KAMAL./

MEGAN. It’s weird that | still think of it with such affection,

such longing, but | do. The mice-infested house, full of
candles and dirt and music.

KAMAL. Where is this place?

MEGAN. There’s a little seaside town in Norfolk. Holkham.
Sometimes | just sit with my eyes closed and listen to the
trains go past. Just yearning to see if my memory has changed
it into something it wasn’t.

KAMAL. Why this particular house?

MEGAN. Just some place | seem to remember. | don’t know.

After Ben died, | ran away.
KAMAL. Who's Ben?

MEGAN. My brother. We were going to go to America, but we
never made it. Ben didn’t make it anywhere. He died in a
motorcycle accident, about a mile from where we grew up.

When | die, | want to be near the sea. No need for a
ceremony, no gravestone. Just to be in the right place, to
have my own ending.

KAMAL. You close your eyes and you run away to this place.
MEGAN. If only in my mind.



THE GIRL ON THE TRAIN

But sometimes, the urge to run overwhelms me. | can’t sleep
because of it. Can’t draw. Can’t paint. At night, when | lie
awake | can hear it. A whisper in my head saying, ‘slip away.’

There’s something | have to tell Scott. And when | do...
| don’t know how he’ll react.

KAMAL. Are you afraid of Scott?
MEGAN, Of course not. He’s my husband.
KAMAL. But...?

MEGAN. He doesn’t trust me. He’s right not to.

He reads my e-mails. Checks my internet history.
KAMAL. That’s a form of emotional abuse.
MEGAN. [t isn’t abuse. Not if you deserve it.
KAMAL. Why would you deserve it?

MEGAN. Perhaps it’s better |just run away.
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