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Callous Sid
prithi shukla
Rebecca Jackson had slept uncomfortably that night. She was up five minutes before her alarm clock went off. She detested being shocked awake.
[bookmark: _GoBack]“I hate winter mornings,” she groaned and shivered as she dragged herself from underneath the warm duvet. Another cold day confronted her. Rebecca shuffled arthritically, barefooted, to the far end of the dingy bedsit.  Her high-rise flat in one of London’s suburban neighbourhoods was grim. 
That morning Rebecca stared blankly at her corpselike reflection on the side of the electric kettle while the water boiled.  As she sipped her tea she thought again of Sid. It was exactly a year to the day since he moved into the flat directly below her with Janice. 
“Why did he do that,” she groaned, recalling the way he had looked at her before he left. His face was wan and racked with guilt. He never gave an explanation, just walked out.
“…twenty years,” Rebecca murmured. Her inner emptiness grew stronger every day. She felt tremulous and depressed. 
She turned on the radio. 
“This is ridiculous,” she whispered, “…get a grip.”
A sharp pain on the ball of her right foot made her wince.  It was a shard of glass that had lodged under the cheap linoleum floor, probably when she dropped the empty wine bottle a few nights ago. 
As she put a band-aid on the cut, Rebecca remembered she needed to make a detour today; it was her mother’s birthday and she wanted to surprise her. 
She had two hours to change, drop in to see her mother and then take the tube to central London where she worked as a typist at a law firm.
Dressed in a woolly skirt and jumper Rebecca put on her coat and stepped out into the acrid corridor. Neither of the lifts worked. Exasperated, she limped down the stairs ignoring the stinging pain in her foot. As she made her way down, she heard footsteps behind her. Rebecca froze. Was it Sid? She scurried on without looking back towards the bus stop. Almost there, she couldn’t help a quick glance behind her.  A massive man with dreadlocks in a long tatty leather jacket was hurrying after her. The bus pulled in and jerked to a stop. The doors swung open and people pushed to get on. Rebecca had just about made it to a vacant seat when the same man lumbered his way down the aisle bumping into people, focused on Rebecca. Unnerved, Rebecca avoided eye contact. She quickly placed her bag on the vacant seat. 
“Move your bag, lady,” he growled, angrily waving his big hands at Rebecca, filthy nails showing through fingerless gloves.
“I’m sorry,” Rebecca retorted. She put the bag on the floor in front of her. He took no notice of her apology and plonked himself down. He leaned against Rebecca’s shoulder, thrusting his elbow into her side. He reeked of tobacco and stale alcohol. Uncomfortable with the closeness, Rebecca hunched away and glanced at him quickly. He grinned at her, monstrous, his teeth crooked and discoloured.
“What’s your problem,” she said irritated. As soon as the words came out, she knew her mistake. He turned around and glared at her, his eyes wide and eyebrows arched.
 “I know you,” he said, glaring at Rebecca, “You’re the one that works at that lawyers office in Holborn.”
Rebecca stared. Who was he and how did he know so much about her? She hated responding to anyone who intimidated her. 
“Aren’t you?” 
The man seemed so threatening. Rebecca chose not to answer. Her heart was thumping against her chest so loud she thought the whole bus could hear it. Rebecca desperately looked around but none of the passengers reacted. Perhaps they hadn’t heard.
“I ‘d better get off at the next stop,” Rebecca thought. She tried to reach for the bell, but the man grabbed her hand and squeezed it.
“You’re from the lawyers office, aren’t you?”
Rebecca ignored him and stared away, desperate for help. 
“Why are you looking scared, lady,” he whispered poking Rebecca in the ribs, “…my dreadlocks bother you?”
“What do you want?”
“You’re a lawyer, aren’t you?”
“I’m not a lawyer, I just type up their reports.”
“Good, you can help me then.”
Rebecca’s stomach clenched. She knew the route well; in two minutes they would be pulling into the next stop. She wondered how she could get past the man. 
“My nephew, he’s in trouble, he needs your help…he does,” he blurted, “…please, I need your help, missus” after a short pause he added, “a bloke in your building, he’d said you’d help. It wasn’t my nephews’ fault, you understand.”
“Well,” Rebecca said, “You have a strange way of asking…who was it in the building?”
“Sid…he’d told me to get you on your way to work.”
“Sid,” Rebecca yelped, “You mean Sid on the third floor?”
“Yes missus, his Janice said you worked with lawyers.”
Rebecca’s stomach turned. She leaned forward and pressed the bell to get off at the next stop, clutching her bag tight.
“So, you’ll help missus?” He grabbed her coat. Rebecca panicked.
“Meet me at the office tomorrow. Sid has the address”
“Great,” the man said and got up smiling happily. The bus lurched forward, then abruptly stopped. A polite robotic voice announced their arrival:
“Carlie’s Park.”
“I’m jumping off here, aren’t you?” He got up, having accomplished his objective.
“No, I’ve changed my mind.” She stared out of the window.
As the bus pulled away, Rebecca sat back and sighed, relieved for now but also seething at the thought that Sid had invaded her privacy like this. As she reflected on Sid’s callous indifference, Rebecca realised she was after all better off without him.
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