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‘Even if we’re constantly tempted to lower our guard – out of love, or weariness, or sympathy or kindness – we women shouldn’t do it. We can lose from one moment to the next everything that we have achieved’


Elena Ferrante,
from an interview in The New York Times,
9th December 2014


‘Little girls are cute and small only to adults. To one another they are not cute. They are life sized’


Cat’s Eye
by Margaret Atwood


‘Statistics and newspapers tell me I am unhappy and dying, that I need man and child to fulfil me, that I’m more likely to get breast cancer. And it’s biology, it’s my own fault, it’s divine punishment of the unruly’


‘The Battle is Over’ by Jenny Hval,
from the album Apocalypse, Girl











Characters


Actor 1 (f):


GRACE / RUTH


Actor 2 (f):


LORNA / PENNY


Actor 3 (m):


GEORGE / LEONARD / CHARLIE / DAD / MIKE / TED / CHRISTOPHER / SAM / BOY


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











# 1


A scrub of land in a town in the North East of England.


LORNA is scratching her head vigorously.




GRACEStop scratching.


LORNA snatches her hand away.


GRACE turns away for a moment.


Furtively, LORNA scratches her head again.


I saw that.


LORNASorry.


GRACEIt makes it worse.


LORNA folds her hand in her lap.


She drums her feet on the ground.


LORNAArgh but it’s so itchy!


GRACEHere.


GRACE takes LORNA’s hands.


She sits on them.


Now you can’t.


LORNA breathes deeply.


GRACE peers at LORNA’s head.


I can see them.


LORNAWhat?


GRACEOn your head.


LORNANo you can’t.




GRACELook.


GRACE leans over and plucks something from LORNA’s scalp.


There.


See?


LORNA looks.


It’s alright.
I’ve got them as well.


GRACE extracts something from her scalp.


Here.


They look at it together.


They eat our blood.
Look.
When I squash him…


LORNADon’t.


GRACEThat’s my blood coming out.
I love blood.
Do you dare me to eat it?


GEORGE enters.


He looks at the girls warily.


GEORGEHave you still got them?


GRACEWhat?


GEORGEI can’t play with you if you’ve still got them.


GRACEYou’ve got them too.


GEORGENo I don’t.


GRACEAll the kids in the cottages have got them.


LORNAHello George.


LORNA gives GEORGE a winning smile.


GEORGEAlright, Lorna.




GRACE looks at GEORGE and LORNA.


GRACEShall we play weddings?


GEORGENot again.


LORNAYes.


GEORGEAlright.


GRACEWhich one of us today?


GEORGELorna.


GRACEThat’s not allowed.
You married her last time.


LORNAIt is allowed.


GRACEAlright then.
But get to the good bit.


GEORGE approaches LORNA.


LORNA holds her breath.


GEORGE is about to lean in and kiss her.


You have to do it with your tongue.


GEORGEWhat?


LORNAGrace.


GRACEThat’s the proper way.


LORNA and GEORGE look at GRACE.


They look at each other.


GEORGE sticks out his tongue.


LORNA looks at GRACE.


GRACE nods.


LORNA sticks out her tongue.


LORNA and GEORGE lick one another’s tongues experimentally.




They break away.


Now take your knickers off.


LORNANo.


GRACEThat’s what happens at the end of a wedding.


LORNABut…


GRACEGo on.
Do it.


Miserably, LORNA removes her knickers.


GEORGE and LORNA look at GRACE, awaiting further instructions.


Now you look like your mum.


LORNANo I don’t.


GRACEShe’s running around without any knickers on.
That’s why they’re getting a divorce.


LORNAThey aren’t.


GRACEWhere are you going?


LORNAHome.


GRACETell George you’re sorry.
Then you can go.


LORNAI won’t.


GRACEGo on.
Tell him.


LORNAI’m sorry.


GRACEAnd you give her a slap.


GEORGENo…


GRACEYes.


