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Author’s Note


This play was written for, and about, the women of Leeds – of the 1970s and beyond. Women who have failed to be portrayed with voice and agency, women who continue to be underestimated and forgotten.


This is not a play about the Yorkshire Ripper, the victims of his crimes (the claimed, the unclaimed, and those who were attacked), or their families. But it would not be right for us to go without remembering them: most especially, those women who were murdered between October 1975 and January 1981.


Patricia Atkinson
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Helen Rytka
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C.M.
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‘During the five years that the so-called Ripper roamed the North, the consciousness of women began to be transformed. Women began to call on women to depend on each other, and not men.’


Well-founded Fear, Jalna Hanmer and Sheila Saunders







Note on Play


The play should be surrounded by male voices / recordings / music. They should be pressing in on every side.


Bold, italicised stage directions are used for the voices of recordings. The audio as appears in the text has been collated from recordings from the era, but is intended as a guide only. As far as possible, sound design should feature original audio recordings.


– in place of dialogue denotes an active choice not to speak.


– between lines of dialogue denotes an unclaimed silence.


The premiere production featured integrated creative audio description to make the play fully accessible for a visually impaired audience, without the use of headsets. This was achieved in collaboration with an audio description team and the sound designer, creating a soundscape that reflected the action on stage and including the use of some stage directions as dialogue.


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







THE ACTOR PLAYING JUNE




There are no beginnings.


There are no endings.


When we start something we don’t know that we have started on it until


Until we are far down that road and we can


Look back.




THE ACTOR PLAYING FIONA




There are endings.


There’s certainty in endings and


When something ends


You might not know it, here


But you feel it, here.




THE ACTOR PLAYING SHARON




These fixed points these


Stars connecting


Making patterns


These narratives that someone else tells


That makes sense of things


That shouldn’t be made sense of.




THE ACTOR PLAYING HELEN




I can say where this starts.


I can tell you the precise


The exact


The very fucking moment.




THE ACTOR PLAYING FIONA




I could take you right onto the


Edge


The tip


Of the knife that drives into the heart of it.




THE ACTOR PLAYING SHARON




I could make sense.


I could


I could make sense of it all


If I wanted to.




THE ACTOR PLAYING JUNE




There are no real beginnings but here’s one:


Rain.


Can you hear it?




THE ACTOR PLAYING SHARON




A street wi’ houses. Red-brick. Most the lights already out.




THE ACTOR PLAYING HELEN




A dark night.




THE ACTOR PLAYING FIONA




A dark and stormy night.


Like that?




THE ACTOR PLAYING HELEN




And a park.


A sort of park but not one wi’ pretty flowers and benches. Just grass.


The kind of park you might not want to cross by yourself


At night




THE ACTOR PLAYING SHARON




In the dark.


That row of houses just over there.


See them?




THE ACTOR PLAYING FIONA




Some kids waiting in that house


That one right there in the middle.




THE ACTOR PLAYING JUNE




Waiting for their mum to come home.




THE ACTOR PLAYING HELEN




They’ll sit. Cuddled up. Waiting till round five tomorrow morning.




THE ACTOR PLAYING SHARON




Till fog creeps over the fields.




THE ACTOR PLAYING JUNE




Like the weather knows what’s happening.




THE ACTOR PLAYING FIONA




They’ll try and find her


them kids.




THE ACTOR PLAYING SHARON




Hands held, in a row.




THE ACTOR PLAYING HELEN




Little links in a broken chain.




THE ACTOR PLAYING JUNE




Thank God they never do.


–




THE ACTOR PLAYING SHARON




There’s no such thing as beginnings


there’s just




THE ACTOR PLAYING HELEN




You know what happens next.




THE ACTOR PLAYING FIONA




A song plays




THE ACTOR PLAYING JUNE




And we


Begin




‘Crime of the Century’ by Supertramp.


They change their clothes:


FIONA, into a police uniform


SHARON, into school uniform


JUNE, into a blouse, a skirt, a pinny.


HELEN changes into a bridesmaid dress.


Pink, with Bo-Peep frills.


A 1980s triumph.


She feels like a


fucking


goddess.


The vinyl judders.


In Leeds.


HELEN prances; she twirls.


Has this girl ever twirled before in her whole life?


The vinyl skips.


In the red-light area of Leeds.


She caresses the dress


like it’s the most precious silk.


