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            Premiere Production

         

         Never Let Me Go was commissioned by and first performed at the Rose Theatre, Kingston upon Thames, on 20 September 2024, with the following cast, in alphabetical order:

         
             

         

         Hannah / Chrissie / Jessica  Amelie Abbott

         Miss Emily  Susan Aderin

         Ruth Matilda  Bailes

         Kathy  Nell Barlow

         Phillip / Lenny / Terry  Maximus Evans

         Tommy  Angus Imrie

         Laura Princess  Khumalo

         Miss Lucy / Madame  Emilie Patry

         Rodney / Alfie Tristan  Waterson

         Vocals of Judy Bridgewater  Marisha Wallace

         
             

         

         Additional roles played by members of the company

         
             

         

         Director  Christopher Haydon

         Set & Costume Designer  Tom Piper

         Movement Director  Ayse Tashkiran

         Lighting Designer  Joshua Carr

         Composer  Eamonn O’Dwyer

         Sound Designer  Carolyn Downing

         Casting Director  Sam Jones cdg

         Fight Director  Haruka Kuroda

         Voice & Dialect Coach  Claudette Williams

         Assistant Director  Emma Denson (Drama League Rose Directing Fellow)

         
             

         

         for the rose theatre

         Chief Executive  Robert O’Dowd

         Artistic Director  Christopher Haydon

         Executive Producer  David Sloan

         
             

         

         Never Let Me Go is a Rose Original Production with Bristol Old Vic, Malvern Theatres, and Royal & Derngate, Northampton.vi
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            Characters

         

         
            Kathy

thirty-one, RP accent; nurturing, introverted, observant

            Phillip

twenty-three, regional accent; caustic, sensitive, dry

            Miss Emily

Head Guardian, sixties, forthright, determined

            Tommy

Hailsham student

            Ruth

Hailsham student

            Hannah

Hailsham student

            Laura

Hailsham student

            Alfie

Hailsham student

            Miss Lucy

thirties; forthright, honest, fair

            Madame

            Chrissie

seventeen; regional accent, assured, considered, aware

            Rodney

seventeen; regional accent, loyal, honest, insecure

            Lenny

seventeen; regional accent; confident, genial, perceptive viii

            Jessica

donor

            Terry

twenties, carer

         

          

         Also

         Judy Bridgewater (voice-over), Nurses, Man, Woman,

Administrator, Husband and Wife (voice-overs),

Possible (female, thirties), Doctor, Porters 
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               Act One

            

         

         Darkness.

         Within it a song. It’s from the mid-1950s. Bossa nova beat. As it plays, light dimly illuminates a woman. Her back to us. Swaying in time to the music.

         The song’s lyrics emerge through the female singer’s voice. Her singing is haunting. Sensual. Something akin to ‘You’re My Thrill’ by Dolores Gray. But this isn’t Dolores Gray.

         This is Judy Bridgewater.

         
            Judy Bridgewater    (Voice-over; singing.)

            
               Oh baby, baby.

            

            The woman swaying to the music slowly turns. She is holding a pillow. Cradling it like a baby in her arms. Eyes closed. She sings along with Judy:

            Judy Bridgewater and Woman    (Singing.)

            
               Oh baby, baby.

Oh baby, baby.

Never let me –

            

            Phillip I thought this was my room.

         

         
            
               Scene One: The Room

            

         

         The woman, Kathy, is next to a bed plumping a pillow in a room which is clinical. Clean. Impersonal.

         
            Kathy It is.

            At the door stands Phillip. He’s wearing an overcoat. A duffel bag over his shoulder.4

            
               (Re: the pillow.) Sorry I was just checking they’d.

               They can be a bit lax here so I.

            

            A projection: ‘Part One: England, 1998’.

            
               It’s Phillip isn’t it?

               I’m Kathy. Kathy H.

               Your carer.

            

            Phillip looks at the bed.

            Phillip Can I –

            Kathy Yes. Yes of course.

            They switch places. Phillip sets his bag on the bed. He begins unpacking his things. Some pyjamas. Underwear. A toothbrush. He puts them in a small cupboard.

            
               Was the journey long?

            

            Phillip Couple of hours.

            Kathy Oh not too bad then.

            
               Well you don’t have any appointments today so you can just relax. Settle in.

               I can give you a tour of the centre if you like?

            

            Phillip continues unpacking.

            
               You’re lucky. It’s nice here.

            

            Phillip Nice and lax?

