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‘From the gods who sit in grandeur
grace comes somehow violent.’

Aeschylus






 

 






Characters

DEAN CARMODY, seventeen

TAMSIN CARMODY, nineteen

THE LEAD, thirty-eight

LUKE MBURU, sixteen


 

 







Note on Play

The staging of this play is open to interpretation – the stage directions are intended to evoke the literal world of the characters, but do not demand a literal staging.












 

 


Scene One

A flat in Oldbrook, Milton Keynes. August.

DEAN is in the bathroom, applying gel to his hair. He does it very precisely and meticulously, applying far more than an average amount and twisting his hair into spikes. It should not be a hairstyle that seems familiar or attractive.

TAMSIN knocks on the door, deliberately gently.

TAMSIN. Hey.

	Sorry about earlier.	

	Do you want any help?

	I’m just gonna be in my room, so let me know.

	She retreats to her own room.

	The loud ringing of a phone on the top of the loo startles DEAN, and breaks his concentration. He looks at it as though it might attack him. He breathes in and out a few times.

	He gingerly picks it up and tries, mentally, to prepare himself to answer, but puts it back down almost the moment he lifts it to his ear.

	He returns to the sink.

	TAMSIN rushes into the room and picks it up for him.

	Hello, Carmody residence?

	No, this is Tamsin. I should be on the –

	Yeah.

	He’s here but you can talk to me.

	She notices DEAN,paralysed at the sink, glaring at her.

(Mouthing.) Sorry.

DEAN. You didn’t knock.

TAMSIN. Sorry, just a second –

	(Whispering and covering the phone.) We have to take this.

DEAN. Can’t you take it in your room?

TAMSIN. I might need to ask you things.

	Okay?

	I wouldn’t do it if I didn’t need to.

DEAN (gesturing to his hair). I’m – doing this.

TAMSIN. Yeah, yeah, I know, but – I just think it sounds better if you’re here. I won’t make you talk to her, promise. You just – get on with your things. I won’t look.

	(Back into the phone.) Okay, sorry, I’m back.

	Mm-hmm. Yeah yeah yeah.

	So – 

	DEAN tries to continue with his previous movements, but his hands are halting and he can’t continue. It’s gone wrong.

	Wait, hang on, I thought you – have you already decided?

	DEAN puts his head into the sink, and washes all the gel out of his hair. 

I thought that was gonna be a different assessment though.

	Okay – okay, yeah, but – 

	Okay. I didn’t know you were allowed to do that.

	No, like, I get that and that’s good of you to save him the time but no one told us that was the – 

	But you’re using one assessment to stop three totally different – 

	Three, they said Carer’s Allowance is linked to – yeah. Yeah yeah yeah.

	But they’ve still got different – requirements and – 

	Yeah I know, they said about the backlog but I just said, no one told us that – 

	Okay. I’m not – how soon are they gonna – stop?

	Right. Okay. Um. 

	No that’s just way – sooner than I – 

	DEAN begins from scratch; same process as before.

	I’m aware of that.

	Yes I’m aware we can do that but that’s not what I’m –

	No I’m calm, I’m totally calm, just that – look okay, I know this isn’t anything to do with you but cos it’s all of them at once, things aren’t gonna add up unless –

	Okay.

	But that – he won’t be able to do that though – 

	Look, why do you think it’s me talking to you right now instead of him? He can’t even use the phone, how do you expect him to do that consistently? 

	She mouths ‘sorry’ to DEAN again. She tries to touch his shoulder and he dodges her.

	He tries to make for the door, but she swats him back to the sink and blocks his way.

	He breathes angrily through his nose and grips the edge of the sink.

	Are you sure? Cos I – 

	Okay. Right.

	What’s the like process for doing that? Is there like a form, or – 

	Oh. Okay. Okay.

	I mean, we submitted everything the first time around. Like, the same fucking stuff that was okay before. 

	 – I’m not swearing at you, I’m – 

	How long does that take, on average?

	Can you give me a rough estimate. Please.

	Okay. Okay. And can we get a copy of the report?

	Can I come and collect it, or will you – ?

	Okay.

	Right. And can that be sent out today? 

