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  Author’s Note




  This play is inspired by the story of Mary Barton and her husband, Bertold Wiesner. It has been researched through survey, interview, and consultation with the Donor Conception Network. Some stories have been recycled with explicit permission, but the play is an exercise of imagination; a work of complete fiction and no characters are based on any real people.




  There are many characters played by two actors.




  Characters’ names are represented on stage and illuminated to the audience to show who is on stage:




  Track 1: Kieran, Bret, gracie, Sophie, Rebecca, Ventriloquist, Tom, Sarah, Linda, Michael, Joseph, Harry, Verity, Jack, John, Lizzie, Kate, Paul, Sam, Peter, Eric, Emma, Keith




  Track 2: Caroline, Ethel, Rita, James, Suzie, Registrar, Henry, greta, Hannah, Charlotte, Milly, Liberty, gertie, Rachel, Celia, Susan, Luke, Marcus




  All characters should be conceivable conceived at the Barton clinic operational from the late ’30s until 1967, making them at the time of the play’s setting (2007) between the ages of forty and eighty.




  Words in [square brackets] are unspoken.




  A forward slash (/) indicates an interruption, including a self-interruption.




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




  







  




  1. KIERAN




  It’s 2007.




  Oranges are orange.




  Humans share fifty per cent of their DNA with a banana.




  Which are yellow.




  There are twenty-four hours in a day.




  A limerick has five lines.




  My name is Kieran Taylor.




  I don’t like Tomatoes.




  The five-year survival rate of stage-two breast cancer is sixty-two per cent.




  Thirty-eight per cent is not negligible.




  Humans share ninety-nine per cent of DNA with each other, only one per cent makes us unique.




  Karen Taylor was born in London 1935.




  We share ninety-nine-point-five per cent of our DNA with our parents.




  Karen was evacuated to Wales in 1940 and her parents perished in the Blitz in 1943. Karen stayed in Wales and became a maid.




  She liked Bakewell tart.




  She disliked figs.




  She died on Monday at 13:52.




  Those things I think are true.




  A life is made of facts and for the most part they carry equal weight. You care as much that an apricot has a stone as you do that three thousand children a day die from malaria. They are facts. You don’t particularly engage with them. If your daughter were one of the three thousand you’d probably care immensely about the malaria, and if you were choking on your fruit salad you’d probably care immensely about the stone. But for the most part they are both just facts.




  But if you found out that malaria had never existed.




  Or that apricots had never had stones.




  Everyone had just told you that they did.




  Then you’d be cross.




  You might start to wonder about peaches too. And smallpox.




  I find being lied to about facts very disorientating. If someone tells you they have a boyfriend when they don’t then that can be disheartening. If someone tells you they’re your mother all your life and then it turns out that they’re not, well that can be, disheartening. This may not be the time to do this, but No legacy is as rich as honesty so.




  When the facts that you think you know turn out to be lies it’s like a little earthquake, a little earthquake that brings big buildings crashing down.




  These buildings need to be rebuilt from the foundations. Proper facts. Solid enough to build a house on. Solid enough to build a Life on.




  The cornerstone is the first stone set in the construction of any masonry foundation. It is very important. It is important because all other stones will be set in reference to this stone. The cornerstone determines the entire structure.




  Most of your cornerstones will involve sex between your mother and your father. Probably in a bed.




  Maybe somewhere else.




  My cornerstone involves no sex at all.




  My cornerstone is laid in a Medical Clinic in London run by a woman named Mary Barton and her husband Bertold Wiesner. The pair were pioneers of artificial insemination and helped one thousand five hundred women to conceive.




  In 1962 a woman named Beatrice Miller persuaded her husband Samuel to visit Mary and Bertold and in 1963 I was born.




  Samuel in recognition that I wasn’t his would not have me in the house and I was taken by their maid.




  Who you know, who was Karen.




  Karen then deceived me in regard to my heritage for the next forty-four years until about six months ago. Unfortunately by then my mother Beatrice was already dead, but at least I had a half a cornerstone.




  In the early days, donor conception was a very secretive affair.




  Finding my father has been very challenging. No parents were allowed to know who their donor was and they advised them never to tell their children. Mary and Bertold destroyed all of their records. But the scarcity of donors meant they relied on a very small pool of men. I thought I might have been their friend Derek Richter’s son, who has an estimated one hundred children. But, eh. A recent DNA test has proved that I am in fact the son of Bertold himself. As well as likely some one thousand others. I have. One thousand brothers and sisters. Out there. Somewhere. Maybe even one of you.




  I did love Karen.




  And I did not know she would die.




  But I think it is inappropriate for me to be giving this Eulogy. As I was not her son. I won’t be at the wake. If you will excuse me I have some family to find. They could be anywhere. They could be anyone.




  CAROLINE enters. They lock eyes and KIERAN grows a bit taller. KIERAN assumes a more muscular, more confident stance. He takes his clothes off to become BRET. They kiss. BRET cups CAROLINE’s head and pushes her down on to a bed.




