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SCENE ONE;


F.X. FADE UP A LOW LEVEL OF STREET NOISE.





LISA:		( Close ) 


		My name is Lisa Rocko. 


		Lisa Rocko. 


		Lisa Rocko.


          	I'm 13, have brown to black hair 


		and I'm more or less what you'd call tall for my age.





		If you ever see Lisa Rocko. 


		Lisa Rocko. 


		Lisa Rocko.


		You'll know it’s me because of the odd socks 


		that I'm gonna wear until they become fashionable.


		And because of this badge. 


		With my name on it. 


		Lisa Rocko.





		Look, I'm sorry about this name thing. 


		I know it must sound a bit weird to you.


		But that's the idea. 


		That's good.


		You see, I almost got forgotten once 


		and now I have to make sure people are always curious about me, 		so it can’t happen again.


		And if that means sounding weird...well…


		Lisa Rocko!





ANNOUN:	Children's Radio Four present 'Nobody Was Here' 


		a play in two parts by Alan Gilbey.





		Episode One; 'The Importance Of Being Er......?'





F.X.	FADE IN MALL MUZAK: AN ORCHESTRAL VERSION OF THE 	BEATLES 'NOWHERE MAN'.














LISA:		( V.O. over mall acoustic.)


		Lisa Rocko got herself forgotten last year.


		Here, in the shopping centre. 


		where me and my mates would hang around in Woolworths 


		and Our Price and that shop where you can buy anything for 


		a pound  - as long as it's rubbish.





LISA:		What does this do mister?





SHOP:	Break, if you keep waving it about like that. 


		Now get out of here, the lot of yer!





F.X.	A GANG OF GIRLY JEERS.





LISA:		( V.O. ) 


		Here, where me and my mates would meet after school.


		To gossip. And bitch. And wind each other up……like this.





SCENE TWO:


F.X.	SHIFT TO MALL ACOUSTIC.





ANNA:	I don't!





LISA:		You do! 


	


ANNA:	I never.





LISA:		We saw you.





ANNA:	You're lying you are.





GIRLS:	You've gone re-ed!	





LISA:		Shame!





LISA:		( V.O.) We told boys that our mates fancied them 


		and made pensioners angry when they passed.





The girls laugh horribly.





O.A.P;		Bloomin' kids!





LISA:		( V.O. ) And I was the worst of the lot.





F.X. A FINAL SHIFT TO THE FULL REALITY OF THE MALL.





LISA:		And what makes you think we're gonna let you hang 	


		around with us Leanne?





LEANNE:	Because I already do hang around with you Lisa.





LISA:		Not properly. Not in all our special, secret ways. 


		And certainly not in trainers like those.





LEANNE:	But these are new trainers. 


		My mum bought them for me.





LISA:		Where from? The Oxfam shop?


		


The other girls laugh.





LISA:		Sue Ryder? Age Concern?





LEANNE:	They're all she could afford.





LISA:		That's because your mum's a dosser. 





LEANNE:	No, she's not!





LISA:		That's because you sleep in a cardboard box.





LEANNE:	( Distressed ) NO I DON'T!





LISA:		Big Issue! Buy the Big Issue!


		That's your dad at work that is.





LEANNE:	Shut up Lisa. Shut up!





ANNA:	Yeah, that's enough Lisa. 	She's upset.





LISA:		So?





ANNA:	So that's enough. Leave it out.





F.X.	 FADE DOWN BACKGROUND





LISA:		( V.O. ) But I didn't leave it out. I never left it out.


		Not realising that one day it was me that was going 


		to be left out....of everything.





SCENE THREE:


F.X.	FADE UP THE SHOPPING CENTRE. 


ANOTHER DAY -  DIFFERENT MUZAK.





LISA;		I spy with my little eye something beginning with w.





ANNA;	Woolworths.





LISA:		No.





ANNA:	Wallis.





LISA:		No.





ANNA:	Waitrose.





LISA:		No. 





ANNA:	I give in.





LISA:		Wally.





ANNA:	Where?





LISA:		Over there. Looking in the windows of Dixons.


		( Shouting ) Oi Wally! Like your anorak!


				


ANNA:	You can be a right pain to be with sometimes, you know?





F.X. 	WE BECOME AWARE OF THE APPROACH OF MUMBLING





LISA:		No I don’t know. 


		Oh look, here comes Leanne’s mum!


		( Calling out ) Hiya Leannes’s Mum. Been shopping have you?





