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Y GWANWYN [THE SPRING]______________________

Scene 1_______

In which we first meet the man and a woman holds 
a cup of tea.

MAN
How did you get that down here?

Clever, I suppose. I didn’t think you would be able 
to get a cup of tea down here without it getting 
salty. I’m not fussy, as cups of tea go, but salt 
isn’t something I associate with the classic concept 
of a British brew. But, if you take it salty then 
that makes sense.

Then again... it’s not just the salt is it? It’s the 
whole issue of the water. That’s a pretty normal cup 
of tea, I imagine. Not much protecting a milky liquid 
from an oceanic invasion, not much at all. All that 
force, pushing its way into that ordinary little mug, 
not much of a chance. Simple dispersion really, isn’t 
it? Think about it. If you were to take a vessel of 
any liquid, here in this case the vessel being that 
mug and the liquid known as tea, you take that and 
you drop it into a larger body of liquid, this, of 
course, being the Irish Sea - Môr Iwerddon - for 
argument’s sake, though a standard mop bucket might 
provide much the same function. Well, you drop the 
vessel into the larger liquid mass - dispersion. 
Unless, of course, one liquid has hydrophobic 
qualities and then we’re talking about something else 
all together.

The tea, being thus submerged, now looses all sense 
of itself, no identity, no longer just tea, milk and 
two. Fighting for its right to be defined as a whole, 
grasping at the idea of being tea. It reaches,                 ____                           
fingers curling like smoke, hoping to find a solid 
sense of self, looking for that forgotten experience 
of previously being tea. Like many explorers, it soon               _____                                   
finds that the further it extends, the more it grasps 
at the nothing, the thinner and more whisp-like the 
tendrils become until its palms come up so empty that 
they collapse in upon themselves, no longer defined, 
twisting, fingers, but muddy puffs of smog. Dirty, 
dispersed, done.

The point being that, given what we know to be true 
of tea, and what we feel would be its logical 
experience of being transported from a kitchen, land 
based we will assume, to here, by way of one thousand 
feet of the Irish Sea... the point being - how did 
you accomplish this journey with the tea in tact, and-
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                     He takes a sip of tea

-not salty?
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Y GWANWYN [THE SPRING]______________________

Scene 2_______

In which we meet Claire and William

CLAIRE
Hiya Dad. It’s Claire, I’ve come to see you

WILLIAM
I’d rather you didn’t

CLAIRE
I know, but here I am anyway. Have you been behaving 
yourself?

WILLIAM
There’s been terrible news

CLAIRE
Has there?

WILLIAM
Oh yes, terrible, such a shame

CLAIRE
What’s that then, you run out of digestives again 
have you?

WILLIAM
That woman, she told me, I was that upset I could 
have cried

CLAIRE
What woman?

WILLIAM
It’s our Billy, he’s dead. What a shame - him with 
those kids as well.

CLAIRE
Billy isn’t dead, Dad.

WILLIAM
He is

CLAIRE
I can promise you he’s not.

WILLIAM
Car crash it was, awful, those kids without a dad 
now, cried my eyes out I did.

CLAIRE
I spoke to him yesterday, he’s decidedly un-dead, 
Dad.
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WILLIAM
Last night it happened, they called this morning to 
tell me. Such a good boy our Billy. What will that 
lady do now, eh? Couple of kids and our Billy stone 
cold dead.

CLAIRE
... don’t be ... he’s not dead, Dad.
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Y GWANWYN [THE SPRING]______________________

Scene 3_______

In which we meet the submarine

MAN
I’m not sure exactly how deep we are, at least 800 
feet but likely more. The instruments broke a long 
time ago and we haven’t been back to the surface 
since to have them repaired. I don’t mind being down 
here, though, because there’s a lot more calm, more 
quiet - it’s good for contemplation.
I think it’s because here, in my submarine, there’s, 
this pressure? It hugs you tight like a... like... 
you know when you were small and your Mam would catch 
you as you ran past her? You were busy chasing sea 
monsters or searching for Atlantis, and your Mam 
would grab you, tangle you up in arms and great puffs 
of flour. Maybe she knew the danger you were in. 
Discovering Atlantis is, after all, a risky business. 
But for a moment you were safe, bound by that 
pressure... enveloped... soft.

That’s what it’s like in my submarine. Not a bad 
pressure. A thumb pushed against your vein, hands 
held flat against your clavicle, a gentle reminder of 
the thud, thud, thud. It snakes all around you and 
holds you in a perpetual, toffee-treacle silence, so 
you can just... Ahhh... In... Out... In... Out.

In my submarine I can blow sugar-glass bubbles with 
my mind, I just don’t know what my name is.
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Y GWANWYN [THE SPRING]______________________

Scene 4_______

In which Claire calls her brother

CLAIRE
... Billy? Oh thank god! It’s me, Claire.
No I’m fine... I got.. it was just.. Dad -

No, no he’s fine... it sounds stupid now but at the 
time I just thought ... he said a woman had told him 
you died in a car crash and I suddenly thought - what 
if you had? And that Amie had called him and I just 
didn’t know yet and here I am telling him its 
nonsense when for all I know it’s true and-
No, I know that now.
He was just so sure and he’s never said anything like 
that before.
Oh. Right.
No, no I didn’t know he said that to you. Well... I 
feel a bit stupid now.
Yes. Yeah I know. I’m just not used to it yet.
Ok.

Yeah, I got him more digestives.
Don’t forget it’s your turn to visit Sunday? Unless 
you can’t, I don’t mind - as long as... Yeah, ok. 
T’ra Bill.
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Y GWANWYN [THE SPRING]______________________

Scene 5_______

In which we hear the radio and the woman brings 
another cup of tea.

SANDRA
Come on then, William love, time to get you out of 
bed.

WILLIAM
I can get myself out of bed.

SANDRA
Sure you can, Willy, tell you what - you have this 
here cup of tea while I get your pad changed, eh?

WILLIAM
I don’t want to

SANDRA
No need to be embarrassed my lamb, nothing I’m not 
used to by now! There’s people pay good money to go 
dabbing about in other folk’s piss you know, Willy! 
Lucky for you I’m not one of them, but it do take all 
sorts!

WILLIAM
I... I don’t know how it happened. I shouldn’t be 
doing that. I’m not a baby.

SANDRA
Not to worry, I’ll get you sorted in no time, and 
then we can get you down to the leisure room, how 
about that?

William nods his head solemnly
That’s the spirit! You put your arms around my neck, 
now, there’s a good lad. Here! We could have a little 
slow dance, pair of us like this!

