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             Premiere Production

         

         The Breach was first performed at Hampstead Theatre, London, on 6 May 2022. The cast was as follows:

         
             

         

         Frayne (1977)  Charlie Beck

         Jude (1991)  Jasmine Blackborow

         Hoke (1977)  Alfie Jones

         Hoke (1991)  Tom Lewis

         Frayne (1991)  Douggie McMeekin

         Acton (1977)  Stanley Morgan

         Jude (1977)  Shannon Tarbet

         
             

         

         Director  Sarah Frankcom

         Designer  Naomi Dawson

         Lighting  Rick Fisher

         Sound  Tingying Dong

         Movement  Jennifer Jackson

         Voice  Michaela Kennen

         Projection Content  Timothy Kelly

         Casting  Nadine Rennie cdg

         Assistant Director  Tramaine Reindorf
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            This play is for Sarah Burkeviii

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Characters

         

         in 1977

         Frayne 

         Jude 

         Hoke 

         Acton

          

         in 1991

         Frayne

         Jude 

         Hoke

         
             

         

         
             

         

         Setting

         The Diggs’ basement, and the Diggs’ porch.

          

         The play takes place somewhere just outside a half-remembered city in Kentucky. xii
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            THE BREACH

         

      

   


   
      
         
            ‘I’ll look back at today,

            at the placid lake where

            you’re sailing away.

             

            I’ll conjugate: I lost,

            you lost, we lost.

            The we that was is wind.’

             

            Andrea Cohen, ‘Past Participle’

 
 

            
            
                

            

            ‘No more can I be sever’d from your side

            Than can yourself yourself in twain divide.’

             

            William Shakespeare, Henry VI, Part 1

         

      

   


   
      
         
2
            Note

         

         
            This story happens in 1977 and 1991,

in the basement of a white, working-class household.

            The set should be minimal and not naturalistic.

            The couch isn’t really there.

            There is nothing on the porch so the older characters always stand.

            The wilder the moment, the more still the body.

            No one cries in this story.
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               Act One

            

         

         
            
               SCENE ONE

            

         

         The Diggs’ basement. 1977. End August. Sparse, worn, clean.

         Lights up on an almost seventeen-year-old Jude. A smart, confident beauty in colorful patched blue jeans and a tank top. She is holding two screwdrivers out at arm’s length, one each pointing at Hoke and Frayne’s chest. Hoke is more fearful than Frayne. Frayne carries a basketball under his arm which he hardly ever bounces. 

         
            Jude You ever heard it? Nah. Well I have. On Tucker’s farm. Wet, pathetic and exactly like this idiot’s voice: the fart of a cow.

            Jude moves a little closer with her screwdrivers.

            It’s a shit little song, right?

            Hoke and Frayne Right.

            Frayne Crap.

            Hoke Bingo. Absolutely.

            Jude Then who brought that single into our home?

            Hoke and Frayne Hoke did! Frayne did!

            Hoke Most girls are fans so I /

            Jude I’m not most girls.

            Frayne Say that again.

            Jude Boys. I got a radio upstairs that sounds like the Little Train that Won’t Ever Again. Now my mom loves to listen to that radio when she gets home from work, so I’m gonna make the sweetheart sing again if I have to tear out its guts 6and feed them backwards through the dials. But I can’t concentrate when you put on that record and I got to come down here and shut it off.

            Hoke and Frayne Sorry. / Won’t happen again. / Never again.

            Jude lowers the screwdrivers.

            Jude (to Hoke) I seen you on the bench last spring. Poke?

            Hoke Hoke.

            Jude Coach never lets you play.

            Hoke Quarterback. This season I’ll play quarterback.

            Jude So you’re an up and coming, huh? Cheerleaders are gonna eat your pretty face.

            Hoke I’ll bring the salt and pepper.

            Jude Sing it, then. If you love it so much.

            Hoke My living room is the size of your house. Entirely.

            Jude Well that explains your taste in music.

            Hoke You know what? There’s a brand spankin’ Firebird parked in your drive this very minute. Got it for my sixteenth. And the tank’s full.

            Frayne Tank’s always full.

            Hoke Where do you want to go?

            Jude puts the screwdriver close to Hoke’s throat. 

            Jude Sing the song, guttersnipe, or I’ll dent you.

            Frayne Better do what she says, Hoke.

            Hoke nervously sings the David Cassidy song ‘Rock Me Baby’. 

            Jude Sing the chorus. That’s the best worst part.

            Hoke gathers himself, and sings it (‘Euwwwww, rock me, baby’), then suddenly snatches the screwdriver from Jude and uses it as a microphone, like a pop star. After singing another verse, he plays air guitar for a few moments, but then breaks off abruptly, suddenly embarrassed. He hands the screwdriver back to Jude. 

            My brother is thirteen years old. He’s still a kid.

