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  Little Dolls was first performed at the Bush Theatre, London, on 23 October 2008 as part of The Broken Space season, with the following cast:
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        Sinead Matthews
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        John Ramm


      

    




    

      	

        Director


      



      	 



      	

        Charlotte Gwinner


      

    


  




  





  




  Characters




  VICKY, the client, late twenties




  JOHN, the therapist, forties




  …indicates an unfinished or unarticulated thought.




  / indicates an overlap in dialogue.




  – indicates a momentary pause or a beat where a thought is being clarified.




  





  A room without light.




  An armchair and a straight-backed chair turned towards each other at an angle. VICKY sits on the straight-backed chair. In the background the loud and persistent ticking of a grandfather clock.




  VICKY, when she speaks, occasionally struggles for breath. Most of the time she can control it.




  Until she can’t.




  Silence. The sound of VICKY’s breathing.




  VICKY. I suppose – I suppose we must have looked like little dolls. Lying there. Each of us in our symmetrical beds, white nighties, faces slightly flushed from the unfamiliar heat. The school had a thing about white nightdresses. They put it on the packing list they sent home to our parents and each of us had bought one specially. I remember mine had a little lace frill along the bosom. I didn’t have much in the way of a bosom at the time, but I liked that.




  Mrs Lynch said a white nightdress was the marking of a lady. And that’s what we were supposed to be. Little ladies. On our best behaviour. And as such we had a uniform.




  They – they made us wear our blazers even in the midday heat. Navy and scratchy against the skin. Hideously heavy. Denise in particular complained. But they had her keep it on. We were representatives, not just of a school, but of a country, they kept telling us. Little – ladies lucky enough to see the Monets at the Musée d’Orsay first hand. Little ladies fortunate enough to wander the Louvre and soak up the Seine. Little ladies who would spend ten days speaking French in a place where French was spoken. Not that it should have mattered to eleven-year-olds, but we felt a bit special. We felt a bit golden. We wanted to be good. Do you know what I mean?




  Beat.




  Well, of course you do. I mean, you do. Of course.




  Sorry. I –




  She takes a breath.




  I’m fine. Where was I? Oh.




  Well, I – suppose we got to the hostel some time after eleven. We had left Paris early that evening and had been driving for three maybe, four hours in the dark. We were tired. We had started the journey singing, but – we weren’t singing by the time we arrived. The hostel was pretty. Lots of wood and watercolours on the walls. A friendly overweight woman had been waiting up for us – Madame… something. We could hear the sound of crickets or frogs in the distance all around – Denise was mimicking them but Mrs Lynch told her to stop. It was getting on her nerves. Everyone was cranky with the heat. We each got a glass of orange and a biscuit and then were sent to bed because of the early start. They split us into groups of two, six in each room. I took the bed beside Denise, of course.
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