Sandra ‘dances’ with William to the radio.
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Y GWANWYN [THE SPRING]______________________

Scene 6_______

In which the radio does not work

MAN
I used to be able to radio up, talk to the main land, 
you know. Cricket scores, local news, useful 
information and such.

Only now, there’s this white noise where the 
information should be. Like this – here down a 
corridor, yes, yes, I know it, pictures, paintings, 
doors then

             (white noise)

so I start again: corridor, picture, painting, d-                                                 

             (white noise)

 corridor, painting… no - picture, painting, door                                                 

             (white noise)

    and now, I’m not sure if I do know this corridor, ...                                                   
or if that picture was there before, so I start to 
paint things in their place. Things – things I think 
might have been there… should have been there…
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Y GWANWYN [THE SPRING]______________________

Scene 7_______

In which we meet Mrs Jones and her younger self, 
Annie

MRS JONES
Mrs Jones is dying.

SANDRA
Come on Annie, love, not this again

MRS JONES
She was born on the 15th of March, 1943. Christened 
Annabelle Eleri Jones, daughter of the Reverend Alwyn 
Jones and his dutiful wife, Mrs Delyth Jones, neé ... 
also Jones.

SANDRA
Ok Annie, are we doing the full epitaph again?

MRS JONES
Yes. Because Mrs Jones is dying.

SANDRA
Do you think you could die in the common room then 
Annie? Only I’ve got stuff to be getting on with.

ANNIE
Where is my Cariad? Have you seen her? She went to 
fetch me bluebells and I’ve not seen her since.

SANDRA
... ok Annie, put your arms around me, now.
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Y GWANWYN [THE SPRING]______________________

Scene 8_______

In which William stares into the blue

CLAIRE
Isn’t it a beautiful day, we could go for a walk if 
you fancied, later?

WILLIAM
I don’t know how far these legs would carry me, now. 
Look at that sky, she’s blue as anything!

CLAIRE
We could get you a chair though, Dad, you wouldn’t 
have to walk. I could push you.

WILLIAM
What are those white bits? Must be a plane up there! 
Can you see?

CLAIRE
I think it’s just the clouds, Dad

WILLIAM
No clouds in sight! Have you seen that sky? Blue as 
anything!

CLAIRE
What do you think then, Dad, the chair? We could give 
it a go - nice to be outside when the weather’s this 
good.

WILLIAM
Lovely day isn’t it? Have you seen the sky? So blue, 
blue as anything, blue as your rock pool eyes, Mary.

CLAIRE
It’s Claire, Dad, your daughter?

WILLIAM
I know that! You think I don’t know? Here, look at 
those white bits! What do you think they are? Must be 
a plane, Claire, must be the contrails of a plane.

CLAIRE
Maybe, Dad.

WILLIAM
Such a beautiful ocean of blue. It’s days like this, 
days like this when you think it’s all worth it - 
moments where you dive into it all and there’s just 
waves and waves of brilliant blue crashing all around 
you, swimming in it, basking in the sparkling sun 
kissing the tops of it. Everything stretching out in
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front of you and you think “good, I’m glad it goes 
on, glad I can’t see the end of it”. Do you know what 
I mean?

CLAIRE
I... yes. I want it to go on forever, for as long as 
it can.

WILLIAM
Why not? Why not forever?! You could keep hopping 
from one island to another, light toes on soft cotton 
top clouds, dancing up there in the blue. I don’t 
think it matters that there’s lots of nothing in 
between, because it’s beautiful... and every time you 
land it’s soft and it’s wonderful and it holds you 
there for a moment, suspended.

CLAIRE
That’s right, I don’t think it matters either. Here 
is wonderful, I just want to stay here.

WILLIAM
Look, Claire! Look at those white bits, must be a 
plane!

CLAIRE
No. No I think it's... I think it’s just the clouds, 
Dad?

WILLIAM
Look at that sky, blue as anything, Mary.
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Y GWANWYN [THE SPRING]______________________

Scene 9_______

In which Annie dreams of bluebells

SANDRA
Apple or orange, Annie?

MRS JONES
Orange?

SANDRA
Juice, Annie love, apple or orange?

MRS JONES
Blue, violet, lavender little bells

SANDRA
I’ve not got blue, Annie, only apple... or orange...

MRS JONES
Campanula Rotundifolia

SANDRA
Right. Look Annie, I know it’s a bit difficult but 
I’ve got to give you one, see? Now, to me they’re 
pretty similar tasting, only one is sort of yellow 
and the other’s... well, orange. But we’ve got to 
give you the choice, right? So if you could just 
choose... the yellow one, or the orange one?

MRS JONES
She used to call me Annie-bluebelle, because we met 
in the spring. A whole carpet of bluebells stretched 
out before us, a royal vein of life cutting tracks 
through the green. She used to call me Annie-belle. 
She was my Cariad. Fy nghariad gwyn.

SANDRA
I know, love.

ANNIE
Fy nghariad gwyn, my white darling. I am her 
bluebell, but she is a pure snow drop. She pushed her 
delicate petals through the frost and melted me. 
Before there are bluebells there must come hope, a 
sign of that new warmth. There’s no spring without 
her, no sun to come. Only winter, only darkness, 
until she brings the light. Galanthus Nivalis, a 
white blanket under which I can hide. Come cwtch with 
me, Cariad! Where are you hiding?

SANDRA
Alright, Annie, it’s alright. Here, let me brush your 
hair for you, you like that.
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Sandra takes a comb from her pocket and starts 
to brush back Annie’s hair, Annie closes her 
eyes and smiles, truly calm for the first time.

ANNIE
Sing for me, fy nghariad gwyn, coo for me, little 
dove.

Sandra sings/hums Calon Lân/Myfanwy or similar 
Welsh folk song.
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Y GWANWYN [THE SPRING]______________________

Scene 10________

In which the Man splinters in 73 seconds

MAN
I did love being up there, especially in the Spring, 
as a young dog. My Mam used to squeal with delight 
whenever she saw the first lambs, test tube legs all 
over the place, trying to stand for the first time. 
She used to tell us they were gambolling. I always 
wondered why I never saw them at the bookies when Dad 
sent us down to put his Sunday bet on.
You do still get a Springtime here though. Just 
because I live on a Submarine doesn’t mean nothing 
changes! It’s the phytoplankton you have to look out 
for. The water blooms with great clusters of dancing 
green fingers, tickling the sea into teeming ballets 
of life. Sometimes I think I’d like to dance with 
them, kick up off this sandy bed and launch like a 
rocket right into the middle of them, great mushrooms 
of dust in my wake. Only trouble is, the submarine’s 
engines are rusted. It’s been down here in the dark 
and the wet for so long. Orange mould, curling and 
consuming as it grew like coral all over the hull. 
Even if I could fix it, even if I could remember the 
controls, I think we’d disintegrate on launch. I’d be 
the SS Challenger, splintering into pieces in 73 
seconds flat.
Maybe I should ask that woman that sometimes visits 
me? She could bring me tools, parts, help me fix her 
up. I don’t know how she does it, she must be some 
kind of scientist sent by the institute, or 
whoever... whoever it was that sent me here.

