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Act 1

Scene 1 

Lights up on a front room of a house. There are two sofas at right angles to each other, a coffee table in the middle, a phone on a table in the corner, and lots of random cups and plates scattered around. Gordon is sitting smoking a cigarette with a Les Paul Standard guitar lying on his chest looking very pensive. A girl walks down the stairs in a dressing gown. Gordon obviously doesn’t recognise her. There is a long pause while both characters eye each other up. Then Susan ventures a comment.

Susan: 

Hi, I’m Susan. You must be Greg.

Gordon: 
You seem pretty sure and confident. I like that in a woman. Unfortunately you are wrong. My name is Gordon, which now makes you uninformed and presumptuous. (Gordon looks Susan up and down) You must be Ryan latest fad.  

Susan: 
I beg your pardon. Oh my god, are you always this rude to guests. I was just trying to be polite and…

Gordon: 
Shhh quiet you are interrupting the process. I am in my creative bubble at the moment and you are the pin that is popping it. 

Susan: 
Jesus…what a twat. (Susan goes to leave). 

Gordon: 
Actually umm … shit what’s your name.

Susan: 
Oh so it does have manners. It’s Susan.

Gordon: 
Sure whatever, could you stay? You’ve just given me an idea for a song.

Susan: 
A song, about me? 

Gordon: 
No talking just sit. (Gordon starts strumming. Susan gets up and leaves disgusted with his attitude) Damn it. My muse has left me. Still no point crying over ... (Ryan enters in a suit and tie)

Ryan: 

Morning sunshine. Have you seen Susan?

Gordon: 
Who?

Ryan: 

The girl that just came down. What do you think?

Gordon: 
She talks too much. Anyway she interrupted the process.

Ryan: 

The what? 

Gordon: 
The process Ryan, the process. The only obvious parallel to draw here would be like interrupting God while he was creating earth.

Ryan: 

You’re not religious.

Gordon: 
It’s an example ignoramus. You can piss off too. Go on get out.  

Ryan: 
Ok don’t cry. I’m off to work. See you later. Oh and … happy birthday. (Ryan goes to leave)

Gordon: 
I wasn’t crying just got smoke in my eye.

Ryan: 

Sure. Gordon. 

Gordon: 
Ryan.

Ryan: 

You got another one today. (hands over a postcard).

Gordon: 
Oh. Where’s this one from?

Ryan: 
Postmark of? It looks foreign

Gordon: 
Great help there Sherlock

Ryan: 
(Still surveying the postcard) No writing as usual. It just has a picture of a stormy sea or something.

Gordon: 
Ah you mean one of those crap black and white feel good pictures you get in card shops?

Ryan: 
Well, I think it’s nice. Is it a stormy sea, or is it the sun rising on a new morning? 

Gordon: 
You make me sick. 

Ryan: 
Where do they come from? You’ve been getting one a month ever since I’ve known you.

Gordon: 
I don’t know and I don’t care.

Ryan: 

Anyway. Got to ask a favour. Two actually old chap. 

Gordon: 
It’s my flanging birthday. What. What is it?

Ryan: 
When I get back tonight I might need a hand with something, oh and      look after Susan old boy, there’s a good fellow. (Exit Ryan)

Gordon: 
Hey where are you going? You can’t leave me alone with her. She might try to talk to me again. You know I’m not good at that. (The door slams).Oh for the flying monkeys of the Land of Oz. Crap. A plague on both their houses. Still at least now the process may continue. Birthday eh? Another year blah blah blah. (Gordon starts to strum when Susan enters and interrupts)

Susan: 
Was that Ryan he hasn’t left has he?

Gordon: 
Curses woman, you are the bane of all that is creative and good. Twice have you wounded my construction of inspiration and left me wallowing in the pit of oblivion.  

Susan: 
Why do you talk like that? And why are you such an arse hole? You don’t even know me. 

Gordon: 
There is nothing wrong with speaking the Queens English correctly with flare and eloquence. At least (pause while Gordon tries to come up with an insult)

Susan: 
That’s it Greg. Work it through. You were so close to an insult bubbling up then. (Susan runs up stairs crying)

Gordon: 
What’s wrong with her? Must be her time of the week. 
(Gordon continues strumming when a man in black with a balaclava covering his face pops his head into the room and stands there looking very unconvincing. Gordon eventually notice and is startled) 
What the … how did you get in here I … please don’t kill me, take anything, there’s a girl upstairs just don’t hurt me. Oh my God I’m too intelligent to die. 
(the masked man looks panicked, grabs a mug that is on the table and runs out letting out a small yelp as he goes). 
Help, help, help. 
(Susan runs down the stairs).

Susan: 
What’s wrong, what happened?

Gordon: 
I’ve been violated. I’ve been robbed. Quick go after him.

Susan: 
Are you mad I’m not chasing a robber. Look just calm down. We’ll sort this out. Tell me what happened.

Gordon: 
You are wasting time woman go. Call the police anything just don’t just sit there being useless.

Susan: 
What is your problem. I’m trying to help you and your insulting me. Sort it out yourself. (Susan goes upstairs looking a bit teary eyed).

Gordon: 
Just cos you’re on the blob doesn’t mean you have to take it out on me. (Pause) Whatever next? 

    Lights down

Scene 2
Lights up Gordon is in the same position but focusing on some nonexistent far off object. The doorbell rings and Gordon grabs the nearest object that happens to look dangerous. It is a letter opener and yet Gordon wields it as if it were a longsword. He trembles as he yells out . 

Gordon: 
If, if you are a salesman or the kind man in black who spared my life but also stole my favourite mug please could you go away.

Nigel: 
(From outside) Well um, I guess you could call me a friend although I am selling something. Sort of.

Gordon: 
Go away.

Nigel: 

It’s eternal life.

Gordon: 
(To himself) Let him in and he could protect you Gordie, safety in numbers. (To Nigel) Come in and explain yourself but be warned; I am armed and trained in the deadly arts.

Nigel: 
(In walks a middle aged man in a tight suit that is weathered with age, he is carrying a briefcase. It is his feeble attempt at smart attire) Hi, I’m Nigel. Don’t worry I’m not a mass murderer (Chuckles quietly to himself in a geeky fashion) I’m here to tell you about my best friend Jesus.

Gordon: 
Get out, Get out, Get out. You said eternal life you liar.

Nigel: 
Well yes but that comes through knowing and inviting Jesus into your life.

Gordon: 
Listen preacher man, I have just been robbed I have no time to debate Christianity. And besides there is no such thing as Jesus, you can put him in the same category as Fairies, the Easter bunny and Old Saint Nick.

Nigel: 

Surely you must believe in God?    

Gordon: 
Let me tell you something. I don’t believe in Gods. If there were a God it would be neither a good God nor a bad one. If there really were an all-powerful good God then surely we would live in a completely happy world. This suggests that God is neutral.

Nigel: 

Yes but the devil, the devil young man he taints the world with evil.