He slaps LORNA gently on the face.


No not there.
On her bum.




GEORGEBut –


GRACEGo on.


GEORGE slaps LORNA on her bum.


And again.


GEORGE slaps LORNA on her bum again.


LORNAOw.


GRACETell her you won’t take her back.


GEORGEI won’t take you back.


GRACEYou’ve had your chance.


GEORGEYou’ve had your chance.


GRACEYou dirty slut.


GEORGEYou dirty slut.


LORNA breaks away from the game.


She pulls her knickers back on.


GRACEOh it’s only a game, Lorna!


GEORGE and GRACE look at LORNA, worried.


You still want to be my friend, don’t you?
Don’t you?


LORNA exits.


GRACE looks at GEORGE.


I didn’t mean it.
Is she upset with me?


GEORGEGirls are always upset.


GRACEYou can marry me now, if you like?


GEORGEI don’t want to.
I want to play Subbuteo.


GEORGE exits.






# 2


A small meeting room in a publisher’s office.


London.




LORNAYes.
I suppose I’ve always been interested in unheard voices.
I suppose that’s why I’m so keen to work here.


LEONARDI see.


LORNAI’m most interested in the stories we don’t hear.
The ones without any glamour or heroism.
When I was a teenager I took a tape recorder and
knocked on all the doors in the neighbourhood.
Asked to speak to the women.
Mothers, grandmothers, widows.
Women who’d lived through the war.
They’d seen so many changes.
They’d seen their husbands lose their jobs because
of the mines closing, the shipyards.
They seemed amazed that someone wanted to ask
them about it.


LEONARDHow fascinating.


LORNAI had trouble getting them to open up, at first.
But once they started they wouldn’t stop.


LEONARDWhat an enterprising girl.


LORNAYou see, it was really this incredibly emasculated society.
Looking back.
That’s certainly true of my father…
And then all these fierce, frustrated women.
Just getting on with it.
I had tapes and tapes worth of stuff.


LEONARDPerhaps you should send them to me.
We could have a listen here.




LORNAYes.
Yes I’ll try and dig them out.


LEONARDAnd what about school?
Did you enjoy it?


LORNAI went to a big noisy comprehensive.
The boys showing off in front of the girls.
It was hard to make yourself heard.


LEONARDBut you managed.


LORNAI was lucky.
I had a stepfather who really pushed me.
So I kept my head above water, somehow.
I was very determined.


LEONARDYes I can see that.


LORNAI made a decision, I think.
I could either laze about and smoke and drink and
aspire to nothing.
Or I could focus.
Be rigorous.
I really didn’t want to be hemmed in.


LEONARDI can’t imagine anyone hemming you in.
You strike me as a very ambitious young woman.


Pause.


Well, Lorna.
It’s a measly salary, I’m afraid.


LORNAYes.


LEONARDYou’ll survive?
London’s hellish if you can’t make the rent.


LORNAI’m alright for the time being.
I’m staying with a friend…


LEONARDAha.
A boyfriend.


LORNAUm.




LEONARDI can be quite demanding.
I’ve a temper on me.
I have been known to fling manuscripts at my
assistants in the past.


LORNAThat won’t faze me.


LEONARDLots of boring admin work.
Fetching my lunch.
Ordering taxis.
Opening the post.


LORNAYes.
Yes I assumed.


LEONARDWe’ve got a few more people to see, of course.


LORNAOf course.


LEONARDBut I have a feeling we may be seeing more of each other.


LORNAYes.


LEONARDI’ll get Samantha to drop you a line.


LORNAYes, how wonderful –


LEONARDI’ll see you out.
And well done.
You can phone your father and tell him you stole the show.


LORNAMy father’s dead actually.
My real father.
He died when I was sixteen.


LEONARDYou’ve had quite the life, haven’t you?


LORNAI –
I think I’m pretty ordinary.


LEONARDPerhaps it explains why you don’t meet my eye.
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