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Characters


SIMONE KELLERMAN


SAM GREEN


JULIET OBASI


NICK OBASI


All in their forties.


Milly Kellerman-Green and Sophie Obasi, both four, are heard but not seen.


Nick Obasi must be played by an actor of colour.


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




ACT ONE


Scene One


Saturday afternoon. The Kellerman-Greens’ open-plan living room. The Kellerman-Greens and the Obasis are assembled.


NICK. Jesus.


SIMONE. Yes.


NICK. Jesus?


SIMONE. Yes?


NICK. Jesus Christ?


SAM. You sound like you’re in an Andrew Lloyd Webber musical.


NICK. It’s just –


SIMONE. Yes?


JULIET. What I think Nick’s trying to say –


SAM. We’re all ears.


NICK. Well, that you’re –


JULIET. It’s just that you’re Jewish.


SIMONE and SAM nod.


SIMONE. Racially, yes. It’s a race.


JULIET. And a religion.


SIMONE. But mainly a race.


SAM. We’re atheists.


JULIET. Atheists. Yes. I mean. Of course.


NICK. So you don’t see that as a problem?


SIMONE (laughs). A problem? No.


They all laugh.


JULIET. Not a problem. A problem? No. A –


SAM. Dichotomy.


NICK. Contradiction.


SAM. A chutzpah.


SIMONE. Do you believe in God? Miracles? Jonah and the whale. The parting of the Red Sea, as anything other than a tsunami. Do you believe in any of those?


NICK. Juliet is my miracle.


SAM. Nicely done.


JULIET. Bit saccharine.


SIMONE. Right. So, no. The fact is, St Mary’s is the best school in the borough. Ofsted Outstanding. It’s right at the end of our street, nought-point-one-two miles away.


SAM. Nought-point-one-nine kilometres. Does anybody want a coffee?


JULIET. I’ve given up.


NICK. Not after 2 p.m. But thanks.


SIMONE. A hundred and ninety metres away, and yet because nearly all the places are church places –


NICK. They’re called ‘foundation’ places –


SIMONE. Whatever they call them, because we’re not, as you might put it, natural churchgoers, we’re outside the catchment. But if we attend the church a certain number of times over the year… Taking into account how near we
are… Milly’s guaranteed a place.


JULIET. I’m sorry to burst your bubble. I see apart from the Jesus factor, you’ve given this a lot of thought –


SIMONE. Your daughter’s a shoo-in. You’ve been going to church for ages –


JULIET. Not necessarily. This is the year that counts. We have to attend church this year for at least forty Sundays.


SIMONE. Forty?


JULIET. And then it depends on who else is attending. And where they live. Our daughters were unfortunately born during a baby boom.


SAM. It’s a new machine. It filters the water.


SIMONE. Nobody wants a coffee, Sam. He got sent this machine by one of his clients.


SAM. Coffee machine company. Very stylish. No money of course. I get paid in gadgets. How’s work, Nick?


NICK. Brilliant. It’s basically crowd control and confiscating weapons. Less teaching, more policing.


JULIET. That’s not true. Nick was nominated for a teaching award.


SIMONE. That’s fantastic. I had no idea they had teaching awards.


SAM. They have awards for everything. They have web-design awards.


SIMONE. You’ve never got one.


SAM. You pay for them. You pay to enter. They’re an excuse to get pissed and have extra-marital sex. You may as well buy a ticket to a swingers’ party.


JULIET. It’s at the Royal Albert Hall. Not a hint of pampas grass.


SIMONE. Like the Oscars for teachers.


SAM. They give you a detention if you talk during the ceremony?


SIMONE. No running on the red carpet.


SAM. Dress code: corduroys and Aran jumpers.


NICK. Very good. B-plus.


JULIET. It’s black-tie. I can’t remember the last time I wore something that wasn’t easy-wipe.


NICK. Jonah and the whale is an interesting one – they actually found a man inside the body of a whale. Alive. A blue whale. Off the Falkland Islands.


JULIET. What happened to The Cavendish?


SAM. The private school?


JULIET. Weren’t you going to the open day?


SIMONE. The Cavendish. Sure. We had a look. Did you have a look?


JULIET. Private school? On Nick’s teaching salary?


She starts laughing. They all do.


SAM. They do pilates. A seven-year-old did a pilates demonstration. Year 4 had embroidered a modern-day version of the Bayeux Tapestry. Except they don’t call it Year 4, they call the class ‘Transitus’ – which I think is Latin for ‘very expensive’.


