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“Caught Short” Wordpress Portfolio Sample

ACT 1, SCENE 1

An office and external corridor, a University department building. A 
Professor's study- bookshelves full of books, a  battered old desk with the 
commodities of an academic, an old sofa and a chair. Slightly out of place is a 
well-used ashtray. 

DARKNESS. It is around dawn, and the lights are off. SAM and SOPHIE are 
silhouetted in the room, sitting on the floor against the sofa. They are covered 
by a blanket, or drape.

SOPHIE: [Sighs] I think the Appalachians were best. It was one of the most 

beautiful places I've ever seen; you could walk for miles and just see the same, 

beautiful things. Sam? Sam, don't go to sleep on me now. Sam!

She nudges SAM with a little force. He jerks awake.

SAM: No, m'not 'sleep... sounds lovely. [groans a little and adjusts his 

position] where d'you say again? 

 

SOPHIE: The Appalachians, Sam. Christ, you don't listen, do you? 

SAM: I try.

SOPHIE hits him with a cushion.

SOPHIE: I've told you about the Appalachians loads of times. Even if you only 

ever make fun of my gap year. 

SAM: Oh yeah, the old gap yah. You put the world in a photo album and 

shamelessly reminisce about it. Digital camera; expensive. The guided tour; even 

more expensive, nostalgia pre-packaged and delivered to the door; priceless.

SOPHIE: Hey, shut up. I earned that nostalgia. So what if I'm not old enough to 

appreciate it? I've got the rest of my life to do that.

SAM: Who said age and perspective came together?

SOPHIE shuffles up closer to him

SOPHIE: Don't say that-
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SAM: I worked in a factory when I left school. Dog Food. Monday to Friday I was 

on a mixing vat, stirring this disgusting, stinking vat of boiled animals. I 

wouldn't have used it for fertiliser, let alone give it to a dog. 

SOPHIE: But it funded all that travel. All those stories.

SAM: It was a glorified holiday. Three months trying to convince myself that 

there was more to it than stories.

SOPHIE: How can you say that? All the world to see, all those experiences.

SAM: Experiences? Drugs, sex, money, careers... you have them then you don't. 

They're all “experiences”.

SOPHIE: Travelling, exploring?

SAM: Getting lost, getting stuck and getting a bite-sized dinner-time anecdote 

as a reward.

SOPHIE: [A little put out] That's not fair. You said its about getting lost, 

when you're out of your depth and too young to really understand what's going on 

around you, but you know its something special...

SAM: Maybe that's what yours was like. Mine wasn't-

SOPHIE manoeuvres SAM so he's on his back. She leans over him. 

SOPHIE: You're in denial. You're enjoying yourself.

SAM: No I'm not.

SOPHIE: Definitely.

SAM: Absolutely not. 

SOPHIE kisses SAM. She gets up and wanders across the room. She picks up SAM's 

shirt and puts it on.
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Pause.

SAM: It's getting light.

SOPHIE: Bit late for that.

SAM: Soph- [BEAT. In this moment SAM starts up, as SOPHIE turns on a corner 

lamp. For the first time, we can see the pair clearly and we realise there is a 

discrepancy in their age.] I'm 39 years old. I can be as old, young, rough or 

charming as you like, I can spend the whole night with a beautiful woman and 

exhaust and excite her like no one else in the world can, but I need to sleep 

before I stand up in front of the rest of her class and lecture them for an 

hour. 

SOPHIE looks at him, coquettish, slowly buttoning up his shirt. 

SAM [CONT]: [Pulling his trousers on as he speaks] Look, as lovely as it would 

be for me to open the doors wearing your blouse and inviting the rest of the 

staff to meet my full time student and part-time resident, the only place they 

expect to see you is in their lectures. So please, go home and I'll see you 

tonight. OK?

SAM makes to empty the ashtray. SOPHIE drapes herself across him. The intimacy 

steadily ramps up. Outside in the corridor, the light flickers on. ENTER ZELMAN, 

looking tired and harassed.

SOPHIE: You should smoke less of that. It messes with your head, you know.