Gordon: 
In that case your theory states that God is not stronger than the devil
otherwise he would end the devils evil. 

Nigel: 

There’s more to it than…

Gordon: 
No more I’m afraid I tire of Christian philosophy. Do you like tea?

Nigel: 

Well, yes

Gordon: 
Good well go and make me one God boy.

Nigel: 

I hardly think… (Susan comes down the stairs)

Gordon: 
Ah yes not to worry Nige, old miss cantankerous pants here will do it (Aside to Nigel but loudly for all to here) Don’t pay any attention to her. She’s on the blob. (To Susan) Chop, Chop. (Susan runs up stairs crying) See I told you it was her time of the week.

Nigel: 

I’d better… 

Gordon: 
Make tea. Good man.

Nigel: 

No, I’d Better Go.

Gordon: 
Now, Now Nigel, I thought you believed in a loving passionate God who reaches out to poor, lost, sinners like me.

Nigel: 

I do its just…

Gordon: 
What would your God think of you leaving without spreading the good news? Come on, eh, take a load off for a while.

Nigel: 

Are you going to listen?

Gordon: 
Fuck no, just feel like some company. Cigarette?

Nigel: 

I don’t smoke. Its, you know. Unhealthy and all that. It will kill you.

Gordon: 
No falling on sharp objects will kill you. Random chance car crashes will kill you. Cigarettes on the other hand may kill you and not instantly anyway. It’s not a dead cert. Understand me Nige? Anything that isn’t definitely going to go one-way or the other is my kind of game. You see it’s a risk to smoke and I like risks, I like to gamble, take chances, go against the grain. So, cigarette?

Nigel: 

Sorry I don’t take risks.

Gordon: 
I’m sure you do, everyone loves the inexplicability of unpredictability (Smiling to himself concerning the cleverness of his lyrical language).

Nigel: 

The what?

Gordon: 
You know. The fact that when you gamble you cannot predict or control what will happen. You can become rich on a single roll of the dice or you can sleep in the gutter because you lost it all. 

Nigel: 

I don’t like to gamble full stop.

Gordon: 
Bull. Your gambling and you don’t even know it. Take you’re life Nigel. You’ve guaranteed yourself a boring life of servitude, away from the sins of the world just so that at the end you will have eternal life. You don’t know what will happen when you die for sure, so that’s the biggest gamble of them all.

Nigel: 

I call it faith.

Gordon: 
Whatever you say. You’re still a slave in this life because of it. Still I suppose in Christianity you have a win, win situation if when you die you go to heaven then yippee for you, Bravo, you were right all along, if you die and that’s it, you won’t be alive to worry about the fact you’ve wasted you’re life. I don’t know how you can still believe in a Religion, especially Christianity; its laws keep on changing. Sunday used to be the day of rest. Now you can shop, get pissed in a pub work whatever you want. It’s hard to believe in anything that keeps changing its decrees…
Nigel: 
(Interuptong Shouting) Enough, (Calmly) Please. If you are not interested then you can just say and I will go.  Instead of having smart mouth why not listen once in a while? Everybody in the world can talk. It takes a smarter man to sit there and listen. If you close your mouth once in a while and maybe you’ll learn something useful instead of how to wind people up. Now if you don’t mind I’m leaving. (Gets out of his chair) do yourself a favour, get out of that chair and go for a walk it’s a beautiful day.

Gordon: 
I don’t go outside.

Nigel: 

You don’t go outside?

Gordon: 
I don’t leave the house. There’s nothing for me out there. Not anymore.

Nigel: 
Nothing for you out there. Well I say to you is that the world is your oyster. There is nothing you can’t do. Enjoy your youth. The world is …  

Gordon: 
The world is just a montage of masks and labels made by the people for the people. It’s false. That suit your wearing Nige, is it comfortable? 

Nigel: 

Not really.

Gordon: 
But you wear it because you want to look presentable when talking about God because you know that no one will give you the time of day if you wore your ordinary rags. True?

Nigel: 

I suppose.

Gordon: 
The world doesn’t need individuals, it needs robots, conformists, Stand on your own two feet and you will be judged. Your Jesus he went against the grain, he was an individual look what happened to him: Denied by his friends, whipped, beaten, and crucified all by the same people he was trying to save. The world hasn’t changed that much in two thousand years.  

Nigel: 

So you do know a bit about Christianity.

Gordon: 
I know that if there is a God somewhere he doesn’t give a crap about the prayers of us little people. Not that he should really. This world is a disgrace. Anyway, lets change the subject.  

Nigel: 

You don’t have much faith in the world or its people, do you?

Gordon: 
Don’t get me wrong Nige, There were and still are some great people in this world, but most of us in our rich western world will fit into this social plan: Birth, education, job, pension death …
Nigel: 
(Pause) How long has it been, since you last went out?

Gordon: 
Two hundred and seventy nine days or Nine months, Three weeks, and six days. I live for my music and internet shopping, that’s it, oh and of course occasional random conversation. I am living the life of luxury not having to interact with anyone I don’t want to. (Pause. It is obviously hard for Gordon to give a compliment) Thank you by the way. You didn’t have to stay, I was a bit shaken up by that mugger earlier.

Nigel: 

You were mugged? Did you call the police?

Gordon: 
No I asked Susan upstairs to do it.  

Nigel: 
Dangerous times nowadays. Especially for a youngster like you. By the way how old are you?

Gordon: 
Twenty-five, I mean twenty-six today.

Nigel: 
Happy birthday. You know, there is more to the world than you think, despite what you think you know. Nature, no, every creation is a beautiful thing. While I was walking here I went through the park, you know living in the city it’s very easy to forget the magnificence and the small workings of nature.  I sat down for a moment and just stared at all the colours. The reds, browns, yellows, greens, blues, and I listened to all the sounds and I felt the soft breeze and I felt peaceful. Maybe I was peaceful because I felt part of the life cycle that has existed for billions of years and just as each single leaf fell off each tree I imagined that leaf as a person and then saw how many other leaves there were. I think my point is those leaves weren’t alone. It would be very ignorant of you to think that over the spans of time there was never anyone who had felt and thought the same things as you.  

(Pause for thought)

Gordon: 
That was beautiful. No really. Good argument well thought out, concise, to the point. My simple counter argument to your point is, shit and mud. I’m talking about any kind of shit and dirt, horse shit, bird shit, dog shit, dirty shit it all stinks up your clothes and shoes and makes you wish you were dead, well maybe not dead but at least not in the fucking countryside. I am the king of the castle and you are the dirty rascal. 

Nigel: 
I don’t understand you. One minute you seem nice and then you become a monster. You’re irritating, you lack manners, you’re making up theories on the spot that you probably don’t even believe in yourself just to be argumentative. What is the point? At this rate you are going to die a lonely old man. I think maybe the world is a better place for you being cooped up in here. 

