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Scene One.  

Silence. MAEVE and OLIVER’s London apartment. MAEVE is sitting 

behind a glass filled with a blue liquid. It is bleach. She 

swallows it entirely.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Scene Two.  

The apartment three months earlier. Rush hour traffic is heard 

at an irritable volume. MAEVE is sitting on a sofa trying to 

learn a script. Beat. She stands and turns on the radio, which 

emits a louder and more bombastic noise. She switches it off 

instantly.  

OLIVER: (Off.) I’m home.  

OLIVER enters.  

OLIVER: You good?  

MAEVE: Yeah. (Beat.) How was work? 

OLIVER: Same old. Nothing new, but the birthday drinks on the 

other hand-  

MAEVE: Was that today? How was it? 

OLIVER: Incredible, but I don’t think Budget enjoyed it as 

much. 

MAEVE: But it’s his birthday?  

OLIVER: Yes, however, the meeting with his clients overran, 

during which they all dropped out of the mansion project 

costing him his bonus. Meanwhile, we were all at the bar, on 

time, except for his girlfriend who was on the other side of 

the bloody country. 

Pause. 



OLIVER: Her dad was ill with something and had to stay in 

Leeds. I’m telling you; it would’ve been a right piss take if 

you’d have turned up. Imagine it. Everybody’s girl being there 

for your birthday except yours. (Beat.) Obviously, they were 

gutted you couldn’t come though, and lord knows I wish you 

were, baby. They all understood. No problemo. I told them all 

about the new exhibition at the museum as well. It was a much 

better excuse than your, ‘it’s just not my thing’, so you have 

that to thank me for. (Beat.) It was a good time though unless 

you were Budget. 

Pause.  

OLIVER: Maeve, are you listening? 

MAEVE: Yeah, sorry.  

OLIVER: Did you phone your mum today?  

MAEVE: Not yet-  

OLIVER: Don’t forget.  

MAEVE: I won’t. I just need to get through this first.  

OLIVER: What is it?  

MAEVE: The new script for the exhibit. Seven hundred words, 

all of which I have to know by tomorrow for five different 

tour groups.  

OLIVER: Sucks to be you.  



MAEVE: Shut up (Beat.) Do you ever wish to live in the 

countryside? 

OLIVER: Eh? 

MAEVE: Would you ever like to live in the countryside? 

OLIVER: No, why? 

MAEVE: Not at all?  

OLIVER: When I’m older, maybe. I’m a city boy.  

MAEVE: How old is older?  

OLIVER: When I’m retired. When we both don’t have to work 

anymore when we're both in wheelchairs. (Beat.) But for now, 

London’s great. We can do everything here.  

MAEVE: I know. 

OLIVER: Don’t you like it?  

MAEVE: Yes but-  

OLIVER: We can go to restaurants, go to the pictures, do pub 

crawls like we used to. The Golden Mile remember? (Beat.) We 

could even try something new, something we’d both enjoy. A new 

skill – how about dancing? I don’t know where you can dance in 

the countryside, a barn?  

MAEVE: I don’t want to dance.  

OLIVER: Not even like Dirty Dancing. It’d be good for us, good 

to get out of the flat.   



MAEVE: I like being in the flat.  

OLIVER: Suit yourself. (Beat.) Are you cooking tea tonight?  

MAEVEnods. 

OLIVER: Brill, I’m going in the bath then. Care to join?  

MAEVE: No, thanks.  

She holds up her script.  

OLIVER: I’ve got bubbles. ‘Essential relax’ or something.  

MAEVE: That’s mine. 

OLIVER: You don’t use it. (Beat.) Come on.  

MAEVE: I’m fine. I don’t find baths very- 

OLIVER: Relaxing? I know. I’ll miss you.  

MAEVE: (Looking at her script.) Love you too.  

OLIVER exits singing ‘Time of My Life’. Everything becomes 

silent. Pause. MAEVE collects a bucket, a bottle of water, and 

a bottle of bleach and sits on the floor. She pours both 

bottles in the bucket and washes her face.   

MAEVE: Every sixty seconds two hundred and fifty-five babies 

will be born. During which five of them will die along with 

one-hundred and two other people. Fifty-five thousand trees 

will be cut down. Eleven million pounds of food will be eaten. 

