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Author’s Notes





This play is written to be done with a minimal set – the less there is, the better. We see Sophie (as she explains a little into the play) as she sees herself, not as others see her. This can be accentuated with costume; while the other characters can be dressed literally or representationally (Daphne in a skirt and blouse, Judy in a long hippy skirt or Thai fishermen’s pants, Calliope in school uniform or jeans) and remain the same throughout, Sophie can change costumes according to her mood – a strapless scarlet ball dress with peacock feathers in her hair, for example, is more in keeping with the spirit of the play than pyjamas or sick-room garb. 



















Characters







Philosophy Rainbow (‘Sophie’)


thirteen


Peace Warrior Star Calliope (‘Calliope’)


her sister, sixteen


Judy


thirty-four, their mother


Daphne


sixty, Judy’s mother

























 







Time


Present day. Early autumn to early winter.


The time is centred around Sophie. All other characters are at the mercy of her time’s swirls and eddies.




 





Place


Sophie’s world. Her fears, desires, consolations, memories, hopes.


There are also a handful of ‘literal’ scenes. The ‘literal’ setting is Daphne’s house, a small two-bedroomed terrace in Kings Heath, Birmingham. The house has a small garden with a shed, and overlooks a communal area with a small, basic children’s playground: slide, swings, see-saw. This is the view from Sophie’s bedroom.






















NOTES TO FUTURE SELF



















ONE





Sophie is at the centre of the stage. The others are in ‘their’ spaces, separate pools of light around her. Daphne in the ‘kitchen’, making a shopping list. Judy in the ‘shed’, meditating. Calliope in the ‘attic’, going through photographs. They are not frozen, but neither are they moving in real time, quite.




Sophie There was once a boy born in rural India who grew up insisting he was someone else.


This is a true story.


As soon as he could talk he said to the woman who’d given birth to him, ‘You’re not my mother, and he’s not my father and –’ get this, ‘Where is my wife and where are my babies?’ At first they laughed. Then they dismissed it. Then they got angry. But no matter what they did, the little boy kept on. ‘Why call me this name, it isn’t my name. Why live in this house, it isn’t my house. Where is my wife and where are my babies and when can I see them?’


One day, a documentary maker arrived from America, researching – (slightly awkward) ‘Paths to Enlightenment’. And he heard about the boy, who was eight or nine by now, and went to visit the family, taking a translator with him because this is a little village in the back end of nowhere. And through the translator the most fantastical story emerged. The little boy spoke about his wife, and their children, and their house, in a village of mangroves and coconut trees by the sea. And the American’s documentary wasn’t going very well, so he thought: why the hell not?


So they all pile in his jeep and go in search of this village. And it takes them four days and nights to get there – this is further than the little boy has ever travelled in his life. But when they get to the village, it is exactly as he’d described. I mean exactly. And his eyes shine and his face flushes and he directs them through the dirt tracks, and when the tracks run out he jumps from the jeep and runs, and he runs so fast they almost lose him. And they follow him through the mangroves to a small concrete house where a woman in a red sari is washing clothes, and the little boy yells her name, and man does she get a fright, turning around to see this entourage of people, camera crew and everything.


And no one knows what to do when the boy says, ‘This is my wife, and this is our house.’ And he knows where everything is, he goes round the rooms saying, ‘Where’s the television gone? Why have you moved this? What happened to my bicycle?’ And then he says, ‘Where are my children?’ And the woman says, ‘My children are out playing,’ and the boy runs outside to a clearing where sure enough a gaggle of village kids are kicking a football, and without hesitating he goes over and calls two of them by name, both boys, both older than him.


And no one knows what to do, because this is getting seriously weird. But the camera keeps rolling, and there’s all these people there by then, shouting and yelling, and the translator’s translating so fast he’s gabbling and sweating, and it turns out –


Right –


It turns out –


That the woman’s husband had died suddenly, exactly nine months before the boy was born, cycling home from work one evening, a rifle shot that wasn’t meant to be for him. And when they shaved the boy’s head they found a mark, like a bullet wound, in exactly the place it should be.


