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    ‘We’re not who we used to be


    We’re just two ghosts standing in the place of you and me


    Trying to remember how it feels to have a heartbeat’




    Harry Styles, ‘Two Ghosts’


  




  

    

      

    




    Characters




    KYLE


    JUDE




    Both are a similar age




    

      
Setting





      Action takes place in a real room, in real time.


    




    

      
Note on Text





      ( / ) indicates the point of interruption in overlapping dialogue.




      (…) indicates trailing off.




      ( – ) indicates interruption. Within speech it indicates a break in syntax.




      ( , ) on a separate line indicates deliberate silence from pressure, expectation or desire to speak.




      Words in [square brackets] are unspoken, indicating an unfinished thought.




      Punctuation is used freely and artistically to suggest delivery, not to conform to grammatical rules.




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


    


  




  

    



    




    Three a.m. A half-furnished kitchen-living-dining room in a state-of-the-art penthouse apartment. Canary Wharf. London.




    Incomplete but tidy. It’s immaculate, and totally impersonal.




    KYLE isn’t sure where to stand. JUDE is off in the bathroom.




    KYLE Looks fine.




    Honestly.




    JUDE (Off.) It’s awful.




    I look fucking awful.




    KYLE It’s not even that bad.




    Not like you’ve been attacked




    JUDE (Off.) Attacked?




    KYLE Like really fucking gashed, or




    JUDE (Off.) Jesus.




    KYLE You just slipped, didn’t you?




    A bad fall.




    ,




    Wasn’t it?




    ,




    Don’t you have another mirror?




    JUDE (Off.) Two seconds




    KYLE Bedroom mirror?




    JUDE (Off.) Looking in the light.




    KYLE Just I’m




    Fucking




    Bursting




    A little bit.




    So




    Whenever you’re done




    …




    No pressure




    KYLE’s phone rings. He looks. Doesn’t answer.




    JUDE (Off.) Makes me look fat.




    KYLE What’s that?




    JUDE My face.




    Do you think it makes my face look fat?




    KYLE You look great.




    JUDE (Off.) Makes me look puffy, a bit.




    KYLE You look perfect.




    You look spectacular.




    Why would you look puffy?




    JUDE (Off.) Just do, just –




    Spectacular?




    KYLE Well…




    not Spectacular




    No.




    Not…




    JUDE (Off.) Is this you being funny or…?




    KYLE What should I say?




    What do you want me to say, Jude?




    Should I say: ‘yes, it’s awful, quite frankly it’s fucking awful, all those years of skincare, all the L’Oréal and Clinique, might as well have not bothered, might as well have saved the money because you’ve fucked it for yourself now, and if you’re even thinking about leaving the house without a paper bag over your head, you’ve got a whole lot more confidence than me, babe.’




    ,




    How’s that?




    ,




    Is that what I should say?




    JUDE (Off.) That’s what you should never ever /




    EVER




    say.




    KYLE No, I know




    No of course I’m not –




    JUDE (Off.) Ever.




    KYLE It was hyperbole.




    Was being ironic.




    Think it’s quite attractive, actually.




    JUNE (Off.) Stop.




    KYLE That ‘rough and ready’ sort of look.




    JUDE (Off.) Stop talking.




    KYLE Looks




    Kind of… foxy.




    JUDE (Off.) Foxy?




    KYLE Like ‘Rwaawrrr’ like




    Foxy




    You know




    JUDE (Off.) Right.




    KYLE It’s a compliment




    JUDE (Off.) Is it?




    KYLE People say that.




    It’s a thing




    It’s a thing people say.




    It’s a word.




    His phone buzzes.




    A message.




    He glances down.




    Then puts the phone away.




    And fuck it anyway. What people think. What anyone thinks.




    Personally think it’s cool.




    It’s a story, isn’t it? It’s a little story, like…




    People will say




    ‘Oh, how did that happen’




    and it’s quite cool, to to to have that. That story.




    That conversation-starter.




    You know




    A cheeky little conversation-starter




    That’s…




    Yeah, what I think.




    ,




    Doesn’t matter.




    Doesn’t even matter what I think




    So




    Silence.




    You okay?




    Nothing.




    He waits.




    Starts to shift around a little.




    It slowly becomes a dance.




    The ‘I need a pee’ dance.




    (Singing.) I am going to wee myself wee wee wee my pants




    oh, my pants, oh gonna be so soggy and cold fuck me




    Stops moving.




    Takes a deep breath.




    One Mississippi




    Two Mississippi




    Three Mississippi




    Four Mississippi




    Five Mis…




    He clocks a vase on a shelf.




    He’s thinking about it.




    He can’t… can he?




    …Mississippi




    Walks over.




    Looks a little closer.




    Looks back.




    Nothing.




    A moment.




    He unzips.




    Takes the vase.




    Another moment.




    As he positions it, he spots something inside.




    Reaches in and pulls out a gram of methamphetamine in a baggie.




    A longer moment.




    He’s not that desperate any more.




    JUDE (Off.) Kettle on?




    …




    Kyle?




    KYLE Yeah?




