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  Welcome to VAULT




  The magic of the theatre often lies in its transience. There’s something special in the live event, in the shared space of bodies crammed into a room to witness a good story well told. Imagine that, multiplied by ten, and you’ve got the inarticulable atmosphere of VAULT Festival – dozens of stories unfolding in one moment to thousands of captive audience members. It is theatre at its most vibrant, its most immediate, its most live.




  Plays though – what makes them special is the way that they live on long after the stage goes dark. For writers, seeing their script published represents a permanent life for their work. It allows the stories they’ve dreamed up to reach out to people long after their run with us has ended. Publishing a script preserves, but it also reinvigorates – placing the story firmly into the imaginations of new readers and audience members and artists for years and years to come.




  This year, VAULT Festival is honoured to welcome one of its strongest contingents of new writing yet. The emerging artists that we work with are bursting at the seams with stories, ranging from elaborate escape plans to playful ruminations on the state of the world, from measuring the value of a single life to celebrating the warmth of a community.




  The writers and stories chosen here represent a small portion of the talent on offer from the VAULT Festival family. Our artists are teeming with love and intelligence and rage, they are brimming with urgency and voice and soul and ready to tear up the stage. As far as we’re concerned, they are the writers, makers and tellers of the future, and now, their stories are in your hands.




  As always, none of this would be possible without the unwavering support of Nick Hern Books. Their dedicated belief in our artists and consistent investment in their talent is essential to our work. From the bottom of our hearts, thank you.




  Gillian Greer, Head of Theatre and Performance




  VAULT Festival 2019










  




  3 BILLION SECONDS




  Maud Dromgoole




  For Jessica,




  who against all good maths brought me into the world










  




  MAUD DROMGOOLE




  Maud Dromgoole is a writer from London. Her plays include Mary’s Babies (VAULT Festival/King’s Head/Fertility Fest @ Bush Theatre/Jermyn Street Theatre); Rosa, Ursula and Richard (Finalist Mercury Weinberger Prize; reading at Old Red Lion); Blue Moon (Bread and Roses/The Courtyard/Arcola – as short play). Her short plays include Sleeping Beauty (The Bunker); Milk (The Bunker/Hackney Attic); Cake (The Cockpit/Tristan Bates Theatre); The Boy James (Love Bites); A Violet in the Youth of Primy Nature (Theatre Utopia) and Selkie (Southwark Playhouse/Old Red Lion). Her sitcom Acting Up was shortlisted for BBC Writersroom Comedy Script Room and she is currently working on several short films.










  




  3 Billion Seconds was first performed at VAULT Festival, London, on 6 March 2019, directed by Beth Pitts.




  At the time of going to print the play was still to be cast.




  A previous, shorter version of the play was performed at The Miniaturists, Arcola Theatre, London, with the following cast:




  

    

      	

        DAISY


      



      	

        Rhiannon Neads


      

    




    

      	

        MICHAEL


      



      	

        Tayla Kovacevic-Ebong


      

    


  




  3 Billion Seconds was started on an Arvon course under the tutorage of Chris Thorpe and Alice Birch, both of whom have been incredibly generous with their time and ideas. As has the excellent Beth Pitts.




  Thanks to Gill Greer and everyone at VAULT. Thanks to everyone at Nick Hern Books.




  Huge thanks are owed to my Playgroup: Joel McCormack, Max Levine, Sonia Jalaly, Hatty Jones and especially to Jessica Dromgoole, Jenny Bakst and Margaret Perry who have each seen this play through many drafts, tantrums, and panicky phone calls.




  Thanks to my supportive family, especially Cat Horn, Gordon Snell, Agnes Dromgoole, Matilda James and Chris Morgan. Thanks also to Greg Kyle, Jodi Gray, Natasha Magigi, Felicity Thompson, Grizzie Elliot, Laura Horton, Celia De Wolff and Olivia Ross.




  Thanks to James and Izzi at The Miniaturists for giving me some space to try this play, to Eleanor and Sophie for helping it run smoothly, and Tayla and Rhiannon for giving it breath.




  M.D.










  




  One simply feels convinced that someone – the government or God – will somehow stop it, before it disturbs our comfortable and settled lives… It takes a long time to realise that as far as looking after the future of humankind and the earth is concerned, there is no one at the controls.




  John Davol




  The power of population is so superior to the power of the Earth to produce subsistence for man, that premature death must in some shape or other visit the human race.




  Thomas Malthus










  




  Note on Play




  The first word has been underlined to indicate a break of space, time or character. Characters have not been distinguished but should be obvious.




  Words in [square brackets] are unspoken.




  A forward slash (/) indicates an interruption, including self-interruption.




  A lack of full stop indicates an open-endedness.




  The world that is of interest to the characters contracts as the play progresses and this should be represented somehow physically.




  Their relationship with the audience is inversely related to their relationship with each other.




  The audience begins as their allies but, as they become more intimate and insular with each other, we lose them.




  We are moving outwards to inwards.




  We are becoming more compact.




  There is a lot of love.




  A clock is visible on stage showing Earth’s current population.




  An example can be found here:




  www.worldometers.info/world-population










  


  

  
	

  DAISY


  

  	MICHAEL




  


  We are a plague on earth.




  When I was born.




  1990




  Yep. Thanks.




  Good year.




  The population stood at just over five billion.




  Five point two.




  Five point two nine six actually




  Five point two nine six and one.




  She cheesily winks at him and points.




  By the time I was twenty.




  The population had increased




  Drum roll




  By thirty per cent.




  That’s loads.




  In my grandfather’s lifetime




  Between 1900 and 2000




  The increase in world population was




  Three. Times. Greater.




  Than during the entire previous history of humanity.




