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London, mid-1980s _________________

The introduction to 'Goody Two Shoes' by Adam 
Ant plays as the stage is set. On stage, there 
are two simple chairs, facing one another. The 
stage is in darkness at this point. 

A news reporter appears in front of the stage, 
and the music fades down. Members of the 
ensemble mill around as if in a busy street. A 
REPORTER enters and pulls aside two FANS, 
holding out a dictaphone. 

REPORTER 
Hi, I'm from 'Eternity, Weekly' magazine, we're 
looking to write a feature on the gig tonight, would 
you be able to answer a few questions for me? 

The FANS agree. 

REPORTER 
Alright, so you've just seen Mark Wilson's sold-out 
show here, which marks the start of his third solo 
tour since the split of his former band, Orange 
Destiny, seven years ago. How was the show? 

FAN #1 
(Excitedly) 

Oh wow. It was just- I can't even describe it, it was 
just like magic. He's a really fantastic performer, 
there's just so much sheer energy when he comes on, 
you know? 

REPORTER 
Yeah, I'm sure there is. What about you, what did you 
think of the show? 

FAN #2 
I thought it was fab, just a really feel-good gig. 
The new songs are really interesting, and I quite 
like the departure from his old style. It sounds 
pretentious, I guess, but I do think he's really 
grown as an artist. 

REPORTER 
High praise indeed. I've just been informed that this 
show features a surprise guest appearance from Diana 
Holmes, the singer from Angels Without Wings, what 
was that like? Any revelations there? 
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FAN #1 
Well, obviously it was a great surprise to see her, 
she was amazing as well, and her and Mark seemed to 
be having a lot of fun. 

FAN #2 
Yeah, they were being very 'friendly', if you know 
what I mean. 

REPORTER 
Ahh, so you think there could be a hint of romance in 
the air again? 

FAN #1 
Maybe. Certainly wouldn't be surprised. 

REPORTER 
Thanks so much guys, enjoy the rest of your night. 

The FANS exit, giddy with excitement. The 
REPORTER watches them go, delighted with their 
responses. 

The music increases in volume again as the scene 
changes to the interior of a TV studio. The 
front of the stage clears, and the lights go up 
on the stage, where a PRESENTER sits opposite 
MARK. The music fades down. 

PRESENTER 
Good evening everybody, thank you for joining us. I'm 
sat here with Mark Wilson, formerly of Orange 
Destiny, and now a global sensation, about to release 
his third solo album. Mark - How're you doing? 

MARK 
Yeah, well. I'm doing very well, thanks. It's been a 
busy few weeks, but I'm taking the weekend off just 
to have a bit of a holiday. 

He smirks. The PRESENTER is clearly smitten. 

PRESENTER 
So, your new album, 'Take me home to Amsterdam', is 
your third solo record. You've released a three 
singles so far, but the full album doesn't come out 
until September, if I'm correct. Why September? It 
seems like an odd time to release a record. 

MARK 
Well, I've always loved September time. It's the 
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start of Autumn, which is my favourite season. 

PRESENTER 
Why's that? 

MARK 
Well, Autumn always seems like the segue into a new 
chapter. It's the end of summer, but not quite the 
start of winter. Like a perfect middle ground, sort 
of the way this album feels. I've taken the music in 
a new direction, which I feel like I can explore more 
deeply as a writer and an artist. I wanted to give 
the listeners a bit of time to adjust to my new 
sound. 

PRESENTER 
That's very poetic, Mark. You say you're taking it in 
a new direction, does this mean you're stepping away 
from your old style entirely? 

MARK 
Not entirely. It's just a bit of fun. I got hold of a 
couple guitars from the 60s whilst I was writing, and 
I spent a lot of time just experimenting with the 
sound. I think it's less of a departure, more of an 
evolution. It was certainly a lot of fun to write. 

PRESENTER 
Speaking of departures, it's now been seven years 
since Orange Destiny split up. Do you ever hear from 
your old bandmates? 

MARK 
Not really. I think the time was right for the split, 
we'd had our time together but ultimately we were 
very different people, and it just wasn't working. 
I'm feeling a lot more freedom now I'm on my own. 

PRESENTER 
Fascinating. Okay, so I'm sure you anticipated this 
one - what's going on between you and Diana? 

MARK 
Diana Holmes? 

PRESENTER 
Of course. 

MARK 
We're just friends. Good friends. 
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PRESENTER 
Just good friends? 

MARK looks at the presenter coyly. 

MARK 
Officially, we are just good friends. 

PRESENTER 
Nothing more there at all? 

MARK 
Of course not. 

He grins cheekily. The PRESENTER knows what's 
up. 

PRESENTER 
Alright, then, I'll not press it any further. 
Instead, let's talk about your performances with 
Diana - she's been performing a lot with you 
recently, without her band - is this a sign that 
she's moving on? 

MARK 
No, not at all. We just perform together cause we 
click, you know, we get along really well. But she's 
still got her own projects, her own life. We have a 
blast on stage together, but it's nothing permanent. 

PRESENTER 
Right. Speaking of her life, you two have very 
different approaches to life, don't you? I mean, as 
we all know, you're a vocal advocate for clean living 
and being teetotal, you were the face of the 
nationwide anti-drink-driving campaign last month, 
but it was only last year that Diana took two months 
out from touring to go into rehab - for the fifth 
time. Do you two ever clash on that issue? 

MARK 
No, not really. Obviously I've encouraged her in the 
past to give it up, but I know she's aware of her 
situation, she's got experience, and at the end of 
the day she is an adult, who can make her own choices 
and mind her own business. I can't say we've ever had 
issues over that subject, no. 

PRESENTER 
Interesting. I'm afraid we've almost run out of time, 
but just quickly, could you give us any hints about 
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what's to come next for you? 

MARK 
I'm afraid my lips are sealed. 

He winks at the camera. The interviewer looks 
ready to pass out. 

PRESENTER 
Well, thank you very much anyway for taking the time 
to speak to us, and good luck on the album - not that 
you'll need it. 

(To the 'camera') 
Mark Wilson's third solo album, 'Take Me Home To 
Amsterdam', will be released on the 7th of September. 

The noise from the show fades into background 
noise as the lights fade down. 'Goody Two Shoes' 
plays over the transition, notably the "Don't 
drink, don't smoke, what do you do?" section. 

The lights fade up again on MARK, in front of 
the stage. Lights down on the stage. MARK is 
wearing sunglasses and surrounded by fans asking 
him to sign things. The fans are split into two 
groups, each restrained by a barricade. 

FAN #3 
Mark! Mark! Can you sign my mum's tea cosy? 

MARK hears this and obliges, grinning. 

MARK 
Tell your mum I said hi. Did she make this herself? 

The FAN swoons and is carried off by another 
fan. MARK signs a few magazines before exiting. 
The FANS disperse as the lights go down. The 
music keeps playing during the transition to the 
next scene. 

A Dressing Room _______________

MARK and DIANA are on one side of the stage. 
MARK is sitting in a chair and DIANA is leaning 
on the back of it. They're swigging from bottles 
of beer, and both are clearly tipsy. DIANA is in 
the middle of an anecdote. 

DIANA 
And then HE said - I know! I can't believe she used 
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that as an excuse! 

MARK 
That's just like in '79, when Terry and Jane got 
smashed and- 

DIANA 
When they hijacked that bus? 

MARK 
No, no, the other time, just after they got married, 
when they had that rescue dog and Jane- 

DIANA 
Jane thought it was a otter when he brought it home! 

MARK 
And then you got a phone call from Terry talking 
about this lovely little rescue puppy- 

DIANA 
And you got the call from Jane about a feral otter 
loose in their toilet! 