I’m not really sure how long ago that was, now, but I 
think it’s been quite a while. Must have been a 
while, now.
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Y GWANWYN [THE SPRING]______________________

Scene 11________

In which William discovers the daffodils

CLAIRE
You alright, Dad?

WILLIAM
Claire! You’ve come to see me!

CLAIRE
That’s right, Dad... I can’t stop long but I thought 
I’d pop in, give you these Daffs I found in 
Sainsburys.

WILLIAM
Get them in water, ask that nice girl to get them in 
water, she’ll do it for you. I am glad to see you, 
Claire, so glad to see you.

CLAIRE
I’m glad to see you too, you daft bugger.

WILLIAM
Come and give us a kiss, love, give us a kiss and let 
me see you. I thought... I thought with you not 
coming by for so long... I don’t know, I’m a stupid 
old man and I thought I’d upset you again. I am 
sorry, Claire, I am.

CLAIRE
What are you on about? You saw me last weekend, Dad! 
You see me every other weekend, remember?

WILLIAM
No, I don’t think I do

CLAIRE
You do, Dad, I promise you do.

WILLIAM
No I don’t think so, I’d remember that. I’m not that 
bad!

CLAIRE
Well... you do see me. I’m only here today because I 
saw these lovely Daffodils, and I thought ‘I know who 
would like those’ so I popped over on my drive home.

WILLIAM
You’re a good girl, Claire, not like your brother

CLAIRE
Billy? Don’t say things like that
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WILLIAM
Wouldn’t want to be seeing him, that’s true, not that 
he’d bother.

CLAIRE
You saw him Sunday

WILLIAM
No

CLAIRE
And the kids, you did! You see me one week, Bill the 
next - I swear you do.

WILLIAM
Why would I want to do that?

CLAIRE
I don’t know Dad, I wish you wouldn’t do this. Here 
now - let’s find a vase for these flowers, eh?

WILLIAM
Get that nice lady to do it, she’s wonderful, looks 
after me she does, comes by here every day to see me, 
don’t know how I know her but she seems to like me.

CLAIRE
Her name’s Sandra, Dad

WILLIAM
That’s it! Sandra! What a lovely girl she is. She 
bought me these, you know?

CLAIRE
What’s that?

WILLIAM
These daffodils, Sandra bought me these, what a nice 
girl. She knows I love them, what a generous girl she 
is.

CLAIRE
I bought those for you

WILLIAM
Did you? I do love daffodils

CLAIRE
I know, Dad

WILLIAM
I wandered lonely as a Cloud!
That floats on high o’er vales and Hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host! Of golden Daffodils;
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That’s it... that's all I can remember

CLAIRE
You know it all - go on

WILLIAM
I do?

CLAIRE
Yes, come on - Beside the Lake, beneath the trees,

WILLIAM
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze!

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:
Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:-
A Poet could not but be gay
In such a laughing company:
I gazed—and gazed—but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude,
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with - the Daffodils!

CLAIRE
I told you. You’ve never forgotten that.

WILLIAM
I learnt that at school

CLAIRE
Do you remember where?

William pulls a confused face

CLAIRE
When you were evacuated, do you remember? From 
Liverpool during the war, you were evacuated to 
Wales.

WILLIAM
Miss Edwards!

CLAIRE
That’s right, Miss Edwards
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WILLIAM
She was a battle-axe, good for me, straightened me 
out

CLAIRE
Her father was the school master, he taught you that 
poem. He loved Wordsworth.

WILLIAM
That’s it! Oh I remember now, crystal clear, how 
could I forget? Best days of my life, they were, I’d 
never seen the countryside before, best days.

CLAIRE
I have to get going Dad, I only popped in for a quick 
one. I’ll see you properly on Sunday, though.

WILLIAM
Sunday!? That’s great, that’s great that is, that’s 
not far away, I’ll look forward to that.

CLAIRE
Me too. I love you.

WILLIAM
You take care on those roads, Claire, give me two 
rings when you get in. I won’t pick up, but you give 
me two rings and I’ll know it’s you.

CLAIRE
... ok Dad.

WILLIAM
And thanks for the daffs, love, they’re beautiful.

CLAIRE
I’ll see you Sunday.
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YR HAF [THE SUMMER]___________________

Scene 1_______

In which Annie remembers the Ladies of 
Llangollen and Sandra goes to lunch.

ANNIE
She always brings me bluebells, always. When I met 
her I’d gone to see that house in Llangollen, Plas 
Newydd ’The New Mansion’. I suppose I must have had 
some inclination, even then, a fascination with the 
'Ladies of Llan'. It’s got this incredible garden and 
it was just filled, brimming over with bluebells. It 
was just after my birthday, I’d begged my friend to 
go with me and when I saw her... everything else just 
- fell away.
I was picking, stealing, a bunch of ‘bells, I thought 
maybe I’d press them between the pages of the Gideon 
bible at the B&B we were staying in, and she crept up 
behind me and caught me, red handed. “These flowers 
are protected by the local historical society as 
blooms of significant cultural importance”. I nearly 
died. I started to explain myself and she burst out 
laughing, she wasn’t from the historical society, or 
whatever it was she made up. I wanted to be furious 
but instead I felt this ice pick slice right through 
me and hook itself around my intestines - just as 
soon as I saw her eyes. God, she was beautiful. She 
had these crystal blue eyes that sent frost bite 
through me. It was terminal from that moment.
I knew there and then that I loved her. Irrevocably, 
intensely. I couldn’t breathe but for loving her. By 
the end of that day my fingers laced perfectly in 
hers, our skin knew every cell of each other and on 
my heart, in indelible ink, I wrote her name - 
scratched deep in the fibres with the sharp edge of a 
fountain pen. Fy nghalon bapur i, my paper heart, 
fragile and fluttering.

SANDRA
Who you chunnering away to, Annie? Will we get you to 
the dining room for a spot of lunch? Come on then.
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YR HAF [THE SUMMER]___________________

Scene 2_______

In which the Man blows bubbles and the woman 
brings a sandwich.

