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Premiere Production





The Almighty Sometimes was first presented at the Royal Exchange Theatre, Manchester, on 9 February 2018. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




 





Vivienne  Sharon Duncan-Brewster


Renee  Julie Hesmondhalgh


Anna  Norah Lopez Holden


Oliver  Mike Noble




 





Director  Katy Rudd


Designer  Rosanna Vize


Lighting  Lucy Carter
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Characters





Renee


late forties to mid-fifties




 





Anna


eighteen




 





Oliver


twenty-one




 





Vivienne


mid- to late forties




 







 





Notes




 





The action is set in various locations.


These do not have to be more than suggested.




 





Each scene begins and ends abruptly


as indicated by the horizontal rules. 

















THE ALMIGHTY SOMETIMES























Maybe sometimes your child will say that they will kill themselves. This is something to take seriously … If your child gets these thoughts, ask the doctor for Zyprexa, or something like that. If this situation ever happens, hold them still until they calm down and stop wanting to kill themselves.


Hold them until they feel a part of this world.


Advice from a nine-year-old girl, quoted in Demitri F. Papolos, and Janice Papolos, The Bipolar Child: The Definitive and Reassuring Guide to Childhood’s Most Misunderstood Disorder (2002)




















Note on the Text





This text went to press before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.



















Act One










Vivienne    (reading) ‘When the girl was old enough to walk, she began to float, two or three inches above the ground, and then higher and higher until her head hit the ceiling and her mother had to buy an extra-extendable ladder just to bring her down. “You must keep it a secret,” the neighbours said, so the mother tied a piece of string from the girl’s hand to her own, and let down the bottom of every skirt, so no one could see the space between the shoes and the floor.


‘One day, the mother forgot to lock the kitchen drawer, and the girl found a knife, a big knife, the best knife, for old bread and tough legs of ham, and she dragged it down her body, top to bottom, opening herself like a leather bag. She stepped out of her skin and kicked it away, where it hit the wall – splat! – and slithered to the ground. The mother tried to catch her daughter but there was nothing there to hold on to.


‘“Look up, look up, look up,” the little girl said, and she flew around her mother, and did somersaults in the air, and walked along the clothes-line, and made silly faces at the window, while the mother cried, and the skin turned to slush in her hands.’  
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Anna    Do you want something to eat?


Oliver    No, I’m good, thanks.


Anna    You sure? I can totally get you something to eat.


Oliver    Nah, I’m OK. 


Anna    You must be starving – only thing Izzy put out was a bowl of crisps.


Oliver    Had dinner before I left, so.


Anna    That was like five hours ago.


Oliver    And that’s a long time, is it?


Anna    I mean … not for everyone.


Oliver    No?


Anna    Not if you’re like – I don’t know – a camel-herder.


Oliver    A camel-herder?


Anna    You know: wandering across the Sahara Desert. I bet those guys hardly ever stop to eat.


Oliver    Sure, I mean, I guess that’s / true …


Anna    Or maybe you’re a member of a strict religious community where, like, a fundamental rule of your ancient belief system is that you periodically starve yourself. Or maybe you’ve been arrested for drug smuggling in some obscure South-East Asian country so you’re sitting in this overcrowded prison that hasn’t subscribed to any declaration of basic human rights, but for everyone else … yeah … five hours is a long time.




She hands him a bowl of stew.





Oliver    What is it?


Anna    My mum made it. It’s got aubergine in it. Tomatoes and vinegar too. It’s been in the fridge for three days now, and I know that sounds horrible, like borderline offensive, but something kind of magical happens to it, and I’m not sure if it’s meant to – like it’s a dish that requires some Jesus-like resurrection before it gets going – or maybe Mum’s got so much vinegar in there it’s basically embalming itself – whatever the reason, it genuinely gets better the longer it’s sat there. (Beat.) Do you want some? 


Oliver    No, I’m uh, I’m still OK … thanks.




Anna shrugs and continues eating it herself. Oliver takes a few moments to look around the room.





So …


Anna    So …


Oliver    You live with your mum then?


Anna    What makes you say that?


Oliver    She’s still cooking for you, so …


Anna    She likes to cook.


Oliver    Just lets herself in and –


Anna    Sure.


Oliver    OK … What about the house?


Anna    What about it?


Oliver    It’s nice.


Anna    Nice?


Oliver    Classy.


Anna    And … what? You don’t think I’m –


Oliver    No, no, I do –


Anna    Because I can be classy –


Oliver    In like twenty years, yeah. In twenty years you’ll be so classy.


