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CHARACTERS 

 

PENNY: An elderly lady.  Very witty, charming and playful.   

DAN: Student.  Typical student in a lot of ways. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SYNOPSIS 

Dan is sat at a bus stop texting on his mobile.  Penny enters and enquires about the time of the bus, 

needing to know whether or not she has missed it.  They are both from totally different worlds but 

they strike up a conversation.  
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Scene: Morning, a seat at a bus stop, Dan is sat texting on his phone.  Penny enters walking with the 

aid of a stick. 

PENNY: Excuse me has it gone? 

DAN: (Looks up, a little startled he was so engrossed he hadn’t seen her approach) Sorry, what? 

PENNY: The ten o’clock, has it gone please? 

DAN: Oh I ‘spec you mean the bus yeah? 

PENNY: (Measured) Well I think you’ll find not many aeroplanes take off from here. 

DAN: (Grins) Yeah sharp, I like it.  (Penny pulls a face at his response.  He stands concerned) Oh … 

you alright? 

PENNY: Just because I’m on a stick it doesn’t mean that death is imminent.  

DAN: No sorry, I didn’t mean … well you know.  (He shrugs and sits) 

PENNY: (She gestures with her stick for him to move along the seat) Look would you mind budging 

along a little please and you still haven’t answered my question.  (Dan moves along and Penny sits) 

DAN: Oh yeah the bus, no I dunno.  I don’t really do buses. 

PENNY: Well thank you for that wonderful insight.  I couldn’t have put it more eloquently myself.  

(She rolls her eyes and exhales) 

DAN: Important is it then, the bus? 
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PENNY: It’s necessary yes to take me from a to b.  On Sundays, weather and arthritis permitting, I 

like to journey out into the country.  It breaks the monotony of being shut in for too long during the 

week. 

DAN: Well it’s a Sunday service at the weekend. 

PENNY: Well when else would you expect it? 

DAN: (He smiles appreciatively) Sweet, I like that.  (He nods and smiles) Yeah. 

PENNY: Well I can assure you it is not my intention to entertain; I’m merely trying to ascertain the 

facts. 

DAN: Well I haven’t like been here long meself but I’m pretty sure it’s just one an hour and (He 

checks his phone) it’s nine minutes past now, so I think it’s safe to say you’ve missed the ten o’clock. 

PENNY: Damn! 

DAN: (Grins, lightly) Hey steady on, that’s almost swearing that is and I wouldn’t expect to hear that 

from a lady. 

PENNY: Well the lady is a presumption, and I think I’ve reached an age when I can say what I want, 

when I want and to whom I want, without seeking your approval. 

DAN: Well that’s me told then.  (A beat) I bet you were a teacher, weren’t you? 

PENNY: Sadly no, although it’s a profession I think I might have enjoyed. 

DAN: Oh ok.  (He nods) Well I’m sorry about the bus. 

PENNY: Why are you sorry?  You’re not the driver, are you? 

DAN: (He grins) No.  I’m just sorry like you’ve missed it that’s all; you’ve got quite a wait till the 

next one. 

PENNY: Apparently a little less than an hour according to your calculation.  So you said earlier that 

you ‘don’t do buses,’ So why are you here sitting at a bus stop? 

DAN: Me?  Oh I’m just chilling like you know.  

PENNY: Which means what exactly? 

DAN: It means like … I’m relaxing.  (He shrugs) 
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PENNY: Then why didn’t you say so? 

DAN: (Shrugs) Dunno … it means the same thing. 

PENNY: Mm. 

DAN: (Pause) D’you live in a home then?  I mean is that why you like to get out and about at the 

weekend an’ that?  You know to get a bit of peace and quiet on your own like?  

PENNY: If you mean do I live in a care home the answer is no, I do not.  I may be knocking on in 

years but I’m not completely senile, not yet anyway. 

DAN: No sorry I didn’t mean to … 

PENNY: (Cutting in) Do you always apologise so much?  It seems to me you’ve done nothing but. 

DAN: I didn’t know I did? … I’m sorry.  (She turns quickly to look at him and he smiles)  That was a 

joke! 

