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Daytime.  

A small tent, draped in throws, hangings, dream catchers and esoteric symbols. There are no 

windows, but a small lamp is glowing.  

A woman sits on a chair covered in cushions, in front of a small table covered in a gaudy cloth. There 

is another chair on the other side of the table. She is probably in her mid forties, and she looks tired – 

she is slumped and staring into space. She is wearing a patchwork dress, scarves and long, colourful 

earrings.  

Distantly, we hear the noise of a fete or fair – laughter, the excited screams of children, faint music 

and distorted microphone announcements.  

A man enters, hesitantly, (as he pushes the tent flap open, the sounds outside grow louder) and the 

woman automatically straightens and smiles. The man is scruffily dressed, in his late twenties.  

Theodosia: Welcome. Please, come in.  

The man, Mark, still hesitates, looking unsure. 

Theo: (smiling) Are you lost? 

Mark: (definitely) Yes. (less definitely) I don’t know. Maybe. (he laughs awkwardly) Sorry, no. Hello.  

Theo: Hello. Please, sit down. (she indicates the chair). If you’d like to, that is.  

Mark: Thank you. (he sits, still looking uncomfortable) So, how does this work?  

Theo: Well, traditionally we start with you paying me.  

Mark: Oh yeah, of course, sorry. (he digs into his pockets) It’s a fiver, yeah? 

Theo: That’s what it says on the sign. Of course, if you’d like to give me more, I wouldn’t say no.  

Mark: (half laughing) Er, no, sorry.  

He counts a fiver out in change on the table and pushes it towards Theo, who nimbly sweeps it into 

an embroidered bag and puts it on the floor. 

Theo: Right then, that’s the sordid money business over and done with. My name is Theo.  

Mark: Theo? 

Theo: Yes.  

Mark: But –  

Theo: Theodosia.  

Mark: Seriously? 



Theo: Seriously. And your name is?  

Mark: Are you allowed to ask me that?  

Theo: Unless you just paid me five pounds to spend fifteen minutes guessing your name, yes.  

Mark: Mark.  

Theo: Mark. Lovely. Now, Mark. Is there some specific question that you are looking for the answer 

to today, or is yours a more general interest?  

Mark: (clearly ill at ease) I just… I don’t know. I want to know what you can see. If you can see 

anything, that is.  

Theo: Very well. Would I be right in thinking this is your first visit to a palmist? Or, in fact, any 

psychic? 

Mark: Yes.  

Theo: And would I also be correct if I said that there’s a large part of you that thinks this is all a load 

of bollocks, and is wondering why you’re here?  

Mark: Yes. No offence.  

Theo: None taken. So, why are you here, Mark? (there is a pause) Was it an impulse? You were at 

the fair, you saw the sign, you thought what the hell, it’s only a fiver, it will be a bit of a laugh? 

Something to tell your mates, a funny story? (more silence) No, that’s not it. Somebody suggested it 

to you, somebody close, somebody you want to please. You’ve come here because of a promise you 

can’t get out of. Is that it?  

Mark: Shouldn’t you already know?  

Theo: No. Not yet. Right, since you obviously don’t want to tell me, let’s get started, shall we? Give 

me your left hand. (Mark is clearly unsure) Come on, don’t be a baby, I won’t hurt you. You want to 

get your money’s worth, don’t you? (he gives her his hand) Ah, a clean hand, that makes a nice 

change. You have no idea how many sticky, ice cream covered paws I’ve been offered today. I’m 

almost out of wet wipes. Now, let’s have a look.  

Long pause while she studies his hand.  

Mark: Well, what can you see?  

Theo: Hold your horses, will you? It’s not like writing, that I can just read, you know.  

Mark: But that’s what you do, isn’t it? It’s literally in your job description. You’re a palm reader.  

Theo: (sarcastically) Ooh, aren’t you just sharp as a tack, I’ve never heard that one before. Hands 

aren’t as easy as most people seem to think. They need interpreting.  

Mark: Okay, so what do you interpret from my hand?  

Theo: In a hurry, are we? Desperate to go for a donkey ride? Have a go on the tombola? 

Mark: This is stupid, I don’t know what I’m even -   

He pulls his hand away, and starts to get up 



Theo: All right, all right, I’m nearly done. Come on, sit back down. (reluctantly, he does so, and gives 

her his hand again.) Touchy, aren’t we? Not surprising, this is a water hand if ever I saw one.  

