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    Characters




    GABRIEL, sixty-three, female, white Irish, from Cork. An over-sleeper, she often accidentally sleeps for twelve hours at a time, but she never feels that rested when she wakes up. Sometimes she has exhausting dreams in which she is doing tasks she hasn’t been given enough time to complete




    BABY, fifty-nine, female, white Irish, from Cork, Gabriel’s younger sister. An under-sleeper, she never really winds down properly. She often falls asleep in her clothes without brushing her teeth or washing her face. When she goes under, she never dreams




    CARLA, twenty-five, female, Black Irish, from Cork. A light and fitful sleeper, she wakes often in the night, the slightest noise will wake her. She usually plays a game on her phone to try to fall back to sleep, something repetitive and soothing. Or listens to an audiobook she’s heard a hundred times before




    ANTHIE, twenty-nine, female, any ethnicity, from London. A deep and sound sleeper, she can nod off whenever she is tired. A champion sleeper on planes/trains/buses, she once fell asleep head on hands at her kitchen table and woke up feeling completely refreshed. She prefers to sleep without curtains and wake naturally with the daylight




    LAURIE, thirty-four, female, any ethnicity, from Britain, not from London. An insomniac, she’s tried everything but she can’t seem to get more than two hours a night at the moment. When she does get a shred of rest, she talks in her sleep




    ALEX, thirty-five, female, any ethnicity, from the same place as Laurie. A careful and organised sleeper, she has a religious wind-down routine, including a seven-step skincare process. She can’t drop off without something on in the background – a podcast, or brown noise




    And…




    FIONA FRANKS, female, ageless, a disembodied voice. The She-E-O of Paradise, sleeps like a baby.




    

      
Setting





      London. Now. Several worlds layered on top of one another. Scene directions are a recipe, not an instruction manual.


    




    

      
A Note on Punctuation





      A character’s name without any dialogue indicates a non-verbal response. Different and more active than a pause.




      A line ending with no punctuation indicates a suspended continuous thought.




      Words in [square brackets] are unspoken.




      The spacing of the dialogue, the use of upper and lower-case letters and the punctuation is all there to convey tone and line delivery.


    


  




  

    

      

    




    A Note on the Human Pyramid




    This play asks its six actors to be open to attempting a human pyramid. That openness is all that’s required. Please don’t cast actors based on their acrobatic abilities – find the best actors for the roles, and then adjust the pyramid section to suit the people you have in the room.




    The order of the pyramid is not set except that Gabriel is on the top. It’s not at all crucial that the pyramid is a success. What matters is that we understands what the characters are trying to attempt without the word ‘pyramid’ ever being spoken: and that we understand that Gabriel really wants to be on the top. The tumble out of the formation is also not essential. The essentials are: these six people try – Gabriel tries to get on top – that demand causes the pyramid to fail and causes Laurie to be (minorly) hurt.




    What matters more than any of the above is that the actors feel safe. We had a brilliant circus movement director and consent was built into every step – when someone would climb on, they’d get verbal confirmation from the people below them that the position was comfortable for them, and if it wasn’t comfortable, the actors, in character, asked for adjustments. Lines should be adjusted and improvised according to what is found in the room. Please don’t worry about going off-script in finding the best version for your cast.


  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      
ACT ONE





      

        
One





        BABY stands, coat on, swaying a little. She holds her arm at a slightly funny angle. Not so much that you’d immediately notice it. GABRIEL is on the couch under a blanket.




        BABY. Why’re you sitting in the dark?




        GABRIEL. Keep meaning to turn the light on. How was your shift?




        BABY. Fine.




        GABRIEL. Awful day. Awful, awful day.




        BABY. Yeah, I –




        GABRIEL. So I went to the corner shop.




        BABY moves her arm slightly.




        BABY. Great!




        GABRIEL. This new woman behind the counter was a right bitch to me. I smiled and said hello, you know, and she said nothing. She didn’t even look at me. Like I wasn’t there.




        BABY. It’s good you got out today.




        GABRIEL. She could have said hello. Two syllables. Hell-o.




        BABY. I’m sure she was just tired.




        GABRIEL. Right. Yeah. And I wouldn’t know anything about that.




        BABY. No – I just meant, she’s on her feet all day.




