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Introduction


Having something published for the first time is an incredible thrill for any writer. You feel like finally there will be a small piece of your work etched in stone for all eternity that can never be removed. Slightly overdramatic perhaps but nevertheless very exciting!


Having this particular play published has been especially rewarding because of the way it all came about. Many young playwrights assume that the only way they will ever see their work in print is if it gets picked up by one of the major new writing theatres in town. These theatre companies do fantastic work; however, for people whose desire it is to create theatre beyond merely submitting a script, it can be quite frustrating and limiting.


The pleasure of having Immaculate published is that it took a different route. I wrote, directed and produced the show with my own theatre company, Les Enfants Terribles, which I established in 2002 to produce new work. I managed to drag it up to the Edinburgh Festival with little money, a lot of faith and a lot of favours. Now to have the piece recognised in this way and for it to be embarking on a tour is a real privilege, and I hope it will encourage others like me, who have a real enthusiasm for creating theatre, that you can achieve these things purely through hard work and blind determination. Admittedly, it may take a bit longer, be a lot more work and at times, a lot more frustrating, but if and when you do get there, I promise it is a lot more satisfying!


So, to anyone out there who has a passion for making theatre and is stuck performing in some dingy cave in the annals of Edinburgh somewhere to two drunken audience members and a friendly member of the front-of-house staff, keep it up. We need people like you to be producing new theatre, writing new work, talking about new things. As excellent as the new-writing theatre industry is at the moment, nothing can compare to the people who are spending all their time, money and energy trying to create something new in the theatre and trying to say something they think is important. That is what is exciting about the theatre, what pushes the medium forward. I sincerely hope that this small victory will encourage others to keep plugging away and working too hard and throwing all their money away into the seemingly bottomless pit of theatre production. It can be worth it in the end.
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Characters


MIA, twenty/thirty-something


REBECCA, Mia’s best friend


MICHAEL, Mia’s ex-boyfriend


GABRIEL, an Archangel


LUCIFER, a Fallen Angel


GARY GOODMAN, Mia’s old classmate


CHORUS


The action takes place in Mia’s small bedsit.


On stage are two chairs, a hatstand and a Greek column on which sits a phone. There is a door stage right (the front door to the flat) and a door stage left (the door to the rest of the flat). It is recommended to use actual doors wherever possible, as opposed to just the wings, for maximum comic effect. If actual doors are unavailable for the production, most entrances can be performed offstage, as if in the hallway.


. . . can represent the trailing off of a sentence, a pause or the line being interrupted.










ACT ONE


The scene is set with dramatic music. A Classical Greek CHORUS, dressed in black and wearing masks, enter. (Note: the CHORUS are played by the actors who portray MICHAEL, GABRIEL, LUCIFER and REBECCA.)


The CHORUS speak. They physicalise each action with a succinct and precise movement; it should be slick and stylised.


CHORUS.


Upon this stage a tale we bring to you


Of devils, angels, infants and a womb


The womb of whom upon our story rests


A female, young, with fire in her breast


Her life, not one of solitude but vice


Indulgence presiding over sacrifice.


Yet still her form was chosen as the host


To a child whose being mattered more than most.


Her unasked task was just to incubate


A child they say had greatness as his fate


But prepared for such a role our muse was not


And less than happy was she with her lot


And added to this growing mount of fear


The father of said child was less than clear.


A claim is staked from dark and one from light


And one from mortal, present on the night


And so begins our tale with her reception


Of the unexpected news of its conception.


The CHORUS exit and a single light comes up on a phone which sits on a column. As the light comes up, the phone begins to ring. After a moment, a voice shouts from offstage.


MIA (offstage). Fuck off.


She continues to curse at the ringing phone from offstage. A toilet flushes as lights come up on a small room. It is functional with little in it.




The phone continues to ring persistently as MIA continues to shout abuse at it from offstage.


Fuck off . . . I’m coming . . . Alright . . . OK . . . hang on for Christ’s sake!


MIA bursts onto the stage. She is clearly heavily pregnant and dressed in comfortable tracksuit-style clothes. She is holding a pregnancy test. She answers the phone. She is slightly frantic.


WHAT?


Yes . . . YES, I’ve just done it . . .


I’ve got it here . . .