            
               You said they can be a bit lax.

            

            Kathy Oh. Not with anything. Important.

            
               Is there anything you’d like me to bring on my visits?5

            

            
               Fruit juice?

               Biscuits?

               Novels –

            

            Phillip Novels?

            Kathy Yes. If there’s a particular author you like or.

            
               I pass a second-hand bookshop on the way so –

            

            Phillip How often will you be here?

            Kathy Couple of times a week.

            
               More around the time of your first.

            

            Phillip continues unpacking.

            
               You must have been a carer?

            

            Phillip Not for long.

            
               Told them I wanted to get on with it.

            

            Kathy Well that’s very.

            
               Good for you.

               I’ve been doing it eleven years now.

            

            Phillip Eleven?

            Kathy It’ll be twelve in January.

            Phillip Bloody hell. You must be the world’s best carer.

            Kathy Well I know someone who did it for fourteen and she was pretty useless so.

            
               I wouldn’t get your hopes up.

            

            Kathy smiles. Phillip doesn’t.

            Phillip Aren’t you bored shitless? With all the travelling and appointments and.

            
               People.6

            

            Kathy I like the travelling. And the people.

            Phillip But it’s such a waste of time.

            Kathy How do you mean?

            Phillip Well it’s not what we’re here for is it?

            
               It’s not what we’re supposed to be doing.

            

            Kathy I think it’s all part of it. Making someone’s experience.

            
               Better.

            

            Phillip Are you going to make my experience better?

            Kathy I hope so.

            Phillip looks at Kathy. 

            Kathy looks at Phillip.

            Phillip goes back to unpacking.

            Phillip Pick-and-mix.

            
               I like pick-and-mix.

            

            Kathy Alright. That’s easy enough.

            Kathy takes out a small notebook and makes a note.

            Phillip But not Refreshers. I hate them.

            
               They get stuck in my teeth.

            

            Kathy No Refreshers. Got it.

            Phillip organises his things in the cupboard.

            
               Right.

               Well.

               I should go and chat to them out there. Get your appointment schedule and –7

            

            Phillip Did you go to Hailsham?

            Kathy stops. At the word ‘Hailsham’, there’s a low, almost imperceptible hum.

            Kathy What makes you say that?

            Phillip You just seem so.

            Hailsham.

            The hum gets louder.

            Kathy Have you met many Hailsham students?

            Phillip None.

            
               But I’ve heard things.

               I’m right aren’t I?

               You were a Hailsham kid.

            

            The hum gets louder.

            
               Bloody hell.

               Didn’t it close down years ago?

               You must be one of the last ones left.

            

            The hum gets louder.

            Kathy Nice meeting you Phillip.

            
               I’ll make sure to bring you that pick-and –

            

            Phillip How does the man on the moon cut his hair?8

         

         
            
               Scene Two: The Room

            

         

         Phillip is sitting on the bed, clothed. He’s eating sweets from a bag of pick-and-mix.

         Kathy sits on a chair across from him. She’s filling in various forms.

         
            Phillip Eclipse it.

            The room has signs of being lived in. The weather outside different. The light of day altered.

            Kathy (Reading.) Night sweats?

            Phillip What did the sea say to the beach?

            Kathy Shortness of breath?

            Phillip Nothing. It just waved.

            Kathy Blurred vision? Floaters?

            Phillip What’s brown and sticky?

            Kathy Phillip please.

            Phillip A stick.

            Phillip looks at the sweets in the bag. Takes one out.

            
               They’re going to ask all those questions when we’re in there.

            

            Kathy Well they ask for the forms beforehand. So we give them the forms.

            Phillip When I was a carer I let people fill out the forms for themselves.

            
               Like grown-ups.

            

            Kathy Maybe that’s why you weren’t a carer very long.9

            Phillip eats the sweet.

            
               (Reading.) How many times have you urinated in the last twenty-four hours?

            

            Phillip Two cannibals are eating a clown.

            Kathy slams her pen down.

            
               One says to the other ‘Does this taste funny to you?’

               I saw a hint of a smile at that one.

            

            Kathy (Holding out the forms.) Okay fine. Do them yourself.

            Phillip looks at the forms. Looks at them. 

            Goes back to his sweets.

            Phillip I’ve urinated approximately five or six times in the last twenty-four hours.

            Kathy Thank you.

            Kathy goes back to the forms.

            
               Any headaches?

            

            Phillip indicates no. Kathy marks the form.

