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There are six identical orange plastic seats in a row at the very front of the stage. There's a two-metre gap between each seat.


‘Oompa Loompa’ sung by the Oompa Loompas, from the film Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory, is heard.


During this song three actors appear from one side of the stage and two others appear from the other side. They walk casually towards each other in a line, stop, turn and face the audience.


From left to right they are WILLIAM, JACK, EVA, EMILY and LAURA. They are all about fifteen/sixteen years of age. They stand there for a while and look at the audience.


They then look at each other. They seem to be sizing each other up. In unison they walk towards their seats and sit down.


This should all last one and half minutes.


As they sit the Oompa Loompas’ song comes to an end.


Lights.


WILLIAM. You're depressing me now.


JACK. Really?


WILLIAM. You see, you've lost me. At the beginning I was with you. But not now. I'm a little disappointed.


JACK. Sorry.


WILLIAM. You really think that? You've thought it over, came to an opinion, you believe that?


JACK. It is popular.


WILLIAM. Well, so is body-piercing but that isn't a good thing, is it?


JACK. I suppose.




WILLIAM. So let's look at the facts. A single man lives in a castle in the middle of… where is it set again?


JACK. Film or book?


WILLIAM. There's a difference?


JACK. Both films changed some details. It doesn't really matter.


WILLIAM. Well, in the book it's set where ever it's set… and this man lives in his big house in the middle of the town. He lives with dwarfs. Nothing wrong with that. But they're orange. Orange dwarfs with green hair.


JACK. And there's only twenty of them making the world's supply of chocolate… none of this is meant to be realistic.


WILLIAM. But why make them dwarfs? Why the green hair? Why make them orange in the first place?! Can you see where I'm going with this?


JACK. Kind of.


WILLIAM. What's wrong with the ordinary?


JACK. It's for children. Ordinary's boring, maybe?


WILLIAM. Which is my original point about these children's writers! As if a little boy who shares a giant bed with his grandparents… four of them! As if he'd ever in the real world win this extraordinary chocolate empire!


JACK (groans). Yeah.


WILLIAM. You know in the real world it would have been that fat German boy who falls into the chocolate lake at the beginning of the tour. In the real world he's the winner.


JACK. I think I might have to…


WILLIAM. This is how it really ends. He falls in. His father gets these big-time lawyers to sue the shit out of Willy Wonka. They look into his shady past, his very dodgy personal life with those orange midgets. He's dragged through the tabloids with paedophilia ringing in his ears.



They make shit out of him! Willy Wonka is no more. He's done. He's doing twenty-five years in a high-security prison being passed around his fellow prisoners like the proverbial box of Quality Street. In the outside, the Germans win, ’cause let's face it, the Germans always win. The fat German kiddie…


JACK. His name is Augustus.


WILLIAM. Right, Augustus… well, he inherits everything as part of his settlement. He gets it all. And because he's a fat glutton he can't stop eating all this chocolate. The more the Oompa Loompas make, the more Augustus eats. He's eighteen years old and forty stone. One day he wakes up, stretches for the television remote and dies of a massive coronary sclerosis. That is the real world. Do you understand this? Where exactly are you getting confused?


JACK. It's only a children's story.


WILLIAM. It's a lie! What's the point? What are they telling us?


JACK. What are who telling us?


WILLIAM. The writers! Our parents! Harry fucking Potter!?! In the real world he's still under the stairs. He's a thirty-year-old retard who's developed his own under-the-stairs language!


JACK. The point is…


WILLIAM. Yes?!


JACK. The point is… is that children don't want to read the true stories. What child wants to read the news?! It's just escape. It's important that we dream of other things.


WILLIAM. Fuck off! Life's too short. If the world is going to evolve in any way… children should be told what's really happening. Cold, clear facts… that's what's taken us down from the trees, that's what powers economy…


JACK. A lot of these children's stories are metaphors. The



writers are expressing important issues in creative ways!


WILLIAM. ‘Expressing important’…?! You see, you're depressing me again!


JACK (to himself). Fuck's sake.


WILLIAM. Do you think any eight-year-old finishing reading Charlie and the Chocolate Factory thinks anything other than, ‘I'd love a Never-ending Gobstopper, Grandpa!’?! Listen to me, John…


JACK. It's Jack.


WILLIAM. They're trying to keep children young! Adults. Publishers. Fucking writers. They don't want children thinking for themselves. They see children as a threat. They want to keep everything ‘fantasy’. This J.K. Rowling woman! She is the enemy. She should be taken out. Erased. Removed. Exterminated.


A pause.


JACK. So that's what you're doing in a Harry Potter Chatroom? Trying to drum up some interest in an assassination attempt on J.K. Rowling?


A slight pause.


WILLIAM. Well, are you interested?


A slight pause.


JACK. I can't. I have to do my geography homework.


Lights.


EVA. But I was younger then and she just came on the scene, remember?


EMILY. Yeah.


EVA. You're ten years of age and that's a critical age. You're starting to feel uncomfortable in your childishness, aren't you?


EMILY. It's the hormones.




EVA. And the video with her at school in her school uniform and pigtails…


EMILY. She looked lovely.


EVA. You wanted to be her, didn't ya?


EMILY. She didn't have her tits done then?


EVA. That was much later.


EMILY. But even then they were a decent size. Certainly a B-cup.


EVA. But at ten you wanted to be her. And that video… wasn't it a bit creepy… in hindsight… but that thing she was doing with her tongue. It was very sexual.


EMILY. We didn't notice.


EVA. We were young and it wasn't for the kiddies.


EMILY. It was for the older boys and the daddies.


EVA. She's in her school uniform with her pigtails and sticking out her tongue but it's subtle. Flicking it in and out like a little parrot.


EMILY. It was a bit seedy.


EVA. So I'm watching that video after not seeing it since I was ten… and I have to say I felt betrayed by Britney. You know how her songs and videos were all about that journey from girl to woman…


EMILY. Yeah.


EVA. And it sort of felt good, didn't it? Like Britney Spears was a part of your puberty.


EMILY. I remember having my first period and listening to ‘I'm Not a Girl, Not Yet a Woman’ and thinking, ‘Thanks Britney. My sentiments exactly!’


EVA. She felt like a spokeswoman.


EMILY. Oh, definitely.




EVA. But as I watched ‘Hit Me Baby One More Time’ and all that sexual stuff with her tongue and just how cropped that crop-top was…


EMILY. Was her belly button pierced back then?


EVA. Probably.


EMILY. Sorry go on.


EVA. I got really angry over that betrayal. It's no longer Britney who's talking to us but some pervert record producer. He's got this vision, this plan of turning every ten-year-old girl in the Western world into a tongue-flicking, crop-topped, belly-button-pierced temptress.


EMILY. Have you got your belly button pierced?


EVA. Yeah, of course.


EMILY. Did it hurt?


EVA. It's not as bad as you hear. But anyway Britney, Britney…!


EMILY. Yeah, Britney.


EVA. Don't you think a lot of young girls began to feel that betrayal?


EMILY. It's possible. Both of us did.


EVA. And maybe that's why her career died a slow death. She lied to us.


EMILY. You don't think it has to do with her music being shit?


EVA. A little bit… but I really would like to think that girls realised that they were being manipulated… that they made a stand against that pervert record producer… but do you know what the sad thing is?


EMILY. Britney got burnt.


EVA. She was thick.


EMILY. She made her money, I suppose.




EVA. She lost our respect. She's got a few houses, nice clothes, new breasts… but if I met her tomorrow…
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