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             Premiere Production

         

         The Woods was first performed at the Royal Court Theatre, London, on 5 September 2018. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:

         
             

         

         Boy  Finn Bennett

         Kid  Charles Furness

         Wolf  Tom Mothersdale

         Woman  Lesley Sharp

         
             

         

         Director  Lucy Morrison

         Design  Naomi Dawson

         Lighting Design  Anthony Arblaster

         Music and Sound Design  Tom Gibbons

         Movement Direction  Vicki Igbokwe 

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Act One

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               ONE

            

         

         Black.

         A sound.

         The breathing of a baby on a baby-monitor.

         A kitchen strip-light flickers and comes on.

         Distant, we see a room in a sealed glass box.

         It is a perfectly normal kitchen.

         But something has happened. One of the cupboards is open and the glasses have been pulled from it and lie smashed on the floor.

         Also lying on the floor is a chair upended. A baby-monitor lies beside it, red light flickering.

      

   


   
      
         
            
               TWO

            

         

         We see a shape in the darkness that surrounds the sealed room. It is a Woman, watching. She is wearing normal clothes; light, summery. They are old now though. Dirtied and a little ragged.

         She looks confused. She starts to move towards the glass box.

         The lights go out and the room disappears.

         The sound rises and gets loud, overpowering. It has transformed into a storm.

         The wind rising in a great forest of trees.

         We can hear them bending and straining.

         Snow whips the air above.

         Sleet flying through the night.

         The Woman is battling against it. She pulls her cardigan and jacket closer round her.

         She looks up. Panic etched on her face as a flash of   lightning lights her up. The crackle of a tree struck. Then black. A crack of thunder. We can hear the tree begin to topple. The groaning sound of roots ripped from earth.

         It falls and falls and falls.

      

   


   
      
         
            
               THREE

            

         

         Lights up.

         A shack in the woods.

         It has wooden walls and a wooden floor.

         It has been here a long time.

         It is dilapidated.

         It is dark.

         The Woman stands exhausted. Wet.

         Lying in a pile on the floor is a Boy, unconscious. So pale. He could be dead.

         She stares at him.

         A long time.

         She breathes heavily.

         She notices the door is open.

         She goes and shuts it.

         She stands there a long time, her head resting on the door, then pulls the wooden bolt across.

      

   


   
      
         
            
               FOUR

            

         

         Later.

         The Boy has been moved, rolled over.

         She is crouched, looking at him from a distance.  

      

   


   
      
         
            
               FIVE

            

         

         Later.

         The same positions.

         She suddenly comes out of her trance.

         There is a noise from outside.

         A creaking of the shack.

         She freezes, alert. It sounds like someone is on the roof, but could just be snow moving.

         It stops.

         She looks back at the Boy.

         It looks like he has moved.

         She approaches to see if that’s correct.

         He moves again, a gasp for air.

         She tries to sink into the shadows along the wall.

         He starts to shiver.

         He sees her and stretches out a hand.

         She shakes her head.

         He starts shivering violently.

         Unsure, she approaches him.

         She looks about, then takes off her own jacket.

         She holds it out to him.

         He is not looking.

         She grunts.

         He sees her.

         He shivers.

         She throws the jacket at him.

         It sits on the floor next to him.

         She makes another noise.

         She concentrates and speaks. The first time in a long time. Broken, and with a Southern US accent.

         
            Woman    Gotta …

            
               She takes the jacket and holds it closer to him.

               He suddenly grabs it and pulls it tight.  

            

            Hey!

            Mine.

            Hear?

            ’S mine.

            
               He stares at her.

            

            Stop.

            …

            Lookin’.

            …

            …

            What you looking at?

            Ain’t nothing here.

            You tricking me.

            
               She has second thoughts about the jacket.

            

            Give it.

            ’S mine.

            
               She takes it off him.

               He doesn’t stop her.

            

            … What?

            
               He starts to shiver again.

               Fade.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SIX

            

         

         Later.

         Darkness.

         She is standing just outside the door.

         Her jacket gone.

         She suddenly feels the cold and hugs herself.

         She notices this, her body.

         She slowly takes her hands away and looks at them.

         Sees them.  

         Then the sound of something in the dark. A scuffling. She looks up, frightened.

         From far away we hear the sound of a television; the repeated loop of an old American movie.

         A moment, then a very intense pain grips her, folds her over.

         She slowly falls to her knees.

         She moans, but tries to keep the sound inside.

         She finally falls still, curled up with the side of her head resting against the ground, as if she were being pushed into it.

         The pain goes.

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SEVEN

            

         

         The shack.

         She comes in.

         Goes to the Boy who is lying on a makeshift bed with the jacket over him.

         
            Woman    Get out!

            Hear me?

            Get out!

            Had enough of your tricks.