MAN
This... is an excellent sandwich. Supplies get low 
down here. Needless to say, there are not much of the 
original, dehydrated, foil food parcels left, after 
all this time. I think perhaps this mission was never 
intended to go on this long. The benefit being that 
the woman, who comes by every now and again, brings 
the most excellent of sandwiches.
I’ve never seen her in a diving suit, though I 
suppose this must be how she makes the journey. I 
don’t imagine she wants me to see her in it... 
vanity. She needn’t have bothered, I have eyes only 
for the mission. Whatever that is.

Whenever I’m not sure I think that it must be 
something incredibly important, for me to be all the 
way down here. Probably some kind of observational or 
long term information gathering exercise. It would 
make sense because otherwise you would think 
something else would have happened by now.
But I don’t mind being alone, not really. We’re a lot 
alike, the submarine and I. So she keeps me company, 
and I spend much of my time just watching her, 
listening to her. Clank, scream - iron stretching and 
complaining. She makes this dull, hollow sound like 
someone tap-tap-tapping on her hull, as if they’re 
trying to get inside, but there’s never anyone there. 
Sometimes she actually gets bigger, and sometimes she 
shrinks, it depends on the days.
The seabed underneath us shifts as we compress all 
the grains with the weight of her. I like it when she 
moves because these great big bubbles go racing up, 
blub, blub, blub, pockets of time running through the 
water, ready to burst when they hit the surface. I 
like to watch them racing, I like to imagine they are 
filled with all these molecules of memories from 
being down here and that maybe, when they hit the 
air, they release it all in an instant. Steam 
screaming through a whistle, all that dark, damp heat 
mixing with the crisp air. I have to admit, 
sometimes, being underwater does make it a little 
hard to breathe.

But look at this sandwich, egg mayonnaise, crusts cut 
off. Someone up there knows I’m down here, somebody 
is clearly impressed with my work... wants me to
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continue. So, whatever it is I’m meant to be doing, 
whoever it is I am, I think I’ll just keep doing 
that.
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YR HAF [THE SUMMER]___________________

Scene 3_______

In which William bathes in the sun

CLAIRE
See, it’s good to get out in the sun a bit, and you 
love the garden.

WILLIAM
Feel that heat on your face, Claire, it’s like 
sticking your nose right up close to the fire.

CLAIRE
Oh god, Dad, you’ve gone a bit pink. I should have 
brought some sun cream, I normally have some in my 
bag.

WILLIAM
Hear that bird? That’s got to be a dove somewhere.

CLAIRE
It’s probably a bloody pigeon, they shat all over my 
car again last time I was here. This moisturiser is 
supposed to be SPF stuff, that might have to do. Let 
me put a little on your face before you start to look 
like a lobster

WILLIAM
They’re blue

CLAIRE
Doves?! I don’t think so

WILLIAM
Don’t be daft, Claire, lobsters - lobsters are blue. 
They’re only red when you cook them.

CLAIRE
Well you look like you’re about to boil over, here, 
shut your eyes a second.

Claire gently dabs moisturiser on William, he 
reaches up and holds her hand to his face.

WILLIAM
You do look after me

CLAIRE
I try, Dad

WILLIAM
What more could anyone want? I’ve got the sun, my 
girl and this garden. I’m a lucky man.
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Claire finishes applying the cream and watches 
William sunbathe.
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YR HAF [THE SUMMER]___________________

Scene 4_______

In which the Man speaks to the woman.

SANDRA
You coming down for your tea today?

MAN
Down?

SANDRA
To the dining room, I thought maybe you’d like the 
company?

MAN
There’s no... what are you talking about? Where’s 
your diving suit?

SANDRA
It’s a lovely bit of Welsh Lamb today, Lorna’s done a 
great big stew for you, even your false chompers can 
handle this stuff, texture like whipped butter - it’s 
delicious. Come on, why don’t you come and join the 
others.

MAN
You’ve lost your mind, I can’t go out there, I’ll 
drown! Even if I make a break for the surface, and 
supposing we make it in time through some superhuman 
speed, we'd get the bends!

SANDRA
Right.

MAN
All that pressure, relieved that quickly, all those 
bubbles dashing for the surface - I’d shatter, 
explode into thousands of pieces. I thought you were 
a scientist! You should know these things.

SANDRA
I see. You still want some of that lamb though, yeah?

MAN
If you want to bring me some lamb, through whatever 
contraption you used for the sandwiches, then I would 
be most obliged. Despite your distinct lack of sense 
over the dining room idea, I have to admit even I 
don’t understand how you manage to get four rounds of 
bread down here without suffering even the slightest 
bit of sogginess. I trust you to retain the 
structural integrity of the stew.
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SANDRA
Ok... well, I tried.

as she exits, Sandra calls off
Just a bowl in here, Lorna! He’s in no mood today!

MAN
I like it down here, on my own.
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YR HAF [THE SUMMER]___________________

Scene 5_______

In which Annie and William wait.

WILLIAM
Might I join you?

SANDRA
Here you go, Annie, William’s going to keep you 
company for a bit.

ANNIE
I’m waiting for someone

SANDRA
That’s alright, Willy can wait with you - can't you, 
Will?

WILLIAM
If it will pass the time.

SANDRA
There, you two chew each other’s ears off and give 
mine a break for half an hour, eh?

Sandra leaves. Silence.

WILLIAM
Bit over familiar, the staff

ANNIE
Sorry, but I’m waiting for someone

WILLIAM
No quite right, who is it your waiting for?

ANNIE
My... my friend, it is.

WILLIAM
Coming soon, is she?

ANNIE
I don’t know, they’ve had her in there ages.

WILLIAM
Of course, of course - and what’s in there?

ANNIE
Doctors, nurses - I hate hospitals, bad news in 
hospitals

WILLIAM
Ah... and why is it I’m in the hospital then? You
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probably don’t know, I must be waiting for someone 
too.

ANNIE
I’m sorry, I don’t want to be rude... it’s just they 
won’t let me see her.

WILLIAM
Understandable, stressful time. Why can’t you visit? 
I can call that nurse woman back, she seems pretty 
keen on me, maybe I can persuade her?

ANNIE
I’m not next of kin... except I am.

WILLIAM
Well, isn’t that extraordinary - Schrödinger’s Kin.

ANNIE
Excuse me?

WILLIAM
You are managing, all at once, to both be her next of 
kin and not.

ANNIE
Well, it’s just technically I can’t be.

WILLIAM
Yes

ANNIE
But also, in a very real sense, I am.

WILLIAM
I see... complicated

ANNIE
Yes.

WILLIAM
The last time I was in a hospital our Mary was in 
labour

ANNIE
Your wife?

WILLIAM
Size of a house she was, don’t tell her I said that.

ANNIE
Your first?

