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Characters


RAMONA, sixteen and thirty-one, English


JIM, seventeen and thirty-two, Scottish


POCAHONTAS, nineteen, Scottish


The play takes place in the town of Mallaig on the west coast of Scotland in 1998 and 2013.


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




Prologue


1998. The sound of waves. RAMONA (sixteen) stands alone onstage. It is moonlit and ethereal.


RAMONA (dramatic). I am not asleep. Nor am I really awake. I am in that pleasant state in between, immersed in a semi-erotic lucid dream. I am standing on the shores of a small shingle bay. A giant silver orb, otherwise known as the moon, is casting a mystical glow upon this mellow scene. I gaze out at the waveless water for some time, the air is still and it is utterly silent, then very slowly the surface of the sea begins to ripple. A head emerges from it – a boy with piercing green eyes. He stares right through me and it sends a tingling sensation into the very depths of my loins. He is swimming towards me and, as he does so, I look down and discover that I am possessed of a pair of simply enormous breasts which are being restrained only by a clam-shell bikini. The boy reaches the fringes of the beach and, as he rises from the water, hauling himself onto the shingle with two muscular arms, I emit a stifled gasp – (Gasps.) for instead of legs he has the oily black tail of a seal. His torso, however – is all man. He is a selkie. (Echo.) ‘Hello, boy.’ My voice is rich and caramel and echoes poetically.


JIM (echo). Hello, girl.


RAMONA. His voice also echoes – although not quite so rich and caramel. Using my semi-conscious mind I will him to shed his tail. The tail drops to the floor into a shiny, black puddle, and to my delight he is clad only in a pair of tiny Calvin Klein briefs. He walks towards me – sinewy and pale and powerful – and I reach out to fondle his prominent pectorals. But as my fingers hover towards him, I am all of a sudden violently sucked into the shingle. Spiralling down and down. As I spiral, I reach out, and snatch his seal skin before I am enveloped. I scream. A horrible scream that reverberates through the entire universe. Everything is black.




One


1998.


The beach. Night. JIM (seventeen) stands very still, looking straight ahead. He has blood on his face and hands. A few beats. RAMONA (sixteen) suddenly runs on, out of breath. She stops when she sees him.


RAMONA. Oh dear.


Beat.


JIM. What?


RAMONA. You’ve got…


JIM. What?


RAMONA. On your face. There’s like… quite a lot of… blood. On your face.


JIM touches his face. Looks blankly at the blood on his hand. He doesn’t react.


Are you worried?


JIM. No. Are you worried?


RAMONA. No.


JIM. Cool.


Beat.


RAMONA. So. What um… What exactly did you… What did you do to him?


JIM. Doesn’t matter.


RAMONA. Okay. That’s fine. That’s okay. That’s fine. That’s totally fine.


Beat.


JIM. But it was the right thing to do, wasn’t it?


RAMONA. Oh yes. Absolutely.


JIM. Good.


RAMONA. Absolutely yes.


JIM. Good.


RAMONA. I mean, I don’t know exactly what you did. But in theory, yes. Absolutely fine.


JIM. Cool.


RAMONA. Cool.


JIM. Cool.


RAMONA. Good.


JIM. Good.


Beat.


I like you, Ramona. Even though you’re massively flawed.


RAMONA. I like you too. Even though I also think you’re massively flawed.


JIM. Brilliant.


RAMONA. Cool.


JIM. Yeah.


Two


2013.


Fifteen years later.


JIM’s flat. Lunchtime. The lights come on to reveal a small, dark sitting room. The walls are lined with shelves of jars containing specimens in formaldehyde. A hermit crab, a starfish, a jellyfish, a langoustine, etc.… JIM (now thirty-two, downtrodden and wearing a tatty duffel coat) and POCAHONTAS (nineteen, aggressive, wearing lots of make-up and a supermarket uniform) enter. POCAHONTAS stops dead in her tracks and surveys her surroundings. She looks absolutely gutted.


POCAHONTAS. Oh.


JIM. What?


POCAHONTAS. Hmm. Okay.


JIM. What?


POCAHONTAS. No nothing.


JIM. What is it?


POCAHONTAS. Honestly it’s nothing. It’s fine. (Beat.) I mean… Yeah no it’s… fine.


