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             Premiere Production

         

         I’m Not Running was first performed on the Lyttelton stage of the National Theatre, London, on 2 October 2018. The cast, in order of speaking, was as follows:

         
             

         

         Sandy Mynott  Joshua McGuire

         Jack Gould  Alex Hassell

         Pauline Gibson  Siân Brooke

         Meredith Ikeji  Amaka Okafor

         Nerena Trent  Brigid Zengeni

         Blaise Gibson  Liza Sadovy

         Ensemble  Owen Findlay, Harry Long, Roisin Rae, Nadia Williams

         
             

         

         Director  Neil Armfield

         Set Designer  Ralph Myers

         Lighting Designer  Jon Clark

         Music  Alan John 

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         Sandy Mynott

         Pauline Gibson

         Jack Gould

         Meredith Ikeji

         Nerena Trent

         Blaise Gibson

         
             

         

         The play is set in London, Newcastle, Corby and Hastings between 1996 and the present day 

      

   


   
      
         

            I’M NOT RUNNING

         

         ‘Opinions lie in the street.

Anybody can pick them up.’

         Thomas Mann 

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Act One

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE ONE

            

         

         2018. A bank of microphones. Sandy Mynott, thirties, a slight figure, charming, in jeans and blouson, comes out to meet the many TV crews, journalists and attendant hangers-on who are present but not seen. He stands alone, a single piece of paper in his hand.

         
            Sandy    I’m going to make a very simple statement, it’s going to be very short, and I’m not going to take questions.

            Voice 1    Are you going to take questions?

            Sandy    No, I’m not planning to take questions.

            Voice 2    Can you tell us will you be taking questions?

            Sandy    No. No questions at any point.

            
               He looks down to the paper in his hand.

            

            The statement reads as follows: ‘Ms Gibson is extremely grateful for the belief and enthusiasm of so many supporters, and particularly grateful to all the women who have taken the trouble to contact her, but she wishes to make it clear that she has no intention of being a candidate.’ That’s the end of the statement. Thank you very much.

            
               He folds the paper and is about to turn away.

            

            Voice 3    Can we ask a question please?

            Sandy    I’m sorry but I’ve said I’ll take no questions.

            Voice 3    When Ms Gibson says she has no intention of running can you tell us exactly what that means? 

            Sandy    Yes, I can. It means she has no intention of running.

            Voice 1    Since you’re now taking questions …

            Sandy    I’m not taking questions.

            Voice 1    With respect, Sandy, you’ve just answered a question.

            Sandy    I’m not taking another.

            Voice 1    What does it mean when Ms Gibson says she’s not running?

            Sandy    I’ll try and help you with this. It means she’s not running. She’s not running.

            Voice 1    Whatever happens?

            Sandy    She’s not running.

            Voice 4    Does that mean in any circumstances?

            Sandy    It means what it means.

            Voice 4    In no circumstances?

            
               Sandy opens his arms in reply.

            

            Just to be clear: does that mean only in this forthcoming election, or is it any election, does it mean only in foreseeable circumstances or also if circumstances change? Put it another way: what change of circumstances would it take to make Ms Gibson consider changing her position?

            Sandy    Which of those questions do you want me to take, Neil?

            Voice 4    I thought you weren’t taking questions.

            
               Laughter.  

            

            Sandy    I think Ms Gibson’s pretty clear about what she’s saying. What she’s saying is: she’s not running.

            Voice 5    The actual wording, if I have it right, is that she has no intention of running. But that doesn’t mean she won’t run eventually.

            Sandy    I’m saying she’s not running. That’s what I’m saying. Ms Gibson is not running.

            
               He smiles, job done.

            

            Voice 6    Sandy, that statement is fine as far as it goes …

            Sandy    I think it goes quite a long way, and I don’t see how it could go any further.

            Voice 2    Is there a tactical thing going on here, Sandy?

            Sandy    There’s no tactical thing.

            Voice 2    Then why is Ms Gibson not saying it herself?

            Sandy    She is saying it.

            Voice 2    Not in person.

            Sandy    That doesn’t mean she’s not saying it. She’s still saying it.

            Voice 3    Why has she sent you to say it, Sandy?