Mark: Water hand? 

Theo: Mmm. Long palm. Long fingers. And you see all these little, fine lines running across your 

palm? Bit like a spider’s web? (Mark nods) Typical water hand.  

Mark: Doesn’t everyone have those? Isn’t it just… getting older? 

Theo: Nope. Look at mine. Hardly any at all. And I’m a lot older than you. No, you’ll have had those 

all your life, you’ve just never noticed. I mean, why would you, who spends their life staring at their 

hands?  

Mark: (urgently) And what do they mean, those lines?  

Theo: They tell me a bit about your character. They tell me that you’re imaginative and creative.  

Mark: Well, that’s wrong for a start. I couldn’t write a shopping list.  

Theo: What do you do for a living, Mark?  

Mark: I’m – I was – a financial analyst. I got let go, back in January.  

Theo: Not the right fit? 

Mark: No, it was just – I had a bit of a - they were making cutbacks. 

Theo: I see. And now? 

Mark: I’m a security guard. 

Theo: Working nights? 

Mark: Yes. Mostly.  

Theo: That will suit you better, I think. These fingers tell me that you’re a bit of an introvert; you like 

peace and quiet, you prefer to stay away from crowds. Which begs the question, what are you doing 

at this fair?  

Mark: I brought the kids. They wanted to come.  

Theo: And where are they?  

Mark: Over at the petting zoo. It’s all right, they’re with their gran.  

Theo: Your mum? 

Mark: Yeah. Well, adopted mum.  

Theo: Ah. Do you get on ok? 

Mark: Me and the kids? 

Theo: You and your adopted mum.  

Mark: Yeah, fine. All right. I mean, usual clashes, but – look, why are you asking that?  

Theo: Well you see, water hands - they can be a bit over-emotional.  



Mark: Not me.  

Theo: Or moody, if you prefer.  

Mark: No. 

Theo: Which sometimes makes the family waters a little choppy. And the fact that you emphasized 

that she was your adopted mum, deliberately putting distance between the two of you, made me 

wonder.   

Mark: It’s just – it’s the truth, that’s all.  

Theo: It’s a funny thing to tell a total stranger, though, wouldn’t you agree? 

Mark: No, I wouldn’t. You’re the one asking questions, and… and you’re reading too much into this, 

ok? 

Theo: Fine, have it your way.  

Mark: I thought you were supposed to tell me things, not ask me things.  

Theo: In order to interpret what I can see, I need to know a bit about you. (Mark looks skeptical) 

Look, think of it this way. Someone shows up to work one day looking bloody awful, like they haven’t 

slept a wink, with their clothes all mucky and smelling strongly of sick. Now, if their boss didn’t know 

that person well, they might assume they’d been out on the tiles and put them on a warning. 

However, if they did know them, they’d know that they had a month-old baby who wasn’t sleeping 

through the night, and come to a completely different conclusion. Do you see what I’m saying, 

Mark? 

Mark: I suppose so.  

Theo: Good. Shall we get on? (she takes his hand again) We’ll start with the life line, that’s this one 

here.  

Mark: Will that tell you when I’m going to die?  

Theo: No. For the eighteenth time today. It won’t. The length of your life line has nothing to do with 

the length of your life.  

Mark: Then why’s it called a –  

Theo: Because it tells me about your life. About the essence of you, what makes Mark, Mark. What 

connects him to this world, to the others around him.  

Mark: Ok.  

Theo: Now, yours is very flat. See, barely any curve at all. This shows that you are, by nature, a hard 

worker. Dedicated. Someone who is determined to succeed at all costs, even, sometimes, to their 

own detriment.  

Mark: Yeah, that sounds about right.  

Theo: Have you experienced any health issues, Mark? 

Mark: (quickly) No. Well, I mean, some. Same as everybody.  



Theo: Water hands often suffer from poor health. When you combine that with a work ethic like 

yours… well, I’d say you were a bit of a powder keg, to be honest.  

Mark: That’s a bit dramatic. I’ve never even broken a bone.  

Theo: What about your mental health? With water hands, it’s often stress related. Have you ever 

had time off work for stress?  

Mark: Yes, but… (he tails off) 

Theo: I thought so. What happened? 

Mark: It wasn’t anything serious. I just got a bit… tired, last year. I’m fine now.  

