THE RIGHT THING, or Well done, Tam Dalyell, 
 a play for radio in seven scenes by John Foster

Dramatis personae:

MARK 

KATE
JONATHAN, KATE’s husband
LINDSAY
BBC RADIO NEWS ANNOUNCER

SCENE 1
(MARCH 2011. THE SCENE IS A RAILWAY STATION CAFÉ, MID AFTERNOON. DISTANT TRAIN ANNOUNCEMENTS. 
MARK SITS ALONE EATING A SANDWICH, DRINKING TEA.
HE IS WATCHING KATE, WHO IS AT ANOTHER TABLE, PREPARING TO LEAVE. SHE HAS A HANDBAG AND A SHOPPING BAG.)
LINDSAY: Successful morning then, Mark?
MARK: Oh, not bad. 

LINDSAY: How many?

MARK: Twelve, I think.

LINDSAY: Champagne tonight, then, is it?

KATE: (to Lindsay) Thank you.  Goodbye.

LINDSAY: Oh! Bye. Thank you.
(AS KATE IS LEAVING, HER MOBILE PHONE RINGS.  SHE OPENS HER HANDBAG AND TAKES OUT THE PHONE AND HER PURSE.)

KATE:  Hello?  Yes, I’m just on my way there now. For God’s sake, Jonathan. Yes. Yes. I said I would let you know.
(SHE WALKS OUT STILL TALKING, MARK GOES OVER TO THE OTHER TABLE TO THEN RETURNS TO HIS SEAT .)

LINDSAY: What are you up to, Mark?
MARK:  The posh woman’s left her purse.  I’m purloining it.

LINDSAY: (APPALLED) What!
MARK: Shush! She’s coming back!

(KATE COMES BACK INTO THE CAFE AND LOOKS ROUND FOR HER PURSE.)
KATE: Excuse me. You haven’t had a purse handed in, have you? I think I left it here, a moment ago. I was at that table.
LINDSAY: Sorry no, nothing handed in. 
KATE: Well, if it turns up, my name and address are inside.
(SOUND OF KATE LOOKING FOR PURSE)

(CLOSE) All my cards, everything! What a fag! Can’t even pay for a damn taxi!
MARK:  Are you looking for this? 
KATE: Oh!  Goodness me!  You made me jump.  Oh yes, that's what I've lost, my purse.
  So kind of you to look after it.  Thank you so much.   
(SHE OPENS HER PURSE AND PRODUCES A FIVE POUND NOTE)
KATE: Please take this.  It’s just five pounds. 
MARK: I wouldn't dream of it.  It's not necessary.
KATE: Oh, but you must take something.  I'm very grateful to you.
MARK: Okay, if you insist, buy me a coffee then.
KATE: What would you like?  Let me see …. Cappuccino?  Latte?  Americano? Macchiato? Mocha? Espresso?
MARK: Cappuccino, please.

 (KATE PUTS DOWN HER SHOPPING BAG AND TURNS AWAY TO GO TO THE COUNTER.  SHE STOPS, TURNS ROUND AND COMES BACK.)
KATE:  Tall, grande or venti?

MARK: Grande, please, with chocolate sprinkles.  You are joining me, aren’t you?

KATE: What time is it?  Well, I shouldn’t really. I haven’t…

MARK: Oh, I think you should. What is life if, full of care, we have no time to sit and . . . . .. . chat.

KATE: Well, if I must. 

A grande cappuccino with chocolate sprinkles  - and a tall skinny latte, please.
LINDSAY: Five pounds, please.  I’ll bring them over.
(KATE RETURNS TO THE TABLE TO SIT WITH MARK)
KATE: She's bringing them over.
(PAUSE. KATE CLEARING HER THROAT EMBARRASSED.)
MARK: I see you buy Fair Trade, then.

KATE: Yes, whenever possible.  I like to do my bit for the Third World.

MARK: Your bit?  What is your bit, exactly?  How much does it cost you?  Expensive, Fair Trade goods aren't they?

KATE: Oh, I don't count the cost.  It's a question of doing the right thing.

MARK: The right thing, eh?  Do you always do the right thing?

KATE: I do my bit.

MARK: Yes, you said.  Tell me a bit more about . . . . your bit.

KATE: Well, one doesn't like to blow one's own trumpet.

MARK: Oh, go on, blow away.  I like a nice trumpet voluntary.

KATE: I mean, well, there’s my charity work, my soup kitchen and my Oxfam volunteering.

MARK: So you don't have a proper job, then.

KATE: (RILED) Well, do you?  I mean, you are sitting here in the middle of the day . . . . . Do you have a proper job?

MARK: (pauses) Yes and no. Anyway, from two to three I consider it my lunch break.
(KATE SHUFFLES AND SIGHS.)
MARK: Are you in a hurry?  You keep looking at your watch.
(LINDSAY BRINGS THE COFFEE.)

LINDSAY: One tall skinny latte, one grande cappuccino with chocolate sprinkles. 
MARK: I'm not keeping you from something more important, am I?

KATE: No, I’ve got a few minutes to spare. It's just that I've got an appointment.

MARK Important, is it?

KATE: We all like to keep appointments, don't we?  After all punctuality is the politeness of kings, they say.  It's the right thing to do

MARK: Oh, the right thing.

KATE: Don't you agree?

MARK: I don't have any appointments.  Given them up.

KATE: But if you did have any appointments, you'd keep them on time, wouldn't you?

MARK: Because it's the right thing to do?

KATE: Absolutely. 
MARK: Tell me more about this right thing.  I'm interested.

KATE: Well, for instance, I buy The Big Issue.   Look. 
(SHE PRODUCES A COPY OF THE MAGAZINE FROM HER SHOPPING BAG.  A LEAFLET FALLS ONTO THE TABLE WITH IT.)
MARK: Who did you buy it from?  (PICKING UP THE MAGAZINE)

KATE: The chap outside the station, yesterday.  Why do you ask?

MARK: What was he like, this chap?
KATE: I didn't notice. A youngish chap, I think. I’m not sure.
MARK: You didn't talk to him, then?

KATE: What could I have said?

MARK: You could have asked him if he had a good night's sleep last night, or if he'd read John le Carré's latest novel.  I don't know -- anything.  What do people talk about?  The weather.

(HE FLICKS THROUGH PAGES OF THE MAGAZINE)  (MARK CONT’D OVER)
MARK: Do you read this rubbish?

KATE: Well, no, I never actually read it.

MARK: Why don't you just give him a quid and have done with it?  Cut out the middleman.

KATE: That wouldn't be right.  It would be patronising.  The Big Issue seller needs to work for his money, to maintain his self-respect and dignity.  There is such a thing as the dignity of labour, you know.

MARK: I bet he wouldn't care.  A quid's a quid to him.  He pays a pound for the magazine and gets two pounds for it, so he makes a quid.

KATE: How do you know that?  You're just making it up.

MARK: Inside knowledge.  I've heard these Big Issue sellers make bucket-loads of money, some of them two or three hundred a day if they've got a good pitch.  Money for old rope.

KATE: Really?  I'd never thought of it like that.

MARK: It's not the best scam, though.  There are better.  I've heard about beggars, so-called, who make an even better living preying on people like you.  (HE PUTS ON A WHEEDLING VOICE) Have you got the price of a cup of tea, lady?  You've surely seen them in the underpasses.  They’re very good at what they do.  End of the day, they probably go off and jump in the car parked just round the corner and off to their nice comfy home with flat screen telly.

KATE: (SHAKEN) Oh, I don't believe that.  Some of them look really poor and destitute.  I still think it's the right thing to give them something.  If they are reduced to doing that, then their lives must be very unhappy.

MARK: And I bet you've met the young chap who hasn't got his train fare home to Leeds, and he's got an important job interview, or he's got to get back for his jobseeker interview and he's lost his wallet.  You would be a perfect target for him.

KATE: As a matter of fact, I have, I think.  I gave him ten pounds to get home.

MARK: (LAUGHING, TRIUMPHANT) There you go!
But you can afford it, can't you?  Designer clothes, smart leather shoes, leather handbag, all the gear. No job, though.  Inherited money, is it?  Daddy leave it to you?

