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es of the winning scripts. This year we couldn’t come together in a the-
atre so (as with many things) we’ve taken it virtual! And mixed it up a 
bit. The Committee have curated fi ve stunning pieces from artists at the 
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Paul Majek 
2020
Untitled 
Mixed Media (Oil, Acrylic and Charcoal on Boards)

1. 2.2.

Bathroom. Saturday night. MR luxuriates in a free-standing bath. He is at peace, alone. A 
little away from him is a toilet, on which is a radio, playing sultry blues. 

A white shower curtain stretches across the back of the stage. On the other side of the 
shower curtain is another bathroom, a mirror of the one we can see. In this bathroom is an-
other couple. We see their vague, silhouetted shapes projected against the shower curtain 
like ghosts, or puppet theatre. We hear them throughout in soft, fl irtatious murmurs and 
giggles. At the moment, they are in the bath together. 

We relax into this for a moment. 

MRS enters in a dressing gown, having just bathed herself. She carries a wash bag.

MRS: Out by half-past, remember. 

She sits on the toilet, placing the radio on the fl oor beside her, turning down the volume. 
She unpacks her wash bag. 

MR: I was just thinking about Toulouse. 

MRS: Uh-huh. 

MR: The bathroom had a set of doors that opened out onto a balcony overlooking the 
street. I remember being in that bath, at night, doors open, listening to the sounds from the 
street below. 

MRS: Uh-huh.

MR: There was this old man singing. He had this rich, bassy voice. 

MRS: Uh-huh. 

Mrs is now moisturising her face.

MR: But I just remember that old man’s voice. Just the sound of it. And those French vow-
els, you know? 

MRS: He was great. 

MR: How would you know? You weren’t there. 
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MRS: Oh. Wasn’t I? 

MR: I think you’d gone out to get milk. 

MRS: I imagine one of us had to. 

MR: We could go again? 

MRS: Back to Toulouse? Wouldn’t you rather try somewhere new? 

MR: Like where? 

MRS: I dunno. 

MR: Marrakesh? 

MRS: (doubtful) Not that safe though, is it. 

Mrs starts trimming her toenails. 

MRS: How about Cornwall? 

MR: (“no chance”) Cornwall?? 

MRS: Yeah.

MR: You’re seriously suggesting Cornwall? 

MRS: Why not? There’s the sea. And ice-cream. Fish’n’chips. 

MR: A bit familiar, don’t you think? 

MRS: Then why don’t we go down the middle? 

MR: Culturally or geographically? 

MRS: Either. 

Mr considers this. 

MR: Toulouse? 

Mrs throws him an exasperated glance. Mr sings at Mrs in a parodic French accent. This 
makes her laugh a little. 

MR: (singing, “La Vie en Rose”) Quand elle me prend dans ses bras / Elle me parle tout 
bas / Je vois La Vie En Rose... 

Mrs starts fi ling her toenails. Mr pulls a disgusted expression.

MR: Real glamorous, that is. 

MRS: (her toenails) You could make piano keys from these. 

Mr laughs. He watches Mrs for a moment. 

MRS: She seems happy. 

She stands, about to go. 

MR: Does she still speak to your dad? 

MRS: Are you gonna get dressed soon? 

MR: Does she? 

MRS: ...He won’t be there tonight. 

MR: I didn’t think so. It’s a shame though - Tony cooks up a good spread. 

MRS: (with a laugh) That’s true. Mum lucked out in that department. She text to say he’s 
made lemon meringue pie for tonight. 

Mr gasps with excitement. 

MRS: (sharing the excitement) I know. 

Mrs goes to the bath, kissing Mr on the forehead. They hold onto each other for a moment.

MR: Strange to think though. Your mum and dad. Twenty-fi ve years of marriage, and 
then... 

MRS: I guess it happens, doesn’t it. 

Mrs says this casually. It’s something they both know to be true. Their smiles begin to 
fade. They look away from each other. Mrs breaks it - she hands Mr a towel. 

MRS: (ordering him out) Come one.

Mr gives in. He stands up from the bath, takes the towel, and dries himself. Mrs turns her 
head away as he does so. As Mr dries himself, Mrs tidies up her toenail clippings and bins 
them. 