They take a drink in unison, laughing. A ROADIE 
appears. DIANA immediately leaps onto MARK'S 
lap, shoving the bottles out of the way. MARK 
immediately acts entirely sober. 

MARK 
(To DIANA) 

Come on, Di, enough's enough- 
(To ROADIE) 

Hey, what's up? 

ROADIE 
Oh, nothing, sorry, I was sent to look for a drum 
key, do you know where I'd find one? 

DIANA feigns difficulty climbing off MARK'S lap, 
and he pulls her back, pretending to kiss her 
cheek 

DIANA 
Mark! Not in front of- 

MARK 
No drum keys here, sorry mate. 

ROADIE 
Alright. Sorry to bother you. 
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The ROADIE exits. DIANA immediately gets off 
MARK'S lap and he relaxes back into being drunk. 

DIANA 
I think he bought it. 

MARK 
He'd better have. 

DIANA 
Eh, whatever. I'm sure he'll get a tidy payout, 
that's article fuel for weeks. How're you feeling, 
anyway? Less nervous? 

MARK 
Yeah, sorry about the puke. 

DIANA 
It's alright, mate, it cleaned off alright. I told 
them you had food poisoning. Was it just the crowds? 

MARK 
Thanks, Di. Yeah. I just got spooked, I guess. 

DIANA 
No worries. Ready to head? 

MARK 
One for the road? 

DIANA 
If I didn't know you better, I'd say you were an 
alcoholic. 

MARK 
Good thing you know me better. 

DIANA exits. MARK sets the chair into position 
for the apartment. 

Mark and Adam's apartment _________________________

The living room of MARK and ADAM's apartment is 
simple - there's a sofa, a chair, a coffee table 
and a drinks cabinet. Everything looks well-
used. 

ADAM is standing behind the sofa, drying a plate 
with a dish towel. MARK enters. 
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MARK 
I'm home! 

ADAM dries his hands, puts down the plate and 
goes to meet MARK. 

ADAM 
Hey, babe. How was today? 

They embrace affectionately. MARK makes a 
beeline for the drinks cabinet, opening a bottle 
of whisky and swigging deeply from it. 

ADAM 
That good, eh? 

MARK 
Jesus Christ, man. Those interviewers get more 
obnoxious every goddamn time. 

ADAM 
Hey, come on, they're only doing their job. 

ADAM pulls MARK onto the sofa with him. MARK 
relaxes into him. 

MARK 
'What about the album?' 'What about Diana?' 'What 
about my mum's tea cosy?''How is Diana?'- 

ADAM 
Hold up, tea cosy? 

MARK 
Someone asked me to sign a tea cosy. A tea cosy, 
babe! 

ADAM 
Did you...? 

MARK 
Of course! 

ADAM 
How? There's not really any surface to write on? 

MARK 
I dunno, it just happened. 

ADAM 
That might as well be your life's motto. 'It just 
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happened'. 

MARK 
I know. 

Beat. 

MARK 
I threw up on Diana after the performance. 

ADAM 
Wha- did you apologise to her? What happened? Are you 
okay? 

MARK 
I'm fine, don't worry. I just got spooked by the 
crowd, panicked, and she was the nearest thing to 
hold on to. She got me cleaned up, and we talked for 
a while, had a few drinks. Nearly got caught by one 
of her roadies, but she played it off like I was 
sobering her up. They bought it. 

ADAM 
Jesus Christ, Mark. What've I told you about drinking 
backstage? How much did you have? 

MARK 
It's fine, no-one else noticed. 

ADAM 
You told me you were going to try getting off it. 

MARK 
Yeah, well not this week. I've got too much on. 

ADAM 
Do you not think it'd just be better if you gave 
yourself two or three weeks off, and got yourself 
sorted? 

MARK 
What, and go back to crippling panic attacks and not 
sleeping? Not a chance. 

ADAM 
God, you're impossible. 

Beat. 

ADAM 
So, what lies were you spouting today? 



                                                         10. 

                                                             

MARK 
Some crap about helping Di through rehab, I think. 
Just nodding and smiling, really. The show went 
pretty well, apart from the throwing up. The new 
songs are going down well so far. 

ADAM 
That's good, then. 

MARK 
Yeah. How was work? 

ADAM 
It was fine. Nothing exciting, to be honest. Someone 
spilt coffee on a sample print, but it wasn't an 
important one. 

MARK 
Sounds riveting. 

ADAM 
Oh, I know. The joys of a desk job. Sometimes I 
actually have to do work too, it's ridiculous. Oh, 
one of your 'people' phoned and left a message for 
you. Something about a tour? I wrote down the gist of 
it, but you might want to call back and apologise for 
your "roommate's" irritable demeanor. 

MARK 
Oh, what did you say? 

ADAM 
Nothing much, but the phone rang just as I'd got in, 
and I'd just fought off that bloody photographer, so 
I wasn't in the best of moods. 

MARK 
Christ, is he back? 

ADAM 
Firmly back in his favourite bush. He tried to get me 
to 'dish the dirt', as they say. I swear, if he 
doesn't bugger off, I'm calling the police. Can you 
not just have a quiet word with him? 

MARK 
And tell him what? 

ADAM 
I dunno, just let him know what's going on between us 
and Diana. 
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MARK 
I'm not coming out to a paparazzi photographer, Adam. 
I mean, are you hearing yourself? That would be 
literal suicide. 

Beat. 

ADAM 
Sorry. 

MARK 
Don't worry about it. But you know how it is. I wish 
as much as you we didn't have to hide. 

ADAM 
We don't! We literally don't have to. This is all a 
choice, you don't have to pretend to be straight. It 
is legal now, you know. 

Beat. 

MARK 
Can we please not go there tonight. 

ADAM 
Sorry. It's just- 

MARK 
I know, babe, I know. And so do you. 

ADAM 
Yeah. I guess I do. 

Beat. ADAM gets up and yawns. 

MARK 
Have you eaten? 

ADAM 
Yeah, I got stuff on the way home cause I didn't know 
when you'd be in. You coming to bed? 

MARK 
Dunno. I reckon I'll stay here for a bit. It's not 
like I have to be up in the morning. 

ADAM 
Alright. I'm going, though. 

MARK 
Sleep well. 
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ADAM 
I love you. 

MARK 
I love you too. Night. 

ADAM exits as MARK drinks from the whisky 
bottle. 'Faithfully' by Journey plays. As MARK 
sprawls across the sofa, drinking and slipping 
in and out of consciousness, ADAM returns in his 
work clothes, gets in from work, generally goes 
about his day. A clock in the corner shows the 
passage of day/night. 

Mark and Adam's apartment _________________________

ADAM enters from work holding a copy of 
'Eternity, Weekly'. MARK looks up from the sofa 
as ADAM lies on the floor, holding the magazine 
over his head. He begins to read it aloud. 

ADAM 
Are you more like Mark Wilson or Diana Holmes? 
Question one: What's your favourite food? A glass of 
wine, a pizza or a roast chicken sandwich? 

MARK 
I played it already. I got Diana. 

ADAM 
Course you did. 

He flips through the pages. 

ADAM 
Exclusive! Mark speaks out about his relationship 
with Diana! 

MARK 
Here we go. 

ADAM 
'Mark, now 28, is yet to settle down, and has been 
long believed to be in a relationship with Diana 
Holmes. He spoke to us on this topic, saying - "My 
relationship with Diana is my business - we are 
officially only good friends. However, I don't see 
any harm in wondering"' Oh come on, Mark. Don't 
invite it like that, you know what they're like. 
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MARK 
I'd rather they speculated about that than my real 
life. 

ADAM 
I'd rather you just came clean. Mark, before I met 
you I'd been out for ten years. It is scary at first, 
but it's better than living a lie. 

MARK 
Trust me, babe, if I could, I would. 

