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Lemons Lemons Lemons Lemons Lemons was produced by Walrus and first performed at the Warwick Arts Centre in January 2015. The cast was as follows:
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	Euan Kitson
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	Director


	Ed Franklin








The production subsequently transferred to the National Student Drama Festival in March 2015, where it won three awards, including judges’ commendations for writing and direction. The production visited Latitude Festival in July before a sell-out run at Zoo Southside at the Edinburgh Festival Fringe, and transferred to Camden People’s Theatre on 24 November 2015.




Foreword


It is October 2015. I am sat opposite Sam Steiner in his kitchen in Manchester, attempting (for the fourth, fifth time) to write this; mercifully, it feels like this time I might actually get somewhere. We have spent the last two days taking Lemons to schools in Leeds and Newcastle, and if you’re ever wondering how to begin writing about a thing you’ve spent a year making, I can highly recommend putting it in front of a tumult of Year 9–13s and then letting them grill you for an hour.


Talking with students as they weighed up their thoughts on the daily word limit at the heart of the play – its effect on the characters’ relationship, its political implications, its function as metaphor – it was impossible not to be reminded of the giddy sense of possibility with which Sam and I first talked about the idea in the summer of 2014. What it’s easy to forget in hindsight is that many of those early conversations were characterised as much by healthy disagreement as by mutual excitement: one of us convinced this would be a play about a couple and how they communicate, the other set on a piece about censorship and oppression.


It is satisfying, then, to speak with audiences who have found those dual impulses intact; who have accepted the work on its twin terms as both political parable and love story. A year on from the genesis of the project, we’ve found ourselves with a play which unabashedly thrives on its contrasts. First dates rub against fierce polemics, and wittily observed pillow talk jostles for space with heated debate; the writing negotiating tonal shifts in such a way as to persistently ask audiences to engage both their hearts and heads.


So much of this spirit of contrast is contained in the manner in which the play was made: Sam’s compelling, singular voice responding to a profoundly generous process of collaboration. Beth and Euan have been on board from the very beginning, and Bernadette and Oliver have them – and their brave, bright, tireless commitment to exploring these characters – at the core of their DNA.


In one sense, it is odd to think of Lemons being set down in print as a published volume, in that it has always felt less like a fixed entity than a living, breathing reflection of the work we do as a company. But more than that, it is ineffably exciting: for Sam, whose writing deserves to be read often and widely, and for Walrus, for whom this book serves as a testament to the warm and winding road which we have travelled so far.


Ed Franklin, Director
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To our Edinburgh team and everyone along the way: Josie Davies, Oscar Owen, Antonia Salib, Hattie Collins, Shakira, George Attwell Gerhards, Ellice Stevens, Sarah Georgeson, Alexandra Spencer-Jones, everyone at NSDF, Matt Burman, and Laura Elliot.


To Rebecca Jane Webster, Harry Mallon, Rebecca Myers, Anna Canlan-Shaw, Jiggy Steiner and Josh Steiner for their love, support and inspiration.


To Beth Holmes and Euan Kitson, whose play this really is.


To Ed Franklin, who gave me the idea. And most other things.


S.S.




For my mum and dad




Characters


BERNADETTE


OLIVER




Note on Text


A forward slash (/) indicates interrupted speech.




They speak slowly and quietly.


OLIVER. Thirty-four.


BERNADETTE. Twenty-one.


Pause.


Day?


OLIVER. Yeah. Yours?


BERNADETTE. Yeah. Tuesday happened again.


OLIVER. Sorry.


BERNADETTE. Well, sorf.


OLIVER. Fuck it.


Pause.


Talk?


BERNADETTE. Eleven. You talk.


OLIVER. About?


BERNADETTE shrugs.


Bernadette.


BERNADETTE. I know.


OLIVER. I can’t know you in one hundred and forty.


Pause.


BERNADETTE. Try.


*


OLIVER. We need to stop meeting here. It’s all a bit morbid.


BERNADETTE. Well, it’s the only place that I know that you know.


OLIVER. You’ve never asked where else I know.


BERNADETTE. Well maybe I just like revisiting the graves of dead cats. Maybe I’m just that kind of girl.


OLIVER. Maybe we should talk about other places that we could meet.


Pause.


I told my friend Eliot / about you


BERNADETTE. Eliot’s the one that played trumpet on / your latest


OLIVER. Yeah / and


BERNADETTE. The one that’s really pro-word limit.


OLIVER. Yeah. Fascist fuck. Anyway I told him that I’d met a… person… and that she was you, you know, that her name was Bernadette and that she had… like I described you to him, your features and everything… that you’re a lawyer / and stuff.


BERNADETTE. Training.


OLIVER. And then he asked me where we met.


BERNADETTE. You didn’t tell / him that


OLIVER. That we’d met at a funeral for a cat named Dennis? No.


BERNADETTE. Or that we…


OLIVER. Continued to meet at the pet cemetery for… No.


BERNADETTE. So you haven’t actually told him…


OLIVER. No. I told him we met in a Greggs.


Pause.


I think we should talk about other places that we could meet. Like abattoirs or sausage factories.


BERNADETTE. Yeah. We should. We should. It’s just…


OLIVER. Yep.


BERNADETTE. That I don’t know you outside the pet cemetery, Oliver. I don’t know you when you’re around other people really.


OLIVER. Only the carcasses of dead animals.


BERNADETTE. Yeah.


OLIVER. Right.


BERNADETTE. And what if you’re like a different guy when you’re not around the…
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