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Welcome to Mascular Magazine

In the spring of 2012, a group of like-minded gay men came 
together to create a new publication that draws from the 
creative talents of some unique individuals. The contributors 
and creators of Mascular Magazine come from all walks of life, 
work in fields that range from banking to medicine and teach-
ing to aerobics, but they all share an interest in self expression 
through art.

These men have built their lives along lines and rules they have 
defined for themselves. To the man, they have gone off-piste 
and forged relationships, careers and life goals according to 
their own scripts. For many there were no road maps, no role 
models, simply the need to find one’s own path and the cour-
age to build it when there wasn’t one. The other thing that 
this group of men shares is an interest and participation in the 
arts. They have used the arts as a medium to view, evaluate and 
comment on the lives they lead. Through their writing, photog-
raphy or vocation, they express a range of concepts and issues 
that have meaning for them.

Mascular Magazine is a quarterly publication that seeks to 
entertain, challenge and discuss themes that have meaning in 
the lives of people who have chosen to experience life on their 
own terms. Each edition will bring together work from artists 
around the world and in doing so, expose to view a fascinating 
array of perspectives.

Our first edition comes at a time of great change and turmoil 
in the world. We are on the threshold of a new political para-
digm in the western democracies, all of which continue to 
labor under difficult economic conditions. Progressive views 
on freedom and equality have taken some concrete steps for-
ward, particularly with US President Obama’s announcement

of support for same sex marriage. But other elements in our 
societies are growing in strength as well with an increasingly 
reactionary and intolerant voice. Amazing medical discoveries 
are being announced regularly, at a time when we are having 
to come to terms with the fact that we may not be able to 
afford them. China and India are in the ascent but it looks like 
they may not have learned many of the lessons of past centu-
ries and exploiting the many for the few may still play a part in 
their rise to power. And Donna Summer died.

With this backdrop, what are the issues and themes that inter-
est us? What is resonating with gay men and gay artists today? 
How has our aesthetic changed? As it turns out, the artists 
chose to contribute a broad range of works that investigate 
themes around death and decay, relationships and the environ-
ment, be it natural or man made.

In this, our launch issue, we have a lot to share. David Golden-
berg reminds us to take pleasure in simple everyday activities. 
In his shower series, we enjoy a voyeuristic moment as we ob-
serve the intimacy of quiet sensuality of a man under a shower 
head. You can sense the cleansing nature of his pleasure. 
David’s cool tones avoid the clichés of a steamy hot man and 
let us appreciate the textures of water on skin.

Roger Thomas shares his screenplay “Refraction” in which a 
young man comes to terms with his sense of identity and 
longing for comforting love when his ageing father comes to 
stay – the conclusion will run in our Summer edition. Reading 
the script is an engaging alternative to a short story and Roger 
does an excellent job conveying a mood for the piece.

Celebrating masculine art and
the men who create it
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In “You, Me and He”, John Fry brings us into his three-way 
partnership. John’s thought provoking series of photos 
shows us a warmth and playful sexiness that runs as a 
thread binding these three handsome men.

David Tejada is an affable and easygoing man with a charm-
ing smile and a keen sense of self-exploration. A bisexual 
father living with his family, he has recently come out and 
is using his photography to explore his newly embraced 
sexuality. He shoots all of his work with his iPhone and 
has produced an amazing range of beauty and form in his 
self-portraits. It’s as if he was documenting his sexuality 
through images of his body – creating a Body of Evidence. 

Architect David Weston-Thomas is getting married in 
September and he’s doing it in London’s St. Pancras Station. 
It’s his favourite building by his favourite architect – it’s 
also the jumping off point for his Gallic love affair. David 
explains the rest.

Moving from the intimate surroundings of his shower, 
David Goldenberg takes us to a ruin and cruising ground 
on Pembroke Beach in Malta. What was once meant to 
be a luxury seaside resort has been left to fall to ruin. The 
graffiti covered falling walls and rebar bake in the sun while 
non-paying guests use the rooms and enjoy the views - and 
themselves. In David’s series of photos, you can almost 
picture the resort as it was meant to have been, hear the 
splash in the pool, feel the heat on the pavement. The 
figures, often anonymous, suggest that this place exists 
somewhere between life and death. 

Artist and designer tdcollins shares his Untitled Project 
with us. His beautiful portraits come alive not only by virtue 
of his talent and vision, but through his alternative ap-
proach to the medium. 

The dunes behind Pampelonne Plage near St. Tropez are part 
nature reserve and part adult playground. In Pampelonne 
Revisited, Vincent Keith’s photos look at the imprint that 
seasons of random sex have left on the landscape. There’s a 
melancholy emptiness in theses spaces, as if they need the 
men to be complete.

Vincent submitted three other photo sets. In his visual essay 
on decay and beauty, he makes us question our aesthetic 
sense of beauty by presenting a twisted and decaying 
bouquet that still maintains a sense of composition, elegant 
form, and rich colour even though the elements are dead. In 
Dani & Kevin, Vincent looks at intimacy, passion and mascu-
line beauty. His two models give us an interesting perspec-
tive on gay iconography and contemporary aesthetics. These 
men would have been considered extreme and intimidating 
not so long ago, but here, their intimacy transcends. 

Sprechhund, our inhouse Music Editor reviews three recently 
released albums from Paul Buchanan, the Scissor Sisters and 
Sigur Rós. Sprechhund works in the industry and brings to 
bear his considerable experience in contemporary music.

In the Minotaur Takes a Holiday, Vincent asks us to consider 
what we might do if we could escape into another existence, 
a different place or time where all that we are can be forgot-
ten and we can play. He wonders whether or not we can 
really escape our identities, and how much do we first have 
to reveal to do so.

Grundvold shares his hauntingly beautiful self-portraits set 
in the stunning Norwegian forests. He explains that the 
natural surroundings inspire him, but he doesn’t give away 
much more than that. He wants you to take away your own 
message from his photos. In accordance with his wishes, we 
will leave it for you to observe and discover.

Chris Lopez loves challenging himself with different medi-
ums in depicting his beautiful male nudes. Equally at home 
with a camera as with a piece of charcoal or his acrylics, Lo-
pez’s sensual portraits of men are nothing short of beautiful. 

So, there’s a great deal to see, experience and think about in 
our first issue.  We hope that this magazine will help create 
a community of interested and interesting men and provide 
a platform from which we can share our experiences, ideas 
and our art. To that end, we are also launching www.Mascu-
larMagazine.com. On the website you will find information 
on upcoming issues, links to the various contributors and 
their works, and much more. Participation is actively encour-
aged, so we look forward to hearing from you either through 
the website, our Facebook page of directly.

Sincerely,

Vincent Keith 
Editor-in-Chief
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David Goldenberg I was born in a beach town near Tel Aviv, Israel. I spent most of my child-
hood and my teens on the beach, gazing at the beautiful sunsets, causing trouble and try-
ing hard to make my parents very uncomfortable. I was not your usual boy, I was on a never 
ending quest to change the world wherever I could and if not that at least to shake some 
of its pillars. After mandatory army service and some damaging war experiences, I spent my 
early 20’s experimenting in doing all the wrong things and loving most of it. The best part 
of my late 30’s and early 40’s I spent in North America gazing at beautiful sunsets and be-
ing gorgeous, first in Florida and later in beautiful Vancouver. I moved to London, immersed 
myself in teaching, working, photography and experimenting in whatever came my way. For 
the last four years I have been living with my beautiful partner and my greatest inspiration, 
Louis, in north London, together with our chocolate Labrador, Brusky. I am now a bit older 
and have calmed down but have never lost my quest to change the world and make people 
feel uncomfortable, and yes, I’m loving every minute of it. 

David Tejada G was born in Bogotá, Colombia. His family moved to the coffee plantations of 
Colombia where he spent his youth. After finishing his studies he moved back to Bogotá to 
begin his career as a publicist. He has worked in television, advertising agencies as well as 
the for the Colombian government in their communications directorate. David has special-
ized in social content campaigns and one of his strengths is the design of corporate images. 
44 years old, he still continues pursuing his career as a publicist and photography has be-
come one of his favorite pastimes. Addicted to the gym, drawing and family life, he consid-
ers himself open-minded, likes fish, the rumba, nightlife, travel, film and loves television.

Architect David Weston-Thomas  was born in 1967 and lives in central London with his part-
ner and their two cats. He studied architecture at Cambridge and at Harvard. David works 
at Alan Higgs Architects in London and takes private commissions. He’s an avid Arsenal 
football fan and loves hitting the open roads of Europe on his Motto Guzzi.

John Fry - Having never picked up a camera before January of 2007, a crush on a beautiful 
man in Massachusetts (now one of my husbands), prompted me to give it a try. He taught 
me all that know. I was drawn to a type of artwork called macro-photography, particularly 
work involving the true beauty of nature. Beyond what the eye sees, closer, more in depth. 
This type of artwork continues to bring me great joy. My erotic work is concentrated more 
on my family as they are always willing models and don’t mind my poking and prodding to 
get the right pose. My hope is that my photography brings as much joy to you as it does to 
me.

Roger Thomas - After a brief year in Lee Strasbourg School of Method Acting, I realised 
my talents lay behind the camera and began to hone the techniques of TV, theatre and 
film script writing.  More years ago than I care to remember I won The Times/Time Out 
Magazine ‘New Script Writer of the Year’ for my short film ‘ANGELS AT MY BEDSIDE’ about 
two angels supervising the last minutes of a dying woman, trying to figure out if she’d go 
to Heaven or Hell. I then wrote ‘FLY FISHING’ a comedy feature film about a male escort 
who, having given up the ‘job’ and falling in love with a primary school teacher, has to 
think on his feet when he discovers his new lover’s mother was one of his clients.  Several 
years in the wilderness followed with none of my work finding a production company 
willing to put money where its cameras were until I won another ‘competition’ to create a 
film script for the St. Martin’s final year drama students. ‘LIFT’ told the story of six people 
participating in ‘group therapy’ finding themselves stuck in a lift which falls several floors 
once they get inside it - their predicament proves more productive than the last several 
weeks of therapy once they know their lives are hanging in the balance.  Since then I’ve 
had a couple of short films produced and my 12 episode ‘mini soap’ “PERSONA” was filmed 
last week ready for viewing in July which is exciting.  I am currently waiting for three more 
feature films to be considered for production ‘REFRACTED’,  ‘YOUNGER THAN MADONNA’ 
and ‘DRAG VIGILANTE’.  I’m still doing the odd ‘go-go dancing’ gig and recently read the 
news for ‘PINKSIXTYNEWS’ which I hope to continue doing in my spare time.  

David Goldenberg

David Tejada

David Weston-Thomas

John Fry

Roger Thomas

Contributors
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Alphadesigner - My name is Yanko Tsvetkov and I’m a 
freelance graphic designer and a visual artist. I am known 
as alphadesigner, a pseudonym that usually makes people 
think what I do is really important. That’s why I chose it. As 
an artist, I am limited only by the span of my imagination 
and the level of my mastery. I’m not politically correct. Art 
is an expression of feelings and spirit, not a moral quest for 
dignity, purification or salvation. If you seek the latter, go to a 
priest or simply continue reading. I was born in a small town 
in communist Bulgaria. I had a great childhood with plenty 
of fresh air and a lot of sun. During my teenage years I stud-
ied in a German school, followed by a year and a half service 
in the Bulgarian Navy. I went to university at the beginning 
of the century to study movie directing and later graduated 
as a director of photography. In the meantime I became a 
web and graphic designer and gradually added illustration 
to the whole mess. 

Grundvold - Danish photographer born in 1989, lives in 
Norway.

Chris Lopez - Born in Barcelona, Spain in 1966 my interest in 
art stems from early in my childhood when I used the white 
walls of my parent’s house as a big canvas giving me the op-
portunity to personalize them. Noticing an interest in the arts 
and weary of seeing me drawing everywhere, my parents de-
cided to send me to children’s art school at age 8. After gradu-
ating from high school I continued my studies of the beaux 
arts at Pau Gargallo University in Barcelona for 9 years where 
I was awarded two BA degrees in graphic design and in artis-
tic illustration and painting. At the same time I studied Pho-
tography and Set Design for television and stage, dedicating 
the time between painting and graphic design. Subsequently 
I had my first exhibitions at several galleries in Barcelona. 
During the 1992 Olympic Games I participated in the prepara-
tion of graphic designs for the Olympic Ceremonies.

tdcollins - I was born in 1965 and raised in Hermosa Beach, 
California. A typical beach kid that did typical beach kid 
stuff, like saying, “dude” and “squirrelly” every chance I could. 
I surfed and skateboarded and had the required long hair. 
When I wasn’t surfing or skateboarding I was drawing and 
doodling on anything and everything. I didn’t accomplish 
much through high school but thought at least I would win 
best artist by my senior year. But that distinction went to the 
popular girl. I went on to an art college but dropped out be-
fore the first year ended. Oddly, I’ve been employed as an art-
ist/designer for over 25 years and not once did anyone ever 
ask to see my college degree. I never once regretted dropping 
out of college. Today, I am a Senior Web Designer and Devel-
oper for a major company in Burlington, Vermont where I live 
with my partner. I’ve had the honor of winning 3 Cleo’s and 
a few other design awards. Now, I paint and draw mostly for 
the enjoyment of it.