The body of a woman


And suddenly


She can’t stand it on her skin a second longer.


The body of a mother


She tears it off.


Rips it off.


Drags it off.


The body of a prostitute


And she feels our gaze very keenly.


Has been found murdered


She steps into the bath


like it’s by rote.


Like it’s the only thing she knows to do.


Like it’s the thing she’s destined to do


again


and again


and again.


She’s submerged.


The music stops. Or does it come to an end?




ACT ONE


OCTOBER, 1975


HELEN explodes from the water.


JUNE watches.






	HELEN


	   

	The hell d’you think you’re doing??







	JUNE


	   

	You’ve still got your undies on love.






	   

	   

	Can’t get clean with our undies on now can we?







	HELEN


	   

	Get out!!







	JUNE


	   

	I just need to do a once-over of you before we get you settled.







	HELEN


	   

	Stop






	  

	  

	fucking






	  

	  

	looking!!







	JUNE


	   

	I’m sorry love, but when we’ve had our little look we can give you a nice big dinner. Cuppa tea.






	   

	   

	What d’you say.







	HELEN


	   

	Dyke.







	JUNE


	   

	–






	   

	   

	Stand up Ellen.






	   

	   

	Tek your knickers off. There’s a girl.







	HELEN


	   

	That’s not my name. My name’s Helen. With an ‘H’.







	JUNE


	   

	Sorry. Helen.







	HELEN


	   

	Like out of Troy.







	JUNE


	   

	Like what now?







	HELEN


	   

	My mum saw a film.







	JUNE


	   

	It’s a good name






	   

	   

	Helen.







	HELEN


	   

	–







	JUNE


	   

	I know it’s a little strange, in’t it.






	   

	   

	I’ve just to check you’ve nothing on you.







	HELEN


	   

	On me??







	JUNE


	   

	Can’t have you bringing owt in now can we.







	HELEN


	   

	I promise.







	JUNE


	   

	Just a quick twirl around.






	   

	   

	Like a fashion show, ey?







	SHARON


	   

	Mum?







	HELEN


	   

	I promise on my life.







	JUNE


	   

	On your life’s a big one Helen.






	   

	   

	Best just give us a twirl, there we go.







	   

	   

	It pivots on a breath –







	SHARON


	   

	Mum?







	JUNE


	   

	I’m a little busy love.







	SHARON


	   

	But you’re always busy these days aren’t you Mum.







	JUNE


	   

	Sharon…







	SHARON


	   

	Dad wants to know what time you’re home.







	JUNE


	   

	I’m not sure.







	SHARON


	   

	Dad wants to know what’s for tea.







	JUNE


	   

	There’s shepherd’s pie in the fridge.







	SHARON


	   

	But that’s what we had last night.







	JUNE


	   

	Sharon







	SHARON


	   

	And the night before.







	JUNE


	   

	I’m busy, Sharon.







	SHARON


	   

	Yeah.







	FIONA


	   

	Name’s Helen Harker.







	SHARON


	   

	We know you are.







	   

	   

	It pivots on a breath –







	FIONA


	   

	First-timer. Fourteen years old.







	JUNE


	   

	Family?







	FIONA


	   

	Mum’s in the nick. Dad’s






	   

	   

	We don’t have a dad on record.






	   

	   

	She’s been living with auntie and uncle past few months but seems things have got a bit fractious at home.







	JUNE


	   

	The problem is






	   

	   

	This is a one-off and we’re full so






	   

	   

	Is there no way we can get her back home tonight?







	FIONA


	   

	Even if she was keen






	   

	   

	Which she isn’t






	   

	   

	The aunt’s had enough of her.






	   

	   

	I think he’d have her back. If I’m honest.






	   

	   

	Between you and me, I get the impression she’s better off out of there.







	JUNE


	   

	We’re full. I dunno what to say to you.







	FIONA


	   

	The uncle






	   

	   

	Summat not right there, if you catch my drift.







	JUNE


	   

	Did you mention that? About the uncle?







	FIONA


	   

	It’s just an instinct.







	JUNE


	   

	Tell them that.






	   

	   

	They like instincts, your lot, don’t they?






	   

	   

	That’s what they say in the pictures.







	FIONA


	   

	It’s not instinct they like, it’s gut. And not very attractive for us to have a gut is it?







	JUNE


	   

	Very good.






