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Note





Many of the characters in these plays are non-human, either android or virtual holographic creations. Moreover, several of the human characters are of considerably advanced years. However, owing to continuing advances in cosmetic and geriatric surgery, they are all, in appearance, remarkably well preserved for their age.
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ONE: THE SURPRISE HUSBAND 


Grace’s bedroom. Sometime soon.
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aged sixteen


Franklin


her father, aged seventy


Gorman


a tour guide with TLT, subsequently HEA,


aged in his thirties


Titus
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(and voice of Tim, aged eighteen)


Inez


a tourist with TLT/HEA, aged in her fifties
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Zandy
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TWO: THE SURPRISE BIRTHDAY 


Lorraine’s office. Sometime soon. The same day.


Lorraine
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her client, a retired executive, aged seventy


Conrad


her husband, aged forty


(doubling Titus)


Jan Sixty
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a PA, aged eighty
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an executive with HEA, aged sixty-eight


Franklin


his father-in-law, MD of HEA,


aged one hundred and twenty


Grace


Titus’s wife, aged sixty-six


Lorraine


a retired lawyer, aged one hundred and ten


Jan Sixty


an android, her partner


‘Seraphina’


Sylvia’s avatar


(doubling Grace)


‘Fabiano’


Titus’s avatar


(doubling Jan)


‘Bellina’


a virtual barmaid


(doubling Lorraine)
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One





THE SURPRISE HUSBAND


Grace’s bedroom. Sometime soon.


It is a good-sized, luxurious teenager’s bedroom, even by the latest standards.


Two doors, one to the landing, the other to an en-suite bathroom.


Grace is sitting on the large bed, playing with an old, favourite toy of hers, a Playboy. She throws it from time to time in the air. Each time she does so the doll emits a cry of joy. She seems only half aware she is doing this, but maybe it is to irritate her father, Franklin, standing unhappily some distance from her, getting increasingly irritated by this.


A long silence between them. Grace throws the toy in the air three times.




Franklin (at length) And that’s your final word, is it, Grace?


Grace throws the toy and catches it again but does not react.


That’s what you want me to tell your mother? You won’t even consider waiting until you’re … at least till you’re seventeen?


Silence. Grace throws the toy and catches it.


(Pacing around unhappily) I mean, I’m stuck in the middle here, Grace. See it from my point of view, can’t you, darling? Your mother … she’s … Martha is … she’s – very opposed to this, you know … You know that.


Silence. Grace throws the toy and catches it.


It doesn’t help that you refuse to speak to each other. I mean, if you only talked, now and again, you and your mother … from time to time … But you’re both so alike. Once you make up your minds, you’re …


Silence. Grace throws the toy twice more.


She loves you, Grace. She does. She worries about you. She’s your mother. Mothers worry about their daughters. They watch them – gradually growing into – women. And they worry. Women especially – worry about women.


Grace (shaking her head, scornfully) Oh, Dad!


She throws the toy in the air again. This time Franklin is close enough to her to intercept it before she can catch it again.


Franklin (losing patience) Oh, come on, Grace, for God’s sake!


Irritably, he throws the Playboy on the floor. It gives a little cry of dismay.


You have to cut me a bit of slack here, please!


Grace What? Slack?


Franklin (vaguely) Slack. It’s – er … it means … sort of loose, you know … allow me a bit of loose … (Giving up) So what am I going to tell your mother? That you refuse point blank to consider it? Waiting till she gets back? You refuse to give him up, this boy? This workman? This untrained labourer?


Grace Tim’s fully qualified and skilled … I keep saying –


Franklin Grace, he’s not even trained. I had him checked out. He’s a trainee.


Grace He’s learning on the job! He’s learning from experience!


Franklin He’s sub-android level. Grade Two education. He never even made Grade Three.


Grace So? I barely made Grade Three either, did I?


Franklin You’re different – you’ve got – us … your mother and me …


Grace Meaning money?


Franklin It’s different when you’re – when you’re educated privately …


Grace Yes, money …


Franklin … you have Jemima, she’s –


Grace … I have money! Money, money!


Franklin I’ve told you before, never sneer at money, Grace.


