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         Daisy / Clare Karen Fishwick
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         Robert / Ivar at 28 / Finn Joshua James

         Eric / Cas Calam Lynch

         Suzannah Sirine Saba
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         Lighting Designer  Guy Hoare

         Sound Designer  Alexander Caplen

         Composer  David Shrubsole

         Movement Director  Diane Alison-Mitchell

         Assistant Director  Breman Rajkumar

         Casting Director  Sarah Bird
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        Note on the Play
      

         

         This play is written for six actors (three women and three men), with the following doubling:

         Peter / Landlord / Ivar at 58

         Character Actress / Embassy Assistant / Marjorie

         Daisy also plays Clare

         Robert / Ivar at 28 / Finn

         Eric also plays Cas

         Suzannah

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         
            Suzannah

            Peter

            Character Actress

            Daisy

            Robert

            Ivar at  28

            Eric

            Embassy Assistant

            Landlord

            Cas

            Director 

            (voice only)

            Clare

            Finn

            Ivar at  58

            Marjorie

         


      

   


   
      
         
            

               WIFE

            

         

         
            Why on earth didn’t he just say straight out to the Major ‘No thank you very much – but I’m not like that –’ well perhaps not thank you very much, but whatever it is in a case like that you do say – and then just have gone on his way like the others instead of hanging around in the rain and complaining. The others didn’t complain, after all.

            Terence Rattigan, Separate Tables (alternative version)

            
                

            

            … and it was so extraordinarily moving and exciting when that spurt of recognition came, like the flare of a match!

            Alan Hollinghurst, The Swimming Pool Library

         

         

          

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Act One

            

         

         Projection

         1959

         Suzannah and Peter, 1879 costumes. A traditional, realistic staging of A Doll’s House.

         
            Suzannah    Here’s your ring. Give me mine. Do it.

            We’re both free. I’ll leave my keys here. Tomorrow Mrs Linde will come and pack my things, the things I owned before we were married. I’ll have them sent on.

            Peter    It’s over?

            Will you ever think of me?

            Suzannah    I will, often, and the children, and this house.

            Peter    At least let me send you some / money –

            Suzannah    I said no: I don’t accept help from strangers.

            Peter    Will I ever be more than a stranger?

            Suzannah    For that we’d need something rare. The miracle.

            Peter    You keep speaking of a miracle, what miracle?

            Suzannah    The miracle that … we both change so completely that …

            I don’t believe in the miracle any more.

            Peter    But I want to believe in it. Tell me. We both change so completely, that what?

            Suzannah    That together we share a life that’s a true marriage.

            
               Character Actress as Nursemaid enters, carrying and calming a crying baby.

            

            Character Actress    Mrs Helmer?

            Suzannah    Goodbye.

            
               She leaves.

            

            Peter    Nora! Nora?

            The miracle?

            
               The street door slams.

            

            Suzannah in her dressing room. Daisy and Robert, both twenties. Clipped, Rattiganesque. 

            Daisy    It was at that garden party.

            Suzannah    With the politician. What was his name?

            Daisy    Enoch Powell.

            Suzannah    Yes.

            Daisy    A year ago.

            Suzannah    Yes.

            Daisy    I’d never have dared, but I thought, you only live once.

            Suzannah    Yes.

            Daisy    You don’t mind?

            Suzannah    I let you up, didn’t I?

            Daisy    You do remember?

            Suzannah    Your name’s Mrs Elyot. Daisy.

            Daisy    Yes!

            Suzannah    A schoolmistress. You were reading a book by Elizabeth Taylor – not the actress, the novelist. You wore a lilac frock and a gardenia in your hair.

            Daisy    (to Robert) Told you. (To Suzannah.) He didn’t believe I knew you.

            Suzannah    It’s a Praetorian Guard at the door. Not just anybody gets through.

            Daisy    I spilled sherry on that frock.

            Suzannah    Hello.

            
               She holds out her hand to Robert. He takes it unwillingly.

            

            Daisy    Robert. You didn’t meet that day. Don’t know why.

