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A cabaret setting. Audience sit around tables, eating and drinking, waited upon. The singers 
shuffle onto the stage, take their time, tuning guitars, talking to one another. 
 
SINGER So, thank you for coming out tonight. Got a little song for you here. Called the 

ballad of Toni and Terence. Sing along if you know it. 
 
Song ends. 
 
Kealan wanders out, takes the microphone, surveys the audience, then straight into it. 
 
 
KEALAN Pretty little song. Call it a love song I suppose. Funny thing, love. I had a girlfriend 

once. That was nice. Until Valentine’s Day. I bought her chocolates. I went to a 
chocolatier, that’s like a shop where they sell chocolates, except more expensive. 
I bought her twelve hand crafted chocolates,  chose the flavours individually. 
Every time I picked one the guy looked at me like I’d made a mistake. They came 
in this beautiful little box with a bow that said: ‘I love you enough to pay way too 
much for chocolates.’ Her name was Jasmine. That goes well with chocolates. 
She smiled when I gave them to her. Then she said: 
 ‘Chocolates! That’s such a coincidence. I got you chocolates too!’  
She handed me a box of Cadbury Favourites. That’s when I knew she didn’t love 
me. 
Cadbury Favourites. Let’s start with the name. These chocolates are nobody’s 
favourites, okay. Nobody over six years old. Nobody who’s ever tried any other 
type of chocolate. Cadbury, Tolerables, I’d accept. Cadbury, I Stopped Giving a 
Shit About You Just After Christmas, sure. Cadbury, Actually Me and Adam Have 
Got a Little Bit of a Thing Going and I’ve Been Meaning to Tell You - that would at 
least be honest. But don’t call them favourites. Don’t think I’m so stupid you can 
trick me with a name.  
 And even if they were my favourites, they wouldn’t all be my favourites, would 
they? They are such a weird arse selection of chocolate, that somewhere in there, 
some of them are going to be a disappointment. So what do you do with the ones 
you don’t like, eat them first to get them out of the way, treat them like the 
boyfriend you used to make yourself look more desirable to the boy you actually 
wanted to go out with? - or eat them last, because there’s nothing else left, every 
one a little more dismal than the one before, the slow walk to inevitable chocolate 
death. Or maybe you take the very worst of them and glue them to a piece of 
cardboard, and put them in a frame and hang it on your wall, just above your bed, 
as a reminder of how little she ever really cared? Funny thing, love.  
 Now, Cadbury are a huge company. Their annual turnover exceeds $3 billion. So 
you have to a figure, if a guy down the road with a shop the size of a elevator can 
make decent chocolate, then they could too, if they wanted to. You have to 
assume the shitty chocolate they make is actually a deliberate choice. Think about 
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that for a moment. They choose to make really shitty chocolates. When Cadbury 
started they had a vision. George Cadbury built a model village for the workers in 
his factory, because he wanted them to spared the cramped living conditions of 
the time. He was a Quaker who believed all people deserved good things in their 
lives. These days they just want to make shitty chocolates. 
Favourites are nobody’s favourites precisely because they will keep reducing 
quality and reducing cost until they discover that magical minimal level of average 
that people will still blindly, dumbly pay money for. And if it was just about 
chocolate I really wouldn’t care, but it’s never just about the chocolate. 
 You know, back in the seventies the world made big, ambitious television shows. 
Carl Sagan’s Cosmos, David Attenborough’s Life on Earth, Jacob Bronowski’s 
The Ascent of Man. There was this idea that we’d discovered a mass medium that 
everybody was consuming and it could actually be used to lift the collective gaze, 
to educate and to inspire. Public Service Television. But now, in the name of 
choice, we are offered television for profit, which is to say television designed to 
be as devoid of value and content as it can possibly be, made as cheaply as it can 
possibly be made, just so long as people will still sit comatose in front of it, their 
hand deep in a disappointing box of imitation chocolates, hoping it’s not going to 
be another fucking cherry ripe. Forget the big ideas, forget the narrative, forget the 
actors, hell forget the script, that shit’s expensive. What the fuck, let’s do away 
with the wardrobe department too, we’ll call it Naked Attraction.  
 Luckily I don’t need educational, uplifting television because, well, I’m still in 
school, and nobody’s dumbed that down, right? Yeah, you might of heard of 
NCEA. I said ‘might of’ there, it’s actually ‘might have’, but screw it, it’s still an 
achieved. You see it in class, a new assessment gets handed out, and half the 
class straight away, I don’t know, how do you describe this half, let’s just call them 
the boys, are looking at the assessment criteria and asking themselves, okay, 
what is the precise minimum I can do here and still pass? Education Cadbury 
style. ‘Excuse me sir, it says here, under merit, that the piece has to be coherent, 
is that right?’ Teacher perks up, mistakes the question for genuine interest, starts 
trying to explain what coherent means in this context. ‘No, no, sir, sorry, you 
misunderstand my question. What I’m asking right, is if I write something  that’s 
completely incoherent, it can still be achieved?’ And it can, because you know, got 
to offer everybody an opportunity to succeed, right. And in a way you could say 
schools are doing a bang up job, preparing us for the watered down, discounted 
world we’re about to inherit. So, at the end of the year, to show our teachers just 
how much we appreciate their efforts, what we do is buy them all a box of 
Cadbury Favourites. They know what we mean. 
 Really liked Jasmine, you know. Can’t go past that chocolate shop any more. 
Makes me want to cry. 
Thank you. 
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Kealan wanders off the stage, sits at a table has a drink. House music up. Audience free to 
chat. Billie walks over to Kealan’s table. Clearly they know one another. Lights up on that table, 
house lights dim, music fades. 
 
