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ACT I

Scene 1

The 70’s. A bedroom that walks a fine line

between the lair of a child and that of a

teenager. At stage left, an open door, at the

corner of stage right, a bay window with a worn

love seat beneath.

In the centre, a closet door, beside it, a record

player. A bed on stage right, tangled covers,

clothes and flotsam strewn around it. A clock

above it.

A desk on stage left, messy with books and papers.

Room has been made in the centre for a rotary dial

phone, and at the back for a small fish-tank with

a single goldfish. The legs of the desk are

stumpy, each about half a foot long.

And at the desk, Billy. Thirteen years old and a

mess of tousled hair, he’s sitting hunched up on a

chair, barefoot in pyjama bottoms and a vest,

staring at the phone.

BILLY

"Darling won’t you wait, won’t you wait, won’t you wait

/ Darling won’t you wait for m-"

It rings. He switches off the record player and

rips the phone from its handle.

BILLY

Hey!... Hey! Hello?... Lucy? Lucy. Lu-... Hey! Yeah it

works! How did you-... Yeah. Did you-... Yeah I just

brought it upstairs and plugged it in and... yeah... No

they’ve been gone about half an hour. Can you come

over?... Can’t you say th-... Oh. Aw. Well sure we can

give it a-... Yeah. Ok

He looks around the room.

BILLY

I can’t see your house from here... I know you’re just

around the corner but it’s a corner and-... I haven’t

tried. Look you can come over next time they’re out...

Promise... Billy Redden doesn’t break his promises...

That doesn’t count... Look, sure let’s give it a shot

anyway. Yeah. Yeah. Cool. Okay. 1, 2, 3! "Darling won’t

you wait, won’t you wait, won’t you w-" Oh. You gotta

go?... Yeah okay, cool. Call back if you can, tell your

Mam I say h-
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He gets up, picking a few bits of clothes off the

floor. He opens the closet door - it’s large

enough inside, we can see all of it but it

stretches back a little bit, maybe four or five

feet long and wide - and throws the clothes on top

of a pile on the floor.

He closes the closet, the door of the room, the

curtain. He flicks the light off and gets into

bed. Sings a little more of "Darling Won’t You

Wait".

Eventually he closes his eyes.

The closet door bursts open, a man comes stumbling

out and on to the floor. Billy screams, throws

himself out of the bed.

He trips in his bed sheets and falls to the floor.

The man starts roaring too.

Billy runs straight into him, and the man grabs

him by the shoulders.

MAN

What’s happening?

Billy knees him in the balls and runs for the

door.

MAN

Oh God. Oh......

(realisation)

...my God. Billy!

Billy stops.

MAN

Billy. Oh bollocks.

Billy turns on the light. We see him now. Red is

in his mid-twenties, taller and broader than Billy

but with the same flop of hair. And in his boxers.

BILLY

What? Who are you?

RED

I’m... oh God Billy, I thought this was all in my...

BILLY

Are you...
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RED

I’m not.

Billy moves towards Red.

RED

I’m really, really not.

BILLY

Really, really not what?

RED

Oh, Billy. Billy Billy Billy.

Billy suddenly takes a long step to a horrified

Red, who takes a similar step back.

RED

Stop that.

BILLY

Why?

RED

Because this is really not what you think it is and I

know that you think it is what it is because I... Billy

just because a man in his boxers falls out of your

closet and yeah I see the funny bit in that but just

because I happen to fall out of there with not much

clothes on it doesn’t mean that, that-

BILLY

That we’re gonna do it?

RED

No! No Billy you’re, you’re thirteen years old!

BILLY

I’m fifteen!

RED

You’re really really not fifteen, Billy. You’re

thirteen and this is 1971 and stop looking at me like

that because-

BILLY

Because what?

RED

(to himself)

Recycle recycle...

(to Billy)

...okay Billy you know the way this strapping young man

- me - just came bursting out of that closet?

(CONTINUED)
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Billy nods.

RED

And how that can’t happen?

Billy nods.

RED

But it did anyway? Okay now stay in that mindset.

BILLY

Come to bed.

RED

Agh! I’m you.

Billy stops.

RED

I’m you. I’m you I’m you I’m you I’m you I’m you. My

name is Billy Séamus Redden born March 27th 1968 to

Martha and Raymond Redden, my address was 4 Rathlin

Crescent and then just The Downs and that’s where I

lived in the attic and that’s where I grew up and

that’s where... Billy?

BILLY

Okay.

RED

What?

BILLY

Okay. You’re me. I’m in that mindset. Explain better.

RED

I wondered. Lucy, the blood, the flutter valve and that

disease. I mean, I wondered... well at least I’m not

crazy. And now you’re acting calm and cool and I don’t

remember being calm and cool.

BILLY

I’m not calm and cool. I’m scared.

RED

That I remember. Well you’re handling it much better

from the outside in then you feel from the inside out,

let me tell you.

BILLY

Are you Billy, then? Too?
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RED

Red. Or Redser if you like.

He offers his hand to shake.

RED

It’s okay. We can shake hands.

Billy shakes Red’s.

BILLY

This is odd.

A knock from inside the closet.

RED

Oh bollocks.

The door slowly opens, and Will steps out. Dressed

in a lab coat, he’s the wrong side of forty and

looking worse for wear. In spite of this, he

projects an air of resigned confidence and

authority, even with a glass of whiskey in one

hand and a record - the score to ’Chicago’ - in

the other.

WILL

I wasn’t sure if you’d have... succumbed. Love thyself

and all that. Put some clothes on.

Red enters the closet, he pulls things off the

hangers and from the pile on the floor.

WILL

It’s dark in there. And I’m missing my shift.

(to Billy, offering his hand)

Will Redden. Doctor Will Redden.

(Red stiffens)

Thirty-nine years old. Pleasure to meet you. Me.

Billy takes his hand.

BILLY

How old is-

RED & WILL

Twenty-six.

BILLY

Thirteen.
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WILL

Yep. From what we can tell it happens every thirteen

years. Except for Billy No Show.

BILLY

No show?

WILL

Fifty-two. Though from what we hear there’s a couple of

years there that are a bit hazy.

BILLY

Hazy?

Will nods to his glass, before taking a look

around the room.

BILLY

You mean this has happened before?

WILL

Before? Nah. Always. Over and over.

(looks at record in his hand)

I only bought this today. What are the odds?

Red comes back out of the closet in stretchy

shorts, a bomber jacket, a pair of army boots, and

holding a teddy bear. He closes the door behind

him. The other two eye him up.

RED

Yeah yeah. We need to prepare him.

WILL

He’ll be fine.

RED

Were you fine?

WILL

Now there’s a question.

RED

Billy, sit down.

Billy backs on to the bed, sitting on the end.

WILL

Tick tock, Red.

Will puts his record on.
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RED

Shut up, Will.

(back to Billy)

Okay listen, Billy, you’re going to hear a lot of stuff

from the four of us tonight, you won’t understand all

of it but I want you to just take it all as face value

information from strangers and don’t, don’t, dwell on

the thinking behind it. We’re strangers.

WILL

Ha.

There’s a dull thud from the closet.

WILL

Not yet.

’All That Jazz’ kicks off on the record player,

volume low, panicking Red to speed up.

RED

The rest of them, they’re here to turn you into a

doctor. And they will be under-handed in the way they

try and do that. I am on your side. I want you to be

whatever you want to be.

WILL

Billy? Take this from a person who’s been through this

exactly one more time than G.I. Joe over there. Just

let it happen.

RED

I know what it feels like-

WILL

You’re relying on the memories of little over an hour

from when you were thirteen years old, you thought you

were crazy-

BILLY

An hour?

WILL

Give or take. Tick tock, Red.

RED

Look, there’s going to be a good bit of blood and we’re

going to be doing a lot of medical stuff but you don’t

need to worry about that for a little while, we’re all

qualified-
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WILL

Yep. Even him.

RED

(to Billy)

You were talking to Lucy a little while ago, yeah?

BILLY

Yeah, are we still-

RED

Saw her yesterday. How did she sound?

BILLY

Fine.

RED

Okay, we’ll deal with that later.

BILLY

You... you have an-

RED

Accent. London. For-

WILL

Eight years. Studying.

RED

Lucy. You’re going to have to lie to her as well, just

to warn you.

BILLY

I don’t know if I can-

RED

You’re gay. You’re gay. We’re gay. You can lie. You’re

also going to hear a lot of talk about something called

Huntington’s Disease-

WILL

Hey!

RED

Don’t worry about it, Billy okay-

WILL

Hey hey hey!

Will shoots across the room and over beside Billy.
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RED

He doesn’t need that shoved down his throat-

WILL

Yeah he does. I know things are peachy keen from where

you’re squatting but for some of us-

RED

I know you think-

WILL

For some of us that’s the only good thing we ever

managed to...

(back to Billy)

Billy, if you have ever wanted to do something amazing

with your life, remember every word we say about

Huntington’s.