Grace It’s not important! Not for me, it isn’t.


Franklin It’s not important till it matters. Then you’ll soon find it becomes the only thing that does matter.


Grace shrugs.


He’s no better than an android, Grace. No, he’s lower than an android. He’s cleaning up after androids.


Grace You shouldn’t talk about androids like that. Not these days. Some of them have built-in feelings, you know …


Franklin Oh, well, pardon me, I’m sure. In my day we didn’t feel honour bound to be polite to labour-saving machines … I do beg their pardon.


Grace Dad!


Franklin I’m seventy-one years old next birthday, Grace … Forgive me for being old-fashioned …


Grace (throwing herself back on the bed, mimicking Franklin) ‘I’ve seen over six decades in my lifetime, my girl …’


Franklin Grace, come on now …


Grace (continuing) ‘… I can remember when there was grass growing where the concrete used to be …’


Franklin Grace …


Grace (remorselessly) ‘… real grass, I’ll have you know, right up to here …’


Franklin (quite sharply, for him) Grace, will you stop that!


She stops. A silence.


Just stop it!


Grace (sulkily) Sorry.


Franklin We used to respect our parents, at least. When your mother and I were young …


Grace (her eyes still closed, murmuring) … back in the good old days …


Franklin What?


Grace Nothing.


Franklin We had respect … We listened. We learnt. Sometimes. At least we had the courtesy to listen.


Silence.


Look, if we don’t get this sorted out before your mother comes back, there’ll be hell. I spoke to her this morning and she’s – angry and upset at your attitude. Putting it mildly. She was two hundred and twenty-five million kilometres away, I could actually feel the heat coming off her. She’s a determined woman, your mother, Grace.


Grace So am I.


Franklin Yes …


Grace Like you said, you’re trapped between us, Dad. That’s no place to be, I warn you. Sooner or later you’re going to have to choose sides.


Franklin I hope it won’t come to that.


Grace (grimly) Me or Mum. Make up your mind.


Slight pause.


Franklin Well, a few more months, she’ll be back with us.


Grace She’s been gone ages. Five and a half years. She’ll barely remember me, will she?


Franklin Nonsense.


Grace When she went away, I was only ten and a half.


Franklin If you’d only talk to her sometimes …


Grace I’d talk to her if she was here to talk to …


Franklin You can use the Vislink.


Grace Vislinking’s not the same.


Franklin I tell you, the Vislink’s pretty good these days. Especially interplanetary. Much more reliable than it used to be.


Grace There’s still those gaps. (Mimicking) ‘How are you, dear?’ (Denoting the delay time) Duh-duh-duh-duh-duh … ‘Fine, Mum’ … Duh-duh-duh-duh-duh … ‘Oh, good, dear’ … Duh-duh-duh-duh-duh … (Irritably) What’s she doing there all this time, anyway?


Franklin Don’t ask me, some big construction project, I don’t know. I don’t envy her. That’s no place to be stuck for any length of time, believe me.


Grace I’d like to go. One day.


Franklin Really?


Grace Have you ever been?


Franklin Mars? Once. Briefly. Years ago. I was space-sick for six months, all the way there. And then again all the way back. While I was there they discovered I suffered from GDD. Gravity Deficiency Disorder. My first and last trip into space. These days I leave it to your mother.


Grace Do you miss her?


Franklin Yes, I do. She drives me crazy half the time when she’s here. When she’s away, I can’t sleep for worrying about her.


Grace What, Mum? You worry about Mum?


Franklin Well, accidents happen – occasionally. Let’s face it, it’s not a natural life for a woman, is it? Hurtling around the solar system with a toolbox? No, of course I miss her. I still love her. I love both of you, Grace. As we both love you. And if you go ahead with this boy, it’ll break her heart.


Grace If I don’t, it’ll break mine, I warn you.


A silence as they reach the same impasse.


Anyway, you weren’t that much older than I am when you first met her, were you? What age was Mum when you met?


Franklin That was long ago. Different times, Grace, different circumstances …


Grace What age was she?