KEALAN So, what did you think? 
BILLIE Yeah, alright. 
KEALAN Just alright?.  
BILLIE You really need one more person in your life lying to you about your talent? 
KEALAN I lie about yours. 
BILLIE Don’t know why. I see right through you. 
KEALAN Still, it’s politeness, right? You ready for your slot? 
BILLIE Maybe. 
KEALAN Nervous? 
BILLIE Yes. 
KEALAN They’re a hard audience. 
BILLIE Maybe you need to be more physical. Helps them envisage it. 
KEALAN Don’t see you compromising. 
BILLIE That’s my thing. 
KEALAN Not being funny? 
BILLIE Not making the jokes too accessible. They turn up each week just hoping they’ll 

get one gag and go home feeling smarter than the person next to them. 
KEALAN I actually think they turn up for the music. And to drink. We’re background. Like a 

fly buzzing at the window. 
BILLIE I’m glad you mentioned coherence. It gives me my link. 
KEALAN Okay 
BILLIE I’m doing a piece on Quantum Mechanics tonight. 
KEALAN Quantum Mechanics? 
BILLIE You’ve heard of it, right? 
KEALAN So you’re moving from jokes nobody understands, to jokes about things nobody 

understands? 
BILLIE It’s a natural evolution, don’t you think? 
KEALAN What’s the end point? No jokes at all? 
BILLIE Evolution doesn’t have an end point. It’s a journey. 
KEALAN That passes through not being funny? 
BILLIE Who says comedy has to be funny? 
KEALAN The dictionary. 
BILLIE A collection of conservative conventions. 
KEALAN Which allow us to communicate. 
BILLIE In a language called cliche. 
KEALAN Okay, make me laugh. Tell me a quantum mechanics joke. 
BILLIE So Schrodinger’s driving along and the police pull him over. Sorry sir, you were 

speeding, and now you’re looking nervous. Do you have something in your boot, 
sir? Well yeah, I do actually. A cat. In a box. Sort of perilous, this whole journey. 
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Cop goes to the back of the car, opens the boot. Sir, he says, the cat’s dead. 
Well yeah, says Schrodinger. It is now! 

KEALAN And you think people are going to laugh at that? 
BILLIE I thought you might. 
KEALAN Okay, for that to be funny, I have to already know who Schrodinger was. 
BILLIE And the beautiful thing is, we now know nobody has to look in the box, because 

decoherence would have already wiped out the superposition. And you’ve 
already mentioned coherence, so what are the chances? 

KEALAN When people laugh at a joke like that, it’s not because it’s funny; it’s because 
they’re relieved they understood. 