ANNA:	Please Lisa. don’t. Don’t start talking to some smelly bag lady.


 		She might come over.





LISA;		But I want her to come over.


		I want to know what she keeps in all those carriers.		


		All right Mrs Bag Lady? Out for your mid-morning mumble? 





BAGGY:	Mumble. Jumble.  Muddle. 





ANNA:	Let it go Lisa. She’s mad.





BAGGY;	I’LL GIVE YOU MAD!





LISA:		I’d rather take a look in your bags.





BAG:		Bags. Baggy. Baggage.





LISA;		Bit of a collector are you?





BAG;		COLLECT! REJECT! GET OFF ME! 		





ANNA:	That’s it! I’m going to find Leanne.





LISA:		Don’t you dare!





ANNA;	You don’t need me Lisa. Not any more.


		You’ve got a new friend now.





LISA:		( V.0 mall acoustic ) 


		But my new friend was shuffling away


		With her empty eyes


		And her filthy hands 


		And her collection of bulging plastic bags 





BAG;		Mumbles.





LISA;		Oi! Where do you think you’re going?





SCENE FOUR:


F.X.	INTERIOR  ACOUSTIC / ENTERING A CAR PARK. FEET ON COLD 	CONCRETE.  WE ARE MOVING AWAY FROM THE MALL MUZAK 


	AND INTO A FAR COLDER PLACE. 





LISA		( V.0 ) Down towards the darker end of the shopping centre.�		To the multi-story mess where you only park your car 


		if you don’t like it.





BAG:		Down. Down. Down.





LISA;		( Echo ) Let me have a look in your bags!





F.X.	WE DESCEND FURTHER INTO THE DANK. DRIPPY ACOUSTIC.





LISA:		( V. O) Down a ramp. Round a corner.


		Deeper into the depths of the shopping centre 


		went the mad bag lady. And I went with her.


		Why?


		Because I don’t like secrets.


		Why?


		Because I like to get my own way.


		Why?


		Because those bags were bait, and I’d just swallowed the hook.





LISA:		Stop walking away from me.





BAG:		Walking. Walking. WALKING!





LISA:		Pah! I bet you haven’t got anything worth having in them anyway.


		I bet they’re full of filth and flies.





BAG:		Go away!





LISA:		I bet you went to school in a sewer.





BAG:		GO AWAY!





LISA:		I bet your mum and dad were scarecrows and 


		your brain’s leaking stuffing like some soggy old mattress.


		I bet you…





BAG:		THAT’S ENOUGH!





LISA:		( V.O.  ) And the look in her eyes stopped time.





BAG:		HOW DARE YOU PRESUME TO KNOW ANYTHING  


		ABOUT ANYONE other than your sad little self!


		You don’t know my life!


		You don’t know who I might have been	or why I’m like this now!


		You don’t know my story


		AND NOW NO ONE KNOWS YOURS EITHER!	


	


F.X. 	A THUNDERCLAP REVERBERATES THROUGH THE CONCRETE


	CANYONS.  A  LONG PAUSE.





LISA:		Yeah…right.





LISA: 	( V.O. ) That’s what I said.





LISA:		Yeah…right.





LISA:		( V.O.) I bet that really put the wind up her.


		( A beat ) And then I turned and ran back into the light.





SCENE FIVE: INTERIOR OF THE MALL.  


THE BUSTLE OF PEOPLE AND A MUZAK ARRANGEMENT OF SOMETHING TERRIBLY IRONIC!





ANNA:	I didn’t.





LEANNE;	You did!





ANNA:	I never.





LEANNE:	I saw you!





LISA:		( Running up, breathless ) Anna! Leanne!. 


		You won’t believe what that scabby old bag hag just said to me.





LEANNE:	Er…do we know you?





LISA:		‘Course you do Leanne. It’s Lisa. Your superior and better.





LEANNE:	But I don’t know any Lisa’s.





LISA:		Nice try loser, but it won’t work.


		You can’t pull the old freeze-out routine on me.


		


LEANNE:	Do you know her Anna?


 


LISA:		Of course she knows me. 	I’m her best friend. 





ANNA:	First I’ve heard about it.


		


LISA:		Come on Anna, don’t do this. Don’t play her stupid game.		





ANNA:	Who's playing a game?





LEANNE:	Leave us alone.





LISA:		I won’t leave you alone.





LEANNE;	In that case we'll leave you alone instead. 


		Come on Anna!	





