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For Cob


who’s watching from the Gods


 


My favourite date,


much missed,


this one’s for you

























First Performance





That Face was first presented at the Royal Court Jerwood Theatre Upstairs, London, on 20 April 2007. The cast was as follows:




Martha Lindsay Duncan


Mia Felicity Jones


Henry Matt Smith


Izzy Catherine Steadman


Hugh Julian Wadham


Alice Abigail Hood







Director Jeremy Herrin


Designer Mike Britton


Lighting Designer Natasha Chivers


Sound Designer Emma Laxton


Assistant Director Anna Dirckinck-Holmfeld





 


The production transferred to the Duke of York’s Theatre, London, on 1 May 2008, presented by Sonia Friedman Productions, Tulchin/Bartner, Eric Abraham and Jamie Hendry, with Hannah Murray in the role of Mia and Rebecca Eve as Alice. The Assistant Director was Kate Lonergan.
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SCENE ONE








A boarding school dorm late on a Sunday night. Alice is sitting on a chair. Her limbs have been tied to it. A black, beanie-style hat has been pulled over her face.




Mia   Can she breathe?


Izzy   Wait …




Izzy takes some scissors and cuts a hole in the hat. She makes the hole wider with her fingers. Alice’s mouth can now be seen.





Just to be sure.


Mia   Stick your tongue out.




Alice complies.





Wiggle it around.




Alice complies.





Roll it.




Alice complies.





I can’t do that, you know. Look.




She tries to roll her tongue unsuccessfully.





Izzy   Mia …


Mia   You know, only some people can. It’s like half. It’s meant to be a sign of intelligence. Or something. Or maybe gayness. I can’t remember. But look. No matter how hard I try …




Tries again. 





Izzy   MIA!


Mia   Sorry. On the ball. I know.


Izzy   Alice. Honey. Tonight is the night. You are to be … awakened.


Mia   Like that. ‘Awakened’. Nice.


Izzy   It’s a euphemism.


Mia   I know.


Izzy   As I was saying. Alice. Honey. Sweetie. Darling. Tonight is the night. Let’s run through this again. Are you allowed to talk?




Alice shakes her head loosely.





Are you allowed to complain?




Shakes head.





Good girl. Isn’t she a good girl, Mia?


Mia   Wonderful.


Izzy   Now. I would like as best as possible to keep this … clean, impersonal, professional, etcetera. But before we start the simulation, I would like to ask our … charge … a few mandatory questions. Which in this special instance she may answer.




Alice’s head lolls.





Stay with me, Alice.




Her head jerks up.





Alice. In my short time as your head of dorm. I and Mia, your esteemed house sister.




Mia makes a mock curtsy.





Have noticed a small pendant hanging around your neck. Am I correct in believing this to be a religious symbol?




Alice nods.





A symbol of devout Christianity?




Alice nods slightly.





A cross, to be specific. Yes?




Alice does nothing.


Mia grabs the back of Alice’s head and nods her head for her.





Yeeess. Our suspicions were correct, esteemed house sister, deputy head of dorm and all things marvellous.


Mia   Deputy. I’ve been promoted –


Izzy   We’re short-staffed. Alice. Honey. Sweetie. Darling. You have been observed over this first week and it has been concluded that you do, indeed, wear the aforementioned symbol all the time. Or should we say …




Beat.





Religiously.




Beat.





Answer please.




Alice nods her head very slightly.





That is sufficient. Did you note the response, Mia?


Mia   Yes, sir.


Izzy   There are no ‘sirs’ in this room. Mia – do you observe a single pair, or indeed a single testicle in this dorm?


Mia   No.


Izzy   Correct. So none of this ‘sir’ business. You may refer to me as esteemed head of dorm, high priestess or, if you prefer, more simply, God. Because. Need I remind you, Alice? Honey. Sweetie. I am your God.




Beat.





For tonight.




Beat.





So we had better take that thing off.




Izzy goes to remove the necklace. As she does so, Alice slumps forward.





Lazy fuck. Hold her up.




Mia struggles to pull Alice up by her shoulders.





Mia   Heavy.


Izzy   Fat.




Beat.





Mia/Izzy   Misshapen death bat.


Izzy   You sleepy, baby? Have we tired you out? Aw. Is it bedtime?




Mia loosens her grip on Alice. She slumps forward again.





Hold her up.


Mia   I’m trying.


Izzy   Alice? Stop pretending. You’re making this tricky. And you wouldn’t want to make this tricky now, would you? Would she, Mia? Would she be so silly as to pretend to be asleep? Silly things happen to silly girls now, Alice. Silly things …


Alice?




Izzy shakes her. No response.





You wouldn’t want us to do it all over again tomorrow night now, would you?


Would you?




Izzy shoves her. No response.





Jesus, Mia.




She examines Alice.





What’s wrong with her?




Shakes Alice vigorously.





She’s out cold.


Mia   I gave her some Valium.


Izzy   You what?


Mia   I. Gave. Her. Some. Valium.


Izzy   I heard what you said.


Mia   Well. Um. Sorry. I guess.


Izzy   You gave her some Valium? You gave her a fucking tranquilliser … you … you … druggie.