 (Silence) 

Nigel: 
Look I have lots more house calls to make and this isn’t getting me anywhere so, I better go. It takes courage to get up onto your feet, step up to the door, and go out and face the world. But I bet you every person in the world feels the strain of the world at some point but they get on with it. What makes you so special? (gets up to go but stops and recites)   

And When he gets to heaven,

              To Saint Peter he will tell;

               One more soldier-reporting sir,

              I’ve served my time in hell.

A poem, The un-named soldier. It’s kind of my creed. What I live by. Make of it what you will. Take care. God bless you. (Nigel gets up and leaves forgetting his suitcase, the poem seems to have registered in Gordon based upon the fact he hasn’t answered back with a clever comment)

Lights out

Scene 3

Lights up on Gordon. He is siting up straight holding his guitar in a sort of rock pose, pretending to be playing in some kind of concert. Susan enters and just stares at him for a minute. She speaks.

Susan: 
Look, there seems to be some kind of communication issues we have to overcome. I really like Ryan and you’re his flat mate so we are going to talk, get to know each other, and you are going to listen and occasionally comment in a civil manner.

Gordon: 
Yes sir. Actually I seem to be lacking company at the moment so maybe we should talk.

Susan: 
Right, you see I don’t like not getting on with people and to be fair I don’t know you at all and maybe you were so rude to me before because it was early and you were robbed.

Gordon: 
So.

Susan: 
So maybe we got off on the wrong foot. 

Gordon: 
Well alright.

Susan: 
Ok. That’s a guitar isn’t it?

Gordon: 
Nope it’s a candle.

Susan: 
For god’s sake, what is wrong with you. We don’t know each other, I’m dating your best friend and you are being an absolute nightmare.

Gordon: 
I’m sorry, I can’t help it, I mean it is so obviously a guitar. 

Susan: 
How long have you played? 

Gordon: 
How old are you?

Susan: 
Would you like to answer my question first?

Gordon: 
Do you think your question is boring?

Susan: 
Do you think you could go two seconds without being sarcastic or mean?

Gordon: 
Do you think you could stop being so inquisitive? If you want to talk about music let’s talk about how people in the world today have no concept of good music. Seriously, nobody wants to hear songs written by people unless they’ve seen them on fucking X factor. Honestly give me one person who appreciates the smooth guitar picking of James Taylor or the sweet melancholy tones of Joni Mitchell or the full body and effort of a Bob Dylan epic. People just don’t care anymore about what they’re singing about just as long as it makes money. 

Susan: 
Wow what a rant. You sound a teeny bit bitter. Can’t you be cheery or happy about anything?

Gordon: 
Just making my point. Music is dead.

Susan: 
You don’t have much faith in the musicians and music lovers of today.

Gordon: 
Those people are vultures they just wait until some one starts playing to strike up a conversation and then mildly applaud at the end of your set because they feel obliged too. 

Susan: 
I know what you mean. This is going to sound a bit silly but I’ve always thought I was born in the wrong time. I would have loved to have lived through the sixties and seventies, gone to Woodstock and the Isle of White festival. You know Seen Jimi Hendrix do his thing live or the Crosby, Stills, Nash, and Young. Does that sound weird?

Gordon: 
Not at all I know exactly what you mean (there is a pause as they both realise they may have found some common ground) It would have been great with all the music and the drugs and the free love (there is another pause as Gordon realises what he has said. Both characters look embarrassed) Sorry that isn’t really what I meant.

Susan: 
Its ok.

Gordon: 
So you and Ryan eh?

Susan: 
Yep.

Gordon: 
How long have you been together and by together I don’t mean having sex because I don’t want to know, that’s not to say I don’t like sex I love it but not with you, not to say your not attractive … I’m not a pervert or anything.
Susan: 
(slightly unsure about Gordons uncomfortable mood) Relax. Let’s change the subject. How did you and Ryan meet?

Gordon: 
I received this house when I was about to start University and Ryan needed a place to live.

Susan: 

You received this house?

Gordon:

Yeah. From my parents.

Susan: 

Your Parents are loaded huh?

Gordon: 
Sure.

Susan: 

Anymore info to give?

Gordon: 
Nope.

Susan: 

Oh come on. Have they got a huge house?

Gordon: 
Lets Change the subject.

Susan: 
Why? Talking about parents is the best way to find out how messed up a person is. I’ll tell you about mine if you tell me about yours.

Gordon: 
Leave it ok. There’s nothing to say. 

Susan: 
(Camply )Oh. You’re a sensitive lad Gordon. It’s not that big a deal. I was just trying to make conversation, the only thing I can gather you enjoy, and …

Gordon: 
(Pause as Gordon considers Speaking. Quickly he spouts his next speech) My mother died at childbirth and my father killed himself three years afterwards but not before he booked me into an expensive and very well thought of preparatory private school. At the tender age of eighteen I was entitled to my inheritance, a little under five million pounds. 

Susan: 

I said tell me about your parents Gordon not lie like a twat.

Gordon: 
Look at this. (Gordon holds up his guitar)You really think I’d be sitting here with a vintage Les Paul standard guitar with the money people get on the dole? Look around you. I don’t work, I don’t leave my house ever, I have a lodger, your boyfriend, who doesn’t pay rent. I mean how could I afford anything otherwise if I didn’t have a bit of money stashed away? So there you go. Happy now? Got your little gossip titbit?

Susan: 
I’m sorry I didn’t mean to pry. Oh my god, you are a millionaire. Ryan told me you were but I just thought … wow…

Gordon: 
Don’t be so giddy. A millionaire and an orphan.

Susan: 

I’m sorry.

Gordon: 
Lets leave it ok.

Susan: 

Honestly, I don’t mind talking about it. I’m told I’m a good listener. 

Gordon: 
Well (Pause) When I was, this is silly. 

Susan: 

Go on.

Gordon: 
Um no.

Susan:

Fine.
Gordon: 
(Gordan lays back on the coauch like he is with a psychya’trist) Well, I had a terrible first ten years of my life based on the fact that I spent most of my childhood trying to find some scrappy form of identity from my non-existent family tree.

 Susan: 
Family tree? You sound pretty cold talking about your folks.

Gordon: 
Honestly I didn’t know them. I was to young to get upset about them dying. I was three when my Dad topped himself and I only ever saw a picture of my mother. Public school boys and teachers are all the family I’ve ever known.

Susan: 
Haven’t you got any Auntie’s or Guardians or anyone who took care of you.

Gordon: 
Nope. From what I can gather my parents pretty much kept themselves to themselves and only really interacted with one man, their financier Mr Broadsmith. My father worked out a deal with him and the bank shortly before he died, that when I turned eighteen I get my inheritance and that Mr Broadsmith worked out my tuition fees and accommodation at school. In return he gots half my Dads money. It was on the day of my eighteen birthday that I received an envelope in the post containing an eight page letter written by my father, that had some of his musings on life, an explanation of my mothers fate, and one poem. I think he wrote it himself, its pretty rubbish. (Gordon recites the poem from memory and seems unaffected and cold as he says it)

Why live in a world where sorrow reigns,

And Joy is sprung from swollen pains?

