Stars

Fade in:

Int: Rosslare to Fishguard night ferry…

The ferry is just taking off from the port at Rosslare. Going down the corridors of a rushed, hectic, loud, busy ferry packed to the brim. You arrive at the cabin of Kevin and Tracey. Small and basic. Silence hits you like a ton of bricks. The atmosphere was dense; thick with the stench of contempt and resentment for one another.


Married couple Kevin and Tracy Davies are in their small cabin getting ready to eat at the only restaurant on the ferry; ‘Plaice’ a fish restaurant on board…
They are both getting changed, not speaking to one another so that they wouldn’t fight again, they had been at it for the whole of the holiday.
They’re meant to be having a romantic break together, away from their two children, to reconnect apparently. The whole trip had only allowed them both to speak their minds more freely than normal, as for now they were out of earshot of the children.

They tiptoe around each other, darting glances at one another from across the room, being careful not to rub past each other or have any physical contact which was difficult in such a tiny space. 


Tracy
As she darts a look at her husband whilst hastily pulling her linen dress over her head, she takes in his features. His scowling face as he meets her eyes, wrinkled and tense with agitation. His thinning grey hair made him look so old and he was only 41. Was it her or the children that had sped up the aging process? 
She wondered if she had ever loved him or had just gotten so wrapped up in the cycle of life. Never swept off her feet by him, but rather dragged off of them and taken back to the Kevin cave by her hair; like a cave woman. 

She accidentally giggled out load by the thought of it… 
Quickly stopped by the short sharp stare from her husband. 
The sweet look of love she thought.

Kevin
Whilst he watches his wife struggle with her linen dress, he catches a glimpse of her body, high wasted pants cover what was once a toned and youthful body, now worn and stretched from the children’s births. He caught her looking at him through the mirror he was using to straighten his tie. She looks at him with disgust and anger in her eyes. She then abruptly lets out a giggle...
He darts around with a menacing look on his face, sure that she was laughing at him, belittling him like she always did. 
She stops and gives him a sharp glare as if to say God I loathe you.   

As the two of them make their way to the restaurant they do not utter a word to one another. Occasionally… accidently catching each other’s Icy glances, then quickly turning away so that they wouldn’t have to make conversation. They knew fore well if they had to speak it would only be childish snide remarks, so best to just keep quiet. Any way nothing was ever enjoyable in their interactions with one another anymore, completely void of any connection or intimacy.
They both couldn’t even remember why they weren’t talking to each other. The arguments had gone on for so long now that they rarely even knew what they were even arguing about. 

It had all started really when Kevin decided to quit his job as an accountant to pursue his dream of writing a sci-fi novel. Tracey who also worked at the same accountant’s office as the receptionist had been left holding down a job that she rarely enjoyed, but felt it was her duty to hold things together whilst Kevin did what he wanted. She had so much resentment towards him and it shown in every single interaction they had. Kevin felt belittled by every word that spewed from her mouth.

As they take their seats opposite each other at the table they try not to make eye contact at all. But now sitting opposite Kevin, Tracey can’t continue to be silent, almost like she is bursting to have a dig at him.




Tracey
“This place is a right dump, only you would bring me to a place like this you cheap skate. Saving your money to print off your two-page bloody novel. About time you got a real job now, isn’t it?” 

Kevin looks at her and rolls his eyes, he’s so sick of hearing the same old lines. Half the time he couldn’t be bothered to even rise to it. He picked up his cigarette’s and left the table abruptly. Making his way through the crowd of people, he reached the deck. 
He looked up at the night sky..

Kevin
”Beam me up scotty” he whispered under his breath.
 
“If only” he heard someone to the side of him say.

It caught him off guard. He dropped his cigarette down his top catching the lit end just before it hit the ground. 

Kevin
“Shit”

The lady beside him giggled at his clumsiness, then looked away quickly.

He turned to look and quickly caught the eyes of a beautiful blue eyed dark haired young lady standing to the side of him. 
Where did she come from he thought. He could of sworn he was completely alone on the deck when he first came out, he didn’t see anyone come out after him.

Cheryl
“Mind if I have a cigarette?”
 
Before he could answer, she had taken one and then taken his already lit cigarette and lit hers up. 

Cheryl
“Ahhhh, look at that” she said pointing up to the night sky, whilst handing back Kevin his cigarette, which was now barely lit.
Cheryl
“If only we all knew how expansive and connected we were” 

She takes a long drag of her cigarette and then turns to look directly at Kevin. 

“It’s written in the stars you know. Every little detail. Every little connection. Every little encounter.”

Kevin looks completely baffled but at the same time mesmerised by this woman.

Cheryl
“I’m Cheryl” as she stretches out her hand and thrust’s it towards Kevin.

Caught off guard still Kevin stutters 

Kevin
K…K..Kevin, I’m Kevin” 
Whilst he awkwardly fumbles around to shake her hand.

Cheryl
“Thanks for the cigarette” she says with a slight smirk and eyes glistening. 

She walks away quickly, almost marching over to the other side of the deck, as if to get away from Kevin so not to have to speak anymore.
[bookmark: _GoBack]They stand on opposite sides of the small 12 foot deck from each other, in silence, both looking up at the sky, finishing off their cigarettes, not making any eye contact at all, just strangers in the night. Kevin shrugged his shoulders and continued to smoke. What a strange encounter he thought. His mind then wondered back to Tracey and the lack of connection he felt with her, and how he felt the time slipping away pointlessly.
 
They were the only two up on the deck, both hovering between the silence and stilnees of here and the noise of real life. It was like the busyness inside was other worldly; hectic and heavy. Kevin decided to light another cigarette and soak up the silent ambience of just being. Just here. Just for now. This wasn’t the angry silence Kevin was used to, this time it was spellbound, light, lifting, it was comfortable silence.

Cheryl makes her way back towards Kevin… she starts to point out the constellations to Kevin.  
Her knowledge was vast and poetic, lulling to his ears. He had never in his life encountered anyone like this before. He glances at her lovingly. This was madness. I don’t even know her he thought. He was in complete awe of this stranger and didn’t know why. His heart was beating in his chest so intensely he swore that she would hear it. 

Cheryl
“I’m on my way to visit my uncle in Aberaeron” 
She said….Abruptly snapping Kevin out of his transfixion on her.

Kevin
“Oh right, beautiful place that” Kevin replies looking a little lost
 
Cheryl
“I best get back inside” Cheryl says coldly to Kevin.

Kevin
“Yeah me too, nice to of met yo….” Kevin stops, for before he can finish  she has dashed off, and as quickly as she had appeared, she had gone. Lost amidst the crowd back inside.

Quickly remembering he had left Tracey at the table, Kevin rushes into the ferry making his way back to the restaurant. Knowing that she would be raging mad at him for taking so long.
His pace slows because funnily enough he didn’t care so much. Tracey had become a distant memory. There with her, time had stood still. Just enough to catch his breath and see all the beauty in life once again, void of the agitation and anger he was met with as he sat back down at the table.
But something deep inside of him had been stirred, like a bear awakening from hibernation, hungry and ready to be back in life.

Tracey
“Where the bloody hell have you been”

The noise of Tracey’s voice fades and Kevin sits there with thoughts of her.
It couldn’t of been real, the feelings, he thought..its because the arguments that’s all, and anyway what could he do about it he’d never see her again. His mind comes back to now…and he really wish it hadn’t, for Tracey is still going on…

Tracey 
…and another thing whilst we’re at it, when we get home a few things are changing that is for sure”
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