BILLIE I know that. It’s sort of what the routine is about. 
KEALAN People laughing because it lets them feel superior? That’s the ugliest kind of 

comedy. 
BILLIE I thought bigotry was the ugliest kind of comedy. 
KEALAN Bigotry isn’t funny. 
BILLIE It is to bigots. You in love yet? 
KEALAN Do we always have to have this conversation? 
BILLIE I was in the toilets and a woman there was telling her friend how funny she 

thought you were. I could introduce you. 
KEALAN Because every great love story begins with the line ‘I was in the toilets’... 
BILLIE See, there’s your problem. You want great. What’s wrong with just okay? 
KEALAN Go and do your act, the audience’ll answer that question for you. 
BILLIE I think you’re scared. 
KEALAN We’re all scared. 
BILLIE I’m scared of dark alleyways and antibiotic resistant bacteria. You’re scared of 

being happy. 
KEALAN Nobody’s scared of being happy. 
BILLIE I used to think that, until I met you. You want to know why you’re scared of being 

happy? 
KEALAN Please. 
BILLIE You don’t think you deserve to be happy. It’s guilt, basically. There’s this big, 

dark… 
KEALAN Music’s started! 
 
Band  come back on, sing Three Nights. 
 
Billie walks quietly to the microphone. No swagger. 
 
BILLIE Three nights. I don’t know. Is that enough time to make a difference? Is time 

even a thing? Augustine said I know exactly what time is, until I try to explain it, 
and then I know not. The more you think about it, the less sense it makes. It’s 
how I feel about boys, and quantum mechanics, as it happens, which is neat, 
because in quantum mechanics the role of time isn’t at all clear.  
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 You know about quantum mechanics, I’m sure. If you don’t, pretend you do, and 
the person beside you will think you are cleverer than you are. They might even 
consider it worth engaging you in conversation, and to be honest, that could be 
the beginning of a life changing event. I’m not saying it’s certain, I’m not 
guaranteeing it, but it’s a possibility, part of the wave function that is the life yet 
unlived (that was a quantum reference by the way, but not a funny one, so well 
done for not laughing). Okay, I can see you’re going to need some help. 
Sometimes I’m going to make obscure references that aren’t funny. You should 
nod at these and smile, like you appreciate the little metaphor, but don’t laugh, it’ll 
make you look like an idiot, and a desperate one at that. Hands up if you came 
out tonight hoping to meet a desperate idiot. There you go, point made. When I 
make such a reference, to be very clear, I’ll give you a sign. I’ll bring both hands 
to the microphone, as if clasped together in prayer. When I do that, you nod 
knowingly. Let’s practise now. Here we go Hands together, and nod, aha, of 
course, very clever, smile, but no, don’t laugh. Who laughed? Where’s the idiot? 
Your wave function collapsed and there you are in your observed state, alive, but 
only just. Hands on microphone. That was another reference, you should be 
nodding. Watch the hands. 
 Okay, second step, sometimes I really will be making a funny joke. You won’t 
know it’s funny, because you won’t understand the reference, but that’s okay, 
take my word for it. One hand on the microphone, the other lightly tapping my 
chest in a self-satisfied manner. That’s when you laugh. Two taps and it’s 
hilarious, fall off your chair if you want to. Let’s try Taps… Okay, here’s what I’m 
thinking. Some of you are probably better off just not laughing. You know who 
you are.  
 So, quantum mechanics.  You know about the double slit experiment, fire some 
tiny particles through two slots, impacting on a screen on the other side,  and you 
see the way they interfere with each other. The interference implies they behave 
like waves, and the individual waves are amplifying or cancelling one another. 
But then, fire the particles one at a time, and the interference still occurs, which 
implies they’re somehow managing to interfere with themselves, which makes 
them less like waves, and more like boys. Single tap. And the thing that startled 
physicists was that when they attempted to observe this behaviour close up, by 
measuring which of the two slots the individual particles passed through, the 
interference stopped, as a result, it seemed, of being observed. If you observe a 
quantum particle, it stops interfering with itself. Hands to microphone. Yeah, that 
was nice wasn’t it? A little self satisfied moment, of seeing where the joke was 
going without it even needing to go here. Didn’t even have to mention boys. Look 
at the person next to you. She’s nodding. Must be smart. 
 Of course, right now, there are women in the room thinking, but I’ve spent my 
whole life hiding the fact I’m smart, so men won’t be frightened of me. To which I 
say, that particular superposition is not a super position to adopt Hands to 
microphone. 
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  So how we now see this quantum state is as a collection of unresolved 
possibilities. The quantum state holds open every opportunity, basically it’s 
commitment phobic Hands to microphone. The classical state, by contrast, is the 
state whereby interaction with one’s environment has forced some sort of 
decision from the particle in question. Basically the shop assistants are turning off 
the lights and closing down the eftpos and if you don’t choose something right 
now that’s a whole day of your life you just wasted in the mall. Tap. Yeah, okay, I 
didn’t think it was funny either. I was begging. 
 But I do want to propose there are two of people in the world, classical people, 
and quantum state people: people who go to a shop in order to buy the thing they 
need, and people who go to the shop in order to add to the list of things they 
might possibly need, but they can’t say for sure because they haven’t yet visited 
every possible store and website on the planet, although they’re working on it. 
Annoying people. 
 And I want to say the way they view the world is so fundamentally different that 
they are essentially incommensurable Hands to microphone. I’m classical state 
by the way. I make my decision before I even know what the choices are. When I 
was little someone asked me what I was going to be when I grow up. I said 
stand-up comedian. I didn’t know what a stand-up comedian was. It just sounded 
cool. Later, when I found out what it was, I knew I’d be useless, owing to the fact 
that I’m really not funny. But it didn’t matter, I’d decided, and that’s what I was 
going to do, even if it meant having to tell people when to laugh. Taps. 
Thank you very much. Have a chat to the person next to you. They’re really 
interesting. They know all about quantum mechanics. 
 
