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Welcome to VAULT


For six weeks in bleakest winter, VAULT Festival transforms the dark tunnels underneath Waterloo Station into a carnival of experiences, every nook and cranny filled with entertainment and around every corner an unexpected adventure. 


VAULT is a place to discuss, and a place to party: every night you can join hundreds of artists and explorers for gigs, parties and performances. Since 2012, we have hosted over 250 productions from Britain’s most exciting emerging artists.


We’re trying to reinvent the business model of the non-funded creative sector and make it sustainable for both the artist and the festival. We can’t offer luxury, but what we can give is space: to innovate, take risks and collaborate with each other without the huge financial burdens you’ll find across the Thames, and in big institutions.


We’re delighted to present this collection of new writing. Though not everything at VAULT starts (or even ends) with a script, we hope you’ll find these five plays to be a cross-section of the exciting new talent which courses through the Festival’s veins.


Andy George, Mat Burt, and Tim Wilson
VAULT Festival Directors




This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so the texts may differ slightly from the plays as performed.
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Eggs is brought to you by Orphee Productions, a female-led collective dedicated to telling stories which challenge gender disparity.


A work-in-progress version of Eggs premiered at the Edinburgh Free Fringe 2015.





 


Characters


GIRL ONE
GIRL TWO


 


A dash (–) indicates the next line interrupts.


A forward slash (/) indicates an overlap.





 


Scene One


A hospital. March. 2016. The end.


GIRL ONE. It’s not just the eggs themselves, it’s the hypocrisy of the vegetarians who eat them.


GIRL TWO. What else have they got to eat?


GIRL ONE. It’s really weird, think about it?


GIRL TWO. No actually, can you stop. I don’t want to think about eggs any more, thank you.


GIRL ONE. Okay, okay, so I was at a café the other day with Save-the-world Suki and she spent, ah so long, tut, tut, tutting up and down the menu, whinging that it wasn’t ‘veggie friendly’, whatever that means? Only to shut up, finally, and agree to have a Spanish omelette. Now, I didn’t think anything of it either, at first, I was just thinking how absurd Suki has gotten –


GIRL TWO. Yeah, she really has, why did you –


GIRL ONE. But the next morning, I found myself cracking an egg for my dad, like the 1950s house-slave that I am –


GIRL TWO. Ha, that’s what you get for still living at home –


GIRL ONE. And I looked into this orange orb floating in a glistening, gooey, well, placenta –


GIRL TWO. Ahhhhhhh –


GIRL ONE. And it hit me. WOW. This is an unborn chicken. This is so much an unborn chicken that it is almost grossing ME out and I am a proper carnivore. I’m, like, the first to be mouth-deep in some still-beating blood and muscle. But even I can see that there is something really dark about eating an unborn child.


GIRL TWO. You’re chatting shit, complete unscientific shit. An egg is not an embryo, it’s not yet fertilised.


GIRL ONE. Oh, come on? I am not talking scientifically, I am talking emotionally! Like, it’s just as bad as eating a normal adult animal. Way worse even. Cos your average mature pig has probably led, in animal years and as long as you don’t get any of that factory-farmed stuff, a pretty long and happy life. You know, in the bosom of her loving, surprisingly hygienic family, a little hut to rest her snout in, the gentle hum of the A303 rolling by. Charming. Whereas, here, here is this aborted thing, this thing with the promise of a life filled with fields and feed, ripped from its mother’s downy breast and shoved into a cardboard box to be devoured by the pointed incisors of holier-than-thou hypocrites!


Pause.


Sorry, I didn’t mean to go on about its unfulfilled life or anything. That wasn’t very… Considering you just… I’m not against abortions at all. Just vegetarians eating eggs.


Pause.


Sound and light fill the stage.


Scene Two


A landing. January. 2015. The beginning.


A doorbell rings.


GIRL ONE rushes to the door, she doesn’t open it but talks from behind it, clearly disturbed.


GIRL ONE. What took you so long?


GIRL TWO. What do you mean? I ran all the way.


GIRL ONE. Did you bring the razor?


GIRL TWO. Yes, but… What is going on?


GIRL ONE. Okay, so if you could just slide it through the letter box and leave, that would be great.


GIRL TWO. What? No, not if you are going to cut your wrists with it.


GIRL ONE. Just slide it and leave. Thank you.


GIRL TWO. I am not a delivery service.


GIRL ONE. You only live two streets away.


GIRL TWO. That’s not the point. Come on, let me in.


GIRL ONE. That’s not a good idea.


GIRL TWO. Why not? What is going on? This is fucking out of order.


She bangs on the door.


GIRL ONE. No, shhh. You’ll wake the neighbours.


GIRL TWO. They’re all still out partying.


GIRL ONE. It’s for your own good.


GIRL TWO. Listen to me. It is okay. It is all going to be okay.


GIRL ONE. Go home and do some work. You know you want to.


