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  To all the women


  I’ve ever called a friend




  

    

  




  




  Characters




  NEELAM, female, British Pakistani, straight. Formidable. Plays nineteen to late thirties




  ZAID, male, British Pakistani, queer. Radiates a queer energy. Plays nineteen to late thirties




  JEREMY, male, white, queer. Privileged. Plays fifties to sixties




  DEJI, male, British Nigerian, straight. Intelligent. Plays late twenties to mid-thirties




  The play charts the course of Neelam and Zaid’s friendship from when they are nineteen to thirty-six. Starting in 2006 and ending in the present day.




  




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




  

    

  




  




  A memory. Which disintegrates more each time we visit it. Elements getting stripped away, including the words.




  Club. High off their faces. An indie classic plays.




  NEELAM. Can you feel anything?




  ZAID. Yeah. Yeah. Can you?




  NEELAM. Yeah.




  ZAID. Yeah!




  They both uncontrollably laugh.




  I love you. Like genuinely I love you.




  NEELAM. I love you too.




  ZAID. No really, I love the bones of you.




  NEELAM. What?




  ZAID. I LOVE THE BONES OF YOU.




  Beat.




  NEELAM. I love the skin of you.




  ZAID. The teeth of you.




  NEELAM. The eyes.




  ZAID. The ears.




  NEELAM. The nose.




  A moment of intense connection.




  You know we’re gonna be fine.




  ZAID. We’re gonna be fucking brilliant.
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  Zaid’s university accommodation.




  NEELAM is flashing her bra out the window.




  ZAID. I dared you to flash your tits. That’s just your bra.




  NEELAM. You mad, bruv. The sight of these bad girls are worth a million each.




  ZAID. Rupees? SHOT!




  NEELAM takes a swig of a drink.




  NEELAM. This is lame.




  ZAID. No it’s not?




  NEELAM. Did not come all this way to play Truth or Dare. You’re not even drinking.




  ZAID. I don’t like it.




  NEELAM. You’ve only tried it once. Zaid, I beg, don’t be a pussyhole this weekend.




  ZAID. I don’t need to drink to have fun.




  NEELAM. Stop acting all pious. Literally sat in the toilet of a fucking train to get here.




  ZAID. You could have bought a ticket like a normal person.




  NEELAM. Fuck that, have you seen how much they cost? You’re so lucky living out at uni. Some of us were forced to stay at home.




  ZAID. Living out isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. Everyone is so posh.




  NEELAM. Everyone at school thought you were hella posh.




  ZAID. That’s because no one we went to school with had ever left Ilford.




  NEELAM. True. But you escaped Mini-Pakistan.




  ZAID. No one cool does computer science.




  NEELAM. Join the theatre society.




  ZAID. Too cliquey… And none of them are into writing.




  NEELAM. I went.




  ZAID. Got no motivation, barely keeping up with my course.




  NEELAM. You’ll make friends.




  ZAID. Mates maybe. Friends, I don’t know, takes me a while.




  NEELAM. If they can’t see how great you are, fuck ’em. I’m your people. You know that, right?!




  ZAID. Yes. Right, my turn, Truth or Dare.




  NEELAM. We still doing this? Already know what you’re gonna say.




  ZAID. Truth.




  NEELAM. Why? Every time.




  ZAID. Then just ask me something you’ve always wanted to ask me?




  NEELAM. I don’t know what to ask.




  ZAID. Just ask me.




  NEELAM. Ask you what, Zaid?




  They both clock each other.




  Why don’t you just say what you want to say?




  ZAID. I’ve tried. I need you to ask me, might make it easier.




  NEELAM. Erm… Tell me something… surprising about you? Something you’ve never told anyone.




  ZAID. Right. I feel like there was this moment when I should have told you back in sixth form. When you said no matter what you’d always have my back. But I didn’t. But I should have. Because I think you were hinting.




  So you’ve probably guessed and you know already.




  NEELAM. Is this what I think you’re saying?




  ZAID. What do you think I’m saying?




  NEELAM. Well… What if I’m wrong and you’re not saying what I think you’re saying?




  ZAID. Just say it.




  NEELAM. I can’t be the one to say it.




  ZAID. I’m gay.




  Silence.




  Well fucking say something.




  NEELAM. I said tell me something surprising about you.




  ZAID. Fucking cow.




  ***




  Club.




  NEELAM. Look, I’m here for you.




  ZAID. I can’t.




  NEELAM. What’s the worst that could happen?




  ZAID. I don’t know?




  NEELAM. Seriously go on.




