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Note on Text


The script uses incomplete, broken, interrupted, discontinuous and non-consecutive dialogue, e.g. ‘Ah. She’s… treatment ends next week, so.’


Dialogue in brackets doesn’t need to be said, but can be. A blank line of dialogue means attention switches to the attributed character, although nothing is said.


A forward slash (/) means the next line of dialogue begins, and there is a brief overlap.


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




Prologue


EMMA, the present.


EMMA. I look at my reflection in the vanity mirror. How is it that two eyes, a nose and a mouth can be positioned in such varying ways that it makes one person beautiful, and another person not? What if my eyes had been a fraction closer together? Or if my nose had been flatter? My lips thinner, or my mouth too wide? Would my life have been different?


I close my eyes, and imagine a slash of a hook across my skin, scraping away this thing they call beauty, making me new. I blink, but it’s only me.


(Turns to the audience.) I don’t have anything to say, but you want to hear from me anyway. Everyone wants me to tell my story. I don’t have a story.


When you can’t remember something – and I can’t remember, I have said so many times I can’t remember – it is as if it never happened at all.


As she moves to sit down for Scene One.


‘It’s not your fault,’ the therapist tells me. She is wrong. Hasn’t she heard what everyone else has to say? ‘No, it’s not my fault,’ I repeat after her. But I am lying. It was my fault. My fault, my fault, my fault, my fault.


EMMA wraps herself in a dressing gown, and sits in her room to study. Morning light.




ACT ONE


LAST YEAR


Scene One


One year previous.


MAM is standing in EMMA’s bedroom. She has a dress on, which is perhaps unzipped at the top.


MAM. Verdict?


EMMA. On what?


MAM. This dress.


EMMA. First thing in the morning?


MAM. I have to return it today if I’m not keeping it.


What do you think?


Beat.


EMMA. I’m busy.


MAM. You know I value your opinion.


EMMA. You walked straight in.


MAM. I knocked and waited for a response.


You didn’t respond.


EMMA (looks up quickly and looks back down). It’s grand.


MAM. Grand?


EMMA. It’s nice.


MAM. I’d like to look more than nice for our anniversary.


EMMA. What do you want me to say? It’s stunning.


MAM. Alright. I thought you liked it in the shop.


EMMA. It’s a bit short.


MAM. Is it?


EMMA. A bit, yeah.


MAM. I didn’t think so.


EMMA. Why did you ask me if it you don’t care what I actually think?


MAM. No, I just didn’t think it was that short.


I’ll see what Dad says.


EMMA. Right.


Beat.


MAM. Why so serious, love?


You know what they say


If the wind changes.


EMMA. I’m trying to understand Irish grammar.


I don’t know how to do that without contorting my face.


MAM. Don’t want to look old before your time.


EMMA. Blame our national language.


Beat.


We have a test today.


MAM. Does O’Leary know you’re my daughter?


EMMA. He’s not going to give me an A because he once fancied you.


MAM. We’ll see.


EMMA goes back to her work. Maybe picks up her phone and puts it back down with some frustration.


I’ve barely seen you the last few weeks.


EMMA. You see me every day.


MAM. You know what I mean.


EMMA. I don’t.


MAM. Okay, maybe I’ll return it.


EMMA. No, keep it.


With frustration looks at phone.


My phone keeps glitching.


It dies now even when it’s charged.


MAM (they’ve had this conversation before). Emma.


EMMA. Even Zoe Murphy has the new iPhone.


MAM. That’s great for Zoe Murphy.


EMMA. And they’re still bankrupt.


MAM. I don’t compare our family to other families.


EMMA. Yes you do. You do that constantly.


MAM. I told you if Dad’s upgrade comes through –


EMMA. I don’t want Dad’s old Samsung.


MAM. Then you’ll have to wait until you’re earning your own money.


EMMA. Fine. Then please let me study.


MAM. I will let you study.


EMMA. Okay.


I thought you were going down to ask Dad.


MAM. You’ll stress yourself out, Emma. There’s more to life than…


EMMA. School?


MAM. Is there something the matter with you lately?


EMMA (to audience). She will go downstairs and tell Dad, tell him I’ve been disrespectful and rude. He’ll sigh and tell me that he is disappointed in me. He won’t listen to me, no matter what I tell him, no matter how hard I explain. There are no sides, he’ll say. Please treat your mother with more respect. That’s not true. There are many sides and it is never mine.


MAM. Emma?


EMMA. No. Sorry.


MAM. Have you had a fallout with someone?


Pause. EMMA shakes her head.