Theo: I’m glad to hear it. You need to watch that. Make sure you’re taking care of yourself. If you 

don’t do that, you won’t be in a state to take care of anybody else. (Pause) Do you like the job you’re 

doing now?  

Mark: It’s ok.  

Theo: What about the one before. What did you say, Financial Consultant?  

Mark: Analyst.  

Theo: Analyst, yes. I don’t really know what that means, to be honest.  

Mark: I carried out in-depth analysis to determine to financial health of companies, advise on 

investments, predict future stock performance, that sort of thing.   

Theo: (drily) How fascinating.  

Mark: Companies need to be conscious of their own viability, so I created financial models to –  

Theo: Did you enjoy it? 

Mark: (defensively) It’s an important job.  

Theo: I never said it wasn’t.  

Mark: It comes with a lot of responsibility. Without proper analysis and correct modelling, whole 

companies can go under.  

Theo: Do you like having that much responsibility? That much pressure? Do you thrive on it?  

Mark: I like getting things right.  

Theo: And the numbers? Do you like those? 

Mark: It’s what I do. Did.  

Theo: (grabbing his hand back) Because you see this line here? This one in the middle? (Mark nods) 

That’s your head line. That tells me what you like thinking about, what information you like to 

gather. Now, if you really had a head for numbers, I’d expect it to curve upwards, towards your little 

finger. That’s a sign of a logical, mathematical mind. And I’d expect it to be deeper, that shows clear, 

focused thinking. But yours? Well, have a look.  

Mark: It curves downwards. Away from the little finger.  



Theo: Exactly. And is it deep? 

Mark: Not really.  

Theo: No. This is a creative hand. Literature, the arts, imagination. Concepts, rather than facts. Does 

that sound like you? 

Mark: I like reading.  

Theo: What do you read? 

Mark: Sci-fi and fantasy, mainly.  

Theo: There you go. What on earth made you become an accountant? 

Mark: Financial ana –  

Theo: Same thing.  

Mark: It was what my dad did.  

Theo: Your adopted dad.  

Mark: And I’ve always been ok at maths.  

Theo: I’m not surprised. I’d say you were a bit of an all-rounder. But being good at something 

doesn’t always mean you enjoy it. What did you want to do? 

Mark: I dunno, really. I didn’t have any burning ambition to do or be anything. I know some kids 

dream of being a vet, or a fireman, but I never really had that.  

Theo: What did you like doing? 

Mark: Like I said, I liked reading. And playing the guitar. I was in a band when I was at school, with 

some of my mates.  

Theo: What were you called?  

Mark: Beat Up.  I know, it’s crap.  

Theo: All teenage band names are crap. I was in a band called The Bluebell Babes.  

Mark: What did you play?  

Theo: Guitar, like you.  

Mark: Were you any good? 

Theo: Technically we weren’t bad, I think, but our songs were naff. What about you? 

Mark: Same. They were awful.  

Theo: But you enjoyed it, being in a band? 

Mark: Yeah. I really did. But it was never going to go anywhere, we’d never have made any money 

out of it, so… 

Theo: I understand.  

Mark: And my mum said –  



Theo: Your adopted mum.  

Mark: Yeah. She said I should go into the same work as my dad, that Financial Analyst was a stable 

profession, that people would always need the money men.  

Theo: What about your dad, what did he think? 

Mark: He died. When I was twelve.  

Theo: I’m very sorry.  

Mark: (bitterly) Isn’t that the sort of thing you should have been able to see? 

Theo: No. But I really am very sorry.  

Mark: No, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have snapped.  

Theo: Do you miss him?  

Mark: Every day.  

Theo: How did he die? 

Mark: Heart attack.  

Theo: Right. And your mum thought you should follow in his footsteps.  

Mark: She just… she just wanted me to do well. To be a success.  

Theo: Of course she did.  

Mark: And the thing is, I did need the money.  

Theo: Why? 

Mark: Well, Emma, she was my girlfriend at the time, she was pregnant.  

Theo: Ah. Yours? 

Mark: Yes. 

Theo: How old were you? 

Mark: Eighteen. Just.  

Theo: And you chose to stay with her. To support her.  

Mark: It wasn’t a choice. I loved her. I love her.  

Theo: That fits. That there, that’s your heart line. Often that line curves, but yours is flat. And very 

long. This shows an intense, romantic nature. It means you’re very thoughtful and committed in your 

relationships. 

