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ACT ONE

SCENE ONE
SFX - KEN BRUCE ON RADIO TWO.
LES:
Just let me out. A fair price.
SPOTLIGHT ON
LES (30S), A DRESS SHIRT AND TIE, STANDS IN ONE SPOT, LOOKING PENSIVE. HE HAS A PHONE TO HIS EAR.

LES:
I can't take that. You're stealing the place from me at that price. Yeah, but through the administrator...look a trade sale is best for both of us. I'm not trying to...I know you know your business. It's not my first dance either. You think I haven't burned a company to the ground before? I wasn't bragging. A deal of mutual benefit. That's what we all want in business. Okay I'll give you that. I'll hear from you later then? Yeah? Will I? Eh? 

LES LOWERS THE PHONE. HE LOOKS DISCONSOLATE. 

LES:
Buggering, bastarding, bitching...
LIGHTS UP FULLY AS
MEG (20S) AND ROSE (40S), BOTH DRESSED IN OVERALLS AND GRAFTON HATS COME IN STAGE RIGHT.

MEG:
I mean you can't just take a saying, sing it, and that's you got a hit song. "Lying cos your lips are moving." That's an old joke. So I can just go 'You can't have your cake and eat it too'. Auto-tune, backing track and I've got a hit single.

WE CAN NOW SEE THE SHOP FLOOR OF DONACHIE'S BISCUIT FACTORY. DANK AND METALLIC, THERE ARE FOUR WORKSTATIONS ACROSS THE FLOOR. THEY HAVE GREASEPROOF PAPER SPREAD OVER THEM. CHOCOLATE BISCUITS SIT, HAVING BEEN ASSEMBLED INTO BOXES AND DISPLAYS.

LES STANDS, HANDS ON HIPS, AS HE OBSERVES THE WOMEN.

ROSE:
Oh, morning Les.

LES:
Stroll in when you feel like it.

ROSE:
We've both been here since seven.

LES:
So why have you left the station unmanned?

MEG:
Smoke break.

LES:
Youse don't smoke.

MEG:
Have we not been through this? If employees can get five minutes in the fresh air with a stick of tar in their mouths then you should be able to shoot the shit in the fresh air.

LES:
You do that here.

MEG:
But I like having the freedom of not doing any work while I'm nattering. Not still having to pretend I'm putting a shift in when I'm chatting here.

LES:
Just turned nine and already I'm being force-fed your back-sass Meg. We're under pressure here. You don't seem to understand that.

MEG:
I understand that you're under pressure.

ROSE:
We've come in two hours early to get more packets assembled. What more do you want from us?

LES:
Not enough of you have come in early.

ROSE:
But we did. We're the good guys, don't go giving us grief about the staff who aren't here.

LES:
It's just there's a deadline here and we're tight to it.

MEG:
Aye, are people planning on stopping eating chocolate biscuits come the end of the month? Some sort of Twilight Zone episode where everyone goes off caramel wafers all at once?

LES:
When I go to big corporate biscuit events I hear from my competitors that their staff are professional and don't give them cheek. Do you think I tell them that I have to deal with a collection of wee hairies and wide-os? 

MEG:
They're probably lying as well.

LES:
We've got extra orders on this month. Plus I've lost nearly two days of production thanks to that half-witted cleaner I employ.

ROSE:
Awch Alice didn't mean to do that.

LES:
She's not meant to clean anything that has to do with production. Not meant to touch it. But there she is, after hours polishing the chocolate machine. Knocks it on and the thing spews chocolate for eight hours. It's fully automated. And I can't fire her. She's worked here for a pittance since I've been a wean. 

MEG:
She said it was hypnotic, just watching it gush and gush chocolate.

LES:
The machine's so old the only guy who knows how to repair lives in Italy. I had to fly him in and put him up. At great expense. 

JUST THEN GWEN (20S) ENTERS STAGE LEFT. SHE'S ON HER MOBILE PHONE.

GWEN:
(On phone) Get him to add me on Snapchat. See what his patter's like. MissGwen89. I'm in work now. I better go. I'll snapchat you in a minute. Catch ye.