RED

I’m trying to give him freedom-

WILL

Well you don’t get it. All this floundering, all this

freaking out...

RED

I can change things.

WILL

Fine, give it a shot. I did. But Red, sometimes the

best thing you can do is not do anything.

(to Billy)

Every word, Billy, you hear?

RED

Okay, okay, um, shit shit shit.

WILL

Lucy? Seem to remember running with that for a while.

RED

Lucy. Oh God okay Billy apart from everything else that

happens with Lucy tonight you’re going to hear a lot of

shit talked about that girl-

WILL

Woman.

RED

Don’t believe a word of it, okay, I didn’t when I was

you and I still don’t now so don’t-
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WILL

But you kind of do, Red. I remember.

RED

Look, all I’m saying is that she’s a good person and

she’s a good friend and you should treat her the way

she treats you and not the way they say that things go

down the line-

WILL

Billy? Last time I was here I was him. And I was wrong.

RED

This is the last thing, Billy, I don’t think, there’s

not enough time-

BILLY

Hurry up.

RED

I know you’re lonely. I know you’re... I know you’re

lonely.

BILLY

I’m not-

RED

I know you know there’s something not there and they’re

going to tell you a lot about how that goes and how

that turns out, and Billy, Billy, we can change how

they say things go, we can, the two of us can make it

so... Billy I was with a guy tonight I was with a guy

and we were in our boxers and he was nice and.... we

don’t have to be lonely. We are worth loving.

The door of the closet bursts open. It bounces off

the record player, knocking the volume up.

Miss Kitty Fantastico, drag queen extraordinaire,

is standing in the doorway. Well into her sixties,

head to toe glamour, she bursts into an

enthusiastic mime as the song takes over the room.

MISS KITTY

5, 6, 7, 8...

She acknowledges them, shaking their hands quickly

in turn as she moves on. She totters over to the

desk - rhythmically and miming all the way - and

pulls a couple of plastic bags out of one of the

drawers.

She carefully takes the phone off the desk and

places it on the floor.

(CONTINUED)
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She moves back across the room to the window,

gesturing Will and Red towards the desk behind

her. They move over and start clearing it off.

She opens the curtains and then the windows.

She rips the bed clothes off the bed, while Will

and Red join in miming as the de facto chorus.

Will and Red, having cleared it off, pick the desk

up and start sliding it to the centre of the room.

She throws the sheets and pillow on the desk,

picks up the fish-tank and exits.

BILLY

Henry!

Miss Kitty bursts back in holding some soap,

Dettol, toilet roll, towels and a scissors.

She kneels down beside the desk as Red lifts that

end up, and she shuffles underneath, unscrewing

both legs.

Red puts the table back down, now resting at an

angles, while Kitty grabs the sheet and forces

Will and Red to take either end.

She breezes out of the room again and re-enters,

the fish-tank emptied of pebbles, castles and

goldfish and now containing crystal clear water.

She also has two clear plastic bags as make-shift

gloves over her hands.

She dumps the fish-tank by the desk, throws a

towel in, and forces the pillow into Billy’s

hands. On the final drum beat of the song, she

poses dramatically. It ends.

She waits. She keeps waiting.

MISS KITTY

Dammit, I never get the timing r-

The closet door bursts open (hitting the wall

again and knocking off the player), and Mr. Redden

comes falling into the sheet.

Red and Will catch him, and lower the sheet so

he’s lying into it.
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MR. REDDEN

Fuck! Fuck!

MISS KITTY

Alright then.

Miss Kitty rushes to get behind Mr. Redden and

through the sheets grabs him under the armpits.

MISS KITTY

One, two, three!

With a groan the three lift Mr. Redden up and on

to the table, on his back and with his head down

the slope.

MISS KITTY

Billy!

She ushers Billy to keep the pillow under his

head, and they settle him as best they can.

He’s in his early seventies, dressed in a suit.

There’s blood on his hands and face, but mainly

around his chest.

MR. REDDEN

I’m Mr. Redden. Pleased to meet-

MISS KITTY

What we’ve got here Billy is a stab wound to the chest,

just a little low of the heart, which is why I’m trying

to get his blood to flow upstream. Not necessarily

fatal but certainly-

Mr. Redden screams, Will and Red hold him down.

MISS KITTY

Oh come off it, William, it’s just a nick.

MR. REDDEN

Gag!

RED

What?

Miss Kitty quickly undoes her belt and gives it to

Billy, who eases it into Mr. Redden’s open mouth.

MISS KITTY

More!

(CONTINUED)
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Red picks up a few t-shirts off the ground and

offers them to Miss Kitty, who presses them down

on the wound as well. Red grabs the towel out of

the fish tank and uses it to wipe the blood off

Mr. Redden’s face and hands.

BILLY

(moving for the phone)

I’ll call an ambulance.

WILL, RED & MISS KITTY

No!

BILLY

I... I know this is... he needs help!

MISS KITTY

He’s got three perfectly capable doctors taking care of

him.

BILLY

On a desk in my room!

MISS KITTY

I know I know it’s not the ideal solution but... Billy,

we don’t have time for an ambulance.

BILLY

I...

RED

Billy. It’s okay. He’s right.

MISS KITTY

She. Kind of breezed through the intro there with the

whole singing dancing malarky. Wasn’t that fun, though?

Cheers for the music, Will. My name’s Miss Kitty

Fantastico, by the by, eminent neurologist by day, drag

queen by night, designed by Dior and available in all

good stores by Christmas, but you can call me Kitty.

(looks to Mr. Redden)

You okay there Mr. Redden?

He moans through the belt.

MISS KITTY

He’ll be a bit more talkative in a minute. So Billy,

sorry for dropping in on you like this, from what I

remember these guys have already been arguing in front

of you so you’ve gotten that particular mindfuck -

whoops, and in front of the kid and all - out of the

way. You get what’s happening though, right? You, every

13 years - bar 52 of course - until whenever you die.

(CONTINUED)
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BILLY

Is he going to...

MISS KITTY

Nope. But he’s going to have to go in a little while,

and he’s going somewhere - or somewhen, I guess - that

we’re not, so we have to make sure he’s as healthy as

possible when he gets there.

BILLY

But... I don’t...

MISS KITTY

He’s 78. There’s no 91-year-old you... us. It means we

die sometime between 78 and 91, and I intend to make

sure that it’s not 15 minutes after he goes back to

2036. The things, the things - you know this is very

weird, it’s like listening to a recording of your

voice... but in reverse - the things that happen here,

that are happening here, right now. You, me, "Redser",

the drunken queen and the major with the stiff upper

chest wound, this has all happened before. I was you,

and him and him and in roughly thirteen years time I’ll

be old Mr. Redden which is why I’m providing such

sterling medical care right now. And nothing ever

changes.

Billy bolts for the phone.

MISS KITTY

Hey! Seize him!

She looks to Red, who does nothing, then to Will.

WILL

Give me the phone.

BILLY

I’m calling Lucy.

MISS KITTY

Bad idea.

WILL

Billy-

BILLY

You think I trust you over her?

Will grabs the phone from his hand violently, and

listens to Lucy on the other end.

(CONTINUED)
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WILL

Wrong... Wrong number. Sorry.

He hangs up.

MISS KITTY

Don’t do that.

BILLY

It’s my phone.

MISS KITTY

It’s not your phone it’s Mam and Dad’s phone, you just

snuck it upstairs so you could talk to her from the

comfort of your very own attic and when they find out

you’ve been doing that Mam’s going to force you to

sign, seal and stamp about fifty million of her

Christmas cards over the course of a very boring

weekend. So there. Future trump.

MR. REDDEN

Oh lay off him. You remember what it was like.

MISS KITTY

It was 52 years ago. Memory is limited but those

stamps... stuck.

MR. REDDEN

Billy, come here. God. I used to be so... look at you.

Billy, what would you like to know?

WILL

We already know what-

MR. REDDEN

It’s a comfort thing. And when a man at a thirty-degree

angle is talking comfort, you listen.

BILLY

You... you can tell me?

MR. REDDEN

Pretty much. Things are... knowing what’s going to

happen isn’t that amazing. Besides I don’t intend on

telling you anything... really good.

BILLY

Do they have bases on-

WILL

The novelty wears off. Neil Armstrong was great, but

there’s nothing up there. Why live on the moon?
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MISS KITTY

Well...

Will looks at her.

MISS KITTY

Kidding.

(to Billy)

No we don’t live on the moon.

BILLY

You’re from...

MISS KITTY

2023. Avec plesieur. And sorry about the fish.

Billy thinks for a moment, then settles on

something.

BILLY

What’s the music like?

MISS KITTY

Well, my tastes are... I mean look at me.

BILLY

You’re still me, right?

MISS KITTY

You know what it’s kind of crap. At the moment. The pop

is... well the pop is pretty decent actually but

there’s this whole "frunge" movement-

BILLY

Frunge?

WILL

Like grunge?

RED & BILLY

What’s grunge?

