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GLASS







Characters


A GIRL MADE OF GLASS


HER BROTHER


HIS FRIEND


HER MOTHER


A CLOCK


A RED PLASTIC DOG


A VASE


SCHOOLGIRLS


HER FRIEND


There should be no attempt to make the glass girl look as if she is made of glass. No effects making her seem invisible, etc. She looks like people look.




1.






	BROTHER


	   

	Look at the window, what do you see?







	HIS FRIEND


	   

	Houses.







	BROTHER


	   

	You don’t see the window pane?







	FRIEND


	   

	Are you worried it’s dirty?







	BROTHER


	   

	You don’t see my sister?







	FRIEND


	   

	Where? Outside?







	BROTHER


	   

	Inside. By the window.







	FRIEND


	   

	No. What? Is there something?







	BROTHER


	   

	I can see her just. Most people can’t see her at all.







	FRIEND


	   

	Now you’ve said.







	BROTHER


	   

	It depends on the light.







	FRIEND


	   

	There’s a thickness.







	BROTHER


	   

	And slightly green sometimes.







	FRIEND


	   

	Can she hear us?







	BROTHER


	   

	She’s not deaf she’s just made of glass.







	FRIEND


	   

	Hello.







	GLASS GIRL


	   

	Of course I can fucking hear you.







	FRIEND


	   

	Hello.







	BROTHER


	   

	Don’t be so fucking rude.







	FRIEND


	   

	Hello.







	GIRL


	   

	Why do you do this? He does this.







	BROTHER


	   

	It is a little bit funny.







	FRIEND


	   

	Hello.







	GIRL


	   

	Hello.










2.






	MOTHER


	   

	You realise you mustn’t touch her.







	FRIEND


	   

	I’d be careful.







	MOTHER


	   

	She doesn’t want to be touched. She’s afraid of being broken.







	GLASS GIRL


	   

	I am a little.







	MOTHER


	   

	You scream.







	GIRL


	   

	It depends on the touching.







	MOTHER


	   

	The trouble we go to. The deep mats on the floor from when she was tiny. There’s cracks, your eye isn’t accustomed but we can see the joins. Bubble wrap when she goes out.







	FRIEND


	   

	I can see more than I did. She broke her arm.







	GIRL


	   

	Let’s go for a walk by the river. I won’t need wrapping.







	MOTHER


	   

	It’s slippery by the river.







	GIRL


	   

	I can hold his arm.










3.






	CLOCK


	   

	You’re beautiful but I’m also useful.







	GLASS GIRL


	   

	A clock isn’t useful any more. Who looks at you? Time’s on the phones.







	CLOCK


	   

	They look at me because I’m worth looking at. Time from me is richer because I’m old and time’s run through me since before their parents were born. And you see it flow because my second hand goes round and my minute hand goes round and my hour hand goes slowly round and there’s none of this digital jumping. You gaze at me and think how long a minute lasts. Pain for a whole minute would be torture. Joy for a whole minute would be exceptional. And even if I stopped I’d be kept as an object because my history is intriguing and my shape is graceful and my value is unquestioned.







	RED DOG


	   

	You do go on. Everyone likes me best because I’m cheerful. I know I’m just a cheap little dog and I know I’m plastic but I’m a memory of a happy holiday and no one’s taken me off the mantelpiece in three years.







	CLOCK


	   

	Because no one remembers you’re there. That’s why you’re dusty.







	GIRL


	   

	We do like you, dog, and I’m sick of the clock.







	CLOCK


	   

	You take up too much room.







	GIRL


	   

	I don’t even want to be on the mantelpiece.







	DOG


	   

	No, your mother’s right to put you here because you’re the most beautiful. You’re the special one. When they can see you they love to see you and the mantelpiece is the place to be seen.







	GIRL


	   

	The vase is more beautiful than me.







	VASE


	   

	Not without flowers.







	GIRL


	   

	Even without flowers.







	VASE


	   

	You’re very kind.







	CLOCK


	   

	Dong.







	GIRL


	   

	Stop showing off.







	DOG


	   

	It’s the half, he can’t help it.







	GIRL


	   

	Dog, you drive me mad.







	VASE


	   

	Let’s be quiet and enjoy being beautiful.










4.


