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Author’s Note





I was raised in the fiscally prudent world of Scottish touring theatre so I wrote this play with a cast of three in mind to play all the characters, and that is how it has now been produced.




 





I see no reason, however, why it couldn’t be produced with as many or as few actors as are available to the producer at the time – there’s even an argument for more actors than there are characters by double-casting Tom and Amy.
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This play is dedicated to the memory of my friend Tom Logan who was taken before his time in the period between writing the play and the production.
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Act One



















SCENE ONE





TomWhere do you meet people? Where are people meeting each other? Pubs? The gym? The supermarket? Fuck off.


Where are people meeting each other? I’ll tell you where.


If you haven’t met someone by the time you graduate,  you’re going to marry some cunt from your work. I’m  not shitting you. It’s that simple. Do you know how they  get animals to breed in captivity? They put them in the  same cage.


SashaHi, Thomas? I’m Sasha. Really good to meet you.


TomAnd you.


SashaSo … I’m going to show you around and sort of get you orientated and stuff.


TomGreat.


SashaThis is your office. I’ll get you your email address sorted out this afternoon and your number is written on the phone.


TomGreat.


SashaNine for an outside line. I’ll show you where the tea and coffee and stuff is.


TomGreat.


SashaThe building’s a bit of a labyrinth.


Tom… Great.


I always come across as a tit when I’m trying to make a  good impression – ‘GREAT’!


SashaOkay … so I’ll just leave you to it. But give me a shout if you, you know, you need anything. Or whatever.


TomOkay.


The first week is always the longest. I just keep my head  down and say as little as possible.


SashaHi, Tom.


TomSasha!


SashaSo, how’s your first week been?


TomFine. It’s fine. Work’s work. You know. Everyone seems really … nice and … everything.


SashaWe’re all going for a drink tonight after work if you’d like to join us.


TomYeah, that sounds …


It sounds shit. I hate all that. Bonding. Colleagues. Bonding with colleagues.
















SCENE TWO





AmyYou’re Thomas, aren’t you? I work on the second floor. I’m Amy.


TomAmy? Hi.


AmySo how are you finding it?


TomIt’s okay. I don’t know, I mean, it’s fine, it’s great.


AmyIt’s always horrible, isn’t it? Starting a new job?


TomYeah.


AmyOch – it isn’t that bad. I’ve worked much worse places.


TomMe too. I’ve worked in call centres. Honestly, it’s fine. I’m quite enjoying it. 


I can’t have just one drink. Can you? Can anyone? When  have you ever gone for ‘a’ drink? It’s nine or none.


Nine drinks later – the brown mist has descended and  Amy and I are back at hers. We don’t go to mine because  it smells of bins and my sheets are rank – I say I don’t  have any central heating. In Glasgow that’s like saying  you don’t have an inside toilet.


AmyWhat would you like to drink?


TomWhatever. Anything. I don’t mind.


AmySweetheart Stout?


TomThat’s fine.


AmyI’m joking.


TomSorry, I’m a bit pissed.


AmyMe too …


I like your hair …


(She lunges at him and they kiss awkwardly.)


TomSo it’s the next morning.


AmyMorning.


TomMorning.


(She tries to kiss him. He pulls away.)


AmyWhat’s wrong?


TomAlison Hamilton. Alison Hamilton. Honest to God, I still get a partial semi just saying her name. Alison Hamilton.


AlisonFuck off. Loser.


TomThat was what it was like at the beginning. She couldn’t stand me. I was a year younger than her. And of course that mattered.


AlisonStop staring at me.


TomWe got the same school bus and I used to just sit and gaze at the back of her head. It had erotic contours.


AlisonStop looking at me.


TomSorry.


AlisonYou freak.


Look. I don’t like you. I don’t fancy you. I will never get off with you. I will never be your girlfriend.


I will never be your friend.


TomShe did become my friend though. In fifth year I was in her Modern Studies class.


