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  Duck Duck Goose was first performed as part of the Dublin Theatre Festival at Pavilion Theatre on 1 October 202, before touring to Draíocht, Everyman Theatre, Watergate Theatre, Lyric Theatre, and Belltable. The cast was as follows:
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  Characters




  CHRIS QUINN, late twenties, underconfident, vulnerable and kind at times but repressed which often leads to toxic outbursts




  JANE SCULLY, mid-twenties, her actions could be perceived as dubious but she is also vulnerable with a veneer of toughness




  DAVEY, late twenties, a good guy who has never had to work too hard to get anything he wanted until now




  ANDY, late twenties, exudes confidence and never second- guesses himself and is likely to attack if you do it for him




  SARAH, early thirties, earnest and hardworking but often exasperated at the world and her place within it




  LEO, late twenties, has spent his life trying to fit in and, as a result, has squeezed himself into any personality anyone wants him to be




  ORLA, early thirties, always trying her best




  MARIE, late twenties, spends her life trying to fill the silence, she says stupid things, she always means well




  ALEX, late thirties, sly and insidious, a demagogue




  KATE, mid-twenties, a fierce unstoppable young woman




  The actress who plays Jane should also play Orla, Marie and Kate, and the actor who plays Leo also plays Alex.




  Setting




  Galway, Ireland, 2016–2019




  

    

  




  




  Writer’s Note




  The play is set in the mind of the character Chris Quinn, as he replays all of his memories that lead him to a certain event. It was the writer’s intention that the actor playing Chris changes the set himself at the beginning of every new scene as he is physically trying to reconstruct what has occurred. The actors (with the exception of Chris) and props should have different roles and uses throughout the different scenes to play on the idea of headspace and the tangible and often deceptive nature of memories.




  “ ” Quotation marks are used to indicate when something from the past is being repeated.




  




  This text went to press before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  

    

  




  




  Scene One




  The aftermath of a party in a sparse living room, May 2016. CHRIS QUINN is asleep on an armchair. It is 6.10 a.m. He awakes. He has a penis drawn on his face. JANE SCULLY stands at the door. He looks around, she gives him a fright.




  JANE. Sorry.




  CHRIS. No, I’m sorry, you just gave me a fright that’s all.




  JANE. I didn’t mean to.




  CHRIS. Of course not.




  An awkward silence.




  What time is it there?




  JANE. Ten past six.




  CHRIS. Jesus.




  Pause.




  JANE. Do you mind if I get something to drink?




  CHRIS. Not my flat, you don’t need my permission.




  JANE. Right, yeah.




  JANE goes to the fridge.




  CHRIS. Wouldn’t expect much in there other than a couple of cans really. Davey and Andy have shares in Domino’s at this point.




  JANE. Domino’s?




  CHRIS. Pizza.




  JANE. Oh, yeah.




  CHRIS. Have I been asleep for long or?




  JANE. Long enough to have a penis drawn on your face.




  CHRIS. Oh for fuck… not again.




  CHRIS stands and goes to the mirror.




  JANE. I think it suits you.




  CHRIS looks at JANE.




  I’m joking.




  CHRIS. Sorry.




  Beat.




  I was just being a dickhead.




  They laugh.




  Awkward.




  I’ll have some water if you’re having one.




  JANE. Sure.




  JANE opens a press looking for glasses.




  A mug, a bowl and a bottle of Toilet Duck.




  CHRIS. I’ll leave the Toilet Duck to you, I had a couple of pints of bleach earlier, so, don’t want to be greedy.




  JANE. You had a quacking good time then?




  CHRIS. Mad for the quack.




  JANE. Bowl it is so.




  JANE pours water into the mug and bowl and hands the bowl to CHRIS. They drink.




  CHRIS. Did you have a good night?




  JANE. Eh…




  CHRIS. I know what you mean.




  JANE. Yeah.




  CHRIS. All nights out feel the same once you turn twenty-five.




  JANE. Maybe.




  CHRIS. I’m sorry but what’s your name again? I know I’ve met you before, I just, I’ve an awful memory.




  JANE. It’s Jane, Chris.




  CHRIS. Jane? Sorry, we could’ve been in school together for all I know, and I still would’ve forgotten.




  JANE. We were in school together, I was your teacher.




  Beat.




  CHRIS. What?




  JANE. I’m messing with you.




  CHRIS. Did I mention I was gullible too?




  JANE. We have met though, a few times.




  CHRIS. I thought as much.




  JANE. You’re always kind of quiet, to be fair.




  CHRIS. That’s me I suppose.




  JANE. Not that you’d get a word in edgeways with that lot.




  CHRIS. A crazy crew alright.




  JANE. Were you there the night of Fiona’s house-warming? It was months ago now.




  CHRIS. I don’t think so.




  JANE. Are you sure? The Guards arrived after karaoke broke out into a fist fight? That’s why they call Squee ‘Garth Hooks’ now.




  JANE air-boxes.




  CHRIS. …




  JANE (singing). I got friends in low places… That’s what he was singing, when the fight started.




  CHRIS. I wasn’t there when it happened.




  JANE. Oh.




  CHRIS. But I definitely remember hearing about it.




  JANE. Really?




  CHRIS. I might’ve been there earlier that night?




  JANE. I thought I saw you.




  CHRIS. I try my best not to be conspicuous.




  JANE. Whereas I… don’t.




  Beat.




  Rocked up to work the next day stinking.




  CHRIS. Not too happy with you?




  JANE. Are they ever? PWC aren’t the worst, though.




  CHRIS. You’re an accountant then?




  JANE. Oh no, mainly admin stuff, secretarial, but they don’t call it that any more.




  CHRIS. Right.




  Awkward pause.




  JANE. Of course I’m sure you saw pictures of me that night, the karaoke one. Even if you didn’t see me in the flesh.




  CHRIS. No… what?




  JANE. The photo that Davey took, of me.




  CHRIS. …




  JANE. It was hardly a nude now but.




  CHRIS. I don’t know what you’re talking about.




  JANE. Sure you do. The one where I was sitting on the couch and my nipple had popped out.




  CHRIS. …No.




  JANE. I think he captioned it: I’d fuck the shit out of Jane Scully’s tits.




  CHRIS. I swear, I don’t know what you’re talking about.




  JANE. Sure you do; it was in your little WhatsApp group.




  CHRIS. No. It wasn’t.




  JANE. Do you think we don’t know? About your WhatsApp group? That we’re stupid? All your little pictures. They get screenshotted you know.




  CHRIS. I’m in a WhatsApp group but all we really talk about is like FIFA and chicken wings. We might talk about girls the odd time but no pictures, not like that, I swear.




  JANE. Well if you won’t even admit it exists.




  CHRIS. I swear, I swear to you. I have never seen a photo of you or any of the girls in that group honestly.
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