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Author’s Note


Bombshells was originally conceived by Simon Phillips, the wonderfully cheerful and insightful artistic director of the Melbourne Theatre Company. Simon had long admired Caroline O’Connor and, at his suggestion, I wrote six characters to give full expression to Caroline’s astonishing versatility as a performer.


‘Women on the edge’ was the uniting theme, and I found it disturbingly easy to apply my imagination to the madness which precipitates, inhabits or follows the point at which a woman’s private and public selves intersect. It seemed to me that in the post-feminist era, women have forsaken one kind of madness with other kinds. Where once women went mad suppressing their ambitions or dreams, they now drive themselves mad trying to fulfil them all simultaneously, dissecting themselves under the microscope of self-analysis, disappearing inside the impossible pressures of the will to be good, to be great and to be true to every individual instinct. Many of us are trying to lead multiple lives: child, mother, wife, lover, star, giving small doses of oxygen to each and imploding under the weight of so many competing roles. The women I have written in Bombshells struggle sometimes hilariously, sometimes tragically, to bridge the chasm between the wilderness of their inner worlds and the demands of their outer worlds. And humour, in the end, is our saviour.


While Bombshells was inspired by Caroline, these characters belong to the wider world of female performance. I hope they will be performed from Vaduz to Vladivostok, by actresses of all ages, with a universal delight in the passionate, miserable, hilarious wildness of women.


My thanks go to director and friend Simon Phillips for telling me, for God’s sake, to be funny, and for introducing me to the wonderful Ms O’Connor. Caroline and Simon first brought these words and women to life with great intelligence, endurance and panache, along with the brilliant creative endeavours of Elena Kats-Chernin, Shaun Gurton and David Murray. My thanks go to all of them and to the Melbourne Theatre Company for lighting the original fuse.


Joanna Murray-Smith




Bombshells was first presented by Melbourne Theatre Company at the Fairfax Theatre, Victorian Arts Centre, Melbourne, Australia, on 28 December 2001, with the following production team:






	

Performer




	

Caroline O’Connor









	

Director




	

Simon Phillips









	

Designer




	

Shaun Gurton









	

Composer




	

Elena Kats-Chernin









	

Lighting Designer




	

David Murray










This production was revived at the same venue from 26 February 2004 and transferred to the York Theatre, Seymour Centre, Sydney, Australia, from 30 April 2004.


A reduced version – consisting of four monologues – was presented as part of the Edinburgh Festival Fringe at the Assembly Rooms, Edinburgh, Scotland, from 6 August 2004. The performer again was Caroline O’Connor, directed by Simon Phillips.


This production – now consisting of all six monologues – transferred to the Arts Theatre, London, England, on 3 September 2004.


Four of the monologues from Bombshells were televised by the Australian Broadcasting Corporation in November 2003.




Characters


MERYL LOUISE DAVENPORT


TIGGY ENTWHISTLE


MARY O’DONNELL


THERESA McTERRY


WINSOME WEBSTER


ZOE STRUTHERS


Bombshells has been – and can be – adapted for each of the different countries where it is performed, making use of specific local references and place names. The Australian and British variations are incorporated in this published text, separated by a slash (/). For example, ‘Paddle Pops / Mini Milks’, ‘Neighbours / EastEnders’ or ‘Melbourne / London’.




MERYL LOUISE DAVENPORT


A thirty-something woman is on stage, alone. She begins very slowly and then builds in pace until she is on a frenetic stream-of-consciousness sprint.


MERYL. The baby cries. I open my eyes. It’s darkish. The digital clock beside Barry says six-oh-seven. The baby needs a feed. The videos need to go back today. I need a coffee. I need to enquire about yoga. Gwyneth Paltrow does yoga. If I do yoga my life will begin to resemble Gwynnie’s. Why does the baby need a feed? The baby down the road is sleeping through. That baby’s a week younger than our baby. Is it the light? Is it the cold? Is it my diet? What are we doing wrong? I shouldn’t have eaten the curry. I should have said no to the curry. I’m a selfish, hungry, greedy mother. What’s wrong with our baby? Screaming. Screaming now.


Clomp, clomp, clomp. It’s Amy. Amy gets into bed. Careful of the baby. I’m feeding the baby. Don’t squash the baby. Amy’s got a cold. Try to blow Amy’s nose while feeding baby. How many countries are there in Africa? I don’t know. You should know. I should know. I should know but I don’t know. Switch breasts.


Ben’s in the kitchen. I want Cocoslams. No. Yes. Cocoslams are evil. Cocoslams are not evil. Cocoslams are breakfast cereal. No, no, you can have Weetbix / Weetabix. Weetbix / Weetabix suck. You’re not having Cocoslams. Psychopaths are evil. Child slavery is evil. Cocoslams are not evil. Liam’s allowed to eat Cocoslams and how come everyone else gets a nice mother? Okay, eat the Cocoslams. Eat the damn Cocoslams! What’s wrong with Ben? Ben doesn’t like me and he’s only eight. He already hates me. Why do I yell at him? Why can’t I control myself? I’ve fucked up the last eight years and it’s not his fault. He’s the kid he’s the kid I’m the mother I’m the mother – It’s my fault because I’m an egomaniac and a control freak. How many countries are there in Africa? I don’t know. How many do you think there are? I don’t know, Amy. I’m trying to feed the baby. But how many do you think there are? Alright, thirty.


Baby in bassinet. Stick plug in baby’s mouth. Get breakfast, quickly quickly, can’t be late, always late, need a coffee, teacher said we have to make an effort to get Ben into class on time. Teacher said children suffer if they’re late. Hurry hurry do the lunches hurry up, lunches, lunches –


Abandoning the idea.


– money for the lunches. Where’s the money, where’s the money, baby crying, in the shower, wash, quick, out, quick, dry, quick, clothes hurry hurry, Never look ‘quite right’, never look ‘put together’, never look ‘well groomed’. Always dreamt I’d scoff at women who just threw themselves together. Now I am one. Lipstick, that’ll do it, whack it on, that way the other mothers will think I’m in control, I’m on top of things. Where’s the money for the leukemia-money-raising head-shaving of the Geography teacher? Where’s the money for the children’s hospital appeal? Amy needs the form signed for the excursion. Amy says it has to be in today. It has to be in today or I won’t be allowed to go. It has to be, it has to be, it has to be. Need a coffee, need a coffee, keys keys keys KEYS. School bags tennis rackets handbag nappy-bag dry-cleaning dummy dummy school hats need hats keys keys keys KEYS.


In the car. Baby’s got no socks. Need socks. Should go back in for socks. Can’t be bothered. Selfish, awful mother. Baby has cold feet. Selfish, stupid, disorganised mother –


Brilliant idea dawning on her.


Pretend they fell off – babies are always losing socks.


There’s the neighbour with her cacti, should be neighbourly, should chat, can’t be bothered, sweet lady, all alone, husband dumped her, needs a nice neighbour, can’t be bothered. Driving too fast. Truck. TrucktrucktrucktrucktruckTRUCK! PRICK!! Children’s lives are more important than being punctual. But I have to be punctual. I have to be punctual or the teacher will think I’m a total failure. I am a total failure. I’m a failure and a fake and everyone can see through the lipstick. EVERYONE OUT!!
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