A girl in her room. Sixteen. A camera is set up in front of her and around her are all the usual things a teenager might have in their room. There are posters of films, knick-knacks everywhere and the bed she sits on, for most of it, is rather messy. She is wearing jeans and a t-shirt with odd socks. She fiddles with her hair a lot when she speaks and comes across pretty absent minded, going off-track in many places. She speaks rather quickly.
[Turning the camera on and hopping onto the bed] I think this is one-hundred-and… eleven? I think that’s right. [Thinking] I’m going with that. I don’t remember the other night. That happens a lot though. Yas is forever forcing us all out drinking even though we have homework to do. We’re not meant to drink, but she’s got all these fake IDs and she says that if she has them why wouldn’t she use them? We were at the Cat and Custard again – you know, the nightclub down on College Street. Took its name from a pub in… somewhere near the coast? - I don’t know, anyway a man walked past me in this red silk scarf - don’t know why I noticed it, because I didn’t like it… but anyway he walked past in it – short little man, with a stubby nose - and that’s – [imitating] and big glasses… and that’s all I remember. Woke up on Terry‘s living room floor with the biggest headache this side of Las Vegas. Or that’s what Terry said about his headache, but I like it so I’m going to use it from now on. I came into his really, really messy kitchen – feeling like my head was far too heavy for the rest of me - and he said, ‘You were so funny last night!’ in front of Carole and everything. Obviously you begin to feel a bit silly then don’t you? So I asked, ‘Why? What did I do?’ and he laughs – he has this really odd laugh, see. I always think it sounds like when my bike goes rusty. Or my garden gate... anyway he wouldn’t give me a straight answer. ‘Oh you were just acting odd.’ And he laughs again. I was like: ‘How?’ and he was like, ‘Just were. Do you want orange juice?’ and I said ‘No.’ Because I could feel my stomach in my throat, ‘Coffee?’ ‘No.’ ‘No thank you.’ He says, but I roll my eyes at him, because he doesn’t deserve manners when he won’t tell me why he thinks I was being so funny. Then I remembered something else. It was really hazy, or it felt more far away than hazy, but I definitely remembered something. So I asked, ‘Did we go into someone’s house?’ and he pulls his usual face when I say something odd – which is often - ‘Yeah, mine.’ ‘No, someone else’s house.’ ‘We went to get a kabab?’ ‘No!’ I was getting really frustrated with him at that point, because he wasn’t taking me seriously. He never does. ‘Actually it wasn’t a house - it was more like a shop,’ I tried to explain, ‘but it was really dark and there was a woman sitting on a chair in the corner… and it only sold sunflowers.’ He just stared at me for a bit. He doesn’t often do that. That’s when I know I’m being really weird. ‘Alice, I really don’t know what you’re on about.’ I was embarrassed so I just said, ‘Oh,’ and shrugged, ‘must have dreamt it.’ ‘You’re strange.’ He said. He always says that to me. I think that’s why everyone calls me Alice – ‘cause Terry jokes that I’m always in Wonderland. Even my dad calls me Alice. [Sadly] S’pose it’s better than Samantha though…
[Fade]
Cross-legged on bed again, wearing school uniform, maybe taking her tie off at the beginning as if she’s just gotten in. She slouches as she sits.
I’ve got a headache again. When we were in science I asked Yas – [clarifies] Yasmine - what happened, ‘cause she sits next to me, and so I told her what Terry had said. She said, ‘Isn’t everyone odd when they’re drunk?’ and I shouted, ‘See that’s what I thought!’ and had to be shushed by Miss Gillesby. So I whispered, ‘I’m sure I wasn’t even that drunk though.’ But Yas just replied, in that way of hers, [Flicks hair, imitating a gloating manner] ‘I wouldn’t know. I was talking to Darren all night.’ I thought that wasn’t very helpful. Then she said, ‘Probably kissed him.’ ‘What, Darren?’ thinking she meant her, then she cried, ‘No, you and Terry!’ I said ‘Ew – don’t think so.’ Then she did this smirk that really annoys me, ‘cause it’s like she thinks she knows everything, but she doesn’t. Because of that I didn’t really know how to ask Yas about the whole house-shop thingie, but I decided I might as well blurt it out and see how it goes – I’m good at that. ‘Did we go into someone’s house?’ She said, ‘Well yeah,’ really obviously. Then I got excited until she carried on, ‘Didn’t you go to Terry’s?’ ‘Nevermind.’ I said. ‘Why?’ ‘Nevermind!’ and that was that really. [Huffs] She really annoys me, but I don’t have many other friends, so you’ve got to take what you can get… haven’t really done much else since I got home.
[Fade]
This time she wears a hoodie and keeps pulling at the chords as she speaks. She’s also dangling her legs over the edge of the bed and kicking them back and forth impatiently.