Franklin (reluctantly) Seventeen. (Smiling) Fifty-two years ago next month. Five fifteen p.m. We met on the promenade.


Grace Where was that?


Franklin Doesn’t matter, it’s long gone. Some east coast town that fell into the sea years ago … We were both students … I was on vacation working at the fairground … You’re too young to remember fairgrounds … they were fun … All closed down by Health and Safety long ago. She was on holiday, she and her friend … I was working The Collider … (With relish) Yes! Sweet-talked me into giving them free rides … she and I fell in love … she proposed … ran away together … married a few weeks later.


Grace She proposed?


Franklin She knew what she wanted, even in those days.


Grace What did your parents say when they found out you’d married?


Franklin Not much. Father was too busy to listen, Mother was too drunk to care.


Grace What about her parents?


Franklin Martha wasn’t on the best of terms with them, I seem to recall.


Grace But none of them stood in your way? They didn’t try to stop you, did they?


Franklin I don’t think they really cared either way, Grace. Just relieved to get us off their hands. Parents back in those days were … more selfish. You need to understand that children were a – a far less valued commodity than they are today. In those days kids were ten a penny. Everywhere you looked – kids. The point is, we do care, Martha and I. You’re very precious to us. You have to understand, we need to know that you’re absolutely certain, that’s all. We don’t want you to be hurt, darling.


Grace I’m certain … I’ve never been … (Suddenly crying) I can’t lose him, Dad … I want him … he’s everything … everything to me … please! Please say yes … You have to say yes … please …


Franklin, somewhat startled at this abrupt change in her mood, holds her in his arms gently. Grace clings to him, crying. Maybe she’s trying it on, maybe she isn’t. It certainly weakens Franklin.


Franklin Now, Grace! Alright … it’s alright … darling … it’s alright …


Grace (still in his arms) Sorry, I didn’t mean to cry on you. I promised myself I was going to be grown-up about this … I’m sorry …


Franklin … that’s alright … don’t be sorry …


Grace (pulling herself together) Sorry. Better now. Grown-up again. (Sniffing) There. Tim’s not going to be a labourer for ever, you know, Dad. He has plans. He’s got great plans. He’s not even going to need my money. Not by the time he’s finished. He’s – (She sniffs again) Sorry, I need to get a wipe. Excuse me …


Grace goes off to the bathroom. We hear the door close.


Franklin stands for a moment staring after his daughter, shaking his head. When he’s sure Grace is out of earshot, he double taps his ear to connect his inbuilt communicator. He waits for a reply.


Franklin (in a new, sharper tone) Lorraine? … Yes. Go ahead, please. Set it up immediately … Yes, as soon as possible. Make the offer … Yes … Yes, no higher, no … That’s maximum. I’ll be along later …


He taps his ear to disconnect as Grace returns to catch him ending his call.


Checking to see if there’s any vocal messages from your mother. She’s out of range. Probably down a Martian mineshaft. How about you? How are you planning to spend today? Seeing Tim?


Grace He’s working today. I may do a dance class, later on …


Franklin Perhaps you could do a little work, darling? Some school work?


Grace I can’t. Jemima’s being reprogrammed.


Franklin Oh, yes, so she is.


Grace She’s not being delivered back till tomorrow.


Franklin Yes, I remember now. The technician called me. He said that someone had been asking Jemima – inappropriate questions – as he put it. He reckons that’s what caused the overload.


Grace (innocently) Really?


Franklin Was that you?


Grace What? Was what me?


Franklin Were you asking your auto-governess inappropriate questions?


Grace I don’t know what you mean. What’s inappropriate?


Franklin Well …


Grace She’s a teacher, isn’t she? Teachers ought to know everything. I mean, what’s the point of a teacher who doesn’t know everything? I’m growing up, I’m a woman. I need to know things, Dad.


Franklin (embarrassed) Well, I’m sure we can find some human to – to discuss –


Grace No, not those things. I know all about that, I learnt all about that years ago. I mean emotional stuff. You 


know, feelings. Sometimes, I have these feelings, you know … I get so … Oh, forget it, Dad, you wouldn’t understand. You’re a man.


