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    For Fergal.


    And for his parents.


  




  

    

      

    




    Everything Is Going to Be All Right




    How should I not be glad to contemplate


    the clouds clearing beyond the dormer window


    and a high tide reflected on the ceiling?


    There will be dying, there will be dying,


    but there is no need to go into that.


    The lines flow from the hand unbidden


    and the hidden source is the watchful heart;


    the sun rises in spite of everything


    and the far cities are beautiful and bright.


    I lie here in a riot of sunlight


    watching the day break and the clouds flying.


    Everything is going to be all right.




    Derek Mahon
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A Quick Note on the Text





      Lines should follow on quickly from one another, and most are written without full stops to encourage this. Where speeches overlap, a forward slash ( / ) indicates the point at which the next character begins speaking. A parenthetical line is sotto voce. A full stop on its own line indicates a pressure, expectation, or attempt to speak… but they’re quicker than you think. Each one is no more than a syllable.




      .




      Like that.




      .




      .




      If in doubt, speed up. I promise you: it’s quicker than you think.


    




    

      
Disclaimer





      While some of the action in this play was inspired by real events, much of the key information has been changed for dramatic purposes. The characters and attitudes expressed in this play are fictional and the work of the author.




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


    


  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      
One





      An ultrasound room.




      A couple in their thirties waits.




      She’s in the chair, semi-reclined, her top raised up over her ultrasound-gelled belly.




      He’s standing.




      HER. Alive or dead?




      HIM. .




      .




      .




      .




      .




      .




      You can’t ask me that




      HER. Why not?




      HIM. Because. You can’t




      HER. I can




      HIM. You. No / you




      HER. I just did




      HIM. I know, / but




      HER. I am allowed to know. You can’t just keep that




      HIM. Yeah but no, you just can’t ask it like that though




      HER. Why not?




      HIM. Because, I mean it’s




      HER. .




      HIM. I mean what?! That’s the whole




      HER. What difference does it make? It’s all the same, the information still comes out




      HIM. Well yeah / but




      HER. So tell me




      HIM. No, it’s pointless if you’re just asking outright




      HER. Like it’s not fucking pointless anyway!




      HIM. I’m only trying / to




      HER. It’s pointlessness personified!




      HIM. Alright. It’s just a game, it’s supposed to be fun




      HER. Are you having fun? ’Cause I’m not




      HIM. Well. Not now, no, ’cause it’s all gone weird




      HER. Before it went weird?




      HIM. It was just an idea to pass the time




      HER. So tell me, then! Am I alive or not?!




      HIM. .




      .




      See asking it like that is fine, / ’cause




      HER. Tell me or I will lose my mind




      HIM. No




      HER. .




      HIM. You’re not alive




      HER. Alright. Thank you. Jesus, was that so hard?




      HIM. I didn’t make the rules




      HER. Seems like you did




      HIM. It’s yes or no answers, / that’s




      HER. Alright, so fine, so fine I’m dead




      HIM. Is that another question?




      HER. No? I’m not alive you said, so I’m obviously dead




      HIM. Well




      HER. .




      HIM. Not necessarily




      HER. .




      HIM. Not if you were never alive in the first place




      HER. .




      HIM. You might be fictional, or




      HER. A fictional character is still alive or dead




      HIM. I mean at any given point in the fiction, maybe, yeah, but in reality




      HER. In reality they only exist in the fiction. In which they’re either alive or dead




      HIM. Or both. If they die at some point in the fiction




      HER. But they’re still gonna be known as either alive or dead, aren’t they? They’d be known as alive if they were alive in the bulk of the book or the film or the whatever, even if they go on to die at the end




      HIM. For example?




      HER. I dunno. Hamlet




      HIM. .




      Depends which Hamlet




      HER. .




      HIM. Old Hamlet’s dead throughout




      HER. You’re such a prick




      HIM. I’m, no, I’m just saying




      HER. So am I Hamlet?




