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Prologue


RIGBY. Are you turned on by mental-health issues in people? Is that really bad? Like fancying someone with cancer? Is that really bad? Is that bad?… (Pause.) It probably is. When does depression stop being depression and starts being a predominant part of your personality?… (Pause.) I lock myself in toilets at parties because I’m like that. I cry on trains because I’m like that. I’m just like that, that’s Rigby… (Pause.) Do people who take the jump enjoy the fall before they hit the ground? Because I’m constantly finding myself standing on edges of buildings. Not intentionally, I don’t think. I don’t know.


Her phone drops out of her pocket. It hits the floor. Lights snap up when the phone starts ringing, to reveal WITCH and TOAD beside her. RIGBY picks up the phone and turns it off to stop the ringing.


Now when you go clubbing – (Wipes nose on sleeve.) I mean straight you or gay-boy you – (Wipes nose on sleeve again.) and you want a fuck, or not a fuck – (Looks at sleeve, Jesus the stuff has spread everywhere.) you want a boyfriend or a girlfriend, you know, someone who gives a shit about your existence on a deeper level, you’re not just in the room, you are the pivotal point in the room, in the club, in London, in the world, you know?


She plays with her sweaty fringe as if in preparation for going somewhere.


Now unless you’re not some sad retard that grew up on a farm, you know what to do. Don’t you? You walk in, you see a guy at the bar, eyes meet, you get a drink, pretend that you’re having a great time even though you ramble the same old recycled conversations like they’re classics. Then he shouts in your ear, something painfully predictable and uninspiring and it doesn’t throttle your world, but still, it’s exciting. Actually no, that does throttle your world in that moment, and for the rest of the week. That’s the sad thing. And from there this happens, and from there this happens. You know. You know the way it goes. Because you’re a normal fucking person.


RIGBY’s phone starts ringing again. This prompts TOAD and WITCH into action.


TOAD (to WITCH). What are you doing with Rigby?


WITCH (to RIGBY). You know Maisy?


TOAD. What are you doing with Rigby?


WITCH (to RIGBY). How do you know Maisy?


Lights snap down again, just RIGBY. Phone snaps off.


RIGBY. Now if you’re unlucky enough to turn out to be a sad little lesbo, like me, none of this applies. None of this applies. Everything I learnt from being a normal person in my earlier life, with you know, ‘sleeping with men’ goes out of the fucking window because lesbians are not normal. Fact. And I’ve only just come out, like for five seconds, and it doesn’t take me long to realise how shit it is.


Phone goes.


TOAD. Oh God you’re not –


WITCH. What?


TOAD. Fucking her are you?


TOAD laughs.


WITCH. Why are you laughing?


TOAD. It’s funny.


WITCH. What is?


TOAD. You’ll laugh when I tell you.


WITCH. What is it?


TOAD. It’s hilarious really.


TOAD grins at RIGBY. RIGBY is desperately trying to turn her phone off but it’s proving diffcult this time.


WITCH. What is it then?


WITCH looks at RIGBY for an answer but RIGBY isn’t looking at them. She can’t turn off the phone.


And who’s that?


RIGBY turns the phone off and with that the lights snap off. There’s a shift in atmosphere. TOAD and WITCH have gone. RIGBY is alone with us.


RIGBY. So. Welcome to the desert. The London lesbian scene, a couple of sad old basements that drip with sweat and piss. You have three options. Three different basements. Basement one. Soho. Shithole. We all sit down there, hearing second-hand pulsating noise of some gay-boy night coming from upstairs. They are having a great time. I can feel their sweat and pre-cum sink and drip through the basement ceiling. And we all sit there, looking up at it. (Shouts at the ceiling.) I HOPE YOU ARE HAVING FUN UP THERE YOU SELFISH POOFS!


R&B starts playing.


What is it with R&B and lesbians? They always play it, they pump it in like it will make up for the lack of testosterone. It’s horrible. So the room is filled with a mixture of business women with Justin Bieber haircuts – (Points.) saggy-boobed bloke types – (Points.) baby-gay northern lesbians that have come over on some awful mini-rugby-league tour, and – (Points.) your fucked-up-on-some-sort-of-drug, pyjama-bottomed, dry old hippy, with a mohawk. That she’s shaved herself. She’s foreign. Actually not always gay, just lost and wanting a good ‘vibe’. Then you have a gaggle of straight tourists who treat G-A-Y Late very much as the Victorian general public treated Bedlam as venue for their entertainment.