Mark: I’ve only had the one. 

Theo: Not just romantic partnerships, all loving relationships. It also shows that you’re very 

analytical, especially of yourself. Would you say that was true? 

Mark: If you mean am I aware of my own faults, then yeah. Very aware.  



Theo: That’s sort of what I meant. You said children, earlier. You have more than one.  

Mark: Yes. Three. David, Alex and Lucy.  

Theo: All with Emma? 

Mark: Yes. 

Theo: And are you and Emma still together?  

Mark: No, she… I was… we’re working through some stuff.  

Theo: But you still love her.  

Mark: Yes. 

Theo: So she ended it. Was it around the time that you got tired, last year?  

Mark: She couldn’t… I mean, I understand it, you know, she needs someone who’s going to be there 

for her, someone who can provide for the kids.  

Theo: And that’s not you.  

Mark: It wasn’t. Not back then. But I’m working on it.  

Theo: I see. Does the security guarding not pay very well? 

Mark: No, it’s crap.  

Theo: And three kids – the bills must add up.  

Mark: Yeah.  

Theo: So, what are you going to do? Go back to your financial analysing? 

Mark: (violently) No! No, I can’t – I don’t want to do that again. Not ever again.  

Theo: So –  

Mark: There are other ways to get money.  

Theo: Not gambling, I hope. Mug’s game. 

Mark: No. No, I don’t gamble. About the only vice I don’t have.  

(pause) 

Theo: (gently) Mark, are you thinking of doing something stupid? 

Mark: I’m going to do what I need to do.  

Theo: This security job. Who is it you work for?  

Mark: Injax.  

Theo: Ah. The pharmaceutical people.  

Mark: Yeah.  

Theo: Lots of money in drugs. In the chemist, and on the street.  



Mark: Look – I know what I’m doing.  

Theo: Do you? 

Mark: (agitated) No offence, but it’s none of your business anyway. I don’t know why I’m even 

talking to you about this.  

Theo: Because you had to talk to someone. Safer when it’s a total stranger, isn’t it? 

Mark: But you don’t understand. You can’t  - she’s going to stop me seeing them.  

Theo: Emma? She’s going to stop you seeing the children? 

Mark: Look, I know I’m not going to get her back. I don’t deserve to get her back, not after what I’ve 

done. But I can’t lose the kids. They’re all I’ve got.  

Theo: Why does she want to stop you seeing them? 

Mark: She doesn’t. Not really. She’s great. But I can’t – I’ve missed some payments, and she’s 

struggling for money.  

Theo: Does she work? 

Mark: Yeah, she’s a dental nurse. But the childcare, it’s so expensive. Lucy’s not two yet, she needs 

minding. And the boys need school uniforms and stuff. And Emma says… she says if I don’t step up 

and get her the money she needs, she’s going to have to move back to be near her parents, so they 

can help out, you know, with babysitting. 

Theo: Where do they live? 

Mark: Just outside Inverness.  

Theo: Oh.  

Mark: I can’t afford to travel up and down to Scotland all the time. I can barely afford the petrol to 

get to work and back. (intensely) If she goes up there, I’ll never see them. That’ll be it. Lucy, and 

David, and Alex … I’ll lose them. (his voice breaks) They’ll forget all about me.  

(pause)  

Theo: You’re in a bad way, aren’t you? 

Mark: (nodding, trying to regain control of myself) I’m going to sort it, though. She won’t have to 

move, I’ll see to that.  

Theo: It’s a dangerous road you’re going down, Mark.  

Mark: It’s all right. I know people. From back when… they’re sound. It’s all going to work out.  

Theo: Don’t do it. Please. That’s not the solution. There are other ways.  

Mark: (loudly) No. There aren’t. Do you think I haven’t thought about it? I’ve thought and thought 

and there’s nothing else… there’s nothing else I can do. I need money fast, and I’m going to get it.  

Theo: Not like that, though. 

Mark: It’s for me kids! How can you not understand that? Do you not get how much they mean to 

me, how… how… I mean, they’re … everything. They’re my world. 



Theo: I do understand that.  

Mark: Do you? Do you even have kids? 

Theo: (quietly) I did. 

Mark: (brought up short) What do you mean, you did? What happened? 

Theo: I had a little boy. His name was Vano. I had him for nearly eighteen months before they took 

him away.  

