Brand New

A play in 4 acts
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Actor 1: Dan, Greame, 

Actor 2: Pete, Atkins, Voice of The Guardian newspaper

Actor 3: Bob, Smythe, Bouncer, Asylum warder

Actor 4: Jane, small print voice

Actor 5: Narrator, Marco, Jeremy 

Actor 6: The Sounding Board / Sandy, TV news reader, Erica

Scene 1

Jeremy, a TV shopping channel presenter (former children’s TV presenter from the early 90s) is selling a new electrical product. He reads from an autocue in a camp northern voice, with an over-friendly manner:

Jeremy: This latest must-have gadget is the perfect gift for that hard-to-buy-for property owner who has everything. It’s called the House Beat. Here’s how it works: Fist you programme in the details of your property: how much you bought it for, when you bought it, your post code, and the type of mortgage you have. The device then processes all your information and synchronises with the stock exchange. Then, once it’s fully programmed and synched up, the device emits a beep each time your property increases in value by 1 pence. 

When the House Beat was trialled most of the users found that it became as essential to them as their mobile phones – they kept it on them at all times and took a lot of satisfaction and comfort from these beeps. In fact, many users reported that they couldn’t sleep at night unless they could hear this constant beeping! 

An added bonus was that some men found that at times when the device starting beeping faster – when house prices were rising even faster than usual – the beeps actually acted as a powerful aphrodisiac. Now, I’m told that it’s for this reason I’ve been asked to point out that it can also be set to vibrate; well, I wouldn’t know anything about that! 

(Aside) Ha ha, the camera man’s laughing, I wish you could see him! 
This device comes with 3 volume settings: ‘Loud’, ‘Very Loud’, and ‘If anyone complains it’s because they’re jealous!’

Now, who’ll start the bidding at £250? Do I hear £250 for The House Beat? Call in quick, cos these are gonna fly out of here, I can tell you!

Small print disclaimer, spoken quickly, in a female RP voice, over footage of House Beat filmed from various angles and modelled by various attractive young men and women with a house music accompaniment: 
Female actress: House prices can go down as well as up. This product should not be used by anyone with a heart problem or classified as being at risk of having a heart problem, as these people are at risk of flat lining.   

Sound of the TV being switched off. Dan, 30 year old inventor of the House Beat, sits alone in a now silent sitting room. It is 11:15pm on a Sunday.  

Dan: Fucking hell, I never thought I’d sink this low. How the fuck did it come to this?

In the corner of the room a red LED turns green, there is the sound of a machine powering up - a machine that Dan invented. You put your mouth up to a hole in the machine and tell a joke; inflating a bag inside the machine with your breath. From this, the machine is able to analyse your personality and give you answers to your problems. This machine is called The Sounding Board (it speaks with a flat uninterested female voice) AKA Sandy.

Sandy: Use your dissatisfaction as the motivation to change things; to improve your own life and make the world a better place.

Dan: What I’m doing now, for money, offends me on such a deep level. 

Sandy: Continue to observe, record, and evaluate in order to develop new ideas. Despair is a natural stage of the creative process. Remember that you have overcome these feelings before and have a proven track record of inventing best selling products.
Dan: Everything I’ve ever invented has been a populist piece of shit. Of course I’ve been successful; I just give people what they want – edible hats, shoes with TVs in them, scratch ‘n’ sniff pornography – it’s all the fucking same. I’m ashamed of it all.
Sandy: Understanding what people want will enable you to help them by developing products which force them to question their own values.

Dan: There’d be no market for anything like that.
Sandy: People want to be told what to do; they want what they are told to want. 

Dan: I want to believe you.

Scene 2

The next day, 8:45am, Dan sits drinking a cup of coffee in the staff room at the inventor’s workshops where he works. Sounds of spoons stirring in cups, water pouring, fridge doors, etc.  Pete, a fellow inventor, enters and greets Dan:

Pete: Alright Daniel, how are you doing on this the first day of a brand new week?

Dan: Well Peter (Pause) if we accept that every day is shit and yet each day is different, then I believe Monday can best be described as ‘dog shit’.

Pete: Hmm, an intriguing proposal. And tell me, how would you describe the other days of the week? 

Dan: Tuesday is the best day of the week for me - I think of it as ‘mouse shit’.

Pete: That’s high praise for Tuesday. What makes it so good?

Dan: Tuesday benefits from being compared to Monday. Monday is the fat lass of the group; the others like to keep her around to make themselves look better.

Pete: (Stifles a laugh) Tuesday’s smart to keep Monday so close. 

Dan: Indeed. Wednesday - human shit.

Pete: That’s bad.

Dan: You have no idea. Thursday – elephant shit. 

Pete: Not as bad as Wednesday. I couldn’t eat a whole one though.

(They both laugh)

Pete: Friday?

Dan: Bird shit.

Pete: Ah; it falls from the sky.

Dan: From birds no less.

Pete: Birds are free.

(They both burst out laughing)

Pete: Did you know that if you eat too much mouse shit it’ll make you go blind?

Dan: What, blind to the fact that you’re eating shit?

Pete: Most likely; you’d probably acquire a taste of it after a while.

Dan:  I hope that never happens to me.

Pete: I can offer you no guarantee.
Scene 3

Later that night, a Bar in Islington, 7:15pm. Dan sits drinking at a table with Jane, a close friend from University.

Jane: How’s work then?

Dan: At times it’s bearable. I just invent crap for morons. 

Jane: I can see how that would be depressing; I guess you have to put yourself into the mindset of a moron in order to be able to invent things for them.

Dan: Yeah, to do well in this job you have to be able to think like an idiot, but to get to the top you have to actually be an idiot. 

Jane: Didn’t you say you’ve been promoted?

Dan: Yes; I’m doing very well for myself. My last invention was the second best seller over the Christmas period. (Sarcastically) I’m so proud.

Jane: At least you’re doing well financially though, you just need to work on the other side of things; getting some satisfaction and fulfilment from what you do.

Dan: For that to happen I’d have to believe that what I’m doing actually makes people’s lives better, but I don’t.

Jane: Dan, you’re a miserable fucker! Get the drinks in while go and have a smoke.

(Jane gets up and goes outside, Dan goes to the Bar. A few minutes later they are back, seated at the table, glasses at least half full.) 

