The Old Guys

Tom: 
(Disgusted) Do you really think I’d cheat over something as important as this? What kind of a low-brow mule do you take me for?

Roy: 

(Holds out hand) Show me then

Tom:

You’re just being ridiculous now Roy. (Slips coin back in pocket)
(Beat,deflecting) That’s probably why she’s fallen for me you know, now she’s met a genuine sort and not some pompous, poem reading culture-muncher like you. 

(Beat) A girl can only take so much from … ‘Mr. Kipling’ before she needs a different kind of pie all together- MY PIE, with meat and two veg’ in it mate! (smug) very filling.

Roy: 

(Trying to stay calm) Tom, we both know that was your double headed coin and we also know that your feelings for Katia are about as genuine as a Korean Rolex- and likely to last about half as long.

(Beat) You have a pie?

(Something occurs to him) well, I’m sure it goes well with the chips you wear on each shoulder! You’re like one of those dirty –faced council estate kids that used to wait outside school and shout things. Desperately jealous, never daring to step closer in case they found themselves with a their head down the toilet and a sore backside!

tom: 
(Smug) Well that’s single sex public school for you I suppose, it’s bound to get to some of the more …sensitive kids

roy: 
Right! That’s it!

he lunges at tom and gets him in a headlock then proceeds to march to the bathroom with tom kicking his feet behind

tom:

Get off me you arsebag!

roy:

Bogwash! Let’s see how sensitive you are shall we?

they scramble through the bathroom door where we see tom’s feet sticking out into the living room. after a second of struggling the feet stop and there is silence for a beat

Tom: 
(O.O.S) Jesus Christ Roy, is that yours?

they emerge from the bathroom.

they’re both slightly winded from the struggle and tom is wiping his eyes.

roy: 
(Ashamed) Sorry about that.

tom:

I should think so! It’s like a lumberjack’s mantelpiece! Are you waiting for the tide to come in?

roy: 
I meant for the attempted bogwash, I don’t know what came over me.

tom:

Out of you.

roy:

I’ve been a bit nervous- can we leave that please?

tom:

We’re gonna have to until we can get hold of a chainsaw…or a beaver with a cold

roy:
look!

(Beat, controls himself) We’re behaving like children. There’s a perfectly logical way to resolve this issue. We will simply go and ask Katia whom she would rather be with.

(Beat) Now I happen to know that she’s not going to be around for a couple of days-

tom: 
(Interrupting) Yeah, I knew that too

roy:

Fine, so when she gets back-

tom:
On Wednesday!

roy: 
(Sighs) Yes, on Wednesday. We’ll go and see her and let her decide. And until then we can go back to behaving like adults and stop this childish point scoring nonsense, alright?

tom: 
(Deep breath) Yeah, you’re right. We’re acting like kids. No more point scoring.

he offers a hand to roy who shakes it

roy:

So we’ll forget all about it until she gets back from her parents at half past two on Wednesday… 

tom:

Platform one, Kings cross.

scene 14. 

int. roy and tom’s flat. day. (day 23)

roy is doing the guardian crossword. he’s looking smart with a dickie bow and a tweed blazer. Tom enters wearing a pair of jeans and a burberry cap. roy doesn’t look up from his paper.

tom: 
Any joy? (Roy ignores him)

Roy?…Any joy? 

(Beat) Roy!

roy crumples the paper in his lap and looks straight ahead with a heavy sigh. he is angry.

roy:

Tom, I know you’ve been and got changed and I know you, like me, are hoping to impress Katia when she arrives this afternoon.

tom nods then turns cap back to front and stands with his arms folded like a rapper

But before I turn around I feel I should warn you that old men trying to look like young men are just about the most absurd and sorry sights in anybody’s world… even Katia’s.

tom drops his arms, deflated, then starts to think about turning around before roy sees him but roy turns and catches him in his gaze.

roy: 
(Looks him up and down then, eventually, like a news reader) You look like a bloody paedophile.

tom:
Don’t start on me old man. I haven’t started on you. It’s not my fault you’re still trapped in the past. You look like you’re waiting for Sherlock Holmes for God’s sake but I haven’t said a word have I?

(beat, turns cap back the right way)

I’m younger in the mind than you are. I’m tuned in and there’s nothing that either of us can do about it so just let it go… and watch the potty mouth if you don’t mind, I’m at an impressionable age

Roy:

Well try doing an impression of someone your own age then, rather than some old fart who’s been dressed up by his grandkids while he had his afternoon nap by the fire…

(Beat. They both think of something and then dismiss it)

Katia’s never going to be swayed by all this… nonsense, she’s an intelligent and mature lady who YOU obviously have no idea about at all

tom:

She’s 23!