PENNY: A pretty poor one, it was much too predictable. 

DAN: Ah.  (He grins and Penny gives a little smile) 

PENNY: In answer to your previous question.  I live alone, but sadly when you reach a certain age, 

you find your friends start popping off on an almost regular basis, which tends to make one rather 

lonely.  It also makes you realise that your own mortality is perched on your shoulder just … waiting.  

DAN: You know what?  I was tempted to apologise again just then … it seemed like the right thing to 

say.  I’d never looked at age in that way before … you know with your friends like and that.  That is 

sad, yeah, that is very sad. 

PENNY: Well that’s life I’m afraid, and death you’ll find happens to all of us … eventually. 

DAN: Well that’s a cheery thought.  (A beat) Are you married? 

PENNY: Why?  Are you into older women? 

DAN: Hell no!  (Jumps up highly embarrassed by what he’s said) No sorry!  Sorry!  That’s not what I 

meant. 

PENNY: Why did you ask? 

DAN: I was just curious I suppose.  You’re not wearing a ring. 
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PENNY: Oh you’re quite the little Miss Marple aren’t you? 

DAN: No look I’m sorry this conversation has gone horribly wrong. (Trying to dig himself out of a 

hole) I’m … I’m not chatting you up or anything like … Ok?  (Penny gives him a look) And you’re, 

well you’re not that old …  

PENNY: (Cutting in) Not that old?  You don’t consider eighty-six particularly old then? 

DAN: (Shocked) Eighty-six! 

PENNY: And almost one month.  I could if given time; probably break it down into days, hours and 

minutes but I really don’t see the point. 

DAN: That is incredible!  You certainly don’t look it. 

PENNY: Well I suppose that’s the nearest thing to a backhanded compliment I’m ever going to get, 

so I should stop there if I were you you’re almost out of the hole you’d dug for yourself.  And thank 

you.  (Dan smiles and sits back down.  They sit in silence for a few moments)  

DAN: (Pause) What it’s like? 

PENNY: What’s what like? 

DAN: Being old? 

PENNY: (She gives Dan a look and thinks for a moment deciding whether or not to answer) What’s it 

like … well, I go to bed at night with the same aches and pains I woke up with in the morning, they 

never leave you, not anymore.  And you find it becomes harder to do the everyday things you always 

used to do without any thought or feeling.  Now they become difficult and sometimes impossible to 

do and that tends to wear you down.  

DAN: That’s harsh.  But there’s benefits right? 

PENNY: Are there? 

DAN: Well there’s your pension.  And free prescriptions and eye tests like … and bus passes!  

You’ve gotta be able to get free bus travel for sure! 

PENNY: No matter how much enthusiasm you inject into it all, the results are always going to be 

boring. 

DAN: But they all save you money. 
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PENNY: There’s more to life than money. 

DAN: Not when you’re like lumbered with a huge student debt like I am.  Every penny counts. 

PENNY: I suppose it would yes, I take your point. 

DAN: Dan. 

PENNY: What is? 

DAN: I am.  That’s my name.  (He extends his hand towards her) Hello. 

PENNY: (Smiles) What an unusual young man you are.  (She shakes his hand) Penelope, but you may 

call me Penny. 

DAN: Hey that’s cool yeah! 

PENNY: Yes well don’t get too excited … I never sleep with anyone on a first date. 

DAN: (On his feet again embarrassed) No look I never meant … 

PENNY: (Lightly enjoying the reaction) I know that.  It was worth it just to see the look on your face.  

It was an absolute picture. 

DAN: Cor … you’re a right wind-up merchant you are.  (He grins) 

PENNY: Well that’s something I’ve never been called before. 

DAN: Well you’ve got like a wicked sense of humour you have.  You know you’re not like a normal 

old person. 

PENNY: And what exactly does that mean? 

DAN: No, no I don’t mean that in a bad way.  I mean … you know like you’re not boring like most 

old people. 

PENNY: And how d’you know most old people are boring?  Have you spoken to a lot of old people 

then?      

