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PART ONE 
 
[The living room of MARK RICHARDSON’s flat.  It is dark.  Sofa, chairs, none 
of which are particularly exciting.  A small electric fan heater.  There are 
flowers and candles – unlit – everywhere.  In one corner of the room, a life-
sized coffin made out of cardboard and painted black.  A stereo and large 
record collection lurk in the background.  There is a sense of the flat having 
been prepared for something.] 
 
MARK:  [offstage]  And welcome! 
 
[A motley party enters, with plastic bags full of bottles of wine etc.  The 
party’s arrived.] 
 
ADRIAN:  Party! 
 
MARK: [still offstage] Hang on, hang on.  Can we please have an 

orderly procession?  I think I’m due a little respect, given 
the circumstances. 

 
[The shamefaced party exit. Enter again in solemn procession.  JENNY leads 
a single file march, whistling ‘The Last Post’ as she does so.] 
 
MARK:  [entering]  I said respect, not morbidity. 
 
[JENNY starts a conga instead.  MARK smiles.] 
 
MARK:  That’s more like it! 
 
[A startled scream from LAUREL.] 
 
LAUREL:  Aggh!  A coffin! 
 
MARK:  Oh, you noticed. 
 
LAUREL:  That’s just sick. 
 
MARK: I know.  I’d have liked mahogany, but I just couldn’t get it.  

Still, cardboard is so recyclable and environmentally 
friendly, don’t you think? 

 
JENNY:  Most certainly.  A wise choice of base materials. 
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MARK:  And don’t you think the workmanship – 
 
JENNY:  Personship – 
 
MARK: - The workpersonship – it doesn’t sound right somehow, 

and anyway it was a man who made it – but whatever.  It’s 
rather fine, isn’t it? 

 
JENNY: You’re only saying that because you made it.  In which 

case, it’s definitely not workmanship. 
 
LAUREL:  I still think it’s a bit creepy, having a coffin in your living  

room. 
 
ADRIAN:  Do we sit anywhere in particular? 
 
MARK:  No, just flop down wherever you can get a seat.  [A  

scrabble for seats ensues.]  Mm, we are Thatcher’s children, 
aren’t we? 

 
JENNY:  Where’s your corkscrew, Mark? 
 
MARK:  At least Jenn’s got her priorities right.  It’s in the kitchen, in  

the drawer with the plastic cutlery. 
 
JENNY:  Plastic!  Tacky, tacky, tacky! 
 
[She goes off in search of the corkscrew.  With JENNY out of the room, there 
is a disconcerting silence.] 
 
LAUREL:  [Eventually, but sincerely:]  The flowers are just beautiful.   

And so many of them.  The room’s almost a greenhouse. 
 
MARK:  Except these will have wilted in a couple of days.  Mind you,  

if I was in charge of a greenhouse, most of the plants there 
would wilt too.  I’m not known for my green fingers.  

 
NICK:  No – more like light fingers. 
 
MARK:  [Kissing him]  Slag. 
 
NICK:  Pleasure. 
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LAUREL:  Must have cost a fortune. 
 
MARK:  Not exactly. 
 
LAUREL:  Did you get them cheap? 
 
MARK:  I took them from the graveyard.  [Look of horror from  

everyone]  They’re not doing any good in there, are they? 
 
NICK:  Light fingers. 
 
LAUREL:  That’s awful. 
 
ADRIAN:  He’s only joking, Laurel. 
 
[A beat.  NICK and MARK look at each other.  NICK coughs.] 
 
NICK:  Anything to eat, then, Mark? 
 
MARK:  Yeah,  I made a load of stuff.  It’s in the kitchen.  Tell you  

what, I’ll go and get it if you light all the candles.  Deal? 
 
NICK:  Deal.   
 
[MARK goes into the kitchen.  NICK goes over to the stereo.] 
 
NICK:  Can I put some music on? 
 
MARK:  [entering with a taper and some matches]  Yeah, but not  

too loud otherwise it’ll spoil the atmosphere.  And not the 
tape with my name on it.  Here, you can use these to light 
the candles. 

 
NICK:  I’ve got a lighter. 
 
MARK:  This is easier.  I use it for the stove – I got fed up with  

burning my fingers trying to light the gas all the time.  
There’s some aromatherapy burners too.  If you could light 
these – the scent oil is by the records.  I’ll just be a minute. 

 
[He goes back into the kitchen.] 
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[NICK puts some music on – Verdi’s ‘La Virgine degli Angeli’ from La Forza del 
Destino.  He listens to it awhile and smiles.  ADRIAN catches him.] 
 
ADRIAN:  What’s so special about Verdi/ 
 
NICK:  We’d heard that you could spot a queen cos he’d be crying.   

Apparently, we’re very susceptible to music. 
 
ADRIAN:  Did you? 
 
NICK:  What? 
 
ADRIAN:  Cry.  At Verdi. 
 
NICK:  We were too busy snogging to care.  And we found out  

later that it’s Puccini we’re supposed to have an affinity 
with.   

 
[He hums the tune and lights the taper.  ADRIAN takes the matches and 
begins to light the candles at the far end of the room.  Around the auditorium 
candles are also lit.  NICK lights a few candles.  LAUREL comes over.]   
 
LAUREL:  Shall I do a few? 
 
NICK:  Thanks.  [He hands the taper over to LAUREL.  He watches  

her light the candles.  Several beats.  He looks slightly 
nervous.  Quietly:]  This is weird. 

 
LAUREL:  What? 
 
NICK:  This.  I mean, I love Mark, but this is… 
 
LAUREL: He wants to do it, Nick.  It’s up to him.  It’s not often we 

can do something we want to.  After all, we only have to be 
here. 

 
NICK:  I suppose so. 
 
ADRIAN:  Done my side.  You two are taking your time. 
 
LAUREL:  We’ve got more candles. 
 
NICK:  I’d better get those smelly things going. 
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[He gets the aromatherapy oils and lights the burners.  Carefully he pours a 
few drops of the oil – rose - onto the burner.  As he does so, smaller burners 
are lit round the auditorium.] 
 