Roy:
(Shocked) She is?… err that’s right, she is.

Tom:

Yes she is

roy: 

Yes, I know she is

tom:

So do I

roy:

Me too

tom: 
Good

roy:

…although I, would never be so rude as to ask a lady her age

tom:

So you didn’t know

roy:

No, actually I didn’t. But that’s irrelevant.

tom licks a finger and strikes a ‘one’ in the air with it

Tom: 

(like a barrister) And what else ‘don’t you know’?

Roy:

(beat) are you actually expecting me to answer that question?

tom:

(beat) …err, no, of course not, it was a rhetorical question

roy licks finger and ‘strikes’ one for himself

roy:

I’ll tell you what I do know Tom. I know she plays the piano. And she likes cats but not dogs, and banana ice cream, and Dylan Thomas. And she hates cabbage, and thunderstorms, and reality TV,

tom:

…and anal

roy:

… and spiders, and cold mornings, and-

(beat) what?

tom:

You see Roy? She’s a young woman who has sex with strangers for a living and you haven’t even bothered to ask about her work have you?

roy is furious but silent. He lifts his paper to his face and tries to ignore tom. tom sits on the coffee table and speaks, quietly to the paper.

Look, mate. All I’m saying is that she’s not a distressed damsel from some old poem. She’s a modern working girl. She’s no ‘Juliet’, she’s a prostitute and, while I’m sure she’s developed a taste for culture, she’s also developed the kind of taste that a year’s supply of mouthwash is never going to shift and you have to accept that side of her like I have. I can speak her language Roy,

he turns his cap backwards again and touches his forhead against the paper.

the language of the street.

(beat) what time is it Roy?

roy looks at his wrist then stares back at his paper in anger.

roy: 

(through the paper) I have no idea.

tom:

No, I thought as much. Come on, It’s time to get this sorted out once and for all. 

scene 15. ext. day.  bottom of stairs to Katia’s place. (day 23)

both are looking nervously along the street out of shot as they await Katia’s arrival. Roy has a bunch of roses.

tom:

Well this is great, I feel like a proper idiot now, stood here like cheese at fourpence. Why couldn’t we go to the station?

roy:

Like I said, The last thing she wants is two old gits jumping on her as soon as she steps onto the platform.

tom:

(Nodding embarrassed ‘hellos’ to passers by) So we just stand outside a prostitute’s place in Soho with a bunch of flowers like the saddest pair of old losers in the… ‘Loserland’ home for the geriactrically lost then do we? 

roy:
(Still staring up the road) No, we tell her we need a quick chat and we all go upstairs and sort this out like adults.

tom:

You’ve no idea have you? 

(Beat) Do you really suppose she’s gonna want to go up these stairs with TWO old men in tow? What’s that going to do for business eh? Life’s hard enough round these parts for a working girl without everyone thinking she’s resorted to doing ‘two for ones’ on pension day!

(beat) she’s not going to be very happy when there’s a queue of grandads with their first hard on since the bromide wore off, wondering what they can get for a packet of Wurthers Originals and a Saga coupon, is she? 

Why don’t we just leave a note saying we’d like to meet up, when it’s convenient to her? Number at the bottom, pop it in the flowers and leave them at her door. If she loves us as much as we think she does then she’ll call, right?

roy:

No, I think we should just wait here and get this thing sorted. It’s not so bad this is it? I mean we’re not going to embarrass her for Christs sake, she is, as you so succinctly put it, a… (whispers) prostitute. She’s seen all sorts of folk, far more ‘embarrassing’ than us.

he looks round to see Tom sat on the bottom step with his baseball cap turned backwards again and making a ‘street’ hand gesture to a passing black couple.

tom:

W’appnin brah? Easy now!

roy:

Have you got a pen?

scene 16: int. the flat. night (day 24)

tom is pacing up and down with his coat and cap on. ray is sitting by the phone

tom:

Oh come on Roy, it’s quarter past eleven, we could have been drunk for the last two hours! She’s not gonna call now is she? The pubs have just kicked out, she’s probably… busy

roy:

(obsessive) We should go and see if she’s alright. she might be in trouble, maybe that’s why she hasn’t called.

tom:

Nah, probably just getting boned, you can’t just go bursting in on her. 

