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            Acknowledgements

         

         Two Sisters would not exist without the persistence of four brilliant theatre directors.

         In 2014, my friend, then director of Actors Touring Company, Ramin Gray, had suggested we make a play with a chorus of young people. He arranged a workshop with the Unicorn Theatre in London. For months I was unable to write. Finally, on the last morning of the workshop, desperate and hungover, I sat in Costa Coffee and wrote a scene. That scene turned out to be the opening scene. Later that morning, Ramin noted that I had written this in Times New Roman rather than Helvetica, the choice for all my previous work. ‘This is good, David,’ he said, ‘you’re writing in a new font.’

         Ramin’s encouragement sparked a flame that burned, sputtered, guttered and faded to barely an ember when, in 2019, it was picked up by Ella Caldwell, the Artistic Director of Red Stitch Theatre Company in Melbourne. Ella asked if I had any new stuff. I said that running a theatre had got in the way, but I had some fragments and sent her a document. The next day she told me she loved it and I had to finish the story. She organised a series of readings with Red Stitch and State Arts of Geelong.

         Then there was a pandemic.

         I showed the script to Kitte Wagner, the Artistic Director of Malmö Stadsteater. The play reminded her of her own sibling relationship – she didn’t say whether she was Emma or Amy – and she knew exactly who should play Lance. She arranged a Zoom reading and we agreed to co-produce.

         Finally, as the virus ebbed, the dramaturgical baton was picked up by Lyceum Associate Wils Wilson, and she has brought the play to the stage some ten years after I wrote that first scene.

         6I want to thank Ramin, Ella, Kitte and Wils for their care and determination in pushing me to bring Two Sisters into being.

         I would like to thank all the actors and young people in Edinburgh, London, Melbourne and Malmö who have workshopped Two Sisters and helped it find its form. In particular, Amanda Drew, Amanda Hale, Alan Williams; the actors of the Red Stitch Ensemble; the actors of the Malmö Stadsteater Ensemble, the young people from Unicorn Theatre, Stage Arts Geelong, Lyceum Youth Theatre, the drama students of Fife College and the drama students of Edinburgh College. Also, thanks to Stephen and the team at Pettycur Bay Holiday Park for their insights and guided tours.
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            Premiere Production

         

         Two Sisters was first performed at the Royal Lyceum Theatre, Edinburgh, on 10 February 2024, with the following cast:

         
            Emma  Jessica Hardwick

            Amy  Shauna Macdonald

            Lance  Erik Olsson

            Chorus  Nicola Anderson, Sam Barclay, Kasper Borycki, Ciara Browning, Amie Bryson, Hector R. J. Buchanan, Ben Carroll, Aaron Chilton-Kidd, Jack Clark, Josh Clunie, Amy Craik, Skie Mathieson Dobie, Jessica Donaldson, Océane Doppel, Shadi El-Dah, Matthew Fotheringham, Josh Gately, Ella Greenhill, Mia Haden, Jack Harrison, Gabrielle Henderson, Jack Houliston, Ellie Hunter, Iga Kurpik, Ivy, Cameron Leonard, Nualla Macgregor, Grace Marshall, Meghan Mathews, Niall McCluskey, Zack McGlynn, Kieran McKeown, Aidan McKinlay, Ruby Muldownie, Jack Nisbet, Lucia Demitri Von Pezold, Chelsea Quaison, Emily Reid, Remo Santangeli, Gregor Shanley, Dorian Todd, Charlie Watt, Lucy West, Hannah Wilson

            
                

            

            Director  Wils Wilson

            Designer  Lisbeth Burian

            Movement and Intimacy Director  Janice Parker

            Lighting Designer  Colin Grenfell

            Composer and Sound Designer  MJ McCarthy

            Fight Director  EmmaClaire Brightlyn

            Costume Supervisor  Sophie Ferguson

            Associate Director  André Agius

            Chorus Coordinator  Debi Pirie

            Stage Manager  Lee Davis

            Deputy Stage Manager  Chariya Glasse-Davies

            Assistant Stage Manager  Millie Jones

            Creative Learning Producer  Kerrie Walker

            Producer  David Dey8
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            Characters and Setting

         

         
            Amy

            Emma

            Lance

            The Kids

             

             

            Setting

            A holiday caravan park on the coast.