            Sandy    She’s sent me to speak on her behalf. In this instance, I’m her. Consider me to be her.

            Voice 3    Let’s spell out what we’re asking here: why is Ms Gibson not making such an important announcement herself? Is she absent because she fears questions?

            Sandy    No. Because she fears misunderstandings. She felt that her absence would lend her statement authority. It would render it definitive. By making this simple, unequivocal and, in my judgement, dignified statement, she avoids precisely the ambiguity you guys seek to promote. Now I know you all have twenty-four aching hours to fill, but I’ve done my job, I’ve filled ninety seconds for you, and now you can spend ninety minutes or ninety hours or ninety days – ladies, gentlemen – as you choose, beating this thing to death with a club. But it will still mean tomorrow what it means today. She’s not running. Thank you very much.

            
               Sandy turns to go.

            

            Voice 7    Can I ask one more question?

            Sandy    You can ask it but I can’t promise to answer it.

            Voice 7    Why is Ms Gibson not running?

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE TWO

            

         

         1997. Student digs. The surroundings are sketched in, as throughout. Roomy, with a well-kept large bed, and some belongings around the bed. Jack Gould, twenty at this point, is tall, with a thick thatch of dark hair. He’s on the edge of the bed, speaking to Pauline Gibson, unseen in the bathroom.

         
            Jack    Are you coming out?

            Pauline    (off) Certainly not.

            Jack    Why not?

            Pauline    (off) Because I just had a bath.

            Jack    Can I come in?

            Pauline    (off) Even worse.

            
               Pauline appears. She is in an old dressing gown and her hair is in a towel wrapped like a turban. She is twenty.  

            

            Does that solve the problem? What I don’t understand is that when I arrived at university, you were much the most attractive man around. After a few months with me, you’re among the least. I’m not sure what that says about me.

            
               Jack is not amused.

            

            Jack, I’m twenty years old. You want me to impersonate a person of forty.

            Jack    Not in everything.

            Pauline    Why would you want that? We’re going to have plenty of time to be middle-aged. We don’t have to play at being adults. Can’t we play at being young? Please?

            
               Jack says nothing.

            

            Can I go back? Can I go back to the bathroom?

            
               Jack doesn’t move.

            

            Maybe we should think about splitting up.

            Jack    You say that so easily.

            Pauline    No.

            Jack    As if you wanted it.

            Pauline    I don’t want it.

            Jack    Then why do you suggest it?

            Pauline    You know what I want. I want to go on seeing you.

            
               She looks at the books and papers on her desk.

            

            And I have to do an essay tonight. The oesophagus and what goes down it.

            Jack    You’re behind with it – 

            Pauline    Yes.

            Jack    Because you’ve been out all day.

            Pauline    Yes. I made it clear from the start.

            Jack    Oh yes. You made it clear.

            Pauline    You didn’t think I meant it. I meant it.

            
               She kisses the top of his head. He gets up to go and get a beer from the fridge.

            

            I didn’t know you were dropping by.

            Jack    And because you talk better than me, because you’re cleverer than me –

            Pauline    I’m not –

            Jack    No, but you express yourself better, and that means you win the arguments.

            Pauline    Not always.

            Jack    But winning an argument isn’t the same as being right.

            
               Pauline shakes her head.

            

            Pauline    Come on, cheer up, I’ll work later. We’ll go out and have chicken livers.

            Jack    Just like that?

            Pauline    At that weird pub.

            Jack    We’ll eat chicken livers?

            Pauline    Or – I don’t know – whatever, take a mind-altering drug. Change your mood. Because this one is not good.

            
               Jack resumes, more insistent. 

            

            Jack    All I want to know: am I out of your thoughts –

            Pauline    Oh Jack, come on, please –

            Jack    Pauline –

            Pauline    Jack!

            Jack    I have to know!

            Pauline    Why?

            Jack    When you’re with other people?

            Pauline    People? You mean men?

            Jack    Yes.

            Pauline    Obviously not. I come back to you. Here I am.

            
               She loses patience.

            

            I’m not going to change.

            Jack    It’s as if the time we’re together –

            Pauline    Jack –

            Jack    The time we spend together counts for nothing. And that means we never progress, we never move the relationship on.