Basement two. The queer scene. ‘Edgy’ drag nights and feminist talks with insufferable ‘queer’ – (Fake coughs.) straight girls, normally Goldsmith graduates. They put on an array of terrible ‘queer’ performances that scream ‘I was the quirky one at Marylebone College for Young Ladies.’ Aka live art. Sorry did I mention all these ‘queer’ people are straight? All those girls have boyfriends, it’s just pixie haircuts and septum piercings are very ‘in’ at the moment. They are the equivalent to a Japanese tourist wearing a ‘I Love London’ T-shirt on Oxford Street.


Then there is Basement three. The Dalston scene. Your serious lesbians. You’re really going down the rabbit hole here. I’m at the ‘Clam Jam’. And it’s a Wednesday, a fucking Wednesday. All lesbian nights are outreach projects. Clubs do their bit for us. And I’m at a night called the Clam Jam. Can you imagine being straight and having to go to a event called ‘The Cock and Hole’?


And I’m alone, and yes I have friends, I have friends, thank you, just no one else in the world goes out on a fucking Wednesday, alright?


So I’m here, in the Clam Jam. And it always seems darker in the room on lesbian nights. Though it is advisable to dim the lights for most lesbians.


So you go to the bar. You get served by a tribal butch buzzcut barmaid whose plainness has an aggression to it, like she’s making some sort of statement by looking so fucking awful. And she hates you, because there’s some secret lesbian code of conduct that you’re failing at, because you’ve ordered a ‘normal-person drink’ like a gin and tonic.


And everyone is wearing black. They are the Women in Black, the Dalston scene. Late twenty, thirty-somethings. In advertising, digital design, music industry, et cetera, et cetera. They like their music, they’re very serious about it. The best tables are marked theirs, by a crowd of empty Prosecco bottles. They sit there in their uniformed black, a deep-rich black only lots of money can buy… and they are looking at you. They have this sinister presence, a bit like a group of Nazis in World War Two films, but to be fair to the Nazis they did have the best uniforms. Hugo Boss. Fact.


Anyway just because they glare doesn’t necessarily mean they don’t fancy you, so I don’t get too disheartened too early on. But just to give you the heads-up, being chronically disheartened is part of it.


RIGBY looks at two women sitting at the back of the Clam Jam. These women are NATTY and TOAD. There are dressed identically in black.


So you sit there at the bar… (Wipes nose, laughs a bit.) And you make eye contact with one of them, and – (Laughs again.) and you think – (Laughs.) no one goes to the circus to get laid, do they? (Laughs.) I do.









Chapter One


Part 1 – Drinks with Tweedledum and Tweedledee


RIGBY is sitting at the table in between NATTY and TOAD at the Clam Jam.


RIGBY (to audience). I’ve dated Maisy Toad for about three weeks which isn’t a lot, considering the way she’s been. I’ve been conditioned. The texting every day, I get my drinks paid for, get taken to secret MTV gigs, she’s the social-media executive at a music video production company, she has three thousand, five hundred and fifty-five followers on Twitter. And I like telling my friends that. It makes me sound… Better, improved and more interesting. She also has a lovely flat. This is very important to me. Toad was your pure-bred, out at fourteen. At twenty-two, my age, she had moved in with her girlfriend, this forty-three-year-old prison officer and her kid. The kid was called Ronaldo. She told me that on our first date. Oh and if you are wondering who this is, on our date – (Points at NATTY.) this is Natty. Toad’s friend. She’s always fucking here. Always. Fucking. Here.


TOAD (to RIGBY). How are you feeling? I’m worried because you didn’t sleep last night. (To NATTY.) I asked her to buy me toilet paper on the way home, guess what she brought me?


NATTY. What? She was round again last night? Doesn’t she have a home to go to?


TOAD. Yeah, guess what she brought me?


NATTY. What?


TOAD. Kitchen paper. And cava.


NATTY (to RIGBY). You muppet.