        GABRIEL. Why are you taking her side?




        BABY. I’m not –




        GABRIEL. Why can’t you ever be on my side?




        BABY. I’m always on your side. I don’t have another side.




        GABRIEL. You weren’t there. She was horrible.




        BABY adjusts her arm.




        BABY. Well. They won’t get our business in there again, will they.




        GABRIEL smiles a little bit.




        What did you buy in the shop then?




        GABRIEL. Biscuits.




        BABY. Just biscuits?




        GABRIEL. Nice ones.




        BABY. Where are they hiding?




        GABRIEL rummages for the biscuits. BABY sits on the couch, gingerly taking off her coat. From the way she moves, we can now clearly see that her arm is injured, but GABRIEL, still under a dark cloud of her own thoughts, doesn’t notice. GABRIEL proffers the biscuits and BABY uses her good hand to take one from the pack.




        These are nice ones.




        GABRIEL. Glad you’re home.




        BABY. Me too.




        GABRIEL. Long day.




        BABY. Long day.




        Pause.




        I feel a bit funny.




        GABRIEL. Funny how.




        BABY. It feels like – when I turn my head – my head is still where I left it.




        She demonstrates, moving her head slowly left to right.




        Like two heads. A real head, and a ghost head.




        GABRIEL. Just the one head that I can see.




        BABY. That’s a relief.




        GABRIEL. Lovely head.




        BABY. Dunno about that now. Not gonna win any prizes for this head.




        GABRIEL. Course you would.




        BABY. Best in show.




        GABRIEL. If I was the judge.




        BABY reaches for another biscuit with her injured arm, forgetting for a moment. The movement causes her sudden pain and GABRIEL finally notices, with immediate alarm.




        Are you hurt??




        BABY. Oh.




        She laughs a bit to herself.




        I bashed it.




        GABRIEL. What?




        BABY. I bashed my arm.




        GABRIEL. What happened?




        BABY. Car hit me a bit.




        GABRIEL. Jesus!




        BABY. Only clipped me, like. It was completely my fault. It was funny cos I saw it, the car, and I meant to move.




        GABRIEL. What do you mean ‘meant to’.




        BABY. I thought I’d moved out of the way. But I was still standing there.




        GABRIEL. Show me.




        BABY holds out her arm.




        BABY. It’s fine.




        GABRIEL (panicked). It doesn’t look fine.




        BABY. Oh that’s probably just the way I’m holding it.




        GABRIEL. You’re probably holding it like that cos it hurts!




        GABRIEL looks frantically at her arm.




        What should we do?




        Pause.




        BABY. About what.




        GABRIEL. Your arm?? Can you move it?




        BABY moves it a bit. It causes her pain, which she masks as best she can.




        BABY. Think it’s fine.




        GABRIEL. But what if it’s broken?




        BABY. I think I’d be howling, if it was broken?




        GABRIEL. I don’t know if you’d be howling. I don’t know about arms.




        BABY. It’s not so bad, I think. Don’t worry. You go to bed and we’ll see in the morning.




        GABRIEL. Are you sure?




        BABY. I’m fine. Honestly. I’m just so, so tired.




        Pause.




        GABRIEL. Me too. (Pause.) Get some rest. Switch your brain off. Okay?




        BABY. I will.




        GABRIEL gently touches BABY’s arm.




        GABRIEL. What did the driver have to say for himself?




        BABY. She didn’t stop.




        GABRIEL (with sudden fury). She didn’t stop?




        BABY. She looked back at me and I waved. I gave her a little wave, to say, I’m okay.




        BABY tries to do the wave with her arm. No. That hurts. She puts a biscuit into her mouth using her good arm.




        GABRIEL gets up and starts to head towards bed. She looks at BABY like she’s going to say something.




        What?




        GABRIEL. Get some proper sleep.




        BABY (getting comfier on the couch). I will.




        GABRIEL. Go into bed. You’ll sleep better.




        BABY. Yes boss.




        GABRIEL goes. BABY gets comfier under the blanket. She props her arm on a cushion. She’s too wired for sleep yet. With her good arm, she eats the entire packet of biscuits, one after another after another.


      




      

        
Two





        The same night, the same time, SOMEWHERE ELSE.




        ANTHIE is in bed, awake, the sheets rumpled. The thin sound of a person crying is coming through the wall behind her head.