NICK. It’s Latin for ‘crossing’ or ‘passage’.


JULIET. He knows that, Nick.


SIMONE. Even with both of us working flat-out, we couldn’t afford it. Who can afford to go private?


JULIET. Definitely not us.


SIMONE. Right.


JULIET. Would your mother help?


SIMONE. With school fees?


JULIET. Yes.


SIMONE. Would your parents?


JULIET. Mine? God, no. They wouldn’t dare touch their pension pot. But yours are much more generous.


SAM. We thought about that, but you know, with Simone’s mother –


JULIET. How’s she doing?


SIMONE. Not great actually.


JULIET. Is there anything I can do?


NICK (overlapping). I’m sorry.


SIMONE. Thanks. No. Second round of chemo. It’s taking its toll. She has these mouth sores. They’re really bothering her. She’s finding it difficult to talk. And you know how much she loves to do that. She’s started signing.


SAM. More shrugging and pointing.


SIMONE. It’s very frustrating for her. Not being able to get her opinion across. I think if she relapses after this –


SAM. She wants to be put in a black sack and thrown into the Mediterranean.


SIMONE. Sam –


SAM. That’s what she said.


SIMONE. She’ll move in with us.


JULIET. Have you thought about other therapies? They’re trialling immunotherapy now. In some cases it works alongside the chemo.


SIMONE. She doesn’t want to suffer.


NICK. Why the Mediterranean?


JULIET. Nick –


SIMONE. She used to take a package tour there every year. She’s been going to Spain since Franco.


SAM. They swapped notes on regimes.


SIMONE shoots him a look.


Too much?


SIMONE. Yes, too much.


JULIET. I’m so sorry, Simmy.


SIMONE. Thanks.


JULIET. Remember when she came and visited you at uni – our first Michaelmas term? Your mum was wonderful. She brought this vat of chicken soup and put it in the freezer. It took about two weeks to defrost. You finally went at it with an ice axe.


SAM. An ice axe?


SIMONE. She is wonderful. Obviously, she still has the energy to tell me my hair doesn’t suit me, or I’ve lost too much weight. She is wonderful.


SAM. Now she lives near some good schools.


SIMONE. What’s that got to do with anything?


SAM. We thought about using her address –


NICK. That’s illegal.


SIMONE. No, we didn’t. (Laughs nervously.) We didn’t.


SAM. We definitely had that conversation.


SIMONE. It’s illegal.


JULIET. So’s moving house, or renting out a second home, but people do that all the time. Nick sees that a lot.


NICK. That’s not illegal.


JULIET. Maybe I meant immoral.


SAM. Dishonest.


JULIET. Yes. Better.


SIMONE. Why should we have to move? We have the best school at the end of our street. I can see it out of our bedroom window. And anyway, there’s stamp duty.


NICK. Stamp duty! No one will ever move again.


SAM. Apart from the parents who can afford to send their kids to The Cavendish.


SIMONE. And, ideologically, Sam and I feel very strongly that we don’t want to send her to private school. We want her to mix with real kids.


NICK. As long as it’s the right type of real kids.


‘Let it Go’ from Disney’s Frozen plays in a room, off.


Everyone stops and listens for a moment.


SAM. Disney Princess mad. (Shouts.) Milly!


NICK. It’s like Japanese knotweed – once it gets in, that’s it. You can’t stop it. It takes your daughter over.


SAM (shouts). Milly! (To the room.) It’s like the feminist revolution never happened.


SIMONE (clearing up SAM’s mess). Often I think in our house, it hasn’t.


SAM. And the songs go round and round in your head all day. I find myself humming ‘Bibbidi Bobbidi Boo’ on the Tube.


JULIET. We banned it.


SIMONE. You banned it?


JULIET. We put out a fatwa on Beauty and the Beast.


SAM. How? Please, oh wise one, tell me how.


JULIET. We just said, no.


NICK. That’s not entirely accurate. There was a spectacular tantrum in Toys R Us. Aisle nine. The princess aisle. So cataclysmic, there were other parents wincing. The security guard started edging away.


SAM. We’ve all been there.


SIMONE. I had a Sindy, and I turned out just fine.


SAM. Ice-axe-wielding, as you are.


JULIET. She joined the rock-climbing club in Freshers’ Week. Bought all the paraphernalia. Ice axe. Crampons. She went on one trip.


