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  DELAY was first performed at the Bristol Old Vic, Bristol, on 19 June 2025, produced by Amanda Fawcett in a co-production with Bristol Old Vic. The cast was as follows:
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  People




  LIN, on stage, male, an astronaut, and Silas’s lover




  SILAS, voice-over, male, an author, and Lin’s lover




  AUTO, voice-over, a system-announcement software




  Action




  Occurs forty years into the future, on board the Oshūn, a one-man spacecraft on a pioneering mission to Nova, a distant world, a planet intended as humanity’s first extraterrestrial colony.




  Lin is the Oshūn’s sole human occupant.




  Auto is a distinctly artificial voice, without a distinct personality. Silas is only heard via audio messages from Earth.




  The Oshūn’s environment has circadian artificial daylight, which brightens and dims depending on the ‘time of day’ and has tinctures for sunrise and sunset.




  NB In this text, any description of Lin’s actions during the playback of Silas’s messages has been kept deliberately minimal, to allow for full discovery by performer and director.




  Note on Text




  In the stage action, an ellipsis (…) indicates a kind of punctuation in the flow, perhaps a pause, perhaps a thought, perhaps a beat. It shouldn’t be taken as gospel.




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  

    

  




  




  Scene One: The Stars Unspinning




  Day 304, 16:00.




  The observation chamber.




  Mechanical sounds and a rumble of processed air, ticking over…




  … and fading.




  In the observation chamber: LIN is floating in zero gravity.




  He is occupied by huge and troubling thoughts…




  … and attempting to distract himself by watching the implacable, distant stars.




  Scene Two: Lin is Alive




  Day 304, 16:20.




  The comms centre.




  The gravity here is normal.




  LIN is at the communications terminal.




  LIN. I’m awake. It’s day three hundred and four out here and I’m –




  (Annoyed at himself.) Stop recording. Do not send.




  An ‘end recording’ chime.




  AUTO. Recording stopped.




  LIN. Do not send.




  AUTO. Message unsent.




  LIN. Delete message.




  AUTO. Message deleted.




  LIN thinks.




  LIN. Record.




  ‘Recording’ chime.




  I’m awake, I’m alive. Everything’s real and I love you.




  …




  I’ve started and deleted this – must be ten, fifteen times, so hopefully I’m running out of ways to be stupid about it.




  What did we say? Honesty within the rules.




  (Deep breath.) My biggest fear was I’d come out of the freezer and I’d have forgotten your face. They told me during training they still don’t know what the freezer does to the brain. People have been known to come out of it with different accents –




  I don’t think my accent’s different? But then I wouldn’t know. If it is… changed, then… Silas, please, when you reply…




  Don’t tell me if I’m sounding… alien to you, I couldn’t…




  (Happier.) But I didn’t forget your face! Cos soon as I woke, I went to personal storage, and looked at your photo, and it matches, my memory’s the same –




  Sudden self-doubt –




  But what if I’ve forgotten whole chunks of… us?




  What haven’t I forgotten?




  I haven’t forgotten that first Christmas. With your parents.




  When you smashed a plate on the edge of the table and said ‘I’m going to do that every single time anyone says anything racist.’




  I haven’t forgotten the dream I had of climbing the wrong way up Mount Fuji. And, you turning it into a novel. And… the memory of the dream, and the memory of the book are… the same for me now. Tell me if I’m wrong about either.




  I haven’t forgotten how I can’t get into bed and you can’t get out of it. I haven’t forgotten median bed. I hope you haven’t forgotten what ‘median’ means because…




  I’m not having that argument again.




  I haven’t forgotten the way you can’t ever ignore music playing in the background. Any music, whatever it is.




  He winces…




  And now I’m wondering about deleting again.




  Waiting to get into range of the beacon, waiting to send this, I’ve been doing the orientation exercises.




  Been doing my zero-g sessions, at the centre of the ship. Just in case of the just-in-case. I do that in the observation dome, cos… you can programme a gap in the sails, and there’s stars.




  The weirdest thing is that the obs chamber has no sound, not even ship noise, not until you fill it with a sound of your choice. So what I’ve discovered is I can only stand the silence in there for about five minutes, then it’s impossible to focus. But also…




  This is the kind of thing I worry about telling you. But we said honesty within the rules, and there’s no rule for this.




  (Breath.) I’ve stopped listening to music. I’ve just stopped now. I’m never going to set foot on Earth again and, I’m going to…




  Let’s say it, I’m going to die alone on another planet. By design. And I can’t listen to music any longer. I think. So –




  (Okay, here we go.) I listen to recordings of, just, some places. They made me whole folders of sounds from the world.




  That’s what I’ve put on these last three days. It’s the only music I want.




  He scrolls the comms terminal.




  I’m just looking through our rules. I don’t think I’m breaking any.




  Winces.




  Pause recording.




  A ‘hold’ tone.




  How old is he?




  …




  Fine, not specific enough. How old is Silas?




  AUTO. Thirty-two.




  LIN nods, sanguine.




  Now thirty-three.




  LIN. Oh god. Resume recording.




  ‘Record’ chime.




  Happy birthday. Many happy returns. Think I should say them all in one go? They’ll come faster and faster. For me. We didn’t make ourselves a rule for birthdays.




  (Dawning realisation.) I had a birthday! In the freezer. First birthday by myself.




  First of many by myself.




  (The weight of it… Some acceptance.) This isn’t going to be a fucking masterpiece. Just for you and me, strictly. So I’m sending it right now, and if you publish this, if you even put this in a diary, I will utterly fucking kill you. I’ll come all the way back to Earth to throw you under a bus. Fuck the physics, fuck the speed of light, hell hath no fury.




  And maybe this is it, this is the kind of thing I’ll say. I didn’t want you to hear me sad. I didn’t want you to hear any second thoughts. But, if I said none of that was happening, you’d spot the lie across all of space and time.




  So here it is. I got through the bridge. I wormholed, the Oshūn is intact, she’s fully functioning. I’m alive. It’s real. And now I’ve decided I want you to say something.




  Please say something. I want to hear you.
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