LAUREL:  It’s a nice smell. 
 
NICK:  Mmm. 
 
JENNY:  [Entering with the opened bottles of wine and corkscrew:]   

We’ll have that crap off for a start,  [She turns the Verdi 
off.]  What’s that smell?   

 
LAUREL:  Rose.  It’s nice, isn’t it? 
 
JENNY:  If you like that sort of thing. 
 
LAUREL:  You’re so sensitive sometimes. 
 
JENNY:  What? 
 
LAUREL:  Nothing. 
 
[MARK enters with a tray of snacks – sandwiches, biscuits, sweets.]   
 
JENNY:  Oh, fab.  Have you got any glasses?  I forgot to bring them  

in. 
 
MARK:  Sure.  [He goes out and returns with the glasses, as the  

others are tucking into the food.]  I’m glad to see you’re 
enjoying the food. 

 
NICK:  It’s great.  Thanks, love. 
 
[He holds MARK from behind.  There is a moment between them.]  
 
LAUREL:  The food is lovely, Nick.  Done yourself proud. 
 
JENNY: Anyone else want some wine?  [They all grab a glass.]  

Here you are.  [She pours wine into their glasses.]  Steady 
now.  It’s not the usual cheap rubbish this time. 

 
MARK:  You mean it’s actually made of grapes? 
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JENNY: The best.  Hand-picked by peasants.  We should have 

chilled it first though. 
 
MARK:  Bugger.  That’s ruined it then. 
 
JENNY:  You can have a can of lager instead, if you want. 
 
MARK:  Too late now.  [He pretends to sulk.] 
 
JENNY:  Here’s a toast then, misery guts.  To Mark! 
 
[The toast is repeated by everyone.] 
 
NICK:  And all who sail in her! 
 
MARK:  I can’t even have a toast without you ruining it.  Tramp! 
 
[NICK raises his glass to MARK.  Drinks.]   
 
MARK:  Oh, I forgot.  [He gets up.]   
 
ADRIAN:  Where are you going? 
 
MARK:  Wait and see.   
 
[He puts his hand on the dimmer switch, and slowly takes the lights down.  
The lights remain dimmed for the rest of the scene, and the candles remain 
lit.] 
 

   Voila! 
 
NICK:  Shouldn’t we ask everybody else’s leave before turning the  

lights down low, sweetheart? 
 
MARK: Trust you, sex-freak, to lower the whole tone of the 

evening. 
 
LAUREL:  I think this is nice.   
 
[She leans back.  A beat or two.  Although everyone is comfortable, no-one is 
sure what to do next.]  
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NICK:  So what next, MC? 
 
MARK:  Right. 
 
[He looks at his wine for a moment.  Makes a decision, downs it, stands up 
and moves to the centre of the room.] 
 

The reason for us all being here is – to celebrate.  To 
celebrate my funeral.  Yeah, I know that sounds odd.  I 
mean, I’m not dead. 

 
JENNY:  Only brain dead. 
 
LAUREL:  Sssh.  Let him finish. 
 
MARK:  I started thinking to myself, well, aren’t funerals big parties?   

So, why should I miss out when everyone is gathered 
together, and all because of me?  If I have to have a 
funeral – all of us do, I guess – then I want it done my way, 
on my own terms.  Ever since I got my diagnosis, time has 
become very important.  Time, and how you take control of 
your own life.  So I decided, I’m taking control of my own 
funeral.  It’ll be how I want it to be, and when I want it to 
be.  I’m not going to miss out on seeing how it goes.   

 
So – this is my funeral!  I’ve asked you, my closest friends, 
to come along and help me celebrate it.  Here. Tonight. 
 

NICK:  Do we have to go through with this?  It’s really morbid. 
 
MARK:  It’s not morbid.  Don’t you see?  That’s the point!  I want it  

to be fun, and sad, but I want to be part of it.  Not some 
inanimate object in a box.  I want to know what’s going on; 
to be in control of what’s going on. 

 
JENNY:  Drama queen! 
 
MARK:  You bet!  And this is where I get my final curtain. 
 
ADRIAN: You know, when you first suggested, I thought it was a 

really freaky idea.  But then I thought, what the hell!  If it’s 
what you want, why shouldn’t you? 
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JENNY:  Whatever.  I still think it’s really odd.  But then, you always  
were odd, so there’s nothing new in that. 

 
NICK:  I really don’t want to go through with this.  I want to think  

of you, me, living.  Not dying.  Not funerals. 
 
MARK:  I am living.  But we’re all living with our own deaths.  This  

is how I’m coming home with my own mortality, the fact 
that I’m not going to be here forever.  You’ve got to come 
to terms with that too, Nick.  I’m not going to be cheated.  I 
want to do this. 
 
[There is a tension between them.  Mark gets some cards 
and hands them round.] 

 
   Here. 
 
LAUREL:  What’s this? 
 
MARK: An order of Service.  If you’re going to do something, you 

may as well do it properly. 
 
LAUREL:  They’re nicely printed. 
 
MARK:  You should have seen the printer’s face when I got them  

done!  ‘I’m sorry, sir.  Was he a relative or a friend?’  ‘Who?’ 
I said.  ‘The deceased,’ he said.  ‘No-one’s died,’ I said.  ‘But 
it’s a funeral service.’  ‘It’s my funeral service,’ I explained.  
‘Planning a bit far ahead, aren’t we, Sir?’  And he gave me 
such a look! 
 

NICK:  I’m not surprised. 
 
ADRIAN:  You’ve really thought about this, haven’t you? 
 
MARK:  It means a lot to me.  That’s why. 
 
ADRIAN:  Sure.  It’s so all different to what I expected.  I’ve only been  

to one… er… 
 
JENNY:  Funeral.  Go on, say it.  FUUUUUUNERAL.  Funeral, funeral,  

funeral. 
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ADRIAN:  Yeah. I’ve only been to one funeral before.  When I was  
young.  Too young to know what was going on.  My gran.  I 
don’t remember much about it now, of course.  It was a big 
church, it was all very traditional.  Very sombre.  I kept 
getting told that she had gone to a better place, that I’d join 
her some time.  That she was happier.  I hadn’t really thought 
about it ‘til now. 