    JUDE (Off.) Can you put the kettle on.




    KYLE I’ll do it, I’m doing it.




    He puts the baggie back in the vase. Puts the vase back on the shelf.




    Before he can get to the kettle…




    JUDE is out. He’s in suit trousers and white work shirt covered in blood. A gash on his forehead has been stitched up and dressed. Another on his left forearm, also dressed. His sleeve rolled up to accommodate. His hair is fucking perfect.




    Been holding it since we left.




    He rushes into the bathroom.




    JUDE fills the kettle from the tap.




    JUDE Didn’t fancy going there?




    KYLE (Off.) The hospital?




    No thanks.




    JUDE That’s still a thing?




    KYLE (Off.) Glad you’re comfy going in a public toilet.




    My train is not stopping at that station.




    JUDE Thought you’d have gotten over that by now.




    He opens the fridge.




    Urgh, you stink.




    KYLE (Off.) Excuse me?




    JUDE Talking to the fridge.




    KYLE (Off.) Thought you’d have gotten over that by now.




    JUDE flips his ‘fuck you’ finger towards the bathroom.




    (Off.) Heard that.




    JUDE takes pancetta, eggs, parmesan out the fridge.




    He closes the fridge door. Catches himself in the reflection.




    A moment.




    He gently touches his stitches.




    JUDE Said it’s quite common.




    KYLE (Off.) Who did?




    JUDE In the leaflet as well.




    Spontaneous fainting.




    Inadequate blood flow to the brain or something.




    He flicks the kettle on.




    KYLE (Off.) Need to look at your flush.




    JUDE Kettle’s on.




    KYLE’s back.




    KYLE Can look at it for you if you like?




    JUDE It’s working




    KYLE Tried twice.




    JUDE It’s not working?




    KYLE Just, wasn’t, just pushed it down




    JUDE Kyle, it’s new it’s –




    pushed it down?




    KYLE Twice.




    Yes, I pushed it down.




    JUDE You don’t push it down




    You lift it up.




    Lift.




    You don’t push.




    If you push, you’ll




    KYLE Lift, no, sure, yes




    JUDE You said push.




    KYLE No don’t think so.




    Lift.




    Yes.




    Lift.




    ,




    I think.




    JUDE Kyle.




    KYLE I am so sorry.




    JUDE Do you know how expensive?




    KYLE Obviously I’ll pay, going to pay.




    JUDE Go on, guess, go on.




    KYLE I don’t know




    Maybe…




    JUDE It’s a penthouse.




    KYLE More expensive?




    JUDE More floors, more piping, more –




    KYLE Wasn’t my fault.




    JUDE Haven’t seen you in… what? Eight? / Nine years?




    KYLE Feel awful /




    JUDE Almost a decade, and you’ve already broken –




    KYLE Look, I’ll try it again




    JUDE Don’t touch it.




    KYLE Sorry.




    ,




    Are you sure it’s lift?




    JUDE ,




    Look at you.




    JUDE laughs.




    KYLE What?




    JUDE You’re so cute.




    KYLE ?




    JUDE ,




    KYLE Fuck you.




    JUDE Sorry I couldn’t help myself.




    Your face.




    Priceless.




    KYLE So it’s not…




    JUDE Not installed yet, no.




    KYLE You’re a penis.




    JUDE The guy’s sorting it Monday.




    KYLE You knew, you knew I’d feel awful




    JUDE You’re adorable when you’re scared.




    You’d have licked the seat clean if I’d asked.




    Lick, lick, lick.




    KYLE Fuck you.




    JUDE You’re the first guest.




    KYLE Want me to fill out a survey?




    JUDE Stop being a cunt and compliment my bathroom.




    KYLE Four.




    JUDE Out of ten? You’re going to shit on my face and give me a four out of ten?




    KYLE There’s no flush.




    JUDE It’s new.




    It’s a work-in-progress.




    KYLE ‘New Bog’




    ‘Flushes Sold Separately’




    JUDE Should’ve seen it before.




    KYLE Bad?




    JUDE Terracotta.




    KYLE The bog?




    JUDE Doing this room next.




    KYLE Renovating?




    JUDE That’s the rules.




    First you cry for six weeks




    Then you move into a really fucking expensive flat in Canary Wharf




    And then




    Because that won’t quite fill the void




    You gut the place and start over.




    KYLE Think it’s nice.




    Posh as fuck.




    JUDE Not that posh.




    KYLE If I clap twice, do the lights go out?




    He tries it.




    JUDE Yeah, not that posh.




    KYLE looks at an ornament.




    KYLE This is / posh.




    JUDE Please don’t –




    KYLE picks it up.




    Okay, you’re touching.




    KYLE Seems




    JUDE Expensive.




    KYLE Bold.




    ,




    Looks a bit like a




    JUDE It’s not.




    KYLE Like a [butt plug]




    JUDE Not really.




    KYLE Looks like it.




    JUDE Oooh erm




    Just




    KYLE She’s got heft.




    JUDE Just




    Be careful, yeah?




    KYLE She’s hefty.
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