            Pauline    I know. That’s what I like. That’s why I’m with you.

            Jack    But I’m not happy. Because it’s always on your terms.

            Pauline    Jack –

            
               She pauses, annoyed at having to go on.

            

            Jack, I told you the very first day. I know myself a little. Those were the terms. We’re students, for God’s sake. 

            Jack    You keep saying ‘students’ as though it’s a separate category –

            Pauline    It is.

            Jack    With different rules –

            Pauline    There are no rules. I’d like you to be happy, I really would. And if you can’t –

            Jack    If I can’t, what?

            Pauline    Then I’d rather stop making you unhappy.

            
               The two of them face off, unwavering.

            

            Jack    Just wait till you’re the one. Wait till you’re the one who loves more. See how you like it then.

            Pauline    I don’t love less. I love differently.

            
               Jack drinks, sulky.

            

            My mother’s worse.

            Jack    She’s worse? Since when?

            Pauline    I may have to go down to the South Coast.

            Jack    You mean, go home?

            Pauline    I don’t mean visit.

            Jack    What then?

            Pauline    Go back for good. It’s possible. We both know: it’s always been on the cards.

            Jack    That’s ridiculous.

            Pauline    Why? What’s more important? My mother has someone there while she’s dying, or I have a career?

            Jack    It can’t be as simple as that.

            Pauline    I spoke to her earlier. 

            Jack    How is she?

            Pauline    Desperate.

            
               Jack hesitates, daring to speak.

            

            Jack    Can I say something?

            Pauline    You can say anything you like.

            Jack    If my father paid.

            Pauline    Paid for what?

            Jack    For a carer.

            Pauline    Your father?

            Jack    Yes.

            Pauline    Why would he do that? I don’t know your father.

            Jack    No, but if I asked him.

            
               Pauline frowns.

            

            Pauline    Jack, perhaps I haven’t understood. You keep saying: you don’t want to be Sam Gould’s son.

            Jack    I don’t.

            Pauline    Well?

            Jack    This is different.

            Pauline    Why?

            Jack    Come on, it’s completely different.

            Pauline    In what way?

            Jack    Because obviously I’ve never wanted his money for myself, but – hey – if I can use it to do good.

            
               Pauline shakes her head. 

            

            Pauline    All the time, you say: ‘I want to get away from my dad.’

            Jack    And I do.

            Pauline    ‘I don’t want anything to do with him. I hate him, I hate his world.’

            Jack    Well?

            Pauline    Take money from him and you’d be in his debt. That’s a bad place to be. And I’d be in your debt, which is worse.

            Jack    The money is there. It’s there. Your mother is dying. Let me help. If you’re poor.

            Pauline    We’re not poor. As Mum says, we’re not poor, we’re broke. It’s different.

            
               She moves away.

            

            Pauline    Jack, I’m worried. This isn’t going to work.

            Jack    Why not?

            Pauline    And I’m not talking about my mother.

            Jack    What are you talking about?

            Pauline    Everything.

            Jack    You just said you wanted to go on seeing me.

            Pauline    I know. I know what I said.

            
               She is impatient.

            

            I wish we’d gone out for supper.

            Jack    Were you going to dump me over the chicken livers?

            Pauline    No. 

            Jack    Are you going to dump me now?

            Pauline    I hate that expression.

            
               Jack is angry.

            

            Jack    No, Pauline, what you hate is being helped. That’s what you hate. You have a fear of it. Because your life’s been so fucked-up from the beginning –

            Pauline    No.

            Jack    Yes.

            Pauline    I should never have told you anything.

            Jack    Why not? You have this fear: ‘Oh, if I let someone help me’, there’s going to be a price to be paid. Why do you fling yourself at other men?

            Pauline    Is that what I do? ‘Fling myself’?

            Jack    OK. Maybe not in those words –

            Pauline    You sound a bit puritanical, Jack.

            Jack    ‘I don’t do it to hurt you,’ that’s what you say –

            Pauline    Well, I don’t.

            Jack    No, you don’t. You do it because you’re terrified of being dependent.

            Pauline    You mean, you’re the answer to everything, but I’m too blind to see it?