JIM. Jesus! What?


POCAHONTAS. Well, it’s an absolute shithole, Jim, isn’t it?


JIM looks amused.


JIM. I like it.


POCAHONTAS. You like it? Are you deaf, dumb and blind?! No. I’m kidding. I’m kidding… But seriously, just out of interest, how many square foot is it?


JIM. Four hundred and fifty-ish?


POCAHONTAS. Oh my fucking god it’s tiny! I am a lady, Jim. Ladies get… plunged in mansions in like… four-poster beds or jacuzzis not squalid dungeons. I mean really – I had you down at least as a more of a ‘duplex apartment’ kind of man if I’m being honest.


JIM. What gave you that impression?


POCAHONTAS. Hope, I suppose. Blind hope? My actual rabbit has a bigger house than this.


JIM. I didn’t know you had a rabbit.


POCAHONTAS. Yes you did.


JIM. I didn’t.


POCAHONTAS. You did.


JIM. Genuinely didn’t.


POCAHONTAS. Took her from someone’s back garden, there’s a whiff in here – have you got damp?


JIM. You stole a pet rabbit?


POCAHONTAS. Yeah. Have you got damp?


JIM. You shouldn’t do that.


POCAHONTAS. Seriously it stinks like death in here, she’s dead cute, Jim – white with black spots, fucking loves Peperamis.


JIM. You can’t feed it Peperamis –


POCAHONTAS. I have to hide her though because my mum hates animals and she said if I ever brought one into the house she’d microwave it.


JIM. Did she really say that?


POCAHONTAS. I hate my mum, she’s a fucking slag. I wish she was dead. I wish she would just die in some horrible, painful accident. (Full of rage.) Absolute slut!


JIM. Okay. That’s okay. Deep breaths.


POCAHONTAS takes a deep breath and exhales.


POCAHONTAS. There’s a right whiff in here, you know. Definitely smells of damp. Or death. There’s no way I can live in a damp environment that smells of death – it’s bad for your lungs. And morale.


JIM (alarmed). Live?


POCAHONTAS. Yes, live, Jim.


JIM. What, here?


POCAHONTAS. I’ll get jaundice or that foot-rot thing. What’s that foot-rot thing where your feet fall off?


JIM. Trench foot. My flat will not give you trench foot. What do you mean, live?


POCAHONTAS suddenly notices JIM’s jars of specimens.


POCAHONTAS. Oh my god. Is this your sea-monster collection?


JIM. This is my West Coast crustacea collection yes.


POCAHONTAS. Seriously you’re taking these to Frankfurt instead of me?


JIM. Correct.


POCAHONTAS. I cannot believe you are going to Frankfurt without me. I’ve always wanted to go to Frankfurt. I love Frankfurt.


JIM. Do you even know where Frankfurt is?


POCAHONTAS. Not the point. You’re going on a mini-break with a bunch of bug corpses in jars of water instead of me. That is weird, Jim. That is seriously weird.


JIM. It’s not a mini-break, it’s a convention. They are not bugs, they are crustacea. And it’s not water, it’s formaldehyde.


POCAHONTAS (thrilled). Formaldehyde? Like date rape? Oh my god. Are you going to date-rape me?


JIM. No.


POCAHONTAS. Shame.


JIM approaches her. POCAHONTAS swerves and points at a jar.


(Indicating the hermit crab.) What’s that one?


JIM. A decapod crustacean. Aka a hermit crab.


POCAHONTAS. Why have you got all these for anyway? It’s creepy. It’s really fucking creepy actually. Having all this dead shit in jars. You’re like a body collector…


JIM. Don’t really think of them as dead. More… suspended in time.


POCAHONTAS. They’re dead. Can’t you see when something’s dead?


POCAHONTAS grabs one.


JIM. Don’t touch them! (Beat.) Sorry.


POCAHONTAS is suddenly genuinely vulnerable. She covers her ears.


POCAHONTAS. Don’t shout at me, Jim! It makes me feel really sad! I don’t like it when people shout at me!


JIM. I know. I know you don’t. I’m sorry. Sshh.


JIM and POCAHONTAS embrace for a few beats.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
S
g : ' oY
B Sophi€Wu

- LT





OEBPS/images/pub.gif