DAN: Well no not really, you know like just in passing … 

PENNY: Well that is a very grandiose statement based from what you’re saying on nothing.  Have 

you ever taken the time to speak to them, these old people? 
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DAN: Well … no, well not really you know. 

PENNY: Well perhaps you should.  You can read all the books you like about anything you like, but 

one thing you cannot get from a book, and that’s experience.  Experience is gained by doing not 

reading about it.  And all old people have stories to tell and we’ve all lived lives that you have no idea 

about.  The youth of today are so quick to dismiss us as having had our lives and are past our sell-by-

date, yet up here (She taps the side of her head) and in here (She taps her heart) we have our 

memories and hold the history of our lives. 

DAN: God … you really do make me think and see things in a different light, you’re like incredible 

you are … I mean really.  

PENNY: Well I can thank my father for my sense of humour and my outlook on life.  He was a music 

hall entertainer and a darling man and I worshipped him. 

DAN: (Excited) Really! 

PENNY: Yes really. 

DAN: So what he did he do then your dad? 

PENNY: He worked the Halls as a comedian and he tap-danced, sang and played the ukulele. 

DAN: Wow like that is just so cool. 

PENNY: He always said it beat working for a living.  He used to get three half-crowns a turn and 

jump on a bus and travel from one theatre to the next. 

DAN: How much is that then, three half-crowns? 

PENNY: Oh dear you’ll have to wait a moment for me to work it out. (Pause) Um … its thirty-seven 

and a half pence. 

DAN: Christ is that all!  That’s monstrous! 

PENNY: Ah you see, but what you have to bear in mind is, that a weekly wage back then was only 

about thirty shillings a week, or one pound fifty in today’s money.  And father if he was lucky, would 

sometimes do three or four turns a night.  So he could sometimes earn in one night what others 

worked all week to achieve.  So he did rather well really by all accounts.  And he worked at night 

when we were in bed so when we were growing up we always saw a lot of him and did a lot of things 

together.  We had some wonderful times together as a family.  Our house was always filled with 
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interesting people in ‘the business’ and so it rang with laughter and music.  We had an old upright 

piano in the corner of the front room that never remained silent for very long.  Growing up in that 

kind of environment was a magical time.  And then of course the war came along and buggered 

everything up for everyone.      

DAN: Oh Christ yeah the war.  (A beat) Did your dad, you know survive like? 

PENNY: Yes thankfully he did but when the war ended he was a changed man and the Music Hall 

was dying and it wasn’t the business it was anymore. 

DAN: That’s a shame … sad.  (A beat) Did women fight in the war?  Did you?  I mean were you old 

enough? 

PENNY: Women didn’t fight in the front line as it were, least I don’t think they did but single women 

between twenty and thirty were called up.  I was nineteen and I volunteered. 

DAN: (Impressed) No way!  Christ I’m not sure I could.  You get one life, I’m not sure I’d want to 

risk it. 

PENNY: Well the alternative wasn’t worth thinking about.  People didn’t need much convincing in 

those days they all felt a common sense of duty.  We were proud of our country and everyone worked 

and pulled together back then.  You don’t find the same kind of community spirt anymore, a lot of 

people don’t even know their neighbours names nowadays. 

DAN: You’re right the world has changed.  Hey, hang on a minute.  I saw a film once about the 

Women’s Land Army was that like you?  Is that what you did? 

PENNY: No …  

DAN: What did you do then? 

PENNY: What did I do … I drove an ambulance. 

DAN: (Jumps up) Get away!  You’re kidding me right?  (Penny shakes her head)  But wasn’t it 

dangerous? 

PENNY: That is the singularly most stupid thing you’ve said since we met.  Of course it was 

dangerous, there was a war going on! 

DAN: Yeah, yeah I get that … it’s just God you don’t look like the kind of person who would drive 

an ambulance during the war.  It’s like … bizarre. 
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PENNY: Well don’t see me now, see me then.  I was nineteen and full of hope and part of a team 

helping others.  I grew up pretty fast back then.  I had to face things that I never would have thought I 

could have faced but somehow I did.  I just knuckled down and got on with it.  I was needed.     

DAN: Was this in London then, in the blitz?  I think that’s what they called it didn’t they?  The Blitz? 