SIMONE. The only reason for Jews to schlepp across snow is if they’re being chased by Cossacks. To be honest, without that stimulus, I couldn’t see the point.


JULIET. She segued into Ultimate Frisbee.


NICK. We had to carry Sophie out by the ankles. Then we said ‘no’.


SAM. I’ll tell Milly to turn it off.


EVERYONE. No.


SAM. Or change it. To The Lion King or something?


JULIET. Don’t worry about it now.


NICK. The knotweed’s in now.


SAM. I’ll tell her Sophie isn’t allowed it.


SIMONE. She won’t understand.


SAM. Of course she’ll understand. It’s like someone saying that a friend isn’t allowed to eat chocolate. No chocolate.


SIMONE. Well, yes, if the child’s diabetic then, okay, no chocolate. But if you go to someone’s house, and they have different rules, then you follow those rules.


JULIET. I’m not following the logic. I mean, what if I gave Milly pork?


SIMONE. We’re not Kosher. You know we’re not Kosher.


JULIET. Right. But if you were –


SIMONE. And you wanted to give her pork? That’s great. You’re cooking. It’s your house. Thank fuck, that’s one meal I don’t have to cook.


JULIET. You’re saying I shouldn’t make some acknowledgment, some gesture towards other people’s customs?


SIMONE. I’m sure you’ve already given her pork.


NICK. She loves your meatballs.


JULIET. Yes. Yes, she does.


NICK. I love your meatballs.


SAM. So am I telling Milly to turn it off or not?


EVERYONE. No!


SAM. Another drink? Besides coffee? Something alcoholic. Come on –


JULIET. I’m not drinking.


NICK. I’m driving.


SAM. Simone?


SIMONE. Just sit down.


SAM. Tough crowd.


NICK. What about Fairfield Primary? It’s not that far away from here.


SIMONE. It’s a Trojan Horse school!


JULIET. No –


SIMONE. There’s barely one white kid. (To NICK.) No offence.


NICK. No offence taken. From a statistical point of view, that is correct, it is predominantly Muslim. But as for Trojan Horse –


SAM. There are two C of E schools and one Catholic down the road. So where else are the Muslim kids going to go? Personally, I don’t think it would be the end of the world –


SIMONE. A boy from Fairfield went to Syria to fight with Isis!


JULIET. They’re not sure if it’s him.


SIMONE. Because of the mask.


JULIET. He was hardly radicalised in Reception.


SIMONE. My daughter is not going to be an envoy for the peace process.


SAM. Tell them what happened.


SIMONE. No.


SAM. Go on. It’s a good story.


SIMONE. No, Sam.


NICK. Oh, come on, tell us.


SIMONE. Well, it’s just –


SAM. Simone was walking past the Trojan Horse school, and this boy ran up –


SIMONE. Am I telling this, or you? (Beat.) So, I was walking past the school on my way back from work, I’d been subbing for Grazia magazine, don’t judge me, and there was some kind of after-school football club in the playground. And I stopped for a moment, and I watched these kids kicking the ball about, and I thought ‘that’s nice,’ you know, out in the fresh air, playing football. And then this little boy, he must have been about nine, ran up to the fence, and he looked at me and he said ‘Hello Jew.’


JULIET. What?


SIMONE. ‘Hello Jew!’


JULIET. Are you sure?


SAM. That’s what I said.


SIMONE. Right. I thought I must be hearing things, so I smiled and walked on, and then he shouted ‘Goodbye Jew.’ Clear as a whistle. ‘Goodbye Jew.’


NICK and SAM laugh.


JULIET. That’s outrageous. Stop laughing, Nick.


NICK. I’m sorry. What did you do?


SIMONE. I walked away as quickly as possible. I almost ran. From a nine-year-old.


JULIET. This child was non-white?


SIMONE. Brown. Can I say brown?


JULIET. It’s BAME.


NICK. Did you report it?


SIMONE. To whom?


NICK. The school. The LEA has a policy on race-related issues. They have a policy for everything. You can’t move in the staffroom for policies.


JULIET. I mean, how would he even know?


SIMONE. I have no idea.


SAM. At least he said ‘hello’.


SIMONE. The point is, it will take years for that school to be integrated again.


NICK. You could go to synagogue.


SIMONE. I’m sorry?


NICK. You might be able to build up your credits at synagogue. Instead of going to church. You could speak to the school.
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