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  (the) Woman was co-produced by New Perspectives and Royal & Derngate, Northampton, and was first performed at Royal & Derngate, Northampton on 13 February 2025, before a UK tour. The cast was as follows:
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        Sarah Dickenson

      
    


    
      	
        Director

      

      	

      	
        Angharad Jones

      
    


    
      	
        Designer
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        Lighting Designer
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        Assistant Director

      

      	

      	
        Jessy Roberts

      
    


    
      	
        Casting

      

      	

      	
        Ellie Collyer-Bristow CDG

      
    


    
      	
        Production Photography

      

      	

      	
        Manuel Harlan

      
    


    
      	
        Rehearsal Photography

      

      	

      	
        Tom Platinum Morley

      
    


    
      	
        Filming
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        Image Design
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        Photography
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  Scenery, set painting, properties, costuming, wigs and make-up by Royal & Derngate workshops and facilitated by in-house stage management and technical teams.



  

    

  




  




  

    For




    Mum and Dad – thank you for the crazy love and freedom from politeness. I wish we could live it all again.




    Mark – thank you for the precious space to write and for slowly embracing the mess in my wake.




    Edi and Ren – I hope you don’t read this for a very long time. Also, god I love you.


  




  

    

  




  




  We did not yet entirely understand that Mother, as imagined and politicised by the societal system, was a delusion. The world loved the delusion more than it loved the mother.




  Deborah Levy, Things I Don’t Want to Know




  Without a child I could dance across the sexism of my era, whereas becoming a mother shoved my face right down into it.




  Miranda July, All Fours




  A woman must have money and a room of her own if she is to write fiction.




  Virginia Woolf, A Room of One’s Own




  There is no more somber enemy of good art than the pram in the hall.




  Cyril Connelly, Enemies of Promise




  Still, I hope the demands of motherhood… don’t preclude her from writing something more substantial next time.




  Dominic Cavendish, The Telegraph review of Mum by Morgan Lloyd Malcom


  (I loved this play, btw. J.U.)




  

    

  




  




  Writer’s Note




  Back in 2019, when I was drowning in a particularly tough period of motherhood, my brother saw a boy (now man) I went out with at school walking through our hometown; he shouted, ‘I saw your sister pushing a buggy up Derby Road. I expected more from her!’




  When my brother told me about this, I was both furious and wounded. I was already carrying around a big bank of ‘things people think about me since I had kids’, but this was the one that sparked a fire. After that, I started making notes on my phone of things that occurred to me as I crawled through this intense period of change: systemic ‘secrets’ I was let into, double standards I came up against, formative feelings I couldn’t pick myself out of and a shifting sense of self.




  A couple of years later, with all these notes, I started writing this play. But not before I contacted the high-school ex in question, twenty-five years after we broke up, to see if he’d be interested in a Zoom (it was pandemic times) to chat about how that formative relationship had impacted us both. I told him I was a writer now and that even though we were boyfriend and girlfriend in a past life, I often thought about that relationship and how it partly formed the adult that I am. To my shock and surprise, he agreed. A week later, I put my make-up on, blurred out the messy background and tried to make myself look better than a woman who’d had kids in her hometown – more than a woman he expected more of. He didn’t show up. Of course he didn’t. I sat there for an hour. Nothing. No message. Ghosted, as they say. So, I imagined a meeting instead. And that was the start of this.




  Since then, there’ve been a lot of people who’ve read it and encouraged me. At the very start there was Jack McNamara, Hannah Stone, Lizzie Twells, Katie Posner, Angharad Jones, Frances Stickley, Suz Bell, Rosie Wyatt, Michelle Hall, Micheline Steinberg and Helen MacAuley (just writing their names here doesn’t do justice to their impact, but word count). Later, when Angharad and New Perspectives agreed to produce the play and commissioned a new draft, dramaturg Sarah Dickenson came on board. I’d always wanted to work with Sarah, but this was the first time – and I can honestly say it felt like a light had been switched on inside me. Sarah has played a huge part in the creation of this play and I am so inspired by her wisdom. Angharad organised and directed some brilliant research and development and I am so grateful to the NT Studio and all the actors and creatives who helped shape the work including Archie Backhouse, Fanta Barrie, Jessica Clark, Ray Fearon, Akiya Henry, Jennifer Jackson, Jessy Roberts, Sara Perks, Sabrina Sandhu, Jay Taylor, Jason Williamson and Rosie Wyatt.