 
JENNY:  It all looks good on paper.  So when do we get the real thing? 
 
LAUREL:  What a horrible thing to say. 
 
MARK:  Jenny’s never been known for her patience.  Or her subtlety. 
 
JENNY:  What I meant was, are we waiting for anyone else to arrive? 
 
MARK:  No, this is it. 
 
JENNY:  Well, I hope I get more than four people at my funeral.  Not  

much of a send-off, is it? 
 
MARK:  A lot of people couldn’t come.  Or couldn’t face it. 
 
LAUREL:  Did you ask your mother? 
 
MARK:  She couldn’t come/ 
 
NICK:  Couldn’t? 
 
[It’s an accusation.  MARK lets it go.]   
 
JENNY:  Can I open some more wine? 
 
MARK:  Sure.  Help yourself. 
 
JENNY:  Anyone else? 
 
[General agreement.  Glasses are finished, and offered as JENNY opens the 
wine.  She fills all the glasses.] 
 
JENNY:  I hope we’re going to have enough. 
 
NICK:  There’s an offie round the corner, if we need some more. 
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LAUREL:  We ought to be fairly sober for the… 
 
JENNY:  Funeral. 
 
LAUREL:  Well, just out of respect. 
 
MARK:  Why? 
 
LAUREL:  I thought… 
 
MARK:  The point is to enjoy it, Laurel.  I’m not going to stop  

anyone if they want to get off their tits/ 
 
JENNY:  I’d like to see you try. 
 
LAUREL:  Oh. 
 
ADRIAN:  It’s nice wine, though. 
 
[Beat.]   
 
NICK:  Can we start? 
 
MARK:  Okay.  You all know the order?  And who’s doing what? 
 
ADRIAN:  When do we know when to come in? 
 
MARK:  Just follow the order.  It’s easy.  I’m not going to do  

everything for you. 
 
NICK:  So we just follow what’s written down here? 
 
MARK:  Yes.  Couldn’t be simpler. 
 
ADRIAN:  What about when we come to this? 
 
MARK:  What? 
 
ADRIAN:  This.  [He points at something in the Order.]   
 
MARK:  Oh, that’s all on the tape.  The one that’s got my name on  
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it.  I’ll put it in the tape recorder.  [He does so.]  It’s on 
pause, so you only have to release the button when you 
need it.  Simple. 

 
ADRIAN:  Let’s hope so. 
 
MARK:  Right.  Positions, please, for the Funeral Service of Mark  

Richards! 
 
JENNY:  So what are you going to do? 
 
MARK:  I’ll give you a clue.  It’s my funeral. 
 
LAUREL:  You don’t mean…  Mark, you can’t.  That’s awful. 
 
MARK:  You got it, Laurel.   It’s time to go… into the box! 
 
NICK:  Mark! 
 
[MARK grabs the cardboard coffin, places it centre stage and gets into it.] 
 
JENNY:  Where are the nails? 
 
MARK: Fuck off, Jenny!  And those words come from beyond the  

grave. 
 
LAUREL:  I don’t believe we’re going to go through with this, 
 
NICK:  With any luck it won’t take very long.  We’ll be finished by  

last orders. 
 
JENNY:  Last orders, last rites, Last Supper. 
 
MARK:  [Eventually]  Well, someone put the bloody tape on, then. 
 
[ADRIAN does so.  The sound of a tape starting – the hiss and crackle of a 
record being recorded but the music not starting.  Eventually the music 
comes on – it’s Bette Midler ‘The Rose’.] 
 
NICK:  Oh, pul-lease! 
 
LAUREL:  Shh, Nick.  This is really nice. 
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JENNY:  [Imitating]  Shh, Nick.  This is really nice! 
 
ADRIAN:  Don’t spoil it, Jenny. 
 
JENNY:  Don’t be so bloody precious, Adrian. 
 
[They’re quiet.  As the second verse starts – “It’s the heart afraid of 
breaking…” – MARK interrupts from his coffin.]  
 
MARK:  You know what I really like about Bette Midler?  That she 
said – a straight woman – about us, “For Christ’s sake, open your mouths; 
don’t you people ever get tired of being stepped on?” 
 
JENNY:  [laughing]  Sounds like my kind of woman! 
 
[The song continues.  They listen in silence until it ends.  ADRIAN presses the 
pause button on the tape recorder.]   
 
NICK:  [Reading from the Order of Service, very woodenly:]   
 
   Friends, we are gathered here to celebrate the life of our 
friend, Mark Richards.  To celebrate those things, people and ideas that he 
cherished and held dear. 
 
MARK:  [Interrupting from the coffin]  Oh, come on.  Put some 
effort into it.  Some feeling.  At least make it seem as if you mean it. 
 
NICK:  You’re supposed to be dead. 
 
MARK:  It’s just as well I’m not, if you’re going to cock it up like 
that.  Do it again – [camp Director’s voice] – with feeling, lovey! 
 
NICK:  [Slightly melodramatically, but still able to get away with it.]  
Friends, we are gathered here to celebrate the life of our friend, Mark 
Richards,  To celebrate those things, people and ideas that he cherished and 
held dear.   
 

The celebration will take the order of a series of readings, 
songs chosen by Mark himself, and contributions from 
ourselves. 

 
MARK:  That’s better. 
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[Loud and insincere blowing of the nose by JENNY.]   
 
JENNY:  It’s so moving. 
 
NICK: I’m sure we all remember Mark for different reasons – his 

friendship, his love, his ideals – [he stops reading.]  Do I 
have to read this. 

 
MARK: Yes, and you have to be really, really sincere about it. 
 
NICK: He gave us all so much and we’ve got so much to thank 

him for.  I’ll never forget the first time I met Mark.  [He 
stops reading.]  Mark?  I seem to have a page missing. 

 
MARK: No you haven’t, Nick. 
 
NICK: But…  there’s nothing here about… 
 
MARK: You’re supposed to make the next bit up. 
 
