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Foreword
Róisín McBrinn, Tamara Harvey

It’s funny where chance can lead you. It was an autumnal day, after a celebration of the wonderful theatre life of Lawrence Harbottle, that two directors bumped into each other on a busy Tube. Tamara was beginning her journey as Artistic Director of Clwyd and Róisín had just got her feet under the desk at Clean Break as their new Head of Artistic Programme. Full of the energy of having celebrated a life dedicated to theatre and playwrights, and our new posts, we started talking about the future.

Along her crash course into criminal justice, Róisín had been shocked to find out that there is no prison for women in Wales – Tamara took up post at Clwyd just as it was confirmed that the new ‘super prison’ in Wrexham would not take women prisoners. The average distance of a woman in prison in the UK from her home is a huge 66 miles but Welsh women are frequently even further away from their families: in 2007, the Welsh Affairs Committee reported that the average distance from home for Welsh adult women was 101 miles. Women in south Wales are taken to HMP Eastwood Park in Gloucestershire (almost four hours from Swansea by public transport) while women in north Wales go to HMP Styal in Cheshire (around three hours from Mold by public transport). These figures do not, of course, reflect the negative cultural and possible linguistic impacts that this geographic division can cause on women’s lives.

Together we felt compelled to find a way to combine our companies’ energies, and dedication to new plays, to commission a Welsh play about the lives of women affected by the criminal justice system. Katherine Chandler, Wales’s leading female playwright and a long-term collaborator of Róisín’s, was the perfect fit.
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Characters

GAIL
KAREN

This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.






One

The Factory

Although the scene is real and a single incident, it’s also surreal and a representation of many incidents in GAIL’s life. The many times that she has come up against broken rules and routines and closing doors and second chances.

It should reflect the chaos she has in her thoughts and the cycle of obstacles she faces repeatedly.

A radio can play. On and off. Nina Simone songs come in and out. A variety but must have ‘My Baby Just Cares for Me’ within the mix. White noise and levels of louder volume as and when useful to suggest absurdity. A buzz might be helpful.
A door might slam off somewhere. The lights flicker/dim. A door might lock.

There might be a chair or a desk that would suggest an office/something official.

Between her dialogue, which is directed at random members of the audience, GAIL will do all or some of the following:

Wait.

Fidget.

Sit up and down, out and in, of the chair.

Pick at herself.

Drum her fingers.

Jump.

Turn around.

Get confused.

Rub her eyes.


Turn and stand with her back to the audience.

Sniff.

Fuss her hair.

Circle the space.

Sniff again.

Clear her throat.

Be bothered by her nose.

Hum. ‘My baby…’

Childish formula dancing.

Wipe her nose with the back of her hand.

Look at the back of her hand. Shit, shouldn’t have done that.

Wipe her hand in her skirt.

Look around.

Rub down her clothes.

GAIL is onstage. Alone. Waiting. She paces. Circles. In her own time she finds her place. Directs her dialogue at audience members. Using all of the audience. Moving at the reset.

GAIL I know you said to phone.

But. You know.

By the time I call.

Sorry. I am. I’m sorry.

How late was I?

Five minutes?

Twenty-five.

Okay, well I thought it was less so.

Sounds break into the scene. The radio changes. The lights are brighter/dimmer.


GAIL resets.

I was going to call, it’s just…

I didn’t so.

Okay, well.

I know that, I just thought.

I thought it was less.
I thought.
About ten or something
like that.

Last time?

I don’t remember that.

There’s nothing wrong with my memory.

Alright?

Sounds break in.

GAIL resets.

I think it is, yeah.

Sorry. I am. I’m sorry.

But. You know.

People like me?

I know. And I’m grateful, miss.

I need this.

Yeah. Yes.

It does.

It does help.

And I’m grateful.

Sounds break in.

GAIL resets.


It won’t happen again. I swear.

Four minutes? Was I?

That was a piss. I’ll bet that was it.

I mean, come on.

I was an hour late on the 23rd.

If you wanna do me for late.
Make it a good one at least.

I do try.

I did.

Sounds break in.

GAIL resets.

It’s not excuses.

It’s not. I’m just telling you.

It’s reasons.

Things happen. To me they do.

I’m not lying.

I know.

I was offered the position in good faith. I was.

Decency?

I’m decent.

Come on.

Miss.

Please.

Sounds break in.

GAIL resets.

I know all about honesty.

You saying I’m not honest?


I value it too.

You haven’t got the what’s-it-called on that. Honesty.

Poor attendance? Yeah well.

Performance?

I can read.

I said, I’m sorry.

Look. I’m sorry alright.

Don’t.

Sounds break in.

GAIL resets.

I know all about the disciplinary action.

I didn’t attend that meeting, so.

It’s not what you’re thinking.

I tried.

I got the letter, I said…

And that, the attatchment, I got that.

And I was gonna phone to discuss the stuff what it said.

I was.

I know that now.

I don’t know why.

Sounds break in. ‘My Baby Just Cares for Me’ is in among them.

GAIL resets.

Four weeks’ notice?

What now? From now?


What about the four weeks?

And that’s it?

Payment in what?

Where will you forward it?

I don’t know, do I.

I worked hard.

I did.

Sometimes things… it’s not excuses. I’m just saying, you got it wrong.

You got me wrong.

It’s not right this.

Thirty days to appeal?

Does that work, does it?

You reckon that’s gonna work?

Okay, I see it. I can read, you know.

Yeah, well.

Well…

Here we go again.

Sounds break in.

The lights flicker/change/radio changes to loud white noise

A loud buzz.

GAIL starts to hum over the buzz: ‘My Baby Just Cares for Me’.

Half-hearted foot moves. Hand taps. Taking us into…
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Two

The Office

GAIL lightly whistles ‘My Baby Just Cares for Me’.

End of day.

Early evening.

Deserted office.

KAREN is at her desk.

GAIL taps at door.

GAIL I was out there for a while so I

KAREN Right. Yes.

GAIL Nobody said nothing to me. I just came in.

KAREN Oh. Right.

GAIL You might wanna think about your security there, Kaz, you know in today’s climate, with terrorists and that.

KAREN I don’t think there’s any need for that.

GAIL Yeah.
Perhaps they thought I worked here.
A cleaner or something.

KAREN Gail.
Sorry, I was…

GAIL You’re a busy lady.

KAREN Yes.
Come in
I’m.
God.
Look, sorry
It’s been a long day…

GAIL Look at you.

KAREN Ceri said…

GAIL You look good, Kaz.


KAREN She said – Do I? Thank you – Ceri said –

Pauses.

She said there was someone –

Pauses.

Takes a breath.

It’s out of the blue you know…

GAIL Yeah.

KAREN It’s a surprise…

GAIL Nice office.

KAREN I mean… thanks… but You.
Coming here

GAIL You got your name on the door and everything.

KAREN Don’t get me wrong.
It’s – the name-on-the-door thing’s a bit… but
It is a bit
It’s unexpected isn’t it? This?

GAIL You changed your name.

Pause.

KAREN Yes.
Well.
You know, just
Everyone calls me Kate.
So.

GAIL Not Karen, any more.

KAREN No.
No.
Not really
Not any more

Pause.

Not for a long time really.


GAIL Made it hard to find you, did that.

KAREN Really?
You found me though.

GAIL Yeah.

I keep in touch with Teresa.

She’s got grandkids, you know. She had her first one when she was thirty-four, said she pretty much brings ’em up by all accounts, don’t mind though, they’re good kids.