KATE: I don't think that's any of your business.  I'm comfortably off, because my husband has a good income, I'm not extravagant and I do my bit for society.
MARK: Oh, we're back to your bit, are we?  Your sort always get a kick from helping lame ducks, don't they?  They can go home with a nice warm feeling, back to the Aga and the deep pile carpets.

KATE: You're not being fair!

MARK: (PICKS UP LEAFLET FROM TABLE) What's this leaflet?  Demo against import of Israeli fruit and veg!  Trafalgar Square, eh? You a bit of a rebel, are you?  You're going to attend this?

KATE: (SNATCHES THE LEAFLET FROM HIM) Well, as a matter of fact, though it's none of your business, I shall attend this demonstration.  I think it's important that we make it clear to the Israelis that their brutal tactics against the Palestinians and their settlements in Palestinian lands are just not acceptable!

MARK: And not buying their oranges and lettuce is going to do the trick, is it?  I suppose this is your bit as well.

KATE: If you like.

MARK: Actually, I've got quite a lot of sympathy for the Israelis.  How would you feel if you lived in a country completely surrounded by enemies on all sides?  No wonder they're a bit edgy, if you ask me.  I mean, on one side you've got the Palestinians ready to launch mortars on to your cities, and on the other side you've got the ayatollahs with their itchy trigger finger on the nuclear weapon button.

KATE: I think I'd better go now, before we fall out.  Anyway, my appointment's due.  I shall be late if I don't get moving.  It was nice meeting you and chatting.  And thank you for looking after the purse.  I don't even know your name.

MARK: Mark.  You?
KATE: Kate.   

MARK: Pleased to meet you, Kate.

KATE: Bye then.  (EXIT)
(FADE. MUSIC INDICATING PASSING OF TIME.)
SCENE 2

(A WEEK LATER, SAME TIME OF DAY, SAME LOCATION. MARK IS SITTING AT THE SAME TABLE, DRINKING TEA AND EATING A SANDWICH.
 BACKGROUND NOISE OF STATION IN DISTANCE.  ENTER KATE.)
KATE: Oh!  Thank goodness you're here!

MARK: What have I done to deserve this?  Somebody’s pleased to see me.

KATE: It's just that I have an apology to make.

MARK: Why?  What have you done?  Did you forget my birthday, or something?

KATE: This morning, when I came out of the station, I saw you and I recognized you.  You’re the man I bought the Big Issue from last week.
MARK: So?

KATE: I was embarrassed that I hadn't recognized you here in the cafe when we talked, and I tried to get away without you seeing me.

MARK: Don't worry about it.  I'm used to that.  I'm the Invisible Man, me.  Nobody looks at the Big Issue seller.  




(MARK CONT’D OVER)

MARK: In fact, most people who walk past me studiously avoid looking at me.  They find something fascinating to look at on the pavement, or in the far distance, or feel an urgent need to look at their watch.  Anything rather than look at me and have to say no thanks, I don't want to buy your paper.

KATE: Do you mind if I sit down?

MARK: I'm sorry.  I'm forgetting my manners, aren't I?  Kate, isn't it?  Take the weight off.  Be my guest.  Nothing to apologise for, Kate.  You're one of the good uns; you actually paid me two quid for this rubbish.

LINDSAY: Can I get you anything, madam?

KATE: Oh, yes.  Tall skinny latte please. What about you?

MARK: Nothing for me, thank you.  I've got my tea, courtesy of Lindsay here.  I bring my teabag, and she supplies the hot water.

LINDSAY: And a sandwich past its sell by date.  Without mayonnaise if possible.

MARK: Saves you throwing it away, doesn't it?  You see, Kate, I'm a kind of recycling plant for discarded sandwiches.  I regard it as a service.

KATE: Can't you afford proper food, then?  I thought you said Big Issue sellers made hundreds of pounds a day.

MARK: I was pulling your leg, taking the Mickey, winding you up, having a laugh.  Lying.
KATE: Oh.  I've been telling everybody what you said.

MARK: Everybody?  I'll have no customers left.  You'll have me in the poor house.  Oh, I am in the poor house, aren't I?

KATE: I'm sorry.  You're so convincing.  What about the other stuff, about beggars and other scams?

MARK: Oh yes!  All that was true, every word.  
But then I would say that, wouldn't I?  They're my rivals for your money.

KATE: Now I don't know what to believe.

LINDSAY: (BRINGS  COFFEE) One tall skinny latte.  Two pounds thirty-five, please.

MARK: Anything for dessert then, Lindsay?

LINDSAY: You just mind your cheek, or I'll cut off your privileges!

MARK: Promises, promises!
(THE TWO SIP THEIR RESPECTIVE DRINKS NOT SPEAKING)

MARK: No appointment this week, then?

KATE: No, not exactly.  Well, yes, actually
.

MARK: Well, that couldn't be clearer.

KATE: Actually, I'm meeting my husband here in the cafe, and then later we do have an appointment.

MARK: He's coming on the train, is he?

KATE: Yes.  The 14.47 from London, actually.

MARK: He works in London, does he?

KATE: Well yes, he's an MP.

MARK: Conservative, I suppose, but then there aren't many of those around here, are there?

KATE: Labour, actually.  Well, New Labour.

MARK: Is that different, then?

KATE: I’d say so.  I voted Lib Dem last time, and look where that got me.
MARK: Oh!  Didn't vote for hubby, eh!  Naughty girl!

KATE: I'm not in his constituency and Labour had no chance in our seat.  So I was keeping the Tories out, I thought.

MARK: So where did it get you, by the way?

KATE: In a lot of trouble, as it happens.

MARK: Did hubby slap your wrists?

KATE: Oh, no!  He approved.  He's all for tactical voting.  A bit of a pragmatist, is my husband Jonathan, the ex-minister for education.  As I said, he's New Labour. Don't say hubby, please.

MARK: I stand corrected.  Husband, husband, husband.

So, what was the lot of trouble that you got into by rashly voting for the Lib Dem candidate?

KATE: That was what my appointment was about, last week.  I was going to see a solicitor.  I almost said my solicitor.  I hate that: my solicitor, my butcher, my grocer.  So damned bourgeois!

MARK: I do believe your eyes flashed then!  You're a bit scary, when your dander's up, aren't you, Kate?

KATE: Well he's not my solicitor.  I went to see a solicitor, as I was saying, because I had disgraced myself at the Lib Dem spring conference in the city.  I am being prosecuted by the full majesty of the law.

MARK: Good grief!  What for?  What did you do?  Swear at a policeman?

KATE: I went on the protest march, demonstrating against the Lib Dems' squalid participation in the government's demolition of the country, its dismantling of all that I value about living in Britain.  The protest was a damp squib.  In fact the most exciting thing that had happened was that one lad did let off a firework in the rain and was arrested for it.  A damp squib, literally, I suppose.                (KATE CONT’D OVER)
KATE: About a hundred of us were allowed into the square outside the conference hall, where we were allowed to cling to the steel fence that had been specially erected to protect the poor Lib Dem delegates.  The rest were kept out by the hundreds of riot police.  They must have let me in because I looked respectable.

MARK: So?  Come on!  What did you do that was so disgraceful?

KATE: I don't know what came over me.  Frustration, I suppose.  The Deputy Prime Minister himself had the brazen cheek to walk over to the fence, smiling his unctuous, leering, smarmy, treacherous Lib Dem smile, and I just snapped.

MARK: For God's sake!  Don't keep me in suspense!  What did you do?  Did you spit on him?

KATE: I climbed up on the fence.  I had half a dozen eggs in my bag, extra large organic free range, that I'd just bought from a stall in the market.  I screamed at him: " I voted you in, you bastard!" and I threw an egg at him.  
It hit him between the eyes.  Bullseye!  
But that wasn't enough for me.  While he was rubbing his eyes and scraping off the yolk, I reached over and whacked him on the nose with my umbrella.  I think he had to have stitches.

MARK: Oh!  You were a bad girl, weren't you?

KATE: And then they jumped on me, of course.

MARK: I suppose they treated you gently, our gallant boys in blue?