  So that’s how (the) Woman came to be. The gestation period, I suppose. A really, really long one. Longer than an elephant’s. And here’s the baby. Imperfect, like we all are, but full of questions.




  It takes a village.




  J. U.



  
    
  


  


  Characters

  in order of appearance


  M


  MIDWIFE


  MATT


  BIG JOHN


  JOSH


  JAKE


  HUSBAND


  SARAH


  AGENT


  JULIE


  HEALTH VISITOR


  DAUGHTER


  EM


  JOE


  DOCTOR


  MUM


  BABY


  JONATHAN DARCY

	
  Notes on the Text


  The absence of full stops at the end of lines of dialogue indicates an unfinshed sentence or thought.


  A forward slash (/ ) at the end of a line indicates that the following line should overlap it.


  An extra line space after a line of dialogue indicates a beat, pause or hesitation before the next line.


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


  A Note About Production


  In the first production, all the characters except M were played by three actors multi-roling. We only had one rule for this – that the actor who played Matt did not also play Husband. But all of this is up for grabs. Many layers of meaning can be made and found in different combinations and you have the freedom to find them. This play could definitely be done with sixteen actors, it could be done with a cast of women, it’s open for discovery.


  I’ve included scene titles to support the idea that M is writing the play as she works her way through this intense period of her life. You’re welcome to use the titles in your production, or not.


  At the end of the play is a review. This can be performed, lip-synched, given to an audience member to read, printed on a free sheet, or just left unshared in the script.


  The song in Scene One was composed using references from various musicals. Feel free to have fun with that. We did.


  

  
    
  


  


  Scene One


  A New Beginning (1)/Detonation


  Calm. Peace. Dim warm lights come up on M in bed with a baby. She is perfectly made up, glowing from the inside of her sweet, rosy, motherly flesh and wearing a long, virginal white nightgown (like Maid Marian in the rape scene from Robin Hood: Prince of Thieves).


  Music starts to play.


  M. Hello. Hi. Hi.


  I’m your mummy.


  Yes, I am. Yes, I am.


  Music starts. Singing like Julie Andrews.


  Ten perfect fingers


  Ten perfect toes


  Skin as soft as velvet


  Tiny button nose


  Here we are


  You and me


  It makes sense


  Now I see


  What life is all about


  (To the DOCTORS/MIDWIVES – speaking.) Excuse me!


  They ignore her.


  (Singing again.) Up until this moment


  My head was all a mess


  Drowning in confusion


  Things I can’t confess


  But that’s all gone


  My life is new


  I’ll be perfect


  Just for you


  A brand-new shiny me


  (To the DOCTORS/MIDWIVES – louder now.) Excuse me!


  No one is listening.


  She climbs out of bed. The bottom of her dress is completely soaked in blood like a nightmare.


  A beat kicks in.


  She moves into spoken word – Lin-Manuel Miranda style – perhaps the MEDICAL STAFF join in on a set dance piece.


  Baby girl, comrade, sister


  I’m gonna raise you up, won’t try to fix ya


  I’ll celebrate your traits and never judge ya


  Let you trash boundaries and always love ya


  When acne plagues your face I’ll kiss your skin


  Won’t nail-poke your belly


  We’ll destroy the word slim – (MEDICAL STAFF join in.) ICK!


  We’ll hail high our sisters and roar our truth


  Occupy space and smash the roof


  This is our moment, we’re power manifested


  We’re the toil our foremothers invested


  Obliterate the patriarchy, slam the system


  One mess at a time, too many to list them


  From here I will be better


  From here I’m growing up


  From here I’ve found my voice


  From here I’m showing up


  The riff from ‘Under Pressure’ by Queen and David Bowie plays.


  She breaks away from the musical number – to DOCTORS/ MIDWIVES, who continue to ignore her.


  Excuse me!


  Suddenly the noise of the ward is audible. It is loud. Babies crying. Women giving birth.


  Beat speeds up.


  Speaking now, like time is running out. But still the image is messily reminiscent of a Madonna and Child painting.


  And I’ll hold you


  And I’ll tell you you’re the best thing that ever existed


  I’ll fill you so stuffed full of your own brilliance that nothing dark will ever get through the cracks


  But I’ll make you aware of your own privilege


  And I’ll show you the world isn’t fair
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