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The Ducky was commissioned and produced by Borderline Theatre Company, Ayr, and first performed at the Palace Theatre, Kilmarnock on 2 May 2009. The cast was as follows:
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Rab  Finn den Hertog


Norma  Sally Reid


Trevor  Alan Tripney


Cooney  Jonathan Holt
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Designer  Becky Minto


Lighting Designer  Jeanine Davies


Stage Manager  Rob Armstrong


Wardrobe Supervisor  Jennie Loof
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THE DUCKY






















Setting





‘The Ducky’ is a septic swimming hole on the outskirts of the small Ayrshire town of Stewarton. High banks on either side of the still pool are dotted with gorse bushes. A long-abandoned pair of pants hangs from one of the bushes. Train tracks run close by – going in one direction to Glasgow and in the other Kilmarnock.




 





The stage rises to a ridge at the back, twelve feet beneath which (unseen) is the water.





















Act One
























PROLOGUE








The Friday coming.


Lights.


Rab McGuire is centre stage. He is dressed for a funeral in a black suit and tie. He is soaking wet because he has been swimming in the Ducky fully clothed. His white shirt is muddy and his shoes leak water. He is exhausted. As soon as we see him he lets out the cry:




Rab   Fucking-cunting-shitty-bastard-arsehole-pissflaps-spunkpot-dirty-motherfucking-fannyrag-bums-tits-turd-arse-fuck!




Lights.
























SCENE ONE








Friday. August 2007 – the sunny week. The Ducky.


Trevor McGuire is seventeen. He has bright red hair, jug ears and the physique of a long-term coma victim. He is practising his kung fu. Self-taught, he is both a bad student and a terrible teacher. He conducts a dialogue with himself, enthusiastically mimicking the accents in dubbed Chinese films.




Trevor   ‘You have the style of a ninja.’


‘I know every style.’


‘Do you know the style of the Bullfrog? The Mad Dog? The Violent Frog?’




Neil Cooney is a sixteen-year-old lout. He runs onstage dressed to swim. He shouts as he runs:.





Cooney   FUCK OFF! GET OUT OF THE WAY, TREVOR, YOU BIG GINGER TAMPON! AND STOP SNIFFING ROUND MY BIRD!




He runs past Trevor and jumps off the bank into the Ducky below.


Sound of a splash.


Trevor begins his kung fu again.





Trevor   ‘A hero chooses his battles.’




Norma Gordon enters. She is sixteen.





Norma   God, Trevor.


Trevor   What?


Norma   You knew I was coming up the Ducky.


Trevor   So?


Norma   So? What are you doing here?


Trevor   Why should I not be, Norma?


Norma   I’m not going to be doing anything.


Trevor   Okay.


Norma   I’m just going to sit for a bit. And think. Quietly.


Trevor   Uh-huh.


Norma   On my own.




Trevor does not leave.





God, Trevor. You’re so annoying.


I just saw you twenty minutes ago. You must of run from down the street. I mean. Stalked. What? What is that, Trevor?


Trevor   Nothing. I just …


Norma   Gonnae just stop … you’re freaking me out.


Trevor   It’s a free country.


Norma   And I should be free to be on my own if I want.


Trevor   I’m not doing anything.


Norma   … without getting bugged by you.


Trevor   I’m not bugging you.


Norma   You are but. You are bugging me.


Trevor   I didn’t mean to.


Norma   God. I wish you would just leave me alone. You’re always there. Every time I turn around, there you are.


Trevor   I thought we were friends.


Norma   Arrrrrgh … We are. We’re just friends, Trevor.


Trevor   I’m just being friendly.


Norma   Too friendly.


Trevor   Fine.




He still does not leave.





Norma   Really? Really, Trevor? You’re just going to stand there?


Trevor   Maybe.


Norma   Oh for God’s sake, Trevor. This isn’t right. You’re not right.


Trevor   Fine then. I’m going. I was here first but.




He exits. Norma watches him go. then looks over the edge of the bank into the Ducky.





Norma   Hiya, Neil. 