Mark: Why? Why did they –  

Theo: I wasn’t in a good place back then. I was young, I was – well, let’s just say I probably wasn’t the 

right person to be taking care of a small child.  

 Mark: Are you saying they were right to take him away? 

Theo: Now, yes, that’s what I think. But then… (she half smiles) I fought tooth and nail. I was a 

wildcat. I screamed, I kicked, I bit them… but they took him anyway. And then I howled. I howled like 

a dog for days. Nights too.  

Mark: What happened to him? 

Theo: I don’t know. Nobody would tell me. There was a court order… then, later on, I told myself it 

was best. Best for him. I pictured him happy with a good, loving family. I saw him in my head, 

smiling, laughing, playing in a nice garden with flowers. Tucked up in bed at night, with clean sheets 

and a teddy bear, and another woman kissing him goodnight. It hurt, but I told myself, at least he 

was safe. Safe from the life I had given him. Safe from me.  

Mark: Do you still miss him? 

Theo: Every day. Every single day. My little Vano. My little mush.  

Mark: Then you do understand what I’m going through. Why I’m doing this. 

Theo: Oh, yes. I understand. But it’s still the wrong thing to do. 

Mark: I don’t care! Who cares about right and wrong? Don’t you think that it’s wrong for my 

children to be taken away from me? 

Theo: (loudly) I’m not talking about morals and ethics, that sort of right and wrong! I mean that it’s 

going to go wrong! This is not going to end well, for you or for anybody!  

Mark: How do you know? You don’t know anything! You’re supposed to tell me my future, that’s 

what I came here for, but all you’ve done is ask me questions and tell me stuff I already know! 

Anyway, how dare you judge me? You’re just a fake, an old fraud, making a living conning people out 

of their money! (standing) I want my fiver back! 

Theo: Listen –  

Mark: Give me my money! 

Theo: You dinlow, you stupid man, just listen! I’ve been reading your left hand. That’s not the future, 

that’s the stuff you’re born with! 

Mark: Well what bloody good is that? 



Theo: Understanding the left hand gives me context for the right.  

Mark: And the right one tells you the future, is that it? 

Theo: It tells me what you’ve accumulated over your life. And yes, it allows me to make some 

predictions about the future.  

Mark: (sitting back down and shoving his right hand at her) Right. Get on with it, then. I’ve got to get 

back to Mum and the kids.  

Theo: Manners cost nothing, you know.  

Mark: (with exaggerated politeness, clearly barely hanging on to his temper) Please, Theodosia, will 

you read my hand? (Theo nods and takes his hand) Thank you.  

Theo: I’m only doing it because you paid me. We have a contract. Right then, what’ve we got? 

(suddenly she freezes, staring at his wrist) Where did you get that? 

Mark: What, that? It’s just a scar.  

Theo: (urgently) I know, how did you get it? 

Mark: It’s a burn, I think. I’ve had it since I was a kid.  

Theo: It’s a scald.  

Mark: Yeah, maybe. I don’t know. It happened before I got adopted.  

Theo: A scald. From boiling water. Boiling water from a kettle.  

Mark: Could be. I’ve always quite liked it, it looks a bit like a  

Mark/Theo (together) teddy bear. 

Theo: (staring at him) Poor little boy.  

Mark: It’s fine.  

Theo: (faraway, staring through him) The kettle was left unattended. You knocked it. It fell. You 

screamed and screamed… 

Mark: You’re doing it again, you’re reading my past. This all happened years ago. I want to know 

about the future. (Theo is silent, staring at him) It’s not going to stop you reading my hand, is it? It’s 

mostly on my wrist.  

Theo: No. No, I can still read your hand.  

Mark: Okay. So, what can you see? 

Theo: (visibly pulling herself together) Right. Well. It’s not good.  

Mark: Not good how? 

Theo: Well, to start with, your heart line’s broken. No surprises there. Your headline is frayed at the 

end – you see that, there, where it goes off into lots of little, faint lines? Those are your thoughts. 

Scattered thinking, do you see? All of these thoughts, so many of them, all leading nowhere. You’ve 

lost your way.  



Mark: Yeah, okay, fair enough. But am I going to find it again?  

Theo: I don’t think so, Mark. I really don’t. I’m so sorry.  

Mark: Why? Why don’t you think so? 

