Toby’s schedule was not exactly what you would call hectic. Long gone were the days at the Old Vic Theatre in London. He missed the walks along the river onto the southern lane to the backstage door. That used to be his “special time” of contemplation in those days. Toby Fincham that’s how he got to be known to the audience. Not that he was much remembered any more, the time had unfortunately faded his name into obscurity. Now and then the local paper announced an invitation to a reading night or more likely nowadays reading afternoon as his audience grew older and older. 
After the ’80s, he quit working at the Old Vic. The most rememberable performance may be in Hamlet, the play premiered Oct 63 where he played Officer Bernardo with the opening line in Hamlet, “who’s there?”  The line was a call for the King to enter centre stage, and only then after that entered sir Laurence Olivier as Hamlet. 
Nevertheless, when occasionally he is stopped on the street or at an A&Q after readings it's mostly about his appearances in East Enders or other trivial TV shows that he rather would like to forget about. 
His Christian name is Thomas Davies, and he was born on a farm in west Wales. Most of his relatives were farmers, and sometimes he contemplated why a farmers boy like himself from western Wales would apply for actors training at the Royal Shakespeare Company in London in the early ’60s. “Maybe, maybe we are born with unique destinies”, he would sometimes think, out of lack of any better explanation. 
Anyway, after pension Toby had withdrawn to a quiet small town of Lampeter in West Wales to reconnect with his roots. It was a slowly dying spot, except for the charming University that keept It vibrant and going. And It was just quirky enough to make it bearable. 
His apartment outside the town centre was small and he staid mostly in his bedroom. It was mainly a big bed and the makeup table that he acquired from The Old Vic when he left.
For Toby, as for many actors, the time around the makeup before the stage was a time of meditation. It is the moment when the character gets recreated, and the illusion gets perfected. That moment of preparation was a part he wanted to bring with himself when he left the public eye. 
Toby perceived life in the way of Shakespeare’s wisdom and would often say: “each day, we enter upon the stage of life, and make ourselves ready for the role we need to play”. Toby would then continue: “you either play your part well or not so well, or even shamelessly bad– the point is you still have to play”. 
It’s 11 a clock Toby is looking and grumbling at himself in the mirror. “Hello, you old queen! So what have we got here”, looking carefully at himself,” It only gets worse”. With some graceful movements, he restores his face with the elegance that only years of training at the theatre would do.  Toby takes a last look at himself and says on an out breath: “Roy where are you.  Roy, why are you not here when I need you? I miss you Old boy. Where ever you are, wish me good luck would you.” 
Roy used to be Toby’s dresser and later also his partner. They were both supposed to move to Wales together, but Roy died before in AIDS in the late ’90s. 
While Toby made himself ready to go to the reading, he talked to himself. It’s a way of tuning the instrument he would say. “King Lear, the old King that’s me now, old angry and vicious, not anymore the anxious prince Hamlet seeking for justice”. 
Toby enjoyed doing readings for the different Charities, or students organisations that still occasionally would call but not so frequently anymore. Since he stopped the appearances on East Enders, he hadn't been on TV  and it was quite some years now. Not since the producer of East Enders called and offered him a small part as a rough sleeper under the bridge. Toby had got upset and said that he was fully booked but proposed that they contact sir Ian McKellen instead. They are after all in the same age range - then he put the phone down without saying goodbye. It had been quiet from BBC ever since. He’s indignance was quickly triggered, and It was not the first time he lost jobs this way.
Toby talked aloud to himself: “Now I need a shawl for sure”. Toby then wrapped a multicoloured shawl around his neck. “ I don’t know how started this fashion first, was It Ian McKellan or me?” Anyway, they had not been in contact for the last 20 years, but the shawls they were both still wearing.
Carefully he took the specially designed hat from the shelf and put it on. “Well, there we are.”
Toby did not like elevators and therefore took the back stares down true the back door out to the garden and then to the high street. 
“Now, where is the bus going from?”, Toby asked himself. “ If I walk past the Mullberrybuch across the roundabout I get to the first bus stop”.  As he walked, some people would look or even stare at him.  Toby courtesly lifted his hat and smiled. He mumbled for himself. “I hope. It's from King Lear and not East Enders they remember me from”. 
As the bus arrived, Toby walked in. The conductor looked  at him and said “Tom  are your  supposed to take yourself around like this?”  Toby answered craceously that he had readings to do. “Just sit behind and I sort it out” said the bus driver. Toby sat beside a lady and started a lively discussion about the inspiring youth of Lampeter and of the beautiful dress she was wearing and said “I haven't seen anything like it since I met Princess Ann at the Derby”.  Laughter broke out and spread wellbeing throughout the buss.
The ambulance arrived with two nurses from the Rosegarden Nursing home. They came onto the bus and took a look at Toby and one of them said “Tom what are you doing here? Gosh you are still in pyjamas and slippers!”
[bookmark: _GoBack]Tom was put on the ambulance stretcher. He looked confused and a bit scared:” I need Roy here now. Please get Roy here now, please!” The first nurse looked at the other nurse and said: “Who is Roy?” The other nurse looked at Toby and held his hand: “Roy  died a long time ago, his not here anymore.” Toby looked bewildered a little while and then said quietly: “yes I know”. The first nurse then pattitied him and said: “we will have dinner when we get back.” Toby asked if there will be pudding. The first nurse answered,” yes french Crème caramel, your favourite”. Toby smiled and squeezed her hand with a smile.
  