Sound of a wolf-whistle from the Ducky.


Norma watches Cooney swim.


Michelle Montgommery enters. At eighteen, her childhood goth look is now drifting into indie.





Michelle   Hi, Norma.


Norma   No way – Michelle! How’s Barassie?


Michelle   I don’t live in Barassie any more – I’m at uni.


Norma   Glasgow or Strathclyde?


Michelle   Caledonian.


Norma   Oh …


Well …


At least it’s in Glasgow. At least you’re not at Paisley.


Michelle   Yeh.


Norma   I heard about your great-gran, Michelle. I’m sorry. I really liked Minnie. Like. Like. Sorry.


Michelle   It’s fine.


Norma   How is she?


Michelle   Yellow.


Norma   God. That’s a sin. Is she allowed visitors?


Michelle   Yeh.


Norma   Would it be alright if I went in and saw her?


Michelle   I suppose … I wouldn’t. Really.


Norma   Oh.




Silence.





So is that how you’re back then?


Michelle   Yeh. Sort of. I mean, it’s the summer holidays and I don’t really … I mean … yes.


Norma   Where you staying?


Michelle   Corsehillbank Street.


Norma   Minnie’s house?


Michelle   Yeh. I’m looking after Sebastian.


Norma   Aww … wee Sebastian. How is he?


Michelle   She.


Norma   What?


Michelle   She. Sebastian’s a girl. Minnie calls all her cats Sebastian.


She bought an engraved collar in the fifties.


Norma   How is she then?


Michelle   She’s not well either. I’m taking her to the vet’s.


Norma   God. Sometimes they say that happens, don’t they? In sympathy. Psychically. Like a phantom pregnancy, I mean. Not like that really. I mean. Like … I don’t know. Pets.


Are your mum and … em … your … her … Em. Her …


Michelle   Her girlfriend. You can say it.


Norma   Bit weird calling old Alice from the Health Food Shop a girlfriend, but. She’s pretty old.


Michelle   Her partner then. If you prefer.


Norma   Then they sound like detectives. Alice and June – Organic Detectives – Macrobiotic Investigators. Sorry. Aye, your mum and Alice, her partner, here too?


Michelle   No. They’re away at a spa for a few days.


Norma   A Spar?


Michelle   Yeh. They need some time away together. They haven’t really been getting on.


Norma   Oh. How a Spar?


Michelle   I don’t know. They wanted time alone together … to talk. Get treatments. Massages. That kind of thing.


Norma   At a Spar? They don’t even have a decent selection ready meals.


Michelle   What?


Norma   A Spar. Isnae even a real supermarket. How are they doing massages now?


Michelle   Not a Spar. A spa.


Norma   Oh right. A spa. Right. Spa.


So they’ve just left you to look after Sebastian and look in to Minnie on your own?


Michelle   I said I would. It’s fine. I don’t mind. I mean, my mum’s been in to the hospital twice a day every day for months. From Barassie. They both have. I mean. I wanted to come back anyway. I missed �… Anyway. So.


Norma   Why? If I ever left Stewarton I would never come back. Stewarton is a total shit tip.


Michelle   It isn’t that bad.


Norma   Yes it is. Have you forgotten? It’s a cowp. At least Barassie has the shore.


Michelle   The shore’s shite.


Norma   Yeh.




Pause.





Michelle   How’s your brother?


Norma   He’s your boyfriend.


Michelle   I know.


Norma   Well, don’t you?


Michelle   What?


Norma   Know.


Michelle   I got an email last week.


Norma   I think he’s in Thailand now.


Michelle   Good for him.


Norma   He isnae a sex tourist.


Michelle   No. I know. Travelling. I know.


Norma   Have you told him about Minnie?


Michelle   I didn’t … I didn’t want to … You know. By email. Or on his Facebook wall. I mean.


Norma   Yeh.


Michelle   I mean, I didn’t want him to think I was asking him to come back … I’m not. It’s fine. I’m fine. Fine. Anyway … what else?


Norma   How do you mean?


Michelle   Any other news?


