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ACT ONE


Scene One


The kitchen of a five-man student flat, Edinburgh.


An unusually hot summer.


Rubbish bags pile up in the corners.


There are five chairs; one of these chairs is never touched unless indicated.


The kitchen is thick with the usual debris: tobacco packets, Rizlas, wine bottles and beer cans, dirty washing lies around, ashtrays are overflowing, pizza boxes and kebab boxes are scattered, plates and pots pile up in the sink.


On top of this – this morning – there are remnants of a party the night before: helium balloons populate the ceiling, there are streamers and party hats about, a fake pirate’s sword is stuck into the middle of the table, a ‘Barclay’s’ sign is propped up on the side ‘We’ll loan you the best years of your life’.


CAM sleeps curled beneath the table. He is wearing dinosaur pyjamas and still has a pirate hat on from the night before.


BENNY enters in his dressing gown; he winces against the morning sun, he doesn’t see CAM. BENNY collects a bowl, some milk and a spoon. He goes to his cupboard and takes out a packet of Coco Pops, pours himself a bowl – a toy lands in his bowl. BENNY is delighted, he unwraps the toy as if he was a kid – he holds up a tiny toy soldier and then thinks to tell his best friend. An acute sadness falls. BENNY places the little soldier out in front of him on the table and stares at it. He puts the toy in his dressing-gown pocket. BENNY approaches another cupboard – pulls the bin over to it and braces himself. He breathes in deeply – and begins to unpack the cupboard into the bin: jams, mouldy bread, noodle packets, tins of baked beans – he reaches a packet of Coco Pops and looks at it. He takes the soldier from his pocket – puts it into the box of Coco Pops and puts the box on the table. He returns to the cupboard.


BENNY stands.


BENNY takes a balloon – pulls it down and then lets it float back up to the ceiling.


BENNY climbs up on top of the fridge and looks out across the kitchen.


TIMP – impish and toned, tattooed, pierced and sporting a Mohican – wears a pair of tight pink boxers with ‘Spank’ written across the arse. He has an eyepatch over one eye. He walks stealthily over to the kettle and begins making two cups of tea, two pieces of toast.


BENNY. Morning... Captain.






    TIMP startles slightly, turns and notices BENNY on top of the fridge.


TIMP. Oh ’ello.


BENNY. What happened in here then?


TIMP. What do you mean?


BENNY. The balloons.


TIMP. Party.


BENNY. Oh really. (Beat.) Laura here?


TIMP. No – why?


BENNY. Who’s the other cup for?


TIMP. Oh – this? Cam.


BENNY. He up?


TIMP. Yeah – rehearsing. What you doing up on the / (Notices that the cupboard has been opened and is half-cleared out.)


BENNY. I thought I’d /


TIMP. Should have fucking been here last night, Benny-boy!


BENNY. Funny being up here at this height.


TIMP. Pirate party for the new intake!


BENNY. It’s end of term.


TIMP. Prospective students, looking around, open day – fresher than freshers.


BENNY. Feels like you can control everything.


TIMP. Fresh meat, Benny!


    BENNY puts his hands out as if he is conducting the kitchen.


BENNY. I’m magic, see; I’m making your tea turn into steam.


TIMP. Well, stop it – I’ll come and tell ya all about it, one sec.


    BENNY keeps his hands out, trying to move the objects of the room about.


    As TIMP goes out the door slams behind him. The noise wakes up CAM who bangs his head on the bottom of the table. BENNY is startled, thinking he has done it.


CAM. Whathafuareyouwhyisthe.


BENNY. Cam?


    CAM crawls out from under the table, looks woozily around the place.


CAM. Oh fuck.


BENNY. Aren’t you rehearsing?


CAM. Fuck off. What time is it?


BENNY. Elevenish.


CAM. Oh fuck.


    TIMP re-enters holding just one cup of tea and sees CAM – a beat whilst TIMP creates his story.