SHE ENDS HER CALL, THEN LIFTS HER PHONE UP AND FACES IT, FILMING HERSELF. 

GWEN:
(To phone) Me in work.

SHE MAKES A BORED FACE. SHE TURNS TO HER COLLEAGUES.

GWEN:
Morning!

LES:
Our resident techy has decided to download herself. You're late.

GWEN:
It's hardly left nine Gaffer.

LES:
I want my staff in ready to work at bang on nine o'clock.

MEG:
Then pay us from quarter to.

LES:
Do you ever see that Catriona Shearer just bundle in front of the camera at nine o'clock, taking her jacket off as she reads the news headlines? Naw, she's there well before she has to start her shift.

ROSE:
I'd love to see what that lassie wears on a night out, if that's the gear she's in first thing in the morning.

MEG:
I saw her in Curlers up the Byres Road at Christmas. She doesn't need all that make-up. She's naturally beautiful.

ROSE:
Sometimes I think the clobber distracts from the news story.

LES:
Will you two shut up? No end of problems with a female staff. If it's not chat about men, it's soaps, or nights out, or you're slagging each other's clothes, or hair. If I could have got guys to lower themselves to do this kind of menial work I would have done it a long time ago. But my old man always said women were happy with less. 

ROSE:
We've been here two hours early every morning and two hours late every night for the last fortnight. Now you're moaning the face of us for having a wee break or being a minute late.

LES:
There's orders to get done and out the door.

ROSE:
We know.

LES:
I just want to make sure they're done. (To Gwen) You, be on time in future. And where's the other one?

GWEN:
Helen? Maybe Her Highness' carriage was late for her.

MEG:
That'll be another footman for the chop.

LES:
When she comes in, tell her...tell her she's late.

LES TURNS TO LEAVE STAGE RIGHT.

LES:
Get a shift done.

HE LEAVES.

MEG:
I only come in here of a morning to see if Les has stopped being a dickhead.

ROSE:
Looks like you're back in tomorrow then.

GWEN:
I'm fed up hearing about this big rush order.

ROSE:
Don't knock it. Overtime's on for those that want it.

GWEN:
I'll try to get in a bit earlier tomorrow.

ROSE:
Things will be back to normal soon. I can't have Billy doing the school run much longer. First day he took the youngest to nursery. He's eight. It's that long since Billy drove them he forgot he was at primary. The other one he drove around for an hour but couldn't find the school so he took him into work with him. Sooner we're back to normal hours the better.

GWEN:
What are we listening to this morning? Whose turn is it?

MEG:
It's been on for the last two hours it's murder.

ROSE:
Don't give us that Meg. It's Radio Two. Ken Bruce. You've been enjoying it.

FROM STAGE LEFT ENTERS HELEN (30S).

HELEN:
Wait until you hear this...you know that we've been under pressure recently, right...

ROSE:
Helen, come on, if you're not going to do the extra hours get in on time for your shift at least.

HELEN:
What are you on about? It's bang on nine.

GWEN:
It is not. It's nearly five past. I was in before you and I got pulled up.

HELEN:
Oh nine o'clock or five minutes past. What's the big problem? The work will still get done.

GWEN:
Try telling that to Catriona Shearer.

HELEN:
Eh?

ROSE:
It's not about the minutes you spend working it's the attitude it shows you have. You know we're up against it this week. At the bare minimum, get in on time ready to work.

HELEN:
That's what I wanted to tell you. Have you thought about why we've been up against it the last few weeks?

MEG:
A big order's come in. Suddenly Scotland's racing to gobble up ginger snaps and chocolate wafers from a wee factory in Clarkston. Plus our cleaner poured a hundred weight of chocolate coating over the floor.

HELEN:
You know my feelings on her. She shouldn't been working here. But exactly, why are our biscuits suddenly so popular? I'll tell you, it's...what are we listening to?

ROSE:
Ach what's everyone's problem? Radio Two. Ken Bruce. The 'PopMaster' quiz will be on soon.

