
Jack sinks back down to his knees 
 
NATHANIEL:  You seem thoughtful. 
 
JACK: I'm Jack Roberts. 
 
NATHANIEL: That is a coincidence.  The same name as my father's. 
 
JACK: My Aunt's called Ellen. 
 
NATHANIEL: So you said. 
 
JACK: And my Dad used to talk about his tad-cu. 
 
NATHANIEL: Yes? 
 
(Pause) 
 
JACK: His grandfather's name was Ned. 
 
NATHANIEL: And is your father dead? 
 
JACK: No!  Why should he be? 
 
NATHANIEL: You said he used to talk about his tad-cu. 
 
JACK: Me Mum and him got divorced.  When I was five. 
 
NATHANIEL:  I'm sorry. 
 
JACK: What's it to you? 
 
NATHANIEL:  Nothing. I was just expressing sadness at your situation. 
 
JACK: So how'd you get here? 
 
NATHANIEL:  I explained.  I was told to leave my employment.  Therefore I could no 

longer contribute to the household.  My mother depended on my wages 
you see.  And now I can no longer bring in any money, she has to get 
by with what she can make with dressmaking.  My mother has to 
support all the rest of the family as it is. 

 
JACK: All the rest?  How many of you are there then? 
 
NATHANIEL:  Eight. 
 
JACK: You must breed like rabbits. 
 
NATHANIEL:  It's not unusual.  But, as I say, I can no longer bring home money so it 

behoves me to relieve my mother of the burden of feeding me. 



 
JACK: Behoves you!  Does it indeed? 
 
NATHANIEL: Yes.   
 
JACK: And how did you say your father died.  In an explosion?  What was it – I 

know, don't tell me it was a terrorist bomb! 
 
NATHANIEL:  I don't understand you. 
 
JACK: It was a joke.  (Pause) Sorry, still a bit pissed. 
 
NATHANIEL: I still don't understand. 
 
JACK: I was asking was it a terrorist bomb that exploded?  Sorry bad taste. 
 
NATHANIEL:  In the war you mean?  No, it wasn't a bomb, it was a boiler. 
 
JACK: Gas boiler? 
 
NATHANIEL:  Engine boiler.  I told you, they believe someone had not fitted a valve 

properly and when it was fired up the steam pressure was too great. My 
father was working nearby when the whole engine blew up. 

 
JACK: You talking about a train or something? 
 
NATHANIEL:  A locomotive yes, in the shed.  It was a miracle nobody else was killed. 
 
JACK:  He worked on some sort of tourist train thing did he? 
 
NATHANIEL:  Tourist train? 
 
JACK:  You know, what do they call them? Preservation railway? 
 
NATHANIEL:  I still don't get your meaning.  It was the main locomotive depot.  Next 

to the station.  In Albermarle Road, as I told you. 
 
JACK:  Don't start that again.  So when was this?  When did this so called 

'explosion' of yours happen? 
 
NATHANIEL:  Two years ago.  1928. 
 
JACK:  1928?   
 
Jack shakes his head in disbelief 
  

Have you escaped from somewhere, mate? 
 
NATHANIEL:  Escaped? Prison you mean? 
 



JACK:  Probably.  But I was thinking more of a nut house. 
 
NATHANIEL:  An asylum you mean? 
 
JACK:  If that's what you want to call it. 
 
NATHANIEL:  I am not mad.  Although sometimes I fear I may be. 
 
Nathaniel coughs again, more violently 
 
JACK:  Yeah, well believe me, you must be.  And you should take something 

for that cough. 
 
NATHANIEL:  It is getting worse.  The past few days have sometimes been 

intolerable. 
 
JACK:  You still haven't told me how come you ended up here. 
 
NATHANIEL:  I could no longer afford to marry Ellen.  There was nothing else for me 

to do.  All I have is a few pennies.  They will not buy me more than a 
half pint of ale.  I need to find work, but there is none to be had.  No 
one has work to hand out.  Not in times like this.  So I only survive on 
what I can find or  on the goodness of others.   I found the brick arch of 
a blocked up doorway to stay in.  I surrounded myself with whatever I 
could, but I was so, so cold.  I thought I would die of the cold.  At one 
point I even thought of pawning the ring. 

 
JACK:  Ring? What ring? 
 
NATHANIEL:  Ellen's engagement ring.  She gave it back to me when I said I could 

no longer afford to marry. 
 
JACK:  Stupid bastard! You mean you've got a ring you could sell? And you're 

just holding on to it? 
 
NATHANIEL:  It's for Ellen.  If I get rid of it, there will be no chance at all.  I can't let 

that happen. 
 
JACK:  Well don't go complaining you haven't got any money then! 
 
They are interrupted by Gemma's sudden appearance 
 
GEMMA:  Jack! Jack!  You gotta come!  Ross is in a right state.  He's throwing his 

guts up – down there. 
 
JACK:  I can't. 
 
