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  Our New Girl was first performed at the Bush Theatre, London, on 12 January 2012. The cast was as follows:
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  Characters




  DANIEL, eight




  HAZEL ROBINSON, anywhere from thirty-nine to forty-two, mother of Daniel, seven months pregnant at the start of the play, eight months by the end




  RICHARD ROBINSON, forties, Daniel’s father




  ANNIE, twenty-eight, the new nanny




  Time




  London, present day.




  Location




  The Robins on’s kitchen.




  Everything a little too shiny, too bright, nothing homely.




  A clock ticks constantly in the background.




  In Act Two, the number of bottles of olive oil in the kitchen should have increased, perhaps even doubled in number.




  Dialogue




  / indicates an overlap in dialogue.




  [ ] indicates a word or sentence that is not spoken, but conveyed in the playing.




  …indicates an unfinished or unarticulated thought.




  – indicates a very brief pause or a beat where a thought is being clarified.




  This text went to press before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  







  




  ACT ONE




  One




  A darkened kitchen. A sense of night.




  DANIEL is standing in the doorway in his school uniform. Watching.




  A sliver of light from the hallway lights the room.




  In one hand, DANIEL holds a mirror.




  He walks into the kitchen and places the mirror on the table.




  He studies his reflection for a beat.




  He takes off his school blazer and rolls up the sleeves of his shirt in an ‘all business’ sort of way that appears far beyond his years.




  He goes to the cupboard and takes out a small first-aid kit.




  He puts it on the table, opens it and takes out a bottle of Dettol and some tissue.




  He pours the Dettol onto the tissue.




  He brings his ear up close to the mirror – it is magnified in the reflection – and he begins to clean it very carefully. He finishes.




  He drags a chair over to the sideboard where several pristine silver Sabatier kitchen knives of different shapes and sizes are displayed on a magnetic knife-holder on the sideboard. They glint in the light.




  He climbs onto the chair and reaches for one.




  He climbs down and goes back to the mirror.




  He looks at the reflection of his ear once more.




  He takes the knife and slowly begins to lift it towards his ear.




  Suddenly he glances back toward the door as though worried he is being watched in the darkness.




  Nothing.




  He turns back to the mirror again and brings the knife to the top of his ear.




  The blade hovers beside the flesh.




  He grips his earlobe, closes his eyes and lifts the knife –




  Blackout.




  Two




  Several weeks earlier.




  The kitchen table is covered with unopened bottles of olive oil. There are a number of boxes on the floor.




  ANNIE stands in her anorak, a suitcase at her feet.




  HAZEL stands with a phone in her hand, frustrated.




  HAZEL. I’m not blaming you, obviously I’m not blaming you.




  ANNIE. No.




  HAZEL. None of this is your fault in any way, shape or /




  ANNIE. No /




  HAZEL. But the fact is – there’s been a mistake. I mean, even with the jet lag and the time-zone differences and all of the other things that might distract a person – it still doesn’t make sense.




  Beat.




  I know my husband.




  ANNIE. Of course.




  HAZEL. And I can’t see how he could’ve just – not remembered to tell me. About this. You know? It’s not like it’s a small deal.




  ANNIE. No.




  HAZEL. You’re a whole new person standing in front of me and if there was going to be a whole new person standing in front of me, I think he would’ve let me know about it, don’t you?




  ANNIE. Yes.




  HAZEL. Yes.




  Beat.




  ANNIE. It’s just – this is the address on the email.




  ANNIE holds out a piece of paper.




  HAZEL. I know that. I know this is the address on the – I see that this is the – and that is our address but I think – I really think there must have been a – huge… And I’m sorry, you know because you’ve come all the way.




  ANNIE. Yes.




  HAZEL. And that’s awful for you and if I were you I’d be very angry with… whoever has caused this mess.




  ANNIE. I had to pay for the taxi.




  HAZEL. I know. Yes. You said about – that.




  ANNIE. They told me someone’d pick me up from the airport. So I waited for an hour but when no one came, I just got in a taxi.




  HAZEL. Well, that’s terrible. That’s really – awful.




  ANNIE. I thought I should show some initiative because I had the address and, you know, parents can be busy.




  HAZEL. Yes. Well. Tell me about it. My son’s finishing school at two and I’ve a mountain of work to get through and a to-do list as long as my –




  ANNIE. It’s just – I didn’t expect to have to pay for it. The taxi. Out of my own pocket like?




  HAZEL. No. No, of course. You shouldn’t have to – and I can give you the money. Really, if it’s money – that’s the least I could… How much was it?




  ANNIE. I don’t know anyone in London.




  HAZEL. Oh.




  HAZEL looks at the phone.




  I see. Well, that’s… hmmn. That is a bit of a [problem] –




  ANNIE. It was forty. The taxi.




  HAZEL. Right.




  HAZEL rustles around and looks for the money. ANNIE continues.




  ANNIE. Which I thought was alright – in a way – cos people at home never stop telling me taxis over here cost a fortune. I was worried he might turn around and say two hundred or something.




  HAZEL. Well, we’re not far from the – airport really.




  She gives ANNIE forty pounds.




  ANNIE. Thanks.




  They look at one another.




  HAZEL. It’s just I’m just not sure how we [proceed] – you know. Now. I’m not sure where we – go… from here. Is there someone we can ring or – or a head office?




  ANNIE. It’s in Birmingham.




  HAZEL. Birmingham?