Franklin (unhappily) If you’d only talk to your mother … This’d be so much easier for me to handle, Grace. If only she’d give up work. She doesn’t need to work.


Grace You ever going to get another job?


Franklin Well, you never know, I’ve started sounding around. After twenty years you get restless. Long time to be retired. (Making to move) Well, I must … go and see if the household’s still running … Our beloved butler’s developed a system fault again …


Grace Adolf? What’s he doing now?


Franklin Keeps mixing and then serving up expensive drinks that nobody’s asked for and then having a tantrum and throwing them into the swimming pool. Machines! I tell you. Designed to save you time. End up costing you a fortune.


Grace Never mind, Dad, it’s only money …


Franklin moves to the door.


Dad, for the tenth time, could you possibly delete my personal protocols from the House Computer? I keep asking you. It’s so embarrassing – all my friends laugh at me –


Franklin Now, I’ve told you before, that’s down to your mother, darling. She’s the one who put them on. I don’t even know her pass code. You’ll have to ask her …


Grace You know her pass code, you can delete them easily …


Franklin Your mother’ll be back soon. Ask her.


Grace Well, at least remove them with the servants. They won’t fetch me anything unless I say please. Then they won’t give it to me until I’ve said thank you, thank you. Practically have to grovel.


Franklin Ah, well, you know what your mother would say, don’t you? … ‘Apart from “I love you”, the three little words which bring most –’


Grace ‘– which bring most joy in this world are “please” and “thank you”.’


Franklin Exactly. That’s what she’d say.


Grace All my friends laugh at me.


Franklin Then your friends are all wrong, darling.


Grace The servants laugh at me, too.


Franklin No …


Grace They do! I’ve heard them! Laughing! Behind my back!


Franklin They’re not programmed to laugh at you, Grace, whatever next?


Grace My maid does! Maxie does. I heard her. I was getting dressed in front of the mirror, there … Just – looking at myself, you know. She was laughing. At me! She was! I caught her!


Franklin I think you’re just getting a little tiny bit paranoid, darling … It’s called growing up. See you later on.


Franklin goes out.


Grace (shouting after him, angrily) Maybe I wouldn’t be paranoid if I was allowed to grow up normally! If you and Mum didn’t treat me like a f— (She winces and clasps her head, more in anger than in pain) – Ow! Ow! Ow!


She lies back on the bed.


(Muttering) Not even allowed to swear, am I? All my friends are allowed to swear.


She lies sulking for a little while.


(Addressing the ceiling) Locate Tim. (After a pause, sourly) Please.


A beep.


She is immediately connected. A background din of industrial machinery.


Tim (his voice, over the background) Hallo, Gracious.


Grace Where are you?


Tim (his voice) Working on site. Clearing all this – junk …


Grace Wish I could see you.


Tim (his voice) I’m at work, Gracious. You know I can’t afford a personal Vislink.


Grace I said, I’d buy you one. I want to see you. I need to see you, Gorgeous!


Tim (his voice) I can see you.


Grace (squirming provocatively) Yes? What do you see?


Tim (his voice) Hey! Is that the bed? I want to climb in there with you, Gracious.


Grace I’m here, what are you waiting for?


Tim (his voice, laughing) What have you been doing then, Gracious? Apart from lying in bed all day?


Grace Nothing much. Watched a bit of Conrad Cato …


Tim (his voice) Conrad Cato? What you doing watching him? He’s terrible.


Grace Yes, well, he can be quite funny. Sometimes. He wasn’t today. And then I’ve been talking to Dad, you know … about us …


Tim (his voice, more serious) And? What’s he say?


Grace Still the same. They’re not even prepared to listen. Either of them.


Tim (his voice) Well, give them time …


Grace (petulantly) We’ve given them time. I want you now, Gorgeous. Now!


There is no response.


Tim? Tim? Are you there?


Tim (his voice) Hang on, Gracious – just helping – (With an effort, to someone else) Hah! You got it, then?


Various clunks and bumps. Grace waits impatiently.