	No, I’m just asking because – 

	Yeah. So it definitely will? Are you going to send it?

	Sorry, no, obviously. Being stupid.

	Okay. Yep.

	Thanks for your – yeah. Okay.

	She hangs up, and stares at the phone in her hand for a moment. She looks up at DEAN, whose hand stutters when he senses her gaze.

DEAN. Are you done?

TAMSIN. We should probably talk about…

	We need to figure out what to do.

DEAN. Can I just have a break for a bit?

TAMSIN. Dean…

DEAN. You’ve been in here for ages, I need to – 

TAMSIN. Two minutes, and I haven’t even been watching, / I’ve been

DEAN. I can feel you looking. I need you to just go away for a second so I can…

	He gestures with the comb.

TAMSIN. What?

	DEAN makes a keening noise of frustration.

	…what?

DEAN. Finish this.

Come on.

	TAMSIN sighs.

TAMSIN. How long do you want?

	Half an hour?

DEAN. … an hour.

TAMSIN. Okay. I’ll come in in an hour.

	Pacified, DEAN starts back at work on his hair. TAMSIN is just about to leave, when a sudden blast of music comes from next door.

	Fucking –

	She bangs her fist on the wall. After a few moments the volume goes down to a hum, but it’s too late.

	DEAN starts washing his hair out again.

DEAN. Gimme an hour and a half. Six-thirty.

TAMSIN. Can we aim for an hour?

	Cos we were gonna try and limit / how long we spent on this

DEAN. I know, but today has been –

TAMSIN. I know. I do get that. 

	Um. Did you get from the call that they’ve – ?

	Beat.

	Well, it’s – it’s a no on ESA. But it’s also that they’ve used the assessment results / to

DEAN. You said I could have a break.

TAMSIN. I know.

DEAN. I don’t wanna talk about this.

TAMSIN. I’m just – I just need to say it to process it.

	We can still ask for the mandatory reconsideration.

	Pause. No response from DEAN.

	But it’s just that we’re not gonna get anything while they do that. They’ll – what did they say – they’ll backdate it if they reinstate the claim.

	I should be a lawyer, I swear.

	And cos that’ll take a couple of weeks at least, they said you should apply for JSA.

DEAN. But I’m not meant to be / working.

TAMSIN. I know, I know, I don’t even… they said you can get it on some temporary-hardship thing even if you’re under eighteen.

DEAN. But what will they make me do?

TAMSIN. I mean. If we get the ESA back you won’t have to do anything, but.

	I think you probably just have to prove that you’re – trying, and things. 

DEAN. You mean go to sessions.

TAMSIN. – yeah.

	Pause.

DEAN. Can you pass me my hat?

	TAMSIN takes a baseball cap from the hook on the door.

	DEAN towel-dries his hair, and tries not to show his hair as he removes the towel and puts on the cap. He puts the towel over the mirror.

TAMSIN. How… active do you feel?

DEAN. I don’t wanna go anywhere.

TAMSIN. Because you just don’t feel like it or because rules?

DEAN. Rules.

TAMSIN. All right, if you – if you try and relax tonight then I’ll go with you to the Jobcentre tomorrow. Okay? And I’ll – okay, I’ll – 

	She takes a biro from her pocket and writes reminders on her hand.

	…send the DWP a letter just reminding them that we’ve asked for a reconsideration…

	She finishes writing and pauses for a second, trying to word this correctly.

	The thing is. Um.

	I don’t know how long it’s all gonna take, it might be weeks.

	So I think I need to check in with my old agency and ask if they’ve got anything going.

	Beat.

	You can have a bit of alone-time.

DEAN. Why would you say that?

TAMSIN. I’m just – 

	Sorry. Stupid joke.

	I might not get anything, just. If I do. I need to take it.

DEAN. Yeah.

TAMSIN. Are you okay?

DEAN. Yeah. Whatever.

	He tries to turn away, finish the conversation.

	Pause.

TAMSIN. Do you want a cup of tea?

	Pause.

	I’m being nice.

	He eventually nods.

	She goes into the kitchen, and puts the kettle on.

	Once she’s made the cup of tea, she brings it to DEAN in the bathroom.

	He takes one sip and then immediately walks into the kitchen.
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