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Toby
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 anymore, 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. 
In the late 90s, he quit work at the Old Vic. His most remembered performance may be in Hamlet. The play opened in Oct 63 when he played Officer Bernardo with the opening line, “who’s there?”  This line was a call for the King to enter the stage, and only after this call Sir Laurence Olivier appeared as Hamlet. 
Nevertheless, when occasionally he is stopped in the street or during the Q&A after his readings, he is mostly asked about his appearances in East Enders or other trivial TV shows that he would rather like to forget. 
His real name is Thomas Davies, and he was born on a farm in West Wales. Most of his relatives were farmers, and at times he contemplated why a farmer’s boy from West Wales like himself would apply to train as an actor at the Royal Shakespeare Company in London in the early ’60s. “Maybe, maybe we are born with unique destinies”, he would sometimes think,  because of a lack of a better explanation. 
Anyway, after retirement, Toby withdrew to the 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 kept it vibrant and going. And it was just quirky enough to make it bearable. 
His apartment outside the town centre was small, and he stayed mostly in his bedroom. It contained 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 during makeup before going on 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 him when he left the public eye. 
Toby perceived life along the lines of Shakespeare’s wisdom and would often say to himself: “each day, we enter upon the stage of life and prepare ourselves 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”. 
11 o’clock, and Toby was looking and grumbling at himself in the mirror. “Hello, you old queen! So what have we got here? It only gets worse”. With some graceful movements, he restores his face with the elegance that only years of training at the theatre would give.  Toby takes a last look at himself and says on an out breath: “Roy, where are you?  Why are you not here when I need you? I miss you old boy. Wherever 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 of AIDS in the late ’90s. 
While Toby got 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 different charities or student organisations that still occasionally would call, but not so frequently anymore. Since he stopped his appearances on East Enders, he hadn't been on TV for 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  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 the BBC ever since. His indignance was quickly triggered, and it was not the first time he lost a job this way.
Toby talked aloud to himself: “Now I need a scarf, for sure”. Toby then wrapped a multicoloured scarf around his neck. “ I don’t know who started this fashion first, was it Ian McKellan or me?” Anyway, they had not been in contact for the last 20 years, but they were both still wearing the scarf
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 backstairs down through the back door out to the garden and then on to the high street. 
“Now, where is the bus going from?”, Toby asked himself. “ If I walk past the Muberry Bush across the roundabout  I get to the bus stop”.  As he walked, some people would look at him.  Toby politely lifted his hat and smiled. He mumbled to himself “I hope it's from King Lear and not East Enders they remember me from”. 
As the bus arrived, Toby got on. The conductor smiled and said: “I've seen you on TV, you been on East Enders. You’re that lad Fincham something? Yes, Toby Fincham, that’s it”  Toby answered graciously “You must come to one of my readings some time”. 
Toby sat beside a lady and started a lively discussion about the inspiring youth of Lampeter and complemented the beautiful dress she was wearing by saying “I haven't seen anything like it since I met Princess Ann at the Derby”.  Laughter broke out and spread wellbeing throughout the bus. 
Toby looked up at the sky outside the Lion’s club, it was clear with no rain as far the eye could see and so he decided to walk the whole way back to his small apartment. He had a feeling of satisfaction with the reading and the comments he got in the Q&A afterwards. Some people had seen him at the Old Vic, and others wanted to hear gossip about his fellow collagues from the glory days. Maggie Smith or Ian McKellen would of course always come up. Toby would rarely reveal anecdotes, but this afternoon he made an exception. 
During the run of the popular series of“Abigail” where Toby had a minute role, he met with Dame Laura Kimberly. “Toby, you’ve been on several favourite TV soaps have you not?” Toby had answered “Yes, occasionally”. Laura continued: “It's not a leading role, but I need to top up on my pension, you know how bad it is for actors, we work until we die”. Laura then went on to say that she doesn’t know what to do and that it’s ruining her life. “How so?” Toby asked. “Well let me tell you, the other day I was in the supermarket, and people surrounded me with their mobiles. They said they wanted selfies. I dropped my groceries, told them to stop this nonsense and walked out only to have it happening again on the bus home. I feel like a monkey in a zoo, and I never asked for it. That is television for you! And I don’t even have one. Now I just have to wait for the whole thing to blow over, I will probably not be able to do any swimming at the beach this summer”. Toby reminded her that she, after all, is a national treasure and people feel strongly about It.  
