

[image: cover]








[image: alt]



















BRYONY LAVERY


Frozen









[image: ]






















Contents











	Title Page


	Acknowledgements


	Premiere Production


	Revival


	Characters


	Frozen


	Act One


	One: Farewell to New York


	Two: Family Life


	Three: A Bad Patch


	Four: Nature Table


	Five: Moving On


	Six: This Flight Tonight


	Seven: Flame


	Eight: Tattoo You


	Nine: Chickens Coming Home


	Ten: Sweating


	Eleven: Near


	Twelve: Lovely to be Here


	Thirteen: Suffer


	Fourteen: Four Farm Fuck


	Fifteen: Absolutely Nothing


	Sixteen: The Brains of It


	Seventeen: A Line of Washing


	Eighteen: Out of Order


	Nineteen: The Bones of It


	Act Two


	Twenty: A Phone Call Home


	Twenty-One: Two Caring Women Meet


	Twenty-Two: My Childhood


	Twenty-Three: The Sacred Art of Feng-Shui


	Twenty-Four: Concluding My Address


	Twenty-Five: The Visit


	Twenty-Six: Letter-Writing


	Twenty-Seven: Something Awful


	Twenty-Eight: Quiet and Silence


	Twenty-Nine: How He Does It, Why He Does It


	Thirty: Graveside


	About the Author


	By the Same Author


	Copyright


























Acknowledgements







The author wishes to express her gratitude to Marian Partingon for her words and her courage.


Marian Partingon’s article, ‘Salvaging the Sacred: Lucy, My Sister’, was first published in Guardian Weekend, 18 May 1996, and subsequently in The Guardian Year 1996 (Fourth Estate, 1996).


The author also wishes to acknowledge the inspiration of Dorothy Otnow Lewis, md, and her work with Dr Jonathan Pincus concerning the neuropsychiatric characteristics of murderers, as profiled in Malcolm Galdwell’s article ‘Damaged’, published in the New Yorker of 24 February 1997. Anyone wishing to read further about the subject should see Dr Lewis’s book, Guilty by Reason of Insanity (Ballantine, 1998). Anyone wishing to learn more about the psychology explored in this play should go to www.gladwell.com.




















Premiere Production







Frozen was first performed at the Birmingham Repertory Theatre on 1 May 1998, with the following cast:


Nancy  Anita Dobson


Ralph  Tom Georgeson


Agnetha  Josie Lawrence


Daughter  Gloria Nicholls


Guard  Matthew Seymour


Voice of David Nabkus  Joel Kaplan


Directed by  Bill Alexander


Designed by  Ruari Murchison


Lighting by  Tim Mitchell


Music by  Jonathan Goldstein


This production was revived in the Cottesloe Theatre auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 28 June 2002.


The play received its New York premiere at the MCC Theatre on 25 February 2004, and this production transferred to the Circle in the Square Theatre on Broadway on 4 May 2004. 




















Revival







Frozen was first performed in a new production at the Theatre Royal, Haymarket, London, on 9 February 2018, with the following cast:


Nancy  Suranne Jones


Ralph  Jason Watkins


Agnetha  Nina Sosanya


Prison Guard  John Hastings


Prison Guard/Air Stewardess  Roisin Rae


Girl  Lydia Coghlan/Clara Read/Grace Salsoni


Director  Jonathan Munby


Set and Costume Designer  Paul Wills


Lighting Designer  Jon Clark


Sound Designer  Christopher Shutt


Composer  Rupert Cross


Video Designer  Luke Halls


Associate/Movement Director  Georgina Lamb 




















Characters







Ralph


Nancy


Agnetha


Voice of David


Guard




















FROZEN






















Act One
























ONE


FAREWELL TO NEW YORK








New York street sounds … busy, whirling traffic and voices. Stops abruptly as light reveals … Agnetha, hallway of her apartment, New York. Checking her airline tickets, passport.




Agnetha




Yes.


yes.


yes.


yup.


yeah.


yo.







All is ready. She looks around. Looks through a doorway.







Bye room.







Gives the room a little wave.







Bye bedroom.


bathroom.


office.







She salaams gravely.







Bye home.







They all get waves, thumbs up, high-sings as appropriate. Until … she’s ready. She picks up airline tickets, carry-on bag. She’s ready. Then she unclenches her jaw … and her teeth start chattering. 







Oh no.


I do not need this.


Not now.


Please.