  ZAID. I’ll go over there and talk to him and he’ll laugh at me or just tell me to fuck off.




  NEELAM. And the best that could happen?




  ZAID. We fall in love and live happily ever after.




  NEELAM. So the reality is somewhere in between both those things.




  ***




  Uni accommodation.




  ZAID. Do you think everyone at school knew?




  NEELAM. I don’t know.




  ZAID. Real talk.




  NEELAM. I think people said things.




  ZAID. To you?




  NEELAM. Not to me, obviously. I would have fucking battered ’em.




  ZAID. What kind of things?




  NEELAM. It doesn’t matter now. School’s over.




  ZAID. Please.




  NEELAM. Just that you’d never had a girlfriend and you were a bit… girly.




  ZAID. Girly?




  NEELAM. You don’t like normal boy shit.




  ZAID. Football?




  NEELAM. And vaginas.




  ZAID.




  NEELAM. It’s not a bad thing. Being gay.




  ZAID. Not the greatest thing either. And don’t get me started on the religious stuff.




  NEELAM. You’re one of the best people I know.




  ZAID. What do I do with it?




  NEELAM. What do you mean?




  ZAID. Do I tell people? My parents would freak. Do I just marry a woman? Don’t want that. Like what the fuck does my life look like?




  NEELAM. What does any of our lives look like?




  ZAID. Least you know some things, you’ll get married, have kids.




  NEELAM. Do I look like I want to become a basic bushra from ends?




  ZAID. At least it’s there if you want it.




  Beat.




  NEELAM. Look, Zaid, all you can do is take it one day at a time.




  ***




  Club.




  ZAID. I’m better online.




  NEELAM. But you’re here now and he’s been eyeing you up!




  ZAID. Not sure he was.




  NEELAM. Want me to go up to him?




  ZAID. No.




  NEELAM. So go, I’ll be right here. GO!




  ***




  Uni accommodation.




  ZAID. It feels weird. Having this thing that I held on to, just having it out there.




  NEELAM. Chill, bitch. It’s me. Always got your back.




  ZAID. And I’ve got yours.




  NEELAM. Right, mine’s a truth.




  ZAID. We don’t have to play any more.




  NEELAM. Yes we do. Ask me about the rumours from sixth form.




  ZAID. Are you sure?




  NEELAM. I said ask me.




  ZAID. Was the gossip about you and Kasim true?




  NEELAM. Yes.




  ZAID. Right.




  NEELAM. Wanted to tell you for time, but it all got so fucked and at that point you were the only friend I had left. Didn’t want to risk it.




  ZAID. Sort of guessed you’d slept with him, but I didn’t want to ask. Know what it’s like people saying things about you behind your back.




  NEELAM. Real talk. What exactly would people say about me?




  ZAID. Seriously, just the stuff you probably know already. I wasn’t popular enough for any of that lot to speak to me. Fuck Kasim for telling everyone.




  NEELAM. Said Walahi on his mum’s life it wasn’t him.




  ZAID. Who else was it?




  NEELAM. I told Rehana as well.




  ZAID. What?




  NEELAM. She was my best mate at the time. She said she told one person just to get some advice and boom everyone knew and nobody was speaking to me.




  ZAID. And you believed her?




  NEELAM. I don’t know. We stopped talking after that.




  ZAID. You were always better than that lot. Rehana is a knob.




  NEELAM. Anyway fuck her and fuck school. That was the peak for those losers.




  ZAID. Fucking losers.




  NEELAM. And I’m still stuck in Ilford with most of them.




  ZAID. But you’re nothing like them. We’re going to be famous writers.




  NEELAM. Have people read our shit for years to come.




  ZAID. While they’ll just remain basic.




  Beat.




  NEELAM. Now we’ve got no secrets.




  ZAID. Actually, I stole the money from Mrs Cook’s purse, in Year 9. She was a bitch and it was just there.




  NEELAM. We got detention for a month and you never said anything?




  ZAID. I was in too deep.




  ***




  Club.




  NEELAM. Well what did he say? You were talking for ages.




  ZAID. He was cool. Studying music production, was born in Sheffield. Loves the Arctic Monkeys.




  NEELAM. Did you get his number?




  ZAID. No.




  NEELAM. Why not?




  ZAID. He’s straight.




  NEELAM. Fucking straights. They’re everywhere.




  ZAID. Trust me to hit on the only straight guy here.




  NEELAM. You have balls. Fucking went up to someone and chatted them up.




  ZAID. Yeah I did it. Should’ve got his number for you?




  NEELAM. Not my type… looks gay.
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