Lights down as Billie returns to her table gets a drink. General lights, audience 
left to respond, discuss. Spotlight up on Lulu and Chris. 
 

LULU Excuse me, is anyone sitting there? 
CHRIS Not in a classical sense.  
 
Lulu hovers, uncertain. 
 
CHRIS It was a joke. Sorry, should have tapped. 
LULU Okay. 
CHRIS You can sit there. If you still want to. 
LULU Well, there are no other seats, so… 
CHRIS I could swap with someone else if you like. Someone you find more interesting. 
LULU No, I’m fine. I just want somewhere to sit. 
CHRIS I’m Chris. 
LULU Lulu. 
CHRIS Do you like comedians? 
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LULU I don’t think you can say you don’t like comedians. It’d be like saying you don’t 
like food. You can be a fussy eater, or picky with your comedy, but you can’t say 
you don’t like any of it. 

CHRIS Some people like food more than others, though.  
LULU I suppose so. 
CHRIS Sorry, am I boring you? 
LULU No. 
CHRIS You were looking around. 
LULU I’m not bored. Just nervous. 
CHRIS This your first time here? 
LULU Third. 
CHRIS Not much to be nervous about. Just, you know, sit, drink, laugh sometimes.  
LULU I didn’t really understand the last one. 
CHRIS No.  
LULU I still laughed though. It’d be hard… to be up there, and no one laughing. 
CHRIS It’d be hell, I imagine. 
LULU Yes. Hell. 
CHRIS They have an open mic session at the end, where anybody can get up. That’s 

usually car crash awful. 
LULU Yeah. 
CHRIS A guy actually cried last week. Broke down and cried. 
LULU I saw that. 
CHRIS That sort of pain, he’s going to carry it with him for the rest of his life. 
LULU Yeah. 
CHRIS Awful. 
 
Silence 
 
LULU I was thinking of giving it a go tonight. 
CHRIS Oh, shit. Sorry, I didn’t mean… you’ll be great. I’ll laugh. Promise. I’ll sit right 

here. You can just look at me. 
LULU Even if I’m not funny, you mean? 
CHRIS You’ll be funny. 
LULU You don’t know that. 
CHRIS Good on you. It’s, you know, brave. 
LULU Or stupid. Walking into hell, barefoot. 
CHRIS But how legendary if you escape without being burnt. 
LULU There’s a cheering thought..  
CHRIS You don’t have to go up. 
LULU You don’t think I should, do you? You can tell I’m not funny. 
CHRIS This is one of those situations where it’s very difficult to say the right thing. 
LULU Impossible, I imagine. 
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CHRIS So what I do, when this happens, is I ask questions. It’s harder to get questions 
wrong… Is that okay? 

LULU Fine. 
CHRIS Why do you want to stand up there? 
LULU Well, you know how some people, wherever they go, they’re automatically the 

centre of attention. Like people notice them straight away, even when they’re not 
trying to be noticed? 

CHRIS Sure.  
LULU I’m the opposite of that. I’m the sort of person where people will come up to me to 

tell me all about something really exciting that just happened, and I have to say ‘I 
know. I was there. I was sitting right next to you.’ And they always have this weird 
look, like part of them still doesn’t believe me. 

