ASHLEY is on a chair at one of the tables. He is wearing a red polo shirt under his
jacket, and a red baseball hat. He has his earphones in and is absorbed in whatever is
on his mobile phone.

After a few moments, FRAN enters. She is also wearing a red polo shirt under a long
over coat. During the following dialogue, she removes her coat and puts on a apron
tabard and a red baseball hat.

FRAN: Morning, Ashley.

ASHLEY doesn’t hear because of his headphones.

FRAN: (Louder) Morning!

ASHLEY looks up.

ASHLEY: (Taking his earphones out) You what?

FRAN: | said, morning Ashley.

ASHLEY: Is it? | wouldn’t know . . . | haven’t been to bed yet.

FRAN: What d’you mean?

ASHLEY: Been up all night.

FRAN: Couldn’t you sleep?

ASHLEY: Me and me mates pulled an all nighter.

FRAN: You’ve been out with your mates all night?

ASHLEY: Not out, no. Who goes out on a Tuesday night? No-one goes out on a
Tuesday night.

FRAN: | do. It’s my darts night. (Beat) Have you brought in the stuff yet?
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ASHLEY: | don’t start ‘til six thirty.

FRAN: (Looking at her watch) It’s gone six thirty.
ASHLEY: (Looking at his phone) It’s six twenty nine.
FRAN: Be a love and bring the box for me.

ASHLEY: Why the rush? You know we never have any customers much before half
seven. | don’t know why we bother opening this early.

FRAN: Because when the Sunny Side Up café is heaving with customers at half
past seven, we’re prepped and ready to go.

ASHLEY: | think heaving is stretching a point.
FRAN: You know what | mean. Get the box.

ASHLEY reluctantly gets up and exits. FRAN hangs her coat up, her mobile phone
beeps. She reads the text message she has just received and then dials the phone.
After a few moments, she speaks into the phone.

FRAN: (Into the phone) Brian, what are you doing up? | thought you were having a
liein ... Rubbish! | was as quiet as a gnat’s fart . . . | did not let the cat into our
room ... she must have pushed the door open again. What d’you want?. .. |
know you sent me a text message but it doesn’t make sense . . . It didn’t. (Looking
at her phone) It says, when is my brew shit? . .. Oh! Where is your brown shirt?
You need to put your glasses on if you’re gonna text, love . .. What do you want
your brown shirt for anyway? You never wear your brown shirt . . .

Enter ASHLEY carrying a box tray of fresh produce — milk, eggs, bacon, etc. He puts
it on the counter.

FRAN: (Into the phone) It’s old . . . You’re not wearing it for gardening . . . | know |
did, but it’s not that old. Put the grey one on ... You have got a grey one, it used
to be white. Put that on.. .. It’s in the bottom draw . . . Right love, I've just got to
work, I'll ‘ave to go. See you later.
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FRAN hangs up and puts her phone into her apron pocket.

FRAN: (To ASHLEY) So, what were you and your mates doing all night? Having a
few drinks, watching films?

ASHLEY: Gaming.

FRAN: Playing all night? That must have been some game of monolopy. I’'m the
world’s biggest Yahtzee fan but | don’t think | could go at it all night.

ASHLEY: Not board games ...

FRAN: What cards then? | like a game of cards. There’s many a time me and Brian
and our neighbours have seen the other side of midnight when we get the cards
out. (Beat) Hope you were using matchsticks.

ASHLEY: | wasn’t playing cards. | was gaming . .. on the computer.

FRAN: Didn’t your mum mind you ‘avin your mates ‘round all night drinking?
ASHLEY: We weren’t drinking . . . and they weren’t ‘round ours. We play online.
FRAN: Oh, | see. (Beat) All night?

ASHLEY: You get really into — lose track of time.

FRAN: What were you playing?

ASHLEY: Duskwalker Quest.

FRAN: Oh yeah, what’s that then?

ASHLEY: Your squad has to bring down the Duskwalkers — they’re like a race of
zombie-vampires.

FRAN: Ooh, fancy.

All rights reserved: Kei Bailey [www .keibailey.co.uk]



FRAN begins to look in the box of supplies as she listens to ASHLEY.

ASHLEY: The last boss we had to destroy was a toughen, that’s why it took so
long. Lucky | got the temporal force in time ‘cos | was on my last legs. I’d used all
my best gear by then, you see. Worth it though, we ended up number one on the

leader board.

FRAN: (Half listening) Ooh, well done . .. They’ve not sent mushrooms again.
Remind me to call them later when we’re quiet . .. So, what do you win then?