“Life seems so random”, Toby sometimes thoughtmelancholicly. “Some become national treasures and some pass without anybody noticing.”
He was home again in his small but atmospheric apartment sitting in his only armchair contemplating the day. The doorbell rang. Martha stepped into the tiny space of his apartment. “Please take a chair and feel at home in my humble abode.” Martha smiled and said, “Well it’s humble, that’s for sure” “You old witch” Toby replied “what more do you need except a chair, your vodka and a cigarette.” Martha blew a kiss at him: “Darling you know me so well, could I have a glass and an ashtray? Thank you, I brought my own vodka.” 
Martha was a journalist with a speciality on culture and had worked for The Carmarthenshire News until her retirement. She was now in her 70s+ and had done several interviews with Toby since he moved to Wales, and they later also became friends. 
“How was the reading today?” Martha promoted as a conversation starter. 
Toby looked at Martha with a strange absence: “I'm was just contemplating some of my illusions and delusions and my need for an audience. You know when I first came through the back door of the Old Vic, I was only 16 years. The first two years I learned everything about the trade, sweeping the floors,  building the décor, setting the lights. Then I started to get small roles mostly as farmers boys, outlandish characters and odd parts. I had a terrible time getting rid of my provincial Welsh accent. I then played on stage 6 days a week for 50 years. I loved the theatre, I loved the plays but most of all, I loved the audience. Some of the times I played for up to 900 people each night. I lived for their awe, wonder, laughter and tears but most of all the love that I received. This was the greatest blessing that also became the greatest addiction - like a drug. I needed my fix every night, or I would not know who I was anymore. In many ways, it was a great and privileged bubble to live inside. It had become my destiny and a destiny I liked. When I left London and The Old Vic, I knew that I needed a new bubble and a new fix. I needed an audience. So I moved to West Wales Lampeter to live in a smaller bubble, people know me here, I'm the son from West Wales who took a third class ticket to London and made it. I made the class journey from nothing to something.” ou
Toby sat quiet for a few seconds, a distant look in his eyes. Then he continued, more quietly: “I was brought up on a farm. We had nothing, one bedroom and lounge, that was it. Not a book except the Bible, nothing to harness the mind except a radio. Whenever I could, I would tune in and listen to readings of Charles Dickens’s Oliver Twist or The Three Musketeers by Alexandre Dumas or something else. And I would listen to the voices of the actors that brought life to texts on paper. And it ignited my very being. This must be the highest form of art, I used to think. I was almost transported from the ordinary to a world of imagination, and at that moment the first bubble was born. From then on the plays on the radio became my escape out of the misery I was born into. Then came the day my father found me by the radio mimicking the words and trying postures for the characters. He slapped me twice on the face and told me to stop it. “Go and do your work on the farm and start act like a man, or I will throw you out of the house”. Fortunately, my father's words did not have much effect. I know in my heart I had to be part of this world whatever it took. And I gambled everything I had. I packed my few belongings into a suitcase, saved up for the train fare and left my parents and the farm forever. Not even on my father's deathbed was he interested in what I had become nor did he even once come to London to see my plays. His parting words to me were  “You left us on the farm, and you're not welcome back.” My mother would never say anything, she was a repressed woman who relied upon the commands of her abusive husband, my father”.