ANNA:	I’m with you Leanne.





LEANNE:	You come back here.





GIRLS:	Bye!





LISA:		I'll get you for this Leanne.


		I'll get you for turning my friend against me.





ANNA:	But I'm not your best friend. Never have been.





LEANNE:	We’ve got no idea who you are. 





F.X.	THEY WALK OFF, SNIGGERING.





LISA:		( Calling after ) 


		You're dead! You're both dead!


		I'll get my mates in the sixth form to do you.


		My real mates...my...





DOSSER:	Spare us some change please?





LISA:		Bog off!





	SCENE SIX:


	FADE UP AN EXTERIOR ACOUSTIC. A CITY STREET, 


	WITH SERIOUS TRAFFIC NOT A MILLION MILES AWAY.


	WE HEAR LISA SORTING THROUGH LOOSE CHANGE. 





LISA:		Spare change. Snotty tissue.  


		Picture of boy band.		


		Oh blow, where's me door keys?


		I bet that bag hag‘s had them.





F.X.	SHE BEGINS TO KNOCK A KNOCKER IMPATIENTLY.





LISA:		I bet she picked my pocket.





F.X.	 KNOCKING CUT BY THE DOOR BEING OPENED.





MUM:		Can I help you?





LISA:		Yes, get out the way mum. I want my tea.





MUM:		I'm sorry dear? 





LISA:		My tea. T-E-A. 


		The thing you put in the microwave?





MUM:		Is this some kind of a joke?





LISA;		Yeah. It's really funny. Now let me in.





MUM:		Are you one of Cathy’s friends?





LISA:		Let me in!





MUM:		( SHOUTING ) Cathy, you get out here this minute!





LISA:		But I live here.





MUM:		No you don’t dear.





CATHY:	( Arriving ) What's the matter mum?





MUM:		Is this one of your friends?





CATHY:	I've never seen her before.





LISA:		But I’m your sister.





CATHY	If you are, no one’s told me about it.





MUM:		Look, I think you're a bit confused love.


		Have you had some sort of an accident?


		Perhaps a blow on the head?





LISA:		( Revelation ) Oh, now I get it!.





CATHY;	( Shouting slowly ) Do you go to a special school?





LISA:		( Brightening ) This is ‘Beadles About’ isn’t it?


		You’ve all got together and set me up.





CATHY	Shut the door mum. 


		She’ll soon get bored and go away.





LISA:		Get out the way you. I wanna meet Beadle.





F.X.	A BIT OF A SCUFFLE.


		


CATHY:	Oi! Stop pushing me!





MUM:		Leave my daughter alone you... you… special girl.





LISA:		I'm not special. I'm Lisa your daughter.





MUM:		Let go or I'll call the police.





LISA:		Let me into my house. Let me…





F.X.	SLAMMMMMM!!





LISA:		( Feeble ) In.





SCENE SEVEN:





F.X.	EXTERIOR SOUNDS AND TRAFFIC. 	 A DISTANT ‘That's when good neighbours become good friends." IS COMING FROM INSIDE THE HOUSE








LISA:		( V.O.) I stood and watched the house all the way from 


		‘Neighbours’ to ‘Coronation Street’  but no one arrived 


		to dismantle any hidden cameras. 


		So I stated waiting for my Dad to come home instead.


		To come  home and make everything all right.





F.X.	THE LAST BAR OF THE CORONATION STREET 


	THEME IS PLAYING IN THE DISTANCE NOW. 





LISA:		But Dad was a cab driver, who often worked nights, 


		and that night he didn’t come home.


	


SCENE EIGHT:


F.X. 	SUDDEN CUT. DING! DING!


	A CLOSE INTERIOR ACOUSTIC INSIDE A BUS AS IT PICKS UP SPEED.





CONDUCT;	Any more fares please? Fares please.


		I said fare’s please.





LISA:		I’ve got a bus pass.





CONDUCT:	I can see that.


		Shame it’s not been filled in.





LISA:		Eh? What?


		It must have got wet…and wiped my name off.


				


CONDUCT:	And the photo?





LISA:		Must have fell off the same time?





CONDUCT:	I’m sorry love. You’ll have to pay the full fare.





LISA:		But I haven’t got any money.





CONDUCT:	Then you’ll have to get off the bus.


		A girl of your age shouldn’t be going West at this


		time of night anyway.





LISA:		But I have to find my Dad!





CONDUCT:	And where is your dad?