KATE: They dragged me off.  I think the word is unceremoniously.  I spent the night in jail, with a few scratches, a black eye, laddered tights and a broken shoe heel.  Then it was a quick appearance in front of the magistrates, who decided the offence was too serious for them and referred me to the Crown Court. Then bail and home to discuss -- is that the right word?  Discuss?  I suppose so.  It was fairly civilised -- to discuss my offence with Jonathan.
MARK: How did that go?

KATE: I'd rather not say.
MARK: Not well, then.

KATE: (SIGHS) It was all very predictable.  We had to handle it his way.  Engage a top defence team.  Get me off lightly.  I just want to stand up in court and say my piece, no fancy lawyers. (IMITATING HUSBAND) Reflects badly on me, reflects badly on the party. It’s just the kind of excuse they need to call their opponents immature and unreasonable. Blah, blah, blah. 
MARK: Sounds a bit like . . . .

KATE: What?  Sounds a bit like what?

MARK: Oh, I don’t know.  I shouldn’t be taking sides here. 
KATE: You were going to say moral blackmail, weren't you?

MARK: Something like that. He was probably right about what the Tories will make of it, though.

KATE: That wasn't the worst of it.  He marshalled all his forces against me -- he called both our children and got them to harangue me on the telephone.  William even came to the house to bully me into line about having the lawyers.  He made it pretty clear that he wasn’t exactly proud of me.  It felt like Jonathan was driving a wedge between me and my children. It felt dreadful.  

Maybe it was me driving the wedge. 
MARK: (LOW) I think I know how that feels.
 (LONG PAUSE)

How old are they, your children?

KATE: William's twenty-eight and Julia's twenty-five next week.  Both have left home, of course.  Their dad's always been their hero.  I remember William telling everybody at school when he was about eight: "My dad’s going to be the Prime Minister".  He's probably right too.  I wouldn't put it past Jonathan to worm his way to the top -- especially when you look at the competition.  It's not exactly Charisma City in the Labour Party.

MARK: What about your daughter?  What's her name?  Julia?  How did she take it?  Was she more sympathetic?

KATE: Good God!  No!  Julia's philosophy of life is slightly to the right of Genghis Khan.  I often say to her: "Julia, you sound more like Margaret Thatcher every time I see you!"  I don't know where her genes come from.  I think she must have been switched at birth in the maternity ward.  Anyway, Daddy has always been her hero as well.  Mummy never got a look in after she was five years old.

MARK: So, you feel they all ganged up on you?

KATE: Yes, they ganged up on me big-time.  I tried to put my side, but they made me feel like a petulant child.  (BEGINS TO WEEP QUIETLY.)
MARK: (CLOSE) You don’t look like a petulant child to me.  More a mature woman who knows her own mind and isn’t afraid to speak it. (PARODYING) Res non verba, what, old thing.
KATE: There's worse.  I really lost it with Julia on the telephone.  I was a little bit drunk, I'm afraid.  I phoned her and told her she'd always been a spoilt little cow.  That she always took the side of her perfect, wonderful father, who incidentally was never there for either of them because he was too busy building his precious career in London, where things really matter, with the people who were really important to him, rather than his family.  I used some industrial language, used words she's never heard me say before. 
MARK: Maybe it was good for her to hear that you were angry.

KATE: Oh no, I let myself down, I was the hysterical middle-aged woman.  I sounded like a spoilt brat, I know.  And then she really put the knife in, and I realised that I had totally blown it with her.  For good.

MARK: What?

KATE: She announced she was pregnant, and that I shouldn't be talking to her like that when she was in such a delicate condition.

MARK: Oh my God!  What did you say?

KATE: She hung up on me.  I tried to call her back, but her phone was off the hook.  I ran out and jumped into the car.  I drove to her, 120 miles, drunk.  Crazy, I know.  I wanted to throw my arms around her, to hug her, like I did when she was little, to say how sorry I was, how much I loved her.  All that.  But she was as cold as ice.  Turned me away.  Wouldn't even let me into the flat.  She sent Paul -- that's her boyfriend -- to tell me she didn't want to see me.
MARK: Oh! KATE! No! 
(HE RISES AND MOVES TOWARDS HER. JONATHAN HAS ENTERED THE CAFÉ AND HAS BEEN WATCHING.  HE APPROACHES AND INTERRUPTS THE ACTION.)
KATE: Jonathan!
JONATHAN:  This is a touching little scene I’ve stumbled upon.  Aren’t you going to introduce me, Kate darling?

KATE: Of course.  Jonathan, this is Mark.  Mark’s a Big . . .  Mark’s a big friend from my schooldays.  We just bumped into each other.  We were talking about old times. 
Mark, this is my husband, Jonathan.

JONATHAN: Jonathan Richardson, MP for……

MARK: Yes, I know. Kate told me all about you.  I know all your secrets, Jonathan. Well, I apologise, I really must go.  Places to go, people to see, a living to make, time’s money and all that jazz.  It was fun bumping into you again after all this time, Kate.
KATE: Yes it was lovely to see you.

MARK: We must get together again soon. 

KATE: Yes, we must.

(PAUSE)

MARK: Give my regards to whatshername.
KATE: (HESITATES) Lucy?

MARK: Yes, Lucy.  Good-bye, then.

KATE: Good-bye.
(EXIT MARK)
JONATHAN: Come on.  We’ve got time for a quick coffee. We don’t have to be there till half past.  The coffee on the train is lousy, now that we have to travel second class. 
Double espresso, please. You want another, darling? 
KATE: Not for me, thanks.
JONATHAN: So, why the waterworks then, Sheel? This guy Mark been upsetting you? He looks a bit of a scruff, by the way.  Which stone did you find him under?

KATE: Oh it was nothing.  He was just telling me a sad story about a mutual friend.

JONATHAN: Another school friend?

KATE: Yes, someone who died.

JONATHAN: This Lucy woman?

KATE: Yes, Lucy.  No not Lucy, Lucy’s husband.

JONATHAN: You told me you went to an all-girls school.

KATE: Yes, I did.  Mark went to the boys’ school across the road.

JONATHAN: Anyway, what’s he do, this Mark chap?

KATE: Oh, he’s in publishing.  Doing rather well, actually. Appearances can be deceptive, you know.

(LINDSAY DELIVERS THE COFFEE)
LINDSAY: One double shot of espresso. One pound ninety-five, please, sir.

JONATHAN: Sugar?
LINDSAY: On the counter, sir.
JONATHAN: I suppose, I’ll just have to get up and fetch it myself, then!  
(HE MAKES A GREAT SHOW OF GETTING UP TO FETCH THE SUGAR.
RETURNS AND SITS BACK DOWN) 
Bitch!
KATE: She didn't have to bring you the coffee.  It's not waitress service here, you know.  You're supposed to go to the counter to get it.
JONATHAN: It's just common courtesy.  I've sweated blood to get young people like her opportunities.  She's the kind that throws it back in your face.

KATE: That's a bit harsh.  She seems like a nice enough girl to me.

JONATHAN: Forget her.  Let's discuss our business, your business, shall we?

KATE: I didn't realise there was anything more to discuss.  We'll no doubt be doing it your way in the end.

JONATHAN: Well, just pleading guilty on its own was hardly the answer, was it?  We need to establish mitigating circumstances, make the lawyers work for their money -- you know, mental stress, hormones, you were momentarily unbalanced, bring in character witnesses to establish what a good egg you are, emphasise all  your charity work, your good record, your perfect record with the law.  God!  I'm paying them enough, aren't I?

KATE: You know I didn't even want a solicitor in the first place.  I'm perfectly capable of speaking for myself if I want to.

JONATHAN: Well, we’ve been through all that, and look what trouble that caused.  Poor Julia is at her wits’ end.  I need you to have a top defence.  It is my political career on the line, after all.  I don't want to be branded as the MP with the nutty wife.  It's okay for you, you can just go back to doing your good works and forget all about it.
KATE: Just forget all about it, can I? You do remember the police said I might get a custodial sentence, don't you?  What if that happened?  How would you feel about your wife being in jail?

JONATHAN: All the more reason for putting up a good defence.  I'm even willing to vouch for your future good behaviour, if I need to. 

KATE: That wouldn’t be too risky for your political reputation, then?