        CARLA comes in, in a big T-shirt, carrying two glasses of water. She gets back into bed and passes one of the glasses to ANTHIE.




        ANTHIE. Thanks.




        They both drink water.




        (Indicating the wall, the crying.) Is she okay? Your housemate?




        CARLA. Dunno.




        ANTHIE. Should we check?




        CARLA. I knocked on her door the last time, but she didn’t answer. So I figure she probably wants to be left alone.




        ANTHIE downs her water.




        Or maybe she didn’t hear me knocking.




        ANTHIE. How do you know her?




        CARLA. I don’t really.




        Pause.




        ANTHIE. I’ve had a lovely time.




        CARLA. Me too.




        ANTHIE. Thanks.




        ANTHIE reaches for her T-shirt and pulls it on. She throws back the covers. Shivers a little.




        CARLA. Are you going?




        ANTHIE. Oh, eh –




        CARLA. Stay, if you like.




        ANTHIE. Oh, I should probably –




        CARLA. I’d like you to stay.




        CARLA climbs on top of her. Kisses her.




        ANTHIE. Persuasive.




        In between kisses –




        CARLA. I wanted you so much the second I saw you tonight.




        ANTHIE. Yeah?




        CARLA. I always get what I want.




        ANTHIE. Is that right.




        CARLA pulls ANTHIE’s T-shirt off again – ANTHIE pulls her close – looks up at her.




        CARLA. What.




        ANTHIE. You’re so fucking hot.




        CARLA kisses her harder as they roll onto the bed – breathing deep and heavy –




        In a moment between breaths, we can hear small sobs still coming through the wall.




        CARLA and ANTHIE look at each other. CARLA taps on the wall.




        CARLA. Hello?




        A sharp intake of breath. The crying stops.


      




      

        
Three





        Sunday morning. BABY has fallen into a fitful sleep on the couch, covered in biscuit crumbs, her arm propped up on a cushion.




        GABRIEL sits on the end of the couch. She has been outside! She’s wearing real clothes! Her face is bright. There’s something in her hand.




        GABRIEL. My darling?




        BABY comes up from under.




        BABY. Time is it.




        GABRIEL. It’s two.




        BABY sits bolt upright like she’s been electric-shocked.




        BABY. I’mlate




        She looks for her shoes, her coat, no time to change, just got to go –




        GABRIEL. You’re off today.




        BABY pauses, a moment of uncertainty.




        Aren’t you?




        BABY fumbles around in the couch cushions, or tries to – the pain in her arm hitting her afresh. She finds a diary. She opens it, panicked, flicking through the pages –




        BABY. I am.




        She relaxes.




        I slept so long. Why didn’t you wake me for mass?




        GABRIEL. You needed the rest.




        BABY moves her arm. Grimaces before she can mask it.




        How’s the arm.




        BABY. It’s fine. I did a bit of reading last night, I think it’s probably a sprain, rest and ice and keep it elevated they said. So I put it on this cushion.




        GABRIEL. Dr Cushion, is it.




        BABY (being the cushion). Charmed, I’m sure.




        The effort of the joke hurts –




        Ow –




        GABRIEL. Let’s go and get it looked at. We can bring the cushion.




        BABY (changing the subject). You’re back late are you?




        GABRIEL. Oh. Yeah. (Casual, as if an everyday occurrence.) I went to this thing after, for a minute.




        BABY. What thing.




        GABRIEL. This women’s leadership thing.




        BABY. A what?




        GABRIEL. I got chatting to this woman and she brought me.




        BABY. How was. The thing?




        GABRIEL. It was. Incredible. So inspiring.




        BABY. That’s nice.




        GABRIEL. There was loads of small-business owners at the thing, all women! This woman I was chatting to, Alex, I think we’re going to meet up.




        BABY. Meet up?




        GABRIEL. Yeah. I have a present for you, actually. Before we go.




        BABY (nervously). What kind of present?




        GABRIEL opens her hand. In it is a small bottle of essential oil.




        GABRIEL. Alex gave it to me to try.




        BABY takes the oil.




        BABY. What is it?




        GABRIEL. Essential oil.




        BABY looks at it.




        BABY. It doesn’t seem particularly essential.




