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I dreaded that first Robin so, 

But he is mastered now, 

And I’m accustomed to him grown,- 

He hurts a little, though. 

 

 Emily Dickinson, from In Shadow  
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Characters: 

Clive Graham  (35 and 40)  

Jemma Downes, his daughter (15, 17 and 20) 

 

Setting: 

North West London, the present 

The action moves from location to location, but scenery can be doubled and certain 

objects act as a link between scenes  

 

 

Note on the text 

 

/   indicates dialogue overlapping 

-   indicates interruption, or in some cases a passing of time  

    without the atmosphere of a pause  
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Scene One  

 

„I should have called‟ 

Late winter, late afternoon. 

CLIVE (35) and JEMMA (15) sit on the roof of a terraced house in Kilburn, London. The 

house is where Jemma and her mum live.  There is a window through which they have 

climbed offstage left, unseen.  Clive is dressed in jeans and a denim jacket, Jemma in a 

weathered school uniform. 

 

Clive:  I should‟ve called. 

 

Jemma:   For what? 

 

Clive:    To let you know I was popping by, you know. 

 

Jemma:   Oh. 

 

Clive:    Suppose it‟s a good view from up here. 

 

Jemma:  Yeah, great.  Pause, cautiously; Shitloads of shitty identical roofs. 

 

Clive:    Jemma.  You shouldn‟t swear. 

 

Jemma:  Okay. 

 

Clive:    I didn‟t know whether you was gonna be in, I didn‟t call. 

 

Jemma:   I didn‟t know whether you were going to be in.   

 

Clive:    What? 
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Jemma:   You said was when you should have said were. 

 

Clive:    Did I?  

 

Jemma:   Yeah, just now you did. 

 

Clive:    Oh.  I see.  You have a nice Christmas then? 

 

Jemma:  (hugs herself) It is absolutely freezing.  

 

Pause  

 

Clive:    (to himself) Fuck‟s sake. 

   

Clive begins to roll a cigarette 

 

              She‟ll come round I suppose, in a bit, you know. 

 

Jemma:   Whatever. 

  

Clive:      I should‟ve called. 

 

Jemma:   Everything‟s fine. 

 

Clive:      Do this often, does she?  When she gets a bit…wound up. 

 

Jemma:   Dunno. 

 

Clive:     I reckon it was just the shock.  I didn‟t call. (surveys panorama) All right   

around here anyway; nice neighbourhood.   
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Jemma:   There‟s a man plays Ragga music out his window at 7am most mornings. 

Haven‟t heard it for two days.  Perhaps he‟s on holiday.  Or visiting a 

relative. 

Pause 

 

Clive:     Do you want a bit of cig? 

 

Jemma:   Not allowed to smoke, am I.  It‟s illegal for another three years stupid. 

Then I can buy em with proof of ID from Stop n Shop, it‟s two minutes 

away, I can get em for mum.   

  

Clive:     Right.   

 

Jemma:   Shouldn‟t have, anyway,/ offered them to me 

 

Clive:     Look, shit, sorry, I wanted to/ 

 

Jemma:   In the first place anyway.   

 

Silence for a moment, Jemma gets up and walks along the apex of the roof 

 

Clive:    Careful, Jemma, I don‟t think that‟s a very good- 

 

Jemma:   Guess how long a crow egg takes to hatch? 

 

Clive:    Will you stop. 

 

Jemma:   Guess! 

 

Clive:    Come down from there now, and-  
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Jemma:  (Arms outstretched) Eighteen days. A sparrow?  Just guess!  

 

Clive:     I dunno do I?  Jesus, just sit down. 

 

Jemma:   Ten to Twelve days, common House sparrow.  Guess a robin. 

 

Clive:    Will you pack it in!  Stop being a stupid fucking kid! 

 

Jemma freezes.  Stands crossed arms.  Still balanced. 

 

Jemma:   Eleven to thirteen days on average.  You could have guessed.  I‟m getting 

a pet.  Would you say I was a responsible care giver?  Say, to look after a 

little robin or something? 

 

Clive:    People have bud...have bud budg...(Shakes head violently) what‟s the  

              name…budgies.   

