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  Characters




  BEA




  VEDA




  ASH




  Setting




  Bea’s two-up-two-down house.




  Her home should not look like a house.




  Her home should not look like it is made of bricks and mortar.




  It should look like it is made of cookbooks and catalogues and radios and storage bags.




  Staging




  Resist naturalism.




  Characters can stay on stage the entire time.




  Costume changes can happen onstage.




  There is no need to hide anything.




  Notes on the Text




  A dash ( – ) signals a sharp change in flow.




  A slash ( / ) indicates where the next speech begins.




  An ellipsis ( … ) occurs when one or more characters no longer know what to say.




  Any words that have been struck through should be conveyed without being spoken.




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  

    

  




  




  ACT ONE




  Scene One




  BEA’s densely packed, precariously balanced, over-stuffed lounge.




  BEA wears yellow washing-up gloves.




  VEDA. It’s alpaca.




  BEA. What?




  VEDA. It’s pure wool.




  BEA. Smells like wet dog.




  VEDA. It’ll warp if you use a flimsy hanger like that.




  BEA. What will?




  VEDA. The shape.




  BEA. Oh.




  VEDA. Best to let it dry flat.




  BEA. Bit short on flat surfaces.




  VEDA. Then I’ll keep it on.




  BEA. It’s sopping.




  VEDA. It’s fine.




  BEA. You’re shivering.




  VEDA. I’m fine.




  BEA. I couldn’t get to the door / any –




  VEDA. / Don’t lie.




  BEA. I’m not lying.




  VEDA. You are.




  BEA. I’m not.




  VEDA. Frosted glass doesn’t hide everything, I saw you duck down.




  BEA. I wasn’t hiding.




  VEDA. You were but I’m not going to argue the point.




  BEA. I have no reason to hide.




  VEDA. Good for you.




  BEA. I’m actually a little bit in-the-middle of something.




  VEDA. I don’t really care.




  BEA. That’s nice of you.




  VEDA. You painted the door.




  BEA. It was peeling.




  VEDA. It’s… mustardy.




  BEA. It’s turmeric.




  VEDA. It’s a statement.




  BEA. Water got under the paint.




  VEDA. Bottom of our door is rotten, it’s all the rain.




  BEA. You should do something about that.




  VEDA. I’ve been waiting for Sid to do something about it.




  BEA. Better get used to it then.




  VEDA. Strange how a man can spend so much time in his shed and produce almost nothing at all.




  BEA. Your coat is dripping.




  VEDA. You got my hopes up.




  BEA. What?




  VEDA. With the door.




  BEA. And?




  VEDA. Not much changes here.




  BEA. The neighbours like it.




  VEDA. Yeah?




  BEA. It’s gotten quite a lot of compliments.




  VEDA. Didn’t know you were so houseproud.




  BEA is wounded.




  It looks lovely.




  BEA. What are you doing here?




  VEDA. Just dropping by.




  BEA. Be honest.




  VEDA. Just paying you a little visit.




  BEA. Why?




  VEDA. Because it’s a nice thing to do.




  BEA. Bullshit.




  VEDA. Such a warm welcome.




  BEA. You should’ve called.




  VEDA. And given you the chance to escape?




  BEA. Yes.




  VEDA. Better to ask for forgiveness than permission.




  BEA. Are you taking your coat off or what?




  VEDA. Not just yet.




  BEA. Suit yourself.




  VEDA. Have you been cooking… sausages?




  BEA. No.




  VEDA. Oh.




  BEA. Why?




  VEDA. Nothing.




  BEA. Why?




  VEDA. It’s just…




  BEA. You smell sausages?




  VEDA. A bit.




  BEA. I can’t smell sausages.




  VEDA. There’s definitely something… sausagey.




  VEDA sniffs.




  BEA sniffs too.




  VEDA follows her nose to the fan heater.




  Here’s the culprit.




  BEA. I still don’t smell sausages.




  VEDA. I quite like it actually.




  VEDA places her hands on the fan heater.




  BEA. Careful!




  VEDA. Nice and warm.




  BEA. You’ll burn yourself.




  VEDA. At least I’d be warm.




  BEA. Sit.




  VEDA. Where?




  BEA. There.




  VEDA. That’s your chair.




  BEA. I can hear your teeth chattering.




  VEDA. You’re the one who kept me outside.




  BEA. Take those boots off.




  VEDA. Really?




  BEA. Before you sit down – you’re squelching.




  VEDA. You’re fussing.




  BEA. They’re saturated.




  VEDA. They’re not.




  BEA. You’ll get trench foot.




  VEDA. I’m not going to get trench foot.




  BEA. Take them off.




  VEDA. Fine.




  BEA. Then put them there on the mat.




  VEDA. You love the whole mothering routine, don’t you?




  BEA. No, I just don’t like mudandrainandshit all over my carpet.




  VEDA. I’ve not got shit on your carpet.




  BEA. Not literal shit.




  VEDA (pulling her boots off). Happy?




  BEA. Ecstatic.




  VEDA. Phew.




  BEA. I could’ve been out.




  VEDA. I’d have waited.




  BEA. I could’ve been out all day.




  VEDA. I would’ve waited as long / as




  BEA. / I could’ve been away.




  VEDA. But you’re not.




  BEA. Not right now.




  VEDA. Remind me when your last getaway was?




  …




  Either way we’re both here now.




  BEA. Your lucky day.




  VEDA. It feels it.




  BEA. So what’s the bad news?




  VEDA. Is there another chair somewhere?




  BEA. Why?




  VEDA. Because I’m going to sit and I don’t want you hovering.




  BEA. I don’t feel like sitting.




  VEDA. Such a hoverer.




  BEA. I’m not a hoverer.




  VEDA. Do you not have another chair?




  BEA. Course I do.




  VEDA. Where?




  BEA. I don’t need to show you.




  VEDA. Do you really only have one chair left that’s…?




  BEA pulls out a folding camping chair.




  BEA. It’s space-saving.




  VEDA sits in BEA’s armchair.




  VEDA. That’s Dad’s.




  BEA bristles.




  Vest and a moustache and you’d look just like him.




  BEA frosts over.




  I’m allowed to talk about Dad.




  BEA. Never said you weren’t.




  VEDA. I’m just saying.




  BEA. Well just because you’re ‘just saying’ doesn’t mean I have to ‘just say’ anything back, okay?




  VEDA. Okay.




  BEA. What way did you come?




  VEDA. What?




  BEA. Motorway or the lanes?




  VEDA. Really?




  BEA. Really.




  VEDA. If this is what we’re doing: the lanes.




  BEA. They’ve reopened?




  VEDA. …Yes.




  BEA. There was a horrendous accident the other day, just after the bit where you come out of the woods and it drops down to thirty miles per hour, they were kids, teenagers, one’s head was… decapitated.




  VEDA. You need to practise your small talk.




  BEA. Is Ash alright?




  VEDA. He’s… Ash.




  BEA. Is he driving?




  VEDA. No.




  BEA. Good.




  VEDA. It’s not good.




  BEA. I think it’s good.
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