  Going from one point six




  To six point one




  Billion people




  In just over three billion seconds.




  Michael and I




  Met on stage




  Population Pow wow




  Coventry




  2016




  And from the second I saw her




  Hell did we hate each other.




  Michael was a paralegal with a degree in superiority.




  Daisy was a ‘Poet’




  Don’t do the air quotes.




  Daisy was a poet ‘…’




  We had ‘undeniable chemistry on stage’




  And unbelievable rows offstage.




  But it sort of…




  Worked.




  We launched a small Kickstarter




  Funded almost exclusively by Daisy’s estranged wealthy pare[nts] /




  And toured any conference centre,




  Student Union




  Or village hall who would have us.




  It was hell.




  Michael was attempting a vegan hygiene regime and smelt vaguely of kettle chips.




  MICHAEL counts out on his fingers.




  Daisy spent a week




  Of both of our lives speaking




  Only in haiku




  We didn’t care for each other




  But we both cared a lot about /




  Population is the single greatest threat to humanity




  But we can change that.




  Simply educating men and women about population can have a huge impact.




  When Iran introduced a national family-planning programme




  1989




  Its fertility rate fell from five point six births per woman




  To two point six.




  In a decade.




  We shared a lot of cheap B&B rooms.




  And stayed up late drinking conference-centre wine out of plastic cups.




  Putting the world to rights.




  King of the world for the next thirty seconds.




  K




  Go




  Solve the NHS




  Scrap private health care




  Solve education




  Scrap private schools




  Solve immigration




  Scrap borders




  Solve wealth distribution




  Scrap inheritance




  Feed the world




  Scrap




  Eating




  So much meat.




  Solve population.




  Scrap having babies.




  Solve ageing population.




  Scrap




  Out of Time




  Treating cancer?




  That’s a lot of scrapping for thirty seconds.




  I’m very scrappy.




  When it comes to the three ‘F’ words.




  Fuel.




  Food.




  And Fresh water.




  We are




  Fucked




  Fucked




  And Fucked.




  And we are getting more fucked.




  The more fucking




  People are doing.




  We didn’t get huge audiences.




  Which, given we were acutely aware of how many people there were in the world




  Was quite disheartening.




  But we kept each other’s spirits up.




  If you had to,




  had to,




  kill someone,




  anyone in the world,




  who would it be and how would you do it?




  Donald Trump.




  Wholly unoriginal and wholly unfeasible.




  I’m very wily.




  How would you do it?




  Hit him.




  Very ‘wily’.




  With a newspaper.




  Very. Ironic.




  Seriously, try it. Don’t try it. But seriously.




  Take like, twenty-three sheets.




  ‘Like’ twenty-three sheets?




  Well twenty-two’s not strong enough, twenty-four’s not malleable enough.




  Okay.




  So right take twenty-three sheets.




  Slide them apart by… three inches, roll it up,




  Fold it in the middle,




  Smash anything you wanna break with it.




  Right.




  And it’s environmentally friendly. How many murder weapons can you think of that are both recycled and recyclable.




  Ice?




  We’d get drunk.




  And had heavy-headed mornings.




  But whatever happened.




  We’d always make it




  To Breakfast.




  We had a similar sense of value




  And budget




  And




  Whatever happened.




  We’d sit together.




  And try and reach our daily calorie allowance by 10 a.m.




  Eggs




  Fried




  Two




  Two hundred and eight calories




  Sausages




  Three




  Four hundred and eighty-six calories




  Baked Beans




  Half tin




  One hundred and forty calories




  Fried bread




  Two




  One hundred and eighty-two Calories




  Fried mushrooms




  Portion




  One hundred and fifty-six calories




  Hash brown




  Three




  Two hundred and forty Calories




  Grilled Tomato.




  One




  Sixty-four Calories




  Toast




  White.




  Buttered.




  Two




  Slices.




  Two hundred and fifty Calories.




  Black Pudding.




  If we were lucky.




  Two slices.




  One hundred and ninety calories.




  Ketchup




  One tablespoon




  Twenty calories.




  Brown sauce




  One tablespoon




  Twenty calories.




  Combining.




  To make a grand total of.




  One thousand nine hundred and fifty-six Calories.




  Leaving a spare forty-four calories.




  For a small coffee.




  With a splash of milk.




  And three teaspoons of sugar.




  We liked the maths.




  And gradually.




  Very gradually.




  We fell in




  To a routine of semi-regular sex.




  Which was good.




  It was actually really great.




  During China’s One-Child Policy




  Fertility fell from six births per woman in the 1960s




  To one point five in 2014.




  Though of course their methods were highly controversial.




  Effective.




  Autocratic. And.




  Sadly.




  CanNot be replicated in other countries.




  But




  Women hold the /




  This here is my hospital letter.




  Access to proper medical care including abortion /




  Tomorrow.




  I am taking matters into my own hands.




  Into my own balls.




  From tomorrow, all I can say is, if you like your grapes seedless.




  What the fuck was that?




  What. I was flirting with the audience.




  You




  Completely overrode my female-empowerment argument,




  With your vain,




  Self-serving,




  Vasectomy bullshit.




  Hey now, I’m just trying to remove the vas deferens between us.




  Daisy hates puns.




  Daisy hates puns almost as much as she hates it when I forget about female empowerment.




  We had a whole new bit on the Campaign for Women and Girls.




  I’m sorry I forgot.




  You forgot. Have you got early-onset…




  Jack my er, dad does have Alzheimer’s, which is why Daisy has trailed off.




  I’m so sorry.




  She never used to mention dementia before she knew, but there’s a compulsive part of Daisy’s brain that always makes her say the worst possible thing.




  It’s surprisingly useful.




  It’s fine.




  It’s not fine.