SAM: Its the secret to my success. You can lecture me when you're my age. 

SOPHIE: Packing me off when I'm in your way, Dr Peith. That's not very charming, 

is it?

SAM: What did I ever know about charm? 

ZELMAN goes into his office.

SOPHIE: You've lost whatever you had.
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SAM: I've still got it.

SOPHIE: I'm not sure you do...

ZELMAN sees the light from under the door.

SAM murmurs an acknowledgement, otherwise occupied.

Before he can finish, ZELMAN knocks and walks straight into the room. It's hard 

to tell which of the three is most surprised.  SAM almost manages to take the 

moment in his stride, until SOPHIE gives a tiny shriek and dives onto the sofa 

out of sight of her professor, taking SAM with her.

ZELMAN: [As he marches through the door] Sam, you're in early too, I thought it 

was just me with marking left...

SAM: Zelma-! [knocked onto the sofa]

SOPHIE: [muffled] Fuck!

ZELMAN: Err... [gulps] Balls. Shall I just... [He motions towards the door]

SAM: No, no, its quite alright. We were just, um, packing up.

SOPHIE has rolled onto the floor, nodding furiously, looking for her jeans. She 

rushes around getting dressed as fast as possible, doing her best not to look at 

anyone.

SOPHIE: [under her breath] Yes, yes, yes, Sorry Professor Zelman, don't mind 

me...

ZELMAN: Erm, its Miss Tapping, isn't it? 

SOPHIE: No!

ZELMAN: Aren't you in my Wednesday lecture?

SOPHIE makes a non-committal, wordless affirmation. Snatches up her bag, still 

wearing SAM's large shirt.

SAM: ...maybe she is, maybe she isn't. Anyway, we've just finished our catch-up 



CAUGHT SHORT [WORDPRESS PORTFOLIO SAMPLE] – © GEORGE MAGNER 2012

session, now she's off to get some reading done before her lecture. Bubye 

Sophie, remember to go over chapter 8!

SOPHIE darts a look at SAM, EXITS as fast as she can. ZELMAN and SAM are left 

standing in the middle of the room, trying to casually eye each other up. 

SAM [CONT]: Did that sound as ridiculous as I think it did?

ZELMAN: I think so. 

SAM: Jesus, Aaron, does nobody ever knock?

ZELMAN: You always tell people to come straight in. Haven't you read your door 

recently? [ZELMAN indicates SAM's open door, which has a sign on the outside: 

“Either come straight in or don't bother”]

SAM: You know that's for those department idiots who can't open a door without 

permission. What're you doing here, anyway?

ZELMAN: I told you, I had some marking to do.

SAM: What's wrong with marking at home? At a normal time?

ZELMAN: Its just... I don't get enough done...

SAM: C'mon, Zelman, if you frustrate your wife any more she's going to leave 

you.

ZELMAN: Shut up, Sam, that's not going to happen. If anyone's leaving its me. 

SAM: Don't beat yourself up too much, Zel. Her libido's probably in its twilight 

years, too.

ZELMAN: Sam! Don't be such a child, you know what her temper's like. Anyway, 

stop trying to distract me. Why was there a student in your office?

SAM has started looking for the rest of his clothes.

SAM: This is a university, Aaron. There are lots of students here.
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ZELMAN: Not at 6 in the morning! Not wearing clothes like that-

SAM: Most of them probably are. Well, the pretty ones, at least.

ZELMAN: Not in their tutor's study, with nothing else but said tutor's eyes on 

them! Were you...

SAM: No, Zelman, we were discussing the finer points of international travel.

ZELMAN: Don't take the piss.

SAM: What? We were. 

ZELMAN breaks off, exasperated. SAM turns away, trying to button up SOPHIE's 

abandoned blouse.

ZELMAN: [Makes a nasal, protesting groan], Sam. You can't do that. 

SAM: [Struggling with the blouse] Yes I can, I just need it to button up.

ZELMAN: It? She's a person, Sam, not a thing. And how are you going get her to 

“button up”, gag her?

SAM: Gottit.

