
Letters To Sparkle 
A short duologue by Paul Richards  

 

 

*** 

 

Sparkle, 20’s, artistic and charming, stands in one 

corner of the room. 

 

At the other end, Kevin, 20’s, scruffy, stands. 

 

In the middle of the room there is a chair, and a 

blanket. 

 

 

KEVIN:  

January 15th 2005, lunchtime. Hi Sparkle, how are you? Just 

thought I’d say hi, I know it’s been a while but you know, 

just wanted to see how you are, how’s life at University 

treating you? I trust all is well. Let me know how you’re 

doing. (pause) Please. All is okay here, now working for a 

national administration company doing all sorts of boring 

paper work stuff, guess it pays the bills. Anyway, won’t 

ramble too much as it’s lunch and I’ve got a lovely pork pie 

to eat. With a bag of crisps. And a can of lemonade. And some 

dips. Got to go, hope to hear from you soon, your friend, 

Kevin. 

 

SPARKLE:  

January 22nd 2005, a week later, evening. Kevin! Hi! Hey ho, 

it’s been too long! Lovely to hear from you (Kevin wriggles 

with excitement), how’s things with the job? Hope you enjoyed 

your lunch. All is brilliant here thanks, having a crazy time, 

such lovely people, can’t stress how much I’m enjoying myself 

here. Working a bit too hard but that’s art for you I guess. 

Looks like I’m going to be an art teacher! Well, that’s the 

plan at least. Anyway, keep in touch, regards to your family 

and hope to hear a full update from the world of Kevin very 

soon. Love, Sparkle. 

 

KEVIN:  

January 22nd 2005, ten minutes later. Hey! Always nice to hear 

your voice. Even if it’s just in an email. You know I can just 

kind of tell that this is you, you know. If you even sent 

letters to me in the post I’d bet they’d smell of perfume. 

Alas, when letters are sent via the electronic form you can’t 

really smell them. Well, you could, but my parents would be a 

bit concerned with me if I started smelling the PC monitor. 

And if I printed them out I’d get ink on my face because I’ve 

got cheap cartridges and I bought three for twelve pounds. I 

guess I could print them out, leave them in a hot room for an 

hour, then squirt something nice, like deodorant, over them. 

And then smell it, and read it, as if we were war-time lovers, 

sending letters to each other to keep our spirits up. (pause) 

I’m still single. But hey, you know, plenty of fish in the sea 



and one of these days I may even learn to swim so I can get 

right in there and go for it without the fear of drowning. How 

are you anyway? Sorry to ramble all along about me, me, me. 

Glad University is good for you, don’t have too much fun now 

or I’ll come to get you! Just a joke. All okay here, I had a 

mini exhibition of my art the other day which was nice, nice 

to get some exposure at least. And I fell asleep at work, but 

you know, that could happen anytime! When I was working with 

Colin at his office I could get away with it, but I guess when 

you fall off your chair the noise of the wheels hurtling in 

the other direction and into the filing cabinet can sometimes 

alert people to the fact you’re just not at your best. Anyway, 

it's getting late now so will call it a night. Sleep well, and 

really hope to hear from you soon. Take good care, Kevin. 

 

SPARKLE: 

February 11th 2005, evening. Hey! Howdy! Sorry for the late 

reply, been so busy here, it’s been like a party a night since 

I joined. Drinking lots of black coffee! Wow, where was your 

exhibition? That’s brilliant news, hope it all went well? I’m 

not sure I understand your thing about the smelly letters, but 

I’m sure it all makes perfect sense in Kevin-land so I don’t 

mind. Nice to know you’re keeping well after everything that 

happened on your birthday last year. (long pause) Anyway, 

Eastenders about to start and you know how much I love my 

Eastenders! Hope to hear from you soon, love, Sparkle. 

 

KEVIN:  

February 11th 2005, seven minutes later. Hey, as always a 

pleasure to hear from you. The exhibition wasn’t a huge 

success actually, I held it in my garage and we opened it to 

the general public. Only two people turned up to look at my 

paintings; our next door neighbour who said it looked like I 

just shat at the wall from a great height, and some guy who 

stole my dad’s tools. Still, it’s on the CV at least. (pause) 

I’m still single. I think I’ll be single forever. But mustn’t 

grumble. I’m sorry once again for what happened at my birthday 

last year, I probably didn’t apologise enough for what 

happened but, well I’m sorry. And I’ll do my best to apologise 

to your friends as well if I’m ever lucky enough to have the 

opportunity to meet them again. Anyway, let’s brush that one 

under the carpet if at all possible. I really hope it is, I 

mean, it was just alcohol, and some 70’s music. And an 

unwanted and perhaps unwarranted romantic gesture involving a 

pink cow. And those magic words, ‘what do you reckon?’. It 

wasn’t a proposal of marriage, I promise! I know that’s what 

it might have looked like but ‘what do you reckon’ could have 

been relating to anything, not just the two people on top of a 

wedding cake that was in the picture. I can see how this would 

have looked but…surely we can all forget about this and 

pretend it never happened? I’ve forgotten all about it 

already! Although I am very sorry, but I meant it, but…sorry, 

I won’t ever embarrass you again. All gone! Let’s not mention 

that sorry night in April ever again! All is okay here, went 

to a speed dating session the other night but all of the women 

there looked like elephants. None of them are a patch on you. 



(Sparkle’s head drops) Look, I was wondering, Sparkle. Would 

you like to be my guest at my work’s Christmas party this 

year? I know it’s only February but still, if you could let me 

know I’ll reserve your place. Full dinner, wine, the works. 

