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First Performance





Her Naked Skin was first performed in the Olivier auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 24 July 2008. The cast was as follows:




Celia Cain Lesley Manville


William Cain Adrian Rawlins


Eve Douglas Jemima Rooper


Florence Boorman Susan Engel


Mrs Schliefke Pamela Merrick


Emily Wilding Davison Zoë Aldrich


 


House of Commons


 


Herbert Asquith David Beames


Miss Brint Harriette Quarrie


John Seely Julien Ball


Augustine Birrell Ken Bones


Edward Grey Simon Markey


Keir Hardie Robert Willox


 


Holloway Prison


 


Potter Tony Turner


Mrs Briggs Stephanie Jacob


Dr Vale Dermot Kerrigan


Dr Parker Nick Malinowski


Nurse Elicia Daly


Young Nurse Stephanie Thomas


Wardress Ruth Keeling


Guard Edward Newborn


Guard Joe Dunlop 


Charlie Power Gerard Monaco


Hunt Julien Ball


Brown Tony Turner


Doctor Klein Ken Bones


Mrs Collins Deborah Winckles


Lord Curzon David Beames


Robert Cecil Robert Willox


Mrs Major Barbara Kirby


Felicity Anna Lowe


 


Other parts played by members of the Company


 


Director Howard Davies


Designer Rob Howell


Lighting Designer Neil Austin


Projection Designer Jon Driscoll


Music Harvey Brough


Sound Designer Paul Groothuis


Assistant Director Elly Green






















Characters







Celia Cain


forties


Florence Boorman


seventies


Eve Douglas


twenties


Mrs Schliefke


sixties


Mrs Briggs


twenties


Miss Brint


twenties


Mrs Collins


sixties


Emily Wilding Davison


forties


Mary Nicholson


twenties


Clara Franks


twenties


William Cain


forties


Charlie Power


twenties


Brown


forties


Hunt


forties


Keir Hardie


fifties


Herbert Asquith


sixties


John Seely


fifties


Edward Grey


fifties


Augustine Birrell


fifties


George Curzon


fifties


Robert Cecil


fifties


Dr Klein


forties


Dr Vale


thirties


Dr Parker


twenties


Potter


thirties





Guards, Nurse, Suffragettes,


Wardresses and MPs


Parts may be doubled / tripled


 


The action takes place in London in 1913
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Epigraph







‘I freeze and yet am burned’


Elizabeth I



























Act One
























SCENE ONE








A parlour. Morning. Emily Wilding Davison sits, dressed to go outside. She stands and puts a sash around her waist in front of a mirror. She turns on the gramophone. A contemporary song plays. She checks herself in the mirror and touches the lining of her jacket. The gramophone gets stuck. She does not move. She checks the lining of her jacket again. She takes the needle off the record, checks her purse, goes to the mirror, puts on her hat and checks the inside of her jacket. She picks up a rolled piece of paper then leaves with it in her hand.


The sound of a gramophone needle on a cracked old record going round, loud.


On a large screen we see the Derby of 1913. The horses race around Tattenham Corner and a small grainy figure comes onto the track and is trampled underfoot. The image is almost impossible to make out but the general impression of the film is that something has ‘happened’.


















SCENE TWO








The House of Commons. A private room. Afternoon. Some of Asquith’s cabinet sit at a large table, smoking, drinking. It is an informal summoning of Liberal MPs. Birrell and Grey pass round photographs and newspapers. Seely enters and takes a seat.




Seely   Temperature’s gone sky high, no?


Birrell   Thought we had a cold, turns out to be a fever.


Seely   At least they’ve laid on a drink. 


Grey   Has anyone actually talked to him yet?


Seely   I just passed him on the stairway. He looked like it was war to the knife.


Grey   Curzon’s gone loco about it too. Says we should deport them.


Seely   Yes. Well. Curzon.




Asquith enters. He is with a young female secretary, Miss Brint.





Grey   Sir.


Asquith   Grey.




Asquith sits. Miss Brint sits apart from the MPs.





So? What are we thinking?


Seely   It’ll burn itself out, H.H. A few days of women keening, then it’ll die down.


Asquith  I think you’re being optimistic.


Birrell   I’m with you. I don’t think it’s going away. It’s all dependent, of course.


Asquith   Yes. Quite.


Birrell   Hardie will jump on it tomorrow.


Grey   If it becomes heated in the House, Seely simply comes in with the Irish.


Seely   There’s enough to come in with.




Grey examines the picture.





Grey   Pluck.


Asquith   What?


Grey   Got to give it to her. The girl has pluck. 


Asquith   I don’t believe her pluck is in dispute. Any word, Miss Brint?


Brint   Miss Davison’s unlikely to survive the day, sir.


Asquith   That’s … unfortunate.


Grey   Damn miracle the gal’s lasted this long.


Asquith   Bugger. There’ll be a major funeral, no?


Birrell   It’ll be women as far as the eye can see.


Asquith   Which should sound like heaven, but it doesn’t.




Quiet smiles and chuckles at the PM’s wit.





Grey   Our man at Poplar says they’re planning a march, thousands of them.


Asquith   A touch tasteless. And premature. What does the Post say?




Birrell examines its front page.





Birrell   Queen enquired about Miss Davison’s progress last night. They’re calling the latest attacks an ‘epidemic’.


Grey   They scorched my golf course, did I tell you? Acid all over the grass. Rare finches there, too. I don’t expect they relished the amazon invasion.


Birrell   (reads) ‘Militant suffragism is like a pain in the body … monomania.’


