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  Lavender, Hyacinth, Violet, Yew premiered at the Bush Theatre, London, on 8 February 2025. The cast was as follows:
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  For Camilla, always for Camilla.




  And for Wayne,




  Thanks for the jacket.


  We would’ve given them hell.
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  ‘Few understand the importance of having a sick ass jacket that everyone recognizes you by’




  Twitter User @chaiconsumer, 2022




  

    

  




  




  Characters




  LORIN (she/her), Pip’s mum. Fifties, white, cis woman




  CRAIG (he/him), Pip’s dad. Fifties, Black Caribbean, raised in London, cis man




  PIP (they/them), their child. Early twenties, Black/mixed race, non-binary




  DUNCAN (he/him), the missing piece. Barely thirties, Black Caribbean, raised in Brum, cis man




  Casting does not need to be realistic but should feel playful, imaginative and reflect the diversity of identities that are oppressed by patriarchy.




  Notes on the Text




  An asterisk (*) indicates the start and two (**) indicate the end of a diary entry. These can be performed live or recorded. They may be spoken by one, or multiple, characters or voices. Lines of strikethrough text are indicative of a change of mind and/ or re-drafting of the diary entry. Underlined text indicates text that has been physically underlined by the diary writer. These elements should be expressed however the performers see fit. Queer their method of delivery!




  Overlapping dialogue is indicated with a forward slash (/ ).




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




  

    

  




  




  ACT ONE




  *




  ‘Dear Diary,




  Weird one today. Found the most amazing bamboo chair on Freecycle, going to ask Dad if I can put it in the garden. No prizes for guessing how that will go.




  Three months on from the great uni drop-out and life at home is still… sticky.




  She texted me, actually.




  Said we ‘left too much unsaid’.




  I blocked her number. Then unblocked it. Then blocked it again. We stand firm.




  My focus is on tonight. Bought birthday card. Bevvies from Tesco. Nearly got my septum pierced but I’m trying to practise patience and good decision-making – we’ll see how long that lasts.




  Mostly it was because I caught sight of the guy at the piercing place. Thick, long eyelashes fluttering over a sharp, hard jaw.




  I’m right back here again.




  I want to be feminine the way a man gets to be feminine. I want to put on a corset and jeans and look like a fucking rockstar – not like a sixteen-year-old who just watched Gentleman Jack for the first time.




  Why can’t I experiment with being femme?




  Why is it my norm?




  Why can’t I express myself through femininity instead of it just being my default?




  If I want to be masc, I take stuff off. I strip myself back.




  How do I express myself by just taking things away?




  I don’t like myself. I don’t know myself. I don’t know how to fix it.




  Also, this isn’t a cry for help but I’m thinking about shaving my head.




  – Pip’




  **




  Lorin and Craig




  The kitchen. A pile of plantain on the table. LORIN is in her pyjamas and slippers, fighting with a set of very old stepladders, and it appears the ladders are winning. CRAIG storms through, fully dressed down to muddy boots. He pulls a pair of gardening gloves out of a drawer and turns back around to exit – the drawer notably left wide open.




  LORIN. Are you out this morning?




  CRAIG. Allotment.




  LORIN. Oh.




  CRAIG. What?




  LORIN. I need help with the loft.




  CRAIG. You don’t need me for that.




  LORIN. It’s too high, and these ladders are older than me, I’m pretty sure.




  CRAIG. Artefacts that old belong in a museum.




  LORIN swings the ladders back threateningly at CRAIG, he giggles and runs to the other side of the room.




  LORIN. You said you’d help.




  CRAIG. It’s minus-two, Lori, I have to cover the ground before it frosts.




  LORIN. Most people would hear it’s minus-two and take that as a clear sign to stay at home.




  CRAIG (not listening). Mm.




  LORIN. When will you be back?




  CRAIG. I’m not sure – you and Pippa pick a takeaway though.




  LORIN. Okay... It’s Pip, remember?




  CRAIG. What?




  LORIN. Pip. No ‘a’.




  CRAIG. Right.




  LORIN. Seriously, Craig, they’re really worked up about this.




  CRAIG. Who is?




  LORIN. Pip.




  CRAIG. And who?




  LORIN. No one, just them.




  CRAIG. Oh right. ‘Them’ but for one person.




  LORIN. Don’t do that.




  CRAIG. Do what?




  LORIN. It does make sense.




  CRAIG. I know, I just –




  LORIN. I know.




  CRAIG. Okay well tell Pippa they can pick a takeaway.




  CRAIG is very pleased to have gotten this correct. The face of someone who has single-handedly ended transphobia.




  LORIN. Pip.




  CRAIG. Christ.




  LORIN. Craig.




  CRAIG. Why is Pippa not okay any more?




  LORIN. Because Pip is less feminine.




  CRAIG scoffs.




  Silence.




  CRAIG. Okay but we can’t really be expected to refer to our fully grown adult child as ‘Pip’.




  LORIN. …




  CRAIG. Pip?




  LORIN. …




  CRAIG. Pip.




  LORIN. Keep saying it, you might actually get good at it.




  CRAIG. It sounds like a CBeebies character.




  LORIN. Craig.




  CRAIG. What?