TIMP. There you bloody are.


    TIMP hands CAM the cup of tea.


CAM (befuddled). Cheers.


BENNY. Where’s yours?


TIMP. What?


BENNY. Tea?


CAM. You want this?


TIMP. Drank it.


BENNY. But you were –


CAM. Don’t fancy it; too hot.


    CAM hands BENNY the tea.


    Why you on the /


BENNY (takes the tea). Thanks.


CAM. Anyone got any idea what I did with my /


TIMP. You seen the kiddiewink this morning?


CAM. What?


TIMP. The old ankle-biter.


CAM. No.


    CAM sees that the cupboard is open and that it has been half unpacked, he stops in his tracks.


    Oh.


    CAM stops and looks at the cupboard.


BENNY. I thought I’d /


TIMP. I regret to inform you, Benny-boy, that you may have missed what was almost certainly the best party of the year last night.


BENNY. Again. What time is the concert, Cam?


CAM. Later.


TIMP. You’re right – now I think about it all the very great parties happen when you are very not being there and it is deeply suspicious.


BENNY. You alright?


TIMP. Yeah.


    CAM pulls his violin out from under a pile of rubbish – a smiley face has been drawn on it in squirty cream.


CAM. Oh, for fuck’s sake.


TIMP. Oh dear.


CAM. Most important concert of my life and I’m going to smell like a fucking yogurt.


BENNY. What is wrong with you?


TIMP. Why nothing, kind sir, could I interest you in a beverage?


CAM. Are you...? Oh – yeah – right.


BENNY. What?


CAM. I was meant to remind you that you put your E in your aspirin bottle last night.


TIMP. Did I?


CAM. One of the girl’s rape alarms went off; you thought it was the police – you put all your drugs into your painkillers.


TIMP. Oh fuck – I’m high.


BENNY. You didn’t notice?


TIMP. Yep – yep – now I come to think of it – yep that is what this feeling is.


    TIMP clips CAM round the ear.


CAM. Ow.


TIMP. Course I fucking know I’m high, you mutant ninja retard; couldn’t be arsed with a hangover – that’s all – besides I’m highly entertaining when I’m highly high. (Searches around on the table and picks up two more tablets.) Anyone else?


    CAM goes to take one.


BENNY. Cam?


CAM. What?


BENNY. You’re playing violin in front of three thousand people and a fuck-ton of TV cameras in about five hours.


    CAM thinks about it for a minute.


TIMP. Oh, come on – that’s a TV show I’d watch.


BENNY. Cam? That’s your whole career – don’t be a dick. What are you doing?


CAM. I’m dead tired of being nervous.


TIMP. Sort you right out, that will.


BENNY. Timp – shut up!


TIMP. Come on – it’ll calm him down.


CAM. I really want to.


TIMP. I want a party pal.


CAM. Haven’t you got to go to work?


TIMP. You can come – you can practise – we’ll have you instead of the radio. Doesn’t that sound lovely?


BENNY. Timp?


TIMP. What? Why are you crawling inside your own arse?


BENNY. He’s on the front page of the newspaper – he’s meant to make fucking history this evening – not dribble on himself with a full fucking orchestra behind him.


CAM. Imagine – not caring, aw just for a second – just imagine...


BENNY. I can’t watch this.


    BENNY turns to go.


    CAM puts the pill in his pocket.


TIMP. You fucking mentalist – you joker – I can’t believe you just did that!


    BENNY turns back and goes ape-shit.


BENNY. What? What the fuck – tell me you didn’t just – spit it out – spit it out –


    BENNY launches himself at CAM and starts trying to get his fingers in his mouth before attempting an approximation of the Heimlich on him. CAM pretends to choke it up once – twice – but then it is clear the noises are those of sexual gratification – BENNY is confused – CAM and TIMP start rolling about with laughter.


TIMP. We’re having you on, you fucking spanner!


