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        But I see how you go on:

now you soothe me, and now threaten me:

and have you not as good as avowed my ruin?

What then is left me but words?’
      

         

         
      
    

      

   


   
      
         

             Premiere Production

         

         When We Have Sufficiently Tortured Each Other was first performed on the Dorfman stage of the National Theatre, London, on 16 January 2019, with the following cast:

         
             

         

         Woman  Cate Blanchett

         Man  Stephen Dillane

         Mrs Jewkes  Jessica Gunning

         Girl 1  Emma Hindle

         Girl 2  Babirye Bukilwa

         Ross  Craig Miller

         
             

         

         Direction  Katie Mitchell

         Design  Vicki Mortimer

         Lighting  James Farncombe

         Composition and Sound  Melanie Wilson

         Costume  Sussie Juhlin-Wallén

         Music for Song (Scene XI)  Roald van Oosten 
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            WHEN WE HAVE SUFFICIENTLY TORTURED EACH OTHER

         

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               I ABDUCTION

            

         

         
            Man   Let’s face it, Pamela: you’re a child – and I’m a man. I have power and you have none. I could lock all the doors now and strip you naked – but I’m giving you the chance to come to me of your own free will. There are plenty of girls who would fuck me for a couple of dresses. I’m offering you much more than that – look – I’ve put it in writing – a good monthly allowance and an investment in property. Wouldn’t you like to invest in property and get the rent? What’s more I have modern ideas about sex: I believe women should enjoy it – and I try to make sure that they do.

            What d’you say?

            Woman   My name’s not Pamela.

            Man   Oh?

            Woman   My name’s not Pamela – and look at me: I’m not a child. You say you have all the power – but where’s the evidence? And the fact you ‘believe’ women should enjoy sex means nothing to me. What do I care what you believe about my pleasure? Go on then: lock the doors and see what happens. Show me how much power you really have.

            Man   The fact you’re still here demonstrates my power – Pamela – don’t pretend that isn’t your name. I have so much power I don’t need to lock doors – any more than I need to engage with your arguments. I’m a man. That means I can say and I can do to you whatever I like. Nothing will change that. In fifty years it will be the same – and the same in a hundred. And if you were to run from this room through any of these doors you would find yourself in a room exactly the same – and if you then ran from that room through any of that room’s doors you would find yourself in another room exactly the same – and so on and so on – Pamela. And in each of those rooms even if it was two hundred years from now or three, you would still be a child and I would still be a man and I would still have the power.

            
               She laughs.

            

            Oh yes – you can laugh – but it’s true.

            Woman   You say you won’t engage with my arguments but all you do is talk. Doesn’t a man who has power take what he wants like that – (Snaps fingers.) like that – (Snaps fingers.) not just blab on like an old woman at the bus stop waiting for the once-a-week bus into town. If you believe you can give me so much pleasure, what’s holding you back?

            Man   Just because I’m talking to you, Pamela, doesn’t mean I’m engaging with your arguments. I talk to the person who polishes my shoes – I talk to the stallholders on the market – it doesn’t mean we’re having a debate or that anything in our relative positions will change. I know for a fact that your name is Pamela – and if I call you a child then that’s what you are. These things are not negotiable and to go on resisting me like this is simply a waste of energy.

            Woman   When did I say I was resisting you?

            Man   Listen, Pamela – if you hadn’t been resisting me, I wouldn’t’ve had to bring you here by force – d’you not remember? Why do you have no shoes? It’s because I’ve taken them away to stop you escaping. Don’t give me this bullshit about not resisting since you have so far resisted me every step of the way – even now – even now when I’m offering you – and in writing – a significant amount of money. 

            
               Pause.

            

            Okay. Listen. I’ll double it.

            Woman   Give me them back then.

            Man   What?

            Woman   Give me back my shoes.

            Man   I can’t do that.

            Woman   What is it you’re afraid of?

            Man   I’m not.

            Woman   I thought I couldn’t escape.

            Man   You can’t.