ADAM 
Your choice, I guess. How about this one - 'Diana 
Holmes spotted in rehab again - Does Mark really have 
any hope?'. Good question, 'Eternity Weekly'. Does 
he? 

ADAM stares pointedly at MARK, who groans. ADAM 
gets up, dropping the magazine on the table. 
Lights down. 

Mark and Adam's apartment _________________________

Lights up on MARK, DIANA and ADAM in the 
apartment. It's fairly late at night, maybe 
01:30 or so. MARK is sitting on the floor with 
DIANA, who is toying with two shot glasses on 
the table, reading from a copy of 'The Picture 
of Dorian Gray'. ADAM is reading the newspaper, 
deliberately ignoring both of them. 

DIANA 
"When they entered, they found hanging on the wall a 
splendid portrait of their master as they had last 
seen him, in all the wonder of his exquisite youth 
and beauty." 

MARK 
(Very drunk) 

This book should've been called Dorian Gay: Ultimate 
Twink. 

DIANA 
"Lying on the floor was a dead man-" 

MARK 
Ayy! Dead body! 

DIANA 
Waayyyohhh! 
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They take a shot, gasping afterwards. DIANA 
regains her composure first, refilling the 
glasses before continuing to read. 

DIANA 
"-in evening dress, with a knife in his heart. He was 
withered, wrinkled and loathsome of visage." Archaic 
language, your turn for the shot. 

MARK clumsily takes another shot, half-spilling 
it. DIANA snorts in amusement. 

DIANA 
"It was not till they had examined the rings that 
they recognised who it was." And that's the end! 

MARK 
Wow. Now that guy. He knew how to write. 

DIANA 
Agreed. 

MARK 
Another go? Try and find a book with a higher body 
count, there was only like three in that one. 

DIANA 
Not tonight, buddy, you've not got the tolerance I 
have. 

MARK 
Only one way to build it up. 

DIANA 
No, Mark, and take that for an answer. You're still 
barely feeling it, just give it a minute. The way 
you're going you'll be addicted in no time. 

MARK 
You're addicted. 

DIANA 
Yeah. I'm also addicted to not giving a damn. I guess 
that's just life. Trust me, stick to weaker stuff, 
it's easier to get off of. 

MARK 
Not planning on that any time soon. 

DIANA rolls her eyes, flicking through the pages 
of the book with her thumb. 



                                                         15. 

                                                             

ADAM 
Excuse me, I have to be somewhere else. 

MARK 
Where? 

ADAM 
Anywhere but with you two. 

He exits. They watch him go. 

DIANA 
What's gotten into you tonight? Even for you, this is 
a new low. I haven't seen you drink this much since- 

MARK 
Shut up. 

DIANA 
Where's your common sense gone? Are you trying to 
scare him off? Most folk are fully finished by the 
end of my classical literature drinking game. 

MARK 
You're so funny, Di, remind me to thank you for all 
the laughs in my next acceptance speech. 

DIANA 
You're an asshole sometimes. 

Beat. 

DIANA 
Right, let's get you cleaned up now. You're going on 
tour in a few days, and I'm gonna do my best to keep 
you clean, at least for the start of it. This was 
fun, but you know what's more fun? Keeping it 
occasional. Stuff like this is for special occasions, 
yeah? 

Up you get. 

MARK 
No, no, don't move me, I'm fine right here. 

DIANA 
Mark, you're going to pass out in a pool of your own 
vomit and die. Get up. 

MARK 
No. 
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DIANA 
You're as stubborn as a bloody mule. All you need to 
do is get up. I'm not asking you to run a marathon. 
We've had our fun, time for you to start winding down 
and getting ready to play shows. 

MARK 
I don't need to wind down. I do shows drunk all the 
time. 

DIANA 
Yeah, no shit Sherlock. 

MARK 
Fuck you, Watson. 

DIANA 
I'm just trying to help, Mark. You don't want to end 
up like me. 

MARK 
I'm fine, give it a rest. 

DIANA 
If you're that fine, stand up and walk to your bed. 

Beat. 

DIANA 
Oh, can you not stand up? Maybe... hmm, I'm not so 
sure, but that could mean that you're not fine? Maybe 
you're blackout drunk? 

MARK 
Not so loud, Adam'll hear you. 

DIANA 
What do you mean? 

MARK 
Shhhh. Go away, I'm fine. 

DIANA 
No I won't go away. Have you not told him? 

MARK 
Shh, he doesn't know ANYTHING about the odd socks. 

Sarcasm and drunkenness are dripping off him in 
equal measures. 
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DIANA 
Oh, piss off, Mark. You know what I'm talking about. 
You've not told him about all the times you've passed 
out on top of me? The fact you throw up after every 
show, drink till you're pissed and then throw up 
again? 

MARK 
Look, I told him I panic, and I'm dealing with it. 
Sure, I throw up, but that's just normal drunk stuff- 

DIANA 
No it's not. Mark, I've been drinking far longer than 
you, and I can tell when someone's had too much. I 
see that in you almost every night these days. You've 
got a problem, Mark. 

MARK 
Look, just shut up about it. It helps me deal with 
stuff, and he doesn't need to know about it. 

DIANA 
Why not? He's your boyfriend, he deserves to know 
these things. 

Beat. 

MARK 
I haven't told him because I don't want to lose him. 

DIANA 
He'd never do that to you. He loves you, Mark, you're 
just too hammered to see it half the time. 

MARK 
He doesn't love me. I'm unlovable! 

ADAM returns, stone faced. 

ADAM 
No, you're not. But you're a proper dick sometimes. 

MARK covers his face with his hands and groans. 

MARK 
You heard that? 

DIANA 
For God's sake, Mark, look at yourself. You're on TV, 
you're on the radio, you're on posters and in 
magazines. There's a stack in every shop with your 



                                                         18. 

                                                             

face and mine plastered across the front. You're 
literally adored by thousands, if not millions. Adam 
happens to actually know you as a person and still 
stick around. He's not going to desert you over this! 

ADAM 
She's right, Mark. I do wish you'd told me sooner, 
though. 

MARK 
But- 

DIANA 
No buts. Don't even think about it. Give me that 
bottle, I'm taking you to rehab in the morning. 

DIANA grabs the bottle he's holding and drinks 
from it herself. 

MARK 
Oh, but you can have some? Nice try, give it back. 

DIANA 
Mark, I've been as high as a kite for seven years 
solid, and there is no hope for me left. I do not 
give one single fuck about that fact. You've been 
drinking for barely over a year, and you need to stop 
before you get to my stage. No one has to know - just 
take a holiday, and stop now. It's not too late. 

MARK 
Absolutely not. I can't let people down like that. 

DIANA 
How have you managed to wedge it in your head that 
people will be let down? No-one felt let down when I 
went to rehab, how is getting better a bad thing? 

MARK 
No one felt let down about you because you had a 
valid reason. Your image wasn't exactly tainted by 
it. If I stop now, I'll look like shit for months, 
I'll look like an addict! 

DIANA 
You are an addict! 

MARK 
No, I'm a guy with a problem, to which I found a 
solution. Leave me be, woman! 
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DIANA 
Mark, I am not letting you get further than this. 
You'll kill yourself if you keep going at this rate. 
Stop being a little shit and let me help you! 

MARK grabs the bottle back off her and holds it 
out of her reach, still on the floor. 

DIANA 
Give that back, Mark. 

MARK 
Why should I? 

DIANA 
Because I promise you, if you give that back, there's 
still hope for you. 

MARK 
I don't know what the hell you're talking about. 

DIANA 
I'm talking about the fact that if you're not 
careful, you'll have a real problem on your hands. 
You could ruin your whole career, everything you've 
worked for since you were sixteen! 

MARK 
Oh, piss off! How dare you! I've hidden it for this 
long, what makes you think I can't keep it up? 