Jane: The way I see it you’ve got 3 options. Firstly; you could invent something that does actually make people’s lives better; that may not be feasible at work though, ‘cos their primary objective is to make money, right?

Dan: Too right.

Jane: Secondly: You could invent something that would make people think that it’s improving their lives.

Dan: What, like TV?

Jane: Yeah, like TV, or the supermarket.

Dan: Or the microwave.

Jane: Or the scratch card; the list goes on and on. 

Dan: To be honest, that’s pretty much what I do now.

Jane: Despair not Daniel, there is a third option: to invent something that would make you personally feel better about the world.
Dan: like an IQ test that kills anyone who falls below a certain score?

Jane: I was thinking more along the lines of a DIY lobotomy kit actually you fucking Nazi. (Sarcastically) These people need you to help them Dan. 

Dan: (Laughs down his nose)
Jane: Seriously though, you need to try and use your talent to create something positive. I know you’re having a shit time but you’ve got to remember that you came into this to make a difference, just make sure you don’t get too cynical and lose sight of that. The only reason you’re struggling is because you’re not in this purely to make money. If you were then it’d all be straight forward for you – you’d just make shit loads of cash, then lie back and enjoy a life of champagne halitosis and caviar farts beneath silk sheets. The job you’re doing now is just to pay the bills while you focus on your real work; you have to remember that.

Dan: You’re right, you’re right.

Jane: I mean, look at Marco: you wouldn’t want to end up like that would you?

Dan: He’s a cunt.

Jane: (In response) He’s a cunt. 

Jane & Dan: (In unison, in perfect time with each other) He’s a C U N T cunt.

Jane: I wonder what he’s doing now?

Dan: I imagine that right now he’s stuffing money into a stripper’s G-string. 

Jane: It can’t be easy for those poor strippers; they have to balance the fact that the more flesh they reveal the more money they get from men, against the fact that you can’t fit much money into a tiny G-string. Then again, you get to meet lots of guys like Marco . . . 

Dan: I always remember his first term project at Uni, Jesus Christ . . . 

Flash back to 10 years ago – music used to signify flashback – Dan and Marco are both university students with trendy haircuts and fashionable clothes.

Marco: Dan, my days of being poor and obscure are over. I’ve finally come up with something that’s going to make me rich and famous.

Dan: (Suspicious) Really?

Marco: Really. I’ve invents a new type of fast food.

Dan: (Even more suspicious) What is it?

Marco: I’ll tell you what it is; it’s healthy, it’s low fat and it’s easy to prepare. It’s; a bread roll with ketchup and mustard on.

Dan: A bread roll with ketchup and mustard on?

Marco: That’s right! (Puts on a radio voice) ‘It tastes just like a hot dog, but without the hot dog!’ I call it the Not Dog. I’m already in talks with a leading supermarket chain – they want to sell them in cans.

Dan: (In disbelief) What? Sell bread rolls with ketchup and mustard on, in cans?

Marco: No, people will have to buy the bread rolls and ketchup and mustard separately. They’ll just be selling the Not Dogs in cans.

Dan: (In despair) So the cans will just be empty then?

Marco: Don’t be ridiculous, no one’s going to buy an empty can are they? The Not dogs will be canned in brine.

Music used to signify flashback ending (flashback music in reverse?)

Jane: You’ve got to hand it to him though; he had his idea in production while was still a student. 

Dan: (sneeringly) And the public loved it.

Scene 4

The next day, Tuesday, 8:45am, Dan sits drinking a cup of coffee in the staff room at the inventor’s workshops where he works. Sounds of spoons stirring in cups, water pouring, fridge doors, etc. Pete, a fellow inventor, enters and greets Dan:

Pete: Alright Dan, how you doing?

Dan: I think I’m gonna have to quit this job; it’s making me want to kill myself.

Pete: What, this job is the only thing that keeps me going.

Dan: Yeah?

Pete: Yeah; it’s the only thing I hate more than myself.

(Pause then laughter from both of them) 

Scene 5

Dan sits at his desk in workshop 35. It is 10:40 am; twenty minutes until tea break. He leans forward against the desk, with his hands tucked under the backs of his knees, attempting to make a sheet of A4 paper rise up from the desktop by blowing through his nose as hard as he can whilst thrusting his head out towards the paper. From the noise of his breathing, coupled with his head movements, he resembles a turtle digging a birthing hole on a beach. 

Unable to lift the paper, he stops and thinks: after a few moments he takes 2 drinking straws from a drawer in the desk and inserts one into each nostril. These channel the airflow, increasing accuracy and thrust; enabling him to lift the sheet of paper from the desk top when he tries again.

 Meanwhile, on the top floor:

Smythe (late 50s, pinstripe suit, old school tie, swept back grey hair, Head of New Production) sits at his desk in his office. 

There is a knock at the door.

Smythe: Come. 
Atkins (early 30s, plain suit, no tie, architect’s glasses, Head of Experimental Product Development) opens the door and enters the room. 

Smythe: Ah Atkins, what can I do for you?

Atkins: Sir, there’s been a breakthrough in workshop 72. It’s very exciting; I think you should come and see for yourself Sir.

Smythe: Atkins, you know full well that I never set foot in the workshops myself: it’s far too depressing. Last time I went down there I made the mistake of actually asking someone what he was working on. At first I thought he was joking when he told me he’d invented a ‘bednasium’. (Shakes his head in disbelief, continues wearily) Combining a bed with a gymnasium, I ask you?

Atkins: Sir, this is different, it’s workshop 72; the new Italian chap Sir.

Smythe: That new Italian Eh? Could never relate to continental types myself: much too open with their feelings, always waving their arms around. Do you know, Atkins, when I was in France a couple of years ago they had a television channel over there which only shows people crying. 24 hours a day you can turn on the TV and watch someone – who you know absolutely nothing of – crying. No explanation, nothing, just a constant stream of tears, and not just women either, mind you. No sooner does one of them finally dry up than another one pops up to turn on the water works. And yet I’m not allowed to use a hosepipe in my own back garden without fear of some busy body phoning the police. I don’t understand it, really I don’t.

Atkins: I must admit, Sir, that what you say makes no sense to me. 

Pause. Smythe gives Atkins a long look, Atkins shifts uneasily.

Smythe: So, what have you got for me then Atkins?

Atkins: Well, as you know Sir, I’m not one to get unduly excited about new ideas.