HELEN:
If there was a nuclear war, the next morning Ken Bruce would still be on the radio. Devastation across the United Kingdom, tens of millions dead, here's Jim Diamond with 'I Should Have Known Better'. Get it turned over.

GWEN:
Aye, get Clyde on.

HELEN:
Oh, we're not listening to that. All that chart muck, Bruno Mars, One Direction and Taylor Swift.

GWEN:
And what's wrong with that? I like them. It helps you get through a shift, singing along, makes the day go faster.

HELEN:
Helps you get through a shift. It's my turn, get Classic FM on.

MEG:
Classic FM!

HELEN:
It's soothing, some Mozart, Brahms, Elgar.

MEG:
Oh don't give us it. You only say you like that stuff to try and sound cultured. The same way you were drinking Courvoiser at the Christmas night out. You blanched every sip you took. Don't think I didn't see you getting halves of cider and black when you thought no one was looking.

HELEN:
I'm not going to dignify those accusations with a response. So what would you have us listen to? Your ethnic music?

MEG:
Ethnic music? You mean hip-hop? No, Wu-Tang FM is online only. I'd like Radio Scotland on actually. I enjoy listening to the Current Affairs phone-ins. Cos it's all dobers that call up. I like all this, "I'm not homophobic but" style gash they come out with.

ROSE:
We had Radio Scotland yesterday. Mind you were laughing at Colin from Barmulloch who said that immigrants were the reason he got sacked from his job. Because his Polish workmate caught him stealing.

MEG:
Ha ha, aye that dick. "Immigrant workers don't know not to grass. A Scottish boy would have kept his mouth shut." Ha ha fair enough keep it on Radio Two then.

HELEN:
Classic FM in the afternoon.

ROSE:
All right, you can sing along to Tchaikovsky and Verdi after lunch.

GWEN:
When am I getting...

ROSE:
We'll get Clyde on tomorrow morning. I don't know why we don't do a rota for the radio. Why's it become a problem all of a sudden?

HELEN:
We do a rota for everything else, but no one pays any attention to it. It'd just be the same for the radio.

GWEN HOLDS UP HER PHONE TO HER FACE.

GWEN:
Me at work listening to Radio Two.

SHE MAKES A GLUM FACE THEN PUTS HER FINGERS IN HER EARS. SATISFIED SHE PULLS THE PHONE AWAY AND GLEEFULLY PRESSES SOME BUTTONS.

HELEN:
Now we've sorted out the radio debacle can I get on with telling you what I've heard?

ROSE:
It was hardly a debacle. If everyone...

HELEN:
Do you want to hear this or not?

ROSE:
Is this gossip?

HELEN:
No, bigger than that. You know I've been meeting up with that guy who does deliveries and pick-ups here?

MEG:
The guy with the mullet?

HELEN:
It's not a mullet.

MEG:
He looks like Mel Gibson in Lethal Weapon.

HELEN:
He sort of blow dries his hair at the front and lifts it, while allowing the back to fall naturally.

MEG:
Like a mullet!

HELEN:
His hair isn't important! He was telling me that his boss told him Les has stopped all pick-ups from next Friday. 

MEG:
So he's getting a new firm in. So what?

HELEN:
No, he's planning to move the work overseas. Meaning redundancies are imminent. That's why he's hammering the big orders now. Squeeze every last drop of work out of us.

ROSE:
What? That's nonsense. We'd have heard. There's processes.

HELEN:
That's what Mel's telling me. (Beat) His name actually is Mel.

ROSE:
No, Les would need to letter us. He'd have to make an announcement about it. That makes no sense. He's just been in here. Never cracked a light.

GWEN TAKES HER PHONE, LOOKS INTO IT.

GWEN:
(To phone) Might be getting made redundant. Eeek.

SATISFIED, SHE HITS THE 'SEND' BUTTON.

MEG:
Are you Snapchatting this?

GWEN:
I'm Snapchatting big.

ROSE:
Let's treat this as the daft rumour it is until we actually get official word. When Les comes through we'll just ask him straight out.

MEG:
That slimy bastard will tell us nothing.