GIRL TWO. Open the door. Open the DOOOORRRRRRRRR!


She starts banging on the door, screaming.


Eventually, GIRL ONE opens the door, she has wet hair and red eyes.


Oh my god, you’ve gelled your hair!


GIRL ONE. What? No. I’ve got nits!


GIRL TWO (jumping back). Err. Really? Rank.


GIRL ONE. I know. So just give me the razor and go away, before it’s too late.


GIRL TWO. It is 7 a.m. on New Year’s Day. I thought you were going to kill yourself!


GIRL ONE. Oh chill out. It’s not like you weren’t tucked up in bed with Miss Marple by 10 p.m.?


GIRL TWO. That’s not the point. And I wasn’t.


This is so fucking typical of you! You selfish. You selfish… dunt!


GIRL ONE. Dunt?


GIRL TWO. Who do you think you are?


GIRL ONE. Please. Just give me the razor.


GIRL TWO. You don’t need a razor, you need a nit comb.


GIRL ONE. I’ve got a nit comb. A fucking expensive nit comb. The woman in the chemist royally ripped me off. She kept asking how old my infected child was. The bitch.


GIRL TWO. I mean it’s a fairly logical question, it is pretty rare for anyone over twelve to have nits.


GIRL ONE. No, she knows I don’t have a child. I mean, I was in there, like, every weekend last year to get the free morning-after pill. We’ve discussed, at length, how irresponsible and un-maternal I am. Not to mention how barren I probably am, which admittedly made the whole pill thing a bit of a charade, but it’s free, so… No, she was just trying to fluster me so that I’d go for the TURBO comb. Twice as expensive.


GIRL TWO. Well maybe TURBO is a good thing?


GIRL ONE. It hasn’t worked. I have been up all night scraping my scalp raw and the population is not dwindling. I even tried to nuke the fuckers, I submerged my head in a bath of vodka, you know, to make them drunk and defenceless? I mean if it worked with the Native Americans? But no joy.


GIRL TWO. How do you always manage to make a reference to your colonialism essay?


GIRL ONE. It was a great essay, only three per cent of our year got a first, and you weren’t one of them –


GIRL TWO. That was five years ago. Get over it. You are so deranged.


GIRL ONE. Well you’d feel deranged too if your boyfriend had squealed in disgust when he saw a nit jump from your head. As you were giving him head.


GIRL TWO. What? There is no way he could have seen that. Anyway, he is not your boyfriend.


GIRL ONE. We’ve been together for four months.


GIRL TWO. But you’ve only seen each other, like, four times.


GIRL ONE. It’s the quality not the quantity. God you always demean my relationships.


GIRL TWO. No, I am just protective. He ditches you after sex every time.


GIRL ONE. He’s Swiss, he can’t handle fraught emotions.


GIRL TWO. So, he’s pathetic as well as a dick?


GIRL ONE. He saw a nit jump from my head to his pubic hair. How was he supposed to react?


GIRL TWO. How did he even see it?


GIRL ONE. He wears very thick glasses and it was a big one. Like a prawn. He said I was a rancid nest of bad hygiene and then he left.


GIRL TWO. I mean?


GIRL ONE (hiccuping). It was so sad cos it was the first time I have ever spent New Year’s Eve with a boyfriend, it was going to be a really great date –


GIRL TWO. What? Where he’d come round, get head and leave? –


GIRL ONE. And instead I was left downing two bottles of prosecco with a bleeding scalp.


GIRL TWO (suppressing laughter). But where on earth did you get nits from?


GIRL ONE. He said I got them from the dogs.


GIRL TWO. Dogs have fleas not nits.


GIRL ONE. Yeah, but he said they can, like, transmute on human blood.


GIRL TWO. Ah, so he’s an idiot as well as a dick.


GIRL ONE. Well it does make sense. I am walking them day in day out.


GIRL TWO. But –


GIRL ONE. Ah, it’s so rank when you get, like, a row of eggs on the comb. Like, fish-egg roe. Growing on my scalp.


GIRL TWO. Stop it.


GIRL ONE. I think, like, the plethora of fertile eggs breeding on my head, is particularly abrasive to my sensibility because, you know, I am a product of IVF. It –


GIRL TWO. You refer everything to IVF. It’s so irrelevant.


GIRL ONE. Not to me and the thousands of other, poor, synthetic children it isn’t.


Pause.


GIRL TWO. So why do you want the razor? You are going to kill yourself, aren’t you?


GIRL ONE. No. I am going to shave my hair off.


GIRL TWO. What? No you can’t. You’ll look terrible.


GIRL ONE. No I won’t. I’ll look like Natalie Portman.


GIRL TWO. You haven’t got her bone structure. You have a massive forehead. You will look like an egg. A nit egg.


GIRL ONE. Or Sinéad O’Connor? Please, I am going to tear my skin off.


