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Act One: Danny
























ONE








Danny and Joe’s kitchen/living room.




Danny When the lady was here – Carolin.


She wanted me to talk about myself. Some stuff. 


I told her –


I make different kinds of bread. I could see that when she looked at me, and I wasn’t even wearing my death metal T-shirt, she questioned that I was familiar with yeast. That I was known to flour. Even though the room did smell of freshly baked bread, I could see she wasn’t sure. And it wasn’t even a ploy. It wasn’t a tactic to get her to like me. We’re not selling the flat … I’d forgotten to bake the bread for the school fair, and I had to do it there and then, or I’d be going round looking for rustic organic bakeries so that I could buy the bread that I said I would bake. I was perfectly willing to fake it, but it seemed easier to just bake – the bread. There was time to get it in the oven before she came. And Joe said, Joe said, it will smell homey. It will make our place smell like home.  


First time she met me, what I didn’t tell her, this is before the workshops, before going to panel, was why I moved down south in the first place. She didn’t ask in fact. Not specifically. I didn’t tell her that it is my personal opinion that proportionally more people who live in the north are twats when directly compared with a southern population. Call it south of Birmingham.  


Joe comes in, listens.  


There are significantly less twats south of ‘the Birmingham divide’. There’ve been studies. I’ll move back in ten years now I’ve said that.


I didn’t tell her that when I was growing up in Sheffield I used to wear a yellow bomber jacket. Bright yellow, like I was going out fishing. And that my brother Alex loved that jacket. I mean he would go on and on and on at me for having it and telling me that he would swap whatever shite bag of clothes with skater logos he had for it and so on. I’d always say, ‘No. And don’t be a twat.’  


It is my belief that every lad growing up somewhere gets shit now and again and it’s usually from an older group of twats who want to kick your head in for no reason. I had a group of twats. There were five or six of them with fuck-all to do except follow me home and explain in detail how they were going to kick the shit out of me. I’d run for it, and I’m fast. Lucky for me, my twats were slow runners. Most twats in Sheffield are underperformers in sprint. (To Joe.) In the rack.  


Joe goes again.  


If they can sprint, really go fast, they’re probably not a twat.  


When I asked Mum, on a Friday night where my jacket was and she told me Alex had taken it, I could have killed him.  


Joe comes back eating an apple.  


I went up to his room to set an elaborate death trap and find something to borrow, because I was just about to leave the house to go out with the lads and it was fucking biblical outside. I took this bag-of-shite jacket off his floor, sort of tailored, and put it on because I didn’t want to die of hypothermia and I had fuck-all else to wear.


That night, coming out the pub, someone whispered to me that they thought I looked beautiful. ‘Beautiful’! This is fucking Friday night in Sheffield! I never forgot that. It must have been the jacket, it was sort of tailored in, and it gave me a line, I’d not had before. I looked good, I felt good, surprisingly. (Joking.) Alex was still going to die. I was going to kill him!  


When they told Mum they’d found him dead. That the group of twats, my group of twats had chased him up the main street and he’d slipped and cracked his head on a bollard. I wanted to say to Mum that I felt sad and that now I would want to leave. Sheffield was full of twats and Sheffield had killed my brother. That I wanted the jacket back, to remember. I wanted to say stuff like that. But at no point, even when I was really fucking sad, did I think, that should have been me.  


I know Mum thinks Alex would have got her grandkids faster. But like fuck he would. He couldn’t even steal a jacket without getting killed, let alone go out, get married and bring her back knocked up.  


None of that bollocks, if one of us was going to get lost, it was always going to be Alex. He’d say the same himself.


Sheffield’s done now – past.


You can’t tell that story anyway without saying ‘twat’. She said the panel would look at all the information, assess it, make a decision.


Danny takes a dish out of the oven.


Joe Did they call?


Danny No.


Joe Did you check for messages?


Danny Yes.


Joe And?


Danny Nothing.


Joe Carolin didn’t ring?


Danny No.


Joe It’s too soon anyway. No one called?


Danny Oh. Jamie. He called.


Joe OK.





















TWO








Danny is in the kitchen bit, Joe is in the sofa bit.




Joe I’m making a file.


Danny Are you?


Joe It’s massive.


Danny ‘Danny and Joe Adopt’. Let’s see.


Joe You can see it when it’s finished.


Danny Anything missing?


Joe I think you probably should have told Carolin about the nativity.


Danny Ha.  


Joe I think you should have told her, so we’d have it on record.


Danny Ha.


Joe I think you should have told her …


The buzzer goes.


Danny Joe. Door.