But what adventure, What peace will be,

In the silence of eternity.

(Susan looks stunned at this bombardment of new information)

Susan: 
Look Gordon I’m really sorry I was rude earlier you’ve been through a lot.

Gordon: 
Honestly I don’t care. I mean how do you lament over something you never had or can’t remember. You know it all worked out ok when I got my money. I was the luckiest eighteen year old ever. I had anything I wanted. My first day at university I turned up in an ‘MG midget convertible’ and became the most popular guy that night when I bought everyone in the bar a drink. Shame I left really.

Susan: 

You left University? Why?
Gordon: 
Have you ever been? With a degree all you are trained to do is ask questions and it couldn’t give me the one answer I was looking for. Now and again I feel I get close to some answers when I’m strumming away on my guitar. And I can’t explain why but I feel content. I really don’t know why I told you all that about my folks and all.  It’s no secret though, Ryan probably would have told anyway. I’m gonna shut up now.

(There is a long awkward silence, as both characters don’t really know what to say at Gordon outburst. Suddenly there is a knock at the door)

Nigel:
(From offstage) Hello, its Nigel. I left my briefcase. Can I come in. Or could you throw it out the window or something.

Susan: 
Who’s Nigel?

Gordon: 
My new conversation buddy. I knew he would come back for more chatting fun. (Gordon gets up to let him in overeagerly, obviously glad of the tension breaker of the arrival of Nigel) Nigel come on in. (Nigel enters) Come join the stimulating conversation. Take a seat you big … Christian you. Did you miss me?

Nigel: 

Actually I just came back to get my suitcase.

Gordon: 
Nigel this is Susan, you met briefly earlier, (To Nigel) You know when she was a bit moody. 

Nigel: 

Pleased to meet you.

Susan: 
You too. You seem to have more manners than Gordon here usually does.

Nigel: 

Not that difficult really is it. (Nigel and Susan laugh)

Gordon: 
Very witty Nigel, do me a favour, go and play with a sharp object dangerously. 

Susan: 
I’m just kidding Gordon calm down. Nigel would you like to sit down, maybe you’d like some tea, your company would be greatly appreciated (Susan seems anxious for Nigel to stay).

Nigel: 

Well I am owed a cuppa, by Gordon, so, why not.

Gordon: 
Um whose house is this?

Susan: 
Look you’re the one who wants company and here you are with not one but two people, so stop whinging.

Gordon: 
(Quietly) you’re the one that’s whinging.

Susan: 
What?

Gordon: 
I didn’t say anything anyway.

Susan: 
Gordon would you make tea? You are the host after all.

Gordon: 
But I’m so comfy, would you ask a butterfly to leave its pollen when it has but a day to live? Would you ask the fish to leave the water where it belongs? Would you ask…

Susan: 
I’m leaving. (Getting up)

Nigel: 

Yeah me too.

Gordon: 
Alright, ok. I go. You’re only on her side because you fancy her Nigel  (Gordon slowly gets up and goes toward the kitchen) don’t expect any sugar you lazy buggers (Gordon exits).

Nigel: 
(whispering ) I can’t do this alone you know. Why were you upstairs the whole time.

Susan: 
I was trying to act inconspicuous. Do you want this to look obvious. We’re not suppose to know each other so I kept my distance. Anyway were both here now. Just keep calm and keep to the plan. You almost blew it this morning, I mean who in the hell steals a mug?

Nigel: 
I’m sorry I got nervous. This is the first time I’ve done this. We could get into a lot of trouble and this guy he really gets on my nerves. What’s his problem?

Susan: 
Shhh he’s coming back remember stick to the plan. So um Nigel is it? Gordon and me were just talking about relationships are you married?

Gordon: 
(Realising Susan has changed the subject Gordon goes along with the new line of conversation) Hang on a second, Nigel might be Gay. What makes you think he’s straight? 

Nigel: 
Well um Susan, I am currently unattached and I’m not Gay. But of course Gordon here assumes that because I’m thirty-nine and single I must tickle the pickle. If you must know Gordon I’ve never found the right person. (Susan shoots Nigel a look)
Gordon: 
That is such bollocks. No one is ever going to be the right person, ever person you will ever date will annoy you in some way. The trick is finding the one that annoys you the least. Women are like riddles, if you work a certain riddle out you are destined for love … 
Nigel:  
(interrupting Annoyed) Oh great the analogy king is back. This is a conversation Gordon you don’t have to impress us with your unique incites into every subject or round off a conversation with some great philosophy or pretentious parallel. (Susan shoots Nigel another look as if to say stay calm) 

Gordon: 
What’s wrong with you Captain Christian? You seem a little on edge. Are you nervous because there’s a woman here in our midst.

Nigel: 
(Nigel gets up) Goodbye Susan, nice to have met you. Gordon I hope and pray to God I never see you again in my life. (Nigel exits in a strop once again forgetting his briefcase).

Susan: 
You really are a plonker Gordon. Why do you act like that? We could have had a perfectly nice conversation with Nigel but you had to be a sarcastic know it all. I’m going up stairs. (Susan gets up)

Gordon: 
It’s the way I am. You try and be sociable when you’ve had such a fucked up life.

Susan: 
How do you know I haven’t. I just decided a long time ago not to let my past dictate my future (Susan storms out).

Gordon: 
(Yelling after her) Thanks for that final thought Jerry Springer. 

Susan: 
(From offstage as if she is upstairs) Fuck You. (Gordon picks up his guitar, looks at it and then throws it down onto the couch annoyed with himself for ruining the company he previously had. Gordon sits and stares blankly for a while as time passes)
Lights out

Scene four

Lights up on Gordon lying on the sofa asleep. A man dressed in black with a balaclava walks in. The intruder surveys the area and walks around to where Gordon is lying. The intruder places a balaclava on Gordon’s chest and pulls the phone out of its socket and takes it with him. The masked figure then exits hurriedly slamming the door on the way out. Gordon wakes with a start. He doesn’t see the balaclava at first but tries to wake himself up. Eventually he notices it and looks horrified.

Gordon: 
(Feebly) Help. Help. (Loudly) Help me. (Susan Clambers down the stairs)

Susan: 

What’s wrong?

Gordon: 
Someone was here look. 

Susan: 

At what?

Gordon: 
This, woman. (He holds up the balaclava. Susan takes it from him)

Susan: 

What about it? 

Gordon: 
It’s a balaclava. The robber earlier wore one. He’s back. I don’t think he was satisfied with the last attack and has come back to finish me off.

Susan: 

There’s something in it.

Gordon: 
(Gordon getting more and more worked up) What? What’s in it? Is it a bomb? Oh god I don’t want to die.