      HIM. Which one?




      HER. Either one




      HIM. No




      HER. Shut up then!




      HIM. We don’t have to play this, if / you’re




      HER. We’re playing it




      HIM. .




      Okay




      HER. So I’m a fictional character?




      HIM. No. You’re real




      HER. Then what was the point / of




      HIM. It’s just good to establish the rules




      HER. It’s twenty questions, not fucking University Challenge! Where am I up to now?




      HIM. Am I alive, Am I a Hamlet, Am I fictional. So three




      HER. And I’m a dead, real-life person?




      HIM. If you say so




      HER. Am I a woman?




      HIM. You are




      HER. Am I a mother?




      HIM. Yep




      HER. But in the game




      HIM. In the game as well




      HER. Am I the Queen?




      HIM. You’re not the Queen




      HER. She’s dead




      HIM. Loads of people are dead




      HER. Or any other queen?




      HIM. No queens




      HER. .




      Moira Stuart?




      HIM. She’s not dead!




      HER. Oh yeah




      HIM. And anyway, no queens




      HER. Dot Cotton?




      HIM. Not real




      HER. But the woman who played her




      HIM. Stop guessing people, you’ve got to whittle it down first




      HER. .




      .




      .




      Am I an actress?




      HIM. No




      HER. A newsreader?




      HIM. You’re not Moira Stuart




      HER. Riz Lateef?




      HIM. Stop killing people off




      HER. Am I American?




      HIM. No




      HER. British?




      HIM. Yep




      HER. This is fucking boring




      HIM. Alright




      HER. Who am I?




      HIM. .




      You really want to know?




      HER. No. What time is it? I’m gonna wipe this off




      HIM. No she’ll be back in a minute




      HER. Look at it. It’s pornographic




      HIM. I don’t know what porn you’ve been watching




      HER. .




      .




      .




      Do you?




      HIM. .




      .




      HER. Watch porn?




      HIM. No?




      HER. Liar




      HIM. I don’t!




      HER. .




      .




      HIM. I don’t




      HER. Never?




      HIM. No




      HER. Never




      HIM. No. Unless I’m in a foreign country, maybe. On my own, I mean. Away. Or at a hotel room in this country if you’re not there. So hardly ever




      HER. Right




      HIM. Or maybe if you’ve gone away and I’m at home on my own




      HER. Or it’s a Wednesday




      HIM. No




      HER. Or if the Moon is in Uranus




      HIM. If the Moon was in my anus I probably wouldn’t need the extra thrill




      HER. Boom-boom




      HIM. Quite pleased with that




      HER. What would you say if I told you to stop watching it?




      HIM. I don’t watch it!




      HER. But when you do you’re giving money to the whole machine / of




      HIM. I don’t pay for it either, I’m not an idiot




      HER. But you’re supporting the websites with their ad revenue, aren’t you? Which lets them make more stuff or host more stuff / or




      HIM. Shall we stop talking about porn before she comes back in?




      HER. But what about it, though?




      HIM. I don’t use it!




      HER. Yes you do! So, however rare, you’re still contributing to the exploitation of women




      HIM. Hang on




      HER. You are. Because it’s all dick-centric male-fantasy bullshit, isn’t it?




      HIM. I mean yeah / but




      HER. In which the women are just fuck-buckets




      HIM. I don’t. That’s not




      HER. So ultimately it makes us all less safe




      HIM. I don’t agree with that. I mean it is shit, yeah, don’t get me wrong – not that I watch it – but it’s obviously catered to men’s basest instincts, so, yeah, a lot of the women maybe aren’t treated the way you’d want them to be in real life




      HER. But it is real life, it’s happening




      HIM. They are consenting adults, though




      HER. Not all of them




      HIM. Well, no, but that’s – I’m not – no one’s arguing for that, are they? Under-age sex stuff is just, that’s




      HER. Rape




      HIM. Right, yeah – I mean I was trying not to say that word in here – but that’s not what we’re talking about: adults, like, two or more consenting adults




      HER. But you say ‘consenting adults’: they’re not consenting, really, it’s not a choice, it’s a lack of choice




      HIM. And what about their freedom? Sexual liberation?