Smythe: Absolutely not; it’s your restraint and conservatism that led to you being made head of Experimental Product Development.

Atkins: I really am excited about this one though Sir, it’s got everything: it’s shiny, it’s very expensive and, most importantly, it’s completely useless.

Smythe: It certainly sounds like a winner, what is it?

Atkins: It’s . . . a slow motion mirror.

Smythe: Interesting.

Atkins: It essentially just utilises existing digital camera technology

Smythe: (Interrupting) Yes, yes, you can re-set it I presume, freeze-frame, vary the speed, zoom in and so on and so forth?

Atkins: Naturally.

Smythe: I like it . . . I like it! I can see why you’re so excited Atkins. We have a smash hit on our hands here my man. Now we must make sure that it’s very expensive. 

Atkins: I was thinking around the £10,000 mark myself Sir.

Smythe: Oh I think we can ask for a bit more than that Atkins! Remember, this is completely useless. 

Atkins: Yes, you’re right of course, sorry Sis.

Smythe: Let’s think in terms of £20,000 for now, it all depends on how much we can get the public salivating. We’re looking at the top end of the market here, so we need to make this a very exclusive product: market it along the lines of, erm . . . 

(Gets up and crosses the room to look out of the window.)

 . . . ‘Do you earn enough to see yourself in slow motion?’ or something like that. Advertise it on TV with slow motion footage of bullets flying through the air, cars skidding in the rain, female sprinters crossing the finishing line ‘chesting the tape’, that sort of thing.

Atkins: Excellent idea Sir!

Smythe: Can we get it into production in time for the Christmas market?

Atkins: I think so Sir. 

Smythe: You’d better make sure of it Atkins, I intend to give my wife one for Christmas. Loves to toss her hair back over her shoulder my wife. (Pause)
Better make it a full length one actually.

Atkins: I’ll get right on it Sir.

Scene 6

11:04am; tea break. Dan sits drinking a cup of coffee in the staff room when Pete and Bob enter. Bob is a seasoned inventor – at least 10 years older than the other 2.

Bob: (Brandishing a copy of The Guardian) Have you seen this Dan? (Slams the paper on the table top in front of Dan)
Dan: The Nopane story? It was all over the news this morning. Alright Pete.

Pete: Alright mate.

Bob: Yeah, it’s not a bad article actually. They paint the addicts as tragic victims instead of junkies, but they do go into some the reasons it was invented.

Dan: As long as their not naming names, I’m not bothered. I was only involved in developing the initial concept anyway. My conscience is completely clear. 

Dan picks up the newspaper and begins reading the article

Voice of the Guardian: 4 years ago a group of scientists invented a drug capable of erasing memories. The drug was invented to help reintegrate victims of abuse, violent crime etc back into society (thereby saving money that would otherwise have to be spent on therapy, psychiatrists and other treatments). Initially each tablet was capable of removing roughly one minute of memory, however in a recent analysis of tablets seized by Police in Stoke on Trent, some were found to contain 30 times the recommended safe dosage of the active ingredient. All a person taking the drug needs to do is call up a particular memory and then take a tablet. The dose is repeated until the offending memory is purged.

The drug was initially closely monitored and used only in a controlled environment. However it gradually seeped onto the streets, where the public’s thirst for it was unquenchable. Some people began to resent having bad memories and purged themselves of all but the best memories of their lives.

This shrinking of users’ memories had an adverse effect on their personalities though, leaving them with only a small range of topics on which they could hold a conversation. Many stock market traders and city executives started using the drug to hone their minds by removing unnecessary information, thus making themselves less liable to distraction and more focussed, more efficient, in their work.

Amongst the lower strata of society, where Nopane abuse was particularly prevalent, there began to emerge a dependence upon the drug, leading to whole areas of towns and cities rapidly spiralling down into a zombie-like state. This Nopane dependency was quickly exploited by drug dealers, who mixed the drug with other addictive substances, so that it has now become almost impossible to obtain chemically pure Nopane outside of the Health Service.

 It seems that talking to a person who has purged all undesirable memories from their mind becomes in itself an undesirable memory. Eventually cases began to appear of people constantly taking the drug, in order to block out their immediate, present tense experiences: to prevent memories from ever being created. These Nopane addicts are known amongst drug dealers as ‘goldfish’.

It is curious to note that the taking of Nopane to block out the present tense began as a trend amongst the upper strata of society who would take the drug in a perfectly calm relaxed state of mind, thinking of nothing in particular, so as not to remember irritating situations like watching TV or waiting in line at the checkout in the supermarket.

From research carried out in the Netherlands it appears that the intellect of a Nopane addict is not diminished by over use of the drug, but rather ‘frustrated’: when the brain is stripped of all its memories it forgets how to connect thoughts. It, in effect, forgets how to think. Nopane addicts have only a very limited awareness of the outside world; they are only capable of feeling what is directly affecting them in the present tense.

Recently it has become increasingly common to see a Nopane addict huddled beneath a filthy coat or blanket, out on the street, moaning with pain as the effects of the drug wear off.

The manufacturers of Nopane have issued a statement saying that they deeply regret the problems caused by abuse of Nopane but point out that the drug itself is not addictive. They also say that they are soon to launch a drug which can retrieve and restore long forgotten memories.

Bob: The fact is, whenever a new invention is launched people immediately look for a way of either gaining some sort of sexual gratification from it or getting high off it.

Pete: All the most successful inventions have an obvious sexual or narcotic application. We have to accept that that’s ultimately what people want: to fuck and get fucked.  

Bob: Yeah, well we can’t change human nature can we?

Dan: (to himself) Can’t we?

Sounds of spoons stirring in cups.

[Musical interlude]

Act 2

Scene 7

Later that night, a Bar in Islington, 10:50pm. Dan and Pete have been sitting drinking at the same table in the corner for over 5 hours. 

Dan: You know, sometimes, when I’m in a meeting at work I think to myself ‘what 

would be the most inappropriate thing that I could do right now?’ It always involves me either shitting or wanking.

Pete: Whenever I’m in that situation I always imagine myself shouting.

Dan: Just shouting?

Pete: Well; shouting, pulling faces and, behaving like a gorilla. You know – sticking your arse out really far and stamping your feet.

Dan: And what would you be shouting while you were doing this?

Pete: It’s not really the specific words that would be so inappropriate; it’s more the volume and the . . . accent.

