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Note on Text





      The dialogue printed in italics suggests it exists in No Man’s Land: the world between the scenes, the memory place, the glitch. The exception is ‘The Coda’ – which exists entirely in No Man’s Land but is not italicised.




      Some scenes have additional characters. We don’t hear these characters speak but we see Robbie and Jess respond to them. A dash marks when they speak.




      Text in bold means the characters speak the text at the same time.




      A forward slash ( /) indicates an overlap at that point. At the end of the line it indicates coming in very sharply on cue, almost overlapping, not quite.




      An ellipsis (…) indicates a trailing-off or searching for a thought, probably not a slowing down.




      When characters are stated to leave or exit, they are exiting the space that scene is playing in, rather than the stage. Both actors should be on stage throughout.




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


    


  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      
ACT ONE





      The set should hold memories. The stuff of a relationship: what is collected, what is left afterwards. Perhaps they are in boxes, or in drawers, or on shelves. Perhaps the characters search for them or stumble upon them. They might pull them out and use them or decide not to. The memories could be physical or imagined. They could be light. They could be sound.




      There should be a fluidity to the space. Often in No Man’s Land one or both of the characters is creating the space for the next scene. The set-up could be naturalistic or symbolic or sparse. As well as an object found, sometimes the prompt for the next scene could come from sound or light.




      Lights up on JESS and ROBBIE. They are in No Man’s Land. They look at each other, not moving.




      They are both cautious. A weight of unresolved pain.




      ROBBIE. Thank you.




      Beat.




      JESS. Are you sure you want to do this?




      Beat.




      ROBBIE nods.




      They whirl into action, setting up the scene: two tables in a café – joined together, chairs. JESS’s things on the table – a bag lying open, phone, make-up bag. They work together to create the picture, sometimes clashing, sometimes getting in each other’s way. They do not touch.




      Maybe they remotely adjust sound and light, music, unable to agree.




      They end up facing each other, JESS with coffee cup, ROBBIE with a book: The Dark Truth About Fairy Tales. They look down at the objects, sensing their significance. Then they swap the objects over. JESS takes her seat, reads her book. ROBBIE heads to the door with his bag before turning back. He takes her in. A moment burned into his memory. Maybe he pops into the picture and adjusts her hair, or a piece of clothing – perhaps this irritates her. Then he steps out. The scene begins.




      

        
Café Ele-cunty





        ROBBIE enters with a bag and a coffee. The only place to sit is next to JESS, at a connected table, which her stuff spills over onto. He hovers for a moment, she looks up, smiles, quickly claws her stuff back over to her side.




        ROBBIE sits down. Gets his laptop out. He takes a sip of his coffee. He recoils: yuck. Spits it back into the cup, some of it goes down his shirt.




        ROBBIE. Jesus Christ.




        He wipes himself down. JESS is looking over.




        JESS. Too strong?




        ROBBIE. No. It’s just sort of… cold.




        JESS checks briefly over to the counter.




        JESS. That’s Enzo. He’s emphatic, that’s how they drink it in ‘The Motherland’.




        ROBBIE. Right.




        JESS. Italy.




        ROBBIE. Yeah.




        JESS. He’s obsessed.




        Beat. The conversation is done, surely. Just as ROBBIE goes to open his laptop:




        That’s a milk-based drink, yeah?




        ROBBIE. It’s a latte, yeah.




        JESS. Yeah. ‘Heat destroys the sweetness in the milk.’ Go for something stronger next time.




        ROBBIE. What?




        JESS. A more manly coffee.




        ROBBIE (unsure). Right.




        JESS. ESPRESSO. Grrrr.




        ROBBIE laughs politely. He takes another sip. Frowns.




        ROBBIE. Do you reckon I could ask him to heat it up?




        JESS. I don’t think he’d like it.




        ROBBIE opens his laptop. Suddenly a blast of an annoying ad pop-up or a theme tune of a show he’s been watching comes from his computer. He quickly stops it, embarrassed.