PENNY: (A little irritably) London wasn’t the only place in the country that Germany dropped bombs 

on you know! 

DAN: No right!  Course not, God I’m sorry. I’m being really dumb, aren’t I?  I’m just so interested in 

all this. I’ve never met anyone before that was like … there you know.  (Gives him a look) What? 

PENNY: Remember all those old boring people you mentioned earlier?  Well no doubt the majority 

of them endured and were a part of the war as well. 

DAN: God.  (Slumps back down on the seat) I’d never have given that a thought.  You know there’s 

an old saying my mum used to come out with, ‘there’s nothing opened more times by mistake than 

one’s mouth.’ She’s not wrong when it comes to me is she?  

PENNY: (Smiles) Anyway, to answer your question, no it was not in London.  We lived in 

Gillingham then which was near Chatham Docks in Kent.  A friend of my mothers had a farm that we 

used to stay at for a fortnight every year in the summer and I learnt to drive a tractor when I was there.  

So because I had a basic idea about driving, I applied to be an ambulance driver.  I had to take a 

special driving test, bearing in mind that actual driving tests were suspended during the war, but 

luckily I passed.   

DAN: (Excited ) You know this is just so cool!  I don’t like believe I’m hearing all this stuff.  So can 

you tell me some more, you know like what it was really like? 

PENNY: What was it really like … 

DAN: (Concerned) If that’s ok like?  I mean if it’s gonna upset you then let’s forget it it was just … 

PENNY: (Cutting in) No you’re alright.  (Pause) Well … we worked eight hour shifts but there was 

never any guarantee of anything.  Eight hours on, eight hours off and eight hours on standby.  If the 

sirens went we were back on duty, no ifs ands or buts that was it.  We were expected to check the 

tyres, oil and battery every day on our vehicles and I learnt how to change a wheel.  It was a case of 

having to really.  We worked in conjunction with a first-aid party of four men who treated the victims 

at the scene as it were, which usually meant people pulled from the rubble when their houses had been 

blown up.  We sometimes had a car in reserve which was used to ferry people with minor injuries to a 
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first-aid post to save clogging up the hospital but not always.  And yes we worked when the bombs 

were dropping.  And even though it was highly dangerous there was still a … a strange inner thrill of 

driving through streets of bombed houses still fiercely ablaze.  Bouncing up and down through the 

pot-holes in the road and fighting your way through the smoke and the noise and the debris to get to 

where we were needed. 

DAN: Christ … weren’t you frightened? 

PENNY: Every single time. 

DAN: Really?  (Penny nods) Yet you still did it. 

PENNY: It was my job.  People relied on me and I was proud to do it. 

DAN: Did you see … you know bodies? 

PENNY: (Gives him a look of disbelief) We were at war.  Bombs make no exceptions for people or 

buildings.  The worst part of my job was cleaning out the back of the ambulance after we’d finished 

transporting the patients to the hospital.  There was always blood … and other substances … and once 

… once there was a child’s foot.  I will never forget that image for as long as I live.  It was still 

wearing a scuffed brown sandal and a grubby white sock.  It went in the bag to be incinerated.     

DAN: Dear God.  You just never think of things happening like that.  I’ve only ever watched some 

war films on the telly like where the British or Americans kill the Germans and that’s about it really, 

but a story like that, well … well that will stay with me forever because that actually happened.  

Because it’s real and you were like part of all that.  That is incredible and humbling.    

PENNY: You asked me, if I was married.  I would have been, I should have been but time came 

between us and robbed us of the moment.  (A beat) His name was Martin and he was in the army and 

he came home on leave one day.  He came home to a house that was no longer standing and he asked 

one of our crew if there’d been any survivors.  Luckily both his parents had survived, they’d been in 

the air-raid shelter during the bombing and they were staying in the church hall along with other 

families that had lost their homes.  And we got talking and that was that.  (A beat) He just swept me 

off my feet.  He was, like they say, tall, dark and … handsome ... (Her voice trails off and she just sits 

there in silent contemplation) 

DAN: Penny, are you ok? 