GEMMA:  What d'you mean, you can't?  Ross is in a bad way, Jack! 
 
JACK:  He'll be OK.  I can't come right now, all right? 



 
Gemma stands and stares at him with disbelief for a second or two, then turns and 
runs off, hurling an insult over her shoulder at Jack as she does so. 
 
GEMMA:  Bastard! 
 
She disappears up the alley 
 
NATHANIEL:  I think perhaps you should help your friend. 
 
JACK:  He can take care of himself. 
 
Nathaniel coughs again 
 
NATHANIEL:  I don't understand.  You seem to disbelieve all that I tell you.  You 

accuse me of escaping from an asylum or somewhere.  And yet, you 
refuse your friend help and stay here – in this squalid lane, with me. 

 
JACK:  Yeah, dunno why. 
 
NATHANIEL:  I can't say I am not grateful for company.  I just wish I weren't so cold. 
 
JACK:  This railway station where you say your dad worked? 
 
NATHANIEL:  Yes? 
 
JACK:  What road did you say it was in? 
 
NATHANIEL:  Albermarle Road. 
 
JACK:  Not Bolton Street? 
 
NATHANIEL:  I have never heard of Bolton Street. 
 
JACK:  And what else was around there? 
 
NATHANIEL:  I'm not sure I know what you mean? 
 
JACK:  What are the names of the other places around there? 
 
Nathaniel coughs again 
 
NATHANIEL:  Oh I see.  Well, there's Clarence Terrace where I lived. Regent Street. 

Victoria Place.  Park Street.  Trinity Hill.  Mariners Row... 
 
JACK:  There's no Clarence Terrace.  But them other roads are here.  Park 

Street leads onto Trinity Hill, doesn't it? 
 



NATHANIEL:  Yes, indeed.  Ellen lives on Trinity Hill.  At one time her family talked 
about letting us have the back bedroom when we were married. Now, 
of course, the idea is out of the question. 

 
JACK:  You're probably better off without her.  I mean if she runs away just 

because you've lost your job. 
 
NATHANIEL:  She didn't run away. I told her we could no longer marry.  We had an 

argument and she said I had no spine. 
 
JACK:  I'd say she was right.  You're telling me that she'd have married you 

anyway? 
 
NATHANIEL:  It is out of the question... 
 
JACK:  But, if you get a job –   
 
NATHANIEL:  If I get a job, then yes there is hope.  That is why I have kept her ring.  

If I can hold my head up again, then I will ask her to be my wife. 
 
JACK:  And she'd marry you? 
 
NATHANIEL:  It is not impossible.  
 
JACK:   And you could stay at her parents place? 
 
NATHANIEL:  It is small, a little cramped – but it would do to begin with. 
 
JACK:  Trinity Hill did you say?  I wouldn't call any of those places up there 

small. Her parents must be worth a few quid I'd say. 
 
NATHANIEL:  No, you are mistaken, her father earns very little as a porter.  And their 

home really is very small.  
 
JACK:  Not the Trinity Hill I know.  Some of those flats up there are massive. 

You can tell that just by looking at them. 
 
NATHANIEL:  Flats? 
 
JACK:  Yeah, well apartments then if you prefer.  Very trendy.  It was about 

time they did something.  Those old slums were on the point of falling 
down anyway. 

 
NATHANIEL:  Slums? 
 
JACK:  Up Trinity Hill. There used to be loads of old terrace houses, most of 

them boarded up.  Ross and me and the rest of us used to play in them 
when we were kids.  Our gang headquarters it was. 

 
NATHANIEL:  Gang headquarters? 



 
JACK:  Just as little kids, you know – when we were at primary school.  We 

used to stop off there on the way back home and have a laugh, smoke 
and play cards and that.  Number 62 it was, that was our HQ.  HQ62 
we called it. 

 
NATHANIEL:  62 Trinity Hill? 
 
JACK:  Yeah. 
 
NATHANIEL:  That's Ellen's house. 
 
JACK:  Can't be. It's not there no more. It's flats now I told you. 
 
Nathaniel coughs more violently 
 
JACK:  Here, you're in a bit of a state, aren't you?    
 
Nathaniel takes a deep breath 
 
NATHANIEL:  I will be alright. 
 
JACK:  Let's hope so.  (Pause)  Now I don't know what is going on here, and 

don't know who you really are, but I think you do have a bit of 
explaining to do. 

 
NATHANIEL:  I have told you my circumstances.  I have lost my employment and 

have nowhere to go – 
 
JACK:  Yeah, yeah.  But how did you actually get here? 
 
NATHANIEL:  I have told you.  I found the brick arch of a blocked up doorway to stay 

in.  
 
JACK:  This is a cardboard box, not a blocked up doorway. 
 
NATHANIEL:  I know. It is some sort of nightmare I am living.   
 
JACK:  What are you talking about? 
 
NATHANIEL:  I am both here and there. 
 
JACK:  You're not making any sense. 
 
