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CLAPHAM HIGH STREET  JUST BEFORE DAWN 

The high street’s quiet. A flickering beam from a cyclist’s 

headlight cuts the early morning gloom. The rider’s rugged up: 

fleecy, gloves,beanie. A council street sweeper roars along 

the opposite pavement, Saturday night’s trash sucked into its 

maw.  

 

CLAPHAM COMMON  DAWN 

A bacon butty van pulls up at the kerb. A woman in a large 

puffer jacket clambers down from the driver’s seat. She stands 

in the street and watches as the first rays of sun brighten 

the sky to the west, the vast flat expanses of grass 

stretching out in front of her. 

 

SOMEONE’S LIVING ROOM DAY 

A child in fleecy pyjamas and pink ugg boots enters the lived-

in room, trailing her Sponge Bob duvet behind her, hair and 

face rumpled with sleep. She switches on the TV and stares at 

it 

TV PRESENTER 

..a glorious day in London with a high.. 

 

She frowns absently and switches to the cartoons. 

 

CLAPHAM HIGH STREET DAY 

It’s busier now. Outside the discount store, the Sri Lankan 

owner is arranging the display: hats, picnic blankets, outdoor 

games. His son brings umbrellas and he shoos him away. 

 

TITLE CARD: THE FIRST SUNNY DAY OF SPRING  

PAULIE’S BEDROOM  DAY 

GORAN, naked and fit, rouses himself in the darkened room. 

Face-down beside him PAULIE, older and soft-bodied, reaches 

out an arm for his new lover. Goran acknowledges him with a 

kiss on the shoulder, gets up and searches his discarded coat 

and jeans for his cigarettes. He lights up, briefly 

illuminating the wreckage from last night’s party.  

 

Another drag on the ciggie as he walks to the window, then he 

balances it on his lips so he’s got both hands free to throw 

the curtains open. Bright light streams in: Paulie reflexively 
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curls away from the light, burying his head in the bedclothes. 

Goran basks: an Adonis. 

 

Revived, he jumps on his lover, dragging him from sleep with a 

love wrestle. 

GORAN 

C’mon get up we’re going out. Get up, get 

up, c’mon 

PAULIE 

No, no don’t make me. Ah! Help! OK, OK, I 

give in. 

 

As Paulie rouses himself, Goran produces two small white 

tablets from the cigarette packet. With a naughty expression, 

he places one on each of their tongues, and they kiss. Paulie 

would follow him anywhere. 

 

CLAPHAM HIGH STREET DAY 

Glorious blue sky. The sun glinting off windows and 

windscreens, door brass, bike chrome. The street’s busy: 

everyone’s bright, the mood’s up. A door between two shops 

opens and Goran bounces out. Paulie’s more sedate. A young 

black woman, head-to-toe in hot pink (hair and nails too!), 

sashays past. Goran’s agape. Paulie mock-drags him away by the 

scruff. They disappear in the flow towards the Common. 

 

CLAPHAM COMMON DAY 

Sunbathers, kids, dogs. Scooters, balls, picnics. The Common’s 

alive with people making the most of the sun. Alabaster flesh, 

green grass and blue sky. Goran strips off his shirt too. 

 

A young man shakes cherry blossom confetti on his shy 

girlfriend. A toddler chases a puppy. A puffed up pigeon 

flaunts his stuff for a hen and they both flutter away in 

alarm when Goran cartwheels through them. He’s bouncy and 

chatty, talking ten-to-the dozen about nothing much. Paulie’s 

indulgent behind him.  

 

Goran spins in the direction the sound of Lady Gaga is coming 

from: giggly Asian teens, some with pastel headscarves. He 

dances over. One girl boldly joins him. Paulie, at a slight 

distance, can’t take his eyes off the beautiful boy.  
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Goran bows gracefully when the song ends to more giggles and 

joins Paulie who grips his hand and pulls him along. Paulie 

pushes Goran up against an ancient tree and kisses him long 

and deep. Someone whistles. They grin at each other, eyes big 

as saucers, lost in the moment. 

 

They carry on toward the bandstand. The crowd here is more 

dense, attracted by the sunny sounds of gypsy jazz. Small 

children dance in front of the band. Happy, relaxed faces all 

around.  

GORAN 

Let’s watch. 

 

Goran stretches out in an empty patch of grass, rubbing his 

hands up and down his naked flesh, feeling alive. Paulie 

couldn’t be happier than right now. 

PAULIE 

Ice block? 

GORAN 

Yes! Raspberry ice, perfect! 

 

Paulie wanders towards the kiosk, grinning at the strangers he 

passes and enjoying the sensation of them grinning back.  

BOSSY SMALL GIRL 

This is where you queue. 

PAULIE 

Thank you, aren’t you helpful? 

 

He turns and watches the scene, beatific. Goran’s lying back, 

head cradled in his hands, tapping his foot to the music. 

Paulie reaches the front, buys the ice blocks, heads back, 

still grinning happily.  

 

He catches the eye of a toddler, a nappy-headed boy clutching 

a balloon. He smiles at him, then shifts his gaze to the woman 

whose holding the boy’s hand, smile still in place. Her face 

reddens and contorts to a snarl 

SNARLY WOMAN 

What are you looking at? 

 

The smile’s wiped off Paulie’s face. Non-plussed, he watches 

her a moment, pulling at the boys arm. A man pulls two dogs 
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apart. A baby cries. Across the expanse of park, clouds are 

forming on the horizon. 

THE END 

 