Anna    And now?


Oliver    Now? I dunno. Now you’re not supposed to have things like that – whatever that thing is.


Anna    It’s a diffuser. (Beat.) Makes the room smell nice.


Oliver    That’s what deodorant’s for. 


Anna    Deodorant’s for under your arms.


Oliver    Sure, but when you’re finished there, you spray a bit of it round the room – freshens it right up, doesn’t it? (Wanders a bit, stops.) Also: you have a bunch of photos on the wall of you as a baby, so if it’s just you living here, that’s a bit fucking weird.




Anna grins.





Is your mum here now?


Anna    Asleep, yeah.


Oliver    How far away is she?


Anna    Like, in feet, or –


Oliver    No, just … roughly.


Anna    She’s upstairs.


Oliver    And where’s your bedroom?


Anna    Down the hall there.


Oliver    So kind of underneath it?


Anna    Yeah.


Oliver    Not sure how I feel about that.


Anna    About what?


Oliver    Your mum … above us.


Anna    I don’t understand.


Oliver    Sleeping above us, while we’re, you know –


Anna    What?


Oliver    You know …




Beat.





Anna    Excuse me?! 


Oliver    Wait … what?


Anna    You think we’re having sex tonight?


Oliver    Um. Kind of assumed, yeah.


Anna    Why would you do that?


Oliver    I just walked you home.


Anna    So?


Oliver    Kind of a long way …


Anna    And that entitles you to –


Oliver    It doesn’t entitle me to –


Anna    Because you seem to be implying –


Oliver    I’m not implying!


Anna    – that I should give you something in return.




Silence.





Oliver    Look: I’m sorry, OK? You’re right. I shouldn’t have assumed. I thought … maybe? But I shouldn’t have assumed, that that was, what was, going to …




Anna smiles.





I hate you.


Anna    No you don’t.


Oliver    No, I do. I hate you.


Anna    You don’t even remember me.


Oliver    Were you this mean at school?


Anna    Is that what you think of me?


Oliver    Nah, not really. (Beat.) I was joking.


Anna    Joking. 


Oliver    Yeah, like you were with the whole ‘not having sex’ thing. A joke, right?


Anna    What do you think of me?


Oliver    Huh?


Anna    What do you think of me?


Oliver    Like you said: don’t really remember you, so …


Anna    So your current opinion of me is completely uninfluenced by experience.


Oliver    Uh … I guess so.


Anna    Based on nothing but observation.


Oliver    Sure.


Anna    What do you think of me?




Pause.





Oliver    I think you’re very attractive.


Anna    Nothing physical.


Oliver    OK.


Anna    Nothing relating to the body.


Oliver    I know what physical means.


Anna    You can say whatever you want.


Oliver    Kind of feeling the pressure though.


Anna    I won’t be offended.


Oliver    And what if you are?


Anna    I promise I’ll have sex with you anyway.




Beat.





Oliver    OK. You talk a lot.


Anna    No, I don’t. 


Oliver    Kind of hard to get a word in edgeways –


Anna    That’s bullshit – (Beat.) OK.


Oliver    You’re confident. Funny. I mean, some people might not find you funny –


Anna    Like who?


Oliver    The people you bulldoze with all that talking.


Anna    Right.


Oliver    But you’re also, I dunno …


Anna    What?


Oliver    Brave.


Anna    Brave?


Oliver    I think so, yeah.


Anna    I don’t think I’m brave.


Oliver    Well not like Braveheart brave. Not like ‘wearing a kilt in the middle of fucking winter’ brave. Just kind of, I dunno … determined?


Anna    Determined?


Oliver    Yeah, like earlier, we were in the pantry stealing that wine, and Izzy was just outside and she said: ‘What the fuck is Anna doing here?’ (Beat.) No? Thought you would have heard that.


Anna    I did. Was hoping you hadn’t.


Oliver    Well … that’s brave, see? Most people would have gone home at that point.


Anna    Do you think I – (Beat.) Should I / have?


Oliver    What? God – no. Seriously. If you’d left then, I never would have walked you home – and not because I didn’t want to – just because we’d only known each other for like … five minutes – and I need at least four or five hours – and I’m talking four or five hours minimum – before I can pluck up the courage to … you know –




He moves towards her, kisses her.





– taste your mum’s cooking.




He licks or dabs at the side of his mouth.





Anna    It’s good, isn’t it?


Oliver    Yeah, it’s um … it’s pretty great, yeah.




