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	THE STAGE IS IN TWO PARTS; THE RIGHT AND THE LEFT PARTS. THE LEFT PART IS FOR MARY TO DO HER READING, AND THE RIGHT PART IS TO REVEAL ALL THE DRAMATIC NARRATIVES OF THE PLAY.

	PROLOGUE

	SPOTLIGHTS SUDDENLY ILLUMINATE THE LEFT PART OF THE STAGE. MARY STEVENS IS REVEALED JUBILATING WITH A DIARY IN HER HANDS. SHE IS IN HER OWN WORLD, LOOKING SO EXCITED. SHE SOON BEGINS TO LEAP UP AND DOWN IN ECSTATIC JOY. THEN SHE STOPS AND TURNS TO THE AUDIENCE.

	 

	MARY

	[ELATEDLY] This is one of my happiest days. [BLOWS KISSES TO THE AUDIENCE] I will be exhibiting my portraits of Queen Elizabeth the second, and Princess Diana. I consider them as two of my finest works. [LAUGHS] Great! Isn’t it nice to capture these women of substance in my painting world? [SLOWLY] Of course it is… [Smiles] and I am sure none of you has the guts to disagree with me.

	[ENTHUSIASTICALLY] I am Mary Stevens, an art gallery owner. I live in Soho. My mother made me understand that she immigrated to the United Kingdom from Nigeria with her parents when she was two. She met and married my father in Manchester where I was born and raised.

	[REGARDS HERSELF HIGHLY WITH RAVISHING SMILES] Here I am, getting ready to attend an international arts exhibition here in Soho, for which I was invited to showcase my works. I am thirty years old today and happily married to Harry my husband, with two lovely children. Please relax and undertake this journey with me: a sojourn into the pages of my diary. You will know of my mother, Miss Simpson, Mr. Benson, Charles and Paul. My father and Edward, my half-brother are only mentioned.  This is my story to you all, particularly to women all over London, and the world, grappling with vagaries in life and one form of failed or abusive relationship right now. I hope you find insights, strength, courage and hope from my experience.

	LIGHTS FADE

	 

	SCENE ONE

	SPOTLIGHTS ILLUMINATE THE RIGHT PART OF THE STAGE. IT IS THE INTERIOR OF A CAFÉ, AND A LATE EIGHTIES MUSIC IS ON AND FAINT. MARY AND CHARLES ARE HAVING A DRINK TOGETHER.

	 

	CHARLES

	[TAKES A SIP AND PUTS DOWN GLASS GENTLY. SPEAKS PASSIONATELY TO MARY] You are the best that has ever come my way. I now understand that life is full of goodies that are free. You look so tender and gentle, with your eyes holding so much innocence.  I love you from the depth of my own soul. Mary, nothing will separate us. [LOOKS STRAIGHT INTO MARY’S EYES WITH A FAINT SMILE] You are my bird in hand worth more than a million in the bush.

	MARY

	[IN DEEP APPRECIATION.  SMILES] Nothing will separate us. [SLOWLY] I love you too, Charles… from the very depth of my own soul. [TAKES A SIP AND KEEPS GLASS]

	CHARLES

	[GENTLY] Would you be pleased to marry me?

	MARY

	[WITH ENTHUSIASM] Why not? [BRIEF LAUGHTER] May every minute you spend with me be happier than the last. Promise me one thing, Charles. [GENTLY STROKES CHARLES’S FACE WITH HER LEFT TUMB]

	CHARLES

	[EAGERLY] Whatever you want, my sweetheart.

	MARY

	It’s your gun. Would you stop carrying it around?

	CHARLES

	[LAUGHS] My gun is my companion. [SHRUGS HIS SHOULDERS] But who are my not to make my loved one a deserving deal? Don’t worry. I will stop carrying it around from today. I will do that just for you.

	 

	MARY

	I want a firm promise.

	CHARLES

	[SMILES] You have got it, my darling. Anything to make you happy is my desire. You have my words.

	MARY

	[IN SLIGHT DISCOMFORT] I have this strange feeling that something terrible will happen to both of us if you keep carrying that gun of yours around. Please drop it.

	CHARLES

	[RATTLED. SPRINGS TO HIS FEET] Oh… don’t be ridiculous. [GENTLY] Are you suggesting I might shoot you or what? [SITS AGAIN]  I might take my own life? You know I can’t hurt you, don’t you?

	MARY

	What if you hurt someone else dear to me? Things like that happen.

	CHARLES

	[BEWILDERED] Come on, Mary. What are you talking about? You are all I am living for. [EMPHATICALLY] I can’t hurt you. Okay, whom else do you mean? Your mother or father?

	MARY

	[GENTLY] Keep away from guns okay?