Theo: Look at your lifeline. No, that one, there. What do you see? 

Mark: (impatient) I don’t know. It just looks … normal.  

Theo: (loudly) Normal?? Look at it! Look at all those breaks!  

Mark: (loudly) Okay, it has breaks, what does that mean? 

Theo: (almost shouting) It means danger! Trauma, illness, accident… bad things are going to happen 

to you!  

Mark: (shakily) No. No, that’s bollocks.  

Theo: It is not bollocks! The hand doesn’t lie!  

Mark: It does, it –  

Theo: You are walking headlong into danger, and you’re doing it on purpose! You need to put a stop 

to it, now!  

Mark: No! No, I can’t, I –  

Theo: Yes you can, of course you can! What you’re doing, what you’re planning – this is not the way. 

These are dangerous people you’re messing with and you are going to get hurt!  

Mark: (leaping up, yelling) You’re just saying that because you disapprove, because you don’t like 

what I’m doing. And you’re making up all that stuff about my… my hand, and the lines, just to get me 

to back off. Well it’s not going to work, okay? And… and whole the hell are you, anyway, to tell me 

what to do?  

Theo: I’m… someone who cares about you. About what happens to you.  

Mark: Cares about me! You just met me half an hour ago! You know nothing about me, you’re just 

interested in money, like everyone else!  

Theo: Listen to me -  

Mark: No! I know what I’m doing, what I have to do. For… for David, and Alex, and Lucy. And for 

Emma. They need me, and I’m not going to let them down! (almost crying) I’m not. Not again.  

Theo: You haven’t let them down, Mark! But you will if you carry on like this. (Mark tries to interrupt, 

and she jumps up) No, shut up! Stop talking for one second and think, think, you stupid mush! 

What’s going to happen to those children if you end up in prison?    

Mark: I’m not stupid! It won’t come to that!  

Theo: (loudly) Yes. It. Will! That, or… or worse.  

Mark: Worse? 

Theo: Look at your hand. Go on. What do you see, on the lifeline, just by the centre of your palm? 



Mark: A mole.  

Theo: It’s a black spot.  

Mark: So? 

Theo: The worst of all possible marks. It means destruction.  

Mark: No! It’s just a mole! I’ve had it my whole life!  

Theo: No you have not!  

Mark: How do you know? You’re making all this up!  

Theo: I’m not! You have brought that spot upon yourself, by making bad decisions! Stupid, reckless 

choices! And if you carry on, destruction will come for you. It will come, and you will have nowhere 

to hide. But right now, you have a choice. You can make that spot go away.  

Mark: How? How do I make it go away? 

Theo: By turning right instead of left. Choose another way. Choose the path of light.  

Mark: There is no other way.  

Theo: Yes, there is. There always is. You just have to find it.  

Mark: Tell me where to go, then. Tell me what to do.  

Theo: I can’t do that. It’s your life.  

Mark: You’re quick enough to tell me what not to do, but you’re not giving me any alternative.  

Theo: I don’t know – okay, why don’t you move up to Scotland with them? With Emma and the kids?  

Mark: I can’t do that.  

Theo: Why not? What’s holding you here?  

Mark: Well, there’s Mum… 

Theo: Ah, yes.  

Mark:  She likes to have me close by. I’m all she’s got.  

Theo: Take her with you.  

Mark: She’d never move. She’s lived here all her life. And she’s got… problems. Anxiety and that.  

Theo: Mark, listen to me. If I was … if I was your mum, I’d be a lot happier knowing you were safe, 

even if you were a long way away from me, than I would be visiting you in prison. Or worse, visiting 

your grave.  

Mark: Yeah, well. You’re not my mum.  

Theo: No.  

Mark: Anyway, it’s irrelevant. I’ve made promises to people. I can’t back out now.  

Theo: (grabbing both his hands) Yes, you can. Run. Run fast and far away. Run to Scotland. Be happy. 

Be safe. 



Mark: It’s too late.  

Theo: No.  

Mark: I’m sorry. (long pause) I’d better go. The kids will be running Mum ragged.   

Theo: Look after yourself. Please.  

Mark: Yeah. See you around, Theo.  

(he opens the curtain flap, then turns)  

Mark: Thank you.  

Theo: (voice breaking) You’re welcome, Mush.  

Mark half smiles, nods, and ducks out.  

 

Blackout 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


