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A new production of Low Level Panic was first performed at the Orange Tree Theatre, Richmond, on 16 February 2017. The cast was as follows:
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Low Level Panic was first performed at the Royal Court Theatre, London, in association with the Women’s Playhouse Trust on 11 February 1988. The cast was as follows:










	

JO




	

Caroline Quentin









	

MARY




	

Lorraine Brunning









	

CELIA




	

Alaine Hickmott









	

Director




	

Nancy Meckler









	

Designer




	

Lucy Weller









	

Lighting Designer




	

Stephen Watson









	

Sound Designer




	

Christopher Shutt












 


 


Character


JO, twenties


MARY, twenties


CELIA, possibly older but not much


TWO MEN, voices only, in Scene Two


 


 


 


 


 


 


Setting


The play is set in a bathroom and there are two scenes set outdoors in streets. There is no need to change the set for these scenes: lighting changes are enough. I do not want the set to be totally naturalistic. There needs to be a bath, an armchair, a door, a window that you can easily look out of and throw things out of, and a mirror. Nobody goes to the toilet in the play so there’s no need to have a toilet in the set. Added to which it is a household where the toilet is separate from the bathroom.










 


 


Scene One


JO and MARY are in the bathroom. JO is having a bath. MARY is washing her face with a flannel at the washhand-basin. There is a pornographic magazine on the bathroom chair. The scene takes place during the morning of a sunny summer’s day.


JO. Are you going to tell me?


MARY. What?


JO. What’s the matter?


MARY. Nothing.


JO. You’ve been crying.


MARY. I’m alright.


JO. Don’t bottle it up.


MARY. It’s nice out. (Opens the window.)


JO. Suit yourself.


MARY sits in the armchair and looks through the magazine. JO sings ‘Misty’.


‘Look at me


I’m as helpless as a kitten


Up a tree.


Da da di da da di da


Di dum dum di da


I get Misty


Di dum dum di dum.’


Read that bit again.


MARY. Which bit?


JO. The bit you were reading.


MARY. The woman coming all the time?


JO. Yup.


MARY. Why?


JO. Just read it.


MARY. ‘…Well, I fucked her for ages and ages and lost count of the number of orgasms she had. Okay, the rest of my body was falling apart while I was fucking her, but my cock was as powerful as ever… blah, blah, blah, blah… That woman seemed to be having an orgasm each time I pushed my cock into her and another orgasm each time I pulled it out.’ That bit?


JO. Yeah… Fancies himself doesn’t he?


MARY. Do you get off on it?


JO. It’s for men, Mary. You shouldn’t be looking at it at all.


MARY. It’s a free country.


JO. Why did you buy it?


MARY. I didn’t. I found it.


JO. Oh.


MARY. In the bin.


JO. What bin?


MARY. Our bin.


JO. Our bin?


MARY. Mnn.


JO. In our bin?


MARY. Yeah.


JO. Charming.


MARY. It was just sitting there.


JO. Trust you.


MARY. What?


JO. Nothing.


MARY. What?


JO. Well I didn’t find it did I?


MARY. No.


JO. What’s the matter?


MARY. I’m alright.


JO. You’ve been crying. You’re all blotchy.


MARY. I’ve been in the sun.


JO. Sure?


MARY. Yes. (Holds up a double spread of the magazine to show JO.) Look at this… Why do blokes get off on this stuff?


JO. Who cares?


MARY. I do.


JO. Why? What’s it to you? Bloody nerve.


MARY. What?


JO. I might put old sweetie papers or a bag of orange peel in someone else’s bin. I wouldn’t ditch garbage like that on someone else.


MARY. What kind of blokes get off on it?


JO. Fuck knows. Maybe they’re just fucked up. It’s not everyone.


MARY. How do you know?


JO. It’s blokes who can’t get it together with anyone. Relatively speaking they’re from another planet. I wish baths were big enough to float in.


MARY. I’ll bet it’s more than you think.


JO. That’s what I’d do if I was really rich: I’d get a huge bath.


MARY. I’ll bet you half the blokes in the world read this stuff.


JO. Sod the water bed: I’d go for a huge bath.


MARY. Are you listening?


JO. Yeah.


MARY. Well?


JO. What?


MARY. It’s not just the odd freak. It’s half the people you’ve ever met. Isn’t it?


JO. I don’t know. How should I know?


MARY. It is. I know it is.


JO. So what?


MARY. ‘Long, leggy Barbara reveals all and hopes all you guys out there like what you see.’


JO. Course they do.


MARY. She’s not that pretty.


JO. She’s thin though isn’t she?


MARY. Not really.


JO. She’s thinner than me.


MARY. How d’you know. You haven’t even looked.


JO. I don’t have to.


MARY. You’re not that fat.


JO. I’m not seventeen either.


(Sings.)


‘She was just seventeen


Well, you know what I mean


And the way she moved


Was way beyond compare.


I couldn’t dance with another


Ooooooooo


When I saw her standing there.’


MARY (looks out of the window). I wish there was a garden out here at the front of the house.


JO. Ummn.


MARY. Might be quieter.


JO. Than what?


MARY. The back.


JO. Doubt it.


MARY. Might be more peaceful


JO stretches both her legs vertically out of the bath and looks at them.


JO. What do you think?


MARY. What?


JO. My legs?


MARY. What about them?


JO. They look really good.


MARY. Why?


JO. Like this.


MARY. Do they?


JO. I think so.


MARY. They don’t look any different.


JO. Course they do. Don’t you look at pictures of yourself upside down?


MARY. No.


JO. I look amazing.


MARY. You’re obsessed.


JO. If I could grow six inches and be as fat as I am now I’d be really tall and thin. I could stretch out all the fat on my legs till they were long and slender and I’d go to swanky bars and smoke menthol cigarettes and I’d wrap my new legs round cocktail stools and I’d smooth myself all over with my delicate hands and I’d have my hair up so you could see my neck. I’d save all the pennies I see lying about on the streets in an old whisky bottle then I’d go out and buy silky underwear with lots of lace on it and suspenders and that’s what I’d wear. I wouldn’t wear anything else because that would spoil it. I’d wear that and a lot of make-up and I’d snake my way around bars and hotels in Mayfair and I’d be able to drink whatever I like. I’d have cocktails and white wine out of bottles with special dates on them in tall glasses that were all dewy with cold and I’d smile a lot. I wouldn’t laugh. I wouldn’t guffaw. I’d just smile and show my teeth and I’d really be somebody then.


MARY. They wouldn’t let you in. You’d have to have a coat.


JO. Some sort of wrap.


MARY. You’d need a coat. A proper coat. Done up.


JO. I’d have a fur. As soon as I got inside I’d take it off.


MARY. In the lounge?


JO. They don’t have lounges. Where’ve you been?


MARY. They do.


JO. They’d see me approach. Just my feet in ‘fuck me’ stilettos and the door would open like magic and uniformed men would be bowing. They wouldn’t look at me: their eyes would be averted. I’d be able to get through doors without even turning the handles.
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