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Characters


RICHARD, a young man


GRAHAM, forty-five


LAURA, twenty-eight


BECCI, twenty-eight
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MARK, thirty-nine


 


 


Note on Text


/ indicates an interruption in dialogue.


[ ] indicates when a word is implied but not said.


… indicates an unfinished or unarticulated thought.


– indicates a very brief pause or a beat where a thought is being clarified.


A beat is a bit longer than that. A pause is a bit longer still.


A long pause is longer still and pretty much unbearable.










 


 


One


September 1999. The living room of a Victorian terraced house in Plymouth, not particularly near the sea. It’s early evening – there’s still a bit of light coming in from outside. The room has a rather elegant corniced ceiling and a cheap-looking carpet. There’s a leather sofa, an armchair and a record player, along with some large cardboard boxes and haphazard stacks of books and records. Up against the wall are various prints and framed exhibition posters, waiting to be hung. A recording of Mozart piano sonatas plays in the background.


A young man, RICHARD, is sat on the edge of the sofa. He still has his jacket and rucksack on. He seems uncertain of his surroundings. There’s an almost-painful self-awareness to everything he does.


A man’s voice (GRAHAM) from the kitchen.


GRAHAM (off). The Contax S2. Have you seen that?


RICHARD. Yes, I think so. (Beat.) Maybe. (Beat.) I don’t know.


GRAHAM (off). Same kind of thing as the Canon I think but with a Carl Zeiss lens. You should check it out.


RICHARD. Um. Okay.


A pause. RICHARD takes his rucksack off and places it on the sofa next to him. He thinks about it for several moments then moves it slightly. The position seems somehow important.


GRAHAM (off). Remind me what you have again.


RICHARD. Er, nothing really.


GRAHAM (off). Sorry?


RICHARD (louder). A – er – an Olympus OM-1?


GRAHAM (off). That’s alright.


RICHARD. It’s not but – but I’m saving up.


GRAHAM (off). Are you?


RICHARD. Yes.


GRAHAM (off). What for?


RICHARD. Um. A Minolta Dynax 700si?


GRAHAM (off). Sorry?


RICHARD. A Minolta Dynax?


GRAHAM (off). Oh, great. The 500 or the 600?


RICHARD. The, um, 700?


GRAHAM (off). Wow, fantastic. How far have you got to go?


RICHARD. Oh, um. A bit. (Beat.) I could buy the 600 now but I’m gonna wait.


GRAHAM (off). Good for you. No point in skimping. Would you like some nibbles?


RICHARD. Um, no? (He does.) No. I’m fine, thank you.


GRAHAM (off). Are you sure?


RICHARD. Yes? (He’s not.) Yes, thank you.


Another pause. RICHARD thinks then moves the rucksack again, this time putting it on the floor to the side of the sofa.


GRAHAM (off). Used to have a 9xi. Do you know it?


RICHARD. Um. No.


GRAHAM (off). Quite heavy but brilliant shutter speed. Stopped making them now I think. Shame really.


GRAHAM enters. He has a relaxed, fatherly appearance. He is fairly tall; ruggedly handsome though slightly gone to seed. He has just-greying hair and some facial stubble. He wears jeans, a jumper and a pair of socks with a hole in the toe. He’s carrying two mugs of coffee and has to push the door open with his foot.


RICHARD jumps up when GRAHAM comes in the room.


There you go.


RICHARD. Thanks.


GRAHAM. Take your coat off if you want to.


RICHARD. Oh. Yes. (Beat.) Um…


There is no coffee table and RICHARD doesn’t know where to put his mug.


GRAHAM. Oh, gimme that.


RICHARD hands GRAHAM his mug and then, rather awkwardly, takes his jacket off. He is aware of GRAHAM watching him as he does so.


RICHARD. Um.


He now doesn’t know what to do with his coat.


GRAHAM (patient). Swap.


RICHARD gives GRAHAM his coat and takes back his coffee.


RICHARD (embarrassed). Thanks.


GRAHAM. I’ll just go and [hang this up].


GRAHAM puts his own mug down on a pile of books and then goes to hang RICHARD coat in the hall. RICHARD is not sure whether to sit back down or stay standing. He stays standing. GRAHAM comes back in.