WILLIAM
Second, my little Claire, I still remember the first 
time I clapped eyes on her - she was the most
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beautiful baby. I thought I’d feel like I did when 
our Billy was born but... I don’t know if it was 
because she was my daughter or because she came out 
fully formed. Her personality, I swear, it was all 
there from that first second, like beams of light 
shining through the cracks of a canopy, Claire was 
born whole.

ANNIE
But not your son?

WILLIAM
Billy is too much like his dad, a crime I can’t bring 
myself to forgive him for. He came out angry and 
disappointed, before he’d even had chance to open his 
eyes. I love him, ‘course I do, he’s my flesh, my 
namesake, but Claire... you know how if you were to 
eat a spoon of dry flour you’d wretch? But if you mix 
it, knead it, bake it into bread it’s unrecognisable. 
Resilient on the outside, soft underneath. And it’s 
suddenly delicious, not dry and powdery, but warm 
enough to melt butter. That’s our Claire. She took 
took worst of me and transformed it.

ANNIE
With some help from your wife

WILLIAM
Yes, all the best parts are Mary, but Claire is mine 
without being me. She grabbed onto my finger so tight 
when she was born and I remember thinking ‘if she 
never lets go then I’ll be happy’.

ANNIE
And did she, let go?

WILLIAM
In a flash!             That’s the trouble with             (he laughs)                         
Claire, she’s smart and opinionated and wilful, 
everything I wanted her to be, I just wish she would 
smartly and wilfully agree with me a bit more.

ANNIE
How old is she?

WILLIAM
Just turned 17, I’m loosing her to the bright lights 
already. She’s obsessed with discos and drinking. I 
make her angry, of course, but I just want to hold 
onto her for a little while longer. I just want her 
to be mine for just a moment more, while I get used 
to the idea.

ANNIE
I wish I’d had a father like you.
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WILLIAM
You might have had, how would you know? We’re stupid, 
we don’t know how to tell you that we love you.

ANNIE
Not mine, he threw me out because... because

WILLIAM
Because of your friend, in there?

Annie looks frightened.
No need to fret, I’ve got nothing against it. You 
mind your business, I’ll mind mine.

Beat.

ANNIE
Can I tell you something?

WILLIAM
Anything, I dare say I’ll forget it anyway, so your 
secret is safe with me.

ANNIE
... she’s my wife

WILLIAM
Is that right?

ANNIE
I’ve never said that out loud before

WILLIAM
No, I imagine not

ANNIE
Not legally, you understand, but we are married. Only 
now it doesn’t seem to matter, now it only seems to 
matter that I haven’t got a piece of paper saying 
that I am somebody, I haven’t got the right to be a 
person, her person. So now I’m sat out here, waiting, 
and I wanted to bring snowdrops, fy nghariad gwyn, 
but there aren’t any. There’s no hope without 
snowdrops.

WILLIAM
Not the time of year for snowdrops.

ANNIE
No, not the time of year.
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YR HYDREF [THE AUTUMN]______________________

Scene 1_______

In which Sandra and Claire read the letter

SANDRA
Cup of tea, love?

CLAIRE
I can’t stop, I’ve got... I just can’t stop

SANDRA
What can I do for you then?

CLAIRE
It’s this letter, I don’t understand what it means - 
I don’t know who to ask but I thought you... I mean 
you maybe, what with working here and...

SANDRA
Give us a look then...

She reads the letter
Right. Difficult that.

CLAIRE
But I don’t understand? He’s settled here, he’s fine, 
isn’t he?

SANDRA
We love William, he’s a gentleman, it’s not us 
that... the thing is, Mrs. Parr/

CLAIRE
I’m not... It’s Ms - You can call me Claire

SANDRA
The thing is, Claire, your council - they say they’ve 
reassessed William, your Dad, and they want to 
reclassify him.

CLAIRE
No, yes, I read that - but what does that mean?

SANDRA
Well, up until now you’ve self funded?

CLAIRE
We sold the house, they said we had to.

SANDRA
Right, and I’m guessing that’s all gone now?
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CLAIRE
He’s been here 2 years, it wasn’t much, he wasn’t... 
it’s expensive.

SANDRA
Right. It’s ok, I know. Well, the thing is now you’re 
having to ask the council to top him up, well they 
get to make their own assessment about his needs 
and... well, this is a care home, Claire.

CLAIRE
I know, I - that’s why we picked it, he needs... he’s 
not able

SANDRA
No, I agree, love - but they think he doesn’t need 
specialist... they think he only needs residential, 
do you see? So unless you can find the extra...

CLAIRE
But that’s, I can’t - And so they just get to move 
him? But he’s not, he needs the, he has dementia.

SANDRA
We do have council funded places here - but they’ll 
want to see him... well to be honest, they’ll want to 
see him a lot worse.

CLAIRE
Worse?

SANDRA
Your dad still, he’s, and you know this is a good 
thing, he’s still got his - wits about him to some 
extent. He’s still your Dad. We have patients here 
that. Look. It’s not coming from us - we love 
William.

CLAIRE
But he goes round in circles, he’s not always - I 
don’t know if he... if he knows who I am sometimes 
and that, if that ever... if he stopped, you know? If 
he stopped then...

SANDRA
I know, cariad bach. Look, you can appeal - I’ve seen 
it work. It’s not easy, but they’ll keep him here in 
the interim I think until... At least that way, you 
don’t know, maybe...

CLAIRE
Right. Yes, I’ll appeal. Thank you, Sandra. I, I’m 
sorry - you must think... and there are people 
without any... you must think I’m... it’s just he’s 
my Dad. I know everyone has to- so it has to go 
around. But he’s mine.
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SANDRA
I know, and, look, if there’s anything I can... ever.

CLAIRE
Thank you, I have to go - I can’t stop, I’ve got to. 
Thank you.
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YR HYDREF [THE AUTUMN]______________________

Scene 2_______

In which the man hears the music.

MAN
I’ve always loved the water. My mam used to call me 
'sglefren fôr’. She said I was her jellyfish, a 
slippery sea thing. Wriggly and amorphous, always 
adapting, moving forward. Every chance I got I was in 
water of some sort or other. Diving off piers, wading 
in streams, and in the Autumn, feet together, bent 
knees - splash! In every puddle. Water sloshing over 
the sides of my wellington boots and rushing down to 
my damp toes. So there’s something that feels right, 
being here.
The best part of Autumn is that everything falls, and 
in that moment of falling - such sweet silence. 
Leaves like feathers drifting on the breeze, 
raindrops fat and heavy, making prisms in the sky - 
you should never be afraid of falling, it’s how to 
land that’s the difficult part. Down here isn’t much 
different. The dancing fingers of phytoplankton start 
to grow tired, their barn-dance of twirling and 
twisting slows to a soft waltz as they drop, one by 
one, like blossoms drifting down to the forest floor. 
It’s like I can hear music, soft strings and deep 
double basses, bringing the night to its end with the 
last slow dance. Couples twisted together, skirts 
swishing past and feet twined at the root for one 
last sweep across the floor.