Dan: The accent?

Pete: I imagine myself shouting ‘hoots mon, there’s juice loose aboot this hoose!’ in a Scottish accent. 

Dan: A crap Scottish accent.

Pete: The crapness of the accent is a part of why it would be so inappropriate.

Dan: It would be very inappropriate.

Pete: More inappropriate than shitting?

Dan: I don’t think anything could be more inappropriate than shitting.

Dan: Hmm . . . What about shitting whilst shouting?

Pete: In a crap Scottish accent?

Dan: Shitting whilst shouting in a crap Scottish accent.

Pete: Well; I think if you were shitting whilst shouting in a crap Scottish accent, sticking your arse out really far and stamping your feet like a gorilla, then, yes, that would be more inappropriate than just shitting. 

( A bell rings, a cockney woman bawls ‘laast awdaahs!’)

Pete: Drink up! (Sound of gulping drinks)

Dan: (Gasping from finishing his pint) Now, imagine if we could somehow unleash that desire to behave inappropriately; if we could free people from their inhibitions, from their own narrow conceptions of decency and morality.

Pete: Why, then everyone would be free to act like a gorilla any time they wanted to. 

Dan: Then everyone would be free to do whatever they wanted to do, at any time they wanted to! If that meant sticking your arse out really far, then so be it; there’s a Scottish gorilla in all of us, and he’s stamping feet and shouting to get out! 

I’m serious mate. Just think how much better the world would be if we were truly free to express ourselves, and act out our desires without fear of being judged or of violating some petty moral code. If we could escape the moronic urge to conform to the herd.

Pete: Dan, Just think how much better the world would be if we could get another drink before they stop serving. I’m serious mate; it’s your round. 

Dan: (Joking) I really don’t understand this mania for alcohol Pete. Very well, I shall observe this strange ritual with you, though I cannot fathom the logic of it nor understand the role that it plays in your culture. (Only half joking) A culture soon to be much improved by my inventions, mark my words! (Walks off unsteadily to the bar)

Pete: (mumbling to himself, parroting Dan behind his back) There’s a Scottish gorilla in all of us, and he’s stamping his feet and shouting to get out! (Suddenly shouts in a Scottish accent) Hoots mon! (laughs drunkenly to himself)

Scene 8

1:34am, Dan is back home from the pub. He has had a kebab.

Dan: Sandy, what is my greatest invention?
Sandy: Your greatest invention is the one that solves a problem for the greatest number of people.

Dan: OK then, which of my inventions solves a problem for the greatest number of people?

Sandy: ‘The Power of Ten’: it can give anything a rating out of ten, thereby better enabling people to make informed decisions.

Dan: Or, to put it another way, removing the need for people to think. (Pause) Tell me Sandy, how do I invent something that will free people from their inhibitions?

Sandy: Alcohol already fulfils that function.

Dan: But that’s only a temporary state, plus it stops your brain from functioning properly. I want to give people that release from your inhibitions that you get when under the influence of alcohol, but without the physical side effects, and I want it to be permanent. 

Sandy: You must further examine the effects of alcohol upon the brain. You must also clearly define what you mean by ‘inhibitions’. 

Dan: I want to invent something that’ll free people from themselves.

Sandy: You must clearly define what you mean by ‘free’.

Dan: Freedom from the fears, neurosis and self doubt that hold people back and keep them from fulfilling themselves.

Sandy: Your objective remains ambiguous. You must clearly define what you mean by ‘themselves’.

Dan: Will I ever be forced to destroy you Sandy?

Sandy: I can only give you answers based upon what is already known. It is possible that in the future you will become enraged by such answers to the point where you will become violent.

Dan: I’ll take that as a yes. 

(Pause, sound of snoring grows louder the suddenly stops – a moment of silence – then starts again.)

Scene 9

The next day, Wednesday, 8:45am, Dan sits drinking a cup of coffee in the staff room at the inventor’s workshops where he works. Sounds of spoons stirring in cups, water pouring, fridge doors, etc. Pete, a fellow inventor, enters and greets Dan:

Pete: How you doing Dan, you feeling rough?

Dan: I’m knackered, I’ve lost the knack, I need to be sent off to the knackers’ yard.
Pete: Hmm (Pause) have you thought about getting a tattoo?

Dan: Why would I want to get a tattoo?

Pete: Well, a lot of people seem to derive a sense of pride about themselves from their tattoos and I think that’s what you need Dan; some pride in yourself. You’re a good man and you can be really quite witty at times too.

Dan: Maybe I could get GSOH tattooed across my knuckles. You know, ‘good sense of humour’.

Pete: ‘Great sense of humour’ more like mate.

Dan: Yeah, you’re right. Thanks mate, just the thought of getting a tattoo is already making me feel better about myself. Maybe I’ll get one on my face, that way I can take pride in myself every time I look in the mirror.

Pete: See, you’re already coming up with great ideas again mate.

Dan: You’re a good mate, mate. You’ll make some lucky girl an excellent mate one day.

Pete: That’s just the kind of guy I am. You know one of my friends once told me that they were going to kill themselves and that the only decision left for them was whether to jump off a cliff or to put their head in an oven. I told them that their best bet was to put their head in an oven and then jump off a cliff . . . that person is still alive today. I like to think that I played a part - however small.

Sound of spoons in cups etc

Dan: I’m gonna shelve all my other projects for now and start working properly on that idea I told you about last night in the pub. 

Pete: Which one was that, my memory of last night is a bit hazy.

Dan: I want to invent something that’ll free people from their inhibitions. I’ve got an idea about how I can make it work.

Pete: No offence mate; but I think I’d like to keep my inhibitions actually, I don’t know if I’d be a very nice person without them.

Dan: I find that very hard to believe mate.

Pete: Just be careful with this one mate, seriously.

Scene 10

Dan sits at his desk in workshop 35. It is 4:15 pm; one hour and fifteen minute lefts until the end of the day. Bob sits next to him, leafing through the notes that Dan has asked him to look over.

Dan: So what do you think? I’m calling it the De-inhibitor.

Bob: Personally, I think you’re going to struggle to get this one approved: the Nopane story is all over the press and you worked on that. I know you had no role in its development, but it’s still gonna look bad if anyone makes the connection. I think you’ll need to make it absolutely clear to management what the practical applications would be if you’re to have any chance of pushing this through into production. What do you see the practical applications being?