And Dorian.

Remember him?

He was inside last I heard and his sisters too. They was around for a while but I haven’t seen none of them in donkey’s years, so.

I don’t know where the others ended up.

It was Teresa told me about you.

Told me she run into you in town a couple of months ago.

With your husband.

Said he was a lawyer or something.

Kids.

Said you’d just moved back here with your fancy job. She said she wasn’t sure it was you at first cos your husband was calling you Kate.

But it was you alright.

When she told me what your new name was and that you was working for the council, well, it was easy enough then.

I googled you.

Googled me and all.

There’s a few of me around, Kaz.

Should see them. Professors and all sorts.

One of them was a porn director. That’s about right that. (Laughs.) That’s what I thought.

Gail Palmer. Interior designers and everything.


I wasn’t there though. Not the actual me.

(Laughs.) That could be a blessing though. What’s someone gonna write about me, aye.

Dread to think.

You came up straight away though, with all quotes and policies and strategies and all that. Dead important you was. That’s what I thought when I seen it. There was an actress as well. A comedian. I didn’t know her.

But you though.

There was a big photo of you saying you was the new Head of Children’s Services.

KAREN I said I didn’t want a photo.
It’s all a bit – I don’t know why they needed – it’s embarrassing really.
PR and
I never like doing the photo things but on that one – I don’t know if it’s appropriate – you know, I’ll have to tell them –

Takes a breath.

It was for a charity campaign so
Look…
Gail,

Pause.

Takes a breath.

This – it’s knocked me sideways a bit.

I have to say.

GAIL It’s been a long time.

KAREN Yes.

Stops.

Is there a reason you’re here, Gail?

GAIL It’s a nice room, you got.


KAREN It’s just if you wanted to speak with me

GAIL Speak with you?
I did want to ‘speak with you’

KAREN You could have arranged a time.
I just
You know
Coming out of the blue like this.

Pause.

GAIL Oh sorry, Kaz. Course.
I didn’t realise.

KAREN It’s fine.
It’s just I’m so busy.

GAIL Yeah. God. What am I like, just turning up?

KAREN It’s not.
It’s fine really.

GAIL I should have made an appointment?

KAREN Well, appointment sounds…

GAIL Yeah. I did try to contact you a bit.

KAREN Oh.

GAIL After I saw Teresa, you know.
But I couldn’t get hold of you.
Even tried to get on your Facebook an’ all.

KAREN You can arrange to see me with Ceri on the desk.

GAIL Yeah, I did try to do that.
Your diary is chocka there, Kaz, that’s what she said.
I thought though,
I’d just come and see you.
You know.

KAREN Yes.
Well
Today’s been crazy.
Hectic.


GAIL Yeah, I seen that.

KAREN I had a
It’s madness really
You know
This week’s been really tough.

GAIL So I just waited on that chair there outside. I been there most of the day.

KAREN There’s important things that – Actually this month’s been, this year even –

GAIL And then everyone was leaving. And that Ceri, she told me I had to leave with everyone.

KAREN It’s a busy job.

GAIL So I walked out with them all.

KAREN You can imagine.

GAIL But then I come back in. I thought I’d check that you was still here.

KAREN I am.

GAIL I can see that.

KAREN I’m usually here until the others
Ceri goes
Generally Ceri goes and then
After that I leave.

GAIL Children’s Services though? It’s funny that, don’t you think? You, ending up working in the care system.

KAREN Is it?
I never thought about it really.

Thinks.

Maybe.

GAIL Made me laugh a bit. But then I s’pose. Maybe it’s a good thing.


KAREN Right.
Is Ceri there, at all?

GAIL She went a while back.

KAREN I didn’t see her go?

GAIL You didn’t notice?

KAREN Is there anyone in the office?

GAIL They’ve all gone home.
Just you and me.

KAREN And Bill? Bill will be around.

GAIL It is late to be working this is, Kaz.

KAREN I work long hours.

GAIL That Ceri.
Is she your right-hand man is she?

KAREN Ceri’s my PA.

She’s very good, as it goes.

GAIL Is she? I dunno.

KAREN What?

GAIL Look, it’s not for me to say.

But if I’m honest with you, Karen, your girl there’s a bit jobsworthy I reckon.

KAREN Ceri?

GAIL Cos I phoned Monday and she said she’d get back to me, I said, I told her who it was. I told her to tell you.
She didn’t get back to me though, which I don’t think is that good actually.

KAREN That’s really not like Ceri.

GAIL I tried again then on Tuesday. A few times, mind you.

And all day Wednesday an’ all.


KAREN She’s the best PA I’ve had.

GAIL She wouldn’t put me through is what I think happened.

KAREN I’m sure that’s not what happened.

GAIL Did she tell you?

Pause.

KAREN She knows not to
If I’m on a difficult case
Anyone.
She won’t put anyone through.

GAIL Are you on a difficult case?

KAREN Yes.

GAIL Well.
Okay then
but she could have got back to me though.

KAREN She probably
She forgot, is all it is.

GAIL A bit rude though, Karen.
That’s what I think.

Pause.

KAREN Look, Gail, I hope you don’t mind but I’ve been in meetings all day and actually my head is thumping.

GAIL Yeah, she said about your meetings.

KAREN I did say for you to come back another day.

Starts looking through her drawers and bag for paracetamol.

GAIL She told me to come back tomorrow.

KAREN Well, there we go.

GAIL But then when she went to the loo, I thought I’d check your appointment book, save wasting my time and coming back all this way. Good job I did cos it looked like you was out of the building all day tomorrow.

Well then I thought, you got the weekend, so we’d be into next week.

KAREN I don’t know about that.
I’m just
I just operate on a day-by-day basis at the moment.

Finds paracetamol.

Oh, thank God.

Takes water bottle out of her bag.

GAIL Oh.
I see.
Everything okay though?

KAREN Everything’s fine, thank you.

Opens bottle of water.

GAIL Monday you got a hospital appointment. So we’re into next Tuesday or whatever.

Pause.

You okay, are you?

KAREN takes tablets.

KAREN I’m fine.

Look this isn’t great for me

I need to get off so

It’s really great and everything that you looked me up but

As you can see this isn’t such a good time.

GAIL I live just round the corner from there. The hospital.

Pause.

KAREN That’s a long way from here.


GAIL I like walking. I walk for miles. Sometimes I’ll walk around all day. That’s why I’m so thin.
Look at me.
Like a gypsy’s dog, all bone and skin.

We used to walk for miles, didn’t we.
When we was kids.
We’d do anything to get out and about, me and you.
Away from that place they put us.
Remember?
It was freedom, weren’t it.

What you at the hospital for?

KAREN Really, you shouldn’t be looking at private things.

GAIL Nothing serious, is it?

KAREN Nothing for you to
It’s not important.

GAIL It’s in your book.

KAREN I was thinking of cancelling.
I’m so
I’m extremely busy.

GAIL You shouldn’t make work more important than whatever it is you was going to the hospital for, Karen.

You always was fickle.

KAREN I wasn’t. I’m not.

GAIL Couldn’t make up your mind.

KAREN I’m very decisive, actually.

GAIL You’ve changed, a lot, I know that for nothing.

KAREN Well, I’m not thirteen now.

GAIL No.

KAREN I’m a different person. Thank God.

GAIL I would have known you anywhere.


KAREN Really? I don’t know that I’d have recognised you.

