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AUTHOR’S NOTE

It was June of 2016, when I went to the National Theatre’s rehearsal
rooms, by the Old Vic Theatre, to meet Katy Rudd and Joel Horwood. I
had heard that they wanted to turn my book, The Ocean at the End of the
Lane, into a stage play, and I was intrigued. I met them and liked them
both. They asked me what had inspired the novel, where it had come
from, and I tried to explain it to them, like this:

The Ocean at the End of the Lane is a story about the past, and about
memory, and about what we forget and what we carry with us. It’s a story
about magic and farmhouse food, about history in all senses, about adults
and children and survival.

I wrote it for my wife, as a short story that just grew in the writing, to tell
her where I lived and who I was as a boy. It’s not autobiographical: every
detail in the book is shaped and changed to be what I needed it to be, even
the landscape. But the interior landscape was all true.

There was a farmhouse down the lane that went past my house. Someone,
and I'm pretty sure it was my mother, told me it was mentioned in the
Domesday Book, the list of every property and farm made in 1086 by
order of William the Conqueror, which meant that it was about a
thousand years old. And I thought, ‘What if the farmers who live there
have been there since it was built?’ I was seven or eight. By the time I
was twelve, the people in the fictional farm had become the Hemp-stock
family. They were waiting for me, when I began the story, along with a
story my father told me over thirty years after it happened about why he
sold our family Mini, and everything I had to say about childhood and
loss, family and pain; about grandmother energy, about the families that
take you in, about hands you hold that you never want to let go of, no
matter what happens.

It was my most personal story.

It became the 2013 UK Book of the Year, which was nowhere near as
impressive for me as seeing the road that the buses pull up in at Southsea’s
Canoe Lake renamed “The Ocean at the End of the Lane”. (Later I learned
that there was a pitched battle at council level, and I was meant to have a
much more impressive road, but the little unnamed bus lane we got was
perfect for me - the Canoe Lake was a place I'd been happy as a child.)

Each year I would return to the rehearsal rooms, to watch a readings of
the latest version of the play, and give Joel and Katy notes. It felt like
they had a vision from the start, it was just a matter of stripping away
everything that wasn’t part of that vision.

It wasn’t until two weeks before it opened, and I was sitting in a brightly
lit rehearsal room watching the performers running through the whole



play that I discovered what they had made. There were no costumes, no
make-up, no special effects, no magic, not yet, but still, I was embarrassed
to realise that there were tears running down my face. That was the
moment I knew the play was going to work and work brilliantly. Ten days
later, on press night, I was holding my wife’s hand as she watched, and
she was crying, while on my other side there was a member of the press,
making notes for their review. From where I was sitting I could see tears
landing on the notepad.

This was something very special indeed. I hope you get to see it performed.

Neil Gaiman



ADAPTOR’S NOTE

I read The Ocean at the End of the Lane in one sitting. I started in
the morning, intending to put it down at some stage - probably half
a mind on the biscuits — but when I finished the epilogue, it was dark
outside and I had been crying so much that I resembled a blancmange
wearing glasses. The opportunity to adapt Neil’s incredible book
would go on to become an obsession, themes and moments gaining
even greater depth and resonance the longer I lived with the story.

It is hard to adapt a book you love because you want to include every
sentence, you want to preserve the glorious thing that you've so
directly experienced as literature. But, paradoxically, to do so would
be a disservice to the book. Theatre is, of course, its own art form. It is
durational, lived, dramatic and, though other writers can make direct
address a virtue, I knew my adaptation would need to live without
Neil’s warm and welcoming narration. So the challenge lay in how to
preserve the heart of the story, its characters, impact, action and themes,
maybe even a little of the poetry, in living, breathing action and image.
Neil speaks of ‘Ocean’ as a love letter, as his most autobiographical work
and an accidental novel. I took these as my pilot lights - love; a desire
to understand and be understood; the action of being whisked away or
tumbling down a rabbit hole. Of course, there are things from the novel
that I have, sadly, had to lose as a result. Changes I have made. Additions
also. But, as a huge fan of the novel, these changes were all made safe in
the knowledge that I could always go back and read the story in its original
form. The book was still there on my shelf. It still is. Thank goodness.

