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    An earlier version of the play was performed at the Bedlam Theatre, Edinburgh Festival Fringe in August 2014.




  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      
Author’s Note







Thank you to the many people who have contributed and helped shaped the play since its initial conception in 2012, including the pool of actors who have read and performed Alice and Michael, and the company of the 2014 Edinburgh Festival try-out. Thank you to family and friends for their support, and to Peter Wilson and all at PW Productions for their invaluable, continual support and dedication.




L.B.
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    Characters




    ALICE, twenty-two to twenty-eight


MICHAEL, twenty-five to thirty-one




    Note on Text


    

    The play is intended to be performed with minimalist set, the changes in time and location being indicated by light and sound.


    

    ( * ) Indicates a change in time/place.


    

    (…) Indicates that a sentence trails off.


    

    ( – ) Indicates that a sentence or thought is cut off.


    

  




 

 	





 		

 
ACT ONE



 

Monday 4th July 2016. Just after midnight; Sunday, minutes ago. A riverbank. Otley, West Yorkshire. The water laps by the bank, the wind slips through the nettles. MICHAEL (thirty-one) still in yesterday’s clothes, sits, staring down at the bottom of the bank. The body of ALICE (twenty-eight) lays face-down at the edge of the water.




He stares at it, for too long a time.




He moves towards her, crouches down. Her clothes and hair are soaked, her shoes missing, her face and neck spattered with mud. He gently lifts her face out of the water, stares into her eyes, distant, lifeless. Beat. He lifts her body up onto the bank. Looks at her face, one final moment before closing her eyes. Proceeds to make his way back up the hill.




Without warning, ALICE lurches up to sitting as water explodes from her mouth. She collapses back down to the ground, her eyes snapping open.




He stares at her, unable to comprehend the situation, as she rolls over and pushes herself up onto her hands and knees, laughing uncontrollably.




 ALICE Have I been on the Blue Nun?


Fucking, Echo Falls?


Told ya before, jump me when I start heading towards the Echo Falls…




She pushes herself up to standing, her balance somewhat lacking.




She notices that she’s soaked.




Rained?


Would have been nice of ya to –




She laughs. He just stares at her.




Fuck did we get out here?




Like Blackpool all over again, lucky I didn’t start on the red.




 MICHAEL Fuck off – 




 ALICE We got Berocca? Shop still open? What is it, like, eleven?




She with Mum?


She’ll kick my arse, you wait, blaming you for this, telling you that now.




Beat.




 MICHAEL Fuck off – 




 ALICE Fancy us? Huh? Fancy us? Fucking, soggy biscuit – Get a kiss?




She goes to kiss him. He steps back. Looks at her.




 MICHAEL Should stop.




 ALICE We’re not having any more, no.




 MICHAEL You’re –




 ALICE What you been on, Desperados?




 MICHAEL Fuck off…




 ALICE Ey, this is us now, imagine if we did this all the time, you wonder how people do it –




 MICHAEL Come on, mate.




 ALICE Going down fucking, Co-op, middle of the day – 




She laughs.




 MICHAEL Come on, ya fucker.




 ALICE Take me back will ya, walking seems to be a bit of an issue.




 MICHAEL On with ya – 




 ALICE Need some sleep.




 MICHAEL Am asleep – 




 ALICE Alright, Broadmoor, half a litre of tequila down you an’ all by the sounds of it.




 MICHAEL On the settee – 




 ALICE Christ, how much have you had?




He looks at her. Begins to laugh. Gets down on his hands and knees.




 MICHAEL What ya doing this for, ya daft twat – 




He starts slapping his face.




Not the time for this – 




 ALICE What ya doing?




 MICHAEL Gotta get up, mate – 




 ALICE Acting the mental – 




The slapping gets harder and harder.




You’re gonna hurt yourself – 




 MICHAEL Gotta be going – 




 ALICE Mike – 




 MICHAEL Get up.




 ALICE Stop it – 




 MICHAEL Please – 




 ALICE Stop!




He stops.