Norma   Em. I don’t know – it’s Stewarton. Oh! You know Gonk?


Michelle   Yeh.


Norma   He’s lost a ball.


Michelle   How do you mean, ‘lost a ball’?


Norma   A testicle ball.


Michelle   No way!


Norma   Aye. God’s honest, Michelle. He was climbing up a tree in Andy Bell’s garden and he was wearing these wee shorts and then he fell out.


Michelle   How does that mean he’s lost a ball?


Norma   His bag / tore on a branch.


Michelle   His bag?


Norma   His ball bag, and then one came out and Andy Bell’s dog ate it.


Michelle   That’s not true.


Norma   It is. Now he’s got a glass ball.


Michelle   A glass ball?


Norma   Like a glass eye.


But I think it’s silicone. Like a boob. It’s seriously aw round my work.


Michelle   Where do you work?


Norma   Krazy Kutz.


Michelle   Which one? With a C or a K?


Norma   Original. Krazy Kutz wi’ a K.


Michelle   How long have you worked there?


Norma   A while.


Michelle   Is it good?


Norma   It’s fine.


Michelle   You full-time?


Norma   Yeh. I’m not a hairdresser or anything but.


Michelle   You a trainee?


Norma   I’m a sweeper.


Michelle   Can you become a trainee there though?


Norma   Suppose. If I wanted.


Michelle   Do you not want to?


Norma   I don’t really like touching aw they folks’ heads. You should see some of the clatty articles we get in. An’ I worry about the chemicals.


Michelle   At least it’s a trade, or a skill, or you know, something. Better than a degree.


Norma   There’s already a trainee on the now.


Michelle   Who?


Norma   Rochelle McManus.


Michelle   Oh …


Norma   Yeh.


Michelle   So what are you going to do?


Norma   Do you know? I have literally no idea.


Michelle   You could do anything.


Norma   … Anything but sweeping.


Michelle   The possibilities are endless … You’ve got the world at your feet.


Norma   Yeh. World at my feet.




She looks down.





It is though. Isn’t it? At all our feet, all the time. So, you know, what does that even mean?




Michelle looks down too.





Yeh … anyway. I need to get off. I’m going to Kilmaurs.


Michelle   Why?


Norma   You kidding? Kilmaurs? It’s jumping.


Michelle   Oh. Okay. See you round, Norma.


Norma   And don’t worry, Michelle. He’ll be back before you know it.




She exits. Michelle continues looking at the world at her feet. Rab enters. Nineteen years old, he is dressed like a 1980s soccer casual.





Rab   Good afternoon, my dear.


Michelle   I’m sorry?


Rab   It’s me.


Michelle   …


Rab   Rab. Rab McGuire. Dashing, devil-may-care Rab McGuire.


Michelle   Rab? My God. You look …


Rab   Hot aye? Aye. Hot.




He inspects himself.





I’m pretty hot.


Michelle   You look –


Rab   Sexy? Aye, ahm sexy.


Michelle   Different.


Rab   Aye, time makes fools of us all. How’s Barry? Michelle Travelling.


Rab   Aye? Good for him. You’ll be looking a long time if you want to find yourself in Ayrshire.


Michelle   Yeh.


Rab   Your gran awright?




Michelle gives him a look.





Aye – has she no’ got leukaemia or something?


Michelle   How did you –


Rab   I was in the Co-op for ginger. Heard about your gran, Lewis Khan’s engagement and Willie Wilson’s sex change.


Michelle   Willie Wilson has had a sex change?


Rab   Nah it turns out he hasnae. I think he’s just grown his hair long …


Michelle   Well, my great-gran does have cancer.


Rab   That’s shite.


Michelle   Yeh.


Rab   Barry coming back?


Michelle   No. It’s fine.


Rab   … Your maw still a lesbian?


Michelle   Yeh.


Rab   Cool. You seen my wee brother?


Michelle   What does he look like?


Rab   Ginger. I got the looks. And the brains. But he got the big bedroom so, you know, swings and roundabouts …


Family, eh? Murder.


Michelle   Yeh.




Rab looks around.