Grunvald

Chris Lopez

Contributors

Alphadesigner

tdcollins
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Dani & Kevin: A Portrait of Intimacy
Vincent Keith

These images come from a shoot I did with my friend Kevin and his boyfriend Dani. Kevin had 
modeled for me on a number of occasions and suggested a duo shot with Dani when he next 
came to London. From the start, the intimacy and sensuality between the two men was elec-
tric. Dani and I had never met, so it took a bit of time for him to relax and get into the mood.  To 
begin with, he wasn’t all that comfortable being exposed, and I wondered whether that was 
his Spanish reserve or if it exposed a complex self-image and identity. Considering his many 
and beautiful body modifications and tattoos, I half expected him to be an extrovert. But he 
was mild mannered and gentle. His warm smile and bright eyes showed how happy he was 
to be in Kevin’s arms. I knew Kevin quite well, having shot him on a few occasions previously. 
A lovely man of Scottish descent, he’s well composed, articulate and has a strong aesthetic 
sense. He’s an architect. I set the studio up in Kevin’s living room and we began the shoot. I 
selected these photos because I think they give a good sense of how they were able to loose 
themselves in each other. Their bodies intertwined and combined to create a single being - it 
was so natural. 

Dani & Kevin 1 | 2011
Vincent Keith

You can see more of Vincent’s work at www.mascularstudio.com

http://www.mascularstudio.com
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Dani & Kevin 2 | 2011
Vincent Keith
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Dani & Kevin 3 | 2011
Vincent Keith
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Dani & Kevin 4 | 2011
Vincent Keith
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Dani & Kevin 5 | 2011
Vincent Keith
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Dani & Kevin 6 | 2011
Vincent Keith
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Dani & Kevin 7 | 2011
Vincent Keith
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Dani & Kevin 8 | 2011
Vincent Keith
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Photography is a journey, mostly a personal one that can only be 
appreciated and fully understood by the photographer himself. 
This journey has its own rhythm and can never be pushed or forced. 
At times, it is an urge to document obsessively, at others, it is the 
search for the perfect picture that will reflect your current state and 
emotions, like capturing a piece of nirvana to calm your daily life. 

I feel very close to the photos that I have taken and published. These 
special ones have been picked from a large collection that I have 
taken and which may never leave my computer. I learnt to love each 
and every one of them, they are telling the story of my journey in 
life and photography. Browsing through them, I relive my relation-
ships, my traveling, my happy and less happy times and the exciting 
times when I was young and had no idea where my life would take 
me (it did happen quite a bit).

I have been revisiting my early photographs taken many years ago 
when I had no clear academic knowledge of photography. I did not 
know, back then, all that makes a good picture and I definitely could 
not point out why I found a photo good or bad, but I did know how 
to choose one from the others. Comparing these photos to my later 
ones made me realise that I am still photographing in the exact 
same way and appreciating the same photos that I enjoyed years 
ago, nothing has changed.

Yes, now I know why and I can also recognise the countless compo-
nents that make a photo the way it is. I can make references and 
I can appreciate the technical aspects, the angles, compositions, 
colours, choice of lens and so on. Did all that knowledge that I have 
accumulated throughout the years make me a better photogra-
pher? I am  not sure, less confused possibly but not necessarily 
a better photographer. One thing that I actually did lose, during 
the growing up process, is the joy of experimenting and making 
mistakes.

There is a never ending debate on what makes good art, good, and 
photography is no exception. Browsing through Flickr, which is pos-
sibly the largest collection of honest photography that exists today 
and a home to millions of life stories of people around the world, 
you get an overwhelming sense of the importance of photogra-
phy to people in our century.  Each of these accounts represents a 
journey of photographers, starting from their first posting. You can 
follow their relationships, their happy and sad times, tears and joy, 
birthdays, holidays, lonely times and above all their personal devel-
opment that is apparent in the timeline of their uploads.

Many of these photographers never had a proper photographic 
education, they just feel the urge to do it, and they do. For many, 
documenting their journey and filling up the need to photograph 
is more important than what falls in the category of good or bad. 
Many will try to get better, they will purchase a better and more 
expensive camera, better lenses and will learn all the fancy macro 
and depth of field techniques. Some, in a desperate move, will resort 
to photo filters that will give their image a more artistic look, but in 
the end their photos are the same, just a bit fancier.

For issues that are beyond technique, you can never get better or 
worse and if you are an honest photographer, you can just be your-
self, only you and your own journey and the stories you can tell.

On Photography 
by

David Goldenberg

You can see more of David’s work at www.davidgoldenberg.co.uk.

http://www.davidgoldenberg.co.uk
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The Ghosts of the Pembroke Ruins (1) | 2012
David Goldenberg

The Ghosts of the Pembroke Ruins
David Goldenberg

On a recent trip to Malta I found myself exploring the ruins of a failed resort project on Pemrboke beach. It was easy to see why a developer 
would choose the location to build the resort, but why it failed was a mystery. The strong architectural lines stood out against the stark 
landscape and the sea. What would have been corridors and exterior walls were covered in years’ worth of graffiti. The stories of hundreds 
of explorers were played out in the bright colours and wild designs. I was immediately drawn to photographing this spectacular place. For-
tunately I had a good friend with me, and he agreed to participate in my project. I wanted to capture the eerie feeling of loss and forgotten 
moments in time. My imagination was filling in the missing people and the sounds of what could have been. Photographically it interested 
me to see what the surroundings with the inclusion of a human form. As it turned out, we weren’t alone for long. Today the abandoned 
resort doubles as an active cruising ground, and as such we were surrounded by couples engaged in sex. Soon, we were getting more atten-
tion than we wanted, and so our photo shoot was cut short. I didn’t get as many images as I would have liked, but the few I was happy with 
really did capture the feeling of the place.
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The Ghosts of the Pembroke Ruins (2) | 2012
David Goldenberg
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The Ghosts of the Pembroke Ruins (3) | 2012
David Goldenberg
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The Ghosts of the Pembroke Ruins (4) | 2012
David Goldenberg
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The Ghosts of the Pembroke Ruins (5) | 2012
David Goldenberg
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The Ghosts of the Pembroke Ruins (6) | 2012
David Goldenberg
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The Ghosts of the Pembroke Ruins (7) | 2012
David Goldenberg
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A Study in Decay and Beauty
Vincent Keith

This series explores beauty in decay. Certainly a well explored 
theme, but I was compelled by the shapes and colors of this 
dead bouquet. Left to their own devices, they created a beau-
tiful and delicate structure over a long weekend, and I tried to 
freeze this accidental still life in time. I used macro attach-
ments on a medium format camera to reduce depth of field 
and enhance detail. 

You can see more of Vincent’s work at www.vgkphoto.com.

http://www.vgkphoto.com
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Untitled 1 | May 2011
Vincent Keith
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Untitled 2 | May 2011
Vincent Keith
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Untitled 3 | May 2011
Vincent Keith
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Untitled 4 | May 2011
Vincent Keith
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You can see more of Alphadesigner’s work at www.alphadesigner.com.

http://www.alphadesigner.com
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I’ve been dreaming of designing my own set of playing cards for a 
long time. The idea first came in 2007 when I was working on my 
Theogony project. For a brief time I was even considering turning 
the whole project into a tarot deck. Last year I finally started mak-
ing drafts for the more widely used French deck and that’s how my 
Trumplust Deck of Cards began to take shape.

Although it was no longer a part of Theogony, I decided to follow a 
similar concept which can be described as re-interpreted depictions 
of ancient mythological figures and deities. The main difference is 
these interpretations now follow the organization of the standard 
playing card deck and to achieve that, I had to assemble groups of 
deities under common “houses” that correspond to the four suits of 
Spades, Hearts, Diamonds and Clubs.

The end result is a divine pastiche of gods and goddesses from 
Norse to Hindu mythology. The symbolism of the suits was also re-
imagined and so were some of the cartomancy concepts as you will 
see in the explanations below.

In the introduction to my Trumplust Card Deck I hinted it was more 
than a design and illustration project. The concept goes far beyond 
and includes a fully developed mythology and a custom card game. 
After the completion of all the illustrations from the card deck, here 
comes the Trumplust World Map, which depicts the world featured 
in the mythology of the game.

The Trumplust world is divided in 4 continents, 3 oceans and 1 sea. 
Each continent has 2 islands, 1 mountain, 1 river and 1 city. In the 
center of the world is a mysterious city built on a landmass that 
doesn’t belong to any of the continents.

Hyperborea (North)

Hyperborea, the Northern continent, is the realm of the Spades 
ruled by the gods Osiris, Kali and Belus. It’s named after a mysteri-
ous country from Ancient Greek mythology. Pindar described it 
as a land of plenty where disease, war and labor are unknown. In 
Trumplust however, it’s a cold and barren continent, inhabited by a 
warrior race.

Its city Valhalla is named after the legendary Hall of Heroes in Norse 
mythology. Through it flows the river Vaitarna. The name comes 
from a Hindu myth about a river that separates the Earth from the 
realm of the dead, similar to the Ancient Greek Styx. In Trumplust, 
it’s a cold icy river which poisons every living creature that touches 
its waters. Only Kali, the Queen of Spades can resist its spell and 
come out of it alive.Spades visit the island to seek advice from the 
spirits, who are said to possess the power to see into the future. 

Antillia (West)

Antillia, the Western continent, is the realm of the Diamonds ruled 
by the gods Jörmungandr, Lakshmi and Mammon. It’s named after a 
legendary island in the Western Atlantic, frequently depicted on pre 
16th Century maps, even though its existence was only hypothetical, 
originating from an old Christian legend about Visigothic bishops 
fleeing the Muslim conquest of the Iberian peninsula. The Antilles 
archipelago in the Caribbean was named after it. In Trumplust, it’s a 
desert continent inhabited by a merchant race.

Its city Hesperidia is named after the legendary Garden of the Hes-
perides which according to the Ancient Greek myth was a blissful 
place, situated in the far western corner of the world. Through it 

flows the river Sillas. In Trumplust, this quality is preserved, what-
ever falls into its deep turquoise waters sinks immediately and can 
never be recovered. Because of that Sillas is also referred to as the 
“river of greed”.

Primordia (East)

Primordia, the Eastern continent, is the realm of the Clubs ruled 
by the gods Chronos, Rhea and Min. Primordia is a rich fertile land 
inhabited by the peasants, who are a race of hermaphrodites.

Its city Eden is named after the Biblical Garden of Eden. Through 
it flows the Lethe river, named after one of the five rivers of Hades 
from Ancient Greek mythology. According to the legend, everybody 
who drinks from it experiences complete forgetfulness. In Trum-
plust, it’s the river of ignorance. Everybody who drinks from its 
waters forgets everything he has learned in life and enters a state 
of blissful happiness. Because it’s the only source of fresh water on 
the continent, all of its inhabitants are under its influence. Rhea, the 
Queen of Clubs, lays her eggs in the river, from which all peasants 
are born.

Ourania (South)

Ourania, the Southern continent, is the realm of the Hearts ruled 
by the gods Anteros, Astarte and Kamadeva. It is named after the 
Ancient Greek goddess Aphrodite which was known as Ourania in 
some ancient writings, as a reference to her father, the castrated 
Uranus. In Trumplust, it’s an enchanted world occupied by the race 
of the poets.

Its city Utopia is named after the philosophical concept of the ideal 
society. Trough it flows the river Malva, named after the mythical 
Malvam river in Northern Africa. In its waterfalls live the nymphs, 
the daughters of the Astarte, the Queen of Hearts. The songs of 
the nymphs are stronger than opium. Many poets come to the 
waterfalls to find inspiration in their singing. Some of them are so 
taken by the songs that cannot find the strength to walk away and 
die from starvation. Astarte takes their souls and carries them to 
Elysium, the island of the Eternal bliss, which lies to North of the 
continent.

Oceans and Seas

There are 4 of them. The Ocean of Doom lies between Hyperborea 
and Antillia. The Ocean of Obsession is between Antillia and Oura-
nia. The Sea of Innocence connects Ourania to Primordia and the icy 
Bitter Ocean separates Primordia from Hyperborea.

Agartha

In the exact center of the map lies the city of Agartha. It’s named 
after the legendary city that is exists in the Earth’s core accord-
ing to some hollow Earth theories. In Trumplust it’s a mysterious 
place which is still unexplored. Anybody who tried to reach it never 
came back. The seas around it are notoriously stormy and hard to 
navigate.

The Four Winds

There are 4 primary winds in the Trumplust world. All of them are 
named after their modern geographical equivalents – the North-
eastern Greco, the Southeastern Scirocco, the Southwestern Libeccio 
and the Northwestern Maestro.
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Symbolism: War, violence, challenge, sacrifice, death, afterlife
Direction: North
Caste: Warrior

King of Spades: Osiris

The card symbolizes the cycle of life and death through pain and sacrifice. Osiris was one of the most revered Egyptian 
gods, ruler of the underworld and a symbol of life at the same time. He embodies almost every archetype of an ancient 
supreme deity. According to the myth, he was twice killed by his own brother Set and twice resurrected with the help of 
his wife Isis. Their son, Horus, was conceived by Isis from the dead body of Osiris.

Queen of Spades: Kali

The card symbolizes the brute force of nature and evolution, devoid of human categories like justice, compassion and 
mercy. Kali is the Hindu goddess of rage, annihilation and destruction and symbolizes the moment of death and letting 
go of one’s ego. She is often associated with darkness and the force that transcends time, one of the fundamental as-
pects of the Universe to which every creation inevitably returns.