JONATHAN:  (TAKES A DEEP BREATH) I have to admit, deep down I am just a little bit proud of you!  It reminds me of that stroppy student you were when I first met you.  
How I learned to hate Margaret Thatcher and love Kate Stevens and socialism!  
(KATE GASPS, FLABBERGASTED.)  

JONATHAN: We better go, or we'll be late.
(EXIT JONATHAN, FOLLOWED BY KATE.  A FEW MOMENTS LATER KATE HURRIES BACK IN.)
KATE: I left my handbag. 
LINDSAY: It’s getting to be a habit.

 (THE SOUND OF KATE  SCRIBBLING A NOTE IS HEARD).
KATE: Here’s a little something for you. (EXIT)
LINDSAY: Oh, ta! Bye.
(WALKS OVER TO THE TABLE) 

Oh a fiver!  What’s this, then? She’s left a note as well.  Very interesting.
(FADE. MUSIC INDICATES TIME PASSING)
SCENE 3
(A WEEK LATER, SAME TIME OF DAY, SAME LOCATION. LINDSAY IS WIPING TABLES. ENTER KATE, WET FROM RAIN, A LITTLE OUT OF BREATH.)
LINDSAY: Hello again.

KATE: Oh, hello.  I see you're not very busy.

LINDSAY: No, it's a quiet time, between two and three. 
(PAUSE)
He's not been in today, if you were wondering.  I thought he might be, you know, meeting somebody, seeing as it's Tuesday.

( KATE SITS DOWN AT A TABLE.) 
KATE: You gave him my note, then?

LINDSAY: Oh, yes.

KATE: It sounds as though he told you what was in it.  Or you read it yourself.

LINDSAY: Would I do a thing like that?

KATE: I bet you both had a good laugh at my expense.

LINDSAY: Well, no.  He seemed to take it very serious.  Read it over several times.  Anyway, there wasn't anything to laugh about, was there?

KATE: So, you did read it then.

LINDSAY: I couldn't help getting a glimpse of it over his shoulder.

KATE: I feel a bit foolish now.
LINDSAY: There's no reason to.  There's nothing wrong with meeting a friend in the park.  Especially if you like him.  You do like him, don't you?

KATE: He's an interesting man.  Unusual.  I'm just curious.  Well, I mean, I just wanted to ask him one or two questions about his work, out of sort of professional interest, you know, for my charity work, and I thought it would be good to do it in the park, in the fresh air.  That's all.

LINDSAY: You fancy him a bit, though, don't you?  I can tell.  I can always tell.

(PAUSE.)       
LINDSAY: Anyway, he's not been in today.  He's probably at the library.  He often takes a day off when the weather's bad.  Bad weather is bad for sales, he says, so it's hardly worth turning out.  So he'll be in the library, I'd say, or at the cinema.  He sometimes goes to the cinema, when he’s saved up enough money.

KATE: I'm glad he's safe out of the rain at least.  I worry about him, sleeping rough in weather like this.

LINDSAY: Sleeping rough?  Oh, I don't think he sleeps rough.  You mean in shop doorways and that?  No, he sleeps at the hostel, I know that.

KATE: Oh, that's a relief!  I suppose I was being a bit melodramatic, imagining him sleeping in the street.  Come to think of it, he doesn't look as though he sleeps in the street, does he?

LINDSAY: Well, he's not a tramp, if that's what you mean.  He's quite a clever man actually.  Very educated, when you get him talking, which is not very often.  Reads a lot of books.  All the newspapers and that.  Not like me.  I’m a bit thick.
KATE: Nonsense.  I’m sure you’re not.

LINDSAY: I’m sorry he didn’t come to meet you.

KATE: Perhaps it was for the best.

LINDSAY: I’ll tell him you came in.  

Looking for him.  

Shall I?
KATE: If you like.

LINDSAY: He grows on you, doesn’t he?  Sometimes I think I wouldn’t mind having a go at him myself.  Us girls, we like a challenge, don’t we?  I could work on his dress sense, cut his hair properly, feed him up a bit.  It’s a pity he’s old enough to be my dad.  Anyway, I wasn’t so sure he was interested in women.  Not till the other day.
KATE: Oh? What do you mean?

LINDSAY: I mean, you two seemed to be getting on well enough.  He seemed interested enough then.
KATE: We were just having a chat, telling each other a few things, chewing over one or two problems.
LINDSAY: It looked very confidential to me.  Sounded very confidential.  Sounded like you were getting on like a house on fire.  Like old friends.  Close friends, I’d have said.
KATE: I think you’re imagining things.  I mean, we were just …
(LINDSAY HANDS KATE A SHEET OF PAPER)
LINDSAY: Well, are you going to leave him another note, or what?

KATE:  You think I should? I mean, I don’t want there to be any misunderstanding. I don’t want him to think that I’m . . .
LINDSAY: Stalking him?

KATE: Throwing my cap at him.  It’s not like that at all.

LINDSAY: No. 
Here’s a pen.
(SOUND OF KATE WRITING NOTE)
KATE: Stop peeking!  It’s private.

LINDSAY: I’m going to read it anyway as soon as you’ve gone.
Tomorrow, eh?  You are in a hurry.  
KATE: 
Oh! Forget the note. Just tell him I was in and I asked after him.
LINDSAY: (SNATCHES THE NOTE) Give it here!  Go on, off home with you to polish your nails and pluck your eyebrows and all that.

KATE: Lindsay, you are such a …
LINDSAY: Ooh, Lady Muck’s lost for words! 

KATE: Agent provocateur.

LINDSAY: Ooh la la! Hark at it! 
Well, Mrs Lah-di-da MP’s wife, I wish you luck, because I think you’re quite nice.  Go on, off you go now.

(FADE . MUSIC INDICATES TIME PASSING.)
SCENE 4  
(THE FOLLOWING DAY, MID-AFTERNOON, IN THE PARK. BACKGROUND NOISES OF PARK – BIRDS, CHILDREN’S VOICES.  KATE IS SITTING ON A BENCH, ANXIOUS.  ENTER MARK.  KATE HEARS HIM, TURNS AND RISES.) 
KATE: Oh!  You came!

MARK: It looks like it, doesn't it?  Reluctantly.

KATE: Oh?  Reluctantly?  Why reluctantly?  I thought that yesterday it might have been the rain that put you off.  I mean, I only want to talk.

MARK: "I only want to talk" -- not something you hear people say in my world, apart from social workers.  And vicars sometimes.  But I do remember that when a woman says "I only want to talk", she means anything but.

KATE: Well, I do.  Just want to talk.  What else would I want?  I thought we had an unfinished conversation last week.  I thought you were interested in my court case.  I thought you might want to know what had happened.
MARK: I do know what happened.  I was there.

KATE: You were there?

MARK: Yes, in the public gallery.  It was quite tricky to get a seat.  You are very popular, a bit of a star attraction.  But I know one or two people down there.  I go there often.  I'm kind of a season ticket holder.  It's good entertainment, especially in the winter in a nice warm court room.  I pulled some strings and got myself a seat.  I was between the reporter from the Daily Mirror and a grim looking suffragette in a pink hat.  
Don't look so surprised.  I scrub up reasonably well when I want to.  I can look almost respectable.

KATE: So you saw everything, then?

MARK: I did.

Anyway, I congratulate you.  You were fantastic.  Superb.

KATE: Thank you.

MARK: You really stuck it to the judge!  Pompous old chuff!  (IMITATING THE JUDGE) Mrs Richardson, you have chosen to appear before this court without legal representation.  I have to point out to you that this approach places you at considerable risk.  I must emphasise that the court takes a dim view of accused appearing without counsel. 
KATE: (LAUGHING) Thank you, Your Honour, for the advice, but I am perfectly capable of speaking for myself.  

I don't know what his problem was.  I was pleading guilty, anyway.  Saving the court's time, so they could all have a nice early lunch.  

MARK: You were being public-spirited, really.  
It was your little speech that got him going, when he asked you if you had anything to say for yourself before he pronounced sentence. (IMITATING HER) “Just down the A1 in Newark, Your Honour” - The Daily Mirror man loved it!  His pencil was nearly on fire!  And you got a bravo from the suffragette. 
KATE: Well, I should think so!  How do they sleep at night?!  They've closed down the Newark accident and emergency and a dementia ward! They've kicked two comprehensives and a Special School out of Building Schools for the Future -- which means they won't get a sports centre, either.  The buildings are dreadful, morale is rock bottom, there are awful staff redundancies -- and now it looks like they're going to give multi-millions to some weirdos called the Everyday Adventists to set up their own school!  You couldn't make it up!