  






2. BRET & CAROLINE




  He is lying on top of her. We can’t see her face as his elbows are either side.




  BRET moves mechanically.




  He grunts hesitantly.




  About once every five seconds.




  A bit like he’s trying to work out a poo.




  

    

      	

        CAROLINE


      



      	

         


      



      	

        Oop sorry. I just. No it’s fine I just. Could I go on top, I’m feeling a little bit.


      

    




    

      	

        BRET


      



      	 



      	

        Oh um… That better?


      

    




    

      	

        CAROLINE


      



      	 



      	

        Yeah, yeah, just wanted to… stifled.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        She is on top of him. He is uncertain; less comfortable in this position. He pulls his hands into her hips and starts to move her around a little. She clumsily attempts her own rhythms but gives up.


      

    




    

      	

        BRET


      



      	 



      	

        Who’s your daddy.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        He spanks her. She cries out.


      

    




    

      	

        CAROLINE


      



      	 



      	

        (Taking his spanking hand from her hip and holding it before his face.)


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        Can you not.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        CAROLINE pauses. Stares transfixed at his hand.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        She retches.


      

    




    

      	

        BRET


      



      	 



      	

        Sorry I thought /


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        He is cut off by her violently throwing up all over him, hitting him right in the face.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        Jesus Christ.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        She takes a sip of water.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        Oh my god.


      

    




    

      	

        CAROLINE


      



      	 



      	

        Sorr– /


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        She throws up again.


      

    




    

      	

        BRET


      



      	 



      	

        Fucking hell.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        Still nauseous and going to be sick again she runs out the room.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        So I’m polydactyl, everyone on my mum’s side is, it’s very normal, there’s no need to be a judgemental bitch.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        She slams the door.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        BRET stands and shakes off, disgusted.


      

    


  




  






3. GRACIE & ETHEL




  Kitchen.




  BRET becomes GRACIE. She stands before a blender covered in chicken soup (sick from previous scene).




  

    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	

         


      



      	

        Oh… shit!


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        ETHEL enters.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        I’ve been doing some research.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        I’m covered in chicken soup.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Bertold Wiesner


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Ethel I’m, I’m covered in chicken soup.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Most prolific sperm donor of all time.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        What?


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        (Looking up for the first time.)


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        What happened to you?


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Soup


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Why’s it on your face?


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Blender! Lid! Phewf! Tell me about sperm!


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Why was it in the blender?


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Your mother’s coming, I was making chicken soup.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        She doesn’t like it creamed.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Right well, that’s just as well, does she like eating it off my face?


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        I’ll buy the Covent garden one from Tesco. Do you reckon three will be enough?


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Tell me about the sperm donor.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        If I get six she’ll be more likely to believe we made it. Keep some to freeze.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Ethel.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Yes gracie.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Sperm. You were talking about a sperm donor.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        I’m doing some research.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Right. Is that the kind of thing you want to talk about?


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Well, yeah. That’s why I’m, that’s what we’re doing actually.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Right. Well. All Ears.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Okay, well, I wanted to tell you about it. Not that you. You don’t at all have to be involved in this yourself. Not at all.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        I don’t need to be involved. At all.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        No


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        You don’t want me to be involved.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Well, no, not if you don’t. No. I just thought I should tell you about it.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Yeah.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Yeah


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Right so you’re just gonna go off and do this on your own. Leave me /


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Well yeah, it’s my thing.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Are we breaking up right now?


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        What?! Why would… why is me finding my, why is this a big deal?


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Why is this a big deal?


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Yes.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        If you don’t know that then I absolutely don’t think you are ready to do this.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Is this about your dad. I’m sorry. I know, it’s not a great time to… It must be. I want to. I want to.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        And the last thing I want to do to you is ‘find my family’ just as you… lose. What am I saying. This feels like something I need to do.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        You finding your family?


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Well yeah. That’s how I feel [about it].


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        I thought I was your family.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Yeah but not like… I just. I really think it might be him. I’ve got this feeling. It’s him.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Who?


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Bertold Wiesner.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE;


      



      	 



      	

        Who’s Bertold Wiesner?


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        The sperm donor.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        You’ve already found him.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Yeah.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        And you’re gonna…


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Yeah… he’s dead but


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        He’s dead!?


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Yes.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Why is he dead?


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Well because he died.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        Is that legal?


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Well they can’t exactly punish you for it can they.


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        How do you even take a sample from a corpse?


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        Well he has a son, who, can /


      

    




    

      	

        GRACIE


      



      	 



      	

        I don’t understand any of this.


      

    




    

      	

        ETHEL


      



      	 



      	

        I want to know where I Come From!


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        You’ve got soup on your nose.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        ETHEL tries to wipe the soup off of GRACIE’s nose.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        She flinches away.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        ETHEL tries again.


      

    




    

      	

         


      



      	 



      	

        GRACIE grabs the tea towel from her and cleans herself.
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