DIANA 
Because I hid it too, and after a few years you get 
lazy. 

MARK 
I won't get lazy. I actually care about myself. 

DIANA 
Well you're not doing a great job of showing that! 
Look at the state of you! 

ADAM watches this interaction, and steps in. 

ADAM 
Calm down, both of you. You're hammered, you're not 
thinking clearly, and both of you need to go to bed. 
We can talk about this tomorrow. 

DIANA 
Fine. Let him drink himself to death. I thought you 
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were more sensible than this, Adam. 

ADAM 
Enough of that. Get your coat, Diana, I'm taking you 
home. 

DIANA 
Don't bother. I'll call a cab. You can deal with him. 

ADAM watches her storm off. She exits. He sinks 
to the sofa, sighing. MARK slams the bottle onto 
the table and sighs, still on the floor. MARK 
stands up and stretches, passing out on top of 
ADAM, who catches him. He lays MARK on the sofa, 
and sits on the floor beside his head, stroking 
his hair. MARK wakes up and covers his face with 
his hands. 

ADAM 
Right. So what's this about passing out? I didn't 
know it was that bad. 

MARK 
It's fine. 

ADAM 
It's obviously not. Diana said it happens after you 
perform. What happened? You used to love performing. 

MARK 
Two years ago. There was an incident. It was stupid. 
I don't want to talk about it. 

ADAM 
That's about when you started drinking. 

MARK 
That's why I started drinking. 

ADAM 
I don't follow. 

MARK 
It just gives me a bit of an edge. Takes away the 
fear. 

ADAM 
What fear? What the hell happened? 

MARK 
I told you, it's fine. 
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Beat. 
Look, have a drink yourself, we can make an evening 
of it. Neither of us need to get up early. It'll be 
fun. 

ADAM 
You're forgetting, I have a real job to go to. If you 
don't want to talk about it then alright, fine, just 
don't have anything else tonight. You'll be sick as a 
dog in the morning as it is. 

MARK 
Go on. Have a little bit. 

ADAM 
(Weakening slightly) 

No, Mark, I need to get you to bed. 

MARK 
Fine, I'll drink your share then. 

He reaches for the bottle. ADAM grabs it before 
him and chugs it. 

MARK 
Ooft. Someone's had a change of heart. 

ADAM 
Oh, shit. I just wanted to make sure you didn't- 

MARK 
I know, babe. However, now that you've had 
something... 

ADAM 
God, I'm gonna be hungover tomorrow, I'm supposed to 
be at an early meeting- 

MARK 
Relax. It'll wear off. 

ADAM 
Maybe for you, but I never have anything stronger 
than cider. Crap, what even is this? 

He begins to inspect the bottle. MARK guides it 
out of his hands. 

MARK 
Adam. Chill out. We can have a bit of fun before we 
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pass out. 

Beat. 

ADAM 
Do I like that glint in your eye, or do I just need 
to go to bed and drink a gallon of water? 

MARK 
...Your choice. 

;) 

Blackout. 

Mark and Adam's apartment _________________________

Early morning, around 06:00. 

MARK and ADAM are asleep on the sofa, covered by 
a duvet. Morning light is trailing in. The phone 
rings, and ADAM gets up to answer it. He's 
obviously hungover, still in last night's 
clothes and clutching his head. He stretches and 
groans before answering the phone. 

ADAM 
Hullo? 

Silence. 

ADAM 
Yeah, he lives here. He's not up yet, can I take a 
message? 

Silence. ADAM'S face crumples as he receives the 
news the other person is giving him. There's a 
long pause. The next time he speaks, he's 
audibly upset. 

ADAM 
Yes. I'm still here. Are you certain? 

Beat. 

ADAM 
Okay. Christ. I'll be sure to let him know, yeah. 
Thanks for calling. 

He holds the phone numbly in his hand before 
hanging up. He sinks to his knees and cradles 
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his face in his hands. MARK stirs. 

MARK 
Babe, who was it? 

ADAM stands up and walks unsteadily over to the 
sofa, sitting down on it. 

MARK 
What is it? Who the hell was phoning at this time in 
the morning? 

ADAM 
It was the police. 

MARK 
What? 

ADAM 
The police. It was a police officer, calling to ask 
for you, because he wanted you to hear before the 
press gets wind. 

MARK 
What? What is it? 

ADAM 
Oh, Christ, Mark, I'm so sorry. 

He's holding back tears. MARK is deeply 
concerned. 

MARK 
What? What is it? Adam? Talk to me! 

ADAM 
It's Diana. 

MARK 
Oh. What about her? 

Beat. 

ADAM 
They. They found her this morning. In a hotel room. 
She. She's passed away. Took an overdose last night. 
They don't know if she meant to or not. 

Beat. MARK is shell shocked. 
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ADAM 
I'm so sorry, Mark. 

Beat. 

ADAM 
Mark? 

Beat. 

ADAM 
Please, say something. 

MARK sits still. 'Wind of Change' by The 
Scorpions starts playing. ADAM embraces him, but 
MARK doesn't return it. As the song continues, 
ADAM gets ready for work and leaves reluctantly 
in silence. Once he's gone, MARK gets up and 
packs a sports bag, pulling on a baseball cap 
and dark glasses. He exits. 

An Airport __________

An airport. In front of the stage, AIRPORT STAFF 
MEMBER stands behind a check-in booth. The stage 
is in darkness as the apartment set is taken 
off. 'Wind of Change' is still playing. From 
this point forward, MARK speaks with an American 
accent. He hands over his passport. 

AIRPORT STAFF MEMBER 
Mark Johnson? 

MARK 
That's me. 

AIRPORT STAFF MEMBER 
One way ticket? 

MARK 
Yeah, going home. I missed my flight last week. 

AIRPORT STAFF MEMBER 
Ah, that's a shame. I've always wanted to visit New 
York. Are you in the city itself? 

MARK 
Yeah, I move about a bit but I'm in Manhattan for 
now. I was over for work, but the stuff overran. 



                                                         25. 

                                                             

AIRPORT STAFF MEMBER 
Ah well, you're on your way now. Your plane boards in 
fifty minutes if you want to make your way through. 
All the best. 

MARK 
Thanks. You too. 

He exits. Blackout. 

New York City, mid-1980s ________________________

'American Heartbeat' by Survivor plays. It's two 
weeks later. 

COSMO runs onstage with the PROTESTERS, carrying 
signs with slogans like 'SILENCE=DEATH' and 'ACT 
UP, FIGHT BACK'. All are nursing some sort of 
injury. 

COSMO 
Come on, this way. Jo, Gibby, go right, they can't 
get all of us if we split up! 

JO and GIBBY sprint down from the stage and 
through the audience, pursued by a uniformed 
POLICE OFFICER. 

COSMO 
Mark, hurry up, help Frankie, we'll head back to 
mine. 

SECOND POLICE OFFICER 
(offstage) 

Hey! Stop right there! 

MARK and FRANKIE enter, both wearing balaclavas. 
FRANKIE is limping heavily, and MARK is holding 
her up. 

COSMO 
Go, go, go! That's all of us, go! 

She runs offstage after MARK and FRANKIE, as the 
SECOND POLICE OFFICER enters in pursuit. They 
stop just before they reach the exit, shaking 
their head and panting. They're joined by the 
POLICE OFFICER. 

POLICE OFFICER 
Catch any? 
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SECOND POLICE OFFICER 
Course not. They're like goddamn minnows. 

POLICE OFFICER 
Captain's not gonna be happy with this. That's the 
third time we've missed 'em. 

SECOND POLICE OFFICER 
What's he gonna do? Raid their place? It's airtight, 
plus they move every week or so. 

POLICE OFFICER 
God knows how we'll find 'em now. 