MR. REDDEN

Gah. Okay. Enough.

BILLY

Are Mam and Dad...?

MR. REDDEN

Nope. Not going down that road.

(CONTINUED)
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WILL

Nothing to do with people dying.

BILLY

Why not?

WILL

Because waiting is torture.

BILLY

I don’t-

MR. REDDEN

You don’t want to know. And we won’t tell you, okay?

BILLY

Mr. Redden.

MR. REDDEN

Yep.

BILLY

"Mister"... they said you’re... I’m a doctor.

MR. REDDEN

I am. Not all the time though.

BILLY

I... this... I need proof.

MR. REDDEN

My very educated mother just served us nine pizzas.

BILLY

What?

MR. REDDEN

Last week you learned that in class.

BILLY

Mercury, Venus, Earth...

MR. REDDEN

And you think it’s the coolest thing you’ve heard in a

while.

MISS KITTY

(to Billy)

Although, just so you know - and I don’t think I’m

going to wreck the "timeline" here - Pluto got

de-planetised about twenty years ago. So I guess

it’s... my very educated mother just... showed up

naked?

(CONTINUED)
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MR. REDDEN

Not that educated. Also... if memory serves... "darling

won’t you wait, won’t you wait, won’t you wait /

Darling won’t you wait for me..."

The others join in the rounds unenthusiastically

until Billy gets the point.

BILLY

Okay. What happened to you? If it’s going to happen to

me... I mean, if there’s a way of avoiding it, surely

there’s a way of avoiding it-

WILL

Oh there’s a way of avoiding it.

MR. REDDEN

Come on now, Will.

WILL

Fuck off. There’s a way of avoiding it.

MISS KITTY

"First do no harm".

WILL

But who doesn’t love a loop-hole?

(looking back to Billy)

Now which one of us wants to tell him?

(nobody responds)

Oh yeah, that’s right, I tell him. Billy, little guy,

little fellow, little... champ, the reason you and I

and him and her will be lying on that desk bleeding all

over your lovely sheets for eternity is because of

darling Lou. Lucy. Lucy does it.

The phone rings. Everyone jumps.

MISS KITTY

Tits in a bowl. I should’ve remembered that.

BILLY

She... no. She doesn’t.

WILL

Indeed she does.

MR. REDDEN

Billy-

BILLY

No.

(CONTINUED)
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MR. REDDEN

Billy, listen to me, we can talk about that in a

minute, but you have to answer the phone.

BILLY

Who is it? Come on, you guys know-

RED

It’s her. It’s Lucy.

BILLY

No. No, I can’t-

MR. REDDEN

Yes you can. You can, Billy. Just talk to her.

BILLY

But she... did she? Did she do this to you?

MR. REDDEN

We... it’s...

WILL

We know-

MR. REDDEN

But either way that Lucy, that one, the one on the

phone, she didn’t do anything and you don’t have the

right to treat her any differently from half an hour

ago.

BILLY

I...

MR. REDDEN

Pick up the phone, Billy. Be nice. And get her to come

over. I’ll explain after. Just get her over here.

Kitty...

Billy moves to the phone and picks it up. Will

steps in to take care of the wound while Miss

Kitty rushes to Billy and starts writing out notes

for him.

BILLY

Hi Lucy... Who else would it be?... Yeah. Nah couldn’t

sleep... No sign of them yet. Where’s your Dad?... Nah

I’m fine, just a bit bleh... Ha. Yeah.

Miss Kitty holds a piece of paper up to him.

(CONTINUED)
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BILLY

(to Miss Kitty)

You want me to-

MISS KITTY

Yeah.

BILLY

(to Lucy)

Yeah no I’m here. Thought I heard something outside.

He makes the violin noise from Psycho and laughs.

BILLY

Look, I have to ask you something really weird... Ha.

Ha. Ha... But I can’t tell you what it’s for... No...

No. Nothing like that... I just, I can’t tell you. I’m

sorry. Thank you. But I’m not sure you’ll even be able

to-

WILL

She’ll be able to. Round and round and round we go.

Miss Kitty holds the paper up for Billy again.

BILLY

Would you be able to get me a bicycle pump-... Hang on

that’s not it. A bicycle pump, a saw, a candle, a

needle and all the chewing gum you have hidden under

your bed.

MISS KITTY

Yes she does.

BILLY

Yes you do.

She points lower on the page.

BILLY

Just look in your shed. I think I saw most of the stuff

there... I can’t tell you. I really can’t... It’s

not... look Lucy I’m sorry but I can’t... I just really

need that stuff... Your Dad’s not even there-... Lucy,

come on-... Lucy-... Lucy.

Red points at the fish tank, making a giving

motion with his hands.

BILLY

You can- ew!

Red mimes to roll with it.

(CONTINUED)
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BILLY

You can have Henry.

(pause)

Bicycle pump, saw, candle, needle, chewing gum... I

need it right now... Okay... Thank you.

(hangs up)

She’s coming.

MISS KITTY

Good. Well done. You can meet her out front.

BILLY

What’s it for?

MISS KITTY

Add in a plastic bag and we’ve got the makings of a

little home-made medical device.

WILL

The flutter valve.

MISS KITTY

It’s the best we’ll get.

WILL

It’s what we always get.

MISS KITTY

You want to try something different?

WILL

Would it hurt?

MISS KITTY

Would you care?

WILL

I’m here, aren’t I?

MISS KITTY

Just about.

WILL

Meaning...

MISS KITTY

Meaning 13 years from now you don’t show up. Now I

don’t know what it takes to not show up but it can’t be

good. And I know you’re a hell of a lot closer to what

that is than I am.

(CONTINUED)
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BILLY

You don’t remember?

Miss Kitty turns back to Billy.

MISS KITTY

Come on, Billy, let’s go downstairs. She’ll be here in

a minute.

Billy gets up as Miss Kitty walks for the door.

MISS KITTY

I seem to remember Mam having some killer red pumps

around this time. She won’t notice, right?

Billy isn’t following. He’s looking back at Mr.

Redden. She moves across to the window to look out

carefully.

BILLY

She doesn’t. Not really. She doesn’t do this.

MR. REDDEN

(motioning to Will)

He’s sure she will.

(motioning to Red)

He’s sure she won’t. Me? She did.

MISS KITTY

Come on, Billy. She’s here.

She and Billy exit. Red peeks out the window.

RED

God she’s so small.

WILL

She gets fat.

RED

I was just... god, how do I turn it like you?

Will doesn’t answer.

MR. REDDEN

Feed him a drink. Then he’ll tell you.

RED

He’s all out.

MR. REDDEN & WILL

The cistern.
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WILL

The cistern in the bathroom.

Red takes one last look out the window.

RED

He’s talking to her.

(shakes his head)

Jesus.

He exits.

MR. REDDEN

Choices.

WILL

Yep.

MR. REDDEN

I wouldn’t do it to her. Even now.

WILL

I know. File it under assisted self-defence if you

like. How you feelin’?

MR. REDDEN

Awful. It’s strange... I don’t know what’s going to

happen an hour from now.

And Red’s back in, with a dripping wet bottle of

Jameson. He picks Will’s glass up off the floor

and pours him a drink.

WILL

Huzzah.

MR. REDDEN

That stuff’ll be the death of you.

WILL

Ah ha ha ha ha.

(to Red)

Just feed it into my mouth.

(Red does)

Cheers. "How did you turn out like me?". Well the truth

is, Red, that it’s not a simple A to B we’re talking

about here. Because there were about four or five

different incarnations of Billy Redden before it rolled

around to me because thirteen years is a hell of a long

time but that’s not what you really want to know, what

you really really want to know, so much that you don’t

even want to ask is what happened to you and Lucy and

what the hell happened in this attic sixty-five years

from now.
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RED

I turn out like you, she turns out like... whoever.

What’s the difference?

WILL

You turn out like me because sometimes I’m how people

turn out. She, however...

(he nods to the wound)

...this isn’t the funnest of tasks.

RED

I’m not taking over. Now get to it.

WILL

Help me out here, Mr. Redden?

MR. REDDEN

Nope.

WILL

Lou. Lou Lou Lou. Lulu. Straws. There’s straws in the

desk drawer.

Red looks at him, curious.

MR. REDDEN

For the booze. Hold the booze. God...

Red pulls a straw from one of the drawers and

holds Will’s drink up to his face.

WILL

Lucy Anne King. Well by now you’re pretty up to speed

with her condition, and the fun-ness that that brings

with it.

RED

I don’t mind it.

WILL

Epilepsy... her epilepsy, is a disease. It’s a

condition. But it’s... a symptom. Or a cause. I don’t

know.

RED

What are you-

WILL

I get the love. I get it. I do get it. Especially with

where you are right now, she’s been very good to you.

You said... there’s a lot of talk about the loneliness,

I mean we’re both lonely. I know you’re very

good-looking and bouncy and electric but I know you’re

(MORE)
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WILL (cont’d)
lonely. I remember it. When you sleep... when you sleep

you wake up and your body’s curved to the shape of

someone else. But there’s nobody there. I still do

that. Lucy. Lucy is a lot of work. It starts with the

fits and then it’s the talk, the endless talk and

worry, and then she drinks and she blames you somehow.