The Man starts to dance with an invisible 
partner

If I were to cut in, would anyone dance with me? 
Catch me up in the crescendo of the evening, let me 
be carried away with the pull of the tide? I’d like 
that, I think, I could happily travel the concentric 
circles of a water eddy, happily be whisked away...

Can you hear that? Underneath the music? I thought it 
was the beat but... it’s off tempo. Here - listen. 
There’s the sound of the waltz -

He taps the beat out
one, two, three, one, two, three... and then under ___              ___                               
that... drip, drop, drip, drop.

He stops tapping.
Can you hear it?
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YR HYDREF [THE AUTUMN]______________________

Scene 3_______

In which William is grateful to Claire

CLAIRE
Alright, Dad? You up to mischief again?

WILLIAM
What’s that?

CLAIRE
Nothing, it’s alright. How’ve you been?

WILLIAM
It’s all gone

CLAIRE
What’s gone, Dad?

WILLIAM
It’s all gone, everything

CLAIRE
What do you... are you alright, Dad, what’s happened?

WILLIAM
It just - bang! Exploded. And then it was all gone, 
everything that was there, gone.

CLAIRE
Oh god... Where’s Sandra, Dad? Have you seen her?

WILLIAM
Gone. All gone.

CLAIRE
Wait... just wait here a second Dad.

Claire exits to find Sandra. William sits, 
shellshocked, for a moment before reciting from 
‘A Slumber did my spirit seal’ by W.Wordsworth

WILLIAM
A slumber did my spirit seal;
I had no human fears:
She seemed a thing that could not feel
The touch of earthly years.

No motion has she now, no force;
She neither hears nor sees;
Rolled round in earth’s diurnal course,
With rocks, and stones, and trees.

Claire re enters, followed by Sandra
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CLAIRE
He’s just, something’s definitely happened. Dad? Tell 
Sandra what’s happened.

WILLIAM
There was a bang

CLAIRE
See?

WILLIAM
And then it was all gone - everything gone

CLAIRE
Do you think he, does he mean...?

SANDRA
It’s alright William love, don’t worry we’ve sorted 
it now

WILLIAM
No - it’s gone, all gone

CLAIRE
What is he talking about?

SANDRA
The fuse

WILLIAM
I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry - I didn’t mean to lose 
it all

SANDRA
You didn’t Willy, it’s ok - hush now, it’s fine

CLAIRE
What fuse? What are you on about?

SANDRA
It’s nothing Mrs- Claire - honestly, William just had 
a bit of a wander earlier

CLAIRE
A wander?

SANDRA
Yeah, that’s right isn’t it, Willy? Got yourself in a 
bit of bother with the microwave didn’t you?                                                  [to 
        it’s fine, it happens all the time, Claire]                                     
particularly when they’re... honestly it’s nothing to 
read into.              We fixed it for you, William,            [to William]                               
you’re alright. No harm done.

WILLIAM
But the box, it exploded
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CLAIRE
What is he talking about?

SANDRA
Your dad just fancied himself a mug of tea earlier, I 
think, and he took himself on a mission to get one. 
Got yourself into poor Lorna’s kitchenette didn’t you 
Willy? He put an empty mug into the microwave and it 
shorted the circuit so all the electrics tripped. No 
harm done

CLAIRE
No harm done?!

WILLIAM
I didn’t mean to, everything just went

SANDRA
It’s alright, love, I know you didn’t mean to

CLAIRE
I’m sorry but, no harm done? He’s fucking 
traumatised. And where was everyone? Why is my dad 
getting his own fucking tea?

SANDRA
I’m sorry Mrs. Parr, we’ve a lot of residents to look 
after and your dad is quite the tricksy one.

CLAIRE
It’s not - tricksy?

SANDRA
I know you’re upset, and believe me we’ll be keeping 
a closer eye on him in the future, but you’re alright 
aren’t you, Willy? Just a mishap, no permanent 
damage, eh?

WILLIAM
I won’t do that again, won’t touch that again

SANDRA
See? There now, that’s all cleared up - I’m sorry, 
Cla- Ms. Parr, but I’ve got the rounds to do, so if 
you’re all good here?

CLAIRE
Right. Fine.

Sandra exits

CLAIRE
I’m sorry dad, I wish I could be here more... I’m so 
sorry you were frightened
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WILLIAM
                       You’re ever so good.[taking Claire’s hand]                     

CLAIRE
I dunno, I don’t think I am, you poor old sod

WILLIAM
No, you do such a good job - and you must be so busy

CLAIRE
Never too busy for you

WILLIAM
And there are so many people here!

CLAIRE
What?

WILLIAM
All these people here, and you manage to spend all 
this time with all of us, not everyone can be so good 
to strangers.

CLAIRE
Who exactly do you think I am, Dad?
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YR HYDREF [THE AUTUMN]______________________

Scene 4_______

In which the Man springs a leak

MAN
Drip, drip, drip, drip.
She’s leaking. Crying. I’m not sure where from. When 
I was young my Taid taught me how to find a puncture, 
to look after my bike. You strip it down to the inner 
tube, pump it full of air and hold it under water 
until the bubbles come. Then you mark it with the 
chalk, clean it, dry it, patch the hole. He was a 
practical man, my grandfather, he loved with his 
hands, with his callouses and the oil on his 
overalls.

But I don’t remember him ever telling me how to find 
a leak in a submarine. I don’t remember how I got 
down here, I don’t remember any of my training or my 
reasons for being.

Drip, drip, drip, drip

I am a rock pool filling with salty water, a sea cave 
eroded in the cliff face. If I cannot stem her tears, 
stop this steady invasion we’ll cease to be an air 
bubble, surface resistance to the outside 
compression.

Pull yourself together... pull yourself together... 
                        pull yourself together - [he checks his pockets]                          
there’s meant to be a name there, a person to pull, a 
single and complete entity, the whole to solder 
pieces to. How can I be together without a centre to 
my being? What thread am I pulling, it just unravels 
like an unfinished square of knitting. No. You exist. 
You are not a mug of tea dispersed in water, you are 
a solid thing, you are a man in a submarine.

Drip, drip, drip.