Toby looked up. “ Matha, are you not listening? You’re texting on your mobile again”.  Martha made a grin: “Dear Toby, I can’t listen to you talking about your miserable and bleak childhood. We all came crawling out from humid, scrappy old farms and made our way to Cardiff, London, Cambridge or Oxford when the Universities finally opened up for peasants like us. That was the 60’s, but now we're here at the end of the road. By the way, I almost forgot why I came. Sorry. Susan Altwood, the president of the Lampeter UNI Theater society, approached me yesterday and asked if I would talk to you and ask if you would help them in the production of a Shakespeare play”. Toby interrupted “No, no, no way, I never engage into amateur avenues!” Martha argued that he could meet them and discuss without any commitment and it in itself would be encouraging for the young people at the UNI. Martha then used all her considerable persuasive skill and finally Toby surrendered.
Toby had the afternoon booked with the UNI Theatre society. As he entered the room, it went silent and as he spoke about Shakespeare and the different plays. He saw the glow coming out of their eyes and the shine made him humble. He felt a sense of meaning and purpose again and was also feeling blessed. Blessed with an opportunity to work with these young, keen and bright people.
Toby suggested they would do A Midsummer Nigth’s Dream. It would open during the summer solstice, and the play had even a few pantomime features that would be well suited for an amateur ensemble. 
Three months later, the play opened on the longest day of the year. Toby sat in a chair in the makeup room and listened from a distance to the play being performed. He followed the responses from the audience and lip-synced with the text he knew so well. He made himselfready to receive the ovations after the play, accept a speech from the students, collect the flowers, take a bow and exit. Toby knew the procedure well and played the part with finesse. 
The ovations never wanted to stop, but Toby did not feel too well this evening, and discretely left the theatre and walked to the bus station. As the bus arrived, he sat the furthest back and followed the lines in the sky as the bus took off. 
It was the end of the route, and the driver walked through the bus looking for garbage, belongings that have been left behind and sleepers. He found an old man at the back of the bus. The driver shouted “OY! YOU! WAKE UP!” He looked at the man, shook him, but the body was cold. The police and ambulance team were soon in place. They got hold of the ID, talked to the driver, took a look at the body but found no sigs of crime or homicide. They found the deceased address and public records. “Thomas Davies had no close relatives as far as we can find. There is no one to contact at this point”.
He is put in a black body bag, and the mortician will have a look into the course of death. “Loads of people are going this time of the year. It's too hot for old folks. They don’t have space enough at the mortuary, the coolers are full. The body will be cremated ASAP. There is no one to miss them, I suppose Thomas here was only one of them, yet another sad and lonely elderly person. It's sad to see every time. But it's our job.” 
The bus driver then asked: “What should I do with the flowers?” The police officer, who was just stepping in the police car, turned around: “Well, as I said there is no crime comitted so bin them or give them to your wife. Goodnight.” 


Returning
I was driving on the winding road towards my childhood home, between fields of crops. Nothing much really seems to have changed since I was here last time. 
The impression was bleak and time seemed to have been unkind to Haslov, the small village where we lived for two dammed years. I passed some of my school friends’ houses. They still looked the same, only older, for sure like the people living inside. The paint on the wooden houses had bleached from the sun, rain and wind. A tired impression that made me feel that I did not care anymore.
I passed Tommy’s house. Maybe he is still living there, God forbid, or perhaps he is dead. I still don’t care. Why should I?  I know the house very well, the smell of old socks and dead skin cells. I can’t bear it, not one more time. I won’t go in there, not this time, and won’t listen to their miserable stories. My life has moved on, theirs probably not.
It was daylight at the summer solstice with summer heat and blue sky. I passed the school or rather the institution of humiliation and torture. I had not been an easy schoolboy, that’s for sure. We moved to the village from a larger city, and I was all over the place and never sitting still. The only requirement seemed to be ”Sit still and don’t talk”. That was the motto of this bloody peasant school. 
I could neither sit still nor shut up and was therefore put in a particular class for slow learners, or as we were called back then “retarded”, for the rest of the year. At least there, I was top of the class, but none of that impressed my mother. The only thing that seemed to give me some leverage was the fact that my mother also happened to be the school nurse, and therefore every boy's nightmare. I used this advantage so uninhibitedly that Christ himself would blush on the cross.