	   

	   

	I don’t think we’ve crossed paths before.







	FIONA


	   

	PC Bainbridge.







	JUNE


	   

	You’re very young…






	   

	   

	June.






	   

	   

	Mrs Collier to them.







	   

	   

	–






	FIONA


	   

	Fiona.






	   

	   

	When I’m not on duty.







	JUNE


	   

	It’s nice to meet you Fiona.






	   

	   

	Hope I’ll be seeing more of you.






	   

	   

	Good to have some female company for a change.







	FIONA


	   

	I don’t want her out on the streets tonight. There nowt you can do?







	JUNE


	   

	We’ve not got a bed for her.







	FIONA


	   

	What with the murder.







	JUNE


	   

	What murder?







	SHARON


	   

	’Scuse me







	JUNE


	   

	Round here?







	FIONA


	   

	Yeah. Another silly girl.






	   

	   

	Just like her.







	SHARON


	   

	’Scuse me.







	JUNE


	   

	Round Chapeltown?






	   

	   

	It pivots on a breath –







	FIONA


	   

	Park’s closed.







	SHARON


	   

	My friend lives just across there.







	FIONA


	   

	Where?







	SHARON


	   

	Down Scott Hall Grove.







	FIONA


	   

	You can get round on the road.







	SHARON


	   

	But







	FIONA


	   

	You can go round to get to Grove.







	SHARON


	   

	But






	   

	   

	I’m dressed up…







	FIONA


	   

	–







	SHARON


	   

	I want to take the short cut ’cross the park.







	FIONA


	   

	Well you can’t.







	SHARON


	   

	–






	   

	   

	What’s happened?







	FIONA


	   

	An accident.







	SHARON


	   

	What sort of an accident?







	FIONA


	   

	A murder.







	SHARON


	   

	Wow.






	   

	   

	Alright…






	   

	   

	Fine…






	   

	   

	I thought you were in a costume d’you know.






	   

	   

	I was coming up to tell you it was well good in’t that funny?







	FIONA


	   

	–







	SHARON


	   

	Don’t see a lot of woman police, do you.






	   

	   

	Do you like it?






	   

	   

	In’t it scary?







	FIONA


	   

	You can go round by the road. It won’t take you ten minutes longer.






	   

	   

	And no. I don’t get scared.







	SHARON


	   

	Not even when there’s a murder? On Halloween?






	   

	   

	That’s a bit scary in’t it. That’s really creepy.






	   

	   

	Why’d you do that on Halloween, ey? It’s like you really really trying to freak people out. Was it an accident, actually?






	   

	   

	Or was it like a proper stabby thing?






	   

	   

	Like an actual, intentional, you know






	   

	   

	Bloody hell. Creeping myself out now.






	   

	   

	It’s really dark. I can’t believe you’ve gotta stand here on your own.







	FIONA


	   

	I’m not on my own.







	SHARON


	   

	I can’t stay for long.






	   

	   

	I wouldn’t’ve thought they’d let a lady p’liceman on her own.







	FIONA


	   

	My colleague’s just round there.







	SHARON


	   

	Oh right.






	   

	   

	Still. I think you’re dead brave. Even if he is just round the corner.







	   

	   

	Your colleague, I mean.







	FIONA


	   

	It’s my job to not get scared.







	SHARON


	   

	I’m a dead bride.






	   

	   

	Good in’t it?







	FIONA


	   

	–







	SHARON


	   

	Alright well






	   

	   

	Thanks






	   

	   

	P’licelady.







	FIONA


	   

	Bainbridge.







	SHARON


	   

	What?







	FIONA


	   

	That’s what you’re supposed to call me.






	   

	   

	It’s PC Bainbridge.






	   

	   

	Not ‘P’licelady’…








Vinyl


scratches.


Comes to the end of a record.


A deep thud.


In Leeds, the body of a woman has been found brutally


The track skips


Brutally


Brutally


Brutally


Brutally


Brutally


A record plays.


‘Too Young’ by Donny Osmond.






	SHARON


	   

	Mum?






	   

	   

	Daaaddd?






	   

	   

	Can you heeeear me?






	   

	   

	I don’t think you’re iiiiiiiinnnnn?






	   

	   

	She listens –






	   

	   

	then turns the music up.







	   

	   

	She grabs a magazine






	   

	   

	furtively.






	   

	   

	Starts reading.