ROSE:
All just rumour until we hear different. There's procedures, consultations, negotiations, packages, timelines etc etc. Les can't just spring this on us. Pure gossip for now.

HELEN:
When am I ever wrong? My sources are impeccable. Sure it was me that told you first about the paying for your own Grafton hat scandal of 2011.

ROSE:
That's true. But this is rumour.

TAKING THE TELLING HELEN PUTS HER HEAD DOWN AND THE GIRLS SILENTLY GET ON WITH THEIR WORK FOR A MOMENT. UNTIL...

MEG:
A delivery driver's a bit downmarket for you is it not? You don't usually sully yourself with common help.

HELEN:
It's his own van. And who are you to pour scorn on my relationships anyway? At least I don't need to go on computer dating sites to find a man.

MEG:
There's nothing wrong with online dating nowadays.

HELEN:
I suppose since every guy you meet in the flesh you wind up kneeing in the balls, computer dating is safer for all concerned.

MEG:
That's just it. You get to sift out the wallopers.

GWEN LIFTS HER PHONE TO HER FACE AGAIN.

GWEN:
Pure rammy in here about guys.

SHE HITS 'SEND' AND SATISFIED WITH HERSELF, GETS BACK TO WORK.

ROSE:
I'm curious, how does this online dating work Meg? Do you get matched up with a guy or...how does it work?

MEG:
Okay, the site I'm on is called Lumber. L-M-B-R. No vowels. You put in information about yourself, height, age, that sort of thing, then you say what kind of guy you're looking for. Then write a bit about yourself, what you're into, all that guff.

ROSE:
Then sit back and wait?

MEG:
Kind of. You can search for guys, but contacting them first is bad form. See, as a lassie you shouldn't have to be making the first move. That just says you're desperate. 

HELEN:
Is everybody on there not desperate in the first place?

MEG:
(Ignoring Helen) If you've got a halfway decent photo you'll have no problems getting guys to e-mail you. 

ROSE:
When I was at school with Billy, I told my pal Jenny I fancied him. She went up to him at home-time and said, 'Will you get off with mah pal?', and here we still are 30 odd years later.

MEG:
So you get an e-mail in. Some guys will just say 'Hiya'. Just that, nothing else, 'Hiya'. Meaning that they reckon I've to do all the heavy lifting. Others think calling you 'Sexy' or 'Baby' will get you to respond. As if.

HELEN:
So a lad e-mails you, do you just meet up then?

MEG:
See the strongest weapon a woman has in her armoury is the dingy. If a guy sends you an e-mail and he doesn’t bring it first time - the funny, the looks, the charm, whatever - you just sling him a dingy. There’s no time to be wasting on mailing guys who can’t nail it on the first go. Then again sometimes their first e-mail's good, but subsequently they get complacent and their patter's shite by message two or three. Nothing left to do then but drop out the conversation.

ROSE:
Do you get a lot of e-mails?

MEG:
Oh, the e-mails can pile up. Sometimes it’s just too much admin.

HELEN:
And how long does this go on for? The pen-pal chat?

MEG:
Keep it down to ten days maximum. I don’t like to e-mail a guy for too long, cos then you meet him and you find that he's on the bru, a sex offender, or worse - he lives with his maw. You can’t be wasting weeks on that. 

ROSE:
Do you get guys saying they're one thing then you find out they're another?

MEG:
There’s a lot of liars online. A lot of guys think you’ll not work out they’re 43 not 34, or actually 5 foot 7 instead of the six foot they claimed. 

HELEN:
Do guys put on it how much money they earn? 

MEG:
They put a figure in that box, aye. Whether it is actually what they earn is another story. I'll send you the link. You'd do quite well. 

HELEN:
I'd maybe do a free trial just for a look. A laugh. There's free trials right?

MEG:
I'll recommend you. Then we'll both get a free month.

HELEN:
If I'm helping you out, I don't mind doing that.

MEG:
Thanks.

UNSEEN BY HELEN, MEG ROLLS HER EYES AT ROSE.

LIGHTS DOWN.
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