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Pop music makes promises it can’t keep.











Characters


KAYLA


G


/ indicates an overlap.


… indicates a trailing-off or a searching for words, but rarely a slowing down.









A Note on the Play


The text of Pop Music is inspired by the songs that feature in it and, in many cases, the lines of text fit intricately within or around the songs’ verses, bridges and choruses. Due to copyright restrictions, we are unable to transcribe these fully in this publication, but the lyrics to the songs are easily available online, and if you wish to perform this play Curtis Brown or Nick Hern Books can provide further guidance on how the text fits with the music.


There is a Pop Music playlist with a full track listing on Spotify, created by Birmingham Rep (birminghamrep), at https://spoti.fi/2wEzJ0o






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











KAYLA and G are at The Wedding. These short sharp sections of text show the progression of the day. They could lose jackets, ties, pashminas, shoes; generally get more dishevelled and boozy as time goes on.


They start by addressing ushers in church.


KAYLA. Bride.


G. Groom.


KAYLA (taking order of service). Thanks. What? (Indicates to G behind her.) Us?


G. No it’s cool I’ll only need –


KAYLA. No we’re not together I’m –


G. One.


KAYLA. Alone.


The word ‘Alone’ resonates. They sit.


Snap to: Them watching Jade and Miles walk down the aisle.


Snap to: Them both holding hymn sheets up, singing in that self-conscious way that you do at a wedding, looking around them. They sing ‘All Things Bright and Beautiful’.


TOGETHER. He made their glowing colours,


He made their tiny wings.


Snap to: Outside they both throw confetti over the bride and groom.


Snap to: Later. At the bar. They almost overlap.


KAYLA. Gin and tonic.


G. Just a Coke.


KAYLA. What free all night?




G. With some vodka.


KAYLA. Can you do a triple? Just joking.


TOGETHER. Double.


Snap to: Seated separately at the meal – they talk to strangers at the table.


KAYLA. I’m a childhood friend of Jade’s.


G. Miles is a family friend.


KAYLA. No you could bring a plus one I just didn’t really have a /


G. I’m from… here.


KAYLA. I’m fine on my own.


G. Yeah, originally from here. I was born here. In Kingbrook General.


KAYLA (singing Destiny’s Child awkwardly). All the women – independent!


G. Can you pass the red?


KAYLA (to a passing waiter). Is there any more white?


TOGETHER. TO JADE AND MILES!


They raise their glasses, grimace a bit, then down it. They talk to the audience.


G. Actually, I’d like to propose a toast.


KAYLA. To those of us who need it most.


TOGETHER. A TOAST TO THE SPARE PRICKS AT A WEDDING. CHEERS!


G. With dry-cleaned suit and polished shoes


He charges into unknown lands


He navigates, propped up by booze


The loud-mouthed lads and racist nans




KAYLA. And as her new Spanx knickers chafe


She hovers by the crudités


As yummy mums and teenage waifs


And lovers to the first dance sway


A blast of ‘All of Me’ by John Legend.


Bet you wouldn’t love my curves and edges, John.


G. There’s nothing like a wedding see


To show how great your life could be


If you were just a bit:


KAYLA. Thinner


G. Braver


KAYLA. Younger


G. Fitter


KAYLA. Cooler


G. Happier


KAYLA. Not so


TOGETHER. Alone.


Beat.


KAYLA. SOD IT. You’re done. You’ve had enough. You’ve done the rounds. You’re going home.


G. But wait – a tiny ray of light – Five words spoken into a microphone:


The sound of mic feedback then a rather lacklustre DJ voice.


VOICE OF DANNY D. Are you ready to party??


G. And we think YES Danny Danger, resident DJ at Glamour in Beesley!


KAYLA. YES competitively priced balding wedding DJ in his early forties!


TOGETHER. We ARE ready!




KAYLA. To rip it up


G. Have it large


KAYLA. Shake it off


G. Go hard


KAYLA. Or go home!