NICK: What? 
 
MARK: On your own.  With no help from me. 
 
NICK: You mean - ? 
 
MARK: The first time we met.  In not more than five hundred 

words. 
 
NICK: I’m trying to remember… 
 
MARK: Heaven – 
 
NICK: Oh yes.  The first time Mark and I met was in Heaven.  The 

club, not the place up there.  On a Saturday – men only 
night – some time in June – 

 
MARK: The 24th, I think you’ll find, Nick. 
 
NICK: That’s right.  Saturday, 24th of June.  I’d been to Brief 

Encounter first, had a couple of drinks, then went down to 
Heaven.  I hadn’t been in London that long, and was still 
checking out the scene.  The prices seemed so expensive 
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then!  Back in Birmingham, clubs were cheap – compared to 
London, at any rate.  And the beer’s real beer, too.  The 
clubs here, they amazed me.  So big, and so many different 
types to choose from. 

 
 So anyway, I paid my money to get in, and had a chat with 

the bloke on the door.  He was quite cute, really tight jeans 
– 

 
MARK: You never told me you fancied the bloke on the door. 
 
NICK: Does it matter? 
 
MARK: No.  You just never told me, that’s all. 
 
NICK: Do I have to tell you everything? 
 
MARK: That’s not the point! 
 
NICK: Well, I’m telling you now! 
 
MARK: Yes, when I’m dead! 
 
NICK: So, I didn’t fancy this bloke on the door, and went over to 

the bar.  I was trying so hard to be cool – I’d got new gear 
that morning and was wearing it for the first time – to be 
casual.  I tried not to look at anyone, and promptly fell over 
a table surrounded by some queens.  I felt a right dick.  ‘Oh 
sorry,’ I said.  ‘Nice arse,’ one of them said and the others 
giggled.  I panicked and went for a drink.  That’s when I 
met Mark.  He was collecting glasses.  Took one look at me, 
I winked at him, and he walked into a pillar.  The glasses 
went everywhere! 

 
MARK: [Giggling]  I was so embarrassed! 
 
NICK: [Laughing too]  Beetroot!  So we eyed each other up all 

night and passed notes every now and then.  Went to 
Turnmills for an all-nighter and had breakfast together at 
6am.  [Coyly]  And have been courting ever since. 

 
[Slight laughter.  A pause.]   
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LAUREL: I remember when I first met Mark… 
 
JENNY: Shut up, Laurel.  It’s not your turn yet. 
 
LAUREL: Oh, sorry.  I got carried away. 
 
JENNY: I wish you would. 
 
NICK: Where were we? 
 
ADRIAN: There’s a reading, I think… 
 
NICK: Mmm.  This reading is one of the things Mark learnt by rote 

at school.  It’s one of the few things that he remembered 
and felt was good about Christian teaching.  The reading is 
from Chapter Thirteen of the First Epistle of St Paul to the 
Corinthians.  Mark has asked that Laurel should read it. 

 
LAUREL:  Oh, I haven’t got a Bible. 
 
MARK:  There’s one on the bookshelf. 
 
LAUREL:  Oh.  Excuse me.  [She goes to look on the bookshelf for the  

Bible.  Eventually she finds it.]  I can’t find Corinthians. 
 
 MARK:  It’s the New Testament.  After all the gospels and  

immediately after Romans. 
 
LAUREL:  I’ve found it!  Oh, this is one of my favourites! 
 
NICK:  Perhaps you could read it out for us? 
 
LAUREL:  Right. 
 
[She reads the following, sincerely and movingly.]   
 

I may speak in tongues of men or of angels, but if I am without 

love, I am a sounding gong or a clanging cymbal.  I may have the 

gift of prophecy, and know every hidden truth; I may have faith 

strong enough to move mountains; but if I have no love, I am 

nothing.  I may dole out all I possess, or even give my body to be 

burnt, but if I have no love, I am none the better. 
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Love is patient; love is kind and envies no-one.  Love is never 

boastful, nor conceited, nor rude; never selfish, nor quick to take 

offence.  Love keeps no score of wrongs; does not gloat over other 

men’s sins, but delights in the truth.  There is nothing love cannot 

face; there is no limit to its faith, its hope, and its endurance. 

 

Love will never come to an end.  Are there prophets?  Their work 

will be over.  Are there tongues of ecstacy?  They will cease.  Is 

there knowledge?  It will vanish away; for our knowledge and our 

prophecy alike are partial, and the partial vanishes when 

wholeness comes.  When I was a child, my speech, my outlook 

and my thoughts were all childish.  When I grew up, I had 

finished with childish things.  Now we see only puzzling 

reflections in a mirror, but then we shall see face to face.  My 

knowledge now is partial; then it will be whole, like God’s 

knowledge of me.  In a word, there are three great things that last 

for ever: faith, hope and love; but the greatest of them all is love. 

 
NICK:  Perhaps we’d like to take a minute or so to think awhile, so  

we’ll have a minute’s silence before we continue. 
 
[Silence.  They are all lost in their own thoughts.  The candles flicker.  JENNY 
is restless.  She has a brief coughing fit.]   
 
NICK: And so we continue.  At this point we are all invited to offer 

remembrances of Mark, some memory of something he said 
or did.  It could be something which made us laugh, made 
us cry, pissed us off, even.  Something which, for us, is 
Mark.  Because it is by these things, by the fragments we 
piece together, that we will be remembered. 

 
[A pause.] 
 
ADRIAN:  I’ve got something.  It’s not really any of the things you  

said.  It’s actually a picture.  A photograph.  Not a 
particularly good photograph, not even a very dramatic one.  
It’s not even supposed to be of Mark himself.  I took it a 
while ago – some of us had arranged to go away for a 
weekend, and we went to a park. 

 
MARK:  Not that photograph!  It’s awful!   
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ADRIAN:  And we got our picnic out at this park, our sandwiches and 
a bottle of wine, and a tape recorder, and we all got settled down.  And then 
this family came and parked themselves next to us.  Mummy, Daddy, and this 
kid and his dog.  The kid was really, really loud – kept hollering all the time.  
And his Dad would play soccer with him.  Like, all the time.  I went to take a 
sweet photo of father and son, but managed to get Mark in the picture as 
well.  And his face is just one of complete repulsion at Daddie and baby 
playing footie.  He looks like he’s just about to hit the kid if he comes any 
closer whatsoever!  It’s so funny! 
 