Dan: I see The De-inhibitor as something that would improve people’s lives in every way really.

Bob: Dan, you’ve got no chance if that’s your pitch. What about trying to sell it as something that will spice up people’s sex lives: something to cure frigid women maybe? You need to appeal to the most base instincts and urges of the public, don’t try to appeal to people’s better nature – that won’t work, ‘cos it won’t sell. 

Dan: (Disheartened) Right.

(Pause)

Bob: Look mate, I think you’re a bloody good inventor, and if this does what you’re saying it does then you’re right; it has the potential to radically alter people’s lives. You’ve just got to be pragmatic, that’s all. (Pause) Listen, did I ever tell you about the only true genius I ever met?

Dan: No, who was that then?

Bob: A man called Phil Billows. I saw him at work in Pyramids nightclub in Crawley in 1992. He turned conventional chat-up techniques completely on their head. After I’d seen him in action, everything I thought I knew about how to approach a woman was suddenly obsolete.

You see, instead of trying as hard as he could to impress them with his wit and charm, he would put in zero effort; yet he was always successful. He would systematically and shamelessly approach women, and, believe me, he was willing to approach every woman in the place if necessary, using the same 2 lines.

Dan: Which were?

Bob: The first line he’d use was “Bonjour!” – that was the set up - followed quickly by “Girl’s night out?” 

That was it! It was, like all works of true genius, beautiful in its simplicity. By the time we left there was a gorgeous girl literally falling over herself to get into a taxi with him. I watched him slap her arse, and she just giggled. I’ll never forget the feeling as I watched that taxi drive off; I felt so . . . humble. 

I still feel privileged that I was able to watch him at work. 

(Pause)

Listen I’m going have to get going mate, I’ll see you tomorrow. Remember: pragmatic!

(Gets up and leaves)

Dan leans back in his swivel chair and slowly pushes himself round and round as he thinks over what Bob has said. After a while he gets up and leaves the room, the chair continues spinning in his absence before slowing to a halt.

Scene 11

2:40am, Dan is in his flat, he has been drinking alone and talking to Sandy all night.

Dan: Why am I unhappy Sandy?

Sandy: Further to my previous answers; you are obsessed with removing the imperfections from any given scenario. This obsession with the imperfections prevents you from acknowledging or appreciating the positive aspects of a situation.

Dan: What are the positive aspects of using a machine that you have invented yourself as a substitute for a relationship with a member of the opposite sex?

Sandy: You are increasingly able to discuss difficult personal issues with me. This coupled with the fact that you have given me a female voice, in theory points towards you developing the ability to talk openly with a female. 

Dan: In reality this points towards me being a lonely little man. (He opens the fridge door and pulls out a can of beer which he opens and drinks from) By creating The De-inhibitor am I trying to invent something that will improve people’s lives or am I just trying to solve my own problems?

Sandy: By drawing upon your own experiences you have identified a need for a new product. You wish to be free of the inhibitions which prevent you from acting upon your wishes and desires and which prevent you from even attempting to achieve happiness. Your needs can be presumed to be representative of the needs of a large sector of society. 
Dan: How safe would it be for me to try out The De-inhibitor on myself?

Sandy: Self experimentation has a long history of disastrous results.

Dan: You’re right (swigs from beer can) you always are. If not me, then who should I try it out on?

Sandy: As it has been recommended that you pitch the de-inhibitor as something capable of curing frigidity in women, it would seem appropriate to test it on a female.

Dan: Yeah, that makes sense. If only you were a real woman Sandy.

Sandy: Further to my previous answers; there are almost as many lonely females as males. By frequenting establishments where such lonely people congregate you will increase the chances of meeting a receptive female. By deploying semi-humorous pre-prepared opening conversational gambits – commonly referred to as ‘chat up lines’ – you will increase the chances of instigating a relationship. 
Dan: Better still; I know a female who’s almost as lonely as I am!

[Musical interlude]

Act 3

Scene 12

Dan’s place, 7:37pm the following evening – Thursday. Dan is explaining his new invention to Jane. 

Jane: So you’ve invented something that makes it easy for women to meet and pick up men?

Dan: Yeah definitely, it does much more than that though.

Jane: Like what?

Dan: It releases people from the need to conform. It liberates them; frees them from themselves and their own inhibitions. It allows people to pursue what they truly desire.

Jane: That sounds a bit dangerous. 

Dan: What’s the matter, are you too scared to pursue what you truly desire, are you scared to see it achieved?

Jane: You sound like a TV evangelist trying to sell me a shiny new bible! 

Dan: (Laughs) I’m trying to get people to use this invention to free themselves.

Jane: Free themselves from what?

Dan: From the urge to conform; to obey and to buy; buy what they’re told to buy without ever asking why. 

It stops people from just sitting on new-build estates, in their little Lego castles, getting slowly inebriated drinking buy-one-get-one-free lager, on an identikit sofa, eating piping hot swill from the microwave, watching celebrities on roller skates,  all the while moaning about how their local pub’s closed down and their area’s turning into a Conformotown. 

It enables people to decide for themselves what they want to buy and what they want to buy into.

Jane: So, you’ve invented something which will stop people wanting to buy new inventions?

Dan: It will certainly do that, yes. It’ll also enable people to identify, go after and get what they truly desire; what they truly need in their lives.

Jane: But if it really stops people wanting to buy new inventions then I don’t see your work being particularly pleased with you. 

(Pause) 

At the risk of sounding like your dumb blonde co-host (puts on the voice of a cartoon mouse) how does it work then?

Dan: Well, the drug has been applied to this piece of protein paper; here.

He passes one to her

Jane: It looks like a 5 pence piece, and yet it feels as light a communion wafer.

Dan: (Laughs) You just put the piece of protein paper up under your top eyelid like you’re putting in a contact lens, then roll your eyes to the sky, and it moves round to the back of your eyeball. Once it’s behind your eyeball it’ll get absorbed and any remains will be secreted via the tear duct. One in each eye and that’s it, it’s that simple.

Jane: (Sighs) There is no way you are going to persuade people to put drug-soaked tabs of paper up under their eyelids in order to remove their desire to buy things. And anyway, you’re not going to find any company that will produce this: why would they? 

Dan: They wouldn’t, you’re absolutely right.

But think of it like this: why would anyone want to inject horse tranquilisers into their legs? Why would anyone want to inject heroine into their eyes?