      -            

              budgies as pets, don‟t they?  Normally?  

 

Jemma:   Yeah… but say though, would you say I was though? 

 

 She gets down from the roof 

 

Clive:    Yeah, I suppose. (Pause.  Looks at her)  

 

              You‟re grown up now, really.  Ain‟t you?     

 

Pause 

 

              Your mum said something about a job last time we spoke. 
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Jemma:   So. 

 

Clive:     What was it…call centre was it?  

 

Jemma:   Telesales. 

 

Clive:    Telesales? 

 

Jemma:   Cancer. 

 

Clive:    Cancer? 

 

Jemma:   Can sell cancer insurance to anyone.  Swear.  You have to lie well. 

 

Clive:     Fuck me, selling cancer insurance down a phone line.  You earn a lot of 

money? 

 

Jemma:   Yeah. 

 

Clive:     Like how much? 

 

Jemma blows and pops a bubble in her chewing gum 

 

Jemma:   I dunno, loads.  A bit anyway. 

 

Clive:    What, so you‟re paying for bills and stuff now are you?  

 

Jemma looks away, fidgets with her uniform skirt 
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Jemma:  She‟ll want me for dinner in a minute I expect. (Beat)  She‟ll be normal 

soon.                           

 

Clive:    Your mother likes playing games, always has.   

 

Jemma:  Games are fun. 

 

Clive:     Don‟t be clever. 

 

Pause 

 

              Thing is, Jem love, I don‟t know how to say this- 

 

Jemma:   You don‟t know how to say what?   

 

Clive:     Christ, give me a word in. I just…I‟ve been talking to your mum a bit, in   

               the last few weeks, you know.   

 

Jemma:   No.  No you haven‟t. 

 

Clive:      And I said I‟d talk to you, see if you wanted to- 

 

Jemma:   I‟ve got my exams in exactly two months and three weeks. 

 

Clive:    Okay. And after that, I thought you could come and live with me. 

.    

Beat 

 

Jemma:   I‟ve just remembered I‟ve got lots of homework to do.  

 

Gets up and walks stage left towards unseen roof window 
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 It‟s really really important.  Biology. I‟m probably the best or top five in 

the class, so I might eventually become a Biologist. (shouting offstage) 

Mum!   Mum, can I come in now?    

 

Clive:     Look duckie, I‟m not wanting to muck about, I‟ve got my own stuff to be 

getting on with, you know!  Big business stuff, things are just kicking off 

for me.  

Pause   

                       Sit down a minute would you.  Making me feel dizzy stood there like that.   

 

Jemma looks up to sky, remains stood 

 

  Honestly love, my head‟s sort of spinning now, so if you just- 

 

Jemma:   So I wouldn‟t live with mum anymore? 

  

Clive:   What?  Oh, just temporary.  Definitely just for a couple of months- weeks.  

No promises to stay. 

 

Jemma:  I wouldn‟t fucking want to stay. 

 

Clive:     Watch your mouth.    

 

Jemma takes a loose corner of roof tile and throws it.  

 

   Look, duck.  I‟m saying it will be nice.  I‟m getting together a little outfit 

by Camden market- you ever been there?  There‟s a canal with boats and 

stuff.  So you‟ll sort of be living by the sea.  I was thinking you can help 

me out- you‟ve got a bit of sales experience now.   
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Jemma:   A canal is absolutely nothing like the sea.  There aren‟t even any seagulls. 

 

Clive:  There are.  There are seagulls.  That‟s something I can tell you for a fact  

cause I‟ve seen one the other day.  All flying around and shitting on the 

cars, it was. 

 

Jemma: Eurgh Clive!  Eurgh that‟s disgusting. 

 

Clive:    Look.  Look, let‟s say we give a bit of time.  Shall we say we give it a  

bit of time? 

 

Jemma:   Anyway, I‟m going to college next September. 

 

Clive:     Nah! 

 

Jermma:   I‟ve already got the brochures, or prospecterers, you know- the 

application forms. I shall be busy preparing for interviews soon I expect. 

 

Clive:      You don‟t wanna bother with all that rubbish ducks.  

 

Jemma:    You‟re supposed to go to college next.  Next step.  That‟s the next 

stepping stone. 