She drinks and she hates and she’s so... there’s just

this horrible dependence. And god help me I do know we

take our oaths but there’s a limit to what we should

have to do for people, to what we should have to give.

Red, I spend all my days, all of my days from morning

to night working on Huntington’s, extending and

extending the lifespan of these people. And that’s

tough. That is so so drainingly tough. But everyone

else goes home. To their families or their friends or

their version of "not work". And I get...

RED

We’re best friends.

WILL

We are. But after a while you start to wonder if it’s

maybe because you never had that much of a selection in

the first place. Who were we? Really, who were we? The

girl with the fits and the boy with the... well there’s

the thing. Was there anything really wrong with us? You

and me? Were we the outcasts because we were different

or were we different... there’s this horrible

dependence, Red. Next time you wake up curved into

someone who’s not there tell me it’s not a little bit

her fault. Tell me you don’t wish she never existed.

Four, eleven, fifteen, twenty-two, twenty-three,

thirty-four.

MR. REDDEN

Ah yes.

RED

What?

WILL

Get a pen and paper.

Red grabs the sheet and marker that Miss Kitty had

been using.

WILL

Write it down. Four, eleven, fifteen, twenty-two,

twenty-three, thirty-four. In ’88, they’re going to

start running a national lottery. First time it rolls

over half a million those are the numbers.
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RED

Four, eleven, fifteen, twenty-two, twenty-three,

thirty-four.

WILL

Don’t say I never did nothing for ya.

Red stuffs the note in his pocket.

MISS KITTY

(from the hall)

It’s not embarassing, it’s just different.

Miss Kitty and Billy come walking back in. Miss

Kitty is wearing different heels and has the

bicycle pump.

MISS KITTY

Just explaining the finer points of gay sex to this

little fellow.

She walks over to Mr. Redden, waving the pump in

his face.

BILLY

It sounds uncomfortable.

MISS KITTY

Aw bless. Such a top.

She looks over to Will.

MISS KITTY

How’d your little talk go? I see you got your drink.

WILL

You get the stuff?

Miss Kitty nods.

RED

We weren’t finished.

BILLY

Was it... is it about Lucy?

MISS KITTY

Yes it was, and is, and save that compassion for the

girl for about...

(she looks at the clock)

...half an hour from now. It’s getting a little later

than I remember it being and the only progress I’ve

made is a pair of heels which make me realise how

massive Mam’s feet were.
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MR. REDDEN

Huntington’s.

MISS KITTY

Yes indeedy.

She grabs the chair from the corner and drags it

over next to Will.

MISS KITTY

Billy? Be a doll and hop up here, would you?

Billy reluctantly stands up on the chair.

MISS KITTY

On your knees.

Billy does so.

RED

No.

MR. REDDEN

It’s fine.

RED

You’re using your body as a-

MR. REDDEN

As a... yeah. It’s called an investment.

WILL

(to Red, quiet)

Sometimes the best thing you can do is not do anything.

MR. REDDEN

Billy?

BILLY

What’s going... yeah?

MR. REDDEN

Time to man up.

Will looks at Mr. Redden nervously, then takes his

hands off his chest.

BILLY

What are you doing?

Will backs up against the closet door, looking

away. Mr. Redden moans.
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MR. REDDEN

Billy, put your hands on my chest.

BILLY

Mister... mister, I don’t know how to...

MR. REDDEN

It’s, Billy, it’s okay. Do it.

BILLY

I can’t.

RED

This isn’t f-

MR. REDDEN

Billy, do it.

BILLY

I don’t want-

MR. REDDEN

Do it.

BILLY

I can’t.

MR. REDDEN

Do it, Billy!

Billy throws his hands down on the wound. Mr.

Redden screams, and Miss Kitty holds Billy in

place.

BILLY

Did I hurt him? Did I hurt him?

MISS KITTY

No it’s okay. Billy, it’s okay.

MR. REDDEN

Oh God!

BILLY

I’m sorry! I’m sorry!

MISS KITTY

It’s okay! It’s okay! This happens!

Red picks the belt up off the ground and puts

it back in Mr. Redden’s mouth.
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BILLY

I can’t do this!

MISS KITTY

Just stay still, Billy. Stay still. Stay still.

Billy begins to steady.

MISS KITTY

Feel that push, Billy? That’s his bits and bobs trying

to get out. What you wanna do is match that pressure

and put 10% more pressure back in on it, okay? Close

your eyes.

Billy slams them shut.

MISS KITTY

Can you feel me breathing?

Billy nods. She breathes in slowly, measured. Then

out again. And again.

MISS KITTY

Okay. What I said about the pressure. Feel the

pressure. Match it and 10% more. Just to be safe. Good.

Good. You’re okay, Billy. Now I’m going to take my

hands away-

Billy stiffens at this.

MISS KITTY

Hey hey hey. It’s okay. You’re okay. Okay?

BILLY

Okay.

She slowly takes her hands off Billy’s.

MISS KITTY

Good work, Dr. Redden.

RED

You didn’t need to do that. There’s Lucy-

WILL

It’s necessary.

RED

How can it be necessary? I was so scared. Why would you

do that to me?
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WILL

Because sometimes people need to turn out like me.

Sometimes people need to be doctors and not whatever

you are.

BILLY

I don’t want to be a doctor. I don’t get this. I don’t

want to be a doctor. I never wanted to be a doctor.

RED

You don’t have to be a doctor. You don’t have to be

anything.

Mr. Redden spits out the belt and looks up at Red.

MR. REDDEN

Shut up.

RED

I, they’re-

MR. REDDEN

You know what they’re doing? You know what they’re

doing do you? What they’re doing is saving people

from a living hell. Billy?

Billy doesn’t answer, he just stares down at his

hands.

MR. REDDEN

Billy, are you listening?

BILLY

I’m listening.

MR. REDDEN

Huntington’s is a disease of the brain. I don’t think

right now you can fully comprehend what I mean by a

disease of the brain, even stuff like dementia or

just... I don’t know.

(he winces)

Little bit of that brandy?

Will allows Mr. Redden a sip.

MR. REDDEN

Been a while.

(to Billy)

Your brain is a house. A home, lit by candles,

thousands and thousands of candles. Huntington’s is...

it’s a gust of wind, blowing open a window, blowing out

candles as it goes. Speech, memory, empathy, all the

things that make you more than just a mess of organs.

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 31.

MR. REDDEN (cont’d)
And then... and then the organs too. Candle after

candle after candle until eventually you’re just

fumbling around a darkened house, listening to your

cries for help bounce off the nearest surface. And then

you die.

He raises his arm wanly to his head.

MR. REDDEN

And it all happens up here. Inside this tiny house. And

your family, and friends, these... observers, you and

them orbiting each other like binary stars. Trapped. I

know you can’t understand that kind of hell, but can

you understand why people would do anything to stop it?

Can you see why it would be worth sacrifice?

(Billy nods)

Billy, you’re going to be a doctor. And you’re going to

learn the right pressure and which meds to give people

and that all you need is suction and sealant to DIY a

chest drain, and then you’re going to get better and

better and better and then you’re going to help these

people. You’re going to be known for it. You’re gonna

be loved for it. It’s what you’re meant to do.

RED

Bullshit.

MR. REDDEN

I told you to sh-

RED

No. Bullshit. It’s not what he’s meant to do. It’s not

fate. It’s not destiny. It’s you telling him to do

something because sixty-five fucking years ago you were

told to do the same. He doesn’t want to be a doctor,

you heard him. I never wanted to be a doctor.

WILL

But you are.

BILLY

Do I have... this thing?

MISS KITTY

Oh no dear, the Huntington’s-ed don’t dance. It’s more

of a...

(imitating)

...slump.

BILLY

Lucy?
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MISS KITTY

Close but no genetic defect. She just has

run-of-the-mill epilepsy. Nothing so tragic.

BILLY

Epilepsy? That’s where...

MISS KITTY

You go all crazy and swallow your tongue? Well no, but

yeah. Catamenial epilepsy, brought on by periods

actually.

BILLY

Periods?

MISS KITTY

(deciding against telling him)

Nah.

(turning to Will)

Up and at them Whiskey Dick.

MISS KITTY

Time to talk Huntington’s specifics. Prepare to have

your mind blown.

WILL

Back in a few.

Miss Kitty and Will exit.

RED

She... yes she has epilepsy. And when she does get all

jerky you shouldn’t intervene. Leave her be.

BILLY

You take care of her?

RED

We take care of each other.

BILLY

And she stabs you.

MR. REDDEN

Yes.

BILLY

You saw her yesterday?

RED

Hangover day. Skipped out on some lectures.
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MR. REDDEN

I had’t seen her for a very long time.

RED

We had tea. And sausages.