I started the motor and drove further onto Olle’s farm. He and his sister were my best friends during the time we lived in this dreadful place. The farm looked peaceful, nicely painted white, just as I remembered It. I lowered the window, and I could hear and smell the cattle, pigs and chickens and see some dogs playfully just being dogs. There was a kind of idyll in this well-kept farm. 
Then there was the vicar's manor, everything was looked after to the uppermost level, the standards were so highly maintained, they killed the life out of most things. The mansion was shining white, and the whole place felt dead, as dead as Christ on the cross.
	
Next to the vicar’s manor was the graveyard. It had once upon a time been like a park. Nowadays the graveyard had grown wild, doves, owls and other birds had made their home there.
Opposite the graveyard was an abandoned smallholding. The windows were broken and the front door was open and slammed back and forth in the wind. In the middle of the yard was an old well pump and somebody had put a sack on it to prevent it from freezing. 
Then there were two open fields, one on each side of the road. 
On one side was the field where we used to play under the corn, and when the DDT aeroplane was releasing its white powder. Olle and I would run and fall until we were covered in white dust and laugh until we ran out of breath. On the other side of the road was the white wooden house that used to be my home in Heslov.
I parked in front of my old house, nobody was living there anymore. It was all falling apart. I closed my eyes, took some deep breath and started to make the journey again that I had made when I was 7 years old.
I had stayed too long at Olle’s farm. It was soon getting dark and the winds were picking up. The moon was soon going to be the only light, and I was afraid of walking home. Olle’s father was laughing at me and said “Are you a girl? Do you want me to carry you back maybe? Now go. Go now boy, GO HOME!”
The night was setting in, and it was getting dimmer. I started reluctantly to walk towards the vicar’s manor, the evening sky was getting darker, and the strong wind was throwing branches and leaves up in the air making an annoying noise. 
I walked along the graveyard park, the wind was powerful, and the door from the small holding opposite was banging hard. The shadows were following me from different directions, and the birds flew up making an anxious sound as the wind grew stronger. I was filled with fear and terror.
I clasped my little hands together and prayed to God. Please, dear God, help me, keep me safe and save me. Tears were running down my cheeks. I dried them with the palm of my hands and looked up. 
 A peaceful presence started to surround me. Out of nowhere, on that dark country road something warm and gentle began to fill my being. Like a voiceless whisper that let me know that “all is well”. The storm seemed to calm down, the birds’ screams were only birds’ making a noise, and the banging door was just a door. 
I got curiously drawn to the graveyard park. Inside the cemetery, it was so peaceful. I sat down on a stone and observed the rabbits, the birds, the flowers and gravestones. 
I was tranquil with a knowing that nothing could harm me. 
The presence guided me home through the forest path. As I opened the door, the unseen companion left me, and I was never to meet my friend again. 
Now it was just me, alone against the trials of life and lonesome because I was on my own.  Now and then, not too often, will I remember this experience, and wonder what it means.

Falling in Love
The way her hand and then arm stretched out in that fake vegan fur just made him dizzy. It was the movement of her hand as she reached for the milk bottle in the dairy aisle at the Co-op that made it for him. Like a dance, he thought, yes, like a slow dance, that’s how she naturally moves. He never saw her before although he has lived in the small town of Lampeter for 15 years now. She must be new here or someone passing by. 
Ollie was on lunch break from his work at the UNI where he was a lecturer in history. He followed her from a distance and knew at first glance that she was special. Her red hair was moving as she drove her fingers through it. In her short black boots and interestingly patterned nylon stockings, somehow, she was like coming out of the 1920 art deco era, the era of liberation in woman's rights but also literature, art, architecture, film and new political movement - a time when everything seemed possible, a new brave world. “Stop being such a historian” Ollie said to himself. But he loved this contrast to his own time when so many things were seemingly coming to a close and eventual self-destruct. 