CHRIS I think I know why they didn’t notice you. 
LULU Why? 
CHRIS You were sitting down. Who sits down during something exciting? 
LULU I don’t understand. 
CHRIS You said ‘I was sitting right next to you’.  
LULU I am sitting right next to you. 
CHRIS No, when you were explaining how… It doesn’t matter. 
LULU Oh, right. Yeah. That’s the other thing about me. I tell bad stories. 
CHRIS Okay, maybe you shouldn’t get up there. 
LULU I think I have to. 
CHRIS Okay.  
LULU I can’t go my whole life being invisible. How am I ever going to meet anyone? 
CHRIS You met me. 
LULU Yeah, I did. That was a nice surprise. 
CHRIS For me too. 
LULU Really? 
CHRIS I’ve got a mate who’s one of the regular guys, so I say I come along to support 

him, but the truth is it’s better than sitting around at home thinking about what a 
disaster this year’s been. 

LULU You want to tell me about it? 
CHRIS It’s hard to summarise. 
LULU Give me the bullet points. 
CHRIS Split up with my girlfriend. Quit university. Broke into a bach in the Malborough 

Sounds. Met a woman. Fell in love. She said no. Applied for a creative writing 
course. Didn’t get in. Lonely. 

LULU It’s shit, being lonely. 
CHRIS It is… After the show, if you… 
LULU Oh, right… Awkward… I’m actually trying to impress someone in particular. One 

of the comedians. It’s why I’m going to do the open mic. 
CHRIS Oh. okay. Cool. 
LULU But if I wasn’t, like if I - 

8 



CHRIS It’s okay. It’s not your job to make strangers happy. A lot of bad shit happens that 
way. Tell me more about your act, if you want. 

LULU Well, I haven’t really thought it through completely yet. But… well there’s thing 
about me… 

CHRIS Apart from being invisible? 
LULU Yes, I’m double disabled. So, even when people do notice me, and even, 

sometimes, start to like me… 
CHRIS Like me. 
LULU Oh, thank you… Yes, when that happens, and it all seems to be going well and 

I’m even beginning to let myself experience a tiny bit of hope, well then they find 
out about my other disability, and they lose interest.  

CHRIS I’m sure it’s not that bad. 
LULU Well, time will tell. It’s what I’m going to do my piece on. My disability. So he’ll 

see straight away, and he’ll know. And that way I won’t have to worry him finding 
out later and crushing my heart. 

CHRIS You’re going to get up there and talk about what’s wrong with you? 
LULU That’ll be okay, right? 
CHRIS Without knowing what… 
LULU He’s looking. 
CHRIS Who? 
LULU He’s looking right this way. Oh my God. He’s coming over here. 
 
Kealan has waved out to Chris and is now approaching, Billie with him. 
 
CHRIS That’s just Kealan... Oh, you’ve fallen for… 
 
He turns to Lulu but she has run off. 
 
Kealan and Billie join Chris at his table. 
 
KEALAN How’s it going? 
CHRIS Yeah, fine. 
BILLIE You don’t sound very certain. 
CHRIS Nice act tonight, well done. 
BILLIE Nice changing of the subject. 
CHRIS You should have done that joke where the cop pulls Heisenberg over. 
KEALAN I thought it was Schrodinger. 
CHRIS Different joke. 
KEALAN So what’s wrong? 
CHRIS Just the usual. Loneliness and an uncertain sense of the future. Fear that others 

don’t approve of me. Wanting to reach out but being afraid of rejection. How 
about you? 

BILLIE He’s the same. 
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CHRIS Yeah, about that. Um, this is going to sound strange. 
BILLIE Okay, didn’t see this coming. 
CHRIS I just, I know you always say you’re not looking for anybody, but I just think I 

might be able - 
KEALAN I’m not interested. 
CHRIS I just mean, it can’t hurt to try right? I’m not suggesting - 
KEALAN Okay, for the record, I never know how to do this. 
CHRIS A good start would not keep interr - 
KEALAN I mean, there’s no way, right, of saying no to this, without sounding homophobic. 