            Some time around the year 2010.10
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            TWO SISTERS
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            A Note on the Kids Chorus

         

         Two Sisters is written to be performed with a chorus of teenagers: The Kids.

         The Kids should be an existing youth group, or youth theatre group, or school group. It is very important that they should not be ‘cast’ from auditions. Any kid who is part of the group and who wants to take part in the play should be able to have a role.

         During any individual run of the play it’s possible to have a number of different Kids choruses taking part on different nights. The ‘feel’ of the play should be that the Kids are themselves, not characters, and that their individuality is part of creating the stage atmosphere.

         The Kids are sometimes assigned dialogue. This is indicated by a dash and dialogue written in italics. This dialogue can be assigned to appropriate kids as best fits whichever group is involved.

         Kid A and Kid B have dramatic roles at a key moment in the play. They should be rehearsed and practise separately.

         The Kids also have a choric function. The choruses are made of material gathered from the audience who will have answered ‘The Summer Special Questionnaire’. The Associate Director or Stage Manager on the night should choose which audience answers will be read out. Answers should be chosen randomly, eliminating only unreadable ones or any which are in some way rude or unpleasant.

         In general, the play is constructed so that any person’s answer should work.

         There are many ways to gather audience answers to the Summer Special Questionnaire. They could be filled out online, by a smartphone app, or questionnaires might be put in the programme.

         13Before the play begins, the Kids should go on stage and should guide the audience through the questions. This way the audience will share a collective experience of remembering what it was like to be sixteen.

         Once the answers are received, they can be distributed to the Kids before each act.

         It’s okay for the Kids to hold the written answers in their hands. We should know they are reading and reacting to these texts for the first time.

         Lastly, during rehearsal, the Kids should choose a song which is to be their own special summer song. Perhaps they will vote on it, perhaps it will be obvious, but it will belong entirely to them. That song features at a couple of moments in the play.

         If you are reading the play, it might be fun for you to complete the questionnaire before you read it, then you can imagine your answers being read out at the appropriate moments.

         In this text, the chorus answers are taken from a 2019 workshop with the actors of the Red Stitch Theatre Company in Melbourne.
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            Summer Special Questionnaire

         

         Remember the summer you were sixteen years old. Close your eyes. Transport yourself back in time. Perhaps you are on holiday? Perhaps just at home but not in school? What year is it? What music is on the radio? Where do you live? What is happening in your life? 

         Think of one particular moment, it doesn’t matter which one, just a moment that seems typical of the time … Now answer these questions: 

         
            1. Where are you? What is the weather like? What are you doing? 

            2. What’s alive in your heart, and why? 

            3. What clothes are you wearing? 

            4. Who is your crush, and why? 

            5. What is your favourite going-out song right now? 

            6. How do you dance? 

            7. Imagine your sixteen-year-old self could see you as you are now. What three questions would young you ask old you about their future? 

            8. Please answer your sixteen-year-old’s questions truthfully.
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               Act One

            

         

         Holiday Heaven. 

         Friday afternoon. 

         Heat, sun. 

         
            We are outside a static holiday caravan on the edge of a park. 

            The caravan has a little ‘stoop’ area outside the front door with two plastic chairs. 

            Nearby there’s a play park. Perhaps it has a climbing frame or a swing, perhaps a roundabout but, whatever play equipment is there, there’s not much and it’s old. 

            The day’s too hot for any great excitement anyway. 

            A moment. 

            Amy enters, dressed for the city, wearing sunglasses, carrying a polythene bag. 

            She checks the nameplate on the caravan, tries the door handle. It doesn’t open. She tries again. Still no luck. Fuck it. 

            She takes a bottle of sparkling wine out of the polythene bag. 

            She carefully pops the cork, pours some into a plastic cup, lights a cigarette. 

            And drinks. 

            The Kids enter. 

            They arrange themselves around the play park. 

            They read out the audience’s answers to the first question. 

            
                

            

            Kids It’s summer, you’re sixteen, describe the scene.

            — 1975, in a beautiful huge, old home with a ballroom. The sun is shining.

            16— 1984, in the backyard of my parents’ (family) home. It’s night. It’s cold, cooler than we think it is. I’m drinking bad vodka and Mountain Dew with my friends. There’s a bonfire.