Pause.

GAIL You done good though, haven’t you.

KAREN I’ve worked hard.

GAIL You been lucky, Kaz.

KAREN Is there a reason you want to see me, Gail?

GAIL Sorry, not Kaz.
Kate.
It’s gonna take some getting used to that, I can tell you…

Pause.

It’s different, Kate.

KAREN You say that like it’s something I should be ashamed of.

GAIL Goes with you though
Matches with your life.
Now.
This life.

I knew. I always knew you’d make something of yourself.
I did think you would.
I hoped you did anyways.
I hoped you was alright.

KAREN I’m not ashamed of moving on.

GAIL You shouldn’t be.
I’m dead proud of you
‘Kate’. I’ll get used to it.

KAREN Kate’s not that different from Karen. It sort of evolved.
I’m not – Proud? –
I’m not
I don’t need your pride, Gail.
My name is Kate.
I don’t hide Karen.
It’s just been that way for twenty-odd years. It took me through school and uni and
look
I’m just an average woman with a career, kids, a husband.
My life is normal.
Full of school timetables and washing and what we’re having for dinner and after-school clubs and loading the dishwasher and weekends and.
And.
It’s just turned out this way.
This is who I am.
It’s not then and

Pause.

I’m just
I’m just me.

I’m not hiding.

GAIL processes that.

GAIL Do they know about me?

KAREN Who?

GAIL Your husband? The kids?

Pause.

KAREN Not really.

GAIL Not really? You tell them about their auntie?

KAREN No.

Holds a look.

KAREN looks away.

Pause.

GAIL Is that your kids?
In that photo.


KAREN Yes.

GAIL Three.

KAREN Yes.

GAIL I thought three.

KAREN Did you?

GAIL I sort of guessed about that.
I did wonder if you’re that kind of type now.

KAREN That type?

GAIL I don’t know.
You.
You seem like.
I don’t know.

KAREN What?

GAIL All chia (Pronounces it ‘ch-eye-ah’.) seeds, avocados, three kids.
Like that.

KAREN I don’t eat chia (Pronounces it ‘chee-a’.) seeds.

GAIL Kale then, purple sprouting broccoli and all that stuff that they eats. Superfoods. They loves their superfoods.
It’s a type.

KAREN Having three children is a type?

GAIL Yeah. And ’scuse the language, Karen, but what the fuck, pray tell me, is baby yoga?

Finds herself funny.

KAREN Does that go along with the three kids, does it?

GAIL It’s like two isn’t enough.
They wants to show everyone how much they loves being a mother so they goes for three.
And big cars.
They loves their big cars, don’t they.


KAREN Do they?

GAIL And on these roads.
We’re not America though, are we, Kaz?

KAREN Perhaps they do love being a mother.
Perhaps that’s a thing.

GAIL Maybe.
Maybe they do.
Ah, ignore me.
I’m only messing with you.
Too much time on my hands is the problem.

It does seem like a thing though, don’t it.

KAREN It’s not a thing, Jesus, Gail.

GAIL It’ll all change again soon enough, anyway. When the likes of me starts eating kale and chia seeds they won’t do it no more then.
They’ll find something else.

KAREN Will they. Right, well that’s sorted out the middle classes then.
Look
Gail, I’m sorry but
I really do need to go home.

GAIL Bet those three girls of yours don’t have to share like we did.

KAREN gathers her things together.

KAREN The little ones share. They’re very close.

GAIL Remember though.
Me and you in that room.

KAREN Not really.

GAIL starts doing a funny version of ‘My Baby Just Cares for Me’.

GAIL ‘Ba doom da boom da boom, boom, boom, boom…’ Remember, Kaz?


Does a silly dance as she sings – tries to engage an awkward KAREN.

She sings the first couple of lines of the song.

We used to do that dance? That one. With the feet thing. And you used to nod your head like you was…

I dunno, like…

Shows KAREN.

My baby just cares for me

Like this, remember?

Exaggerates the dance – tries to get KAREN in it.

Sings the next two lines of the song.

We loved that song. We’d sing it to each other? You remember?

KAREN No, I’m not sure I do.

KAREN’s really not into the song or GAIL, very uncomfortable for her.

GAIL stops.

Shrugs.

GAIL We was always. Playing it. Singing it.

GAIL picks up photo.

Your kids are pretty.

GAIL smiles at the photo, maybe touches the glass.

KAREN stops.

Watches GAIL.

They’re beautiful, Kaz.
They look fresh.

That their school uniform?


KAREN Um.
I don’t know. Probably.

GAIL Not like us. We looked like scraps, didn’t we?
Right scruffy scraps we was.
I never had any new clothes, remember.
Always had your hand-me-downs.
And they come from God-knows-where before you had ’em.

That coat I had. That parka. With the fur and all that quilting in the inside. I thought I was Liam Gallagher.

And the hood zipped right up over my face. Looked like an alien or something. Like an old-fashioned diver.

I never took the hood down. Even in the summer. I thought I was going to pass out half the time but I still wouldn’t take it off.

I loved that coat.

Back to the photo.

They are cute though, your girls. With the pigtails and that.

I’d like to meet them.

KAREN Would you.

KAREN takes the photo back.

GAIL I would, yeah.

I got time on my hands.

I could meet them.

KAREN puts the photo in her drawer.

Are they like you?

KAREN They’re very bright, thriving at school. They’re good kids. Amazing actually.


GAIL They look like you a bit I think.

KAREN They look like my husband.

GAIL I could come round yours?

No response.

The little one there.

She looks like she’s got a bit of cheek to her, if you ask me.

Like her mother, I bet.

What’s her name?

KAREN She’s like her father. She’s a joy. Very sweet.

GAIL They say that about girls, don’t they? That it’s some sort of nature thing that they look like their dads.

Pause.

The little ones are special though, ain’t they. The baby.

I just had two.

Boys.

The oldest was a mistake. He’s a little sod.

The little one was a mistake an’ all but.

I wanted him anyways.

I really wanted him.

I grew into the oldest. Too much like me, that’s his problem.

The two of them though.

Thick as thieves they are.

They’re my world though.

KAREN They’re all special. It’s an absolute privilege… well…

GAIL Yeah. There’s nothing quite like it is there. Being a mother.

Pause.


KAREN Why are you here, Gail?

Pause.

GAIL After you went.
I looked for you.
Couldn’t find you.

It was like you just disappeared.

I didn’t stop, though. Looking for you.

They tried to stop me but.

You know me, when I get something in my head.

KAREN I didn’t know.

GAIL And I know, you know, I know we was kids when it all happened.
They didn’t want us kicking up a fuss. I know that now.
They made it impossible for me to find you.
But

You just went.

Like that.

And I thought.

It wasn’t your fault. I know it wasn’t your fault but.

There was no trace of you

KAREN I don’t want to talk about it, Gail.

GAIL I thought you could have let me know where you was.

Pause.

Just a note I thought.

Anything really.

KAREN Look, I don’t remember much about it.
I
I don’t remember
They told me they sent you away.

GAIL They tried.


KAREN Scotland or somewhere, I think they said.

GAIL Everyone’s so nice up there. Friendly. Clean air.
Fucking hated it.
Couldn’t keep me there. Kept running away.

I missed the hall. Even missed fucking Rocking Roberts, remember him, Kaz. He used to get off on belting the shit out of us. And his sidekick. Nasty bitch. She was. It’s a joke innit. But I missed her an’ all.