MRS: Should I pre-book the taxi back or see how it goes? 

MR: See how it goes. 

MRS: It’s a Saturday night though. It’s going to be busy. 

MR: Do you want to pre-book then? 

MRS: I’ll book one for half twelve. Do you want to start getting dressed. 

Mrs exits left. Mr exits right. 

In the silhouette bathroom, the couple are getting out the bath. They wrap each other in 
towels and dry off, joking with each other. 

Mr and Mrs call from off, in different rooms of the house. 

MRS: (from off, to Mr) You’re not wearing that fl oral shirt are you? 
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MR: (from off, to Mrs) Huh? 

MRS: (to Mr) It messes with Mum’s eyes. The pattern’s too tight. 

MR: (to Mrs) It what? 

MRS: (to Mr) I said, it messes- (down the phone) Oh, hi! Yes, I’m hoping to book a taxi for 
half twelve tonight-

MR: (to Mrs) I can’t hear you. 

MRS: (down phone) Sorry, one sec. (to Mr) I’m on the phone. (down phone) Yes, for half 
twelve- 

MR: (to Mrs) I’m sorry? 

MRS: (down phone) Uh-huh. Oh really? Ok. Yes, twelve is fi ne then. One sec- (to Mr) Have 
you got the address book in there? 

MR: Yeah. 

MRS: What’s Mum’s address? 

MR: How do you not know your mum’s address? 

MRS: (down phone) Sorry, one sec. 

Mrs walks across to offstage right. We can hear their mumbling from the bedroom. 

MRS: Where’s the address book? 

MR: Erm... 

MRS: It’s usually here. 

MR: Yes...

MRS: Have you moved it somewhere? 

MR: Where would I have moved it? I never use it. 

MRS: (fi nding it) Aha. (down phone) Sorry about that. It’s from 231 Pembroke Avenue. Uh-
huh. Ok. Amazing. Thank you! You too - have a good night. 

Mr walks back into the bathroom, now dressed. He sits on the rim of the bathtub as he 
puts on his socks and shoes. 

MR: (to Mrs) I think I’d also like a rocking chair out on the front porch. 

MRS: (from off) Sorry? 

MR: That old man in Toulouse. 

MRS: Who? 

MR: The singing man. When I got out the bath I saw him. He was out on the porch in a 

a rocking chair. Glass of whiskey next to him. That’s how to grow old. He just looked so 
happy, out there on his own. It’s just a lot, isn’t it. Twenty-fi ve years, everything the same. 
No wonder... I mean, I guess some can, can’t they. I guess you have to fi nd ways of... Noth-
ing changing... 

Mrs enters, now dressed. 

MRS: If I drive, are you ok to lock up?

MR: Sure. 

MRS: What were you saying just then? 

MR: Huh? 

MRS: While I was in the bedroom. 

MR: Oh. Nothing. 

Mr and Mrs are at far ends of the bathroom. They look wistfully at each other for a moment. 
Behind them, the silhouette couple share a tender kiss. 

MRS: We’re ok, aren’t we? 

Mr doesn’t respond. Then after a moment- 

MRS: I’ll get the car started. 

They leave, switching the lights off. The sultry blues still plays, and the silhouette couple 
embrace.
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Gala Hills 
2020
Kew Gardens

It is mid-afternoon in a park. A MAN, in his early twenties, unassuming, sits on a park bench. 
On the other side of the stage, to his left, a tree. Under it sit three WOMEN, very still - there’s 
something ethereal about them, but they’re very dishevelled, almost like wood nymphs. Be-
tween the MAN and the WOMEN, is a path. People wander along it, on their own, in pairs, 
and in threes, aimlessly, often pausing for a second and looking seemingly at nothing, then 
continuing on. No one looks at the WOMEN or acknowledges their presence. 

When the WOMEN speak, it is with a calm power. They are not reciting numbers; it feels like 
it comes from deep within them. 

The MAN is slightly angled towards the women: he appears to be speaking in their direction, 
but not directly to them. 