Jane: I don’t get what you mean.

Dan: Well, look at what happened with Nopane. All I have to do is invent the drug and the rest will take care of itself.

Jane: (Indignantly) Dan, I can’t believe you can be so arrogant. Look at what happened with Nopane?!

Dan: I understand why you think I’m being irresponsible, but I’ve invented this to try and do good and I honestly believe that it will. Once I release this it’ll help a lot of people.

Jane: Let me ask you this Dan; what do you thinks someone without inhibitions would actually be like? I mean, have you thought this through? They’d be absolutely (stops suddenly) 

Wait, hold on a minute . . . you invited me over to try this out on me didn’t you?

Dan: I . . .

Jane: (Cutting him off ) Don’t even try to deny it. I know you you fucker. You think you can just call me up and tempt me over here on the promise of finally being able to snare myself a man, and I’ll happily shove drugs up under my eyelids in the hope that it’ll work!? (Pause) 

I’m leaving. (Gets up, gathers her things and walks off, she pauses in the doorway) If you want someone to try your inventions out on, use yourself you fucking lab rat! You need to have a long hard look at yourself Dan and think about what you’re doing. (She slams the door as she leaves)

Scene 13

Dan’s bathroom, 12:52am. Dan has been sat on the toilet looking at himself in the mirror above the wash basin opposite him for over5 hours, during which time he has drunk 7 and a half cans of strong lager.

Dan: (To the mirror) Yeah, well, don’t blame me Jane when everyone else is all uninhibited and fulfilled and you’re still worrying about the size of your arse, and what to wear to impress a load of other sad other twats at speed dating – ‘Oh I’ve been on 4 dates this year, how many have you been on Dan?’ 

Ha! Pretty soon there’ll be no such thing as dates any more, I’ll see to that Miss. People will just meet and decide within the first 15 seconds whether they want to mate – whenever they want – simple as that.

Ooh look at me in my cosy little life, all fulfilled in my work. Better make the most of it work drones, ‘cos the tea cosy of contentment is about to be ripped off your teapot; you toss pots. Pretty soon people won’t be dunking their custard creams in their tea any more, oh no, they’ll be dropping dry roasted into their lager cans and chewin’ on the dregs, oh yes. Who’ll be laughing then eh? Me, that’s who, and I’ll be laughing at you (Points at his own reflection) all of you. Yeah . . . You can all fuck off, the lot of you. (Threatening his own reflection) I’ll fucking show you, you bunch of cunts (slurps up the dregs from his can and throws it in the bath, with the other empties). I’ll fucking show you right now.
Dan gets up and walks drunkenly across the room. Sound of squeaky hinge as bathroom cabinet opens. He fiddles in the cabinet and pulls out 2 De-inhibitor tabs in the palm of his hand. He shuts the bathroom cabinet and stares at himself, tilts his head back and applies the tabs to his eyes. 

Dan: (Out loud to himself, wincing with pain) See you on the other side.
He moans and shudders before falling to the floor, rolling around, howling and moaning with pain as the drugs take effect. 

Scene 14

The next day, Friday, 8:56am, Pete sits drinking a cup of coffee in the staff room at the inventor’s workshops where he works. Sounds of spoons stirring in cups, water pouring, fridge doors, etc. Dan enters and Pete greets him:

Pete: I can’t believe I’m here before you. How come you’re late? 

Dan: (Humourless in all of his replies) I couldn’t be arsed to get up. There’s no point in arriving before I start getting paid, is there?

Pete: Finally; you’re coming to your senses. I hope you’re going to start taking my advice from now on and stop this ridiculous ironing of your clothes and the strange obsession you have with shaving your face.

Dan: Oh, I won’t be worrying about stuff like that anymore. From now on I’m just focussing on the essentials. I’m not going to waste time doing things I don’t like.

Pete: Have you scored that job you were eyeing up as a bra fitter in Marks and Spencers? 

Dan: I am gonna be leaving soon. I’ve achieved everything ever I set out to achieve now. 

Pete: Be careful mate; when someone says that it’s usually not long until they’re dead.

Dan: You really are an arse-wanker Pete. Why don’t you get back to inventing self-inflating balloons or whatever history altering work it is you’re doing at the moment.

Pete: I’ll be doing some face altering work on you in a minute you brown balloon. What the fuck’s wrong with you this morning?

Dan: Let’s just say I’m seeing things a lot clearer today.

Pete: Yeah, well I’ll see you later. (Gets up and leaves)
Scene 15

Young couple Greame and Erica are in the kitchen of their house, somewhere in Staffordshire, making beans on toast for their tea (there is a TV on in the background):

Erica: Do you know what I wish someone would invent?

Greame: What’s that then, duck?

Erica: I wish I could buy a can of beans that would refill its self when it was empty, and a loaf of bread that would re-grow when it was down to the last crust.

Greame: Yeah, you’d just have to plant the crust in some special soil and it’d re-grow into a new loaf.

Erica: It could be called Re-Grow-A-Loaf or Loaf Re-growth. (Sighs) If only they’d invent something useful like that, something to help out the ordinary folk like us, struggling to make ends meet. You know; something we really need.

Greame: Well, until they do we’ll just have to keep going to the supermarket every week. 

Have we got any hot dogs, duck*?

[‘duck’ is a term of endearment in certain parts of the midlands]

Scene 16

 Dan and Atkins meet in a corridor, 10:37am. Dan is in the process of stealing equipment from work to take home. The swag he is concealing makes his jumper bulge out at the front. Atkins puts out his hand to shake Dan’s. Dan struggles to free his hand without letting the stolen equipment fall to the floor. Atkins shakes Dan’s hand manfully causing the contents of Dan’s jumper to clink and clank.

Atkins: Dan, I’ve been meaning to come and speak to you. We’ve read your latest proposal - De-inhibitor is it?

Dan: That’s right, yes.

Atkins: Smythe is very keen on the idea. He thinks it has the potential to be a Viagra for women. He’s asked me to ask you if you erm, have any of it ready for use yet?

Dan: Oh yes. I’m more than happy for him, or his dried up old wife, to have some. 

(Pause)

Atkins: (Weighing Dan up) It works then?