            Suzannah    You’d just returned from your honeymoon, I think?

            Daisy    Yes.

            Suzannah    Singapore?

            Daisy    Windermere.

            Suzannah    Ah, the Lakes. ‘I wander’d lonely as a cloud … something blah blah daffodils.’

            Daisy    What? Oh yes, Wordsworth. We saw his house. Did you make the film with Cary Grant?

            
               Pause.

            

            Suzannah    What’s your work, Mr Elyot?

            Daisy    Broker. Daddy’s firm.

            
               Pause.

            

            Suzannah    I think I have some gin somewhere –

            Daisy    Yes, we’d love a drink. Dutch courage.

            
               But Suzannah doesn’t move.

            

            It’s magical in here. Breathe it all in, Robert, soak it up.

            
               Pause.

            

            Suzannah    Clearly, you hated it.

            Daisy    What?

            Suzannah    The play.

            Daisy    Oh. No! No no no, I loved it. It overwhelmed me. Its moral point-of-view was so touching and galvanizing and you: her – Nora – she was a force of nature –

            Robert    Moral point-of-view? You left your husband.

            Suzannah    Oh, it’s alive. I am glad.

            Robert    Why?

            Suzannah    Glad it’s alive?

            Robert    Why did you leave him?

            Suzannah    Nora? Well, as we say: if you have to ask.

            Robert    And what’s so bloody magical about it? I’ve dumped in nicer rooms.

            Daisy    Robert.

            Suzannah    Yes, the theatre: it leaks, it stinks, it’s full of unsinkable shits.

            
               Pause.

            

            Robert    He was a good man. Secure job, bank manager, plenty of money, except when you were blowing it on brooches and hairbrushes. Perfect home with servants, children, everything you could want.

            Daisy    Exactly, not a real home, that’s why it’s called A Doll’s House.

            Suzannah    Ibsen – (Condescending to Robert.) – the writer – is like a gunner. He shoots at everything conventional. Is it cotton if you’ve been married a year? Or paper?

            Daisy    I beg your pardon? Oh. Cotton, I think.

            Suzannah    Are you a housewife now, or … do you still teach?

            Daisy    I teach. Art. I love it. My pupils are so good.

            
               Conversation dies.

            

            I adore children –

            Robert    I’m not an idiot, I get it, something has to happen in a play, there has to be a secret –

            Daisy    Robert –

            Robert    – and yours was you broke the law.

            Daisy    Yes, but it was forgivable, you felt for Nora, because her husband had been sick, she needed money to pay for his treatment, that’s the only reason she took the loan –

            Robert    Right, and forged her father’s signature, because she wanted to help her husband, not buy more shoes and macaroons. And the loan shark came after you, and your husband found out, and you were this close to scandal. As he said: no religion, no morals. Then you got lucky. The loan shark found love, went soft and returned your IOU. And your husband forgave you. But what did you do? Decided that forgiveness was offensive and walked out on your marriage.

            Suzannah    Ta-da! All you need to know about A Doll’s House: a woman walks.

            Robert    With nothing. Into nothing.

            Suzannah    Into everything, I think.

            Robert    This is why I hate the theatre.

            Daisy    We don’t come very often. (With programme.) Will you sign, Miss Heywood? 

            Robert    My Fair Lady was better. At least Julie Andrews sang a few songs.

            Suzannah    I’m pleased it’s got under your skin.

            Robert    It’s not under / my skin.

            Suzannah    The play still has it. Eighty years old and it’s as sharp / as a pin.

            Robert    I’m just an ordinary bloke who calls out a lie when he sees one.

            Suzannah    One person’s lie is another’s / truth.

            Robert    Moral point-of-view? It was immoral. Act Four’s missing.

            Suzannah    I beg your pardon?

            Robert    Ibsen – ‘the writer’ – where’s his Act Four, when you come back?

            Suzannah    There are only three acts: thesis, antithesis, synthesis.

            Robert    Come on, you slammed that door, walked as far as Fortnum & Mason, calmed down over a nice cup of tea and a slice of Swiss / roll –

            Daisy    Robert –

            Robert    – then you crawled back to your master.