[He passes the photo round.]   
 
MARK:  Thanks, Adrian. Nice to know I’ll be remembered for that  

one. 
 
JENNY:  Oh, I remember that! 
 
NICK:  Why wasn’t I there? 
 
JENNY:  You were working that weekend. 
 
NICK:  The life of a Box Office clerk!  You get to miss all the fun! 
 
JENNY:  That reminds me.  There’s still some more wine.  Does  

anyone else want some? 
 
[Everyone else is finishing off their glasses.  Nevertheless, JENNY pours 
herself a glass and returns to the group.] 
 
JENNY:  And you know what I’ll always remember Mark for?  I will 
always remember Mark for the time he threw a plate at me. 
 
MARK:  Jenny… 
 
JENNY:  Of course, it wasn’t just any old plate… 
 
MARK:  Why do you have to drag this up, Jenny? 
 
JENNY:  No, it happened to be a plate that had been given to me by  

my grandmother.  Who, I will point out, is dead. 
 
MARK:  You have to bring this up, every time. 
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JENNY:  You wanted our memories.  No rose-tinted glass from me,  
Mark.  Like it or lump it.  You want this charade to 
continue?  Fine.  Then stop nosing in every time you don’t 
like something. 

 
[MARK is quiet.] 
 
   Right.  My memory of Mark Richards.  It was when we were 
in College, and he came back to my place.  He’d just split up with someone. 
 
NICK:  Who? 
 
JENNY:  Does it matter? 
 
NICK:  I was just asking. 
 
JENNY:  Alright.  It was – er – 
 
MARK:  Andrew. 
 
JENNY:  That’s right.  Andrew Hemming.  And Mark was going  

through his torch song bit, playing Billie Holiday and Judy 
Garland over and over and over and over again, and saying 
how cruel love was, and how badly he’d been treated – the 
whole works.  It wasn’t the first time I’d heard it, and I felt 
pretty sure it wasn’t going to be the last time.  I was proved 
right, incidentally. 

 
MARK:  If you must go on about this, Jenny, could you at least cut 
a long story short? 
 
JENNY: So I told Mark [to MARK, loudly, in the coffin:]  R.I.P. that it 

was his own fault for going out with a lousy bloke like 
Andrew Hemming. 

 
 
MARK: I was going through my period of being attracted to the 

wrong sort of men… 
 
JENNY:  He was in the Air Cadets and played military games at 
weekends.  His jokes were racist and he was just plain rude to me because I 
was a woman. 
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MARK:  His father was in the Army.  He’d never questioned the way  
he was brought up… 

 
JENNY:  So, when I was pointing out these inconsistencies between  

Mark’s so-called ‘right-on’ political viewpoint and his sex life, 
he picked up the nearest thing to hand and threw it across 
the room.  The nearest thing to hand happened to be my 
grandmother’s plate.  Which smashed to smithereens. 

 
MARK:  I cleaned up the mess, didn’t I? 
 
JENNY:  Oh, cheers, big ears, 
 
MARK:  I didn’t know… 
 
JENNY:  You do now. 
 
[A pause]   
 
LAUREL:  I hope you’re pleased with yourself, Jenny. 
 
JENNY:  I was just being honest.  At least Mark knows that.  
Funerals aren’t the time for lies.  We get enough of them when we’re alive.  
 
[She has another coughing fit.] 
 
MARK:  Sure. 
 
NICK:  The next part of the service is another reading.  Adrian,  

Mark asked you to read this. 
 
ADRIAN:  Me? 
 
NICK:  It’s on the card. 
 
ADRIAN:  Okay. 
 
   This is a poem.  It’s called ‘A Fanfare for the Makers’ and  

it’s by Louis MacNeice. 
 

   So, Fanfare for the Makers: who compose 

   A book of words or deeds who runs may write 

   As many do who run, as a family grows 
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   At times like sunflowers turning towards the light, 

   As sometimes in the blackout and the raids 

   One joke composed an island in the night, 

 

   As sometimes one man’s kindliness pervades 

   A room or house or village, as sometimes 

   Merely to tighten screws or sharpen blades 

 

   Can catch a meaning, as to hear the chimes 

   At midnight means to share them, as one man 

   In old age plants an avenue of limes 

 

   And before they bloom can smell them, before they span 

   The road can walk beneath the perfected arch, 

   The merest greenprint when the lives begin 

 

   Of those who walk there with him, as in default 

   Of coffee man grinds acorns, as in despite 

   Of all assaults conscripts counterassault 

 

   As mothers sit up late night after night 

   Moulding a life, as miners day by day 

   Descend blind shafts, as a boy may flaunt his kite 

 

   In an empty nonchalant sky, as anglers play 

   Their fish, as workers work and can take pride 

   In spending sweat before they draw their pay. 

 

   As horsemen fashion horses while they ride, 

   As climbers climb a peak because it’s there, 

   As life can be confirmed even in suicide. 

 

   To make is such.  Let us make.  And set the weather fair 

 
NICK:  That almost brings us to the conclusion of the service.   

Thank you, Adrian. 
 
ADRIAN:  Alright.  Nice poem. 
 
MARK: It’s actually only part of a poem, the whole thing’s much 

longer.  I thought I’d spare you the greater part of it. 
 
JENNY:  Too kind. 
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NICK:  We’re not doing too bad for time, actually.  We will make  

last orders. 
 
MARK:  Good.  This coffin’s getting a bit uncomfy. 
 
JENNY:  Cardboard.  It may be recyclable, but it corrugates your  

bum. 
 
NICK:  There are two more items down in the service. 
 
JENNY:  Only two? 
 
NICK:  The first of these concerning you, Jenny. 
 
JENNY:  What? 
 
NICK:  The final address.  It’s supposed to be done by you. 
 