Then they chucked me over the water to Belfast for a bit.

Thought the sea would stop me.

But I’m like that thing. That what’s-it-called from Australia. A boomerang.

Water couldn’t stop me.

I was back soon enough.

I liked Belfast better than Scotland.

Belfast was more like here.

I worried about you.

KAREN I was with a good family.

GAIL I can see.
You’re talking all posh and dressed all nice.

KAREN A proper family.

In Wales.

GAIL Wales.
Fucking hell.

KAREN I loved it there.

GAIL I would never have looked in Wales.

KAREN They looked after me.
Properly.
Gave me a life.

Pause.


I loved the clean air.

Everyone so friendly.

Being nice.

I thought to myself. I remember thinking to myself you would have hated it.

We were surrounded by sea.

Beaches.

I thought about how you hated the sand. Remember.

That time they took us on that trip to the coast.

I think it was the first time we’d ever seen a beach. Sand.

You had that coat on for most of the day.

GAIL laughs.

GAIL I took it off when they buried us.

KAREN That’s right. I forgot that.

GAIL The sand got everywhere.

KAREN Two heads popping above a blanket of sand.

GAIL There was a photo of that, I think.

KAREN You moaned the whole day.
The sand hurt your feet.
Got in the fur of your coat.

GAIL We had egg sandwiches.
I remember that.
Egg sandwiches…

KAREN …that crunched with sand…

GAIL …and warm squash.
Rocko Roberts told us to bury the bottle, remember.

KAREN Bury the bottle to keep the squash cold.

GAIL It was warm.

KAREN It was warm.


GAIL And covered in grit and sand.

KAREN And that game? What was it?

GAIL Rounders.
I hated that game.

KAREN You and your coat stood as far away from the game as you could.

GAIL I was fielding.

KAREN Is that what you call it?

GAIL I was thinking ahead in case of a huge strike and then I’d be in place to stop a sixer.

KAREN You were sat far enough away so that no one could see you smoking, is what you were doing.

KAREN laughs.

GAIL He’s dead.

KAREN Who?

GAIL Rocko.

I went to his funeral.

He died last year.

KAREN I didn’t know that.

GAIL His wife was there. And his son. His daughters.
Grandchildren. They were devastated. Hundreds of people were there.
I had a thought that I might go to the front of the church and punch his photo off his coffin. Tell everyone what a wanker he was.
But.
I was late. I went in.
Sat at the back.

His coffin was small. I remembered him being so big.


I thought. He must have been ill. For it to be so small. He must have been ill.

I hope he suffered.

I thought about you.

KAREN You shouldn’t have.

GAIL I did.

I thought about you a lot, as it happens.
Over the years.

I never stopped thinking about you.

KAREN Jesus, Gail.

GAIL You was always in here. (Head.)

They look at each other.

I found you now though.

Pause.

They hold a look.

I thought, Kaz.
I thought,
you know,
us,

I thought we could.

I thought we could start over or something.

Lets that settle.

KAREN doesn’t respond for a while.

In that silence GAIL notes the rejection of that idea.

KAREN I think you should leave now, Gail.

It’s been nice catching up but I need to go.

GAIL processes everything.

GAIL Karen.


KAREN I’m going to phone down to let Bill know we’re finished here and the office is clear.

GAIL Karen. There was something, Kaz.

KAREN picks up a phone and buzzes to reception.

See, I wouldn’t ask unless I was… I need your help, Kaz.

KAREN (To phone.) Hi Bill,

GAIL Karen?

KAREN (To phone.) Yep. On my way.

KAREN watches GAIL.

Actually, Bill, there’s someone here with me so
there’ll be
two of us leaving.
That’s right.

No. Everyone else has gone.

GAIL I just. There’s something I need to ask.

KAREN (To phone.) Thanks, Bill.

Puts down phone, waits for GAIL to speak.

GAIL So.
Yes.
Yeah, well
It’s awkward a bit

I just

KAREN What?

GAIL I dunno now, feels a bit…

See the thing is.

Pause.

I wanted to see you. I did. I told you I looked for you.
I didn’t give up. I just.

Life throws things at you.


I had kids of my own.

And time flies, don’t it.

Years go by.

I really wanted to see you.

KAREN Well, you’ve seen me, Gail.

GAIL Yeah.

KAREN Okay.

GAIL Yeah, okay.

The thing is…

Takes a breath.

KAREN Just say it.
Whatever it is just say it.

GAIL D’you love your kids?

Stops.

Course you do.

I love my kids. Just like you.

Look, you haven’t got time for this, I know.

You need to get home.

So I’ll keep it short.

I got myself into some bother. Always been in bother, you know me. And I got mixed up in things. I never had money. I nicked a bit. Stupid stuff and I got caught. And ended up inside. But there’s no one else. Just me. I had no one could look after my boys so.

They put them with this family.

While I was away.

And now.

I’m getting on-track.

But there’s a care order. You knows all about that stuff.

I got to turn things round, you know, if I wants that to change.


If I wants my kids back.

And I want my kids back.

I can’t leave ’em there.

Not like they did to us. Cos we know, don’t we.

What happens.

And see,
The job I had, it was a shit job, I’ve had loads of jobs, all shit, nothing fancy like you but this time, it was everything. I can’t tell you.

I had to get up.

At the right time.

I had to get dressed and get there.

And I had a laugh with the girls there. So it was good. It was good for me. I was getting on alright.
I was.

Don’t seem like much
It was, though.

Kept me in a routine.

Stopped my mind from wandering.

So I lost it anyway. I lost my job.

It’s like.

It never rains, does it?

But. For my kids.

I’m here for my kids. You know.

KAREN You’re here for your kids?

GAIL I am, yeah.

KAREN That’s why you’re here?

GAIL It is.

I thought with what you do, I thought you could help me.

With my situation.

You could do something.


KAREN takes it in.

Half-laughs.

KAREN Oh, you think…

GAIL I’m asking you to help me.
I need my kids, Kaz.
I’m not coping without them.

KAREN realises GAIL means it.

KAREN You think because I work here?

GAIL You’re Head of Children’s Services.

KAREN What and so you think I can wave my magic wand and get your kids back for you?

GAIL I thought you could have a look at my case.

KAREN Oh yeah, hang on, I’ll just make a phone call, round them up for you.
For Christ’s sake.

I can’t even begin to explain the many, many issues I have with what you’ve just asked of me. Just you being here is…

GAIL I thought you might be able to –

KAREN What?

What did you think?

GAIL I dunno. Something. I thought you could do something. It’s my kids. I thought.

KAREN I protect children, Gail. I protect them.
You being here is a conflict of interest, do you understand that.
Do you even know what that is?
So while you’re stood there telling me, making demands of me, I’m trying to work out where all this stands procedurally…

I. We…
Okay, listen.


Takes a breath.

We don’t take children away from their mothers on a whim.

That’s just not possible.

It doesn’t happen.

There are reasons you are not with your children.

Valid and serious reasons.

And you don’t get your kids back as a favour because you know someone who can pull a few strings.

That’s not how this works.

Pause.