Susan: 

It’s just a piece of paper. Its got ‘soon’ written on it.
Gordon: 
What does that mean? I’m doomed. Someone has got it in for me. When did you call the police? Why aren’t they here? 

Susan: 
You never asked me to call the police.

Gordon: 
What do you mean you didn’t call the police? This is a criminal matter. Are you insane? 

Susan: 
Gordon look, just because you pull a little stunt like this won’t make me come back and talk with you. Stop playing this stupid game and let it be. You blew it earlier and no little trick of yours is going to change my mind. (Susan storms upstairs)

Gordon: 
Don’t leave me, please. Ok don’t panic Gordie get to the phone and call the police. (Gordon gets up to go to the phone until he realises it is missing) No, my phone, my life line. You could get out of the house Gordon. Run away to safety. (Gordon fumbles around a bit more and then walks toward the door he stands there for a while but can’t bring himself to exit. He stays for a while until nerves get the better of him and he collapses on the sofa his head in his hands). Why is this so difficult? (He says in the foetal position for while and then sits bolt upright) Ok Gordon, remember ‘Home Alone’ ‘this is my house I will defend it’ its time to kick some ass Macualy Culkin style. I mean its one robber and all he’s done is steal a mug. I mean if one little boy can take on two thieves twice in two different cities then I can take one on no probs. Now what can I use to make a trap? (Gordon gets a pile of books and places them on top of the door) There trap set. (Gordon surveys his work with a worried look) Maybe I need more than this. (Gordon looks around again and finds some glue. He coats the books in glue and then sits back and relaxes. There is a long period of Gordon fiddling nervously.  He waits for a while until there is a knock on the door. Gordon looks shocked and scared and grabs the letter opener. He yells out in a trembling tone) Who, who is it please.

Doris:

Kleenezey.

Gordon: 
Clever. (To himself) Disguised as a salesperson the thief is trying to get into my home, well bring it on. (To Doris) I think its open, come on in. (Doris enters and walks through the door with the books on top. They come crashing down on her and gets her covered in glue)

Doris: 

(Doris yelps) aghhh. 

Gordon: 
(Gordon runs over to her and rugby tackles her to the ground) Think you can mess with Gordon Chesterton eh? 

Doris: 
Help, help get off me (Susan has by this point ran down the stairs to see what the commotion is all about)

Susan: 
Oh my God. Gordon what are you doing? (Susan picks Doris up from the floor; she is a woman in her late fifties wearing smart clothing. She looks at Gordon in disgust) 

Gordon: 
I’ve trapped the intruder. 

Doris: 
(Bemused) I’m not an intruder. I’m with Kleenezey. You said I could come in.

Susan: 
Gordon, are you insane? This lady is not your intruder if in fact there is such a thing. Does she look as if she is here to do you harm? Look at her. She’s got all of her sales goods with her, she’s not in muggers clothing and the only thing you could possibly consider to be a weapon here is her hairpin. For Crying out loud, Gordon you paranoid prick. (To Doris) I am so sorry. Gordon here was attacked earlier and is a little on edge.

Doris: 

Clearly. 

Gordon: 
(As the penny drops that he has got the wrong person) Sorry. Um, you see I was mugged earlier and I’ve been trying to perfect some kind of protection system and … look I’m sorry, um I didn’t catch your name.

Doris: 

Doris.

Gordon: 
Doris right. Well let’s see your wares so to speak

Doris: 

I beg your pardon:

Gordon: 
You said you were from Kleenezey.

Doris: 

Oh I see.

Susan: 

Look can I make you some tea and get you a cloth or something?

Doris: 

(Still a little unsure) I don’t think so, I must be off.

Susan: 
Look, stay while I get you cleaned up and Gordon here will promise to buy all of your merchandise.

Doris: 

I’m Sorry? Every single item?

Gordon: 
I’m not buying (Susan shoots Gordon a look) I mean yes of course it is the least I can do.

Susan: 

Well it’s settled then. I’ll make you some tea.

Doris: 
Well, it couldn’t hurt now could it? That would be lovely thank you dear. (Nervously) Well young man, seeing as you are being so generous in purchasing all of my products, or Kleenezey’s I should say, I must give you an in home demonstration of one of our products. What would you like me to show you?

Gordon: 
It’s ok actually.

Doris: 
No really I insist. How about I show you the stain remover product. I know how much you youngsters stain your houses especially in the bedroom…

Gordon: 
Hang on what do you…

Doris: 

When you take food and drink into them or have parties.

Gordon: 
Oh yeah I see. I thought you were being rude.

Doris: 

Whatever do you mean dear?

Gordon: 
Nothing. You were saying?

Doris: 
Yes well, most normal stain removers consist of (Looks as if she has forgotten what to say) consist of (Tries hard to remember) consists of (Doris reaches into her bag and pulls out a handbook and starts to read) Contain one type of stain removing enz …yme, oh I see, enzyme stain removing enzyme, yet our new super duper stain remover contains three different types. If the customer asks what an enzyme is then read section B in this pamphlet, (Looks up from reading) oh yes excuse me, I wasn’t supposed to read that bit. 

Gordon: 
(Finding this a little bit humorous) What’s an enzyme Doris.

Doris: 
(Still reading with some difficulty) Section B, Oh yes here we are. Well, customers name. (Looks up from reading) Excuse me I wasn’t supposed to read that either. (Reads) Well… Looks at Gordon)

Gordon: 
Gordon.

Doris: 
Gordon. Right. (Carries on reading) Well Gordon an enzyme is one of natures natural cata … catalysts, but just between you and me, let’s call it a speeder upper. 

Gordon: 
(holding back the giggles) A speeder upper. Right. Understood.

Doris:
(looking pleased as she thinks she is doing a good job) The enzyme allows reactions to go faster or in our case your stains to be removed quicker. (Susan walks in with two mugs of tea)

Gordon: 
Ah come and join the interesting world of stain removing enzymes. 

Susan: 

(handing her tea) There you go Doris. Sorry what were you saying?

Doris: 
Well Susan an enzyme is one of nature’s natural catalysts. (Gordon realises that Susan hadn’t introduced herself)

Gordon: 
Wait a second. How do you know her name Doris?

Doris: 
She told me.

Gordon: 
I don’t recall any introductions.

Doris: 
She told me when you weren’t here. 

Gordon: 
I’ve been here the whole time.

Doris: 
No? I mean I’ve overheard you saying it. (Doris looks bemused Susan stands up straight and pulls a gun from her trousers)

Gordon: 
What the …

Susan: 
Before you open that sarcastic, stupid mouth don’t or it will be full of lead. (Doris pulls a gun from under her extremely granny type skirt with some difficulty) Now I’ll give a couple of seconds to take a look at this and to realise what it is. Yes, you’re right, it’s a gun, and yes, we are in fact robbers. Now, notice where this gun is aimed (the gun is pointed at Gordons crotch) although I doubt whether anyone would want to procreate with you anyway, so move and you’ll lose it. Sorry, where are my manners, we come into your house to rob you and we haven’t even introduced ourselves properly, I’m Piss me off and I’ll shoot, and this is Don’t need a reason I’m just trigger happy (Doris waves eerily). Fucking hell Doris, you weren’t supposed to give the game away until backup got here. Never mind. Now you are going to sit here until our boss gets here and when he does you are going to co-operate in relieving yourself of all your money. Now when he does arrive you are going to sign some papers and give us all the money we are owed. 