            Suzannah    I don’t think they have Fortnum’s in Norway.

            Robert    Just like the girl in My Fair Lady.

            Suzannah    But not the woman in Pygmalion.

            Daisy    I want you to know I thought you were magnificent –

            Robert    Yes, how do you remember all those words?

            Suzannah    I find I don’t have anything to drink after all.

            Daisy    I’m so sorry –

            Robert    Why are you apologising?

            Daisy    This has all / gone wrong –

            Robert    She puts it out there, she tells her ‘Praetorian Guard’ to allow the crowd in, she has to know we’re not all going to fall at her feet –

            Suzannah    Yes, an audience’s response is its response.

            Robert    An ‘audience’ isn’t one thing.

            Suzannah    You’re even more obnoxious when you’re right.

            Robert    It wasn’t life.

            Suzannah    Just a reflection of it.

            Robert    It was unsinkable shit.

            Suzannah    Cock of the walk, aren’t you?

            
               Robert sweeps Suzannah’s dressing table, violently. Props, make-up, etc. go flying.

            

            Daisy    My God.

            
               Peter enters.

            

            Peter    Everything all right in here, old boy?

            Suzannah    Hello, darling. This is Mr and Mrs Elyot. Apparently at a garden party once I could have met Enoch Powell – you know, is he in the Cabinet? – but instead I met this lady. We chatted for a minute about the Lakes, Coniston Water and Swallows and Amazons and all that sort of thing, then tonight Giacomo rang up from the stage door and said, they’re here.

            Daisy    You made such a good husband. I mean he was a ghastly husband but you were very good.

            Robert    We’ve a name for blokes like you in the City. ‘Old Celery’ – as in limp as.

            Peter    Good God, man, you’re mistaking me for my role. You haven’t understood the play at all.

            
               Suzannah bursts out laughing. She kisses Peter passionately.

            

            Suzannah    Shall we go home?

            Peter    Home? Yes.

            Suzannah    Straight back to the flat.

            Peter    Whatever suits.

            Suzannah    No supper, all I want is bed.

            Peter    Jolly good.

            
               Suzannah kisses him intensely again. Robert sniggers.

            

            Robert    Ta-da: Act Four. Wife crawls home to husband with his pipe and slippers.

            Suzannah    Except he’s not my husband, he’s the chum I fuck. I’d never marry him, nor anybody. I don’t allow anyone to impose his morality on me or diminish me. I’ve slammed more doors on men than you’ve had hot dumps.

            Daisy    Dear God …

            Robert    Come on, Daisy. We’ll miss our bus.

            Peter    Yes, I think you’d better trot off.

            Daisy    Gosh … gosh, I’m awfully sorry, Miss Heywood –

            Suzannah    Goodbye. Good luck.

            
               Robert and Daisy leave.

            

            Peter    Well, I’m dashed. Heck of an invasion.

            Suzannah    My fault. Thank you, Peter.

            Peter    I’ve wanted to kiss you for four months.

            Suzannah    I’m glad it was you who walked in, not Harelip Marjorie from wigs. Good night.

            Peter    Right. Jolly good. Happy to serve. Night-night, old boy.

            
               He retreats. Suzannah cleans up. After a time, Daisy returns. Suzannah takes no notice.

            

            Daisy    I’m so silly, I forgot my programme.

            I just wanted to say …

            He’s waiting. Our bus.

            I often think I earn enough in my job – for everything I need or would like, I mean. So we could take a cab, but he’s anxious about money. He wants to prove himself to my father. Anyway, that’s why he’s always so …

            I’m awfully, awfully …

            Please.

            Please.

            Suzannah.

            
               Suzannah has a prop – a tambourine. Daisy stops her from ignoring her, clutches her.

            

            Suzannah    You have to go.

            Daisy    He can wait.

            Suzannah    He won’t wait long.

            Daisy    I’m drunk.

            Suzannah    Oh, is that it?