Either you say yes when a man comes on to you, or you’re homophobic. That’s a 
bullshit choice. I want to be both open minded, and, you know… 

BILLIE Master of your own domain. 
KEALAN Really bad time for a Seinfeld reference. 
CHRIS What? Oh, shit, no I wasn’t - 
KEALAN No, see now you’re going to have to deny you even - 
CHRIS Not me. I was asking for someone else. 
KEALAN Well, that’s worse. At least with you I know you. I mean, honestly, I would find 

kissing you a bit weird, I think, but we have history, right? I could imagine waking 
up next to you, and remembering all the good times we’ve shared, and just 
cuddling up a little closer. That’d be cool. But a stranger? I don’t even understand 
the whole concept of sex with a stranger; it’s like the first time you drive a new 
car, you spend the whole time consciously thinking about which which dial does 
what, and how the hand brake’s actually a foot break, you hit the indicator and 
the windscreen wiper comes on, and the steering feels too heavy or too light, and 
don’t even start with me on getting used to the brakes.  

BILLIE What’s with you and car analogies all the time? 
CHRIS It’s a woman. 
KEALAN I know, but the car’s a metaphor for the woman - you got that right?. 
BILLIE Which, as a woman, I find offensive. 
CHRIS The person who’s interested in you. It’s a woman. I thought she was interested in 

me, but she was just passing the time, until she got the opportunity to - 
KEALAN Oh…. What woman? Where is she? 
 
Chris looks around and sees Lulu standing nervously at the edge of the stage, waiting her turn 
at the open mic. 
 
KEALAN She’s doing open mic? 
BILLIE Okay, so points for courage. 
 
SONG from our two performers - We Saw the Way He Looked at You. 
 
Lulu shuffles to the microphone. Looks as nervous as a person can look. 
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LULU So, there’s this little polar bear, and it walks up to his Mum and says, ‘Mum, what 
kind of animal am I?’ The mother says ‘You’re a polar bear. Same as me.’ ‘Okay, 
thanks,’ and the polar bear wanders away. A few moments later it comes back. 
‘Mum, are you sure I’m a polar bear?’ ‘Course I’m sure. I’m a polar bear, your 
father’s a polar bear, my mother and father were polar bears. We’re all polar 
bears. It’s what we are. You’ve got to learn to accept an answer when you’re 
given it.’ ‘Okay. Sorry Mum. Thanks Mum. Bye Mum.’ Wanders off. Ten minutes 
later, ‘Mum, I know you said I should accept the answers you give me, but are 
you absolutely, one hundred percent sure I’m a polar bear?’ Mother’s 
exasperated. ‘Yes, I’m completely and utterly certain. Why do you keep asking?’ 
‘Well,’ says the little polar bear forlornly. ‘I’m just so fucking cold!’ 

 So yeah, my name’s Lulu, and I want to talk to you a little bit about my 
disability… I’m a Christian. And some days I feel a little bit like that polar bear you 
know, I feel like I don’t really belong there. 
 I think the basic problem with belonging to any group, is that people expect you 
to like other members of the group. And obviously, as a Christian, I’m meant to 
love everybody, and I do try to, but the thing is you can both love somebody and 
be really really fucking embarrassed by them, you know? Basically I think that’s 
the only reason, biologically speaking, that fathers exist - to teach us this 
important truth. ‘Oh look, your father’s dancing in public again.’ Yes, yes he is. 
And now I want to go out to the shed, take a shovel, walk back inside and hit him 
about the head with it, and unlike him, I’d be able to do that in time with the 
music. Of course I don’t, because I’m a Christian, and also because, weirdly, I 
still love him. 

