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Characters


ANITA, Lorraine’s daughter, twenties


LORRAINE, Gloria’s daughter, mid-forties


MAGGIE, Gloria’s cousin, seventies


VINCE, Maggie’s husband, seventies


ROBERT, Gloria’s son, early forties


SOPHIE, Robert’s wife, mid-forties


TRUDY, Lorraine and Robert’s half-sister, early fifties


Note on Text


Where there is a / in the text, the next character starts speaking.


 


 


 


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









Scene One


Lights up on: a roomy seventies-style kitchen. The furniture is old-fashioned. Deco is typical of an elder West Indian. There is elaborate wallpaper that has been up since the 1970s, lots of house plants, pictures and relics of Jesus and the Virgin Mary on the walls, shelves full of ornaments and crocheted placemats. Around the room there are several headshots of a boy and girl taken together at school, throughout the years.


There are three doors in this room: one upstage-right slightly off-centre, one upstage-left and one downstage-left. The upstage-left door leads to the front room, the upstage-right door leads to the hallway, front door and rest of the house. The downstage-left door is the back door, leading to the garden. There is a sink and some cupboards downstage-right. There is also a table and chairs and a sofa.


We open on ANITA at the kitchen sink making a pink powdered drink that looks a bit like milkshake. We watch her put three heaped teaspoons of powder into a mug.


ANITA. Shit! Was it three or four?


She pours water from the kettle into the mug. She lifts the mixture up with the spoon and allows it to fall back into the mug. She stirs it, then sniffs it.


Rank.


She is about to head up the stairs, through the door upstage-right, when she realises she has forgotten something. She goes back to the sink and starts rummaging through the drawers and cupboards.


She walks to the bottom of the stairs and shouts.


Can’t find the straws.


Beat.


Mum?


Beat.


Shall I just bring a teaspoon?


From upstairs we hear –


LORRAINE (offstage). Have you looked in the drawers?


ANITA. Yes.


LORRAINE (offstage). Have you checked in the cupboards?


ANITA. Yes.


LORRAINE (offstage). They were there yesterday.


ANITA. I know. I put them there.


LORRAINE (offstage). So, just bring a spoon, Anita. A tablespoon. Teaspoons are fiddly.


The doorbell rings.


ANITA. Bloody hell.


Beat.


It rings again.


LORRAINE (offstage). Anita, the door?


ANITA. Yes, I know. I’m going – Answering doors, looking for straws – Anything else?


ANITA turns to go – MAGGIE and VINCE enter from upstage-right.


ANITA jumps.


Jesus Christ!


VINCE. De door left open.


ANITA. Was it?


MAGGIE. Yuh mad? Any and anybody could jus’ walk in.


ANITA. Tell me about it.


MAGGIE. Be careful, not carefree.


ANITA. The lock keeps sticking. Uncle Robert’s been promising to fix it. Does Mum know you’re coming?


MAGGIE. Me ring ha dis morning. Where yu grandmadda?


ANITA. She’s upstairs.


VINCE. It turn bad-bad?


ANITA.…Yes.


MAGGIE. But, is just the udda day me a sit down and a chat wid ha, good-good. It’s like she just give up after me leave.


ANITA. No, I don’t think so. / It’s just taken its toll.


MAGGIE. Lord have mercy. ( To VINCE.) Me tell yuh. She shoulda drink de bush tea whe me tell ha fi drink. You know how many people life dat ting save in Jamaica?


Beat.


ANITA. Shall I take your coats?


VINCE. Tank yuh, dawta.


VINCE takes off his coat and hands it to ANITA.


MAGGIE. Dees doctor inna dis country, don’t know dem head from dem foot! All now, dem a look right, dem a look left fi find cure for dis cancer business. If she, Gloria, was in Jamaica, dem woulda stop dis nonsense long time!


ANITA. Your coat, Auntie Maggie?


MAGGIE. No, tank you. It might be summer dem call dis, but I feeling de cold. Where yuh madda?


ANITA. Upstairs, with Grandma.


MAGGIE. Tell her fi come down.


VINCE and MAGGIE sit down.


ANITA walks to the bottom of the stairs and calls out.


