
Angie and Robert 

 

‘I think the saddest people always try their hardest to make other people happy, because they know 

what it’s like to feel absolutely worthless, and they don’t want anyone else to feel like that.’  

Robin Williams 

‘Oh no, she’s nowhere to hide in the dark. She’s a star.’ 

James – ‘She’s a Star’ 

 

☾⋆ 

 ‘Hello! How are you today?’ 

She greeted him the same way every morning, but there was something about her, a touch of 

elevated sincerity that was almost magical, that made Robert feel that she cared for him in some small 

but significant way. Even when her face was drawn and nauseous-looking (as it often was recently), her 

compassion was striking – tangible, somehow. Today, though, Robert could see she was struggling. Her 

work blouse hung boxily over her body. Her eyes, usually bright green and sparkling, were dull, the 

pale skin around them blooming a gloomy purple. When she took the packet of letters from him, he 

could see that her wrists and hands were very thin. 

 Robert wished he could tell Angie the thing he’d wanted to tell her for a while: that he saw 

happiness in her future, even if it didn’t surround her now. A big bright kitchen. Children, probably. 

And love. She would come through her suffering, and there would be a pure, rare love on the other side. 

‘Oh, no’ too bad, thanks. I have a day off on Monday,’ he said instead. 

‘Oh, that’ll be great. I hope the weather’s good for you.’ 

  ‘Yep. The, er… the only thing is, my hay-fever’s been bad too. My nose has been running, and 

my eyes. I’ve been trying to find things for it. Got something from the chemist but it’s no’ really—’ 

He faltered. Robert was a tall, virile man. He was a hard worker and a good father; he was liked 

by his friends and his colleagues. He was principled and intelligent, so much so that his line managers 

at Royal Mail were quietly intimidated by him. He had been mistreated and unloved by his own father; 

as a result he had struggled with anger throughout his youth. He’d come through it, and now he had a 

good life. He was loved, and in time, he had learnt how to care for others fully, without withholding or 

doubting the worth of the love that he himself could offer. Despite all this, Robert was as shy now as 

he had been as a little boy.  



Angie, instinctively, had sensed this shyness in Robert the first time she met him – it was 

evident when he’d handed her the packet of letters addressed to her boss. He’d had to ring the office 

bell again, having forgotten to ask her to sign for a parcel. On his way back down the steps to the 

pavement he’d stumbled slightly; Angie had tried her best to reassure him, but Robert had flushed a 

deep scarlet and kept his head down as he continued up the crescent.  

Angie knew that casual chatting didn’t come easily to Robert. She could tell that he had decided 

to make an extra effort with the information he’d volunteered about his hay-fever. She couldn’t be sure, 

but she sensed that in some way, this extra effort was for her benefit. So, when he hesitated, unsure of 

himself, she stepped in, nodding eagerly as he spoke.  

‘Oh, mine has been terrible too. I feel for you! I’ve used a few ones from over the counter and 

Piriton is the best cheap-y supermarket-y one, but I think you can get better ones at the doctor. If I get 

one from the doctor I’ll let you know if it works. I’ll tell you the name of it.’ 

She finished with her high pitched and slightly goofy, out-of-place laugh. It had taken him 

aback him the first time he’d heard it. Angie was un-showy and slow-moving, but you couldn’t mistake 

her effortless physical grace. It was in her blood, part of who she was - something she couldn’t hide or 

cover up. As such, her hooting laugh had come as a surprise to him, but a welcome one. It made him 

feel comfortable in her presence, a sense that if she was willing to show this part of herself to him, he 

was safe with her.  

Robert nodded, grateful. Angie looked at him for a moment. Not for the first time, she thought 

he reminded her of someone - someone from the past whom she had loved, but who was no longer in 

her life. She couldn’t think who it was, but she felt a sort of displaced, spiritual sense of loss for them. 

To her surprise, her eyes prickled with tears for a moment. She pushed them away with a smile. 

‘Oh well, bye then! See you tomorrow.’ 

‘Yep,’ said Robert, after a small pause. ‘See you tomorrow.’ 

Angie had known for a while now that Robert felt something for her. It wasn’t sexual attraction, 

she didn’t think, though his eyes did light up each morning when she answered the door to him. No, the 

feeling she got from him was very pure and gentle, but sometimes she was quite overwhelmed by the 

intensity of it. It was strange (impossible, maybe), but she felt like Robert, in his quiet way, probably 

cared about her more than most of the men she had been involved with intimately.  