 

Clive:     Your mum went to college and look at her now.  It was all you’re not good 

enough for her, all that crap, but look at her now.  Can‟t even lift a finger 

to make a proper meal- 

 

Jemma:   You‟re a liar!  She made lasagne last week.  Anyway, there‟s lots of things  

               she does, she does loads cause she‟s a modern woman/ with a mind of her 

  own. 
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Clive:      A modern woman?! 

 

Jemma:    Some people don‟t want one boring job their  whole lives.  She‟s having a 

bit of a break.    

 

Clive:      She‟s ill, love. 

 

Jemma:   You‟re a stranger practically.  I shouldn‟t even be talking to you.  Stranger  

danger, you are, with your crappy birthday cards. 

 

Clive:     Pack it in. (Beat) Just…just give me a chance.  I remember a couple-I 

know  there‟s only been a couple, I know that, but some good times, you 

and me.   

 

Jemma:   I don‟t remember 

 

Clive:     Perhaps if things…after a couple of years, when money‟s…, we  

               could move to the sea.  The real sea.  Eat…fish and chips on Sundays.   

 

Jemma:   And eat rock- I mean sweetie rock not pebbles, and ice cream and possibly 

                hotdogs when it‟s winter, and look through telescopes for 20p. 

 

Clive:    Telescopes, well yes, all those things too. 

     

Jemma:   Or doughnuts- on this pier once I had doughnuts. 

 

Clive:   Well exactly- doughnuts!  Doughnuts, that‟s exactly it! Sounds good then, 

hey? 

 

Jemma:   Whatever. 
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Clive:    Have a little think, think it over.   

 

Jemma:   I don‟t have time to really, it‟s a busy time. 

 

Clive:      I‟ll come back and see you after these exams, eh?  That‟s a bit of a plan.  

Come back and see. 

 

Jemma:   Two months and three weeks. (Pause)  Okay.  Then. 

 

Clive:     Okay.  Can‟t wait for summer now, you know.  Can really feel the winter 

from up here.  See them clouds? 

 

Jemma:   A cloud is made of water vapour only.  It looks the opposite of water 

though. 

 

Clive:     They‟re called cumulus clouds, those ones, did you know that? 

 

Jemma:   Yes. 

 

Clive:  They create a lot of wind, cumulus clouds.  To do with evaporation- you 

know about that- and then the wind gets between them and forces them 

into certain patterns right (making hand gestures now), certain spreads in 

the sky, which in turn affects the wind, and it goes in a sort of cycle.  I 

think, anyhow. 

 

Jemma:  Yeah, I know.  

 

They are both looking up now   

 

Clive:    (Excited) Quite nice to think about and look at, I always think. 
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Jemma:  I think I‟m going to be sick. 

 

Clive:     Oh…!   

 

Jemma leans over the roof and vomits.  Clive gets up. 

 

Clive:    Christ shine a light! 

 

Jemma slowly sits 

 

Clive:    You alright?  

 

Jemma:   I think so. 

 

Clive:     Where did that come from? 

 

Jemma:   My stomach .  Duh. Maybe it‟s the height. 

 

Clive touches Jemma’s shoulder 

 

Clive:    We should get you in.  It‟s getting ridiculous. 

 

 Gets up,  

Caroline!  She‟s been sick, we need to come in now! (To Jemma) I think I 

can hear her coming.  

 

Jemma:   (Quickly) It‟s not locked. 

 

Clive:    What? 

 

Jemma:   She never locked it, silly. 
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Clive:    You said she did- 

 

Jemma:   No I didn‟t!  

 

Clive:    But- 

 

Jemma:   (Getting up) So anyway, better be going.  No need to hang around here all  

                freezing evening.  Come on! 

 

Jemma springs across to the window.  Clive follows.  Jemma stops and turns: 

 

Jemma:   Clive. 

 

Beat 

 

Clive:    Yes Jemma? 

 

Jemma:  Would you say to mum before you leave? 

 

Clive:     Say what? 

 

Jemma:  Say what you said about me being a responsible care giver.  You know. 

For the robin. 

 

Clive:    (smiling) You‟re funny. 
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Scene Two. 

