Downstairs
This is of a Middle aged man who is quite segregated from social interaction, he finds staring to be offensive or scary, always focusing on peoples eyes, he has a daughter that hasn’t been seen in days and even his own family don’t want to talk to him
[Man walks on stage, carefully looking out a window to his right and then sitting down on the sofa next to him, still looking outside, he looks towards the audience and jumps a tiny bit, then quickly looks back outside]
[bookmark: _GoBack]You must be wondering, what is this man looking at? Well? You aren’t really gonna get an answer, I don’t know myself.
(Pause)
[He Grabs a newspaper next to him and opens it] You know, I used to have people over all the time, sometimes for dinner and maybe for tea. They would always comment on the furniture, “Your table looks brand new, actually, why is it that most of your things look brand new?”, (Slight pause) I would always say “I’m just a clean person!”.
[Pauses as he starts shaking his leg] “You don’t look it”.
Cheeky fucks, while we would talk all they would do is look around, keeping their eyes glued to the damn walls and ceilings, as if they were looking for something. I got nothing to hide, unlike them. Ah--- Hold on!
[He rushes towards the window as his face grows distant and full of anger]
Ah, sorry about that. I have this neighbour across the road, Miss Croswell, she is the worst of it, always peeking at other people windows. As if she can say anything! I know what her kids are like, always going out in the nights for a quick shag. [Laughs] I wonder where they get that from, a slag like her I hope. Anyway, where was I- Ah right! I was [Pause] …She doesn’t like it when I stare, oh the looks she gives me, she always looks back in disgust. One day, she went up to me and asked “Where is that daughter of yours?” “Daughter? What’re you on about?”
“I have none?”
I remember her looking almost angry, “Don’t joke about such things, my son hasn’t seen her in days!” [Looks down and away from the audience] But it’s like I told her, I have no daughter. “Aren’t you a bit lenient with your kids?”
Ever since then, she has given me this dirty look. Her face painted with a frown.
What a miserable old cow.
[Fade out]


[Fade in]
[The man is leaning against the living room doorway, he stares at the window that now have closed curtains]
I saw the little bastard at my window, looking through and looking, I threw him across the yard, I’m sure all he has are scrapes and bruises. “Where is she” he said, “Where did you put her!” I told him “I know as much as you kid”. Last time we spoke I said that I didn’t have a daughter, yeah, I lied. She ran away, I only just went to the police yesterday, and oh did they ask me questions, 
Police: “Why did it take you so long to come to us?” 
Man: “I have a life outside of her you know, I was too busy”
Police: “Why do you think she ran away”
Man: “I don’t know, maybe one of her brothers put her up to it, he has always had a fascination of her”
Police: “Where was she last seen?”
Man: “I have no idea, why don’t you ask one of her friends or something?”
Their eyes grew to judge me, always looking down on me as I answered their questions. When I got home, I could see Miss Croswell again, this time with horror in her eyes. “Where is she!” She asked, “Where did you put her?” Mother like Son, I guess.
The Police came over today, and they decided to come kicking, bringing a whole squad of cars along with their damn cameras. As they came up to my door I opened it and asked “Officer, what is this?”
“I’m sorry sir, but we have a search warrant for your address, I suggest that you stand aside!”
They rushed in here with their damn cameras, taking pictures of every nook and cranny of the house. (Pause) You know what, I bet it was that Bitch across the way, [He quickly sits down on the sofa].
But, I sometimes hear things in the night, like, I don’t know, movement.  