No, she was not a ghost of the past. Just a magnet he got drawn to and can’t stop following. He kept a good 10 meters distance and put odd products in his basket. Her mobile started to go off, and her delicate hand with perfectly manicured red fingernails grabbed the mobile. Answering in a foreign accent, she shouted “Brigitte”, and then a beautiful, soft, light, lingering laughter was carried in the air and integrated and infected everyone with its pure, life force. Not that everyone deserved it. Just like the saints that gave of their goodness to anyone whether they deserved it or not. 
Now on to the checkout. She paid, took a few steps, then suddenly and in his total surprise turned around, looked at him and gave a little smile. She took out her receipt from the pocket, wrote something on it. His heart was pumping. Then she tossed it and left it on the floor. His arm bowed its way through the queue and was now down at the leg and shoe level of people. The irritation of the customers did not even bother him, there it was, the receipt crunched together like a golf ball. 
He rushed out, but she was nowhere to be seen. In slow-motion he unravelled the piece of paper read the message and froze like an ice statue. His heart stopped for a moment, but then the blood pumped like wild wolves rushing through his veins almost like nature was preparing him he for survival. Ollie knew nothing about this woman but was feeling connected to her beyond any doubt. His senses were awakened like never before. He looked up at the sky and its movements. The clouds and the different shades of the heaven were alive and almost an extension of his own skin. 
Leaning against the wall outside of Co-Op, his breathing was fast. He listened to the blood rushing inside his veins, and he heard the eco of what had been written on the piece of paper. HELP ME, PLEASE HELP ME.
Olli jumped into his car and thought that her abductor could only be three minutes away - how far does one get from Lampeter in three minutes? Not very far and there are only two ways out. He rationalised they would have taken the road towards Carmarthen then on to the motorway to London. 





“Why did they stop in Lampeter? “Ollie asked himself “Maybe petrol, groceries, toilets”. His brain was racing too rapidly for himself to follow his thoughts. Olli was now speeding, overtaking car after car finding a driving skill, he never knew he had, but that could cost him his licence. He was tracing a yellow car with a foreign number plate. Olli recorded it on his mobile “2AD3824 EU C Z. Skoda yellow. C Z”.  The Czech Republic, this was only getting worse. The Czech Republic has a high degree of modern slavery, this was something Ollie was well informed about since the Walk Free Foundation gave a lecture in UNI. The speaker Eliška Novák and the report she presented had made a profound impression on Ollie. As he was driving through town, he also recalled parts of the talk, “people in modern slavery are victims of trafficking, forced marriages or sexual exploitation, among other reasons”. 
Ollie put the blinkers to the left and turned on to the M4.  “Where are they going? Swansea, Cardiff or London”? Ollie wondered.  He followed at a distance and could see her red hair in the back seat. Just before the bridge from Wales to England they indicated to go off to the service station. Olli followed them as they went around the shopping centre and parked discretely on the back side of the service station opposite to the railways. Ollie parked at a distance and could see their car on his left.  He was no detective, but this looked like trafficking to him.  
[bookmark: _Hlk532919422]The two men in the front seats came out of the car and spoke something that sounded like Czech. The guys had heavy gold chains around their thick necks, muscles like on steroids.  Two girls came out from the back, one of them being the “redhaired”. Ollie so much wanted to know her name.  The men had a stern look, were spitting on the pavement as they walked behind the women. They spoke Czech from what Ollie could work out, and they were most probably referring to the women as prostitutes. He picked up the name of his redhaired sweetheart, her name was Natálie. Now she was a person. He knew her first name. 
[bookmark: _Hlk532919716]Ollie tried to consider his options and realised he was already in “deep waters”, far too deep and dangerous for him to navigate. His hands were shaking by now. They knew, for sure, that he was following them. Instead of the clarity he had felt when leaving Lampeter, he was now in confusion and fear. As they went into the shopping mall, one of the Czech gorillas with gold chains around his neck stood guard outside the revolving doors, and Ollie was 100 meters in front of him. “He would stop me from getting in”. Ollie needed a plan B. “When they come out, I could just shout: Natálie! and she would turn in an instant and run fast like the wind to my car and before anyone has time to react, we would be hitting the M4. She turned to me for rescue, and I can’t leave without her!” Ollie said to himself. “My mind is clear again. I know it’s the right thing to do”. Ollie felt more alive than ever before, all his senses are heightened and alert. 