Jack of Spades: Belus

The card symbolizes civilization and conquest through war and technology. Belus is a Babylonian god of war. The name is 
a latinized equivalent of Madruk, the ancient patron deity of Babylon.
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Symbolism: Love, romance, emotion, spirituality, magic
Direction: South
Caste: Poet

King of Hearts: Anteros

The card symbolizes the union of hearts and the triumph of love over individualism. Anteros is the lesser known brother 
of the Ancient Greek god Eros. He’s the god of fulfilled, requited love.

Queen of Hearts: Astarte

The card symbolizes the yearning for love. Astarte is an ancient Eastern Mediterranean goddess of sex, love and fertility. 
She’s the “prototype” for the Ancient Greek goddess Aphrodite and the Roman Venus. All of them are associated with the 
“evening star” – the planet Venus.

Jack of Hearts: Kamadeva

The card symbolizes sexual desire and passion. Kamadeva is a Hindu god of physical love. According to some myths, he 
was born from the mind of Brahma, the god of creation.
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Symbolism: Luck, wealth, greed, rationality, materialism
Direction: West
Caste: Merchant

King of Diamonds: Jörmungandr

The card symbolizes possession and obsession with power. Jörmungandr, also known as Midgard, is a mythical ancient 
sea serpent in Norse mythology, one that holds all the waters of the world in his embrace. According to the myth, the 
end of the world will come when Jörmungandr loosens his grip.

Queen of Diamonds: Lakshmi

The card symbolizes wealth and material prosperity. Lakshmi is a Hindu goddess of wealth and fortune, closely associate 
with money, which are considered one of her many manifestations.

Jack of Diamonds: Mammon

The card symbolizes greed and the speculative accumulation of wealth. Mammon wasn’t originally a deity but a Biblical 
term used to refer to unjust material gain and gluttony. Later, it was personified as a false god and as one of the seven 
princes of Hell in Christian demonology.
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Symbolism: Birth, fertility, desire, sex
Direction: East
Caste: Peasant

King of Clubs: Chronos

The card symbolizes the passage of time. In Ancient Greek mythology, Chronos is the personification of time. He is some-
times depicted as a serpent, who circled the primordial egg which contained the world, ultimately splitting into three 
different parts – earth, sky and ocean.

Queen of Clubs: Rhea

The card symbolizes birth and the instinct for procreation. In Ancient Greek mythology, Rhea is the mother of many 
Olympian gods, among which Zeus, Hades, Demeter, Poseidon and Hera.

Jack of Clubs: Min

The card symbolizes fertility and the primal sexual desire. Min is an Egyptian god of nature, reproduction and male 
sexual potency. He’s often portrayed black-skinned and with an erect penis. The Ancient Greeks associated Min with their 
god of nature, Pan.

The H
ouse of Clubs
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The Untitled Project
tdcollins

The Untitled Project started by accident. The idea for it started all the way back when I was poor and in college back in early nineties.  I 
didn’t have much money at all and one night, I cut up a grocery bag because I literally didn’t have anything else to draw on. I liked the way 
it held ink and watercolor but it lacked depth for me. 

One night while washing my whites, I dropped the bottle of bleach all over the floor. It landed straight up but erupted like a volcano splash-
ing bleach everywhere.  I had kept my empty grocery bags next to the washer and the bleach had splashed all over them. After I finished 
the clean up I noticed that the bags had gotten bleach on them too, and had turned them white. This is what I was looking for when water-
color couldn’t do the trick without caking it on. 

So, years later I came up with the idea of doing a series of nudes. Only, I wanted to do nudes of people I knew and felt comfortable with. 
Some wished to remain anonymous and some didn’t care. I stressed that I didn’t want anyone to pose in too sexually charged a manner or 
in a way that would seem too erotic. The last thing I wanted was to be labeled an erotic artist.

After finishing a few – they normally takes about 2 months each – I started posting them to see what the reception would be. Unfortunate-
ly, it seemed my worst fears started to become reality. Because I was painting men, and a particular type of man, I was hearing the term 
“erotic artist” and pulled the plug on the project.

Each piece is done from a photo sent to me as a reference. It’s the only way I can do this without someone posing for days on end. I use 
gouache, watercolors, felt markers, fine tip felts, ink, coffee, and bleach to create all the textures and lines on a standard grocery bag.  I use 
wax to keep lines crisp and afterward, the wax is ironed out and a protective coating is added to protect the colors from fading.

After about 3 years, my partner and a few of my close friends convinced me to keep going with the series. I’ve started the project up again 
and to avoid being called an erotic artist, I’ve added other kinds of pieces as well, including landscapes, still life and women.

I hope to put a book together or maybe get a showing or two out of this.

You can see more of tdcollins’ work at www.tdcollins.com

sw
tdcollins

http://www.tdcollins.com
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The Minotaur takes a holiday
The Minotaur lives alone in a dark labyrinth. But today, he’s taken 
the day off to explore the forest beyond. With two fingers up to 
Daedalus, he enjoys the fresh air and the sun on his skin.  Moments 
to remember. There’s so much to see. All these new sounds lighten 
his heart. These past few years’ work has been tough. Very little to 
rejoice in, and much suffering. But not today. He wonders if he will 
meet anyone, and if he does, what should he say? His reputation 
precedes him. Perhaps it’s best not to get too close to anyone new.  
After all, he’s not all-man.
The Minotaur is fancy free today. In the glade he dances to the 
music of the wind in the trees. His heart is light because of the 
change of scene. But he is fooling himself. For now he can let go 
and pleasure himself, but his nature will soon call him back to 
where he belongs. This pleasant wood is no place for the Minotaur, 
for this is a place of love and kindness. 
For a moment, the Minotaur considers what it would be like if 
things were different. Enticing as his thoughts may be, this alter-
native existence is not in his gift. It is time for him to return to 
where he comes from. Time to return to the real world. 
But not just yet. He may linger a little while longer...

You can see more of Vincent’s work at www.vgkphoto.com.

http://www.vgkphoto.com
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Minotaur 1 | 2009
Vincent Keith
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Minotaur 2 | 2009
Vincent Keith
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Minotaur 3 | 2009
Vincent Keith
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Minotaur 4 | 2009
Vincent Keith
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Minotaur 5 | 2009
Vincent Keith
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Music Reviews
by

Sprechhund

We are fortunate to have Sprechhund as our music editor. He is 
intimately involved in the music industry and hugely knowledge-
able about the contemporary scene. He has chosen three recently 
released and noteworthy albums to review for this edition of Mas-
cular Magazine. 

Mid Air
Paul Buchanan

This is not really a solo album by the legendary lead vocalist from 
the band The Blue Nile – it’s been described as a recordette packed 
with miniatures rather than the six minute plus lushly produced 
tracks that we have been treated to on the last four Blue Nile 
albums. This is a collection of 14 songs mostly around three 
minutes long accompanied by Paul playing a piano – with some 
exciting little atmospheric whooshes that the Blue Nile are well 
renowned for. The songs are perfectly delivered in Paul’s normal 
warm way - at times he truly is the Scottish Frank Sinatra.

The album gives you short glimpses into Paul’s world and there 
are some beautifully crafted songs here that you will enjoy for 
many years to come 

This is a late night album that should be played and savored in 
the early hours 

Tracks to download - Mid Air, Two Children, Fin de Siecle, After 
Dark 

iTunes
Spotify

http://itunes.apple.com/gb/album/mid-air/id517506346?uo=4
http://itunes.apple.com/gb/album/mid-air/id517506346?uo=4
http://cleanify.net/play/artist/paul-buchanan
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Valtari
Sigur Rós

This is the sixth studio album from the Icelandic post prog rock-
ers Sigur Rós - this is there Chill out and floaty album – conversely 
the title translates as ‘Steamroller’.

The album was recorded over a long period using distorted choir 
vocals and a host of instruments played in the inimitable Sigur 
Rós style, including Jonsi  wielding his cello bow to his guitar 
and his ethereal falsetto vocals once more in Icelandic and the 
partly made up language ‘Hopelandic’. It’s the kind of album that 
needs to be played either very loudly at home so you don’t miss 
anything; or on your mp3 player so that you can float away to the 
top of an imaginary Sigur Rós mountain and forget you’re on a 
big red London bus for an hour at least. 

One of the stand out tacks is Varú∂ which is a soaring epic piece 
of Sigur Rós musical orchestration with Jonsi’s angelic voice 
backed by a heavenly choir of distorted angels. 

The band have also given twelve film makers a small budget 
to present a film for a track from the album that they like, and 
all the film makers have total creative control so expect some 
unusual and exciting things … check out the Alma Har’el film 
featuring bad boy actor Shia LeBeouf 

Tracks to download – Ekki Múkk, Varú∂, Dau∂alogn

iTunes
Spotify

Magic Hour
Scissor Sisters

This is the fourth outing by the New York glamsters The Scissor 
Sisters and a true return to commercial form it is – the lead single 
‘Only the horses’, which was co produced with Calvin Harris and 
Alex Ridha of Boysnoize will have you singing along and waving 
your imaginary glow stick before you know it – which will no 
doubt keep you and your neighbours amused…

This is a happy-feeling album that will have you shaking your 
pants all the way through the night and next day. Many of the 
tracks have been co-written with great pop songsmiths - the likes 
of Azealia Banks, Pharrell Williams, Stuart Price and Alex Ridha. 
You get a ‘grab bag’ of songs in various styles and genres taking 
you back to the first album; and a journey through the best of the 
70s and 80s. If there one thing the Scissor Sisters do, it’s proudly 
wearing their musical influences on their elaborately designed 
costume sleeves, and they could never be accused of not still re-
taining the title as the fancy dress peacocks of the music industry.

As Ana Matronic says on one of the stand out tracks and next 
single ‘Lets have a kiki’ – “lets have a kiki – lock the doors” - you 
may not want to share all the fun!

Tracks to download – Baby come home, Only the horses, Lets have 
a kiki,  Somewhere

iTunes
Spotify

http://itunes.apple.com/gb/album/valtari/id523113926?uo=4
http://itunes.apple.com/gb/album/valtari/id523113926?uo=4
http://cleanify.net/play/album/sigur-ros/valtari
http://itunes.apple.com/gb/album/magic-hour/id524738276?uo=4
http://itunes.apple.com/gb/album/magic-hour/id524738276?uo=4
http://cleanify.net/play/album/scissor-sisters/magic-hour
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Pleasure, Skin and Water
David Goldenberg

Over the years, as I have photographed men, I have spent a good deal of time considering context, place 
and surroundings. A photograph is loaded with messages and meaning, and capturing a man in his own 
surroundings or the ones he has chosen can add a great deal to an image. In this series, I have expanded on 
the concept to consider and view a man in the moments he spends alone every day - in the shower for ex-
ample. Here, he can truly be himself. He can take pleasure in the simplicity of warm water on his skin - the 
pleasure taken from a simple cleansing ritual. I photographed these men in a way that implies that they 
are unaware if being watched. The voyeuristic quality of the photos was meant to draw the viewer in and 
to objectify the model. 

Pleasure, Skin and Water (1) | 2012
David Goldenberg

You can see more of David’s work at www.davidgoldenberg.co.uk.

http://www.davidgoldenberg.co.uk
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Pleasure, Skin and Water (2) | 2012
David Goldenberg
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Pleasure, Skin and Water (3) | 2012
David Goldenberg
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Pleasure, Skin and Water (4) | 2012
David Goldenberg
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Pleasure, Skin and Water (5) | 2012
David Goldenberg
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Pleasure, Skin and Water (6) | 2012
David Goldenberg
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Body of Evidence
David Tejada

Publicista, diseñador gráfico, de familia de escritores, pintores 
y artistas Colombianos; la fotografía se ha vuelto mas que un 
pasatiempo un escape para explorar su entorno, su mundo y 
sobre todo su sexualidad. 
Esto lo podemos ver en sus imágenes llenas de masculinidad, 
las que algunos describen como provocadoras, sensuales, 
fuertes. Sugerencia de sexo, descubriendo así a David Tejada 
como un explorador del cuerpo masculino,  de su propio 
cuerpo. 
Vanidad, narcisismo, egocentrismo, edonismo son algunos 
calificativos que se le pueden dar de manera superficial pero 
allí se está expresado de una manera sutil pero cargada de 
erotismo. Son primeros planos de partes de su propio cuerpo 
y que en su mayoría son fotografías tomadas con iphone, es-
téticas en las que ha creado íconos concebidos inconsciente-
mente debido a su escuela publicitaria. 
Sus imágenes siempre dejan algo a la imaginación, esconden 
algo que quizá sea su gusto o experiencia con el sexo o una 
forma de apreciar la belleza humana con planos diferentes, 
atractivos y tonos y colores cálidos que pueden describir una 
personalidad amable, abierta y generosa. 
Tejada se considera a si mismo como una persona tímida y 
por ello son autoretratos los que el mismo dice fueron una 
herramienta para salir de la vergüenza, de la desnudez, de 
los deseos de libertad y de rebeldía con su entorno.  La por-
nografía fue gran inspiradora y lo reconoce tranquilamente 
ya que simplemente le gusta y es así es como llegó a ver 
cada parte de su cuerpo como un instrumento de deseo y un 
camino a expresar el espíritu artístico que lleva en la sangre. 

 

You can see more of David’s work at 500px.com/D-TEJADA.

