CHAPTER 191

From THE CURIOUS INCIDENT OF THE DOG IN THE NIGHT-TIME:
Intro Music

Fade to:
Intro:


Hello and welcome to an abridged podcast of Mark Haddon’s Curious Incident of the dog in the Night Time, in this chapter Christopher, a policeman, and a ticket clerk will be brought to life by Claire Wazienski and Natalie Larson. Today’s adventure will cover Chapter 191 which takes place in a train station and will familiarize you all with a fascinating character by the name of Christopher Boone, and his struggle with life outside his own autistic world. 
Christopher: My train set had a little building that was two rooms with a corridor   b between them, and one was the ticket office where you bought the tickets, and one was a waiting room where u waited for the train.  But the train station in Swindon wasn’t like that.  It was a tunnel and some stairs, and a shop and café and a waiting room.And it was like standing on a cliff in a really strong wind because it made me feel giddy and sick because there were lots of people walking into and out of the tunnel and it was really echoey and there was only one way to go and that was down the tunnel, and it smelled of toilets and cigarettes.

And I wanted to go home but I was frightened of going home and I tried to make a plan of what I should do in my head but there were too many things to look at and too many things to hear.

So I put my hands over my ears to block out the noise and think.  I thought that I had to stay in the station to get on a train and I had to sit down somewhere and there was nowhere to sit down near the door of the station so I had to walk down the tunnel.  So I said to myself, in my head, not out loud, “I will walk down the tunnel and there might be somewhere I can sit down and then I can shut my eyes and I can think.”  I walked down the tunnel trying to concentrate on the sign at the end of the tunnel.  And it was like stepping off the cliff on a tightrope.
And I eventually got to the end of the tunnel and there were some stairs and I went up the stairs and there were still lots of people and I groaned and there was a shop at the top of the stairs and a room with chairs in it but there were too many people in the room with chars in it, so I walked past it.  There were some signs and some little tables with chairs next to them and no one was sitting at one of the tables and it was in a corner and I sat down on one of the chairs next to it and I closed my eyes.

And then I tried to think about what I had to do, but I couldn’t think because there were too many other things in my head, so I did a maths problem to make my head clearer.

Then I looked up and saw that there was a policeman standing in front of me.

Police Man: “Anyone at home?”  
Christopher: But I didn’t know what that meant.

Policeman:” Are you all right, young man?”
Christopher: I looked at him and I thought for a bit so that I would answer the question correctly. 

Christopher:” No.”

Policeman:” You’re looking a bit worse for wear.” He had a gold ring on one of his fingers and it had curly letters on it but I couldn’t see what the letters were.  

“The lady at the café says you’ve been here for two and a half hours, and when she tried talking to you, you were in a complete trance.  What’s your name?”
Christopher: “Christopher Boone.”

Police Man: “Where do you live?”

Christopher:“36 Randolph Street”  I started feeling better because I like policeman and it was an easy question, and I wondered whether I should tell him that father killed Wellington and whether he would arrest father.

Policeman:” What are you doing here?”

Christopher:” I needed to sit down and be quiet and think.”

Policeman: “OK, lets keep it simple. What are you doing at the railway station?” 

Christopher: “I’m going to see Mother.”

Policeman: “Mother?”

Christopher: “Yes Mother.”
Policeman: “When’s your Train?”
Christopher: “I don’t know.  She lives in London.  I don’t know when there’s a train to London.”

Policeman: “So you don’t live with your mother?”

Christopher: “No.  But I’m going to.”

Policeman: “So where does your Mother live?”

Christopher:  “In London.”

Policeman: “Yes, but where in London?”

Christopher: “451 Chapter Road.”

Policeman: “Jesus. What is that?” I looked down.

Christopher:“ That’s my pet rat, Toby,” He was looking out of my pocket at the policeman. 

Policeman :“A pet rat?”

Christopher: “Yes, a pet rat.  He’s very clean and he hasn’t got bubonic plague.”

Policeman:  “Well that’s reassuring.”

Christopher: “Yes.”

Policeman: “Have you got a ticket?”

Christopher: “No.”

Policeman: “Have you got any money to get a ticket?”

Christopher: “No.”

Policeman: “So, how precisely were you going to get to London, then?”  Then I 
didn’t know what to say because I had Father’s cash point card in my pocket and 
it was illegal to steal things, but he was a policeman so I had to tell the truth.

Christopher: “I have a cash point card.” I took it out of my pocket and I showed it 
to him. And this was a white lie. 

Policeman: “Is this your card?” I thought he might arrest me 

Christopher: “No, it’s Father’s.”

Policeman: “Father’s?”

Christopher: “Yes, Father’s.”

Policeman: “Okay…” 
Christopher:  He said it really slowly and he squeezed his nose between his 
thumb and his forefinger. 

Christopher: “He told me the number.” Which was another white lie.

Policeman: “Why don’t you and I take a stroll to the cash point machine, eh?”

Christopher: “You mustn’t touch me.”

Policeman: “Why would I want to touch you?”
Christopher: “I don’t know.”

Policeman: “Well neither do I.”
Christopher: “Because I got a caution for hitting a policeman, but I didn’t mean 
to hurt him and if I do it again ill get into even bigger trouble.” 

Policeman: “You’re serious, aren’t you?”
Christopher: “Yes.”

Policeman: “You lead the way.”
Christopher: “Where?”

Policeman: “Back to the ticket office.” 
Christopher: Then we walked back through the tunnel, but it wasn’t so frightening this time because there was a policeman with me.  I put the cash point card into the machine and typed 3558.  I pressed the 50 pound and five 10 pound notes came out of the machine.

Policeman:“Well I guess I shouldn’t keep you chatting any longer.”
Christopher: “Where do I get a ticket for the train from?”

Policeman: “You are a prize specimen, aren’t you?”

Christopher: “Where do I get a ticket fro the train from?”  He hadn’t answered my question.

Policeman: “In there,” 
Christopher: He pointed and there was a big room with a glass window on the 
other side of the train station door.  
Policeman: “Now are you sure you know what you’re doing?”

Christopher: “Yes.  I’m going to London to live with my mother.”

Policeman: “Has your mother got a telephone number?”
Christopher: “Yes.”

Policeman: “And you’ll ring her if you get into any trouble, okay?”

Christopher: “Yes.” I knew you could ring people from phone boxes if you had money, and I had money now.

Policeman: “Good.” 
Christopher: I walked into the ticket office and I turned round and I could see that the policeman was still watching me so I felt safe.  

“I want to go to London.”  I said to the man behind the window.  I hadn’t been frightened when I was with the policeman but I turned round and I saw that he had gone now and I was scared again. 

Clerk: “Single or return?”
Christopher: “What does single or return mean?”

Clerk: “Do you want to go one way, or do you want to go and come back?”
Christopher: “I want to stay there when I get there.”
Clerk: “For how long?”
Christopher: “Until I go to university.”

Clerk: “Single then, that’ll be 32 pounds.”
Christopher: And then he gave me a little yellow and orange ticket.  I didn’t like the ticket being half yellow but I had to keep it because it was my train ticket.  
“When is the train to London?”

Clerk: “Platform 1, five minutes.” 
Christopher: I went up the stairs and I saw a sign pointing to Platform 1.  Then I looked at my watch and three minuets had gone past since I was at the ticket office, which meant that the train would be going in two minuets.  Then I went up to the door and I pressed the big button and the doors slid open.  I stepped through the doors.  And I was on the train to London.
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