GAIL When I was sat out there waiting.
I read this magazine.
And they was saying there was this thing.
About the brain. About addiction. And it’s fascinating.
It says they thinks there’s a bit of the brain.
A special place in the brain where people feels pleasure.
It’s the part that if you was an alcoholic, when you drink, this is the bit that makes you feel like a million dollars.
This bit is the bit that tells you that you need have another one cos it wants to feel that feeling again, you know.
Same for drugs. Chocolate. Sex.
All of them good things.
And in tests, this is what they said anyway, in tests when the brain is doing the good stuff, this bit of the brain reacts, it hits the pleasure dome and then some.
And you know what they found.
They found the same part of the brain reacted in the same way when mothers look at photographs of their kids.
We get that, don’t we.
Us mothers. Most of us, anyhow.
But what that makes you realise if you think about it, is that it’s not just that we love our kids.
It’s that we’re addicted to them.
Our brain tells us we can’t live without them.
We don’t just want them.
We need them.
It’s a different thing.
I need my kids.
Need them.

KAREN Gail.
Look.
What I suggest is.
I suggest you.
I suggest you…
You need to sort yourself out. You need to get a job.

GAIL I had a job.

KAREN Get another one.

GAIL Look at me.

KAREN You could get a job.

GAIL You wanna give me one?

KAREN Seriously.

GAIL I could be your PA.
Do a better job than that one you got.

KAREN I doubt that.

GAIL Or cleaning then?

KAREN Stop it.

GAIL What? I’m not too proud to clean, Kaz. I’ve got that, you know, the OCD so I’m very particular with things. I shower sometimes three times a day. I’m good at floors.

KAREN What?


GAIL That’s my thing. Floors. The floors would be spotless.

I could do your house? I’m not far from where you live.

KAREN You don’t know where I live.

GAIL I can do odd jobs an’ all?
Put my hand to anything. Them old houses need looking after.

KAREN I have a man who sees to that stuff.

GAIL I could help you out a bit with your kids? It’s a fair walk to that school of theirs. And it’s hard to get people you can trust?

KAREN I don’t need your help, Gail.

GAIL I need yours.

They hold a look.

Hold.

KAREN drops her eyes.

Thinks.

Realises.

KAREN You know where I live.

GAIL Must take you some time to get over here, from where you are?

KAREN Have you been to my house?

GAIL That why you work so late, is it? So you miss the traffic?

KAREN You’ve been to my house?

GAIL He works late, your husband.

Does he always get home after dark?

KAREN What?


GAIL Do he get home that time every night?

KAREN You’ve been to my home.

GAIL I was going to say hello to him but I didn’t know if he knows about me.

KAREN takes that in.

KAREN Well, he knows about you so if you think that’s in some way a threat, Gail…

GAIL What does he know?

KAREN When did you go to my house?

GAIL I been there a few times.

KAREN I don’t want you there.

GAIL He knows about me.

KAREN Yes.

GAIL You said he didn’t know.

KAREN Well, he does. So.

GAIL What did you tell him?

KAREN I told him I had a sister.

GAIL You have a sister.

Pause.

What else?

KAREN I told him we don’t know each other, okay? That we hadn’t seen each other since we were kids.

GAIL What did he say?

KAREN Nothing.

GAIL Nothing?

KAREN He said nothing.

GAIL Did you tell him about our life?

KAREN Why would I?


GAIL Did you tell him we were close?

KAREN We weren’t close.

GAIL We were.

Pause.

GAIL When did you tell him?

KAREN When?

GAIL When you first met him?

KAREN No.

GAIL Yesterday?

KAREN Of course not.

GAIL When?

KAREN I don’t remember.

GAIL You do.

KAREN He knows about you. He’s known for years.

Pause.

GAIL When I was pregnant the first thing I thought of was you. Always in my mind you was.

I think you told him when you was pregnant.

Pause.

Course you did.

KAREN I don’t want you near my house.

GAIL Why not?

KAREN Because it’s fucking weird. Stalky. And we both know you’ve got previous in that department or have you forgotten about Suzanne Cox?

GAIL You told him about me when you were pregnant because as hard as you tried you couldn’t forget it or me.

How old is she?


KAREN Who?

GAIL Your oldest.

KAREN What?

GAIL Ten? / Eleven?

KAREN She’s ten.

GAIL Did you tell him what happened to you?

Pause.

Did you tell him?

KAREN I told him it was the worst
The absolute worst time of my life.
How I hated it.
It was a nightmare.
A living nightmare
Getting through the day. Surviving.
It was survival.
I told him about the relief when I got away
The place.
The stink of it.
How when I got to Wales I felt like I breathed for the first time.
Fresh air
I could finally breathe.
Sleep at night

That’s what I told him.

GAIL What did he say?

KAREN He said he
He said that it all made sense.

Why I live for my work.
He understood it then.
I work
My work is important to me
Because I know what it’s like to be in care.
To live that life.
He said, I know how it feels.


GAIL laughs.

It’s not funny, Gail.

GAIL No. You’re right. But it is though.

KAREN None of this is funny.

GAIL It is to me though.

KAREN Stop grinning.

GAIL Sorry, Kaz. You an’ him making sense of it all.

GAIL scoffs.

I think it’s fucking hilarious.

KAREN I think you’re a fucking idiot.

KAREN goes through her bag.

Gets out her purse.

Has a wad of notes in her hand.

Okay, so look
Well this has been interesting it really has and I’m
sorry for you
How it turned out
This
That your life has gone to shit
But
And I am sorry, Gail, truly
But I’m not your…
You’re not my responsibility.

She puts the notes into a bewildered GAIL’s hands.

I want you to have this.
Call it a gesture.
But then I want you to go.

Cos let’s be honest here
We don’t know each other at all, do we.

Come on, Gail, really?

We’re strangers actually.

And that’s okay. It is what it is.


GAIL looks at the notes.

You shouldn’t have come here Gail, you / shouldn’t.

GAIL Look.
I shouldn’t have come to your work, I’m sorry about that.
I know I shouldn’t have come here.

KAREN No. It’s not that.

Takes a deep breath.

I’m going to be very clear with you now okay because I think it’s important. I want you to understand where I’m at.

I don’t want to see you again.

I have a family. My family. A beautiful home. Holidays. My life is happy. Joyful.

That person you talk about. Karen. That’s not me. Kaz?

I don’t remember her. She never really existed.

You’ve made some picture in your head about us.

Sisters. But she’s a figment of your imagination.

I don’t want you in my life.

I really don’t.

Do you understand?

Pause.

Lets that settle.

Gail. Do you understand me?

GAIL Yes.

KAREN Good.

GAIL I understand you.

KAREN It’s for the best I think. Because you and me. It’s not good.


KAREN’s phone buzzes.

That’ll be Bill.

I’m sorry, Gail.

GAIL looks at the money in her hand.

KAREN picks up her bag.

Moves to leave.

Please.

Shows GAIL the door.

After you.

GAIL looks back to the money. Places it on the desk.

Looks around her.

Takes a moment.

Takes a seat.

GAIL You know I feel a bit…

KAREN What?

GAIL It’s my head.
My ears.
I get a bit spinny.

KAREN Do you.
Right.
Well, perhaps you should get some fresh air.

GAIL I just need to sit here. Just gimme five minutes.

KAREN checks her watch.

Knows she’s being played but…

Sighs.

KAREN Five minutes.

GAIL holds her head in her hands.


Breathes deep.

Sits back in the chair.

Takes in her surroundings.

GAIL You know. It’s a lovely old building is this.

KAREN watches her.

You find them don’t you. In the old docks.
These great old buildings.

Remember that one down the old docks, Kaz, we used to play in.

Dorian there used to say he’d seen the ghost.
The white lady. Remember?