SECOND POLICE OFFICER 
We'll get 'em eventually. Whatever it takes. 

POLICE OFFICER 
Enough of that. Let's go. We'll get 'em next time. 
One thing we know about queers - they never stay 
quiet long. 

They exit. 

Cosmo's Apartment _________________

COSMO, MARK and FRANKIE enter, panting, this 
time into COSMO'S apartment. It's simple, 
similar to MARK'S, with a sofa covered in a 
throw rug and an armchair. A television sits in 
the corner, broadcasting the news towards the 
actors. A drinks cabinet sits behind the sofa. 
MARK is still wearing a balaclava, though 
FRANKIE takes hers off. 

MARK helps FRANKIE on to the sofa, and COSMO 
appears with a first aid kit. MARK pours drinks 
for the three of them and hands them out. 

COSMO 
Have you heard from Jo or Gibby? 

MARK 
No. I reckon they're alright, though, they're fast. 
Gibby knows all the shortcuts, they'll be happily 
squatting in an alley somewhere. 

COSMO 
I hope so. I'll see them tonight anyway with any 
luck, it's closeted karaoke night at Speedy's. Will 
you be joining us, Mark? 
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COSMO is tending to FRANKIE'S injured leg as she 
speaks. 

MARK 
Don't think so. I'll get back to my place. 

COSMO 
Can we use yours for the meeting next week? I want to 
keep moving about as much as possible, and Gibby's 
working so we can't use his place. 

MARK 
Sorry, no can do. Nosy neighbours, ya know? Don't 
want them finding out where I spend my days - no 
offence. 

COSMO 
Course, I get ya. If my neighbours weren't old and 
blind, I'd be worrying about the same thing. 
Nevermind, I'll see if Speedy'll let us use the attic 
again. I think his boyfriend's still in hospital. 

FRANKIE 
He is. I ran into him last week, he wasn't looking 
great, and Speedy called me the other day to let me 
know how he was. 

COSMO 
And? 

FRANKIE 
He's not great. 

A breaking news bulletin comes on the TV, which 
is facing the actors. 

NEWS ANNOUNCER (V/O) 
Now, a recap of tonight's headlines. The British pop 
star Mark Wilson, famed for his recent solo success, 
has been reported missing by his roommate Adam Quinn. 
Mr Wilson hasn't been seen for two weeks, reportedly 
leaving the house with very few possessions. Concerns 
have been raised for his safety, as he disappeared 
shortly after the unfortunate death of his good 
friend and rumoured lover, Diana Holmes- 

MARK 
Turn that off. 

COSMO 
Huh? 
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MARK turns off the TV agressively. COSMO and 
FRANKIE watch him, confused. 

FRANKIE 
What's up, buddy? 

MARK 
Nothing. 

COSMO 
Were you a fan of his? That sucks, man. I heard his 
stuff on the radio, it was pretty good- 

MARK 
I need to go. 

COSMO 
What? 

MARK 
Sorry. That's just upset me a bit. I need to go. 

COSMO 
Oh. Alright, then. See you Thursday? 

MARK 
Yeah. See you. Feel better, Frankie. 

FRANKIE 
Thanks. See you around. 

MARK exits hastily. COSMO looks at FRANKIE. 

COSMO 
What the hell was that about? I've never seen him 
that worked up. 

FRANKIE 
Maybe he's a big fan? 

COSMO 
I dunno. I feel like there's something he's not 
telling us. 

FRANKIE 
Apart from where he's from, where he lives, why he 
came here and what he looks like? 

COSMO 
Ya know what I mean. That's all average for us. Hell, 
I still don't know where Gibby's from. That man's a 



                                                         29. 

                                                             

mystery. There's something weird about Mark, though. 
Anyway, how's that feeling? 

She ties off a bandage around FRANKIE'S leg. 
FRANKIE gingerly tests her weight on it and 
nods. 

FRANKIE 
Alright. Yeah, that's okay. Thanks, Cosmo. 

COSMO 
No bother, babe. You'd better get back to yours, 
Caroline's gotta be worried sick. Take that coat, 
they'll be looking for those shirts. 

FRANKIE looks down at her t-shirt, then puts on 
COSMO'S jacket and hugs her goodbye before 
limping offstage. COSMO exits after a moment. 

Mark and Adam's apartment _________________________

England. 

ADAM is sitting at a table, drumming his fingers 
on the surface, staring blankly at a folded 
newspapers on the table. A cup of coffee sits 
untouched next to him, and the phone is sitting 
within reach. He looks disheveled and worried. 

The phone rings. He jumps out of his reverie. 

ADAM 
Hello?? 

He sinks back into a stupor as he hears the 
voice on the other end. 

REPORTER 
(offstage) 

Hello, is that Adam Quinn? I'm from 'Eternity, 
Weekly' Magazine and I was wondering if you'd be 
available to- 

ADAM 
No. 

REPORTER 
I could offer you- 

ADAM 
I said no. Bugger off. 
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He hangs up, then punches the table, getting up 
to pace. 

ADAM 
Jesus. Bugger? Of course I said bugger. Why wouldn't 
I? Nothing can be derived from that whatsoever-oh 
wait. Fab. They're gonna get ideas, I've just 
destroyed his whole- 

The phone rings again. He picks it up with false 
hope, and once again crumples. 

ADAM 
Oh. Hi, mum. No. No idea, no. I've heard nothing. I 
don't know, mum. No, don't talk about that over the 
phone, you've got no idea who's listening. Stop. 
Look, I need to go. Alright. Love you, bye. 

He hangs up again, and resumes pacing. Hours 
pass. 

ADAM 
Face it, Adam, he's not coming home. But he might. 
Christ, he might. No, stop it, don't get your hopes 
up. He's gone. He's gone and done himself in, he's 
dead in a ditch and there's nothing you can do about 
it. 

ADAM sits back at the table, his head in his 
hands in despair. After a moment, he bangs the 
table with his fist and hits one of the 
newspapers off onto the floor. 

ADAM 
He's not gonna call. He's left. He's left, and he's 
not coming back. And you're just gonna have to accept 
that, aren't you, Adam. Yes, you are. 

ADAM stares down at the newspaper. He picks it 
up and puts it back on the table. 

ADAM 
But he might come back. 

'Who's Crying Now' by Journey plays as ADAM 
continues to cycle between sitting, pacing and 
answering the phone silently. After a bit, he 
throws the newspaper at the wall in frustration. 
He picks up the phone and dials a number as the 
music fades down. 
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ADAM 
Hey, Jim. You got plans tonight? No? Great. Wanna 
grab a drink and come back to mine? No. He's not 
coming back. 

Blackout. 'Who's Crying Now' fades into 
'Seperate Ways' by Journey. The table is taken 
off, and the scene changes. 

New York City, mid-1980s ________________________

'Seperate Ways' by Journey plays. 

MARK, COSMO, and the PROTESTERS enter, carrying 
their signs and chanting. 

PROTESTERS 
ACT UP, FIGHT BACK! 

From the opposite side, the POLICE OFFICERS 
enter. They face off, getting knocked every way, 
almost in slow motion. The PROTESTERS fling 
themselves back into the fray immediately. This 
scene should be intense and scary, with flashing 
lights and occasional chants from the 
protesters. MARK is knocked unconscious. As he 
hits the floor, the stage goes black apart from 
a spot on him, as the rest of the characters 
scatter and leave him alone. 

Paris, France _____________

Several years earlier. 

This scene works in a similar way to 'Brain 
Dead' from A New Brain - MARK is detached from 
all of the characters, with none of them 
reacting to his behaviour - as if he's 
hallucinating them. 

MARK removes his mask, looking around. As he's 
trying to process what's happening, a table and 
chairs are brought in by ADAM and a WAITER. MARK 
sits at the table with ADAM, who looks younger 
and is dressed smartly, as if on holiday. 