Anyway, off now to grow a beard, apparently that makes me look 

like a proper artist. Yesterday when I told a lady I like to 

paint she offered me twenty quid to paint her fence. I tried 

to retain my artistic integrity by painting a lovely picture 

of a sparrow of it, then she started crying, then her husband 

threatened me with a knife until I pained it all white. So 

yeah, a beard might give people the right impression to what 

kind of painter I actually am. Take great care and sorry again 

about my birthday, Kevin. 

 

SPARKLE:  

Late April 19th 2005, early evening. Hey Kevin, how are you? 

Sorry for the late reply, been so busy here. Just thought I’d 

say hi, so much to tell you but so little time! Just checking 

you’re okay, that’s all. Speak soon, Sparkle. 

 

KEVIN:  

Late April 19th 2005, three and a half minutes later. Hey 

Sparkle. Lovely, lovely, lovely as always to hear from you! 

What’s been keeping you so busy then? I’m intrigued. Look, I 

don’t mean to hassle but would you be interested in being my 

guest at my Christmas party? I know it’s a long way off yet 

but it’s not really when you think about it, 8 months is 

nothing in the high-speed world of filing legal documents. I’d 

really love it if you could join me? All exciting here, 

although I can’t specifically think why. Perhaps it’s because 

I just got an email from you! Only joking. (pause) I’m still 

single. Anyway, you sound busy so I’ll be a decent friend to 

you and let you get on with whatever it is that is making you 

so busy. Hope to hear from you soon, Kevin. 

 

Long pause. 

 

KEVIN:  

May 11th 2005, late afternoon. Hi Sparkle, it’s Kevin. How’s 

you? Hope all is well. Not going to mention it again but I’m 

now on the committee for the Christmas Ball, we’re looking to 

put on a band, and there’s even talk of it being themed, like 

James Bond, or something. Sounds fun. I suggested it should be 

skateboard stars of the late nineties, but nobody voted for 

that idea. People just don’t understand me. I think you 

understand me, don’t you? Even though we’ve not actually met 

for over a year. But I can just tell, by the tone of your 

emails that you understand me. You’re one of my only hopes in 

this horrid, culture-starved society, no pressure or anything 

but you really are! But seriously, no pressure. Anyway, I 

guess you’re busy, so won’t keep you. As much as I’d like to 

keep you, perhaps in a little cupboard or something. I’m not 

strange, or anything, that was just a joke. A bad joke, that 

must have looked weird. It wasn’t, I’m not. Shit, perhaps I 

should just start typing this again. But you know, I write as 

I talk, and I feel that’s the most natural way of doing 



things. I mean, Christ, if we could go back and delete 

everything that’s wrong that we say just after we said it and 

somehow have the ability to make sure the person you’ve just 

said it to has no recollection of it, then I’d probably never 

talk at all. I’m rambling now. Best get back to the beard 

growing. Really hope to see you soon, take care, Kevin.  

 

Long pause.  

 

KEVIN: 

July 6th, 2005, early evening. Hi Sparkle, it’s Kevin. Guess 

what, I’ve just got MSN! Fancy seeing you here, how are you? 

 

SPARKLE: 

July 6th 2005. Within ten minutes. Kevin! MSN’s such a small 

world. I’m okay thanks, how are you? 

 

KEVIN:  

July 6th 2005. Straight away. I’m brilliant thanks. Well, not 

much happening but you know…keep on keeping I guess. I hate 

that phrase actually. I thought you were ignoring me, you’d 

not replied for ages to my emails. Are you okay? 

 

SPARKLE: 

July 6th 2005. Ten minutes later. Hi Kevin. Of course I’ve not 

been ignoring you, silly! It’s just I’ve been really busy. 

Been on teacher training, been fun, kids are fun! (Kevin 

smiles proudly) In my spare time, whenever I do get any, I’ve 

been seeing my boyfriend Andy in Hampshire (Kevin is 

distraught). Anyway, must dash, have to be up early in the 

morning, going to try and master the underground for the first 

time in like…years! Have an appointment with my mentor at 

Kings Cross at 10am as well so thought I’d get a few hours in 

going around on trains and stuff, crazy I know! Sleep well, we 

can talk properly soon. 

 

KEVIN:  

July 6th 2005. Literally seconds later. Sparkle. Please don’t 

go offline, please, not yet. I need to talk to you.  

 

SPARKLE: 

July 6th 2005. Three minutes later. Look, Kevin, we can talk 

soon. I’m really sorry, just got such an early start in the 

morning.  

 

KEVIN: 

July 6th 2005. Instantly. But Sparkle, you’ve got a boyfriend.  

 

SPARKLE: 

July 6th 2005. Instantly. And? 

 

KEVIN: 

July 6th 2005. Instantly. And I…never mind. I just thought, 

well, for what it’s worth. I love you, I have done ever since 

I first set eyes on you in that dreadful excuse for a 



nightclub. I guess this Andy that you’ve met is your 

everything but… I’d just thought I’d let you know. 

 

Brief pause. 

 

KEVIN:  

July 6th 2005. Ten minutes later. That’s goodbye then I guess. 

Thanks anyway, you kept me going for a long time. Take care. 

 

Very long pause. 

 

KEVIN: 

July 7th 2005, 11am. Sparkle. I promise you I’m not stalking 

you or anything. Please just let me know you’re safe. You said 

you were going on the train this morning, I saw on the news 

about the terrorist attacks. You don’t have to talk to me ever 

again, just let me know you weren’t one of the…well, please 

just let me know you’re okay. Thank you. Kevin. 

 

 

 

 