I’m looking at it now . . .


Well, it doesn’t say anything yet . . .


I don’t know how long . . . five minutes?


She picks up the home-pregnancy-test instructions and reads the back.


The pack just says a few . . .


Well, I don’t know . . . three . . . ?


She disregards the instructions.


This is ridiculous . . .


I can’t be – it’s not possible . . .


No literally . . .


Biologically . . .


No . . . literally, I literally haven’t had sex since Michael . . .


I know . . .


I KNOW . . .


Well, there’s definitely something in there . . .


I can feel it moving around . . .


So how do you explain the massive fucking bulge I’m hiding under my sister’s jumper?




. . . Because my sister is fatter than me and my jumpers won’t fit . . .


. . . Yes, I’m sure it’s not just gas . . .


Looking at watch.


Three and a half . . .


OK . . .


She stares at the test.


I can see something . . .


Something’s happening . . .


It’s a line . . .


It’s a blue line . . .


What the fuck does a blue line mean?


She desperately fishes around for the instructions and reads them frantically. Suddenly she stops moving and stares forward.


. . . I’m pregnant.


Fuck.


She puts the phone down.


Beat.


(To audience.) That was my friend Rebecca on the phone, she’s three years younger than me and has never had a boyfriend for more than seven months . . .


The idea of having children abhors her, she says the mere thought of a small, bald, wrinkly human being crawling out of her delicate feminine area is enough to make her avoid sex for ever . . .


She has nightmares about it . . .


Fields of hundreds of tiny babies with the faces of her mother and father, all screaming at her and shitting their pants, while she runs around desperately to try and change their nappies, but the cycle of shitting is so constant from the many, many babies, she can never keep up and there is a constant stench and never-ending, screeching howls from the many soiled, screaming, wrinkly little monsters . . .


At this point she wakes up in tears, covered in a damp sweat and rings me . . .


Who is always fast asleep, to say . . .


She picks up the phone. REBECCA appears in the doorway upstage left, holding a phone, shrieking.


REBECCA. I had it again, those little bastards won’t leave me alone . . . I can’t bear it . . . the stench, the screams, the dead, shark eyes of my mother laughing at me as she shits all over my . . .


MIA. Calm down, you don’t have to have children . . .


You’re on the pill, you use condoms, you’re protected, have a bloody hysterectomy if you want, then you know you’re safe . . .


It is a preventative problem, they don’t just appear in your womb from nowhere, demanding to be bred.


She puts the phone down, REBECCA exits. MIA turns back to the audience.


Well, they don’t . . .


At least that was my understanding . . .


But this isn’t about Rebecca, this is about me . . .


Who is, as you can see, pregnant, heavily.


Now, I don’t have Rebecca’s inherent fear of babies, I don’t mind babies; in fact, I’d even go as far to say I actually quite like babies, and I probably did intend to have one . . .


At some point,


Or at least I assumed I would,


At some point,


When I was happily married in my own house, with a gingham apron . . .




And an Aga and . . .


A dog . . .


I don’t have any of those things . . .


But I am pregnant, heavily . . .


Which is odd to say the least.


You see, I haven’t actually had sex since I broke up with my ex, Michael.


. . . He claimed that we were both ‘changing, but we weren’t allowing each other to move on, that everything else in our lives was progressing but we were forcing each other to stay as the people we knew, which apparently weren’t the people that we were any more . . . ’


. . .


Which is bollocks, HE was changing and the new HIM wanted to be single . . . Prick.


MICHAEL suddenly bursts through the door upstage left.


MICHAEL. God, you’re so unreasonable, see this is why . . . this is what happens . . . you’re the only person that can make me like this, I’m not like this any more.


MIA. What? No, Michael, I’m not the only person who makes you like this, I’m the only person you show this to because I’m the person you take all your shit out on. Because you’ve given up trying to ‘impress’ me.


MICHAEL. That’s bollocks!


MIA. It is not bollocks, the new Michael wouldn’t be so laid back if he didn’t use me to take out all his fucking issues . . .


MICHAEL. You’re such a fucking martyr, MAYBE this isn’t about YOU, maybe this is about ME.


MIA. Oh, I’m absolutely positive it’s about YOU, it’s always about YOU, that’s the only thing YOU understand.
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