ADAM 
So, what brings you to Paris? I must admit, it's a 
relief to hear a familiar accent. 
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MARK 
Oh, you know, just on holiday. You? 

ADAM 
Business trip. But I've got a bit of leeway, I've got 
a whole two weeks free now. 

MARK 
Oh, really? What do you do? 

ADAM 
I work for an advertising company. It's not the most 
entertaining, but it pays the bills, and I get trips 
like this. 

A WAITER appears with a tray of drinks. 

WAITER 
A tequila sunrise and a rum and coke? 

ADAM 
Yes, thank you. 

WAITER 
Enjoy, gentlemen. 

The WAITER exits. ADAM slides MARK the rum and 
coke. 

MARK 
Thanks. 

ADAM 
So what do you do? 

MARK 
I'm in a band. 

ADAM 
Ah, a musician. Any good? Will I have heard of you? 

MARK 
Maybe. The band's called Orange Destiny, we've just 
released an album actually. 

ADAM 
Oh yeah, I have heard of you. Wait, aren't you like, 
super anti-drinking? 

MARK 
Yeah. Publicly, anyway. Not the biggest lie I've 
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told, but I'd appreciate it if you kept it quiet. 

ADAM 
Of course. D'you mind me asking - is it true you're 
dating Diana Holmes? 

MARK 
Absolutely not. She's about as far from my type as 
you can get. 

ADAM 
Interesting. 

MARK 
What about you? Are you seeing anyone? 

ADAM 
No, not right now. You say she's as far from your 
type as possible. What is your type? 

MARK looks alarmed, and ADAM looks slightly 
nervous. 

MARK 
Well... I'd say... More... Masculine? Types. 

ADAM 
Oh really. 

They make intense eye contact. ADAM freezes and 
MARK stands up, pushing his chair back and 
wringing his hands, rubbing them through his 
hair. MARK speaks half to himself and half to 
the audience. 

MARK 
That was the moment I knew. That 'Oh really'. The 
tone of it, the look he gave me, just everything. I 
knew what he wanted. He certainly knew what I wanted. 
The first few months were bliss. 

ADAM and the WAITER whisk off the table and 
chairs. MARK watches them go, left alone again 
on the empty stage. 

MARK 
I wanted to make it work so, so badly. And I did. 
Until the magazines got wind of it, round about the 
time the band started gaining more momentum. 

There's a flash and a sound like a camera going 
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off. MARK puts his mask back on. 

MARK 
I shut down the rumours, but I knew we needed to be 
more careful. He was my roommate. Nothing more. I 
kept my time with him strictly within our home, and 
publicly fabricated a romance with my best friend, 
Diana. 

ADAM appears, also wearing a mask. 

ADAM 
I don't understand, Mark, why can't you just pretend 
to be single? 

MARK 
Because then they'll speculate. 

ADAM 
I don't like it. You're lying to people. 

MARK 
Adam, for God's sake, it's just pretend. I don't like 
her that way. 

ADAM 
I know. But I still don't like it. 

ADAM exits. 

MARK 
That conversation happened on loop. I wanted things 
to work with Adam. But I wanted my career to work, 
too. 

Beat. 

MARK 
I started playing music at sixteen, in my mate's 
garage. I loved it. We all did. We never thought it'd 
ever go as far as it did, and then when we took off, 
it was a dream come true. We were doing what we were 
best at, and getting paid for it. We developed stage 
personas, and they suggested I be the pretty boy. I 
was fine with that - I loved doing theatre as a kid, 
and this was just an extension, right? But it got out 
of hand very, very quickly. We rocketed through the 
charts, and changed into different people. My 
bandmates were frustrated, we fell out, and I set off 
on my own when I couldn't handle it any more. And it 
was fine, for a while. Until one night. I was playing 
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a show, and everything was going great, until I 
tripped over my own feet and hit the deck. I woke up 
covered in blood and humiliated. That's when the 
panic attacks started. 

They'd keep me up all day and night, and I couldn't 
leave the house without a drink in me, and someone 
asking me to sign their jacket. Adam stuck by me, God 
knows why, but he did. I started getting worse, and 
Diana started getting more involved. 

Then she died. And suddenly the driving force in my 
life, my best friend and cheerleader, who I'd always 
had in my corner, was found dead in a hotel room. It 
was too much to deal with. So I ran away. I came 
here, left everything and destroyed my entire life 
because I couldn't cope. And now I'm here. 

MARK stands, staring out into the audience and 
swaying on his feet. Behind him, the sofa is 
brought in and he collapses on to it, guided by 
COSMO and the PROTESTERS. 

Cosmo's Apartment _________________

COSMO and the PROTESTERS guide MARK on to the 
sofa, and she ushers them out. The news is 
playing on the TV in the background. 

COSMO 
Off you go, I'll call you in the morning, I need to 
make sure he's alright. See you later, yeah. Bye. 

Once the others have left, COSMO kneels beside 
MARK for a moment, debating with herself. 

NEWS ANNOUNCER 
And once again, if you have any knowledge as to the 
whereabouts of Mark Wilson, please contact the number 
on screen... 

COSMO sighs and collects her first aid kit, 
gently pulling off MARK'S mask. She freezes, 
staring between his face and the picture of his 
face flashing on the TV screen. 

COSMO 
Oh shit. 

She pauses the TV and stands up, pacing around. 
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COSMO 
Oh shit. Oh shit, shit, shit. 

She looks between MARK and the TV screen again. 

COSMO 
Shit. Yeah, that's him. 

She starts pacing again before sitting on the 
floor in front of the sofa. After a moment, MARK 
stirs, rubbing his face and sighing. COSMO turns 
to stare at him. He comes to and blinks open his 
eyes, freezing as he realises he is a) not 
wearing a mask and b) not in his flat. He flowly 
turns to look at the TV screen, and covers his 
face with his hands. 

COSMO 
Alright, Mark. I think you've got some explaining to 
do, don't you? 

MARK 
Shit. Cosmo, please, I- 

COSMO 
Explain. Now. 

MARK 
I... Uh... 

COSMO 
I'm gonna count to five, and you'd better come up 
with a damn good story. What the hell is wrong with 
you? 

Beat. 

COSMO 
You appear from nowhere, with nothing, and according 
to the news without telling anyone. You disguise 
yourself, claiming you don't want to be outed. You 
sit in on our meetings and go to rallies with us. You 
drink like a fish. And now I find out you're not one 
of us, you're a fucking pop star with a reputation of 
being sober and straight? What the hell do you think 
this is, a charity mission? 

MARK 
No, Cosmo - please. I can explain. 
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COSMO 
I fucking hope you can. Start talking. 

She stands up and turns away from him, staring 
at the frozen picture on the TV. 

MARK 
Right. 

COSMO 
Drop the accent, Mark. You sound ridiculous. 

MARK 
(In his British accent) 

Right. This is going to be hard to believe, but 
please just hear me out. I am Mark Wilson, not Mark 
Johnson. And I am a musician. But I swear, it's not 
what it looks like. I didn't come over to do charity 
or any of that shit. I came over here to escape. 

COSMO 
Escape from what??? You're the pretty poster boy for 
clean living. Your life is literally perfect. 

MARK 
Look, it's not everything it seems. 

COSMO 
I don't give a shit, Mark. My job is to keep my 
friends safe, and I thought I could trust you. I've 
been sheltering you, and you've been lying to me 
about everything. So you drink and pretend to be 
sober, so what, we all do. You're not special because 
you lie about it. But I get that part. What I don't 
get is why you've been pretending to be a gay 
American man disowned by his family, when in reality 
you're a famous English guy with a pity fetish. Why 
would you? 

MARK 
It's a lot to explain, Cosmo. You've got me wrong. 

