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CHARACTERS 

Marsha – early sixties 

Tom - sixties 

Seth – early forties 

Young Man 

 

 

 

A hall at a sci-fi and fantasy convention. A cloth-covered table, spread with photos and a small pile 

of books – all the same book, ‘FOILED! MY LIFE AS A SPACE MAIDEN’, by Marsha Clarke. Marsha 

herself is sitting at the table. She is in her early sixties, neatly dressed with sensible hair, and no 

longer looks anything like the picture of her on the cover of her book, or in her photos. She is 

signing a picture for a young man who is standing in front of the table, dressed in some kind of 

warrior costume.  

YOUNG MAN: Thank you very much. Would you mind if I got a selfie with you too? 

MARSHA: Of course not. It’s an extra £10, though, is that okay? 

YOUNG MAN: Oh, no, you’re alright, then. Thanks for the autograph.  

MARSHA: My pleasure. It’s always lovely to meet young fans.  

YOUNG MAN: Actually, it’s for my Mum. She used to love ‘Saving Venus’. I’ve never seen it. Sorry.  

MARSHA: Please don’t apologise. It was a long time ago.  

YOUNG MAN: It’s definitely on my list of things to watch, though. Especially now I’ve met you. 

(walking off) Thanks again!  

MARSHA: Enjoy the convention!  

Marsha leans back in the chair and stares into space. She massages the back of her neck, takes a 

drink from her water bottle, and checks her watch. A man in his early forties walks past, dressed as a 

space captain. His name is Seth.  

SETH: Marsha! How’s it going? 

MARSHA: Quiet in my little corner. You? 



SETH: A never ending stream of adorable weirdos since ten o clock this morning, but they seem to 

be tailing off a bit now, thank God. Probably all having lunch. You seem to have done alright with the 

books, anyway? (he nods at the small pile of books on her table) 

MARSHA: To be honest with you, I didn’t bring many in. Just the one box. I’ve learned not to expect 

too much from the conventions these days. They’re not what they once were. Not for me, anyway.  

SETH: It’s always a bit hit and miss, isn’t it? Especially the smaller ones, like this.  

MARSHA: (smiling) You’re very kind! The nice thing about this one is that’s it’s not far for me to 

come – I only live fifteen minutes drive away.  

SETH: Handy! I’ve got to slog all the way back up the M3 later. I’m just off to get a cup of tea, would 

you like one? 

MARSHA: That’s very sweet of you, Seth, but I think I might head off.  

SETH: Already? It’s only just gone two.  

MARSHA: I know, but I think I’ll cut my losses. I’m sure nobody will mind, and my garden is calling 

me.  

SETH: (Looking off) I’d hold hard on that for a second – looks like somebody is heading your way! 

Sure about that tea? 

MARSHA: Quite sure. Good luck with the rest of your day!  

Seth exits, excusing his way past the man who enters. This is Tom, a man in his sixties, wearing cords 

and a pullover. He makes his way to Marsha’s table, and the two stare at each other.  

TOM: Well, well, well. Lady Gawenda Vitrate, as I live and breathe. It’s an honour.  

MARSHA: You can call me Marsha.   

TOM: Thank you. (Pause) May I sit down? 

MARSHA: Of course.  

TOM: (sits) So. How’s the convention going for you, milady? 

MARSHA: Quiet. They usually are, nowadays.  

TOM: Have you sold many autographs? 

MARSHA: Not very many.  

TOM: I’m sorry to hear that.  

MARSHA: Would you like one? 

TOM: How much are they? 

MARSHA: Five pounds.  

TOM: A bargain. Yes please, I’ll take one. 

MARSHA: Is it for an ageing relative, or are you a fan yourself? 

TOM: I’m your biggest fan, Marsha.  



MARSHA: How nice. (picking up the pen) Who should I make it out to? 

TOM: Tom.  

MARSHA: Just Tom? 

TOM: Just Tom.  

MARSHA: (writing) To Tom, with love from Marsha. (handing the photo to him) There you go.  

TOM: (handing her a fiver) Thanks very much.  

MARSHA: You know, Tom, you may just have bought my last ever autograph.  

TOM: How so? 

MARSHA: I’m thinking of giving up on the convention game. Calling it quits.  

TOM: That would be a shame.  

MARSHA: Would it, though? Really? 

TOM: I think so.  

MARSHA: Might push the value up a bit on EBAY. Marsha Clarke’s last ever autograph.  

TOM: I’m not going to sell it. And what about the fans? 

MARSHA: (indicating the empty space around them) What fans, Tom? 

TOM: People love you. They come to these things to see you.  

MARSHA: They used to. Not anymore. I mean, come on – who nowadays remembers a low budget 

cod-feminist sci-fi that ran during the seventies?  

TOM: Lots of people. It has a cult following.  

MARSHA: So cult that I never see or hear from them. Maybe they all live together in a bunker 

underground, watching Saving Venus on repeat and eating instant noodles.  

TOM: It looks like you sold some books today? 

MARSHA: Three.  

TOM: Only three? 

MARSHA: I’ll tell you a secret - I’ve hidden the rest. They’re in a case under the table. It’s my own 

fault for being silly enough to write my autobiography in my thirties. Why would people pay me for a 

book they can find three times over in every charity shop? 