One point two billion cars will be on the road, and six 

million chemical reactions will take place in my body. One 



hundred and fifty thousand emails will be sent, fifteen 

million texts will be received. Planet Earth will travel one 

thousand eight hundred kilometres and the universe will expand 

by nearly three thousand miles – And I can feel everything!  

She continues to wash her face.  

MAEVE: This feels… silent. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Scene Three.  

The same apartment. The rush hour traffic is present, and  

MAEVE is on the sofa with another script.  

MAEVE: Penultimately, we have Ophelia, finished between 

eighteen fifty-one and eighteen fifty-two. The piece depicts 

the famous Shakespeare character who’s seen to be singing 

aloud to herself before inevitably drowning as a result of 

Denmark’s chaotic state which drives her towards madness.     

OLIVER enters holding a towel. 

OLIVER: You’ve taken a bath then? 

MAEVE: What? 

OLIVER: How was it?  

MAEVE: Fine. It was fine.  

OLIVER: Relaxing? 

MAEVE nods.  

OLIVER: Did you add the stuff.  

MAEVE: Yeah. (Beat.) Come test me on these dates? 

OLIVER drops the towel in a basket, and MAEVE hands him some 

papers. 

OLIVER: All of them? 

MAEVE: Just the Millais.  



OLIVER: Can’t you just look at the paintings when giving the 

tour?  

MAEVE: I have to know them seamlessly. There’d be no point 

having me there otherwise.  

OLIVER: Do you just want me to say the names? 

MAEVE: Yeah. (Beat.) Hit me.  

OLIVER: ‘The Blind Girl’  

MAEVE: Eighteen fifty-six. 

OLIVER: Good. ‘Hearts are Trumps’ 

MAEVE: Eighteen seventy-two. 

OLIVER: Yup. How about ‘The Return of the Dove to the’-  

MAEVE: Eighteen fifty-one, Easy. 

OLIVER: Cheeky. (Beat.) ‘The Ransom’  

MAEVE: Eighteen sixty-two.  

OLIVER: ‘The Bridesmaid’- 

MAEVE: Eighteen fifty-one. 

OLIVER: ‘Ophelia’- 

MAEVE: Eighteen fifty-two. 

OLIVER: Finally, ‘The Black Brunswicker’- 

MAEVE: Eighteen sixty. 



OLIVER: Seven out of seven- 

MAEVE celebrates. 

MAEVE: Yes! I did it, I did it / I did it. 

OLIVER picks MAEVE up.  

OLIVER: I’m so proud of you.  

MAEVE screams.  

OLIVER: What, what is it? 

MAEVE: My arm. 

He lifts her sleeve. MAEVE’s arm is blood red.  

OLIVER: Jesus. (Beat.) What happened?  

Pause. 

OLIVER: Maeve, what happened? 

MAEVE: Nothing.  

OLIVER: Maeve! 

MAEVE: The bath.  

OLIVER: Eh?  

OLIVER takes the towel out of the basket and smells it.  

OLIVER: Maeve, it stinks. (Beat.) What did you put in the 

bath?  

OLIVER looks at her.  



OLIVER: Take your top off.  

MAEVE: It’s fine.  

OLIVER: Take your top off!   

MAEVE does so. Her entire body is blood red. Pause. 

OLIVER: No, no, no, no, no, no- 

MAEVE: It’s nothing.  

OLIVER: Nothing? 

Pause. 

OLIVER: What have you done?  

MAEVE: I used bleach. 

OLIVER: What? 

MAEVE: I put bleach in the bath. The stuff I use to clean the 

bathroom.  

OLIVER: Why?  

MAEVE: I don’t know.   

OLIVER: Was it an accident? 

MAEVE: I don’t know.  

OLIVER: What do you mean, you don’t know?  

OLIVER looks in the cupboards and brings out the bottle of 

bleach.  



MAEVE: It’s fine, I promise. 

OLIVER: Maeve, this is sodium hypochlorite. It’s fucking 

corrosive, it burns into your skin. 

MAEVE: I know, I could feel it.  

OLIVER: You did this deliberately? 

MAEVE nods.  

OLIVER: Why? 

MAEVE: I don’t know, Oliver, for the hundredth time, I do not 

know. 

OLIVER: Are you suicidal? 

MAEVE: No, I’m not suicidal. 