            — 1990, at my friend Simon’s listening to his brother’s Nirvana album, Bleach.

            — 1982, in one of the music-lesson rooms at school when we should be in a class.

            — 1984, it’s raining, lashing on the windows, we are in the projections room in the school library. We are making too much noise. Mr Librarian open-heartedly tells us off for the hundredth time.

            — 1980, on a BMX track. It’s gloomy with a slight chill in the air. I’m riding my green mountain bike.

            — 2000, in my boyfriend’s house in the pool. It’s a hot afternoon.

            — 1976, at my friend Stevie’s house. It’s hot. We are tie-dyeing clothes from the op shop – slips and things. And going to the creek.

            — 1980, in my friend’s backyard sitting around the table, drinking and laughing while listening to music. It’s sunny and warm with a slight breeze.

            Kids What’s alive in your heart, and why?

            — The Cure, schoolyards, trying cigarettes and beer, history assignments.

            — I’m fantasising about my next-door neighbour.

            — A seminal nineties computer game (Populous), staying up late, sneaking Bundaberg rum shots, maybe a little hard-copy porn.

            — An awakened sense of creativity.

            — My girlfriend’s being a haven.

            17— I feel potential, excitement, the world beckons, power.

            — I’m twitching to get out of my country town and into the world. Like a bull at the gate. I’m also anxious.

            — Showing off being clever and not being afraid of it.

            — The feeling that these are the best days of our lives (oh, how naive). 

            They have finished the audience questions. 

            Kids Shall we start?

            They agree to start. 

            It’s summer, it’s 2010, it’s a holiday park on the coast, the sort of place people come to every year … it’s hot and some kids are … I don’t know …

            Just mooching about I guess.

            Emma enters, dressed for leisure, just noticeably pregnant, pulling a smart wheelie suitcase and carrying a large smart leather bag over her shoulder. 

            As she walks, she talks into her headphones. 

            Emma Fine …

            …

            Campsite’s fine, journey was good, car was good, it’s all fine.

            …

            No, tell Dan, I haven’t seen Amy.

            …

            I don’t know where she is.

            …

            Well, if she calls I won’t know, will I, because I’m on retreat, remember?

            …

            Okay. Okay, fine.

            …

            18I’m switching off now, love. I’m switching off for the week … I love you … love you …

             …

             Okay.

            …

             … love you … bye bye bye bye bye.

            Emma ends the call. 

            Switches her phone off. 

            And puts her phone away. 

            Amy gives her a look. 

            Emma What?

            Amy ‘Love you … bye bye bye.’

            Amy mimes puking. 

            Emma You should be grateful I didn’t tell on you.

            Emma looks at the caravan. 

            A moment. 

            Is this Paradise?

            Amy Holiday Heaven.

            Emma Did you see the ‘For Sale’ sign.

            Amy Sad.

            Emma I remember it all being brighter, somehow.

            Emma tries the door. 

            Amy It’s locked.

            Emma Didn’t the lady give you the key?

            Amy The caretaker has to check everything’s okay.

            Emma Is there some doubt about everything being okay?

            Amy It hasn’t been occupied since last summer. There might be spiders.19

            Emma I booked it months ago.

            Amy You booked Nirvana. Nirvana’s a single. Paradise is a twin.

            Emma I don’t need a twin.

            Amy I do.

            Emma You’re not staying.

            Amy Come on, sis.

            Emma Get your own caravan.

            Amy I’ve already paid the difference.

            Besides, Paradise has a balconette.

            Emma This place is not like I remember it.

            Emma What are we supposed to do until the caretaker comes?

            Amy ‘Relax …’

            Emma sits. 

            ‘… and watch the majestic play of dappled light on water.’

            Amy reads from the camp brochure. 

            ‘Welcome to Holiday Heaven Holiday Park. All our caravans are fitted to the highest standards, complete with hot and cold running water, fully equipped kitchen area, microwave, en suite, shower, and a complimentary outdoor barbecue.

            ‘In addition, our “Paradise”, “Olympus” and “Valhalla” lodges are blessed with a roomy balconette upon which we invite you to relax and watch the majestic play of dappled light on water.’

