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  ‘You do not have to be good.


  You do not have to walk on your knees


  for a hundred miles through the desert repenting.


  You only have to let the soft animal of your body love what it loves.


  Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you mine.’




  ‘Wild Geese’, Mary Oliver




  





  




  Characters




  SARAH, late thirties, white




  FRANKIE, nineteen/twenty, black, from Birmingham
  



  





  




  Note on Play




  The action mainly takes place in Sarah’s living room in her small, stylish house in Fulham. The stage should not look like a living room.




  It’s somewhere a baby used to live. She does not live here any more.




  The action need almost never be literal. Props (with the exception of probably the teddy bears and talcum powder) do not need to manifest. The car can be a pool of light. Each time Sarah and Frankie touch, it must in some way be staged but, for example, where is says Frankie paints Sarah’s nails – she might just hold her hand.




  In transitions, we might see Sarah putting on the coat, doing her hair up. We might see Frankie alone in her room, holding the teddies or examining her scar.




  There are about a load of teddy bears – not hidden but not seen – around the space, that Sarah will retrieve. They are the kind of things you find in gift shops around London, tacky and ridiculous but it’s pretty impossible to say no when your child asks for one.




  There is a crib somewhere on stage.




  The crib is not centre-stage.




  * indicates a time/place shift.




  # indicates a pause.




  / indicates an interruption.




  Lines in [square brackets] should not be read and are just to indicate an unfinished thought.


 


 


 


 


 


 


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




  Outside SARAH’s house in Fulham, London. The word ‘cunt’ has been spray-painted across her front door – we probably don’t see this.




  FRANKIE is stood outside the front door. Deciding whether to knock. Transfixed by the graffiti.




  SARAH comes out.




  SARAH. Did you do this?




  FRANKIE. Sorry?




  SARAH. This, did you do / it?




  FRANKIE. No.




  SARAH. Right.




  FRANKIE. Really. Really. I.




  SARAH. My neighbour says you’ve been lingering –




  FRANKIE. I was – just –




  SARAH. Loitering, actually, she said loitering. Which seems / somewhat [loaded].




  FRANKIE. I was – just –




  SARAH. She hasn’t spoken to me in four months and sixteen days. But now there’s an obscenity on the front door –




  You didn’t do it?




  FRANKIE. Spray-paint uh –




  SARAH. Cunt?




  FRANKIE. On your front door? No, I really did not.




  Are you going to get rid of it?




  SARAH. I think I might keep it. Adds value to the property. Cheaper than a conservatory.




  FRANKIE. It looks like it’s still wet. The sooner you –




  SARAH (waves her hands, her nails are drying). Can’t anyway. Big meeting.




  FRANKIE. Are you uh going to call the police?




  SARAH. Over a little paint?




  FRANKIE. It’s – it’s not a little paint.




  SARAH. Are you a journalist?




  FRANKIE. No?




  SARAH. Because I’m not talking to journalists.




  FRANKIE. I’m not a journalist?




  SARAH. Are you sure? You don’t sound sure.




  FRANKIE. I am. Sure. That I’m not. A journalist.




  SARAH. If you’re here about the house I will scream.




  FRANKIE. I’m not here about the house.
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