



[image: cover-image]






 


Stephen Laughton


RUN


 


 


[image: images]


NICK HERN BOOKS


London


www.nickhernbooks.co.uk




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













 


‘Remember the Sabbath day, keep it holy’


Exodus, 20
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It’s chaos in the kitchen.


Yelling. Clatter… shit boiling over


Washing


Spinning…


A dog barking. We don’t even have a dog.


So I don’t even know what’s going on there.


Like it’s brown.


About yea big. Yappy.


Keeps looking at me.


I’m worried it’s hungry.


But it’s mainly jumping around my little brother Jesse, who’s grinning like a moron and mirroring the stupid thing.


And it’s the happiest I’ve seen him in months.


Which I guess is good.


And Devorah, my mother, pipes up from her prep every now


and then.


Kinda absently telling them to shut up.


And the whole thing is mainly weird.


Kind of adorable.


Somewhat confusing.


I lean down, rub the dog’s head, kind of warily.


Pop my bag on the chair.


Devorah proffers a hi love, absently asks about the day


There’s something too kind in her smile…


And the dog stares back.


With that look…


Head to one side… cocked…


It looks cute but basically means I wanna eat ya


And I’ve never seen it before. The dog.


We’re not allowed pets cos of my allergies apparently, and I can’t imagine a world where Devorah would even allow it in her kitchen. I’m not sure it’s kosher enough.


But it’s adding to this sense of chaos and because tensions already feel high today, and I’ve got this slow creeping anxiety tightening across my chest, and I just kinda want to go to bed really… I’m mainly too scared to ask why it’s here…


Jesse’s having fun though. Which from an IQ standpoint makes sense. And it’s nice the way my little spaz bro seriously just found himself a soulmate. He’s making some kind of Scooby Dooby ‘yes he is’ kind of noise at it. And basically looks special.


It’s Friday.


It’s February


It’s 4 p.m.


And amongst the scrum, the weekly pre-shabbat panic is officially in full swing. Devorah is frantically cracking individual eggs into a small clear glass. She holds it up to the light. Quickly inspects. Scans to the right, spins to the left. She lowers the glass to see it from above and then lifts it back up to check below.


Satisfied with her inspection she tips the egg into her left hand.


And oozes the yolk back to her right.


Then left.


To her right.


And back…


The white of the egg drip-dripping into the bowl below.


She cracks and repeats.


Cracks.


And repeats.


Orders me to chop carrots and I begrudgingly begin.


Soon working out that Jesse’s in shit again.


Devorah’s berating him over this week’s misdemeanours – including the dog… Knew it. And something about detention… again… and his general backchatting attitude shit.


And there’s barking and jumping and chopping and cracking and Jesse’s vaguely jigging about the place. And answering back. Thinking it’s all a bit funny.


And it builds and it builds and it builds and it –


Stop.


Breathe.


I fucking hate carrots.


Seriously like proper repulsed by them

OEBPS/images/Frontcover.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo.gif