Asquith   You say she’s tried it before?




Asquith looks to Miss Brint who looks to her notes.





Brint   Yes, sir. From the prison balcony. Twice.


Grey   Hysterical.


Asquith   That’s what we’ll have to concentrate on. Her lack of … 


Birrell   A horse? Sorry, just came out.


Seely   If we brand her a hysteric we may suffer a backlash.


Birrell   The real problem is, the public will renew their focus on the forcible feeding.


Asquith   Hospital treatment, Birrell.


Birrell   Call it what you like. There’ll be a new stink all over again. If this woman dies they’ve got their first bona fide martyr. It may well blow their non-violent manifesto to kingdom come.


Seely   I think you’re being a touch dramatic.


Birrell   They keep comparing their campaign to the Irish. Look where that’s headed.


Asquith   The Irish are the Irish. And they’ve been damned useful to us. What we’re dealing with here is a lunatic fringe of lonely frigid women who crave attention. Anything new from the police?


Brint   They found a return ticket in her purse, sir. And a diary entry for next week.




Pause. Hard thought while Asquith refills his glass.





Seely   That’s rather good, isn’t it? Ergo, she didn’t mean to die for the cause at all. She stepped out onto the track by mistake.


Brint   What?


Seely   What?


Brint   Nothing. Sorry, sir.


Grey   My mother had no sense of direction whatsoever. Still stretching it a bit though, isn’t it?




A few stolen looks behind Brint’s back. Veiled chuckles. 





Seely   People run out onto the course after all the horses have gone by.


Birrell   You’re saying she might not have seen forty thoroughbreds racing round Tattenham Corner at full pelt?


Seely   I’m saying she was endeavouring to celebrate in the traditional fashion. But was a little premature. What do you think?




Asquith pours himself a stronger drink.





Asquith   Maybe she’ll live. That would be better, wouldn’t it? (Pause.) Wouldn’t it?


Seely   Absolutely. Of course. It would be wonderful. Preservation of human life aside, which we all pray will happen, it would …


Grey   Indicate a botch job. Universal female incompetence. Present company excepted. Right up to the tenth hole they scorched it. Rotten.


Asquith   You’re right, Seely. People will see it as nothing compared to Ireland. So who’s making the big noise about Home Rule tomorrow?





















SCENE THREE








Regent Street. Evening. Celia Cain stands near a shop front. There are various women, looking in windows, along the street. A Flower Lady stands next to a Newspaper Vendor. Eve Douglas watches Celia.




Celia   Do you have the time upon you, please?




The Vendor gets out his watch.





Vendor   Just coming up to six. 


Celia   How many minutes to six?


Vendor   How many? … Seven.


Celia   Thank you. I’ll have a paper, please.




Celia gives the Vendor a coin and takes the paper. Eve approaches Celia.





Eve   Excuse me. Are you? … Sorry. Nothing.


Celia   Yes. I expect I am.


Eve   Oh.


Celia   Yes.




Celia walks away from Eve and approaches the Flower Seller.





I’ll have some violets, please.


Flower Seller Ta.




The Flower Seller wraps some violets for Celia, who takes them and walks away. Eve approaches Celia again.





Eve   I’m … I …


Celia   What? Is it your first time? I promise it won’t hurt.


Eve   I don’t think I can do it.


Celia   Excuse me.




Celia walks away from Eve and stands near another shop. Celia looks at the newspaper, distracted. She puts the newspaper under her arm, waits. Eve watches her, then takes out a hammer and smashes the window in front of her.





Eve   I did it. I did it.


Celia   Yes. You’re a touch bloody early, but you did it. 




Celia takes out a hammer from her coat and smashes the shop window in front of her. The other women in the street follow suit. Windows are being smashed simultaneously throughout the West End.
























SCENE FOUR








Florence, Mrs Schliefke and other Suffragettes line up in front of a prison guard, Potter, who sits at a table and writes down their details. Once they have answered Potter’s questions they go to a set of scales and are weighed. A Guard records their weight. Then on to another table where a Guard issues them with items such as a toothbrush and a handkerchief.




Potter   Name?


Mary Nicholson   Mary Nicholson.


Potter   Occupation.


Mary Nicholson   Factory worker.


Potter   Sentence.


Mary Nicholson   Seven months. Windows.


Potter   Name.


Clara   Franks Clara Franks.


Potter   Occupation.


Clara   Franks Student of fine art.


Potter   Sentence.


Clara   Franks Six months.


Potter   Name.


Florence   Florence Dorothy Mary Boorman. 


Potter   Occupation.


Florence   Suffragist.


Potter   Occupation, Miss Boorman. Not offence.


Florence   Suffragist. Suffragette. Womanist. Woman. That’s what I’m occupied with at the present moment in time and have been for the past sixty years.


Potter   Employment.


Florence   Suffragette. Sentence seven months.


Potter   Can’t get enough of it, can you?


Florence   I was on marches before you were born.


Potter   Which just goes to show how long and ineffectual your campaign has been.


Florence   Which division are you putting us in?


Potter   Second.


Florence   We are politicals. Not thieves or child-killers. We should be placed in first.


Potter   (indicating his form) Criminal damage. See.


Florence   The tide is changing, Potter. Watch out. The water will come rushing in under your feet and you’ll find you won’t have a pot to piss in. If you insist on placing us in second, you’d better arrange for the prison glazier now. We will immediately proceed to break our windows. It is our legal right to be in first. Visitors we should have, pens, paper. Associated labour. Permitted access to other cells.
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