As she went back to her desk to sort through the day’s letters, Angie felt ashamed. She thought 

Robert wouldn’t think so highly of her if he could see the state she’d been in at the weekend, throwing 

up on the toilet floor of a club before picking herself up and going home with a man who was about 

twenty-five years older than her, and married. She had told him that she liked to be spanked, but he’d 



hit her far too hard, making strange claw-like bruises on her arse, which Angie had studied with a sort 

of detached fascination the following day as their hue transitioned slowly from blue to a strange 

yellowish green. 

 Soon after the sex, the man had fallen into a deep, calm sleep. Angie, despite the shapes 

blossoming on her pale skin, had chosen not to leave his flat. His face had taken on a still, boyish 

loveliness as he slept. She had looked around the room for a blanket to cover him. She wasn’t being a 

martyr, she didn’t think… (well, maybe she was)… but it was more that she hoped if she treated him 

tenderly and kindly, he would wake up and wrap his arms around her in return.  

Angie was lucky – she had a loving family, and a small number of carefully-chosen, very close 

friends. And yet, ever since she was a little girl (but in the last few years especially), happiness had 

eluded her, and she woke up every morning with a pounding heart, gagging into the kitchen sink. It 

wasn’t so much that she thought she could fill the overwhelming emptiness in her heart with toxic sex… 

(well, maybe it was)… it was more she thought that indulging – encouraging, even – the rough urges 

of the older men she spent the night with would in turn provoke their capacity for tenderness; that her 

earlier submissiveness would be rewarded a gentler brand of intimacy. It did not - she was now 

beginning to realise - work like this.   

There had been a few young men of her own age with whom Angie had hoped to find love – a 

nice, nourishing relationship - but it had never seemed to work out. She tended to give lots of herself to 

them emotionally (too much, probably), and each time she found herself battling ferociously against 

their thinly veiled ambivalence, hoping that her investment would pay off. She hoped that when she 

opened up to them, their eyes wouldn’t glass over; they wouldn’t check their watches or clear their 

throats. She hoped they would look at her and see her candid vulnerability for the gift that it was. She 

hoped they would see her. Instead, they drained her reserves for as long as it was convenient to them, 

and then they got rid of her: ‘it just wasn’t working,’ or they had found an amazing work opportunity 

in another city (without even having told her they were looking), or she hadn’t quite matched up to their 

ex. Angie, despite carrying the wounds of each dismissal with her for months (sometimes years) after 

they had been inflicted, had managed to keep her heart open and her guard down each time something 

new and promising had come along. The latest disappointment, though - a young man with whom she 

had fallen in love - had cut her deeply, and she was exhausted.  

At some point, Angie had become very good at hiding her sadness, not only at work but with 

her mother, and her friends – she was so good at it that she supposed it wasn’t really their fault they 

hadn’t noticed something was wrong. But – it was strange – she could see that Robert had. As such, he 

represented a tiny moment of truth and honesty in her day. Though their interactions each morning were 

brief, there was something about the exchanges that always rung true; she was not just going through 



the motions of her workday performance as she did with her colleagues, or the clients that came to the 

office.  

After the hay-fever exchange, Robert had walked back down the office steps with a scarlet 

storm of frustration clouding his mind – feelings of an intensity he had not experienced since his truly 

angry days. The nature of his relationship with Angie prohibited any real communication; he did his 

best to demonstrate in other, subtler ways his understanding, but with two minutes at most in her 

presence each morning it was not easy. He could see that she probably caused damage to herself in 

some way that was not pleasant and very upsetting. He sensed that she was ashamed of herself, and 

wished he could tell her that it didn’t matter what she had done or said to others, or allowed others to 

do or say to her – none of it mattered – what mattered was that she find a way to start liking herself 

enough to stop putting herself in situations that brought her sorrow and reinforced her belief that she 

was worthless, unlovable in some way.  

 Robert had an unpleasant feeling that men had probably hurt Angie – she had the type of nature 

that many would take advantage of emotionally and physically. And yet (and again, he wished there 

was a way he could impress this point upon her) – she was not weak. Her potential to shine brighter 

than so many others was evident – it was in her blood, part of her, like her physical grace. Robert 

stopped dead on the street for a moment, surprised by the depth of his care for her, the colours and 

patterns it had conjured up in his mind. Though intense, his feelings were not sexual, yet neither were 

they paternal. He knew it was an unspoken truth between them that Robert thought she was very 

beautiful – not just because of her face, or her body. He saw himself in her – well, his past self, the self 

that had required a lot of work - and as such, he understood her more than she could possibly know.  

The first time Robert had met Angie, he had stumbled on the stairs, flustered after having to 

ring the office doorbell twice. Angie, her intuition chiming in like clockwork, had seen it coming and 

caught his arm gracefully, keeping her hand lightly on his elbow as he walked down the rest of the 

stairs. 