You are a man in a leaking submarine.
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YR HYDREF [THE AUTUMN]______________________

Scene 5_______

In which Sandra prepares for Bingo and Annie-
bluebelle remembers something old, something new 
and something borrowed.

ANNIE
I’m nervous.

SANDRA
What for, Wednesday night Bingo? I’m fairly sure it’s 
rigged, love. Lorna always wins and it’s her Paul 
that does the calls.

ANNIE
I’m not ready, Polly, I don’t even know if we’re 
doing the right thing.

SANDRA
Oh Annie, love, no, not Polly - eh? Not Polly again.

ANNIE
I can’t get my hair right, I’ve no makeup, I need my 
something borrowed, something blue... What should I 
do, Pol? I love her, but I’m not sure if... what 
about Dad? Mam? They won’t forgive me, they’ll never 
forgive me.

SANDRA
Calm yourself, Annie, come on - you love a bit of 
Bingo! Here, I’ll even give you an extra card if you 
like, just don’t tell Mrs. Morgan or she’ll thwack me 
with that walking stick of hers.

ANNIE
You’re the only one who... I can’t talk to anyone 
else, Polly. I can’t. I know we’re being stupid, I 
know it doesn’t mean... it doesn’t mean anything. But 
she’s my soul, fy enaid. When I bubble up, all hot 
springs and steam she soothes me, she pours cool 
water over my burns and scalds. I love her, Pol, so 
much I think sometimes I might fracture into a 
thousand pieces, each splinter charged with this 
electric, these lightning bolts that arc between us. 
I have to bind her to me, or I won’t survive, I just 
won’t survive.

SANDRA
Shh, alright, hush Annie love, it’s ok.

ANNIE
And everyone else gets to twist their roots, anchor 
themselves in their lover’s soil, repot themselves 
together and grow vines reaching up forever. That’s
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all I want, Polly, my right to climb towards the sun 
with her, is that so much to ask?

SANDRA
I’m going to get you something to help, Annie? I’ll 
be back in a minute. Hush, cariad bach, it’s ok.

Sandra exits

ANNIE
Where are you, fy nghariad gwyn? She said she’d get 
me my something blue, she will bring me bluebells, 
she said she would. She’ll bring me the blue. 
Something new, the rings, something old... something 
borrowed...

William enters

ANNIE
Something borrowed... something old

WILLIAM
It’s raining.

ANNIE
You... I know you from somewhere?

WILLIAM
You’re the lady from Llangollen.

ANNIE
Yes... I, yes

WILLIAM
Pretty good memory I’ve got, pretty good eye for 
faces. You seem a bit out of sorts...

ANNIE
Annie... my name is Annie

WILLIAM
Well, you seem out of sorts, Annie.

ANNIE
I’m getting married

WILLIAM
Ah, cold feet?

ANNIE
Never. Nothing makes sense the way she does.

WILLIAM
A mystery potent human love to endow
With heavenly, each more prized for the other’s sake;
Weep not, meek Bride! Uplift thy timid brow.
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ANNIE
I’m sorry?

WILLIAM
Wordsworth.

ANNIE
I don’t have cold feet. I need my something borrowed 
and my something old.

WILLIAM
Ah, I see... something borrowed, something old.

ANNIE
Do you have anything?

WILLIAM
No, I don’t suppose I do

ANNIE
Oh

WILLIAM
Yes

pause

WILLIAM
All I have to give is Wordsworth, it’s all I’ve got 
on me.

ANNIE
I’m not sure he’d approve

WILLIAM
He visited Plas Newydd, you know, your ladies of 
Llangollen

ANNIE
He did?

WILLIAM
On Deva’s banks, ye have abode so long,
Sisters in love, a love allowed to climb
Ev’n on this earth, above the reach of time.

ANNIE
That’s... that’s all I want, to be allowed to climb.

Sandra re enters carrying bottle pills which she 
shakes a couple out into her hand

SANDRA
Alright, Annie, why don’t you have a couple of these 
for me.
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ANNIE
I don’t need those.

WILLIAM
She has Wordsworth

SANDRA
Not now, Willy love? Come on Annie, you’ll feel a bit 
better.

ANNIE
I don’t need those, I have Wordsworth for my 
something old. I only need a something borrowed. And 
cariad, where is my cariad?

SANDRA
Come on Annie, not this again. I can’t keep doing 
this with you.

ANNIE
What are you talking about... doing what?

SANDRA
Annie, please, I’m exhausted - just take your pills 
and let’s all calm down?

ANNIE
Where is she?

WILLIAM
I think you ought to leave, you’re upsetting her

SANDRA
William, you need to pop upstairs for me love

ANNIE
Why won’t you tell me?

SANDRA
               Lorna! I need some help in here[shouting off]                                

WILLIAM
I think this is getting out of hand, if she wants to 
see her...

SANDRA
William, I mean it, I need you to leave

ANNIE
           Cariad! Where is she?! Why can’t I see [shouting]                                        
her? Why won’t you let me see her?!

Sandra holds Annie to her in a tight embrace, 
William looks on, unsure and frightened
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SANDRA
It’s ok Annie, it’s ok.

ANNIE
No! No! You can’t! I didn’t get to see her! I didn’t 
get to say goodb... Cariad!

Annie starts to sob uncontrollably, no longer 
fighting Sandra, collapsed and overcome. Sandra 
holds her, stroking her hair and humming the 
tune from earlier

SANDRA
I know, I know, love, shh now.

WILLIAM
I... I don’t understand.

SANDRA
Go find Lorna, William, and you tell her Annie’s 
remembered. You tell her that for me William?

WILLIAM
Annie’s remembered?

SANDRA
That’s right Willy, Annie’s remembered again.
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Y GAEAF [THE WINTER]____________________

Scene 1_______

In which The Man finds the leak

MAN
The drip drip drip isn’t a drip anymore. It’s more 
like a faucet that isn’t all the way off. A sustained 
trickle.

The trouble with sustained trickles, when it comes to 
reinforced iron clad submarines, is that although the 
structure is solid like a... well exactly as you 
might expect a reinforced iron clad structure to 
be... although it’s solid like that, a small crack, 
the slightest of hairline fractures, can splinter 
right down the hull. An egg, for example, is actually 
one of the strongest designs in nature, contrary to 
what you might think. The shape and components of its 
composition can withstand around 100 pounds of 
equally exerted pressure. The problem comes, egg-
wise, when the pressure isn’t dispersed across the 
entire shell but concentrated, when the structural 
integrity is breached, even just a little. Then a 
sharp ’tap’ can smash an egg... and a submarine.

My integrity is breached. And now I have to decide, 
do I stop the trickle or just smash the shell 
completely?
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Y GAEAF [THE WINTER]____________________

Scene 2_______

In which Claire tries to forget

CLAIRE
Hiya Dad, how are you feeling today?