  LORIN. You still call them Pea, little petit pois. That’s not exactly stately and mature.




  CRAIG. What about Philip?




  LORIN. Well that’s a boy’s name.




  CRAIG. Isn’t that the whole point?




  LORIN. No they said they aren’t either one.




  CRAIG. I’m sorry – I just – This bisexuality thing is doing my nut in – I can’t make sense of it.




  LORIN. I don’t think that’s the same thing.




  CRAIG. What?




  LORIN. They said they’re non-binary.




  CRAIG. They’re not bisexual?




  LORIN. No, they are bisexual.




  CRAIG. Well that’s what I said.




  LORIN. No you said ‘this’ was about them being bisexual.




  CRAIG. Yeah.




  LORIN. ‘This’ is about them being non-binary.




  CRAIG. Which is…




  LORIN. A different thing to being bisexual…




  Silence. A stand-off. CRAIG’s mind is working at a million miles an hour. You can almost see the steam leaking out his ears. LORIN is unmoving. He’s so close to grasping this she knows if she moves an inch it’ll be over.




  CRAIG. So they’re not bisexual…




  LORIN. They are – They’re two different things, Craig!!




  CRAIG. Oh what the fuck, Lori?? –




  LORIN. They can be both at the same time!! I think.




  CRAIG. See you don’t even know!




  LORIN. I know what my child told me. I’m trying.




  CRAIG. Okay well can you and the fully grown adult named Pip try to pick a fucking takeaway.




  LORIN. Hey.




  CRAIG. Sorry.




  Beat.




  LORIN. I can’t be the only one of us trying.




  CRAIG. I am.




  LORIN. The loft.




  CRAIG. Not today.




  LORIN. If you won’t –




  CRAIG. – Can’t.




  LORIN. If you won’t. I’ll get Pip to do it.




  CRAIG. Lori –




  LORIN. – Go. Protect your precious beetroot.




  CRAIG. …It’s chard.




  CRAIG picks up his gloves and goes to exit. At that moment, PIP comes thundering through the house in socks, joggers and a big T-shirt (the classic gender euphoria big T-shirt).




  PIP. Beep beep!




  CRAIG. There’s a speed limit you know.




  PIP ignores him, they’re a hurricane. Snatches up three plantains from the plate, pulls open various cupboards looking for something… something… a mug! Clearly their mug. Just like CRAIG, PIP has left everything open. LORIN slowly follows behind, shutting the doors amidst the chaos.




  LORIN. If you’re putting filter on –




  PIP. Instant.




  LORIN. Ah.




  CRAIG absentmindedly takes two more plantains from the plate. LORIN moves it gently away from him and towards herself.




  CRAIG (mouth full ). That stuff rots you from the inside out you know – you need fresh beans.




  PIP. He says atop his pile of empty Nurishment tins.




  CRAIG. You think you’re funny.




  LORIN. They know they’re funny.




  CRAIG. They get that from me, you know.




  PIP. Let’s hope the hairline skips a generation.




  Without skipping a beat, PIP jumps in to impersonate CRAIG as he’s getting the words out himself.




  CRAIG and PIP. Blasted pickney.




  LORIN isn’t hiding her laughter well. One plantain left on the plate, CRAIG and LORIN stare at it, waiting, waiting, someone has to make the move.




  LORIN. Well, is anyone going to eat that last one?




  CRAIG. No, you have –




  PIP. Ooh, thanks, Mum.




  PIP flies in, grabs it and stuffs it in their mouth, before flying back to the coffee. LORIN and CRAIG are in complete disbelief. The silence catches PIP’s attention, finally turning to face them.




  (Mouth full.) What?




  LORIN. I can’t believe you just did that.




  PIP. What??




  CRAIG. Your mum was going to have that.




  PIP. Then why’d you ask if anyone wanted it?




  LORIN. It’s not – I was doing the polite thing. You never actually take the last one when someone asks if you want the last one.




  PIP is dumbfounded.




  CRAIG. Twenty-plus years on this earth and you haven’t caught up with basic manners.




  PIP. You lot are having me on. Don’t say one thing if you mean the other. You two are the mannerless ones.




  LORIN and CRAIG are stunned.




  LORIN. They sound just like –




  LORIN erupts into roaring laughter, rolling around the room. PIP is left standing there, very confused.




  When – with – The After Eights! Don’t you remember?




  More laughter. PIP is unimpressed.




  PIP. Well if you two are done reminiscing about the 1800s, I’m heading upstairs.




  LORIN. Ooh. Burn.




  PIP stares blankly back. Exits.




  That was word for word –




  Silence from CRAIG.




  That was D –




  CRAIG. I know.




  LORIN. Honestly… Craig?




  CRAIG sits in silence for a moment. Doesn’t respond, gets up to go.




  CRAIG. Look at the temperature. The whole lot’ll freeze over. You two, always distracting me, wasting time.




  He exits. LORIN is left alone in the kitchen. She exhales, it heaves out all the words she didn’t say. She pulls out two glasses from the back of a cupboard, stares at them. A little laugh as if she hears something from them?




  LORIN puts the glasses back in the cupboard. DUNCAN swoops through and takes them from her, setting them down on the table/in a different cupboard.
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