GIRL TWO. No one will employ you –


GIRL ONE. As a dog-walker? No one gives a shit.


GIRL TWO. You’ll never get asked out.


GIRL ONE. Oh no! Like, that’s the worst thing you can imagine.


GIRL TWO. You’ll never get your boyfriend back. Or… get to give him head.


GIRL ONE. God, you are such a square.


GIRL TWO. Oh and you are so hard? Miss ‘I Was Raised in a Barn’.


GIRL ONE. Um, it was a renovated coach house.


GIRL TWO. Jesus. First the tattoo and now you’re shaving your head?


GIRL ONE. The tattoo? The tattoo is totally unrelated, why are you bringing that up?


GIRL TWO. What are you trying to prove?


GIRL ONE. Nothing. I just –


GIRL TWO. Whatever, you just better not ring me up at 3 a.m. again crying about how much you, ‘hate your egg head’, because this square is not interested.


GIRL ONE. That never happened. I do not hate my tattoo.


GIRL TWO. Yes you do. You said it looks like a ‘giant brussel sprout’.


GIRL ONE. It’s a wild rose. There is just quite a lot of foliage around it.


GIRL TWO. ‘A giant brussel sprout’, growing out of your bum crack.


GIRL ONE. Well it’s in memory of my dead best friend, so fuck you.


Pause.


GIRL TWO. Rose was my friend too.


Pause.


You’re right, you would look good with a shaved head. Very This is England.


GIRL ONE. Sinéad O’Connor is fine by me. Give me the razor, please.


GIRL TWO holds up her disposable razor.


GIRL TWO (brandishing the razor). Why don’t I do it for you? You’ll never reach those back bits alone and we wouldn’t want it to look patchy.


GIRL ONE. No thanks, I’d rather do it myself. You know, mourn the loss of these golden tresses in private.


GIRL TWO. Ginger tresses. Go on, sit down. I’ll be neat.


GIRL ONE. Um, no thanks, just give me the razor.


GIRL TWO. Got any shaving foam?


GIRL ONE. Alright, creepy.


GIRL TWO. Not chickening out are you? Triangle?


GIRL ONE. Is this about me calling you a square? You have got to be less sensitive.


GIRL TWO. Come on, sit.


GIRL ONE. I was actually planning on more of an undercut thing… it’s quite niche –


GIRL TWO. Sit in the chair.


GIRL ONE. Leave me alone. Okay? I’ve had a long night, I’m emotionally frazzled, I’m still drunk, I’m having an episode –


GIRL TWO. Sit in the fucking chair.


She sits. GIRL TWO approaches. Menacing.


(Singing.) Nothing compares, nothing compares, to you.


Sound and light fill the stage.


Scene Three


A park. March. 2015.


GIRL TWO is power-walking on the spot for most of their interaction.


GIRL ONE occasionally attempts to join in, but spends most of the scene stationary, crossing and uncrossing her legs.


A little buzz can be faintly heard.


GIRL TWO. You look cheery.


GIRL ONE giggles.


What is it tell me?


GIRL ONE giggles.


Are you drunk?


GIRL ONE jumps a little.


Are you high?


GIRL ONE. I’ve got love eggs inside me.


GIRL TWO. What?


GIRL ONE. Love eggs? Vibrating eggs. They’re a sex toy?


GIRL TWO. A what?


GIRL ONE. God you’re such a square. A sex toy? You know? For pleasure? Two eggs, that you put up your vulva, so they nestle next to your clit and then you press this little button.


She brandishes a little remote control.


And they vibrate and massage… stuff and it feels…


She giggles.


GIRL TWO. Oh my god, stop it. That is so inappropriate.


GIRL ONE. No it isn’t. It’s good.


GIRL TWO. What happens if they, like crack, inside you?


GIRL ONE. They’re made of rubber, you dork.


GIRL TWO. I am sorry, I don’t need eggs, I am actually having sex tonight –


GIRL ONE. It’s funny cos being a product of IVF, I would think the imagery of eggs would kill my excitement, you know?


GIRL TWO groans.


But I’ve had them in all morning and it has been… fun. You should get some, they are really portable and come in all sorts of colours. Mine are glow in the dark, look.


She shows a little remote.


GIRL TWO. Keep that cum-stained contraption away from me.


GIRL ONE. It’s just the remote.


GIRL TWO. No seriously, leave me alone, weirdo.


GIRL ONE. Well, excuse me for wanting to add a little spark to the drudgery of dog-walking.


GIRL TWO. Aren’t you meant to have, like, ten dogs on you now?


GIRL ONE. I like to let them roam free, really stretch their legs.


GIRL TWO. Don’t you worry they might get run over?


GIRL ONE. Ah, who cares, this is my last week.


GIRL TWO. Why? Have you finally got an exhibition?


GIRL ONE turns off the eggs.


