water, a few books
And copy of Lampeter Student Mag.

She is addressing the audience.

Falling in Love with You

My neighbour found me and called the ambulance.
Thank God for nosey neighbours.

I was no fool you know. I was not one for rushing in!
I waited and waited. I had found the one. 
At fifty-five years of age, I married the one!
Cliff Tucker – and what a right tucker he turned out to be
If you get my drift. Pardon the French.
He had a successful career in retail management in the city.
I work in Lampeter Uni, head librarian and editor of the Lampeter Student Magazine.
Before I met him, I travelled a bit and had my fair share of lovers. Nothing to deep mind you. My real love was the University where I am Queen of the library. Did I mention that I was a student at Lampeter? Yes, many moons ago. I was 18 years old. Eighteen. What I would give to be that 18 year old happy hippy again knowing all what I know now. 
As for Cliff bloody Tucker, his successful job in truth was an assistant manager in Tesco, Swansea. He even had the cheek to use my car to travel to work and stupid me caught the bus every day. I did not mind that he lied about his job or even took my car to work but then came the mind games and the controlling. 
‘You wear too much make-up.’ He would say and yes I did to cover up the bruising. 
We set up home in my beautiful cottage that he had painstakingly stripped apart tearing away every beautiful part of its character in the process and stripped away every part of me. I had the University mind and that kept me going. I am editor of the student’s magazine. Oh dear, I have already told you haven’t I. Anyway, I have been working alongside Neil Williams. He his studying for his Masters in Creative Writing. Neil is a mature student, 48, handsome and very intelligent. At Christmas, last Christmas just gone. We were in the pub with other students and staff members when he noticed me sat at a table alone and came to talk to me. We had a beautiful conversation about poetry and I never saw him again until he returned back in late January and as I scanned his book’s he asked me if I got his email he sent at Christmas. Of course, there was no email because I would have replied. But he was adamant and showed me the email. Daft boy, he had sent it to the wrong e-mail address. There’s men for you. I was eighteen all over again. I was told off yesterday for skipping and humming and shouted ditto! – that’s our word. But I was told off because there was an Exam in progress and was making too much noise.
We would often meet up for a drink or just go for a walk. 
I invited him back to my beautifully decorated in all its character cottage. We made love. It was the best moment of my life. We are soul mates and make beautiful love together. Sex has never been so good. I have turned into a nymphomaniac at my age and it’s beautiful. He is a sex God – my sex God! I have fallen in love.
But I had to fall down the stairs to get there. A few years ago, Cliff Tucker had pushed me down the stairs and as I lay unconscious in a pool of blood my bloody lovely nosey neighbour came and called an ambulance. 








