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Characters


JELLY, twelve years old


JONJO, eleven years old


MUM


POLICEMAN


AUNT LEINA


RENNIE


P.A.-LIEN




Notes for Playing


For three or more actors.


– indicates an interruption.


… indicates a character not speaking the rest of their thought.


Jelly and Jonjo can speak to the audience whenever the text demands it.


References to TV shows, computer games, dances crazes, etc., can be updated as appropriate.


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




Lights up on JELLY and her brother JONJO.


1.


JELLY. Most kids’ stories have a happy ending.


JONJO. This one, I’m afraid to tell you, does not.


JELLY. So if you like tales where good triumphs over evil


JONJO. And fluffy animals sing to princesses


JELLY. And no one dies a painful and gruesome death, then you best leave now.


JONJO. Here’s your chance.


JELLY. Go on.


Beat.


Good.


JONJO. So now we’ve separated the cowards from the heroes


JELLY. And the raisins from the nuts


JONJO. We can begin.


JELLY. This story may not have a happy ending, but it does have a happy beginning.


JONJO. Picture a house


JELLY. Made of red bricks


JONJO. On a terraced street.


JELLY. The door is painted dark blue


JONJO. With a moon-shaped window.


JELLY. Inside are two kids.


Lights up on MUM.


MUM. Jelly?


JELLY. Yeah!


MUM. Jonjo?


JONJO. Coming. That woman you can see there is our –


JELLY. Mum?


MUM. Yes, love?


JELLY. If the Earth’s spinning all the time why can’t we feel it?


MUM. Because we’re moving too.


JONJO. What are stars made of?


MUM. Gases mostly.


JELLY. You know the space in between the spiky bits of my hairbrush?


MUM. Yeah.


JELLY. What’s that called?


MUM. Just space I think. Now, bed, the pair of you.


She tucks them in.


JELLY. But –


MUM. Jelly, it’s late…


JELLY. I’ve got a burning question. Like if I don’t find out, I’m literally gonna burst into flames. Is that what you want?


JONJO. Is it?


JELLY. Is it?


JONJO. Is it?


Beat.


MUM. Go on.


JELLY. What would happen if you fell into a black hole?


MUM. Really, before bed?


JONJO. Pleeeeease!


Beat.


MUM. No one really knows, because no one would live to tell the tale. But some people think you’d be… spaghettified.


JELLY. Spaghetti-what?


MUM. Oh yeah, laugh all you like. But it’s a miserable way to go. Your body would be stretched like a rubber band.


JELLY. Then what?


MUM. Your arms would go one way, your feet going the other until you’re…


JONJO. What?


MUM. Torn in half. And then in half again. And again and again until you’re nothing… but a pile of spaghetti.


Beat.


JONJO. Cool.


JELLY. Wicked.


MUM. Now, sleep. Goodnight, you strange things.


JONJO. Love you to the moon and back.


JELLY. To the stars and beyond.


MUM. Love you the whole universe.





2.


JELLY. We wake up the next morning


JONJO. To a policeman standing at the end of our bed


JELLY. Which does not look like good news.


POLICEMAN. Children?


The POLICEMAN bends his knees.


I’m afraid to tell you that your mum


JELLY. Our mum


JONJO. Our brilliant


JELLY. Clever


JONJO. First-class mum


POLICEMAN. Has disappeared.


Beat.


JELLY. Disappeared?


POLICEMAN. Yes, she left mysteriously in the night never to return again.


JELLY. Maybe she’s gone to work?


JONJO. Or to get some milk?


JELLY. Or she’s playing hide-and-seek? Did you think of that?


POLICEMAN. She left this –


JELLY. He pulls a note from his pocket.


POLICEMAN. Dear children, I’ve disappeared mysteriously in the night never to return again. Signed, Mum.


JELLY. This doesn’t make sense.


JONJO. She couldn’t –


JELLY. She wouldn’t –


Beat.


POLICEMAN. I’m afraid


JELLY. The policeman continues with a serious and solemn face
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