The wonderful thing about adaptation, especially for the stage, is that
you are never working alone. From the beginning you are collaborating
with the words of - in this case - a terrifying genius. And as you go
along, you are supported, challenged, dead-lined and encouraged by a
team of incredibly creative people, full of ideas and solutions. In this
case, I was lucky enough to work with Katy Rudd (director) from the
moment the project began. Katy’s vision was integral to our production
and allowed me to write in ways that I may otherwise not have
attempted. This script is full of the kind of stage directions that might
make a lesser director baulk, but Katy always welcomed and encouraged
those challenges. Which meant I could focus on the possibilities
as opposed to the limitations of what we could achieve on stage.

I was greatly supported in the development of the play by Ben Power,
Steven Hogget, Sam Wyer, Rachel Taylor, Josie Walker, a whole host
of designers, actors and stage management, friends and family. This
adaptation was truly the result of a group of people embracing the
freedom to play. Much like the protagonist. And to examine the thought
experiments at the heart of Neil’s story, of childhood and of theatrical



form itself. But none of this would have been possible if Neil hadn’t
been so generous and supportive from the beginning. So mega thanks
with a side of gratitude and some whipped appreciation on top to him.

A script is only ever a blue-print. It only becomes a play with help from
others, be they involved in developing and realising the production or

attending a performance. And this one, more than most, feels like a play
that is for, with and about all of us. I hope you enjoy it.

Joel Horwood

NOTES ON STAGING

Anyone attempting to stage this text is encouraged to fully embrace the
theme of “play”. Imagination is a subject of the text and as essential to a
piece of theatre as to any child’s game. So hopefully my stage directions
will feel inspirational and challenging as opposed to prohibitively nuts.

A dash () indicates an interruption

A slash (/) indicates the point at which the next speaker starts their line
(ie. the dialogue overlaps)

An ellipses (...) denotes a trailing off

An ellipses in place of a line indicates the impetus to speak or an
inability to speak.



CHARACTERS

BOY

LODGER
POLICEWOMAN
POLICEMAN
ENSEMBLE

LODGER

GINNIE HEMPSTOCK
SIS

OLD MRS HEMPSTOCK
URSULA
SKARTHACH

DAD

LETTIE HEMPSTOCK
MAN

SETTING

1983 and now-ish.



PROEM

(Now-ish. MAN is dressed for a funeral, stood
among mourners, burying a coffin.)






PROLOGUE

(MAN is standing beside a duck pond in rural
Sussex itn a misty, winter’s dusk.)

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Can I help you?

(MAN realises that OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK 1is
stood on the opposite side.)

MAN. Oh! I'm so - I would’ve knocked, I didn’t realise
anyone was still living - Not that - I just - I drove here
because... I wanted to... Sorry, psychopath, in your
garden - You must be Mrs. Hempstock.

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. ...

MAN. T used to play here when I was -

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. You're Lettie’s friend.

MAN. Yeah, that’s right.

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Come looking for her, have you?

MAN. She won’t remember me. We met ages ago, she gave
me some of the milk, ‘straight from the cows’ Just
used to muck about around the duck pond here, fields,
woods, all over —

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Before you had your heart eaten
out of your chest.

MAN. ..sorry?

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Wearing the right clothes for a
hard day there.

MAN. Yeah. My Dad. I think you met him once, didn’t you?

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Look just like him, you do.
3
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MAN. ...
OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Complicated man. Wasn't he?

MAN. People are probably wondering where I've got to,
I'm supposed to be at the thing with the sandwiches,
tea, didn’t speak at the...um...so -

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. (Staring at his chest.) Ah. There
it is.
MAN. What’s that?

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. The hole. Slowly growing back but
still a hole.

MAN. Yeah. Look, youre not on your own here, are you?
OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. No.

MAN. OK. But shall we just take a look inside -

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Inside what?

MAN. The house, just cos you seem a little confused.
OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Me confused?

MAN. OK, I'll just pop into -

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. “Pop™

MAN. Just to make sure -

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. You won’t pop into anything,
thank you very much. See, I don’t think you called this
a ‘duck pond’ back then. But you’ll never get any two
people to remember anything the same, whether they
were there or not. Now, what was it our Lettie used to
call this, hey?

MAN. I think “The Sea” or something.
OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. “The Sea”?
MAN. Something like that, only it, sort of, meant more.

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Did it?
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MAN. Yeah, bigger -
OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Bigger?

