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Characters


JONNY, male, thirty-six


BILLIE, female, fifteen


FUDGE, male, sixteen


RACHEL, female, sixteen


Note on Text


/ signifies when another character starts talking.


– signifies an interruption.


The play should be played at pace.


The play is set in the south of England but please feel at liberty to place it elsewhere.


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




Scene One


A bathroom. JONNY, dark features, mid-thirties, lies in the bath smoking a joint. The door handle goes. He covers himself.


JONNY. Don’t come in.


The door opens a tiny bit.


Don’t come in I said.


BILLIE (from off behind the door). Are you in there?


JONNY. No.


BILLIE. You gonna be long?


JONNY. I don’t know.


BILLIE. How long?


JONNY. I don’t know I said. I only just got in.


BILLIE. You’re smoking.


JONNY. Am I?


BILLIE. In the bath, that’s disgusting.


JONNY. I’m allowed. I’m a grown-up.


BILLIE. You’ll be all clean with bad breath.


JONNY. Lovely.


BILLIE. It’s a nasty habit you know.


JONNY takes a drag. Leaves it on a copy of The Sun next to the bath.


You got bubbles?


JONNY. I didn’t put.


BILLIE. I need to go.


JONNY. Hold it. Five minutes, Bill.


BILLIE. I’m desperate.


JONNY. What number?


BILLIE. Just a one.


JONNY. You’ll have to wait.


BILLIE. I need a wee. Is it my fault I need a wee? You can’t be annoyed at me for needing to go toilet. I should be annoyed at you.


JONNY. Is that right?


BILLIE. If you was a doctor or a lawyer we’d have a house with five bathrooms and I could wee whenever I liked.


Beat.


JONNY. One minute.


Don’t come in.


JONNY runs the tap, pours in half a bottle of Radox, froths the bubbles up while they talk.


BILLIE. It’s early to be in the bath anyway.


JONNY. Just give it a second, I’ve put bubbles.


BILLIE. Who has a bath a four o’clock?


JONNY. Old people.


BILLIE. You’re not old. Not compared to the other dads. Rachel Axdale says her sister thinks you’re ten out of ten. She’s a massive skank though.


JONNY. Billie!


BILLIE. What? It’s true, Dad! She’ll do it with anyone and she doesn’t even make them bag it up.


JONNY. Don’t talk like that it’s vile.


BILLIE. She’s vile. Rachel said she caught Helen crying in her bedroom the other day and when she looked down on the floor there was green gunk / in her dirty knickers.


JONNY. Behave.


Beat.


Whose knickers?


BILLIE. Helen’s obviously. The one who fancies you.


JONNY. Do you really think this conversation is appropriate?


BILLIE. I don’t do anything wrong and I get an earful and Helen Axdale’s getting all sympathy and thrush cream from her mum. She makes documentaries for Channel 4 though so she’s probably quite used to stuff like that.


JONNY. Right.


BILLIE. Did you find anything today?


JONNY. Not really.


BILLIE. Was you looking properly?


JONNY. No I was looking with my eyes closed.


BILLIE. You know what I mean.


JONNY. Don’t start.


BILLIE. I’m not.


Beat.


It’s just a job won’t land in your lap. You need to try a bit.


JONNY. You’re trying enough for the both of us.


BILLIE. Rachel’s dad works at the university, I could ask him?


JONNY. I haven’t got two O levels to rub together, what am I gonna be doing at a university?


BILLIE. They might need cleaners or something.


JONNY. I tore the ligaments in my shoulder, Billie, I can’t be scrubbing floors. I’ve got limited options right now, you know that.


BILLIE. I know. I just worry.


He arranges the bubbles to make sure they cover him.


JONNY. Yeah well leave the worrying to me alright. They’re done. (The bubbles.)


BILLIE enters. Small, serious, wears school uniform. She lifts the seat, pees.


Anyway I have got some good news. I spoke to my claims geezer and he said it could be up to twenty thousand. He’s sure we’ll get it.


BILLIE. They said that six months ago.


JONNY. These things take time. It’ll be worth it though for twenty grand. What shall we do with it? Buy you a car if you want.


BILLIE. We should use it for a deposit. On a house. If you got a proper job we could get a mortgage.


JONNY. You’re no fun.


BILLIE. We could though.


JONNY. Don’t get all…


BILLIE. What?


JONNY. What we eating tonight?


BILLIE. I think I’ll just have a snack.


JONNY. You’re not on a diet again?


BILLIE. No.


JONNY. You was a nightmare last time.


BILLIE. I’m not on a diet, Dad.


JONNY. Women are always on diets. They don’t work you know.


BILLIE. I know, that’s why I’m not on one. I just don’t have much time before I go out.


Beat.


JONNY. What do you mean?


She wipes herself, pulls up her knickers. JONNY averts his eyes. She washes her hands in his bath water.


BILLIE. I mean I’m going out.


JONNY. Out?


BILLIE. You know out, Dad. Beyond the front / door.


JONNY. It’s Friday.


BILLIE. I know.


JONNY. How rude.


BILLIE. What?


JONNY. How rude is that to cancel plans.


BILLIE. Plans are something you write on a calendar… we get takeaway every week.


JONNY. It’s EuroMillions. Rollover. Sixty-nine mill. Don’t you wanna be here when we win it?


BILLIE. Struck by lightning forty times, Dad. Forty times.


JONNY. You’ll be sorry when I run off to Barbados and you’re left here doing your homework. Where you going then?


BILLIE. Nowhere.


JONNY. Don’t be stupid, Billie, I’m not letting you out if I don’t know where you’re going.


BILLIE. I won’t be back late.


JONNY. Billie.


BILLIE. You’ll laugh.


JONNY. Go on. Bills?


BILLIE. It’s just this thing. This open-evening thing.


JONNY. For what?


BILLIE. A college.


JONNY. And?


BILLIE. And nothing. I just want to go and have a look.


JONNY. Bloody hell.


BILLIE. I told you you’d laugh.


JONNY. No I just, I thought you was gonna say –


BILLIE. What?


JONNY. Nothing. Looks like rain you know.


BILLIE. Not to me it doesn’t.


JONNY. I suppose you want a lift.


BILLIE. Not in the slightest.


JONNY. What’s that supposed to mean?


BILLIE. It means I want a lift over my dead body.


JONNY. Snob.


BILLIE. I’ve told you. I’m not getting in the car till you’ve sorted the window.


JONNY. And I told you a new window’s a hundred and fifty quid.


BILLIE. So there we are then.


JONNY. It’s not private, this school? Is it?


BILLIE. –


JONNY. Cos there’s no way we could –


BILLIE. I could get a scholarship, for my Maths.


JONNY. Billie, it ain’t that big school on top of the hill?
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