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To my parents




Rabbit was first performed at the Old Red Lion Theatre, London, on 16 May 2006. The production transferred to the Trafalgar Studios, West End, on 5 September 2006. The cast was as follows:
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	Ruth Everett






	TOM
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Rabbit received its American premiere as part of the Brits Off Broadway Festival at 59E59 Theaters, New York, on 5 June 2007, with the following cast changes:










	TOM

	Alan Westaway









Characters


BELLA, late twenties


FATHER, late fifties


EMILY, late twenties


TOM, late twenties/early thirties. Possibly black, or, if white, more London/street than the others.


RICHARD, early thirties. R.P.


SANDY, late twenties/early thirties. Amazonian. Accent could be either London or elsewhere, for instance, Australian.


The girls are all attractive, but should be different ‘types’ physically – hair colour, height, etc. Ditto the men.


The main setting is the restaurant and the table at which the friends sit. But the area lit should be small and intimate: and it is in the darkness around this focal point that the father’s scenes materialise.




ACT ONE


BELLA’S FATHER sitting on a sofa in a dressing gown.


BELLA standing. They are looking at a little wooden table.


BELLA. No.


Beat.


No.


FATHER. No?


BELLA. No.


FATHER. You can’t see it?


BELLA. I can’t see it.


FATHER. Look at it.


Beat.


Go over there. Go over there and look at it.


BELLA. Dad –


FATHER. Go over there and look at it. Take a proper look at it. Touch it.


BELLA goes over to the little table. She runs her hand over it.


BELLA. It’s a table. Wood. There’s nothing there.


FATHER. No, look at it.


BELLA. I am looking at it.


FATHER. Look at it properly.


Pause.


There’s a pattern on it. Just over the top there. A pattern all over it. These . . . dots.


Beat.


Over the top of it.


Beat.


See it now?


Lots of red and gold –


Red and gold –


Clicks fingers.


Red and gold –


BELLA (one hand on the table). Spots?


Shakes his head.


Circles?


Shakes his head.


FATHER. Red and gold. (Clicks fingers again.)


Red and gold. (He makes a diamond shape with his hands.)


BELLA (comes slowly back to sit down). Diamonds.


FATHER. Red and gold diamonds all over it. Beautiful.


BELLA. You just need to practise. The words come back.


FATHER. But you can see it.


Beat.


BELLA. No.


FATHER. You said diamonds.


BELLA. I guessed.


Beat.


You can get the words back. The words come back. The words –


FATHER. Stop talking to me about the words. I don’t want to talk about the fucking words. It –


BELLA. Oh for Christ’s sake, Dad. The words. The pattern. It’s the same thing.


FATHER. No.


BELLA. Dad, it is. Don’t let’s argue about this. Jesus. Ask anyone. The nurse –


FATHER. The nurse is wrong.


BELLA. That’s why your words –


FATHER. The words, the words, the words. I know. You said. You said. She said.


He makes a sweeping gesture with his hand.


The words – (Again.)


The words are a – (Again.)


The words are a –


Finally.


‘ . . . passing thing.’


Beat.


BELLA. They can be recovered.


FATHER. They can’t be recovered.


Silence.


BELLA. Dad –


FATHER. Listen.


Just listen a moment.


Pause.


Can you hear that? Pause.


Can you hear that? You must be able to hear that.


They are both quiet. The buzzing of a fly.


BELLA. A fly.


FATHER. Well, thank Christ we agree about something.


Beat. They listen. It stops.


Listen. Let me tell you something. I’m going to be fine.


Silence. They look at each other. The fly starts to buzz again.


Blackout. The buzzing of the fly turns into the buzzing of –


A restaurant. Two girls sit in the bar area, at a low table. EMILY and BELLA. EMILY is looking over BELLA’s shoulder. BELLA waits in a state of tension.


A pause.


EMILY (decisively). No.


BELLA. Keep your voice down!


EMILY (a whisper). Alright!


Beat. A hoarse stage whisper.


I said, ‘No.’


BELLA (hoarse whisper). He hasn’t seen me?


EMILY. He hasn’t seen you.


They wait. A tense pause.


It’s fine. He’s not even looking over here. He’s going over to the bar. He’s right over there.


BELLA. You sure he didn’t see me?


EMILY. He’s at the bar.


BELLA. Did he see me?


EMILY. He’s getting two drinks.


BELLA. OK.


EMILY. It’s OK. He didn’t see you.


BELLA. OK.


They both relax.


EMILY. So who is he?


BELLA. He’s ‘Tom’.


EMILY. Yeah ‘Tom’, you said, but which ‘Tom’?


BELLA. You know which Tom. You know. I mean, how many Toms are there! Don’t make me feel like a slut!


EMILY. But you are a slut.


BELLA. There’s only one Tom. I treated him like shit. That Tom.


EMILY. Oh. (Looks.)


BELLA. Yeah.


Beat.


EMILY. He’s coming back.


BELLA. Shit.


EMILY. He’s coming back this way.


BELLA. Shit. Can he see us?


EMILY follows TOM’s movements.


EMILY. Wait a sec. No. He’s going to a table . . . Two girls sitting at it . . .


He’s sitting down . . . He’s facing the girls . . . You’re OK. He hasn’t seen us.


