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Characters


DAD


MUM


DAWTA


SISTER 1


SISTER 2


BROTHER


 


 


A blood-related black family.


DAWTA is also sister to the SISTERS and BROTHER who are also son and dawtas of MUM and DAD.


Once onstage, the characters never leave.


 


 





Names appearing without dialogue indicate active silences between characters listed.


/ denotes where dialogue starts to overlap.


 


 





The action takes place within a day.













 


 


Preset


A solitary chair is onstage.


A female solo gospel rendition of ‘What a Friend We Have in Jesus’ starts through one verse . . .


The hymn becomes part hummed and less formed.


Fade to black.


The hymn blends, half sung, half hummed familiarly by MUM(unseen) who quietly takes over the tune.











 


 


 


 


Scene One


One chair on stage.


The hymn continues by MUM(unseen).


DAD is sitting in the chair, confidently.


DAWTA is not.


Silently she demands eye contact.


He finds it difficult.


DAWTA. Say it.


Say it.





Daddy . . .





Say it.


They make eye contact.


She gains his lost confidence.


The hymn draws to an end.


Black out.


 


 


 


 





Scene Two


Three chairs on stage.


DAWTA and MUM.


DAWTA. If yu actin like a bitch


I’m a call yu it


if yu lookin like a bitch


I’m a call yu it.


If yu lookin like a bitch as you lookin on me – I see yu and yu bitch ways – mi a go call you it again mi noh business.


Watchin yu watchin me like the bitch bitch yu is.


I’ll letcha


and I’ll say it two times.


Then two times that.


Then two times that again – for yu – yu mudda, and yu mudda’s mudda – those bitches that bred yu off before and before that – and from before that again.


From whenever your bitch bloodline started.


From whatever bitch beginnings yu had.


Bitch.


MUM. Don’t say that.


DAWTA. And I’ll call it like iss nuthin, and I’ll say it like iss nuthin like the nuthin it is like the nuthin you are like the nuthin you took a try at to mek me.


Bitch.


Cap fit.


Bitch.


And I’ll letcha look in my face now yu wanna – you wanna? I dunno what you wanna see, whatchu spectin on – whatchu spectin on – whatchu spectin on reflectin yu back – or is it you don’t got no shadow? – but I’ll letcha look –


MUM. I’m not lookin


DAWTA. letcha mek a piece a y’eye contact –


MUM. I’m not lookin yu


DAWTA. – now. Now yu feelin – how yu feelin? Now you feelin you able – look . . .


Look.


MUM. You got nothing I need to see.


MUM restarts humming her hymn.


DAWTA. Look . . .


Look it.


MUM. And never have had.


DAWTA. . . . Watch.


MUM looks at her.


Eh?


Now yu ready . . . an now yu wanna – now yu got the bottle with yu bitch self to clock me eye to eye – woman to woman –


MUM. is what yu is?


DAWTA. Never thought I’d reach it? – Woman to woman – bitch to bitch.


Si mi nuh.


I’ll letcha.


Letcha look on me.


MUM. Don’t call me that.


DAWTA. Wear your title wear yu crown


MUM. don’t call me that


DAWTA. bitch got summink to say looks like bitch can’t help herself, can’t help herself and her bitch ways – can yer.


Could yer?


Each and every and any opportunity openin that twis up turn down dutty bitch mout’ and I’m hearin nuthin but your bad bitchisms bouncin off your tongue – trippin off yu bitch breat’ rippin thru to me – through yu bitch teet’ – rippin me with your bitch prayers an ’alf a bitched out hymn – rollin over to where I’m at, like I’m meant to hear.


Like I wanna –


look me –


like I wanna hear, like I really wanna hear that from you.


Again.


Like you got summink to say.


Now.


Look at me. Come on.


Like all now you got a whole heap yu gots to say to me lookin on me with your bitch self like it’d cost to look away. And I ent chargin yu nuthin. For nuthin. I ent chargin yu nuthin am I?


See cos, I’d rather have your bitch nuthin than your little bit a bitch su’un – safer to have shittall from yu than expect and wait on a piece and not get a raas


MUM. you call me what I am.


DAWTA. I jus did.
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