COSMO 
Mark. Stop beating around the goddamn bush and tell 
me what the hell you're doing protesting in New York 
when you're a missing person. 

MARK 
I lost someone. I had to get away. 
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COSMO 
Oh, nice excuse. Hard to prove, plenty of sympathy, 
really genius. Now why are you actually here? 

MARK 
I told you. My friend died, and it was probably my 
fault. 

COSMO 
Aww, that's a goddamn shame, isn't it. 

MARK 
Cosmo. Shut the hell up and listen to me. 

COSMO 
Now we're getting somewhere. 

MARK 
I was drinking with her that night. We were just 
mucking about, playing games, getting smashed. Then 
we had an argument. Her, me and Adam. 

COSMO 
Who's Adam? Your roommate? 

MARK 
My boyfriend. 

COSMO 
Ohhhh. oh. Okay. 

MARK 
So we had this argument. Cause they wanted me to go 
to rehab and get clean, but I was supposed to be 
going on a tour, and I said some stuff I shouldn't 
have. She stormed off, and Adam and I made up and 
spent the rest of the night messing about by 
ourselves. I woke up the next morning to Adam taking 
a phone call. He told me it was the police, ringing 
to tell me she'd been found dead. Of an overdose. In 
a hotel room. 

COSMO 
Shit, Mark. 

MARK 
And I couldn't cope with the thought of facing the 
press about it, and having people asking me to sign 
the memorial copies of the magazines, and just 
pestering me about it when they don't even know what 
she meant to me. 
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Beat. 

MARK 
She was my reason to keep going, Cosmo. I don't know 
how to function without her anymore. 

Beat. 

COSMO 
I'm sorry about your friend, Mark. But why come here? 
It's hardly the happiest of places to be right now. 

MARK 
I just needed to get away, and it was the first 
flight on the list. I couldn't face my living room, 
that's where- 

COSMO 
Right. Enough. That's enough, Mark. 

She rubs her face in frustration and sighs. 

COSMO 
Look, I got a bit defensive there, and I'm sorry, but 
it's a lot to take in, ya know? I do get where you're 
coming from, God knows I've been there, but it's 
gonna take me a minute to adjust. 

MARK 
That's understandable. I'm sorry I lied, Cosmo, I 
really am, but I had no other choice. 

Beat. 

MARK 
Uh... can I ask something? 

COSMO 
What? 

MARK 
How did I get here? 

COSMO 
Me and Gibby carried you here. You were knocked out. 

MARK 
What about the others? Are they okay? 

COSMO 
Chill, Mark, they're okay. It's not the worst protest 
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I've seen. 

MARK 
Okay. 

Beat. 

COSMO 
You're ridiculous. 

MARK 
What? 

COSMO 
I can't believe you. You'd give up your boyfriend, 
your home, your whole life, just to come here because 
you wimped out. 

MARK 
I told you, I couldn't face it without her. 

COSMO 
Oh, shut up, Mark. You lost a friend. We've all lost 
friends, especially in the last few years. You still 
had your man, and you just threw him away. 

MARK 
I did not. I'll go back one day. 

COSMO 
And what, he'll be waiting for you with open arms and 
a tear in his eye? You left him three weeks ago, 
without a note or a phone call. He definitely thinks 
you're dead, and he's definitely moved on. 

MARK 
Shut up. 

COSMO 
No. You wanna know what's worse than losing a friend? 

MARK 
What? Genocide? I know, people always have it worse, 
you don't have to- 

COSMO 
Losing your girlfriend. 

MARK falls silent. COSMO stares him down. 
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COSMO 
That's got your attention, hasn't it. 

MARK 
Cosmo, I'm so- 

COSMO 
Don't. It was a few years ago. I only mentioned it to 
shut you up. Now give me a minute to look at your 
head, and for the love of God, don't open your mouth 
again. 

Beat. MARK stares at COSMO as she opens the 
first aid kit and soaks a cloth in alcohol, 
starting to clean the wound on his head. He 
winces. 

COSMO 
This is pretty nasty. You might need stitches. 

Beat. 

MARK 
Is there... anything else you want explained? 

COSMO 
No. I think I get the picture. 

Beat. 

COSMO 
I'm sorry about your friend. Genuinely. It sucks. But 
you can't just wallow, you know? It'd be fine if no 
one else was dying, but there's too many of us 
dropping to get too depressed. I mean, that was 
Speedy's man away over the weekend. And sure, it was 
sad, and Speedy's gonna be upset for a while, but he 
was back at work today, serving folk as usual, with 
maybe less of a smile but a warmer hug. Life goes on, 
Mark, especially here and now. 

She continues cleaning MARK'S wound. MARK clears 
his throat. 

MARK 
If you don't mind me asking- 

COSMO 
What happened to her? Yeah, sure, I'll tell that 
story. 
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She sits, sighing. 

COSMO 
Remember when I told you this wasn't the worst 
protest I'd seen? That was. 

It was a few years back. The group was a lot bigger 
then. Me, Gibby, Frankie, Jack, Stanley, Mitch, Eve, 
Amelie, loads more. And. And Louise. She was amazing. 
She never seemed to stop - she was incessant, like 
the sea. Her eyes were amber, and they sparked like a 
translucent fossil under the sunlight. She had the 
bushiest hair, but she never tamed it, she loved the 
way it moved about when she moved- it had a life of 
it's own. She was so funny, everything she said had a 
joke hidden in there, even when the weight of the 
world was hanging on us, she could make us smile. She 
was the best person I knew. 

Beat. 

COSMO 
So we were out one night, all of us, along in a 
picket line somewhere, and the police came. Not 
surprising, the bastards always show up. But they 
were worse than usual. We were all caught up in the 
crush. I broke my arm, and Louise... she ran straight 
in there. They didn't hold back, not on her. We 
carried her out, and took her to the hospital, but it 
was too late. She died the next night. 

Beat. 

COSMO 
So that's my tragic story. Anyway, back to patching 
you up. 

MARK 
Cosmo, I- 

COSMO 
Don't. It's okay, really. I've been mostly over it 
for a while. 

MARK 
Mostly...? 

COSMO 
I don't want to talk about it. Let's just say I've 
not... seen... anyone since that. 
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MARK 
Wait, not for years? 

COSMO 
I don't want to talk about it, Mark. How's your head 
feeling? 

MARK 
Really not great. Although I don't know if that's the 
cut or the withdrawal. Can I have a drink? 

COSMO 
Jesus, Mark, no. Take a night off for once, I'll let 
you crash here. 

MARK 
I can't take a night off, Cosmo, I've not been sober 
since last March. 

COSMO 
...what? 

MARK 
Nothing. 

COSMO 
You've not been sober since- Mark, Jesus Christ, you 
need to stop. 

MARK 
No. I can't. 

COSMO 
Why not? It's never too late to get sober, 
apparently. 

MARK 
No. I don't want to. 

COSMO 
Why? 

MARK 
I get panic attacks. 

COSMO 
Does alcohol really help with that? 

MARK 
It takes the edge off. 
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COSMO 
Jesus. Why- 

MARK 
Don't even ask. 

COSMO 
Alright, alright, but just a warning, I'm gonna get 
you sober. Stay here. 

She grabs the contents of the drinks cabinet and 
exits. There's the sound of smashing glass. 

COSMO 
(offstage) 

HEADS UP! 

She enters again. MARK frowns. 

MARK 
What was that? 

COSMO 
The contents of my drinks cabinet. Now quenching the 
thirst of the sidewalk. 

MARK 
Why?? 

COSMO 
I told you, I'm gonna get you sober. Do you want me 
to call Adam? 

MARK 
What? Why? 

COSMO 
To let him know you're okay? I figure that even if he 
has moved on, he'll want to know if you're okay. 