Sure? Right! … Two – three … Letting go – hup! Sorry, Gracious, back with you now …


Grace Don’t work too hard … Save something for later …


Tim (his voice) I’m stopping in a minute … Fizz just phoned … he says he’s just had a call from someone … all that networking we’ve been doing, it’s paid off, Gracious. We’ve had a reply at last … We finally got a bite. Someone’s finally interested …


Grace Wonderful. Who is it?


Tim (his voice) No idea. Some lawyer. She wants to meet up with us both later on. Fizz said she sounded very interested. Extremely keen.


Grace Well, be careful. You know how Fizz gets. Excited over anything.


Tim (his voice) He’s a genius, Gracious. I tell you, we have to trust him. All Fizz needs is opportunity. A little tender financial encouragement … some loving support …


Grace Yes, maybe. I love you, Gorgeous. Not Fizz. It’s you I love. You!


Tim (his voice) You keep it that way, Gracious. (As the background sounds increase) Because I tell you you’re the only one … (His voice starting to break up) … I’ve ever … truly … if I ever lost you … I don’t know … probably throw myself off …


Grace Tim? You there?


Tim (his voice, in a final burst) … Sorry, Gracious, got to go … talk to you later …


The connection cuts off abruptly. A beep.


Silence. Grace lies sulking.


Grace (at length, to the ceiling) Music. Random.


Silence.


Please.


A beep. The room is filled with loud contemporary popular music.


(Sharply) No! Not that!


The music continues.


(More politely) Not that, please!


Another beep. The room is silent again.


Music. Mood match, pleeeease.


Another beep.


Quieter, slower, classical ballet music. Grace lies back, eyes closed, practising half-hearted dance movements.


A whooshing sound like a vacuum suddenly filling with air as a group of figures appears to materialise in one corner of the room. It is a group of time travellers conveyed there presumably by a time machine, though that is not visible to the naked eye.


Leading the group is the tour guide, Gorman. He wears his distinctive uniform jacket with its TLT logo. He is escorting three tourists, Inez, Zandy and Titus. It is the women’s first tour with Time Leap Tours and they are clearly excited. Titus, middle-aged, casually but expensively dressed, stands quietly apart from them. Their voices sound slightly boxy from being inside the closed Time Bubble. Grace continues with her horizontal ballet unaware of them.
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Gorman Hold tight there, please! (Cheerfully) Sorry, should have warned you, folks, pulling out of the recent stream, it can get a little bumpy.


Zandy (clasping her chest) Oh, my heart!


Inez Is it always going to be like that?


Gorman Not at all. As I was explaining, this is an ROS. What we call a Recent Occurrence Stop. With an ROS, the temporal stream’s still comparatively turbulent. The further back we get from our Initial Occasion – remember I explained to you about Initial Occasion – the further back we get, the wider the stream and the less temporal turbulence there tends to be …


Zandy It’s all way beyond me, this, you know. Do you understand him, Inez?


Inez Not a word, I gave up trying back there.


Gorman Listen, you need to think of it a bit like a river …





Zandy Better not! I can’t swim!


Inez Nor can I!


Both women go off into paroxysms of laughter.


Gorman (wearily, to himself ) Oh dear, oh dear …


For him, it is going to be a long trip at this rate. He presses a button which opens the Bubble’s portal. The women’s laughter fills the bedroom. Grace sits up and regards them in open-mouthed surprise.


Grace (finding her voice, indignantly) I say, excuse me …


Inez and Zandy continue laughing.


Hey! Hey! Hey! OY! (Louder) I said excuse me! HEY, YOU LOT!!


The laughter stops. The travellers look at her.


What are you doing? Would you kindly tell me what you’re doing here?


Inez Oh!


Zandy Can she hear us?


Inez I didn’t realise she could hear us.


Gorman Oh, yes. She can hear you. Once the portal’s open. I’ve just opened the portal, you see …


Inez I didn’t realise …


Grace (wincing every time she attempts to swear) Of course, I can hear you! What the – ow! – are you doing in my – ow! – bedroom? You – bunch of – ow – ow!


Inez Oh, isn’t it beautiful?!


Zandy Lovely room!


Inez Lucky girl, isn’t she?


Grace Look, will you just – ow! – off, you stupid – ow – ow! (She clutches her head and lies back) Ow … Please God, let me swear. Just once!