  Don’t worry. We’ll both let it go.




  Okay.




  Jack’s very not well.




  I don’t see him much.




  He doesn’t know who I am any more and the more time I spend with him the less I feel I have edges.




  I accidentally let slip he lived in [place] when we were touring [place] and in a deliberate attempt to piss me off, Daisy went to say




  Hello.




  Doll.




  Daisy, actually.




  Dolly… my…




  Dolly was a sweetheart of my father’s who slipped off the side of a waltzer car on a trip to Margate.




  He held on to her hands but her body was mangled in the motor.




  She died a little too slowly.




  Squeezing his hands. So tight.




  They left scars.




  He can’t remember her real name, only her face, which he mistakes for Daisy’s.




  I brought you a beeswax wrap.




  Daisy found a new way to upset me.




  You use it instead of cling film.




  And Jack found his lost




  Lovely pattern isn’t it.




  Can I hold your hands Dolly?




  Not just now.




  Maybe later.




  Maybe later.




  He gasps.




  Ten past two!




  Time for Countdown.




  Is it? Is it time for Countdown Dolly?




  I think we might just catch it.




  I take the only tape from the shelf and put it into his crumbling VHS player.




  Nine hundred and fifteen.




  Ten minus the one. Times one hundred. Seven plus the eight.




  She’s memorised the maths.




  She hasn’t memorised the maths.




  I just can’t do the maths.




  How can eight point one seven four MILLION people AFFORD to live in London.




  Where the fuck is Plaistow?




  Plaistow.




  Where?




  No you pronounce it. Plaistow.




  I’m pretty sure you don’t…




  Our tour’s coming to an end and our new favourite hobby is fighting over digital listings.




  One thousand two hundred and forty pounds.




  It’s a bit like Settlers of Catan




  A month!




  But less realistic.




  How could it possibly be so expensive?




  It has a wet room.




  It has a shower over a toilet.




  How does anyone afford to live on their own?




  I think most people have friends.




  And jobs.




  That’s a nice spreadsheet.




  Thanks.




  It has a sexy pie chart.




  It has several sexy pie charts.




  What’s this bit?




  Outgoings.




  Nice. What’s this bit?




  Income.




  –




  Shit.




  Yeah.




  You can afford precisely half a flat.




  Yep.




  Perhaps if you agreed not to use the bathroom.




  Just shat in the sink.




  Yeah.




  Yeah. Landlord would love that.




  Went through all doorways sideways, using half the space.




  Yeah. No good.




  Or.




  Yeah.




  Or!




  Yeah.




  Just don’t use the top half, cos you’re actually not that tall and if you found somewhere with high ceilings or just like crouched a bit you could get away with /




  What?




  No.




  What?




  No really it’s nothing it’s just not the or I thought you were gonna say?




  What ‘or’ did you want me to say?




  No, I didn’t want you to say it. I’d actually rather live in a bin.




  Than…?




  Me and Michael move in together.




  Ex-council block.




  [Amount of money] plus bills.




  Split between us.




  It’s a good deal.




  It’s a nice place.




  It has shit water pressure.




  It is south-facing.




  It has blinds that we leave halfway open so that we never have to actually open or close them.




  It has IKEA furniture.




  It is above a crack den.




  It has a double lock.




  We’re not really together.




  Other than the fact that we are together, all of the time.




  Neither of us have ever been particularly happy.




  And so adapt pretty well to living with someone, we don’t particularly like.




  And sometimes




  We do things together.




  We plant a seed




  We plant several seeds.




  The block has a square of very dead grass.




  No ball games




  No loitering




  No dogs




  No fun




  So




  We dig it up.




  We plant runner beans




  Green beans




  Tomatoes




  Carrots




  Potatoes




  Enough to feed the whole estate




  Fennel




  Lettuce




  Butternut squash




  Chard




  More chard




  So much chard




  Like ‘we might need to invent a collective noun for chard’ amounts of chard.




  A really obscene amount of chard.




  Chinese leaf.




  What the Ant and Dec is that?




  Chinese leaf.




  That’s not a Chinese leaf.




  If anything it’s a…




  Somewhere-else leaf. It looks like it’s wearing a burka.




  Okay. I don’t think you can equate the pious elegance of the burka with thick black rot




  It is very dead.




  Why is everything dead?




  Something’s growing.




  Nothing’s growing.




  We’ll try again.




  We can’t try again. It’s like a plague pit of vegetables.




  It’s not a /




  An army of burka-wearing cabbages.




  Sharia encroaches.




  Okay. That’s not funny.




  It was a little funny.




  You know that bit you’ve added about Muslims being the fastest growing population on earth.




  It’s a fact.




  I know it just sounds a bit scaremongery




  It’s true though.




  I know it’s true. It just sounds a bit racist.




  I think you sound a bit racist.




  What?




  You’re the one who thought it was scary.




  I just said it as a fact.




  You.




  The racist.




  Decided it was frightening.




  I’m not a racist.




  M’kay.




  I’m not.




  Sure.




  How can I be a racist when…




  What?




  You what?




  What because of me?




  You think you can’t be a racist because you’re having sex with me?




  No I.




  Donald Trump has slept with a lot of women.




  Doesn’t make him any less of a misogynist.




  More of one if anything.




  Yes.




  So.




  Actually. By that logic. Sexing me makes you more of a racist.




  You are my white oppressor.




  You are my glass ceiling.




  You are /




  Crying oh my god why are you crying?




  I’m so sorry.




  I was joking.




  I thought we were.




  I don’t actually think you’re a racist.




  I think you’re lovely. And great. And. Why are you crying?




  Please tell me why you’re crying?




  I don’t know.




  You don’t know?




  I don’t know.




  Agh. Okay.




  Um. Fuck.