There’s always a ghost, isn’t there.

He said she walked at night with a crying baby in a shawl.

Laughs to herself.

Always a white lady, the ghosts, aren’t they?
Always a baby somewhere.

Pause.

What did this used to be, Kaz? Before it was council?

Nothing.

There’s a whatsit on the front, as you go in, established 1842 or whatever.

Same as on that school your kids goes to. Above the main door in the stone.

I wonder what it started out as?

Yeah.

I wonder.

KAREN takes a deep breath. Puts down her bag.

There’ll be a record somewhere of how it started, what happened to it. There always is with things.

KAREN You’ve been to their school.


GAIL Bet it costs a fortune to upkeep though.
Probably riddled with damp an’ all sorts.

KAREN You were at my children’s school?

GAIL looks at KAREN.

GAIL Is it one of them private schools where they go?
Looked like.
Bet it costs a fortune to send your kids there.

KAREN I don’t want you near my kids.

GAIL It’s all about money. Everything’s different if you got it, you know. There’s different rules.

KAREN It’s a school, for Christ’s sake. They’re my children.

GAIL They say it don’t make you happy but that’s a fucking lie. Like when they says to kids nits only lives in clean hair, remember they used to say that to us and we was stinking most of the time. It’s the same. Fucking lies.
If you got money it’s just easier.

KAREN I can give you money.

Pause.

GAIL There’ll be all sorts of important kids goes to that school, I bet.
Russians and all that. Famous people. Or Royals even. I bet Royals goes there, do they? Diana’s kids, what they called.
I don’t want your money.

KAREN You need help.
I can’t help you.

GAIL Wills innit. William and Kate. Their kids. Do they go there, I wonder?

KAREN You can’t come into my life. I didn’t ask you. You can’t barge into my life.


GAIL He’s lovely him. That Sweet William.

KAREN Please don’t underestimate me, Gail.

GAIL The other one though. With the ginger hair. He’s not a nice fella I don’t think.
He’s not nice in all the right ways, I don’t think.

GAIL laughs.

KAREN I know what you’re capable of.

GAIL Wouldn’t kick him outta bed, would you, Kaz?

KAREN You know what I’m capable of.

GAIL He’s filthy they reckon.
The ginger one.

GAIL chuckles to herself.

KAREN I’m giving you a chance to walk away. Before this escalates.

Stops.

GAIL They lost their mother though, didn’t they?
Don’t matter who you are.
They’ll have felt it the same. The pain of separation.
Mother and child.

Escalates?

KAREN Suzanne Cox moved away in the end. Her whole family upped and left.
Because of you.

GAIL I did wonder where she got to.

KAREN You hounded her.

GAIL I didn’t hound no one.

KAREN All over that stupid game.
At her house, all hours of the day and night. You cut off her hair. I remember that.
Her poor parents.
And still you went there. Couldn’t give a shit.

GAIL Her mother hit me. Slapped me across the head. And no offence but she was built like a brick shithouse.

KAREN But it was me that got it in the neck.
Always me, wasn’t it.
I had to promise Roberts to keep you out of their way. And you know what happened to me if I didn’t do what they wanted. I wasted my childhood keeping you out of people’s way. Taking the rap for you.

GAIL We looked out for each other.

KAREN I mopped up after you.

GAIL I just wanted to be her friend.

KAREN That’s not how you make friends.

GAIL She had stuff. All the stuff she had, Kaz, you remember?

KAREN You stole from her. All her things. Anything you wanted you took. The Nintendo was the last straw.

GAIL I borrowed her stuff.

KAREN You never gave it back.

GAIL She let me have it.

KAREN She was terrified of you.

GAIL She was my friend.

KAREN You took whatever you wanted and when she told on you, you cut off her hair.

GAIL It wasn’t like that.

Pause.

That babysitter that picks up your kids?

KAREN What about her?


GAIL What is she? Polish or something?

KAREN She’s their nanny.

GAIL I didn’t know who she was.

KAREN Why would you, for Christ’s sake?

GAIL She couldn’t speak English whoever she was.

KAREN Jesus. Look at you. Sat there with no shame in you.

GAIL Shame?

KAREN You were hanging around a school.

GAIL I wasn’t hanging around.

KAREN You know, I worked in a school. They would have known you were there. They would have seen you.

GAIL I wanted to see them.

KAREN I would have called the police. The state of you.
I’m surprised they didn’t call the police.
Did you even think about that? The impact that would have on your situation.

Course you didn’t.

GAIL I told the babysitter who I was.

KAREN You approached her?

GAIL I said I was your sister.

KAREN They were there? Were they there?

GAIL She was waiting for them. I saw her with them the day before.

KAREN You could have been anyone.
You would have confused her.

GAIL She looked confused way before I got to her.

KAREN You’re a stranger.

GAIL I told her, straight away.

KAREN Some strange woman approaches her…


GAIL I told her I’m your sister. Strange?

KAREN You’re not my sister.
I have a sister-in-law. She thinks that’s my sister.

GAIL She don’t speak no English anyway so confusing her…

KAREN You wanted to see them so you went there. Then you go back.

GAIL She weren’t all there in the head if you ask me.

KAREN Why would you go back?

GAIL I wouldn’t feel right if she was looking after my kids is all I’m saying.

KAREN scoffs.

KAREN I’ve heard it all now. Your kids are in care. You don’t know who is looking after them.

GAIL I was looking out for them.

KAREN What?

GAIL The kids.

KAREN Oh yeah. That’s right. People like you are always looking out for your kids.

GAIL People like me.

KAREN Save it, Gail, cos I’ve heard a million ‘I love my kids’ stories.
I know you.
You lost your boys because you were neglectful.

GAIL Not mine.

KAREN You fucked up. Surprise, surprise. Couldn’t even look after your own kids.
Simple.

GAIL You’re not listening. Not my kids.

Pause.


KAREN Who were you looking out for?

GAIL The girl.

KAREN What girl?

GAIL Your babysitter.

KAREN What about her?

GAIL Nah. It’s nothing.
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Stop fucking around.

GAIL She was sharp with the little one.
That’s why I went back.
I was there.
I know you think I shouldn’t but
You wasn’t there.
I was.

She shouts at the little one cos she’s not moving
fast enough or whatever
Frightening her
She grabbed her
Pulled her by her arm
Which was harsh I thought
And your little one, she starts to cry.

KAREN says nothing.

Takes it in.

GAIL I felt sorry for them.

KAREN Don’t.

GAIL They looked sad.

KAREN What a load of bullshit.


GAIL It’s true though.

KAREN Absolute bullshit.

GAIL She was sharp with her.

KAREN You’re full of it.
Full of shit.

GAIL They’re not happy.

KAREN What are you talking about?

GAIL Your kids aren’t happy is what I’m talking about.

KAREN Are you actually going to stand there and lecture me about child welfare?

GAIL They got briefcases of homework bigger than what they are.
How old is the little one? Four? Five?
Picked up by some nanny or au pair what they hardly know.

KAREN My children are extremely happy. They have a perfect childhood.

GAIL I never left my kids with no one. They went everywhere with me.

Even the pub.

Laughs.

Your face.

Seriously though. When did that come to be a crime?

How old is the little one, four?

KAREN It’s good for them to experience independence.

GAIL Yeah. There we are then.

KAREN My daughters have a hard-working woman with a fulfilling career as their role model.


GAIL But all a kid really wants is its mum though. That’s the thing.

Pause.