LISA:		If I knew that I wouldn’t have to find him, would I?





CONDUCT:	I think you’d better go home right now, young lady.





F.X.	A DOUBLE EMERGENCY DING.


	THE BUS PULLS UP SUDDENLY.





LISA:		But I can’t go home.


		


CONDUCT:	Yes you can. 	( Softening ) There’s the fare.


		( Hard again ) NOW GO HOME!





SCENE NINE;


F.X.	CUT A COLD EXTERIOR ACOUSTIC.


	THE BUS PULLS AWAY, LEAVING LISA STRANDED IN A 


	DESERTED, NIGHT TIME CITY STREET. 


	OCCASIONAL VEHICLES PASS IN THE DISTANCE.





LISA:		( V. O  ) 


		It was cold and quiet and I was in a place I’d never 	been before.


		South of the river; where the office buildings were tatty 


		and whole streets up ‘To Let’ 


		Cars rushed by, heckling me with heavy bass music. 


		And sometimes there were taxi’s, passing in the distance, 


		purring with pleasure at their growing fares.





F.X.	ONE SUCH TAXI IS APPROACHING.





LISA:		Always too far away.


		Always too hard to see if they were my…





LISA:		( Excited ) Dad! DAD!





F.X.	THE CAB PULLS UP AND TICKS OVER.





DAD:		Where do you want to go love?





LISA:		Home please! Home!


		I can’t believe that it’s you.





DAD:		And where exactly is ‘home’?





LISA;		Oh no.





DAD:		I mean I live down in Rotherhithe, 


		but I doubt if you do too.





LISA:		You’re just like all the others.





DAD;		Is this some kind of a joke?





LISA:		No. I don’t think it is. 


		You really don’t know who I am, do you?





F.X.	THE CAB RADIO CRACKLES INTO LIFE. 








RADIO:	This is control. Control. Anyone free for a


		run from Fleet Street to Waterloo station? 





DAD:		I’ve got no time for guessing games darling.





LISA:		Don’t go.





DAD:		I’ve got a family to support.





F.X.	ANOTHER STAB OF RADIO STATIC.





DAD:		Yeah, I’ll take that one Harry.





LISA:		Please don’t leave me here.





DAD:		I’ll be happy to take you anywhere you want love.


		But first, why not work out where you’re going?





F.X.	THE TAXI PULLS AWAY AND DRIVES OFF AT SPEED.


	 A SILENCE . DISTANT THUNDER.





DOSSER:	( Sudden ) Spare us some change please?





LISA:		( Distress ) Leave me alone!





SCENE TEN:


F.X.	LISA RUNS OFF. FOOT FALLS POUNDING THROUGH THE


	 CANYON STREETS. MORE THUNDER.





LISA:		( V.O. ) I started running.


		Down the darker streets.


		Down towards the river.


		With really no idea why.


		I ran until I realised that I could never run from this.


		Wherever I went, it was going to be there too.





F.X.	LISA’S STEPS THUD TO A HALT. WE HEAR WATER LAPPING 


	AND THE KIND OF SHIP THAT ONLY APPEARS IN RADIO 


	PLAYS BLOWING IT’S HOOTER!  CLOSER THUNDER.





LISA:		( Out of breath ) 


		Rain. It’s going to rain.


		Perhaps I should shelter under one of the bridges.


		Perhaps I should… what’s this?





LISA: 	( V.O.) I pulled at a bundle of blue, shiny something.





LISA:		It’s a sleeping bag.


				 


LISA:		( V.O. ) Wedged into a narrow gap where a wall 


		met a building and didn’t quite get on.





LISA:		Ugh. It’s damp.





F.X.	THE BEGINNINGS OF RAIN.








LISA:		( V.O. ) But the night was damper.


		A dreary drizzle was beginning to fall 


		and I didn’t notice I was crying, until I tasted tears


		and knew that they weren’t rain.





LISA:		If I can sleep.


		If I can curl up in this doorway and wish this all away.


		Perhaps. Maybe.





F.X.	SLIGHTLY CLOSER THUNDER. 


	THE HISS OF RAIN INCREASES.





LISA:		( V.O. ) The zip was sticky and something stank 


		but soon I was aslee.…





F.X.	THE HISS OF RAIN INCREASES MORE.


	CROSS FADE THROUGH SWIRLING SOUND TO A WARM 


	ACOUSTIC WITH LOTS OF ECHO. 


	SCENE ELEVEN:


		


MUM:		Wake up Lisa.