MARK: Steady on!  No use in ranting on at me.  I'm on your side.  Anyway, the judge wasn't too happy with you.  It seems he expects people to pipe down when he tells them to.  You were the mouthy girl at the back of his class and he was going to punish you.

KATE: I thought contempt of court was a bit harsh, though.

MARK: Excuse me!  (IMITATING HER) I hold this coalition government in contempt, I hold the weasel words of the Deputy Prime Minister and his Lib Dem lackeys in contempt, and I hold this Court in contempt if it does not let me speak my mind.  It was like watching a James Stewart film from the 50s.

KATE: I did go on a bit, didn't I?

MARK: He did warn you.  Twice.  You had him purple in the face.  I thought he was going to explode.  I will not have my court used for the purpose of political lobbying! I hold you in contempt of court!  Take her down! 

(PAUSE)
So, it's assault occasioning actual bodily harm, plus contempt of court, then?  What's the prognosis for the sentence?

KATE: I find out tomorrow, when His Honour has calmed down hopefully. Promise me you won’t be there.
MARK: If that’s what you want. 
KATE: Well, it could be anything.  Up to five years for the assault, plus anything he likes for the contempt.  I'm not looking forward to it.  

MARK: No, you won't like it in there.  I guarantee that.  I have first-hand experience.

KATE: You've been in prison?  I had no idea.

MARK: I'm not proud of it.

Anyway, as I said, you were fantastic.  Which is why I was so reluctant to come here.

KATE: I don't understand.

MARK: I realised that I'd started to like you a lot, which is not a good idea.  So, coming here was not the right thing to do.

KATE: The right thing to do?

MARK: Yes, the right thing.  Do you remember?  You're a bit of an expert on the right thing to do.

KATE: (BECOMING ANGRY) And you think that meeting in the park and talking and laughing together is wrong, then, do you?  Don't worry, MARK, I'll not be jumping into bed with you.  I don't do that.  I've never done that.  Besides, you don't have to worry about me -- I'll be locked up nice and safe very soon!         (KATE CONT’D OVER)
KATE: (CALMER) I don't see it.  We're just friends, new friends at that.  This isn't going anywhere.

 Is it?
MARK: Why did you write me a note, asking me to meet you in the park?  Twice.  
Why did I go to such a lot of trouble to watch you in court? 
KATE: That's the sort of thing friends do for each other, isn't it?

MARK: Friends?  There is the point of view that you can't really have a friend of the opposite sex, unless they're gay.  There's always something a bit more to it than that.

KATE: It's a point of view, just a point of view.  You don't have to agree with it.

MARK: I don't think I can cope with this particular friendship, Kate.  I'm just going along nice and smoothly at the moment.  I can't cope with any roller-coaster rides.

KATE: (PENSIVE) I don't remember anybody calling me a roller-coaster ride before.

MARK: No woman, no cry, Kate.  

I'd better get back and sell some Big Issues.  No free sandwich today.

KATE: I’m sorry.  I should have thought.  Meeting me has cost you your lunch.  I'm sorry.

MARK: Don’t worry.  I’m not that hungry.  Goodbye, then.  Good luck with the sentence.  Smile nicely at the judge.  And say you’re sorry.
KATE: No chance!

Come here, you!
(KISSES HIM TENDERLY ON BOTH CHEEKS.)
 Sorry, Mark.  I’m embarrassing you.

(FADE. MUSIC INDICATES TIME PASSING.)
SCENE 5
(TWO DAYS LATER, IN THE RAILWAY STATION CAFÉ, MID AFTERNOON. DISTANT BACKGROUND NOISE OF TRAIN ANNOUNCEMENTS.  MARK SITS ALONE, DRINKING TEA. LINDSAY PICKS UP A NEWSPAPER )
LINDSAY: Oh, look!  Some nice person has left me a newspaper.  Thank you, nice person.

MARK: Yes, I'd spotted it, and I was ready to pounce, but I don't read that rag. 

(AFFECTS POMPOSITY) Anyway, I have my personal copies of the daily newspapers delivered.

LINDSAY: Yes, I know.  At the city library.

Oh my God!  Just look at this!  Your friend's on the front page!

MARK: My friend?  Do I have any friends?  
Oh!  You mean . . .

LINDSAY: Yes!  Your posh lady friend!  She's headline news!

MP's wife sentenced.  Kathryn Richardson, nee Stevens, 51, -  Ooh!  She doesn't half look good for 51!  I hope I look half as good!

MARK: Get on with it!

LINDSAY: Kathryn Richardson, nee Stevens, 51, wife of Sheffield MP, Jonathan Richardson, Shadow spokesman for education, was today sentenced at Sheffield Crown Court for two offences to which she had previously pleaded guilty.  Mr Justice Charles Pilkington-Smith pronounced sentences of six months imprisonment for assault occasioning actual bodily harm and one-month imprisonment and a £2000 fine for contempt of court, the custodial sentences to run concurrently and be suspended for a period of two years.  Mrs Richardson was not represented by counsel and refused to comment on the sentences.  She and her husband, the right Hon Jonathan William Andrew Richardson MP, left the courthouse separately.  Mr Richardson was unavailable for comment. 
MARK: Let me see!

LINDSAY:  Get off!  You’re cramping my style!  On Saturday, March 12, 2011, during a protest march against government cuts on the occasion of the Liberal Democratic Party spring conference in Sheffield . . . . .

MARK: Yes, yes!  We know all that!  Give it here!  
(HE SNATCHES THE NEWSPAPER FROM LINDSAY) 
Six months assault, one month contempt of court, to run concurrently.  £2000 fine . . . 

LINDSAY: Well, she can afford that, I suppose.  It would be no good asking me for £2000.  I should just tell them to put it on my Visa bill with all the other debts.

MARK: I don't think they take Visa, Lindsay.  It's either cash or a pound of flesh.

(HEAVES SIGH OF RELIEF)
Well, that's a relief!  Suspended sentence, now that is a turn-up for the books.

LINDSAY: Give it me back! I hadn't finished.
(TRIES TO SNATCH NEWSPAPER BACK)
MARK: Hang on a minute!

Speculation grows that government agencies have pressurised Mr Justice Pilkington-Smith to pass the most lenient sentence possible on Mrs Richardson, as it was feared that the MP’s wife was in danger of becoming a martyr to the cause of the protest movement.  A custodial sentence could well have turned her into a cause célèbre and created a focal point for further unrest.  Downing Street today denied that any pressure was exerted upon the judge.
MARK: That wouldn't surprise me one bit.

LINDSAY: Give it here!  
(GRABS THE NEWSPAPER)



(LINDSAY CONT’D OVER)
LINDSAY: Look at this!  MP’s wife has secret lover?  Turn to page three.  Oh my god, Mark, she's on page three!

MARK: What you mean, page three?  I hope she's got all her clothes on. 
LINDSAY: Here she is, on a park bench, looking all lovey-dovey at a man.  Oh my God!  Mark, it's you!  It’s you and her in the park!  And there's another one here -- oh my God!  She's kissing you!  Mark, you dirty devil!  You're knocking off the posh MP's wife!  You've been papped!
(MARK GRABS THE NEWSPAPER FROM HER.)
MARK: Give it here! 
(HE RUSTLES THE NEWSPAPER) 
Terrific!  
Is this Kate's secret lover?  Is she having an affair with a homeless man?  Our photographers captured the two together at their secret tryst in a Sheffield park.  The pretty 51-year-old's Big Issue seller fling, known only as Mark to locals, and who plies his trade outside Sheffield railway station, has so far been unavailable for comment.

(HE THROWS THE NEWSPAPER DOWN IN DISGUST, AND LINDSAY GRABS IT)
What a load of rubbish!

LINDSAY: (turning pages) Ooh!  There's more! 
(ENTER JONATHAN WITH MUCH ACCOMPANYING BUSTLE)
JONATHAN:  There you are!