      HER. What about it?




      HIM. You’ve assumed – because you wouldn’t want to do it – that none of them want to do it either and that they’re being forced by circumstance. People like sex. Women like sex




      HER. Oh thanks for letting / me know




      HIM. And some women want to make money from having it, I mean, that’s their prerogative, isn’t it? It’s what they’ve fought for generations for




      HER. It is not what they have fucking fought for




      HIM. Well




      HER. You think they dream of that as little girls? You really think that’s not a lack of options?




      HIM. I just think that that’s a bit reductive to all the women who have made the choice as free, / empowered agents




      HER. But it’s not a choice is what I’m saying; it’s misogyny made flesh




      HIM. So’s everything else! Listen, the world’s a bin-fire, men are awful, yeah – don’t get me wrong, no one’s disputing that – I’d just argue porn is a place for men to go to exorcise their deviant urges so they don’t go out and inflict them on society. If anything it makes you safer




      HER. You haven’t got a clue, have you?




      HIM. Why haven’t / I?




      HER. It’s just an interesting debate




      HIM. And what is it for you?




      HER. It’s life! It’s a lifetime of objectification and dehumanisation and rape and fear and shame and violence and death played out on a screen – and so forgive me if I don’t see an industry run by men for men with women forced to dolly-up and suck and fuck and god knows what while they pretend to like it as a free and empowering bastion of female representation. It’s not. It’s a ground zero for sexual violence and misogyny to spread – it’s like Covid; you don’t know it’s in you till it’s too late and you’ve passed it on to someone else and at the end of that chain somewhere the death toll’s rising




      HIM. .




      .




      .




      I still don’t know if I agree with that




      HER. Then you’re an idiot




      HIM. I’ve never used it anyway. I was joking before. I’ve never even seen a pair of tits




      She finds some tissue/hand towels and goes to rub the gel off her bump.




      No don’t, don’t do / that




      HER. She might be half an hour yet




      HIM. ‘Back in a minute,’ she said




      HER. And it’s been ten so far




      HIM. Five, tops




      HER. Either way




      She wipes it off.




      HIM. Are you pissed off with me?




      HER. A bit




      HIM. I’m happy to never use it ever again




      HER. Or just not tell me when you do




      HIM. Or that, yeah




      HER. Where the fuck is she?




      HIM. Maybe she’s fallen in




      HER. .




      .




      HIM. To the toilet




      HER. .




      HIM. It’s a joke




      HER. I know. She hasn’t gone to the toilet though, has she?




      HIM. .




      HER. She’s gone to get someone




      HIM. No she hasn’t, she’s just gone for a wee




      HER. Ten minutes ago




      HIM. And a poo / then




      HER. ‘Excuse me a moment.’ That was it




      HIM. Exactly, yeah




      HER. She wouldn’t just go for a shit like that in the middle of a scan




      HIM. Why not?




      HER. She’s not incontinent




      HIM. She might be




      HER. Don’t be a dick




      HIM. I’m not being a dick. People need the loo




      HER. In the middle of a scan?




      HIM. She would have said something, wouldn’t she? ‘I’ve got to get someone’ or ‘Something looks a bit funny’, or, I don’t know




      HER. ‘Something looks a bit funny’?




      HIM. You know what I mean. She would have said something. And we saw him, didn’t we




      HER. Her




      HIM. Yeah. Well whichever, yeah. And there was a good heartbeat / and




      HER. She went quiet, though




      HIM. .




      HER. After that




      HIM. No she didn’t




      HER. She did




      HIM. They go quiet – the last one, at the twelve-week, she was quiet throughout – they’re busy, aren’t they? Looking at things, taking the measurements, and
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