            Jack    Not too blind. Too stubborn.

            
               Pauline considers whether to answer. Instead:

            

            Pauline    I’m going to get dressed.

            
               She goes back into the bathroom and closes the door.  

            

            Jack    I’m going to get drunk. I’ve got to propose a motion –

            Pauline    (off) When?

            Jack    Tomorrow. At the student union.

            Pauline    (off) What’s the motion?

            Jack    ‘It’s better to travel hopefully than to arrive.’

            Pauline    (off) Well, you know a lot about that.

            Jack    Yes. I do. They love me at the union. People laugh at my jokes. And they’ve asked me to stand for the Labour Club. Did I tell you that?

            Pauline    (off) No.

            Jack    To be president. The family name, I guess.

            Pauline    (off) Are you a member?

            Jack    Yes. Are you?

            
               Pauline comes out of the door. She has pulled on jeans and shirt.

            

            Pauline    You know me, Jack. I’m not a member of anything.

            
               She sits down to start pulling on socks and shoes.

            

            Dad was a drunk and Mum’s still drinking. She’s dying and she still drinks. She’s the only woman in the world who can manage chemo and vodka and a fag at the same time. And she’s not going to manage any of them much longer. Try visiting, see her in her bedroom, curtains drawn, but still determined to reach that bottle.

            
               She shrugs.

            

            So. I’m not a joiner. 

            Jack    I don’t see the connection.

            Pauline    Don’t you?

            Jack    No.

            Pauline    Socialists are angry at the world. The Gibsons, we’re just angry at ourselves.

            Jack    You’re in a bad mood, that’s all.

            Pauline    Maybe.

            Jack    It’ll pass.

            Pauline    I don’t even know what mood I’m in. Fact is, my mum doesn’t like me very much. But it’s worse now because she’s dying and I’m going to have the life she never had. That makes her angry. And I’m angry too. The anger’s dangerous and it’s ugly because I’m stuck between believing Mum never had a chance, she married a drunk and what could she do? And thinking, ‘No, why didn’t she fight? It’s her own fault. She could have fought.’

            Jack    It’s not her fault she got cancer.

            
               Pauline looks at him a moment.

            

            Pauline    And is there anything worse than a daughter who judges her own mother?

            Jack    You’re too hard on yourself.

            Pauline    And if she dies when I’m not there, am I going to be able to say, ‘Don’t be too hard on yourself’?

            
               She gets up, wanting to break the mood.

            

            Jack    Go to the Head of Department. Take a term off.

            You’ll still qualify in five years’ time.

            
               She looks at him, deciding to speak.  

            

            Pauline    And I’ve been meaning to say, by the way: I’m not the only angry one.

            Jack    What does that mean?

            Pauline    You know.

            Jack    No, I don’t.

            Pauline    I think you do.

            
               She looks, reluctant to go on.

            

            Jack    Pauline, I don’t know. I don’t know what you’re talking about.

            Pauline    Saturday. Saturday night.

            
               There is a short silence. Jack shifts.

            

            Though that was by no means the first time.

            Jack    The first time what?

            Pauline    By no means.

            Jack    What?

            Pauline    I felt your anger.

            
               There is a second short silence.

            

            Jack    You’d better be specific.

            Pauline    You sound like a lawyer.

            Jack    I’m going to be a lawyer.

            Pauline    As if you were being charged.

            Jack    Aren’t I being charged?

            Pauline    I didn’t mean it that way. It’s a borderline thing.

            Jack    Meaning?

            Pauline    It was four in the morning. We’d been at a gig. I was exhausted. A pub, then a gig, then a club. At some point, sausages and mash, am I right?

            Jack    Yes.

            Pauline    I was out of it. We came back here.

            Jack    And?

            Pauline    I don’t claim I said no. On the other hand, I don’t think I said yes.

            
               There is a moment as Jack takes this in.

            

            Jack    Is that the charge? Is that it?

            Pauline    People talk about fucking as if it’s just one thing. But it’s not, is it? It’s many things. ‘I fucked.’ ‘She fucked.’ As if that told us what went on. But it doesn’t, does it?

            
               She waits.

            

            What’s your view?