PENNY: Oh yes, yes I’m fine.  I was just lost in the moment. 
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DAN: Why didn’t you get married then?  If you don’t mind me asking? 

PENNY: One word stopped us.  One terrible word … Dunkirk.  We were engaged.  You said I wasn’t 

wearing a ring.  (She reaches inside the neck of her blouse and pulls out a gold chain with an 

engagement ring attached)  I wear it every day; I’ve never once taken it off.  Martin was certified 

‘missing-in-action,’ along with over sixty thousand other British troops.  His body was never found.  

DAN: Oh I am so sorry.  (He moves along the seat and gently holds her hands in his.  It’s all he can 

think of to do) 

PENNY: (After a moment she releases her hands and gently pats the top of his) Thank you. 

DAN: You’re welcome.  (Pause) So in all that time since then, you like never met anyone else? 

PENNY: No-one else could ever fill his shoes or come close and I would have been forever 

comparing them.  There would have been no point.  He was my one true love and I’m grateful for the 

short amount of time we shared. 

DAN: Wow.  (Stands) You know ... this is like unbelievable to me this is.  I’ve never had a 

conversation with someone like you in the whole of my life that has had me hanging on every word.  

You’re inspirational you are.  You’re a legend.  (Penny laughs) No what is it?  What have I said now? 

PENNY: A legend indeed.  I just did my job.  I was one of thousands and thousands of people spread 

across the country that contributed to the war effort, I was certainly nothing special. 

DAN: Says you.  You’re not like standing where I’m standing.  Like what you’ve been through and 

that.      

PENNY: Tell me, why do the youth of today interpolate the word ‘like’ into a sentence where it 

clearly has no place?  You do it continually. 

DAN: (Shrugs) Dunno really, it’s just like something we say. 

PENNY: You did it again! 

DAN: Did I? 

PENNY: I would have been churlish to mention it had you not.  

DAN: What was that other word you said just now? 

PENNY: Which word in particular are you referring to?  There have been quite a few. 
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DAN: (He smiles) You enjoy this, don’t you?  Playing with words an’ that? 

PENNY: I wasn’t aware that that was what I was doing.  I thought we were just two strangers waiting 

at a bus stop who had started to converse, nothing more. 

DAN: But you keep sticking the odd funny word in there to like get me going don’t you? 

PENNY: Do I? 

DAN: Damn straight you do!  And I can say damn because you’ve already said it.  Ha!  (He nods and 

grins, triumphant that he feels he’s scored a point) 

PENNY: After a petulant outbreak such as that, shouldn’t you also stick your thumb on the end of 

your nose (She demonstrates and wiggles her fingers at him) and say, ‘na-na-na-na-nah’ or something 

equally infantile? 

DAN: (Admiringly) God you’re good.  You know that, don’t you?  ‘cos no matter what I say you like 

top it every time.  That is brilliant that is … impressive.   

PENNY: Mm … so tell me, when you’re not ‘chilling’ at bus-stops, what is it that you’re actually 

studying?  

DAN: Drama. 

PENNY: Ah.  You mean you plan on being an actor should you pass the necessary grades or whatever 

they’re called nowadays?  Is that the plan? 

DAN: That’s about the size of it yeah.  It’s a three year course. 

PENNY: Three years?  Just to learn lines, improve your breathing and avoid tripping over the 

furniture?  That seems a little excessive to me. 

DAN: (Defensive) Hey there’s a lot more to it than that!  

PENNY: Really? 

DAN: (A beat) No, you know what?  You’re right, there is like a lot of stuff that bores the hell out of 

me and I sometimes find myself drifting off and wondering what I’m actually doing there. 

PENNY: Are you sure it’s the right thing for you to be doing then if you feel like that?   

DAN: Good point.  I do sometimes wonder. 



14 

“THE LOVE I LOST.” 

 

 
 

PENNY: I remember reading an article once about actors; in I think it was … The Telegraph.  Now 

what was it exactly … I think it said something along the lines of about ninety percent of actors are 

unemployed at any one time.  I think I’m right in saying that, and apart from a chosen few, mainly 

those in television or making films; it’s very difficult to earn even a half-decent living.  According to 

the report the vast majority of actors get by supplementing their income by doing other jobs to pay the 

bills.  