OLIVER: Do you hate me? 

MAEVE: No. No, Oliver, I love you.  

She goes to embrace him. He backs away quickly, causing her to 

stop.      

OLIVER: You wash yourself in bleach? 

MAEVE: Yes. 

OLIVER: Do you drink it?- 

MAEVE: No. 

OLIVER: It says if you drink you die- 

MAEVE: I haven't drunk it. Promise. 



OLIVER: You can’t do this, Maeve. Never again, I mean, look at 

yourself. 

MAEVE: I started this weeks ago. 

OLIVER: Weeks.  

MAEVE: At first I put some on my arms, and then when I was 

washing my face, and showering, and now- 

OLIVER: How many weeks?  

MAEVE: Four, five.      

OLIVER: You have to stop yourself. 

MAEVE: I know, but I just can’t. 

OLIVER: You can try.  

MAEVE: Oliver, I can’t-  

OLIVER: You can try!  

Pause. 

OLIVER: And you will stop. You will.  

OLIVER exits taking the towels with him.  

 

 

 

 



Scene Four.  

Silence. The apartment. MAEVE is holding a booklet.   

MAEVE: (Reading.) Addiction, noun, similar to dependency, 

craving, habit, and weakness, is the fact or condition of 

being addicted to a particular substance or activity.  

Pause. 

MAEVE: When do you frequently receive the urge to bathe in 

harmful chemicals? Blank. What in your opinion is the reason 

you bathe in harmful chemicals? Blank. Why do you think 

washing in harmful chemicals adds to your lifestyle? Blank. 

Finally, is there any time where you don’t think about soaking 

yourself in harmful chemicals? Blank. 

Sounds are heard as OLIVER enters with two plates that he 

places on the dining table. 

OLIVER: It’s ready.  

He sits and eats. Beat. MAEVE joins him but does not eat.   

OLIVER: Come on. 

Pause.  

OLIVER: Eat. 

MAEVE: I don’t like it when you’re mad at me.  

OLIVER shrugs.  

MAEVE: Talk to me- 



OLIVER: I’m eating.  

MAEVE sits still. He notices.  

OLIVER: Fine, if you refuse to eat then let’s talk.  

MAEVE: Thank you-  

OLIVER: Let’s talk about how the more of that shit you use, 

the more it stains that bathtub. Or, why don’t we discuss how 

I can still smell that stench in all our towels, even the new 

ones I bought only last week? More still, let’s talk about how 

after having that booklet for three weeks, you refuse to 

answer any of the questions the psychologists ask?  

MAEVE: That’s private. 

OLIVER: I’m your fiancé and you lied to me. You lied to me.  

Pause. 

OLIVER: Come on, let’s talk. Let’s have a conversation. 

(Beat.) And now you don’t want to. That is so typical of you.  

MAEVE: Oliver. 

OLIVER starts eating again.  

MAEVE: Oliver- 

OLIVER: Eat. Please, for Christ's sake just eat.  

Nothing. 

OLIVER: Fine. Have it your way. 



OLIVER takes her plate and begins scoffing all the food.  

MAEVE: Do you hate me? 

He continues to eat.  

MAEVE: Do you hate me?  

OLIVER cries.     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Scene Five.  

The apartment. MAEVE is sitting behind a glass filled with a 

blue liquid. It is bleach. Beat. She swallows it entirely. 

OLIVER: (Off.) Home.  

MAEVE hides the glass. OLIVER enters carrying a record player 

and record.   

MAEVE: What’s that? 

She watches OLIVER place the record on the player.  

OLIVER: I know it might not work, but I borrowed it from 

Budget for a tenner. I’ll buy one tomorrow when I know it 

helps. (Beat.) Listen.   

He plays the record. It is a gentle, soft song.  

OLIVER: Do you like it? 

MAEVE nods.  

MAEVE: It’s beautiful. 

OLIVER: It’s an instrumental from Italy. That means there 

aren’t any words to it.   

MAEVE: I know.  

OLIVER: How do you feel now?  

Pause.  

MAEVE: Strange.  



OLIVER: Strange? 

MAEVE: Silent.  

They begin to dance together. Hold. MAEVE rests her head on 

his shoulder and hums along to the song as they turn in 

circles.  

Blackout. 

  

  