Rab   Stewarton ay? Who needs to travel the world?


Michelle   Yeh.




Pause.





Stewarton to Barassie.


Rab   What?


Michelle   Glasgow to Edinburgh. Maybe even Aberdeen. Or an Island. Like Arran. That’s long distance.


Rab   I don’t –


Michelle   And because sixteen miles is fine, six thousand is? Really? What is that?


Barry’s away, what? Getting stoned on a beach at some full-moon party? Getting a henna tattoo and his hair braided? Talking to private-school girls in flip-flops?


And I’m up the Ducky with Rab McGuire … Fuck their flip-flops.


Rab   I can’t help but feel the inference there, Michelle – correct me if I’ve picked you up wrong, the inference you were making was that enjoying a relaxing ’hing aboot wi’ me at East Ayrshire’s most salubrious natural spring is in some way inferior to living it up in tropical locales.




She does not reply.





Well. That’s just offensive.


Balmy climate?




He licks his finger and holds it to the wind.





Check.


Aquamarine water?




He looks over and inspects the Ducky.





Check.


Beautiful people?




He looks first himself and then Michelle up and down.





Check.


Aw you need is a fruity drink and you’re away.


No?


Fair enough.


How you liking uni, anyway?


Michelle   Not.


Rab   How?


Michelle   It’s shit.


Rab   Right.


Michelle   What’s the point?


Rab   Better yourself, intit?


Michelle   At Glasgow Calley? Who betters themself at Glasgow Calley?


Rab   Emm …


Michelle   University is meant to be different. Isn’t it? That’s the whole point.


Rab   Different to what?


Michelle   School.


Rab   Ha! It is just school, Michelle. University, college, work – it’s all just school. That’s aw there is. A bunch of dicks being dicks to you.


And repeat …


Michelle   I know.


Rab   And repeat.


Michelle   I know. I know that. Lectures and classes and canteens. But everything … fundamental is meant to change, isn’t it?


Rab   How do you mean?


Michelle   Uni’s where you break out of your chrysalis.


Rab   How?


Michelle   I don’t know. Meet like minds. Have your horizons broadened. New … fun … Everything, everything is meant to change. But it doesn’t, does it?


Same people, same pubs, same Sauchiehall Street, same trains and same tube, same Top Shop … same everything. Same me. Same same same.


Nothing changed. Nothing’s different. It’s all just the same.


Rab   Half your luck. Cambridge is like going tae uni on the fucking moon, man. Wie a bunch of Martians.


Michelle   See, that’s what I mean, that must be brilliant. Cambridge. That’s going to uni. That’s life-changing.


Rab   Hmph.


Michelle   It’s amazing, Rab. What an amazing opportunity.


Rab   Aye well. Here’s the thing about amazing opportunities – they’re shite.


Michelle   Shite?


Rab   Shite. I’m an iconoclast.


There’s me, Scouse Chris, three Indian boys and Pepe the Mexican bandito – he’s a Pinochet Scholar. Every other wan of them is a plastic-replicant-toff-jockey at my college.


I know it seems like I’ve got it made, but it isnae … I mean … it’s …


The thing about Cambridge is …




Trevor enters.





Here he is. The man himself. Awright, wee broseph.


Trevor   Hi, Rab.


Michelle   Hi – Trevor? I’m Mich—


Trevor   I know you are. Who you are. I know who you are. I know that.


Michelle   Okay …


Trevor   Because you go out with Barry – Norma’s brother Barry. Barry Gordon. From Standalane.


Michelle   I should get going …


Rab   No. You don’t have to. I mean …


Michelle   Yeh. Leave you boys to catch up.


Rab   Okay. Right.


I’ll see you around then.


Trevor   Bye, Michelle Montgommery. Goodbye.


Michelle   Bye, Trevor. Bye.  




She exits.





Rab   So …


Trevor   So?


Rab   So …


Trevor   So?


Rab   So …


Trevor   So?


Rab   What’s the news?


Trevor   Em. I dunno. They’re doubling the train track. So that they can, em, double the trains.
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