MAN. You know, more, um, expans — Ocean! This was
Lettie’s ocean.

(OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK passes MAN a cup
of tea that seems to have appeared from
nowhere, he takes it automatically.)

It was my birthday. I met her on my twelfth birthday.
(A black Mini looms out of the mist.)

Our car had gone missing, the police called when they
found it, it was near here and I knew my present was in
the back so I ran.

(BOY runs to meet the car and yanks open the
door excitedly - DEAD LODGER fualls out.)

POLICEMAN. Oi, back! Now.

BOY. Sorry, sorry —

MAN. Dad grabbed me so hard I / had bruises.
BOY. Ow, Dad, sorry —






ACT ONE

(1983. DAD is played by the actor who had
been playing MAN in the prologue.)

DAD. Forget it! OK? You never saw it, didn’t see anything.
POLICEMAN. Is he with you?

DAD. Yeah, you called us, it’s our car.

POLICEWOMAN. Stand back, further back.

BOY. Is he dead?

DAD. Wait here. Do not look at him.

(DAD retrieves BOY’s birthday present from
the car.)

POLICEMAN. (Into radio.) Sierra foxtrot four zero, Gavin,
you there?

POLICEWOMAN. Oi! D’you think you’re doing?
DAD. It’s his birthday.

POLICEWOMAN. It’s our crime scene ’til we confirm it’s a
suicide—

BOY. Suicide?
DAD. Yeah, he was our lodger so if you could -

POLICEWOMAN. Right. Well, we’re gonna need to take a
statement. Can’t his Mum / pick him up?

DAD. / She’s not around.
POLICEWOMAN. We can get her out of work, / if that’s -?
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DAD. / She’s gone.

POLICEMAN. Kaz can you see a note anywhere?
(POLICEWOMAN heads for POLICEMAN)

BOY. But Dad he can’t have killed himself.
DAD. Come on mate, let’s open this up shall we?

BOY. Cos you asked him, last night, / you asked him if he
was OK -

DAD. / Alright, just.../

BOY. / and he said “I'm fine”, didn’t he? That’s what he
said, he said -

DAD. Doesn’t matter! Doesn’t matter what he said. You
can never know how anyone else really feels. No matter
what they say. That’s just... how it is. Hold out your
hands, then.

(DAD puts them on BOY, trying to hold his
attention as he does so.)

You like that Smash comic, don’t you?
BOY. Used to.
DAD. Incredible Hulk, Superman, all that?
BOY. Not anymore.
DAD. He’s a boxer, isn’t he? Superman?
BOY. He’s an alien.

DAD. Handy though, good with his fists, and his - Is it his
eyes? The lasers?

BOY. Why does he look like that?
DAD. ...

BOY. Does everyone look like that when / they die?
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DAD. / Right, I need you to run back to the house and call
the office for me.

BOY. On my own?

DAD. I have to stay here and I can’t leave them wondering
where I am, can I?

BOY. No, no, no.

DAD. Mate, it’s just up the lane and you can’t stay here,
can you!?

LETTIE. I can help.
(LETTIE has suddenly appeared.)

He can come back with me to the farmhouse if he’d
like? It’s just over there. Hempstock Farm?

DAD. Right, yeah, I know the one.
POLICEMAN. (Time for your statement, pal.) Sir?

DAD. Yeah, OK. What do you think, pal? Won't be for long
and you can’t stay here.

BOY. Alright.
DAD. I'll come and get you later on.

(... Everything around LETTIE and BOY fades
into the static-crackle of the police radio as
the POLICE, DAD, the car and the dead body
of the lodger disappear into the mist and
smoke.)

BOY. Hi.
LETTIE. Hullo.

BOY. It’s cos there’s a dead man in our car. He stole it. And
our hose.

LETTIE. Yup. That’s how he did it. Drove down here to
where no one would see. Bit of mud to seal one end
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of the hose to the exhaust, other end through the
window, engine on and waited for his blood to turn
to Carboxyhaemoglobin and the hypoxiaaah-no... You
knew him, didn’t you?

BOY. How old are you?

LETTIE. Why?

BOY. I'm eleven - Twelve, I mean. I'm twelve.

LETTIE. I'm... Lettie. (Offering a hand.) Lettie Hempstock.
BOY. (Offering gloved hand.) Oh.