            Hoke A bright kid.

            Frayne Almost fourteen.

            Jude And he’s been writing your essays for summer make-up classes.

            Hoke And he’s sworn to get me through SATs this fall, in science and math.

            Frayne Promised to scribble up some lyricals on Dickenshit for me this semester.

            Jude (to Hoke) But neither of you offered to pay him.

            (To Frayne.) It’s Dickinson in this house, and she would’ve spent your dime, kid.

            Hoke Money doesn’t matter to us.

            Jude How many boys are in this … club?

            Hoke Frayne and myself. Acton is gonna join us. It’ll be exclusive. Just the three of us.

            Frayne We’re like this.

            Frayne shows crossed fingers. 

            Hoke And when we go to college –

            Jude If.

            Hoke Your brother sticks with me and it’s ‘when’.

            Jude He’ll make his own way if he gets a scholarship. 8

            Hoke He won’t need one. I’ve got strings.

            Jude Huh. What kind of strings?

            Hoke Confidential ones. The good strings always are. My dad, his two best buddies from way back in grade school work in his office. They didn’t even need to go to college ’cause my dad pulled –

            Hoke and Jude Some strings.

            Hoke Exactly. What’s a guttersnipe?

            Jude My brother doesn’t need to join your club.

            Hoke Maybe not. But in a few years he’ll need my strings.

            Frayne He needs ’em now, so no one’ll ever drag him in the storage room at school again, strip him, pour glue all over his skinny body and shower him with confetti.

            Acton appears with a small paper bag. They others don’t yet see him. 

            Hoke Couldn’t believe it when I saw him running half naked through lunch hall, like some kind of crazy Christmas ornament. We laughed so hard a window broke.

            Acton (appearing, facts) Window broke ’cause I hit it with my elbow when I slipped on some chilli beans a kid threw at me as I ran by.

            (To Jude.) Judith. I already joined the club, weeks ago.

            Jude What? No. Acton.

            Acton says the following all in one breath, though it’s not rushed. 

            Acton Know what it feels like to tap on up to the same kids that used to pinch me, kick me, hawk on me, and now get so close up in their face I’m spitting on them as I talk and they don’t dare wipe it off and I can say ‘cock-a-doodle doo’ or ‘gumbo, bumbo, ass-a-wacky trumbo’ and jab their cheek 9with my finger and they nod like they know what I’m talking about and they don’t disagree or move an inch ’cause Hoke and Frayne, my new brothers, are rising up behind me like floodlights and these punks know, they know that if they ever touch one hair on my head again, they’ll be taken out back and kicked into the size of a football.

            Acton uses his inhaler. 

            Hoke (speaks the line) ‘Rock me, baby.’

            Frayne Damn right.

            Jude (to Hoke) So you know how to keep my brother safe?

            Hoke That’s Frayne’s job.

            Frayne I say ‘How hard?’ ’fore Hoke says ‘Hit ’im’.

            Jude (to Acton) Acton. These two are stone-cold cheese weasels /

            Acton They’re my friends.

            Acton hands Frayne the paper bag. Its a pint of whiskey. 

            And my shields. Something you can’t be, Jude.

            Frayne drinks. 

            Frayne We’re taking good care of him.

            Hoke drinks. 

            Hoke Promise. Your mom ever come down here?

            Acton Not if we keep it clean.

            Hoke You two should move to the ’burbs. This is howdie-doodie land out here.

            Frayne Yeah, and I can’t believe our Prom Queen pulled a tool on us. I like it.

            Jude I can hit an apple with a knife from thirty feet and it’ll stick. 10

            Acton She can. Dad taught her. He tried to teach me too but my hands shake on account of my asthma.

            Acton holds out his hand to show them. 

            Hoke Acton. We’re gonna take the shake out of your bake.

            Frayne The yank out of your crank. How’d you get the whiskey when you got no ID?

            Acton A handwritten note from my mom’s doctor who has proscribed JD for her arthritis.

            Frayne Your mom’s prescription?

            Jude Mom doesn’t drink.

            Acton Thats why I wrote it myself.

            Hoke Smart as a tack.

            Acton I gave the man a tip so he’ll remember me.

            Hoke Good business sense too.

            Hoke hands the bottle to Acton. Jude snatches it away. 

            Jude He’s too young to drink.

            Acton Judith …

            Jude takes a drink herself. Then relents and gives Acton the bottle. 

            Jude Just a sip. It’s not Orange Crush.

            Acton gasps after swallowing. Hoke takes the bottle and pockets it. 

            Hoke This place could be our headquarters.

            Acton Yeah. It could!

            Jude No way in hell.

            Frayne Cozy down here. Private. 11

            Hoke Though it’s small. Small.

            Jude So are my tits.

            Hoke doesn’t know how to answer. 

            Frayne More than a mouthful’s a waste, I heard it said.