            Daisy    Like I always am when I’m with you or you come into my mind. My year of inebriation. Two days ago I was … at the doctor’s and … I came out … and drunkenly I walked and walked all the way to the box office and handed over the money for the tickets. When I got home he was furious at the expense. Drunkenly, I didn’t care. Drunkenly, I wanted him to see you.

            Suzannah    Let go.

            Daisy    Rub his nose in it.

            Suzannah    Snout.

            Daisy    Yes, to shove his snout in this, this … swill … this … delicious … mess … and tonight drunkenly I, I told him I knew you – that I’d met you just once – and on the pavement I found myself suggesting we say hello and then drunkenly here we were.

            Suzannah    I don’t know what / to say –

            Daisy    And it felt so good! And the play, I didn’t realise it had got to him, and my goodness how you skewered him! At the Tate, there’s this painting by Waterhouse of the Lady of Shalott floating towards Sir Lancelot, wearing white, her eyes fatalistic, she’s going to drown, there are candles in her boat, two have blown out, one’s horizontal in the wind, it’s all concocted to excite every single one of your neurons – and Robert? Nothing. I play Chopin extremely movingly on the piano, he tells me he’s going to sell it, I read him Wordsworth – in the Lakes – he glazes over, yet tonight he was pricked –

            Suzannah    He was threatened. He knows what you like.

            Daisy    No one knows.

            Suzannah    To bring him here, Daisy, have you lost your mind?

            
               Daisy kisses her. Suzannah resists, receives it, pushes her off.

            

            Daisy    Don’t be angry with me, little squirrel.

            Nifty work with Peter, by the way. That kiss looked very real and serious.

            He loves you, you know.

            Suzannah    Yes.

            Daisy    (laughs) Poor sad Peter, poor old Pierrot – (Stops.) It’s not serious, is it?

            God, that glorious play! (Takes tambourine.) This was my favourite bit. When Nora danced the tarantella.

            
               She flourishes it and dances provocatively, Nora-like, but this is incongruous with her clothes (and personality).

               Suzannah grabs the tambourine and snaps.

            

            Suzannah    No one ever encouraged me to be an individual. Not my parents, nor my school – school! – full of nuns who were frauds, or terrified, and this suited most of the girls, but there were three of us who thought we were fighting back, the ‘fighting’ that comes from a secret, being in love, sex, because sex makes you feel powerful. I understand, it’s what you felt when you watched me tonight with him sitting right next to you: the power of your secret, and you wanted to brandish it, kill with it, but the truth is, all you’ve done is pinch a blind man and run away. To have a secret feels like power, but it’s nothing just to keep it, it’s only powerful when it’s out, really out. At school, I was a little pincher, and I changed nothing about that prison. One grows up and stops being so cowardly.

            Daisy    Oh yes, you’re such a mature thing now, such a warrior.

            Suzannah    What do you mean by that?

            Daisy    Easy to be one here in the theatre – all safe from the world.

            Suzannah    Yes. Perhaps.

            Daisy    It’s still your prison. It’s just the walls are now velvet curtains and the nuns are fairies.

            Suzannah    (chuckles) Well, I know where I belong.

            Daisy    Lucky you. Obviously, you’re still lonely.

            Suzannah    As lonely as you, Mrs Elyot?

            Daisy    Me? I’m not lonely, my husband and I have riveting conversations over our porridge every morning. Many subjects. The atomic bomb. The trouble with Princess Margaret. Who’s at your breakfast table?

            Suzannah    That depends which chorus girl from My Fair Lady has stayed the night – and how many.

            Daisy    Oh, don’t make it sound like you haven’t paid a price to be you –

            Suzannah    Of course I have: everyone does if they’re themselves! It’s my life you’ve come into, Daisy, mine – the very fact you brought him here tonight to make a sport of me shows how much you relish it, so don’t turn on it out of envy now.

            Daisy    I didn’t want to make a sport of / you –

            Suzannah    What were you thinking?

            Daisy    And I’m not envious. Where’s your sense / of fun?

            Suzannah    You’re breaking the rules –

            Daisy    Rules!