Fucking hell, boy –




This is why we don’t drink! I’d be running through the streets singing fucking, Vengaboys if you hadn’t found me.




Come on, should sleep it off.




 MICHAEL Am asleep – 




 ALICE You can keep saying it as much as you like, still don’t make any sense.




 MICHAEL I’m on the settee – 




 ALICE Why would you be on the settee?




 MICHAEL Can’t do this – 




 ALICE Do what?




 MICHAEL Not yet – 




 ALICE Alright… 




Alright then. You’re asleep. Snoring ya head off. Where am I then? Fucking Narnia?




He reaches out. Touches her face, palpable, solid. She laughs.




You alright?




 MICHAEL Do you not – 




 ALICE Not – 




 MICHAEL What, nothing?




 ALICE You’ve lost me – 




 MICHAEL What do you remember?




 ALICE Remember?




 MICHAEL Yesterday – 




 ALICE What about –




 MICHAEL Yesterday – 




 ALICE I dunno –




 MICHAEL What do you mean you don’t know?




 ALICE Means I don’t know, I don’t – 




 MICHAEL What do you remember?




 ALICE Can hardly fucking stand up –




Told ya, shouldn’t have let me drink.




 MICHAEL You haven’t been drinking.




 ALICE Then why do I feel like there’s a train in me head?




 MICHAEL What. Do. You. Remember?




 ALICE I. Don’t. Know.




 MICHAEL On the bus, yeah?




 ALICE Yeah –




 MICHAEL I needed to – 




 ALICE You were, yeah, you were finding somewhere to –




 MICHAEL You were gonna take her down here –




 ALICE I did.




I did, we were here, she was –


In me lap – 




 MICHAEL Right, come on, think –




 ALICE What ya doing?




What’s this?




What ya doing?




 MICHAEL I’m – 




 ALICE You’re scaring me.




 MICHAEL I need you to – 




Sorry – 




 ALICE It’s alright, it’s – 




 MICHAEL Please –




 ALICE Mike –




 MICHAEL Just –




 ALICE We were – 




Beat.




We – 




 MICHAEL What – 




She changes colour instantly as her heart begins smashing against her ribcage.




Her stomach heaves up into her mouth, she swallows. Her legs barely hold her weight.




 ALICE Where is she?




 MICHAEL Up the hospital.




 ALICE What, near roundabout?




One near roundabout?




 MICHAEL Think it is – 




 ALICE Who’s with her?




 MICHAEL Your mum’s up there.




 ALICE What does she look like?




 MICHAEL They’re keeping her in, she looks better than she did, but they’re gonna – 




 ALICE Can you drive? You alright to drive?




Fuck do that matter, come on – 




 MICHAEL Wait – 




 ALICE Come on – 




 MICHAEL What do you mean?




 ALICE Need to see her, need to – 




 MICHAEL You can’t, can you.




 ALICE Why not?




 MICHAEL I’m trying to tell ya –




 ALICE Give me the keys.




 MICHAEL Listen a minute – 




 ALICE Give me the keys, we’re wasting time.




 MICHAEL Listen to what I’m saying to you.




 ALICE I’ll listen in the car.




 MICHAEL You’re not hearing me.




 ALICE Gotta get up there, gotta get her home, get her better, all her things around her, get her her Disney –




 MICHAEL You can’t go to the hospital.




 ALICE It’s not the time for this – 




 MICHAEL You wouldn’t wake up…




This hits her.




She takes in the information momentarily, before throwing the impossibility away.




 ALICE I’m not gonna tell you again, you’re starting to upset me now, our little girl, our daughter, is laying in hospital, with fuck knows what wrong with her, and you’re standing here telling me this bollocks.




 MICHAEL You weren’t moving. Your hair was soaked. We saw you.




 ALICE Saw me? What are you on about?




 MICHAEL You were laying here. You weren’t –




 ALICE Well it can’t have been me, can it, come on –




 MICHAEL It were you.




 ALICE You’re wrong.




 MICHAEL I’m not.




Beat.




 ALICE Me.


