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Welcome (Back) to VAULT


We once dreamed about offering the chance for talented writers at VAULT to see their work published. (Enter Nick Hern Books, confident, bold, even foolhardy.) Three years on, and Plays from VAULT is becoming a festival staple. It’s energising to know that there is interest in, and demand for, the VAULT alumni of 2018.


This year, these committed and passionate publishers have gone a step further, becoming the sole sponsors of the VAULT New Writers Award. Alongside writer Camilla Whitehill, and producer Rosalyn Newbery, eight brand-new playwrights are taking part in an eight-week writers’ course at VAULT. It wouldn’t have happened without Nick Hern Books and they deserve loud thanks for their belief in nurturing new talent.


VAULT 2018, the sixth festival, runs for eight weeks. We are joined by more venues than ever including the Waterloo East Theatre, the Network Theatre, and the Travelling Through Bookshop. There are already over 330 groups of artists featured in the programme at this year’s festival.


If you’re reading this, there’s a good chance you’re already curious, so forgive us if we co-opt you a little further. If you’re good at being an audience member, come and see more than you planned to at VAULT. If you’re good at being an artist, think about bringing something to VAULT 2019. If you’re good at being a commissioner, you can go right ahead and commission these writers.


To the future!


Mat Burt, Andy George & Tim Wilson
VAULT Festival Directors











Glitter Punch was first performed at Theatre N16, Balham, and The Lion and Unicorn, Kentish Town, with Molly played by Hannah Lawrence and John played by Hadley Smith, and at the King’s Head Theatre, Islington, with Molly played by Charlotte Salkind.


The production was revived at the Edinburgh Festival Fringe, August 2017, at Assembly George Square Studios, and transferred to VAULT Festival, London, on 28 February 2018, with the following cast:









	MOLLY DAVIES
	Emily Stott




	JOHN ANDERSON
	Anthony Fagan













	Director
	Peter Taylor




	Technician
	Rose Hockaday




	Producer
	Some Riot Theatre















Characters


MOLLY DAVIES, sixteen


JOHN ANDERSON, twenty-seven


The following action takes place in 2016, over the course of four months in Salford, Greater Manchester.


Note on Text


A lack of punctuation at the end of a line indicates the next line should follow on at a pace.







 


 


 




 


 


 

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













MOLLY, sixteen, stands centre stage with two Aldi carrier bags full of her belongings.


MOLLY. This diary belongs to Molly Shannon Davies


Age sixteen


07867374952


mollybaby_2000@btinternet.com


snapchat mollybaby.2000


insta mollybaby.2000


If found return to 39A Welford Street, Salford, England


And do not, I repeat do not, fucking read.


…


MOLLY. It’s my first day at college. I’m in the smoking area, there’s a chill in the air because it might only be the beginning of September but it’s the north of England so let’s face it there’s always a fucking chill.


JOHN. You got a light?


MOLLY. Some lad with a shitty rolly in his mouth is staring at my freshly lit cigarette and my lighter and I think, that’s a stupid question because I obviously do. I hand him the lighter and don’t say owt because it’s only eight forty-five and I ain’t gonna interact with anyone before midday voluntarily.


JOHN. Thanks


MOLLY. He looks how I feel, which is tired and like he wants to be anywhere else but here. Here being college, here being Salford, here being awake at 8.45 a.m. I inhale and the smoke warms my insides and my vision clears a bit and I have this feeling that I want to look at the guy again. There’s this look in his eye that tells me he’s even further away from being here than I am and I look at his shoes and they’re all fancy like actual shoe-shoes and not Reebok Classics like mine. And it might be early but I’m half a cigarette into the day and fuck me he’s all handsome and frowny and even though he must be a mentalist to think it’s okay to wear proper shoes in this area, I still think we might get on and I want to tell him that. But I’m nowt special like, I’m just Molly and I’m shit with words and that and my tits are too small so I just say


Alright


JOHN. Good morning


MOLLY. Now I’m no Sherlock but what with that voice and those shoes it’s pretty clear that this kid definitely isn’t from Salford. So I say


Good morning


In a voice like his all posh like. And he says


Nothing.


Rude.


And I think back to what Mum said about how chuffed she is that I’m the first of the Davies family to get into college and how proud she was this morning and that, proper glowing like one of those pictures of Mary in the RE books at primary and I love Mum, I do even though she’s a bit of a shit sometimes but well I’m a bit of a shit sometimes cos well we’re human int we. And I think about how she made me do some gay-arse pinky promise to give college a go and make friends and that and I look at the kid again and I feel something deep inside me that’s like, like preventing me from not looking at him and I say again


Good morning


This time in my own voice like and then well I’m getting a bit pissed off now cos he’s still being a rude fuck and I’ve finished my cigarette and it’s cold and I want to go in and I remember it’s eight forty-five which is too early when


JOHN. John.


MOLLY. Molly. What form are you?


JOHN. B15, I’m –


MOLLY. Me too!


JOHN. Smoking’s bad for you you know?




MOLLY. Loads of things are bad for you. Where you from?


JOHN. London. Place called Chiswick


MOLLY. Then why you in the arse-end of Manchester now?


JOHN. That’s a long story


MOLLY. Condense it to ten minutes and I’m interested


JOHN. Fuck it. My dad passed away. Start of this year. I went into a bit of a. I wasn’t very well for a while. Had to get away. Was looking for… Moved… Ended up here


MOLLY. Sorry. About your dad and that. And that you ended up here


JOHN. It’s alright. It’s not your fault


MOLLY. My dad fucked off two years ago. He’s not dead like. Just not. Here I guess. He ain’t around


JOHN. Sorry


MOLLY. Not your fault. Life innit. I’m going in, I’m cold. See you
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