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Note on Play


This play was written for any number of performers, and


the lines of dialogue can be divided up as future productions see fit. However, the original production was performed with three actors.


 


– at the end of a line indicates the next line following on immediately.


Italics are for real-time dialogue.


Narrative dialogue is not in italics.


 


 


 


 


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed













 


 


Valentyn stood motionless outside the ominous, low, red-brick building. He steeled himself, ready to enter, taking a little time to muster his courage. He knew there was no need for him to be nervous – yet he was. He tried to calm his nerves by thinking: What would Captain America, or even Thor, do in this situation? Yes, they might destroy the place but, also, depending on the plot, they might be calm and cool and just enter. One more deep breath. Val stepped forward, one foot in front of the other, a last glance up at the plastic white sign covered in plastic blue letters that read:


Biotech Medical Research Unit, Merthyr Tydfil.


It’s the 4th of October.


10.11 a.m.


A Saturday.


Exactly a week before the biggest day in Valentyn and Ashley’s young lives.


This should be a love story.


Ashley and Valentyn.


She is slightly too attractive for him.


And he knows it.


But not so out of his league that there isn’t some chance.


He knows, really, there’s no chance.


But, at the moment, on October 4th at 10.11 a.m. at Biotech –


Just outside actually –


The world is a blur for Ash.


It’s starting to drizzle.


She doesn’t get a clear image of Valentyn –


Because tears are clouding her view.


Her head feels light – she walks like a drunk coming down Glebeland Street on a Saturday night –


A drunk that wants to appear sober –


All the weight just a little too forward.


Down the steps and the concrete path and where the handrail runs out there’s a low wall.


She has to take her hand off the rail if she wants to continue moving forward.


You okay?


Yeah, I –


Have you been in there?


Yeah, I’ll be –


Here, sit. (Beat.) What did they do to you?


No, I, silly really. I’m okay now.


Are you escaping? What have you got?


What do you –


Someone I know did tests here and they wouldn’t let him leave – they gave him a dose of something, a disease, and then treated him. He wanted to go to the Spar – top up his phone. Said he couldn’t leave. Which disease have they given you? Should I be –


No, I, it was just the test.


The test whether you can have tests?


I failed. I fainted.


Why?


Needles. I’m okay now.


You’re afraid of needles and you got tested for medical trials?


Need the money. (Beat.) Thought, read up on it – fear of needles – concentrate on a spot on the wall and well, when it comes, it’s like a wave I can’t hold back.


You need money that badly?


Sorry, not trying to put you off or nothing. You going in? You going for the test? It’s fine, they’re very nice in there –


Come on. You need milk.


What?


Milk.


I’m –


Come on. You need milk.


Valentyn’s mum, Vicky, had always given him milk after any incident.


He’d once been stung by a bee and she’d given him –


Yes.


Drink your milk, Valentyn – milk has a very calming influence. You ever seen a cow have a panic attack? Course you haven’t.


Valentyn, as a kid, didn’t fit in –


More about that later –


But, now, sitting in the Tesco café with this girl –


Merthyr Tydfil is a shithole. There, I’ve said it.


You said it.


I hate Tesco.


But at least they built the store in the centre of town.


At a cost of six-point-two millions.


It’s true – at least the town centre is busy with people coming and going to Tesco.


It’s like all roads lead to Tesco in Merthyr.


A magnet.


Sells everything.


The café is cheap.


They serve milk –


Shakes.


Drink up. Put some sugar in it. Build up your levels.


Seen you. In college.


I’ve seen you.


I’ve seen you and you seen me and we’ve never spoken before.


You want another? Strawberry?


No, no, I –


Afraid of needles and going anywhere near Biotech, what were you thinking?


You got an appointment? I don’t want to –


It doesn’t matter.


Their hands were the first thing that touched.


Ash.


Valentyn.


A very British hand –


Shake.


It’s not easy being a teenager –


In Merthyr.


Especially when your name is Valentyn.


When he’s older, he’ll like the name, wear it like a badge


of honour.


But for now –


A name in one country is acceptable, cool even, but in a different country it sounds a bit like a girl’s name.


You need cash too?


No. Not really.


In fact, of course, he wanted cash – even if it meant getting infected with a disease.


Aren’t you the Polish boy?


My dad is –


We must be proud of our Polish culture and heritage, Valentyn – more Poles have won the World’s Strongest Man title than anyone else.


Is that where the name comes from?


What about you?


What?


Biotech. You need –


My dad’s in loads of debt. He sells ice cream. He’s got a van –


Mr Tutti Frutti –


Yes, he’s –


Your dad is the Tutti Frutti man!?


Can’t pay his debts so he’ll probably go to prison. He thinks


I don’t know, but I’ve seen the letters.


He can’t pay so they’ll send him to prison? That’s messed up.


He’ll never survive in prison but no one’s buying ice cream.


They are.


From Tesco.


Ten minutes’ drive and it’s back in the freezer.


Enjoy it at home while watching some Netflix –


I shouldn’t be drinking milkshakes here. Sodding Tesco.


Your dad, he sells fags too. Full price. Who buys full-price cigarettes these days?


He could start to deal drugs from the van but I think he’s too old for that.


He sells good ice cream – he should concentrate on that.


He’s started to just, well, he stops the van and, well, the not-selling-ice-cream is getting to him.


Ice cream, ice cream, lollies, Fanta, Coke, I’ve got all sorts of soft drinks, sweets and, most importantly ice creams. Doesn’t anyone want an ice cream?


Your dad should change the music on the van – get something


a bit more… funky. Some Jay Rock or Drake –


It’s an ice-cream van, not a mobile disco.


I was only saying –


That’s how the love story starts.


Love story is a bit, well –


Boy meets girl at medical-research lab.


First date in Tesco.


Very Merthyr.


In college.


Which cost thirty-three millions.


The following Monday, they speak to each other.


And arrange to meet –


Lunchtime –


In the bus shelter at the bottom of the Gurnos.


Refurbished at a cost of two-point-five millions.


The nice bit, you know?


12.13 p.m.


Just a bit of drizzle.


Very Gurnos.


So, why were you at Biotech?


Told you, no reason.


No one has no reason to be at Biotech.
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