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  Blackout Songs was first performed at Hampstead Theatre Downstairs, London, on 4 November 2022. The cast was as follows:
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  Characters




  HIM




  HER




  Note on Text




  / indicates the point of overlapping dialogue.




  – at the end of a line indicates an interruption. One in the middle of a line is a shift in thought, or a change in tack.




  (Dialogue in brackets is not quite said out loud.)




  A space in-between dialogue marks an unknown gap in time – a blackout in memory.




  NB: They should never be played drunk, but when alcohol is in their system they should oscillate at a higher frequency – as if they were capable of doing anything. Also, the marked stammers for Him are only a suggestion and I encourage the actor to find their own rhythm.




   




   




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




  





  




  He wears a neck brace. She wears sunglasses. They stare at each other for a while.




  HER. My round.




  HIM.… hm?




  HER. My – The – Thing – It’s a joke – The coffee thing. Urn.




  HIM. oh –




  HER. Vat, it’s a vat, really, they should just hook us all up, shouldn’t they, are you having one?




  HIM. n-no –




  HER. Just standing here then.




  HIM. y-yeah.




  HER. Is it okay if I stand with you?




  HIM. (Of course.)




  HER. Thank you. Thanks.




  Coffee coffee coffee.




  Fucking dreadful, aren’t they.




  HIM. Hm?




  She indicates the room.




  HER. Or are they friends of yours?




  HIM. N-no. F-first time –




  HER. First time, me too, first time for me too, what happened to your neck?




  HIM. O-oh. I d-d-don’t remember.




  HER.…Right… And is the stammer. Related?




  HIM. Uh…




  HER. I think it’s (attractive) … I knew a man with a stammer once. He died in prison. Never got to finish his sentence.




  Beat.




  Sorry, that was – I’m nervous.




  HIM. I-it’s okay.




  Pause.




  HER. I was forced to come, you see. Under duress, practically, practically at gunpoint, he’s waiting for me across the – The George and Dragon. Of all the fucking (places) – I’m like a dog he’s tied outside the butcher’s. And, I mean, he just – he just wants to say he tried, really, it’s not like he actually – It’s the talking bit I’m nervous about – actually loves me – And it’s not like I’m bad at talking, I’m good at talking, you can see that –




  HIM. Y-yes –




  HER. But it’s not the type of talking they want, is it. They want talking, don’t they.




  HIM. N-never been here before –




  HER. I never remember anything, that’s my problem. The things they want me to remember anyway, if it’s of no use to me, it’s gone. Take this for example. Here. Look. I found this, this morning, in my coat pocket. You see that?




  Nothing there.




  HIM. Mm.




  HER. It’s a tooth.




  HIM. I s-see it.




  HER. It’s not mine.




  HIM. o-okay –




  HER. You must understand – I don’t go around collecting people’s / teeth.




  HIM. I w-wasn’t –




  HER. I’m just saying it was there, that’s all I’m saying. And some people might (panic), you know, but my brain, my brain’s just gone ‘pfff, don’t worry about it’. Gone. And that’s – Well, that’s what, exactly? That’s mercy, isn’t it? This is what mercy looks like, people could only dream of having a brain like – do you know you’re shaking?




  HIM. Wh-what?




  HER. Shaking – Your hand.




  HIM. O-oh.




  HER. Are you okay?




  HIM. Y-yeah – Uh, yes, yeah –




  HER. You don’t look okay.




  HIM. I-I – I w-was a b-bit s-sick.




  HER. What’s that?




  HIM. I-I was sick.




  HER. Sick?




  HIM. In a bin, o-out –




  HER. Wait, you didn’t – You didn’t just stop, did you?




  HIM. Wh-what?




  HER. You didn’t just stop, today? This morning, you didn’t just stop –




  HIM. Uh…




  HER. Oh no, darling. Oh no, you can’t do that, my love, you can’t just stop, that’s very bad, that’s dangerous, you know it’s one in twenty?




  HIM. O-one in –




  HER. Are you hallucinating or anything?




  HIM. H-hallu/cinating?




  HER. Spiders, usually. Spiders or rats, it tends to – You’re quite clammy, you know that? Are you a clammy person normally?




  HIM. N-no.




  HER. Because you’re quite clammy now.




  HIM (wanting to slow down). S-sorry –




  HER (looking around for an exit). So, yeah, so I’m just wondering –




  HIM. S-sorry, o-o-one in t-twenty, w-what?




  HER. What?




  HIM. Y-you s-said o-one in t-twenty.




  HER. Yes.




  HIM. W-what?




  HER. Die.




  HIM. D-die?




  HER. But don’t worry, it won’t be you, my darling, I’m going to take care of you.




  HIM. f-fuck –




  HER. I descend from a long line of survivors, I know all the tricks. You need a bit of medicine is all. Straighten you out. And I’ll join you. I feel a bit sick myself, all this fucking coffee – Just walk with me out here, don’t look at them, just walk, calmly, normally, is that how you normally walk?




  HIM. They’re a-about / to s-start –




  HER. Just popping out for some fresh – thank fuck for that, fucking people, Jesus, day of the living dead –




  HIM. Wh-what about your… In the p-pub?




  HER. Oh, no, fuck him, he’ll have forgotten me anyway. Right, before we go spending our allowance, have you got anything at yours?




  HIM. A-anything.




  HER. Medicine. Where do you live?




  HIM. Oh, uh, this, uh, sh-shared, uh – sh-shared –




  HER. Shared –




  HIM. Studio – w-warehouse, s-sort of –




  HER. Squat.




  HIM. What? N-no –




  HER. You pay anything? To share this studio, warehouse –




  HIM. Uh… w-well –




  HER. Then that’s a squat, you squat, you’re a squatter, it’s okay, leave it to me, I can call in a few favours, what’s the time?




  HIM. Uh –




  HER. It will be fine, I know a place, I know the secret knock.




  just up here




  HIM. Uh-huh.




  HER. Dylan Thomas used to come here. Freud too. The painter, not the slip. I made a Freudian slip the other day. I was having breakfast with my husband, and I meant to say: ‘darling, could you please pass the milk’… but what actually came out was: ‘you fucking cunt you’ve ruined my life’. That was a joke.




  HIM. O-oh.




  HER. I’m not married, don’t / panic –




  HIM. A-actually c-can w-we s-stop a / s-second –




  HER. okay, what’s happening here.




  HIM. I j-just I j-just –




  HER. Just breathe, you’re alright –




  HIM. I j-just – I j-just don’t know if this is a g-good idea, a-actually –




  HER. A good idea, what, saving your life?




  HIM. I just – I just – I just, I know what I’m – I kn-know what I d-do wh-when I –




  HER. What you do?




  HIM. I ch-change. I change. D-do s-stupid, d-dangerous things. D-don’t r-recognise… A-and th-this was m-my l-last chance, s-so –




  HER. Last chance?




  HIM. Mm –




  HER. With whom, with your girlfriend? Or, or boyfriend, I don’t –
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