        GABRIEL. Give it a smell.




        BABY smells.




        It’s lavender and rosehip.




        BABY. What’s it for?




        GABRIEL. I thought it might help you sleep.




        She taps her lap.




        Come here, put your head here.




        BABY does. GABRIEL massages some oil gently into her temples.




        Close your eyes.




        BABY does. GABRIEL rubs the oil across her eyelids.




        Is that nice?




        BABY completely relaxes.




        BABY. Heaven.


      




      

        
Four





        GABRIEL and ALEX sit with coffees.




        ALEX. So nice we could do this.




        GABRIEL. So nice.




        ALEX. How are you?




        GABRIEL. I’m well.




        ALEX. Great.




        GABRIEL. How are you?




        ALEX. Yeah really well thanks.




        Coffees sipped.




        GABRIEL. This is lovely. What is this.




        ALEX. A mocha?




        GABRIEL. It’s lovely.




        ALEX. You wanted a mocha right?




        GABRIEL. Yes a mocha yes.




        Pause.




        ALEX. So listen. I think we really connected the other day.




        GABRIEL. We did!




        ALEX. Didn’t we? I could feel it.




        GABRIEL. I know!




        ALEX. It doesn’t happen all the time. That you really connect with someone. At least I know it doesn’t happen to me all the time does it happen to you all the time?




        GABRIEL. It doesn’t.




        ALEX. Exactly. It’s rare. It’s rare to meet someone like you.




        GABRIEL. Really?




        ALEX. You’re exactly the kind of person I want to have on my team.




        GABRIEL. No. Stop.




        ALEX. I mean it. Shall I tell you a little bit more about how it works?




        GABRIEL. Yes please.




        ALEX. It’s pretty straightforward. You work for yourself, whenever you like, wherever you like.




        GABRIEL. But you’re in charge.




        ALEX. No. YOU are.




        GABRIEL. How’s that work.




        ALEX. Why be a cog when you can be the wheel?




        GABRIEL. Okay.




        ALEX. What I’m saying is, you’re in the driving seat.




        GABRIEL. I’m the wheel. And I’m also – behind the wheel?




        ALEX. You’d be part of my team. My downline, it’s called. I’m your upline. So when you make a sale, I get a little bit of what you make. But the great thing is, you can spread the word to other women, and grow your own downline, and then you become their Me. Do you see?




        GABRIEL. Um.




        ALEX. Listen, I’m not going to sugar-coat. It can be hard work. It’s not for everyone. It’s for a certain type of dedicated, ferocious woman. But you’re not on your own with it – you’d be part of my Paradise Pack! We’re a community of women who lift each other up every day.




        GABRIEL. Wow.




        ALEX. I can add you to the WhatsApp group as soon as you sign up, they’re going to love you. I throw a Paradise Party every month too so we can all meet over a glass of wine. These women have become my family, honestly.




        GABRIEL. It all sounds – wonderful.




        ALEX. It’s changed my life. And I really just want to help other women to change their lives too. Cos there aren’t a lot of places like this in the world, you know. A place to grow, and connect, and heal?




        GABRIEL. I don’t have a place for that.




        Pause. ALEX sips her coffee. She leans forward and examines GABRIEL closely.




        ALEX. So I guess my question is, why Paradise for you, Gabriel?




        GABRIEL. I want to make some money to help my sister. She works too much. She doesn’t get enough sleep. I thought I could buy her some sleep.




        ALEX. That’s a great goal. Maybe you could buy something for yourself, too.




        GABRIEL. I don’t need anything.




        ALEX. I’m sure that’s not true.




        GABRIEL thinks.




        GABRIEL. There are some things that I want.




        ALEX. Of course there are. And you deserve to have them.




        ALEX rummages in her bag.




        So I did bring our starter park with me, cos you sounded pretty interested. It’s two hundred and fifty pounds for all the oils and the Paradise Bible and basically everything you need to hit the ground running. You wouldn’t believe how quickly you make the start-up fee back and then it’s all profit from there.




        She holds out the box. GABRIEL takes it. Inside, nine bottles of oil are nestled in blue tissue paper.




        You don’t have to decide today, you know. I have your number now, we can keep meeting up, you can ask me as many questions as you like. It’s a big decision. There’s no rush or pressure.
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