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Lights fade up slowly.


A bare stage but for two middle-aged men of similar appearance sitting opposite each other. Their names are JOHN and DAVE, and they are men from suburbia. Between them is a small square table.


JOHN holds a pistol to DAVE’s face. We can’t hear what they’re saying below the static but it is clear that they’re having a heated discussion. DAVE is seen to back down, the argument seemingly lost to the man with the gun.


DAVE and JOHN’s general demeanour is on edge.


This all lasts forty-five seconds. The static thankfully stops.


DAVE. It seemed right that it would be the anniversary. Seemed almost too perfect that today would have to be the day. Would have to be the same day a year on from the time you first saw her. How ordered it all was.


JOHN. How simple and true and right.


DAVE. How simple and true and right. Like the very first time you saw her in the park drinking her drink… like you gave life to her somehow.


JOHN. Like she just existed from that moment on.


DAVE. Right. You imagined her and there she was, taking her drink on the park bench that evening like she always did. Looking at the little quack-quacks neither interested nor disinterested. Just blank-looking. She looked blank to you and just then you realised that this is what attracted you to her. Her blankness.


JOHN. That’s right.


DAVE. And as you followed her home that night from the park and followed her the next morning and afternoon you started giving her different personalities the same way you did to the hundreds of blank people you had followed about town. And in certain angles, certain lights, she became different people from your past. Your distant past. And by the end of the first week and after following her in and out of the shops and the parks and on and off buses… and as you looked at her sitting on the park bench and taking her drink and looking blankly at those little quack-quacks… you decided there and then who she was to you, John. You decided you were looking at your…?


DAVE stops and waits. JOHN responds:


JOHN. My mother.


DAVE. Your mother!? Haven’t we done that before?


JOHN. Well, I don’t know!


DAVE. I’m sure we have used your mother…


JOHN. Really?


DAVE. A little time ago.


JOHN. Are you certain?


DAVE. Certain? No, I’m not certain.


JOHN. Then just use it! USE IT! CARRY ON!


DAVE. Your much younger mother before you were born. Before she married your father? The young woman you had followed that first week and was following every week since… she meant this to you.


JOHN. Right.


DAVE. She may be going about her own life but what was important was that she was your mother to you. Simple. So as you showered that morning and walked around your flat, unconnected images and stories all featuring your mother and father seemed to follow you about. Traces of them started to stink up one room making you walk to another room.
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