MAN: They got rid of the last clocks two months ago now. Most people have just accepted it, 
learned to live without time. 

Beat.

WOMAN 1: 3

MAN: After all, how much can it matter? Days will go by whether we know they have or not. 
The sun will set, and rise, and set again. People will be born, people will die. It all continues.

WOMAN 2: 4

MAN: Some people disagreed, of course. The fi rst few days there was uproar. People hiding 
watches in their socks, burying alarm clocks in their gardens. Just round the corner, actu-
ally, they caught this girl I used to know with three alarm clocks buried under her lawn. The 
clocks went off, one after the other, like their own little police sirens. Turning themselves in. 

Beat.

I haven’t seen her in so long.

WOMAN 3: 5

MAN: The women in the park are the only ones left who haven’t given up. They started about 
two weeks in, when all traces of real time were gone. They sit here, every hour of every day, 
and tell the time themselves. Out loud. Women just… making time with their voices… 
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It used to attract quite the crowd. People would use them to give themselves a sense of nor-
mality, to keep the same routines they used to. Or they’d just watch. 

WOMAN 1: 6

We notice the lights starting to dim, as if evening is coming. 

Pretty soon, though, it didn’t seem worth it. We all learned to live without, and they stayed 
out here, saying numbers to nobody. I walk through this park every day, and I never see any-
one stop here anymore. 

Beat. 

There’s something about them, though. It’s hard to look away.

WOMAN 2: 7

By now, it’s clearly darker. As it gets dark, fewer and fewer people walk through the middle.

MAN: I don’t think time is really gone. I still wake up at roughly the same time every morn-
ing, alarm or no alarm. I still eat my lunch when the sun is in the centre of the sky, or, when 
there are too many clouds, when I get the feeling it’s there. And I’m still aging. Still healing. 
My memory is still split into chunks, I’m just not so sure they have names anymore. 

WOMAN 3: 8

MAN: They feel like the centre of it all. Time belongs to them now. 

WOMAN 1: 9

MAN: I don’t know. I don’t know what I’d do if one day I walked through here, and that space 
was empty. If everything was quiet.

The MAN gets up and walks across the stage to the three women. He sits among them, in 
the centre, facing the audience. 

MAN: 10

Darkness. Night has fallen. 

Rose Morley
2020
Is there anybody out there?
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An empty offi ce. It’s derelict and has been so for several years now. Jo is sat with their 
back up against the wall. Mallory is on the middle of the fl oor. They are both expression-
less and stare blankly at each other. Blink. 

JO: (Looking around.) This used to be something once.

Pause.

MALLORY: Yes. (Beat.) It used to be an offi ce. 

Pause.

JO: Well parts of it are gone now. I guess it could still be an offi ce.

MALLORY: No. I don’t think so. It’s derelict.

JO: Depends on what sort of offi ce I guess.

MALLORY: What do you mean?

JO: It could still be an offi ce for someone.

Beat.

MALLORY: No.

JO: Yes, why not?

MALLORY:  An offi ce for who then?

Pause.

JO: A drug dealer?

MALLORY: You mean a drug den.

JO: No. (Beat.) An offi ce for a drug dealer. A drug dealer’s offi ce.

MALLORY: That doesn’t exist. 

JO: Why not? They could work here. Sell their, product. Meet clients and make calls and 
wait until their shift is over and come back the next day.

MALLORY: This can’t be an offi ce for a drug dealer. You can’t have that. Who else?

Pause.

JO: Well, I guess, we used to work here.

MALLORY: We weren’t drug dealers.

JO: No. But we used to work here.

MALLORY: Not anymore. Not in this state.

JO: No but we’re here now aren’t we?

MALLORY: But I’m not working.

JO: No, you’re not. That’s true. (Beat.) No more business to be done. (Pause.) But at what 
point does an offi ce not become an offi ce?

MALLORY: I don’t know.

JO: Is it when the people leave or when the tiles crack?

MALLORY: I don’t know.

JO: When the computers are unplugged or when the paint peels off the walls?

MALLORY: I don’t / know.