WILLIAM
No thank you, not today

CLAIRE
Alright. I know, you grumpy bugger. Look - I’ve got 
you some digestives, Billy said you were running low 
again.

WILLIAM
No, thank you.

CLAIRE
And a couple of oranges, look! Nicked them from work, 
proper navels them - god knows where they get them 
from this time of year but I’m not complaining. Come 
on, Dad! I know it’s a bit miserable sitting indoors 
like this, but we can have a cup of tea and chat, 
can’t we?

WILLIAM
I’m not interested.

CLAIRE
What’s wrong with you, eh? Billy said you were doing 
the dying dog act with him this week. Look! I’ve got 
some playing cards here, I bet you can still thrash 
me at wist.

WILLIAM
Can you leave, please?

CLAIRE
Dad...

WILLIAM
Leave. Please.
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Y GAEAF [THE WINTER]____________________

Scene 3_______

In which Mrs Jones will not recover

SANDRA
Here, Annie, I’ve brought you some orange juice.

MRS JONES
Mrs. Jones is dying

SANDRA
I know, Annie.

MRS JONES
She’s dying.

SANDRA
Alright, Annie, it’s alright. You take these tablets 
for me, eh? There’s a good girl.

MRS JONES
Mrs. Jones

SANDRA
is dying, I know Annie. We know.

Annie looks at Sandra, forlorn, before grabbing 
the wrist of her hand holding the bottle of 
pills.

MRS JONES
Let her go.

SANDRA
Annie... please. Not this again. You know I can’t... 
I can’t help you.

Annie pauses and releases Sandra’s wrist, 
turning back to her catatonic state.

MRS JONES
Mrs. Jones is dying.
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Scene 4_______

In which Sandra calls home

SANDRA
Lucy? Hiya love.
No, I’m fine, I’m fine - I just wanted to know if you 
needed anything fetching from the shops on my way 
back tonight?
Right, no that’s great.
I’m tired, Luce, that’s all. Done in. It’s been a 
long one.
Yes. No I know, easier said than done though?
Yeah. No it’s... it’s the same thing isn’t it? Round 
and round in circles, and every time I just think... 
what’s the point? Why are we... I just feel like I’m 
torturing her, like I’m letting her ride this merry-
go-round of grief round and round.

I know... but if it were me... you know? If I’d had 
to lose you over and over... I’d want it too. I’d 
want some angel to come put me out of my misery.
No, no you're right. I just need to pull myself 
together. Thanks, Lu, I’m sorry you must be...
I love you. I’ll see you about 9.
Hwyl fawr, fy nghariad.
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Scene 5_______

In which Claire apologises

CLAIRE
Sandra.

SANDRA
Ms. Parr

CLAIRE
It’s... actually - please call me Claire.

SANDRA
Can I help you?

CLAIRE
I came to apologise

SANDRA
There’s no need

CLAIRE
There is... I... look I know you know by now about 
the complaint that I...

SANDRA
It’s none of my business

CLAIRE
No but the thing is... the appeals board... they - 
they told me. I know you went out of your way, that 
statement, and you must have got the doctor to... I’m 
grateful.

SANDRA
I’m very fond of William, your dad.

CLAIRE
I know. And he’s... honestly he’s so lucky to have 
you.

SANDRA
I’m just doing my job Ms... Claire

CLAIRE
Still. I never meant to... I just worry about him.

SANDRA
I know, listen - you can’t... you can’t take it 
personally. There’s no rhyme or reason to who they... 
it’s not personal
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CLAIRE
                            Of course, of course. I’m [waving the sentiment away]                           
still going to... if he’ll let me sit with him... I’m 
still going to come - unless you think? Billy thinks 
I’m just... I still want to come?

SANDRA
I can’t tell you what to do, love. It’s not uncommon 
for families to... you wouldn’t be a bad person if 
you wanted to- just not every week?

CLAIRE
I know, I just think that - if he’ll allow it?

SANDRA
Sure.
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Scene 6_______

In which William forgets Wordsworth

CLAIRE
Alright Dad?

Pause
Mind if I sit?

Pause
What have you been up to today? Any mischief?

WILLIAM
I wandered.

CLAIRE
Well... that’s alright isn’t it? I like a good wander 
sometimes.

Pause
I wandered lonely as a cloud, right Dad?

WILLIAM
Did you?

CLAIRE
Come on, Dad, you know it...
I wandered lonely as a Cloud!
That floats...

WILLIAM
I think I’d like you to go now.

CLAIRE
No, come on - I only just... Come on you love that 
one, Miss Edwards, you know.

WILLIAM
I don’t know what you want. I think you should go.

CLAIRE
I wandered... Dad, come on... I wandered lonely as a 
Cloud!
That floats... on high o’er vales and Hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd, come on Dad, you do                                      __             
know this...
A host! ... Of golden Daffodils;
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WILLIAM
It was nice talking to you. Good luck with 
remembering the rest of it.

Exit William

CLAIRE
Dad?
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Scene 7_______

In which the Man lets the water in

MAN
It’s the whole issue of the water...
I have to believe, fundamentally, that there’s a 
purpose, a reason to keep the water out. Or even that 
I could, in theory, hope to keep it out at all.

Assuming I could plug this drip, turned trickle, 
turned stream of salty water. Assuming I stop it from 
pushing its way in, from muscling itself through the 
barriers, doors, corridors... it doesn’t simply 
disappear. Another drop, drip, drip, drop appears, 
another fracture chases the cracks in the hull, Jack 
Frost's fingers splintering icicles across the glassy 
exterior.
At that point, have I not accepted that I will spring 
leaks like a sprinkler system? Water cascading 
everywhere, fountains and natural geysers bubbling 
up, jumping like salmon from every surface. The tide 
marks will keep rising, an ever climbing battle line 
of soldiers marching up my ribcage until... until... 
until like that cup of tea I am dispersed. I am no 
longer recognisable as myself, eroded and diluted to 
nothingness.
I think I’d rather explode like the challenger, 
rather go out with an almighty wave than drip feed my 
way into oblivion. I’d rather make a break for it - 
dance with my plankton, join the illuminated tendrils 
of my fellow jellyfish, mushrooms of never-ending 
ghosts, as far as the sea can stretch. I need to know 
my name, I don’t want to blow bubbles anymore. I want 
to blow up, out - escape to where the fresh air 
kisses the tops of the waves.
I’m going to do it. I’m going to smash this submarine 
into a million pieces. In 5.... 4.... 3.... 2.... 1

                                                  THE END.                                                   ________                                                   