If you don’t believe me you can see for yourself, it’s all on film and anyone can watch it, you can get it on Amazon or anywhere.


And there’s loads more I haven’t told you, like how the little boy tells the woman all sorts of private things he shouldn’t be able to know, like how they made love and where their children were conceived and what they argued about and the pet names they had for each other and stuff.


(Slightly self-consciously.) You see, normally we don’t remember anything about our past lives, only in dreams and fragments, like if you’re irrationally frightened of water maybe you died once by drowning. But because this man’s death was so sudden and so violent, and because that wasn’t when he was meant to die, his memories had survived intact, and he’d come back to earth in search of his former life.


My name is Philosophy Rainbow and these are the last weeks of my life. It’s Monday the seventh of September and by the time you see this I won’t be here any more.


We could go on for ages about the meaning of ‘I’ and the meaning of ‘here’. Believe me, I know. It’s all Judy ever does.


She nods to Judy.


Judy’s my mom. It’s an understatement to say she’s a bit of a hippy. You might have guessed that from my name. I mean, who else but a New Ager calls their baby ‘Philosophy Rainbow’?


I try to go by ‘Sophie’. I’d like you to think of me as ‘Sophie’, no matter what anyone else might call me. And no matter how many times Judy snorts and goes – (high-pitched sing-song) ‘Sit on the sofa, Sophie,’ as if it’s a boring, bourgeois, comfy name.


Mind you, I got off lightly compared to my sister.


She nods to Calliope.


Her name is Peace Warrior Star Calliope. There’s not much you can do with that.


I’ll introduce you to them properly, Judy and Calliope, so you know who they are. And Daphne, whose house this is. We came here at Easter, when I was first diagnosed. Before that we lived in – (she takes a breath and reels them off) San Francisco – Ocala Forest – Washington DC – Goa – Kerala – Findhorn, Scotland – Cornwall – the warehouse in London – the minivan in Europe – Almeria, Spain – Morocco. That was where I got sick, Morocco, and we came back to Birmingham, cos Judy didn’t know where else to go or where to get medical care. I’m only thirteen but you could say I’ve led a very full and varied life. Judy says that. She says whenever people judge Calliope or me we are to look them straight in the eye and say to ourselves: ‘I have been more places and seen more things than the limitations of your world will even allow for.’


She really doesn’t get it.


She nods to Daphne.


Daphne is Judy’s mother, our grandmother. We’d never met her before we turned up at Easter on her doorstep. Well, apart from when we were babies, and that doesn’t count because we don’t remember. Imagine that. You don’t see your daughter or grandchildren for twelve and a half years, then one day you answer a knock on the door and there they all are on the doorstep. ‘Hi, Gran, long time no see, we’re your long-lost family and we’re coming to live with you or rather should we say die with you. Oh yes, sorry, did we not mention, Sophie here is about to be diagnosed with terminal bone cancer and by the time they catch it it’ll’ve spread to her central nervous system and be too late to do much really. But the up side is we won’t be here too long. Surprise!’


She watches Daphne. Daphne sighs and frowns over her list. 


Judy always talked of Daphne like she was a wicked old hag but when we actually met her she was just a nice, normal middle-aged lady with a skirt and blouse and salt-and-pepper hair.


Well, this is Daphne’s house. It’s a two-bedroom terrace in Kings Heath, on the outskirts of Birmingham. It’s perfectly nice, neat, normal – unexceptional in every way. It’s hard to believe that a house like this produced someone like Judy.


Or maybe this house is exactly why she’s the way she is.


This is the back bedroom, that used to be hers. Big heavy wardrobe, smelling of mothballs, chest of drawers, smelling of lavender sachets. Single bed and window overlooking the common, with a children’s play area: battered metal slide, see-saw, couple of swings, you know the sort.


Judy and Calliope sleep in the front room, Cal on an air mattress and Judy on the couch. This house wasn’t built for a family. Two bedrooms, one bathroom, front room, kitchen-diner. Handkerchief lawn and garden shed, bricked enclosure for the bins. Oh, and attic. Calliope spends a lot of her time in the attic. She thinks nobody notices or knows where she is.