A publicist and graphic designer from a Colombian family 
of writers, painters artists; David Tejada’s photography has 
evolved into more than just a hobby and has become a form of 
escape to explore his environment, his world and especially his 
sexuality.
This exploration can be seen in his images full of masculinity, 
which some have described as provocative, sexy and strong. 
With a hint of sexuality Tejada is an explorer of the male body, 
of his own body.
Vanity, narcissism, bisexuality, homosexuality, self-centered-
ness are some of the superficial themes explored in his photos, 
though they all share a subtle touch and are full of hedonistic 
energy. The photos are often close-ups of parts of his own body 
and are mostly taken with his iPhone.  His compositions have 
the aesthetics of icons, a subconscious nod to his education in 
advertising.
His images always leave something to the imagination, it 
may be your desire for experiences with both sexes or a way 
of appreciating the beauty of the human form from different 
perspectives. His attractive warm tones and colors describe a 
loving, open and generous character.
Tejada considers himself to be a shy person and for him, these 
self-portraits were a tool to overcome his shame of nakedness, 
of the desire for freedom and of wanting to rebel against his 
environment. He found pornography inspiring, the quiet and 
simple appreciation of which helped him to see every part of 
his body as an instrument of sensuality and a way of express-
ing the artistic spirit that is in his blood.

http://www.500px.com/D-TEJADA
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RD2
NCA4

David Tejada

BSO
TLL

David Tejada
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IMG2
DVD BLL

David Tejada

PTL
MNS

David Tejada
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BLG3
B-3

David Tejada

Blur
PRNS

David Tejada 
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PARED
VLO2

David Tejada

CSN2
BLR ok

David Tejada
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David Tejada
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David Tejada
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GLND2
TRS4

David Tejada

NDE
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David Tejada
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David Tejada
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X

David Tejada
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From 1957 to 1962 my grandfather ran a café on Mu-
seum Street (similar to the one pictured), only a few 
hundred feet from where I now live in central London. 
It was one of the old-style greasy spoon cafés which 
are dying out, being replaced by Starbucks and Café 
Neros. It was the kind of place with formica on every 
surface, and where sliced white bread with margarine 

was served with everything. My father remembers 
that the teaspoon for sugaring the tea was chained 
to the counter. I remember London being full of work-
ing men’s cafés, and places which were run down and 
derelict. The area behind St. Pancras was one of these, 
perhaps not a great place to walk at night but atmo-
spheric in a way that film makers were drawn to.

 My partner Philippe was born in 1960 and grew up in 
Paris where independent cafés still prosper. Haus-
manian buildings make every street as beautiful as 
the next and dereliction is more or less confined to 
the suburbs. On a visit to London in 1972 he remem-
bers seeing Bankside power station in use and was 
shocked that a power station can have been sited so 

close to St. Paul’s Cathedral, rivaling it in 
scale and if anything more prominent 
from the river, whose waters were put 
to work cooling the plant. Its architect 
is Giles Gilbert Scott, and many people 
are surprised that Bankside was only 
completed in 1963 (although it started 
generating electricity in the 50s) and 
de-commissioned as late as 1981. Applica-
tions to have the building listed were 
refused and demolition had even begun 
in the early 90s before the Tate Gallery 
stepped in to rescue it.

 The Grand Midland Hotel at St. Pancras 
Station, towering above the Railway Café, 
was built by Giles Gilbert Scott’s grand-
father Sir George Gilbert Scott, who was 
born and grew up in Gawcott in Bucking-
hamshire, where my parents have lived 
for the last ten years. In the 1960s, St. 
Pancras Station was also threatened with 
destruction in the drive for rationalisa-
tion and modernisation of the railways, 

like its near neighbour Euston, whose arch had been 
destroyed only a few years earlier. Sir Nikolaus Pevs-
ner fought a long and successful campaign to shame 
the government into saving it, and was ultimately 
successful when the building was grade 1 listed in 
1967, the year I was born. This prevented its destruc-
tion, but it was uncared for for many years, although 
not unloved.

Men who built...
by 

David Weston-Thomas

©Ian Rawes 2002
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In 1977 I took a junior scholarship examination to 
Eton College aged ten and remember answering 
this question: “A bicycle shed is a building; Lincoln 
Cathedral is a piece of architecture”, discuss. I did 
not know then that this was a quote from the 
same Nikolaus Pevsner, but was intrigued and did 
my best; although I was no more a natural writer 
then than I am now. After an extended architectur-
al education (in great contrast to my grandfather 
who had none) I now look at Bankside and ask my-
self a different question to the one Philippe asked; 
not ‘how could a power station be built so close to 
the beauty of St. Paul’s Cathedral, but ‘how could a 
power station have been so beautiful?’

 Giles G-S is now admired for his ‘blending of Gothic 
tradition with modernism, making what might 
have been functionally designed buildings into 
popular landmarks. St. Pancras Station achieved 
exactly the same thing. The huge pointed, Gothic 
arch single span of the train shed, designed by 
Barlow and Ordish, was the greatest engineering 
achievement of its time, only surpassed by the 
Eiffel Tower a decade later, whilst the Gothic revival 
hotel adapts itself to the requirements of hotel 
and station concourse superbly, even if the Gothic 
revival style began to go out of style in the period 
between conception and completion.

 I am delighted that St. Pancras has been revital-
ized, and in my mind it is where England and France 
come together, where ‘building’ and ‘architecture’ 
coexist in sympathy, and where real and imagined 
history has been preserved for enjoyment every day 
by people like my partner who passes through it 
every two weeks as he travels to and from Paris.

 It seems appropriate to Philippe and I that we have 
chosen to have our Civil Partnership Ceremony 
there this autumn, in a room called ‘The Exchange’.

 I don’t think of myself as having constructed my 
life, rather of living in a space I have found, where 
opposites attract, and time is condensed.

Nor am I disposed to making rules, even for myself, 
but am even less inclined to live by other people’s.

©Chaz Folkes 2010
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You, Me & He
John Fry

Polyamory: noun: the state or practice of having more than one open romantic relationship at a time.
Though not willing to accept the confines of what society deems “normal,” the three of us formed a 
union born of mutual love and respect. David (56), John (47) and Matthew (34) came together as one, 
four years ago.
In this series of photos, we have tried to capture a bit of our life together, as individuals and as a triad. 
Making our life together, while trying to maintain some degree of individuality
The dynamics are intricate, the passion intense, but as each year passes, we find our life together 
grows in ways we never imagined.
To family and friends, we are simply “the guys.” To the outside world we are faced with probing ques-
tions and those curious about how it all works.
 We persevere, getting stronger with each passing day, living, loving and enjoying our lives together.

You can see more of John’s work at www.flickr.com/people/tank707.

http://www.flickr.com/people/tank707
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“At Peace”
John Fry
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“Heaven on Earth”
John Fry
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“ ‘Gar Daddy”
John Fry
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“Daddy’s Daddy”
John Fry
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“Boys will be boys”
John Fry
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“Never look back”
John Fry
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“What dreams may come”
John Fry
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“Love at first sight”
John Fry
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“Contemplation of wet”
John Fry
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Refracted
by 

Roger Thomas

EXT. SEASIDE HOUSE - DAY

Summer 1983. Cine camera footage – scratchy, amateur with colours 
washed out. A view through large white framed French windows.

A young bottle-blonde pregnant WOMAN with her young HUS-
BAND, stand together in a large country garden. Apple trees full of 
fruit, overgrown grassy lawn with wild flowers dotted about, pollen 
hanging in the light breeze. They wave and laugh at ‘us’ as they 
squint in the sunshine.

Outside the French windows hang glass wind-chimes - the sunlight 
catches them, sending brief prisms of light across the images.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Early morning. The room is dimly lit. Two men asleep in bed. DANIEL, 
32, dark haired, and PETER, 35, blond. DANIEL’S eyes slowly open, a 
warm glow covers his face.

The same wind-chimes that hung outside the French windows in 
the cine footage hang next to the closed bedroom blinds.

EXT. HOSPITAL - DAY

Morning. NHS ambulance with its double doors being opened by a 
paramedic.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

DANIEL sits up. PETER remains in bed asleep. DANIEL turns his head 
slowly to look at PETER and smiles.

PETER looks so peaceful and handsome on the white linen pillow, 
the sunshine peeping between the slats of the wooden blinds, cast-
ing warm sepia lines across his face and over his pillow.

DANIEL gently touches PETER’S hair, PETER sighs in a contented 
sleep.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

The peaceful bedroom scene is shattered by the clatter of blinds 
being pulled by PETER.

DANIEL opens his eyes with a start. The room no longer has the 
sepia tone, instead a cold grey light comes through the blinds. The 
grey/tan striped bed covers are creased and squashed up against 
the headboard.

PETER quickly pulls on his boxers and scratches his backside. DANIEL 
squints as he opens his eyes to the sharp light. PETER looks rough, 
unshaven, he rubs his tired face. DANIEL watches him quickly get-
ting dressed.

PETER knocks his head on the glass wind-chimes, which annoys him 
- he quickly grabs the chimes and stops them from clattering.

PETER forces a smile as he quickly leaves the room. DANIEL deflates 
and flops back on the bed.

INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - DAY

Wheel-chair wheels and the legs of the man in it being pushed 
down a hospital corridor. The legs are dressed in green and white 
striped pyjamas and brown old-man’s slippers.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

PETER rinses his mouth, lowers his head into the basin, spits out 
toothpaste. He raises his head.

DANIEL’S face is smiling back at him in the bathroom cabinet mirror.

PETER opens the cabinet as if deliberately removing DANIEL’S reflec-
tion.

PETER

Got any mouthwash?

The cabinet is crammed with cotton wool balls, creams, antiseptics 
etc. The cotton wool balls fall out of the cabinet with a plastic pre-
scription bottle of pills.

PETER stops the pill bottle as it rolls around in the basin. PETER 
reads the label.

PETER

What’s ‘THORAZINE’?

DANIEL takes the bottle from PETER and replaces them along with 
the cotton balls in the cabinet.

DANIEL

I...had a few problems.. as a kid..
-keeping my weight up. They’re...

PETER

It’s alright. Don’t have to explain to me.

PETER wipes his mouth, glances briefly at DANIEL and leaves the 
room.

DANIEL’S reflection sighs.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

You can follow Roger Thomas and his work at script-2-screen.tumblr.com

http://script-2-screen.tumblr.com
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PETER is tying his shoe laces, his foot up on one of three wooden 
dining chairs.

DANIEL enters the room wearing his sweat bottoms. He sits on the 
arm of the two seat sofa in front of the large bay window. PETER 
grabs his jacket off one of the other chairs, the chair tips backwards 
against the dining table - a small crystal duck on a doily in the cen-
ter of the table topples over. DANIEL sees it.

PETER ignores the crystal duck and puts on his jacket.

PETER

I got to get going.

DANIEL’S face changes from glum to a big smile in a split second. He 
smiles broadly, ignoring PETER’S apparent hurry to leave.

DANIEL marches over to an old chess-board - not all the pieces 
match and the board is tatty. DANIEL takes the white King, wiping it 
on his sweat pants then carefully putting it back.

PETER watches DANIEL. DANIEL catches his eye. PETER pulls out a 
scarf from his jacket, his woolen ‘beanie’ hat falling unnoticed to 
the floor.

DANIEL

Nice isn’t it? Only twenty quid. Dad used 
to play. Give us something to do while he’s here..

PETER frowns.

PETER

Twenty? I’ll call you in a couple of days.

DANIEL approaches PETER as he opens the front door.

DANIEL

Thought you were going to stay and meet him?

PETER tries to hide his frustration.

PETER

- I never said that? I’m busy -  
you know how it is.

DANIEL

Oh.. yes. Sorry. When then? He’ll only be here a couple of days.

PETER takes an awkward breath.

PETER

You know... Dan, I’ve got so much going on right now.
 Work...and.. I need to... sort..it out.

Daniel tries to be calm.

DANIEL

What stuff? Maybe I can help?

PETER

I’ll give you a call, yes? I’m really busy right now.

PETER forces a smile then walks away. DANIEL watches him leave.

DANIEL is glum for a moment, suddenly smiles and shouts after 
PETER.

DANIEL

Okay! Call you later!

DANIEL continues to watch PETER as he walks away - not looking 
back.

DANIEL sighs heavily.

EXT. HOSPITAL - DAY

Wheelchair being raised by the mechanical lift into the back of the 
ambulance. An old man – FRANK, 70, grey, thin, holding a plastic bag 
– is sitting in the wheelchair.

A NURSE – large, plump and about 40, in a dark blue uniform, with 
thick dark rimmed spectacles. She pushes her spectacles back up 
her nose, enlarging her eyes and making FRANK grimace for a mo-
ment. She fusses around FRANK who tries to ignore her, preferring 
to stare ahead into space.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

DANIEL takes the bottle of pills from the cabinet, his reflection 
halved as he leaves the cabinet open. He looks at the pill bottle and 
the word ‘THORAZINE’.

DANIEL’S mind seems to wander as he returns the bottle and closes 
the cabinet. DANIEL quickly leaves the bathroom.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

DANIEL strains to reach a box stored deep under his bed.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

DANIEL enters the sitting room carrying the box.

EXT. ROADS - DAY

Ambulance travels through busy streets and turns into a more 
suburban road.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

DANIEL sits at the table looking at a Super 8 projector. He flicks the 
switches but it won’t turn on properly.

DANIEL gives up with a frustrated sigh and looks out the window to 
the grey uninteresting street below, with its old cars and odd bits of 
litter blowing around.

