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    The Red Rogue of Bala was first performed in the Theatr Weston at Theatr Clwyd, Mold, on 3 November 2025, with the following cast:
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    Porn Play is a co-production with SISTER.


    Sophia Chetin-Leuner is this year’s recipient of The Clare McIntyre Bursary.


  




  

    

      

    




    




    Who overcomes by force, hath overcome but half his foe.




    John Milton, Paradise Lost




    All paradises are defined by who is not there,


    by the people who are not allowed in.




    Toni Morrison
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    Characters




    ANI, thirty, female




    DAD / OLD MAN / BIRKMAN, various ages, male




    STUDENT / JASMINE / DOCTOR / WOMAN, various ages, female




    LIAM / JAMES / SAM, mid twenties–mid thirties, male




    

      
Notes





      There is violent sexual imagery, including descriptions of abuse and rape, referenced throughout.




      There is frequent reference and depiction of addiction.




      A dash ( – ) indicates an interrupted thought or unfinished sentence.




      An ellipses (…) suggests a loaded pause.


    




    

      
A Note on the Design





      For Ani, her imaginative, private space – her paradise – is porn. It’s something she can escape to alone and uninterrupted. The real world is an intrusion into her private paradise.




      One of the realisations throughout the play – which can be visual – is that Ani can’t stay in her imaginative, pornographic paradise forever. She has to engage with the real, three-dimensional world. The outside world, shame and the extent of her addiction, creep in and soil her paradise.




      This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.


    


  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      Prologue




      A WOMAN stands on the stage. She stands like she could be a child but her body is a woman’s.




      She seems really content, happy, completely unaware of the audience.




      She spots something light and reflective – a mirror, a pond, a screen. She has to get on-all fours to look at it properly. She sees her reflection. She thinks she’s incredibly beautiful. It delights her.




      She reaches out to touch herself but can’t. She tries again.




      She leans her face down, holding her hair back so she can kiss herself.




      She does.




      She sticks her tongue out and licks herself.




      She arches her back and licks it again.




      She looks up at the audience to check if they’re enjoying it.


    


  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      
One





      An event room.




      ANI stands alone. An OLD MAN approaches her and taps his glass rhythmically.




      OLD MAN. Excuse me, can you top me up? I don’t know where you are all hiding away. I can’t find you anywhere.




      ANI. What?




      OLD MAN. I’ve guzzled this glass down –




      ANI. Oh, no, sorry – I’m – I’m not a waiter – I’m – I – this is for me.




      OLD MAN. What’s that?




      ANI (louder). I am the recipient of the –




      A WOMAN, older than ANI, glides towards her.




      WOMAN. Ani. Congratulations!




      She kisses her on the cheek.




      I see you’ve met Giles. He loved your book.




      OLD MAN. Who?




      WOMAN. Giles, this is Ani Sandhu. SHE WON THE AWARD.




      OLD MAN. You? You’re very young.




      WOMAN. Isn’t she? The youngest woman ever –




      ANI. Person. Thank you.




      WOMAN. You look gorgeous as well, darling! Doesn’t she? Hardly seems fair!




      They laugh.




      OLD MAN. Sandhu is an interesting name, where’s that from?




      ANI. Will you excuse me I –




      ANI turns away and collides with SAM.




      Sorry!




      SAM. No, that was my bad. Sorry.




      WOMAN. Darling, did you know Lensk is here?




      OLD MAN. Lensk is here!




      They leave.




      SAM offers a hand to shake.




      SAM. I’m Sam. Sam Lister. Big fan. Loved the book. Well deserved. Really well deserved.




      ANI. Thank you. Are you a – sorry – what brings you here?




      SAM. I’m about to start my masters. Under Birkman.




      ANI. Oh great. He’s great. You’ll have a great time –




      OLD MAN. Excuse me, can you top me up?




      ANI. Have you seen him actually? I don’t want to start without him –




      SAM. Yeah it’s going really well actually. I’m just trying to figure out the right angle




      ANI. Sure. Well that will all reveal itself with –




      (Off his look.) What?




      SAM. Look at you, are you feeling a bit overwhelmed?




      He touches her arm. ANI looks at it.




      ANI. I’m fine.




      SAM. It’s an insane achievement. Congratulations, seriously well deserved.




      ANI. Thank you.




      SAM. You should be proud.




      ANI. I am.




      SAM. I actually went to your lecture series at the UFV when I was doing my A Levels.




      ANI. Oh you saw those did you? That’s kind. Thanks.




      SAM. I’m a very big fan. Your work on Lacan has been so inspirational to my own –




      ANI. I’m honoured. Good luck with it all. I’m just going to prep my –




      SAM. Sorry if this is – but would you be down for getting a coffee sometime?




      ANI. Uhmm – I …




      SAM. Maybe I could get your number?




      ANI. Why don’t you email me.




      SAM. Bit easier if I had your –




      ANI. Birkman will give you my email.




      SAM. Why –




      ANI. Do you know if he’s here yet?




      SAM. Who?




      ANI. Birkman!




      SAM. Um yeah I think I saw him –




      WOMAN and OLD MAN reappear suddenly.




      WOMAN. Wait! Tell us what’s next!




      SAM. I’ll email you –




      He leaves.




      OLD MAN. It’s a good chunk of money – you can take three years off to write and live like a queen.




      ANI. I think I’ll stay teaching, I like teaching.




