Sore Arms. Sore Eyes. Sore Feet.
By Jodie Hawkes & Pete Phillips

This is a text written for our Save Me book ‘Yes.’

and was performed at the book launch at ‘Really together, in real life...?’
Arnolfini in Bristol. ‘Yes'.

Pete writes in yellow.

She looks so small in the distance
and | haven’t got binoculars.

‘Can | leave a message? Will you
send it? It's her wedding dayl/it’s
our anniversary/he won'’t get out of
bed/l want her to marry me/l don’t
know where he is/l never got to say
goodbye...” ‘Yes, leave a message,
| will send it for you.’

I’'m terrified I’'m going to drop one of
these flags into the water.

‘So where’s the other fella...?’
‘She’s over there by the fountains,

she’s wearing red’.

Every morning | say hello to the
man selling the big issue on the
bridge. ‘How’s it all going?’ he
says. ‘Really well’ | say.

‘Do you know semaphore then...?’
Yes, | do'.

‘Are you making it all up as you
go...?

‘Yes, | am.’

It's raining. Hard. More like halil
stones. I'm still here waving my
flags. Everyone else has run for
cover. I'm in the middle of a
message. | keep going. But the
message doesn’t get through —
Jodie has been wrestling with a
PVC poncho. She missed the
whole thing.

‘Are you two really together?’




| want to tell you about this story
that someone over here told me,
it's quite long, and there are quite a
few details that | can’t edit out. It's
going to take a while, but I think it's
important. Really it's only a few
sentences but when | have to spell
out each letter with a wave of these

flags it starts to drag. But stick with
it. Stick with me. It's worth it. It's
going somewhere.

| arrive on the bridge with my flags,
ready to set up and tied to the
railings is one yellow tag. Its plastic
bag still has last night’s raindrops
speckled in its creases. It's been
there all night. Someone took it
away with them, sat down, thought
about what to write and when they
returned | had gone — so they tied
their tag to the bridge, like a
roadside memorial. | read it. | leave
it there.

And the boats go under the bridge
and they wave. | wave back. And

the boats go under the bridge and
they smile. | smile back. And the
boats keep sailing in and out, and
for 11 days we keep exchanging
waves and smiles.

And the tags keep coming. People
write them, read them, take them
away and bring them back.

The first time we meet the
saxophone player it's clear we're
on his patch, his turf. He’s not
angry, it’s clear he’s done this
before and the unpredictability of
busking doesn’t faze him. But still, |
get the impression he’d prefer to be
where | am and that | wasn’t
waving my flags on his bridge... A
week later and I'm still here on this
bridge and we meet the saxophone
player again. And now it’s ok, he
takes up another pitch and looks
over with a sense of acceptance —
and after seven long days | start to
belong here.

| hand the message you’ve just
sent to Abbie (the Steward) to be
written up on the chalkboard, and
I’m composing my response and
someone says, ‘she’s not finished,




she’s waving her flags, she trying
to say something.” And you are.
And despite the 500m of water and
boats and trees and swans and
seagulls between us, | feel like |
still can’t get a word in edgeways. |
ignore you and send my own, really
long message back.

| can’t think of anything to say. And
| know you’re waiting. And | know
you’re getting angry, you’re thinking
‘come on Pete, what’s taking so
long, say something, say anything,
what are you doing?’ But the chalk
pens are running out, I'm tired, the
wind is too strong, I’'m squinting,
and | don’t have anything to say.

Three men walk past. They’re
drunk at 11:30am. ‘Go on, jump!’
they say.

And now your B’s are starting to
droop, your L’s are looking
laboured, | can’t distinguish your
P’s from your Q’s and | have never
been able to get my head round
those last few letters of the
alphabet which don’t get used so
often.

Eleven days feels like a really long
time. It feels like it's never going to
end. | just want it to end. I'm tired of
all this flag waving, tired of all the
tears and regret, I'm tired of
everyone who did it in scouts or
guides or cadets. I'm tired of all the
yellow tags and I'm tired of
standing here in this red jumper.




The stewards are starting to flag,
they stop wearing their t-shirts and
handing out their programmes.
We’'re all starting to feel it.

| want this to be over.




