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A Note from the Author


In 2011, Sydney Theatre Company asked for my take on recent scandals in the Royal Australian Navy. A cadet who had complained to the police about being filmed during intercourse without her consent was made to apologise to her year level for bringing the Navy into disrepute. Another cadet didn’t realise she had been raped until she was told by colleagues of the explicit footage her rapist had taken during the act. I was intrigued by these incidents, among many others. This play isn’t about misogyny (although of course, there’s plenty of misogyny in it). It’s not about why some men hate, but about what the women who are in these environments have to do to survive.


Boys Will Be Boys is a play about how women navigate sex and power in a man’s world. Why the City? Because like the Navy, it’s a domain where extremes intersect – a ‘work hard, play hard’ culture of extreme masculinity. It also oozes wealth and privilege, and for me, had more dramatic playfulness than the confines of a boat. I’m not suggesting that the events of the play are typical of all City workers. It’s a vast industry and some of the insiders I met claimed to have no knowledge of the behaviours and attitudes found in the play, and argued that such a view of the City is outdated. And some insiders shared experiences of such extreme sexism and racism that I couldn’t write it, because it was too outrageous to be believable. How can women thrive in a place where someone’s idea of corporate hospitality is a lap dance and VIP treatment at a boutique brothel?


According to neuroscientistJoe Herbert, in a man-made world ‘[women] either become surrogate men… or you change the world’. Astrid Wentworth has chosen to become a surrogate man. Some claim that stripping and prostitution empowers women, that these are activities of sexual liberation. Astrid goes to strip clubs, uses prostitutes and out-alphas the most alpha male not because it’s empowering but because she does not consider herself a woman (something weak and second-class), but a man who sits to pee. But Astrid needs to perform both man and woman simultaneously – she can objectify naked women, but she still better look sexy as fuck while doing so. A woman who isn’t hot has no value at all. Women have to do everything men can do, but backwards and in heels.


The title is obviously a provocation, an aphorism used to excuse bad male behaviour as only natural. But are there behaviours that are ‘natural’ to men and women? The fact that women play the roles of men indicates my own belief that gender is a performance, a performance we may have learned so well that it feels natural to us, but a performance nonetheless. And because it’s learned behaviour and not biology, such behaviours can change, adapt.


If acting like a surrogate man is the key to Astrid’s success, then it is also the reason for her downfall. You can’t win at a game where the rules are rigged against you. Only by dismantling the system entirely and building it anew, or as Joe Herbert says, ‘you change the world’, do women stand any chance at equality.


Melissa Bubnic


June 2016




 


 


Characters


ASTRID WENTWORTH, forty-two, a Foreign Exchange broker at Peterson Jones & Walker


PRIYA SENGUPTA, twenty-two, her junior


HARRISON STEVENSON, twenty-three, also a junior


ARTHUR BEALE, late fifties, a senior manager


ISABELLE, late thirties, a prostitute


 


 


This play is to be performed by at least five actors – all of whom are female.


All other characters named in the text are to be shared by the ensemble.


 


A line with no full stop at the end of a speech indicates that the next speech follows on immediately.


The use of ‘/’ marks the point that the next line should begin.


 


 


 


 


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







 


 


One


A dimly lit cabaret club.


Punters sit at tables, talking among themselves, generally ignoring the stage.


ASTRID sings the first verse of Peggy Lee’s ‘I Love Being Here with You’.


ASTRID. How about a spotlight for the diva sweating her guts out on the floor tonight? I’ve been in S&M dungeons that are better lit, am I right? Am I right?


ASTRID gets her spotlight.


I can crawl my way up an anus by instinct alone but I need at least a lamp to find a microphone.


She sings the next three verses.


So I find myself in a bar last night… alone, I know, right? Tits like these and I’m drinking alone? Am I taking crazy pills or what? So I order myself a martini, Hendricks, hundred-to-one gin-to-vermouth ratio, I like ’em dry, I’m talking Sahara dry, Gobi desert dry, I want sand in a motherfucking glass is what I want and the bartender, this kid, this muscle in a white shirt and vest, this wannabe actor, dancer whatever the fuck his dream is, he hands me my drink and says to me, ‘It’s on the house.’


And I’m thinking we should fuck now in the toilets and that way I won’t have to wait until the end of his shift when I look into his eyes and see not desire, but pity. He feels sorry for me. This minimum-wage nobody feels sorry for me. He feels sorryfor me. Me. Like I’m some fucking character in a Billy Joel song. Like I’ve been sitting there crying into my sumac-spiced almonds. Is that who I am now?


She sings the fifth and the sixth verses.


I find myself in a bar last night… alone (I know, it’s fucking ridiculous, could’ve saved myself that Brazilian, it’s the equivalent of storing Monet’s water lilies in a broom closet, seriously) and a barman’s look sends me stumbling, tits-over-arse backwards into memory lane, to playground tan bark and the metallic smell of monkey bars and bloody shredded knees and the last time I saw pity… So I’m five, right? And my best friend in the world is James Kokkinos and he’s sorry, he’s really sorry, but we can’t be friends any more, we can’t colour in Garfield comics or play King of the Mountain because he’s with the boys now, he’s in boys’ world and I can’t come with because, y’know, I’m not packing the necessary equipment.


She sings the final verse.


So I find myself in a bar last night… alone and realise that I knew it when I was five, that the real difference between men and women was not wee-wees or pee-pees, but the worlds they get to live in. There’s boys’ world and there’s girls’ world and I’ve never been one for plaiting hair and playing house but how do you get into boys’ world when you’ve got a vagina?








 


 





Two


Peterson Jones & Walker office.


ASTRID is interviewing PRIYA SENGUPTA.


ASTRID. What drives you?


PRIYA. Money.


ASTRID. And why do you want to be an FX broker?


PRIYA. To make a lot of money.


ASTRID. Brokers don’t make money. We’re flies on the dung heap – and it’s not even our dung – we just sift some particles off the top.


PRIYA. The good brokers make money. And I will be a good broker.


ASTRID. Who, living or dead, would you most like to meet and why?


PRIYA. Warren Buffett so I can get investment tips. So I can make a lot of money.


ASTRID. What are your outside interests?


PRIYA. Why would I have those? All I want to do is make a lot of money.


ASTRID. And what –


PRIYA. The answer is money – to make a lot of money.


ASTRID. You’ve come across a man on a bridge. He’s going to commit suicide because he’s lost everything. Which of the following three things do you say? A: There’s a lot of people who care about you. B: I can find you a new job. C: Go ahead and jump.
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