(BOY struggles to remove his boxing gloves.)

LETTIE. Can 1 -?

BOY. No, just getting used to them - Birthday present -
From the car, Dad left them in there last night, that’s
why I opened the — And I didn’t know he’d be in there
and be bloody STUPID THINGS!

(After a moment, BOY offers his wrist.)

(LETTIE happily and easily begins to remove
the boxing gloves.)

LETTIE. Do you like milk? Cos we used to milk our cows by
hand but Gran says, “they’ve invented the machines, be
rude not to use them” But this...

(LETTIE drapes the boxing gloves around
BOY’s neck as if he were a pro and retrieves a

glass of milk.)
...hasn’t been treated yet so it’s still warm.
BOY. From the cow?

LETTIE. (Handing it to BOY.) Practically moo-ing.

(BOY drinks and when he places the glass
down it lands on... the table in the firelit
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kitchen of Hempstock Farm. GINNIE spoons
porridge into a wooden bowl.)

Welcome to Hempstock farm!

GINNIE. Such a palaver! All sorts on their way down here
now. Lights flashing. Do you eat porridge?

LETTIE. Course he does, who doesn’t eat porridge!?
GINNIE. What happened to your trousers?
LETTIE. (Sitting.) They're called shorts, Mum.

GINNIE. (Supplying porridge.) Knees out in the open,
you'll have the badgers after you.

LETTIE. She’s joking.
GINNIE. She is not. Love a knee-cap, badgers do. Sit, then.

(BOY sits and LETTIE immediately leans close,
staring.)

BOY. Thanks, Mrs -

GINNIE. Best call me Ginnie or it’ll get confusing later
on. Dollop 0’ jam, mix it up till it’s a pink mess and get
it down you. (70 LETTIE.) Now, d’you feed the ladies
already?

(BOY is already eating.)

LETTIE. Yes, mother.

GINNIE. How was Nell’s back left, then? Not going lame
on us, is she?

LETTIE. She’s fine.

GINNIE. Hmm. I'll have a word with her later on. Breathe,
love.

BOY. (Mouthful.) Sorry, best porridge, ever — Thank you
Mrs - um, Ginnie.

LETTIE. This is where you say / youre welcome.

1
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GINNIE. You're very welcome. Sorry. Out of practice. She’s
never had a visitor before - How long’s he staying?

LETTIE. Mum!?
GINNIE. What!? You've got work to do, you have.

BOY. I won't be long, just while Dad speaks to the - the -
about...um...

(Beat.)
OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Someone say tea?

(OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK arrives, out of
nowhere. Knowing what’s coming, GINNIE
malkes the tea.)

Parched, I am. Proper claggy mouth.
LETTIE. This is my Gran.
OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. (7b BOY.) Allo again, love.
BOY. Hello, um, Mrs. Hempstock -

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. “Old” Mrs. Hempstock, thank you!
I was here first. Now, what do I need to know about
you.

BOY. I was just saying I won’t be long —

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Asking about you love. Not your
Dad or the police, you.

BOY. Er... Well... I like stories. I read a lot of stories. Peter
Pan, Alice in Wonderland, The Elric Books, Narnia,
most of my lunch breaks I'm reading. Some lunch
breaks there’s Science Club and science is my favourite
cos blackholes and space — I've got a chemistry set, I
keep it in the shed and I've called the shed The Lab cos
I keep it in there and it’s a proper one the lodger gave
it to me...

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. What an awful thing to happen.
And for you to see. I'm so very sorry.
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BOY. I didn’t really know him. But you can never really
know how anyone else actually feels, can you? No
matter what they say.

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Is that right?
BOY. ...

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK Poor fella. So frightened of nothing.
All that money his friends gave him to invest. Course
he’s promised himself he just likes the feel of it in his
pocket. But he’s putting on his best suit and it’s like a
loaded gun all that money in his pocket. Tells himself,
“Well it’'d be a shame not to be seen about town in all
this.” Next he’s borrowing your Dad’s car without telling
him and he’s down the esplanade, all those twinkling
lights. “Well, it'd be a shame not to have a flutter”. “T’ll
just dip into their money to win mine back.” “Well, no
one can keep losing this long.” “Well, the law of averages
says...” “Nothing for it but...” And then darkness.