 

„I‟ll come back later‟ 

Spring.   

The kitchen of the house. Some indication of a sink full of unwashed pots and pans. 

Beside it is a large vase of daffodils. A watering can.  Centre is a kitchen table, littered 

with toy animals, dolls, barbies and a collection of egg shells.  It is almost as if her 

girlish teenager’s room has morphed with the kitchen; the table is fairytale land.   

 JEMMA  is sorting through bills, not wearing school uniform but still quite unkempt 

clothing.  Not of the fashion particularly.   

 

[Sound of door knocking for some time, Jemma sits still] 

 

Female Voice:    Ms Downes?  Ms Downes?  Ms Downes it‟s Susie Hepton.   

 

[More knocking]  Pause  

 

Female Voice:    Jemma…? 

 

Jemma stands suddenly 

 

Jemma:   (Loudly) Mum!  Mum, there‟s a stranger knocking at the door!...What?... 

In the bath?   

 

Female Voice:   Jemma.       

 

Jemma:   No, don‟t worry…okay mum, okay, I won‟t.  I won‟t answer to a stranger.  

I‟ll just leave it. 

 

Female Voice:  Come on love, open up.  Open the door. 
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Jemma frozen 

 

Female Voice:  Right.  I‟ll come back another day then, shall I?  Another day soon. 

 

Jemma waits a moment, then moves to the daffodils, and touches the petals.  Picks up the 

watering can as if to fill it, but discovers a bottle of vodka inside.  Her face is impassive.  

Takes the bottle out and holds it close for several moments.   

 

Jemma:   Vodka.  37.5%. 

 

Eventually empties the contents into the sink.  Does not fill the watering can with water, 

but pours it empty over the daffodils: 

 

Jemma:   Here you go loves, nice bit of water to soak up through the phloem.  Into 

the Chloro…the chloro bits.  That‟s better?  

 

Lifts a toy lion 

 

   And you need to go and get an army together?   

 

Jemma/Lion:   Come animals!  Rise up and follow me into the depths of the jungle,   

                        where we shall meet our mighty nemesis, the people.   

 

Jemma/Horse:  Neigh! Neigh!  All men gather round.  Women and children hide by the  

                         Great rock of Sudo.   

 

Jemma/Zebra:  Huh!  You lot are RUBBISH!  Get a bigger army.  The bigger the better.   

                         Follow me to the lands of darkness to recruit beasts of all sorts. 

 

Jemma/Lion:   Has everyone got enough provisions?  This will help us survive our long 

                        journey.  There is straw and power water in each sack.  This will keep  
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                        you going for weeks alone. 

 

Jemma/Horse:  Neigh! Nei-gggg-hhhh!    

 

Apparently bored of this story, Jemma makes the horse jump and dive bomb off the table.  

Takes up barbies: 

 

 

Jemma/Barbie 1: (In an American accent)  Kelly, I know you‟ve been sleeping with Rod.   

                             I saw you come out of the hotel room. 

 

Jemma/Barbie 2:  Janine, could you be any more jealous? 

 

Jemma/Barbie 1:  Just cut it out Kelly, I‟m sick of your shit.  And too bad, because 

                             Rod and I are in love. We‟re getting married and there‟s nothing 

                             you can do.    

       

Jemma/Barbie 2:  Whatever Kelly, I don‟t need this. 

 

Jemma/Barbie 1:  Slag. 

 

Jemma/Barbie 2:  Loser. 

 

Bumps the barbies’ heads together a couple of times, then puts them down.  Picks up  

An egg shell and holds it close 

 

Jemma:   When are you going to open up then?  Open up is what you‟re supposed to 

do. Please open up. 

 

[The phone rings]  Jemma allows the answerphone to run     
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Voice of Answerphone:   “Hi.  You‟ve reached Jemma and Caroline.  We can‟t get to you  

                                         right now, but please leave us a message. Cheers.” 

 

Voice of Clive:  Oh right! (Beat) Wasn‟t expecting the machine.   How‟s it going?  Just   

                         calling to speak to Caroline…or Jemma, I suppose.  How‟s it going?   