GIRL ONE. No. The team leader said my attitude was all wrong. That I’ve ‘lost my dedication’.


GIRL TWO. To what?


GIRL ONE. To everything. Apparently.


GIRL TWO. Ah, that’s not true. You love those dogs. Wherever they are.


GIRL ONE. I mean, I probably have been a bit… reckless lately.


Pause.


I lost Rachel from S Club 7’s basset hound.


GIRL TWO. You walk Rachel from S Club 7’s basset hound?


GIRL ONE. Until I lost it.


GIRL TWO. She has a basset hound? Weird.


GIRL ONE. Anyway, Waffles was fine. So.


GIRL TWO. Oh god, that could have been terrible.


GIRL ONE. See you always do that, take the other side. It’s so annoying.


GIRL TWO. Oh right, thanks. Then why do you keep begging to hang out with me?


GIRL ONE (suddenly warm). I want to chat, catch up, gossip, whatever. We never see each other any more.


GIRL TWO. We see each other all the time.


GIRL ONE. Not like we used to, not like the uni days.


GIRL TWO. We lived together at uni.


GIRL ONE. We only live round the corner from each other now.


GIRL TWO. I have a full-time job. It’s different. Some of us don’t have time to just lay about drinking, dressed as nineties’ icons.


GIRL ONE. I resent that. I have a hectic schedule, it just isn’t defined by some ruthless corporation.


GIRL TWO. I’m just saying, you haven’t done a proper exhibition for, like… a while.


GIRL ONE. How can you say that? You’ve just seen my new work?


GIRL TWO is blank.


My performance? At Rose’s?


GIRL TWO. Oh. That.


GIRL ONE. Yeah. I am a powerful performer, don’t you think?


GIRL TWO. I didn’t really get to see it, cos I had to help out at the bar, for most of the night.


GIRL ONE. Really? Why?


GIRL TWO. All her friends are meant to.


GIRL ONE. Well being her oldest friend, and the only remotely artistic one of the group, it’s natural that I provide the entertainment.


GIRL TWO. Yeah. I am not sure how appropriate it was this year, but –


GIRL ONE. Um, it was about the absurdity of grief. How much more appropriate can you get?


GIRL TWO. It was… very long.


GIRL ONE. Can a eulogy to one’s dead best friend ever be too long.


GIRL TWO. Yes. And how can you make a… rap piece? Confronting grief? You’ve never confronted it in real life.


GIRL ONE. Look, we all deal with that stuff differently.


GIRL TWO. Clearly. You deal with it on stage.


GIRL ONE. Potato, patata.


GIRL TWO. No one says patata.


Pause.


GIRL ONE. Remember when you dragged me and Rose to your, like, end-of-term seminar? Straight from that house party?


GIRL TWO. Ha, yes my ‘Women’s History’ module. The lecturer was so scared of looking sexist, he didn’t say anything.


GIRL ONE. Even though we’d taken so much mephedrone, we smelled like a garden centre.


GIRL TWO. Oh, for a mephedrone-laced lunch!


GIRL ONE. Amen.


Pause.


Well. How is your high-powered career going?


GIRL TWO. Don’t pretend like you give a shit about my job.


GIRL ONE. I do. You work in… an office.


GIRL TWO. Nice try. I just got a promotion, actually.


GIRL ONE. There we go, great!


GIRL TWO. No, it’s a disaster. I keep trying to leave, remember? Meet a husband, build a family? But every time I mention it, they just offer me more money.


GIRL ONE. Wait, what do you mean, ‘leave’?


You are, like, the most hard-working person I know.


GIRL TWO. Well, that says more about your social life than my work ethic. But for a while now, I have begun to realise that the job I want to do, the one I was, in fact, born to do, is to have children.


GIRL ONE. Wow. That’s… backward.


GIRL TWO. You’ve no idea what it is like. You’ve never had a nine-to-five in your life. And you’ve certainly never had a pervert boss like mine.


GIRL ONE. Sounds dreamy to me, I’ll take a pervert any day.


GIRL TWO. He has these massive moist thumbs, which he’s always massaging me with. He sort of prods them into my ears. It’s, like, the most invasive thing ever.


GIRL ONE. Wow, ear rape. How do you report that shit?


GIRL TWO. It’s awkward, you know? Cos his wife works with us too. And I’m like, ‘Hello, this is not my fault.’


GIRL ONE. What’s not your fault?


GIRL TWO. It puts me in a difficult position, being so young and attractive and female.


GIRL ONE. Tough.


GIRL TWO. It is, in the workplace. Cos the older career women, they look at me, this sexually ripe… peach and they assume, wrongly, that I am going to use my youth and beauty to get ahead.


GIRL ONE. Didn’t you fuck the CEO once in a disabled loo at, like, a charity Easter-egg-hunt thing?


GIRL TWO. Jesus. If I was a man that would not still be an issue. It is so disrespectful.