JO: Or when the windows are smashed and the leaves blow in through the fl oor and the 
ceiling collapses in places leaving holes for the kids to come in and spray writing on the 
walls and the doors? (Beat.) Well, there aren’t any doors. I mean how else would I have got 
in? (Pause.) Mallory?

MALLORY: Yes.

JO: How else would I have got in if there weren’t doors?

MALLORY: I don’t understand.

JO: Don’t worry.

MALLORY: Ok.

Pause.

JO: So how are you then? Kids and family doing well?

MALLORY: I don’t have kids or family.
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JO: (Laughing.) I know. Neither do I. (Beat.) Thank you for asking though.

MALLORY: Asking what?

JO: It must be boring being alone the whole time though. No friends or anything?

MALLORY: No.

JO: None?

MALLORY: No.

Beat as Jo looks at them expectantly.

JO: Well fuck you. Are we not friends?

MALLORY: I don’t know. 

JO: Do you not like me?

MALLORY: I like you.

JO: I mean I know I treated you like trash but still. I mean, we used to work together. 

MALLORY: We did that’s true. 

JO: I thought we had some fun times. 

MALLORY: We did.

JO: Is it just because you don’t see me anymore now? Or anyone else for that matter? Is it 
because you’re as good as dead to the world right now that you don’t care about anyone? 
I’m probably the fi rst friend you’ve seen in years.

MALLORY: You are.

JO: And yet here we fucking are. (Beat.) I don’t know why I chose to come here. This place 
is weird. 

MALLORY: What do you mean by weird?

JO: Just look at it. It’s a derelict offi ce.

MALLORY: It’s just derelict. No offi ce.

Pause.

JO: Well it’s strange. Is what it is. Because we used to spend most of our lives here. And 
now… coming back here. I guess it felt like we never left. 

MALLORY: I never really left. 

JO: Clearly. 

MALLORY: What do you mean?

JO: We’ll we’re back here aren’t we. And it’s not like it’s some big fi ve year reunion or any-
thing. There’s no one else here. So why the hell did I come back again?

MALLORY: I don’t know. 

JO: Me neither.

MALLORY: You wanted to see me.

JO: Why would I come back to this very place? Maybe that’s part of it. Maybe I wanted to 
see how it had changed. How it had become something new. 

MALLORY: You wanted to see me.

JO: And then it’s kind of weird that I happened to bump into you and fi nd you right here as 
well? I mean this is where we last saw each other anyway. It’s strange that I come back and 
you’re here.

MALLORY: You wanted to see me.

JO: And yes. I guess I did want to see you again.

MALLORY: Why?

JO: I don’t really know. 

MALLORY: Why?

JO: I don’t know.

MALLORY: Why? 

Pause.

JO: Because you were my only friend when I was here. (Beat.) I couldn’t care for anyone 
else and to be honest no one else cared for me, not that you cared for me at all but you 
weren’t actively offensive and abusive to me like everyone else was so…. I guess that’s 
why. 

MALLORY: Why?

JO: What?

MALLORY: Why?

JO: Why what?

MALLORY: Why?

JO: Oh you’re fucking broken aren’t you.

MALLORY: Why?

JO: Poor sod.
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MALLORY: Why?

Jo unplugs Mallory and stares at their blank screen. Blink. Jo slowly stands, up looks 
around for one last time and walks away through the rubble.  

Skai Campbell
2020
Tasman
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A soft spotlight opens up on DOC, who is sitting at a table on a laptop, but only DOC’s 
silhouette can ever be seen . They fi dget on the laptop for a while and browse, and their 
screen is slowly projected onto the back wall, so we can see what they are doing as they do 
it. They open up a folder called ‘whowassammi’ and it reveals several video fi les, all labelled 
‘whowassammi’ with a number at the end, for example ‘whowassammi1.mov’.

We see them click on the fi rst fi le and a soft spotlight illuminates KC, who is sitting on a 
chair facing the audience and is not aware of DOC. The projection goes away once KC starts 
speaking.

KC: I’m not the best with cameras, so I’ve written something in advance. I hope that’s okay? 
(she nods) Okay, good. Thanks.

KC is nervous as she reads, stumbling over her words with a slight stammer.