KAREN Or its dad. Not that you’d ever consider that.
D’you even know who your boys’ fathers are?

GAIL I’ll bet your little one sees you for what? For half an hour a day.
If they’re lucky that is.

KAREN Blindly assailing the choices of childcare at the woman.
So predictable.
Course it’s normal for a father to put his career first, nobody blinks.
Absolutely monstrous for a mother, I get it.

GAIL Your babysitter’s bringing up your kids, Kaz.

KAREN She’s their nanny. For fuck’s sake.

Takes a minute, thinks, then begins to laugh.

As she talks she starts looking through a filing cabinet/drawers.

Look at you. Stood there like you have the moral high ground. You’re hilarious.

KAREN is frenetically looking for something.

You know, Gail.

I forgot how funny you were.

Papers drop and files are thrown.

GAIL It’s okay though. They’ll grow up to be all successful. Because Mummy have paid for that to be the way.

If bankers and lawyers and politicians is what you rates as successful that is, cos in my opinion, Kaz, they’re generally a bunch of wankers.


But mostly the kids end up all messed up inside cos the truth of it is their mummy didn’t give a shit after all.

You know what I think.

If I’m honest with you, Karen.

I think it’s neglectful.

KAREN stops looking and starts listening.

KAREN Really.

GAIL However you dress it up.
Okay, it’s different to my neglect.
Cos all the people making the rules and laws never lived my life. They got no idea how much it takes for me to get through the day.
Like I said, it’s all about money, money makes the rules.
And of course it’s judgement. She judges she, judges she, judges her. Sad that. We do it to ourselves, women.
To make ourselves feel better, I reckon.

What am I saying? That’s your job innit, judgement.

That’s what I thinks anyway.

KAREN But you see, I really don’t care what you think.

Takes a bit of time with that.

I didn’t work when they were little.

Those first years.

I was so desperate, so utterly desperate for settlement and security. It was pathetic.

When I look back on it now, I was pathetic.

I joined all the clubs. NCT and tumble tots and soft-play and daisy wrigglers and yes – Yumi Yoga. It was mind-numbing. All the smiling. At other people’s kids. At each other.


Days filled with trivialities.

Endless hours, talking about what time the children get up in the morning, how often the bedlinen is changed, weaning, milestones, eco-friendly cleaning products and wooden toys. And let me tell you, breast-feeding was NOT one of the most rewarding or incredible experiences of my life. Every day the expectation to perform an impossible job.

The idealisation of motherhood, the perfect mother, wife, who is good, who is virtuous, who must create a chocolate-box world in which to place her refined-sugar-free children, whilst smiling benignly from behind her vintage teak dresser and her freshly pressed Whistles blouse. But hey, don’t worry, she’s still cool enough to know her Kanye from her Jay-Z and easily knocks up an impromptu risotto or frittata for ‘friends’. She even ironically drinks Aldi prosecco before fulfilling blowjob duty to her eternally eligible husband at least once a week.

Utter bollocks.

I hadn’t felt so needy. So dependent. Since…

I can’t be dependent. I won’t. I can provide for myself and my children.

I was a fraud. I was being asked to do things I hated. Daily. By the hour.

Being told who I was, who I was allowed to be.

I neglected me. That’s who I neglected, Gail. When I went back to work, I felt joy.

I was supposed to feel shame but I felt free.

We’re all just trying to do our best.

I do my best.

GAIL I try to do my best.
But sometimes there’s too much shit being thrown your way. You can’t dodge it in the end.


KAREN We all have our shit.

GAIL But people like me, Kaz, we don’t have the luxury of foreign babysitters and posh expensive schools to dig us out of the shit when we have kids we can’t look after.

KAREN I can look after them.

GAIL You don’t.

KAREN I choose not to. And I’m alright with that.

GAIL Nice to have choices.

KAREN I’ve had times when I didn’t.

GAIL They don’t know you.

KAREN Know me?

GAIL They lost you.

KAREN They don’t lose me. They gain me. You wouldn’t understand that.

GAIL You neglect them. That’s what I think.

KAREN Now who’s judging?

And for the record, my job isn’t about judgement. It’s about care. Support. I help people.

GAIL Then help me.

Pause.

KAREN When I first got pregnant I was terrified. You can imagine. Everyone is, aren’t they. But for kids like us…

I didn’t think I could love it enough.

Pause.

I married young.

Straight out of college.


I was a teacher. When I was first married.

I hated it.

You know what I hated the most?

GAIL says nothing.

Accessories.

Hats, gloves, scarves, bags.

They were the bain of my life.

Thirty-two five-year-olds, all looking for a lost glove or bag. Bobbles, clips, hairbands. Jesus Christ.

The tediousness of it all.

One day, I was sat watching the class, they were getting on with a task or whatever and there were two girls, Laura and Beth. Best friends. They started messing about with each other’s hair, playing, you know. Like girls do. Laura undid Beth’s hairband and ran her fingers through Beth’s hair. Properly running her fingers through using her whole hand like it was a comb.

And Beth’s hair is long, halfway down her back. And Laura’s got her fingers right in and she’s wrapping the hair around and around her hand and then in a flash and without any warning, she grabs hold of all the hair in her hand and pulls it, really nastily.

With a smile too.

So I got up and I went over to them and I grabbed a handful of Laura’s hair, and I pull her hair back, really hard.

I felt her head yank with the force. And her little fingers grabbed for my hand but I kept on pulling. It was only when I saw that her feet were off the ground that I stopped.

I didn’t want to stop.

But eventually I let go and Laura drops to the floor. And I had a handful of her hair in my hand.


She cried.

Screamed.

The whole class was silent and staring at me.

And Beth throws her arms around Laura and kisses her, hugs her, tells her everything would be okay and then shoots me a look like I was the devil.

The whole class looked at me like I was the devil. Which I was, of course. I didn’t feel sorry straight away. For a moment I felt like I’d done them a favour. Like I’d shown them that life is cruel. And unexpected. And startling.

The anger still startles me.

It doesn’t go.

It might sit dormant for a while but there are unexplained, unexpected times when it rears itself. I hate that.

Takes her time.

I walked out.

Out of the classroom and through the hall and across the yard, through the gates.

I went home.

Then I felt sorry.

I was going to leave.

Everything.

I was going to give up.

My husband.

But I was pregnant. This baby. Made from love. Inside me.

And I couldn’t.

For the first time in my life I couldn’t run.

I had something much more important than myself to think about. I realised that I already loved it enough.

I thought that whatever happened, I would never run again.


I would stay.

For the baby. For the child.

I wanted my baby to have a childhood, so badly. And even if I could give it nothing else then I would give it that. My child would wake up with its mother and father, every day. It would sleep soundly in a bed knowing that it was safe. Protected by the only two people in the world who would die for it, without question.

We owe our children that, Gail.

It’s the least. The very least of it.

I gave my girls that. I give my girls that. Unconditionally.

You have to help yourself. It’s the only way.

I won’t help you any more.

GAIL Any more?

Pause.

KAREN Next time you’re at my girl’s school or anywhere near my home.
I’ll fucking kill you.

They hold a look.

We know KAREN means this.

GAIL Did you look for him?

KAREN Who?

GAIL Your son?

Did you ever even look for him?

Pause.

KAREN takes that in, rooted to the spot.

I didn’t think so.

I know he weren’t made from love. But we can’t all be.


KAREN Get out.

GAIL I think about him all the time.