You little turd!  You cockroach! You son of . . .!  You piece of sh . . .!  It's damn good job there's a lady present, or I might show myself up here!   
LINDSAY: Ooh! I’m a lady!

JONATHAN: Look, I‘ve cancelled important meetings and schlepped all the way from Westminster to say this, so listen up! What right do you think you have, wheedling your way into my wife's affections?  You're nobody!  You're just a scruffy guttersnipe!

MARK: Guttersnipe?  That's a good one!  The old insults are the best, eh? I haven't heard that for a year or two.  Go on, you were saying?

JONATHAN: Look, you creep!  I’m not going to be made into a laughing-stock by a pathetic deadbeat like you. Just keep well away from her, that's all!  She's a sweet woman, with a very big heart, who sometimes doesn't know what's best for her.  She's a sucker for lame ducks and hard luck stories!                     (JONATHAN CONT’D OVER)

JONATHAN: Always has been ever since I've known her.  It's part of her charm, as you have clearly sussed out.  That's why she's so vulnerable to vermin like you.

MARK: Vermin?  Is that straight from your New Labour manifesto?  Sounds like it could do with a bit of touching up by a good spin doctor.  I'd be delighted to help out. You know, the view from the Big Issue vermin.

JONATHAN: Don’t tell me how to do my job! 
(WHACKS MARK ROUND THE HEAD WITH THE NEWSPAPER.  MARK JUMPS TO HIS FEET, KNOCKING OVER HIS CHAIR.)
LINDSAY: No, Mark! Don’t!

MARK: It’s ok, Lindsay.  I’m calm.
Steady on, Jonathan lad.  Think of your image.  
There is nothing between Kate and me, by the way.  So, you can relax.  We're just good friends.  As you would know, if you'd asked her.  But maybe you have, and you just don't believe her?

JONATHAN: (SHOUTING).)
I’ve seen the papers! I don't need to ask her!  Just look at the evidence!
(THERE IS A SCUFFLE.   MARK IS HEARD CHOKING AS JONATHAN TRIES TO THROTTLE HIM. LINDSAY SCREAMS.  CAMERA FLASHGUNS ARE HEARD.
FADE TO BBC PIPS.)

NEWS READER: Labour MP, Jonathan Richardson, was today involved in an undignified brawl in a café in Sheffield.” . .
(FADE.  MUSIC TO INDICATE TIME PASSING . )
SCENE 6
(IN THE PARK, AT NIGHT, A WEEK LATER.  SOUNDS OF THE NIGHT – OWLS, FOXES  CAN BE HEARD.  )
KATE: (OFF ) Mark!  Mark!  Are you there?  It's me.

MARK: Over here, on the bench. 
(ENTER KATE, SOUND OF HER WHEELING A BICYCLE.)
KATE: Oh!  Thank God!  I didn't think you'd come.

MARK: How could I not come?  How could I leave you on your own at night in a public park?  Don't you read the papers?  There are such things as muggers, rapists and murderers, you know.

KATE: I wasn't sure if you would get my note, whether Lindsay would pass it on, or whether she would even see you.  Anyway, it's not dangerous here, is it?

MARK: (SARCASTIC) No, no.  Big city, in a park at night, nice and quiet, I don't imagine anything nefarious at all takes place here.            (MARK CONT’D OVER)

MARK: No druggies, no perverts, no thieves and vagabonds.  No, you're perfectly safe, an attractive, defenceless woman here on her own at night.  It's just the spot for a nice bike ride.

KATE: So, you wouldn't have come if you didn't feel you had to?

MARK: Now there you have me.  We'll never know, shall we?  Seeing as I had to come, to save you from the bogeymen.
KATE: Oh?  I suppose that means no, then.  I don't feel I'm exactly getting a warm welcome.  You don't seem delighted to see me.  I'm the one guilty of moral blackmail this time, am I?  
(MARK GRUNTS) 

What's the sentence?  Life?

MARK: This is a bit cloak and dagger, Kate, you've got to admit that.

KATE: How else could I get to see you, get to talk to you?  The press are swarming all over the house.  I daren't go out because there are cameramen everywhere.  Flashguns go off if I even twitch the curtains.  Jonathan's furious with me.  He's confined me to barracks, anyway.  William's disowned me just about.  Julia's still not talking to me.  Even the cleaner's a bit sniffy with me.  I did get her to deliver the note to Lindsay, though.  For an extra fiver.

MARK: Well, it's not exactly been a quiet life round the station, either.  I've been offered a lot of money to tell all.

KATE: What?  How much money?

MARK: You wouldn't believe me.  Lots of zeros.  I've had three papers, competing in a sort of bizarre auction.

KATE: What did you tell them?

MARK: What do you think?  I told them to get lost.

KATE: Part of me wishes you'd said yes.  It might have brought a few things to a head.

MARK: And what would I have told them?  That we had a chat in the station cafe, twice?  That we met in the park and had another chat?  I think we'd need Max Clifford to spin that one.

KATE: I'm surprised he hasn't been in touch already.

(LONG PAUSE.)
MARK: So, you snuck out on your bike, then?

KATE: Yes, I crept out through the back gate into the woods and cycled into town.

MARK:  Just to see me.  What was it you wanted to talk to me about?

KATE: Oh, Mark!  Give me a break!  What do you think?!  You're the only person I can talk to!

Look, all we've done so far is talk about my court case, my problems.  I realised I know hardly anything about your life.

MARK: Exactly.  You don't know anything about me at all.

KATE: I know you're generous, and kind, and clever, and funny, and caring.  I know all that already.  I know you have huge integrity -- when The People or The Sun or whoever it was offered you all that money, most people would have snatched their hands off.  Especially people who have nothing, like you.  So don't say I don't know anything about you. (PAUSE)
But I don't know anything about your life, anything at all, where you're from, what you've done, how you got here.  How you got to be . . . .

(PAUSE. MARK DOES NOT RESPOND.)
KATE: Where you are now, what you are now.

MARK: It's a long story.

KATE: I want to hear it, and I've got time.  How long have you been. . . . you know, . . .  

MARK: Homeless?

KATE: Yes, how long, why?  What did you do before?  You must have a family.  Where are they?  Where are you from?  You don't sound like you’re from here.

MARK: Nor do you, actually, Kate.  No, I'm a London boy.  I come from a military family -- (PARODYING) father's a major etc.  Literally, my father is a major.  Was.  His father was a colonel.

KATE: Were you in the army?

MARK: Yes.  It was expected.  I expected it.  I joined the army straight after my A-levels.  It seemed like I was born to it.  I was, wasn't I?  Everything was brilliant.  I was brilliant.  I did a couple of tours in Ireland, saw a bit of action, nothing too stressful, quite exciting really.  My father was proud of me, carrying on the family tradition and all that. I was a captain at 22. I was married, to the lovely Gemma, and we had a baby boy.

KATE: Oh?  What was his name?  What is his name?

MARK: (SAYS THE WORDS WITH DIFFICULTY) Sam.  His name was Sam.

KATE: Was?

MARK: Ok, is.

KATE: Tell me what happened.

MARK: The South Atlantic happened. Thatcher and Galtieri happened.

KATE: The Falklands War?

MARK: Falklands, Malvinas.  Sam was two months old.  I was with 2 Para under Colonel H. Jones.  500 of us.  He was like something out of a John Wayne film.  Charismatic, gung-ho some said.  I think we thought of him as Superman.  Well, he wasn't, was he? 
(PAUSE)
KATE: Go on. Tell me, Mark.

MARK: It seemed to take for ever to get out there.  One of my lads said to me: Christ, captain, how far are we going?  Mars?

We didn't expect to do much fighting.  A quick skirmish, secure the islands, then back home and Bob's your uncle.  Galtieri was only a tinpot dictator and Argentina was a tinpot country to us.  
KATE: It all went over my head, the Falklands, at first.  I was sitting my finals at university and I didn't have space for much else.