DANIEL notices Peter’s hat on the floor. DANIEL picks it up, holds it 
to his mouth and smiles. DANIEL puts the hat on the table and hur-
ries back to the bedroom.
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EXT. STREET - DAY

The ambulance continues down a tree-lined street, it then pulls up 
outside a terraced house.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

DANIEL hurries into the room pulling down his sweater, he pulls on 
his jacket and takes Peter’s hat from the table. DANIEL begins to 
leave.

Just as DANIEL approaches the front door, the doorbell rings. DAN-
IEL grins a sly cheeky grin to himself. He looks to the front door.

The bright sunshine suddenly shines through the two blue and 
yellow panes of stained glass. PETER’S masculine silhouette is sur-
rounded by bright sunlight.

DANIEL’S face beams with delight at PETER’S return and for a second 
he allows himself to be bathed in the colours beaming through.

DANIEL

Devil...

DANIEL quickly opens the door.

It’s grey outside and a bit drizzly.

The NURSE stands full center in the doorway, she squints at DANIEL 
as she wipes the drizzle off her glasses with her large white hand-
kerchief. She puts her glasses back on immediately enlarging her 
eyes and smiles at DANIEL. The NURSE holds a folder.

DANIEL looks very confused as she takes a step closer to him, her 
eyes blinking large as she scans the room before her. DANIEL’S face 
drops.

NURSE

Ah excellent. Daniel isn’t it? Remember me
 - your father’s nurse?

I’m so sorry - we’re a bit early.

DANIEL

No, it’s fine.

The NURSE pokes her head around DANIEL to scan the rest of the 
sitting room.

NURSE

I expected much more traffic - but look, here already!

DANIEL

Yes... already.

NURSE

Right, bring him up. Strong boys. If I were
ten years younger...

The NURSE walks inside the flat and takes in the room.

NURSE

Ah, yes. Good. It’s fine. Lovely... lovely.

DANIEL

Thanks.

The NURSE opens a black lever-arch file to a page headed ‘schedule’. 
She hands it to DANIEL.

NURSE

All very straightforward, just stick to the 
schedule for the next couple of weeks and I 

can’t see you having any problems.

DANIEL

No. No-no.

The NURSE pulls a wide smile at DANIEL’S bewildered expression.

DANIEL

Days.

NURSE

Sorry?

DANIEL

‘Days’, you said ‘weeks’ just then, should
have said ‘days’. Dad’s staying two days,

not weeks.

The NURSE frowns but keeps smiling.

NURSE
No, weeks my love. You’ve got your father

for two weeks. Look, there.

The NURSE taps the folder page with her stumpy finger where it 
says

‘two week recovery schedule’.

NURSE

“Weeks”.

Two burly paramedics carry DANIEL’S father FRANK, still in his wheel 
chair, up the steps into the sitting room. One of them leans two 
walking sticks against the inner front door frame.

PARAMEDIC 1

There you go, Franky.
The NURSE stomps further into the sitting room.

NURSE

Right -

FRANK rudely interrupts the NURSE before she continues.

FRANK

Give these boys a fiver.
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DANIEL is still stunned. The NURSE shakes her head to refuse the 
offer.

NURSE

No, no. Doing their jobs -

PARAMEDIC 2

Don’t worry mate.

The PARAMEDICS rub FRANK’S shoulder and leave the room.

FRANK

Thanks, boys.

DANIEL

Uh...

The NURSE ignores DANIEL handing FRANK a stick as he stands 
from the wheelchair and sits himself in the high easy chair near 
the door. He accidentally knocks the table, toppling the crystal duck 
over. DANIEL notices FRANK’S sneer at the camp little ornament.

NURSE

Your father needs plenty of bed rest of
course, but please try and stick to the
meal menus - he has a little trouble

swallowing - the other end seems to be okay
thank goodness but best give him a quick

swipe with a wet-wipe to be sure.

The NURSE taps the folder. She smiles widely at him.

DANIEL

You’re not listening -

The NURSE closes the folder DANIEL is still holding and gives him a 
brief wink.

DANIEL

A... a word please. Outside.

EXT. DOORSTEP - DAY

DANIEL - leading the NURSE by the elbow stand on the doorstep 
pulling the door almost closed behind him.

NURSE

Everything okay, my love?

DANIEL

This isn’t right - he’s only supposed to be
here two days, not two weeks! Two days...

NURSE

Thought we’d just covered this? It’s two
weeks - no point in putting anyone in your

father’s condition anywhere for two days... Silly!

The NURSE grabs for the door handle to return inside but DANIEL 
grabs the handle first.

DANIEL

I can’t have him for two weeks, I can’t.
My brother Graham -

The NURSE takes a firmer tone.

NURSE

Your brother made it perfectly clear only
DANIEL

Graham?

NURSE

Yes. He said it was no longer convenient
for your father to stay with him due to

some... marital crisis. Once it - whatever
it is - has been rectified and he’s back in
his home then he’ll consider taking your
father on weekends and bank holidays.

DANIEL

But I’ve not made provision -

NURSE

That -

She points to the ambulance.

NURSE

- is an ambulance Mr Thomas - not a
mini-cab - it has many other patients to

ferry about today.

The NURSE pulls DANIEL’S hand away from the door handle, but 
she continues before re-entering the sitting room. Her tone is even 
firmer.

NURSE

Stick to the schedule and there’ll not be a
problem. Keep your father fed, watered and

exercised twice a day. Meals before nine,
bowels moved before bed and stimulating
conversation during daylight hours. Yes -

understood? Can we go inside - Yes? Good.

The NURSE pushes past DANIEL to re-enter the flat.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

The NURSE claps her hands.

NURSE

Time to leave Mr Thomas senior to get
settled in.

FRANK

Fuckin’ Hell, thought you’d gone.
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DANIEL flinches at his father’s language. The paramedics leave.

NURSE

Mild Tourette’s is quite common in the
first few days of recovery -

FRANK

I can hear you bastards from here.

The NURSE forces a smile and picks up the lever-arch file off the 
table, once more handing it to DANIEL. She softens towards him.

NURSE

Don’t worry. There are emergency numbers

inside. For emergencies...

DANIEL takes a deep breath and the NURSE gives his arm a reassur-
ing squeeze.

NURSE

I’ll be back in two or three days to check in on you.

The NURSE forces a smile from DANIEL.

FRANK

All right, fucking go already. Hanging around...

DANIEL flinches at his father’s language.

DANIEL can’t believe what he is being asked to do. The NURSE 
moves to say to goodbye to FRANK but he waves her away from 
him.

FRANK

Yes, yes.

NURSE

(giving up) 
Okay then.

The NURSE smiles reassuringly at a bewildered DANIEL.

NURSE

Good bye. See you in a few days.

The NURSE leaves closing the door behind her.

DANIEL and FRANK stand in silence for a moment or two, they avoid 
each other’s eye. DANIEL walks to the table and places the crystal 
duck back on its legs. FRANK watches him.

DANIEL

So... it’s you and me for a couple of
weeks. Not exactly what I’d expected when I

got up this morning.

FRANK stares at DANIEL then looks away to scan the room. FRANK 
slumps a little in the chair.

DANIEL

You look a bit tired.

FRANK

Tired of ‘nurse fat arse’... Yap, yap,
yap... all the bloody way, had to ask for
oxygen just so she’d shut the fuck up...

DANIEL quickly looks inside the folder.

DANIEL

Not lost the power of speech then?

FRANK attempts to stand and DANIEL moves the wheelchair back 
towards FRANK.

FRANK

I’ll have my sticks.

DANIEL hands FRANK his sticks then parks the wheelchair near the 
bedroom door.

DANIEL

Says you’re supposed to use this.

DANIEL looks at the folder the NURSE gave him and places it on the 
table.

FRANK

That? Fuck knows how many people have
pissed themselves on that contraption.

DANIEL sighs, trying to hide his impatience, continues to flick 
through the folder.

DANIEL

So, this stroke, what’s it done to you?
Your walking’s shaky... but your speech is

all right. Anything else you’ve lost?

DANIEL pauses a moment then tries to be lighthearted.

DANIEL

Remote to your telly?

FRANK glares at DANIEL.

FRANK

I haven’t had the bailiffs in - I’ve had a
stroke. If you’d sooner see me at your

brother’s then speak up -

DANIEL takes a breath.

DANIEL

Can’t see that happening soon. I’m looking
after you now. Only been here five minutes

for goodness sake.
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DANIEL walks into the kitchen trying to find something to busy 
himself with. FRANK watches him, his face softens.

FRANK

Ah...

DANIEL turns to face FRANK. FRANK attempts to soften.

FRANK

...make a brew.

DANIEL nods and smiles.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Daniel enters and flicks on the kettle, he looks at his reflection in the 
stainless steel of the kettle, his bulbous face looks back at him. He 
turns away from it.

DANIEL

So, how are you? Really?

FRANK

(flippant)

Isn’t it in the folder?

DANIEL

I was only asking how you feel.

FRANK

(making an effort)

Been better. Of course...

DANIEL puts a tea bag in a mug and pours hot water on it.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

DANIEL brings FRANK a mug of tea.

DANIEL

Anything... specific?

FRANK

(trying hard) 
Don’t know - say I’ve lost a few words, 
grip in my right hand... Therapist says I 
got to practice my alphabet - Christ’s 

sake... Like a bloody five year old.

DANIEL

If they say you got to practice...

FRANK

(smirking) 
Gonna teach me my A, B fucking C’s now?

DANIEL

Dad, must you swear all the time? Every other

word is ‘fuck’..

FRANK

(grinning) 
It’s my T for fuckin’ Tourette’s, innit?

DANIEL 
(smirking)

Well, try and keep it to an M for fuckin’ minimum...

DANIEL moves toward the TV but stops.

DANIEL

You want the telly on? - No, wait!

DANIEL hurries over to the corner of the room where the chess set 
stands on a small table. DANIEL carefully carries it over to where

FRANK sits.

DANIEL

How about that then?

DANIEL steps back proudly.

FRANK

Chess?

DANIEL

Yes, you used to love it.

DANIEL fetches one of the dining chairs.

FRANK relaxes for the first time. He almost smiles as he scans the 
pieces.

DANIEL

I bought a book, but I’m still rubbish I’m afraid.

FRANK

Chess...

DANIEL

Nice set isn’t it. Go on.

FRANK stares at the board and all its odd pieces. He smiles quizzi-
cally. Moments pass.

DANIEL

Go on.

Continued on page 106
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Grundvold

Siden jeg var barn har jeg elsket at fotografere, en interesse jeg har 
arvet fra min mor. Da min mand og jeg flyttede til Norge sidste år, vi 
er begge danske, begyndte mit kreativitetsniveau at stige voldsomt, 
uden tvivl på grund af den smukke norske natur. Studiet af den 
mandlige krop i naturen er blevet mit hovedemne hvilket jeg udfor-
sker gennem selvportrætter. 

Jeg bliver inspireret af mange ting, så som musik, film og fotografier 
taget af andre fotografer, men det der inspirerer mig mest er 
naturen i sig selv. Udseendet af et træ eller måden hvorpå lyset 
falder, er nogle af mine største kilder til inspiration. Skoven er fuld af 
fantastiske kulisser jeg bare skal finde. 

Sollys er vigtigt for mig og mit arbejde, det giver mig energi og 
styrke. Det er derfor om sommeren jeg er mest aktiv, og jeg prøver 
at fotografere så meget som muligt. Når de mørke og kolde Nor-
diske vintre kommer, forsvinder min inspiration, mit sind er optaget 
af mørke tanker. Til foråret genfødes min krop og min kreativitet. 

Jeg har mine egne tanker om hvad mine billeder fortæller, men jeg 
vil ikke tvinge beskueren til at tænke på en bestemt måde. Nogle 
tænder på mine værker mens andre lægger for meget i detaljer. Så 
længe at det jeg laver giver folk noget, føler jeg at jeg har gjort mit 
arbejde.

Since I was a child I have always loved photography, an interest I in-
herited from my mother. When my husband and I moved to Norway 
last year, we are both Danes, I felt my creativity rise to a whole new 
level, most certainly because of the beautiful Norwegian landscape. 
A study of the male body in nature has become my main subject, 
expressed through self portraits. 

I am inspired by many things such as music, film and photos from 
other photographers, but what inspires me most is nature itself. The 
way a tree looks or the way light falls are some of my greatest sources 
of creativity. The forest is full of fantastic settings which are there for 
me to discover. 

Sunlight is a very important thing for me and my work, it gives me 
energy and strength. Summer is therefore when I am most active, and 
I try to focus on my photography as much as I can. When the dark 
and cold Nordic winter arrives it is hard for me to get inspired, my 
mind is too busy thinking dark thoughts. Come spring my body and 
mind are reborn. 

I have my own ideas about what stories my photos tell, but I do not 
want to force people to think in a certain way when they see them. 
Some are just aroused by my work while others read way too much 
into details. As long as what I do gives people something, I feel I have 
done my job.

You can see more of Grundvold’s work at www.flickr.com/people/grundvold.

http://www.flickr.com/people/grundvold
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Naked in the fog
Grundvold | 2012
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A new world
Grundvold | 2011
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Normally they hide under bridges
Grundvold | 2012
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A lonely soldier in the forest
Grundvold | 2012



89

Untitled
Grundvold | 2011
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Home Again
Grundvold | 2011
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Somewhere in the forest
Grundvold | 2011



92

Light Work
Chris Lopez

I have a somewhat playful approach to my work in that it’s important to keep it fresh, exciting and challenging. To 
achieve this, I like to vary the tools and techniques I use in the creative process. Be it digital work through my photog-
raphy or charcoal, acrylics and water colors on canvas or paper, I find I can achieve the objective and communicate my 
vision effectively without using the same materials all the time. 