JENNY:  What? 
 
LAUREL:  Hasn’t she said enough already? 
 
JENNY:  What are you playing at, Richards? 
 
[MARK’s laughter can be heard from the coffin.]   
 
MARK:  I thought you’d like the last word, Jenny.  You’ve always  

wanted it before. 
 
JENNY:  So, you were going to use your funeral as a cheap way to 
get at me? 
 
MARK:  You brought up that bloody plate. 
 
[JENNY laughs raucously.]   
 
JENNY:  You bastard, Mark Richards. 
 
MARK:  Every inch of me, Jenny Pearson. 
 
JENNY:  Alright, then.  Here’s the final address. 
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[JENNY picks up the bottle of wine.] 
 
   Glasses, please. 
 
[The others hold their glasses up as JENNY fills them.  She also fills one and 
gives it to MARK.  A pause.  She raises her glass.] 
 
   Mark Richards. 
 
   I 
   Respect  
   You. 
 
[They clink glasses.  Eventually:] 
 
JENNY:  All right.  Get the last bit over and done with then, and let’s  

get down the pub. 
 
[NICK goes over to the tape recorder and plays the tape.  The final song is 
David Bowie’s ‘Heroes’.  JENNY extends her hand down to MARK, who 
accepts it and steps out of the box.  They dance.  The others join in.  JENNY 
unites NICK and MARK, who dance together.  The song and the dancing 
continue as: 
 

The lights fade 
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PART TWO 
 
[A chapel, six months later.  Centre, a coffin.  On the right, MRS RICHARDS, 
Mark’s mother.  On the left of the coffin are LAUREL, NICK and ADRIAN.  
Throughout the auditorium, the smell of frankincense.  Throughout this 
scene, like rain outside, we hear a Catholic Requiem service in the 
background.] 
 
NICK:  Nearly done. 
   Nearly done. 
 
ADRIAN:  I can’t concentrate on this. 
   Can’t concentrate. 
 
NICK:  Too long 
   These things 
   Too fucking long. 
 
ADRIAN:  My mind’s… 
 
   Buzzing 
 
   Somewhat. 
 
NICK:  And so 
   Many 
   Of them. 
 
   They merge now, 
   One into the other 
   Young men and women 
   In boxes. 
 
ADRIAN:  Doesn’t seem like 
   6 months, 
   Mark, 
   Since we were 
 
   Pretending 
 
   Or is it now 
   That we’re pretending? 
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NICK:  What does it matter 
   Who’s next? 
 
ADRIAN:  Funerals 
   Tend to make me 
 
   Philosophical, 
 
   Mark. 
 
NICK:  The names 

- Statistics now, 
But not statistics 
Large enough 
To make anyone 
Take notice – 
 
I can’t remember individual names. 
 
It tires me. 

 
LAUREL:  I haven’t been in a church for so long. 
 
   So long since being in church. 
 
ADRIAN:  Six months. 
 
NICK:  Who is it today? 
 
LAUREL:  It reminds me of school, 
   Assemblies 
   Singing naughty words to the hymns. 
 
ADRIAN:  On the train 
   Here, 
   I’ll just tell you  

What happened on the journey. 
 
NICK:  Gary? 
   Leslie, Paul, Simon, Peter, John, Jenny… ? 
 
   Mark. 
   Mark. 
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LAUREL:  “We plough the fields and splatter 
    The red paint on the ground…” 
 
NICK:  Hello, Mark. 
   Nick here. 
 
ADRIAN:  I got a seat – 
   No smoking [I’ve 
   Given up 
   At last] 
   The No Smoking section 
   I’ll have a quiet  
   No smoking 
   Journey, 
   I thought. 
 
LAUREL:  I bet that’s the sort of thing you did, 
   Mark. 
   You’re probably doing it now, 
   Looking at us now and camping your tits off. 
 
   Wherever you are. 
 
NICK:  Beep… 
   Beep 
   Beep 
 
   “Sorry 
     The number you have dialled 
    Is 
    Unavailable.” 
 
   Wouldn’t you just know it! 
   If only it was all 
   Privatised! 
 
ADRIAN:  I was early, 
   For once. 
   The train wasn’t leaving for  

Ten minutes 
So I sat there with a book 
And my personal stereo on. 
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Some rave sounds I was listening to. 
 
LAUREL:  There’s so much unfinished business floating around. 
   Things not doe. 
   Things done 
   And 
   Undone. 
 
NICK:  Anyone know any good jokes? 
 
ADRIAN:  Five minutes later 
   In he came! 
   Mark – 
   To die for! 
 
NICK:  Hey, 
   There are some nice flowers  
   Here. 
  
   Very nice. 
   Colourful. 
   Perfumed. 
 
   Makes you glad to be alive. 
 
LAUREL:  So you’ve joined Jenny. 
   Funny, I didn’t think she’d be the first to go. 
   At times, I wished she would. 
 
   “AIDS is a disaster, 
   Women dying faster.” 
 
ADRIAN:  Tall, 
   Dark, 
   Handsome. 
   Blue jeans 
   [Tight fitting] 
   And eyes to fall into. 
 
   And 
   This megahunk  
   Sat down just opposite me. 
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   Well – 
   I just couldn’t keep my eyes off him. 
 
NICK:  Weren’t we lovers, Mark? 
   Weren’t we? 
    
   Didn’t we 
   Collide 
   With passion, 
   Throw sparks of desire 
   At dark fears? 
   Weren’t we  
   The Couple 
   They all looked at,  
   Brim-full of promise? 
 
   And weren’t we  
   So ordinary 
   And everyday 
   That you weep  
   With pride? 
 
LAUREL:  God, you’re squeamish, Mark. 
   You couldn’t look when they took Jenny’s 
   Coffin  
   Away. 
 
   Fucking 
   Nellie 
   Dizzy 
   Queen. 
 
ADRIAN:  I’m sure he noticed 
   My ogling 
   Because he was reading the paper 
   Just a little too 
   Intently 
   [The Independent, 
   A discerning reader.] 
 