            Numbness or tingling in your hands or feet?

            Phillip indicates no. Kathy marks the form.

            
               Alright I just need to check this. And you’ll be happy to know we’re done.

            

            She walks over to Phillip and takes his temperature. Phillip focuses on the ceiling.

            
               What did the pirate say on his eightieth birthday?

               ‘Aye matey.’10

            

            Phillip looks at Kathy. Unsmiling.

            
               Yours weren’t any better.

            

            She takes the thermometer out of his mouth. Walks to her notebook. Makes a note.

            Phillip They’re not supposed to be.

            
               They’re from this book. A Thousand-and-One Bad Jokes.

            

            Kathy And you remember the worst of them do you?

            Phillip I remember them all.

            Kathy A thousand-and-one? Do you have a photographic memory?

            Phillip One of the boys would read from it every night in our dorm.

            
               You hear anything enough times. Eventually it goes in.

            

            Kathy You must have been bored sick of it.

            Phillip It was the only book we had so.

            Phillip goes back to his sweets.

            Kathy fills out the form. Stops.

            Looks at Phillip.

            Kathy You didn’t have anything else to read?

            Phillip indicates no.

            
               What about English lessons?

            

            Phillip A few textbooks.

            Kathy You didn’t read any novels?

            Phillip No. We didn’t read any – (Imitating her.) ‘novels’.11

            Kathy That’s terrible.

            Phillip That’s terrible. God you don’t half lay it on thick do you.

            Kathy No I just mean. Books. Stories. They can.

            
               They take you other places.

            

            Phillip Maybe I don’t want to go other places.

            Kathy I could bring you some of my favourites –

            Phillip You’re alright thanks.

            Kathy Honestly it’s no trouble. A good book would really help pass the –

            Phillip There’s no fucking point.

            
               My reading’s shite.

            

            Kathy looks at Phillip. Then:

            Kathy I could read to you –

            Phillip Piss off. I’m not a child.

            Kathy No that wasn’t what I.

            
               No.

            

            Kathy goes back to the forms. 

            Phillip looks at his sweets.

            Eats one.

            Phillip So it’s true what they say about Hailsham then?

            A low hum.

            Kathy remains focused on the forms.

            Kathy I’ve no idea what they say.

            Phillip Oh come on. You must know.

            
               Hailsham’s legendary.12

            

            The hum gets louder.

            
               I tell you what. I’d rather hear about Hailsham than some crappy old book.

            

            The hum gets louder.

            
               Were you one of the ones to get a deferral?

               Is that why you’re still doing this?

            

            Kathy continues working on the forms.

            
               It’s funny. You get this look.

               This expression. Every time I mention it.

               ‘Hailsham.’

            

            The hum gets louder.

            
               It’s like you’re.

               Scared.

            

            Kathy (Slamming her file closed.) Enough!

            Phillip What?

            Kathy I’ve had enough. Of you Phillip.

            
               I’ve had enough of you.

            

            Kathy starts packing her things away.

            Phillip I don’t understand –

            Kathy Everything’s a battle. Filling out your forms. Taking your vitals. Finding ways to occupy you –

            Phillip Is this because I don’t read –

            Kathy This isn’t working. You need a different carer.

            Phillip What? No!

            
               Look I know I’m a bit of a prick sometimes. But changing carer won’t help.13

               I’m like it with everyone.

            

            Kathy stands with her back to Phillip, closes her eyes.

            
               I’m sorry. I didn’t think it would upset you.

               About Hailsham.

               I won’t mention it again I promise.

               Kathy?

               The way people talk about it. I’d assumed Hailsham was amazing.

               That your memories were good.

            

            Kathy They are. But I don’t like to.

            
               They are.

            

            Phillip The thing is.

            
               You have all this time to prepare for being in here.

               But it’s only once you are that you realise.

               All you have to think about. Are the things in your head.

               And I don’t like what’s in my head.

            

            Kathy looks at Phillip.

            Looks at Phillip.

            She puts down the paperwork.

            Kathy Alright. You can ask me one question.

            
               One question about Hailsham. And then we’re done.

            

            Phillip One?14

            Kathy One.

            He sits back. Thinks.

            Phillip Was it.

            
               No.

               What was your. No hang on.

               Okay.

               What was Hailsham like?

            

            Kathy laughs.

            Kathy That’s a bit broad.

            Phillip Well give me a description of the place. Detailed though. Not just some ‘it looked nice’ bollocks.