  ANNIE. The agency is based in Birmingham.




  HAZEL. God. Really? Well, that’s, no – you might as well go back to Sligo at that rate. It is Sligo, isn’t it? That’s where you said you’re from?




  ANNIE. Yes.




  HAZEL. Sorry – I don’t know Ireland all that [well] – We were supposed to go on our honeymoon.




  ANNIE. To Sligo?




  HAZEL. No. Ireland – but Richard had an exam so we didn’t. Sorry. I’m rambling. I could call him again but that’s the fifth time and I’m pretty sure he’s probably on a plane. Or a bus. Or asleep. I don’t even know what time it is there.




  ANNIE. On the phone he said he’d be delayed.




  HAZEL. On the… You – spoke to him on the phone?




  ANNIE. Yes.




  HAZEL. Richard?




  ANNIE. Didn’t I say that at the start?




  HAZEL. No.




  ANNIE. Oh. Yes. We spoke a couple of times. To finalise the arrangements.




  HAZEL. Finalise the /




  ANNIE. He said he was due back today from… Haiti, is it?




  HAZEL. Yes.




  ANNIE. Where the big earthquake was?




  HAZEL. Yes.




  ANNIE. Yeah. But there’s been an emergency or something so he has to stay on now.




  HAZEL. Yes, he’s been asked to… So you – spoke to my husband on the phone when he was in Haiti?




  ANNIE. I’m hardly just going to go getting on a plane to move to a new country and not have any idea who I’m moving in with, now, am I?




  HAZEL. No. Well. No.




  ANNIE. That’d be crazy.




  HAZEL. Yes.




  ANNIE. The agency don’t let you do things like that anyway. They’re strict. I had to send pictures and references and everything and your husband had to send pictures and references –




  HAZEL. References?




  ANNIE. Sounds like he does some really wonderful work.




  HAZEL.…Yes.




  ANNIE. He sent over a picture of Daniel too.




  HAZEL. Daniel?




  ANNIE. He’s lovely.




  HAZEL. Richard sent a picture of – Daniel to you?




  ANNIE. He sent a few. That’s how I’m sure there hasn’t been a mistake. Because you were in one of the pictures too.




  HAZEL. Me?




  ANNIE. All three of you were. Looked like you were on holidays. Somewhere nice. South of France, maybe?




  HAZEL. I’m sorry you have a picture of – me… on holiday in… We’ve never been to the south of France.




  ANNIE. Well, it looks like the south of France. The way I’d imagine it. It’s a nice picture. You’re in a bikini. You’re not pregnant in it so it was obviously… a while ago.




  HAZEL. No. No, this is too –




  HAZEL presses redial on her phone.




  ANNIE. I have it on my email.




  HAZEL puts the phone to her ear.




  I can show you if you want. It’s pretty standard for families to send photographs to girls. He didn’t do anything – bad in sending it. Your husband.




  HAZEL. No, maybe not but I have to say – I mean – I’m sure you understand this is all just a little bit too – for me – for a Tuesday afternoon – you know? – a picture of me in a bikini in the south of – Fuck it, now it’s just going straight to the machine.




  She hangs up.




  She looks at ANNIE, a sense of desperation.




  I don’t know what to say. I have a whole afternoon’s work to – and my son –




  ANNIE. Daniel




  HAZEL. – finishes at two and to be quite honest this really is the last thing I need to –




  ANNIE. Should I go and get him for you?




  HAZEL. No, that’s – Thank you. No. I just… Exactly – when – did you and Richard organise these pictures and references and… things?




  ANNIE. Three, four days ago. Maybe. The agency said you needed someone quickly. I said I’d be happy to come as soon as you wanted. Nothing much going on in Sligo, these days.




  HAZEL. I just can’t believe he would do something like this without telling me.




  ANNIE. Maybe he wanted to surprise you.




  HAZEL. Surprise me?




  ANNIE. He said you were tired.




  HAZEL. Tired?




  ANNIE. Stressed.




  HAZEL. Stressed?




  ANNIE. He said you needed some support… Daniel’s been a bit of a handful – lately. That’s what he said.




  HAZEL stares at her.




  No, please don’t be angry. Cos – like he sounded really concerned when I spoke to him. He sounded really worried about you.




  HAZEL. Well, he might have voiced his concerns at some point – before he organised for a perfect stranger to turn up on my doorstep unannounced.




  Beat.




  Sorry. That was – I’m… Look, I am completely aware that none of this is your doing, Annie, and as I said I’m absolutely not blaming you for… My husband is a very – headstrong person. And he’s a doctor so – you know – there’s a whole ego at play. And clearly he has just decided




  from his hideout in Haiti that he knows what’s best for me and his son but in fact the last thing on earth I want is a nanny. You know. I don’t need a nanny. Annie.




  ANNIE. That’s very male, isn’t it?




  HAZEL. What?




  ANNIE. To just want to – fix things. To just find a solution and think that’s that now. It’s all that Mars, Venus, stuff.




  HAZEL. Hmmn.




  ANNIE. Have you read that book?




  HAZEL. No. I have it on the shelf but… no.




  ANNIE. It’s good.




  HAZEL.…What do people – do in these situations? Normally.




  ANNIE. What do you mean?




  HAZEL. Do you have a number? For emergencies? Surely, if this agency is so strict about keeping their girls safe, then someone must’ve given you a number in case, you know – something goes wrong.
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