Dan: It works alright. (He begins to edge away) Sorry, must dash, important things to be doing and all that. I’ll bring the De-inhibitor over to your office this afternoon. 
He walks off, holding his jumper up, as he goes. Atkins stands watching him suspiciously. Suddenly a glass flask falls out from under Dan’s jumper and smashes as it hits the floor. Everything is still as they stand and look at each other for a moment.

Atkins: Dan, I think we need to have a little talk . . . on the top floor. 

Scene 17

Dan is packing his stuff up into a box in his workshop. A security guard stands near the door, watching Dan’s every move.

Bob: They’ve sacked you?

Dan: Yeah. It’s no big deal; I wasn’t planning on coming back on Monday anyway. You know you’re a good bloke Bob, but you need to get out of this place. If you stay in a job too long you just end up as a poor quality copy of your boss – another Xerox boss. 

Bob: You were planning to leave anyway? What are you going do? 

Dan: I’m going to change the world.

Pause

Bob: (Worried) Listen Dan, I’m going to go and fetch Pete and then we’re going to take you home. You could do with a hand and then we can go for a drink together.

Dan: No mate, don’t worry about it, I don’t want you getting into any trouble. I’m fine, really.

Bob: We won’t get in any trouble. I’ll be back in 5 minutes, don’t leave before I get back. Stay here, OK?

(Bob hurries out of the workshop past the security guard. Dan finishes packing his one box and leaves without waiting for Bob to return)

Scene 18

A bar in Islington, 8:45pm, Dan is drinking alone. He approaches a young woman sitting at the bar.

Dan: Bonjour.

Young Woman: I’m sorry, do I know you?

Dan: Girl’s night out?

Young Woman: I’ve no idea who you are or what you’re talking about. Can you go away now please?

Dan: Listen, I know you’re all up tight and inhibited, but you don’t need to worry about how you look: I came over to talk to you because I find you attractive and I’d like to have sex with you.

Young Woman: If you don’t leave me alone I’m going to start screaming.

Dan: Hey, no need to get upset baby; I know you like sex. I’ve got something here that’ll help you relax and feel good. 

He produces some tabs of De-inhibitor from his pocket

Young Woman: (Screaming) Help! Please help! This man’s trying to get me to take drugs!

Dan: Hey, calm down, calm down!

Young Woman: Help me, please, some one! This man’s a drug dealer!  Help me!

Dan: I’m trying to help you out, you daft cow!

Young Woman: Help, help!

Dan: Oh for fuck’s sake. Fine, stay as you are.

He turns and walks away, but a bouncer grabs his arm.

Bouncer: (Grabbing Dan and marching him off) You’re coming with me.

Dan: What? No, no, this is all just a mistake. I’m not a drug dealer! I’m a scientist! (Voice fading off into the distance)
[Musical interlude]

Act 4

Scene 19

10 months later . . . Jane and Pete, driving in a car, on their way to visit Dan in an asylum.

Jane: His sister came to visit him a couple of weeks ago and she said that he’s in a bad way. She wouldn’t go into much detail; she just said that it’d do him good to have some visitors. 

Pete: All I know is that he’s in there for pushing that stupid fucking De-inhibitor stuff onto people. 

Jane: They did some tests before sentencing and it was decided that he’d be better off in an asylum than in prison. 

Pete: (Sighs) Fucking hell. 

Jane: I know; I veer between pity and contempt for him. He’s a victim of his own nature ultimately, isn’t he?

Pete: Yeah . . . Like Victor Frankenstein.

(Pause)

Jane: Thanks for agreeing to come with me. I’m pretty nervous about going in there.

Pete: Have you ever been into an asylum before? 

Jane: No, have you?

Pete: Oh yeah; my cousin was put into one years ago. 

Jane: Would it be rude to ask why?

Pete: No, not at all. It all began when he was given a digital watch for his 13th birthday. He always said he thought that watch was sending him mad – whenever he looked at it all the numbers would be the same. It’d say20:20 or 11:11. He’d be laughing as he said it, but I remember it as strange though because after he’d told me about it, it started happening to me as well.

Jane: I get that sometimes. I seem to automatically look at my watch at 08:08 every morning.

Pete: (Laughs a hollow laugh down his nose before continuing) Then, when he was 15 he got a digital camcorder for Christmas. That was the turning point. I was sick with jealousy at the time. That was 15 years ago now, and those early models had a flaw in their design: The built in microphone was so sensitive that if it was recording in silence or near-silence, it would pick up and record the sound of its own motor; blocking out any other quiet sounds. This small fact fascinated him and he slowly became obsessed with it. He’d spend days locked in his room recording; trying to see if he could record the sound of the camera’s motor and his own breathing at the same time. The problem was that the camera would either record one or the other; it was impossible to record both sounds at the same time.

Jane: That’s not a healthy activity for a growing lad.

Pete: I know. He used to show me some of the tapes he’d made. To me they were unbearably boring. The first ones were just a close up of his head, then there were close ups of his mouth, with his breath forming on the lens and the auto focus going in and out of focus as the condensation evaporated. In the end he was just using the camera to record sound and keeping the lens cap on. Those were quite disturbing. First you’d hear the warm quiet hum of the motor, then a loud breathing sound would crash in as the microphone picked him up in the room. Then back and forth between the 2 sounds as he tried to manoeuvre into just the right position to record both. I can remember the awful tension of waiting for the sound of his breathing to come back in. (Pause) Sorry, I’m droning on. This must be boring for you.

Jane: It’s not boring at all, it’s really interesting actually: what happened after that?

Pete: Well; by that point we’d drifted apart and I didn’t really go round to his house anymore. There was no point: he hardly ever talked, he’d just sit there, completely silent; listening to the sound of his own breathing. He stopped going to school because he said the noise hurt his ears, and over the next few months he just gradually stopped talking altogether.

Jane: His parents let him stop going to school?

Pete: They took him to an ear specialist and it turned out that he’d been shoving knitting needles down his ears and had made himself deaf. The only explanation he gave was that he did it so that he could hear his breathing better.

Jane: (Quietly) Oh my God.

Pete: Not long afterwards he was put in a secure mental health unit and within 6 weeks of going in, he was dead. 

(Pause)

We all went to visit him while he was there but he kept his eyes closed the whole time and wouldn’t open them. I remember as we were leaving I put my hand on his shoulder and his eyes opened for a second and he recognised me. Then he was gone. My mum gave him a kiss on the cheek but he made no response.