LETTIE. That’s not what he wrote though. What he wrote
was “To my friends, am so sorry.”

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Same thing.
BOY. They haven't actually found a note yet.

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Be here all day at this rate, Lettie
be a love and nudge ’em toward his top left pocket.

LETTIE. Done.

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Best keep an eye out this next little
while. Your lodger, doing what he did on The Edges of
this farm, he’s likely gone and woken something up.
There’s things what lurk out there, see.

BOY. Is this some kind of a game?
GINNIE. Yes.

LETTIE. No.

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Sort of.

13
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BOY. ...

LETTIE. Right. I'm gonna show him.

GINNIE. That wise, is it?

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. Only one way to find out.

(The Hempstock’s Farm begins to dissolve
as LETTIE leads BOY away from his bowl of
porridge...)

LETTIE. Come on. We crossed this to get here when we left
the old country.

GINNIE. Youe too young to remember right, we didn’t
just leave, the old country sank.

OLD MRS. HEMPSTOCK. You're both wet behind the ears.
The old country sank. But I remember the really old
country, and the really old country blew up.

(...and brings him to the duck pond of the
prologue.)

BOY. What are you showing me?
LETTIE. This. My ocean!

(Beat.)
What?

BOY. Well, it’s not an ocean, is it?
LETTIE. Itis, it’s my ocean.
BOY. It’s a duck pond.

LETTIE. No, that... is a rip in forever. In there everything
is possible. It’s where possibilities begin! It’s time
and space folded in on itself til it’s fluid, you can be
anywhere at any time and everywhere at every time
and that’s just the beginning cos -

BOY. Is that a dead fish?
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(LETTIE looks and sees that BOY is right, there
is indeed a dead fish.)

LETTIE. (Retrieving the fish.) Oh, no.
BOY. What are you doing? Are you allowed to -?

(LETTIE retrieves a knife, flicks it open and
expertly begins to gut the fish.)

Woah! You're... youre actually quite good at... That’s a
lot of blood for a small...

(From within the fish, LETTIE scoops out a
coin with the end of her knife.)

Is that a fifty-pee coin? Why is there a fifty-pence coin
in the fish? It couldn’t have eaten it, could it -

(Balancing the coin on the knife, LETTIE holds
it out towards BOY.)

LETTIE. Maybe something forced her to.
BOY. Forced the fish to... No. What?
LETTIE. See for yourself.

(BOY reaches for the coin but hesitates.)

BOY. If this is a game, you have to tell me the rules. It’s not
fair otherwise.

LETTIE. Fun though.
(BOY decides against taking the coin.)

Your Dad’s on his way.

BOY. How do you know?

(DAD arrives and barely notices LETTIE and
her blood-covered hands.)

LETTIE. Cos he’s just over there.

15
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DAD. Come on, mate. Home time.

LETTIE. Want to meet up tomorrow? Keep... playing?

(BOY takes the coin from LETTIE’s knife and
everything changes as he jogs to catch up
with DAD.)

BOY. Dad?
DAD. Yeah?

(They walk together along the lane towards
BOY’s home.)

BOY. Can fish eat coins?

DAD. Hey?

BOY. Could a fish eat a fifty-pence?
DAD. Depends on the fish.

BOY. Could a little pond fish swallow a fifty-pee if you
forced it to?

DAD. Why would anyone force -?

BOY. Yeah, and why would someone say a duck pond’s
really an ocean or do a trick to make it like a fish
choked on a coin - cos really it’s lying, isn’t it? Like the
lodger saying he was fine?

DAD. Right, / what did I say about that?
BOY. / He killed himself because of money, didn’t he?
DAD. Were you spying?

BOY. Cos he’d lost money - Why would anyone do that?
It’s stupid.

DAD. It’s not stupid! It’s the world, life isn’t like it is in
your books. In the real world money’s important, it
changes everything. Depending on your job, debt, the
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things you want for - for — Cos sometimes it can seem
so important that nothing else -

BOY. It’s not important to us though, is it?

DAD. What isn’t?

BOY. Money. It’s not that important to us. Is it, Dad?

(Beat.)

DAD. Look, I need you to not mention any of this to your

sister.

BOY. What?

DAD. Yeah, I need you to be a bit of a grown-up about all

of this. Not a word.