But it is now. She puts down her tickets. Her teeth chatter uncontrollably. She succumbs loudly to the chattering …







er g-g-g-g-g-g-g-g


oo g-g-g-g-g-g-g


okay


out


good.







She waits again. Then tears fill her eyes and she starts blubbing. She encourages herself to cry … then bawl … there is something deliberate and good humoured about it … as if she is two people … one expressing emotion, the other encouraging it out …







mmmmuuuuuuurrr …


mmmmmmaaaaaaaaaaa …


yes, come on …


wwwwwaaaaaaahhhhhhh …


mmmmmmaaaaaaaaaahhh …


come on …


plane to catch …!


oh boy …







The bawling moves into keening and howling, so Agnetha must pick up her carry-on bag, which she screams into, muffling the sound somewhat. She screams and screams. Finally …







Okay.


finished?


Finito? 







She checks.







yes.


yep.


okay.


good.







Picks up her travel documents, bag, etc. again.







yes yes yes yup yeah yo.







She calls loudly through the walls.







Sorry, Mrs Lipke!


The Big Noise is leaving!


Sorry, Mr Chen!


Crazy Horse is outta here!







She leaves for the airport. The sound of a large plane flying over … heading towards …
























TWO


FAMILY LIFE








The gentle chirrup, hum, buzz of an English garden … Nancy, home, her back garden, evening, idly nipping buds off.




Nancy




I should have gone round myself with those garden shears.


Mother and I’ve never seen eye to eye on shrubbery.


I’m prune-to-a-dormant bud


but she’ll be instigating a slash-and-burn-regime.


She’s let her Clematis Montana Alba do its own thing.


I said ‘they like their feet in the shade and their head in the sun’ but she’s plonked it


in a south-facing bed 


sandy soil


and it’s gone on the rampage over into next door’s specialty alpines.


I offered to go round myself tomorrow and cut it back for her


but she says ‘It’s Bridgnorth tomorrow’


Always leaves it to the last minute and then its got to be


done This Minute Now Immediately.


So I asked for volunteers but that was like getting


someone to sign up for active service …


Bob’s got Nautilus training …


and what’s that all about …?







A plane flies overhead. Nancy ‘tuts’ gently.







Been very happy with his flab till now


and I always say ‘I’m very partial to your love


handles’


when we have a cuddle


but


well


so I need one of the girls to look lively


But Ingrid’s ‘Off’ Grandma at the moment because of


The Make-Up Question


so I think easier all round if I send Rhona …


but Rhona’s so good I always put on her


and I try to be fair


so I gird my loins to tackle Ingrid


in spite of it being like negotiating with Attila The Hun these days …


I’ve taken a Deep Breath …


when suddenly Crash Bang Wallop


Holy War breaks out upstairs! …


‘What Is It Now?’ … I go – and that’s when Bob


slithers out …


He’s so … sneaky these days … 


No ‘Goodbye then Nancy love …’


well


In The War Zone …


There’s a Max Factor Thick-Lash mascara wand


gone missing from Attila’s private drawer


and who’s Suspect Number One …?


Ingrid goes into Rhona’s room


to obligingly fetch her for me,


drags her back by her hair, so I separate them


and look at Rhona.







She smiles.







She looks like a panda!


Great black-rimmed eyes.


I say to Ingrid ‘go on, give her a bamboo shoot’


wrong thing to say …


‘Mum! Rhona’s not funny!


You should take this seriously.’


I say ‘Who takes me seriously about a ceasefire on


this Fighting?’


and I pop in ‘So … Ingrid … why don’t you go round to


Grandma’s for a bit of peace?’


and she’s almost hooked when I add … ‘And you could take


the garden shears while you’re at it …’


and she’s off again ‘I’m just an unpaid scivvy in this


establishment … I wish I was an orphan … I wish somebody


would adopt me … nobody loves me …


everybody loves Rhona best …’


I say hopefully ‘Now stop that nonsense …


I love you both equally in different ways.’


I don’t.


I don’t love either of them at all at the moment!


Or Bob! 


Or Mother!


Any of them!


They can all go to hell for all I care.







Quite close by, a van accelerates …







But anyway


somehow it happens


Ingrid has me agreeing to let her go out


and chain of command’s put the youngest soldier on secateur duty!


Little Panda.


My mother’s going to think I’m letting her wear


make-up too young and be Reading The Riot Act! …


That’s why Rhona’s not back yet.


Yes!!!
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