                         Sorry- you can‟t answer that right now I suppose.  Um, yeah, the thing is,   

                          just wondering if Jemma could come for a little picnic tomorrow?  After  

                          school?  Just a little idea, but I think it‟s rather important I see her.  That   

                          is, I see you,  Jem love. I see you.  Okay so…bye…Oh and- hope you‟re  

                          well.  Bye. (Beat) It‟s Clive, by the way. 

 

Jemma stands for a moment, listening.  Then swipes her arm across the table, 

pushing the contents all over the floor 

 

Jemma:   Fucking baby. 
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Scene Three 

 

„I made a picnic‟ 

The following day. 

By the canal.  Lights up on CLIVE and JEMMA, sitting on a blanket with half-eaten white 

bread sandwiches, a half-empty packet of fairy cakes and a large bottle of coke laid out 

around them.  The debris fallen from the table is left on the stage floor, and mingles with 

the debris of the picnic.   Jemma is holding a gift-wrapped parcel.  

 

Clive:    Open it then. 

 

Jemma:   It‟s not my birthday. 

 

Clive:    I know. 

 

Jemma opens the gift.  It is a book 

 

Jemma:  “The Bumper Book of Facts…Quiz edition”… 

 

Clive:    Yeah!  Keep you going for a bit, that.  Loads of mental stuff in there.   

 

Beat 

 

Jemma:   Thanks. 

 

Clive:    You not finishing your sandwich? 

 

Jemma:   I‟m not five!/  They‟re cheese. 
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Clive:    Alright. 

 

Jemma:   And I don‟t like cheese, makes me feel sick if you must know.  It sticks in   

             my throat.  Feels like plastic. 

 

 Leans towards Clive with exaggerated distress 

 

Bleurgh! 

 

Clive:    (Moving away) Well act like your age then, what you making a scene for?  

 

Jemma:   I don‟t get this. 

 

Clive:     It‟s just a book of facts, you can ask other people the questions and- 

 

Jemma:   No.  I don‟t get why you‟re here.  You said two months and three weeks.                            

                        That was what you said.  It‟s only been one month and two weeks. 

 

Clive:     You don‟t half take things literally Jemma. 

 

Jemma:   So? 

 

Clive:     How‟s school then?  Any boys causing you heartache? 

 

Jemma:   Plea-ease. It‟s my exams. 
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Clive:      Yeah, I know, but exams aren‟t the only bloody thing in life, bloody hell. 

 

Jemma:   Rowan Tress said something dead stupid to me today.  We were doing  

                        about genetics.  Chromosomes and how most people misunderstand that   

                        we have 23  pairs, so that‟s 46 altogether, and she doesn‟t know what  

                        she‟s on about.  Thicko.   

 

Clive:      The teacher? 

 

Jemma:   Rowan Tress.  And now she‟s in detention, which legally her parents have   

                        to make her attend.  

 

Clive:      Right, do they?               

 

Jemma:    Why do some people disrupt the class?  Just cause they don‟t understand     

                         isn‟t it.  When I don‟t understand I‟m good and say nothing. Mrs Bimble  

                         forgot my name today in class. I think it‟s cause I‟m good.     

 

Clive:      How‟s your mum?  Haven‟t heard from her since I saw you last.  I thought  

                        I‟d give her some space. 

 

Jemma:    Loads better thanks.  She‟s just in bed a lot at the moment, a bit under the  

                 weather. 

 

Clive:      Yeah? She been laying off then? 

 

Jemma:   Yeah, she‟s doing really well, she‟s just been in bed a lot.  Doing well  

                        though.  

 

Clive:      Is she, oh good.  That‟s good.  You‟re a little star aren‟t you?  Bet you‟re 

               mummy‟s little star. 
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Jemma:   You know, this isn‟t a very nice place to have a picnic.   

 

Clive:    Well, it‟s by the water. There‟s a bit of grass over there. 

 

Jemma:   There‟s five plastic bags floating in the water.  And people have thrown all  

                their rubbish all over.   

 

Picks up a Barbie/toy 

 

    This looks like a dead rat.  Look! (Waves it close to Clive’s face) 

 

Clive:    Alright, put that down- you don‟t know what germs it might have on it.  I  

                        just wanted you to see the canal.  I find it peaceful in a funny way. 

