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  Wolfie was a 503Five seed commission with Theatre503, and was first performed at Theatre503, London, on 20 March 2019. The cast was as follows:
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  Characters




  A




  Z




  A pair of twins. We meet them as unborn babies, thirteen and twenty-six years old.




  Together they play:




  NURSE




  HUNGRY WOMAN




  BONY MAN




  SOGGY WOMAN




  MA, a wolf




  STRONTIUM, a teacher




  PANTS




  MANAGER




  SPIDERS




  PORCUPINE




  SKUNK




  TREES




  WOODPECKER




  MANNEQUIN MAN




  INSANE MUM




  SONOGRAPHER




  FOETUS 1 and FOETUS 2 / BABY 1 and BABY 2




  BRENDAS




  BUTCHER




  





  




  Notes on Text




  This play should not be polite.




  The entire auditorium should be the twins’ playground. They should include the audience, sit, climb and play with the audience. Costumes should be left in the care of them and they should assist with costume changes. It should all feel very anarchic yet intimate and intensely personal but most importantly wild.




  The dialogue switches between direct address and the internal world of the play.




  The moments of magic should feel makeshift and created by the twins in the moment.




  Scenes should bleed into one another.




  If you wish to put in an intermission it should be placed between the second and third chapter.




  A forward slash (/) denotes the playing of another character.




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




  







  




  THE FIRST CHAPTER




  Pre-Show




  A pair of twin babies in their mother’s womb.




  A is raving to music. She is on it like a motherfucker.




  Z is reading an encyclopedia, for the outside world is a scary place and she must be prepared.




  One




  Just a typical day for the TWINS floating and chilling in the womb.




  A. Once upon a time we da Twins.




  Z. We da Sharky Twins.




  First name Baby.




  Last name Sharky.




  A. Winners of dat ultimate egg-and-spoon sperm race.




  Waitin for our victory lap.




  Z. Kick.




  A. Kick.




  Z. We da Twins.




  A. We da Sharky Twins.




  Queens of dis castle.




  Cuddle buddies for life.




  Got our futures all figured out.




  Z. Got our futures all figured out.




  Secret language.




  A. Hatin vegetables.




  We da Twins.




  Z. We da Sharky Twins.




  A. Gonna be born ten weeks too early! Z. Wait what? –




  A. We da Twins –




  Z. We haven’t discussed this.




  A. I’ve made an executive decision.




  Z. I’m not fully cooked yet.




  A. Get your game face on yo.




  Z. But it’s cosy in here!




  A. Five.




  Four.




  Z. My head isn’t squishy enough!




  A. THREE!!




  Z. It’s not time in da story!




  A. Movin da story on!




  Z. WAIT!




  A. What!?




  Z. Scared.




  A. No.




  Z. Don’t.




  A. Am.




  I’ll be wiv you.




  Z. Don’t let go.




  A. Right now da old-ass sun is off her tits on heat.




  Z. Right now dere is a Hungry Woman in a shop.




  A. Our mum.




  Z. Da Hungry Woman is countin pennies.




  One penny.




  Two penny.




  A. Three penny.




  Four penny.




  Slams down a packet of Cup-a-Soup.




  Z. Chicken flavour.




  A. Good choice.




  Hungry Woman needs ninety pennies.




  Hands fumblin lookin to da floor.




  Self-service machine judgin her.




  Unexpected poverty in da baggin area.




  Z. Hungry Woman ain’t got ninety pennies.




  She ain’t even close yo.




  Kick.




  A. Kick.




  Men wiv hands full of pennies tuttin behind her.




  Tut.




  Z. Tut.




  Suddenly dere is a gush.




  A. A tsunami breakin from her.




  Z. Pourin out of her.




  A. Floodin da store.




  Z. Drops da Cup-a-Soup.




  A. Swept away by da waves.




  Z. Sobbin covers up her rumblin stomach.




  A. Poor Mummy Sharky.




  Winter babies shittin over her summer plans.




  Kick.