(beat) someone else might be just about to burst in-on her.

roy:

(disgusted) How can you be so…..

tom:

Realistic?

roy:

Flippant! I thought you ‘loved’ her.

tom:

‘Her’, Roy, ‘HER’ the actual person, the call girl. This isn’t ‘Pretty Woman’ you know, she is, technically, a whore.

roy:

(angry) I’m well aware of that, thank you Thomas but she doesn’t have to be a.. ‘working girl’ forever

tom:

Oh I see! You think she’s going to give up her only source of income for YOU because you’re ‘in love’?

roy:

Well, you’re certainly not, that much is obvious. And, yes, as a matter of fact she’s already said as much.

tom:

She’s going to quit her job for you?

roy:

(To himself) and only me by the looks of things.

tom:

How’s she going to live? Where’s she going to….

roy looks down at the floor while the realization dawns on tom. there is a long silence, roy looks guilty.

You’ve told her she can live here haven’t you?

(Beat) What else have you promised her during your long and expensive ‘chats’?

roy:

We share everything, we’re in love!

tom:

Share?

roy:

Everything!

tom:

(pause) What’s her name Roy?

roy:

(Amazed) you’ve forgotten her name? You’re crap at this romance lark aren’t you?

tom:

(big sigh) she’s a 23 year old hooker from Basingstoke. Her dad’s an alcoholic ex-scaffolder and her mum works part time at the Spar. She has two older sisters called Helen and Jane. 

(Beat) You know her so well Roy, what do you think the chances are that she was actually christened ‘Katia’?

roy:

(Thinks about it and then gets up in a rage) Alright! Alright, I get it! I should have been more ‘savvy’ like you, you… soulless freak! I should have strapped her into a lie detector and conducted a formal interview! I should have insisted on three signed references and a DNA profile but I didn’t! (beat) I fell in love 

(beat) and if you had the first clue what that meant you’d understand.

awkward silence. tom goes into his room and returns with something in his hand then pours two drinks and offers one to roy.

tom:

Here.

we see that the glass has a watch wrapped around it

roy:

(happy to lighten the mood) Hey! I’ve been looking for this, where was it?

tom:

(slightly sad) Katia’s

roy:

(confused) But I looked everywhere there, that’s how I found your sweatshirt

tom:

You should have looked in her handbag mate. That’s where she got it from just after she said, “Do you want to buy a watch”

roy:

(Staring at watch, shocked) This can’t be right

tom:

I’m afraid it is Roy. After I bought your watch back I hid my sweatshirt under the bed and asked her to go up and get it so I could have a bit of a snoop around. She must have suspected me because she came straight down without it but I did manage to find these

he takes some objects from his coat pocket and spills them onto the coffee table. Roy stares down at them and sinks into the chair in disbelief.

Oh, and you owe me twenty quid… for the watch.

roy:

(amazed but very deflated) I owe you more than that my friend. (Beat) my credit card, my cufflinks, my fountain pen! (gasps) oh! My wedding ring! (sad) I hadn’t even noticed it was missing. 

(drops his head in shame, beat) I’ve been such an idiot! (notices something else on table) ooh! That’s not mine.

he picks up another ring

tom:

What? Oh (he reaches over and snatches it from Roy’s hand) it’s mine. 

(beat) must’ve got mixed up in your stuff

roy:

Really? I haven’t seen you wearing it. It’s a beauty, looks expensive.

tom:

(defensive) Yeah, well that’s why I never wear it

roy:

Looks like a woman’s ring actually

tom:

(pocketing ring) It was my mother’s so I don’t, err… you know. 

(beat) So you’ve been an idiot?

roy:

Looks that way doesn’t it? Just a stupid old fool.

tom: 

(Takes cap off and fingers the rim) Yeah well it’s not a crime is it?… yet. 

(Throws cap away) And you know what they say- “’tis better to have loved and lost”

roy:

(looks askance at Tom) “Than to have never loved at all”… You never did, did you?

tom:

Nah! Me? King of the streets? Do me a favour!

roy:

So how did you know so much more about her than I did?

tom:

I just spoke to her in a way you wouldn’t dream of. She was happy enough to talk as long as I was paying. I had all I needed to know by the end of the second visit but you were falling in ‘luuurve’ so I was loathe to burst your bubble with the truth.

(beat) until, that is, I just discovered you were willing to evict me and move a thieving hooker into my room at the first twang of knicker elastic so I thought, bollox to you mate.

roy:

So all this ‘charade’ was to protect my feelings?

tom:

(coy) yeah I suppose so.

(beat) You know, a very wise man told me recently that it’s alright to love your mate without wanting to… you know… ‘ring the doorbell at the tradesman’s entrance’ and I suppose this is what he meant

he pats roy on the shoulder affectionately and they sip their drinks. 

Something occurs to roy.

roy:

Just one question

tom:

Fire away old chum

roy:

You went there eight times, not two. What were the other six for?

tom:

(smiling) That wise man wasn’t right about everything (winks and raises his glass) I was just getting a little closer to God, cheers!

The end
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