MR. REDDEN

We had - I’d rather you didn’t bring this up in front

of Kitty because she might have forgotten she was told

this - but we had a blistering argument about three

years ago.

RED

What was it about?

MR. REDDEN

Something important. Billy, how long have you two been

friends?

BILLY

About... five or six years?

MR. REDDEN

Yeah well I’d been friends with her closing in on

seventy at that point so you can only imagine what it

took to finally prise us apart. She threw lots of

things. She’s always throwing things. She said...

(coughs)

I’m fine. She said... she said "If I ever see you again

it’ll be death, Billy. It’ll be fucking death." Which,

as warnings go....

BILLY

But you met her tonight.

MR. REDDEN

I tracked her down. She’s living in her old house. I

called her, just like I used to. And I invited her over

here.

BILLY

And she came?

MR. REDDEN

I waited. Up here. And then there she was. She looked

good, all things considered. "I told you it’d be

death", she said. And then she walked over to me, and

lord help me I thought that was an apology. And she

hugged me, and as she did I started to feel myself

getting dragged away. Back here. And then I felt it.

The knife going in. And I’m just floating, my head

throbbing and I’m inside this pitch black closet. And

of course I knew where I was, of course I had to, where

(MORE)
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MR. REDDEN (cont’d)

every jump takes me, but I was so confused, and I could

hear music, that goddam song from Chicago and clothes

everywhere and then boom. Here I am.

RED

Maybe it was an accident.

MR. REDDEN

She’s the type. You know that. And I was stupid enough

to invite her over. I trusted her. But she’s the type.

WILL

(off-stage)

Lies!

He walks in quickly, picking up some paper off the

ground, and a marker. Miss Kitty stands in the

doorway.

Billy and Red look at him.

WILL

Lies.

He walks out again.

MISS KITTY

He knew he’d get stabbed.

She exits.

MISS KITTY

(off-stage, over-dramatic)

Meanwhile...

BILLY

(to Mr. Redden)

That’s right. You didn’t trust her, you knew she’d stab

you. Why would you try to meet her when you knew she’d

stab you?

MR. REDDEN

The real question is: why would I try to tell that

story the wrong way if I knew Kitty’d ruin it?

(to Red)

Hey. Here’s the science bit.

RED

I’ve already heard this.
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MR. REDDEN

Humour me.

RED

Fine. Go on.

MR. REDDEN

I met up with Lucy because I wanted to meet up with

Lucy. That’s true. There’s a lot of venom between the

two of us over the years but I think I’m in a place now

where I can let that all go. It’d be nice if that place

wasn’t bleeding to death on a wooden desk in my

childhood bedroom but what are you gonna do. So I

wanted to see her. But I also knew what happened,

yes. I hoped against it, or maybe not.

(to Red)

Tell me what you know about Huntington’s.

RED

Future Huntington’s or 1984 Huntington’s?

MR. REDDEN

Everything.

RED

Fine. Huntington’s is a genetic defect passed down from

parent to child which causes a breakdown of the brain’s

functions, generally starting with thought and memory

and then balance and movement. And then the organs.

Death often occurs from drowning due to the fluid in

the lungs, the body is not strong enough to remove it.

Or the heart gives in.

MR. REDDEN

More.

RED

I don’t... fine. It’s been described as a combination

of Parkinson’s and Alzheimer’s. Sufferers will not only

be unable to place themselves in memory but will have

violent mood swings ranging from ecstatic to suicidal.

Suicide is not uncommon in those diagnosed with the

disease, whether for emotional or practical reasons.

For this reason there are ethical... considerations

with the testing process. It is neither encouraged nor

discouraged by the medical community, unlike most

diseases.

MR. REDDEN

Because?
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RED

Because there is no cure. There is no treatment.

MR. REDDEN

For now. More.

RED

The disease is a prime example of an inherited gene.

There is a 50% chance that if a parent has the disease

then the child will have it.

MR. REDDEN

What does that mean?

RED

It means that a higher diagnosis rate would discourage

procreation and the disease would die out.

MR. REDDEN

No. What does that mean?

RED

It means... it means that it takes families. It wipes

out surnames. It is a son of a bitch of a disease and I

knew that already, Mr. Redden. I knew that.

MR. REDDEN

There’s strength in it. Marvellous ingenuity. As it is,

the disease should progress at a set rate,

steam-rolling over you as it goes. But the brain, our

beautiful brain, compensates. Re-wires itself to get

around the damage. Over and over again. Until it can’t

anymore. What we do is help the re-wiring process,

extend it on and on and on, until the brain’s working

at 90% capacity on a threadbare assortment of extension

leads and masking tape. And when we can’t do any more

it all collapses in on itself. Relatively quickly and

relatively painlessly.

RED

So we’re a bunch of glorified Sparks.

MR. REDDEN

I met Lucy because I knew I’d get stabbed, I knew that

I’d come back here and all my bleeding and dramatic

emergency room histrionics would cause you to think

about what the hell you want to do with medicine. And

Will would be drunk and Miss Kitty would be capable, I

knew there’d be fights - there’s a blistering one

coming by the way - and people would argue back and

forth. And I knew there’d be choices. And I’m trying to

keep a lid on anyone making the wrong choice.
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RED

By your reckoning.

MR. REDDEN

I’m here to nudge you all in the right direction. In

2036 I know that I have done something phenomenal and I

consider it my absolute sworn fucking duty to make sure

that nothing stops that phenomenal thing from ever

happening.

RED

(to Billy)

Billy? You know what they’ve got planned for you?

BILLY

Medicine.

RED

Loneliness.

(Mr. Redden sighs, about to speak)

No, no, let me speak. Billy, what they’ve got planned

for you is a life where you get to help out with

Huntington’s, get to really make a difference. But you

know what the cost is? It’s that imaginary person you

curve your body to every night. Not tonight, not

tomorrow night, not five or ten or twenty or thirty

years from now, not ever. Not ever a person to cradle,

not a person to laugh with, or give you piggybacks, or

be your confessor.

BILLY

Lucy-

RED

She’s not enough. Will’s right, she’s not enough. I

just...

(he looks to Mr. Redden)

...how do you live your life alone?

MR. REDDEN

Other people get their piggybacks and their confessors

and laughs and cradles. We provide that. We keep them

alive. Red, I’m lying here, bleeding out, drowning,

knowing my best friend - as she was, not as she becomes

- is a phone call away. Knowing that Mam and Dad are a

phone call away, knowing that if I asked I could die in

their arms, I could say goodbye. I could do lots of

things. But I don’t. Because I know that this is the

right thing to do.

RED

What happened to free will?
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MR. REDDEN

I choose to do this. I’m dying, Red, if I go back and

she’s still there I think I’m dying very soon but I

still choose to do this. Now will you do me a favour?

RED

I can’t... I can’t be told-

BILLY

He’s brave.

RED

Sorry?

BILLY

He’s brave. Do him a favour.

MR. REDDEN

When you get back, go to Kilbarry nursing home in

Lucan. Any time in the next few months, it doesn’t

matter. Go see a lady called Catherine Platten. Tell

her you’re a family member, they won’t check.

RED

She has it.

MR. REDDEN

She does. Please go see her.

A knock on the door.

MR. REDDEN

(to Red)

Will you?

RED

Fine. I’ll go.

MR. REDDEN

Thank you. Come!

Miss Kitty pokes her head in.

MISS KITTY

One never knows. He’s...?

RED

I said I’ll go.

She comes back into the room, smiling and holding

a mis-shapen bicycle pump, followed by Will.
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MISS KITTY

I say, good show.

MR. REDDEN

You’ve cleared the...

WILL

We have indeed.

MR. REDDEN

The markers?

WILL

Yip.

MR. REDDEN

The connection, the synapses... the connections?

MISS KITTY

Oui oui.

MR. REDDEN

The-

WILL

The dots and dashes and underlines and anything in

between. I have been given a brief briefing on the

medical leaps and bounds I’m set to make between now

and when I get a penchant for thigh-high boots.

MR. REDDEN

(to Miss Kitty)

He’s still drinking-

MISS KITTY

Which is why I’ve been scribbling notes like a lunatic

for the past... however long. Also we ad hoc-ed this

darling flutter valve.

She displays it, then takes Billy’s place at the

wound. Will pulls some papers out of his pocket to

show Mr. Redden.

MISS KITTY

Time is... we’re getting closer.

MR. REDDEN

It’s always shorter than you think.

BILLY

Why do you have to leave? Why can’t you stay?
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MISS KITTY

And explain my dazzlingly urban chic to Mam and Dad?

WILL

Not to mention the presence of some very older men in a

13-year-old boy’s room.

MR. REDDEN

We have to go. In about twenty minutes.

BILLY

Why?

MISS KITTY

We just do. We’ll feel it.

(she looks to Red)

You’ll feel it.

Will pokes his stomach.

WILL

Here. And then you’ll have the decency to hop back in

the closet and get dragged back to your bed.

BILLY

Why the closet?