TOAD. She’s a nightmare.


RIGBY. Well I was just in a rush –


TOAD. Wasted obviously as per –


NATTY. Obviously –


RIGBY. I wasn’t that bad – (To audience.) Natty seems to have a very voyeuristic interest in the development of it, me and Toad. Which is unnerving. I feel like she knows everything about me, sexually. I can just tell.


TOAD. I’m just worried because I snore. With you not sleeping, do I keep you up?


RIGBY (to audience). One hundred per cent yes. (To TOAD.) No not really, I mean a little, but it’s cute, it’s like listening to a little cat purring.


NATTY (to TOAD). She’s lying, you snore like a fucking bloke. I should know more than anyone.


RIGBY (to audience). Oh yeah, did I mention that Natty is also Toad’s, very, very serious ex-girlfriend? Four years. I mean this – (Referring to them all hanging out.) this is, weird isn’t it?


NATTY. I like how Rigby is looking today.


TOAD. Yeah I like that top.


RIGBY. Yeah it’s alright.


NATTY. Yeah, well you look nice.


RIGBY (to audience). I mean, it’s a weird dynamic really. It sometimes feels like I’m out with my two old gay aunts, Tweedledum and Tweedledee – (To NATTY.) thanks.


NATTY. You also need to learn how to take a compliment Rigby.


RIGBY. I just did –


NATTY. I bet you’re really good at taking criticism.


TOAD. She is! She also doesn’t know how good-looking she is! Natty tell her how good-looking she is.


NATTY. She can be a bit boring.


RIGBY. What?


NATTY. See good at taking criticism. Now if I go Rigby, you’re a good-looking girl.


TOAD smiles, they both stare at RIGBY.


See. Can’t take a compliment.


RIGBY. But I didn’t say anything…


TOAD. I know! She’s cute isn’t she? I literally can’t take how cute she is.


NATTY. Well, young yeah – (Grins at TOAD.)


TOAD (snaps). Well have you got any other suggestions then?


NATTY. I didn’t say that would be a problem. (Pause.) Yeah she’s good-looking – (To RIGBY.) if she smiled a bit. Cheer up.


RIGBY. I am cheery –


NATTY (to TOAD). It’s your round.


RIGBY. No it’s fine, it’s my round. (Gets up.)


TOAD. No Rigby it’s not. (Pushes RIGBY back into her seat.) Just stay here yeah. (Looks at NATTY and RIGBY.) Bond.


TOAD gets her purse out. TOAD leaves.


NATTY (to RIGBY). I told her not to wear that hat, it makes her look short. She’s too old to wear it really. Well I suppose she wants to be ‘down with the youth’ now. (Beat, turns to RIGBY.) Toad told me to ask you if you fancied her?


RIGBY. What?


NATTY. Toad told me to ask you if you fancied her?


RIGBY (pause, to audience). Toad does this thing in the mornings, where she sort of pounces in, in just her knickers, holding her medicine-ball tits in her arms, like she’s the prize elephant at the circus. During this spectacle I take the time to admire this lovely drawing of her cat Candy that is hung above her very comfortable, if not slightly over-cushioned, bed. I just can’t watch her do that, you know, be ‘sexy’.


NATTY. You’re actually what she needs Rigby, especially after her, the Witch.


RIGBY. The Witch?


NATTY. Yeah everyone calls her that. It’s Toad’s ex, hasn’t she told you about that?


RIGBY. Well, no. Why is she called the Witch?


NATTY. Well Witch is an affectionate name gay men use for their lesbian friends. It’s a thing.


RIGBY. Oh right I didn’t know that.


NATTY. Bless. You don’t know much about being a lesbian do you?


RIGBY (to audience). See, she’s implying I’m a shit shag, when I’m actually a perfectly average one.


NATTY. No, the Witch was pretty messed up actually. She tried to strangle Toad once.


RIGBY. What?


NATTY. Sexually, sexual games.


RIGBY. That’s weird because Toad is so –


NATTY. Toad wasn’t really into all of that, obviously. The things you do for love right? No, no she’ll be fine with you I think. (Laughs.) I don’t think we’ll have that problem with you. To be fair to Toad, there wasn’t a lot to go round back then. Got some fresh blood in now. I mean, it was like cinema going from black and white to Technicolor for us. Actually speaking of that, I want to talk about your friend Josie.