            Emma All I can see is kids. It’s menacing.

            Amy They’re just mooching. We were the same when we were their age.20

            Emma No, we weren’t.

            Amy Remember all those afternoons, bored out of our tiny minds.

            Emma I wasn’t bored.

            A moment. 

            Amy Look at the gulls.

            The way they fly against the buffets.

            Around – up – down – around – up – down.

            Their little hearts bursting against the wind.

            It must be very tiring.

            Fighting just to stand still.

            It’s quite moving.

            I think it’s quite moving.

            Don’t you think it’s quite moving?

            Emma Not really.

            They’re rats.

            Amy Maybe they like the wind.

            Maybe the wind helps them hover over the bins.

            A moment. 

            Emma Amy, you need to go home.

            Amy I can’t go home.

            Emma Well, you can’t stay here.

            Amy Why not?

            Emma I’m writing. I’m on a retreat.

            Amy You’re a lawyer, Emma, it’s a fucking holiday.

            Emma People write, Amy, even lawyers.

            Books.

            They don’t come from nowhere. People write them. And, in order to write them, they go on retreat.21

            Amy Are you writing a book?

            Emma Maybe.

            Amy What sort of book?

            Emma A novel.

            Or maybe a novella.

            Or maybe a series of interlinked short stories.

            I can’t quite decide.

            Amy What’s it about?

            Emma A woman.

            An ordinary woman.

            Except she’s not ordinary, because nobody is ordinary really.

            But you know she’s just like you or me except.

            She’s caught up in World War Two France.

            Her husband’s in the Resistance.

            But she ends up sheltering a wounded German soldier.

            And she falls in love with him but –

            Then the whole village gets burned down and they have to go on the run.

            Amy What’s her name? This scarlet traîtresse? This French tart?

            Emma I haven’t decided yet.

            Amy Marie-Claire?

            Genevieve?

            Emma?

            Emma Amy, why do you have to be so –

            Amy What?

            Emma Why do you always have to piss on my parade.

            Amy I’m not pissing on your parade.

            Emma You are.22

            Amy Is there a parade?

            Emma You know what I mean.

            A moment. 

            Amy Please let me stay.

            Emma I need space.

            Amy You need company, trust me, writing’s boring.

            You’ll just spend the day wanking and eating toast.

            Emma You are disgusting.

            Amy I know, I’m sorry.

            I’ll help you write.

            Emma How?

            Amy I’ll bring you lunch.

            Emma I don’t want lunch.

            Amy I’ll type.

            Emma No.

            Amy I’ll proofread.

            I’ll research.

            I’ll massage your shoulders.

            Emma Amy, I’m trying to explore my creativity!

             It’s not fair to – just because you –

            Amy Because I what –?

            Emma Nothing.

            The whole idea of this trip is for me to finally realise my creative potential before the baby comes and I just become a mum.

            A moment. 

            Amy Baby’s ages away.

            You hardly look pregnant at all.23

            Not even plump.

            You look hot in fact.

            You could pull.

            We could pull.

            We could pull tonight if you like.

            Go to a nightclub.

            Country town.

            Realise some creative potential.

            Emma No.

            Amy Emma, where else am I supposed to go?

            Emma Stay with a friend.

            Amy I don’t have a friend.

            Not like you.

            Not family.

            Not someone who’ll take me when I’m in disgrace.

            Please, just for the weekend, till Dan calms down, and then I’ll go home, I promise.

            Please?

            A moment. 

            Emma You always do this. You always do it. You’re like –

            Amy What?

            A moment. 

            Emma You’re like that red plastic mesh they use to fence off roadworks in the street.

            Amy What?

            Emma You’re everywhere! Blocking me off. Hemming me in. I can’t go where I want to go – do what I want to do – and then, one day, just when I manage to get away to the seaside, to find some peace and quiet on my own, in nature, here you are again – a great big tangled-up mess of crappy plastic washed up on the beach.24

            Amy That is a somewhat rococo metaphor.

            Emma Fuck you.

            A moment. 

            Amy I just need a bed, sis.

            A moment. 

            Emma Have you thought about getting help?

            Amy What sort of help?

            Emma Therapy.

            Amy I thought about it, but I realised it would take so long to explain the problem I’d get bored before we’d even started.