WILL

It’s where we came ou-... yeah.

RED

Back there, in ’84, I was sleeping with someone. He’s

not... it’s not a thing. It’s just...

MISS KITTY

...a relief effort. Which I’m sorry to say he won’t be

there when you get back. I’m very sorry but he won’t be

there.

WILL

And then we go. Off on our merry way.

MR. REDDEN

Dump the sheets. Clean up the blood as best you can.

BILLY

What about Mam and Dad?

MR. REDDEN

You tell them that Lucy had a seizure up here and she

clocked her head pretty hard when she fell over. That

she started convulsing and shaking and... they’ll be

too focused on her to ask many questions.
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BILLY

I’m supposed to ask her to lie for me? About having a

seizure?

WILL

Not quite, Billy boy.

MISS KITTY

(to Red)

Hop it downstairs, kid. Look in Mam and Dad’s second

bottom drawer, under Dad’s socks there’s a wooden box.

Bring it up to me.

BILLY

(to Will)

What do you mean?

MISS KITTY

(to Red)

Please.

WILL

Tonight’s the night, Billy boy, in oh so many ways.

Little Lucy’s going to have her first seizure.

(he points out the window)

Right out there on the lawn. It’s called a

tonic-clonic, they don’t swallow their tongues but it’s

quite the show. The muscles contract into one position,

locked, and she falls over. That’d be the tonic bit.

Then the clonic is what you’d call the "dance", rapid

muscle contraction. Slapstick. She’ll wet herself, of

course-

MISS KITTY

Shut up.

WILL

Well she will. It’s not a pretty thing, epilepsy. And

vulnerable...

MISS KITTY

She’s a kid-

MR. REDDEN

Let him blow off the steam.

WILL

Steam? Fucking steam? You wanna talk steam you wanna

talk poetry is what you wanna fuckin’ talk about. Her

down there, twitching and drooling and mumbling and

we’re supposed to help her? We’re supposed to help her

down there while trying to help you up here? It might

take five of us to manage the situation but it does not

(MORE)
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WILL (cont’d)
take five medical minds to realise that it’s idiocy to

help her down there when she causes what’s going to

happen up here.

BILLY

What’s going to-

WILL

He’s got a pneumothorax, air trapped in the chest, not

that easy a fix - you need something to release the

pressure you see - but not life threatening if you

catch it a little earlier. A little earlier in the

night say instead of holding off.

MR. REDDEN

I needed to be able to talk.

WILL

And did you? Did you talk, Mr. Redden? Or did you just

put everyone in place so that bitch-

BILLY

Hey!

WILL

I know we do some good stuff but I can’t stand by and

watch while you let that leech feed off us for seventy

odd years. I am fucking sick of holding her hair back.

MISS KITTY

You’re just remembering the bad.

WILL

Shut it.

MISS KITTY

You’re drunk.

WILL

I’m still remembering it as it is, that kid downstairs

he’s twenty-six years old.

(to Billy)

I grew up. I grew up and she just stayed the same

because she knew, she knew that we’d keep her going.

They say that she doesn’t know about all this, well I

think she does. I think she knows full well that we’re

bound into this thing, that she can fuck with our heads

or our bodies and we’ll just lap it up.

MISS KITTY

This is bullshit. You know it’s bullshit.
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WILL

I don’t know anything. We’re not the same person,

William. I know that when I go back she’s going to be

banging on the door again, or screaming down the phone,

and you tell me that I’m not even half-way there? That

I’ve got to just put up with it because you’re such a

bastion of stability? Boys don’t dress up like girls-

MISS KITTY

Boys dress up like girls all the time.

WILL

Boys don’t dress up like girls all of a sudden at the

age of sixty unless they’ve got a pretty big reason to

want to be someone else. I see it in your eyes, old

man, mascara or not. I know she’s a kid. I know she’s

our best friend but knowing all the good that we do how

can you not think we deserve better?

MISS KITTY

She helps us out. She helps us out of this-

WILL

Out of it? Out of what’s to come? I know what I’m going

to end up like but surely you can’t think that she’s

not directly responsible for it-

MISS KITTY

You know nothing.

MR. REDDEN

(to Billy)

Billy, run downstairs. Get a bottle of vodka from the

kitchen. Quickly.

Billy exits.

MISS KITTY

(to Will)

You know nothing of how things turn out. You think

she’s a wreck? You think she’s a mess? You think you’re

better than her? You are fucked my good man. You want

to know what the next twenty-six years are like? You

think that it’s rough it’s not rough William it’s hell.

Everything.... everything you like and you love is

going to come slipping out of your hands. The

apartment, the money, the friends, the food, the clean

water, the fact that you’re a doctor.

WILL

I am a doctor.
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MISS KITTY

You’re going to be struck off the register. You’re

going to be disgraced and that’s not even rock bottom

that’s not even close. No home, no life, no job, no

people to comfort you, not even Lucy.

WILL

So she leaves me too. Shocker.

MISS KITTY

(to Will)

You’re such a... I can’t even help you. A third of our

life washed down the drain and I can’t even... I am

asking you not to do this.

WILL

I’m not going to do anything.

Will raises his glass, approaching the desk now so

he’s opposite Miss Kitty.

WILL

Bottoms up. And if you want us to do the right thing

why the hell send the kid out of the room?

MR. REDDEN

Because she wanted to do this.

In a quick one-two Miss Kitty slams the glass out

of Will’s hand and punches him. Will approaches

her.

MISS KITTY

Careful now. Don’t want to get anyone killed.

WILL

Don’t I?

MISS KITTY

She’s a kid! She’s a fucking kid! She’s about to start

being sick. Tonight. And you can help her and you’re a

doctor-

WILL

You know how this is gonna pan out.

MISS KITTY

I don’t know. We don’t know. I want certain things to

happen but this... I only need it to look like this is

going to happen. Can’t you just pretend?
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WILL

Uncertainty’s a rare gem.

MISS KITTY

Can’t you pretend?

WILL

Did you?

MISS KITTY

She’s why you’ll get it together. She saves your life.

WILL

You think it’s worth saving.

MISS KITTY

You think so too.

WILL

I think the knowledge is worth saving, I think the

research is worth saving, I think the other people are

worth saving. I do not for one second believe that our

life is worth saving. And don’t tell me you do too

because you don’t, just because you have your

hobbies...

(he gestures to the outfit, squaring up

to her again)

...and your Lucy and your job back doesn’t mean you did

anything worthwhile. We’re nothing but a life-support

machine for a hundred thousand people, we’re not a

person we’re a process. And maybe I can’t change

anything about tonight but that shouldn’t stop me from

at least enjoying getting to watch that bitch flop

around on the grass for a while-

Miss Kitty punches him again.

MISS KITTY

Fine she’s not a kid. She’s not a kid she’s just Lucy,

your Lucy, my Lucy, our Lucy. There are years, Will. Of

waking up every day with a splitting hangover and a raw

stomach. More than once with an empty bottle cradled in

your chest, more than once with a tooth missing, more

than once with blood on your hands and not even sure if

it’s yours. Me... us at 52? You know how glad I am he’s

not here? You think you’re a threat imagine what he’d

be like. He is scum.

Red and Billy comes back in the door, holding a

wooden box and vodka.
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RED

What did we miss?

MISS KITTY

What you were meant to.

(to Will)

You know what, enjoy the next few decades. Enjoy

yourself. Drink it up.

He takes a swing at her, across the table. But she

ducks easily out of its way.

MR. REDDEN

Never forget a cheap swing.

MISS KITTY

Billy!

(she ushers Billy to the wound, then

looks to Red)

Give it here.

RED

What is it-

She takes the box from him.

MISS KITTY

Dad’s diabetic. Billy Redden, swimming in disease...

She opens it and pulls out a large needle, handing

the box back to Will and taking the vodka.

MISS KITTY

Billy, get on the phone to Lucy. Tell her to come back.

Billy almost speaks.

MR. REDDEN

Doesn’t matter, her memory’s going to be shot when she

wakes up. Handy side-effect of seizures.

MISS KITTY

(to Red)

Take his place.

(to Will)

So what’s it going to be?

RED

No.

Will and Miss Kitty look at Red.
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WILL

(to Miss Kitty)

How’s this going to play out?

MISS KITTY

(to Red)

Put your hands on the wound.

RED

I won’t do it.

MISS KITTY

Woop dee fucking doo Free Willy you did this the last

time too.

She re-takes Billy’s place, leaving the needle and

vodka down beside Mr. Redden. Billy grabs the

phone.

MR. REDDEN

Over and over and over.

MISS KITTY

How do we feel about needles, Mr. Redden?

BILLY

Hey, Lucy, it’s me-... Yeah fair enough. Listen, I need

you to come over again... No nothing, I don’t need

anything... I’ll tell you what happened tonight.

RED

(to Miss Kitty)

You’re actually going to do this?

MISS KITTY

I actually actually am. I’d like to say jamming a

needle into someone’s chest while wearing a corset is

the strangest thing I’ve ever done but, well...

