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Welcome (Back) to VAULT


We once dreamed about offering the chance for talented writers at VAULT to see their work published. (Enter Nick Hern Books, confident, bold, even foolhardy.) Three years on, and Plays from VAULT is becoming a festival staple. It’s energising to know that there is interest in, and demand for, the VAULT alumni of 2018.


This year, these committed and passionate publishers have gone a step further, becoming the sole sponsors of the VAULT New Writers Award. Alongside writer Camilla Whitehill, and producer Rosalyn Newbery, eight brand-new playwrights are taking part in an eight-week writers’ course at VAULT. It wouldn’t have happened without Nick Hern Books and they deserve loud thanks for their belief in nurturing new talent.


VAULT 2018, the sixth festival, runs for eight weeks. We are joined by more venues than ever including the Waterloo East Theatre, the Network Theatre, and the Travelling Through Bookshop. There are already over 330 groups of artists featured in the programme at this year’s festival.


If you’re reading this, there’s a good chance you’re already curious, so forgive us if we co-opt you a little further. If you’re good at being an audience member, come and see more than you planned to at VAULT. If you’re good at being an artist, think about bringing something to VAULT 2019. If you’re good at being a commissioner, you can go right ahead and commission these writers.


To the future!


Mat Burt, Andy George & Tim Wilson
VAULT Festival Directors
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Characters


MARY


CHARLEY


Note on Play


Text should be spoken at a frantic pace


(except when it shouldn’t).


A dash on its own line – is either a pause, or a moment when a character can’t or won’t speak.













 


 


 

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















ONE


MARY, Dymchurch, England, 2020s.


Mary.


Spelt like normal.


And then, uh, it’s Malek, my surname.


M-A-L-E-K


But I thought you’d have that down already, or –


Just to check, right.


Her as well?


I really thought you’d have this down somewhere, you’ve met her, you’ve –


Again, just to check.


Sure, for the record, or something.


Sorry.


I’m a bit –


Her, yeah.


She’s Charley.


Dimmock.


She’s not my girlfriend though, she’s –


Uh


D-I-M… M –


Yeah, exactly.


If you ever saw Ground Force, like the ginger one –


Yeah.


Charley’s spelt differently though.


E-Y, yeah – no, not a nickname.


–


Just put teacher – reception.


And stop saying girlfriend.


Please.


If you’d.


Again.


With the girlfriend.


Um.


She’s a teacher too.




But secondary, not –


Excuse me.


Sorry.


Can we –


Can you please stop calling her a girlfriend, cos she’s not my girlfriend, we’re married, we’re –


Um.


Sorry?


Proof of what?


No.


No.


I’m not hearing this.


I don’t understand why you need proof, if there’s a next of kin it’s me, we signed a thing when we got in and I don’t –


If you’ve lost it then –


This shitting hospital is –


I am calm.


Is that clear?


I’m calm.


And don’t tell me to…


–


I’m the mum, okay? You speak to me.


So he speaks to me.


The doctor from St Saviour’s Hospital explains what’s happened, takes me through the complications like a shopping list.


Charley


Twenty-six weeks


Seizure


A&E


Pre-Eclampsia


High blood pressure


which I already know.


But then there’s


Risk of suffocation


Risk of death


Caesarean


Early delivery


and after that there’s


Underdeveloped lungs


Ventilator support




Scarring


Failing lungs


Failed lungs


And that means


–


And they double-check spelling cos it needs to be registered.


Which is great, really good to know it will go down in a register, that someone even makes a register, and keeps it up to date, and gathers all the informations on every birth, except it’s not a birth, it’s the opposite – proof in writing that nothing happened.


Good to get a head-start on the bureaucracy.


Then the doctor clutches my hand and looks at me, square, and gives me a smile so pathetic it makes me sick, like he wants to prostrate himself and moan it’ll all be okay, Ms Malek, I promise, it will be.


But he doesn’t.


Instead, he asks if we named her.


Which we didn’t.


Or we didn’t out loud.


Or maybe Charley did in her head.


Or at least I did:


Miriam.


My daughter Miriam, because I’m a Mary, and a Miriam is a little Mary – but I’m too embarrassed to say it, cos the doctor’s looking at me so intently, so sad, and I can’t spoil that, can’t make him think I’m such a desperate mummy, not worthy of his big sad eyes.