TOM: To have a copy where the pages aren’t stuck together.  

MARSHA: (laughing) Tom! 

TOM: With soup! I meant with soup. But you’re right, people aren’t just interested in the show. It’s 

you. You’re an icon.  

MARSHA: I was never an icon! 

TOM: Yes, you were! You are. Lady Gawenda. A beacon of early feminism.  



MARSHA: Hardly. Marching around a plastic spaceship, spouting female empowerment cliches 

whilst wearing outfits made of silver string doesn’t exactly say “up the sisterhood”. We couldn’t burn 

our bras, because we didn’t wear any.  

TOM: Everyone remembers those outfits, anyway. I certainly do.  

MARSHA: Don’t be creepy, Tom, or I shall have to send you away.  

TOM: I’m not being creepy! I’m being nostalgic. Just an idea – do you think you’d get more people 

coming to see you at these things if you wore your old outfits? 

MARSHA: Probably. And then they’d look at me in them and be sick in their mouths.  

TOM: Never. You’re still absolutely stunning.  

MARSHA: Look, even if I was willing to wear such skimpy things at my age – which I’m not – I 

wouldn’t be able to fit into them anyway. I’d look like a dream-catcher with a nightmare stuck in it.  

TOM: You’ve still got them though, haven’t you? 

MARSHA: (sighing) Yes, I’ve still got them.  

TOM: I bet they’re all carefully packed away in tissue paper. In a suitcase, up in the loft.  

MARSHA: Along with the ray gun.  

TOM: The one that you used to rescue the rest of the crew when they got captured by the Bear Men 

of Ursa Major! 

MARSHA: You really are a fan, aren’t you? 

TOM: I told you. The biggest.  

MARSHA: Then I shall share something with you. There’s one bit of my costume I can still fit into.  

TOM: Really? What’s that?  

MARSHA: Look. (she stands up, and walks out from behind the desk, to reveal knee-high silver boots 

over her sensible leggings) 

TOM: Bloody hell! You look sensational. God, you’ve got gorgeous legs. Why aren’t you showing 

them off? If people saw these, you’d be mobbed.  

MARSHA: I can’t stand all day, not with my knees.  

TOM: Then sit back down, and let’s get this cloth off the table. At least people will be able to spot 

them from a distance then. Come on.  

(He starts trying to pull the cloth from the table) 

MARSHA: Stop it, you’re spilling the photos! Look, if you’re feeling energetic, you can make yourself 

useful. Help me to stack the books and the photos and put them in here.  

(She pulls a case from under the table, and starts gathering her stuff into it) 

TOM: You’re serious, then? You’re really giving up? 

MARSHA: I really am.  



(Tom helps her stack photos) 

TOM: So, what are you going to do with your life, if you’re not doing this sort of thing?  

MARSHA: I do have a life outside of conventions, you know.  

TOM: Good. Tell me all about it.  

MARSHA: What do you want to know? 

TOM: What sort of things do you like doing? 

MARSHA: I work a few hours a week at my local library. I read. I walk the dog. I garden.  

TOM: Let me see – hollyhocks, roses, honeysuckle…  

MARSHA: Now, how on earth did you know that, Tom? 

TOM: Inspired guess.   

MARSHA: I play scrabble once a week, with my neighbour, Sheila. This probably all sounds very 

boring to you. I’m sure you have a much more exciting life.  

TOM: Actually, no, our lives sound quite remarkably similar. Are you married? 

MARSHA: Yes, I am.  

TOM: Happily? 

MARSHA: Very happily, thank you.  

TOM: He’s a lucky man.  

MARSHA: Yes, he is.  

TOM: I hope he appreciates you.  

MARSHA: Oh, I think he does. And I hope he knows how very, very much I appreciate him.  

(They look at each other) 

TOM: Right, that’s you all packed up. Shall we be off, then?  

MARSHA: Are you offering me a life home, Tom? 

TOM: Do you know, I rather think I am?  

MARSHA: In that case, would you care to join me for a drink in the garden once we get there? 

TOM: That sounds like a top plan. And I have a Greek stew in the slow cooker for later.  

MARSHA: Ooh, a stifado? 

TOM: Maybe. If you’re very lucky.  

MARSHA: (laughing) You’re a terrible man.  

TOM: (kissing her) And you are a terrific woman. Come on, let’s show our heels to this ungrateful 

bunch of bizarrely dressed idiots.  

MARSHA: (pulling a pair of brogues from under the table) Hang on, let me just change into my flats.  



TOM: (taking her arm) Oh no, I think you should leave those boots on. In fact, I insist upon it. They 

will go very well with the stifado.  

(they start to walk off) 

MARSHA: I can’t walk up the garden path in these. Sheila will think I’m supplementing my income in 

a manner unbefitting a member of the playing field committee.  

TOM: Yes! And that I am your pimp. In fact, that’s not a bad idea. I bet Geoff Conway will finally let 

me have a ride on his lawn mower if I offer him a ride on my –  

MARSHA: Tom! God, I really can’t take you anywhere, can I? 

TOM: No, but I can. Lady Gawenda, I am taking you home.  

(Exit) 
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