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The production received its UK premiere at the Traverse Theatre, Edinburgh, on 6 August 2009 with the following change to the cast:
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Subsequently, the production premiered in the United States on 5 January 2010 by the Carol Tambor Theatrical Foundation, with the support of Culture Ireland, as part of the Best of Edinburgh Award, at the Flea Theatre, New York City, with the same cast.




Characters


AMBER, eighteen/nineteen


LORRAINE, late thirties/early forties


KAY, early/mid-sixties




ONE


Amber


Jo’s head is hanging out the window as the Hummer pulls up to the kerb. Thank God, I thought we were never going to get out of here with the amount of bleedin’ paparazzi. The neighbours are all jammed into the living room having a drink, cos they’ve nothing better to do on a Wednesday night. They think my dress is massive, my false tan looks real natural and my hair is holding up lovely. In fairness I doubt a hurricane could move it, there’s that much spray in it. Let a roar at my ma. She’s sewing on the orchid Paul brought me, but missed the strap and got my chest instead. My nanny’s over now, dabbing the spot of blood away with a tissue. They’re all wrecking my head, pulling out of me. Tell me ma, I just saw Marian’s little one squash an egg mayonnaise sandwich down the back of her new leather sofa. She’s gone like a hot snot, armed with a J Cloth and Cillit Bang. The neighbours keep asking who my fella is… That’s the one good thing about tonight; everyone finally gets to see Paul. I swear, I think my ma was starting to wonder if he existed at all. He turned around the other week and said he wasn’t going. Thinks ‘The Debs’ is a rip-off; his one last year was shite. Nearly knocked him out. Who else was I supposed to ask, two weeks before? Anyone half-decent was already going. He looks deadly though. All the other spa’s will be wearing tuxes and cummerbunds, but he’s wearing this massive suit with diamond studs in his ears. He’s chatting away to my granda – well, more likely nodding away cos you can’t get a word in edgeways with him and Paul probably hasn’t a clue what he’s saying anyway. Ask him to grab my bag for me cos he looks like he needs saving and I can’t pick up anything with these false nails. My best mate Jo finally gets through the front door. The neighbours are all over her now, saying she looks gorgeous, but they’re really looking for an excuse to get to the other side of the room. My nanny’s after bringing out more sausage rolls and they’re trying not to look like total hungas. Jo’s da followed the Hummer in his Fiesta. She’s giving out yards telling him to get the bleedin’ camcorder out of her face. She asked our mate Dean to go with her. He thinks his Lotto numbers have come up. She’s no interest. Lewis Lawlor said he’d go with Tania Keogh ages ago and she’s hoping they both ditch their dates when they get there. Finally get outside and pose at the car for a few more photos. Jo’s da tries to get in the Hummer with us but we push him out, enough’s a-bleedin’ nuff. He joins the neighbours and me ma on the path to wave us all off. My nanny and granda pull back the curtains and wave from the living-room window. Jo pours me a glass of champers and tells me it’s the dear stuff – not that I’d know, I’m already a bit giddy from the couple of cans I had in the house. My ma is piking me out of it through the window: (Mouthing.) ‘Go easy.’


Samantha and Robbie have been holding seats for us at the table. Feel a bit sorry for Robbie, he must be twenty-five and here he is dressed like a dog’s dinner, feeling awkward as fuck around all of us. It was real handy having him around when we were in school, always buying drink and never expected the round back. Send Paul off to the bar – won’t start stinging Robbie yet. Ask Jo what she thinks of Paul’s suit, she says it’s lovely but the earrings are a bit poncey. My eyes keep wandering over to him as he’s waiting to be served. This tall blonde bird stands beside him and smiles. They obviously know each other because they start chatting away. She’s leaning in to him, shouting into his ear. He’s stepping forward pretending he can’t hear her, but he’s really looking down her top, checking to see if she’s all wonder and no bap. Ask Samantha: ‘Who’s yer one?’


Jo nudges me, asks what’s wrong?


‘Indigestion.’


‘Sambucas!’


Follow her to the bar at the end of the room. Skull three shots each, and are back at the table by the time Paul brings over our drink. Paul sits down beside me and takes a big gulp of his pint.


Put my hand over his and say: ‘Thanks for coming.’ He says: ‘It’s cool,’ moves his hand, leans back into his chair and watches three girls dancing on the empty dance floor.


Jo and me just did a line in the toilets. Feeling nice. The music is thumping in my chest. Unce, unce, unce. Like this fuzzy feeling, know exactly where I am but when I close my eyes I could be anywhere. Head back to the table and Paul’s gone AWOL. Ask Robbie where he went, says he’s not sure, maybe the jacks. No sign at the bar either but sure, while I’m there, get another Corona. Scanning, when some bird bangs off me – ‘Watch it’ – but she keeps going. Blondie swings a left into the ladies’. Think I hate her, in fact I know it, so I follow her in. She disappears into a cubicle and I wait outside. Out of nowhere, Jo appears beside me.


‘Alright?’


‘Of course.’


Blondie comes out of the toilet. She looks me up and down. Give her daggers. Jo pulls me into a stall.


‘Amber, give over.’


‘I wasn’t doing ah’in.’


She gives me one of her schoolteacher looks.


‘You can’t hammer every bird Paul talks to.’


‘Don’t want to hammer every bird, just her.’


She drags me out. Haul Dean and his mate Lee onto the middle of the dance floor and gyrate like a pair of lezzers inbetween them. The lads are all over us like a cheap pair of jocks from Japan – Henry Street, not the country. Can see Robbie and Samantha at our table and all the empty chairs around them. Go to hunt the bastard down but Jo grabs me back.


‘Stay here and dance.’


So I do.


Lorraine


Yer wan… ‘the wrecker’ – is shaking out all the neatly folded polo necks and throwing them back onto the shelf. Don’t even have that many on display, but in the space of two seconds, she’s managed to make three shelves look like a storm just hit. Refolding as quick as I can but can’t keep up with her. She’s moved on to shoes, picking up every pair and dropping them on the floor until she finds her size. Surprised we have them; her feet look huge. Kicks them off, leaving them after her arse in the middle of the floor, moving straight over to cosmetics. Squirts hand lotion on her palm but doesn’t like the smell and puts it back with the shower gels. Tries to open the mascara but it has a hygiene seal on it. Tell her: ‘Use the testers, that’s what they’re there for.’ Sniggers at me and drops it in with the eyeliners. Sticks a lipstick in the pot-pourri jar.


‘Stop it!’ I say.


But she keeps going, mixing everything up. Moves over to greeting cards and puts ‘New Baby’ in with ‘Birthdays’. Drag the cards out of her hand and put them back in their proper place. Katarina, a Polish girl that works with me, comes over trying to persuade me to go to the staff room with her. But I can’t leave; the place is in a heap. The wrecker picks up a gift bag and I let a roar at her.


‘Can ye not just look at it?’


She’s shouting at me then.


‘Are ye serious? You can’t be serious!’


Katarina’s saying: ‘The customers can look at whatever they want.’


The floor manager is over now, wanting to know what’s going on. Katarina says I’m not feeling too well; she needs to bring me outside for some air. The manager asks the wrecker if she’s okay. Wrecker says she’s very shook up. Manager tells me to go upstairs to be dealt with later. As they’re walking away, can hear her asking if there’s anything she can do? Wrecker says if she got a voucher it might make her feel a bit better. The little bitch looks back at me with a sly smile.
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