            Jack    Oh no –

            Pauline    Please –

            Jack    I’m not saying anything. On this subject, I’m not speaking. I’m listening. It’s safer.

            
               Pauline is calm.

            

            Pauline    All right, what I mean is: fucking may be tenderness, it may be warmth, it may not be desire, it may be punishment –

            Jack    Punishment?

            Pauline    It may be violence.

            Jack    Are you saying I was violent? On Saturday? Physically? 

            Pauline    Your feelings were violent.

            Jack    How so?

            Pauline    We’d schlepped round Newcastle. You were getting angry –

            Jack    Is that what you remember?

            Pauline    I think so.

            Jack    Why?

            Pauline    Kind of late, we ran into Eddie – not one of your favourite people at the best of times –

            Jack    I don’t mind Eddie –

            Pauline    Oh, come on!

            Jack    Perhaps I mind what he represents –

            Pauline    My freedom –

            Jack    If you call it that. But yes, he’s a prick. By the way. Objectively. He has a lot of hair. Flowing. Abundantly. But he’s still a prick.

            Pauline    All I’m saying is: by the time we were home, I’m not sure your motives were pure.

            
               Jack moves, starting to be alarmed.

            

            I’m just saying what happened.

            Jack    What you think happened. You admit you were far gone.

            Pauline    What do you want to do? Cross-examine me?

            Jack    No.

            Pauline    ‘Where were you on the night of the crime?’

            Jack    No. 

            Pauline    Well then?

            Jack    It’s you making the allegations, not me.

            Pauline    So? That’s my point. You’re a strong man. You use your strength.

            
               Jack is disbelieving.

            

            Jack    I can’t believe we’re talking about this.

            Pauline    I can’t believe it’s taken us so long.

            Jack    Oh, I see.

            Pauline    Yes.

            Jack    Now you’re saying: not just Saturday?

            Pauline    No.

            Jack    Other days? Before?

            Pauline    Yes.

            Jack    How many times? Often? You claim to have detected – what? What did you detect exactly?

            Pauline    Hate, I think.

            Jack    You think I hate you?

            Pauline    There are moments when you don’t like me very much.

            
               Jack shakes his head.

            

            Jack    That isn’t fair.

            Pauline    It isn’t fair because it isn’t true, or it isn’t fair to say it out loud?

            Jack    Now who’s the lawyer?

            Pauline    No, really, I’d like to know.

            Jack    Yes, my feelings come and go, of course they do, because you come and go. That’s why.

            
               Pauline just looks at him.

            

            I was trolleyed.

            Pauline    That’s your defence?

            Jack    Christ, Pauline, you say we’re students.

            Pauline    So?

            Jack    What do students do? In your case, sleep around. In my case, drink. We met. We were drawn to each other. We had something in common. We wanted to escape our families. But maybe you don’t. Maybe you’re happier by your mother’s bed, doing the guilt thing. If every time we make love you’re going to say ‘rape’, then I’m really not sure where we’re heading.

            
               Pauline moves across, decisive.

            

            Pauline    And just for the record I never said ‘rape’.

            Jack    I know.

            Pauline    I never even said ‘force’.

            Jack    You said I was strong.

            Pauline    We’re great friends, Jack, but we’re not great lovers.

            
               Jack smiles and shakes his head.

            

            Jack    Wow!

            Pauline    I know.

            Jack    That sounded sort of definitive. Is that it?

            Pauline    I think it is.

            Jack    For good?

            Pauline    I would guess, yes.

            Jack    That’s what you think?

            Pauline    It’s what I feel.

            Jack    You kept that bottled up.

            Pauline    For months.

            
               Jack looks at her, trying to suppress his hurt.

            

            Jack    Then probably best I’m off.

            Pauline    Probably best.

            Jack    Will I see you around?

            Pauline    I’m not going to hide from you if that’s what you mean.

            
               They both smile.

            

            Come here.

            
               She puts her arms round him and they hug. After a few moments, she pulls back.

            

            I have to work.

            Jack    Me too.

            
               He goes. Pauline sits down to work, putting her books out and getting out pen and pad. Jack returns.

            

            There’s a call for you down the corridor. I’m sorry, but it seems your mother has died.
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