Inez Ah! Look at her! Sweet little thing …


Zandy You alright, sweetheart?


Grace Ow – off!


Gorman Sorry, ladies, this is a special stop just to allow this gentleman to disembark. If you’d step aside, please. This way, Mr Titus.


The women are gently moved aside to allow Titus through.


Titus Thank you.


Inez Oh, is he getting off, then?


Titus Thank you.


Zandy Can we all get off?


Grace (sitting up) No, you can’t! None of you can – ow – (wincing) – get off! Ow! (She lies back)


Gorman Afraid not, ladies, this is a private stop only. This gentleman’s the only one going ashore, I’m afraid. We have to make exceptions for senior management.


Inez (impressed) Oh!


Zandy (equally impressed) Oh!


Grace (to Titus) I warn you, you come any closer, I am summoning security.


Grace clambers up so she’s now standing on the bed. Titus continues to advance, speaking simultaneously with the last.


Titus (reassuringly) Grace …


Grace (aggressively) I warn you! I’m warning you!


Titus Darling …


Grace Get away! Ow – off!


Titus Grace, darling! Gracious, it’s me! It’s Tim!


Grace Tim?


Titus It’s Tim. Don’t you know me?


Grace Tim?


Titus Yes.


Grace You’re not Tim.


Titus It’s me, Gracious.


Grace You look like him. A bit. Who are you? Tim’s father?


Titus (smiling) No. I’m not my dad, Precious. I thought you might jump to that conclusion …


Gorman Alright if we move on, Mr Titus?


Titus Yes, thank you, Gorman.


Grace Who are you?


Gorman Thirty minutes from now, Mr Titus?


Grace Do you hear me, who are you?


Titus Thirty minutes from now, thank you, Gorman.


Grace I demand to know what’s going on!


Gorman Alright, ladies? Ready to proceed, are we?


Grace What the – ow! – (wincing again) – is happening here? Help, somebody, help!


Inez Will you be alright, dear?


Grace Where are you going? Don’t leave me here with this – ow!


Zandy She’ll be alright, will she?


Gorman Don’t worry, ladies, she’ll be safe enough with our managing director. Alright, ladies, brace yourselves now for the next leg of our Time Leap Tour. We’ll be leaping back this time one hundred and fifty years …


Grace Where are you all going …?


Gorman If you thought times were bad now, just wait till you see this, folks …
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Grace Don’t leave me alone with him …


Gorman (closing the portal, muffled) Nice to have met you, Miss. See you shortly, Mr Titus!


Inez (muffled) Bye!


Zandy (muffled) Bye!


They both give another scream as they dematerialise with Gorman in an equivalent whoosh.


Grace continues to stare at Titus with hostility.


Titus Ah! Alone at last.


Grace You come within ten centimetres of me … I can easily … I only have to … all I have to do is to …


Titus … is to summon your auto-butler, Adolf. Who’ll come rushing in to rescue you, providing he can ever find his way, poor old thing. If I recall correctly, you’ll be replacing him the moment your mother gets home …


Grace Who are you?





Titus Still throwing drinks in your swimming pool, is he …?


Grace You – you – (Wincing with discomfort) Ow – ow! (Tapping her head, angrily) Ow-ow-ow!


Titus I see you’re still fitted with the moderator.


Grace (clasping her head) Wretched thing – ow – it! It’s unnatural. A person’s got to swear occasionally, haven’t they?


Titus You’ve only yourself to blame. That was no way to talk to your mother, was it? Calling her a – really. A girl of ten ought to know better.


Grace I was perfectly within my – how do you know that? That I called her a – ow?!


Titus If it’s any consolation, in five years’ time IVMs are banned. Internal Verbal Modification Treatment will be classified as an infringement of personal rights.


Grace Who are you?


Titus I’m Tim.


Grace Will you stop saying that! You are not Tim.


Titus I was when I woke up this morning.


Grace Ah-ha! Then why did he call you Titus, just now? That man?


Titus Because that’s my real name. Ah-ha! I never got round to telling you, Gracious. How long have we known each other? Three weeks?