But there it is: Miriam.


Miriam hovering on my tongue’s tip.


Miriam she was, is, would be, she should be. And look at us:


I imagine giving her big squish-hugs, turning us into Play-Doh, mashed together in a Play-Doh goo, and you can’t separate out Play-Doh, not perfectly: always bits of Mary-dough hidden in Miriam-dough and Miriam-dough hidden in Mary-dough so might as well leave us alone in one big mass.


Mi-ri-am


The syllables linger, three of them, I’m trying to push them out my mouth.


–


Nothing comes – like a vacuum cleaner’s sucking syllables back down my throat.


Same vacuum that sucked the air out of Miriam.


And it’s whirring loud, louder.


It is LOUD.


I think of Play-Doh, of bright colours, of squishing, of Miriam,


of anything and


it feels like I’m gone for days – I snap back to the room.


Did you want to name the child?


And he is ever so patient, the most patient human on the planet.


Did you want to name the child, Ms Malek?


No.


No, thank you, kindly.


No.


I don’t know if I can’t or I won’t.


I decide it’s cos I won’t.


I’m not bringing myself to share, not with him, none of his business, Miriam’s name.


He smiles,


not to worry,


and scribbles onto a pink form and looks up at me, smiling his


calm, considerate smiling smile.


I mutter something so soft I can’t understand.


Excuse me?


If it’s possible.


If it’s no trouble.


I ask if I can see Miriam.


–


–


–


–











TWO


He hesitates and then relents and now we’re passing through wards.


6 a.m.


I’m trailing his steps, through doors, through wards


First – stuffed with old people


Second – sadder old people


Third – foreign old people


And my mind’s wondering over decisions, Charley’s decision, she made a decision.


No: be fair: the doctors told her to make the decision: she had to make the decision because there was a threat to her life.


Her. Life.


Capital L.


And that’s a line crossed – where Charley stops making sacrifices and starts looking after number one, and Miriam’s removed and we’re left with –


Her decision and –


It’s a horrible thing to think, cos we’re defined by our decisions and if that’s Charley’s decision then –


it’s horrible to think.


Cos maybe I would’ve made a different decision.


Or maybe not.


But it’s never a competition.


And then the doctor stops: we’re here.


The arse-end of the hospital, a cramped room, a miniature Lego model morgue.


They said private trusts would be better, but this is miserable.


Needs cleaning, needs better interior design.


The doctor coughs a little, slight – and I notice his hand, stuck out, willing me to look.


–


There it is, lying, on a slat, cold, but not freezing, a lump covered by a sheet of white.


I think it’s my lump.


I know it’s my lump cos the doctor’s still gesturing to it, with his soft gesture, soft hands, directing my eyes – but my eyes can’t follow through,


can’t bring themselves to –


and they flick beyond my lump, distract themselves with the rest of the room.




And they notice rows of these lumps.


A Play-Doh factory.


Row on row.


Too many of them – one is too many, but dozens is sickening, and they’re all covered with the same soft white fabric.


My vision shifts focus, in, out over that fabric – it’s cheap, disposable, barely a tissue, and the contours give away tiny noses,


or folded knees,


a chin,


a bloated belly,


a foot, a left foot – three rows down, last on the left.


Should be covered, but it’s not, it sticks out, it’s liquid, it’s floating, pale, paler more stripped of life than anything real.


I tense my throat, try to shut my gullet off from vomit.


But the doctor, he notices, he’s noticing the hunched shoulders and my clenched throat, so he puts his hand to my back and tells me perhaps it’s best if we leave.


He’s having a hard time of it.


Poor guy.


I’m not moving.


And he can feel my back stiffen.


So he tries again, a bit more forceful, but never anything less than over-the-top-back-bending niceness.


I shuffle a step but –


The uncovered foot twitches.


I swear it.


Mary looks down at it, pauses, her body contracts.


The doctor attempts eye contact with Mary but fails.


Mary stares at the foot until, again, it twitches: a small, subtle twitch.


The doctor tilts his head.


Ms Malek?


Mary?


And I turn back to him – like I’m accusing him, and for a second, I swear the doctor thinks I know something I shouldn’t, thinks I’ve seen something I shouldn’t
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