            Suzannah    You of all people know / the rules –

            Daisy    So I’m right: you’re not so free as you pretend, Madam Bohemia.

            Suzannah    Oh flit back to Chelsea, you blithering fool.

            Daisy    All right, you’re right, I envy you!

            I just wanted to … get to him … bore a hole through him …

            Suzannah    Go, he’ll know something’s up by now. I feel like I have to disinfect / the –

            Daisy    Suzannah –

            Suzannah    I never posture, Daisy, so here it is: I never want to see that man again.

            Daisy    I’m pregnant.

            
               Suzannah stares. She goes to the bathroom. Daisy goes straight to a place where a bottle of gin is kept, pours some into a teacup, drinks. More. She notices something on the tambourine. Feelings reined in, Suzannah returns, prepares to leave.

            

            What are these names written on it?

            Suzannah    Just names.

            
               She takes tambourine, busies herself.

            

            Daisy    I’ll cherish your Nora. It’s as if you spoke directly to me. She made me feel as if … one should always get oneself out of one’s bind … because the world always holds promise. Somewhere.

            Suzannah    It’s only a play. They change nothing. Whatever sprouted in you will be dead in a week.

            Daisy    What are you doing?

            Suzannah    What does it look like?

            Daisy    Can I come home with you?

            Suzannah    Jesus Christ, Daisy, Jesus / Christ.

            Daisy    Please don’t – (Chokes in agony.)

            Suzannah    I assumed – no, you told me – you said that you and Robert didn’t / have –

            Daisy    We don’t. Not really …

            Suzannah    I don’t understand.

            Daisy    I didn’t have a choice. I mean I didn’t try to stop him, but –

            Suzannah    Did you choose it or not?

            Daisy    No.

            Suzannah    He forced himself on you?

            Daisy    Well, he didn’t exactly claim his conjugal rights or anything, but …

            Suzannah    But? But what?

            Daisy    It had been months since our last … fumble, and he kept going on about the firm and Daddy’s expectations for our future and … one night he was just … on me … so I closed my eyes, / and –

            Suzannah    Sounds as if he claimed his so-called rights to me!

            Daisy    Suzannah –

            Suzannah    You know, you say no one knows about you, Daisy, but your family does, your father’s on it like a bloodhound, it’s why he gave Robert a job, that’s why he invited Robert for dinner every Friday for a year till he proposed – that’s the inevitable, horrific thing: your family is why you’re married.

            Daisy    You make me sound as if I have no authority whatsoever –

            Suzannah    Do you? Did you want a wedding? Did you want him inside you?

            Daisy    Of course not. I want you. The whole time I thought of you, please help me, please / help –

            Suzannah    How can I / help!

            Daisy    I’ll get rid of it.

            Suzannah    Daisy –

            Daisy    You know what to do, you being you, you must know of someone / or, or –

            Suzannah    Me being me? You do look down on me, don’t you? Who am I, Nell from the playhouse? Cor blimey, ain’t it exotic on the wrong side of the tracks? A gallon of gin and a hot bath, that’ll do it, dearie. Oranges, oranges, tuppence for an / orange!

            Daisy    The truth is it’s you who consistently condescends to me, you’ve done it since I walked in. You despise me because you think I’m nothing but a daughter and a wife.

            I don’t think you have any idea what you mean to me …

            Our afternoons together are the loveliest things that have ever happened to me in my whole life.

            I could have it … and we could still … or I could do something about it, and …

            Help.

            
               She clutches Suzannah. The phone rings. Suzannah is torn. The phone stops.

            

            Suzannah    We’re going on tour. Paris to Warsaw, all the stops in between. Belgrade. Zagreb.

            Daisy    So I’ll see you tomorrow?

            
               The phone rings again. Suzannah groans, detaches herself from Daisy, answers it.

            

            Suzannah    Yes?

            I’m sorry, Giacomo.

            Fine. (Hangs up.)

            Daisy    Three-thirty as usual.

            Suzannah    He’s on his way up –

            Daisy    It’s Friday tomorrow, I only teach till noon on Fridays –

            Suzannah    I can’t.

