THE CUCKOO.

We spot her first, lying in the water which we know went cold hours ago. 
He’s not home yet. He’s still at work, going through his usual routine of coffee breaks and paperwork. He’s a good boy, we know that. When Mummy and Daddy said; try hard at school and you’ll go to University. He did. When Mummy and Daddy said; try hard at University and you’ll get a good job. He did. When he got a good job, he peaked. Mummy and Daddy had no more advice for him. You’re an adult, they said, you make your own decisions now. It’s fine. Life. It really is. He has a car and a house and a sky plus television box. 
She doesn’t move. She writhes. And we can see instantly that there is something unnatural about her. The water has an oily quality that clings to her skin each time her lungs push against their cage and break the water’s membrane. Her breathing has an irregular pattern, unsustainable by any healthy human being. We see her in a dim candlelight, although we cannot see the light source. Her arm is resting at an awkward angle over the side of the bath and water slides down a finger extended. A stalactite. She could have been there longer. Occasionally, she twists, as one in fire or in lime. 
He twists. A key in the lock. A small sounds which erupts in a long stagnating silence.  
She moves at the sound of his return. Our vision is split between him, at the door of his home, and her, in his bath tub. The door creaks and we’re reminded of an old scary film. He stops this happening again via a quick detour to the car for some WD40. He’s mildly glad to be home. He leaves his coat on the bottom of the stairs and drops the plastic Tesco bag onto the kitchen floor. He drinks semi skimmed milk from the bottle. We’re waiting for him to go to the bathroom, but he doesn’t. He sits with the milk bottle in front of the television for what may be a few hours. We can’t tell. A programme about cars and a news programme flash by us. He watches a comedy show and does not laugh. 
 All this time, she lies there.
One bottle of semi-skimmed milk, three cups of tea and one beer later, his bladder finally starts to feel flooded. By the time he gets upstairs, he’s already unbuttoned and has pulled his fly down. His hand is in his pants and he’s facing the toilet by the time he registers the fact that a tall woman is in his half-filled bath tub. He lets a steam of profanities bounce against the walls, while she lies very still. He wastes more time standing like that, hand in his pants, mouth slightly open, staring at her. 
He pulls her out of the bath, he has large, strong hands that leave blue prints on her grey flesh. Water spills onto the floor. The thud of her body onto the tiles is an uncomfortable sound. He checks her Airways, Breathing, Circulation. We know, of course, that she’s still breathing. We knew. But he’s confused. He shakes her violently when she responds to each obvious question with an obvious stare. In frustration, he lets her slump onto the floor and gets changed into dry clothes before bringing her a towel and joggers, boxers, that too-small school hoodie. She won’t move, so he has to dry and dress her. This is awkward. This takes some time. He notes that every time he touches her, it leaves a blue impression. She shivers and he gives her his dressing gown too. Anything to hide those marks. He sees that she does not have skin, she has flesh and is embarrassed. He gives her socks and a beanie hat. 

Our view shifts to the top corner of the living room. We can see the sky plus television box. Things move quickly. He creates a makeshift sofa bed using throws, cushions and old bed sheets but by the time he has finished, she has disappeared. She is nestled in his bed, smiling to herself. As the sick fluoresce from the street lamp transforms into blocks of rose tinted sunlight, we see the figure lying curled up on the sofa, his eyes are open. He is not smiling. 
He has returned from work, and we see him sitting in his unused study. He makes a phone call. Hello, police? He is typing a letter. Dear Sir/Madam. He is typing an email. To Whom It May... And when he leaves the study, she is sitting by the door, with her mouth a little open. She follows him to the kitchen, where the innards of the cupboards resemble Andy Warhol prints. He opens two cans of soup and heats them in the microwave. 
He is much younger and is wearing worse clothes. We see him attempt to put the key into the door. It is a navy sky that hangs above him, and a red haired girl that hangs on his arm. He attempts to put the key in the lock again. She is giggling and he’s telling her loudly to be quiet, he is loud enough to wake up his parents. TaDa! The keys dangle limp in the door and his Dad stands in the doorway in a small brown dressing gown and a large red frown. The girl struggles to pull a sober face and he starts laughing. His Dad stands to one side, and points violently into the kitchen where they run inside and put chips in the oven. Dad’s frown doesn’t last long when he realises that he can eat chips without Mum noticing. Dad makes a makeshift bed on the sofa for the girl, who runs into the bedroom as soon as Dad has gone to bed. They curl up smiling.
 
He makes her a cup of tea at first. Then a cup of tea and a few biscuits. Soon it’s dinner. He uses up his cupboard of beans and Batchelor’s products and restocks with olive oils, Be-Ro and fresh chillies. We stand level with him in the kitchen, while she watches behind us. We cannot hear what he is saying, but he talks quickly, he waves his hands around in the aroma of the food he is cooking, or in the aroma of the story he is spilling. He turns to see her reaction to his anecdote and is encouraged by the grey face which does not respond, but which is looking at him. 
We see him sleeping on the sofa, while she nestles in his bed. She never sleeps, she only smiles secretly. No matter how many extra blankets he piles on, she remains as cold as the day that he found her. His water bills have tripled and he’s started shopping at Waitrose. He goes to work whistling. He took the day he was owed to drive her to the seaside. And she only ever smiles when he isn’t in the room. We never even see her speak, she watches as he cooks Thai curry and tells her about his day. 
We can see the red haired girl sitting next to him, showing him maps and books. He holds a silk tie in his hand and does not let go. We see the red haired girl holding tickets up, waving them in his face and we see him putting on the silk tie. He’s already loosing the smile. We see the red haired girl hugging him at the airport, the silk tie he is wearing is briefly caught in her red hair as she turns to leave. We see him go home. He dusts the new furniture and vacuums up the new carpet fluff. He plucks a few stray red hairs caught on a door handle and puts them in the bin. He goes shopping and buys tinned beans.
One night, our view is looking down onto the bed from the ceiling. We see him wet and naked climb in beside her and pull at the sheets that she has wound around herself. She is not smiling. We see her eyes snap open and a human emotion seeps out from them. She begins to writhe as he tries to untangle her and then he’s on top of her, towering over so that all we can see is his bare back, and his muscles twisting as he tries to get hold of her. She is hidden from view and we are powerless to help. Powerless, even, to bear witness. Fear is olfactory at a time like this. Through shafts of bone and skin, we can focus on his heart so that we do not have to see what is about to happen.  Sinew and muscle and arteries are convulsing faster and faster and then they stop. And our vision pulls back and we can see her wrapped tight in the sheets, and he is on the floor by the night stand, blood moving quickly across his right hand which holds his head. He is the creature now, naked and alone and hurt, lying on the floor. 
We see him emptying the cupboards of fresh chillies and olive oils. But we see him replace them with nothing. We see him dust the softened furniture and vacuum the hardened carpets. We see him scrub a thin grey line in the bathtub and we see him, with a backpack, lock the door behind him and post the keys through the door. He’s locked us in. 