Light is the most important feature in my work and particularly, how light defines a given volume. I am fascinated by and 
attracted to the male figure, so its no surprise that it is the predominant feature in my work. I enjoy the eye candy and 
the challenge of playing with volume and contrasts in order to achieve a good definition in my figures. I see my work like 
drawing and painting with light instead of lines and brush strokes.

I wouldn’t call my artwork “sexual”, instead, I would say its intimate and comforting. It conveys the pleasure of being 
alone, naked by ourselves. Nudity for me is that intimate moment where there is nothing to hide when we are alone 
with our own vulnerability.

I usually  find my models by looking  through profiles sites in my local area and I ask men that I find interesting, I also 
have a profile where I invite the people to contact me if they are interested in modeling. I’ve found that there are a lot of  
exhibitionists (in a good way) out there, and those who are interested in modeling for an artist. Some people just like to 
see themselves from another person’s point of view, while others are taken by the idea of seeing themselves in a piece of 
art. I think that’s probably the predominant reason men agree to sit for me. I like natural men, and men who enjoy being 
naked in front of a camera.

I like to switch from one technique or medium to another without any specific “project” in mind. I like the variety and the 
way changing techniques keeps all of them fresh and in constant evolution. I’m currently working  on a new exhibition in 
my studio. It will consist of a new series of large scale paintings based on my digital illustrations, a departure from other 
techniques I’ve used in the past.

You can see more of Chris’s work and contact him through www.lopezgallery.com.

http://www.lopezgallery.com
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Proud 2
Acrylic and Stucco on Canvas

Chris Lopez
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Square
charcoal on paper

Chris Lopez
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José
charcoal on paper

Chris Lopez
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Heat 3
acrylic and stucco

Chris Lopez
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Heat
acrylic and stucco

Chris Lopez
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Jorge
watercolor
Chris Lopez
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Nude 52
watercolor
Chris Lopez



100

Pampelonne Revisited
Vincent Keith

Lying under my umbrella by the sea near St. Tropez, I watched as a series of random men 
disappeared down a small path away from the beach towards some low dunes and a 
local gay cruising ground. They were all alone. The men ranged in age from their early 
thirties well into their sixties or seventies. There appeared to be a ritual. First they would 
hang around the little pavilion containing the loos and a shower.

As ours was a nudist beach, they would watch bathers emerge from the sea, walk the 
fifty yards up the beach and take a cold shower to rise off the salt. After a while in the 
sun, they would make their way leisurely away from view up a path that had broken 
fencing on either side. There were signs indicating that people should stay on the path 
and protect the delicate ecosystem. 

The path lead from the beach to a parking area and the road beyond, but on either side 
of an open field there were areas of dense tree cover and tall grasses. I took a walk into 
this shady space and was struck by the contrast with the vast and open nudist beach 
only yards away. Some men stood by a tree or sat on the ground exposing themselves 
with hardons and expectant looks on their faces. Next to one shrub, a man was on all-
fours facing away from the path, and still others walked the pathways.

The grasses were so tall and trees provided so much cover, it barely felt as if you were 
outside, perhaps giving men confidence to be more adventurous. When you turned a 
corner, you never knew what you would find. An old man sucking-off a younger one next 
to a thorny bush. Sometimes men passing you would casually brush themselves against 
you. There was no sound. There were many looks. There was desperation and there was 
hope. It smelled of pine and dry grass and a faint whiff of a stale manly odor. 

I recall one burly man wearing a very tight and revealing swimming thong. He was lean-
ing against a tree smoking. He looked like a taxi driver and was trying hard to ignore the 
men walking by. I saw his wedding ring and wondered if his wife knew where he was 
and what he was doing. I felt a bit sad because he looked sad. 

There was definitely a frisson or a heaviness in the air. A sense of expectation and a thrill. 

You can see more of Vincent’s work at www.vgkphoto.com.

http://www.vgkphoto.com
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Untitled I | May 2011
Vincent Keith
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Untitled II | May 2011
Vincent Keith
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Untitled III | May 2011
Vincent Keith
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Untitled IV | May 2011
Vincent Keith
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Untitled V | May 2011
Vincent Keith



106

Refracted
by Roger Thomas

Continued from page 83

FRANK glares at DANIEL. He’s concentrating. 

DANIEL

Sorry.

FRANK finally moves his right hand slowly towards his Knight. His 
fingers stretch out, but as they reach the piece his hand begins to 
shake.

DANIEL watches his father and he sees he’s beginning to struggle.

FRANK concentrates on keeping his hand still. He makes one final 
effort to grab for the Knight, his fingers reach the top of the piece, 
but at the last minute his hand twists and the Knight falls.

DANIEL waits silently, perfectly still watching his father.

FRANK bubbles into anger. He shoves the board away from him, 
some of the pieces fall to the floor.

DANIEL maintains his stillness, as FRANK huffs and looks away from 
him.

DANIEL finally stands and methodically puts all the toppled pieces 
back on the board. DANIEL lifts the board and the small table from 
its place.

DANIEL

We’ll try again... when your grip is better.

DANIEL steps away with the table and they both hear a crunch.

DANIEL has stepped on his Knight snapping it in two. DANIEL tries 
not to react. He carries the table with the board back across the 
room.

DANIEL returns to pick up the broken Knight. He looks to see if it can 
be mended. FRANK watches DANIEL, feeling guilty for making such 

a mess. FRANK attempts to break the tension.

FRANK

Where’m I gonna sleep?

DANIEL puts the pieces of Knight on the chess board.

DANIEL

Through there, I suppose. My room.

DANIEL points to the bedroom door.

FRANK

With you?

DANIEL

I’ll have the sofa bed. Have a look, unpack your stuff.

FRANK

My stuff?

FRANK smiles and holds up the plastic Sainsbury’s bag.

FRANK

I got a toothbrush, packet of three
underpants and my other jamas. Shove it in

a shoe box and put me under the stairs if
you want...

DANIEL walks to FRANK and looks at the plastic bag.

DANIEL

This is a flat... Haven’t you got any day clothes?

FRANK

The day I get dressed is the day I go home.

DANIEL quietly sips his tea. FRANK reaches for his tea, considers his 
grip, decides to leave it.

FRANK

May have a kip.

DANIEL nods. FRANK just sits and looks at him.

FRANK

You gonna help me?

DANIEL

Excuse me?

FRANK

Want me to say ‘please’?

DANIEL

What you want ‘help’ with?

FRANK

To get into my other jamas - these are my day-jamas.

DANIEL stifles an exhausted grin.

FRANK

Well?

DANIEL

( jumping back in the moment) 
Yes-yes.

A bemused DANIEL helps FRANK through the bedroom door.
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INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

DANIEL is on the sofa-bed looking at the Super 8 projector, trying to 
work out why it’s not working.

EXT. SEASIDE HOUSE - DAY

Bournemouth 1985. House just off the beach. Washed out cine foot-
age, lots of over exposed light ‘blinding’ out some of the images.

GRANDMOTHER holding DANIEL as a toddler waving to the camera. 
She holds the crystal duck close to DANIEL’S face, his chubby young 
hands try to grasp it. They wave through the brilliant French win-
dows with the glass wind-chimes swinging in the breeze.

DANIEL’S MOTHER and a much YOUNGER FRANK wave back.

FRANK (OOV)

(shouting) 
Daniel!

INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

DANIEL is pulled from his memory by FRANK’S shouts.

FRANK (OOV)

Daniel! Dan. Dan!

DANIEL leaves the projector and hurries to FRANK’S room.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

FRANK is standing next to his bed. DANIEL stares at him.

DANIEL

What? What’s the matter?!

FRANK

Didn’t you hear me shout?

DANIEL

Yes, what’s the matter?!

FRANK pauses a moment.

FRANK

I’ve pissed myself.

DANIEL looks at the damp patch on the front of FRANK’S pyjama 
bottoms. DANIEL tries to hide the upset he feels for his father

DANIEL

Oh.. well, let’s get you into the bathroom.

FRANK

Couldn’t find the bloody door, didn’t know where I was...

DANIEL retrieves the spare pyjamas from Frank’s plastic bag and 
places them on the bed.

DANIEL

No worries, just not used to your surroundings.

DANIEL follows FRANK out of the room trying to look at FRANK’S 
pyjama top.

FRANK

Should leave the door open a crack. Fucking dark...

The chimes clink together as FRANK brushes against glass wind 
chimes. He frowns distastefully at them

DANIEL follows behind FRANK gripping the chimes to stop them 
clinking.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

DANIEL runs hot water into the basin. He looks into the cabinet mir-
ror - the doors are slightly ajar, splitting DANIEL’S reflected face in 
two. The steam rises and fogs the reflection.

DANIEL sees the basin is full and rinses through a flannel.

FRANK stands in a white baggy vest but naked from the waist down 
by the basin, as DANIEL kneels to his side with the flannel.

DANIEL wipes down FRANK’S legs.

DANIEL

Do you want to do your bits and pieces yourself?

FRANK sulks with embarrassment.

DANIEL rinses the flannel under the tap and squeezes it out. He 
gently takes his father’s hand and puts the flannel into in.

DANIEL

I’ll help you into your pyjamas when you’re 
done. I’ll go change your sheet.

FRANK stares after DANIEL, as he leaves him alone in the bathroom.

FRANK looks at the flannel in his hand aware of what a pathetic 
state he now is.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

DANIEL is on his knees next to the bed holding the ‘day-jamas’ for 
FRANK to step into.

DANIEL attempts to move FRANK’S leg.

DANIEL

...Step in the...

FRANK looks at the wind-chimes once more hanging lifeless next to 
the blinds.

FRANK

Weren’t those your mother’s?

DANIEL would prefer to get his father dressed and briefly nods and 
smiles.

DANIEL

Can you.. move your leg..
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FRANK

Stop pulling me!

DANIEL

Sorry Dad, just trying to move your leg.

DANIEL fights his frustration as he tries again to move FRANK’S leg

DANIEL

Dad..

FRANK

You’re pulling the hairs!

FRANK clips DANIEL on the back of the head. DANIEL is shocked.

DANIEL

What was that for?!

FRANK

I’ll do it my bloody self!

DANIEL stands up hesitating over whether to leave FRANK alone.

DANIEL

I’ll... leave you to it.

DANIEL leaves the room closing the door behind him, the chimes 
clink together.

FRANK

Dan -

FRANK stops talking as he’s now alone. He sighs with self pity 
watching the chimes settle.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

DANIEL sits on his sofa-bed. He thinks a moment, shaking his head 
then looks at the projector and over to the mantle.

Above the mantle the huge framed photo of DANIEL’S Mother 
looms down on the room.

As DANIEL turns to FRANK’S bedroom door we notice the photo is 
actually quite small in its mirrored stand alone frame.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

FRANK attempts to pull on his pyjama bottoms. He struggles with 
his grip and gives up. He takes a long frustrated self-loathing breath 
- his useless hand can’t form a fist, no matter how hard he stares at 
it.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

DANIEL opens the door and calmly walks back in the room.

FRANK is sitting on the bed with the pyjama bottoms still around 
his ankles.

DANIEL softens at his father’s sorry state.

DANIEL

Look Dad, you’re here with me. Can we just deal 
with it? Graham - he’s not able to look after you.

FRANK

Thanks to Sue..

DANIEL

Well... there we are then.

FRANK

(mumbling) 
Better than no wife at all..

DANIEL

Dad... what argument do you want with me?
Seem set on it.

FRANK

Graham deserves your support...

DANIEL

You don’t know his situation.

FRANK

I know plenty.

DANIEL

Believe me Dad -

FRANK

Don’t tell me what I know!

DANIEL

You knew Sue’s brother caught him dogging
in a Sutton lay-by - you knew that, did

you!?

FRANK is confused. DANIEL calms his tone.

DANIEL

Don’t know what her brother was doing there... 
but, that’s the sort of bloke your

‘number one son’, is... Yet you still treat
me like number-flaming-two... Time you woke up..

FRANK slumps defeated, pyjamas still around his ankles.

DANIEL

Actually... time we both went to sleep.

DANIEL goes to the door. He hesitates and looks back at his father 
sitting on the bed.
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DANIEL

I’ll leave the door open...

FRANK ignores him. DANIEL leaves.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

Morning. DANIEL is putting some breakfast things on the small 
dining table. He moves the crystal duck - he quickly breathes on it, 
shines it with his shirt.

DANIEL looks through the crystal at the room around him - the 
room becoming a mass of squares and refracted shapes making 
him slightly dizzy.

DANIEL blinks before placing the crystal carefully on the mantle.

DANIEL approaches the bedroom door taking a steadying breath.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

DANIEL enters and looks at FRANK in bed.

FRANK lies on his back in the middle of the bed, pale and perfectly 
still, his hair neat and perfectly parted to one side, the flat crisp 
sheet pulled up to his neck, the room is still. He looks like he’s peace-
fully lying in state.

DANIEL approaches FRANK very slowly.

DANIEL

Dad?

DANIEL tentatively reaches to touch FRANK’S serene face.

As DANIEL slowly reaches out.