He kisses her again. And again. And again and again.


The lights come on.





Renee    Oh my God –


Anna    Mum!


Renee    I’m so sorry –


Anna    Mum, get out!


Renee    Sorry, I’ll just –


Anna    Mum!


Renee    Anna – give me a sec, OK?! (Stops.) Oliver?


Oliver    Hi.


Renee    How are you?


Oliver    Fine, thank you.


Renee    I haven’t seen you since you were –


Oliver    A kid, yeah.


Renee    You’ve grown.


Oliver    Thank you. I mean, yes, I have. 




Beat, several moments too long.





Anna    (to Renee) What? Why are you still standing there?


Oliver    I should go.


Anna    No!


Oliver    No, no, I should go.


Anna    You don’t have to do that.


Oliver    I think I should, yeah.


Anna    No. Really. Mum will go back to her room; we’ll go to mine. OK?


Oliver    I mean … sure, yeah, if it’s OK with your mum –




Beat.





Renee    She does have work in the morning, so –


Anna    Mum!


Renee    I’m just reminding you in case you’ve forgotten.


Anna    Great, thank you.


Renee    Your rota is on the fridge, it says you have work in the morning.


Anna    That’s none of your business!


Renee    Kate is my friend.


Anna    She’s also my boss.


Renee    I got you the job.


Anna    Would you get out of here?!




She stares at Renee, willing her to leave.





Renee    OK, OK, I’m going, I’m going. (Moves towards the door.) It was nice seeing you again, Oliver. 


Oliver    Yeah, you too. And I’m sorry, you know, if we woke you up –


Renee    It’s fine, don’t worry about it.


Oliver    We’ve both uh, we’ve both had a bit to drink so –


Renee    / Excuse me?


Anna    (to Renee) I haven’t.




Beat.





Oliver    Sorry, I don’t, um –


Anna    I haven’t had anything to drink.


Oliver    We took that / wine from –


Anna    Doesn’t mean I had any of it.




Silence.


Oliver looks between Anna and Renee, hopelessly confused.





Oliver    Sorry, I’m uh … just to be honest with you: I – me – just me – have – had – a bit to drink. Like, not so much I’m going to pass out or anything, but maybe, um, maybe a bit too much to completely understand this conversation, so …




He motions towards the direction of the door.





It was um, nice to see you again, Mrs –


Renee    Renee.


Oliver    Sure. Yeah. OK.


Renee    You can call me Renee.


Oliver    I mean, yeah, OK, if you want.


Renee    It’s my name, Oliver.


Oliver    Sure, realise that, yeah. Just a bit weird, isn’t it? Calling you that: Renee. Like you’re an actual, you know –


Renee    Person?


Anna    Mum.




Beat.





Renee    I’m sorry – Oliver, you don’t have to leave.


Oliver    No, it’s OK –


Renee    You can stay on the sofa if you want to?


Oliver    No, I don’t live that far away, so –


Renee    Let me call you a taxi at least –


Oliver    No, no, it’s OK, I’ll go, I’m going. Sorry to wake you, Mrs – Renee – sorry to –


Anna    I’ll walk you out.


Oliver    Sure, that’d be great, yeah.




Anna exits with Oliver, leaving Renee alone in the living room.


Renee tightens her dressing gown and smiles a bit.


After a few moments, Anna re-enters.





Anna    I wasn’t drinking.


Renee    I know.


Anna    Sometimes I pour myself a glass so they don’t ask questions, but I don’t ever –


Renee    It’s OK. I believe you.




Pause.





So.


You’re having sex now.


Anna    Oh God – 


Renee    I know, I know. I did suspect it was happening, I mean, it was one of those things I assumed had happened, but I wasn’t sure where, or when, or with whom, and that’s kind of how I hoped things would stay: you know, somewhat vague on the details –


Anna    I’m actually really happy to keep it that way?


Renee    Wonderful. So am I.




She grins at Anna. Anna struggles not to.





How was the party anyway?


Anna    It was fine.


Renee    What about Isabel? How’s she finding Edinburgh?


Anna    I don’t know.


Renee    You didn’t ask her?


Anna    I didn’t really talk to her.


Renee    She’s been away for three months –


Anna    And it’s not like anything exciting has happened –


Renee    She moved cities, started university –


Anna    I meant to me.




Beat.





Renee    Anna –


Anna    No – Mum –


Renee    – this is what happens after school –


Anna    (settling in) Ohhkay.