BILLY

Good. Great. I’ll see you in a minute.

(he hands up)

She’ll be here in a minute. Is that too soon?

MISS KITTY

It’s exactly right.

BILLY

What do I have to do?
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MISS KITTY

Meet her out front. Just meet her when she arrives and

be right there with her when she wakes up.

MR. REDDEN

And Billy... If either Will or Red tell you to do

something you do it. Okay?

WILL

(to Billy)

Come on boy. Let’s show ’em how it’s done.

RED

I’ll be down in a minute okay? I just want to check

exactly how to deal with the seizure.

As Will walks by Miss Kitty, he pauses, speaking

in her ear.

WILL

I wanna see the bitch choke.

(to Red)

Remember what I said, Red.

(to Billy)

Over and over and over and over.

Will and Billy exit.

RED

I’m not going down there.

MISS KITTY

You’re going down there.

RED

I remember Red... me being down there. He argued all

night but he still came down. And then I knew I had to

study medicine. If I don’t go down there then it means

that that didn’t happen and it means that I break the

cycle. Helping Lucy... that’s why I became a doctor. If

I don’t go down the I don’t turn out like you two. I

can save our life.

MR. REDDEN

You can’t... and you don’t.

RED

No. No. I’ll stay up here, I’ll help with the blood if

that’s what you want. But I won’t go down there.
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MISS KITTY

We don’t need you up here we need you down there.

RED

Stop telling me what to do! Stop telling me what you

need. What about what I need?

MR. REDDEN

Once you meet the patient... Platten. Platten is the

key-

RED

No! Will is... he’s barely there. And this 52-year-old

sounds like he’s off his fucking rocker. There are 6 of

us. One of us is too young to know what’s going on, one

of us is drunk, one of us is not even here. And one of

us is me. Every thirteen years... Jesus Christ how can

you call our life a success?

He takes a seat.

RED

Not one of you ever even tried to live a different

life. I could be... I have hope. "Darling won’t you

wait, won’t you wait, won’t you wait, darling won’t you

wait for me"

KITTY

"Oh my love / Some of us I know are bound to die / Oh

my love / How it breaks my heart to say goodbye"

MR. REDDEN

"Should another love come along, come along / Simply

say that you’re not free / Send him on his way, on his

way, on his way / Darling won’t you wait for me"

RED

"Darling won’t you wait, won’t you wait, won’t you wait

/ ’Till I come back home to stay"

Just them singing for ten, twenty seconds. Mr.

Redden eventually stops.

MR. REDDEN

Red.

RED

What?

MR. REDDEN

Will you please go downstairs?
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RED

No.

MR. REDDEN

It’s very important. You see-

RED

I’m not fucking locked into this thing like you two!

I’m not wasting my life!

MR. REDDEN

You’re not locked into it. The only reason this always

happens this way is because I want it to. Because I

always make things happen the way they do. Red,

anything can happen here. Nothing is set in stone.

RED

So I’ll just sit here.

MISS KITTY

You can’t.

MR. REDDEN

He can.

(to Red)

You can if you want. The problem is... I’m very sorry

about this but do you remember being down there with

Lucy? Last time? When she seized?

Red nods.

MR. REDDEN

And do you remember Will sent you inside to get some

towels?

Red pauses, then nods.

MR. REDDEN

He didn’t need towels. Will is a very angry man, and he

is staring into a particularly terrifying cold front,

and he doesn’t know what to do. What he does know is

that Lucy is going to vomit. And she’s going to need to

be turned or else she might choke on her vomit. And he

sent Billy inside for towels and right now he’s out

there on his own and Lucy is seizing. He doesn’t have

it in him to kill her.

RED

"Sometimes the best thing you can do is not do

anything". You sons of bitches, you sent him down there

on purpose.
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MR. REDDEN

This is the choice that makes you a doctor.

RED

You fuckers!

MISS KITTY

Go downstairs, Red.

MR. REDDEN

You have to choose.

Red looks out the window.

RED

This is... I’m not your toy. Things can change.

MR. REDDEN

Yes they can. And I want them not to change, but it’s

up to you..

MISS KITTY

You’ll see why this was the right thing.

RED

(like he realises how awful it is)

I know.

He exits.

She roughly shuts the record player off and

returns to Mr. Redden.

MISS KITTY

Nearly there. Bleeding seems to have slowed right down.

She picks up a clean towel, putting pressure back

on the wound.

MISS KITTY

All right, Mr. Redden, what you have is a pneumothorax,

a pocket of air trapped in your chest. It’s collapsing

your lung which is what’s causing your shortness of

breath-

MR. REDDEN

You don’t need to-

MISS KITTY

I’ll be you in thirteen years. I’d like to make sure

I’m thorough.
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She picks up the needle and the flutter valve,

putting the former down through the latter until

the tip comes out the end.

MR. REDDEN

You’re angry at me.

MISS KITTY

In order to relieve this pressure I’m going to jam this

flutter valve into your chest.

(she smiles at him)

Now don’t worry about it Mr. Redden, the only reason I

use the word "jam" is because I need to make sure we

get it through in one go. Then I can use the needle to

release some of the air, this ingenious valve will take

care of the rest, and wham bam thank you ma’am your

lungs re-inflate.

She places the valve over his chest.

MR. REDDEN

We can talk about it. The anger.

MISS KITTY

You know why.

(wiping the wound again)

Stupid blood.

Mr. Redden takes her hand.

MR. REDDEN

Still... I’d like to talk.

MISS KITTY

In case I miss? I won’t. Clearly I won’t.

MR. REDDEN

Still I’d-

MISS KITTY

You kissed me! And I know, I know how this whole thing

works, I’m not an idiot. But... you kissed me.

MR. REDDEN

It was just a kiss-

MISS KITTY

It was a perfect kiss! It was a perfect kiss. I know

why you did it, I did it for Christ’s sake, I did it. I

just... I’m not supposed to fall in love. We’re not,

it’s for good reason because we do so much good and I

have about a million thank you cards in my study that

say that this is all the right thing but before all

(MORE)
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MISS KITTY (cont’d)
that you kissed me. Not any of them, not any of the

others, you. You’re the one that kissed me, you’re the

specific one that kissed the specific me. You put it

there, you’re the reason it’s there, festering. Red’s

right. We’re not a success. The bad times... I talk

about the bad times but... I remember a morning I woke

up in the toilets in one of those 24-hour fast food

places in town. Hungover, sick, all that. And I just

had "kiss me once again" scrawled on my arm. "Kiss me

once again, kiss me once again" all the way up my arm.

That kiss. Always in the back of my mind, always there.

That kiss. That goddamn motherfucking kiss. This will

hurt for a second.

MR. REDDEN

Kitty-

MISS KITTY

Don’t worry I can do this.

She holds the needle high, about to jam it down.

MR. REDDEN

I don’t have a pneumothorax!

MISS KITTY

What?

MR. REDDEN

I don’t... jesus that was close, I don’t have a

pneumothorax. I’m fine, I mean I’m dying of a chest

wound but I don’t have any trapped air.

She puts the needle down. She looks away from him.

MR. REDDEN

That said, I still wouldn’t mind...

She turns around quickly, putting the towel back

on his chest.

MISS KITTY

That was all a... ruse? To get them downstairs and us

up here? Couldn’t you just tell me, I really was going

to... jam-

MR. REDDEN

I couldn’t tell you. Firstly, there was no time to get

you on board... And secondly-
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MISS KITTY

You didn’t trust me. You thought I didn’t have the

balls to stay up here and see if Red would make the

right decision. Because I’m one of the versions of us

who believes that Lucy is worth saving and you didn’t

think I’d keep my heels to the floor if I didn’t have

my hands on your chest at the time. Well sparkling

chiffon or no I still have the chops, Mr. Redden, but

thanks for the support-

MR. REDDEN

That wasn’t my secondly. I don’t doubt you.

MISS KITTY

Then what? Come on, out with it old ma-

MR. REDDEN

His name’s Samuel.

MISS KITTY

Who’s name’s Samuel? I... who’s Samuel? Now you have to

tell me who this... who’s Samuel? Who’s Samuel?!

MR. REDDEN

He’s taller than you, and ten years younger, but he

walks with a cane so it kind of makes up for both. He

has green eyes and still, somehow, specks of red in his

hair. He’s a professor, of literature, airy fairy crap

but he’s good at what he does. And he likes show tunes

and Gothic architecture and spaghetti bolognese. And he

looks a dream in a tweed jacket. An absolute dream.

MISS KITTY

You... you... you better not be lying to me you hear

me? You better not be...

MR. REDDEN

I’m not.

MISS KITTY

Why didn’t you tell me?

MR. REDDEN

"Because waiting is torture."

MISS KITTY

I mean... where is he? Where is he?

MR. REDDEN

January 15th, 2024. In a bookshop called "Reynolds" on

Westmoreland Street-
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MISS KITTY

There’s no-

MR. REDDEN

There will be. "Reynolds", Westmoreland Street, January

15th 2024. Next year. No sooner.

