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  Favour was first performed at the Bush Theatre, London, on 24 June 2022, with the following cast:
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  A Bush Theatre and Clean Break Co-Production
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  My beautiful force,




  My walking truth,




  My mother,




  Who unintentionally led me to myself.




  For Mum and Nanoo.




  





  




  Characters




  NOOR, sixty, Aleena’s mother, Leila’s grandmother




  ALEENA, forty, Noor’s daughter, Leila’s mother




  LEILA, fifteen, Aleena’s daughter, Noor’s granddaughter




  FOZIA, fifty-five, Noor’s friend




  Key




  Words in bold to be spoken in Urdu.




  / indicates that the line after is to be delivered immediately, if seen within a line it indicates the point where the next line overlaps.




  Words in italic are to be emphasised.




  Note




  The actor playing Aleena may interpret the relationship with Sian in whichever way they choose.




  They may also decide whether she is still alive or no longer.




   




   




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




  





  




  Winter. 7 a.m. A living room in a small two-bedroom house. All the lights and lamps are on. A television faces away from the audience at the front of the stage. A sofa, with two doilys on the arms, faces the television. Walls are full of family photos. One slightly centre and bigger than the rest consists of a near perfect middle-class Pakistani family: a father, a mother and their two young sons, slightly tilted as it hangs. The room is cluttered with a mesh of Islamic furnishings and Ikea items. A homemade ‘welcome home’ banner hangs above the sofa, the dining table is covered in Pakistani finger food, the likes of samosas, pakoras, yoghurt, chickpeas, dates. An adjoining kitchen: half of the wallpaper has been removed, half not, cheap appliances and lino flooring. An unkempt armchair sits in the corner of the room. A door frame sits at the back of the stage leading into the hallway and the rest of the house, next to it is a small window with curtains that remain closed.




  As the audience enter, NOOR is anxiously smoking a cigarette with an ashtray on her lap. LEILA’s school uniform and bed sheets sit on the arm of the sofa next to her, NOOR’s phone rests on top of it. LEILA is on the floor, painting on a huge canvas, different coloured paints are scattered around her.




  Lights up.




  







  




  Scene One




  LEILA continues to paint, she hums Jesy Nelson’s ‘Boyz’, as she gets further into her painting she begins singing the chorus aloud. NOOR watches her, after a moment LEILA notices NOOR’s eyes on her and stops. NOOR receives a text on her phone, disappointment floods her face.




  A sudden bang. Something hits the window. NOOR jumps, LEILA gets up, they look at one another before NOOR rushes over to the window.




  LEILA. Is it?




  NOOR makes her way back to the sofa.




  NOOR. No.




  LEILA darts to the window.




  Don’t open it!




  LEILA. Okay I won’t.




  LEILA peeps through the curtain.




  It’s those dickheads again! /




  NOOR. Leila /




  LEILA. One of them goes to my school /




  NOOR. Come away from the window /




  LEILA. That bike’s way too big for him, looks like he’s mounting a horse…




  LEILA continues to look out.




  Oh my god! /




  NOOR (startled). What? /




  LEILA. He’s wearing Kangol…Who wears Kangol?!




  LEILA moves away from the window, she stretches her arms out to the ceiling and winces as she does.




  NOOR. I told you to sit at the table.




  LEILA. Proper artists sit on the floor.




  NOOR. They sit at desks.




  LEILA. I don’t have a desk and those chairs hurt my bum.




  NOOR. Don’t get paint on the carpet.




  LEILA. It’s been hours, where is she?




  NOOR. I don’t know.




  LEILA. Shall we call her?




  NOOR. She doesn’t have a phone /




  LEILA. What about Auntie Shabana’s phone? /




  NOOR. I’ve tried.




  LEILA. And?




  NOOR stubs out her cigarette.




  NOOR. Your lunch is by the door.




  NOOR hands LEILA her underwear.




  Brush your teeth and get changed.




  LEILA smells her underwear, it smells of smoke, she smells herself.




  LEILA. I need a shower!




  NOOR. She’ll need the hot water /




  LEILA. But I had PE yesterday /




  NOOR. You should have had one last / night.




  LEILA. I was doing my homework /




  NOOR. Did you do your maths?