Renee    You make different choices. Some of us go to university, some us don’t, and if you don’t, it’s nothing to be embarrassed about –


Anna    I’m not embarrassed. 


Renee    OK.


Anna    I’m not embarrassed, Mum.


Renee    I’m really glad to hear that.


Anna    I’m actually thinking about applying this year, so …




Beat.





Renee    Applying where? Edinburgh?


Anna    No. (Pause; carefully.) Leeds, maybe. Or Hull. I’ve also been thinking about Swansea?


Renee    Swansea??


Anna    Yeah.


Renee    We don’t know anyone in Swansea.


Anna    Which is kind of what’s so great about it.


Renee    Have you been thinking about this for a while, or –


Anna    A couple of months.


Renee    How long would the drive take?


Anna    I’m not really sure –


Renee    The train is at least four hours –


Anna    I guess …


Renee    Which is kind of a long way, don’t you think?


Anna    I mean, no, not really: Erin is at Nottingham – April is at Plymouth – that’s even further away – and Hannah McCulloch is going to Italy next year on an exchange programme, and if she can go halfway across Europe –


Renee    But what does Hannah McCulloch have to do with you? 


Anna    I’m just saying: if Hannah McCulloch can go all the way to Italy –


Renee    Yes, but Hannah McCulloch – as far as I’m aware – has never been diagnosed –


Anna    Mum.




Silence. Anna is visibly wounded.





Renee    I’m sorry, love, but … be reasonable, OK? I have to remind you to take your medication as it is, you barely keep to your sleep schedule – what is it now? (Checks her watch.) Almost 2.30 in the morning – and you think you’re ready to move four hours away? By yourself?


—


Look: I’m not saying no –


Anna    No, no, I think that’s exactly what you’re saying –


Renee    Anna, if you’re going to get yourself all worked up –


Anna    I’m not worked up –


Renee    You certainly look like you’re heading there –


Anna    Mum, I’m – (She takes a breath, steadies herself.) I’m fine – (Raises her hands in surrender.) Look – I’m fine.




She lowers her arms. Silence.





You know it is kind of disturbing that you don’t want me to do anything with my life –


Renee    Do you really think that’s what I want, Anna?


—


If you went to university, love … I would be thrilled. I just think we can find you something a little closer to home.
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Anna    It’s good, isn’t it? I knew I liked to write, I didn’t know I was any good at it.


Vivienne    You were a very bright little girl.


Anna    Not bright.


Vivienne    No?


Anna    I was brilliant: the knife, the skin, how she does away with it – those are some pretty abstract connections.


Vivienne    They are.


Anna    Which is advanced for an eight-year-old.


Vivienne    (amused) You’ve decided that, have you?


Anna    I mean: I’m no expert on this stuff – I haven’t studied it like you have – but I’m guessing that’s advanced, right?


Vivienne    Well … most eight-year-olds do tend focus on the obvious: Bob is a man, Bob has a hat, the hat is brown, Bob likes his hat –


Anna    But when I was eight years old –


Vivienne    Anna …




Beat.





Anna    Sorry. Did you have anything else you wanted to say?


Vivienne    No, but when you ask a question, you need to listen to the answer.


Anna    Sorry. Understood. Can I …?


Vivienne    Go ahead.


Anna    (launching in) But when I was eight years old, I could fill a whole notebook with stories. And this isn’t the only one. I was going through Mum’s wardrobe looking for a pair of her shoes – 


Vivienne    Which are lovely by the way –


Anna    Thank you! I was looking for these and I found something much better. Hundreds of notebooks, loose sheets of paper – all categorised in shoeboxes by the age I was when I wrote them. Mum’s kept them all, and I was surprised at that, because Mum hates looking backwards – she’ll buy a whole new bottle of milk before she’ll let the old one reach its use-by date – but for some reason, she kept these – I’ve spent most of the night reading them – and they’re just – I mean, the ones around four are mostly illegible – but seven, eight, nine, ten are just …




Anna scans the page again.





(Reading.) ‘“Look up, look up, look up,” the little girl said, and she flew around her mother, and did somersaults in the air, and walked along the clothes-line, and made silly faces at the window, while the mother cried, and the skin turned to slush in her hands.’


I was eight! Eight!


Vivienne    Like I said, you were a very bright little girl.


Anna    (scrambling through the pages) Do you want me to read you another one?


Vivienne    We don’t really have time, I’m sorry –


Anna    (scrambling though the pages) Just one more –


Vivienne    No / Anna –


Anna    ‘Bang! Into the water they dived –’


Vivienne    (with emphasis) Anna, I need to talk you.