    BENNY stands angry and red.


CAM. That was nice though – will you do it again?


TIMP. Aren’t you lovely when you’re angry – you’re like a very troubled tomato.


BENNY. You’re such a pair of – fucking – (Growls.)


TIMP. Ooo – look there’s another one – Benny-boy? Lighten you up?


BENNY. Not before me cornflakes thanks.


TIMP. Well – in for a penny – in for a pound! (Sinks the second pill.) Benny, you’re being a bit of a grumpy fucking frowner. Is it not a time of celebration? Did you not get your hexam results?


BENNY. Yes.


CAM. How d’you do?


BENNY. First.


CAM. Nice one, man.


TIMP. We shall have bubbles!! Bubbles for breakfast.


    TIMP goes to the fridge and cracks open a beer and hands it to BENNY.


BENNY. Cheers.


CAM. Cheers!


BENNY. You done any practice?


CAM. Not much.


BENNY. Shouldn’t you /


TIMP. Will you two stop fucking bleating – tell him about last night, Cam!


    TIMP has put on some pretty serious dubstep.


BENNY. Timp, man?


TIMP. Oh come on!


    TIMP puts on ‘Keep Young and Beautiful’. He starts grooving around the place a little.


    You want to hear what happened last night then?


BENNY. Will you stop blinking like that you’re making me feel ill.


TIMP. First, a toast.


BENNY. What are we toasting?


TIMP. You. I fucking love ya, ya grumpy brainy faggot!


CAM. Aye-aye.


BENNY. Cheers.


TIMP. World of work, Benny-boy, just you wait till you start – it’s like lighting a match – sort of exciting for a minute then you realise you can’t un-strike it – so there’s nothing else to do but get up at dawn every fucking day and wait till it’s burnt! Ha!


    TIMP lets out a wild laugh right up in BENNY’s face – BENNY smiles.


    Just saying, buddy – beginning of the fucking end!


BENNY. Thanks, Timp. Thanks.


TIMP. Here is to a beautiful bloody rainbow.


    They put their cans up.


BENNY. Contract’s up at the end of the week we should think about clearing up, getting out. Maybe tomorrow we should /


TIMP. Tomorrow, tomorrow – I’ll love yaaaa... don’t go and summon the fucking evil ‘Leprechaun of Dawn’, Benny-boy!


BENNY. Leprechaun of Dawn?


TIMP. Tomorrow says you are giving in to the God of morning, saying it’s okay for him to come and shit his horrible daylight all over us, tearing us apart. No one says tomorrow. Them’s the rules or the Leprechaun of Dawn will arrive and stick his pointy teeth into your horrible little wrinkly bollocks and nibble them off.


BENNY. Right. Glad I cleared that up.


CAM. To tonight!


BENNY. What’s tonight?


CAM. My concert is done, you guys have your results – and Timp... doesn’t need an excuse – we thought we’d have a party; a sort of end-of-an-era thing.


BENNY. To tonight.


    The three boys raise their cans and drink.


TIMP. Gluggedyglug. Now, yesterday – however, is a different matter altogether.


BENNY. Can you try and be less –


TIMP. Less what?


BENNY. Just. Less.


    TIMP jumps up onto the table and starts to pretend to be walking down the street, a little like a Victorian gentleman, tucking his thumbs into his boxer shorts as if they were trousers.


TIMP. No. So – young Cameron and I are in George Square having a gentlemanly peruse of the prospective students of the gentler gender, wondering if they might like a more mature hand to guide them through this troubled time of change – were we not, Cameron?


CAM. We were.


BENNY. You two tour guides for students?


TIMP. Yes indeedio.


BENNY. Neither of you went to the fucking university.


CAM. We know the basics.


BENNY. How?


TIMP. We’ve seen you go to lectures.


BENNY. Fucking hell.


TIMP. I snaffled myself a garment –


CAM. He nicked a T-shirt from the university shop.


