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Andrew Pidoux
The Bag lady

Godard

The Bag Lady

o

The Sensational Story
Of Her Everyday Life

You lose track of time

when you're en the street:

Some years whizz by,

others crawl.

Time gets all messed up.

My name's Godard,
and yes, as you can see,

| am a bag lady.

You might be wondering why

I'm called Godard. My parents were
hippies and they named me after
the French film-maker Godard,

whose revolutionary work they loved.

Yeou might have seen me
arcund town. | always wear
a Tesco bag on my head.
| den't know why | de this.

| don't particularly like Tesco.

| have been a bag lady
fer abeout ten years.
Even though | look a lot older,

lam enly 43 or 44.... | think.

Except of course there are
no glamourous young people
or references to obscure

American gangster films.
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After a while | hated them
and | hated school too,
which was why | left

as soon as | could

When | was at school They didn't know who Jean-Luc
the other kids used to Godard was. All they knew was
tease me a lot because that it was weird for a girl

of my name to be called Godard.

But that's not what led me to the

street. | had well over a decade of
trying to live a normal life before

that happened. | got married,

had a couple of kids.

WWe weren't rich, but we got by.
The kids drove me mad sometimes
but | cooked and cleaned
far my hubby like a good wife,
and did my shopping at Tesco

Do you think

you're a god?

They used to say.

They alse called me

Godard the
Retard

because | was dyslexic.

Burt all the while

| had my eye on the streert,
a place of endless passibilicy
and no responsibility.

Seen from my house,

it looked like heaven.
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Then one day | woke up
and thought, "l can't live

another day in this house."

I think | should tell you
about the time | finally gave in

and started living on the street

| packed a few things into a bag —
just clothes and a bit of food mostly,
and not forgetting the weed

| had stored under my bed ...

| had been depressed for months. The doctors had put me an

My family was getting me down all kinds of meds, but they
and the walls of my house just made me sick because
felt like they were closing in they conflicted with

each other

I left a note for the kids, who | thought

Then | went
outside and
melted into

were old enough to understand

why | had done it

the street.

| had never
been happier
in my life.
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GOdGrd I love reading, In the days before | lived on the Mot much has changed in that

The Bag Lady

street, when | was sick at home,
and | always have regard. Except now | scavenge

Vused 1o read 1o ascape. for my books rather than buy them.

I'd read anything | could
The Sensational Story g 4 get my hands on.
Of Her Everyday Life & = e

But in a way | prefer doing that When | read, | can be sat I'l be far away in seme other world

because it always turns up in a doorway in a crowded street where everything is different,
some interesting choices. with people passing right by my nose as if lit by a different sun And that sun
Your average skip is a lucky dip but | won't even notice them - feels so warm
far reading martcer. : o me, even on
the coldest

night of the year