Sophie moves into Calliope’s space. Calliope is poring over a handful of photographs.


Cal is obsessed with finding out who her father is. Since we got here, and she found the photos in the attic, she’s hatching a plan to go to Greece and track him down. All we know is that his name is Nikos and he was a waiter in the Blue Sky Café. It was her first holiday abroad, and her first time away from home. She was seventeen and he said he loved her. When she went back at Christmas, he pretended he didn’t know who she was.


Calliope Look how young they look. 


Sophie She looks younger than you.


Calliope And pretty. She looks … happy.


Calliope goes through the photos again.


Sophie She was all set to go to art school, and her parents were disapproving enough of that as it was. So …


Faintly, the soundtrack of The Beatles, ‘She’s Leaving Home’.


She left.


I always imagine it to that soundtrack, even though that’s silly, really, because it was released a decade before Judy was even born. When she left home, the songs topping the charts were –


Calliope is now going through a box of CD singles.


Whitney Houston, ‘I Will Always Love You’, ‘Can’t Help Falling in Love’ by UB40 and ‘Whoomp! There It Is’ by the Tag Team.


Judy, your taste in music was terrible.


Calliope giggles, stuffs the CDs back in the box. Then takes out another one, slowly turns it round in her hands.


Ugly Kid Joe, ‘Cat’s in the Cradle’. She loved that song. She always used to sing it to Calliope.


Calliope sings the first verse of ‘Cat’s in the Cradle’.


Sophie moves away and the scene with Calliope fades a bit. Sophie moves towards Judy’s space.


She fell in with some New Agers, loads of them were artists and art school dropouts and out-of-work actors and musicians, and they used to travel all about the countryside with sound systems putting on raves. It wasn’t like you’d think. It was really friendly, at the start. They shared food and slept in minivans or yurts and loads of them brought their babies and children with them.


Judy is sitting cross-legged in the junk and debris of the garden shed, trying to meditate.


When it started to fall apart, as all things eventually do, she got to hearing of this place in California, where a bunch of people who called themselves the Rainbow People lived in the redwood forest in peace and harmony. You’ve probably guessed, that’s where I was born.


Sophie watches Judy for a moment.


She’s thinking about that, now. She’s thinking about when I was born, and where, and how it came to this.


Judy sighs. She looks very sad.


(Impulsively, as a child.) Tell me about my dad, Judy.


Judy (as if addressing a small child in front of her) Your dad was the kindest, gentlest, most loveliest of boys … (She trails off.)


Sophie (prompting) He used to sit and drum all night …


Judy He used to sit and drum all night and after a while it was like he was the heartbeat of the forest. He reminded me of a young god, you know, one of the boy-gods from the legends, smooth-limbed and curly-haired. I always wonder what happened to him.


Sophie (softly) What do you think did happen?


Judy I don’t know … I wish he’d stayed with me. I would have followed him anywhere … But he was a true free spirit, you know, too free to stay with anyone, anywhere, for very long.


(Remembering saying this.) And if I’ve tried to teach you one thing, Philosophy, just one thing, it’s that you can’t and shouldn’t own people. That’s what relationships are, or what they inevitably become. Think of how we talk about other people: my boyfriend, my husband, my mother, my daughter. We use the possessive, it’s right there, built into the very heart of the way we designate a relationship. (Coming into the present, trying to convince herself now, the little child forgotten.) And therein lies the cause of so much unhappiness. You are your own person, just as I am my own, and Calliope, and Daphne, and anyone else. You are your own and nobody else’s, and nobody else is yours. And once you realise that, and when you practise it, only then will you be free, or at least a little freer.


Pause.


Judy’s words sound so hollow. She takes out a tin and starts to roll a spliff.


Sophie (gently) Judy, you promised.


Judy I promised I’d try!


Sophie Well, then you’re not trying very hard.


Judy You can’t even begin to imagine how hard it is for me. Being back here … in my mother’s house … while my child –
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