  I don’t think I’ve ever actually seen you cry before.




  I didn’t really.




  I didn’t really think that was a thing that you did.




  Can I /




  No. You don’t want me to touch you that’s.




  That’s fine. I’m Sorry.




  Please I beg you.




  Please stop crying.




  I’m sorry.




  He gets on his hands and knees.




  No I’m sorry.




  I’m sorry I made you cry. And I. Please. Please stop /




  Are you laughing or crying?




  Bit of both.




  Well that’s half-good.




  Do you really think I’m LovelyandGreat.




  What? You’ve not. You’ve not really admitted that…




  You’ve never.




  Really, like said I’m a positive. Thing. In your life at all.




  How stupid are you Daisy Taylor?




  How could you not know that?




  I quite like you on your knees.




  Oh yeah?




  Yeah.




  Okay. Do you like it when I do this?




  Yeah. Yes.




  Yeah, okay.




  I mean if you wanted to, you know, make up for the whole, ‘calling me a racist’ thing like, um…




  Yep. Just kinda like. Yep. That’s nice.




  You’ve stopped crying.




  Yep. Shut up. Keep going.




  What?




  What?




  No nothing. You just. You just taste a bit different.




  What!?




  Not like bad different.




  Well obviously bad different or you wouldn’t have said anything.




  No not bad different. Just a bit, I dunno, just a bit sharper or, I dunno discharge is a bit thicker /




  What are you doing?




  What am I doing?




  You’re pulling up your knickers.




  Yes of course I am. You just used the word discharge in a sexual context which makes you essentially a psychopath.




  I’m just saying your discharge /




  I want to die.




  Is a bit th-ick-er than normal.




  I think it’s good if we feel comfortable talking about…




  I feel sick.




  I just wanted to check everything’s okay with you.




  Yes. Of course it is. Yes. It’s probably just like an adjustment period after I got my coil out.




  After.




  You got your…




  Coil out. Yeah. Since you got your vasectomy, I saw no reason to pump myself full of needless hormones, making myself fat and depressed.




  Since I got my vasectomy.




  Yes.




  When did I get my vasectomy?




  Um! I imagine the day after you waved your hospital letter at three hundred people shouting about getting a vasectomy ‘tomorrow’!




  You did get it didn’t you?




  Michael?




  Yes! Of course, darling.




  Of course, I did.




  Ha. Oh my god.




  Yeah I really got you right.




  S’not funny.




  So Daisy’s pregnant.




  No way dude. Congratulations.




  Congratulations?




  Yeah!




  We’re population activists with a combined salary of just under thirteen thousand pounds a year, and we live above a crackhead called Janice.




  Oh. My. God.




  What part of ‘Daisy’s pregnant’ do you think sounds like a positive.




  Um… The pregnancy test?




  Right, strong joke that. Well worth sacrificing being there for me in my time of need.




  Michael’s best friend is a girl called Sarah which I used to be really jealous about but now don’t care at all because we’re just such great mates.




  So, she gets an abortion, what’s the big deal, OR leave her, come out and be fun with me again. Stop spending nights in watching The Queen.




  The Crown.




  The Crown. Which is shit B-T-Dubs.




  Very high production values though.




  How does that not make it worse?




  What does Daisy think?




  Oh she loves it, I think she secretly covets a tiara.




  And about the pregnancy?




  Oh she doesn’t know.




  Right. You gonna tell her?




  I dunno, I’m guessing she’ll probably figure it out.




  Is it yours?




  Yeah.




  Would you rather, that it was yours, but you thought that it wasn’t.




  OR




  That it wasn’t yours but you thought that it was.




  I’m not playing this game.




  Would you rather have a nose made of bogey




  Or a bogey made of nose.




  Sarah.




  Oh. Would you rather I died. Right. Not your fault. Of like, polio or something.




  Or, I survived, but you had tried to kill me and I knew that and hated you.




  First one.




  Well that’s fundamentally bad ethics.




  You’re gonna have to improve on that.




  You know why, because You’re Gonna Be A /




  Dad.




  Hi, um nice…. Er, nice, nice, curtains look I’m sorry that it’s been a while.




  Look I’m sorry that I stopped coming.




  I never really meant to




  I meant to, I never meant to make you feel unloved I brought you some flowers.




  They’re peonies, or pansies. They’re not they’re. Pegonias.




  Begonias.




  They’re begonias. I. You need to plant them.




  Me and Daisy we, we planted out window boxes for, our, neighbours and that




  We’re trying t’ grow.




  And we




  I thought we could do it together.




  Or not.




  Or you and Daisy could




  Daisy’s here a lot. Isn’t she.




  Daisy loves you, Dolly I think you call her.




  So that’s good isn’t it.




  She’s here [a lot] pregnant.




  She’s pregnant.




  I suppose that’s why I’m here




  I think, I think I’ve been telling myself I haven’t told her




  Oh she doesn’t know [by the way]




  I think I’ve been telling myself I haven’t told her because, it’s my fault and I




  Oh it’s [my fault] yep




  Because it’s my fault and I can’t face, her, Cross, and




  I think it’s not that.




  I think it’s not that.




  I think, what it is is, I, for the first time since, you looked at me and didn’t know know know know know




  Didn’t know who I was, did, couldn’t,




  For the first time I feel like




  Connected?




  Like literally the reason we’re even together is




  but, but I feel like maybe,




  (We can’t even raise a carrot)




  I know, I think, somewhere you feel the absence of me, I guess, and I’m really sorry about that. And it’s not because I don’t love you




  At all




  It’s basically the complete opposite of that.




  It’s because you are Everything I’ve Ever wanted to Be.




  And the only person I’ve ever wanted to please.




  And.




  Just the thought.