TIMP. Split the tour guide in two – cocks to the right, tits to the left – I’ll take the left.


CAM. Ta very much.


TIMP. And we set off on our merry way. Four hours later and Cameron arrives home –


CAM. Having spent all fucking afternoon fielding questions about the rugby team and Greyfriars fucking Bobby /


TIMP. Miserable little mutt.


CAM. One of the pricks said ‘Do you hactually know anyone who’s hactually Scottish?’


TIMP. But when he arrived home much to his delight the flat was overfloweth – with young tail. Was it not, Cameron?


CAM. Aye it was.


TIMP. And were you not eternally grateful?


CAM. I had half a pint and went to sleep because I’ve got a very important concert.


TIMP. As if you did. Now we arrive at the rub.


BENNY. I’m not sure I want to know about your rub, Timp.


CAM. Listen, eh – this is so fucking cool, right – so /


TIMP. Wait, wait – the youth are so hasty. We’ll get to it. So, she’s called Margaret /


CAM. Megan.


TIMP. Was it not Mégane – like the car?


CAM. Like a Renault Mégane?


TIMP. No, you’re right – it was Megan. I think – anyway – she’s hot, right? Impressive honkers – long hair, big eyes – lovely looking; she’s Australian or something –


CAM. Austrian.


TIMP. She’s Austrian.


BENNY. Right. Is this /


CAM. And she’s quite funny – actually, you know, a laugh – but a bit loud.


TIMP. And she’s so fucking excited by the prospect of us – she’s all over Cam, right /


BENNY. You got laid?


TIMP. Don’t be daft. / So we get back here and –


CAM. What the / ?


TIMP. Don’t sulk.


CAM. I get laid /


TIMP. Don’t lie /


BENNY. Carry on!


TIMP. And we’re all in here. Beers out, smoking a bit – music – all these fucking girls, I mean fuck knows what we were talking about but you know they were excited and we were experienced and they liked my dancing and it was, all in all a lovely atmosphere. You know, sort of a crèche, sort of a stable, sort of heaven – and this Renault girl – she’s sixteen, seventeen maybe – just done her Highers, straight into uni – stands up and says ‘I’m a virgin. I don’t want to start university a virgin. Will one of you have sex with me?’


CAM. ‘Please’ – I distinctly remember her saying – please. I remember thinking... good manners.


BENNY. Whoa. Sixteen.


CAM. It’s not that young.


TIMP. All things are relative, Cameron.


CAM. And she’s pissed.


TIMP. Not that pissed.


CAM. Pissed enough not to notice that earlier Timp had put his cock in her pint whilst she was telling a very interesting story about Kirkcaldy.


BENNY. Who fucked her?


CAM. He just plopped it in there – like a fucking water snake and she’s telling this story with this pint in one hand and everyone’s fucking killing themselves – I mean – really laughing and she thinks it’s because of her bus-stop story and everyone’s really screaming about Timp’s magnified fucking bell-end.


TIMP. Magnified my arse.


CAM. Poor cow. And when she turns to look he’s wopped it out and put it on her shoulder – everyone’s still screaming right – now she’s confused so /


BENNY. She’s pissed, your cock’s in her pint and she’s sixteen –


TIMP. Seventeen – maybe.


BENNY. She’s a pissed teenager!


TIMP. Moral fucking dilemma right?


CAM. No – I think he means /


BENNY. You fucked her?


TIMP. But she’s standing there and she is pretty, and she is legal /


BENNY. Timp!


CAM. And she did say please.


BENNY. Who fucked her?


    The door slams open and MACK enters, he is latently thunderous – silent – somehow completely impervious to the action that he’s walked into.


    Beat.


    MACK starts making himself a cup of tea.


     Silence.


MACK. Morning.


CAM. You making tea?


MACK. Yes.


CAM. Can I have a cup?


MACK. I don’t know – can you?