DAD:		Wake up Love.





LISA:		( Woozy ) Eh? What? Mum! Dad!





F.X.	LOSE THAT ECHO!





MUM:		You were having a bad dream dear.





DAD:		You were moaning and groaning like I don’t know what.





LISA:		( Jubilant ) It was a nightmare!





DAD:		It was the mother of all nightmares by the sound of it.





LISA:		But now it’s over.





DAD:		( Kindly ) And the rest of us can get some sleep!





F.X.	A BEAT . THE DOOR OPENS.





CATHY:	Mum. Dad,. There’s someone here to see Lisa.





ANNA:	Hello Lisa.





LISA:		Anna!





LEANNE:	Sorry Lisa.





LISA:		Leanne!





ANNA:	We couldn’t sleep either…





LEANNE:	What with all the guilt….





ANNA:	About the way we treated you.





LISA:		Good!





BOTH		Please forgive us. Please?





LISA:		Well……all right then. Maybe.


		But you’ll have to make it up to me.





BOTH:	Anything!





LISA: 	You’ll have to be my personal slaves.





CATHY:	Excuse me Sis , sorry to interrupt, 


		but there’s someone else who wants to see you.





LISA;		Someone else?





BAG:		( Approaching ) Else. Else. Elsie. Is THAT my name?





CATHY:	She says she’s a friend of yours.





BAG:		Are you my son?





CATHY	She says she’s come to see if she should let you off.





BAG:		Testing. Testing. 1-2-3-4…





LISA:		( Freaking ) Get that bag hag out of here!





BAG:		Obviously not.





LISA:		GET HER OUT OF MY HOME!





BAG:		Home dear? Home? 


		They say home is where the heart is.





LISA:		GET HER OUT!





BAG:		But you don’t seem to have one, 


		so you don’t deserve the other.





F.X.	CUE SOME MAJOR PSYCHEDELICS. THE SOUND OF THE WAFT 


	AND WEFT OF REALITY BEING PULLED APART ( See ‘Sounds Of 


	Cosmic Disturbance, Volume Three’. BBC Records and tapes. ) 





LISA:		( REVERB ) NNNOOoooooOOOOooooOOOOoo





BAG:		( REVERB ) Looks like we’re going to have to do this the hard way.





LISA:		Hard. 	Hard.





SCENE TWELVE:


F.X.	WE SETTLE DOWN INTO THE OH-SO-COLD EXTERIOR ACOUSTIC.  	 THE RIVER. THE SHIP. THE RAIN.�


LISA:		( Woozy ) Why is my bed so hard?


		


F.X.	COMING TOWARDS US IS THE SOUND OF DRUNKEN 


	FOOTBALL SUPPORTERS.		





LISA:		OH NO! That was the nightmare!





GANG:	WE ARE THE LADS.


		WE ARE THE LADS.


		WE’RE SHOUTING THIS�		‘COS WE ARE THE LADS!





LISA;		And now there’s men…





GANG:	UNITED! ( Clap - clap - clap! )


		UNITED! ( Clap - clap - clap! ) 


		


LISA:		Dodgy looking drunk men…and they’re coming this way!		


		( Sounds of effort ) I’ve got to get away before they…





ONE:		Take a look at this lads. I’ve found a giant caterpillar!





TWO;		Hello giant caterpillar.





LISA:		I’m not a giant caterpillar!





THREE:	‘Course not, she’s a slug.





TWO:		More like a maggot.





THREE:	More like a bag lady!





TWO:		A sleeping bag lady.





LISA:		Leave me alone!





ONE:		Lift her up lads. Let’s take a closer look at her.





LISA:		Put me down!





TWO:		Or you’ll do what. Bad breath us to death?





THREE:	DIRTY bag lady.		





ONE:		Let’s give her a wash!





TWO:		A bag wash!





THREE;	Let’s dunk her in the Thames right now!		





ALL:		Cheers and Jeers.





LISA:		Nooooooo!





SPIDER;	( DISTANT WITH ECHO ) PUT HER DOWN!





THREE:	Who said that?





SPIDER:	HOW DARE YOU DEFILE THE SACRED DOMAIN 


		OF THE KING OF  CARDBOARD CITY!





TWO:		Where’s it coming from?





THREE:	Behind those bins!





ONE:		No, down that alley!





SPIDER;	Wrong. Up heeeeeeeeeeere!