            Jude (nods ‘thanks’ to Frayne) That’s right, and how old are you, fourteen?

            Frayne Sixteen. In a few. Frayne. Glad to meet you. Though I seen you in the hall for years now.

            Frayne holds out his hand but Jude ignores it. 

            Jude Mr Frayne, sixteen-in-a-few whom I’ve not noticed before, bet you never sucked a girl’s tit.

            Acton Oh no …

            Hoke Jesus, what a mouth.

            Jude Well?

            Frayne Define suck.

            Acton Don’t.

            Jude gives her forefinger a practical suck. 

            Frayne Not sucked, no. But I had what I’d call a.

            Jude A what?

            Hoke What?

            Frayne A slurp.

            Jude A slurp? How’s that go?

            Frayne Well it’s a kind of drive-by suck; only lasts a second.

            Jude (to Hoke) And you? Poke.

            Acton His name is Hoke. 12

            Hoke Do I look like a slurper to you? Not me. I’ve. Imbibed the nipple while I fingered the goose. Last June, after the Prom dance.

            Frayne You never told me! Who’d you finger?

            Hoke Chrissy.

            Jude and Frayne Chrissy who?

            Hoke She fell asleep after a few drinks at my place. I peeped her shirt up, then her bra and latched on.

            Acton Keep going.

            Hoke Her nipples were rodeo and I /

            Frayne Chrissy Brennan?

            Hoke Then I slipped my fingers under her skirt /

            Jude Chrissy Jeds?

            Hoke Wrote my name on her windowpane.

            Frayne (thinks he’s got it) Chrissy Moreland!

            Hoke No, damn it. Chrissy my aunt!

            All Jesus. Shit. Your aunt? That’s wrong. Disgusting.

            Hoke She’s only thirty-four.

            Frayne That’s incest, bud.

            Hoke I thought so too at first but then I figured since she was out cold she never knew it happened so in a way it didn’t and the next time I saw Aunt Chrissy she bought me a Coke and ruffled my hair like a puppy. No harm done.

            Jude So I’m surrounded by slurping, perverted virgins.

            Hoke and Frayne (lying) I’m not a virgin!

            Acton I am. 13

            Frayne The more interesting question’s got to be: is the Prom Queen a virgin? I hear. Not.

            Hoke I bet: not.

            Jude Won’t tell you twerps nothin’.

            Hoke Come on.

            Jude ’Cause I’m not in your ‘club’.

            Frayne We told you.

            Acton They can keep a secret, Jude. You can trust them.

            Jude (considers) I’m seventeen in a couple of months. Most of my girlfriends have had two or three. Me. I’ve had.

            Jude pauses, playing with them. Hoke and Frayne lean in; suspense. 

            Two. (Beat.) And a half.

            Hoke And a half?

            Frayne What the hell?

            Hoke You mean he couldn’t get it up?

            Jude Couldn’t get an … ‘erection’?

            Acton Please don’t say that word, Jude.

            Jude That wasn’t it. I mean it was an inch long when hard.

            Frayne Damn.

            Hoke Poor guy.

            Jude Yep. That big.

            Jude demonstrates with her fingers. 

            Like a Gerber weenie. Until I saw it I never would’ve believed God made ’em that short. And he was six foot. Sweet guy too.14

            Hoke and Frayne Who?

            Jude Out-of-towner. Orlando, last winter. Met him at –

            Acton – the Wet and Wild Aquatic Theme Park?! That Richard guy?!

            Jude That Richard guy.

            Acton I did a backflip off his shoulders.

            Jude Richard knew how to use his tongue.

            Acton He bought me a hot dog.

            Frayne She’s a dirty girl, your big sis.

            Jude (facts) But she’s not a slut.

            Frayne I like it.

            Jude You got to do six or seven to qualify for slut.

            Frayne Pretty and pretty smart.

            Jude Save it, jailbait. You’re fifteen, remember?

            Acton (to Hoke) Can we take your Firebird up to the Convenient? I wanna get a shake.

            Hoke Yep.

            Jude I got to be at work at seven.

            Hoke Let me give you a ride to work.

            Frayne Why don’t we let Acton drive?

            Hoke Sure again.

            Jude No fuckin’ way.

            Acton I don’t know how to drive.

            Hoke and Frayne recount the following story together, with ease, having fun.15

            Frayne Hoke’ll teach you. Me, I take my brother’s Pacer out when my folks are asleep. Two weeks ago a cop pulls me over and asks for my driver’s license. I shrug and say:

            Hoke ‘I’m fifteen.’

            Frayne He says:

            Hoke ‘Get out of the car, son.’

            Frayne I say, what I usually say in those circumstances:

            Hoke ‘But Mister, my brother Terry’s got shrapnel in his back from Vietnam and he can’t walk anymore so when he moves even the tiniest bit …’

            Frayne ‘… he screams like a roller coaster.’