            Kathy Alright.

            
               (Thinking.) Alright.

               The Hailsham property was in the middle of the countryside. With nothing else around for miles.

            

            As Kathy describes Hailsham, it appears. Surrounding them.

            
               Being that secluded made it feel like we were living in our own little world. But it also meant that when we finally came to leave.

               Leaving was a shock.

               Anyway. There was the main house. Where we had all our lessons.

            

            Miss Emily Quieten down please. Quieten down!

            A class of students (aged ten) are being taught by Miss Emily. She’s taking them through the 15towns in Oxfordshire, as 1970s pictures of the locations appear as part of a slideshow.

            Kathy It was an old historic building. Pretty unforgiving.

            Miss Emily Hannah P. Don’t think I can’t see you playing noughts and crosses with Laura J.

            Kathy Freezing in the winter. Boiling in the summer.

            Miss Emily Now where were we? Ah yes.

            Miss Emily looks to the slide.

            Chipping Norton.

            Kathy But from the outside it looked quite impressive. Like an old stately home.

            A new slide image appears.

            Miss Emily Burford.

            Kathy Miss Emily was the Head Guardian of Hailsham.

            The slides progress as Kathy walks Phillip through the classroom.

            Miss Emily Witney.

            Kathy She was strict. But fair.

            Miss Emily And Oxford.

            Kathy Very no-nonsense.

            Miss Emily And that completes Oxfordshire.

            
               Where shall we go next?

            

            Kathy But the students respected her. Revered her even you could say.

            The slide changes to show a map of Great Britain.16

            Miss Emily Now over here. We’ve got Norfolk. Which is a lovely part of the country.

            
               Very charming. Because it’s not on the way to anywhere.

               People bypass it you see.

               Making Norfolk something of. A lost corner.

            

            Tommy raises his hand.

            
               Yes Tommy.

            

            Tommy So does all our lost property go to Norfolk?

            The students laugh. 

            Kathy looks at Tommy.

            Kathy Afterwards we referred to anything we lost as having ‘gone to Norfolk’.

            Tommy looks at Kathy. Smiles.

            Kathy smiles at Tommy.

            Phillip Was the main building just for lessons then?

            Kathy (Snapping back.) No. We’d have lunch in the main hall.

            
               And assembly every morning.

               No wait. Assembly was just Mondays Wednesdays and Fridays I think.

               Yes that’s right.

               But we had the Exchanges and Sales in the main house.

            

            Phillip Exchanges and Sales?

            Kathy Didn’t you have those where you were?

            Phillip indicates no.17

            
               The Exchanges were like a sort of. Art fair that was held every term.

            

            The students appear with their ‘work’ presented on tables.

            
               We’d each put our work on display for the other students.

            

            Phillip What do you mean work?

            Kathy Drawings. Paintings. Poetry. Short stories. Anything deemed artistic. We’d buy and sell it to each other with our tokens which we’d been saving all term.

            Kathy picks up one of the drawings on display. Looks at it.

            
               It seems bonkers now. But we’d fight over one of Tamara D’s pond paintings. Or Marjorie P’s papier-mâché giraffes. We valued it all enormously. At least.

               We valued the things that were in great demand.

            

            Phillip I bet your stuff was in great demand.

            Kathy My stuff was decidedly average.

            
               Looking back I suppose the Exchanges were good in many ways. We came to appreciate each other’s art. And it gave us something to strive for. To have other students buying your work made you feel. Accomplished.

            

            Ruth The problem is she overcharges.

            Kathy But it also meant our art became a kind of.

            
               Currency.

            

            Ruth, Hannah and Laura (aged eleven) are looking at some of the work on display.18

            Ruth No one’s going to pay four tokens for that when it could get you one of my boat paintings instead.

            Kathy Those who were good at being creative were held in very high esteem. And those who weren’t –

            Ruth Tommy what are you doing?

            Tommy is displaying his paintings on a table.

            Kathy It could be very hard for the ones who weren’t.

            Alfie (aged eleven) has also appeared.

            Tommy What does it look like?

            Hannah You don’t actually think you’re going to sell any of these do you?

            Laura They look like they’ve been painted by a two-year-old.

            Alfie That’s because he is a two-year-old. (Indicating his brain.) Up here.

            Alfie throws Tommy’s paintings into the air and the students walk away, laughing.

            Tommy Piss off Alfie! You. Arse!

