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Premiere Cast and Production





Plaques and Tangles was first performed in the Jerwood Theatre Upstairs at the Royal Court Theatre, London, on 14 October 2015. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




 





Nurse/Gwen Vanessa Babirye


Eva/Barbara Bríd Brennan


Megan Monica Dolan


Young Megan Rosalind Eleazar


Lila Alice Felgate


Young Jez Robert Lonsdale


Ned Ted Reilly


Jez Ferdy Roberts




 





Director Lucy Morrison


Designer Andrew D. Edwards


Lighting Designer Anna Watson


Composer Daniel Elms


Sound Designer Emily Legg


Casting Director Amy Ball


Assistant Director Anastasia Osei-Kuffour
















Characters





The action takes place over twenty-six years




 





Megan


thirty-two to forty-eight


(born September 1968)




 





Young Megan


twenty-one to thirty-two




 





Jez


thirty-four to fifty-one


(born April 1966)




 





Young Jez


twenty-four to thirty




 





Barbara and Eva


anywhere between forty and sixty




 





Lila


thirteen to fourteen


(born July 1999)




 





Ned


sixteen to nineteen


(born February 1997)




 





Nurse


twenty




 





Gwen


seventeen to eighteen




 





The parts of Barbara /Eva and Nurse/Gwen


may be doubled
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for Robbie



















‘Ask not what disease the person has, but rather what person the disease has.’




 





William Osler



















Dialogue Note





A forward slash / indicates the point at which the following speaker interrupts.


Names appearing without dialogue indicate an active silence between those characters.


Words (in brackets) are thought but not spoken.




 





The following script was correct at the time of going into rehearsals but may differ slightly from the play as performed.
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PROLOGUE


September 2012








A lazy Sunday morning.


Megan (forty-four), Jez (forty-six), Lila (thirteen) and Ned (fifteen) are all piled in bed in their pyjamas. They’re playing Scrabble. It’s Megan’s turn. She’s absent-mindedly tickling Lila’s feet while she studies the board – taking an exceptionally long time to lay her tiles.


Ned looks at Lila’s tiles.




Ned Hm-g-hftt.




Lila looks at Ned’s tiles.





Lila Pia-oo-ap?


Megan Shhh! I’m trying to concentrate.


Jez No rush. We’re all having a lovely time.




Ned looks at his dad’s tiles.





Oi!


Ned (reading) Titwank.


Megan Two words.


Jez Wishful thinking.


Ned Parents, please, there are children present.




Ned goes to kick his dad. Kicks Lila accidentally.





Lila Ow.


Ned This is so lame.




Lila sits up and looks at the board.








Lila What’s a vart?


Megan A vegan fart.


Lila There’s actually a word for that?


Jez There is now.


Megan (to Lila) Remember your lentil bake?




They all shudder at the memory.


Megan finally starts to lay down her tiles.





Ned Oh thank God …


Megan Actually no …




She starts to take the tiles back up again.





Ned What?


Lila You can’t do that!


Megan It’s my birthday. / I can do what I like.


Lila I’m literally going to die of boredom. Maybe I’m already dead. Is this the afterlife? Are we in Purgatory?


Ned Every year! Why can’t you just have a party like a normal person?


Megan Because if I had a party I’d have to stay till the end and when you get to my age you need your beauty sleep.


Ned Really? You don’t think it might be a bit too late for that?


Lila I’ve lost all feeling in my toes.


Megan Just let me think.


Ned Dad? Back me up here.


Jez (staring at his son’s teeth) Are you flossing?




Ned starts rifling through the Scrabble box – desperate.








Ned Doesn’t this come with one of those sand thingies that you like tip …?


Megan A timer?


Jez We’ll get one for next year.




Megan suddenly starts to lay down her tiles, ridiculously excited – all seven letters.





Megan Scrabble!


Ned Thank fuck. Game over.




Lila and Jez stare at the board.





Megan Lowcicks.


Lila What does that even mean?


Ned Who cares?


Megan Ask your dad next time it rains.




Jez looks at her, unsure – then starts to laugh. Megan kisses him. He kisses her back.





Lila Gross.




Ned grabs a pillow and doffs them over the head.





Jez (cupping Megan’s face) Many happy … (returns).




He stops short.


The last few beats of the scene are then played in reverse.


Ned swings the pillow back up.





Lila Gross.




Jez kisses Megan. Megan kisses him back.


Jez laughs – then looks at her, unsure.





Megan Ask your dad next time it rains.
























ONE


July 1990








Bright light.


Bedroom in student flat. Amorphous mass under the duvet. Loud music from room next door.


Duvet hitches up to reveal four feet.


One starts twitching. Rubs another – stops. Prods again just to be certain.


Head pops up. Young Megan, aged twenty-one.




Megan   Fuck.




She jumps out of bed. Doesn’t know where she is. Sees she’s wearing a man’s T-shirt: Front reads ‘Gav’s stag night’, back reads ‘Rock out with your cock out’.





Fuck.




She searches for her discarded clothes.


Finds her knickers in a green bucket under the bed.


Looks at logo. WTF? Pulls them on and checks her watch.





Shitshitshit.




Stirring from under the duvet.


Young Jez, twenty-four, pops his head out. He’s wearing a bridal comb and veil.


Megan’s surprised how handsome he is.


Jez grins.





You must be … Gav?




He looks her up and down. Inscrutable.





Did we …?


Jez   No.


Megan   Thank fuck for that.