            
               The Boy doesn’t move.

               He looks unconscious.

            

            Well?

            What you waiting for?

            Come on.

            
               She grabs him.

               Violently she pulls him to his feet.

               He starts to move, groggy.

               She takes him to the door and tries to disentangle herself.  

            

            Stand up.

            I said stand up!

            
               She keeps trying to stand him up.

               But he can’t do it without her.

               It’s almost comical, like a rag doll.

               Eventually she stops.

               He leans against her.

               His touch is painful to her.

               She slumps against the door frame with him.

               They slide till they are sitting.

            

            You can’t …

            I can’t look after you.

            
               He reaches out and searches for something.

               Takes her hand.

               She stares at it. Her hand in his.

            

            You like ice.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               EIGHT

            

         

         The Woman is outside. She has a small armful of wood. She is staring at the ground.

         She bends and picks up something buried in the snow.

         It is a child’s nightlight, the cord hanging limp, broken off.

         She looks at it strange.

         It flickers.

         She does not see the Wolf. Sitting. Watching her.

         He speaks like a character in an old movie. From the Deep South.

         
            Wolf    What you doing?

            
               She gets a shock and drops the wood and the lamp. The bulb smashes.

               The wood goes everywhere.  

            

            Oops.

            I give you a shock, old woman?

            
               She starts to collect the wood up.

               He watches her, then slowly raises his foot, puts it against her arse and pushes.

               She goes head first into the snow.

               He tries not to laugh. But he can’t help it.

            

            I sorry.

            I didn’t –

            Only –

            You so funny there, in the snow like that.

            
               She gets up and starts collecting up the wood.

            

            Oh, don’t be like that.

            
               She ignores him.

            

            I didn’t expect you to fall like that.

            Be honest, I didn’t expect to push you entirely.

            In fact.

            I don’t know where it came from.

            I just see an ass, I can’t resist. I got to push it. Make it tumble.

            You know what I mean?

            Just because I could.

            And I’ve always thought that if I can do something, then I should.

            Don’t matter what it is.

            It could be jumping up, see. Like this.

            
               He jumps.

            

            See how good that made me look?

            I look so good doing any kind of physical thing.

            One of my charms.

            See I …

            Spontaneous. 

            I full of life.

            I the one.

            I the one thing that I am.

            That’s the one thing that I am.

            And I …

            Well, I love it.

            I just love it.

            Ain’t no future.

            Ain’t no past.

            I just here, now.

            Kickin’ your ass.

            Oh, you so boring.

            Jeez.

            She don’t say a thing.

            Does she?

            Do you?

            I said.

            DO YOU?!

            
               She doesn’t look at him.

            

            You know today I thought about having a salad.

            I really wanted a salad.

            It would’ve had so many things in it.

            It would’ve had things you don’t normally associate with a salad.

            Like …

            Like …

            Fuck!

            Like …

            Well, they’re green. And they sort of like … peas, but they’re not peas.

            Oh what are they called?

            What are they called?

            
               She is silent.

               He is on her now.  

            

            Huh?

            Mama?

            What are they called?

            Green, like peas, only not.

            
               Considering her.

            

            What you doing anyway?

            
               She tries to get past him.

               He blocks her path.

            

            You not yourself.

            
               He stares at her.

               For a long time.

               She will not look at him.

            

            (Considering.) Wood.

            Why you want wood?

            Huh?

            
               She tries to get past.

               He blocks her way.

            

            You so old.

            How old you now?

            Huh?

            You don’t even know, do you?

            I tell you.

            You been here forever.

            You know how long that is?

            Since always.

            You gonna hold me?

            Huh?

            You gonna hold me, Mama?

            
               He tries to get her to hold him in her arms.

            

            That ain’t it.

            That ain’t it at all. 

            You gotta put your arms round me.

            See.

            
               He tries to pull her arm round him.

            

            Like this.

            
               Her arm falls. He tries again.

            

            Like this.

            
               It falls. He tries again.

            

            Like this.

            
               It falls. She is lifeless.

            

            Mama?

            Woman    Don’t call me that.

            Wolf    Why not? Gave birth to me, didn’t you?

            Woman    …

            
               He looks at her so closely.

            

            Wolf    You awake.

            You very awake.

            What you got?

            Woman    Nothing.

            Wolf    You hiding something.

            I can tell.

            That smell.

            Like a sweet sort of odour.

            What is that?

            
               He is sniffing her, almost licking her hands. He goes to her belly.

            

            Here.

            Smells like …

            You got something for me? Your only son. Your one and only. Your little boy. Your lovely little boy. 

            ’Cause it is cold out here.

            It is so cold.

            And I am hungry.

            You hear me, Mama?

            I am so hungry.

            Woman    I said don’t call me that.

            
               She moves away from him.
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