            Woman   Then give me them back.

            Man   See what I mean?

            Woman   See what you mean what?

            Man   You have no power.

            Woman   I have no shoes.

            Man   It’s the same thing.

            Woman   Oh? Is that your evidence?

            Man   Evidence of what?

            Woman   Of your power.

            Man   I don’t need to produce evidence. That’s my point.

            
               Pause.

            

            Woman   I’m going.

            Man   You can’t.

            Woman   And I’ll take the money.

            Man   You will not take the money, Pamela. 

            Woman   Because I haven’t earned it?

            Man   It’s not a question of earning, it’s a question of entering into an agreement.

            Woman   Well fuck you and your agreement. Fuck this house and every room in it.

            Man   Don’t talk to me like that.

            Woman   What?

            Man   I said: do not talk to me like that.

            Woman   So now you’re telling me how to speak?

            Man   You owe me respect, Pamela.

            Woman   Respect?

            Man   Yes – and respect to yourself too.

            Woman   Show me that.

            
               She grabs a sheet of paper and starts to look through it.

            

            You must be out of your mind.

            Man   Just think for a minute – think what you’re saying – read it –

            Woman   … ‘Gift of property’ … … ‘two diamond rings’ …

            Man   Good ones, Pamela.

            Woman   … ‘Two diamond rings’ … … ‘lifetime annuity’ … … ‘if satisfied, might eventually be prepared to –’

            Man   Yes. I mean it.

            Woman   To marry me?

            Man   I mean it, Pamela.

            Woman   You seriously believe I would marry scum like you? 

            Man   I beg your pardon?

            Woman   You heard.

            Man   Do not call me scum.

            Woman   Oh?

            Man   I am not scum.

            Woman   Oh?

            Man   Listen to me. Do I sound like scum? Do I talk the way scum talk?

            Woman   Only the scum in storybooks sound like scum – only the made-up ones don’t know grammar. But the real scum – scum of the earth like you – you hold words to a woman’s throat with the same accuracy you’d hold a knife and with one simple sentence you knock her to the ground and penetrate her body.

            Well isn’t that so?

            Man   You think I want to hurt you?

            Woman   Why not?

            Man   Why would I want to hurt you?

            Woman   Why not hurt me? You’re a man – go on – hit me if you like.

            Man   Don’t say that.

            Woman   Hit me. Knock me to the ground.

            Man   Don’t say that.

            Woman   Force me to the ground. Come on. Hurt me. I’d rather be raped than bored.

What?

What?

            Man   You don’t know what you’re saying. 

            Woman   Really? Because I’m a woman?

            Man   No woman would say that.

            Woman   Oh would she not.

            Man   No – no – no woman would ever say that.

            Woman   But a woman just has. That’s the thing: a woman just has.

            
               Pause.

            

            The floor’s cold. Where have you put my shoes?

            Man   This discussion is over.

            Woman   Where’ve you put my shoes – tell me.

            Man   I’m angry – I don’t want to talk to you any more.

            Woman   If you’re angry, then hurt me. Come on – I’m waiting.

            Look at you – the fact is you’ve no more idea how to hurt me than you have how to give me pleasure.

            Man   I said this discussion is over.

            Woman   (screwing up the paper and calling after him) Where’re you going? Give me my shoes back! I can do writing too, you know.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               II SHE ATTEMPTS TO ESCAPE

            

         

         
            Woman’s head is bleeding.

            Man   Can I get you something?

            Woman   No.

            Man   What happened to you?

            Woman   Don’t pretend you don’t know.

            Man   How can I possibly know if you don’t tell me? Did somebody hurt you? Who did this to you, Pamela?

            Woman   Don’t touch me.

            Man   I’m not.

            Woman   I don’t want you to touch me.

            Man   I’m not – I’m not – but I do want to know how this happened.

            Woman   Oh you can read all about it soon enough.

            Man   What d’you mean, read?

            Woman   Don’t pretend you don’t go through my things. Don’t pretend you don’t read my writing.