ZELMAN: Christ, Sam.

SAM: She took my shirt, didn't she?

ZELMAN: Looks like it.

Pause. ZELMAN goes to sit on the sofa. SAM is rooting around for another shirt.

SAM: Careful where you sit. I'm going to have to clean up later.

ZELMAN has found the condom. Stares at his hand in horror.

ZELMAN: Sam, how long have you and Miss Tapping been... liaising?
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SAM: A little while.

ZELMAN: That's not an answer, that's what I'd say if I was an adulterer. Or a 

liar. 

SAM: Come on, I'm not an liar...

ZELMAN: No, you're on the road to professorship, which means are very good at 

projecting your opinions in little memorable soundbites to an people who will 

believe anything you say.

SAM: You make me sound like an MP.

ZELMAN: What's the difference? We're politicians with a captive audience. You 

cannot afford to get caught short. They'll have your head.

SAM pauses. 

SAM: Fair enough. 

ZELMAN: {Beat] ...So?!

SAM: [Off-handedly] She started trying to get my attention after lectures at the 

start of term. I'd taken one of her tutorials last year so I stopped for a chat 

a couple of times. Stop staring at me like that. She's a second year, she knows 

me, and well, she has a thing for mature men.

ZELMAN [Splutters] Mature men? Sam, you're 40 going on 14. She's just 

susceptible to men in a mid-life crisis.

SAM: 39, actually. So why didn't she go for you then?

ZELMAN: [Proudly] I'm well past my mid-life crisis. I'm officially old now.

SAM: No wonder your wife is leaving.

ZELMAN: Sam, she's what, twenty? 
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ENTER MAGGIE into the corridor with cleaning equipment. She notices the voices, 

suddenly on alert. She quietly moves to the door.

SAM: You bet, you sly fox. 

ZELMAN: She's young, vaguely clever and reasonably attractive.

Maggie appears at the door.

MAGGIE: Oh boys, don't flatter me too much. I might not be able to finish my 

rounds. [SAM and ZELMAN whip around] nice blouse, Sam. Has that bird of yours 

started building a nest?

SAM: [Under his breath] Bugger. [To Maggie] You haven't seen her around here, 

have you?

ZELMAN: Hang on, how long as she known?

MAGGIE: Come on, you two are supposed to be the clever ones around here. I've 

been cleaning up your mess for weeks, Sam. I know your tricks, and I know when 

my toy boy is playing away.

ZELMAN: Oh, not her as well...

SAM: No! Jesus!

MAGGIE: [Cackles] I've got your back, Sammy-boy. Just don't leave your johnnies 

lying around next time, there's only so much rubber a girl can deal with. See 

you later, boys!

MAGGIE wanders off on her rounds, laughing away. ZELMAN looks mortified, SAM 

almost wistfully admiring.

SAM: What a girl.

ZELMAN: [Eyebrow raised] Almost as good a catch as your kiddy-fiddling charge.

SAM: Come on, Aaron, credit where credit's due.
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ZELMAN: OK, she's... nice, and all, but she's still basically a kid!

SAM: Don't be such a prude. She's young, fit, and she wants an older guy.

ZELMAN: you're not just an older guy, though. You're 39, you're a senior 

lecturer on the cusp of professorship and you're fucking a student! 

SAM: Now, that's just rude.

ZELMAN: I'm serious! You can't give her what she wants.

SAM: What's that? 

ZELMAN: [Throws his hands in the air] I don't know, Romantic meals? Poetry?

SAM: Zelman, were you ever a student? I'll tell you exactly what students want; 

sex, attention and good marks. I can give her all three.  

ZELMAN: You didn't just say that, did you? Let me tell you something, Samuel. If 

you screw her around, she'll screw you over. If you devote all your attention to 

her, she'll disappoint you. And if you do anything to her grades, you'll never 

teach again. 

SAM: Aaron, I've got it under control. 

ZELMAN turns to leave, rubbing his eyes. 

SAM [CONT]: By the way, can I borrow a shirt?

EXIT SAM and ZELMAN 