            Emma That’s not how therapy works.

            Amy Isn’t it?

            Emma No.

            Amy How would you know?

            Emma Because I’ve done it.

            Amy You’ve been in therapy?

            Emma Yes.

            Amy There’s nothing wrong with you.

            Emma You don’t have to have something wrong with you to be in therapy.

            It’s just a good thing to do.

            Like going to the gym.

            You should try it.

            Amy It’s fine.

            I just have to avoid being alone.

            A moment. 

            Emma Why did Dan throw you out?25

            Amy He didn’t throw me out. I walked out.

            Emma Was it the affair?

            A moment. 

            Amy Zz.

            Emma Zz?

            Amy Affairzz. It was the affairzz.

            Emma Oh.

            Amy …

            Emma How many?

            Amy Does it matter?

            Emma I’m curious.

            Amy I’m not even sure you could call them affairs. ‘Affairs’. It’s such a ridiculous word. It’s so … Noël Coward. Oh Camilla. Oh Sebastian. Must we always meet in Didcot? Darling, we must, for we are having an ‘affair’.

            Emma How many?

            Amy Are you jealous?

            Emma How many?

            Amy In all? Or merely during the relevant period?

            Emma …

            Amy A lot.

            Emma …

            Amy About six during the relevant period.

            Emma …

            Amy Of which details have recently emerged about three.

            Emma Emerged?26

            Amy He hacked my phone. Which he had no right to do, by the way. It was a complete invasion of privacy.

            Emma Hacked?

            Amy Looked at.

            Emma What made him suspicious?

            Amy He came home and found me fucking the plumber.

            Emma The plumber?

            Amy In the kids’ bed.

            I say plumber, technically he’s a heating engineer.

            Roberto.

            Emma Is that really his name?

            Amy As far as I know.

            Emma As far as you know?

            Amy We’re not close.

            He was only there to fix the boiler.

            Emma Roberto the plumber?

            Amy I’m perfectly aware of the cliché. You don’t need to drive the point home.

            Emma What were you thinking?

            Amy Not much.

            It’s not a thoughtful process, adultery.

            One doesn’t plan it –

            Emma Doesn’t one?

            Amy No.

            Emma So, it was all just a big accident?

            Six affairs.

            In the relevant period.

            Adultery just happened to you?27

            Amy I didn’t seek it out.

            Emma But, nevertheless, you found it.

            Amy I made myself available to it as a possibility.

            Emma How?

            A moment. 

            Amy What do you mean, how?

            Emma How did you know it was possible?

            With Roberto?

            Amy I don’t know.

            Awareness.

            Movement.

            Glances.

            Emma …

            Amy …

            Emma Ugh.

            Amy What!?

            Emma It’s all so animal.

            Physical.

            I mean it’s so – so – so – it’s like shitting.

            Or pissing … you have a need and you seek relief.

            Base.

            Amy It’s not like that for me.

            Emma Really?

            Amy Yes really.

            Your evocative imagery doesn’t quite capture my experience.

            Emma Then what sort of imagery would capture your experience?28

            Amy You honestly want to know the truth?

            Emma Why do you think I might not want to honestly know the truth?

            Amy Because you don’t like frailty in other humans.

            Emma I see.

            Amy And faced with frailty, you become afraid, and end up being judgemental.

            Emma Do I?

            Amy You do.

            Emma Well, I didn’t fuck a plumber in my kids’ bed.

            So.

            You know.

            Swings and roundabouts.

            Amy …

            Emma …

            Amy See, that was quite judgemental.

            Emma In your kids’ bed, Amy, for fuck’s sake!

            A moment. 

            Amy We had a rule.

            Emma What?

            Amy Dan and I.

            We had a rule.

            No one else in the marital bed. The marital bed is sacrosanct.

            So, by doing it in the bunk bed, I was – in my way – adhering to the code.

            A moment. 

            Emma I mean I can’t speak for Dan, but, as a lawyer, I imagine the reason he didn’t suggest an amendment to 29your code about also not fucking in the kids’ bed … I imagine the reason he didn’t append subclause B2 ‘Regarding the Sanctity of the Infants’ Sleeping Places also’ … is because … is because … is because he never in a million years thought you would be brazen enough to actually do it.
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