[bookmark: _Hlk532986974][bookmark: _Hlk532920025]He could see the other gorilla man coming out of the revolving door and the two ladies on his sides. Ollie shouted “Natálie!” so loud his cords were bursting, but Natálie looked away as he if he did not exist. The gorilla man took a firm grip around Natálie’s waist and walked towards Ollie. Natálie started shouting “please Jacub don’t do it, I beg you, please!” Precisely and coldly Jacub gave Natálie an unforgiving slap over her face, her lips started bleeding, and she was crying. 
[bookmark: _Hlk532921175]Jacub came up next to Ollie asking, “what has the whore told you?” “She has said nothing” was Ollie’s accurate response. Ollie concealed his fear and said, “but I want her to be free”. Jacub lights a cigarette and said, “ok in that case you follow Natálie and me around the corner, and we make a deal”. Ollie felt this was a death sentence. He had no control anymore, Jacub was mastering the plan. If Natálie did not want him anymore, then it was all a very cruel game. 
They were on the back of the mall next to the train tracks. Jacub lit another cigarette and offered one to Ollie who declined. Jacub continued, “Natálie is not really for sale. She is valuable to me, one of the best, but ironically your greatest chance of survival is if I sell her to you. That also makes you as much a criminal as me” Jacub continued further “you see. It’s a thin line between what's right or wrong or good or bad. What makes us different” Jacub looked at Ollie - “only you know the answer to that, for me personally, I only care about the cash”.
[bookmark: _Hlk532988270]Jacub took out a gun from the back of his jacket  and continued “ I want £100.000 upfront for Natálie, we can go into the bank now and transfer the money, Natálie becomes yours for as long as you want her - but if you can’t buy her now and here” Jacub goes on “then I have no alternative than to kill you, got It?”. Ollie responded stuttering “yes, I understand.”  
[bookmark: _Hlk532922032]Ollie's mouth was dry, but he tried to speak” I don’t have that kind of money”. Jacub gave Ollie a look of steal and continued “you should have thought about this before you started making a mess all over the fucking place. Is that the train I'm hearing?” Natálie screamed “no please!” Jacub hit her with the gun, and her nose looked broken and starts bleeding. The noise from the train is getting louder and it’s coming closer. Ollie stands frozen while Jacub aims to fire. With the skills of a trained sniper, Jacub aims at Ollie forehead and heart. Ollie falls instantly to the ground, dead. 
[bookmark: _Hlk532924897]Back in the car, Jacub said to Natálie “you realise you owe me more money now and two more years of work before you can look at going home”. Jacub continued “you caused me so much embarrassment, and I had to shoot that English guy. This is really bad and puts us all in great danger”. Jacub got more agitated, “and it’s all your making, you stupid cow and whore. This will teach you a lesson but next time you try to contact anyone, I won't help you out - I will shoot YOU instead. DO YOU UNDERSTAND?” Jacub screamed”. “Yes,” said Natálie with a distant and detached voice.







A reflective Critique
[bookmark: _GoBack]
For me, to take this course on writing fiction was a jump of faith. In my magical realism story, I write about a boy that has such severe dyslexia that the headmaster decides to put him in a class especially for retarded children. This is my own story, I was then 6 years old, but It made an indelible impact on my psyche, although  I was not aware of that at the time. Later in backwards cascading, it changed my life in some way and effected the choices I would make.
But in contrary to the unfortunate name of “Block teaching” Dick Edwards provided an inspiring free and none judgemental “zone”. The focus was on the student's writings, and the critique was given in open class for each one to be better able to break into their next level, where each student could explore and find their own original style of writing. We were given new exercises on a daily basis, how to learn new ways to express our writing in different ways - Using a picture, and making a story from there, or how to use noir style and letting the scenery convey what mood of our protagonist had. Or the way to build character development – the character – opposition – catalyst.  Dic would often say “cut down on the sentences, reduce the word, say only that with is necessary and show don’t tell”. 