ASHLEY: What d’you mean?
FRAN: On this game.
ASHLEY: Nothing — you just win. You destroy the boss and level up.

FRAN: Is it one of those shooty games? My nephew’s always playing them. | don’t
like it — he’s too young to be pretending to shoot people.

ASHLEY: No, Duskwalker isn’t like that. There’s no guns - it’s magic, there’s
powers and spells and potions and stuff.

FRAN: So, you pretend to be a wizard?
ASHLEY: Sometimes you can be a mage or warlock.. . . | was a hunter last night.
FRAN: What were hunting? Rabbits?

ASHLEY: Goblins ... orcs...demons ... mainly goblins to be fair when you’re in
the Realm of the Banshee.

FRAN: Sounds a bit complicated. Give me a good game of scrabble any day.
(Passing ASHLEY two large cartons of milk) ‘Ere!

ASHLEY: What?
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FRAN: Fridge.
ASHLEY: (Barely responding) Right.

FRAN: You’re going to be no good to anyone today. You’re going to be dead on
your feet. Get the coffee on and pour yourself a large one.

ASHLEY: | can’t have any more caffeine - I’ve been supping cups of tea all night.
I’ll have palpitations.

FRAN: You’ll ‘ave more than palpitations if | find you kipping with your ‘ead down
on the counter.

ASHLEY: I’ll be alright.

As the dialogue continues, ASHLEY fills the coffee machine and turns it on. FRAN
continues checking the supplies in the box

FRAN: At least you weren’t drinking.

ASHLEY: | told you — I’'m never drinking again after Saturday night. | was totally
hanging all Sunday.

FRAN: It’s a good job you didn’t have a shift.

ASHLEY: | couldn’t have worked. I’d have thrown up the minute you started
frying sausages.

FRAN: You need to learn when to stop. | know my limit — last night at darts | had
three half lager and limes.

ASHLEY: What? No tequila shots afterwards?

FRAN: The other weekend when we went out for food to celebrate Brian’s
retirement, | had a glass of fizzy rosé to start. ..

ASHLEY: You rebel...
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FRAN: Then | had two glasses of white wine with the meal and an Irish coffee
before we left — that was me done.

ASHLEY: Was that at that new place? What was it like? Mum’s on about going.
FRAN: It was nice — haven’t | told you? | thought | mentioned it.
ASHLEY: Can’t remember.

FRAN: | did, | told you. | had a rump steak. They served it with purple carrots, I’'m
sure | told you. They tasted exactly same, just like normal carrots.

ASHLEY: What did you expect them to taste like?

FRAN: | dunno, | just thought they’d taste different. You know, a bit more, you
know ... purple tasting. (Beat) The steak was good though, nice and bloody.

ASHLEY: Vampire.

FRAN: | could be, you know. (Chuckling) There’s many a man’s neck I’d like to
wrap my gob around.

ASHLEY: Bet old Mr Lennox isn’t at the top of your list.
FRAN: Bloody hell, no. I struggle to get close enough to serve him pie and chips
every Friday lunchtime. (Indicating the box) Be a love and carry this box through

to the kitchen for me.

ASHLEY carries the box through to the kitchen while FRAN arranges the counter.
ASHLEY re-enters.

ASHLEY: ‘Course those purple carrots might be colour | see as orange, have you
ever thought about that?

FRAN: They were definitely purple, you can ask Brian.
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ASHLEY: No, | mean, what you see as purple might not be the same colour as
what | see as purple and what Brian sees as purple might be different again.

FRAN: What are you on about?

ASHLEY: Right, we all know grass is green, yeah?

FRAN: Yep.

ASHLEY: We’re told it’s green from an early age by our parents, yeah, our mums
and dads and teachers tell us what colours are what . . . but | can never see what
you’re seeing through your eyes. So, your green might be my red, my yellow
might be your purple. How do we know? | can never see the world through your
eyes.

FRAN: Ashley, it’s too early in the morning for one of your rants.

ASHLEY: I’'m not having a rant.

FRAN: Not yet ... but | can feel one brewing.

ASHLEY: Can’t get my head ‘round it.

FRAN: | wouldn’t bother trying then, love. Save your energy for filling up them
vinegar bottles in the kitchen.

FRAN’s mobile phone beeps. She reads the text message she has received.
FRAN: Oh God! What does that mean?
ASHLEY: Who is it?

FRAN: It’s Brian. He’s not getting the hang of this texting business. He’s only
started since he retired. (Showing phone screen to ASHLEY) Look!

ASHLEY: (Reading) | can’t find the towel in the sheep. What the hell?
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FRAN: God only knows. He’s going to drive me mad. He’s only been retired a few
weeks.
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