DANIEL almost screams when FRANK suddenly turns to face him - 
his sleep-messed hair stuck up in clumps, the striped flannel sheets 
pulled up under his arms

FRANK is shocked by DANIEL’S sudden appearance close to his face, 
his fear immediately replaced by irritated anger.

DANIEL

Jeez!

FRANK

What the hell you doing?!

DANIEL

You didn’t answer!!

FRANK sits up.

FRANK

Hold a bloody mirror over my face, why 
don’t you..!!

DANIEL hides his fluster.

DANIEL

It’s.. time to get up. Tea? Coffee? Which 
you want? Or juice?

FRANK

Juice?! I’ll have tea..

DANIEL escapes from the room. The chimes clatter as he closes the 
door behind him irritating FRANK.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

FRANK walking with his two sticks enters the sitting room wearing 

another baggy vest and a grey cardigan and having managed to get 
into his pyjama bottoms.

DANIEL is standing on the front door step with the front door open, 
looking out to the street. He is on his mobile.

DANIEL

Peter? Just wanted to say hi. Uh.. dad’s
going to be here for two weeks at least I’m

afraid.. Will you come and meet -

FRANK appears behind him. DANIEL looks around at FRANK, putting 
his hand over the phone.

FRANK

Who’s so important? Stood there with the 
door open.

DANIEL

Call me back.. or.. call me back please.

DANIEL hangs up and stares at his phone for a moment.

FRANK starts to pour tea for himself. DANIEL watches him closely as 
he spills tea all over the table which then drips to the floor.

DANIEL quickly enters the sitting room and closes the door.

FRANK

Boyfriend trouble?

DANIEL ignores the jibe.

DANIEL

So, breakfast. What you want?

DANIEL walks to the kitchen.

FRANK

Happy chops. What you got?

DANIEL

Well? Need anything liquidising?
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FRANK

Eh?

DANIEL

You and your teeth never got along before
the stroke, don’t tell me they’re better now?

FRANK

Nought wrong with my teeth..

DANIEL tries to hide a smirk as he opens the fridge.

FRANK

What you smirking for?

DANIEL

‘Nothing sucks like an Electrolux’ -
remember that ad? You were a right Hoover

you were, sucking away through dinner..

FRANK

(smiling) 
Piss off..

DANIEL smirks at his dad, who pretends not to find it funny.

DANIEL

Scrambled eggs then?

FRANK

Boiled... hard with toast.

DANIEL

Shall I cut the crusts off?

FRANK

Shall I clip you round the ear?

DANIEL laughs to himself. He puts the eggs in a pan and puts them 
on the stove.

FRANK sips his tea, pulling his cardigan around him.

FRANK

What happened with my other jamas?

DANIEL

I rinsed through your... jamas. Should be dry by tonight.

FRANK

.. sitting around in these, fucking knob keeps falling out.

DANIEL

Put your new underpants on.

FRANK

Don’t like them.

DANIEL sighs but doesn’t argue an returns to the kitchen.

FRANK scans the sitting room and spots the small photo of his late 
wife on the mantle piece. The thick glass mirrored frame with its 
silver trim.

FRANK uses his stick to slowly work his way over toward the photo.

FRANK methodically takes the photo down to look at it closely. 
FRANK gently strokes the glass, lost in the image beneath.

DANIEL suddenly appears behind FRANK.

DANIEL

Careful with that!

FRANK is startled and drops the photo.

The photo seems to take an age to fall to the floor, twisting over 
and over. DANIEL transfixed to his mother’s face appearing with ev-
ery flip. The photo smashes on the hearth, the glass shattering into 
a million pieces sending rainbow prisms across the room. DANIEL 
cringes as the pieces finally settle.

DANIEL

Shhh... itt...

DANIEL moves toward a flustered FRANK.

FRANK

What you got her up there for?! Not.. safe up there.

DANIEL

Really... Have I got to child-proof my 
f-flat now?

DANIEL pushes FRANK to one side to inspect the damage. The thick 
glass frame lies shattered on the hearth.

DANIEL looks at all the reflections of himself in the countless pieces 
of smashed mirrors. He picks out the photo from the mess tapping 
away the tiny glass shards.

FRANK

Only looking.

DANIEL gets up, leaving FRANK looking at broken glass immediately 
returning with a dust-pan and brush. He begins to brush up the 
broken glass.

FRANK

See you’ve not got a picture of me up there.

DANIEL

You’re still in the land of the living,
mum’s gone. She was up there so I wouldn’t

forget what she looked like.

FRANK

I’ll not forget.

DANIEL stands up straight holding the pan and brush.

DANIEL

You had longer with her. Leave me to
remember her how I choose, thanks.

DANIEL tips the glass into the kitchen bin.

FRANK

You’re your mother’s son..

DANIEL pauses to stare at his father.

DANIEL

Meaning?

FRANK

(mumbling) 
My dad wouldn’t let me be so soft..
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DANIEL returns to the sitting room.

DANIEL

Ah ha! There it is... How long was that?
Day and a half?

FRANK

We were proper boys then, my dad -

DANIEL

- Your dad made you stand in the yard, in
your pants, in December, - cos you fancied

that black postman’s daughter.

FRANK

Bollocks...

DANIEL

Nan told me. Not sure if she was
embarrassed or proud... Hard to tell with

all the Gordon’s down her neck..

FRANK

Oi!

DANIEL

Putting you out in the freezing cold...
What were you, twelve?

FRANK

Toughened me up.

DANIEL

You’d be put in care these days for less.
‘Toughened you up’..

FRANK

Better than a soft arse, like you!

DANIEL

Whatever... Always someone else. Graham 
can’t have you - it’s Sue’s fault. You piss

yourself, it’s my fault. I’m gay, it’s
mum’s fault. Drop mum’s photo, my fault again!

FRANK

Is it my fault I’ve had a fucking stroke? 
Think I asked for it?

DANIEL

Well, it’s not my fault! Stop acting like I
planned this! As punishment for pissing me

off all my life!

DANIEL takes a breath. FRANK hangs his head and DANIEL has a 
flash of his father as that little boy being put out in that freezing 
December yard. DANIEL looks at him and decides to go no further.

DANIEL

Do you want this boiled egg? Be 
rock-fucking-hard by now.

DANIEL takes the eggs off the boil.

EXT. PARK - DAY

DANIEL is steadily pushing FRANK in his wheelchair through the 
park.

They look about at anything and everything to avoid conversation. 
DANIEL is wearing a backpack. FRANK wears a thick brown cardigan 
with a woolen check blanket over his knees.

DANIEL parks the wheelchair next to a bench. He retrieves a Tup-
perware box from his backpack.

FRANK

How long we got to be out here?

DANIEL

Only just arrived. Sandwich?

FRANK

What’s in them?

DANIEL

Cheese, ham, or cheese and ham.

FRANK

No egg?

DANIEL

No.

FRANK

Cheese then.

DANIEL hands FRANK a sandwich.

FRANK

- and ham.

DANIEL clenches his jaw, puts back the cheese sandwich and hands 
him another. DANIEL eats his own sandwich and they sit in silence 
for a few moments.

FRANK

So?

DANIEL looks to his father, studying his face. The lines, the stubble 
on his chin, the grey hair.
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DANIEL

So..?

FRANK appears to study DANIEL in return. FRANK takes a slow 
thoughtful breath. DANIEL waits in hope for a breakthrough in 
conversation.

FRANK

How long we got to be out here?

The question disappoints DANIEL. He opens his bag again.

DANIEL

Twenty minutes, fresh air, every day.
That’s the drill.

DANIEL can’t find what he wanted.

DANIEL

Forgot the thermos. I’m gonna pop to that
café? Gonna be okay a minute?

FRANK

What for?

DANIEL

Going go get a tea, want one?

FRANK

Should have brought the thermos.

DANIEL

(sarcastic)
Nothing for you then?

FRANK

I’ll have tea. And an egg sandwich.

DANIEL rolls his eyes and hurries off.

EXT. PARK KIOSK CAFE - DAY

Out of sight of the bench. DANIEL carries the two paper cups back 
to where he left FRANK.

EXT. PARK - DAY

About twenty yards from the bench, DANIEL realises that FRANK is 
no longer where he left him. He continues toward the bench, as he 
looks about the park. No sign of FRANK.

DANIEL places the tea on the bench. Still no sign of FRANK. DANIEL’S 
eyes widen with fear. DANIEL’S eyes widen as he spots the blanket 
on the bench, which only increases his concern. He looks quickly 
around him, his breath quickening. The wind picks up and howls 
through the trees, the skies turn grey and menacing.

DANIEL

(shouting)
Dad! DAD!!

DANIEL finally spots FRANK wheeling himself two hundred yards 
into the park. DANIEL runs after him. The wind stops, the sky is clear 
again.

DANIEL reaches FRANK and grabs the handles of the wheelchair, 
forcing FRANK to an abrupt stop. DANIEL is out of breath.

DANIEL

What the hell.. you doing?!

FRANK

Thought I’d take a look about.

DANIEL

Was gone two minutes!

DANIEL catches his breath.

DANIEL

Can’t just... go off!

FRANK shows no reaction. He continues staring off ahead of him. He 
finally looks at DANIEL.

FRANK

Did you fetch me a tea?

DANIEL

It’s... back at the... bench.

DANIEL puts his hands on his sides and closes his eyes still catching 
his breath. DANIEL shakes his head astonished by his father’s self-
ishness but as he opens his eyes FRANK is already wheeling himself 
back to the bench. DANIEL pauses a second before ‘dutifully’ follows.

INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

Deep in the night. DANIEL has fallen asleep at the table. He has 
been trying to mend the Super 8 projector again.

EXT. SEASIDE HOUSE - DAY

Rapid brief flashes of DANIEL’S GRANDMOTHER bouncing a weep-
ing YOUNG DANIEL in her arms as she stands outside in her garden. 
The crystal duck doesn’t seem to be working this time, no matter 
how much she dangles it in his crying face. The images become 
blocked by bright sunlight.

DANIEL’S Grandmother lets DANIEL to fall from her lap, as she 
reaches for the glass framed photo of DANIEL’S Mother as it flips 
over and over in the air.

INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

Early evening. DANIEL opens the front door. PETER is standing on 
the step. PETER does his best to smile convincingly but obviously 
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wishing to be somewhere else. DANIEL beams at him.

DANIEL

You came? So good to see you!

PETER attempts a smile but stiffens as DANIEL hugs him.

PETER

Well you know... fiftieth voice mail a charm..

DANIEL fails to let PETER’S sarcasm spoil his gratitude. PETER peels 
himself free and walks inside.

DANIEL

Yes, sorry - wasn’t sure you were getting
my messages..

PETER

(to Frank) 
Hello.

FRANK is watching TV and ignores PETER. PETER takes his coat off, 
DANIEL immediately takes it from him and hangs it over the arm of 
the sofa.

DANIEL

Dad, this is Peter.

FRANK barely looks up.

FRANK

Evening.

FRANK returns to watching TV.

DANIEL and PETER glance at each other.

PETER

(almost to himself)
Great.

INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

Later. PETER and FRANK are sitting at the dining table. DANIEL 
places plates in front of them.

DANIEL

Help yourself to everything.

DANIEL collects his plate and joins them at the dining table. FRANK 
pulls the potatoes toward himself. PETER is about to push them 
nearer to FRANK but receives a glare.

FRANK

I can manage.

PETER

Of course.

PETER glances at DANIEL who smiles a brief apology.

DANIEL

I cut up your chicken.

FRANK

Great, tell everyone I’m a spastic, why not?

DANIEL clenches his jaw.

PETER

This looks good.

PETER smiles at DANIEL in solidarity.

All begin to eat. FRANK reaches for both the knife and fork, but 
settles for just holding the fork in his left hand. DANIEL pretends 
not to notice.

DANIEL

How’s work?

PETER

Busy -

FRANK interrupts PETER.

FRANK

How much you make, in a year? How much money?

PETER looks at FRANK then to DANIEL, not really knowing what to 
say.

DANIEL

Don’t think it’s our business -

FRANK

More than him, I bet. All day in that shop
- selling seeds and shit.

DANIEL

Organic food.

FRANK

Pulses - that’s what they call ‘em, and,
what is it - Mung Beans?

FRANK winks at PETER.

FRANK

I know all the lingo. Gives me wind all
that whole food shit. Woo! Right stinkers!

DANIEL rolls his eyes as FRANK laughs.

PETER

..I.. do okay..

PETER knows FRANK is no longer listening preferring to enjoy and 
smirk at DANIEL’S embarrassment.

FRANK

Must play havoc with you lot.

PETER and DANIEL look at FRANK with suspicious confusion.

FRANK addresses DANIEL as he continues.

FRANK

Especially you, being on the bottom and all.

DANIEL frowns, afraid where his father’s sentence may end.

FRANK

When he’s.. doing you - you’re the girl
right? He’s on top?

DANIEL begins to fume. DANIEL

Shut up.
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FRANK looks to PETER.

FRANK

Don’t tell me you’re the girl? Didn’t think
you had it in you - ha! Get it?! ‘in you’..

DANIEL stands up, furious!

DANIEL

Shut your filthy mouth..!

DANIEL stops himself, FRANK stares at him defiantly and they hold 
each other’s stare several moments.

PETER

Don’t rise to it, Daniel. Your father’s
just testing you.

FRANK lifts up his fork and holds it like a microphone.

FRANK

Testing, 1,2,3.

DANIEL breathes shallowly, keeping his temper but unable to look 
at either his father or PETER.

PETER

I’m...calling it a night.

