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LEAH, fourteen


A dilapidated flat in Hartington Street, Derby.


Darkness, then…


Music plays – ‘We Found Love’ by Rihanna featuring Calvin Harris, it is loud and energised, completely consuming, but it’s dissonant, distorted. Beneath it the sound of a heart beating can be heard at irregular off-beats.


On the walls around the flat, shadows of birds are stretched out – moving, struggling or in flight.


Amid the shadows we can make out the figure of LEAH, she wears a short, tight, sparkly dress beneath a man’s oversized jumper. She is sitting on a mattress listening to the music on earphones – it’s in her head.


Suddenly, the heartbeat gets louder, it collides with the music and rises to a crescendo until…


Lights snap up. LEAH sees us for the first time. She pulls out her earphones and the music cuts. A pause, she looks at us breathless, suddenly exposed.


Beat.


I know what you’re thinking.


Pause.


Don’t look at me like that, course I know. I always know, I ain’t stupid.


Beat.


You don’t think I know? You don’t think I see it? Way you give me them eyes…


Thinking ‘why don’t she just leave? Door’s over there’.


Thinking ‘look at her, all dressed up, waiting for her boyfriend to come, as if he’s gonna come, four in the morning as if he’s even coming for her now’, thinking I’m stupid, thinking I’m kiddin’ myself, thinking I got nothing but air in my head, is that it? Is that what you’re thinking?


Beat. LEAH looks a little bruised.


Yeah, well…you people don’t know shit.


She walks over to her phone and picks it up.


Sammy ain’t text me yet.


Beat.


It’s okay, I ain’t bothered. I only been here like one hour, it ain’t a big deal.


She looks at her phone again. Looks back at us.


I was just walking round town for a bit…


And right… I ain’t gonna lie, at first… at first I was upset… okay, at first I was thinking bad thoughts, an’, an’, an’ –


At first I was thinking maybe I done something wrong, cus I couldn’t remember. I couldn’t remember, everything was so… in my head was so…


Her whole body tenses. Beat.


That’s why I called him. To talk to him, hear his voice. Calm me… an’ at first when he don’t pick up, I was thinking shit – what if something happen to him and the idea of it make me panic so bad I could feel my heart beating right in my throat.


That’s why I come here. To get my head straight. Sort my thoughts out, stop ’em banging round my head like a fuckin’ machine gun going off.


She looks around the room, looks back at us.


I sat on the bed and tried him again, and this time… The phone just go dead.


I know what you’re thinking, that he switch it off on me? An’ I was thinking it too, cus all of a sudden I start panicking and I’m sat there with my head in my hands, breathing, trying to keep calm, counting to like thirty.


That’s when I remember.


’Bout his situation. How he’s always like ‘Leah, don’t be callin’ me late.’


Sammy live with his dad in one of them new houses down Sinfin. He don’t like it, he wants to get away, he says he’s tired of looking after him, he want his own life too, don’t he?


Sammy say his dad is weird, say he don’t like the phone, don’t like people callin’ him. Tell me once when him and his dad was in Asda Sammy’s phone kept goin’ an’ his dad start stressin’ so bad, he thought he was gonna have a heart attack, right there in the bread aisle, near the baguettes, he swear down.


Beat. She looks down at her phone.


I text him,


Said ‘Hey Babe, I don’t mean to keep calling you, but just to let you know… I’m here. I’m at the flat.


I’m waiting for you,


I hope you come get me soon.’


She pauses, summing up whether to tell us.


Then I put


‘I’m sorry.’


‘I love you’


and a kiss.


Beat. She shifts.


He ain’t replied to me yet but it’s only cus he’s busy.


She starts to tidy the flat.


That’s the thing with Sammy, he just gotta find the moment, I know what he’s like, he’s proper, you know… discreet can’t have no one seeing, can’t have no one finding out ’bout this, tonight. Us two. Where we’re going.


Cus after tonight, everything be changed. Nothing be the same no more. That’s the truth.


Beat. She looks at us.


You don’t believe me?


Beat.


Is it? Really? You don’t believe me? You think I’m lying to you? You think I’m lying? You want me to prove it?


Beat.


Fine. I’ll prove it.


She gets out her phone and starts flicking through it, angrily. She finds a picture and holds it up to us.


See this? This is our flat. Well, not ours exactly, we don’t own it, it’s Sammy’s cousin’s, but he say we can stay there, says it ain’t a big deal.


It’s in London.


An’ I know what you’re thinking… Like, why you just gonna go somewhere you don’t know no one. How d’you know it won’t just be shit, but I already said this to Sammy an’ he tell me about the area – this place Wood Green. It’s amazing. I mean properly. I looked it up on the internet and I swear it’s got everything fucking… Primark, Miss Selfridge… Nando’s!
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