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Characters


MOLLY, twelve


JOE, six


MUM


NAN


TAYLOR


BUS DRIVER


ABI


TEXTBOOK


MICHELLE


MS JOHNSON


McDONALD’S ASSISTANT


CLEANER


 


All characters can be played by the three actors playing MOLLY, MUM and JOE.


 


 


 


 


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













 


 


Music: ‘Shake It Off’ by Taylor Swift.


MOLLY and TAYLOR (MOLLY’s friend, not Taylor Swift) burst into the space. They dance their routine to the music, having a great time. They are really good.


The music fades. They stop and look at each other: it’s time to go.


MOLLY. I’ll miss you.


TAYLOR. You’re going home.


MOLLY. I know.


TAYLOR. It’s going to be amazing.


MOLLY. I know.


TAYLOR. You best not forget me.


MOLLY. As if. You best not forget me.


TAYLOR. As if.


Beat.


See you then, Molly.


TAYLOR backs away from MOLLY. Before she disappears, she puts her finger to the side of her head and taps it. MOLLY does the same back to TAYLOR.


TAYLOR disappears. MOLLY shouts after her.


MOLLY. Taylor! Taylor, come back! I need to ask you something!


Nothing.


TAYLOR! What am I… what am I going to do without you?


Beat.


So, okay, it’s Sunday afternoon and I am holding a black bin bag containing all my stuff and I am standing outside a house. It’s a house I haven’t seen for a long time – a house I haven’t seen for five weeks and one day.


It looks just the same. There’s the same broken blue gate and Joe’s same old green scooter in the front garden and the same grey curtains in the same window and the same red front dooropens.


CREAK. MOLLY’s MUM appears.


And then… there she is. (To MUM.) Mum!


MUM. Molly!


MOLLY. Mum.


MUM. Love.


MOLLY. Hiya.


MUM. My Supergirl. Come in.


They go inside.


MOLLY (to us). Supergirl. That’s just a thing that my mum and my nan called me when I was little. For a while I thought I was an actual superhero with magical powers and I used to pretend to like rescue things and fly and stuff but then I got older and I realised that there’s actually no such thing as superheroes and I was just a normal girl. Which was disappointing.


MUM. My Molly.


MOLLY (to us). Mum looks… normal.


Beat.


MUM. I’ve done us a cake –


MOLLY. A cake?


MUM. What’s wrong with that? Look –


MOLLY (to us). This is not normal. Nan used to make us cakes but never Mum. It’s a yellow cake with jam inside. It’s a bit brown on top but I go – (To MUM.) Mmmmmmm.


MOLLY goes to the window, looks up and down the street.


Where’s Joe?


MUM. His dad’s dropping him off after swimming. Any minute now.


MOLLY (to us). I don’t know why but for some reason, it feels like things will be okay when Joe gets back. Then, things will go back to normal. I mean he’s a pain, Joe, he’s extremely extremely annoying but he’s also kind of useful. (Beat.) Don’t tell him I said that.


MOLLY keeps looking out of the window for JOE.


MUM (clocking MOLLY’s gaze). I know, poor Vera looks a bit miserable, doesn’t she? I’m going to put an ad in the Evening News this week.


MOLLY. You can’t sell Vera!


MUM. Your nan wouldn’t want her sitting there getting sad and rusty, would she? She’d want someone to get some use out of her.


MOLLY. She was Nan’s best friend!


MUM. Sweetheart, Vera’s a car. And we could do with the money.


MOLLY. I could have her. When I’m older.


MUM. I doubt she’ll be running by then. She’s on her last legs as it is.


MOLLY (to us). Actually, I can already drive. My mum doesn’t know this, obviously. Taylor taught me in the car park of B&M one night when Kyle’s brother came down in his car and let us all have a go. It’s actually not that hard, once you get the hang.


MUM. Come on, Moll, come away from the window. Let me look at you.


MOLLY steps towards MUM. MUM stares at her, smiling.


There you are.


MOLLY dithers, puts her arms out and turns in a circle. MUM watches.


MOLLY. And there I am. Standing in the kitchen of a house that looks like my house but somehow doesn’t feel like my house any more, with a mum who looks like my mum but is actually a kind of new, shiny, smiley, fixed-up Mum.


I want to stop turning round but I don’t know if I should, so I keep going, around and around like the little ballerina in my nan’s jewellery box, but then –


JOE’s music – fast and loud.
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