This is me. This, here, now.




I’m sorry, but you’re wrong – 




Whatever’s happened, whatever you think you’ve seen –




It’s alright. I’m here. I’m here. Alright?




Misunderstanding. Doesn’t matter. All sorted.




Her. Gotta get her better. Come on…




She takes his hand. He winces, lets go of her.




 MICHAEL You’re cold.




 ALICE What?




 MICHAEL You’re freezing – 




 ALICE We’re in a field, it’s midnight,


we’re in the middle of a field, it’s cold – 




He offers his hands to her.




 MICHAEL I’m not cold.




 ALICE So?




 MICHAEL You’re cold, your skin is cold.




 ALICE So I’m cold!




I’m also here, listening to you speak, I can hear you and you can hear me. I can feel the air going into me mouth, into me chest, I can feel this grass, right, it is wet, it is damp, I can feel me legs, me hands, look –




She takes his hand, presses his fingers to her carotid pulse. He stares at her. She drops his hand. Feels it herself. Nothing. She shakes it off, checks her wrist. Nothing there, either. She checks his, it beats fast.




 MICHAEL I’m not wrong.




 ALICE You are.




 MICHAEL I’m not.




 ALICE You have to be – 




You – 




What the fuck – 




Beat.




Look, I’m all up for, fuck it, everyone has their beliefs, believe what you want, don’t mind, don’t want it at my door, but give or take, if that’s what you like, that’s what you like…


But listen to yourself.


Listen to what you’re saying.


It can’t happen…




I’d be in the ground,


I’d be rotting in the ground and I’m not, I am here with you.


Now for the last time, will you give me the bloody keys please…




 MICHAEL Couldn’t get through to ya. Kept going to – Tried a couple of times, just nothing – I come through there, and I just see this man and this, this man and a woman, and they’re holding her, and I haven’t got a clue, can’t see you, don’t know where the hell you are –




I go over, sorta turns into a bit of a run, the closer I get –


I get here, and you’re still – Can’t see you.




She’s all wet, soaked, absolutely, drenched, He gives her to me, and he just, jumps in, fucking, hero, dives in, he’s gone for so, fucking – Comes up, couple of minutes later, got you with him, your face comes up first.




You look –




The strength on him, Christ –


Pushes you up like you were –


she starts pushing on your, blowing in your mouth, he gets his phone, and she’s just screaming, shaking her head all over the place, I’m trying to hold her but she won’t stop.




Do you know how long they take to get here?
Do you know how long?




Guess –




Twenty-two minutes.


Twenty-two minutes it takes –


And I think – That’s a long time.




And when they do get here, they can’t do anything.
Nothing they can do, apparently –




Except they say, all they say, they both say it, man and a young girl, she comes over, and she says, yano, ‘Really sorry,’ no she says – ‘I am ever so sorry about this.’




‘I am. Ever so. Sorry. About this.’




Beat.




Your face –




You looked so shocked.




They take us back, get the key halfway in the door, swing it open and they all turn, all of them – Stephen, Grace, your mum and your dad, all, staring – and they all know, instantly – Your mum starts crying – 




 ALICE Stop.


Please.




Beat.




Don’t know what this is, big wind-up, whatever, maybe it’s not planned out the way you thought it would, maybe you think you’re in too deep, don’t care, I’ll forgive you, but tell me you’re just taking the piss – 




 MICHAEL I’m not joking.




 ALICE Please.




 MICHAEL I’m sorry – 




*




London. A Tube carriage, Piccadilly line towards Cockfosters, December 2010.




ALICE (twenty-two) tries to keep her footing in the crowded carriage, MICHAEL (twenty-five) barges into her.




 MICHAEL  So sorry!


Fucking hell, can’t swing a cat in here, can ya – 




She doesn’t respond.




How ya doing, you alright?




Ya good?




 ALICE Yep.




Beat.




You?




 MICHAEL I’m good, yeah – 




 ALICE Right then – 




 MICHAEL Where you getting off?




 ALICE Shouldn’t really be telling you that – 
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