  Someone might look at me with half the /




  That I look at you




  Just




  I would give ten years of my life




  Or




  Twenty.




  Or.




  But even that, wouldn’t come close to enough.




  There’s just no [calculation] that /




  I know we can’t




  But just for the minute




  Just in this exact minute




  I’ve got a family again




  I’ve got a family again




  And I’m not quite




  Ready to let that go




  He gasps.




  Do you know what I mean?




  Two. Ten.




  Right




  Time for Countdown!




  Yep




  Is it?




  Is it?




  Yeah. I’ll get it going, I’ve got to




  Go on




  Janice put a fucking TV in the recycling bin today.




  Not that




  It makes a mockery of our recycling.




  I know




  Do you know what an effort it is to recycle?




  Yes




  And food. What is the point in sacrificing half our flat to segregated recycling if she’s gonna shit on it with her Kentucky-fried telly




  Jack?




  I’m calling the council




  How was Jack?




  What I went to see him. It was fine.




  Did he… [Recognise you]?




  Did he, was he?




  No, he didn’t, he doesn’t he never will again, can we just watch whatever depressing issue-based documentary




  Kids on Xanax?




  Mm




  Plastic in the Ocean




  Stop it you’re making me hot




  I feel like plastic in the ocean, is like, when you need to piss and you sit down and the seat is already like, soaked, and you are literally wet with someone else’s urine, but, by the time you realise, it’s so too late to do anything about it so you just have to decide it’s fine even though it’s totally not, and in your heart it makes you sick but you have a false sense of calm in the face of disaster. Know what I mean?




  I don’t sit down to piss so




  Do you want turkey dinosaurs or sausages?




  We should really go vegan




  Yeah




  Yeah




  But one of us would need to learn how to cook.


  

  

  
	

  Shotgun not


  

  	

  Shotgun not


  

  


  


  Is that a gun?




  Daisy




  Daisy is it?




  Don’t confuse me.




  I know you’re Daisy.




  Right. You know guns kill people, right, you’ve not forgotten that one.




  This one hasn’t.




  This was my father’s.




  He left Jamaica in 1943 with this gun and very little else.




  For King and Country




  It wasn’t his country at the time but he certainly made it so.




  Hard graft.




  Laying down roots.




  Would be a shame not to see that tree grow.




  So he went off to war, didn’t kill anyone, and then he came home, here and he deactivated that gun, so that future generations would never accidentally shoot their sons’ girlfr/latmate.




  I have a favour to ask you Daisy.




  I’m very happy, my boy found you




  I feel I’m leaving him in good hands




  Leaving. Booking a one way flight to Switzerland are you?




  I don’t think there’s any need to go that far.




  Good. You scared me.




  We can do it here.




  Do what.




  I need you to kill me Daisy. I’m not strong enough to do it myself.




  Oh good you’ve gone mental




  I am mad Daisy I don’t know my toes from my toothbrush on a good day




  And this is a bad day, is it?




  This is a great day. I know who I am. I know who you are and I know I want to die.




  As a benchmark for a great day that seems pretty low




  Exactly.




  I’ve got maybe another forty like this.




  More maybe. Even.




  Life shouldn’t be wasted on me




  There are new souls who will make much more of it than me.




  Forty years of intensive medical care and a high-meat-content diet.




  That might come close to enough.




  What are you talking about




  Kill me




  No




  I want you to




  I’m running out of things I can do right




  Please




  No.




  It’s true, babies born in Britain add on average one hundred and sixty times more greenhouse emissions than babies born in Ethiopia




  Hideous




  I think we should put it in the talk




  Right




  So like, hypothetically, if we were going to have a baby /




  Hypothetically.




  Yeah




  Yeah?




  We should have it in Ethiopia




  Yeah




  Okay.




  Although




  Quite a high infant-mortality rate




  Plus the air miles




  Hardly worth it




  Hypothetically hardly worth it.




  Yep




  Filthy, ungrateful short-sighted children rape their mother




  Dig their nails into her flesh and squeeze oil from her breasts




  Hungry




  Greedy




  They set fire to her hair and watch her tears run cold oceans




  She spits back at them plague and drought but they laugh at her




  They are clev’rer than her, she did not go to school




  They have children of their own who now need to be fed




  And while she clings on to life they can’t fathom her dead.




  Close your eyes close your ears and I’ll end my harangue.




  Cos our species been damned since that first great / [big bang].




  What you thinking?




  Meringue




  I like meringue




  Do you?




  Yeah




  That is not a thing that I knew about you




  Do you hate meringue?




  No, but I was just thinking, I’d really love to make a meringue right now but I bet Michael hates them.




  I don’t hate them




  Shall I make some meringue?




  Make some /




  I brought you some mering/




  Still got the gun then?




  I swear to god if you accidentally shoot yourself




  I Will kill you.




  Dolly?




  Oh Dolly I thought you were dead




  Oh




  I had a horrible dream




  I’ve got to call to call to call my mum




  I told her that you died Dolly




  I told her you were dead




  She’s




  Jack she’s dead




  She is dead




  I’m not her and your mother’s dead too




  She’s




  How.




  She’s




  Did I forget?




  You forgot




  How could I forget?




  I don’t know




  Have I forgotten before?




  Yes




  I don’t want to forget again.




  Have a meringue.




  I don’t know if I like meringue.




  Why don’t you try?




  I don’t think I want to.




  Okay




  Is that okay?




  That’s okay




  I had a steak and kidney pie for lunch.




  Right.




  It’s a better taste to keep in my mouth.




  No problem.




  Give me your hands Dolly.




  I’m not




  She’s dead




  Almost.




  Almost dead.




  Saddest thing about me dying.




  There’s a lot of…




  It’s no proper home for you, in my addled brain Dolly.