Jez   (amused) I mean, no, I’m not Gavin. Not … Which is surprising because you’re not really my type to tell you the truth. Too …




Now she’s offended.





Megan   Too what?


Jez   I usually go for girls with crooked teeth and low self-esteem.


Megan   Nice.




She rummages in her jean pockets for engagement ring. Slips it on.





Jez   You said you were on a hen night.


Megan   Correct.


Jez   You didn’t say you were the main. Chicken.


Megan   Do you have leukaemia?


Jez What? No … why / would I …


Megan   You’ve got a weird rash thing / across (your chest) …


Jez   I was bitten by a traffic warden.


Megan   Funny.


Jez   Painful.


Megan   And there’s a leukaemia collection / bucket under your bed.


Jez   I don’t have leukaemia.


Megan   Okay.


Jez


Megan


Jez   So was this a sympathy shag?


Megan   (finding shoes) I don’t know what this was.




He examines the bucket.





Jez   You thought you were going to be sick. It’s all there was to hand. And it was empty. Almost. It’s not like I … well only enough to get a taxi home. To your house. To drop you off, I mean. Only you decided you didn’t want to go back to yours … You seemed a bit … on edge.


Megan   I am on edge.


Jez   Do you want a coffee?


Megan   Because caffeine will help with that.


Jez   Horlicks?


I don’t have any Horlicks.


… Does anyone actually drink Horlicks?


Megan   I’m supposed to be at a wedding rehearsal.


Jez   Your wedding rehearsal.


Megan   My wedding rehearsal.


Jez   He’s a lucky guy.


Megan   ?


Jez   Well, maybe not in the circumstances …


Megan   Do you think I should tell him?


Jez   Your … (fiancé)?


Megan   Crispin.


Jez   (wincing) Crispin?


Megan   Should I tell Crispin? Because he really loves me.


Jez   What’s not to love?


Megan   Oh I dunno, the fact that I’ve just screwed some random tosser a week before / we’re supposed to be getting married?


Jez   Mm.


Megan   He’s a really good guy.


Jez   Mm.


Megan   I mean really good. He doesn’t deserve this. He thinks we should be totally one hundred and ten per cent honest with each other. He thinks that’s the key to a happy marriage. Total and utter …


Jez   You know that’s bullshit, don’t you? One hundred and ten per cent … You know that doesn’t even make sense.


Megan   Are you a maths teacher?




Beat.





Jez   I’m a malacologist. I / study …


Megan   I know what a malacologist is.


Jez   No you don’t.


Megan   Do you think I should tell him?


Jez   That you screwed some random tosser?


Megan   Exactly.


Jez   I guess that depends.


Megan   On what?


Jez   On whether it changes anything.




He pads out of the room to make coffee.


Megan considers.
























TWO


November 2006








Older Megan (thirty-eight).


Mini Mental State Examination.


Plastic chair.




Megan   (fast by rote) Third of November two thousand and six. Friday. Eleven a.m. England. London. St Thomas’ Hospital. Fish tank. Desk. Coat. One hundred. Ninety-three. Eighty-six. Seventy-nine. Sixty-five. Fish tank. Desk. Hat. No ifs, ands or buts.




Megan puts her index finger on her nose and then her right shoulder.


She closes her eyes.


Writes on a bit of paper and then holds it up to read aloud.





I do not accept there is anything wrong with me.




She draws two intersecting rhomboids.
























THREE


July 1990








Young Megan holding a cup of coffee with distaste.




Megan   Oh my God, is this Nescafé? I can’t / drink this.


Jez   You and Crispin usually grind your own beans.


Megan   No, it’s just …


Jez   Unethical? The whole Nestlé baby milk / thing …


Megan   No, no no. I mean obviously that’s awful. But no, it’s more to do with cockchafer beetles.


Jez   ?


Megan   Cockchafer beetles. I think once, well it was more than once, it could have been every year I’m not sure, but we had a lawn, not Crispin and I, my parents, well my mum really, I mean when I was a kid, my mum had a garden and we had this infestation of cockchafer beetles. Nightmare. I mean total nightmare. Because the birds would come down and eat all the grubs and rip up the lawn and we’d have to put down more turf and then the beetles would come back and so the birds came back and ripped it all up again and it would just happen over and over and over. Which drove my mum completely mental. Really … totally mental. I mean even before she went mental. And we didn’t know how to get rid of them so she made me and my sister go round collecting all the beetles in empty Nescafé jars and the smell … the smell of the coffee, it was hot I think, the weather not the coffee I mean, and all I can see when I smell the coffee now are these jars rammed full of beetles, a brown, swarthing … fondness of beetles slowly roasting to death.


Isn’t that mad? I haven’t thought about that for years and now I put my mind to it it’s really quite vivid. The memory. I was wearing a blue cotton polka-dot dress. But I wouldn’t have remembered the dress if it weren’t for the beetles. The beetles were the trigger. They died from the bottom up.




Jez stares at her.





Jez   I might have some Maxwell House.


Megan   They say you have to think about things five times before you actually store them in your memory. But what you’re really remembering is the memory of the memory. Not the moment itself.


Jez   Are you –


Megan   They put cockchafer beetles on trial in the Middle Ages.


Jez   – still drunk?


Megan   In 1320. They were brought to court in Avignon and threatened with exile if they failed to withdraw from a certain area of … And then they failed to comply. Obviously. So they were collected and killed.


Jez   Not in Nescafé jars.


Megan   I don’t know how I know that. Must have read it somewhere.


Odd.


Could I maybe have a cup of tea instead?
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