      WOMAN. God why?!




      OLD MAN. What’s the second book?




      ANI. I actually don’t know yet –




      WOMAN. Nor do you need to! The world is your oyster!




      ANI. Have you seen Birkman?




      WOMAN. No. I don’t know how you do it – spend all your time in the head of that vile old man Milton. But yes she’s bloody brilliant. You’ll see – no wait. You have seen her speak before! Yes. In Vienna. Do you remember? The Civil War conference?




      OLD MAN. Oh, so I did.




      ANI. Clearly left an impression.




      OLD MAN. Was that the one with all the African countries –




      ANI. Okay bye!




      WOMAN. No no no. You have to go get your award now! Give your little thank-yous.




      ANI. I just need to –




      OLD MAN. I look forward to seeing you speak, my dear.




      WOMAN. Please – for after.




      She ushers ANI up.




      It is my absolute pleasure to present this award – from the Royal Fellowship Society Foundation Trust – to the brilliant, the luminous, the gifted… Anisha Sandhu!




      She hands the award to ANI. Maybe it’s the pie from the next scene.




      Blackout.


    




    

      
Two





      Two weeks earlier. ANI and her boyfriend LIAM sit opposite each other at a café. They have a slice of apple pie between them.




      LIAM. We’ll do something proper this weekend.




      ANI. I love this. Thank you.




      LIAM. Here’s to you! Congratulations!




      Is there going to be a thing? Do you have to do a speech?




      ANI. Yeah! There’s going to be a ceremony thing in a few weeks.




      LIAM. Exciting. Can’t wait.




      They cheers forks and go to dig in.




      ANI. It could be you next time.




      LIAM (lowering his fork). Don’t say that.




      ANI. Sorry, I – I just think it could be. Your new draft is great –




      LIAM. Let’s enjoy your success, yeah? It’s well deserved.




      They smile at each other. Maybe share a kiss.




      Plus the competition for Modernism is insane.




      ANI raises her eyebrows.




      ANI. What does that mean?




      LIAM. Nothing. Sorry. I’m so proud of you. Eat!




      ANI takes a bite of pie.




      Is it good?




      ANI. Delicious. Have some.




      She offers him her fork. He dodges it.




      What’s wrong?




      LIAM (pulling an icky face). …Apple.




      ANI. Why didn’t you say?




      LIAM. I wanted you to pick!




      ANI. Thanks?




      She takes another bite.




      It’s a bit awkward.




      What?




      LIAM. I want to voice a concern.




      LIAM shifts in his seat.




      ANI. Go on…




      LIAM. I have to pretend my keys are getting jammed in the door so you have time to shut your fucking laptop!




      ANI. No you don’t.




      LIAM. Last night the light from your phone woke me up! Again!




      ANI. What? Where is this –


      Is this about my award?




      LIAM. No! No.


      It’s not! It’s – I’m worried about you.


      You don’t seem interested in me any more.




      ANI. Okay. Shall we try incorporating it in again? You used to like it.




      LIAM. Yeah but – it used to be fun when it it was – but the stuff you watch is so –




      ANI. Oh so this is about what I watch?




      LIAM. Yes – no –




      ANI (mimicking). Yes – no – oh talking about vaginas is so stressful!




      LIAM. I will not go down on you while you watch that shit! Don’t you feel bad? I feel a lot of shame after I beat one out –




      ANI. Don’t say beat one out.




      They laugh.




      It’s over half the internet – you can’t –




      LIAM. Then why are you a vegetarian?




      …




      ANI. You just have to engage with it in ethical ways.




      LIAM. You don’t do that.




      ANI. Yes I do!




      LIAM. You don’t pay for your porn!




      ANI. Yes I do! Just because I don’t tell you everything doesn’t mean –




      LIAM. What service do you subscribe to?




      ANI falters.




      ANI. The Pornhub one.




      LIAM. That’s not true.




      ANI. You should try some of this before I finish it. It’s really good. You can’t taste it –




      …




      Okay, not that I need to explain this to you – but I like watching. It helps me unwind. To masturbate after a long day. It’s like my glass of wine.




      LIAM. Four glasses of wine.




      ANI. Without the associated risks of cancer!




      LIAM. Why don’t you just – not? Or just. Wake me up? If you’re in need of release? I’m right here. I could do that.




      ANI laughs.




      What? I can’t do that?




      ANI. It’s not the same. It requires much more… work.




      LIAM throws his hands up in exasperation. ANI catches one.




      Hey – hey – can we not make this about your ego, please? I’m sure you understand that sometimes you just want to do it by yourself…




      He doesn’t. She rolls her eyes.




      LIAM. I’m just trying to understand why you like this stuff. It’s so – not what you are like. Not what you like.




      ANI. Exactly – it’s all fake.




      LIAM. What is?




      ANI. The stuff on screen.




      LIAM. How can that be fake? The hands over the face. It’s –




      He’s genuinely disgusted.




      It’s scary.




      ANI. Look, that kind of thing is very common for women.




      LIAM. Is it?




      ANI. Women are twice as likely to search for violent porn than men.




      LIAM. What?




      ANI. I’ll send you the study.




      She takes another bite of pie. LIAM is a bit at a loss.




      LIAM. Why?




      ANI. I don’t know. Unpicking human desire is so stupid. No one knows why they like the things they like.




      LIAM. That is such shit. You unpick things for a living!
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