        She smiles, intrigued by him. He tries to get on with his work.




        I haven’t seen you in here before.




        ROBBIE. I don’t think I’ve been in here before.




        JESS. Are you local? Local lad?




        ROBBIE. Um… /




        JESS. You don’t look like you live round here.




        ROBBIE. What does that mean?




        JESS. Dunno actually. Sorry, over-caffeinated. Blame Enzo.




        ROBBIE. Bloody Enzo.




        She laughs, liking this.




        Well, I’d better get on.




        He goes back to his laptop. Then a glitch moment. He looks over to her – unsure about what comes next.




        JESS. You asked me about my book?




        ROBBIE. Oh! What are you reading?




        JESS. It’s called The Dark Truth About Fairy Tales.




        ROBBIE. Wow.




        JESS. Yeah. (Beat.) It’s about the origin of fairy stories and how they’ve been sanitised over the centuries. The original stories are dark as fuck: pecking out eyes and eating kids and shit.




        ROBBIE. Right. (Awkward beat.) Any good?




        JESS. Yeah it’s alright. I mean I’m not very far in… But yeah.




        Beat.




        ROBBIE. So fairy tales… like Cinderella?




        JESS. Yeah. Or Rhodopis.




        ROBBIE. What?




        JESS. That was the first recorded version of the story. In ancient Greece. Rhodopis was a courtesan having a bath, and an eagle flew down and stole her shoe.




        ROBBIE. I hate it when that happens.




        JESS. You know in the earliest version of Sleeping Beauty the prince has sex with her while she’s asleep and she wakes up with twins? It’s basically a story about date rape!




        ROBBIE is a little taken aback.




        ROBBIE. Wow.




        JESS is self-conscious all of a sudden.




        JESS. Sorry, bit dark.




        ROBBIE. No I’m… enjoying it.




        Beat.




        Do you know the Wi-Fi?




        JESS. No Wi-Fi.




        ROBBIE. Seriously? No Wi-Fi? Cold coffee? Why do you come in here?




        JESS. I work here.




        ROBBIE. Oh shit!




        JESS. I’m just on my break.




        ROBBIE. Sorry, I was slagging him off.




        He nods towards Enzo.




        JESS. It’s fine. (Quietly.) He’s a bit of a wanker.




        ROBBIE. Yeah. Enzo you wanker.




        ROBBIE shakes his fist in a jokey way in Enzo’s direction. Enzo notices. ROBBIE quickly drops his fist. They laugh.




        He’s fuming!




        JESS. He’s fine, he’s just a bit of a psycho. His name’s not even Enzo, it’s John.




        Laughter. A moment. She holds up her phone.




        Do you want to tether?




        ROBBIE. Are you sure?




        JESS. Yeah!




        He looks at the networks available.




        ROBBIE. Katie’s Router?




        JESS. Nope.




        ROBBIE. Galaxy-one-eight-eight?




        JESS. No. It’s… Drop It Like It’s Hotspot.




        ROBBIE (grinning). Drop It Like It’s Hotspot?




        JESS. Yes!




        He taps. He looks at her. She looks at her phone.




        ROBBIE. Connecting.




        JESS. Robbie Mac?




        ROBBIE. Yeah.




        As though trying it out:




        JESS. Robbie Mac.




        She starts gathering her things together.




        ROBBIE. Break finished?




        JESS. Nearly. (Beat.) Have you… ever had a bombolone?




        ROBBIE. A what?




        She pronounces it with an accent.




        JESS. A bombolone? It’s like an Italian doughnut with custard. They’re insanely fucking good. Would you like one?




        ROBBIE. Oh I…




        JESS. It’ll open up your world in ways you could not imagine.




        Beat. This is uncharted territory for ROBBIE. He takes a chance.




        ROBBIE. Okay. Thanks.




        JESS. Gimme two mins.