MISS KITTY

Why?

MR. REDDEN

I don’t know. You can’t risk it.

MISS KITTY

How do I... what if I fuck it up?

MR. REDDEN

You won’t.

MISS KITTY

What do I say?

MR. REDDEN

You’ll get it right.

MISS KITTY

Tell me what to say!

MR. REDDEN

Nothing. He... you get trapped in the revolving door

together. Stupid, but then... that’s it. Locked up.

MISS KITTY

That’s it?

MR. REDDEN

That’s it.

MISS KITTY

Well where has he been? Where’s he been?

MR. REDDEN

It’s young love, by the way. Just because our asses

hang half way to the antipodes doesn’t mean it’s not

young love. Chemically speaking it’s fresh and new and

if you could bottle it... it’s perfect. And he’ll curve

to your body in the night and you’ll know it’s correct,

you’ll know it’s fully, absolutely, whole-heartedly

correct. He’s perfect, our Sammy. Sammy. Sammy.

He’s sad now, remembering.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 56.

MISS KITTY

Does something... does something happen to him? That’s

not fair does something happen to... he walks with a

cane. He has Huntington’s.

MR. REDDEN

Samuel Platten.

MISS KITTY

Catherine’s son, I met him. Once or twice... he’s

straight, he has a girlfriend.

MR. REDDEN

He had a wife. Cranky aul bitch.

MISS KITTY

How long do we have?

MR. REDDEN

Long enough to know it’ll never be long enough. You

don’t have a few months, if that’s what you’re afraid

of. You have lots of time.

MISS KITTY

But less than thirteen years.

MR. REDDEN

Always. He goes quick, no consolation for us but it’s

what he wanted. Candles out in less than a month.

Before that he’s... he’s Sammy.

MISS KITTY

Red’s going to meet him in a few weeks, he’ll only be a

teenager but surely-

MR. REDDEN

No. I am so very very very sorry but no. Everything you

said is still true. We’re not meant to fall in love,

not until then-

MISS KITTY

Because of the good we do along the way? But-

MR. REDDEN

Because he’ll die. Because he’ll die. We’re talking

onset at twenty-four, Kitty, twenty-four. He should be

dead within a decade, but we keep him alive. Even if we

don’t know it we keep him alive. And you will keep your

mouth shut because I will not risk killing him a moment

sooner.
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MISS KITTY

This whole thing... it’s for him. We were never meant

to be doctors, it was never fate.

MR. REDDEN

There’s always a choice. We just happen to always make

the right one. Lift me up.

MISS KITTY

What?

MR. REDDEN

Lift me up. Help me over to the window.

MISS KITTY

As your doctor and someone who doesn’t enjoy heavy

lifting I have to-

MR. REDDEN

Oh cram it, lift me up for fuck’s sake. Bring me over

to the window.

She helps him up off the desk, keeping pressure on

the wound as best she can.

MISS KITTY

Heavy son of a bitch.

MR. REDDEN

Weak-ass queen.

They get to the window, and look out.

MISS KITTY

Well he’s helping her anyway. Go team.

MR. REDDEN

I just... I wanted to see her. Before I go back.

MISS KITTY

You scared?

MR. REDDEN

We had a good run. When Sammy dies. That’s when things

get bad between you and Lucy again. She says some

things and you say some things and...

He slumps, tired, in pain.

MISS KITTY

Okey doke, back to the table.

She helps him across to the desk again.
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MISS KITTY

Looks like she’s stopped seizing anyway, they’re taking

her inside. What are you going to say to her?

MR. REDDEN

Oh I don’t know. "Please don’t kill me"? "I stopped you

choking on your vomit"? "There’s a box full of gold

bullion buried underground, I’ll tell you the location

if you let me live"?

MISS KITTY

There isn’t, is there?

MR. REDDEN

Well if there is you haven’t buried it yet, dumbass.

MISS KITTY

Ah so.

MR. REDDEN

I don’t know. I’ll just tell her I love her and I’m

glad I knew her, and she can make up her own mind. When

you’ve seen someone from every angle you don’t blame

them for things anymore, you just get pissed off they

were built that way.

MISS KITTY

Samuel Platten, eh?

MR. REDDEN

Samuel Christopher Mary Platten.

MISS KITTY

(smiling)

Mary?

MR. REDDEN

(wry)

Kitty?

MISS KITTY

Fair enough.

Noise from the hallway. Will comes in, rubbing his

jaw, in shock.

WILL

It didn’t work. She’s okay. How is he?

MISS KITTY

Touch and go. Lung collapsed but one swift flutter

attack and we’re getting re-inflation.
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Red enters.

MISS KITTY

(to Red)

You stopped him.

WILL

He punched me, to be more accurate.

(to Red)

The tranny’s got a better swing.

(to Mr. Redden)

So that’s how it went?

MR. REDDEN

Yep.

WILL

(to Red)

Our research is going to have an effect on Parkinson’s,

early-onset dementia, Al Zheimer’s too. Eventually.

RED

I don’t care.

MISS KITTY

You will.

WILL

You’ll be celebrated. You’ll be rich.

(looks to Miss Kitty)

Right?

MISS KITTY

Right. 2015 onwards you’re drowning in gold-plated

poodles.

RED

(to Will)

You almost killed her.

WILL

Well, nearly never won the race.

Will holds his stomach, not sore but odd. Miss

Kitty, Red and Mr. Redden gasp.

WILL

Here we go.

Billy enters.
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BILLY

She’s asleep, on the couch. What’s happening?

WILL

We have to go. It’s starting. Thanks for your help

downstairs, by the way. You were very good.

BILLY

Oh. Do you definitely have to go? What if she seizes

again?

MR. REDDEN

She won’t. All you need to do is go downstairs and be

there when she opens her eyes. Crack a joke, make her

feel comfortable.

He gasps. The feeling, again, all of them react.

MISS KITTY

Okay you’re not going to be able to take much of this.

(to Will)

Let’s get him in the closet.

Will and Miss Kitty help him up. Red opens the

closet door.

MR. REDDEN

It goes so quickly...

He gasps. All react.

They help him into the doorway.

MR. REDDEN

Thank you for your help. I don’t know how to say this

but... you’re all good people.

(to Red)

Do it.

Red shuts the door. A few seconds later, he opens

it again.

Mr. Redden’s gone.

RED

Wow.

MISS KITTY

Indeedy. Right. I was in the middle of a show. This

should be interesting.

(to Will)

Will... the next twenty-six years are going to be

incredibly rough going, carry a pair of gloves for your

(MORE)
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MISS KITTY (cont’d)
hands, an empty bottle for your piss and a sharp knife

for your safety because the streets are a shitty place

to be. But look me in the eye and know that I’m telling

the truth when I say that your best and happiest years

are still ahead of you. They really really really are

and I’d just like you to hang in there, okay?

She steps into the closet.

MISS KITTY

And, you know, moisturise.

She clicks her fingers at Red, and he swings the

door shut.

WILL

Cheers.

He looks at Red, and opens the door himself. No

sign of Miss Kitty.

WILL

(to Red)

I’m sorry about what happened, down there. Now you need

to knuckle down. And visit that Platten woman. She’s

quite the case.

He steps inside, pulling the door closed after

him.

RED

Nobody chooses to tell me what it’s like on the way

back. Great.

He opens the door. No Will.

RED

I wish I had time to help you clean up. And say a

eulogy for Harry.

BILLY

Harry?

RED

The goldfish.

BILLY

Henry.

RED

Oh. Maybe not the best person for a eulogy then. Bye

then.
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BILLY

Bye.

He looks into the closet, staring in for a few

seconds.

RED

Aw fuck it.

He darts across the room to Billy and kisses him.

Then he backs away, back to the closet. He steps

inside, pulling the door closed.

Before he closes it fully, he looks back over at

Billy. He touches his lips.

RED

"Kiss me once again..."

He closes the door.

Billy stands there for a few seconds, in shock. He

goes over to the closet, opens it. No Red. He

picks up a jumper and puts it on over his vest.

There’s a face among the clothes but he doesn’t

see it, as he moves back across to the phone.

He unplugs it, picks it up, and leaves.

Silence. Seconds pass.

The clothes in the closet shift, come to life.

A man stands up, the clothes he was buried

underneath falling off him as he does.

He’s grizzled, worn, a beard and gloves and a

thick coat, thick shoes. He’s fifty-two years old,

and he’s got a bloody knife in his hand.

He’s also incredibly drunk. He looks at the knife,

surprised. He moves, but stumbles against the door

frame, falling out into the room.

He looks around, spits, and crawls over towards

the door. Before he gets there he reaches the pile

of pens and paper and everything else that was

chucked off the desk.

He picks up a felt tip pen, and rolls up his

sleeve.
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He scrawls "kiss me once again" all up his arm.

He looks around, crawls back into the closet.

He reaches out and closes the door behind him.