Beat.





Anna    Is something wrong?


Vivienne    Nothing’s wrong –


Anna    Because when people say ‘I need to talk to you’ – 


Vivienne    Anna, sit down –


Anna    Because I might fall over in shock?


Vivienne    Because we need to have a conversation.




She taps the chair across from her and Anna sits down.





Anna … (Pause. Carefully.) Someone with my training wouldn’t normally see a patient past the age of eighteen.


Anna    (processing this) OK … but I’ve, um … I’ve been eighteen for a while –


Vivienne    Yes, I know. And you have been stable for so long –


Anna    I have, yeah.


Vivienne    You’ve proven to me that you can deal with change and cope with stress –


Anna    No, no, I can – I can definitely do that –


Vivienne    – which is why I know you’ll manage the transition to a new psychiatrist –


Anna    A new –


Vivienne    An adult psychiatrist.




Beat.





Anna, I don’t want you to worry about this, OK? The timing can vary from patient to patient. I can transition you to Adult Services now if you like, but we can also work towards this over the next six to eight months, whichever you prefer.


Anna    Sorry, I thought you … (Beat.) I thought you were going to tell me I didn’t need the pills any more.


—


I’ve been on them for seven years; surely it’s worked by now. 


Vivienne    You have an illness, Anna.


Anna    But I’m older now. I’m stronger. How do you know I haven’t sorted out some natural equilibrium all on my own? Maybe we should try it, just for a bit –


Vivienne    I don’t think so –


Anna    We’ll do it for science! Test a hypothesis!


Vivienne    Anna –


Anna    You can’t stop me, you know. If I wanted to, I could just stop taking them.




Beat.





Vivienne    Listen to me, and listen very carefully. That medication has been in your body for seven years. And your body has adapted to that, learnt to process it, and most importantly, has learnt to expect it. If you stop taking them, Anna, you won’t just regress, you’ll plummet.


Anna    So when I’m thirty, when I’m forty, when I’m celebrating my first and only centenary, I’ll still be popping pills?


Vivienne    Not necessarily – if you’ve been stable for a long period of time –


Anna    And I have – you said so yourself –


Vivienne    – then the medication can be tapered off, but this is not the right moment, Anna. You’re about to move to a new doctor –


Anna    I don’t want a new doctor!




Pause.





Vivienne    I’m supposed to recommend someone else.


Anna    Says who? 


Vivienne    It’s just how the system works.


Anna    Because I hit eighteen and – what? – I become this completely different person?


Vivienne    No, but –


Anna    So can’t you make an exception?


Vivienne    On the basis of what?


Anna    I don’t know: that leaving my doctor of seven years would be a bit fucking shit –


Vivienne    Yes! Yes, it is a bit fucking shit. And completely arbitrary – more to do with funding than anything you – the patient – may or may not actually need, but – (Beat.) I’m sorry, Anna. I can’t justify it any longer.




Pause.





I’m not going to send you to just anyone. I will find someone – someone I trust – and I will make sure you are taken care of, OK?


Anna?


Anna    OK.




Silence.





Vivienne    You look tired.


Anna    I’m not.


Vivienne    Have you been sleeping well?


Anna    Yes.


Vivienne    Are you sure?


Anna    Right through the night, I promise.


Vivienne    And the nightmares?




Beat. 





Anna?


Anna    Just little things now.


Vivienne    Like what?


Anna    My hand is burning and I can’t take it off the stove. I add milk to my tea but it clumps together and floats in my cup. I’m driving and I see Dad walking down the side of the road, but I don’t have time to stop so I –


Vivienne    You’ve had that one before.


Anna    But it’s not as bad now. There’s no gore, no bits. He doesn’t break: he scatters.


Vivienne    Scatters?


Anna    Little particles. Everywhere. He’s not blood or bone. He’s dust. I don’t get out of the car because I’m scared I’ll breathe him in.




Silence.





Vivienne    Let’s take you up again –


Anna    No!


Vivienne    Just 25 mills.


Anna    Anything over 6 makes my hands shake.


Vivienne    That was the Risperidone. You haven’t had any side-effects on the Quetiapine.


Anna    If I go up another 25 milligrams, I bet I’ll discover one.


Vivienne    Let me add it to your prescription at least.


Anna    I won’t take it.


Vivienne    Whether you do or not is entirely up to you. But if your nightmares get worse, I won’t have you waiting another six weeks before you can do something about it. 