 

Jemma is silent 

 

                          I suppose it isn‟t exactly ideal.  I suppose not.  Sorry about that.  

 

Pause 

 

            I know you‟ve had it a bit tough.  But she‟s got…people to help… 

               Counselling and groups and…people to help now…hasn‟t she? (Beat)  

                    Love, hasn‟t she?  

 

Jemma:  Uh-huh. 

 

Clive:    And what about getting back to her job? 

 

Jemma:  She can‟t go back. 
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Clive:    With time, these things take time. 

 

Jemma:   She mustn‟t go back.  

 

Clive:    „Mustn‟t‟?  What d‟you mean duck?  What d‟you mean Jem? 

 

Jemma:   She mustn‟t is what I mean.  Go back to that horrible place.  That‟s what  

                    made things bad. 

 

Clive:    What made things bad was too much of a liking for drink. Yeah.   Was a  

                    weakness. 

 

Jemma:   I‟m really full, can I go home now please? (Beat) It was lovely though.  

               Thank you.  It was lovely.  

 

Clive:     Look I‟m glad then, I‟m glad.  Seem to be coping better even since I last.  

               Very glad.  

 

Jemma:   You don‟t want me to come anymore do you?  That‟s why you made 

                a picnic.   That‟s why there‟s Sainsbury‟s balsamic vinegar and sea salt  

crisps. That‟s what you‟re about to say in a minute, you‟re about to say 

Sorry duck, but things have changed.     

 

Clive:    What?  No, no that‟s not…not exactly that…not that at all my duck.  It is a  

            Bit tricky though, you‟re right.  Yeah, business isn‟t getting off as we‟d                      

                        hoped. So…that‟s all, really. Yeah.  The thing is, we‟ve hit what‟s called a  

                        cash flow problem.  

                         

Jemma:   (Sudden) You can‟t come and live with us!  You mustn‟t come round, just         

                        any time, because I‟ve got my exams. 
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Clive:     Hey?  Where did that come from?   

 

Jemma:   So just don‟t you think you can come knock knock knocking any time. 

 

Clive:     I don‟t need a place to stay. 

 

Jemma:   Do you promise then?  Do you promise me? Swear you won‟t try and  

                        come round?  

              

Clive:    What? 

 

Jemma:   Swear!  Swear right now!  Swear on your mum‟s life. 

 

Clive:    I don‟t have fucking time for this!  I don‟t want to live with you, I need to  

                        borrow some money off you alright?  I know you‟ve got a bit- I know  

                        there‟s some from your grandma.  Not a time to play silly…to play silly,  

                        play silly b- silly…shit! 

 

Jemma:    Sausages? 

 

Clive:    Eh? 

 

Jemma:   To play silly sausages?  Or string.  Silly string  

 

Clive:    No.  Not that, no.  I‟ve forgotten.  

 

Jemma:   Oh.  So.  You need to borrow money? 

 

Clive:    Yes.  I wouldn‟t ask.  I hate to ask.  I wouldn‟t ask, but it‟s an emergency.   

It‟s a bit of an emergency type situation.  I‟m sorry for getting…for 

getting… 
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Jemma:   Angry?  It‟s alright Clive. 

 

Clive:    Hey, and then…then eventually, it could go towards moving.  With the  

fish and chips, you remember?   

 

Jemma:   Moving in with fish and chips?  Chips aren‟t alive! 

 

Clive:    No not moving in with fish and chips, daft bat.  Moving into a house, and  

eating fish and chips.  And I mean, I‟d pay every penny back Jem. (Beat) 

Chips aren’t alive!  

Pause 

                        I‟m sorry for shouting before. 

 

Jemma:   Yes.  Okay, okay how much then?  Okay dad. 

 

Pause 

 

Clive:   (Head in hands) Oh Christ. 

 

Jemma:   Are you crying?  I said okay.  I said okay you can borrow the money! 

 

Clive:    I‟m not crying.  I‟m useless. 

 

Jemma puts her arm round Clive 

 

Jemma:   There there, everything‟s okay.  Nothing to worry about. 