DAN: I don’t think you’re far wrong there.  In between terms I’ve only had the one job and that’s it.  

And I’ve got an Agent. 

PENNY: Hardly enough to keep the proverbial wolf from the door then. 

DAN: Hardly is right. 

PENNY: So what was the job? 

DAN: (Almost embarrassed) Oh don’t ask! 

PENNY: Oh well of course I’m going to ask now, you’ve aroused my curiosity.  Do tell. 

DAN: You know I’m an actor right? 

PENNY: That’s what you told me. 

DAN: Ok, so we study all the greats as part of like our learning.  (He counts them off on his fingers) 

Shakespeare, Ibsen, Chekhov, and so on and so on.    

PENNY: I’m with you so far yes. 

DAN: (A beat) Well like despite all that intellectual input my only job so far in my chosen profession 

was for a dog food commercial for the telly.  Can you believe that?  Two years of hard-slog drama 

training and I had to place a bowl of food on the floor and pat the dog on the head as he started to eat.  

No lines to learn.  Just like stick the bowl on the floor and pat the dog’s head.  And that took two days 

to film.  Two mind-numbing days of like bending down with the bowl and patting the blessed dog, 

that by now was just as pissed off as me … oh sorry. 

PENNY: You’re excused. I can understand your frustration.  I would imagine artistic integrity goes 

out the window though when there are bills to be paid. 

DAN: You’re very astute aren’t you?  I mean like you don’t miss a thing.  And of course I never told 

anyone.  It’s hardly The R. S. C. is it?  You see its things like that that sometimes make me wonder if 
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this is really what I want to do.  It’s not like exciting is it?  Not like you in the ambulance.  My stories 

are hardly going to keep people on the edge of their seats are they? 

PENNY: But you haven’t really started your career yet.  You’re young; you have your whole life in 

front of you.  There’s plenty of time for you to make your mark.  So in the light of what you’re telling 

me, what made you choose acting then? 

DAN: Girls. 

PENNY: Sorry? 

DAN: Girls.  I like did some plays at school and there were always a lot of girls around.  I thought it 

would be like a good way of meeting girls if I went to Uni. 

PENNY: And that’s the only reason?  You didn’t feel drawn to the profession or feel passionate about 

it.  A ‘calling’ I believe it’s referred to is it not? 

DAN: Sadly no.  I just like women. 

PENNY: At least you’re honest about it. 

DAN: I did enjoy writing at school though.  You know like letting my imagination run wild.  I got 

good marks for that.  I have written a play … its part of the course but it’s like missing something and 

doesn’t really work.  I need to have like a re-think and rewrite it.  And then to hear you talk just now 

about your life … well I’ve got nothing to say that can compete with that.  

PENNY: But you have.  You just hit the nail on the head yourself. 

DAN: When? 

PENNY: You said, you liked writing and letting your imagination run wild.  Isn’t that what writing’s 

all about?  You hook your reader and draw them into your world.  The world you’ve created from 

your own imagination.  So if drama’s not working for you, why not turn your hand to writing?  (He 

stares at her) I’m getting a look.  Why is that? 

DAN: I spoke about that very idea with a friend of mine last week … I can’t like believe you’ve just 

said that. 

PENNY: Sometimes the obvious is overlooked. 

DAN: (Pause) Look I know this is gonna sound like right off the wall and crazy, but you might be 

interested I dunno.  (He shrugs) 
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PENNY: Well in the whole of that sentence you told me absolutely nothing. 

DAN: I’m building up to it!  I’m like sussing out the best way to put it. 

PENNY: Well I’m intrigued so far.  Do go on. 

DAN: Look I don’t have the same level of education as you. 

PENNY: Well even if that were true, I can’t remember it causing any problems between us.  I’ve 

enjoyed talking to you. 

DAN: And I’ve enjoyed talking to you as well. 

PENNY: So where’s the problem then?   

DAN: Well … look I’ve got a car.  It’s mine I own it. 