 ‘Oh god, don’t worry, I bloody fall on these steps all time!’ 

 And then, there it was: that loud, slightly manic laugh. That night, at home with his family and 

children, Robert had thought about what Angie had said, that she often fell on the steps herself, and he 

realised it wasn’t true. She hadn’t fallen. She had said it to make him feel better, just like she had 

subconsciously cultivated her goofy laugh, to make others feel better, to put them at ease. Having been 

in pain for so long herself, she wished at all costs to prevent other people from feeling that way.  

Robert realised that he had met a very special person. Luminous. A danger to herself.  

 



 On the hay-fever day, Angie had spent her lunch hour in the toilet. She tried her best to breathe 

deeply and slowly, following the patterns of wood grain on the door in an effort to steady her mind. Just 

after five she left the office, eyes down, not dressed for the summer rain. A huge headline at the 

newsagent stand caught her eye: ROBIN: HIS FINAL HOURS. Angie picked up a soggy paper. A kind 

face stared back at her; the ink was running with but the blue eyes twinkled out, unfazed. With a feeling 

like a hard punch to the throat, Angie read the first line of the article. In the early hours of that morning, 

U.S. time, Robin Williams had taken his own life.  

Angie’s mind replayed the scene in Hook that she had watched over and over again as a child 

– the soulful black Lost Boy with huge dark eyes gently touching the adult Peter Pan’s face, realising 

he really was the elfin teen he had once known. Angie hated many performances by child actors – they 

were so often directed to be brash and uncouth in the name of comedy or ‘cuteness’, but this boy was 

gentle and sincere, and despite the scorn of the critics, there was real magic in that moment for so many 

of her generation. The thing she remembered most was the expression on Robin Williams’s face - the 

way the funny-man knew when to be still. He had always reminded her of her father a bit, and - she 

realised it now - Robert.  

When Angie had taken a knife and hurt herself, it had always been when she was unbearably 

frustrated and angry, yet numb at the same time, so numb that she couldn’t cry; no tears, just painful 

ragged breaths, one after the other until she wanted to scream. That juxtaposition, that combination of 

rage and hopelessness, was the danger zone. In the danger zone, options were limited, and extreme. She 

could drink lots, or spend all her wages taking absolutely fuckloads of cocaine, lines and lines, into the 

next day, the next night, to stave off the suicidal come-down. She could buy two raw salmons fillets in 

the supermarket, slice them up, put on a silk dress, eat them raw pretending it was sashimi-grade and 

hope not to get ill. Or she could sharpen a kitchen knife and slash repeatedly into her arm in time to the 

beat of a love song on Magic FM.  

Of course, she could also try harder to be happy. She would, one day. But sometimes she wished 

that someone else, someone else, would give her a leg up. She thought of the one who had recently 

broken her heart, and wished that he would turn the corner, see her, walk to her. She would cry on his 

shoulder – a cathartic, cleansing moment in which she was finally at one with her emotions; devastated, 

but alive. Angie looked down at the newspaper and finally, the tears came. Her bra was sheer; strangers’ 

eyes went to her chest. A teenage boy looked at her intently; she knew he thought she looked waifish, 

‘fucked-up-but-sexy’ in the rain, with dark panda eyes and her nipples protruding through her office 

blouse.  

Robert, who usually drove after a day on his feet, had opted for the long walk home through 

town. He had had the vague intention of surprising his wife as she was finishing up at her office, but 

really he wanted the opportunity to calm his mind, to dull the fierce colours and patterns of the day’s 



thoughts. He turned the corner onto the busy road and, despite the many people hurrying to get home, 

saw Angie immediately: a pale figure, blurred and solitary. He walked to her, touched her elbow lightly. 

She started.  

‘Oh! Hello! Hahaha. God, I must look a sight, it’s this rain.’  

She faltered, and her face crumpled. She didn’t have another performance in her. Robert’s 

shyness left him; he knew now what to do. He took off his coat and hung it around her shoulders. He 

would have liked to put his arms around her, just for a moment, but he didn’t want her to feel vulnerable 

or ill at ease, so he didn’t.  

‘Oh! No, no. No, it’s okay,’ said Angie, overwhelmed.  

Robert took a deep breath. He reached out and, just for a second, touched the side of her cheek 

with two of his knuckles. Rather than shiver or flinch as he thought she might have done, her face 

relaxed into a peaceful smile at his touch.  

‘Take it. Just you take it,’ said Robert.  

 

☾⋆ 
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