NATHANIEL:  It is clear to me from what you have been saying.  I am living in the 

past. 
 
JACK:  Yes... 
 
NATHANIEL:  And in the present.  



 
Jacks stares at him 
 
NATHANIEL:  Five nights ago, I pulled my blankets around me as usual in the arch.  It 

got so terribly cold.  Bitterly freezing.  And then, when I woke, I was 
here. 

 
He coughs again 
  

But that has not been the end of the nightmare. 
 
JACK:  What do you mean? 
 
NATHANIEL:  On the second night I was here, I woke up to find myself back in the 

arch again. 
 
JACK:  But you're here now. 
 
NATHANIEL:  It repeats itself.   
 
JACK:  This is bloody crazy! 
 
NATHANIEL:  Yes.  Yes, it is.  But all I know is that I am in two places.  At different 

times. 
 
JACK:  And you know what year this is don't you? 
 
NATHANIEL:  It should be 1930, but I – everything about it is wrong... 
 
JACK:  It's 2013. 
 
NATHANIEL:  My God, it can't really be! 
 
JACK:  It is. 
 
NATHANIEL:  Tonight, perhaps, when I go to sleep I will wake up in my own time. 
 
JACK:  What do you mean 'wake up in –'  Oh, I see, back in 1930 you mean? 

(Pause)  This is ridiculous. Stupid. Impossible.  Nothing about it makes 
sense.  And yet I – there's something... it's why I couldn't go with 
Gemma. 

 
NATHANIEL:  You understand, don't you?  You're beginning to see. 
 
JACK:  Yeah but it's rubbish.  I don't believe a word of it. 
 
Ross appears, looking angry 
 
JACK:  Ross! 
 



ROSS:  What you doing? 
 
JACK:  Nothing. 
 
ROSS:  Gem said you were still here. 
 
JACK:  I thought you were ill. 
 
ROSS:  Better now I've puked up (he spits it out) Mate!  And now I need a 

drink! 
 
JACK:  You don't know what you're saying.  (Pause) Where's Gemma? 
 
ROSS:  Pissed off home I expect. 
 
Ross comes over to Nathaniel 
 
ROSS:  You got some money? 
 
NATHANIEL:  No, no money.  
 
ROSS:  Course you have. 
 
JACK:  Leave him alone, Ross.  He's on the street – why would he have 

money? 
 
ROSS:  All these bastards do.  I know that.  You think I'm stupid is that it?  You 

don't think I don't know that they make a packet from begging? 
 
NATHANIEL:  I have nothing. 
 
ROSS  Don't give me that!  Come on, hand over what you've got.  I need a 

drink! 
 
NATHANIEL:  I have – 
 
Ross grabs him by the collar 
 
JACK:  For Christ's sake Ross, leave him! 
 
ROSS:  Piss off! 
 
Ross punches Jack who falls to the ground 
 
ROSS:  I'm warning you!  You give me some money or you'll feel this! 
 
Ross pulls out a knife and Nathaniel moves away in terror.  He puts his hands in his 
pockets and pulls out a few coppers 
 
NATHANIEL:  Here it is – all I have in the world.   



 
He hands the money over.  Ross takes the money, looks at in disgust and throws it 
to the ground. 
 
ROSS:  What's this crap? 
 
NATHANIEL:  It's all I have.  
 
Jack, still on the ground, picks up a couple of the coins 
 
JACK:  They're just old pennies, that's all they are. 
 
ROSS:  They're crap!  I can't buy a drink with them.  Right, now you better give 

me something I can use. Get my meaning? 
 
He threatens Nathaniel again with the knife.  Jack attempts to get to his feet to stop 

Ross  
 
JACK:  For chissakes Ross!  
 
Coughing and crying, Nathaniel tries to get away, but Ross pulls at his coat ripping it.  
As he does so, something falls to the ground. 
 
ROSS:  What's that? That's more like it. 
 
NATHANIEL:  No, not the ring. Please. It's all I have.  Please... 
 
He holds out the ring. Jack sees it and stares in disbelief at it. 
 
JACK:  That's my mum's.  That's my Mum's ring!  
 
ROSS:  What're you talking about Jack?   Did he steal it from your mum is that 

what you're saying? 
 
JACK:  No, no.  Mum got it when Gran died.  It was passed down.   
 
NATHANIEL:  It's Ellen's ring, Jack – your Great Grandmother's... 
 
ROSS:  You bastard!  Steal an old lady's ring would you? 
 
NATHANIEL:  No, I – 
 
He moves towards Ross who instinctively lunges out 
 
ROSS:  Bastard! 
 
JACK:  Jesus, Ross, what have you done? What have you done? 
 
ROSS:  Better get out of here! 
 



JACK:  What? 
 
ROSS:  Come on! 
 
JACK:  You don't understand.  He can't die!  He mustn't die!  He's too young to 

die!   Don't you understand, without him I'm nothing! 
 
 