Joe presses a button for the outside door, opens the inside door, Jamie comes right in the inside door, with a cycle helmet.


Joe Hi, Jamie.


They hug.


Jamie Was I supposed to wait at the main door?  


He looks confused.  


Joe I buzzed you in.  


Jamie If it’s already open am I supposed to buzz and walk straight in?


Joe Yeah.


Jamie looks at the door.


Jamie Hi, Danny.


They shake hands.


Cool workwear!


He points at Danny’s high-top trainers.


Danny Nice one.


Joe Lisa away again?


Joe closes the door.


Jamie Yeah. God. She is.


Danny Have a seat, Jamie.


He gets up and opens the door again, brings in his bike and leans it against the window.


Jamie You can really see the whole of the city across the water. The whole this bit of it.  And then you turn around and … we’re in the countryside!


Joe It’s a country-style kitchen.


Jamie That’s exactly what I mean. It’s very ‘country’.


And did you bake?! I can smell bread.


Danny For the fair.


Jamie It was nice. I got a loaf. Because …


Joe Because … Lisa’s away.


Jamie She’s going away. Yeah. It really reminds me of my grandmother’s house in Devon. It’s really very … They’ve got it just right.


Joe They’re all like this, all the apartments.


Jamie Great. That’s great. Everyone lives in the country together. It’s like a village.


Joe They call these few blocks ‘the village’. On the marketing.


Jamie Well, there you go!


Danny Was the bread OK?


Jamie I haven’t had it yet. It’s in my new reflective-trim pannier.


He points at the bike. The pannier looks full, and there are flowers coming out of the top.


Silence.


Joe (to Danny) Lisa goes away to rest.


Jamie She’s tricky. She needs – a lot.


Joe (to Jamie) Can I tell him?


Jamie No, it’s personal. She’s on IVF.


Danny That must be stressful.


Jamie It’s stressful. It’s expensive. It’s like a job. You have to just do the IVF. So she’s gone to her mum’s to rest and hopefully … it’s very ‘in the old days’. Women, having to rest and pray for a child to be ‘bestowed upon them’.


Joe You should make a sacrifice. To the gods!


 Jamie It does, it feels old-fashioned. It’s like high-tech old-fashioned. (Looking at the kitchen.) Inner-city-country. Trendy-old-fashioned. Good-bad-good.  


Joe I was just saying to Danny that he should have told our adoption lady, Carolin, about … first time we went to Willows Primary. And Danny was cold turkey. Two weeks, three weeks?


Danny Two weeks.


Joe Two weeks. We didn’t have internet set up in the flat yet. Or a TV, and the DVDs were in storage. And it was like he went cold turkey. And …  


Jamie I lent you a dongle.  


Joe Yes! Cheers for that, mate … It was like he went cold turkey … and the whole world seemed new.


Danny Joe.


Pause.


I couldn’t even email …


Jamie ‘LOL’.  


Joe Two weeks, nothing! And so he goes to performance number one of the nativity play at Willows Primary and …


He thinks it’s Hamlet.


Danny I thought it was good …


Joe He called it ‘art’. He cried.


Jamie And?


Joe So we all went.


Jamie And?


Joe Well it was weird. Almost European-weird.


Danny It was OK.


Joe Kids are shit actors. It wasn’t even a bit magical. It was really really shit.


Jamie Didn’t the dongle work?


Danny I was so hungry, for something … visual. Any entertainment. What a twat.


Joe He sold it to us hard! He was convinced. He convinced us!


Danny It was OK.


Joe (to Jamie) He does this. Puts his twist on things. Makes you go along with it blind.


Jamie He does. He absolutely does.


Danny notices.


Danny We had a nice evening.


Jamie I did the nativity that year. I organised it.


Silence.


Joe Did you? Oh Jamie. Sorry.


Danny Fucking hell, Joe. Did you, Jamie? Fucking hell, Jamie.


Jamie No! I’m joking. The nativity play’s gay.


Pause.


They don’t get me to do the nativity. I do the fete. I’m having a laugh.


Pause.


Though I don’t think you should have told that lady that story.


Joe No. We didn’t.


Jamie They want relevant, accurate information.


Joe We just think it’s funny. We wanted her to know we’re funny.


Jamie It is funny.


Pause.


Do you think they’re going to get you a kid? I mean, are you on the list?


Danny We’re waiting to hear back. Any day.


Jamie You could just steal one from school.


Danny Ha.


Jamie You could just kidnap one.


Danny Not that lot.


Jamie Yeah, cos they’ll send you a good ’un. You’ll definitely get the tough ones. The bad ones. You’ll get a fuck-up kid.