GIRL ONE laughs.


I am unbelievably good at my job. I do not need to sleep with people to get ahead.


GIRL ONE. You just, conveniently, did.


Pause.


GIRL TWO. Maybe I am more of a guy’s girl? I have always got on better with men. They like me. Women are just so… competitive. And older women are like… broken sculptures.


Pause.


GIRL ONE. Yeah. But I doubt that they are actually that jealous of you, though. Cos I mean, you’re a bit neurotic and insecure.


GIRL TWO (smiling, despite herself). Sorry, are you talking to a mirror?


GIRL ONE (enjoying the ritual). And you’re not even that young.


GIRL TWO. Look at my complexion. Flawless.


GIRL ONE. And it’s not like you are in a relationship.


GIRL TWO. Well that is going to change tonight, so.


GIRL ONE. Oh? Are you going on a date?


GIRL TWO. Sort of, I am going to Lauren’s party, why aren’t you coming?


GIRL ONE. I hate Lauren.


GIRL TWO. Ah, I am so excited. I haven’t been out in ages and I just know that I am going to meet someone. You know how you just know sometimes? You know?


GIRL ONE. No.


GIRL TWO. I have waxed my entire body. I didn’t mean to. I was just doing my underarms and then, like, the pain, sort of numbed my nerves, and before I knew what had happened, I was a Barbie.


GIRL ONE. I’m growing out my pubic hair. Why should I relentlessly try and conform with some male fantasy of the shaved-female image?


GIRL TWO. Cos armpit hair is rank.


GIRL ONE. It actually feels fine. It looks cool too, soon I’ll be able to braid it.


She lifts her arm up.


GIRL TWO. Alright, Cousin Itt. You’re reminding me of my mum. I’m leaving.


GIRL ONE. What? No, don’t leave me. Please?


GIRL TWO. I think you should be worrying about where your dogs are at.


GIRL ONE. Alright fine. But call me tomorrow? Let me know how your imaginary man likes his plastic bride.


GIRL TWO. Whatever, lonely egg girl. You need to get the real thing up there once in a while. Seriously.


GIRL ONE. I am an autonomous, independent, sexually selfsatisfied being.


GIRL TWO. Autonomous?


She grabs the remote and presses it.


GIRL ONE shudders, alarmingly, squealing in forced pleasure.


GIRL ONE. Ah. Ah. Okay. Okay. Stop.


GIRL TWO chucks back the remote.


Bye.


GIRL TWO. Bye.


GIRL ONE (hearing a bark and seeing something in the distance). Mel B, heel!


Sound and light fill the stage.


Scene Four


A café. May. 2015.


GIRL TWO. I think I am a stalker.


GIRL ONE. What?


GIRL TWO. No, really I am an incredibly efficient stalker, like a hunt dog.


GIRL ONE. Please don’t confess to a hideous crime now. I’m too fragile. I had a lot of cider and ketamine last night.


GIRL TWO. I didn’t even know people still did ketamine.


GIRL ONE. Oh, at hunt balls they do! Fresh from the stables, as it were.


GIRL TWO. You’re so weird and rural.


GIRL ONE. And poor. Will you buy me a coffee?


GIRL TWO. What? No, get your own coffee.


GIRL ONE. I can’t afford that, soya, frappa crap. It’s like four quid, such a rip-off.


GIRL TWO. But you can afford horse tranquilliser?


GIRL ONE. That stuff is like fifty pee a tonne, anyway, I didn’t buy it.


GIRL TWO. Have you ever bought your own drugs?


GIRL ONE. Being an artist in this capitalist hellhole of a city is crippling. You have no idea what it is like.


GIRL TWO. Every day’s a hustle, I am sure.


Pause.


Fine.


GIRL ONE jumps up and kisses GIRL TWO.


Ergh. KEEP AWAY! You stink.


Pause.


So, as I was saying.


GIRL ONE. You’re a stalker, yeah, I have always known that.


GIRL TWO. I mean, I only just met him at Lauren’s party.


GIRL ONE pulls a face.


And well, I don’t know what came over me, I think it was the stress of the last few weeks, you know?


GIRL ONE is blank.


Anyway, for whatever reason, I got incredibly pissed at the party and ended up giving him…


(Whispering.) A blow job, so unlike me. It was really embarrassing –


GIRL ONE. Yeah it really is. Ha, where did you do the deed?


GIRL TWO. Behind that stupid bike-shed thing, who actually has a bike-shed in London?


GIRL ONE. I know, Lauren’s so anal.


GIRL TWO. And now I can’t stop staring and praying that my phone will suddenly ting, or vibrate, depending on my work situation, and that he will end my torment and finally let me know that he remembers the girl who clamped her lips around his…


(Whispering.) Semi-erect penis.


GIRL ONE. Ha.


GIRL TWO. It’s not funny. Do you realise I have literally, no not literally, that implies untruth or exaggeration for effect, I have actually masturbated thrice every day this week.


