
On The Other Shore
(Working Title)

Please use accompanying score for colour references.

A Daughter searches for her mother in a new city, with only her letters as guidance. 

London, winter. A busy, lonely city. No music.

A letter in a hand.

I will wait for you, in the gardens. Follow your heart my love.

A picture lies next to the letter showing a girl holding a cello, the same person as the DAUGHTER 
(25), who is holding the letter. She looks up, a young looking girl with a face a quiet determination. 
She peers down the street, a grey, lonely road, people rushing past, ignoring her as they slyly 
knock her and push past. She stuffs the letter and picture into her bag, which is already full of 
letters, and moves off down the road, sticking close to the wall, out of the way of the people 
walking past.  

The MOTHER (50) sits on a bench in a small, gated park, looking from side to side, gate to gate, 
waiting hopefully. She is hopeful yet filled with sadness. People stare and judge as they walk past, 
this woman alone on a bench, looking around herself, gate to gate. Each time a new person enters 
the garden, a sense of possibility arises in her face but it always ends in disappointment. 

A CELLIST (30) sit’s against a brick wall on a small, quiet street, playing the music that we hear, 
deeply involved in every note. 

The Daughter moves over to a street map, studying it, removing letters from her bag, trying to 
match words to locations. Street names pop up in letters, she checks the map to try to find them 
but she struggles. A new city, a new language. She moves over to passers-by, gesturing to them 
for help but none stop, they continue on, moving quickly past her.

The Mother continues to sit on the bench, watching every person through the gates, a renewed 
sense of disappointment each time, as the Cellist continues to play on the street, totally involved in 
the music.

The Daughter is staring at the map, tracing her finger along it, checking each of the green space 
for anything from the letters. She looks round, up and down to road, no sign of anything. She’s lost 
hope, stuck with how to move forward. A WOMAN walk past, the Daughter swings round, looking 
with an increasingly hopefully face at the back of a dark haired woman, similar to the Mother’s. She 
lunges forward, grabbing the Woman’s shoulder, who turns but it’s not who she was looking for. 
She gestures an apology and slumps down on nearby step, head down. The Cellist plays on 
passionately. 

A gust of wind rushes past the Daughter, who’s head pops up, her ears pricked. She has heard 
something. She gets up, turning from left to right, listening around for what she heard. Again, she 
hears it and starts to move off down the street, increasing in speed and urgency with every step, 
constantly listening out. 

The Mother looks round one last time before she slowly gets up, shuffling herself off, away from 
the bench and towards the exit of the gardens. 

The Daughter has started to jog, round a corner, quickening with every step, and down a road, the 
clarity of what she hears clearly increasing. 



The Mother makes it to the gate and looks back, round the gardens, one last time. No one she 
recognises. She turns away and moves through the gate, once again alone. 

The Daughter is running now, round the end of the road, onto the street where the Cellist is 
playing. She stops, sees the cellist, smiles, before continuing off down the street, seeing a 
collection of trees and shrubs pocking out at the end of the road. 

The Cellist looks up for the first time to watch her go past. A small smile.

The Mother reaches a junction outside the park, it’s a red signal. She stops and waits.

The Daughter keeps going, trying to reach the end of the street as quickly as possible, straining 
her neck to see any sign of someone she knows. 

The lights change and the Mother starts to cross the road, the opposite side to where the Daughter 
has now appeared. She sees her mother on the crossing across the traffic and cries out to her.

The Mother turns, sees her daughter and shouts out with happiness as they stare at each other, 
frozen in the moment of joy. 

The Mother:

A woman in her 50’s, who migrated to London some years ago, leaving most of her family, 
including her daughter, behind her. She sent letters back to her over the years, describing the city 
and the place where they will eventually meet, once her daughter has made the journey they have 
always talked about.

The Daughter:

A younger woman in her 20’s, having recently made the journey to London to be with her mother. 
She only has her mothers letters as guidance and she knows no one or nothing of the city, only 
that she must get to the park her mother described to her so that they can once agin be together. 
She looks tired, wary after her long journey, her clothes slightly torn. She is frightened of the new 
city, apprehensive yet for her, the reward is worth her effort. 