SCHOOLGIRLS






	 


	   

	We’re your friends.







	 


	   

	You want us to be your friends. We can tell.







	 


	   

	Now you’re trying to pretend you don’t care.







	 


	   

	You fancy him.







	 


	   

	You can tell your friends.







	 


	   

	We don’t mind telling you who we fancy.







	 


	   

	You don’t have to tell because we can see.







	 


	   

	We can see right inside you.







	 


	   

	It’s all there boiling about in front of us.







	 


	   

	What a mess.







	 


	   

	What a freak.







	 


	   

	He won’t touch you because you’re cold and hard.







	 


	   

	Your mummy wraps you up in bubble wrap.







	 


	   

	Watch out you don’t fall over.







	 


	   

	Rip off her bubbles and trip her up.







	 


	   

	Now she’s pretending she’s not frightened.







	 


	   

	This is giving you a pain in your stomach.







	 


	   

	Now she’s crying.







	 


	   

	She’s crying inside and she’s crying outside.







	 


	   

	Watch out who’s behind you.







	 


	   

	SCHOOLGIRLS go.







	 


	   

	BROTHER’S FRIEND.







	FRIEND


	   

	Why are you crying? Oh. I know why you’re crying. I know how you feel, I know what you think. It’s amazing, I’ve never had this with anyone. Is it good?










5.






	GLASS GIRL


	   

	Why do you want to?







	GIRL’S FRIEND


	   

	I just want to.







	GIRL


	   

	Why do you want to? It won’t fix anything.







	G FRIEND


	   

	No, but it’ll be different.







	GIRL


	   

	It’ll be more pain.







	G FRIEND


	   

	It’ll be different pain.







	GIRL


	   

	You’ll feel good for a minute and then it’s going to go on being really sore.







	G FRIEND


	   

	Yes but you know.







	GIRL


	   

	I’ll break off my little finger and you can use that.







	G FRIEND


	   

	Because then it’s both of us.







	GIRL


	   

	Because it’s going to be really sharp.










6.






	FRIEND


	   

	I love it when the light shines through you.







	GLASS GIRL


	   

	I love the feeling of light shining through me.







	FRIEND


	   

	I know.







	GIRL


	   

	I love the light on your hand.







	FRIEND


	   

	I know.







	GIRL


	   

	It’s all right.







	FRIEND


	   

	I’ve something to tell you. I wish you could just see it. About my father.







	GIRL


	   

	Tell me then.







	 


	   

	He whispers.







	 


	   

	Seven? From when you were seven?







	FRIEND


	   

	No, I don’t want to go to the police. I need to leave home. He wants to stop me seeing you.







	 


	   

	I know you do.










7.






	GLASS GIRL


	   

	So what happens is he doesn’t get in touch for a week so I think is it because he told me about his father or is it because his father’s stopping him and I hope it’s that so I go round to his house. His father opens the door and he doesn’t see me so I get inside while he’s looking down the street and I go upstairs and he’s on his bed and he says his father’s keeping him a prisoner, and I say just go and he says I can’t. Then his father comes in and I’m thinking hit him hit him and he sees that in me and he does it, he leaps up and punches him so he staggers back, and we run downstairs and the father’s after us and I’m thinking go, go first, just get out, run, and I turn and face the father and as the door opens the light hits me and he can see me now and that stops him, he says What’s this, who’s this beautiful thing then, come here a minute, and I dodge away and I run and I fall down and my foot breaks off and I pick it up and hop and hobble, and the father knows he’d better not any more and we get away round the corner. And I say We’re all right now and he’s holding me up and laughing and crying and he says I’ll never be all right, I’m going away for a bit and when I’m all right I’ll come back for you, and I say Don’t go and he says You didn’t need to say it, don’t drop your foot, and he jumps on the back of a bus and he’s gone. And I go home and wait. And I wait. And every homeless person I pass in the street is it him and it isn’t. And then I hear at school didn’t you know, it happened yesterday, he jumped under a train, what was he thinking? And I go home. And I sit on the mantelpiece and time goes by. And then I go up to my room and open the window and get onto the windowsill so I’m sitting with my legs dangling and then I lean out and push with my arms. And I smash to pieces among the people walking by. There’s a splinter in your eye and a splinter in your heart. And they need to sweep the street well.
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