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  ACT ONE




  Scene One




  A therapy room. Two armchairs.




  JESS walks in. She is in her late thirties and has cerebral palsy, which affects her coordination, speech and mobility. She holds the arm of her carer, NADIA, a Polish woman. They walk over to a chair and JESS sits down. NADIA hands JESS a water bottle, then leaves. JESS sips some water and waits.




  RITA enters. She is in her early fifties. She is wearing a face mask and carrying a handbag.




  RITA. Sorry I’m late, Jess! Erm, it took a while to…




  She takes off her coat and mask, and sits down in the empty chair.




  Okay. Let’s start… Actually, do you mind if I clean my hands? Just touched my mask!




  JESS shakes her head. RITA rummages through her bag and takes out some hand sanitiser. She cleans her hands thoroughly, then puts the sanitiser away.




  Ah, what a morning!… Hope you weren’t waiting ages for me?




  JESS. No, don’t worry.




  RITA shakes her hands dry. She gets a notepad and pen out of her bag and opens up the pad.




  RITA. That’s better. We can start now. Hello, properly, Jess.




  JESS. Hello, Rita.




  RITA. How are you?




  JESS. Good, thanks. How are you?




  RITA. I’m okay…




  JESS. So… I wanted to follow up on our last session.




  RITA. Right…




  JESS. We talked a lot about how hard it was to leave the house.




  They sit in silence for a moment.




  RITA. On that note… Ooh… It hasn’t been a great week.




  JESS. Why not?




  RITA. I only made it out once.




  JESS. Where did you go?




  RITA. I ran out of tobacco. Took me thirty minutes to leave the house… I really thought… I thought I was getting better. I was getting better. Can I clean my hands again? There’s a bit of dirt here. (Holds one of her hands up and points to a spot.)




  JESS. Let’s just talk a bit more. How was your journey here?




  RITA. It took me a long time to leave. As I said. Then, oh, the bus was crammed. Felt like a sardine! Bus, rush hour, what did I expect? Some people got a bit close for my liking. But I managed not to touch anyone, I think. Wanted to get a cab but… tad broke!




  JESS. How long did it take you to leave the house?




  RITA. Er, an hour and a quarter. Thereabouts. I checked the oven was off thirty-two times. God!




  JESS. Did you try doing what we talked about?




  RITA. Yes. But… Sorry, Jess. I thought I’d turned a corner! (Sighs.) Confession – I nearly cancelled today! My thumb was hovering over your number. But I didn’t want to let you down, so…




  JESS. I’m glad you made it. Well done.




  RITA. I’m being congratulated for leaving my house! What a fuck-up… Sorry!




  JESS. Why do you think things have felt more challenging lately?




  RITA. Things always get tricky this time of year… I hoped they wouldn’t this year. Because of you. Coming here twice a week… There’s fourteen lamp posts on this road and seven trees, in case you didn’t know. You’re welcome. Can I clean my hands again?




  JESS. Can you tell me why things get tricky around now?




  RITA. It first happened this month. (Laughs nervously.) The eleventh, to be exact… The clock downstairs chimed eleven. I remember staring at the ceiling, counting the chimes. They went on and on. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven. I kept counting. Over and over. Until he stopped. I did that every time it happened.




  Beat.




  I’ve never told anyone that. Those details. Eleven o’clock on the eleventh. I don’t like the number eleven. Surprisingly!




  RITA gets out the hand sanitiser and cleans her hands again.




  At least, since Covid, people think I’m less weird doing this!




  She shakes her hands dry.




  Do you feel sorry for me? I’d hate that! (Flinches.) Really.




  JESS. I feel sorry that you had to go through that. But you’re here facing it. That’s strong.




  RITA. It’s also his birthday this month. The eighteenth. That’s always… Hmmmm…




  JESS. Go on…




  RITA. Confused. It’s a confusing day because I feel love for him… He was like a father to me in some ways. Is that sick?




  JESS. No.




  RITA. That’s a relief. I always thought if I said it out loud, you’d think I was nuts!




  JESS. No. I don’t think that. It’s something I’ve heard before, actually.




  RITA. Really?… Sometimes I’m crying and then I start laughing. I don’t know… I want it to be not all heavy and doom and gloom. I’m fifty-one, for God’s sake. I want to move on from it. I want to be able to leave my house like everyone else without thinking about it. I want to be able to touch people and be touched. I want to be free… I used to be like you, Jess, you know.




  JESS. How do you mean?




  RITA. Light. I had light in me.




  Scene Two




  JESS’s living room/kitchen. Compact and simply furnished but homely. A sofa, small kitchen table and two chairs. An exercise bike in the corner.




  JESS sits at the table with a bowl and a mug with a straw in it in front of her. She wears jeans, boots and a pyjama top with buttons. She’s trying to undo the buttons.




  NADIA rushes in, carrying some shopping bags. She speaks with a Polish accent.




  NADIA. Just dropping you off some milk!




  JESS. Oh, Nadia!




  NADIA. I thought Lottie might forget… (Indicating bags.) I’m taking these to Poppy. She was out of food again yesterday so…




  She puts down the bags, takes out the milk and puts it on the table.




  JESS. Actually, now you’re here, can you…? (Points to her buttons.)




  NADIA. Sure. Wasn’t Lottie helping you today?




  JESS. She didn’t come home last night…




  NADIA. Useless girl. Always letting you down! Okay. (Walks to JESS and undoes her buttons.) You should meet Poppy…




  JESS. Does she live at number eighty?




  NADIA. Yeah. I keep telling you this. I think you’d get on!




  JESS. Why?… Cos we’re ‘DISABLED’?!




  NADIA looks awkward.




  I’m joking!




  NADIA (laughs and shakes her head). Matko Boska! She’d love to meet you! She was so lonely in lockdown. Honestly, she…




  Her mobile rings. NADIA answers.




  I was just talking… What?… Are you okay?… I’m coming! (Hangs up the phone.) Poppy have asthma attack. Last night, the carer didn’t leave inhaler by her bed!




  JESS. Course. Go!




  NADIA. You haven’t eaten, have you? Have this.




  She takes a box of cereal out of a shopping bag and puts it on the table.




  And you have your assessment thing today. Good luck!




  She dashes to pick up the shopping bags.




  And make sure you call that Lottie. Okay? Bye!




  NADIA leaves. JESS tries to open the cereal box. It’s hard but she succeeds. She tries to pour the cereal into the bowl, inadvertently shaking cereal on to the table and floor.
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