PENNY: Well I had a budgie for seventeen years and then it died.  Are we just being random or is 

there a point to this? 

DAN: No I mean yes!  Yes of course there is that’s what I’m trying to tell you … Look there’s still 

quite a bit of time before the bus comes right? 

PENNY: Assuming it turns up somewhere near its allotted time, then yes. 

DAN: Well I’ve got a car, it’s not posh like, it’s quite old but it’s all legal and I’ve passed my test and 

its insured and everything, it’s parked around the corner. 

PENNY: And you’re suggesting what exactly? 

DAN: I could drive you … out into the country.  Not like going on a bus but like a taxi.  I don’t mean 

I’d charge you!  That’s not what I meant.  I meant like a chauffeur. I could be your personal chauffer. 

PENNY: And why would you do that? 

DAN: Because … well … well because I’ve really enjoyed talking to you.  I think you’re amazing 

and you’re brilliant company … 

PENNY: (Cutting in) For an old person you mean. 

DAN: No that’s not what I mean!  That’s definitely not what I mean.  I like what you’ve told me and 

how you’ve made me like look at things from a different perspective.  You’ve opened my eyes to a 

bigger picture.  And I was thinking … oh … (He loses steam) 
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PENNY: Don’t stop now you have my undivided attention. 

DAN: That play … I’ve got to write … well I want to scrap what I’ve written and I want to write 

about you. 

PENNY: Me! 

DAN: It’s real.  You’re real!  The story.  The war and you like driving the ambulance and finding the 

love of your life and then the war snatching him away from you and how you’ve kept his love alive 

for all these years … that is just such a good story.  I wanna tell it to people.  I want to like show 

people of my age that we like shouldn’t be so dismissive of older people and we should like stop and 

say hello and chat to them.  As you said, they’ve all got stories.  Maybe I will be a writer instead, 

going on today there must be loads and loads of untold stories out there waiting to be written and told.   

PENNY: Well I’m flattered.  And to think I only came here to catch the number 37. 

DAN: So go on then? 

PENNY: So go on then what? 

DAN: D’you want to?  You know let me drive you out into the country.  I’m not like a boy racer or 

anything; the Insurance is much too dear to risk speeding.  And we could stop for a coffee and a 

pastry if you like.  Or a tea it doesn’t matter.  I’ll pay my treat.  You say where you want to go.  Your 

favourite place and I’ll take you.  

PENNY: So you want to whisk me out into the countryside, wine me and dine me with a cup of tea 

and a doughnut and let me waffle on and tell you my life story.  Is that what you’re suggesting? 

DAN: I would say that’s about spot-on yes. 

PENNY: Again I say I’m flattered by the offer and the attention. 

DAN: Well what’s your answer then? 

PENNY: Well if you can put up with a cantankerous, moaning old biddy like me, then I think I can 

trust you to take me out into the country and deliver me back safely.  So yes I would be delighted, 

thank you. 

DAN: (Excited) Oh god that is just so bonza thank you!  Can you wait here then and I’ll go and get 

the car.  I’ll only be a couple of minutes it is literally like parked just round the corner.  Be my luck 

that today of all days the thing won’t start. 
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PENNY: Well cross that bridge when you come to it should it occur.  If not I shall wait here until you 

or the bus arrives. 

DAN: Well don’t get on the bus if I’m getting the car cos then like I’ll lose contact with you so I 

wouldn’t be able to write your story would I! 

PENNY: Don’t worry I’ll wait here for you.  I’m not going anywhere in a hurry.  I’ll see you soon 

then. 

DAN: You will still be here when I get back won’t you?  You’re not like just saying that are you? 

And then you know the minute I turn the corner you go AWOL to get away from me! 

PENNY: The proof of the pudding … (She smiles at him) 

DAN: (Fumbles his car keys out of his pocket) Right I’m off then see you in a bit. 

PENNY: Right you are then … see you in a bit. 

DAN: And thank you. 

PENNY: For what? 

DAN: For being you.  (He smiles and she smiles back, he waves and then exits.  Penny lets out a long 

breath and fingers the chain around her neck and smiles) 

 

Fade down lights. 
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