Have a seat, Richard…


RICHARD sits down on the sofa. There’s a pile of books on the armchair so GRAHAM sits on the floor, his back propped against the seat of the chair. It’s quite a youthful gesture.


Actually is it Richard or do you prefer Rich or?


RICHARD (he’s never been asked this before). Um. Well. Some of the – some people call me Rich or, um, Richie, but – but actually I prefer Richard.


GRAHAM . Right.


Beat.


RICHARD. I don’t think I look like a Rich.


GRAHAM. No.


RICHARD. Or a Richie.


GRAHAM. No. (Beat.) And definitely not a Dick.


An embarrassed laugh from RICHARD.


What’s your middle name?


RICHARD (going red). Oh.


GRAHAM. I’m sorry. Am I being nosy? Tell me to mind my own /


RICHARD. No no, it’s just. It’s – Cliff – (Looking at GRAHAM’s reaction.)


GRAHAM. That’s alright.


RICHARD. It’s – if you think about it.


GRAHAM. Cliff. Richard Cliff. Ah.


RICHARD. My mum – big fan.


GRAHAM. I see.


RICHARD. She says I should be honoured.


GRAHAM. Maybe she’s right.


RICHARD. I don’t think so.


GRAHAM. No, nor do I. (Laughs.) Sorry.


RICHARD. No, it’s…


A pause.


GRAHAM (reminding him). Your coffee.


RICHARD. Oh. Yes.


He picks up the mug and cautiously takes a sip.


GRAHAM. Are you sure you wouldn’t like some – some biscuits or something.


RICHARD. No, I’m – I’m fine. Thanks. (Beat.) Unless you…


GRAHAM. Actually I don’t think I’ve got any biscuits so… Kitchen’s in a worse state than [in here]. Wouldn’t think I’d been here two months already, would you? Did you find it okay?


RICHARD. Oh. Yes. I walk round here all the time.


GRAHAM. Nine New Park Road – trips off the tongue, doesn’t it?


RICHARD doesn’t have anything to say to this. He shrugs and smiles.


A pause.


Well, I’m really glad you called me, Richard. It’s – it’s not often you meet someone with the same interests.


Beat.


It was strange in the library, wasn’t it?


RICHARD. You wanted a book on Man Ray and I had one in my bag.


GRAHAM. Yes… What were you after?


RICHARD. Sorry?


GRAHAM. In the library. What were you looking for?


RICHARD. Oh, um. I can’t [remember]. I just go there sometimes and – have a look.


GRAHAM. Right, right. (Beat.) Photography section’s pretty shocking, isn’t it?


RICHARD. Um, yeah.


GRAHAM. There’s, like, a copy of Practical Photography from the late eighties, a Cartier-Bresson monograph and a book with pictures of babies dressed up as sunflowers and vegetables.


RICHARD. Yeah.


GRAHAM. I mean, what’s that about?


RICHARD. Yeah.


GRAHAM. Not exactly comprehensive.


RICHARD. Yeah.


Beat.


GRAHAM. Hey, if you’re ever looking for something then – then I could get you into the library at the art college. If you wanted.


RICHARD. Um, thanks.


GRAHAM. Or you could just – you could just borrow my pass. They never check.


RICHARD. Okay. Great. (Beat.) Thanks.


Pause. RICHARD drinks his coffee. RICHARD follows his cue and drinks his.


GRAHAM. And what did you think of the Man Ray?


RICHARD. Oh. Um. (Wanting to say something intelligent.)I liked it. The pictures are – well, they’re very surreal. I mean, it’s Surrealism so that’s a stupid thing to say but… (Trying again.) I liked the way they’re – they don’t try to make you feel anything.


GRAHAM. How do you mean?


RICHARD. It’s like – it’s like there’s a kind of – um – deadness to them. Like Man Ray, like she doesn’t really /


GRAHAM. He.


RICHARD. Um?


GRAHAM. He. Man Ray was – was a man.


RICHARD (embarrassed). Oh. Sorry, I /


GRAHAM. No, it’s fine. I didn’t mean to /


RICHARD . Stupid….


GRAHAM. No, I’m [sorry] – I should have let you… I just – I thought you’d rather know.


RICHARD. Yes. I did. I mean, I do! (Beat.) Thank you.


GRAHAM. So you were saying…


RICHARD. Um. Forgotten what I was going to –


GRAHAM. ‘Man Ray – It’s like he…’
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