(SIS runs in and we are in her bedroom at
BOY'’s house.)

SIS. What? When? His stuff’s still here and he didn’t say

goodbye / or anything -

DAD. / Yeah, it was sudden but he - he’s moved out. He’s

gone. Isn’t he mate?

BOY. ...yeah.

(BOY takes his boxing gloves off from around
his neck and heads for his beloved books.)

Why do you keep moving my books?

SIS. Why do you keep not leaving my room!? The lodger’s

gone, you can get back in your old room now, go on,
move it, pal. Out, bye!

DAD. No, nothing’s changing, just gonna make some calls

and swap a lodger for a lodger as soon as. So take your
hairbrush and let your brother read, yes? Quietly, OK?
And sleeping.
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(DAD passes SIS a hairbrush, she brushes her
hair and counts. DAD leaves but stops in the
doorway.)

SIS. One, two, three...

DAD. Door open or closed?

BOY. / Open, thank you!

SIS. / Closed cos he’s too old to be afraid of the dark —
BOY. I am not afraid of the dark!

DAD. Alright! Alright. We're all on the same team, aren’t
we? Us three. Now, I've got calls to make and I don’t
want to keep you up. And Happy Birthday. Be a
teenager next. Night.

(DAD shuts the door.)
SIS. Closed! I win.
(BOY opens up a book and begins to read.)

He’s being weird, isn’t he? Why’s he being weird? Why
are you both being so -?

BOY. He said to let me read.

(BOY resumes reading...)
(... BOY's reading transports him...)

(...but then BOY begins to cough, and cough,
until he coughs up a fifty-pence coin.)

DAD. Morning mate, sleep ok? Haven't seen my tie, have
you?

SIS. (Flicking through a cinema programme.) That new
film’s on at the cinema, the crystal one, the one with
the puppets, you said you'd take us -

DAD. Yeah, yeah, I remember.
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SIS. You said we could all go one Saturday.
DAD. Course, yeah. Not tonight but soon.
BOY. When?

DAD. I don’t know, soon. (Finding his tie on the table.)
Why didn’t anyone say?

BOY. She’s asking when though?

SIS. Why do we still get letters for Mum? She died nearly a
year ago, they should know by now -

(DAD takes the letter.)

DAD. Toast good, yeah? Toast for everyone?
SIS. You always burn it.

DAD. Oh, and I haven’t forgotten about your piano lessons.
I'll find someone.

(DAD gives an impressed sound / face to the
mirror / BOY.)

(Pointing and clicking at his reflection.) “Looking
good.”

BOY. Why are you getting dressed for work?

DAD. I am dressed for work because the weekend is our
busiest time, my friend. So your sister’s going to Kelly’s /

SIS. / Again? /

DAD. / and you’re coming with me!

BOY. To your work?

DAD. Well, I can’t leave you on your own, can I?
SIS. Yes!! Letter. For. Me. (Opens it.)

BOY. I don’t want to follow you around other people’s
houses all day.

SIS. (Reading.) What'’s prem-aye-um -?
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DAD. Premium. Stay in the office then, Karen’s in, you can -
SIS. RICH! I am RICH! Look, look!

DAD. (Reading.) Wow!

SIS. (7o BOY.) Premium bonds on your FACE!

BOY. It’s “in”, “in your face”.

DAD. (Hugging and kissing SIS.) Congratulations! / Come
here, that’s brilliant!

BOY. / Dad, toast.
SIS. Alton Towers! Let’s go to Alton Towers, right now!
BOY. Toast’s burning!

DAD. (Rescuing toast.) LOVELY! Bit of charcoal, good for
you. Twenty-five pounds, that’s great!

SIS. Twenty-five pounds! Count ’em. (4 finger for each
word.) Twenty. Five. Pounds.

BOY. So? I found fifty-pee in a dead fish yesterday.
SIS. Ohmygod, you're so weird.

BOY. And I coughed up another fifty-pee in my sleep,
what’ll happen when I make myself puke -?

DAD. / Alright, enough!

SIS. / No wonder everyone at school calls you “weirdo”, /
you weirdo book twat!

BOY. / Shut up, you little -
(SIS kicks BOY.)

DAD. Oi! Bedroom!
SIS. He’s the one being a dick -
DAD. NOW! We don’t hit each other in this family.

(SIS leaves.)
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