MARK 
No, don't. I'm a mess. 

COSMO 
I'm sure he's expecting nothing less. 

MARK 
Don't. 

COSMO 
You don't sound so sure. I reckon you miss him. 
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MARK 
Shut up. 

COSMO 
You do miss him! Right, that's settled. 

She starts copying down the number off the TV 
screen. MARK halts her. 

MARK 
If you really want to get through to him, don't use 
that one. I'll write down the home one. 

COSMO 
Oh, someone's eager. Missing him? 

MARK 
Shut up before I decide not to give you it. 

COSMO 
Alright, alright. Your choice. I'll call him 
tomorrow. 

Blackout. 

A Phone Booth/Mark and Adam's _____________________________
Apartment _________

On one side of the stage, COSMO stands in a 
phonebooth. On the other side, ADAM is sitting 
with his head on his arms on the table, 
surrounded by newspapers and empty cups. His 
phone rings, and he stares at it. He registers 
that it's the home phone, and answers it 
anxiously. 

ADAM 
Hello? Who is this? 

COSMO 
Is this Adam? 

ADAM 
Yeah, what is it? Who's calling? 

COSMO 
My name's Cosmo Bentley. I know where Mark is. He 
gave me this number. 

ADAM 
Wha-what?? Where is he? Is he alive? 
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COSMO 
He's alive, and safe. I've got him at my apartment. 
We're in New York. 

ADAM 
He's. He's alive? How long has he been staying with 
you? You're sure he's okay? 

COSMO 
I'm sure. He's only stayed last night, but he's been 
living nearby for a few weeks. 

ADAM 
And you just called now?? 

COSMO 
I didn't know it was him. He's been disguised, I had 
to take off his mask today after he got knocked out, 
and I only recognised him after that. He's explained 
everything to me. 

ADAM 
So he's been living it up in New York for three 
weeks? That bastard. 

COSMO 
He hasn't been living it up, he's been protesting 
with me and a few others- 

ADAM 
Wait, protesting? Are you sure you've got the right 
guy? 

COSMO 
Yes. He's been protesting in disguise with us, 
helping us keep the cause going and stuff. 

ADAM 
What cause? What? 

COSMO 
You know, gay rights. 

ADAM 
Oh my god. He's such a bastard. Right, thanks for 
letting me know, but I think I'll leave him in your 
hands now- 

COSMO 
Adam, please. He really misses you. I can tell he 
does. 
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ADAM 
That's all very well, but he could've called me 
himself, and not left me alone without a word. She 
was my friend, too. 

COSMO 
He's been distraught. He drank more than the rest of 
us combined- 

ADAM 
Drank? Past tense? He's sober? 

COSMO 
Well, I'm working on it. He's not had anything for 
about sixteen hours, and I got rid of all the booze 
in my apartment so he can stay there. 

ADAM 
I'm impressed. He's not been sober since- 

COSMO 
Last March, I know. He told me the whole sob story. 

Beat. 

COSMO 
Will you come? 

ADAM 
What, to New York? No way. He bunked off and left me 
without saying goodbye. I'm not making that much of 
an effort to come and see him. 

COSMO 
What about somewhere in between? Please, Adam, he's 
desperate. 

ADAM 
There's nowhere in between here and there. 

COSMO 
What about Paris? It's easier for you to get to, he 
can afford to fly out. Adam, he's desperate. And I 
think you are too. 

ADAM 
(grudgingly) 

I wouldn't say desperate... It would be nice to see 
him. 
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COSMO 
So, Paris? 

ADAM 
Sure, why the hell not. 

COSMO 
If you give me two weeks, I can get him clean. 

ADAM 
I'm not sure I believe you. I've tried, many times. 

COSMO 
Trust me. I've done this before. Two weeks. I'll call 
you nearer the time and let you know when and where 
to meet him. 

ADAM 
You're not coming? 

COSMO 
Would you like me to? 

ADAM 
Up to you, really. I'd appreciate a voice of reason, 
in case I lose my head when I see him. Besides, he's 
not a great flier. 

COSMO 
Alright, then. I'll fly out with him. 

Beat. 

COSMO 
See you in Paris. 

ADAM hangs up, puts his head on the desk and 
cries out with a mixture of anger, sorrow, and 
overwhelming relief. COSMO exits. Blackout. 

Paris, France _____________

Autumn. 

A small cafe. There's a table and chairs, and a 
bar at one side of the stage with a FRENCH GIRL 
cleaning glasses. It's early evening. ADAM is 
sitting at the table with his back to the bar, 
nervously drumming his fingers. The beginning of 
'Where Eagles Fly' by Sammy Hagar plays as MARK 
and COSMO enter from behind ADAM. MARK is 
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disheveled but clean, dressed smartly. He taps 
ADAM on the shoulder just as the first big chord 
hits in the song, after 'I heard an eagle cry'. 
ADAM stands up, looks him up and down and 
embraces him tightly. The music fades down as 
they sit down. 

ADAM 
You look well. 

MARK 
You look great. 

Beat. 

MARK 
I'm sorry. 

ADAM 
I know. 

Beat. 

MARK 
I know it's a lot to ask. But if you were to give me 
another chance, I would be eternally grateful. 

ADAM 
Do you want another chance? 

MARK 
Desperately. 

ADAM 
Why? 

MARK 
I made such a mess. I had a shot at real, true love, 
with a guy who loved me back, and I blew it. I ran 
away from the first hurdle. I just want to start 
over. Please forgive me, Adam. 

Beat. 

ADAM 
You wanna start over? 

MARK 
More than anything, I- 
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ADAM 
Alright. 

MARK 
What? 

ADAM 
I said, alright. 

Beat. 

ADAM 
So, what brings you to Paris? I must admit, it's a 
relief to hear a familiar accent. 

MARK grins widely. 

MARK 
Oh, just a holiday. You? 

ADAM 
The same. So what do you do for work? 

As they're talking, COSMO makes her way over to 
the bar. The FRENCH GIRL eyes her up and down 
approvingly. 

COSMO 
Can I get a tequila sunrise? 

FRENCH GIRL 
Of course. 

Beat. 

FRENCH GIRL 
I haven't seen you here before. 

COSMO 
Yeah, I'm dropping off a friend. 

FRENCH GIRL 
Ah, the man over there. Is that his brother? 

COSMO 
No, boyfriend. I mean, shit- 

FRENCH GIRL 
Ah, of course. Do you have a boyfriend? 
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COSMO 
No, not my thing. 

FRENCH GIRL 
Me neither. 

They make eye contact. The FRENCH GIRL winks as 
she hands COSMO her drink. The FRENCH GIRL leans 
on her elbows. 

FRENCH GIRL 
So, how long are you staying. 

COSMO looks back at MARK for encouragement. HE 
nods subtly, still chatting inaudibly with ADAM. 
COSMO grins at the girl. 

COSMO 
Depends. How long are you? 

The FRENCH GIRL laughs and scribbles her number 
on a piece of paper. 

FRENCH GIRL 
My shift ends at ten. Use that wisely. 

She blows COSMO a kiss before exiting. COSMO 
reads the name on the paper. 

COSMO 
Eloise. 

The focus shifts back to ADAM and MARK as COSMO 
exits. 

ADAM 
Would you like to come up to my room? I can get you a 
drink. 

MARK 
I would very much like to, but no drinking. I'm off 
it. 

ADAM beams widely, and takes MARK'S hand, 
pulling him to his feet and looking around. 

ADAM 
Someone once said that autumn was the best season. 

Beat. 
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MARK 
Why's that, then? 

ADAM 
Not winter, and not summer. Just a perfect, in-
between time. It's the segue into a new chapter. 

They exit. 'Where Eagles Fly' fades up again as 
the lights fade down. 

End. 
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