So I went to get some milk for dad, because I thought it would be nice, because he works all day then he has to get stuff on the way home. Terry couldn’t come with me like he usually would, because he had football. I was meant to stay with him and cheer him on, but it’s cold and I couldn’t be bothered. So I was down the diary isle, looking at all the different cheeses – I don’t know why – and then the shop appeared! Like, not in Sainsbury’s, but I just appeared outside of it. Can’t remember how I got there at all. It was another time-skip thingie, [purposely addressing the camera] so you can write that down in your little notebooks. Anyway, I knew I wasn’t going insane. I found the shop I was talking about. It was one of those old fashioned ones – vintage sweet shop type of thing. The front was light purple and the paint was all flaky – I touched some of it and it fell off. I didn’t want to be blamed so I went in really quickly. There were sunflowers everywhere. I think the lady who runs it must like them the most. And there she was as well, in her corner, in a red top and cardigan. Like my RE teacher, only younger. And doesn’t have glasses. She said, ‘Hello.’ But not like my hellos, like a really posh hello. So I said hello back – not poshly. I ask if it was a flower shop. She said, ‘A florist, yes.’ Then I said, ‘Why have you got so many sunflowers?’ She said, ‘Don’t you think they’re cheery?’ I answered, ‘Yes, if you like yellow.’ ‘Do you not like yellow?’ I said, ‘No.’ So she asked me what I did like. Terry always likes blue. Most of his clothes are blue… [stares off] What was I saying? … blue?… [Remembers] Oh yeah. I told her Terry likes blue. She said, ‘Yes, but what do you like?’ I told her I like greens and browns and oranges - I love orange! And that I didn’t really like flowers. I liked leaves, because they all felt different. My favourite leaves are really soft and fuzzy, so that I think they must make really nice beds for caterpillars. Then she started asking me more about myself, so I told her all about Terry and how our mums had been friends, so we have embarrassing pictures of the two of us in the bath together as three years old and things like that. That’s when I lived with mum of course. She asked me how old I was and I asked her too. She told me she was thirty-two. I told her she was quite posh, but she said, ‘No, I am well-spoken. Would I live here if I were posh?’ I told her that I s’posed that was true. I feel bad really. I just talked and talked and talked. She didn’t really get a word in. I do get a bit like that. Terry says I do. And dad says I’m a ‘chatterbox’. Though, she did get to tell me that there were more people who lived there. When I asked where they were – because it was really quiet - she explained that the shop goes back further. There’s a square behind the shop, like an alleyway, which separates into different houses and the ‘little-uns’ like to stay in one of them. She said to me, ‘You can play with them one day, if you like?’ I said I would like to if I came back. I got to take a sunflower home, but I’ve lost it now… and I forgot the milk.
[Fade]
Similar outfit to before.
Dad got really mad at me for going out and getting the milk. Like, I forgot it, so I thought he wouldn’t realise. He doesn’t like me going out on my own. I have to be with either him or Terry. I thought I would get caught for going out to the club at some point, not Sainsbury’s of all places. But apparently Mrs McCarthy mentioned something about seeing his ‘lovely daughter’ – [repeating proudly] ‘lovely daughter’ – out and about. She also said I was ‘so grown up’ and I thought that was really nice of her, but when I told Terry he went and said, ‘Was she talking to the same person?’ Dad brought it up really sneakily as well. He sounded like he was just mentioning it and then he was like: ‘So were you with Terry then?’ ‘When?’ ‘At the shops.’ I said, ‘Oh yeah, I was.’ Then he does his usual hum when he’s about to be sarcastic – which annoys me ‘cause he tells me off when I’m sarcastic to him - and says, ‘That’s funny, because Carole told me he was at football.’ And I thought ‘Opss.’ I told him a lie about Terry coming before football started and then he caught me out saying ‘Don’t lie to me’ and went off on one about how Terry had been so worried when I disappeared and how he’d phoned Carole in a panic. Carole’s his mum by the way. I told him that everyone else my age goes out on their own, and he’s even said I’m not a child anymore. And he said that, that wasn’t the point, was it? So I asked him what the point was and he told me I was being cheeky – see, can’t be sarcastic - and the point was that I wasn’t seeing all these doctors for fun, and with my memory loss I could end up anywhere and all that crap. I can say crap, ‘cause he’s gone to bed now. I began arguing with him and finally he just shouted, ‘It’s not safe for you outside!’ and I said that it wasn’t safe inside either was it? And that’s when I knew I’d made a mistake. He always gets upset and starts crying when I mention anything to do with mum. He says he feels like he failed. But she had custody at the time, so he wouldn’t have known would he? [Sadly] I know that... I know that… so I don’t know why he doesn’t. [Pause] Not that I remember much of it anyway. [Long pause, picking at bedding. Abruptly looks up, happier again.] So I’m technically grounded, but we ended up watching a film and eating ice-cream for dinner in the end, so I think it’s going to be alright.