ANITA. Uncle Vince and Auntie Maggie are here.


Beat.


She’ll be down in a minute.


MAGGIE eyes ANITA.


MAGGIE. Yuh know, back home in Jamaica, me have dis cousin. Rosemary. She big suh, like yuh grandmadda. Last year, she phone me. Bawling – di doctor seh she have diabetes and him ready fi chop off she foot. Now me tell ha, ‘Rosemary, save yuh eye water, nuh badda cry’, and I tell ha fi mek dat same bush tea whe me advise yuh grandmadda to tek. Rosemary boil up di leaf dem; chamomile, cerasee, duppy-gun and donkey-weed. As God is my witness, mek Him strike me down if one word I speak is a lie! You tell me where dat diabetes is now? Ehh?


Beat.


It gawn!


ANITA. Yeah. Or maybe they misdiagnosed it. Speaking of tea, would you like a drink?


VINCE. Yu have anyting harder dan tea?


ANITA. I’ll have a look. Auntie Maggie?


MAGGIE. Which kinda tea yuh ’ave?


ANITA. Dunno. Builder’s? Peppermint?


MAGGIE. Dat’s all?


ANITA. It’s not my kitchen, so –


MAGGIE. Just give me some wata – Not from de tap, if yuh please.


ANITA. I’ll see what I can find.


ANITA exits upstage-right, taking VINCE’s coat.


VINCE and MAGGIE sit in silence. MAGGIE sniffs the air.


MAGGIE. (whisper). You smell it, Vin?


VINCE. Smell wha?


Beat.


MAGGIE. She travelling, alright.


ANITA returns without the coats carrying an open bottle of brandy and a small can of Coke.


ANITA. You’re in luck, Uncle Vince. I found some brandy.


VINCE. God bless yu.


ANITA. Can of Coke to go with it?


VINCE. Nah sah, dat’s a woman’s drink. I tek it as it comes.


ANITA pours brandy for VINCE then heads to the fridge to get water for MAGGIE.


MAGGIE. Nah badda start pon dat drink business and turn fool pon me yuh hear? Me nah carry yuh home tonight.


VINCE. Calm yuh nerves, woman.


ANITA. How did you get here?


VINCE. Yvette drop we off.


ANITA. Did she?


MAGGIE. In she new brand car.


ANITA. Nice.


MAGGIE. It is. Very, very nice indeed.


ANITA. She didn’t fancy popping in?


MAGGIE. Yuh know how she always busy. We lucky that she even in the country this week to give us a lift.


ANITA. The job’s working out, is it?


MAGGIE. She living de life, my dear. Last week she travel business class to New York. Next week she travelling premium class to – to… Whe she a go, Vince? India?


VINCE. Indonesia.


MAGGIE. Indonesia or whatever dem call it. She spreading she talent across de whole world.


ANITA gives them their drinks. VINCE take a sip of brandy.


ANITA. Yeah. I don’t know how she does it, balancing all those drinks and dinners midair. She always did love make-up, I suppose.


Beat.


MAGGIE watches ANITA.


MAGGIE. Yu turn Rasta now?


ANITA. Sorry?


MAGGIE. Yu new hair style.


ANITA. It’s an experiment actually.


MAGGIE. Experiment?


ANITA. Nathan and I are challenging the subtleties of discrimination – how long can we go without combing our hair before we feel –


MAGGIE. Headlice?


ANITA. Pressure to conform.


VINCE. Dat sound interesting.


ANITA. People are still trying to define us by our roots, Uncle V, literally. People wanna check out their politics before they’re checking my hair.


MAGGIE. How is Nathan? Him still not working?


ANITA. He’s finishing his PhD.


MAGGIE. Still?


VINCE. How de baby?


ANITA. Rosa? She’s fine, thank you.


MAGGIE. How old she is now?


ANITA. Nine months.


VINCE. She gettin’ big.


ANITA. Yeah, she’s growing fast.


MAGGIE. She a good baby?


ANITA. She’s a great baby.


MAGGIE. She sleep good?


ANITA. Yep.


MAGGIE. Right through the night?


ANITA. Yep.