GIRL ONE. Thrice?


GIRL TWO. Sometimes more, just to release my nervous energy. I can’t deal with this. I am a busy woman, I can’t be wasting my time… thus… I mean I pride myself on my rational, mature, together approach to life and yet: Boom! I am a teenager, barricaded in my bedroom.


She looks around the café and whispers again.


Now That’s What I Call Music 41 masking the noise as I make myself cum and cum.


GIRL ONE. Why are you whispering? I mean it is a bit weird that you listen to Now That’s What I Call Music 41 but you don’t need to be ashamed.


GIRL TWO. There are kids playing.


She gestures to the families all around.


And I just happened to be looking through my old CDs and Now That’s What I Call Music 41 actually has some really good artists, like Planet Perfecto?


GIRL ONE. Who the hell are Planet Perfecto?


GIRL TWO. You know?


(Sings, quietly.) ‘It’s not over, it’s not over, not over…’


GIRL ONE. Oh yeah.


GIRL ONE also sings, they both get much louder. GIRL ONE raucously so.


‘It’s not over, not over yet…’


Ha, highly appropriate.


She sings again but this time in orgasmic manner.


‘It’s not… oovverrr, not oovverrr not o-o-o-ovverrr yeeeet.’


GIRL TWO. Stop it!


GIRL ONE. God I haven’t been to a good nineties’ night for ages. We used to go all the time at uni. Remember our Hallowe’en party in second year? The routine?


GIRL TWO. Oh my god! Yes! The Romy and Michele High School Reunion routine. Rose was Romy, the cool one, of course, I was Michele, the hot one, and you were the geek boy Sandy Frink. Ha.


GIRL ONE. You were meant to be Sandy Frink, but you kicked up such a fuss about being a man. How very gender normative of you.


GIRL TWO. You don’t even know what that means!


Her phone beeps, she jumps up, very overexcited.


Oh it’s just my creepy boss.


(Whispering again.) The other slightly weird thing is… when I am, you know?


She does an oddly graphic hand gesture.


GIRL ONE. Wanking?


GIRL TWO. Shhhhhh.


(Whispering.) Yes. When I am…


She does the graphic hand gesture again.


The odd thing is, that as I really get going, you know, right up there, I start imagining me, him and a succession of older, random weirdos from my past. Like the fat, balding, middleaged man who once temped at the reception for our university swimming pool? –


GIRL ONE. Ahhh –


GIRL TWO. Keeps coming to my mind. As I am cumming.


GIRL ONE. Oh come now?


GIRL TWO. It’s like the grosser the imaginary orgy, the better I cum? Do you get that?


GIRL ONE. Er, no!


GIRL TWO. Oh my god. What is happening to me? I am becoming obsessed and weird. I am becoming you.


GIRL ONE. Oh thanks. Excuse me, I’m not interested in guys who don’t call me back.


Pause.


GIRL TWO. Bullshit.


GIRL ONE. Ha! Yeah, I know but god it felt good saying it. I wish I could play it cool like, like Monique. She’s so blasé.


GIRL TWO. Yeah, but she’s French.


GIRL ONE. True. Okay, well then like Scarlett Johansson. She’s so cool.


GIRL TWO. She is cool but with those lips and tits, no one is ever not going to call her back.


GIRL ONE. Oh right, yeah. She has ‘SA’, as my grandmother would say.


GIRL TWO. What, a disease?


GIRL ONE. No, ‘Sex Appeal’.


GIRL TWO. Oh, that. I think ‘Sex Appeal’ is really just a fertility thing.


GIRL ONE. Hardly.


GIRL TWO. A man looks at you and those motherly, child-bearing hips, and thinks, ‘Take me now and let’s fertilise those eggs.’


GIRL ONE. Lucky lady.


GIRL TWO. Yeah. He can’t help it, he’s genetically programmed to think like that. That’s why Nigella’s so successful, cos she’s curvy AND she cooks.


GIRL ONE. Yeah, men cream themselves thinking about all the babies she could bake in that womb.


GIRL TWO. My womb is getting ready to have a baby.


GIRL ONE. God, stop saying this.


GIRL TWO. I am a year and a half older than you. You’ll feel the same way too one day. It’s biology.


GIRL ONE. Er, with my mum’s fertility record? Not likely… IVF children are –


GIRL TWO. Boring, heard it all before. Just you wait.


GIRL ONE. No. Thanks. Women only have children to fill a void left by a society that fetishises youth. It’s a massive vanity project designed to keep women feeling loved and needed when they’ve been passed over by everyone else.


GIRL TWO. That is just so… not true.


GIRL ONE. Hey, I get it. No one wants to be old and lonely.


GIRL TWO. By the time you realise how wrong you are, it will be too late.


Pause.


GIRL ONE. Cher.


GIRL TWO. Who?