Beat.


BELLA. He must have seen us! How can he go right up to the bar and back again and not see us?


EMILY. Because he wasn’t looking over here.


BELLA. What the fuck does he think he’s playing at? If he comes past here again I’m going to say something to him.


EMILY. I thought you didn’t want to see him!


BELLA. Yes, but he’s ignoring me. He’s ignoring me.


Fuck that, I’m going to go over there now and get him.


EMILY. Get him?


BELLA. Yeah.


Small beat.


EMILY. You’re a bully when you’re drunk, d’you know that? BELLA. That’s what my mum always says.


EMILY. What do you mean, ‘ get him’?


BELLA. Get him and bring him over here. I want to show him to you. You can have a proper look at him.


EMILY. I don’t want a proper look at him.


BELLA. You’ll like him.


EMILY. I won’t like him.


BELLA. Back in a sec.


EMILY. Bella, don’t. (BELLA is going.) For Christ’s sake . . . (BELLA is gone. To herself.) Fantastic.


Beat. EMILY drinks. BELLA returns with


TOM, leading him by the hand.


TOM. Hi!


EMILY. Hi!


BELLA. This is Emily . . . Emily, this is Tom . . .


TOM. So, hi . . .


EMILY. Hi Tom . . . lovely to meet you . . .


BELLA. Sit down.


EMILY. Sorry, let me move my . . . TOM. Sorry, don’t let me . . . EMILY. It’s fine, it’s fine . . .


BELLA. So, yeah! God, it’s great to see you! I didn’t know you came here . . .


TOM. I haven’t seen you for . . . well, the last time was . . . How long have you been here, anyway?


BELLA. Why, do I look pissed? Did you know it’s my birthday today?


TOM. Really? Shit! So . . . you’re . . . you’re a Scorpio?


BELLA. Sagittarius.


TOM. Sagittarius, of course.


Beat.


What are you two drinking? Let me get another bottle.


BELLA. No, no, we’ve got plenty here.


TOM (holds bottle up to light). It’s nearly empty.


EMILY. So it is.


BELLA. Shit, that went fast.


Well, there are only two glasses of wine in a bottle, really.


EMILY. Let me get it, you two talk.


TOM. No, seriously, let me.


BELLA. Oh . . . Tom . . . are you sure?


TOM. I’ll be two minutes.


BELLA. That’s so sweet of you.


The second he has gone:


You know, he had one of those really thick cocks? I mean really thick. I’d never had one like it before.


EMILY (interested despite herself).


Thick rather than long?


BELLA. Yeah. Really thick – not particularly long. But not uniformly thick – you know – like a traffic cone.


EMILY. Thicker at the bottom than at the tip, you mean?


BELLA (gestures).


A Cornetto cock.


EMILY. I don’t like them.


BELLA. Yeah. It did look scary. I remember.


EMILY. How thick?


BELLA. God, like about –


She starts to show with thumb and forefinger.


No, hang on – more like –


TOM comes back. She turns to him, unflustered.


No, wait, kind of – the base was – hi, did you –


TOM. Bella, I’m going to get red instead, is that OK?


BELLA. Sure! Get whatever looks good.


TOM. OK.


BELLA barely waits for him to turn and go before carrying on.


BELLA. Yeah, like this, I’d say.


EMILY. And the length?


BELLA. Umm . . . Sort of . . ..


Measures.


Maybe? Or more like . . .


She is engrossed. TOM approaches with glasses.


TOM (puts the glasses down). Back in a sec.


BELLA. . . . Like that, I’d say.


He goes.


EMILY. Not so long then.


BELLA. No. But he had these gorgeous balls, I shaved them one time.


EMILY. Really? He let you?


BELLA. He found it a turn-on.


Beat.


Actually, come to think of it, we did have a good time together. In bed. He was nice . . . Nothing in common though.


EMILY. Weren’t you worried you might cut him? Shaving the balls?


BELLA. No. You know what I’m like, I’m very good with my hands, I’m good at all that stuff, threading needles, getting splinters out, fiddly stuff. Just don’t use too much shaving cream and it’s easy.


EMILY. And what was it like?


BELLA. Oh my God . . .


With one hand she fondles imaginary balls in the air, her eyes half-closed. TOM returns, sits down.


It made them feel so soft . . .


Hi, thanks. Great.


TOM (putting down bottle). Here we go . . .


EMILY (looks at him appraisingly). Thanks.


TOM (handing out glasses). Emily? Emily . . . Bella . . . and me.


Listen. I’m just going to – you get started on this without me. I’m just going to go over there and tell them – I’ll be back in a second.


BELLA (warmly). It’s great to see you, Tom.


He goes.


You know Lisa still hasn’t spoken to me. Ever since she found out about me and (Gestures.) him.


EMILY. She found out? How did she find out?


BELLA. She asked me. Straight out. Whether anything happened – between me and him.


EMILY. Shit.


BELLA. So I told her the truth.


Beat.


EMILY. Why?


BELLA. She was asking me straight out. I couldn’t lie, could I?


Beat.


EMILY. So what did you say?


BELLA. I told her. That we’d snogged each other.


EMILY. You’d snogged each other? You told her that you and Tom –
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