  People ask me what I’m going to do when I leave school, and I go to say 
teacher, because I’ve often thought I might enjoy that, the holidays mostly, but 
something stops me, and that is the part of me that realises that I would spend 
the rest of my life being identified as one of those people. And I already believe in 
God, which means it’s my lot to be associated with terrorists and lunatics who 
think the world was created three thousand years ago, I think that’s enough 
smearing by association for one lifetime, don’t you? I don’t think I have to also 
throw my public lot in with people who think it matters whether my black shoes 
have a small white symbol on them or not, and spend their weekends writing 
letters to the newspaper and doing Sudoku.  
 But you know what, while you can choose your career, you can’t choose your 
parents, or your beliefs. I actually believe the fact that the world is intelligible to 
us is best explained by a system that is at the very least disposed towards this 
outcome, I believe in being kind and forgiving, and I believe it’s difficult to 
properly flourish without some conception of a soul. That doesn’t make me an 
idiot, even though a great many Christians are indeed complete and utter 
brain-dwarves. I think it says something about Our Lord’s humility that he would 
let these people take control of his PR campaign.  
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 But you know what, it doesn’t matter which group you choose, you’re still going 
to be surrounded by people you’d much rather were on the other side. I’ve got an 
uncle who’s an atheist and he  invited me along to an atheist convention. I think 
he was hoping to convert me. I don’t know if you know what an atheist is, but 
basically it’s a middle aged white man looking for one more reason to feel smug 
about himself. And the convention, oh my Lord, the convention - it was basically 
what Disneyland would be like if it had been designed exclusively by people on 
the spectrum. Okay, I get you’re real smart, but you know what, I’ve got friends 
and I can dress myself. I know, not a very Christian thought, I’m a work in 
progress.  
 So yes, I do believe in evolution, I couldn’t care less what your sexuality is, I 
don’t believe in virgin births or intercessionary prayer, and the whole idea of 
miracles strikes me as sort of ridiculous, and yet I am a Christian, so I’m just 
going to have to bear being misunderstood by people who, should they ever take 
the time to actually listen to me, might be rather surprised by that they hear. 
 Thank you. 
 

Kealan stands, leading the ovation. 
 
KEALAN Okay, you have got to tell me you are not setting me up right now. Because I 

actually think I might be in love. 
BILLIE It’s a miracle. 
KEALAN Call her over. You have to introduce me. 
BILLIE You saw what I did there, right? 
KEALAN Went for the gag when you could have been supportive? 
BILLIE I am supportive. I’ll be there when it fails. I always am. 
KEALAN Go away now. 
 
Billie walks off. Chris is already ahead of the game and has walked over to Lulu and is ushering 
her back to the table. 
 
CHRIS Lulu, Kealan. Kealan, Lulu. Now I have to go and sit over there and look lonely 

and attractive. 
 
Chris wanders off, leaving Lulu and Kealan alone at the table. 
 
KEALAN Okay, so that was amazing. 
LULU Thank you. 
KEALAN I’m Kealan. 
LULU Yeah. I heard. 
KEALAN Cool. 
LULU I liked your act too. I thought it was… 
KEALAN Yeah, you don’t have to - 
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LULU No, I want to. I’ve practised this, actually. In my head. 
KEALAN What, talking to me? 
LULU Only the first three minutes. After that I’m improvising. 
KEALAN Well okay. Am I going to need a script? 
LULU I don’t think you say much. You’re mostly just charmed. You find me disarming. 

You smile a lot. 
KEALAN Well that takes the pressure off. 
LULU This is the fourth time I’ve seen your act. 
KEALAN If I’d known I would have mixed it up more. It’s hard to know sometimes, whether 

it’s better to - 
LULU In my head you didn’t interrupt as much. 
KEALAN Sorry. 
LULU I lose the flow when I’m nervous. It’s - 
KEALAN There’s no need to be…  Sorry. 
LULU What I like about your act is you’re not trying to make people feel uncomfortable. 

A lot of the comedians I’ve seen just try to push the boundaries of what can be 
said out loud, and think of themselves as edgy when lazy would be a better word 
for it. Anyone can make people feel so publicly uncomfortable that they feel the 
need to laugh. But you don’t do that. You talk about ants and chocolate bars, and 
being late for the bus, and because you don’t rely upon making us 
uncomfortable, when we laugh it’s because of the care you’ve taken observing 
the world around you. And you’re good at that. And you’re kind. I would bet, just 
from having heard your comedy, that you’re kind… Okay, that’s all I’ve got.  

KEALAN Really. I don’t think that was three minutes. 
LULU World plays out more slowly in my head… Do you think I’m ridiculous? Comedy 

stalker girl with a crucifix. 
KEALAN No, I think you’re sweet. 
LULU I think you’re sweet. 
KEALAN That’s because you don’t know me. 
LULU Oh. Well could you maybe just pretend you’re sweet, just for now? I’d sort of got 

my hopes up and not so good at changing course. It unsettles me. 
KEALAN Do you think people can change? Or do you think our past defines us? 
LULU I think it can be both. 
KEALAN Have you always been an optimist? 
LULU I think optimism is like running. You have keep practising or your fitness slips 

away. Kindness too, and gratitude. 
KEALAN I’m glad you walked in here tonight. 
LULU I almost didn’t. Last week I told myself if I couldn’t find the confidence to say hello 

on the third night, then the fourth would be waste of time. 
KEALAN My friend said a difficult thing today. She said I was scared of being happy. I think 

I came this close to that being true. 
LULU Here’s to near misses then. 
KEALAN And happy collisions. 
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LULU Happy Collisions. That would make a good title, wouldn’t it? 
KEALAN A good title for what? 
LULU Too soon to say. 
KEALAN Oh look, another song.  
LULU Have you heard them before? 
KEALAN Never. 
LULU I like that. I like we’re going to both hear this for the first time. 
 