How did you give it to her? Pop it in her tea? Slip it up her bottom while she was absorbed in Neighbours? Tell her it was a vitamin, a Smartie, an ecstasy pill? How did you give it to her, Mia?


Mia   Well, I –


Izzy   She had better be all right. If she’s not we – correction, you – are in big trouble. Actually, correction, I am in big trouble, because I am head of dorm and you slipped our little house sister prescription drugs. She is basically my responsibility. Shit. Shit. Shit.


Mia   Don’t ‘shit, shit, shit’ me. Your responsibility is tied to a chair looking like a torture victim. I’d be more worried about that if I were you.


Izzy   You know full well that that is different. This initiation. It’s tradition. The teachers don’t care. The sixth form don’t care. It’s practically goddamn allowed. Besides. It’s meant to be fun.




Beat.





For us. Shit.


Mia   Calm down.


Izzy   Don’t you dare tell me to calm down. We’re screwed. Look at her. How many?


Mia   What?


Izzy   Pills? How many pills?


Mia   In milligrams, I guess, forty. Maybe fifty. It was five tablets at ten each, so –


Izzy   You are taking the piss. Tell me you are taking the piss. Even I know that’s tons.


Mia   Well, she’s a big girl.


Izzy   I hate you. I absolutely hate you. Look at her. She’s un-fucking-conscious. We’re screwed. They’ll tell my parents. Shit shit shit.




Mia giggles.





Are you laughing at me?


Mia   No.


Izzy   You’re laughing at me, aren’t you? You fucking dare …


Mia   Calm down. She’ll be fine. I just, well … I thought it would help.


Izzy   How, Mia, how did you think poisoning a thirteen-year-old girl would help? How? I’m dying to know.


Mia   It’s not poison. It’s a mild tranquilliser … stops panic. Takes the edge off things. You can be nasty, when you get … you know, excited, and I wanted the initiation thing to go smoothly. I thought she’d be quieter. I thought you’d like that. You could do more to her.


Izzy   Gee. What a gesture. How fucking considerate of you.




Beat.





Look at her.




Izzy tries to wake her. No response.





She’s un-fucking-conscious.


Mia   She’s not unconscious, just super relaxed.


Izzy   (near tears) This is it. We’re screwed. I won’t be a prefect, which will fuck up my UCAS, my mum … Oh God.




Mia snorts with laughter. Izzy spins around to face her.





Mia   Sorry. It’s just … the prefect thing.


Izzy   Watch it.


Mia   You’re scared, aren’t you?


Izzy   No, I’m not. I’m realistic.


Mia   God for the night, trembling in her pyjamas.


Izzy   I am not scared.


Mia   You’re shaking. It’s too much, isn’t it? You only like good clean torture.


Izzy   Fuck you.


Mia   In your big wet dreams, scaredy-cat.


Izzy   You little –


Mia   What, little what?


Izzy   Shit.


Mia   Ooo … terrifying.


Izzy   Shut up.


Mia   I might collapse in fear.




Beat.





You’re soft as a kitten, really. Aren’t you?


Izzy   Fuck you –


Mia   As a baby’s bottom. You just pretend –


Izzy   SHUT UP.


Mia   You just pretend. Really you have a heart of marshmallow –


Izzy   Cocky –


Mia   All gooey and sweet –


Izzy   Cocky little –


Mia   What? Cocky little what?




Beat.





Izzy   (snarls) Shit.




She turns to Alice and yanks her head up.





(Snarls.) Cocky little shit.




She starts to circle Alice.





Mia   Ooo, nasty.


Izzy   Hold her up.


Mia   Ooo, scary.


Izzy   HOLD HER UP.




Beat.





This isn’t over yet.


Mia   Yes, sir.




She mock-salutes.



























SCENE TWO








Monday morning. Flat in London.


Henry’s bedroom. Neat, tidy, boyish. His photographs and drawings are pinned to the walls; some have been ripped down and torn as part of a struggle the night before. The ripped pictures contrast strongly with the order of the room.


Henry is asleep at the end of the bed, on top of the covers. He is wearing pyjamas. Martha is asleep inside the bed. She is wearing a nightdress.


Martha wakes up. She groans. She sits up, and then flops down again. She lies still, as if trying to get back to sleep. She then wriggles into a sitting position and lights a cigarette. She seems to be trying to remember the night before.


She watches the sleeping Henry. She leans forward and strokes his hair. She tries to arrange the duvet so it covers him.


She walks around the bed and regards Henry at all angles. She notices he still has his socks on. She slides them off.


She covers him more with the duvet.


She touches his hair. She strokes his face.


She leaves the room. Sounds of her banging around in the kitchen.


Henry stirs. He wriggles deeper into the bed.


 Martha returns. She has washed her face and done up her nightdress. She is holding two mugs of coffee and a book.


She puts the coffee and the book down and sits next to Henry. She begins to stroke his back in long, slow, luxurious motions over his pyjama top.


Henry stirs and wriggles closer to her. Nestling into her warmth.




Martha   Baby boy … So good.




Regards him. Continues stroking in silence.
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