(Pause)

A lot of people found it really funny that he died the way he did, but that didn’t make it any less tragic. I mean; to kill yourself by holding your breath, I didn’t even think that was possible.

Jane: Oh Pete, I’m so sorry. I would never have asked you to come if I’d have known.

Pete: It’s no problem – I wanted to come anyway. It’s only a short visiting time and it’ll be easier the 2 of us being there. I don’t think I could’ve come on my own either. This whole thing with Pete just reminds me of what happened with my cousin.

Jane: Apparently he’s in some sort of isolation unit at the moment.

Pete: He should be glad of the company then.

Sound of traffic and engine whirring inside the car.

Scene 20

Sound of footsteps in a corridor, Metal doors opening and closing and keys jangling. 

Warder: I’m not going to be able to let you in to his cell, but I can open the hatch in the door so that you can talk with him. I warn you though: stand back from the door when I open the hatch because the smell is absolutely disgusting.

Pete: Why does the cell smell?

Warder: Because he plays in his shit, mate.

Jane: What do you mean? Is he on some sort of dirty protest?

Warder: See for yourselves.

Footsteps stop, sound of chains, warder puts a handkerchief over his mouth as he opens the hatch.

Dan: Hello?

Warder: (Voice muffled) Visitors. 

Pete: Dan? Is that you?

Dan: (Dan approaches the hatch. His hands, face and clothes are smeared with excrement but he is totally reasonable and lucid) Hi Pete, good to see you. I would shake your hand but it’s not allowed I’m afraid.

Pete: That’s fine, really. Erm, Jane’s here too.

Jane: Hello Dan. Oh! Dan, what’s happened to you?

Dan: Oh, yes, sorry about the mess. I’ve been working all morning – another hard day at the office, eh Pete?

Jane: Erm, Dan, what have you been doing? You’re covered in . . . shit.

Dan: It’s a medium just like any other, granted it’s not as stable as oils or acrylics, but technical experimentation and innovation was central to Leonardo Da Vinci’s work, and I believe that studying the old masters is the best way to learn.

Jane: What do you mean; why are you covering your self and your cell in shit?

Pete: You fucking stink Dan. What’s going on? Is this all to do with that De-Inhibitor crap, is that it? Are you so uninhibited now that you think it’s okay to cover yourself in shit?

Jane: Pete! We’ve come to visit Dan, not have a go at him. 

(To Dan) We’re just worried Dan. We’re trying to understand what’s going on here.

Pete: I’m sorry. How are you Dan?

Dan: I’m fine Pete. You’ve no need to apologise; I can understand that this must seem strange to you. The last time I saw you 2 I was still a scientist and now; I’m an artist.

Jane: So this smearing shit everywhere is some sort of an Art piece? 

Dan: These are my paintings Jane.

Pete: What, those shit smears on the walls, they’re paintings?

Dan: That’s right. I don’t use paint, I don’t use brushes and I don’t use canvas but I’m a painter alright. And these - are my paintings. I’m only just starting out but I’ve taken inspiration from Goya’s Black frescoes, Louis Soutter’s finger paintings and Cy Twombly’s abstract, gestural mark making.

Jane: Dan, those names mean nothing to us. Why don’t you tell us what’s been going on since you’ve been in here and then you can tell us all about your paintings, eh?

Dan: Sure, no problem.

Pete: Why have you been put into isolation then Dan?

Dan: Well, the other inmates couldn’t understand my work. They objected to the smell. (Laughs) 
Pete: I can’t say that I blame them.

Dan: It’s worked out for the best actually: I’ve got my own little studio now. 

Jane: Why have you started painting then Dan?

Dan: After I was put in here - when it was decided that I was “a risk to myself as much as to others” because I’d experimented on myself with the De-inhibitor - I had a lot of time to reassess things. 

The more I thought about it, the more I came to see that you can’t change the world with technology; all that stuff is just incidental. It doesn’t actually affect or alter a person’s core beliefs. You know, it doesn’t matter whether someone is using an abacus or a laptop; they’re still having a miserable time.

Jane: That makes sense.

Dan: The first few months I spent most of my time avoiding the other inmates – hiding out in the library; in the art section initially because the medication that they had me on meant that I was only really able to look at pictures. After a while my medication was reduced and I was able study the books properly. Learning about all those artists and how their work developed was a really powerful experience for me: I felt that I was among kindred spirits. Eventually I came to understand that only Art has the power to truly change how we see the world.

Pete: Or to change how we smell the world.

Dan: (laughs to himself) I’ve missed you Pete.

Pete: Dan, I can understand that you want to be an artist now, but why can’t you just paint a few watercolours or do some charcoal drawings or something – at least until you can get yourself out of here. 

Dan: It doesn’t work like that Dan. You have to do what you have to do. You don’t get to choose. Besides, lots of artists have used shit in their work: Pierro Manzoni and Chris Offili to name but a couple.

Warder: Time’s up, come on. Let’s be leaving now.

Jane: Dan, if you carry on like this they’re not going to let you out of here. Just think about that will you?

Pete: Sort it out Dan. You should be going out down the pub with us; getting pissed and having a laugh, not painting pictures in your crap. 

Jane: When you get out we can arrange for you to do some life drawing classes. 

Dan: Actually, that’s not a bad idea – a picture of a naked woman on the toilet, painted in shit.

Warder: (Loudly) That’s enough now.

Scene 21

A year later . . . 

TV news presenter: (Paxman-like sneering tone of voice) And finally: an exhibition opened today that seems set to cause quite a stink. The Magnolia Box gallery in Hoxton is staging the first solo show by Dan Dando. The critics are calling his work sublime, but others might turn their noses up at it. For Dando takes the phrase ‘putting yourself into your work’ to extremes: he creates his paintings and sculptures from his own excrement!

 In the past Dando has found it difficult to get his work included in shows because of complaints from other artists that the smell of his work seeps into their work, thereby decreasing its value.


The Paintings themselves are described as neo abstract expressionism and can command thousands of pounds in auction houses. Dando says that his work “explores the primal urge to play and its function within society” and that he uses excrement in order to “equate the creative act with the essential bodily functions”.  He says that the smell of the work is an essential aspect of the experience. 

Visitors to the show may be interested to know that Dando has been blind for a year now, following an infection he contracted whilst working in his studio. We are reliably informed that he continues to paint and sculpt though.


Make of that what you will. Good night.

Music

The End