        She beams. He smiles. She sneaks a lipstick out of her bag then she’s gone. He’s left in the fallout of the moment. He checks his clothes; does he look okay? Then he feels a wave of something come over him. He jumps up, gathers his stuff and walks towards the door.




        In No Man’s Land he stops and looks back. Watches JESS come out, her lips newly red, carrying two bombolones on plates. But ROBBIE is gone. The breath is knocked out of her.




        ROBBIE. It wasn’t like that!




        She stands there, looking at the door, humiliated, still in the scene.




        ROBBIE. I ate the bombolone at least.




        Nothing from JESS.




        ROBBIE. Fuck. That must have been…




        JESS looks up at him, in No Man’s Land now.




        JESS. Brutal? Yeah.




        ROBBIE. But I found you.




        Suddenly: muffled train-station announcements.


      




      

        
Drop It Like It’s Hotspot





        ROBBIE takes in the new noise, gets his phone out.




        ROBBIE. King’s Cross.




        JESS. Paddington.




        ROBBIE. King’s Cross. (Remembering in the moment.) My train is delayed. Trying to get on the useless station Wi-Fi. Searching through the networks and…




        Drop It Like It’s Hotspot! (Now in the scene.) Fucking… Drop It Like It’s Hotspot!




        He starts looking around frantically. Then he sees her, sitting on the station seating, lost in her thoughts. He looks at her for a moment. This is huge. He checks the departure boards then moves towards her. He hovers.




        Hi.




        She looks up.




        JESS. Yeah?




        ROBBIE. We met at the… Italian café. You were going to treat me to a ‘bombolone’. Promised me a taste sensation.




        JESS (flatly). It’s just a custard doughnut.




        ROBBIE. Sorry I had to leave. I had to do a… take a… call, sadly. Sorry.




        She says nothing.




        Where are you going?




        JESS. Nowhere. People-watching.




        ROBBIE. In the station?




        JESS. I’m interested in transient energy. Where are you going?




        ROBBIE. York. My train’s delayed, so…




        A moment between them. Cold and unsure. To break it.




        JESS. Okay well –




        ROBBIE. I went back to the café. That wanker Enzo said you’d left.




        Beat. She takes this in.




        JESS. We had a row, but I’m back now. I need the money so…




        ROBBIE. How long have you been working at… What’s it called?




        JESS. Café Eleganté. (‘Eleganté’ has four syllables.)




        ROBBIE. Café Eleganté? More like Café Ele-cunty.




        This makes JESS giggle. ROBBIE smiles.




        Did you like that?




        JESS. It was alright. I just took the job while I sorted my shit out. I’ve been there four years.




        ROBBIE. Haha.




        JESS. Why did you go back?




        ROBBIE. Because I can’t stop thinking about you. /




        JESS. No.




        ROBBIE. Because you’re beautiful. /




        JESS. No.




        ROBBIE. Because you made me laugh! /




        JESS. You never said ANY of that.




        ROBBIE. I wish I had.




        JESS. Rob! Why did you go back?




        Generic train announcement. Can pick out ‘York’. ROBBIE checks over at the board.




        That’s your train isn’t it?




        ROBBIE. Maybe I could have your number?




        JESS. York? Platform four?




        ROBBIE. Please!




        More announcements. She’s making him wait.




        JESS. Fine.




        ROBBIE. YES! I mean. Great.




        JESS. You wanna give me your phone?




        ROBBIE. Oh, yeah, definitely.




        He fiddles with his phone.




        Appears I’ve forgotten how to use my phone.




        He passes it to her. She puts her number in. Another announcement about ‘York’. She gives it back to him. He begins to run off, looking at his phone.




        Jess.




        JESS. That’s my name. Don’t wear it out.




        She cringes. What’s she doing? But he loves it.




        ROBBIE. JESS!




        JESS. YES!