She writes the prescription while Anna collects her things.





By the way … your mum phoned.




Anna stops.





Swansea?


Anna    It doesn’t have to be Swansea …


Vivienne    She’s worried you’re not ready.


Anna    Yeah? And what did you say to that?


Vivienne    I said: as your daughter is eighteen years old now, it’s no longer appropriate for me to discuss this with anyone but Anna.


Anna    (beat) You didn’t …


Vivienne    I did.


Anna    And?


Vivienne    And?


Anna    What do you think?


Vivienne    Well … If it’s university you’re interested in – not Swansea itself – I suppose I’m not entirely sure what the problem is. I can’t think of a single writer, living or dead, who felt they had to move two hundred miles away just to pick up a pen …


Anna    You think I can be a writer, Vivi?


Vivienne    (handing over the prescription) At the risk of fuelling that already high opinion of yourself … you really were an exceptional little girl.  
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Anna    (reading) ‘Bang! Into the water they dived – and the parents cheered from the side of the pool – even though they knew that their children would sink and drown and would never beat Arabelle – because although Arabelle suffered from a rare and incurable disease that prevented her from walking – in the water, she was supersonic. She could swim two laps of the pool without ever needing to take a breath – a skill she practised every night in the bathtub – one minute, two minutes, three minutes, four – and as she lay underneath the surface trying for a record five – she began to imagine she was something else entirely – a blue-ringed octopus, maybe, or a giant squid, or a hammerhead shark, or an electric eel – but if she absolutely had to choose, she would become a deep-sea-humpback-anglerfish with the crooked teeth and the droopy light on the top of its head, because she quite liked the cold, and she didn’t mind the dark, and if you had a lamp on the top of your head then you’d always have a light to read by, and this was definitely something she’d need to consider if she ever decided to –’  
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Renee    Afternoon.


—


Productive day, I hope?


—


The writing, is it going well?


Anna    Yes.


Renee    Are you nearly finished?


Anna    I only started a week ago.


Renee    So how much longer?


Anna    As long as it takes.


Renee    And how long do these things usually take?


Anna    It took Jack Kerouac three weeks to write On the Road. 


Renee    OK …


Anna    It took Jane Austen sixteen years to write Pride and Prejudice.


Renee    And who are you: Jack or Jane?


Anna    I don’t know yet.


Renee    Well, when you find out …


Anna    What do you care?


Renee    Just wondering when I’ll get my kitchen back.


Anna    I can’t write in my room. It’s too messy in there.




Renee eyeballs the mess on the floor. She moves to sit.





Anna    No no no –


Renee    What?


Anna    Don’t sit!


Renee    I need to talk to you.


Anna    I’ll lose my train of thought.


Renee    So finish it, and then we’ll talk.




Beat.





Anna    Well, it’s gone now, hasn’t it?!


Renee    Can’t have been that important then.




She makes herself comfortable.





I bumped into Kate at school. Strange to see her there.


Anna    I’m sure she picks up her kids at least once a week.


Renee    I mean I didn’t expect to see her. I didn’t organise to see her. It just happened.


— 


She asked after you.


—


I told her you were well.


—


She said that you could have your job back if you wanted it.


Anna    Just came out and said that, did she?


Renee    Yes.


Anna    Walked across the playground and said: ‘Hey there! Tell Anna she can have her job back.’


Renee    More or less.


Anna    Well, if you just happen to bump into her again, you can tell her I don’t want it.


Renee    Not even part-time?


Anna    No.


Renee    But what about money?


Anna    What about it?


Renee    How are you going to support yourself?


Anna    Well … you did offer to pay for me to stay in halls if I picked a university that was close by …


Renee    Ah! So by that logic I can pay for you to stay in my living room.




Anna ignores her, carries on working.





Anna, I’d, uh … I’d be interested to know what Vivienne thinks about all this –


Anna    She thinks it’s great.


Renee    (unconvinced) Really?


Anna    She thinks I’m an exceptional writer, actually. 


Renee    Maybe I should call her –


Anna    She won’t talk to you.


—


It’s not personal.


Renee    I know.


Anna    It’s just the way things are now.




Silence.





Renee    I found Oliver in the hallway last night.


—


Is he over much?


Anna    Most nights.


Renee    Going well?


Anna    I guess so.


Renee    He knows he can come over before midnight, right?


Anna    He’s probably scared he’ll see you.


Renee    (beat) Right. Yes. I imagine he is.


—


I’m sorry, Anna.


Anna    For what?
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