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ACT ONE


Scene One


A sitting room in a house – high ceilings. A slightly deserted feeling. Some cardboard boxes stand half-opened, an abandoned sofa.


The figure of GAYLE materialises, dressed in black, at the back of the space. She surveys the room dispassionately.


Then, she melts away.


And suddenly we are in the midst of a brightly lit, ad-libbed noisy housewarming, among the boxes and sofa. KITTY is holding a baby. JAKE and EDWARD stand on either side of her, looking down at the newborn. RACHEL stands nearby, drinking wine and watching. KITTY offers the baby to JAKE.


NB Throughout the scene, KITTY and EDWARD touch each other affectionately.


JAKE raises his voice above the others.


JAKE. Oh, yes, please!


The baby is gingerly passed over.


Aaahh. They’re lovely when they’re this size. They’ve got a sort of spicy smell, haven’t they? What a lot of hair! And – (Inspecting baby more closely. Sudden respect.)
Wow.


He’s got a massive head, hasn’t he?


KITTY. Yes. When the GP saw him, he said – (Tones of awe.) ‘Was he vaginal?’


JAKE. God. – And was he?


KITTY. Yes!


JAKE. Respect.


EDWARD. How’s yours?


JAKE. Oh, fantastic. He did a brilliant picture of an apple the other day. I said, Jimmy, that is the most fantastic apple, and he said, it’s not an apple, Dad, it’s a bird, pretending to be an apple.


KITTY. Aah…


RACHEL. He wants a remote-controlled tree for Christmas.


KITTY. Sweet. And the little one?


JAKE. Oh, brilliant.


RACHEL. He’s crawling.


KITTY (worried). Crawling? Really? Already?


RACHEL (airily). Oh yes, been crawling for weeks now.


EDWARD. God.


RACHEL (comfortingly). – But, he is bald. (To KITTY.) Oh don’t look so worried! This is your first! When you have your second, you’ll be thinking, ‘Please don’t start crawling yet! Be a late bloomer, for God’s sake!’


– Oh Kitty –


She has noticed that KITTY is suddenly tearful.


KITTY. … Sorry… Just… every little thing… you know… is a worry… I think it’s the lack of sleep, you lose all sense of perspective…


RACHEL. Oh Kitty… of course you do… (Hugs her.)


Meanwhile.


JAKE. All right Ed. I’ve got to ask it. Why didn’t you ask me to be godfather?


RACHEL. Jake…


JAKE. I am offended. Who else is it going to be? Did you think I wasn’t up to it? Is my vagina not big enough?


EDWARD. No. It’s not that.


JAKE. So why?


RACHEL. I don’t know why you care. (To the others.) He said he wouldn’t do this.


JAKE. ‘It’s not a difficult question.’


EDWARD. Listen…


JAKE. ‘Yes or no will suffice.’


EDWARD. We just decided we weren’t going to have godparents.


JAKE. Really? Why not?


EDWARD. Too many people to offend.


KITTY. And we don’t believe in God.


RACHEL. God? It’s all about the presents, isn’t it?


EDWARD. Come on, Jake.


JAKE. No, I am just a little bit offended, actually, and…


EDWARD. You are an egotist, the loveliest egotist I know, but this is a perfectly understandable feeling, Jake, and it’s called –


JAKE. Friendship.


EDWARD. Solipsism. We love you. You know that.


JAKE (good-naturedly). Oh, fuck off.


EDWARD. I’m sorry.


JAKE. I forgive you.


EDWARD. Thank you.


RACHEL raises her glass.


RACHEL. To Leo.


They all clink glasses, repeat the toast, drink, etc.


JAKE. And to Kitty, for delivering him vaginally.


They all gravely toast again – ‘To Kitty’ and ‘Vaginally’.


KITTY. Ed wants another one.


RACHEL. What, already?


KITTY. I say never again. – Mind you, Ed cried more than I did at the birth.


EDWARD. I found it very upsetting… I still do…


KITTY. You weren’t the one in stirrups…


EDWARD. … Just seeing this person you love and you can’t help her… there’s absolutely nothing you can do…


Suddenly he can’t speak.


JAKE. Oh Ed!


RACHEL. Both of you…!


EDWARD is tearful.


EDWARD. Sorry, keeps happening to me… like I’m going through the menopause… these hot flushes of emotion…


JAKE hugs EDWARD with one arm, awkwardly, the baby in his other arm.


KITTY. Yes… Both of us… it was so strange, when the baby came out, when I saw him, it was this weird recognition,


‘Oh – it’s you…’


RACHEL. God, when our little man came out, I was like ‘Oh. It’s my mother-in-law.’


KITTY. Well of course, I’ve had Ed’s mother trying to teach me to breastfeed, yanking my nipples, otherwise we’ve kind of barricaded ourselves in…


EDWARD. The tyranny of people with their champagne, knocking on the door… not you, of course…


KITTY. So we’re a mess… And it’s a mess… I’m so sorry…


RACHEL. No, no, it’s cool.


JAKE. I love the smell of paint.


EDWARD. We haven’t really unpacked yet… fucking estate agent…


KITTY. And we keep arguing about how to arrange everything. The sofas. Facing each other or facing the fireplace –


EDWARD. Well, you want the flow through the room, don’t you.


KITTY. So for the moment we’ve dumped everything where it is.


RACHEL. Great. (Looking at a lamp in an opened box.) Amazing lamp.


KITTY. Look, I found this on eBay –


She goes and gets an old counterweight and pulley from a cardboard box.