Gordon: 
What the hell? What money you’re owed? I don’t have any debts. 

Susan: 
What did I tell you about talking? Now mention another word and I swear you won’t be able to have sex ever.

Gordon: 
I don’t get any anyway. What’s going on? Tell me. 

Susan: 
That’s it. (Susan Cocks the gun and Gordon starts to cry. He puts his heads in his hands; Susan and Doris look at each other with looks of worry)   

Doris: 

Yes, please do be quiet dear, there’s a good chap. 

Susan: 

Um Doris may I have a word over here in private?

Doris: 

Of course dear. 

Susan: 
And you (Looking at Gordon) Stay where you are and keep your head in your hands (Susan takes Doris over to the other side of the room whilst keeping a gun trained on a rather bemused Gordon) Good one Doris. You’re not being very scary. You know while your getting nasty why not bake him some cakes, or massage him.

Doris: 

Well if you think it would help. This is going rather isn’t it?

Susan: 
God Doris, Cliff Richard’s Christmas songs are scarier than you trying to be tough.

Doris: 
There are some that might say that in some way Cliff Richard is scary. You know he does look a bit perverted now you come to mention it, he’s all cheesy and a bit …

Susan: 
Look Doris, No one is going to be frightened by someone who acts nice. Just let me do the talking ok. (Doris nods. There is a knock on the door and someone yells out)

Nigel: 

Hello, is there anyone there, I left my briefcase again.

Susan: 
(Susan walks over to Gordon, Nudges him and whispers) Tell him to come in.

Gordon: 
(In a shaky tone) Come in Nigel. It’s open. (Nigel enters wearing all black and a balaclava. He is carrying the mug that was stolen from the house earlier he removes his Balaclava and gets his briefcase he pulls a gun from it) Oh my God not you too Nigel. I should have known. You posing as a straight man and a Christian was about as convincing as…

Nigel: 
Shut your mouth Gordon and don’t even think I’m not going to shoot you. You’ve ridden my patience to its end today. Sorry, where are my manners, we come into your house to rob you and we haven’t even introduced ourselves properly, I’m Piss me off and I’ll shoot, this is Don’t need a reason I’m just trigger happy and I’m …

Susan: 

Um Nigel I’ve done that bit already.

Nigel: 
(Nigel’s mood seems to change into something a bit camp) You what. That was my favourite bit.

Susan: 

Sorry Doris gave me away too soon so I had to improvise.

Nigel: 

Well if you say so. I suppose improvising is a skill of our trade.

Susan: 
(Gordon is looking in a bemused fashion at Nigel and Doris) Shut up everyone. Seriously nobody talks until he gets here. (She looks at Gordon) Especially not you fuck face.

Doris: 

(To Nigel under her breath) Oh dear. That was a bit strong.

Gordon: 
Tell me what’s going on. I haven’t got anything you want to rob, its all worthless.

Susan: 
(Susan Picks up Gordon’s guitar) I’m sure a Vintage Les Paul Standard guitar is worth a fair amount. Anyway the boss isn’t after your possession, just your money.

Gordon: 
Who’s your boss? Please just tell me what’s happening. If you are going to kill me anyway, I want to know?

Susan:
I think I’ll let him explain. When he arrives. (Louder as if she is giving a cue line) When he arrives. (We hear someone coming into the house. Ryan enters the room)

Ryan: 

What the hell is going on here?

Gordon: 
Ryan get out, they have guns.

Ryan: 
I know Gordon I have one too. (Ryan pulls out s gun and aims at Gordon) 

Gordon: 
No, no please Ryan not you too. Why? What’s going on?

Ryan: 
Why have you all blown your cover? Remember the plan? Do you remember what we rehearsed? Because it looks to me as if my team has taken this situation into their own hands. So Susan you wanted to get some of the money for yourself huh? Or was it Nigel here trying to deal me out of my cut? Or maybe sweet little Doris here actually isn’t that sweet maybe she wanted to overthrow my claim to this little scam? What the hell is going on?

Susan: 
Doris blew it Ryan I’m sorry she said my name before we’d met and …

Ryan: 
Shut it. I’ll deal with you later. More importantly lets get back to matters in hand. Gordon, my loyal, innocent, totally stupid flat mate. Allow me to introduce myself I’m Piss me off and I’ll shoot, this is Don’t need a reason I’m just trigger happy …

Doris: 

We’ve done that bit.

Susan: 

I said it.

Nigel: 

Yeah they did it already.

Gordon: 
What’s going on? Why me? Don’t do this.

Ryan: 
Don’t do it? Why? Because you’ve known me for so long. I’ve waited eight years, pretending to be your friend, putting up with your sarcasm, just to get my hands on your four point eight million dollars. It hardly seems enough money for all the agony of listening to you day after day. When it comes to money, nobody has got any loyalties Gordon; you of all people should know that. I’ve planned this scam for years waiting until now to pounce because its taken me this fucking long to get to know you, get to know your weaknesses, you bank details everything. Then you made it easier for me by not going out. And now my plan is finally nearing its conclusion.

Gordon:

Why me though Ryan why do you need money.

Ryan: 
How about, so that for one show I direct I can get a good review or audience reaction.

Gordon: 
You’re going to steal my money to produce a good show?

Ryan: 
The Times states and I quote ‘the only thing worse than the actors of this production of Shakespeare’s Hamlet was the unintelligent and basic direction of Ryan Childs. The Guardian states ‘make sure you bring a pen to Ryan childs production of Samuel Beckett’s Endgame The lack of theatrical invention and direction will soon have you thrusting the tip of the pen it into your eyes to preserve yourself from having watch another minute of it’. Metro states in regards to my musical production of the horrors of World War Two ‘Ryan Childs you have stolen three hours of my life’. You see Gordon Reviews like that can certainly drive you towards the extreme. Now you are going to sign this (Ryan shoves a piece of paper under Gordons nose and gives him a pen to write) this is your passport to safety sign it and we will leave and you can get back to your life. Either that or we can just kill you and forge your signature, you decide. (Gordon takes the pen and signs reluctantly). Grand, now all my plan needs is for you to die. People take aim. (They all lift their guns and aim at Gordon)

Gordon: 
Ryan please. Don’t do this I’ll give you anything.

Ryan: 
No Gordon, you have given me everything. FIRE! (Gordon cringes and braces himself for impact. Susan, Doris, Nigel and Ryan all let off there guns. Instead of bullets flying out of them, little flags do saying happy birthday) Happy birthday Gordon. (Gordon provides a look of confusion, relief and anger) 

Gordon: 
Ryan. Ryan. What is this?

