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We are at a baby shower, at MOLLY’s place. There are sandwiches on the table, a few baby-gros unwrapped, a nappy cake, lots of pink, and wrapping paper. Half-empty glasses. MOLLY is six months pregnant, and in the kitchen.


On the sofa are JOANNE and NATASHA. JOANNE is absent-mindedly rocking a small pram from which a baby’s screaming is heard, and NATASHA is busy typing a text into her phone. MOLLY appears with a large platter full of cupcakes, all decorated lavishly, with different-coloured icing and sprinkles. She’s wearing a frilly apron, and looks flushed.


MOLLY. Ta-dah!


Nobody takes notice, they’re both too wrapped up in what they are doing.


Ta-dah!!!


JOANNE. Oh, wow, Molly! Good work. Do you remember how you get her to shut up?


MOLLY. These are butter cream, and these are normal cream, and the pink ones are royal icing.


NATASHA pings off her message, it makes a zingy sound. She looks around.


JOANNE. I just can’t get her to stop! Rocking is good, isn’t it?


NATASHA. What are you trying to do to us? Heart attack? Or just fat thighs?


MOLLY. Or you could pick her up.


JOANNE. What, like, take her out?


MOLLY. Yes, just put her on your shoulder, pat her back a bit?


NATASHA. Or take the battery out?


JOANNE gets up and peers cautiously into the pram. She’s unsure how to approach the screaming bundle. MOLLY picks the doll up and puts her over her shoulder. The



screaming stops immediately. She passes the doll over to JOANNE, who nervously keeps her in a similar position.


MOLLY. See, that worked.


JOANNE. Thank you.


NATASHA. Yes and thank God my eardrums are still intact – just… Can you hear that ringing?


JOANNE. I just can’t think properly when she screams like that.


MOLLY. You’ll learn. It gets easier. How long have you had her now?


JOANNE. Three months.


MOLLY. Gets easier after the first year. I have to say, I miss mine, now she’s gone.


NATASHA. Please tell me that’s not true!


MOLLY. It’s strange, I’ve been looking forward to this – (Points at her belly.) for so long, and now it feels unreal.


NATASHA. Really? I thought it would finally feel real – at least you know that’s not plastic in there, don’t you?


MOLLY. Yes, but I can’t see her face.


JOANNE. I see her face far too much – especially at three in the morning. Sometimes I feel that it’s all a big joke, that there’s some bloke sitting somewhere in this control room, pissing himself every time he wakes me up with the feeding scream.
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