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CATHY 

I want to know more about the tipping point, that moment where you chose this research 
over anything else. All those possibilities, and you went for this. I've done some research. 

You're being paid less than you could be in R&D in a large firm, say a car manufacturer. So 

what's the draw? 

BEN 

I suppose - it's more challenging for one thing, but mostly. Mostly it was David, and the 

passion he had for ending climate change. 

CATHY 

He was like a mentor to you? 

She leans in, prompting, catching onto that same quality to BEN's voice there was when he 
last spoke of David - hesitant, and almost wistful. 

BEN pauses for a moment, and takes a long look at her. He bites his lip in indecision before 
speaking. 

BEN 

No, he was nothing like that. I - I loved him. I still do. Actually, I hoped you might mention 

his name in the article. He's quite likely to see it that way, and I need him to see. 

CATHY 

Of course I can, but - 

BEN 

We ended badly, and I miss him, and I want to reach out. 

CATHY frowns, but does not question it. 

BEN 

Have you ever loved someone like that? So much, so strong that you cannot love anyone 
else, even though you try so hard to forget? 

CATHY 

No, never. I wish - 

BEN 

Don't. Don't ever wish it. They leave you. And then they're gone and you're ruined for the 

world. 



CATHY 

So what do you hope for, from this? From David? 

BEN 

I don't know. I want him to still love me, of course, but I don't know if he could. I suppose I 

just want him to know. Because in a way, this is all for him. 

CATHY 

What do you mean? 

BEN 

He used to tease me, all the time. About how useless he thought my research was. But 

there was more to it than that; he always believed that science had a kind of duty. To help 

people. To further the world. He said he could never see particle physics doing that. I 

suppose it's part of the reason he left me. 

CATHY 

That's terrible. 

BEN 

But I suppose it's led me to focus on my work which, if we get the funding, will help protect 
the world. That's got to be good. 

CATHY 

I'm sure he'd be proud. What was he like? 

BEN 

He meant everything to me. He was always very earnest, very quiet. You couldn't really tell 

if he was having fun, until you tuned into him. I thought our first date was going 

spectacularly badly right up until the end. I was making these stupid jokes and 

complaining about my lab professors and he'd barely smile. Right up until the end when he 

told me he'd walk me home, and he took my hand, and he kissed me underneath the street 
lamp outside my house. That was back when I was an undergrad. I was in the final year of 

my degree, he'd just started his master’s. He looked at me like I'd unlocked something in 

him, something neither of us knew existed. He told me he wanted to see me again, and to 

fuck all that waiting two days nonsense, to just give him a call when I knew when I was 

next free. 

BEN stares into empty space, smiling at the memory. CATHY takes a few furious notes, then 

sets the pad aside to watch him, laying a hand on his arm when he doesn't break from his 
reverie. 

BEN 

Sorry, got a bit lost there. 

 



CATHY 

You really love him, don't you? Even though it must have been years. 

BEN 

Quiet - 

Yeah. 
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