F.X.	SOMEONE HEAVY FALLS ON SOMEONE ELSE 


	FROM A GREAT HEIGHT. THUMP!





TWO:		Ooof!	





SPIDER:	Trespassers begone!





F.X.	GENERAL SOUNDS OF SCUFFLE.





THREE:	W-what is it?





TWO;		It’s a lunatic.





THREE:	It fights like a lunatic.





ONE:		It’s foaming at the mouth!





TWO:		Don’t bite me!





THREE:	I’m getting out of here.





ONE:		Me an’ all!





F.X. FOOTSTEPS START HAMMERING AWAY.





SPIDER:	( CALLING AFTER ) 


		AND DON’T DARKEN MY DOSS HOUSE AGAIN!


		Ha! A little bit of lager foam on the lips…works every time.





LISA:		( Panicked ) W-what were you doing up there?


		


SPIDER:	Watching you.





LISA:		Why?!





SPIDER:	Well, you had stolen my sleeping bag. 


		


LISA:		I didn’t steal it.





SPIDER	Squatted it then.





LISA:		Get me out!





SPIDER:	There’s a special knack to it.





F.X.	TERRIBLE TEARING SOUND.





SPIDER;	There.





LISA:		You’re mad.





SPIDER:	No, I’m Spider. Pleased to meet you……?





LISA:		( Reluctant ) Rocko. Lisa Rocko.


		


SPIDER:	Glad to be of assistance Lisa Rocko.


		That’ll be twenty quid.





LISA:		Twenty quid?





SPIDER:	Daring rescues don’t come cheap these days you know. 





LISA;		But I haven’t got twenty quid.





SPIDER:	What have you got?





LISA:		80p.





SPIDER;	Done!


		You drive a hard bargain, but I’ll take it.





LISA:		No you won’t. I need this.





SPIDER:	Now that’s not fair! I saved you and now you owe me. 	


		Hand it over!





LISA:		( Panic ) Keep away from me! 





SPIDER:	( Surprised ) You’re shaking.





LISA:		I-I’m not scared of you.





SPIDER:	‘Course not. You’re just cold.


		Here, take my coat.





LISA:		I don't want your smelly coat.





SPIDER:	Me neither, but I can't afford another one,


		so this one will have to do.


		Go on. Put it on.





LISA;		( Reluctant ) Thanks.





SPIDER:	That wasn’t so difficult was it? 





F.X.	RING PULL ON A BEER CAN. PSSSSST!





SPIDER:	Now, how’s about a drink?





LISA:		I don't drink beer.





SPIDER:	And I’m not offering it.		


		I meant the tea stall, by the station.


		A nice cardboard cuppa’s just the thing to warm you up.





LISA:		I’d rather stay here, if you don’t mind.





SPIDER:	What, even if those men come back?


		


LISA;		( Cautious ) Well, all right then…but no funny business, O.K?





SPIDER;	Not even a silly walk.





SCENE THIRTEEN.


F.X.	FADE UP ON THEM WALKING THROUGH ANOTHER 


	COLD ACOUSTIC, BUT FAR BUSIER.


	THEY ARE PASSING FIRES BURNING, DISTRESSED AND HAPPY


	VOICES…WITH A BACKGROUND SMOG OF TRAFFIC NOISE. 





LISA:		( V. O ) At Waterloo Station you can catch a train through the 


		Channel Tunnel to another country


		Outside Waterloo station you can take a subway 


		under the road to another world.





SPIDER	So…what's the story?


		


LISA;		You wouldn't believe me if I told you. 





SPIDER;	Try me. I've heard everything.





LISA:		Not this one you haven't.





LISA:		( V.O ) Fires were lit and people were drinking


		or singing or arguing or laughing.





SPIDER:	A witch?





LISA:		A witch.


	


SPIDER;	With a broom and a black cat and warts?





LISA:		It’s the only explanation.


		How else could she make everyone forget me?





LISA:		( V.O. ) Burning fires and burnt out people,


		packed up in boxes to be thrown away.


	


SPIDER:	But that’s incredible. Impossible. 		





LISA:		I knew you wouldn’t believe me.





SPIDER;	But I do believe you Lisa.


		I like believing impossible things.


				 


SCENE FOURTEEN:


F.X.	FADE THROUGH TO A ROADSIDE COFFEE STALL. A TRAIN PASSING 	OVERHEAD.  A DRUNK SINGING. A RADIO BLARING. BACKGROUND 


	TRAFFIC AND SOME SLIGHTLY CRAZED VOICES	





CAFF;		There you go mate. One tea. Forty pee.