  Z. Kick.




  A. Layin on a hospital bed screamin on da hottest day of da year wasn’t da plan.




  Z. Her contractions contradict her.




  A. Ice-cream truck jingle tryin to harmonise to her screams.




  Z. STOP.




  A. MOVE!




  Z. CAN’T!




  A. See you on da other side loser.




  A puts on a crash helmet and goggles and begins to be born.




  Ultimate road trip.




  Cruisin down dat highway.




  Car top open.




  Wind in my hair.




  Super slumber party over.




  Twist and turn! Twist and turn!




  Squeeze! Squeeze! Squeeze!




  Z. Inhumane HOOOOOWLS!




  Hungry Woman feelin like her spine is gonna snap snap snap away!




  A. Floatin on a cloud of rainbows!




  Z. Feelin like she’s bein ripped ripped ripped apart by fire!




  A. Floatin on a cloud of rainbows!




  Twist and turn! Twist and turn!




  Squeeze! Squeeze! Squeeze!




  Z / NURSE. One last push!




  You can do this!




  ONE!




  A. Fuzzy vision.




  Z / NURSE. LAST!




  A. Fuck me, it’s cold!




  Z / NURSE. PUSH!




  A is born.




  She and we the audience see the world for the first time. It’s an overwhelming sensory experience for her and it should be for the audience as well.




  A. WOAAAAAAAAAH!




  You gotta come out here yo!




  Z. No!




  A. DIS IS AMAZIN!




  Yo, come on out or I’m draggin you out myself.




  Hungry Woman has her eyes shut shut shut.




  Hair like Cheesestrings coverin her face.




  Z / HUNGRY WOMAN. Can’t do this!




  A / NURSE. Look at me Miss Sharky.




  You can do this.




  You are a Super Woman.




  Z. Da Super Woman starts round two.




  A. DING! DING!




  Z. Sun knockin on da window tryin to get in.




  Baby knockin on da door tryin to get out.




  A. Da Super Woman is pushin.




  Fightin against da pain in her body.




  Fightin like she’s had to fight her entire life.




  She’ll never get credit for dis moment.




  Dis amazin moment.




  Dis amazin Super Woman.




  I see her and she is so beautiful.




  She makes my heart sparkle and breathe glitter for her.




  Like an inner light of love so bright




  that the old-ass sun thinks we’re comin for its job.




  A sparkles and breathes glitter for her mum.




  Z is born.




  It’s much less graceful. Actually frankly it’s pretty fucking messy.




  Z then sparkles and breathes glitter for her mum. She mouths ‘wow’.




  Z. Dis feels amazin.




  A. You took your fuckin time mate.




  Nurse bring us to our Super Woman at once.




  Z. Cuddle club here we come!




  A. Our Super Woman shuts her eyes tight tight tight.




  She can’t see our sparkle.




  Dis is all for you Mum.




  Dis is love in motion.




  Z. Why ain’t she wavin back?




  A. Why won’t our Super Woman open her eyes?




  Eyes slammed shut.




  Shovin fingers into sockets.




  She’s made a choice.




  A moment.




  Z. Tryin to tell her that I love her.




  Words ain’t comin out my mouth.




  Just baby gaga.




  A. Dis was always her choice.




  Z. She don’t know us.




  A. Our Super Woman might think she made da choice.




  Z. Just one cuddle?




  A. But dem tuttin men and countin pennies made da choice for her.




  And da old-ass sun don’t fear our Super Woman’s heart cuz it don’t sparkle.




  We’re bein taken away.




  Z. Stop da story.




  A. We da twins bein taken away from our Super Woman.




  Z. Dis ain’t how da story goes.




  A. Da Febreze in her brain which should send out love ain’t sprayin.




  Z. Beggin her, just let us stay wiv you.




  Gotta make her open her eyes so she can see the sparkles.




  A. We start high-fivin nurses.




  Z. Dey love it yo.




  A. Charmin charmin babies.




  Z. Super Woman bein stubborn.




  We start dancin.




  A. In perfect rhythm.




  Z. Charmin charmin babies.




  A. Baby boogie.
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