BENNY. Carry on.


TIMP. I’m late for work.


BENNY. I want to hear the end of the story.


TIMP. We’ll tell you later.


BENNY. I want to know who /


CAM. Sugar please, Mack.


    MACK hands CAM a cup of tea.


    Beat.


    MACK sits.


BENNY. Cam – carry on.


CAM. I should be practising really – I /


MACK. Don’t let me stop you.


CAM. I wasn’t there for all of it.


BENNY. Spit it out.


    CAM freezes.


CAM. I don’t really – I can’t remember – very /


    MACK starts to laugh.


BENNY. Tell me who fucked the girl.


TIMP. May I?


MACK. You already were, weren’t you?


    Beat.


BENNY. Timp?


TIMP. Room’s silent – Mack stands up, walks over, takes her hand and takes her to his bedroom. She just goes with him, like he’s fucking Obi-Wan Kenobi –


CAM. It was brilliant – fucking brilliant.


    CAM slaps MACK on the shoulder. MACK looks at CAM.


    CAM removes his hand.


TIMP. We don’t see either of them for the rest of the night. Alacazam – there it is!


    Beat.


    MACK claps TIMP’s story.


    Thank you – thank you, kind sirs – I have been delighted to have been your entertainment for this brief time but if I may now –


MACK. Are you fucked?


TIMP. I think the question is, Mr Mackenzie – are you?


    TIMP sniffs MACK.


BENNY. Are you?


MACK. Drugs, no – don’t touch ’em.


BENNY. How old was she?


    MACK looks up from his tea. Beat.


CAM. I swear that shite is starting to fucking crawl – it’s doing my head in – I can smell it from my fucking bedroom. They said when they’re picking it up yet?


TIMP. You’re such a fucking drama queen. You fucking love it, us all sitting here with our tongues out – come come on, how old?


MACK. Haven’t you got a concert to go to?


CAM. Later.


MACK. Shouldn’t you be rehearsing?


    TIMP starts giggling.


    Something funny, Timp?


TIMP. Nothing.


MACK. Tell me, Benny – why are you looking at me like that?


BENNY. Like what?


    They hold the stare for a few second more – it is latently aggressive.


TIMP. You totally did – you’re such a bad boy, Mack – such a bad – bad – bad /


MACK. And what exactly is it that you think is bad?


BENNY. Are you joking?


MACK (suddenly grave). No.


CAM. It’s just funny cos – she’s sort of, young and /


MACK. Seventeen.


TIMP. Did you draw her a map?


CAM. Yeah but –


MACK. But what?


CAM. You’re twenty-three.


MACK. So? What’s age, eh, Cam?


TIMP. Without anything to compare it to your cock probably looked quite big.


BENNY. She was a virgin.


MACK. We all were once.


TIMP. Bet she’ll be a Pringle.


CAM. What’s a Pringle?


TIMP. Once you pop you just can’t stop. Has anyone got any chewing gum?


    MACK throws TIMP some chewing gum.


    TIMP pours himself a glass of water and chugs it down.


BENNY. It’s wrong.


CAM. Has anyone seen my bow?


MACK. Why?Why is it wrong?


CAM. I think we’re just saying it’s a bit – you know, risky, I guess – she’s –


MACK. Let’s all be precise, shall we?


BENNY. You took advantage.


    MACK and BENNY hold the tension between them – there is a beat. CAM and TIMP try to recover over the top but it brews beneath.


TIMP. Can someone please explain to me – why when you two are sitting there having just polished off four years a studying with shiny old marks and you – (Pointing at CAM.) are about to get your tiny magical musical arse kissed by half the world and we are going to have a blinding fucking knees-up – I am the only one that is having a lovely old time?


CAM. Because you had drugs for breakfast, Timp.


TIMP. Right.


CAM. I need to go for a slash.


TIMP. Oh – careful –


CAM. What?


TIMP. Nothing.