            Hoke makes the scream of a roller coaster. 

            Yeah. Just like that. ‘Officer, my brother can’t sleep at night so I had to take his car to get him some aspirin ’cause he needs to chomp a bottle a night to keep the war noise down.’

            Hoke Terry used to laugh all the time. Irritated the hell out of us.

            Frayne We called him Jello, always –

            Hoke – jigglin’. But now he doesn’t laugh.

            Frayne Now he gurgles. I guess you could say that gurgling is a kind of laugh.

            Jude I saw your brother Terry once, with your folks at a football game. He’s handsome.

            Frayne Yeah. He is. But he won’t ever slurp no tit.

            Jude I’m sorry about your brother.

            Frayne Sure you are. About as sorry as I am about your dad.

            And that’s not much, right? 16

            Silence a moment. Then Jude moves to whack Frayne but instead she suddenly gives him a quick kiss on the mouth. He’s stunned. 

            Acton Jude!

            Hoke Hey! Why’d you kiss him?

            Jude (facts) I didn’t kiss him.

            Hoke Yes you did!

            Acton Stop it, Frayne.

            Hoke Why’d you kiss Frayne?

            Frayne (to Acton) Hey. She kissed me.

            Acton Well don’t kiss her back! If you’re my brother now, then she’s your sister too. Don’t kiss your sister.

            Frayne I didn’t kiss her. She kissed me.

            Jude Liar. You couldn’t pay me to kiss you. You’re pathetic.

            Jude kisses Frayne again. 

            Hoke What the fuck? Why’s he getting all the abuse? I’m the lost kid here. An only kid too, besides my sister. And my house is so big I need track shoes to get from room to room. My dad smells like the inside of a briefcase. My mom is the inside of a briefcase ’cause she’s the brains of the business and my favorite rocker is David Cassidy. Can you get any more pathetic than that?

            Acton (sincerely) He’s got a point, Jude. Maybe you should kiss Hoke too.

            Jude You think so?

            Acton Just to be fair.

            Jude considers. She moves a little closer to Hoke. He’s nervous but holds his ground. Jude kisses him.17

            Hoke (sincerely) Is it. Was it gross? How do I taste?

            Jude Well. You taste kind of (Beat.) stupid.

            Hoke is crestfallen. 

            Acton What’s stupid taste like?

            Jude (shrugs) Kinda. Sweet … ? Listen up. This is our home.

            (To Hoke and Frayne.) Not yours. Not yours. And I’m the head of this household.

            Acton She is.

            Acton picks up his guitar and strums a few notes as background to Jude’s proclamation. 

            Jude I work nights and weekends and I pay half the bills.

            Frayne ’Cause your mom got fired.

            Jude She didn’t get fired.

            Hoke That’s what we heard.

            Jude She’s on strike! There’s a difference.

            Learn it or I’ll hit you. I can reach my arm, up to the elbow, down the kitchen drainpipe –

            Acton She can.

            Jude – and grab a hairball by its greasy fuckin’ neck and yank it out. I can lift my mom out of the bath when she’s too tired to do it herself. I’m the best looking girl in high school, not counting Sarah Burke, but she’s my best friend so I don’t care. I cut and sew most of our clothes. I eat like a horse.

            Acton She does.

            Jude And my turds stretch from here to the end of the street, that long.

            Acton Unfortunately, true.18

            Jude So if you’re thinking of using this basement as your headquarters, think again or die.

            Hoke I like this basement. I’ll give you five bucks a week for it if we get free rein.

            Jude No way.

            Hoke How about seven.

            Jude Fifteen or nothing.

            Hoke Eight. It’s stagflation, remember?

            Jude calmly shakes her head ‘no’. 

            Frayne (to Hoke) I’m not paying her nothin’. Let’s go somewhere else.

            Acton Come on, Jude. Eight is a lot!

            Jude Nope.

            Hoke Okay. Ten bucks a week.

            Acton Wow.

            Frayne Christ.

            Hoke But we come and go as we please and you keep your mom out of here.

            Jude takes a moment to consider, then she and Hoke shake on it. 

            Jude Deal. But whatever you do down here: Do. Not. Mess. With.

            Jude and Acton My kingdom.

            Jude Agreed?

            Hoke and Frayne Agreed.

            Jude (interrupts Acton’s strumming) Play me my song. I’m feelin’ stoked. 19

            Acton I’m sick of that song.

            Jude Come on. Play it. I need it.

            Acton is reluctant, but then suddenly bounces into the lively intro chords of Eric Clapton’s ‘Layla’. Jude begins to dance. Hoke and Frayne are mesmerized. Then Acton puts down his guitar, though the music/song continues and becomes the real version of the song. Darkness. Jude continues to dance alone in the dark. 
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