	   

	   

	Gets more in to it.






	   

	   

	She grabs a pillow and puts it between her legs.







	JUNE


	   

	Sharon?







	SHARON


	   

	I’m not!







	JUNE


	   

	–







	   

	   

	What you doing?







	SHARON


	   

	I’m just






	   

	   

	I’m not






	   

	   

	You know I am fifteen years old you cannot come barging into my bedroom whenever you please and






	   

	   

	I have got rights you know.







	JUNE


	   

	I thought you were going to Sue’s Halloween thing.







	SHARON


	   

	Someone’s got murdered near her house so







	JUNE


	   

	It was near Sue’s house?







	SHARON


	   

	Yeah.







	JUNE


	   

	–







	SHARON


	   

	I wasn’t feeling well.







	JUNE


	   

	Hey?







	SHARON


	   

	Why I’m in my bedroom.






	   

	   

	Were you not even gonna ask?






	   

	   

	I thought you were at work.







	JUNE


	   

	I am. I’ve a favour to ask you.







	SHARON


	   

	Alright fine if I can have a hot chocolate…







	JUNE


	   

	Hot chocolate?






	   

	   

	When you’re feeling sick?







	SHARON


	   

	–







	JUNE


	   

	You don’t even know what the favour is yet.







	SHARON


	   

	Have I got a choice?







	JUNE


	   

	–






	   

	   

	There’s a young girl needs a bed for the night.







	SHARON


	   

	What?







	JUNE


	   

	She’s very near your age.







	SHARON


	   

	What sort of young girl?







	JUNE


	   

	We’ve run out of space at the unit.







	SHARON


	   

	MUM.






	   

	   

	What are my FRIENDS going to say??







	JUNE


	   

	They’re going to say






	   

	   

	what a sympathetic and lovely young girl that Sharon Collier is.






	   

	   

	Helping out someone so in need.







	SHARON


	   

	That is not what anyone says ever.







	JUNE


	   

	Sharon please.






	   

	   

	She’s a very young girl and I know that it’s not






	   

	   

	It’s just one night.






	   

	   

	You’re not gonna send that poor little girl back out onto the street are you? After that horrible thing that’s happened.







	SHARON


	   

	–






	   

	   

	I spoke to the police about it.







	JUNE


	   

	You what?







	SHARON


	   

	I saw the police where it happened.







	JUNE


	   

	Christ Sharon. Gave me a fright for a minute.







	SHARON


	   

	Why?







	JUNE


	   

	Thought you’d seen something or







	SHARON


	   

	Well obviously not







	JUNE


	   

	The way you said it.







	SHARON


	   

	Happened in the middle of the night when I was at home asleep.







	   

	   

	Not like you’re gonna go murdering at teatime are you.







	JUNE


	   

	Sharon…







	SHARON


	   

	What? You’re not.






	   

	   

	That’s the way you come home though.






	   

	   

	After you’re on nights.







	JUNE


	   

	–







	SHARON


	   

	Well that’s a bit creepy in’t it.







	JUNE


	   

	Stop it. What’s wrong with you.







	SHARON


	   

	Just watching out for you Mother.






	   

	   

	–







	   

	   

	She’s not having my bed.






	HELEN


	   

	Hi.







	JUNE


	   

	I’m sure she’s had worse than Crossley carpet.







	HELEN


	   

	Hi.






	   

	   

	It pivots on a breath –







	SHARON


	   

	Hi.







	   

	   

	–






	SHARON


	   

	Sharon.







	HELEN


	   

	Yeah.







	SHARON


	   

	–






	   

	   

	I dunno your name.







	HELEN


	   

	It’s Helen.






	   

	   

	This your bedroom?







	SHARON


	   

	Well obviously.







	HELEN


	   

	Didn’t realise.







	SHARON


	   

	What?







	HELEN


	   

	When she said home thought she meant like






	   

	   

	Summat social or summat.






	   

	   

	But this is her house, is it?







	SHARON


	   

	–






	   

	   

	It’s our house.







	HELEN


	   

	She your mum?







	SHARON


	   

	No she’s just some total stranger lives in same house as me…







	HELEN


	   

	–






	   

	   

	You’re funny.







	SHARON


	   

	–







	HELEN


	   

	What’s that?







	SHARON


	   

	Hot chocolate.






	   

	   

	What you never had hot chocolate before?
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