        He throws her a wave. She throws him one back. They’re both shouting in a station. It feels grand, intensely romantic, like a scene in an old movie. Lighting and sound reflect this. Suddenly JESS is brought back down to earth and they’re just shouting in a station.




        Now they are in No Man’s Land.




        A moment. What now? Neither of them really know. There’s still an unsettled energy.




        JESS. You so nearly fucked it.




        ROBBIE. Then YOU nearly fucked it.




        JESS. No!




        ROBBIE. Yeah!




        JESS. How?




        ROBBIE produces a mini golf club with a flourish.




        They begin collecting the stuff they need to play crazy golf. They are both driven to get into the scene. Maybe it’s a race between them – who can get ready first. ROBBIE sets up the golf and JESS gets changed into her date out fit. A short skirt or dress, or revealing in some way. Feels too dressy for crazy golf. She acknowledges this. They are ready.


      




      

        
Crazy Golf





        They’re on a crazy golf course. We might hear the sounds of the A406. Sunshine. They’re the only ones there. She is lining up a shot.




        JESS. You’re not on any?




        ROBBIE. Nope.




        JESS. So how do you meet people?




        Beat.




        ROBBIE. I put ads in the paper.




        JESS. Haha. Lonely hearts.




        ROBBIE. Do you meet… lots of people on them?




        JESS. Some. Some are better than others.




        ROBBIE. Some people?




        JESS. Some apps. I mean it’s hit-and-miss. People can be great in their profile and messages, then you meet and it’s like – oh this doesn’t feel right.




        ROBBIE. How do you mean?




        JESS. Like they say or do something that just makes you think… Like, I met this guy last week, he seemed funny, he was hot, but when he went to the loo I noticed he had a Puzzler sticking out of his back pocket.




        ROBBIE. A Puzzler? Like the crossword magazine?




        JESS. Yeah! And word searches.




        They laugh at this.




        ROBBIE. You didn’t leave just cos of that?




        JESS. No, but it… put me off.




        ROBBIE. Wow.




        A moment. Does she sound too flip and shallow?




        JESS. I mean it wasn’t just the Puzzler. He had Brexity vibes.




        ROBBIE. But the Puzzler was the death knell.




        She lines up a shot. Turns to him. Sincere for a moment.




        JESS. I’m not shallow. I’m not looking for perfection. I just want something real.




        ROBBIE (laughing). You NEVER said that.




        JESS. I did!




        She takes a big PUTT and gets the ball in the hole.




        YES!




        He laughs. But it’s a bit much for a crazy golf course. She’s immediately aware of herself.




        ROBBIE. Do you bring all your dates here?




        She doesn’t say anything.




        And are they all at eleven a.m.? Or have you got another one lined up this afternoon?




        He’s lining up a putt. She corrects him.




        JESS. I think it’s through the whale. In the mouth and out of the… bumhole.




        They laugh. He takes a pot.




        Smashed it!




        ROBBIE. Right out the bumhole!




        Laughter. She lines up her shot, adjusting her dress.




        JESS. Not really dressed for this.




        ROBBIE. I think you look really nice.




        Beat.




        JESS. So no work today?




        ROBBIE. Nope. Sundays and Wednesdays off.




        JESS. Is the restaurant closed?




        ROBBIE. It’s not a restaurant. It’s like a training canteen. For young people from the care system, or PRUs. I teach them to cook as a path to employment.




        JESS. That’s very cool.




        ROBBIE. It’s alright. I get called a prick a lot but it’s alright.




        JESS. At least you’re making a difference.




        ROBBIE. Oh, I don’t get involved in their shit. I just show them how to make pastry and stuff.




        JESS. Did you always wanna do that?




        ROBBIE. Teach little scrotes to make pastry?




        JESS. No, but – well, yeah. Was that always the plan?




        ROBBIE. No. I wanted the ultimate, I guess.




        JESS. Your own restaurant?




        ROBBIE. I guess.




        JESS. What cuisine?