MARK: In the scheme of things, I suppose it was a quick skirmish for me.  One long, incredibly long night and a morning.  God!  The noise!  So much noise, I've never heard such noise!  Non-stop noise.  
Goose Green, they called it. 
(LONG PAUSE. KATE IS CRYING.)
They should say to youngsters who want to join the Army: could you kill somebody with your bare hands?  Could you look a 16-year-old boy in the eyes and see his fear and then shoot him in the face?  
They should say to the trainee officers: could you watch seven young lads that you are directly responsible for all killed in one night?  
Could you watch another terrified lad have both his legs blown off on his 19th birthday?  Could you do all that and carry on as normal, doing your job?  (MARK CONT’D OVER) 
MARK: Could you accept the medals they give you for it and pin them on your chest without hesitating?  
If you can say yes to all this, then ok, join the army, son.  You're the right stuff.
KATE: Were you wounded?

MARK: (CONTINUES AS THOUGH HE HAS NOT HEARD HER)
When it was all over and they surrendered, we marched them back into Darwin, hundreds of them, a bedraggled lot, all looking very sorry for themselves.  Ashamed, mostly, I think.  We were all glad it was over, both sides.  A sergeant, I didn't know his name, said to me: are you all right, captain?  You're covered in blood.  I should sit down and let the medics have a look at you, if I were you.  I said: it’s not my blood, sergeant, and I burst into tears and I couldn't stop.  Soldiers aren't supposed to cry, especially officers, leaders of men.  I was removed from view.
KATE: (EMOTIONAL, SOBBING QUIETLY) What happened to you?

MARK: It didn't take them long to realise I was a lost cause.  There was no point in keeping me out there.  They shipped me home with the wounded.  And the dead, we mustn’t forget them.




(MARK CONT’D OVER)
MARK: They even kept me on for another two years.  Light duties, lots of psychiatric treatment.  I'll give them that, they tried to put the soldier back into me, to cure me, to put me right.  But I was a hopeless case. 
You see, I think my family upbringing, the boys’ boarding school, the army, all drummed it into my head how important it was to be self-reliant, strong inside.  And everybody always told me how good I was at everything.  My life was one long leadership training course.  The lads at school always looked to me. I was House captain, Head of School, rugby captain.  The army tells you you're the best as well. And now I knew I wasn't.  I couldn't rely on myself any more, so I couldn't ask anybody else to rely on me.

KATE: What kind of psychiatric treatment was it?

MARK: They wanted me to talk, tell the shrinks how I felt.  The trouble was I didn't know how I felt.  All I knew was that I couldn't sleep for the nightmares, the reruns of that night at Goose Green in my head.  
They gave me Valium, which helped with the daytime, but it didn't stop the nightmares.  I needed stronger medicine for that.

KATE: What you mean?

MARK: Booze, mostly.  Then drugs.  It's surprising what you can get your hands on on an army camp.

KATE: There must have been others, other soldiers affected the same way, weren't there?

MARK: Not so you'd notice.  I don't suppose I was the only one, though.

KATE: And your wife, what's her name?

MARK: Gemma.

KATE: Gemma, she must have helped, yes?
MARK: She was a hero.  She stood by me for almost five years before she gave up on me.  By then, I'd lost the house, squandered all the money my grandparents had left me.  Drugs, booze, gambling. You can fill in the gaps yourself.  We even had a second child, another boy.

KATE: What's his name?

MARK: I can hardly remember.  I don't remember him at all.  I have no recollection, no idea what he looked like. 
Harry, it was.  After Gemma's father, I think.

KATE: My God, Mark!  You were in a bad way!  She threw you out, then?

MARK: Yes, she divorced me.  I was forbidden access to the boys.  By the court, I mean.  Quite right too.

KATE: Where are they now?  They must be, well, pretty much the same age as mine.

MARK: I've no idea.

KATE: Have they made no attempt to contact you?   
MARK: No.
KATE: Surely, they'll want to know who their father is some day, won't they?

MARK: They've had a different father for as long as they can remember, certainly a damn sight better father than I was.  
I went to see Gemma a couple of years after the divorce.  I was wondering about Sam.  And Harry, I suppose.  She wasn't delighted to see me, but she told me the boys had seen a picture of me in uniform.  Sam had got the idea that I must have died in a war.  She let them believe it.  I was a war hero.  
I thought: well, I suppose that's some kind of result, and I left it at that. 
KATE: And your parents?  What about them?

MARK: Since I've been . . . . on the streets, I haven't seen them.  I know that my father died in 1995 -- I googled him.  My mother's probably alive and kicking still, somewhere in the Home Counties.

KATE: Wondering where you are, wondering whether you're still alive, wondering whether you're happy.

MARK: I doubt it.

KATE: I know it.  She's your mother, for God’s sake!  You should find her.  I'll help you find her.  How can you not?  That’s so cruel, when you can put her mind at rest!
MARK: (RILED) I'm not ready for that.  Don't interfere, Kate!  
(CALMER) Please.   Look, I have to go, or they'll lock me out.

KATE: (CHASTENED) Right.
(PAUSE)
MARK: I really have to go.

KATE: Yes.

MARK: Goodbye, then.  I'll see you safely out of the park, shall I?

KATE: No, I'm okay. (PAUSE) You'll come again?  Tomorrow?

MARK: No.  No, Kate.  Leave it now.  Let's just leave it, shall we?

KATE: As you wish

MARK: Yes. (EXIT) 
KATE: Oh, Mark! (DISSOLVES INTO TEARS.)

( FADE. MUSIC INDICATES PASSING OF TIME.)
SCENE 7
(THE SAME SCENE, SEVERAL MONTHS LATER.  IT IS HIGH SUMMER, AROUND 7.30  PM.  BIRDS SINGING, SOUNDS OF PEOPLE HAVING FUN, LADS PLAYING FOOTBALL IN THE DISTANCE.  ENTER MARK AND LINDSAY.)
MARK: So, why have we decided not to go to the cinema, then?  That’s the royal we, by the way.
LINDSAY: It's far too nice to be stuck inside a stuffy cinema in the middle of August.  What's up with you, Mark?  Don't you want a bit of fresh air?  You've been stuck inside in the shop all day.

MARK: Yes, I'm loving it.  (HE BREATHES IN OSTENTATIOUSLY) Look at me, look at me drinking in the oxygen!  
As long as you take me to the Red Lion sooner or later.

LINDSAY: (FLIRTATIOUS) Hold my hand then, Mr Grumpy!  I bring you out on a nice romantic walk in the park on a summer's evening, and all you can think of is beer.  A fine romance!
MARK: With no kisses?

LINDSAY: Depends if you play your cards right.  When I've had a half of Leffe I'm anybody's.

(ENTER KATE.)
KATE:  (SURPRISED) Lindsay, I….
LINDSAY: Hello, Kate.  Remember my friend?

KATE: Mark!  What are you…..?   (RECOVERING COMPOSURE) How are you?  

MARK: I'm fine.  (LOW) Did you do this, Lindsay?  

KATE: Fine.  Yes, I can see you're fine, all right.

MARK: Oh! You mean my snappy new line in smart casual wear?  I got a job.  In a bookshop.  I sell books.

LINDSAY: And he's moved in with me – with us.

KATE: Us?

MARK: One of her mates moved out, and so I moved in.  I share a house with three girlies.

LINDSAY: We look after him.    Well, we keep him in order.

KATE: Is that what you brought me here for?  To show him off to me, to parade your conquest?

LINDSAY: (FINDS THIS HILARIOUS.) Conquest?  Mark?  Are you having a laugh?  Chill, Kate.
Look, you two, I've done my bit.  Now I'm just going to fade out of the picture for a little while.  Leave you to it.  Be good!  And if you can’t be good ….. (EXIT, VOICE FADING AS SHE GETS FURTHER AWAY.)  Bye!
KATE: Well, I should have known she was up to something.  I don't suppose you had anything to do with it.

MARK: No.  I take it this is not a coincidence then, bumping into each other.
KATE: I got a note from her, through Jonathan's constituency office, asking me to ring her urgently on her mobile.  I did, and she insisted we meet face to face, as she had something to tell me. . . dead urgent, I think she said.  
I don’t know about you, but I need a sit down.

(SHE WALKS OVER TO THE BENCH AND SITS DOWN.  SILENCE.  MARK REMAINS WHERE HE IS. KATE PATS THE SEAT BESIDE HER.)
KATE: I’m forgetting my manners, aren’t I? Come on! Take the weight off.  Be my guest.  
(MARK WALKS OVER AND  SITS DOWN BESIDE HER.)