FRANK hides his smirk.

DANIEL

What?

PETER stands. FRANK begins to eat again, but PETER places his hand 
on his arm, preventing FRANK’S fork entering his mouth.

PETER

Frank, do us a favour. When you’re capable
of being civilised enough to receive

company, let us know. Yes?

PETER locks FRANK’S stare a moment. FRANK’S smirk immediately 
fades.

PETER lets FRANK’S arm go. DANIEL looks nervously at his father and

PETER.

DANIEL I’ll... walk you to the car.

EXT. DANIEL’S STREET - NIGHT

PETER and DANIEL walk down the street together towards Peter’s 
car.

PETER

Sorry, shouldn’t have said that to your
father. Didn’t care to watch him...

embarrass you like that.

DANIEL

No, he needed telling.

PETER

Probably made it worse now, though.

DANIEL

How can it get any worse?

PETER smiles sympathy and rubs DANIEL’S arm.

DANIEL

I swear... He’ll push me..

PETER and DANIEL stop at the car. PETER is guilty about leaving 
DANIEL.

DANIEL

Driving me round the bend.

PETER opens the car door.

PETER

Well, I doubt I’ll be welcome in your place
for a while, but I’m on the end of the

phone.

DANIEL

(depressed)
Just want a... decent relationship.

PETER pauses at what DANIEL has said and how it could be under-
stood in more than one way.

PETER

You will - once he settles in. Your father
just needs to get used to all these

changes. It’ll get better. It will.

DANIEL takes a deep breath, fighting tears. PETER gives DANIEL a 
quick awkward hug, gets in his car then drives off.

DANIEL turns to the direction of the house pausing a moment 
before walking back to the flat. The street light flickers as DANIEL 
looks at it, he shudders and continues walking.

INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

Middle of the night. DANIEL is woken again by FRANK shouting.

FRANK (OOV)

Daniel! Dan! Dan!

DANIEL sits up half asleep, unsure why he’s awake.

FRANK (OOV)

Daniel!

DANIEL

Yes! All right.

DANIEL throws back the covers and heads for FRANK’S room.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

DANIEL and FRANK are once more in the bathroom. FRANK again 
stood half naked at the sink. DANIEL sponges FRANK’S legs.

DANIEL

The door was open...

FRANK

Still too dark.

DANIEL

Then leave the light on.

FRANK

I can’t sleep with the light on.

DANIEL rubs his forehead, fighting tiredness.
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DANIEL

Dad... it’s three in the morning.

DANIEL struggles to stay alert.

DANIEL

What do you need? What will help you... not...

FRANK

Piss myself?

DANIEL

- piss yourself..

FRANK

Leave the light on - don’t you listen?

DANIEL decides not to argue.

DANIEL

I’ll leave it on.

DANIEL begins to sponge FRANK’S crotch. FRANK hits DANIEL’S arm 
away.

DANIEL

You’re too slow...

FRANK

Off! Wipe my own bollocks thank you! Fetch my jamas.

DANIEL

You don’t have any left! The others are
still damp from last time...

FRANK

Well what am I supposed to bloody wear?!

DANIEL loses his temper momentarily.

DANIEL

I don’t know! Should have thought about
that before you pissed all over these ones!

FRANK clips DANIEL around the back of the head.

FRANK

I’m still your bloody father!

DANIEL

And I’m still wiping the piss off your legs!

DANIEL punches FRANK on the thigh.

FRANK takes another swipe at the back of DANIEL’S head.

DANIEL stands up to face FRANK.

DANIEL

I swear...

FRANK

(laughing cynically)
What you gonna do? Swing your handbag at me?

DANIEL sticks his index finger right in FRANK’S face.

FRANK slaps DANIEL’S face, though it’s unclear whether he aimed 
at his finger and got too close. FRANK is shocked at what he just did 
His voice isn’t as certain as before.

FRANK

Point your fucking... finger at me...

DANIEL is shocked. After a moment, he reaches for the towel, wipes 
his hands then hands the towel to FRANK. DANIEL dismisses FRANK 
with a cold stare then leaves the room.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

Late afternoon. FRANK is sitting at the dining table, the NURSE sits 
near him. She has a note pad next to her large battered leather bag 
on the table.

DANIEL stands behind her, watching her proceed with some simple 
physiotherapy. DANIEL leans in - not because he’s interested in her 
massage, but because he can see through her glasses - he moves his 
head up and down watching FRANK’S face blur and distort through 
the thick spectacle glass.

The NURSE senses DANIEL’S movements and looks behind her to see 
what he’s doing, DANIEL quickly stops bobbing. FRANK rolls his eyes 
at DANIEL.

The NURSE writes her findings on her pad pushing her thick heavy 
spectacles back up her nose. Her eyes immediately getting larger.

NURSE

Fine. Now your right hand please.

She holds out her left hand for FRANK to grip.

NURSE

Nice and tight.

FRANK takes her left hand in his right and grips.

NURSE

Tighter, tight as you can.

She lets go of FRANK’S hand and writes more notes.

NURSE

And how about something smaller?
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She hands him her pen. FRANK grips it concentrating on the task.

NURSE

Can you write your name for me?

She pushes a fresh page on her pad toward him. FRANK concen-
trates again as his hand holding the pen moves toward the paper. 
DANIEL and the NURSE watch him closely. The pen suddenly slips 
from FRANK’S grip.

FRANK

Bollocks.

NURSE

It’s fine, not to worry, all takes time.
Baby steps remember.

She writes some more and continues.

NURSE

And how are things here, at home?

The NURSE looks up at them both, pushing her glasses up her nose, 
her eyes enlarging once more.

FRANK

Oh, they’re super. Aren’t they Dan?

FRANK half sneers at DANIEL.

FRANK

Shall I tell her what happened last night?

DANIEL’S eyes widen. The NURSE looks inquisitively at them both.

FRANK’S eyes fix on DANIEL.

FRANK

We had Dan’s friend over for dinner. Dan
had to cut my meat though. Isn’t that right Dan?

DANIEL lets out a relieved breath, glad that FRANK hasn’t elabo-
rated further.

DANIEL

Yes. We -

NURSE

- Good-good. New people, stimulating
conversation. Good.

DANIEL and FRANK stare at each other, ignoring the NURSE.

The NURSE stands and retrieves a plastic apron from her bag.

NURSE

Okay, how’s your legs? Ready for some
hydrotherapy?

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

FRANK is in a warm bath, wearing just a vest and underpants. The 
NURSE is at the tap end of the bath, with one of FRANK’S feet in her 
hands.

DANIEL stands at the door watching. The NURSE slowly pushes 
FRANK’S foot back to extend his Achilles tendon, bending his leg at 
the knee at the same time.

NURSE

(to Daniel)

Ideally, you would be doing this every day,
but a few times a week should be fine - no

less though, please. This is excellent for
stretching the muscles and keeping good

healthy circulation.

The NURSE swaps legs and continues. FRANK winces occasionally, 
but doesn’t complain. The NURSE turns back to FRANK and smiles 
widely.

DANIEL yawns irritating FRANK.

The NURSE puts down FRANK’S leg and turns to pick up a towel 
behind her. As she bends her behind ends up close to FRANK’S 
head and shoulders, her skirt has risen up to expose the back of her 
ample thighs.

FRANK takes one more look at DANIEL’S bored expression and in 
a split second thrusts his wet hand between the NURSE’S large 
thighs.

The NURSE screams out with shock as FRANK’S hand goes even 
higher right to the top of her inner thighs and into her underwear 
preventing her from escaping FRANK’S hand.

DANIEL is immediately ‘back in the room’ and grabs the NURSE, pull-
ing her ‘off’ FRANK’S hand. She is shocked and completely flustered 
with embarrassment. DANIEL is furious as FRANK laughs out loud.

DANIEL

Jesus Christ!

The bright red and flustered NURSE hurries to gather her belong-
ings.

NURSE

I...just going to... Where’s... Something I
need - in my bag - in the other room.

The NURSE hurries from the bathroom. DANIEL pauses to fume at 
his father who stares defiantly back. FRANK looks at his hand sniffs 
and his fingers before rinsing them in the bath water. DANIEL - now 
even more furiously disgusted - leaves the bathroom.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
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The NURSE is at the front door pulling on her coat, fiddling with 
her glasses and her gusset. She smiles apologetically still bright red 
with embarrassment, eager to get away.

NURSE

Look at the time - it’s so late!

DANIEL spots the NURSE checking the time on the wrong watch-
less wrist feeling so ashamed of FRANK.

DANIEL

Oh my God..! I don’t know what to say -

NURSE

I’ll be back in a few days. Bye now.
 Yes - yes! So late!

The NURSE hurries away leaving the door open behind her.

DANIEL is lost for words and remains hanging his head in the open 
doorway.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

FRANK hears the front door slamming. DANIEL appears in the bath-
room doorway. His face is cold and hard as he looks at FRANK who 
is still in the bath having forgotten all about the NURSE and just 
wants to get out of the water.

DANIEL

You disgusting, ridiculous -

FRANK

Shut your whining and get me out of this
bath. Arse like a fucking prune..

DANIEL

I can’t believe -

FRANK

...so, I put my hand up in her pants -

DANIEL

What possessed you...

FRANK

She loved it - not had a finger in her
crack for years, I bet.

DANIEL

...you’re a pig...

FRANK

Get me out of this fucking bath!

DANIEL moves closer to the bath and grabs one of FRANK’S ankles.

DANIEL

You’re a fucking disgusting ..

FRANK

Get off my ankle!

DANIEL pulls FRANK’S ankle up out of the bath, FRANK slips a few 
inches into the water.

DANIEL

... a pig, Dad...

FRANK

You’re pulling!

DANIEL holds out his hand for FRANK to grab.

DANIEL

Here, take my hand.

DANIEL doesn’t take FRANK’S hand and instead grabs the other 
ankle and FRANK slides even further into the water.

FRANK panics and reaches for the sides of the bath to stop himself 
sliding, but his hands are too wet to grip. FRANK’S face submerges 
in the water.

DANIEL is momentarily curious at how different his father’s face 
looks under water. FRANK’S face distorts, his eyes wide and wild, his 
shouts inaudible under water. DANIEL keeps his grip on FRANK’S 
ankles, curious as to why the bubbles don’t release the sound when 
they pop on the surface..

DANIEL suddenly returns to the moment and lets go of FRANK’S 
ankles.

DANIEL gasps.

	 DANIEL

Here, take my hand.

DANIEL holds out his hand again for FRANK to grab.

FRANK returns to the surface coughing and spluttering. He catches 
his breath and stares incredulous at DANIEL, who stares wide-eyed 
and shocked back at him.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

From outside the bathroom there is silence.

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

Late morning. DANIEL is putting away crockery from the drainer.

DANIEL stops still. He stares at the water in the sink watching as it 
settles and his reflection becomes clearer. DANIEL suddenly spots 
another reflection in the water - its his own face again, eyes red and 
tearful - he quickly turns to see FRANK at the bedroom door on the 
other side of the room. DANIEL looks at his father, still confused by 
the brief images reflected in the water a moment ago.

FRANK closes the bedroom door and enters the sitting room, he 
looks at DANIEL but immediately looks away.

FRANK nears the kitchen. DANIEL senses FRANK approaching and 
decides to leave the kitchen. FRANK looks to DANIEL as he squeezes 
past him but DANIEL doesn’t acknowledge him.

DANIEL hears FRANK fill the kettle. DANIEL returns to the kitchen.

DANIEL stands behind his father but then notices FRANK only 
preparing tea for one and his sympathy wanes. FRANK doesn’t look 
at DANIEL despite his close proximity. DANIEL loses patience and 
leaves the kitchen.

DANIEL puts on his coat and takes another look at FRANK now tak-
ing down one single bowl from the cupboard together with a box 
of cereal.

DANIEL shakes his head as FRANK retrieves one spoon from the 
draw, annoyed by the selfishness of his father.

DANIEL looks at the crystal duck lying flat, having obviously been 
knocked over again.
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The kettle boils and clicks off as DANIEL snatches the door open to 
leave the flat.

EXT. TOP OF THE STEPS OUTSIDE THE FLAT.

DANIEL slams the door behind him. A woman with her dog looks up 
at DANIEL from the other side of the street. DANIEL looks at her and 
she smiles as she and her dog continue down the street.

INT. CAFE - DAY

DANIEL sits inside a local cafe moving a bacon sandwich on his 
plate. He sips his coffee slowly, staring into space out the window, 
the rain blurring his view to the street.

DANIEL pulls out his mobile, he brings up PETER’S number and 
presses ‘dial’. The phone rings but there is no reply. DANIEL returns 
the mobile to his pocket.

DANIEL immediately retrieves his mobile pressing redial. When the 
answer phone message ends DANIEL puts on smile and is about to 
speak but changes his mind and clears the call.

DANIEL sits staring at his phone. The rain pelts down outside.

To be continued...
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NATURE
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Nature
Bucolic
Camping
Landscape
Great Outdoors
Outside
Farms
Wild
Trees
Hills
Mountains
Gardens
Weather

Issue No. 2 of Mascular Magazine will have a theme. We are asking photographers, writers, 
designers, architects, musicians, sculptors, poets - artists of all kind to consider their natural 
surroundings. How does the natural world influence your work? In what ways do today’s artists 
engage with the natural world? Let’s explore.

If you are interested in contributing to Issue No. 2, please contact Mascular Magazine at:
submissions@mascularmagazine.com 
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