Ryan: 
Welcome to Ryan Childs production of Gordons birthday surprise. Allow me to introduce the players. Doris here is one of my students in my acting classes, this is her first real role. Susan here …

Gordon: 
Role? Role? Ryan please don’t tell me you have just scared the shit out of me making me think I was going to die all for some little play that you are putting on. 

Ryan: 
No Gordon. This play was for you. It’s your birthday present. I mean what do you get for the man who could buy anything? Excitement, adventure all in the confines of your own home. Ingenious yeh?

Gordon: 
Ryan what’s wrong with you. I am not an audience member who can just walk away from this, this happened to me not to an actor on stage. I actually thought I was done for, that’s enough to mess anyone’s head up for life. How could you do this to me. Get out all of you … NOW. (All exit except Ryan. There is along silence. Ryan looks disappointed and angry. Gordon looks raged)

Ryan:
You know why I did this I wanted you to feel something Gordon. Day after day I see you sitting in here and I kept saying to myself, he’ll come out tomorrow, he’ll come out tomorrow, but as time went on I realised that wasn’t going to happen I realised you could quite easily stay here for the rest of your life sheltered, alone and you would never know what life, real life is like, you would never feel anything again. You have become a ghost Gordon, not even a person, you feel nothing and you let nobody in. You’re not alive because you’re not living, you’re not dead because you’re still breathing. You are nothing Gordon, nothing and the only thing you have left to look forward to is death. Like father like son I guess.

Gordon: 
Get out of my house. (Ryan storms out. After a period of Gordon sitting staring blankly thinking things over, he picks up the guitar and starts to strum)

Lights out 
Scene 5

 Lights up on Gordon lying on his back staring at the ceiling. Nothing happens for a while. Suddenly we see a man in his early fifties looking in through the window. Gordon realises he is being watched and turns around to look at the figure in the window. The man speaks.

Walter:
I’m looking for Gordon Chesterton, does he live here? This is the address I was given.

Gordon: 
Who are you?

Walter: 
Let’s say my name is Walter, can I come in, I need to talk with Gordon Chesterton.

Gordon: 
(To himself) Another one of Ryan’s little theatre games, well he won’t trick me this time. (To Walter) It should be open.

Walter: 
(Walter stares at Gordon with sad eyes and then quickly changes tack) You’re very trusting in this day and age, I could have been anyone.

Gordon: 
Who are you?

Walter: 
Yes to the point. I’m afraid I’ve got some bad news for Gordon is he here. 

Gordon: 
No he um, popped out for a bit. He should be back any minute.

Walter: 
Is it ok to wait? Its just I’m only here for today. I’m off to Africa tomorrow.

Gordon: 
Oh yeah. How come?

Walter: 

Well I’m travelling the world at the moment; this is just a pit stop.

Gordon: 
Traveller eh? Aren’t you a little old to be travelling? You can sit down by the way. 

Walter:  
Thanks. No not really I took early retirement, best time to do it I reckon.

Gordon: 
Where have you been?

Walter: 
All over the place really, India, Thailand, Russia, Australia. One day I decided to travel and see the world and I’ve been doing it ever since.

Gordon: 
(Trying to catch Walter out) What do you think of the Whitsunday Islands?

Walter: 
I only stayed one of them, Daydream Island but it was nice enough, very commercial though, not natural enough for my liking. Why have you been?

Gordon: 
No I just saw a holiday program about it. So you have been there?

Walter: 

Yeah that’s what I said.

Gordon: 
So why do you travel?

Walter: 

What?

Gordon: 
Why do you travel? Most people have a reason they travel around.

Walter: 
I don’t know really. Maybe it’s because I want to see it all, I want to be an old man, well older man that says I’ve lived my life and seen everything. Honestly though, I don’t know really, the call of the road perhaps, to taste other cultures. I think it's just what I want to do. I travel because it feels right.  

Gordon: 
Look you can cut the act now, tell Ryan I didn’t appreciate his first little game and this one is equally as tiring.

Walter: 

What? Who’s Ryan?

Gordon: 
Cut the act, you’re not even a good actor; I’ve seen better acting in Hollyoaks.

Walter: 
Look I don’t know what you’re talking about. I just need to give Gordon this message and then I have to leave.       

Gordon: 
Ok. What is it?

Walter: 

The message is for Gordon, its private.

Gordon: 
I’m Gordon and you know I am.

Walter: 

I can’t help but feel a little confused. 

Gordon: 
Just tell me your little message and bugger off.

Walter: 

So you are Gordon?

Gordon: 
That’s right. Now message please.

Walter: 
Well all right. I don’t know how to tell you this but . . . I’m afraid your father has passed away. 

Gordon: 
Yeah about twenty-three years ago.

Walter: 
No. Sorry I’m not being very clear. He died a month ago. I’m afraid there is a lot to tell.

Gordon: 
What a lame story. Ryan could have thought up something better than that. 

Walter: 
I don’t know who this Ryan is but I’m being serious and I don’t have much time so please let me finish.

Gordon: 
(Sarcastically) Sorry, please continue.

Walter: 
I met Roger, Your father, when I was lying on one of the sacred banks of the Ganges in India. He was getting into some scrape with the locals because he was drunk and had just pissed in the river. I intervened to stop him from getting knifed and walked him to the nearest village to sober up.

Gordon: 
Listen how long is this fictitious story going to take. 

Walter: 
I see you don’t believe me. Look I can’t say I blame you. I know what you think happened but please …

Gordon: 
No you listen, Ryan can mess with me by making me think I’m going to die but bringing up the past and making up a story like this is below the belt. I may not have known my parents but he should let the dead stay dead, he shouldn’t be dragging up my father like this. 

Walter: 
Listen, I’m sorry you think I’m messing with you but I’m serious. I know all about you and your situation. I know that you should have recently received a post card from Fiji.

Gordon: 
Ryan could have told you that.

Walter: 
(Walter removes some papers and hands them to Gordon) Your father asked me to give you these.
Gordon: 
(Gordon turns white as he looks through the papers) This looks like my fathers writing, where did you get this?

Walter: 
Look just let me finish. (Gordon listens) Anyway we went to this village and once he was sober and safe I was about to leave but he offered to pay for dinner for me, he said something about liking company and conversation. Well you know when you are travelling you should never say no to a free meal. So I went with him. Anyway he bought the meal paid for everything and then made me a proposition. He said he liked me because I talked a lot. He asked where my next destination was and he said he would pay for everything as long as he was allowed to accompany me for a while. He seemed really sad and lonely. I thought he was kidding but sort of wanted company myself so I agreed. We travelled around for two months and every time we hit a new destination he would buy a postcard write the address and your name but nothing else. Anyway one night we found ourselves in this little hotel called the Navitti in Fiji and we both got drunk on a mixture of Cava, white rum, mixed with a few herbs. We went down to the beach and the sky was full of the brightest stars you have ever seen. Roger started mumbling something about a woman in white coming towards him on the water. I thought nothing of it and put it down to the booze. The next day he just sat there staring out at the sea, all day. He just kept staring as if he was in a trance just like the night before. That night, even though this time we hadn’t been drinking, the same thing happened all though this time he started yelling a name. Charlotte he kept yelling towards the sea, over and over. He said he could see her walking on the waves beckoning him in.

