Helen
Eight Corners
 
Lemon soap and steak mingling makes for an interesting smell. The sort of smell you might find at your grandma’s on a Sunday afternoon, after the pots have been washed, dried and put away. I can’t remember the last time I washed any dishes in my own kitchen. She always said I didn’t do them properly anyways, my darlin wife. Added that to the long list of other things I didn’t do properly – make enough money, act like a real man, perform like her other lovers. ‘Cept, she found out in the end that there was one real impressive thing that I did do properly. Shame she aint here to appreciate that.  (Good opening – sets questions in train)

It wasn’t a bad last meal. I’ve had better of course, nothin beats Grandma’s home baked meat loaf. (Would he say that?)  When they asked me what I wanted, all I could think of was steak. That’s what hard men eat, isn’t it? Hard men on death row that is. I’ve smelt the greasy, fatty stink before, then heard the door opening and the quiet footsteps down the corridor. It’s awful quiet round these parts.
These walls have heard all my secrets, soaked them up from my thoughts. No- one on this corridor(slightly out of character – distanced. He’s been living there . Maybe here) says anything out loud. The hissing of the pipes, the rattle as the heat comes through, the long sigh after the lights go out at ten are our conversations. None of them exactly friendly.
Take a look around this twelve times six foot space: the grilled door, the barred window too far up to see out of, the hard narrow bed, the washbasin, the no-privacy crapper. Ugly, mean- assed details. Three steps from one side to the other, marks on the wall where I’ve stretched up to, a little bit further each month, every year. I’ll leave tomorrow taller than when I came in. (Very nice) Hope there’ll be a good high- backed chair so I can plant my feet firmly when they strap me in.
Three walls, a floor, ceiling and a barred door squeeze me like an early coffin that’s got too much padding, one that’s been measured for someone that aint me. Like some mistake’s been made. That’s trapped me here in this final waiting room, where the train I’ve been expecting is goin in the direction I don’t want it to.
I been staring at the smudge on the wall above my washbasin so long it’s all but disappeared. (Great)  Wonder how it got there, who put it there, along with the kick marks up the side of the barred door. Some other poor bastard whose own waiting lingers in the stale air still. His and all the others. Mine will join them soon, leave just a small trace of me behind like a single glove on a railway platform bench.
By the end of tomorrow there’ll be no need to remember every corner and so I do that now. Channel them into my mind so there’s no space for anything else. Over in that one’s where the spider drops down to from the window grill. Just what she’s looking for in here I’d love to ask her. That and where she’s come from, how she’d got in when there don’t appear to be the slightest crack to the outside. Spiders are clever, I do recall, cunning and determined. Maybe it’s not the same one each time. How d’you tell the difference anyhow?
In the corner behind my bed’s where the dust gathers. Bits of me slaked off, gathered in a tiny pile. You should be able to hide things in corners, so there’s my stash for someone else to discover. Eight corners in this cell and only two of them got any life. The others have had the life stared out of them.
I’m gonna lie on the bed now. Stretch my arms behind my head, close my eyes, make like I’m praying or just contemplating in a quiet kinda way. They like that, the guards. Makes them think you’re sorry for what you’ve done. Suits me for them to think what they like. They just better not send me a minister in the morning, one that wants me to repent. I sure don’t want to be rude to anyone on my last day on Earth, specially a man of the cloth. I got some respect left.
I shut my eyes so’s this cell is imprinted like a negative on the inside of my eyelids. Then I’ll push it to the black empty part of my mind. I can tell you I’m ready. Ready to take that quiet walk down the corridor tomorrow morning. Steak’s gurgling in my belly and I feel kinda comfy. Where I’m goin I sure as hell hope there won’t be any damn corners.
Life aint so bad after all, if there’s somethin’ you can still look forward to.

(THIS IS AN INTERESTING EXPERIMENT IN VOICE AND AN IMAGINATION OF VOICE SHAPED BY A PARTICULAR PLACE. I AM NOT CONVINCED IT WORKS HOWEVER. THE EXPRESSION VEERS BETWEEN BASIC TO ARTICULATE. IVE   UNDERLINED PHRASES THAT SEEM RATHER WORDY. THEY USUALLY ASSUME SOME DISTANCE FROM THE EXPERIENCE OF INHABITING THE SPACE (‘THIS CORRIDOR’ RATHER THAN ‘HERE’) AND I DON’T GET A SENSE OF HIS MEMORIES CROWDING IN. HE MENTIONSHIS GRANMOTHER TWIVE … DOES HE HAVE CHILDREN? WOULD HE HAVE LIKED THEM? HAS HIS MOTHER BEEN TO SEE HIM? DID HE HAVE ANY MATES AND HAVE THEY DESERTED HIM? DID HE WORK? IF SO THEN THAT SENSE OF FREE MOVEMENT…. 
NOT SURE - IT FEELS RATHER EMPTY THERE ARE SOME JEWEL LIKE MOMENTS EG THE OPENING PARAGRAPH, THE PILE OF DUST. BUT THE TOUGH GUY ACT NEEDS DRIVING THROUGH THE WHOLE PIECE IF THAT WAS WHAT TRIGGERED HER. 
MAIN ISSUE IS I AM UNSURE TO WHOM THIS IS ADDRESSED. A CONSCIOUS SENSE OF THAT WOULD ENLIVEN THE WHOLE PIECE 

ALSO - HE WOULD KNOW THAT THERE WILL BE A PRIEST UNLESS HE SPECIFICALLY SAYS HE DOESN’T WANT ONE.
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