(clears throat) People get weird about death - oh, and this is the fi rst time I’m reading this 
out loud so it might sound a bit robotic, but just bare with me. Right, so, yeah, back to the 
beginning: People get weird about death. There’s this strange sort of sentimental language 
that always surrounds it, where people try to sum you up by evoking memories that were 
representative of how they thought of you; they call you an ‘angel’, or try to put you into 
this box of adjectives and say you were always kind, or had this unique vibrancy about you, 
or were endearing and unassuming and didn’t want to hurt anyone. I don’t really mind that 
this death-language exists. In fact, I think it’s quite necessary, you know, for us to come to 
terms with things. But we need to realise that these words that we choose to say, they aren’t 
for the departed, they are for us to as we try and comprehend their death and life. Because 
nothing as insuffi cient as the English language could sum up a whole person. Our words 
and memories are only one puzzle piece. Sammi was my brother and... the truth of the mat-
ter is that I didn’t really know him. Really, all of us only knew a part of him, and we are fool-
ish enough to think that we each have all of him, as if anyone can ever have anyone. What 
he actually did was leave little puzzle pieces of himself in everything he touched, every word 
he said and every person he inspired. My thoughts are, if enough of us come together and 
we each offer up our little puzzle pieces, we can get something that more closely resem-
bles... him. (she pauses as she skims back over what she read)

That doesn’t feel like a very natural ending, does it? You know, because when I wrote it and 
read it back in my head it was alright, but now that I say it out loud it feels a bit weird. Does 
it sound weird?

DOC (as a voiceover, not the DOC sitting at the table): No, I thought it was pretty good.

KC: Okay sure but, like the whole puzzle piece metaphor isn’t too cheesy or anything? 

DOC (voiceover): Don’t worry, we can fi x anything you don’t like in the edi-

The DOC on stage presses pause and KC freezes. The spotlight dims on KC. The projection of 
DOC’s screen comes back up and DOC selects KC’s fi le and drags it into another tab, which 
appears to be editing software. They then choose the second fi le in the sequence.

The spotlight lights back up, now on KUNLE, who is sitting on the same stool as KC. KUNLE 
has a slight southeast London infl ection in his accent.

DOC (voiceover): Hi. Thanks so much again for doing this. KUNLE: Yeah man, it’s calm.

DOC (voiceover): I was thinking we could start with how you saw Sammi, just anything you 
want to say really. Can you just start by saying your name and relation to Sammi, so I can edit it 
in?

KUNLE: Aight, cool. Yeah. Name’s Kunle, Sammi was my best friend. And, yeah, fi rst thing that 
comes to mind about him is, well, he was always saying some weird poetic shit and like quoting 
Shakespeare or that rupi guy, you know the one who publishes the books with the little pic-
tures, and he always used to say “life is a movie”. Like one time, when I got a C on my maths 
test - it was in year eight, don’t worry I’ve patterned maths now - and he said that protagonists 
need something to propel their story forward or some shit like that. An exciting incident? I don’t 
know. And he said it was beautiful ‘cah the incident could happen at any time, and maybe you 
were even in control a little bit. And he’d ask us to (chuckles slightly) thank him for trying to 
insert poetry into our “dull” lives, like he was doing us a service. Or some shit. I sort of wish I’d 
listened more, not gonna lie. He was a really fuckin’ strange youte, really fuckin’ strange. And I 
won’t lie, sometimes I had to look up the words he used after he left because he was on that big 
brain ting you know. Still. He kind of made life a movie, you know. He patterned me up for sure. 
He’s got me talking like one of those fuckin’ poets he loved so much now but - I beg, allow me 
on this one, my best friend’s dead innit? Anyway, I always used to look at him and think, you 
know - it’s you. Like, you’re my exciting incident. You are what my movie is about.

(a beat) Was about. Never told him. I sound a bit like a prick, don’t I? 

DOC (voiceover): No, that was actually really nice. Poetic.

KUNLE: Is what it is, innit? (pauses thoughtfully) Actually, (kisses teeth) nah. Allow it. Start 
again, start again.