GIRL ONE. In her nineties’-dance phase. You must remember the video for ‘Believe’? Rose used to love it. She was like, an alien in a glass cage. So pretty cool. But, actually, she was really fiery. She’d, like, turn back time if someone didn’t call her back. She looks cold though, sort of pinched, taut, you know?


GIRL TWO. Yeah, it’s called plastic surgery.


GIRL ONE. Ah.


GIRL TWO (looking at her phone). Oh my god!


GIRL ONE. What?


GIRL TWO. He still hasn’t messaged me, this is unbearable.


GIRL ONE. Just get in fucking touch.


GIRL TWO. I know. I know. It’s just I have started to be a bit reticent about the whole, taking-charge thing, lately. Because, well, various ex-boyfriends have told me, after we broke up, that my overwhelming enthusiasm and passion at the beginning of our relationship sort of well, overwhelmed them and blinded them to the fact that we, in fact, had nothing in common.


GIRL ONE. Ouch.


GIRL TWO. Yeah and so it’s sort of made me rethink my ideas about the breaking-down of gender roles, cos even though I am empowered to chase a guy, and time is of the essence and all, it usually leads me to be with insecure fuck-ups who suck me dry like a vampire.


GIRL ONE. Point taken.


GIRL TWO. Yeah, but I am also really impatient and impulsive so ahhhhhhh, I’ll just message him now.


GIRL ONE. What? No. Wait!


GIRL TWO. Oops too late. Do you think that bicycle emoji was a bit much?


Sound and light fill the stage.


Scene Five


A supermarket. August. 2015.


GIRL ONE. You never reply to my texts. You never answer my calls. What, do you see it’s me and just reject them?


GIRL TWO. Sorry, what are you doing here? Have you been following me?


GIRL ONE. No, I always shop here, at this time.


GIRL TWO. You always shop at this vegan supermarket at 8 p.m.? What for?


GIRL ONE (looking about her). Quorn. Mainly.


She grabs a packet of nearby Quorn.


And the few times I have managed to get through to you, you just go on about how busy you are.


GIRL TWO. I am. I don’t see anyone, work is really demanding.


GIRL ONE. That’s not true, you are always going out.


GIRL TWO (texting). What are you talking about, like where?


GIRL ONE. Can you stop looking at your phone?


GIRL TWO. Sorry. I am expecting a work call. Where?


GIRL ONE. Olivia’s party.


GIRL TWO. She was leaving to go live in Moscow, of course I went.


GIRL TWO’s phone vibrates and she instantly goes back to it.


GIRL ONE. Anna’s dinner?


GIRL TWO. She lives next door to me, it was hardly ‘a dinner’.


GIRL ONE. There were seven guests, that’s a party.


GIRL TWO. Okay, are you stalking me?


GIRL ONE. No! I mean, yes. Look, I know that you have just fallen in love. With old ‘Blow Job Bike-shed’, who would’ve thought it?


And I am so happy for you. I just, I am a bit sad sometimes, from time to time, at the moment. And I – need – would like – to talk to you about it and instead… I feel a bit left out. AND I KNOW YOU ARE TEXTING HIM!


GIRL TWO. Sorry. Left out? From what, a threesome? Look, you’re not left out. Well you are from that, we don’t do that. I haven’t ever. It’s not that I’m a prude, it is just that I haven’t needed to, not that you need. Mmm.


Pause.


Anyway the point is, I am sorry if I have been a little distant. It’s only been a few months, we’re in the honeymoon period. Look, don’t worry, it will fall apart soon and I’ll come crawling back to you all alone and depressed. I love you, I’m always here for you…


Looking at her phone and giggling.


How many emojis can he cram onto a screen? Look.


GIRL ONE is stony-faced.


Oh, come on, you know what it’s like?


GIRL ONE. Apparently not, according to you.


GIRL TWO. Oh please. Is this about the Swiss wimp? He was not your boyfriend.


GIRL ONE. No. It’s just, lately, I have been in a bit of a… rut. You know stopping dog-walking –


GIRL TWO. Well I think it was about time you left –


GIRL ONE. Exactly, it’s the time, all the time I now have with my thoughts. My weird little thoughts. And things have got, well, weirder –


GIRL TWO. I doubt that’s possible –


GIRL ONE. I am actually starting to look in at office windows and see all those idiotic little drones, sitting at their desks, and I’m thinking like, ‘I wish I was a drone, at a desk, crunching someone else’s numbers for a corporation who doesn’t give a shit.’


I’m actually thinking that.


GIRL TWO. Thanks a lot for calling me a drone.


GIRL ONE. Don’t get me wrong, I wish I could, like you, I wish I could be satisfied with the mundane minutiae of life.


GIRL TWO. What the fuck?


GIRL ONE. Yeah you know money, restaurants, girly nights out, nails, a two-point-four family: bourgeois shit.