            Daisy    Yes you / can!

            Suzannah    Daisy, / I can’t –

            Daisy    And I wonder, perhaps this week we might even step out, to the Tate / or –

            Suzannah    I want you to go –

            Daisy    After we’ve had our fun here of course – / on this enchanting floor –

            Suzannah    Don’t you understand, I can’t bear it, I can’t bear that that pig touches you.

            Daisy    But you can’t be jealous of him, that won’t help anything, let’s just fix it together –

            Suzannah    Go –

            Daisy    You’re in my skin –

            Suzannah    Why, / why? –

            Daisy    Touch me.

            Suzannah    Why? –

            Daisy    I’ll leave him.

            Suzannah    What?

            Daisy    I’ll come with you on tour –

            
               Suzannah laughs, disbelief.

            

            I’ll take Marjorie’s job, what a bossy woman, and blinded by her infatuation: you were adorable tonight but your Act Two wig looked like the Bride of Frankenstein’s –

            Suzannah    Why have you ruined it?

            Daisy    But I didn’t: I. Didn’t.

            
               Her legs won’t support her.

            

            Suzannah    This has happened to you.

            I care for you, / but –

            Daisy    No, don’t say that, it’s more than that …

            Suzannah    I can’t be dominated by someone else. I have some power not to allow that, and I won’t compromise it.

            Daisy    I love you –

            Suzannah    Please get up, leave –

            Daisy    Don’t do this.

            Suzannah    He’s coming.

            Daisy    Suzannah –

            Suzannah    Then I’ll go, I have a car, I’ll collect Peter and if I see your husband on the stairs I’ll walk straight past him.

            Daisy    Please –

            Suzannah    What are you going to do, stay there all night?

            Daisy    Yes, for ever.

            
               Silence.

            

            Suzannah    I can’t live with his child. And I can’t live with your loss of a child. Don’t come back.

            
               She leaves. Daisy is at a loss for some time. She picks up a pen. She can’t find anything to write on. Only the tambourine. She writes – and draws – on that. Robert enters.

            

            Robert    Daisy?

            What are you doing?

            Daisy    Suzannah’s just gone to … gone to speak … to the … woman who does her hair. Marjorie. It’s amusing: she does hair, and she has a harelip.

            Robert    Has she?

            Daisy    Yes, poor thing, it’s quite pronounced.

            Robert    I meant has ‘Suzannah’ gone?

            ‘Suzannah’? Not Miss Heywood?

            Why did we come here?

            Daisy    I can’t catch a bus. For once you’re going to have to dig into your shopkeeper pockets and find the money for a (cab) –

            
               She chokes, cries, tries to stop, can’t.

            

            Robert    This isn’t how it’s going to be.

            Daisy    Going to be?

            Robert    Why did you bring me here?

            Daisy    To see a play, it does one good to see a play, especially one that provokes one.

            Robert    Don’t treat me like a fool.

            Daisy    Then don’t act like one.

            
               She is a wreck, makes no attempt to hide it.

            

            Robert    I can’t do that … I won’t … before we were married … your father said / you –

            Daisy    Oh, what did Daddy say?

            Robert    He / said –

            Daisy    I’d wager Daddy’s slept with more actresses than you’ve had ‘hot dumps’, so to hell with / Daddy –

            Robert    He used a word, ‘invert’, I didn’t know / what it meant –

            Daisy    (laughs) ‘Invert’, what a ridiculous / man!

            Robert    ‘Marjorie, who does her hair, Suzannah’s hair’? – Get up.

            Daisy    Don’t shout.

            Robert    How many times have you come here? Who’s seen you?

            Daisy    People have, I suppose.

            Robert    People we know?

            Daisy    I crashed into your sweet Cockney aunt on Drury Lane one / afternoon –

            Robert    Stop it.

            Daisy    – and you were blind if you didn’t notice the smirk on the stage-door man’s face when he let us in – Giacomo’s seen it all, it’s Oscar Wilde to him.