	CHARLES

	[CHIPS IN QUICKLY] That is settled. Can I plant a wet kiss on your nose?

	MARY

	[SMILES] Do you need to ask? I believe it’s your rare privilege. Take it.

	CHARLES

	[LEANS CLOSER TO MARY] Here I come. Close your eyes.

	MARY

	[IN COMPLETE COMPLIANCE] Okay. [LAUGHS]  Let me have it.

	 

	 

	CHARLES

	I won’t keep you waiting. [KISSES THE TIP OF MARY’S NOSE, SMILES AND UTTERS IN A CARRESSING TONE] I believe that time will well prepare the soil, that is your heart, unto which I will plant my flower of everlasting bloom.

	LIGHTS FADE

	AND SPOTLIGHTS QUICKLY REVEAL MARY ON THE LEFT PART OF THE STAGE, SAUNTERING AND READING FROM HER DIARY.

	 

	Handsome was not just the most appropriate word to describe Charles. It had to be a word out of this world, so sublime. That straight chin of his, round eyeballs, hairy chest, and his lovely face that shone like a million stars each time he smiled at me. His sweet serious gaze of a child. I was eighteen, he was twenty-five but I wasn’t bothered. Charles was the first man in my life. That he loved me was a song he sang each time he came to flood me with lovely fragrance of beautiful flowers. I loved his flowers.  He was difficult for me to resist even when I fought so hard not to make him the object of my thought. He became my obsession. Then one night…

	LIGHTS FADE

	 

	SCENE TWO

	SPOTLIGHTS TURN TO THE RIGHT PART OF THE STAGE. IT IS INSIDE MARY’S ROOM AT NIGHT. MARY IS LYING ON HER BED AND ROLLING ABOUT, FULL OF LONGING FOR CHARLES.

	 

	MARY

	[SOLILOQUISING IN A LOW TONE] Just another night without you. Oh… Charles. Oh… Charles. I will not feel the luxury of my bed for your absence. Oh… Charles, your absence leaves me with a hole in my heart. Oh… Charles, a hole that will not be filled until I set my eyes on you again. Where are you now? What are you doing where you are now? My eyes are filled with tears brought to them by your absence. Are your own eyes also heavy with tears because I’m not with you there? Oh… Charles, I miss you. You’re so natural, just as stars with their twinkle in the sky and the songs of birds in the air….

	LIGHTS FADE

	SPOTLIGHTS RETURN TO MARY AT THE LEFT PART OF THE STAGE. HER SAUNTERING AND READING CONTINUES.

	I retired to sleep on realising that even an ocean of tears I shed would not make my Charles appear, as I dearly wanted.

	LIGHTS FADE

	 

	SPOTLIGHTS THEN GO RIGHT, REVEALING MARY ASLEEP IN HER ROOM. SHE SUDDENLY       SCREAMS AND SHOUTS ‘CHARLES’ AND SPRINGS UP. HER MOOD IS PENSIVE.

	LIGHTS FADE

	SCENE THREE

	SPOTLIGHT REVEALS MARY’S ROOM, IN THE MORNING. SHE IS LYING DOWN WITH A LOOK OF DEJECTION ON HER FACE. THEN HER MOTHER ENTERS.

	 

	MARY’S MOTHER

	Good morning, Mary. [WITH MUCH CONCERN] What seems to be the problem, my little darling? Your father and I are worried of your scream last night.

	MARY

	[WEARILY] I’m fine, Mummy. [COUGHS] Tell Daddy that I’m fine, okay?

	MARY’S MOTHER

	[ASKS TO CONFIRM] You are? Are you sure? I was scared.

	MARY

	[IN ASSURANCE] You don’t have to be scared, Mummy. I will be fine. I need to be left alone now for some time. [YAWNS]

	 

	 

	MARY’S MOTHER

	[CURIOUSLY] Who is that Charles that you screamed his name? Is it Charles, your father or have you another Charles in your life?

	MARY

	[SITS UP ON HER BED] No, Mummy, I had a dream where Daddy took me to a zoo. I saw a tiger and it came after me.

	MARY’S MOTHER

	[SHOWS UNDERSTANDING. GOES TO MARY AND PATS HER SHOULDERS] It’s just a dream. It’s all right. Now get up and get ready for school. Your school bus should arrive any moment from now. I’m off to work with your father and your breakfast is on the table.

	MARY

	[APPRECIATIVE] Thanks, Mummy… Goodbye.

	[MARY’S MOTHER LEAVES]

	MARY SPRINGS UP AT ONCE AND GOES TO HER COMPUTER AND BEGINS TO TYPE A LETTER. SHE FINISHES AND READS THE CONTENT ALOUD.