Grace Ten seconds. We’ve known each other for ten seconds. And stop calling me Gracious. Only Tim’s allowed to call me … You’re not Tim.


Titus No, but I will be …


Grace What?


Titus When I become … when he becomes …


Grace What? Becomes what?


Titus When he becomes me.


Grace (impatiently) What are you talking about?


Titus When he … when he gets to my age – when he owns half of – (Gesturing behind him) – that lot.


Grace Half of what lot?


Titus TLT. He’s the co-founder of Time Leap Tours. He will be. When he becomes me, he will be.


Grace (making to move towards the door) You’re mad. I’m going to call someone –


Titus No wait, wait, wait! I’m sorry.


Grace stops.


I’m telling this all wrong. I’m starting at the wrong end, I’m sorry. Would you sit down and listen to me? Just for a moment, please? Please? One minute. (A pause) Please.


Grace (after a pause, reluctantly) Alright. One minute.


Titus Maybe two.


Grace One!


Titus I’d better start from the beginning.


Grace (sitting, deciding to humour him) Why not?


Titus I hadn’t really thought this through properly, you know. Silly of me …


Grace Terribly silly of you …


Titus It seemed so straightforward this morning. Stupid. I didn’t realise it was … it was going to be … quite so … I should have – thought.


Grace Always good to get your story straight first …


Titus Right. To begin with. Fitzroy – you remember Fitzroy?


Grace Never heard of him.


Titus Fitzroy? Fitzroy Martin?


Grace I don’t know any Fitzroy Martin.


Titus (puzzled) Strange …


Grace Alright? Finished? Done? (Making to rise) Is that it? Bye! Bye!


Titus Ah, no. Of course, you knew him as Fizz. In the old days you knew him as Fizz. Hasn’t been called that for forty years. You remember Fizz …?


Grace Fizz? You mean Tim’s friend? Of course I remember him, I saw him yesterday with Tim. The two of them are practically never apart. Except for – now and then …


Titus (smiling) Except for now and then.


Grace What?


Titus Never mind …


Grace (glaring at him) You’ve got thirty seconds left. Then I’m calling someone in here and if necessary I’ll ask them to throw you out of that window.


Titus Yes, you see, the point is that Fizz came good. He did it, you see. I – managed to raise the money and Fitzroy – Fizz – did the rest. With a little help from a few others. He made the brilliant breakthrough. He finally made it possible, you see.


Grace Possible to what?


Titus Possible to time travel.


Grace (staring at him) You are mad. You are a complete and utter – ow! –


Titus It took them years of trial and error, him and the team, but they finally did it. They cracked it.


Grace Time travel?


Titus It’s amazing.


Grace It’s impossible. Time travel’s impossible.


Titus They said that about a lot of things.


Grace It’s been proved.


Titus Here I am. Living proof.


Grace I haven’t believed a single word you’ve said since you arrived here. In that – in that thing …


Titus In that what? Do you remember? It just sort of appeared, didn’t it?


Grace is silent.


Where did it come from? Where did I come from, then? Through that wall? Through that solid wall?


Grace Yes … well … it could be some new … technology … or other. For – I don’t know – for burglars. I mean, it’s not time travel … that’s ridiculous!


A silence.


It’s merely something that can dissolve and – merge through … blend into other things … I mean, I’m not a scientist, am I? I don’t know, do I?


A silence.


I mean, there’s got to be some logical explanation. There must be …


A silence.


Other than time travel … that’s ridiculous. Mad!


A silence. Titus waits patiently, Grace has exhausted her options.


That’s really what that was just now? A time machine?


Titus A Bubble. We call it a Bubble. Not visible to the naked eye. That was a – commercial tour. The commercial wing of our company. TLT. Time Leap Tours.


Grace Time Leap Tours? Who thought that up?


Titus (modestly) I think it was me, actually.


Grace You could have come up with something better than Time Leap Tours, surely? Pathetic.


Titus (a trifle hurt) Well, it seems to have caught on with the public. We’re really quite popular. These tours are definitely catching on.


Grace They don’t seem that popular. There were only four people on it …
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