  I’m sorry I’m taking you out with me.




  Jack I’m scared.




  Don’t be scared Dolly




  We’re going somewhere hotter.




  He picks up the gun from his jacket and points it at her.




  Give me your hands.




  She slowly holds them up.




  Give Me your hands.




  She does. Slowly.




  One here




  He holds it to her stomach.




  And one here




  He holds her hand around the gun.




  Tell him I love him.




  Tell him you love him too.




  And tell her about me.




  Enough.




  Bang.




  He said it might be enough?




  Yeh. Look I feel like you should be crying or something. I dunno. I don’t want to tell you how to feel but I did bring home king-sized Kleenex.




  Right did you buy those before or after you shot my father.




  Hm!?




  I didn’t actually buy them. He had them in the house.




  I used them to wipe my prints off the gun, and then




  I thought, they might…




  You thought you’d bring me Jack’s wank tissues as a memento.




  Please don’t. It’s been a hard day.




  Okay of all the people who should be telling other people how to behave right now I think maybe the one of us who’s just shot the other’s only surviving parent is quite low on the general hierarchy of… behaviour… issuing… people




  He knew by the way




  Knew what?




  I mean, I know




  Also




  Probably something worth mentioning.




  But I’m guessing that you told him.




  I don’t know what you’re talking about.




  He said it might be enough




  He said it might be enough?




  Yeh I.




  He said it might be enough.




  Yep




  He heard me?




  Okay




  He heard me!




  He heard me and then he fucking died




  He starts to cry. She offers him a tissue which he takes.




  Do you think it was enough?




  So you don’t think, it was enough?




  Michael




  You’re saying he just died, just, sacrificed everything for nothing.




  No




  Well.




  It’ll still, do… good




  Oh well let’s all just go and kill ourselves then, shall we.




  I just.




  The sums don’t, the, of it, it doesn’t




  No okay okay okay. Let’s work this out.




  What?




  Let’s work this out.




  Okay




  So, okay. What’s the average life expectancy in the UK?




  Seventy-nine point two years for males eighty-two point nine years for females.




  Okay, and this generation are expected to live




  Twelve point two years longer.




  Okay so that’s ninety-one point four for men and And ninety-five point one years for girls.




  Women.




  Ninety-five point one years?




  For women yes.




  Is that right?




  That is the correct life expectancy for women yes. Why?




  That’s three billion seconds.




  Huh.




  Ninety-five point one years is three billion seconds.




  How old was Jack?




  Sixty next year.




  Young.




  Okay he’d’ve, so seventy-nine point two minus fifty-nine




  Seventy-nine point two minus fifty-nine




  Twenty point two




  Okay so ninety-five point one minus twenty point two




  You think it’s a girl?




  Seventy-four point nine




  You think it’s a girl.




  Couple of billion seconds short




  I think it’s a girl




  How many Jacks is that?




  Three and three quarters




  Music starts up in downstairs flat.




  How many Janices is that?




  Fewer.




  We can’t actually kill Janice though




  No




  No




  No




  No




  I mean




  No




  Right no.




  Unless she wanted to




  I mean I would want to if I was Janice




  But you’re not and she doesn’t.




  Shame.




  We should definitely go vegan though.




  Yeah




  I wish we had a car we could sell




  We could buy a car, and then pretend to find out, and then sell it




  I don’t think that’s really in the spirit of




  No




  Seventy-four point nine years to raise.




  Seems like a lot.




  We gonna have a baby?




  Looks like it.




  We’re gonna have a baby.




  Your dad’s dead




  My dad’s dead.




  Funny old day.




  Yeah




  I love you




  I love you too




  That’s lucky because we’re having a baby.




  We’re like grown-ups or something.




  Wanna come to bed?




  No I’m gonna go for a walk.




  Don’t get murdered




  K




  You’re gonna be a daddy.




  You’re gonna be a daddy.




  No I’m gonna be a mummy.




  Fuck… yeah.




  He goes for hours.




  I think he would tell me what he was feeling if he knew




  But he doesn’t so [he walks]




  I think I’d tell him what I was thinking. If I knew




  But I don’t so I eat cold turkey twizzlers out the fridge and remember I’m meant to be vegan.




  I cover them in bleach.




  Mrs Salinger I’m sorry you caught me reading the pap/




  Daisy?




  Were you reading the Daily Mail?




  You don’t have an appointment.




  But you’re a doctor.




  Daisy, I’m sorry, I’ve told you if you are seeking an abortion you’ll have to find another doctor to refer you.




  No I know, I




  I abstain on ethical grounds




  Okay




  I understand that teenage pregnancies are often unplanned.




  People raise children in all sorts of circumstances Miss Taylor.




  Right, I’m actually twenty-nine




  Born in 1990 no?




  Yeah




  And you, ten in 2000, and oh, I appear to have lost a decade.




  Right




  Do you do that?




  No




  Extraordinary




  Twenty-nine, really




  I’d had five by your age




  FIVE.




  Declining birth rate in this country of course.




  You youths today, you’re very much younger aren’t you?




  In yourselves




  Are we?




  Yes




  Why do you think that is?




  Er… housing market?




  Oh really




  Well I’m afraid my ethical position doesn’t change according to your age.




  Right. S’not really very ethical though is it?




  Well it’s a matter of opinion.




  Apparently.




  I consider life to be sacred




  I consider life to be sacred. I want to protect life on /




  Then we’re in agreement, Miss Taylor.




  For you formed my inward parts; knitted me together in my mother’s womb.




  I didn’t.




  God did.




  Ah right. The royal You.




  When I was being made in secret, intricately woven in the depths of the earth. Your eyes saw my unformed substance; in Your book were written, every one of them, the days that were formed for me, when as yet there was none of them.