Singers back on. This time to deliver The Great Song of Motivation. 
 
During the song, Sally walks in. Chris sees her. He makes as if considering walking towards her. 
She sees him, eye contact, she smiles, waves, then moves off. He watches - does not follow. 
 
At the conclusion of the song Chris rushes to the stage, and prepares to deliver his own stand - 
up routine. Sally moves to the centre, watches intently. He is clearly performing for her. 
 
CHRIS So, I don’t really understand gender.  Like, I’m a man, kind of, and the way I see 

it, gender’s sort like a job description. Look at you, you have a penis, and that 
means when you grow up you’re going to mow the lawns, drive the family car and 
find it really really fucking difficult to admit you’re wrong. And that feels kind of old 
fashioned to me, like back in the day when you grew up in a little village and your 
father was a beef farmer and that meant one day you’d be a beef farmer, and if 
you happened to be a vegetarian with hayfever, you know what, harden up, 
there’s a hay barn that needs stacking and a little calf with big round eyes waiting 
to have its throat cut. 
That system changed because it was just so inefficient. Clumsy little kids with 
great minds who would have been brilliant physicists cutting hair for a living 
because that’s what their daddy did. And gender feels like that. It feels like a 
bunch of people walking around doing jobs they’re actually really badly suited to. 
Like most of the things men are meant to do, I’m crap at.  

 Men are meant to be strong, right. Big strong protectors. Whereas I’m, well, 
white. Seriously, i’ve got mates who spend their whole lives at the gym, pushing 
metai and drinking proteins shakes, in the hope that one day they’ll grow to look 
a little more like a small Polynesian. Let it go. 
You know how long it took for us to work out women should get the vote. 
Seriously, listen to two men talk politics for more than three minutes and one 
thing becomes abundantly clear. Only women should have the vote. Here is the 
male approach to politics. FInd out what the people you don’t like think, and then 
believe with unshakable fervour that everything they say is wrong. Someone 
suggests raising the benefit level. Woman responds, ‘sounds like a good idea, 
I’m just interested in how we then retain the incentive to move on to 
independence.’ Man says ‘I knew this guy who’d only been in the country three 
months was claiming three benefits and running a tinnie house and I say we build 
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a wall. Actually, that’s the thing, it was men voted for Trump. We shouldn’t be 
allowed the remote control to the television. 
And what about dating? There used to be this thing where men were meant to 
make the first move. We were meant to approach the woman, and we were 
meant to tell her something that would make her consider seeing more of us. I 
want you to stop and think about that for a moment. Can you think of a single 
subset of humanity less well equipped for that task? Talking, and you know, 
listening, and sharing our feelings. I once had a nail stuck in my foot, like deeply 
in, I couldn’t get it out. I went to the doctor at A and E, and she asked, how does 
it feel at the moment? I shrugged and said, ‘you know.’ I had three inches of rusty 
metal sticking through my foot, the pain was excruciating, and I was incapable of 
explaining how it felt.  
A few months ago I met a woman. It’s a long story, but basically there was a mix 
up, with a booking at a bach, and I want to tell you that this woman was 
captivating. She was smartest, kindest, most perceptive person I had ever met, 
and even now, just thinking about her makes my soul sing with joy. We had two 
whole days together, I had forty eight hours to let her know how that felt, and I let 
her walk away without ever knowing.  
And I know I’m meant to be telling a joke at this point, and making you laugh, but 
ten minutes ago that same woman walked into this comedy club, and I’m tired of 
being an idiot. 
 

Chris walks off stage. We Don’t Eat up. Lisa dances. As the song continues Sally and Chris go 
through the routine of moving separately but together, But this time, rather than move apart, 
they move together. 
 
Possibly a singalong Great Song of Motivation to finish? 
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