            Robert    Stop it, if you were a man you’d get five years for this –

            Daisy    Lucky I’m a woman! –

            Robert    Christ. Dear God. You don’t think you’re her, do you?

            Daisy    Who?

            Robert    That caveman. Tell me you don’t think that?

            Daisy    I don’t understand.

            Robert    In the fucking play. Nora, that ape. Only an ape wouldn’t understand. No one found out she forged the signature – because he covered it up for her! Only a child or a caveman couldn’t see that that was her precious ‘miracle’. Their secret stayed secret. He shut the lid. No shame, no need for her to walk.

            She left her own children. What kind of woman … what sort of mother does that?

            
               A moment. Daisy punches her stomach.

            

            Oh no … no no no … stop it …

            
               Daisy pushes him off, they struggle, entwined, on to the floor. 

            

            Are you pregnant? … stop it, stop it … it’s not the done thing.

            
               It stops. Silence.

            

            Have I understood? Daisy? Have I?

            
               Pause. Daisy nods tightly.

            

            Have you understood me?

            Daisy    Perfectly.

            
               She stands, repairs herself – becomes, in a few swift moves, impeccably 1950 s.

            

            I have work in the morning.

            Robert    Have you told your father?

            Daisy    Told him what?

            Robert    About this, Daisy!

            Daisy    No.

            Robert    We must ring him up straight away. The school?

            Daisy    What about it?

            Robert    Have you told the headmistress?

            Daisy    There’s plenty of time.

            Robert    You’ll do it tomorrow.

            Daisy    I’m not due for months.

            Robert    I said you’ll inform the school tomorrow, you hear? It’s only reasonable.

            Daisy    How so?

            Robert    They’ll need to find someone to replace you.

            
               Daisy turns to him on this, stares.

            

            It’s intolerable you kept working after we married in the first place. You’re my wife.

            Daisy    (at length, doesn’t take her eyes off him) For the avoidance of doubt, I saw Suzannah. Many times. I noticed her at the garden party and dared to talk to her. She touched my face and said she didn’t care Daddy was watching and she asked me to tea – ‘tea or something stronger’, those were her words. So I came, I came again, everything your imagination is telling you happened, happened. It’s over, and I assure you the done thing is the one thing I’ll always do, but you must promise never to refer to it again. You must promise.

            
               She holds out her hand. He takes it. A sad, perfunctory shake.

            

            Well, hurry up, darling, we’ll miss the bus.

            Robert    Right.

            Daisy    Tuck your shirt in.

            
               They stare. She leads him out. A moment. She returns and collects the tambourine. She wants more than anything to put it back, but doesn’t. The machinery of Wife is exposed: Stage Managers enter. A mellifluous female voice on a loop recording is heard. Daisy is lost to the transition.

            

            Recorded Voice    To opt out of live simultaneous translation, press stop, remove earphones and return them to the back of the seat in front of you. To adjust volume, press plus or minus. To opt out of live simultaneous translation, press …

            
               Etc. An electronic soundscape as Suzannah and Peter enter in a shaft of light, in a violent and bloody struggle, the power his. A symbolist, avant-garde staging.

            

            Suzannah    La meg gå! La meg gå, la meg gå!

            Peter    Er det sant hva han skriver, Nora? En hyklerske, en løgnerske – en forbryterske? 

            Suzannah    Jeg har elsket deg over alt i verdens rike.

            Peter    Fy, fy! Ingen religion, ingen moral. Du blir altså fremdeles her i huset. Men børnene får du ikke lov til å oppdra. Forstår du nu hva du har gjort imot meg, Nora? Nora? Nora?

            
               Climactically, Suzannah faces him, calm and cold, and gains the power. Character Actress enters as Nursemaid carrying and calming a crying baby. Unlike Suzannah and Peter’s modernist costumes, hers is 1879 traditional, identical to the opening; and her moves are exactly the same.

            

            Character Actress    Fru Helmer?

            Projection 

            1988

            Suzannah    Ja. Now I am beginning to understand everything. Ja.

            
               The street door slams. 
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