  I don’t see it as man’s business to burn God’s books before they’ve ever been read.




  Nor do I as it happens.




  I think it’s a woman’s business.




  Very clever.




  I am very clever. You’re very stupid.




  You may think what you like about me.




  I interrogate my own beliefs very hard, Very regularly.




  I have made my peace with God.




  If you make the decision to terminate the pregnancy that is your decision.




  But I will play no part in it.




  Well I’m keeping it, so.




  That’s wonderful news.




  You didn’t change my mind




  Of course. I’m delighted you have come to this commendable decision.




  It’s not Commendable though is it. It’s actually madness.




  It’s actually a really stupid terrible selfish idea actually and I have no idea how this has happened.




  I’m sure you have some idea.




  How it happened.




  SLAM SLAM SLAM all through the night.




  What time was it last night, what time did you come home. And rattle my bones.




  Janice you smoke actual crack. You are a parody of a bad neighbour.




  I don’t smoke crack




  Okay




  I




  What? I don’t




  No sure.




  I really don’t smoke crack.




  Good




  I spent my morning at B&Q




  Great




  I bought a Wandering Jew




  Okay, I don’t know what that is.




  It’s a plant




  Lovely




  I take care of it.




  Good for you




  I’m a good neighbour




  Sure




  I water your window boxes




  They’re weeds. Dead weeds. You’re watering Dead weeds.




  I’m very quiet with the doors




  Good for you




  Would you like me to teach you how to close the door?




  Not in the slightest. Look I’m only here because me and Daisy are getting rid of some meat




  What’s wrong with it?




  We’re going vegan




  What’s wrong with you?




  Nothing, do you want it or not?




  She takes one and sucks it.




  Tastes like chemicals




  Well yeah, they’re twizzlers.




  I feel quite sick.




  Yes that’s pretty common.




  No I feel quite sick that I am joining your gang of mentalists who shit out five babies and think people who have abortions are sinners when actually they are our only hope. Abortionists. Genetic… modifying scientists. Euthanasia-rists. They’re the heroes in this world. Not you sitting on your high Jesus horse and telling them all they’re going to hell.




  I’m actually very pro-GM food.




  Unlike my friends at the Daily Mail here.




  Still. A good firelighter though.




  I don’t have a fireplace




  Fuel. For. The. Fire.




  I agree.




  Look at this nonsense. Mice with six ears.




  He gives her the paper.




  All the more to feed ourselves with I say.




  Ha ha.




  But, on the sanctity of life the Bible is very clear.




  We are created in God’s own image and our lives are to be respected.




  No abortion. No euthanasia.




  But you’re keeping the baby Daisy, don’t let it pray on your mind.




  I’m a euthanasiaRist though. I am. I am. I am.




  Actually.




  Fuck.




  Yeah. I killed someone.




  So roll that up in your Bible and smoke it.




  Daisy you don’t know what you’re saying.




  I do, no injections for me, I just shot him. Boom. Bang.




  Daisy.




  Miss.




  Who did you shoot?




  Michael’s




  Dad




  ‘DaD’




  Feels a funny word in my mouth.




  Dad. Is. Dead




  Daisy tells me my ‘dad’ has died




  The police inform me that my ‘dad’ has died




  The police but you have that patient–doctor confidentiality thing. You can’t. No but you actually can’t. You can’t tell anyone anything that I said during a.




  I go to the registry office and inform them that my ‘dad’ has died




  No, I didn’t murder. I quite specifically.




  I am recommended a grief counsellor because my ‘dad’ has died




  I’m not putting myself or anyone else in present danger




  I tell the woman in the corner shop who comments on the fact I don’t usually buy cigarettes that my ‘dad’ had died




  I leave you with very little option?




  I tell my friends that my ‘dad’ has died




  My hands are hot and sweaty




  They give me sympathy because my ‘dad’ has died




  Please




  We sit in long protracted silences because my ‘dad’ has died




  The newspaper in my hands is shaking like it has a battery.




  ‘my dad’ takes on a characteristic of his own




  Put the phone down




  ‘my dad’ weds me to everyone else whose ‘dad’ has died




  Stop calling.




  ‘my dad’ was not a person so much as ‘my dad’s dead’ is a state of mind




  Please




  A collective




  Please




  A race




  He wanted




  A new world religion praying to the god of my dad’s dead




  Put the phone down




  And I just want Jack to come and tell everyone they’re stupid.




  Put the phone down!




  I turn on Countdown




  One




  Daisy has left me tops and bottoms to three custard creams




  Two




  She only likes the middles




  Three




  ‘And I only like the biscuit bit.’




  Four




  Is what I said to her two years ago




  Five




  Because I wanted to have sex with her.




  Six




  And now she leaves me biscuits…




  Seven




  Covered in spittle




  Eight




  All over the house.




  Nine




  God this is a tedious programme




  Ten




  Two from the top.




  Eleven




  Four from the bottom.




  Twelve




  Seventy-five,




  Thirteen




  One hundred,




  Fourteen




  Two.




  Fifteen




  Seven,




  Sixteen




  Four




  Seventeen




  and nine




  Eighteen




  Target




  Nineteen




  Nine hundred and forty-two




  Twenty




  One hundred




  Twenty-one




  plus seven




  Twenty-two




  One hundred and seven




  Twenty-three sheets of newspaper




  and the two and the four




  Three inches apart.




  So, one hundred and thirteen




  He watches me rolling them.




  Times the nine




  He’s still on hold, God bless austerity.




  One thousand and seventeen




  Fold in half




  Take the seventy-five




  The pointed corners formed by each of the folds are surprisingly sharp.