It's only now after struggling with some writing that I start to see the value in these many small lessons. 

The background to the story of Toby Fincham.
It’s actually only now afterwards that I see my writing is so much about experiences that I have had and most of all people I have met. It used to irritate me that Ingmar Bergman mostly used his own life as a basis for most of his films. I grew tired of his childhood, marriages, and his father, the terrible and cruel Pastor. But then I started to trace my writings, and It was clear It’s mostly – not always - about me. But more in dream form, where it's about you, but with different people, gender, historical time.

I am Curious ( yellow) 1967 by Vilgot Sjoman was the film when Lena Nyman got an international status as an actress. During the 60th, 70th and 80th she performed on most stages in Sweden that were big enough. She made comedies and lots of films some for Scandinavia, and some also included Europe. Lena even made musik although she really could not sing much. But those things do not matter much when you're loved of the people or a national treasure. 
When I got to know Lena, It was true  Jarmo who was in charge of the costumes and basically, anything you would need on Television, stage or film “ask Jarmo” and he would fix it; it could even be an alive giraffe if anyone would need that. Jarmo and I were hanging out after some film and TV productions. We lived next door. And Jarmo was a person most actors loved. He was simple, not an actor but loved glamour. Lena would hang in his place, and so did I. We always found ourselves at his place after the other parties. Jarmo’s place was always the best. Anyway, time went. But now and then Lena would call me over, and I would bring her some booze and keep her company until we both had to go to the theatre.  
Anyway, some time and years passed, and I was not in Stockholm anymore and neither working  In the theatre any longer. Lena would be alone in a hospital bed and nobody would visit her anymore. They did the first year, all the big stars and directors, but then after a few years it stoped. And she died alone, nobody around her. The only thing she had was her dog that Jarmo inherited.
When I made Toby, I split Lena into two parts. One part of Toby, like Lena, came from a straightforward, simple background and made it In the theatre, Lena made it bigtime, but Toby did not in the same way, that’s why he always has this inferiority complex in relations to his colleagues.
Martha is the other half of Lena. She is alcoholic but quite wise and calls a spade a spade.
The reason that Toby dies alone without relatives on a bus is that that was the way Lena died although in a hospital and with all the newspapers having it on their front page. But beyond that, they both died alone and with no-one. The other reason that Toby had to die on a bus is the  exercise demanded that something life-changing happens on a buss. Death can happen anywhere.

The Magical Realism
Well, all in this story happens to be true. The magical childhood experience I can’t tell for sure. But I know I had this experience and it had a prolonged effect on me.  During the coming year, I was convinced that I had a connection to God Itself ( only 7 years old) and I would sometime take a plastic object like a miniature dog and say to my friends. It will be alive tomorrow. I would take my dead hamster in my hands and proclaim to grownups that it will be live tomorrow. They looked scared and concerned proper Christians. Part from  all this, It happened. I felt something taking all my fear away and bringing me home safely. It could be my imagination and my will to make it real. But does It matter? It happened nevertheless.

Falling in love
This story does not ( as far as I know refer to anything specific happening in my life).
The exercise from Dick was to find 3 objects outside and make a story in class.  The first part is pure infatuation. This is a strong emotion that can possess the whole of you. The person becomes a victim to his in this case and will go on to even offer his own life for his ( what he thinks it is love) It's fascinating, what drives us humans to this? It's different from falling in love.

The readings that inspired me this last 3 month:
John Steinbeck.  The Knights Around Danny's table.
The Handmaid’s Tale, Margret Atwood
Ursula K. Le Guin The Dispossessed
Catch 22, Joseph Heller
Brave New World, Aldous Huxley
Anthony Burgess A Clockwork Orange
The Works of William Blake 
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