DOC pauses KUNLE and proceeds to move the fi le to his trash folder. They bring up the list of 
video fi les again and scroll further down the list now, to the 7th or 8th video, and click on it. The 
spotlight reveals JOY.

DOC (voiceover): Ok, take two. Don’t worry about saying your name this time. Can you tell me a 
bit about S ammi’s fi nal days? Also, just as a little reminder, can you look straight into the lens 
for me?

JOY: yeah, yeah, sorry, yeah. It, well, it was like, watching someone fall off a cliff edge and grab-
bing them at the very last second. And there they are, dangling above this deep chasm, and you 
look them straight in the eye, at this point yours are glassy with tears from the effort of holding 
them up, and you realise that they aren’t holding on. They didn’t fall, they jumped. And your 
muscles start to vibrate in complaint, you try to adjust, do something- and then (clicks) they fall. 
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And there was nothing you could have done, and a part of you knows that, but it sort of 
makes you wonder - you know, fuckin’ hell - you start to think that they couldn’t do what 
they did and love you, that’s much too improbable, those two don’t go together. So it must 
have been you. It was your job to make them want to live and you couldn’t do it. And that 
shit eats you up. Like it really- really fuckin kills you slowly. It’s always a festering thought 
in the background, like I could be in the middle of a hearty chuckle, yeah HA HA HA- and 
there it would be. Really fuckin kills you slowly.

(pause) We used to laugh so much together. Like, proper cackle - the delirious kind. His 
mouth would be open for so long and he’d be gasping for air and sometimes a bit of spit 
would fall out of his mouth. I feel like that’s how you know, when you can laugh with some-
one like that and spit comes out of their mouth.

I don’t really know what else to say, but I thought I’d read a note Sammi once slipped in my 
locker when he overheard me crying about a boy: “why does everyone think that lusting 
and pinning from afar is so cute? I’ve got news for you, babes. Low self esteem isn’t cute. 
Neither is not asserting the little you have control of in life. Neither are missed opportuni-
ties. None of that is cute.”

Seems a bit cold, but at the end he wrote: “here if you want to talk.” And then his name 
and then a kiss. I always kept it.

The lights dim on JOY. DOC is left, the screen shows that they are contemplating whether 
to put the video in the editing software or in the trash. They select the video, but the pro-
jection fades out before we can see where it was put, and DOC does a bit more clicking, 
before closing their laptop and walking off the stage with it, still in silhouette.

Willow Senior 
2019
Leg
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cw: deathcw: death

PINCER:Hello Caroline, good to see you. Would you like some Ouzo?

CAROLINE: I’m okay thanks Mrs Pincer.

PINCER: Go on, have a—

CAROLINE: She searches for the right word. Measure? Dram?

PINCER
—Swig.

CAROLINE: I have a swig—like an 18th century pirate—and it tastes of the dentist’s offi ce.

PINCER: Did you know that the director of 
Mamma Mia gave his cast Ouzo rations so 
they were drunk on set the entire time!

PUNCH: Did you know that the director of 
Mamma Mia gave his cast Ouzo rations so 
they were drunk on set the entire time!

CAROLINE: Sometimes Mrs Pincer and Mrs Punch speak in sync, like they’re both reading 
from the same WatchMojo script.

PINCER: What did you think of the play, my darling?

CAROLINE: It was great.

PUNCH: Wasn’t it truly! Wasn’t it sublime! It made me quite fancy a person-pie.

PINCER: Hahahahahaha! PUNCH: Hahahahahaha!

PUNCH: They looked quite delicious!

PiNCER: Well, I can assure you, there were no real people in our pies!

CAROLINE: Were there bones in them, Mrs Pincer? In Sweeney’s pies.

Mrs Pincer looks at me as if I’ve just accused her of stealing laboratory equipment.

PINCER: Of course not.

CAROLINE: Then what did he do with the skeletons?

PINCER: Well. He ... He must have burned them.

CAROLINE: Can you burn a skeleton?

PUNCH: No.

PINCER: You can!

PUNCH: You can’t.

PINCER: You can! What do you think happens at cremations? You think they burn the meat 
and bury the bones?