    CAM exits.


    Pause.


BENNY. She have any mates with her?


MACK. What?


BENNY. The girl, last night – she have any friends with her? Looking out for her?


TIMP. Right – tonight – I’ll bring back the food – chip in for the booze – and I’ll /


BENNY. Did she?


TIMP. Benny, we were having laugh? No need to /


BENNY. Wonder if she is, right now? Having a laugh with her mates – or maybe she doesn’t have any up here yet, so she’s just sitting on her own somewhere with a sore head and sore fucking – wondering what /


MACK. She asked calmly and rationally for someone to sleep with her. She had come to that decision on her own. To say no, would have meant that I thought I knew more about what was good for her than she knew herself. Now – I’d say that would be pretty patronising. No?


BENNY. Sometimes people don’t know what they want.


MACK. So what – we should make their decisions for them?


BENNY. She was seventeen. You’re twenty-three.


MACK. Seventeen-year-olds have brains.


TIMP. Not all of them. I didn’t. Still don’t.


MACK. They can get married, they can drive cars –


TIMP. They can ride, Mack.


MACK. If she wanted to, and she did want to.


BENNY. She’d never had sex before.


MACK. Are you saying she wasn’t capable of making the decision?


BENNY. But you were in a position of –


MACK. Of what? Hm?


    Beat – BENNY doesn’t respond.


    I don’t expect anyone to take responsibility for me. I don’t expect to take responsibility for anyone else. I think it would be patronising. That’s very clear to me.


BENNY. She was vulnerable.


MACK. You can’t possibly know that.


    Beat.


TIMP. Come on, lads – calm down – party tonight – eh?


    CAM enters – stopping BENNY from leaving.


    At the sight of CAM, TIMP suddenly remembers it’s time to go and starts scurrying to collect his things.


CAM. Timp?


TIMP. Cameron, my little angel – I’m a bit late.


CAM. I just went for a piss.


TIMP. That’s nice.


CAM. In the bathroom.


TIMP. Best place for it.


CAM. Why is there a naked girl in the bath?


TIMP. She isn’t going to have a bath with her clothes on, is she?


CAM. She laughed when I got my cock out.


    TIMP trying not to laugh.


TIMP. How unkind.


CAM. And made me jump so I pissed all over myself in front of a naked girl who was already laughing at me.


TIMP. Your cock.


CAM. What?


TIMP. From the way you told it it seemed clear that she was laughing at your cock specifically rather than you – as a whole.


CAM. Was she from last night?


TIMP. No, no – she’s from work.


BENNY. The restaurant?


CAM. Did you sleep with her?


TIMP. Now, listen – here’s the thing – right – so actually, quite a interesting story – she’s one of the waitresses –


BENNY. She works with Laura?


TIMP. Sort of –


BENNY. Fuckin’ hell, mate.


TIMP. No but listen – right – (Takes to the floor – charm a-go-go.) She turned up after her shift, looking for some green – I had this Afghani stuff she was after. She doesn’t speak much English though, Polish or something – but older – you know – late twenties –


MACK. Doesn’t bother me what you do, mate.


TIMP. And she turns up when I’m in the bog, right? And it’s been one of those days – burritos – so I’ve laid a pretty impressive pile in there – and it won’t flush, you see? I’ve tried and I’ve tried and then there’s a knock at the bathroom door. I open it and it’s this nice Polish girl and I think she’s going to come in there and think I’ve left it for her, that I’m the kind of man that might do that, leave a browny staring her in the eye – and I’m not that kind of man? Am I?


CAM. Why has your shite got anything to do with that girl in the bath?


TIMP. Well, that’s this Polish girl innit?


BENNY. Why did she need a bath?


TIMP. No, no, you dirty bugger – listen.


CAM. Carry on.