We’re going to fill it with sand so it balances the weight of the lamp…


RACHEL (handling it carefully). Oh my God. It’s a counterweight.


KITTY (demonstrating the mechanism). …Winch it up and down.


JAKE. Can you…


JAKE is giving the baby to EDWARD. He winces.


…Big, isn’t he, for four weeks? (Stretches.) Thanks… Just… realign my back…


EDWARD. … So what have you been up to, lately?


JAKE is pouring himself more wine.


JAKE (wearily). Me? Oh, I’ve been raping pensioners.


EDWARD. Charming.


JAKE. Yes. I tie them up, I fuck them, and then I nick their stuff.


RACHEL. Quite a few of them, apparently.


EDWARD (to RACHEL). What about you?


RACHEL. Me? Oh, God. Well, murder.


EDWARD. Oh, I heard about that.


KITTY. Ooh! Murder, who have you murdered?


RACHEL. It’s very dull… an old girlfriend, the usual thing.


KITTY. What’s the motive?


RACHEL. Sexual, of course. Is there anything that doesn’t stem from a sexual motive?


She addresses them all.


I mean actually. Really. I’m completely serious. Name me onething that doesn’t stem from a sexual motive.


JAKE (instantly). Tax.


RACHEL (wonderingly considers it). Oh my God. You’re right! It’s like you’ve just invented a new element in the Periodic Table.


(To EDWARD.)What about you?


EDWARD. Spot of rape too, actually.


RACHEL (interested). Really? I didn’t think you did that sort of thing?


EDWARD (rocking the baby). No, well, I don’t usually, but Rupert said did I want to, so I thought, why not…


RACHEL. Oh, right…


EDWARD. I raped this woman, Scottish lady, no witnesses – (Starts putting on Scottish accent.) she’s a bit of a drinker, so am I, her word against mine.


KITTY. Ed’s so heartless. He just thinks there’s another good accent for me to do. Like the Geordie paedophile.


EDWARD. Oh, he was brilliant value. (Puts on a Geordie accent in a very high-pitched voice.) ‘I’m telling you, I didn’t do it, this will ruin my life, please, you’ve got to believe me!’ (Reverting to own voice.) Anyway what’s interesting in this case is that I’m incredibly promiscuous as well as being a rapist. All these Sharons and Traceys keep coming out of the woodwork. You know, one of the coppers in the case was actually shagging me?


JAKE. Really? A bent copper?


EDWARD. Yeah. Lots of juicy circumstantial evidence. Apparently she’s got a raised mole near her vagina. And I’ve been shagging a schoolgirl.


RACHEL. Ooh, not good.


EDWARD. No. In fact, as far as I can work out, I was shagging everyone within shagging distance.


JAKE. Oh dear.


EDWARD. Yep. So I was shagging –


He counts them off on his fingers.


The Scottish lady, the corrupt copper, the schoolgirl, and that’s just the ones we know about. I’m going to exclude it, it’s all prejudicial.


KITTY. Sounds it. (Mildly curious, she ruffles his hair.) What happened with the schoolgirl?


EDWARD. Going by the text messages, a lot. She’s filthy. (Puts on an Essex accent.) ‘I’m going to suck your cock and wank you off and lick your balls…’


KITTY takes the baby from him, heads offstage – as she goes:


KITTY. All at the same time?


EDWARD. Well of course it’s all part of the evidence. She wrote in one text – (Puts on a lascivious voice.) ‘…And then I’ve got my Spanishoral… ’ I thought, ‘Wow. What the hell’s a Spanish oral? I’m living a very sheltered life.’ – She was talking about her GCSEs.


JAKE. God. I often think how dreadful it would be if someone went through my text messages.


RACHEL. Yes, it’s unfair really, it’s so easy to make people look stupid.


JAKE. Mmm.


EDWARD (puts on barristerial tone). ‘Oh it was a joke, was it? I see. Not a very funny joke, was it?’


KITTY comes back in.


KITTY. Basically, Ed, you tease people for a living.


EDWARD (to RACHEL). So do you think you’ve got a run?


RACHEL. Dunno, really. What about you?


EDWARD. Erm… (Decisively.) No. (Croons to the baby.) ‘No, I don’t think we do have a case, do we… nooo.’ Which is a shame.


Tim’s prosecuting, though, which is a laugh.


RACHEL. Oh Tim! Is he still single?


EDWARD. Eternally.


RACHEL. Poor Tim.


KITTY. He’s so eligible.


JAKE. But he smells.


KITTY. No he doesn’t.


EDWARD. Yes, he does. We had to have a word with him.


RACHEL. How did he respond to the allegation?


JAKE. Started wearing Lynx.


KITTY (from off). Shut up. We must find him someone. He wants kids.


EDWARD. But should those genes be passed on?


JAKE (thoughtfully). I once shagged a girl with a mole on her vagina.


EDWARD (brightening). Did you? Really?


JAKE. Gave me quite a fright.


EDWARD. Where was it?


JAKE makes an upside-down V with his fingers, a makeshift vagina, points to the left finger.


JAKE. Right here.


EDWARD. Interesting. Did you spend ages on it?


RACHEL, who has been checking her phone, drains her drink.


RACHEL. Guys, we’re going to have to head.


JAKE. Already?


RACHEL. It’s been so lovely, but you’re exhausted, and we should get back. (To JAKE.) He’s not been sleeping well.


KITTY. Oh, really?


RACHEL. Yeah.


They start to gather jackets, etc.


JAKE. She’s lying. She just wants to get back to her case, fucking workaholic.
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