G. Alone.


They clock each other.


TOGETHER. NO.


They might down a bit more booze. Whatever they do – they’re fucking up for it.


G. So we call upon The DJ to


TOGETHER. SAVE ME SAVE ME!


KAYLA. Little old brave me.


G. From grey grey days


KAYLA. And long long fuckless nights.


Cos all we need


They glance at each other.


TOGETHER. Is music


G. Right?


‘All About Tonight’ by Pixie Lott plays (loop intro once).


And there it is.


The perfect pop song’s perfect opening moments


That glittery synth chord intro


Gives you itchy feet


Makes your heart beat that little bit faster


Makes your arm hairs stand on end


Our spirits ascend!


KAYLA. Let’s claim this night


All soaked in booze as it is




Fuelled by big cheap dirty beats


It’s lipstick smudged


It’s tired feet –


Let’s jump on the back of this bitch


And ride her to the sky…


G. To oblivion,


to the bus station…


KAYLA. Cue life lessons from Pixie Lott:


KAYLA’s lines are in response to each line of the lyrics of the first verse of ‘All About Tonight’.


Four-inch heel. Primark’s finest


Now I look like I’ve got rickets


That’s why I’m singing a friggin’ song about you


Well she’s got one thing right at least


Oh an evening of oestrogen and prosecco!


Thrush


Let it go, Pixie – better out than in, love


YES IT IS!


Both sing the chorus.


(Speaking over lyrics of second half of chorus.) Yep!


Tomorrow doesn’t matter


The walk of shame – doesn’t matter


Pissing in a drain – doesn’t matter


Maxing your credit card – doesn’t matter


Broke a heel – doesn’t matter


copped a feel of someone you shouldn’t – doesn’t matter


Ordering twenty-four chicken nuggets because it seems like a good idea at the time – doesn’t fucking matter


G (speaking over second verse). And what makes a truly great pop song


Is its capacity to make you look up, look out




No matter what horrors go on in your life


It brings hope. It brings light.


And sometimes we’d be forgiven for losing that hope Right?


Just a tiny bit of that hope.


KAYLA. A tiny bit?


Are you joking?


A truckload of hope.


A fatberg of hope.


We are flytipping hope


From up high shitting hope


We haemorrhage hope


It gushes like blood into a toilet bowl


Hope is a deflating balloon in place of your soul


G. Jesus Christ!


They sing and dance to the chorus.


And for a few precious hours it doesn’t matter that we’re basically a bunch of strangers, a range of different ages, different shades of pissedness!


KAYLA. We vogue and dab, we twist and shout


We shake our tail feathers all about


G. We two-step, conga, cha-cha-slide


We Cossack, slut-drop, twirl and glide


KAYLA. We Gangnam Style


We Harlem Shake


G. We robot, pop, lock, worm and break


TOGETHER. Cos it’s all about tonight!


Tonight we fucking caught the bass


That solid full and heavy pace


Our heartbeats fall in sync with it


We dance with it


We drink with it


G. Tonight we smashed it: unabashed. We lashed it. Jade’s chief bridesmaid flashed it.




KAYLA. We’re sweating neat wine and we can’t catch our breath


We’re in this together


Till the end


TOGETHER. Till the death!


They let go to the chorus. They are breathless, elated.


Then they look around them a little. The music fades a bit now – maybe goes into a few holding bars.


KAYLA. The hours pass the night ensues


fisticuffs and lip gloss in the ladies’ loo


G. Numbers start getting thin on the ground


Not many of Miles’s mates still around


The best man left after speeches, double-quick


Let slip in the bogs he thinks Miles is a prick


KAYLA. And Jade and Miles have taken flight


We waved their love-Uber into the night


First stop: Airport Premier Inn.


Next stop: The rest of their lives.


She smiles, a little sadly. Downs a bit of drink. G looks around.


And people drift, gravitate towards the next room. Last hour of the free bar, see.