KAREN I want you out of here.

GAIL Working here.
You would know where he was.
Wouldn’t be able to stop yourself from finding out about him.

Where is he?

Who is he with?

Is he okay?

Happy?

Did it work out okay for him?

It does don’t it, sometimes.

KAREN I’ll call the police.

GAIL You says it was always you that was looking after me, Kaz, mopping after me but that’s not how I remembers it.
That’s not how I remembers it at all.

KAREN Fuck off. D’you hear me? Go on, fuck off.

GAIL I covered for you all the time. Unconditionally.

KAREN You never covered for me.

GAIL Because you was my sister.

KAREN I took it all for you. What they did to me.

GAIL I helped you.

KAREN I took the beatings for both of us.

It was me he…

Me.

It was me.

Not you.

And you stand there.


GAIL It was you who I woke up to every day.

KAREN I took it so you didn’t have to.

Stop.

GAIL A baby. It wasn’t his fault.
I was there for you.
With you.
I was there by your side for all of it.
I’d do anything for you.

KAREN I was thirteen, for Christ’s sake.

GAIL I was there when they took him off you. A beautiful little boy. We held him.
You and me.
It was beautiful.
Remember, Kaz?

KAREN I remember mess. And bodies. And people looking at me. I was a child. I remember mucus and blood and dirt and shit and vomit and noise and smells and pain.
I don’t remember beauty.

GAIL My heart broke, same as yours.

KAREN I didn’t want him.
Don’t presume my heart was broken.
He grew inside me, that’s all.
Things grow inside us that we don’t want. That happens.
Because of this – (Boobs.)
This – (Vag.)
I’m supposed to love something like that.
To love him?
How could I love him?
How?
I prayed that he would die. Begged God. Any god.
Night after night, I wanted him dead.
I was drinking, I took pills and he still lived.
Grew.


He kept growing.

Like a cancer.

Pause.

The day he was born I realised something.

I realised that I wasn’t just creating a life.

I was also creating a death.

Because with a life comes a death. One day he would die. And that made it okay.

When they took him.

I was glad.

The intercom buzzes.

KAREN grabs for the phone.

Kate Taylor.

GAIL You talk about a child’s rights.

KAREN Hi, Bill.

GAIL What about his rights, Kaz?

KAREN Bill, yes I’m here.

GAIL To know his mother? That’s what you said. A child’s rights to know its parents.

KAREN No.
Don’t come up.
It’s fine.
We’re fine.

GAIL What about his childhood?

KAREN I got held up. I’m fine. Yes.

GAIL He’s part of us. Do you care about that?

Looks to GAIL.

KAREN She’s with me. We’re leaving. Now.

KAREN puts down the phone.

KAREN starts gathering her things frenetically.


In amongst gathering her things she picks up a file.

Finally found it.

KAREN opens the file and reads from it.

On August the 4th and 12th the mother, Gail Palmer, had prearranged meetings that she failed to attend. Both children were obviously upset…

GAIL grabs for the folder. Papers start to fall.

Both KAREN and GAIL grab for the papers.

They scuffle a bit. Starting with GAIL trying to stop KAREN from leaving.

Ending with KAREN getting rough with GAIL.

A shove too hard leads into a slap, a punch, a fight, two kids, sisters scraping lead by KAREN.

KAREN lays into a submissive GAIL, ending with KAREN holding GAIL by the hair.

KAREN stops.

Nina Simone starts quietly.

GAIL moves into KAREN, holds on to her.

Holds her.

Breathes her in.

KAREN doesn’t hold her but maybe relaxes into GAIL, maybe puts her head on her shoulder. They slowly move together, rotate slowly, as if in a slow dance. Some elements from their childish dance might be echoed here.

Give this time for us to feel it, to see them.

KAREN lifts her head, gently pulls away.

Takes a moment and pulls herself together. Brushes down her clothes.

Picks up a sheet of paper from the floor and starts reading.


On August the 4th and 12th the mother, Gail Palmer, had prearranged meetings that she failed to attend. Both children were obviously upset and it was decided that one further meeting would be arranged before action to cease visitation would be taken. Unfortunately, due to unforeseen circumstances, once again the mother, Gail Palmer, failed to attend. It was decided under some duress to refer the case back to Children’s services for consideration. Although the general consensus was thought to be visitation rights for the mother should cease in order to protect the children from further harm, the head of Children’s Services, Kate Taylor, overruled the decision and made a stipulation for supervised visits to be strongly encouraged and supported as the mother, Gail Palmer, had shown commendable attempts to rebuild her life. Securing accommodation and gaining permanent employment.

KAREN lets the paper fall to the floor.

Starts to leave.

GAIL grabs for her.

KAREN stops.

GAIL slowly lets her go.

KAREN leaves.

Doesn’t look back.

GAIL is alone.

Nina Simone plays.

Taking us into…






Three

The Factory

There is less confusion and chaos in this scene, although it should still be there just less.

A radio can play. On and off. Nina Simone songs still come in and out. Again a variety but without ‘My Baby Just Cares for Me’ within the mix. White noise and levels of louder volume as and when useful to suggest absurdity. A buzz might be helpful. The lights might flicker/dim.

Between her dialogue, which is directed at random members of the audience, GAIL will do all or some of the following:

Wait.

Fidget.

Sit up and down, out and in, of the chair.

Pick at herself.

Drum her fingers.

Jump.

Turn around.

Turn and stand with her back to the audience.

Sniff.

Fuss her hair.

Circle the space.

Sniff again.

Clear her throat.

Be bothered by her nose.

Whistle.

Wipe her nose with the back of her hand.

Look at the back of her hand. Shit, shouldn’t have done that.


Wipe her hand in her skirt.

Look around.

Rub down her clothes.

GAIL is onstage. Alone. Waiting. She paces. Circles. In her own time she finds her place. Directs her dialogue at audience members. Using all of the audience. Moving at the reset.

GAIL I wasn’t sure where to wait so.

I called.

Pardon?

When I got the letter.

Yeah?

You said I could appeal my dismissal.

Sounds break in.

GAIL resets.

Oh.

I didn’t realise.

It’s all there.

In the letter. I wrote it all down.

Like you said.

You said I could appeal.

And that’s what I did.

Sounds break in.

GAIL resets.

I was going to leave it.

But then I thought…

I wrote it all down.


It’s all there.

You said I had thirty days.

It’s all in the letter there.

I wrote that.

Sounds break in.

GAIL resets.

Will you give that to him?

Mr Silver? The boss?

He’s alright, I heard. Kind.

Will you give him the letter?

I need a job.

You’ll tell him, I liked it here. I did.

I swear, I won’t let you down, if you just give me a chance.

Sounds break in.

GAIL resets.

Does it work? When you appeal?

Nobody?

I don’t give up easy.

I’m like a dog with a bone, me, that’s what they say.

No. I don’t say that in the letter.

I say that I’m sorry. That’s what I say. It says in there how sorry I am.

And that I’m going to try.

I’m going to try hard.

Yeah, well I’m sure you have heard it all before but this time it’s different.


Why?

Pause.

Looks down thinks a bit.

Looks up, directly at an audience member.

This time I mean it.

Silence.

GAIL is alone.

Sniffs.

Fusses her hair.

Sniffs again.

Clears her throat.

GAIL stands.

Straight.

Smiles to herself.

Holds her head high.

Confident.

Head held high.

Sniffs.

Looks around.

Blackout.

The End.
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