AlisonI can’t believe my Modern Studies class is so full of wankers.


TomI was the best of a bad lot.


AlisonYou’re the best of a bad lot.


TomEventually she even sat with me on the bus. But then she got her licence halfway through her sixth year and I ended up alone again, staring at the lumpy, misshapen back of Muir Mair’s head. Counting the dandruff. Then one Friday she offered me a lift –


AlisonDo you want a lift home?


TomWell. Em. Alright. I mean. Em. Yeah. That would be good.


I was actually meant to be going to my gran’s house. She would understand though. She was always asking me why I didn’t have a girlfriend.


GranYou still no got a girlfriend, son?


TomNo.


GranAw. Never you mind, pet. There’s plenty of time.


TomThose ten-minute car journeys home were probably the happiest I’ve ever been. Even now the smell of a Magic Tree gives me the horn. Peep-peep.


What are you doing at the weekend?


AlisonJulie’s having a party.


TomI heard that.


AlisonAre you going?


TomMaybe, I don’t know …


AlisonWere you invited?


TomI … em … no.


AlisonWhich one is your house again?


TomIt’s the small one with the overgrown garden.


AlisonWell. Here we are. See you on Monday.


TomYeah. See you.


AlisonHave you done something different with your hair?


TomNo – I washed it last night though.


AlisonIt looks good. You should keep washing it.


TomThanks. I will.


AlisonWell …


(He tries to kiss her.)


What are you doing? Jesus Christ, Tom.


TomSorry … I thought.


AlisonWell, don’t. It would take more than some shampoo. You can get the bus on Monday.


TomSo I feel a bit shitty. Because I’m not a monster.


AmyWhat’s wrong?


TomNothing. I mean. God. God, I was drunk last night.


AmyRight.


TomNo, I don’t mean, I mean … Look. It’s not that.


AmyNot what?


Look, it’s fine. Don’t worry about it.


TomPlease, I’m not trying to be all … cuntish or whatever. It’s just that we – You know.


AmyHad sex?


TomAnd don’t get me wrong – I enjoyed it. It was … great. Really. Smashing. But I mean … we work together. I’ve just started. It’s awkward. It isn’t a good idea … you know.


(He kisses her goodbye.)


Thanks for everything. Really.


And I’m off into the morning. Last night’s clothes, death breath and my hands stinking of my new colleague Amy’s twat. Don Juan in Denniston.
















SCENE THREE





TomBit awkward at work on Monday. You know. Embarrassing. I understand the psychology of the sex killer. We all do. If we’re honest. Men. See the appeal of hacking them to pieces and putting them in bin-bags afterwards.


You know, because at least then you’d be sure you’d seen the back of them …


SashaDid you have fun on Friday?


TomOn Friday?


SashaAfter work. We went for drinks …


TomOh right, right. Yeah, it was good.


SashaYou and Amy seemed to get on well.


TomEh. Em. I mean. Yeah. She’s nice. Everyone’s really nice.


Get up to anything at the weekend?


SashaI go to a samba-drumming class on Sunday.


TomOh right. Samba-drumming?


SashaYeah. It’s really good. Well. I mean. If you like that kind of thing.


TomWho likes that kind of thing? Is there even a kind of thing? I suppose there is. Capoeira. Yoga. All that bullshit. God, I hate white people.


Great.


SashaWe’re doing a performance. Next week in George Square. You should come. If you’re not – You know. Doing anything else.


TomWhy would I want to go and see her samba-drum? Samba-drumming is more intrusive than road works. Bam-bada-bada-badamp-pam-pum.


It sounds really good. But I don’t know what I’m doing next week – I’ve got a thing that … I mean I sometimes … I think that I might have something on so …


SashaSure – no pressure. Do you want a coffee or anything? I’m going to the kitchen.


TomNah, I’m alright thanks. I’ve already had three. I’m at maximum coffee velocity.
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