G. And now it’s just her… and me.


KAYLA. We’re at your mercy, Danny D!


G. Uplift, protect us, set us free.


KAYLA. We’re here. We’re alive.


G. We breathe. We thrive.


KAYLA. The music is life


It’s keeping us winning.


G. With the off-the-hook tunes


Danny Danger is spinning!




Danny D stops the music. They look at each other – panic – is the night over?


VOICE OF DANNY D. I’m not spinning ’em, mate. This ain’t 1993. I just press a button.


Danny D puts on ‘What is Love’ by Haddaway. They leap for joy. Then their joy is replaced with a slight awkwardness as they eye each other with a sheepish smile. They’re the only ones left dancing.


Bride or groom?


G (confused). Oh no I’m a guest.


KAYLA. What?


G. Nothing.


Beat.


KAYLA. Was that a joke?


G. Yeah.


KAYLA. Right.


Beat. Dance.


G. Umm yeah, I know Miles… Sort of old family friend.


She leans forward.


Do you think –


G. What?


KAYLA. Well, do you think that Miles is a bit of a prick?


Beat.


G. No.


KAYLA. Yeah, no me neither.


Bit of a dance.


D’you remember this tune?


G. Oh yeah. Haddaway. ‘What is Love’.




KAYLA. Used to make it sound like breaking up with someone was going to be fun.


G. What?


KAYLA. Like even getting dumped was gonna be glamorous and exciting!


G. Haha. Yeah.


KAYLA (with sudden bitterness). It’s fucking not.


G (to himself). Now 26.


K Eh?


G (slightly embarrassed). Now That’s What I Call Music!


KAYLA. Yeah, it’s great.


G. No! Now That’s What I Call Music 26! Err… Top of disc two. Before 2 Unlimited. After Capella.


KAYLA. Alright, Rainman.


G. I just… really love this song. So who do you know – ?


KAYLA. Jade. Since forever. She used to live next door. She was like the little sister I never had. I mean, I’ve got a little sister, but she’s a dickhead.


G. So how come you weren’t a…


KAYLA. Bridesmaid? What, spend twenty-four hours with the skinny bitches?


G. Yeah.


KAYLA. And stagger around in sparkly slut shoes all day?


G. Yeah.


KAYLA. She didn’t ask me.


G. Oh shit.


KAYLA. Yeah not only that but on her hen she got really really drunk and told me it was cos ‘I’m a bit too old’.


G. That’s rude.




KAYLA. YEAH. Then she vommed in my clutch.


G. In your crutch?


KAYLA. Clutch! It’s a BAG.


A small smile between them. He plucks up courage.


G. You’re… Kayla. Right?


KAYLA smiles.


KAYLA. How d’ya know that?


G. I asked Miles. Thought we might have met… sometime.


She leans back, takes him in. Looks to the audience.


KAYLA. That is such a rookie line. (To him, smiling.) Nope. So who are you then?


Beat.


G. I’m… G.


KAYLA. G?


G. Yeah – just G.


The opening strains of ‘Rhythm is a Dancer’ by Snap.


KAYLA. FUCK THIS TAKES ME BACK!


Along one side of the sports hall, a wall of Year 7 females.


Along the other side: The Enemy, The Kryptonite, The Alien Life-Force complete with external genitalia and Global Hypercolour T-shirts.


I’m on the outskirts looking cool and aloof in my pink and blue neon-cycling shorts suit and a cloud of white musk…


And a smile that masks my fear.


Donna Johnson’s dad is here – being ‘DJ’ – and despite being an ancient thirty-six he somehow knows the hits we crave.


It’s pheromone central at Wormtree C of E tonight.


And we go wild to this!




And no one knows what the fuck this woman’s singing.


Free your mind ‘injaundiced’?


You can feel it in the air. But what is ‘it’? Pre-teen sweat? Fanta burps? Barry Whistler’s stale guffs cos he had Bolognese for lunch again?
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