            Tommy looks down at his work scattered on the floor.

            Kathy starts to pick the paintings up.

            
               Don’t. Leave it.

               It doesn’t matter. They’re rubbish anyway.

            

            Tommy kicks the paintings and walks away.

            Kathy (Calling after him.) I don’t think they’re rubbish.19

            
               (Looking at a painting.) I like them.

            

            Tommy is gone.

            Phillip And the Sales were something different?

            Kathy The Sales were different entirely.

            
               The Exchanges were quiet. Solemn. Reverential even.

               The Sales were like a big raucous jumble sale.

            

            The students bring cardboard boxes into the space.

            
               There’d be a delivery of boxes a few times a year containing things from the outside. And the next day everything would be laid out in the main hall ready for us to buy what we wanted with our tokens.

            

            The students begin to rummage through the boxes.

            Phillip What kind of stuff would there be?

            Kathy Oh it was absolute tat mostly.

            
               Broken toys.

               Half-used pens.

               Board games with missing pieces.

            

            The students are fighting over the items as they’re mentioned.

            
               But we didn’t care. To us anything from the outside was exotic.

               And occasionally you’d find some little piece of treasure.

            

            Ruth A pencil case!20

            Tommy A polo shirt!

            Laura A fully functioning Etch-A-Sketch!

            The students immediately tussle with Laura for the Etch-A-Sketch.

            Kathy So there was always the hope.

            
               The possibility.

               That the next Sale would have something special in it. Waiting just for you.

            

            Phillip What was the best bit of treasure you got?

            Kathy The best thing I ever bought. The thing I loved most.

            
               Was a cassette tape. An album.

            

            Songs After Dark by Judy Bridgewater.

            Phillip Never heard of her.

            Kathy She was an American lounge singer from the fifties. It was very old-fashioned.

            
               But there was this one song I absolutely adored.

            

            The song begins to play.

            I played it over and over.

            Until the tape got lost.

            Kathy gets caught in the music for a moment.

            She then turns away and the music suddenly stops.

            
               To the left of the main house. No wait. To the right. Was the playing field.

            

            The students are doing jumping jacks with Miss Lucy.21

            
               That’s where we’d have PE.

            

            Miss Lucy Five. Six. Seven. Eight. Keep it up Alfie D.

            Jumping jacks for jollity.

            Alfie (Breathless.) Yes. Miss. Lucy.

            Miss Lucy blows a whistle as she leads the class in a jog around the space.

            Kathy And then behind the playing field were the dorm buildings.

            
               One for the girls and one for the boys.

            

            The female students lie down as if in beds. Hannah holds a torch under her face.

            Hannah When suddenly. There was a tap. Tap. Tap at the window.

            Kathy I remember when we were about eleven. My dorm was constantly getting into trouble for scaring each other witless with ghost stories after lights out.

            Hannah Tap. Tap. Tap. But there was no one at the window.

            Kathy I don’t know why we got so scared because the story was always the same. It was about a student from Hailsham years before our time. Who’d snuck out one day to explore the woods to the back of the grounds.

            Hannah When from the silence. A voice could be heard.

            Kathy But as soon as she was out of Hailsham. She couldn’t find her way back in. So she roamed the woods all alone until she died.

            Laura (Covering her ears.) Please. Stop. I won’t be able to sleep!22

            Kathy They said if you were very quiet. You could hear her ghost. Crying out –

            Hannah Let me back in.

            
               Please!

               LET ME BACK IN.

            

            Kathy Let me back in.

            
               Please!

               LET ME BACK IN.

            

            The students scream and run out of the room. Except Ruth. Who starts brushing her hair.

            Kathy sits and watches Ruth.

            Watches her.

            Kathy You know. I used to read to Ruth.

            
               All the time when we were older.

               And it never made her feel like a child.

            

            Phillip Who’s Ruth?

            Ruth disappears. Kathy turning to Phillip in –

         

         
            
               Scene Three: A Waiting Room

            

         

         Phillip is sitting next to Kathy within a row of chairs against the wall.

         
            Phillip Was she your best friend?

            Kathy Hang on. Didn’t we say one question?

            Phillip It’s not a question about Hailsham. We’re just chatting about old friends.

            
               My best friend Jeremy used to do this thing where he’d turn his eyelids inside out and go up to the girls and talk to them. Like he was totally normal. And they’d all scream and run away.23

               It was brilliant.