  Nine hundred and forty-two




  A grinning horde of Jihadis wielding EU passports are daring me from the spine of my weapon. And:




  Simple




  How long. How long have you got left?




  What?




  They don’t tell you I’m just.




  On hold.




  I’m sure they’ll pick up soon.




  How long have you got left. In your life?




  How many years are you going to live?




  Only He knows that.




  Well, Can you ask him?




  No.




  Care to, take a guess?




  I…?




  You’re a doctor aren’t you?




  Umm… twenty-something. Years.




  Can you be more specific?




  Er, twenty… twenty.




  Twenty, twenty…?




  Twenty-two years?




  Twenty-two years.




  Yes.




  Hello! Police please.




  Smack




  Oh.




  For the second time this week I go from being two of three people in a room, to two of two, and it’s like the whole universe exists only within my body.




  Nine times one hundred




  My hands are covered in blood.




  Two plus four is six.




  She licks her hands.




  Times seven. Right that is easier.




  Tastes of rust and overstewed tea




  Sometimes I overcomplicate life.




  Twenty-two years.




  She makes a note.




  Jack would have said my way was more elegant.




  Banked.




  I’m hungry




  There’s nothing in the fridge




  Oh the meat




  Oh yes sorry I covered it all in bleach




  You




  I covered it in bleach. God you didn’t eat it did you?




  No, I um… threw it out




  Phew




  Yeah phew




  You seen Janice today?




  Er, no




  She’s throwing up more than I am.




  Is she?




  Probably some bad spice or something




  Yeah, probably.




  How was the doctor’s?




  Oh fine, you know, wanted to know when my last period was which was embarrassing because I couldn’t answer.




  Right




  I told him I was vegan




  Good




  Felt funny saying it out loud you know.




  We should watch your iron levels




  Right yeah, he helped with that actually




  Supplements?




  Yeah. Yep. Sort of.




  Cool




  Blood-murder-blood-murder-blood-murder-blood-murder-murder-murder-blood-POLICE!




  Put your hand up, where I can see them, do put your hand up If you are twenty-five or over




  You are old




  Relatively speaking




  If you’re over twenty-five




  You are older Than. The majority. Of the world’s population




  Genuinely




  You are older than half the world




  And you’re only getting older




  There are one point two billion people




  Between the ages of ten and nineteen




  That’s a hell of a lot of teenagers




  Now you might be thinking that’s all smelly socks and used condoms at bus shelters




  But eighty-seven per cent live in the developing world




  And as this new generation of prospective parents




  Enter the sexual marketplace




  Very few of them will have access to the contraceptive services they deserve




  This is the greatest issue facing mankind




  This is where our energy needs to be focused




  This is gonna start looking hypocritical




  You’re gonna start looking hypocritical




  Well yes that’s exactly my point




  Look at your beautiful glowing hypocritical face




  I’m not glowing




  You’re glowing




  I’m sicky sweaty gleaming




  You’re beautiful sicky sweating gleaming




  You’re beautiful gaunt grieving




  I’m okay




  I hope you’re okay




  I’m okay




  I’d already said goodbye in lots of ways




  You knew whoever he was at the end better than I did




  Maybe that’s what’s hard




  I hope you’re okay




  I’m okay




  Okay




  The police came round today




  What?




  Yeah I know I shat myself




  Post mortem came back




  suicide




  Well I know but I still




  What did they want?




  Not for us, downstairs




  Oh




  I know.




  And




  Well they took something out in a body bag




  Did they?




  Yeah




  Right




  Poor Janice




  Yeah




  Did they




  The police




  Did they ask any questions?




  No




  I don’t think




  It’s not suspicious is it




  Local crackhead dies




  Not gonna hit the news is it




  She was clean




  Yeah sure.




  She was. She, bought a Wandering Jew.




  Well, it only takes once. Doesn’t it. Apparently, you’re more likely to die on a relapse than anything else. Unless you can think /




  Nah probably the relapse. Like. Amy Winehouse




  Like Amy Winehouse, plus they cut it with all sorts like




  Bleach?




  Yes Sarah, bleach. I’m asking you, can you just google: How much bleach would I have to drink to kill myself




  Why can’t you google it




  I don’t [wannit on]




  My phone is loading really slowly and




  Are you out of data?




  Er, yeah




  Are you okay for money?




  Yeah




  I mean no but




  No more no than normal




  I heard your dad died.




  My dad died




  Yeah, you didn’t tell me about that.




  Okay, sorry




  I don’t want you to be sorry I /




  Good because I’m not




  I wanna be there for you




  Great, so can you google, how much bleach, does it take to kill a person




  I’m really worried about you




  I don’t want you to be worried about me, I want you to pick up your phone and




  Daisy said it was suicide




  When have you seen Daisy?




  I didn’t she, she put it on Twitter




  She put it on Twitter?




  Yeah




  Well why did she put it on Twitter




  It was national suicide prevention day




  So




  So, so, she shared something and I was, It was a bit of a weird tweet actually




  Daisy’s weird on Twitter.




  It had a Nike gif.




  Right.




  And a Just Do It hashtag.




  You’re worried about Daisy?




  I’m worried about you.




  You don’t need to worry about me




  You just asked me to google how much bleach it takes to kill someone,




  Now either I’m worried about you,




  Or I’m really worried about what you’re gonna do to someone else.




  Oh




  Right




  Yeah




  Um




  I think the baby it’s




  It’s just been quite




  Harder




  I can’t go any harder




  You fucking can




  Harder




  I’m scared




  Harder you fucking pussy.




  I can’t




  You can




  I’m scared I’m gonna hurt it




  You’re scared you’re gonna hurt It?




  Sorry




  You’re?




  It’s a mouse Michael




  I know




  You’re, you’re, meant to hurt it, you’re trying to kill it
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