   And he was wearing contact lenses, 
   I’m sure, 
   His eyes were smarting, 
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   Like he’d been woken up 
   From a deep, 
   Deep,  
   Sleep. 
 
   They were sort of 
   Vacant, 
   Unfocused 
    [But full of 
   Depth] 
 
NICK:  Didn’t we argue, 
   Mark? 
   Tear each other apart 
   With truth? 
   And split up 
   Hating each other? 
 
   So ordinary 
   And everyday. 
   Happens so often 
   No-one notices. 
 
   Happens so often 
   No-one notices. 
 
LAUREL:  Oh, bollocks. 
   I can’t be doing with this, 
 
[She laughs]   
 
   Listen to Laurel! 
   The language!   
   Wash your mouth out! 
 
   Your mother would be ashamed, girl. 
 
ADRIAN:  There were some dark chest hairs 
   Peeping over his T-shirt – 
   I couldn’t help noticing. 
   Hirsute,  
   He was. 
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NICK:  Single/Married/Divorced/Separated. 
   More statistics 
   To play around with. 
 
   So what am I supposed to say now? 
   Remember the good times 
   And weep with sorrow 
   Or regret 
   For unfinished business? 
 
   Save it for the Christians. 
 
LAUREL:  You know, 
   Mark, 
   You used to embarrass me, 
   All that talk about… 
   [She whispers] 
   SEX. 
 
   I’m still a virgin! 
   And every time you mentioned 
   Rimming 
   Or 
   Cocksucking, 
   I’d blush. 
 
   So then you’d say it again. 
 
NICK:  As I said, 
   Another name. 
 
ADRIAN:  As I sat there, 
   Watching this 
   Megahunk –  
   The strangest questions popped into mind. 
   I wanted to know the strangest things about him 
 
   What aftershave does he use? 
   Who bought those socks? 
   Why is he wearing mauve? 
   What is he thinking, 
   Sitting there opposite me? 
   What does he look like with 
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   Glasses? 
 
NICK:  You missed the dramatic exit. 
   Jenny beat you to that one. 
 
   And you won’t be the last, 
   Believe me,  
   Mark,  
   You won’t be 
   The last. 
 
   I’m still here to come after. 
   I’m diagnosed too. 
 
LAUREL:  Laurel the Virgin 
   Jenny kept calling me 
   Miss 
   Sweet 
   And 
   Innocent. 
 
   Well… 
   
   Miss Sweet and Innocent 
   Is about to get her 
   Shit 
   Together. 
 
ADRIAN:  I thought 
   “Oh, 
   I’m falling in love 
   With a complete stranger.” 
 
   Ships 
   That 
   Pass 
   In 
   The  
   Night 
 
   And I’m sure he was straight. 
 
NICK:  I did the washing yesterday, 
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   You’ll be pleased to know, 
   You so particular 
   About clean underwear, 
   And I came across that 
   Putrid 
   [But fashionable] 
   Shirt you gave me 
   One cold Summer’s day. 
   It was part of that bottom bag 
   Of washing I’d been putting off doing 
   For 
   Months. 
 
ADRIAN:  As I was having this 
   Daydream 
   [Although it was early evening], 
   Adonis 
   Put his hand into a brown paper bag. 
   [How long did it take him to 
   Manicure those nails so perfectly, 
   I was thinking.] 
 
   Out of this 
   Brown paper bag 
   He produced 
   Two cans of lager 
   [Carling, to be precise.] 
 
LAUREL:  Miss Sweet and Innocent 
   May not have lost her 
   Dear 
   Precious 
   Virginity 
 
   But she’s lost 
   Too 
   Fucking much 
   To remain 
   Sweet 
   Charity 
   Brown. 
 
NICK:  And after the washing 
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   And the drying 
   I started 
   On the  
   Ironing 
 
   And I got to that 
   Putrid 
   [But fashionable] 
   Shirt, 
   And somehow 
   While I was ironing it, 
   I burned it, 
   The iron was hot and… 
   I suppose I wasn’t 
   Concentrating. 
 
   So I burnt that shirt you gave me. 
 
MRS. R:  Our Father, who art in Heaven 
   Hallowed be thy name. 
 
LAUREL:  When are we going to stop singing hymns, 
   Mark? 
 
ADRIAN:  He opened one of the cans, 
   It must have been shaken up somewhere 
   Along the line, 
   Because all of a sudden 
   I was splattered 
   With lager foam. 
 
   He looked up, 
   Apologetically, 
   “Sorry” 
   He said. 
 
   Sorry. 
 
MRS. R:  Thy kingdom come, thy will be done, 
   On earth as it is in Heaven. 
 
ADRIAN:  Then a smile, 
   As if to say 
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   “Forgive me”, 
   Flashed across his face 
   Like a neon light. 
 
   There was a little boy lost in there 
   Somewhere. 
 
   But his voice was like distant 
   Rumbles of thunder 
   On a dry and heavy night. 
 
LAUREL:  When are we going to stop lighting candles, 
   Scraping the wax off monument steps 
   After charity vigils, 
 
   Making it all nice and tidy 
   For greedy tourists 
   And politicians 
   And photographers? 
 
NICK:  These funerals 
   Of friends and lovers – 
   I’m not coming to any more. 
   Once you’ve seen one, 
   You’ve seen them all. 
 
   There are no surprises. 
 
MRS. R:  Give us this day our daily bread, 
   And forgive us our trespasses, 
   As we forgive those who trespass against us. 
 
LAUREL:  When do we stop apologising for the language 
   And pictures and images and ideas 
   We use to educate ourselves 
   Against a world bitter with 
   Decency? 
 
ADRIAN:  The train 
   Hurtled on, 
   Unaware of its volatile cargo, 
   All the elements necessary  
   For an explosion  
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   Of the most alarming variety. 
 
NICK:  I’m ignoring all that for now. 
   The diagnosis that’s dominated us for too long. 
   It’s of no 
   Consequence 
   Any more. 
 
   And when it comes down to it, 
   Mark, 
   You’re dead 
   And I’m not. 
 
   Yet,  
   That is. 
 