            

            He looks to her, asking in a stilted ‘non Hailsham question’ way –

            
               Who were your best friends Kathy?

            

            Kathy narrows her eyes at Phillip. Tries to conceal a smile.

            
               I bet you had loads of friends. Loads of friends to lounge around with.

               Reading novels.

            

            Kathy It wasn’t a holiday camp you know.

            
               And loads is probably a bit.

               I had a small group who I.

               Two in particular that I –

            

            Ruth Do you want to ride one of my horses?

            Ruth (aged six) trots around the space on a ‘horse’. Hannah and Laura skipping together. Tommy playing alone with some building blocks.

            Kathy And yes. Ruth was one of them.

            Ruth I’ve got Bramble. And Clover. And Flossie.

            Kathy She was my first friend at Hailsham.

            Ruth There’s also Thunder but you can’t ride him because he’d be too dangerous so only I can ride Thunder.

            Kathy One of my earliest memories is of us in the infants. Playing together outside.

            Ruth But you have to swear not to use a crop on them.24

            Kathy She was forceful. Defiant. Even then.

            Ruth If you use a crop you’re banned.

            Kathy I really looked up to her. The way she’d hold her ground. And insist on what she wanted.

            Ruth BLOODY WELL PICK ONE THEN!

            Kathy Clover. I’ll take Clover.

            Ruth Clover. Good choice.

            Ruth hands the reins over to Kathy, and they both start to trot around the space.

            They trot faster and faster, round and round. Both laughing with the game when –

            Hannah Kathy what are you doing?

            Kathy Playing horses.

            Hannah and Laura laugh.

            Hannah That’s so babyish.

            Kathy No it’s not.

            Hannah Playing horses is a baby’s game Kathy. Everyone knows that.

            
               Don’t they Ruth?

               Kathy turns to Ruth. 

               Ruth says nothing.

            

            Kathy But for all Ruth’s defiance. For all her strength.

            Hannah and Laura walk away.

            
               The thing she was most aware of. I think maybe more than anything.

               Was how other people saw her.

            

            Kathy turns to Ruth.25

            
               I don’t care what they say.

               I like the horses.

            

            Kathy starts trotting on her horse.

            Ruth Don’t do that.

            
               It’s babyish.

            

            Kathy It was like she had this. Sense.

            
               Of how she was being perceived.

            

            Ruth She’s frightened of us.

            Ruth Laura and Hannah (eleven) are sitting at their desks, talking together.

            Kathy Not that it made her any less commanding.

            Hannah She can’t be frightened of us. We’re only children!

            Kathy Ruth never let anyone get in the way of her opinions.

            Ruth I’ve seen the way she looks at us and I’m telling you.

            Kathy When we were about eleven. She had this theory about one of the guardians.

            Ruth She’s frightened of us.

            Kathy I say guardian. She wasn’t really a guardian.

            
               Come to think of it we didn’t even know her name. She was just.

            

            ‘Madame.’

            Madame appears. Wearing a grey skirt suit. Clutching an attaché case.

            
               She was either French or Belgian. I never quite knew which.26

               Everything about her was a mystery to us. We always knew she was coming to Hailsham. Because the day before the guardians would take all our best artwork and lay it out in the billiard room.

               Madame would arrive the next day. And without saying a word to anyone. Lock herself in that room. Poring over our art with a kind of.

               Quiet intensity.

            

            Madame looks at a table covered in pictures. Slowly picking one up after another.

            
               At the end of the day she’d choose a few select pieces. Put them in her case.

               And take them with her.

            

            Madame puts some paintings into her attaché case.

            
               And we wouldn’t see her until the next mysterious visit. Where she’d do exactly the same thing again.

            

            Phillip Where was she taking the art?

            Kathy The rumour among the students was that she took it to a gallery in Paris where our work was being exhibited. Ridiculous really. But it was a source of great pride. Having Madame select your work for the Gallery.

            Phillip Did no one ever ask?

            Kathy We just felt not to.

            
               Whenever Madame was mentioned by one of the guardians. It was with hushed tones and serious expressions. The whole topic felt out of bounds.27

               Although something did come up once with Miss Emily –

            

            Miss Emily is teaching the students. Alfie raises his hand.

            Alfie Miss.

            Kathy There’d been this feeling among the students at the time. That we should be compensated for the work that was taken by Madame.

            Miss Emily nods to him.

            Alfie When Madame takes our best artwork. We don’t have those things to sell at the Exchanges.
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