        ROBBIE is reluctant to talk about it.




        ROBBIE. You ask a lot of questions.




        JESS. I like to get a feel for someone!




        ROBBIE. I don’t know. Modern British?




        JESS. ‘Modern British’!




        ROBBIE. It’s never going to happen!




        JESS. Don’t say that!




        ROBBIE. What? It’s not. And it’s fine. I don’t… want it any more.




        Pause. They’re glad to have the golf to focus on.




        What about you? What’s your… plan?




        She laughs.




        JESS. Working at Elecunty of course. What else you gonna do with a fine art degree?




        ROBBIE. Wow. I don’t really know much about art.




        JESS. Me neither.




        ROBBIE. And you’re doing an MA now?




        JESS. Yeah. Fairy tales, folklore and myths. I’m interested in images of sex and gender in fairy tales and, like, their commodification? Disney and other cunts, basically. And how our whole lives are shaped by this shit. Striving for romantic love like it’s the only ideal. Yielding to societal norms. The violence of ‘happy ever after’.




        ROBBIE. Great name for an album.




        JESS. Great name for an album!




        He’s looking at her, smiling, enamoured.




        What?




        ROBBIE. Nothing.




        They’ve come to the last hole.




        Last hole.




        JESS. Last hole. (Putting on a pirate accent.) Oo-aarr the pirate ship! Tricky.




        ROBBIE watches her lining up her putt. Impulsively:




        ROBBIE. Do you want to go for a drink after this? Or a coffee?




        Beat.




        JESS. Can I tell you a secret?




        ROBBIE. Course.




        JESS. I haven’t been home. (She giggles.) I was at this house party last night and then went back to my mate’s house and they’ve got this new puppy, so we were just up, playing with this puppy which was so cute but we were like what the fuck are we doing? We’re just up playing with a puppy!




        ROBBIE. Okay.




        JESS. I’ve not even changed. I just need to like go home and wash and eat and shit. Not… shit! I mean sleep and stuff.




        ROBBIE. You could have cancelled.




        JESS. I didn’t want to cancel. It’s only golf.




        ROBBIE. Crazy golf. And I mean the date. Meeting someone, spending time with them. It’s a… big deal.




        JESS. Is it?




        ROBBIE. Yeah. No. I guess not.




        Awkward pause.




        JESS. Robbie, this is fun. It’s an unusually warm day in October and we’re playing crazy golf and it’s fun. Sorry if I misread – sorry if you made more of an effort –




        ROBBIE. I didn’t make an effort /




        JESS. No what I mean is –




        ROBBIE. But I did wash.




        That sounded too harsh.




        Sorry. Look, puppies are cute, I get it. You had a big night. I’m just not sure…




        JESS. What?




        ROBBIE. I think maybe you staying out all night is my Puzzler.




        He smiles. Sad. It feels like the end.




        JESS. Okay.




        ROBBIE. Shall I take these back?




        He holds his hand out for the club. She passes it. They flip into No Man’s Land for a moment.




        JESS. Brutal.




        ROBBIE. Yeah.




        He begins to walk away.




        JESS. I didn’t wanna cancel because I’ve been looking forward to seeing you! Let’s do something soon.




        ROBBIE. I’ll message you.




        JESS. No, let’s lock it in now. What are you doing Friday night? (Beat.) Come on, check your phone.




        An uneasy smile. He reaches into his pocket. Something weird. He takes his hand out.




        He has blood on his hand. She looks at her hands. They have blood on them too.




        They are totally thrown. A low rumbling sound. An earthquake?




        JESS. Oh God.




        ROBBIE. What’s happening?




        JESS. NO! Not yet. Not yet!




        The low rumble suddenly gives way to a blast of punk music.




        An obnoxious live punk band who have not rehearsed enough. They look at each other. Laugh.




        It’s a huge relief. They gladly fall into the next scene. A gig.


      



OEBPS/Images/pub.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





