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For Solomon


With thanks for his constancy


‘Love is a fashion these days… we know how to make light of love and how to keep our hearts at bay. I thought of myself as a civilised woman and I discovered that I was a savage.’


Jeanette Winterson – The Passion


‘I love you can only ever be taken to mean ‘for now’ – my words were time-bound promises, a truth too disturbing for most relationships to fully take on board.’


Alain de Botton – Essays on Love


‘The intensity of life with somebody and the sense of it passing has its own pathos and poignancy. There was a sense of futility about it all disappearing into the void and I just wanted to pin something down that would defy time, so it wouldn’t all just go off into thin air.’


Frank Auerbach – note for ‘Head of E.O.W’ IV.




Author’s Note


Hot Mess was written in response to a series of interviews and conversations that I had with girls in their late teens and early twenties in the spring of 2010. These interviews revealed a high number of girls that claimed to enjoy and indeed demand sex with no emotional investment. It occurred to me that today’s society has a paradoxical relationship with ‘connection’. We are more connected than ever and yet each connection means less. Hot Mess questions the inherent significance of sexual practice; have we successfully socialised ourselves so that we can enjoy the act of sex separately from its emotional implications? Hot Mess focuses on the dialectic between those that love and those that fuck – and proposes that if casualness becomes the norm then love must be marginalised. I am fascinated by what happens to people if they are forced into those margins; I believe that this is where fundamentalism grows. If we make freaks of those that are still capable of connection, those that still believe that things can endure, then what will those people be driven to?




Production Note


Hot Mess was originally written to be performed in a nightclub, in the round. The only props used were those that would otherwise be found in this setting; glasses, straws, bottles, etc. No additional lighting or sound equipment was installed. The technical manager, the impossibly skilled Xander Macmillan, ran all the lights and sound from the DJ booth. The members of the audience could see him and each other at all times.


Music was, obviously, incredibly important to the premise of the show. We worked with the contrast between contemporary club hits and the acoustic music played by Twitch. Gwendolen Chatfield, the original Twitch, reworked club hits into acoustic pieces in order to develop this idea. We also used ‘One Thousand Miles’, an original piece written by Gwendolen.


The audience were seated in the round, circling the dance floor. They had their hands stamped on entry, by Polo and Jacks, one stamp saying ‘HOT’ the other ‘MESS’. Coats were taken, money was paid – from start to finish Hot Mess aimed to replicate the nightclub experience.


It is, however, also possible to stage the show in a traditional theatre space. The scenes in Hot Mess are written as units with the intention of emphasising the fact that the story can be told in many different ways. The text, as it stands, is representative of the first staging, and all the stage directions have been included to conjure this. Subsequent directors are, of course, encouraged to start afresh.
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Characters


TWITCH, twenty-five, gamine – Polo’s twin sister


POLO, twenty-five, cool and caustic – Twitch’s twin brother


JACKS, twenty-six, well-tanned and big-breasted


BILLY, twenty-four, American, good-looking




Preset


The audience are made to queue outside of the club. On entry they pay or hand in prepaid tickets, and have their hands stamped by JACKS and POLO. A VIP cordon is removed by a bouncer and they are allowed into the club. The DJ plays a short set, contemporary club hits. The audience are free to buy drinks from the bar and seat themselves.


‘She Said’by Plan B plays from the DJ booth. TWITCH enters playing acoustic guitar, she sings an acoustic version of ‘She Said’. Slowly the club version sinks away, so that only TWITCH can be heard. TWITCH sings two choruses, on the second time she reaches ‘stop this crazy talk’, POLO enters, stares at her, smiles. TWITCH stops playing. Removes her guitar and places it at the side. The club lights turn totally blue; we can hear the sound of the sea. The twins are telling us a story.


One




POLO. The island is small; five miles by two, no more.


TWITCH. It sits tucked into the Solent. There is one way on and one way off.


POLO. When you come across the bridge you’ve got two choices:


TWITCH. Left for Northeny – the big houses, the posh bit –


POLO. Or straight on –


TWITCH. You head on the main road into the heart of the island, Mill Ryhthe, Sinah Warren, Mengham, the salon, The Hut. Take West Lane and you end up in West Town which, I suppose, makes sense and beyond all that –


POLO. Well, it’s an island.





Beat.




TWITCH. There’s the sea.


POLO. It comes in from every angle.


TWITCH. It keeps us calm, it holds us tight, it tucks us in.





People that live by the sea –




POLO. Walkers, talkers…


TWITCH. I used to sleep with the boat radio by my bed at night and tune it in to the coastguard. Right through the night, stories swam in from the sea, right into my ears. The great adventures of –


POLO. Mayday mayday, we’ve found a –


TWITCH. Lifeboat men trying to save boys that thought they were bigger than the waves.


POLO. Mayday – we’ve found a – off the coast of –


TWITCH. The sea. It keeps us calm, it holds us tight, it tucks us in.


POLO. She used to say –


TWITCH. That the island would sink with all those stories.


POLO. Like the one they’d always told –


TWITCH. About Polo and me.





POLO and TWITCH approach the DJ booth. They pick up a glass each; TWITCH a tumbler, POLO a martini glass. Both are half full with water. The water stands for the heart throughout the scene. They chink the glasses, the lights change, the sound of the sea stops. A new state. They take a step forward, smile warmly at the audience. Glasses in hands, narration begins again.




POLO. They didn’t know that they were in for a duo.


TWITCH. When they pulled him out, feet first, he bawled himself deathly ’til they cut the cord, ’til they wiped the mess and muck off him. From the second he was free: snip, wipe and wash him down – he simmered, he calmed, he sparkled – it was like the boy could only breathe when he was squeaky-clean.
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