LAUREL:  When do the Authorities start releasing 
   The Drugs that save – 
   Hopeful, that; let’s change it to 
   Prolong – 
   People’s lives? 
 
   When do we stop  

Pissing about 
With placebos and 
Drugs trials 
And ‘cures’ 
And start 
Treating opportunistic infections? 

 
ADRIAN:  And all the questions I wanted to ask him, 
   About his home, 
   His friends, 
   The things he’d seen 
   And the things he hadn’t seen; 
   What dreams he had 
   Whether Carling was his favourite brand 
   Or just happened to be on the shelf 
 
MRS. R:  And lead us not into temptation, 
   But deliver us from evil. 
 
ADRIAN:  All these questions began to disappear 
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   When another nagged me. 
 
LAUREL:  When do companies stop sweating with greed 
   And plough profits into People 
   And not 
   Bank Accounts? 
 
NICK:  I don’t even know if 
   I’m mourning 
   For you. 
   There’s so much around, 
   What does it matter? 
   If you were here, 
   And it was someone else’s funeral, 
   We wouldn’t even talk to each other,  
   Would we? 
   Wouldn’t even pass the time of day, 
   Full of bitterness 
   Like so many 
   Ordinary and everyday affairs. 
 
   What makes us so special, 
   Hey? 
 
   What makes us so special? 
 
LAUREL:  When do we end the racism, 
   The sexism, 
   The homophobia 
   And Middle Class 
   Prurience 
   That’s changed a virus 
   Into a 
   Holocaust? 
 
MRS. R:  For thine is the Kingdom, the Power and the Glory, 
 
ADRIAN:  And the question I most wanted to ask 
   this man 
   this complete stranger 
   this megahunk, 
   With his perfectly manicured nails, 
   His smile that incapacitated me, 
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   His voice like rumbling thunder, 
   Etcetera, etcetera, 
 
MRS. R:  For ever and ever, 
   Amen 
 
ADRIAN:  Mark, 
   The question  

I was asking 
Again 
And 
Again 
 
Was 

 
LAUREL:  When do we stop 
   Cooing over Royalty cuddling babies, 
   The ‘innocent’ victims 
   And demand money to fight AIDS 
   And not wars? 
 
ADRIAN:  What’s your antibody status? 
   What roll of the dice did you get? 
 
MRS. R:  All these people 
   Who are they? 
   So many strange faces 
   At such a private affair. 
 
LAUREL:  And when will all 
   The Miss Sweet and Innocents 
   And 
   the Mr Nice Guys 
   Get 
   Their 
   Shit 
   Together 
 
   And turn 
   Every  
   Funeral 
   Into 
   A 
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   Fucking 
   Riot? 
 
[The Requiem is over.  The congregation troops out, expressing condolences 
to MRS. RICHARDS.  NICK walks out without acknowledging her.  LAUREL 
shares something before she leaves.  MRS. RICHARDS is left alone.] 
 
MRS. R:  Nero’s missing you.  The poor dog keeps running to the  

door whenever we mention your name.  He recognises it, 
I’m sure he does.  He can’t get used to not having you 
around.  When he gets to the door, he wags his tail, 
expecting you to walk in.  Of course, when you don’t, after 
he’s been there for God knows how long, he starts whining.  
I can’t stand to hear it. 
 
The trouble is, Nero needs his routine.  He needs to have 
his three walks a day, his bowl of mushed meat at 6 pm – 
all that.  Otherwise he gets anxious.  He doesn’t know 
where he is.  I think he came from a bad home.  Where 
they beat him, I’m sure of it.  The way he whimpers every 
time we leave him.  Poor thing, he can’t stand to have his 
routine unbalanced. 
 
The routine makes things easy, Mark.  Few of us can do 
without it.  This… breaking of routine business.  Well, it’s 
gone all to pieces now.  First there was this ‘There’s 
something I’ve got to tell you…’  I wept.  I wept for the 
future I had planned for you, saw it trickling like dry sand 
through my fingers.  I still can’t pronounce the word “homo-
sexual”.  It comes out like the newsreaders say it, all stilted 
and artificial.  And I giggle like a naughty school-girl when I 
say “gay”.  I thought I’d almost dealt with it. 
 
Then this comes about.  Another ‘There’s something I’ve 
got to tell you’ scenario.  I wept again.  I seem to have 
spent my life weeping over you.  I’m your Mother, it’s 
what’s expected of us.  And there’s no dealing with it. 
There’s no soft blow, no calming breeze.  It’s harsh, it 
hurts, and it rips us apart like coloured tissue paper.  And 
then we’re left to carry on. 
 
And I resent it.  I resent having to pick up the pieces and 
be cheery,  Having to pick up the pieces and be cheery.  
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Having to think the “what-ifs” at night when I’m alone with 
the photographs and locks of baby hair and memories of a 
son I don’t think I ever knew. 
 
I heard about that escapade.  That service you wrote 
yourself, your elegy.  It’s not for here, Mark.  I needed 
something for comfort.  I needed to have a routine, 
something to feel part of.  Some sort of structure to all this 
chaos.  It’s traditional, it’s sombre, and it makes me feel 
safe.  It’s punctuated everything.  It’s not a tribute, or a 
monument to a life, Mark.  No funeral can be.  It’s another 
ritual that helps us carry on. 
 
Enough of this.  I hope you’re happy.  I hope it wasn’t 
painful. I hope you realise, through the pain and the drugs 
and the senility that only disease can inflict on us, that I 
was there with you.  And if you didn’t…  I tried my best for 
you. 
 
[She turns to go.  She fumbles in her handbag.  She takes 
out a small tape recorder.  She places the tape recorder on 
top of the coffin.] 
 
[She pushes a button on the tape recorder.  The small, 
tinny sound of a record having been recorded onto a tape.  
All crackle and dust on the needle.  A tinny, unamplified 
recording of David Bowie’s HEROES.] 
 
[She listens to the first verse.  She turns and leaves.] 
 
[The tinniness is lost, and we hear the music being played 
loud.  Very loud.  It continues.] 
 
 
 

THE END 
 
 
 
 
 