Pause.


‘LOL’.


Danny How’s Lisa?


Joe Lisa’s going away for a bit.


Jamie A little bit.


Joe Are you staying for dinner?


Jamie I just dropped in to talk to Danny actually.


Joe OK. I’ve got some work to do so …


Jamie Busy at the station?


Joe Tune in.


Jamie Media whore.


Joe Tweet me.


Jamie Fax me.


Pause.


Photocopy me.


Pause.


Hole-punch me.


Pause.


Joe Yeah!


Joe goes. Danny sits next to him.


Danny ?


Pause.


Jamie Oh. It’s nothing really. I wanted your advice. Cool trainers, Danny.


Danny looks at his shoes, then back up.


Danny Shoot.


Jamie OK.


Danny I mean I’m listening.


Jamie I don’t want you to do anything.


Danny No, I’ll just listen.


Jamie You know Richard. Richard from work?


Danny is still listening.


Danny Sorry, yes.


Jamie What do you make of him?


Danny Me? I think he’s a cock.


Jamie OK. OK, good. This is –


I heard Richard tell, Adam. I heard Richard tell Adam that I’m gay. He called me gay to Adam.


Danny When?


Jamie Today – the fete.


Danny What did Adam say?


Jamie Well, that’s when they saw me.


Danny What did you do?


Jamie I told Richard I wanted to talk to him.


Joe comes back in to get his power lead. He looks at Danny.


Danny (to Joe) Richard.


Joe Tall Richard? He’s a cock.


Danny Immature.


Jamie He’s very immature.


Joe How old’s he now?


Jamie Seven. Six, seven.


Joe Still, no excuse.


Danny and Joe laugh. Joe goes.


Jamie It’s serious. It felt serious.


Danny Sorry, so what did you do after Richard, seven, told Adam, six, he thinks you’re gay?


Jamie I asked to speak to him in the reading corner and I said to him. I said, ‘What do you think being gay means?’


Danny Wow.


Jamie What?


Danny No, good. Where was his mum?


Jamie On the raffle.


Pause.


Danny You asked him that? Did he … he must have shat himself.


Jamie He thought about it. He really thought about it and then he said …


Danny What did he say?


Jamie He really thought about it.


Danny He won’t have a clue.


Joe drifts back within earshot.


Jamie I didn’t think he’d say anything. I thought I had nailed him on a technicality.


Danny What did Richard say?


Jamie Nothing.


Danny Must have said something.


Pause.


Jamie He said, ‘It’s when a man loves another man.’


Jamie watches Danny and Joe smile at each other across the room, pleased.


Danny Richard’s all right. He’s all right, Richard. His family are cocks. He’s got an older brother. He’s a proper little fucker. But Richard. He’s OK.


Jamie Yes. I mean he’s right. He said the right thing. The point is that he told Adam I’m gay. He’s started a rumour.


Danny You’re not gay.


Pause.


We’ve all met Lisa. We love Lisa. She made lovely stuff for the fete. I reckon don’t worry about it.


Jamie Really?


Danny Let sleeping dogs lie.


Jamie I told him it was none of his business. And he’d never ever find out if I was gay or not. I made him feel really bad. His face went really red. He cried.


Danny OK.


Jamie I told him right up close so he wouldn’t forget.


Pause.


I don’t think he should be allowed to say stuff like that.


Danny The kids call everything gay. ‘That sandwich is gay.’ ‘School is gay.’ It’s not nice.


Jamie It’s not worth getting our knickers in twist about?


Danny No.


Jamie I told him off anyway.


Danny Sounds like it.


Jamie So you think I did the right thing?


Danny I think you did what felt right at the time and that’s all we can ask of ourselves.


Danny pats Jamie’s leg.


Jamie So you don’t think I reacted wrongly?


Danny It’s fucking hard to say.


Jamie But from your perspective?


Danny I don’t know.


Jamie What do you feel?


Danny Like I said, Jamie, I think you did what you felt was right and right now that’s good enough for me.


Jamie I’m a good teacher.


Danny Trust your instincts.


Silence.


Jamie I think I should have told him I’m not gay. Rather than taking the ‘none-of-your-business’ line.


Danny Maybe.


Pause.


Jamie Lisa’s got this theory. She’s into … stuff. That there’s going to be a ‘shift’ soon. That suddenly, everything is going to – ‘shift’.


Danny –


Jamie That it’s written. In the stars. What I would more simply call cosmic data. If there’s enough cosmic data to suggest it, then it happens, and you don’t even notice until it’s too late. The results can be pretty catastrophic. She calls it fate.
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