SPIDER:	Well, don’t just stand there. Pay the man.





LISA:		Me. Pay?





SPIDER:	Yes. You.





LISA:		But you offered me the tea.





SPIDER:	But you’ve got all the money.





LISA:		( Begrudging ) Here. 





CAFF:		Cheers love. Here’s your change.





LISA:		This is horrible.





SPIDER;	Well, don’t drink it then.





LISA:		I meant this place. All these people.


		Why doesn’t someone do something about it?





POLLY:	( Approaching ) Clean up all the streets you mean?


		Put all the rubbish in bins?





SPIDER:	Oh hello Polly.  





POLLY:	What’s the kid doing here Spider?


		Blue Peter sponsored doss?	





SPIDER:	Lisa had a spell put on her by a witch,


		and now no one knows who she is.





POLLY:	Pull the other one Spider. It’s got a Doctor Martin on it. 


		And you… go home.


		This is no place for little girls and their fairy stories.





CAFF:		Coffee or tea Polly?





POLLY:	Coffee please Dave, and a bacon and egg roll. 


		I’ve sold a lot of mags today, so if you need any change…	





F.X.	CHINK! CHINK!





SPIDER:	Polly’s ever so together Lisa. 


		She’s writes poetry with swearing in it


		and sells The Big Issue outside the station.





POLLY:	Whereas Spider just begs and drinks and climbs in people’s windows.





SPIDER:	I only did that once.





POLLY:	Once was enough.





SPIDER:	Well, now I’m a reformed man. 


		And I’m going to help Lisa get her old life back. Aren’t I Lisa?





POLLY:	Spider stay there.





SPIDER:	Sit!





POLLY:	You. You come over here.


		( Loud whisper ) Look, I don’t know what your game is.


		But you’re not playing it with him.





LISA:		Are you his girlfriend?





SPIDER:	( distant ) Yes!





POLLY:	No!  I’m his only friend.


		And I don’t like to see him taken advantage of.





LISA;		Keep him then. I don’t want him.





POLLY:	No one does. 


		That’s why I’m having so much trouble getting him 


		to sort his life out.





LISA:		Doesn’t look like he needs much sorting out to me.





POLLY:	That’s because you don’t know him very well.


		Spider is hard work.


		He takes things too far and let’s people down.





SPIDER:	( Interrupting ) The last time she got me a try out as 


		a Big Issue vendor, I burnt all the mags to keep warm 


		while I was selling them!





POLLY:	It’s taken me weeks to persuade them to take him back,


		so I’m not having him hijacked by some silly runaway 


		with a stupid story about..





LISA:		( Cutting her off  ) It’s her! It’s her!





POLLY:	Who?





LISA:		On the other side of the road!


		


POLLY;	Calm down, it’ s just some bag lady.�	


LISA: 	No, it’s THE bag lady.


		The one who put the spell on me.


		The one who can take it off!





F.X.	LISA RUNS OFF, POSSIBLY ACROSS TRAFFIC THAT HAS�	TO BREAK TO AVOID HITTING HER.





SPIDER:	Wait up Lisa!





F.X.	FADE TO LISA RUNNING INTO THE FOREGROUND, PANTING.�	THEN FOOTSTEPS AS THE OTHERS CATCH UP.





POLLY:	You little idiot. You could have got yourself run o…





LISA:		She went in there. Under that railway arch.





SPIDER:	People sleep in there.





LISA:		( Amazed ) I don’t believe it!





POLLY:	It’s warmer than a cardboard box.








LISA:		Not that. Look! There’s my Dad as well!


		Pulling up in his cab, right outside the station.





SPIDER:	Looks like your luck’s in Lisa.





LISA:		Do you know what this means?





POLLY:	More work for the child psychiatrists?





SPIDER:	If we can catch your witch.


		Make her confess to your Dad what she’s done to you…





LISA:		Then he might remember who I am!





SPIDER:	You get the bag lady. I’ll go get your dad.





LISA:		But say he doesn’t want to be got?





SPIDER: 	Trust me Lisa - I’m a lunatic.





F.X.	HE RUNS OFF





POLLY:	( Calling after ) Spider, you come back here at once.


		This is ridiculous.





LISA:		No point in asking if you’re going to help then?





POLLY;	You can’t go in there on your own.





LISA;		And why not?





POLLY:	The people round here, they’re the walking wounded.