Gordon: 
(Alarmed and surprised) How do you know her name? Nobody knows her name. 

Walter: 

Whose name?  

Gordon: 
Charlotte, Charlotte was my Mothers name. How do you know it?

Walter: 
It was the name your father was yelling out to sea that night, he said he could see her and that she was telling him to come home to her. I couldn’t see anything but the reflection of the stars in the water.

Gordon: 
No, stop, you’re lying, this can’t be true. Stop messing with me. My father is dead, he killed himself.

Walter:  
I know this must be hard but please let me finish.

Gordon: 
Stop it. I don’t want to hear anymore. (Gordon looks in disbelief)

Walter: 
I’m really sorry. Look, he asked me to come here and explain. I can leave if you want? But I thought you would want to know what really happened to him.

Gordon:

This can’t be. 

Walter: 
Please let me finish, I will explain everything. He was a really quiet man your father, but when he did talk he would talk he would always have something profound to say. You could never have a conversation with him. Once he told me that he believed there was one person in the world meant for everyone, just one. He always spoke about the unseen bond between two people where everything fits into place before you’ve even spoken your first word to them. It wasn’t until that night in Fiji that I realised he was talking about the bond between your mother and him. That night he was yelling out to sea he started to wade out into the waves, he would’ve gone all the way out if I hadn’t dragged him back. I pulled him back onto the shore and he fell to the ground. It was then I noticed two little sticks piercing his feet, I realised it was the spines of a Weever fish. I pulled them out immediately and sucked out as much poison as I could. I took him straight to hospital, it was this little dank looking hole of a place and the doctor took him straight to a hospital bed. He barely made it through the night and kept slipping in and out of consciousness. Eventually in the morning he opened his eyes and I was next to the bed. It was then he spoke of you and your mother. He told me of how your mother died and how he could not accept it. He told me then of how he looked into he eyes of his newborn and had to turn away because his child reminded him too much of his wife. He tried to bring you up but every time he looked at your face he would weep and feel the loss of your mother all over again. He decided to put you in a nursery just for a while to clear himself up. That never happened though. He decided instead he wanted to run away from everything so he decided to change who he was entirely and fake his own death. He pulled out a few teeth and then set his car alight and pushed it over a cliff. (There is a long pause) After he told me everything he told me to come to England and tell you the true story and told me and to give you these papers (He points at the paper work Gordon was given earlier). It’s his will. He died later that night in the hospital, the poison was too strong but he wasn’t scared, he just kept saying that he was going to see her soon. (Pause) I’m very sorry.


(There is Silence Gordon looks stunned, upset and confused)
Gordon: 
Its funny, you know my father better than I do, you know what he was like how he looked everything and now he’s gone. I mean really gone. How could it be true? All these years and not one visit it can’t be real.

Walter: 
Believe it or not your father was always close to you as often as you needed fees paid or new schools to enrol in. He sent you a letter on your eighteenth birthday along with half his money. He has always been around, you just never knew it. He adopted a new name for himself, Mr Broadsmith.

Gordon: 
No your lying? Please tell me you’re lying.
Walter: 
It is true, The dying wishes of a broken man was for me to come here and give you the rest of your inheritance and to explain where he has been all these years. 

Gordon: 
It can’t be.

Walter: 

I’m sorry. This can’t be easy.

Gordon: 
Easy, This can’t be easy, let me tell you something I didn’t even know my father. I thought he had died long before I could remember anything and I would get told from nursery to secondary school what had happened to my Mother and father. Each time accompanied by a child psychologist. And you know what all of them told me? They said that I shouldn’t feel sad because I wasn’t abandoned. I wasn’t abandoned, some big fucking joke that’s turned out to be. As it happens, I was not only an abandoned child but was completely lied to all my life. (Gordon breaks down). 

Walter: 

He loved you very much.

Gordon: 
(Enraged) Loved me, really? Then where the fucks he been all my life. Not a word from him in twenty-three years nothing, except some bogus letter when I was eighteen which means nothing at all next to this.

Walter: 
He wanted to write to you or speak to you but he couldn’t, what could he say to the son he abandoned? He built up revealing himself to you so much over the years until he couldn’t even bring himself to write to you. Maybe that’s why he sent those postcards. He felt that that was a way to be connected to you.

Gordon: 
I have no father. All my life I have struggled with who I am, I have had no identity, nothing. All we are is someone in relation to someone else, a brother, a sister, a son, that’s how most people define themselves. I’m nothing I am a flatmate, that’s it, that is my identity. You have no idea what I’ve been through so you have no right defending that man. I didn’t want to know that he was still alive. I was content to sit here and live out my days just living in my world but now you’ve messed it up. You have contaminated this room, my world.

Walter: 
You sound like your father and he always used to say he was a nonentity, a nobody. You said to me that everybody travels for a reason; well your father’s reason was to escape real life. He kept running so he didn’t have to live, so he didn’t have to face the real world. Because of one event in his past he destroyed his future. He would always say he was an insignificant person that he was nothing, and that was how he lived. Is that how you want you’re life to be? Because the way I see it is if you’re not living your life then all you’re doing is digging the whole your going be buried in. Look I’m sorry for you I really am (Walter gets up) I’ve given you this stuff; I’ve done what I came to do. I’m sorry I can’t help you more. You have to help yourself from here on in. I’ve got a plane to catch (Walter exits. Gordon is sitting staring at the floor utterly mentally drained he looks tearful, angry and pensive. A long while passes until eventually Ryan enters)

Ryan: 

Hey mate, who was that?

Gordon: 
Leave me alone Ryan.

Ryan: 
Sure look, I just came to apologise. It was a bit out of order what we did. I was just trying to give you a bit of action and adventure in your life. I’ve lived with you for eight years and believe it or not you’re my best friend. Lately, even before you stopped going out I’ve been really worried about you. You’ve started to drift away from, well reality. I just wanted you to get a glimpse of the fact that there may be more to life than you think. Remember how great it used to be? You’d come and see some terrible play I was directing and I’d come and see you play at the cafes. It was fun. I miss your company. (Gordon remains silent) Well anyway, me and all of your fake attackers are going to be down at the halfway house in case you’re feeling like a birthday drink. 
(Ryan exits. Gordon stares blankly for a moment and then, as if he had gained a burst of energy, gets to his feet, he stands for a moment with a teary face and steps towards the door, he picks up the post card in one hand and looks at it. Gordon stands staring hard at the door)

Lights out  
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