MAGGIE. She like she food?


VINCE. Jesus Christ! Is why yu a interrogate de chile?


MAGGIE. Is not an interrogation fi ask a simple question –


ANITA. She’s mostly on breast milk / and –


MAGGIE. Breast milk?


ANITA. Yep.


MAGGIE. At nine months?


ANITA. The antibodies in –


MAGGIE. Poor ting must be longing fi a piece of chicken.


MAGGIE takes a glug of water and chokes.


ANITA. Are you alright? Sorry, I didn’t get a chance to say, it’s sparkling. I hate that, when things get up your nose. I better take Grandma’s drink up.


ANITA picks up the Complan that she left on the sink.


MAGGIE. A wha dat?


ANITA. It’s Complan.


MAGGIE. Come – wha?


ANITA. It’s a nutrient drink. She hasn’t eaten in two days, so –


MAGGIE. A di bush tea a whe she want.


ANITA. I’ll let Mum know you’re here.


ANITA exits, upstage-right.


MAGGIE (speaking quietly). I wonder if dem ring Trudy yet?


Beat.


I bet dem nuh ring ha.


Beat.


Remind me, fi ring ha dis evening.


Beat.


A nuh yuh me a talk to?


VINCE. Lard, Maggie. Lef people business alone nuh, man.


MAGGIE points to a picture of Gloria up on the wall.


MAGGIE. Pssst…


VINCE. Wha?


MAGGIE. Me bet a dat one dem a go use. Fi di coffin.


She gets up and throws her glass of water away. She waters a dry-looking plant.


She picks up an ornament of a glass fish.


Me did ’ave one like dis, remember?


VINCE. Put dat down, Maggie.


MAGGIE jumps as LORRAINE enters with the powdery drink that ANITA made. LORRAINE clocks MAGGIE with the fish. VINCE stands up. MAGGIE puts the fish back.


LORRAINE. Hello, Auntie Maggie, Uncle Vince.


They greet each other with hugs and kisses.


Nice of you to visit, you didn’t / say –


MAGGIE. Me couldn’t believe when me ring dis morning and yuh tell me seh Gloria gawn down suh.


VINCE. We can see ha?


LORRAINE. It’s a bit awkward. She’s only just got back off to sleep.


MAGGIE. After me travel all dis way on me bad hip?


LORRAINE. I wasn’t expecting you. / If you had said –


VINCE. We understand.


LORRAINE. She’s had a rough night – maybe / tomorrow –


MAGGIE. Last night me dream seh, me see ha, flying high pon a white dove. She land right in front of me, stretch out she neck like ostrich and seh ‘Maggie, me beg yuh read me Psalm 23.’ So, me tell Vincent, even if me haffi cripple wid pain dis marning, dis day can’t pass and me nah see Gloria, me good-good cousin.


Beat.


LORRAINE. You’ll need to be really quiet.


MAGGIE goes to her bag and rummages for her Bible.


VINCE. How long?


LORRAINE. Weeks… Days.


VINCE. Jesus-Christ-Almighty-Farda-God-in-Heaven.


MAGGIE. Stop bawl down de Lard name. Im busy enough. Come, mek we go and see.


MAGGIE and VINCE head up the stairs.


LORRAINE goes to the sink and throws away the powdery drink. She takes her phone out of her pocket and dials.


LORRAINE. Robert. It’s me. Again. Call me back.


Scene Two


ROBERT and ANITA are at opposite sides of the table. SOPHIE is standing. LORRAINE is chopping vegetables. There’s a vase of big sunflowers on the table.


ROBERT. Is she ever gonna wake up?


LORRAINE. What’s the time?


SOPHIE. Half past two.


ANITA. You need to put a permit in your car, Mum.


ROBERT. Can anyone smell that?


LORRAINE. I’ve got an hour.


SOPHIE. Smells delicious.


ROBERT. Not the food – Kinda dank smell.


Beat.


She hasn’t budged. I’ve been here since ten.


ANITA. Eleven.


ROBERT. What?


ANITA. You got here at eleven.


ROBERT looks at ANITA.


ROBERT. What’s that thing in her arm?


Beat.


Lorraine?
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