		And sometimes they wound back.





LISA:		I have to get home.





POLLY:         But you can’t just…





LISA:		Watch me. ( Moving off ) I already am!





POLLY:	Well, you’re not dragging me in there after you.


		I don’t nurse-maid	sad, mad little girls who think they can


		just...just…oh hang on, wait for me!





SCENE FIFTEEN


F.X.	THROUGH A FLAP OF MATERIAL.


	CUT TO A WARMER, CLOSER ACOUSTIC. MISCELLANEOUS 


	COUGHS AND MUMBLES AND THE CRACKLE OF A FIRE. 


	PERHAPS THE RUMBLE OF A TRAIN PASSING OVER TOO.





POLLY:	Don’t let the fact I’m doing this give you any wrong ideas.


		I still don’t believe your stupid story. 





LISA:		( Transfixed ) It’s horrible in here.





POLLY:	It’s better than nothing.





LISA:		There’s so many people.





POLLY:	And half of them are bag ladies.


		


OLD LADY:	I had a daughter like you love.


		But they made me give her away.





LISA:		I - I don’t like this place.





POLLY:	No one likes this place.


		


OLD LADY;	Come here dear. I’ve got a present for you.





POLLY:	Don’t go near her Lisa.


		


OLD LADY:	 It’s all wrapped up and everything. 





LISA:		( Cautious ) Thank-you.





OLD LADY;	The one you’re looking for ain’t here dear.


		But she did ask me to give you that.





SCOT:	( Threatening ) Oi, girlies!





POLLY:	I think we’d better leave Lisa.





SCOT	:	( More insistent ) Oi, girlies! You got any money?





POLLY:	I definitely think we’d better leave.





SCENE 16;


F.X.	CROSS FADE BACK TO THE STREET AND TRAFFIC ACOUSTIC.





LISA:		So, now do you believe my story?





POLLY:	Because of what?





LISA:		Because of this package.


		The wicked old woman who did this to me, knew I ‘d come looking 


		for her. And that’s why she left me this…





F.X.	RUSTLE. RUSTLE.





LISA:		….potato?


 		


POLLY:	Perhaps she’s saying she’ll take her spell off you 


		if you make her some chips?





F.X.	WE HEAR THE APPROACH OF A TAXI AT SOME SPEED.


	IT I S BEEPING LIKE A MAD THING .





POLLY:	What the….?


		


LISA:		It’s Dad’s cab! 





POLLY:	Why’s it swerving all over the road like that?





LISA:		Look out!





F.X.	A SCREECH OF TYRES AND BRAKES AS THE CAB PULL UP SHARP.	





SPIDER;	South of the river mate?	You must be joking.





POLLY:	Spider. You’re driving!





SPIDER:	AHHHH! How did that happen?!





LISA:		You’re driving my Dad’s cab!





SPIDER:	It was the only way to get his attention.





POLLY:	Uh oh. 





SPIDER:	I did try reasoning with him, but he told me where to go.	


		So I jumped in his cab so I could drive there.





POLLY:	This feels very bad indeed.





SPIDER;	No need to worry though. 


		I kept it slow, so he could keep up by running.


		He should be here any minute. 





F.X.	WE HEAR POLICE SIRENS IN THE DISTANCE





SPIDER:	With friends.





POLLY:	It’s the police!





SPIDER;	Well, how was I supposed to know they’d be sitting 


		outside the station too?





F.X.	SOUND OF THE CAB DOOR OPENING.


	THOSE POLICE CARS ARE GETTING LOUDER NOW.





POLLY;	You lunatic. You monster-raving lunatic!





LISA:		What are we going to do Spider?


		What are we going to do?





LISA 		(V.O.)	This was a really good question,


		but Spider didn’t seem to have the answer.


		The taxi was revving.


		The police were coming.


		And Polly looked very, very pale.





LISA;		Quick, get in.





POLLY:	What?





LISA;		Get in the back of the cab.


		


F.X.	CLUNK OF THE TAXI DOOR.





SPIDER:	Brilliant! We’re gonna have a car chase.





POLLY:	( Panic ) A car chase?	





F.X.	THE TAXI REVS AND BURNS RUBBER





SPIDER;	( Departing ) And I don’t even have a driving licence!.





POLLY:	( fading ) Spiiiiiiiiiiiider!





F.X.	THE TAXI  ZOOMS AWAY.


	THE SIRENS ARE ALMOST ON TOP OF US.
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