            Man   Look – d’you want me to call you an ambulance?

            Woman   An ambulance? Why would you call an ambulance? They’d arrest you.

            Man   No one is going to arrest me.

            Woman   Oh? Because you’ve got money?

            Man   Because I’ve done nothing wrong.

            Woman   Because you’ve got money and property and – 

            Man   Because I’ve done nothing wrong.

            You ought to take off those wet clothes.

            Woman   Oh yes – I’m sure you’d enjoy that.

            
               Pause.

            

            I’m bleeding.

            Man   I don’t understand, Pamela, how you managed to get out.

            Woman   Oh but don’t you know I’m thin enough now to get between the bars? Because maybe you thought I was still just a tiny bit overweight did you? – but no – no – I just slipped through the bars of the bedroom window and what I did was I dropped to the lead roof under. Now the thing is, is the lead roof under was somewhat further than I thought – but still – no matter – I dropped next from the lead roof to the ground – and the ground too was also much further actually than it looked when I first slipped out but no matter I’d started now and I’d hurt my leg but I carried on and I crawled through the long grass to the gate in the wall which I had the key to sewn into my knickers but the lock had been changed so the key I’d taken all that trouble to obtain and to sew into my knickers was no use to me.

            Oh I was in such a rage about the lock and the key – I hated you so much and I realised you’d been reading my writing and I wanted to punch your face. Yes I could see your face smiling with your Pamela this and your Pamela that and I wanted to break your teeth with my fist till you spat out the white chippings – but what could I do? – I was all alone in the dark at the base of a brick wall – wet – wet through – getting wetter and wetter the more I thought about your mouth and your smiling face and your being a man bullshit – men who build walls, men who change locks – men who want everything: even to become women – I wanted to SCREAM OUT. 

            But anyway – what – well – I got to my feet – I decided to climb the wall – no ladder – too late in the year for ladders – all the fruit picked – the ladders all locked away – so I reached into the rotten brick and tried clambering up the wall with my fingers stuck into the crumbling joints between the rotten courses of brick which brought all the filthy brick-dust down into my face and the dust of the decaying mortar down into my face – till I clawed out by mistake an old brick and the brick knocked me back to the ground.

            I wanted to die. I wanted to die. I wanted the bull to be loose and the sharp bull’s horn to come stabbing into my heart.

            Oh put your arms round me. Please. Please. I’m so cold.

            Man   I’ll get you a chair.

            
               He goes out and comes back with a chair.

            

            Sit down. I mean it. Here’s a towel. Wipe off the blood. There. Better? I’ve also brought you a telephone. If you want to call for an ambulance – or indeed for the police – who you’re welcome to invite to arrest me. It’s just here. See it? No?

            I don’t want to spoil your happiness, Pamela – because you do look so happy sitting on that chair – really at home, it gives me a great deal of hope – and of course so touching and fragile. But after all, you did bring the subject up just now, and I know you’ve been writing about me. Now look, it isn’t a crime to write – of course not. And I’m going to say something else too, which is I was wrong to call you a child. I’ve learned from your writing how much that upsets you, and from now on you’re a woman, okay? – you’re a woman – it’s non-negotiable. But your writing is very troubling to me, Pamela. It’s full of violence – and angry. Okay, a woman’s entitled to write about whatever she likes – the whole world is open to her now – women aren’t just trapped in rooms any more waiting to be married – are they? – well are they? – no – ridiculous – of course not. They live free and independent lives, exactly as men do. And just like a man, they can write about whatever they want. They can cobble together their little fictions just like men do, then poke them out into the world like a stick poking out of a drain. But the things you write about me – Pamela – are unacceptable. I don’t recognise myself. This portrait of me as a violent and oppressive abductor – and then, at the same time, this claim I’m weak – ‘just talks’ – ‘has no idea of what he really wants’ – not only is that inaccurate, Pamela – but it makes no sense – because I made it very clear what I want from you the moment you entered this house – and I will take every step possible to obtain it. Don’t imagine I won’t.
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