[Fade]
She is still in her pyjamas and clearly hasn’t brushed her hair. There’s a red scarf draped over her knees. As she talks she often changes her positon from sitting, to laying down or propping herself up on her elbow. At times, she sits up completely straight and puts her hands in her lap, quite differently to how she has been acting previously.
[bookmark: _GoBack]I‘ve felt really dizzy all day. I couldn’t eat anything. I text Terry and told him I wasn’t coming in. He says he’s forgiven me for running off, but I bet I’ll hear about it again. I keep having headaches. I mean I always got headaches and had to have days off school, but it’s gotten worse recently. I found a scarf in my room which wasn’t mine -which was weird. [Hold up red silk scarf and plonks it back down again] Still got the tag on it. I was at the shop again. I didn’t realise I had gone there until I arrived at the front door. I think it’s to do with the headaches. It’s quite scary actually, just finding yourself in places when you don’t know how you’ve gotten there. I was getting really… [Slight voice change] flustered? [Back to normal] Yeah flustered, that’s a good one. The lady – [Another voice change] Eliana – [back to normal] yeah, Eliana told me to have a cup of tea to calm down. She and I were sitting in the kitchen this time. It’s not as dark as the shop and it looks like a country kitchen. And all the mugs are cups and saucers. And there are marble worktops! They are so smooth. [Looking into the distance for a moment, then comes back again] … oh yeah, yeah, I was telling Eliana all about the videos that I have to do for you lot so that you have a log of everything that’s going on and what I feel and if I remember any more memories. She starts asking me how the camera works and I tell her that she just has to switch it on and press record. She says ‘Oh, I did wonder how it worked.’ I stop talking for a bit and Eliana asks, ‘Your [affecting a posh accent] mother, is in prison is she not Sam?’ She even says ‘Sam’ poshly. I said, ‘Yeah.’ ‘And you live with your father?’ [Nodding to herself] ‘Yeah.’ ‘Why do you live in the same area still? That cannot be very nice for you can it?’ I told her I couldn’t bear to be away from Terry or move schools, so my dad moved nearby. He’s great like that. She thinks for a bit, and then she puts her cup down – with this clink – and said, ‘I don’t always like Terry.’ I asked her how she knew she didn’t when she’d never met him; she said she had when she was ‘out’. I asked how she could know it was him they’d never met. She said that she had met him many times, but he didn’t know who she was. I asked her how and she said, ‘I didn’t tell him my name.’ Which I thought made sense at the time, but I’ve been rethinking our conversation a lot… [Vacantly] um… anyway… rethinking our…our- oh yeah! [Animated again] And she said she didn’t like him was because he always tells me I’m silly or stupid. I told her that’s because I was stupid, but she said, ‘No. You just think differently to everyone else. Uniquely.’ Which I really liked. Then she said that I could be as bad as him though, because I could be quite rude to him as well, like not turning up to football when he would really like me to go. I said that how was it fair if I didn’t want to do it? And she said, ‘He does things for you. He always walks you home.’ I said, ‘Yes, like a policeman.’ Then I wanted to change the subject so I asked her about her mum. I said she must be really old if she’s her mum, ‘cause thirty’s old already. She didn’t seem offended, like most people are when I say things like that. Don’t know why they do. They are old. ‘Old is only as old as you feel.’ She said, ‘So my mother is not old, because she’s still chuffing along nicely.’ ‘That’s an odd phrase’, I thought. Eliana’s so cool though. She knows exactly how to say things and make it sound all nice without trying. I never know how to. It’s like there’s this wall and I’m stuck behind it, and every time I try to say something I really mean, it bounces back. I end up saying something stupid. Then she goes, ‘Sam…?’ really carefully. Like my dad when he’s about to tell me something important. And I say, ‘Yes?’ in the same way. ‘How old do you feel?’ I said I was sixteen. She said she knew that, but how old did I feel? I told her I didn’t understand the question. She said, ‘All right then, if you could be any age what age would you be?’ I said, ‘Eleven.’ ‘Why eleven?’ ‘Because when you’re eleven, and it’s the summer holiday, you’re going from small school to big school and you have no homework to do all holiday.’ She laughed and said, ‘I wonder what you would say if you saw yourself the way I see you.’ Which I thought was odd again. I finally told Terry I’d found the shop and I wanted to see what he thought about what Eliana has said. I was expecting him to be more like: ‘Who’s she to interfere in our friendship?’ really. But he seemed really anxious… yeah anxious, about all of it generally… He said next time we’re going to meet her together. But I don’t want him to come along.
