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Characters


GIRLS, up to nineteen of them, division of lines up to the company


GIRL IN FLAPPER DRESS


GIRL WITH AVIATOR HELMET AND GOGGLES


GIRL WITH FLOWERS IN HER HAIR


GIRL WITH SHOULDER PADS


SCARLETT


A Note on Stage Directions and Punctuation


Change is a change in time. It should be quite quick. It might be indicated by a change in light, or a sound, or in the actors changing position on stage or all of these or none of these.


An ellipsis (...) is a trailing off/loss of words/search for words. It is not a cut-off.


A dash (–) is a cut-off. Sometimes by one’s own thought being intercepted by another thought. These are not pauses or beats.


A lack of punctuation means the next line comes right in.


 


 


 


 


 


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









 


 


 


The GIRLS stand at the front of the stage facing the audience.



	GIRLS

	Slut






	

	Skank






	

	Sket






	

	Ho






	

	Prossie






	

	Whore






	

	Slag






	

	Tart






	

	Tramp






	

	Hussy






	

	Floozie






	

	Ho-bag






	

	Slapper






	

	You deserve everything coming to you






	

	Skanky Scarlett






	

	Slutty Scarlett






	

	Scarlett the Harlot






	

	Slut






	

	Slut






	

	Slut






	

	Slut






	

	Slut






	

	Slut






	

	Slut






	

	Slut.






	

	Beat.






	

	Music. ‘Run the World (Girls)’by Beyoncé. The GIRLS put on headphones. The GIRLS sing along and dance – a routine they’ve clearly practised before. The music suddenly stops. The GIRLS take off their headphones. Five years old.






	

	When Scarlett arrives her hair is in these two messy pigtail braids, and she has Ribena stained around her mouth.






	

	We are five years old. I am by the sandbox making a princess castle that more accurately resembles a large horse’s shit.






	

	I am by the water tub – I like the way the water feels when it runs through the little blonde hairs on my wrist.






	

	I’m on the carpet picking my nose still unsure why this lady who looks like Nanny McPhee is to replace my mother when another girl makes a beeline straight for me. She sits right next to me, our knees touching. And I know I am special. I have been chosen.






	

	My mother told me not to pick my nose in public.






	

	My mother told me not to bite my nails.






	

	My mother told me not to be so loud.






	

	What my mother told me means nothing on the first day of reception at St Helen’s School for Girls.






	

	Clearly my mother is an idiot. I have been duped. Because the girl picking her nose with the chewed-down pinky is now sitting next to the most popular girl in class. I will never listen to my mother again.






	

	St Helen’s is a special school. I know this because my mother told me so.






	

	St Helen’s is a special school because it only accepts twenty five-year-olds each year, selected for our gifted academic ability and creative potential to think outside the box, demonstrated through a test with questions like ‘Sophie has a car with only one working door. She has five friends who each take forty-five seconds to enter through the door and get in their seat. How many of them will be seated ninety seconds after Sophie unlocks the door?’






	

	All of them. The car is a convertible.






	

	St Helen’s is special because me and these twenty girls






	

	These twenty girls and I will progress through the next seven years of primary together, always the same classmates, the same twenty girls, forging long-lasting friendships, and bonds of camaraderie and sisterhood. My mother would call this special. I would call this hell.






	

	Twenty girls from different parts of the city, different backgrounds, who might not otherwise have ever crossed paths.






	

	If only.






	

	But here at St Helen’s, in this grey classroom we will become a family. A Benetton ad. In prison.






	

	I live on a farm. We have chickens. And every time we get some new hens, it starts again – it lasts no more than five minutes, but they battle it out, to determine the pecking order. They jump on each other’s backs, push the other with their chests, rip feathers out of each other with their beaks. They go until it’s clear who goes where in the hierarchy. My brother, he’s older, he’s seven, he cries whenever this happens, tries to pull them apart, the referee. But I am a five-year-old girl. I stand back and watch. I understand.






	

	At St Helen’s we are civilised little girls. We humans are much more clever than hens. We do not need to fight. We know it, the pecking order.






	

	Who’s at the top






	

	Who’s in the middle






	

	Who’s at the bottom






	

	Just as every girl at every other school in the city knows it






	

	Is sitting in their own classroom, eyeing up the others






	

	Smelling the others






	

	Positioning themselves in the order that will determine the rest of their lives.






	

	I am in the middle. A comfortable place to be. I’d recommend to any five-year-old that this is the wisest place to be.






	

	Definitely.






	

	Scarlett is at the bottom. Full stop.






	

	Beat.






	

	I join the others on the carpet for circle time. I don’t know if it’s for a game or maybe we just do it – instinctively just reach out to our neighbours, interlock fingers – but we’re all holding hands.






	

	An unspoken pact sealed.






	

	These girls are my friends. My mother told me these girls are my friends for life.






	

	And she’s got chocolate on her fingers from breakfast.






	

	And she’s got bits of Play-Doh under her fingernails.






	

	And her hands are wet from the water tub.






	

	But we let it pass. It’s the first day. And we’re happy to be here. Twenty special girls.






	

	Twenty little girls holding hands.






	 

	 






	
Change.
	
Present.





	

	We’re in history when it comes.






	

	Miss is droning on, highlighting keywords on the board, and every time she raises her arm to write you can like see her bingo wings through the opening of her sleeve. Like someone should really tell her it’s illegal for fifty-year-olds to wear short sleeves. Maybe I’ll like write her a note. Anonymously of course. But as a courtesy like.






	

	I am texting a boy. There are no boys in history.






	

	Secondary school is mixed, so we can see the male species in the corridors and stuff, make sure we don’t all turn out to be lesbians, but otherwise it’s still just the girls. But other girls too. Three schools feed into St Margaret’s. And so it’s nice, like really honestly nice to still have all my primary-school friends with me. The St Helen’s girls.






	

	The St Helen’s girls. Or the Satan Hell girls as some of the others call us. As a joke y’know.






	

	It’s nice to have girls that really know me, that remember in year three when I won the singing competition with my rendition of ‘Since U Been Gone’.






	

	It’s nice to have girls that remember our school trip in year five when the bus broke down and we had a slumber party on the bus.






	

	Girls who remember the swimming relay when I came first






	

	Girls who remember the music teacher’s meltdown






	

	Girls who remember the time I laughed so hard I peed a bit






	

	Girls who remember when my period went on the cafeteria bench and I refused to get up






	

	Girls who remember that my mum had an affair with the maths teacher






	

	Girls who remember that I was the only one in the year not invited to the end-of-year pool party






	

	Girls who remember when I was in the toilet and missed my entrance in the school play






	

	Girls who remember when I put my tampon in cord-end first and had to go to hospital






	

	Girls who remember when I asked Nurse Nancy if a clitoris was a kind of dinosaur






	

	Girls who never forget.






	

	Beat.






	

	Us girls are sitting in history not listening to Miss’s McMuffin-breath ramble on about voting or suffering jets or something when it comes.
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