TIMP. I say ‘I’m really sorry – I’ve done a massive turd and it won’t go away.’ But she can’t understand me, you see, no comprendez. So I’m in a bind? So I mime the situation – I do a little face and a little squat and I mime the flush a few times and then sort of try and show it won’t go.


CAM. Looks like funky chicken.


BENNY. You did a poo-dance at a girl that doesn’t speak any English?


TIMP. Well, she didn’t understand either, right?


BENNY. But it was so clear.


TIMP. So I have to take her by the hand and I show her over to the toilet, I show her what I’ve done and then to show her that it won’t shift I pull the chain, right?


CAM. Right?


TIMP. And the thing only fucking flushes, doesn’t it? It just disappears. Ala-fucking-cazam. I turn to her and she’s looking at me – wide-eyed like I’m a fucking freak. As far as she’s concerned I just opened the door – did the funky fucking shitting chicken, then all proud showed her my turd and just flushed it away. Like a little ceremonial doo-daa, bet she thinks it’s fucking cultural. Them British and their big shits – I bet she thinks – and I’m so fucking embarrassed, so overcome with shame, the only thing I could do – was –


CAM. What?


TIMP. I mean – it’s obvious –


CAM. Is it?


TIMP. What else could you do – I had to kiss her. To apologise, to defend the name of the British gentleman in her head; it was basically an act of patriotism. All things considered – I slept with her – for Queen and country.


CAM. Right.


BENNY. And Laura?


TIMP. See – there was nothing else I could have done.


MACK. Clearly.


    Beat.


TIMP. See – not that bad at all, mind you – not as funny as you shagging a nipper though. (Beat.) That’s really fucking funny – (Looks at his watch.) and I’m really fucking late.


CAM. What about the – ?


    TIMP kisses the top of CAM’s head.


TIMP. I’ll come back with food – and drink, but buy extra, alright?


BENNY. Shouldn’t we start thinking about shifting this before we /


TIMP. What if we stayed.


CAM. What?


TIMP. Couple of them freshers said – last night – this place was on the list for them to come look round – move in, like – and I thought – fuck off – this is ours, this is where we have our fun, keep your hands off. (Beat.) Just cos you two are graduating – doesn’t really mean anything has to change – right?We could just renew the lease – we could stay?


    Beat.


BENNY. Our lease ends in a week.


TIMP. So – we’ll renew.


BENNY. We can’t.


CAM. If they haven’t found new tenants yet.


TIMP. Mack?


    MACK shrugs.


    We do have a lovely fucking time?


    Beat – a strange silence falls.


    BENNY holds his silence – several seconds pass – no one can respond.


    LAURA enters.


LAURA. I thought you’d be at work by now.


TIMP. ’Ello.


LAURA. Hi, boys.


BENNY. Hey, Loz.


CAM. Hi.


LAURA. I left my spare swipe-card in your room and I left mine at work last… are you high?


TIMP. Took a pill by mistake when I woke up.


LAURA. How?


TIMP. Thought it was aspirin.


LAURA. You’re a fucking idiot, I can just go and /


BENNY. I’ll get it.


LAURA. What?


BENNY. You two – catch up.


TIMP. No, no – you wait here; I’ll go and grab it.


    TIMP exits.


    Beat.


LAURA. You lot have a party last night then?


CAM. Yeah – some freshers’ thing.


LAURA. Isn’t it the end of term?


CAM. Prospective students – seeing if they want to /


LAURA. Spend four years getting fucked… yes please. You alright, Benny?


BENNY. Yeah.


LAURA. Were you at the party?


BENNY. No. I was out with Sophie.


    MACK stands, removes himself from the table.


LAURA. She alright?


    BENNY nods.


    It happen here? (Beat.) The party – the party happen here?


MACK. Ended up here.


LAURA. Wish I could have come.


CAM. Ach, you didn’t miss much –


    CAM opens the freezer to get some ice out – and finds his bow – he takes it out and hides it quickly.


    I was in bed early – big concert – you know /
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