TOAD trots back over with more Prosecco. Sits back down goes to NATTY.


TOAD. Fucking straight couples.


NATTY. Do they not realise that this is a lesbian night? They’re not welcome.


RIGBY. They probably just wanted a drink.


NATTY. Yeah, but they have about a thousand other fucking places to do that.


TOAD and NATTY stare at the straight couple. TOAD gets a straw out of her drink and spits through it at them. After she does it, she suddenly puts the straw down and looks away. Her and NATTY burst out laughing.


RIGBY. What are you doing?


TOAD (to NATTY) Did they see me?


NATTY. Are you joking? That was so fucking obvious mate. Remember when we walked past that girl and you kept spilling your drink on her.


TOAD (putting on voice). ‘Excuse me can you stop that please. I have every right to be here. I’m bisexual.’


NATTY. No you’re not, you’re scum, get out. (Looks over at couple.) Go on, do it again.


RIGBY. Guys, leave them.


NATTY. What?


RIGBY. Just, leave them yeah? They’re not doing anything.


NATTY. Oh shut up Rigby. You’re hardly gay anyway, we should be spitting at you really.


RIGBY looks at TOAD, TOAD nervously laughs.


I mean you fuck like a straight girl anyway.


TOAD. Shut up. (Trying not to laugh.) She’s joking Rigby, yeah? You okay?


RIGBY. Yeah I know. Yeah, no, don’t worry, it’s just banter isn’t it. (To audience but looking at NATTY.) Banter: the evolution of playground bullying.


NATTY. Yeah banter. Right. So your friend Josie –


RIGBY. Well she’s not really my friend –


TOAD (to RIGBY). You said she was –


RIGBY. Well sort of –


NATTY. You should bring her next time –


RIGBY. I never really see her –


NATTY.…because I really like her –


TOAD. Natty fancies her –


RIGBY. I mean, I hardly know her or see her so –


NATTY.…and we can all, like go clubbing together –


TOAD. And double-date it, it’ll be fun, we should do bingo –


RIGBY. Bingo? –


NATTY. Lesbian bingo we have a Facebook group –


TOAD. It’s hilarious –


NATTY. How about next week –


TOAD. Great we’ll just meet here –


NATTY.…and bring her yeah –


TOAD.…because it’s a double date –


RIGBY. Right –


TOAD. It’ll be romantic –


RIGBY. Right, yes. (Looks at audience.) Great.


Part 2 – Being Brutally Dumped by the Fat Girl


RIGBY is wearing a hat like TOAD’s. She’s in the Clam Jam alone.


RIGBY. I probably need to explain, Josie, she’s not my friend. I don’t know how exactly we met, it was mainly out of a series of random run-ins at lesbian nights. She told me that she felt quite sorry for me, seeing me there night after night on my own. And that I was third on her list. Her list being the people she would have sex with in clubs. Depending who was there. Her number one was this really young girl, like eighteen, with a tear tattoo and a Amy Winehouse-like weave, who hangs out with only drag queens. Josie told me they never actually had a conversation they would just make eye contact and follow each other into toilets, and give each other ‘amazing head’, she used the words ‘amazing head’ exactly. Number two was a mental vegan ex-girlfriend who broke Josie’s heart, and who used to apparently cry after they had sex because Josie was just that good – (Rolls eyes at this.) Then finally there is me, and she has me on the list just because she ‘hasn’t had me’. That’s it. I was just the walking ‘unfucked’. A mystery.


A mystery that almost got resolved one night, when number one and number two weren’t there. And finally I got chosen, a bit like when Moses is being chosen by that bush. I threw up all over myself and starting crying in her bed, then had diarrhoea in her bathroom. Then naked, covered in shit and vomit I crept into every room of her house and removed all the pillow covers in the bedrooms and put them in the bath, then laid in them. I then banged my head against the bath tap for what seems to be hours, till her housemates called the police. (Pause. RIGBY’s phone pings, she takes it out of her pocket.) No sex happened in this incident, actually Josie got bored and left back to the club and picked up the vegan.
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