PINCER: Hahahahahaha PUNCH: Hahahahahaha!

    Walking to the School Play.
CAROLINE: I used to think that when you died you melted. Part of me still believes you 
must. There’s just not enough space. There are too many bodies. Throughout history, 
there have been so many bodies. Where are they all? Are they having a party without us? 
There’s barely enough space on this planet for all the living, let alone all the dead—and 
I’m pretty sure there’s only room for the living because half of us stand up while the other 
half lie down to sleep. Thank God for the Australians.

Worms eat some of the dead, I know. But worms can’t eat skeletons. They don’t have 
teeth.

 I don’t think.

They can’t have teeth.

It would really upset me if worms had teeth.

...

I’m pretty sure worms don’t have teeth. Anyway.

I thought we melted. So I’d always take extra care to chew my food and dry my hands 
before plugging things in, so I didn’t die and leave a stain on the carpet. We didn’t have a 
rug- shampooer.

I don’t remember if I thought the skeleton would melt, though. I think I didn’t believe in 
skeletons at all. You can’t see them. If I push my leg, I can feel something hard inside me. 
But when I was young, I couldn’t fathom an inside.

I’ve still never seen a skeleton, except in science classrooms, and I think those are plas-
tic. 

Unless Mrs Punch is a graverobber.

---

      A classroom.
CAROLINE: After Sweeney Todd fi nishes, I pop in to see Mrs Punch so that I can ask 
her about bones. Mrs Punch is an art teacher now. She used to teach biology but had to 
move departments after she was caught stealing Bunsen burners. Mrs Pincer is here too, 
and she cracks open a bottle of Ouzo that the cast bought her to say thanks.

CW: death
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PUNCH: They put the bones in a blender.

CAROLINE: I don’t know if Mrs Punch is joking. But I can’t stop picturing Jack Skellington 
whizzing round in a NutriBullet.

Even that’s not quite right, though. I’m pretty sure The Nightmare Before Christmas uses 
plasticine. If you put Jack Skellington in a blender, he’d turn back into playdough.

---

      Homeward.

CAROLINE: I walk home grinding my teeth.

Are teeth bones? Or are they masquerading? I wish I’d asked Mrs Punch, but Pincer moved 
us on from bones and blenders to tell us about a bald man she’d seen walking into a bar-
ber shop.

When I walk through the front door, it smells of France and Christmas. Hello?

BONNIE: Aye.

CAROLINE: My mum is on the sofa sipping a red wine and watching Jonathan Creek on 
boxset. She’s sitting on clingfi lm. She always does this when she drinks wine now. The 
sofa is still quite new. And cream-coloured.

Are bones teeth?

BONNIE: Aye, I think so.

CAROLINE: How was your evening?

BONNIE: Okay. Wine?

CAROLINE: No thanks.

BONNIE: Your suit’s hanging over the door, by the way. I don’t know where your tie is.

CAROLINE: They’re all in my drawer.

BONNIE: You’ve got a black one though, aye?

CAROLINE: Yeah.

BONNIE: Aye. I’m off to bed then. Up at 8 tomorrow please. The cars will be here at 9.30.

CAROLINE: You can stay down here if you want.

BONNIE: Nay, I was just staying up ‘til you got home safe.

CAROLINE:Alright. Night then.

BONNIE: Aye.

CAROLINE: It’s very quiet now. I can hear my heart beating and blood in my ears. It’s amaz-
ing that I can hear all that, but not my bones. Apparently even when you click your knuckles 
and crack your spine, that’s just air bubbles bursting. Even when you hear your bones, it’s 
not your bones.

I still struggle to believe they’re there. Maybe they’re not. How else did Sweeney Todd hide 
all the skeletons?

My mum once told me about a friend who sliced off a fi nger while chopping up steak.

I go to get a glass of wine. We’ll both arrive tomorrow with red lips and red teeth, but I don’t 
think anyone will notice. Everyone’s body will be red because of all the crying.

I take the wine to a small corner of my living room. I used to think that if he died, he’d melt. 
Maybe he did. I spill some Merlot in the shape of a body.

I’ll buy a carpet cleaner on Wednesday.
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