GIRL TWO. You are such a dick.


GIRL ONE. Look this is not about you. I just feel so futile. And if I am not doing… What am I?


GIRL TWO. Well get a job then, Jesus, you’ve been educated enough.


GIRL ONE. I keep thinking about how I am a product of IVF?


GIRL TWO. Not this again –


GIRL ONE. I am definitely not meant to be here, my mum had to try and try and try and this was in the eighties, this was serious sci-fi shit then. Her eggs were extracted from her, examined, hormoned and finally, put into another woman’s womb. If this was my grandmother’s day, I just wouldn’t have been born, I wouldn’t be here.


GIRL TWO. Neither would most of us. Coughs killed people –


GIRL ONE. It has just embedded itself in me, this thought, and I can’t flush it out. I am an experiment, a test-tube baby –


GIRL TWO. You are a test-tube baby, but that’s fine –


GIRL ONE. An experiment that hasn’t worked, a Frankenstein. Not a woman, not a desirable, fecund, normal woman but a barren vessel, who won’t be able to have children, like my barren mother –


GIRL TWO. Stop it –


GIRL ONE. These thoughts, they’re so negative –


GIRL TWO. Oh my god. Get a grip. The world has negative thoughts. Look at the news, for once. We all hate each other. Everyone lives in fear of everyone else. Of being blown up on their way to work. Or of being shot by a policeman for wearing a hoodie. Or of being beheaded by some bloke called John. It’s… depressing but normal, sadly. Have you tried Xanax?


As GIRL ONE speaks, the faint sound of string music can be heard.


GIRL ONE. These thoughts; breeding in me. Lately, walking in a crowd, I’ll close my eyes and lightly step off the pavement. I anticipate the impact, the cold, hard thwack that would knock me up and onto the road, landing with a crack. My skull cracking open, my brain splurging out, oozing out like an… omelette. But just as I can smell the wheels, feel the destruction, some archaic instinct aches into action and drags me back onto the street. And I am relieved, I am really, really relieved. Glad to be saved, to be alive. A happy hypocrite. But what happens, what happens when one day that instinct stops working?


The music stops.


GIRL TWO. Sorry, is this one of your monologues? I can’t tell any more.


Sound and light fill the stage.


Scene Six


An art gallery in a garage. November. 2015.


GIRL TWO claps. GIRL ONE has obviously just finished a performance.


GIRL TWO. Wow. It was… even longer.


GIRL ONE. Thanks. Cool space, no?


GIRL TWO. Yeah, it’s… a lovely garage.


GIRL ONE. One of the artists is squatting in it, it’s her mum’s.


GIRL TWO. Oh.


Pause.


Hey, happy belated birthday!


GIRL ONE. Feeling guilty for missing my party, are you?


GIRL TWO. What do you mean ‘party’? What party?


GIRL ONE. My ‘Female Singers of the Nineties’ party? I still can’t believe how many people came dressed as Dannii Minogue, she used to be so much more –


GIRL TWO. I didn’t hear anything about your party.


GIRL ONE. What? Yes you did. The hilarious e-invite?


GIRL TWO. I didn’t get one.


GIRL ONE. Oh. God. Um. I probably assumed you were too busy working?


GIRL TWO. Yeah.


Pause.


Glad I could make it today, though. I didn’t realise it would be so far out –


GIRL ONE. I always feel like I am going to be picked up in an art gallery. Some bearded… man, or woman, probably the artist, sees me from across the room and is profoundly and inexplicably moved.


GIRL TWO. Definitely inexplicably.


GIRL ONE (looking around the art exhibition). I think that most of my actions are motivated by the fact that I hope to be picked up by someone. That’s like, my main motivation for doing most things. To be picked up.


(Pointing to a sculpture.) Isn’t this piece opaque?


GIRL TWO struggles to comprehend.


GIRL TWO. Any luck?


GIRL ONE. Sort of. I had near-sex with someone last night.


GIRL TWO. ‘Near’? Why does that not surprise me?


GIRL ONE. In so far as we ended up completely naked on his mum’s sofa. Well I was completely naked, he kept his polo neck on, but the important half was bare as a baby.


GIRL TWO. Ewww.


GIRL ONE. It was nice. We fingered each other. I love being fingered, don’t you? Beats everything else if you ask me.


GIRL TWO. I didn’t.


GIRL ONE. Luckily so, cos then he attempted to lick me out, but my pubic hair has all kind of matted now so, no. And by the time we graduated to sex, he was pretty out of it and it all sort of… flopped. Yeah. Probably for the best, good to take things slow.


GIRL TWO. Who did you ‘drug’ into doing this?


GIRL ONE. Well, actually this might sound quite weird, so don’t freak out but it was with – (Whispering.)


GIRL TWO. Whaaaaaaat? What the fuck? What? No.


GIRL ONE. I knew you’d be weird about this. You always drag –
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