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For Mum, always. Thank you for giving me faith.


And for the mums inside, currently serving time.


We must not forget you.







Author’s Note


LIT is set in the East Midlands, Nottinghamshire. The story takes place in various locations during Bex’s teenage years; semi-detached houses, comprehensive school, village halls, a few fields, a shitload of hormones and a lot of boredom to fill.


This piece explores the grey areas surrounding love and sex. It’s important that the characters are neither portrayed as ‘victims’ or as ‘perpetrators’. I have purposefully left a few unknowns in the text, however there are some important facts you need to consider when performing this play:


Bex just wants to be loved.


Lee isn’t sexually attracted to Ruth.


Ruth doesn’t remember what happened.


Dillon falls in love with Bex.


Bex tries to kiss Mark. Mark rejects Bex. At some point during that moment though, he did indeed ‘think about it’.


Dillon and Lee are scarred for life.


The baby is Lee’s.


Bex is convicted for arson with intent to endanger life, she pleads guilty. She is held on remand whilst awaiting sentencing. Taking into account the aggravating and mitigating factors – predominantly her age, the guilty plea and the impact of the rape (supported by a statement from Dillon) – her sentence is reduced from six years to four. With good behaviour Bex could serve fifty per cent of her sentence and be out in two years. At that point, she would be eighteen years old.


When producing this play, the safety of the actor playing Bex is paramount. Please be aware you have a duty of care for the actors, the creative team, and the audience.


S.E.







Characters


BEX, fourteen to sixteen, bold, full of energy, vibrant, fearless, gobby, captivating, cheeky and restless. She may seem insensitive and brash but it all masks a very sensitive interior.


RUTH, fourteen to fifteen, guarded, intelligent, reserved, astute, sheltered, self-assured, measured, contemplative, sensitive and thoughtful. She becomes enamoured by Bex.


SYLVIA, forties, Bex’s new foster mum. Scatty, well-meaning, airy, passionate, loving, a worrier, intense, warm, lonely, caring and insecure. She has a huge heart; sees Bex as her own.


DILLON, fifteen to sixteen, at school with Bex and Ruth, in the year above. Attempting a hard exterior but a complete softie really. Desperate to be accepted. The ‘bad boy’ at school, duty-bound to his family.


LEE, late twenties, Dillon’s older brother. Cheeky geezer, filthy mouth, funny, intimidating. He could charm his way out of a bin bag. Makes himself known to everyone but really he’s lonely as fuck.


MARK, forties, Ruth’s dad. Reliable, trustworthy, charming, attractive, well-meaning but awkward. His daughter is his world.







Note on Text


A dash (–) indicates either being interrupted or someone stopping their own thought (a full stop can also indicate this).


An ellipsis (…) indicates a trailing-off or searching for words.


A forward slash (/) indicates the point at which the next character starts speaking.


A new line communicates a new thought.


Words encased in square brackets […] are not spoken.


The play should be performed without an interval.


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




BEX SAYS GOODBYE


BEX stands next to a newborn baby in a plastic neonatal cot in hospital.


BEX. This is it then.


If I don’t cry, it don’t mean I don’t love you alright? It’s just. Hard. Innit.


BEX looks at her baby.


Look when I get out, I reckon we should move to the countryside. Cos we could get chickens. Could ride ponies. All them sorta things what people do in the countryside, like gardening and stuff. In a little cottage or summit. Like three bears’ cottage. With a straw roof. No, I know, it’s mad innit? People seriously still live in them kinda houses though Amy, it’s true. I saw it on Location, Location, Location.


Cos then you can go primary school near a farm and we can feed the ducks and stuff. Honestly, this episode was just like – oh my god, I want that. Kirsty and Phil were like totally biggin up this area, I think it were called Gloucestershire or summit. Proper countryside. With sheeps and cows and all that. Like proper.


But that’s it innit. Nature and shit. That’s what we need. We’ll be dead free. And we won’t have to be scared. Of anything.


Silence.


Dunno what I’m meant to say to ya. Not like you’re gonna remember it so…


Just know that I’m gonna make it so much better for you. That’s a promise. Cos it ain’t been no fairytale for me Amy. Life.


Them stories that they tell ya, that they’re gonna tell ya, when you start going school n that, when you start reading. They’re a loada shite.


Cos they make out like princesses are so fucking perfect but. They’re always waiting for some bloke to come and rescue them, like seriously, what is that about?


No one can save you in life ’part from yourself Amy, you hear that?


I could write better fairytales than that crap.


Beat.


Once upon a time there was this princess right. She were dead pretty. Obvs. Everyone knew who she was. She were basically famous.


And her name. Her name was…




BEX ISN’T HUNGRY


Mid-July. The last week of Year 9 before the summer holidays.


A kitchen. Radio 4 is playing, it beeps signalling it’s 8 a.m., followed swiftly by a news report. The table is laid for breakfast; Coco Pops, a bowl, spoon and some milk in a porcelain jug. BEX is sat dressed in a pink fluffy dressing gown. SYLVIA enters in a hurry, doing three things at once.


SYLVIA. Bex! Quickly. We’re late.


BEX picks up the milk jug, sniffs it. SYLVIA takes a brown envelope out her bag, places in front of BEX.


Money for the trip. Don’t go spending it on sweets, or cigarettes, or whatever.


BEX. I don’t smoke.


SYLVIA gives her a look like ‘you don’t fool me’.


SYLVIA. You’re not even dressed yet! And I don’t need another phone call home. Remember what Miss Riley said about uniform rules. To the knee.


BEX rolls her eyes.


Maybe I’ll go back to John Lewis and buy the other skirt. The one with the pleats. One you can’t roll up.


BEX. I’m not wearing that.


SYLVIA’s mobile starts to ring. She looks anxious and turns the radio off.


SYLVIA. We’re late.


BEX. Where’s the milk?


SYLVIA. It’s there.


BEX. Not got proper milk?


SYLVIA. Almond milk’s better for you.


The mobile continues to ring.


BEX. Tastes fucking rank.


SYLVIA. Excuse me?


BEX (mumbles). Sorry.


SYLVIA. Toast then?!


The mobile continues to ring.


BEX. I’m not hungry.


SYLVIA. Well you have to have something!


BEX. I just said I’m not hungry.


SYLVIA. But it’s breakfast.


BEX. You can’t make me / eat it.


SYLVIA. But breakfast is the most important meal of the day!


The mobile stops ringing. They stand there in silence for a moment. It’s awkward.


Starting the day off shouting isn’t good for anyone.


BEX. I’m not shouting. You’re shouting.


SYLVIA. Last week you said almond milk would do.


BEX. Changed my mind. It’s rank.


SYLVIA. Right. Well.


BEX. Don’t wanna go school today. Feel sick.


SYLVIA. You’re not sick.


BEX. I am. Got flu.


BEX coughs. SYLVIA’s mobile starts to ring again.


SYLVIA. I haven’t got time for this. You’ll have to get the bus.


She takes out some money, gives it to BEX.


This isn’t an opportunity to skive off again. I’ll be ringing Miss Riley at lunch, check you made it in.
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