EMMA. People don’t fall out with me.


An ndeir tú? Deirim/Ní deirim.


An ndúirt tú? Dúirt/Ní dúirt.


MAM. When you’re finished that, come downstairs to join Dad and me for breakfast; he likes to see you before he leaves.


EMMA. An ndéarfaidh tú? Déarfaidh/Ní déarfaidh.


MAM. Smile, love.


You look beautiful this morning, Emma.


MAM leaves.


A moment.


EMMA then puts on her school uniform and gets ready to go to school. The world starts to appear.


ZOE. ‘They say if you put a frog in water and you slowly raise the temperature, gradually, over time, the frog doesn’t register the changes, and it dies. You put it in water and you suddenly raise the temperature, it bolts and it might survive.


Change, of any kind, is very stressful. Change can be incremental or it can be sudden. Sudden change is a shock to the system, and we have to adapt. Incremental change happens all around us, and sometimes we don’t even notice it. That’s what’s happening with the earth’s temperature now. The planet is heating up, and most of us aren’t registering it. The changes, if they come as scientists predict they will, will be disastrous if we don’t stop to look around us, see what’s happening and make plans to make the world safer and better for everyone.


But we don’t like to face this idea, because it will mean changing our behaviour, so we bury our heads in the sand. It’s better there. At least we think so now. What will our grandkids say about those of us who do nothing? Will they think we are selfish for prioritising our comfort now, over the truth?’


CONOR appears as if he’s waiting outside his house for a lift and waves at EMMA.


CONOR. Emmie!


She doesn’t turn until he does it again.


Hey, Emma O’Donovan!


EMMA turns and waves and continues to the next scene.


EMMA. That’s my name, don’t wear it out.


(To audience.) Conor Callaghan, neighbour, family friend, the man I should marry and grow old with. But I don’t want to get married. My mother thinks I’ll grow out of that ‘notion’, too.


ZOE. ‘If we don’t acknowledge what is happening around us and take action, then we, like the oblivious frog, are going to get massively burned.’


Scene Two


I


The bell goes.


ALI. Would you rather!


MAGGIE. Great presentation, Zo.


EMMA. Yeah, good use of hyperbole.


ALI. Hyper-bowl.


EMMA and MAGGIE laugh, ALI is pleased.


ZOE. It’s science. They were facts.


ALI. Okay, would you rather be pretty or be smart?


EMMA. Pretty.


ALI. Yeah pretty. Life is easier.


ZOE (to EMMA). Ignorance is bliss?


I’d rather be smart, make heaps of money, and buy a new face if I had to.


MAGGIE. Also looks fade. I’d rather be able to have a conversation when I’m older, and enjoy a book.


EMMA. Snore. Thinking too much is bad for you. Gives you wrinkles. I’d rather be totally gorgeous and totally dumb.


MAGGIE. No you wouldn’t really.


EMMA. I would. Like a trophy wife. That’s my aspiration in life. Like your mom, Ali.


ALI. Hey!


EMMA (to audience). I got seventy-eight per cent in a physics test last week. Mr O’Flynn, the teacher, winked and murmured Well Done. I left it on my desk so everyone could see it. Then in first place, he announced, congratulations, Zoe. Ninety-three per cent scrawled across the front in red marker. Her expression didn’t change. It was as if the number drifted off the page, came towards me and seared itself into my eyes. I wanted to rip it into a thousand pieces.


(To the girls.) That’s a boring dilemma anyhow.


What about a permanent penis on your back, or vagina on your forehead?


MAGGIE. Oh my god, girl.


ALI. Definitely dick on back. Sure it’d just be the same as getting the 108 Bus into Cork city.


They all laugh.


The action fades/slows as MAGGIE speaks.


MAGGIE (to audience). I believe that friendship is a relationship like any other and I believe in loyalty, which Emma has, and that you get out what you put in, which I do, but…


The bell goes for class.


We see some of the boys on stage, messing around, throwing a pack of crisps or a sandwich.


II


The bell goes for lunch, they eat.


ALI. Your sandwich looks so good.


MAGGIE. It’s just ham.


Beat. ALI stares.


Do you want a bite?


ALI. I’m doing intermittent fasting.


Beat.


I might faint.


EMMA. How long have you been fasting?


ALI. An hour.


EMMA laughs and is about to say something.


ZOE. Okay, fat for ever, or lose a finger?


ALI. Which hand?


ZOE. Why does that matter?


ALI. If you were right-handed…


ZOE. Yeah, you could be trained to be left-handed.


MAGGIE. They used to do that the other way around.
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