  LEILA. I tried.




  NOOR. You tried?




  LEILA. It’s hard.




  NOOR. What about those revision books we bought you?




  LEILA. I’d learn Japanese faster.




  NOOR. You always finish your art homework.




  LEILA. Cos I love art.




  NOOR. Science and maths are just as important.




  LEILA. Boring…




  NOOR. There’s some food in the fridge, drop it to your Auntie Fozia on the way.




  LEILA (under her breath). Can’t she come here and get it?…




  NOOR. You know she has a bad back.




  Beat.




  She’s your auntie /




  LEILA. Not my real auntie /




  NOOR. What have I told you about that?




  If it wasn’t for Fozia we wouldn’t have this house.




  Don’t forget that.




  LEILA smiles.




  LEILA. Don’t worry I won’t.




  Beat.




  Nanoo? /




  NOOR. Yes?




  Beat.




  LEILA. Can I have the day off? /




  NOOR. No /




  LEILA. Please? /




  NOOR. Nay! /




  LEILA. But I have a hundred per cent attendance /




  NOOR. And that’s how it will stay.




  LEILA huffs.




  I heard your class at the masjid has been /




  LEILA (excitedly). Cancelled!?




  NOOR. Delayed, by an hour.




  LEILA sighs.




  One of the sisters has a dentist appointment this afternoon /




  LEILA. I’ll never get to see her /




  NOOR. Don’t be a drama queen /




  LEILA. It’s just one day off /




  NOOR. You can pray for her at the masjid /




  LEILA (under her breath). I can pray for her at home.




  NOOR shoots LEILA a look.




  God’s everywhere!




  NOOR. Your routine has to stay the same.




  LEILA. I / know




  NOOR. That’s what the doctor said.




  LEILA huffs.




  Kapray Phenno! Get dressed.




  NOOR hands LEILA her school uniform along with fresh bed sheets.




  And that’s the last set of bed sheets I’m washing.




  Beat.




  LEILA. Is she coming?




  NOOR. Yes.




  Go.




  LEILA exits, NOOR glances to see if LEILA’s gone, she slips another cigarette out of her packet, lights it and paces up and down.




  LEILA (offstage). Maybe her and Auntie Shabana stopped for food?




  LEILA re-enters in her school uniform, she stands in front of the mirror and begins tying her hijab.




  What if something happened to them?




  NOOR. What?




  LEILA. On the way here /




  NOOR. Nothing’s happened /




  LEILA. How do you know? /




  NOOR. I know /




  LEILA. How? /




  NOOR. I have faith /




  LEILA. Faith? /




  NOOR. That’s all you need /




  LEILA. I’d like a phone call /




  LEILA finishes tying her hijab, she looks at NOOR, her breathing quickens.




  NOOR. What is it?




  LEILA. You know something.




  NOOR. What? /




  LEILA. And you’re not telling me /




  NOOR. Leila /




  LEILA begins pacing.




  LEILA. Something’s wrong /




  NOOR. Don’t be silly /




  LEILA. I know you know something’s wrong /




  LEILA’s anxiety grows.




  NOOR. Sit down, Jaan /




  LEILA. She was supposed to be back last night /




  NOOR. Leila /




  LEILA. It’s too many hours /




  NOOR. Listen to me /




  LEILA. No /




  NOOR. Sit down and take some breaths /




  LEILA. I can’t /




  NOOR. You can /




  LEILA. I won’t /




  NOOR. You will /




  LEILA. I won’t till you tell me!




  Beat.




  NOOR. Your Auntie Shabana couldn’t pick her up.




  Beat.




  LEILA. But you said /




  NOOR. Her car broke down /




  LEILA. How is she meant to get home? /




  NOOR. She’ll get the bus /




  LEILA. The bus! /




  LEILA becomes more frantic.




  What if someone did something to her? /




  NOOR. Leila /




  LEILA. She doesn’t have any money /




  NOOR. They give you money /




  LEILA. What if she got robbed! /




  NOOR. Bas, Leila /




  LEILA’s breathing quickens.




  LEILA. Why has it taken all night? /




  NOOR. Enough /




  LEILA. Auntie Shabana was supposed to go! /




  NOOR approaches her, sits her down and strokes her back.
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