I've missed you.

MARK: Yes. Me too.
KATE: You look well.
MARK: I found my mother.

KATE: Oh, Mark!  That's wonderful!  Wonderful!  How was she?

MARK: Surprised.

KATE: But she was pleased to see you, wasn't she?

MARK: Oh, yes.  Prodigal son and all that.  She phoned my sister straight away, before I'd even had time to sit down.

KATE:  I didn’t know you had a sister. Was your sister happy?  I bet she was!
MARK: Hard to say.  You see, she lives in Australia and it was the middle of the night there.  
But yes, she was pleased too.

KATE: Oh, Mark!  I'm so thrilled for you!  It's a good thing you’ve done!  Come here! 
(THROWS HER ARMS AROUND HIM AND KISSES HIM ON THE CHEEK.)
MARK: Steady on there, Kate!  There could be wicked paparazzi about!  

KATE: I'm just so happy for you.  How did you find her?

MARK: I didn't, actually.  It was Tam.

KATE: Tam? Who's Tam?
MARK:  I haven't told you about Tam, have I? Tam's my saviour, my guardian angel, my father confessor.

KATE: How come?  This is intriguing!  Tell me about this mysterious Tam!  I like him already!

MARK: It was eight years ago.  One Sunday.  November, I think.  I was at rock bottom.  I had been for a long time, I think.  15 years on the streets, in and out of prison.  I had just dragged myself across London, from St Martin-in-the-Fields in Trafalgar Square, trying to find a place to lie down, a shop doorway, a pavement, anywhere, but I kept getting moved on, and moved on.  
I fetched up that night somehow at St Pancras station.  I looked at the departures board and saw the word Sheffield.  There was a lad from Sheffield who came in to St Martin's a lot, who was always going on about the place, how wonderful the people were.  He wouldn't shut up about it.  Well, I was sick of London, so I thought ' why not? '   
I sneaked on to the train and hid in a toilet.  It's common knowledge that nobody checks the tickets on Sunday night anyway.

KATE: So how does Tam come into this?  Is he the lad from Sheffield?

MARK: Patience, Kate.  I'm coming to it.  The next morning I woke up in a cardboard box, in this very park, over there.  I made for the cathedral -- Christians are a good source of funds, and I was too weak to steal.  On the way, I saw a notice about a free talk to be given that lunchtime: The Falklands and The Gulf Wars: the truth about the Belgrano and WMD.  By Tam Dalyell.

KATE: Tam Dalyell!  I've met him!  He's lovely!  Sharp as a tack, as well!  Jonathan didn’t get on with him too well, though.
MARK: I went to the talk.  It was free, and the hall was nice and warm.  He spoke for nearly two hours, much of it about the Falklands War, about the Belgrano, about the lads who'd come back from the South Atlantic.  I was rapt.  At last here was somebody who understood what we’d done, how we felt!  
I went up to him after the talk and told him I had been there.  I think I frightened him at first.  He thought I was going to attack him.  I must have been a rare sight, full of lice as well.  Security guards came rushing over, but he shooed them off.

KATE: You talked to him then?  He listened to you?

MARK: He took me to a pub.  The Brown Bear.  We sat in a corner.  He bought me beer, a beef sandwich, a plate of chips, and salad -- I didn't want the salad, but he insisted it was part of the deal.  He phoned his assistant and cancelled his appointments, and he talked to me and listened to me all afternoon.  
Finally, he took me in a taxi  - the taxi driver wasn't having any of it at first: "I'm not taking that in my cab ", but you don't say no to Tam Dalyell -- he took me in a taxi to the Salvation Army and stood there until they agreed to take me in.  
When he left, he gave me a sheet of paper, a stamped addressed envelope and a pen.  Write to me at the end of the month, he said.

KATE: And did you?

MARK: I did.  What's more, he wrote back, and he sent me another sheet of paper, a pen and a stamped addressed envelope.

KATE: I told you he was lovely.

MARK: And every month since, I write to him and tell him how I am, what I'm up to, and he writes back, tells me his news, and sends me another pen, a sheet of paper and a stamped addressed envelope.

KATE: Good old Tam Dalyell!

MARK: Hear hear!  Good old Tam Dalyell!

KATE: Have you ever seen him again?

MARK: No.  But I intend to, as soon as I've saved up the train fare to Linlithgow.
KATE: I’d love to come with you!  Can I?
MARK: Really?  Well, I suppose so.
KATE: You’ve been all right since then, since that day?
MARK: Two steps forward, one step back most of the time.  
KATE: I mean, you’re all right now aren’t you?

MARK: As you see.  I’ve got Lindsay to look after me, to keep me on the straight and narrow.

KATE: Straight and narrow?  Lindsay?  That’s a laugh!

Oh God!  I’m jealous!
(MARK LAUGHS)
KATE: I missed you, Mark.  I missed you so much.

I know I haven’t known you long, but I need you.

You’ve become . . . . . . essential to me.

MARK: You must know how I feel about you.

KATE: No, I don’t.  Tell me.

(THEY KISS, ON THE MOUTH, LONG AND TENDERLY)
KATE: (CLOSE) What are we going to do about this, Mark?

MARK: (CLOSE) (SIGHS) I've been trying not to think about it.  I thought it might go away.

KATE: I have.  I've thought about it a lot.

MARK: And?

KATE: A lot depends on you.

MARK: You have a grandchild coming soon.

KATE: Yes, in about two months -- a granddaughter.  
Grandma Kate.  I'm not sure I'm keen on that.

MARK: Your granddaughter will need you.  All your grandchildren will need you. 
(GENTLY) You can't just go riding off into the sunset.  This is not a film, or a play.  This is real life.

KATE: She'll still have me, they'll all still have me, whatever.  
I keep thinking, I deserve something more than this, this life I have now.

MARK: You seem very sure of that. 
KATE: I know what it sounds like.  (PARODIES THE L’OREAL TV ADVERT)  “Because I'm worth it!”   Everybody’s “worth it” nowadays!
(PAUSE)
MARK: When I think about you, having a life with you, this big, black shadow comes over me.  I remember all those lives that I’ve already damaged.  My boys, my wife, my parents.

KATE: That wasn't your fault!  Oh, darling! (HUGS HIM)
Have you ever thought of the idea of parallel lives?

MARK: Parallel lives?

KATE: Yes, living two lives at the same time, one the common or garden family life, the other exciting and full of romance.  And love, of course.  Men used to do it all the time, didn't they?  Probably still do.

MARK: You mean like bigamists, and criminals?  
And I would be the exciting, romantic side would I?

KATE: Oh, Mark!  I don't know what to do.  What’s the right thing?
MARK:  We're back to the right thing again.

KATE: I know what Lindsay would say.

MARK: Lindsay's just a kid.  Wiser than her years, I'll give you that, but still just a kid.  Thinks she's Emma Woodhouse.  Here she comes now.

(ENTER LINDSAY)
LINDSAY: Getting on well then, you two?  Made it up?

MARK: There wasn't anything to make up.

LINDSAY: You could have fooled me!

MARK: Go on, Lindsay.  I'll see you in the Red Lion.  Ten minutes.

LINDSAY: You coming, Kate?

KATE: Maybe.  I'll see.  Lindsay, come here.  (GOES TO HUG LINDSAY.) You’re a good lass. Thanks.

LINDSAY: See you in a bit, Mark.  (EXIT.) 
KATE: Have we made it up, then?

MARK: Yes.  (PAUSE.  )
Are you coming to the pub?

KATE: Tempting, but no thanks.  I have some thinking to do.  About the right thing.  I'm not sure what it is any more.

MARK: Give it time.  You'll know. (LAUGHS) It's your specialist subject.  
(KISSES HER GENTLY ON THE CHEEK.)
(CLOSE) Goodbye, then.  You know where I am.  You've got Lindsay's number.

KATE: Yes.  Goodbye, Mark.

(EXIT MARK)
KATE: (LOW) Goodbye, my darling.
(PARK NOISES CONTINUE, THEN FADE. CLOSING MUSIC)
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