 

Clive:    I am sorry Jemma.  I wish… I am sorry.       
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Scene Four 

 

„It‟s going well‟ 

Late Spring (Two months and three weeks from scene one) 

The fire escape of an old run-down building converted into offices.  Unhopeful looking.  

This could be in the same area of the stage that previously acted as the roof.  CLIVE is 

wearing a suit jacket and holding a briefcase.  He is smoking, in a state of unrest, and 

gesturing as if to an audience.   

 

Clive:   The profit margin figures have clearly shown…the figures from the recent 

… from the recent…as you can see…as you can see from the bi-annual 

turnover, we have... Jesus.  Keep your cool son, keep your fucking cool.  

Going nicely, going very nicely, he is definitely going to be the putty in 

your hands.  He‟s the putty and I‟m the…I‟m the hand.  The big fucking 

hand with all the power.  All the power. Under con-fucking-trol.  That‟s 

what this situation is.  Drinks after this.  Drinks to ride the wave of the 

good times.  Turn into a big shark swimming in the sea of the…of the…of 

blissful eyes bulging with good times.  And then I‟ll go to her, I‟ll go: 

Caroline, I told you I could fucking do it and she‟ll go: I can’t stop 

thinking about you, I never stopped and I‟ll go I thought as much, and her 

eyes won‟t be tired and old, and then I‟ll squeeze the little one.  I‟ll 

squeeze her and she‟ll ask about that day and I‟ll tell her about the 

ambulance, and the sirens and the way it made my stomach dizzy as fuck, 

and the way the men sort of assumed I wasn‟t...that um, I was a passer by, 

you know.  And anyway I‟ll tell her, or more like remind her, about all the 

times.  Like about how I did the voices of all the different giants to make 

her laugh, and she did laugh.  And putting the extra length on her stool 

when her legs got too long.  Cause she never knew about that sort of thing.  

So it‟s only fair I tell her.  And she‟ll… 
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Laughs suddenly at himself 

 

             It‟s alright.  Going well.  Profit.  Profitability.  Profit margin.  Turnover.   

Maximise.  Down-size.  Pri…pri…prioritise    

            - 

(practices shaking hands)  Nice doing business with you.  Let‟s celebrate.  

Smashed it.     

 

Looks at his watch, then leans for a minute on the railing.  His mobile 

phone rings.  He answers 

 

  Hello? (Beat) Um…yeah…no, yeah, I am.  I am.    

 

Very long pause as he listens to the other end  

 

  Oh shit.  

 

Stubs out cigarette and throws in the direction of the clutter centre stage 
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Scene Five 

 

„The Perfect Day‟ 

Later the same day 

[Sound of birds grows louder throughout the scene] 

Lights up on CLIVE, sitting in the kitchen of the house.  After a moment JEMMA enters 

wearing her school uniform 

 

Jemma:  You‟re. 

 

Clive:    Here. 

 

Jemma:   You‟re here?  Why?  

 

Clive:    Said I would, didn‟t I?   

 

Jemma:   Yeah.  You did. 

 

Clive:     You‟ve been to school?  I‟ve been waiting here. 

 

Jemma:   It‟s funny.  I almost thought you would be. 

 

Clive/Jemma:  How are you/? 

 

Clive:    Fine. 

 

Jemma:   I‟m alright. 

 

Pause 
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Clive:    Well?   

 

Jemma:   Do you know, the funniest thing happened to me today! 

 

Clive:    Yes! 

 

Jemma:   I was walking to school, and mum was there, and forgot.  She forgot  

                        something.   

     

Clive:    Yes love. 

 

Jemma:    So she had to come back see, from walking me to school, to get something  

She forgot.  She was walking me because today was my last exam.  

 

Clive:    Yes, I know.  She‟s upstairs.  She‟s having a bath, getting ready. 

 

Jemma:   Getting ready? 

 

Clive:    Yes, to leave.  You‟d better pack in a minute. 

 

Jemma:   Oh yes!  Silly me!  I had better.   

 

Clive:     And I got a phone call.   

 

Jemma:   From school. 

 

Clive      And guess what duckie?  You‟ll never bloody guess what. 

 

Jemma:   What?  What, I‟ll never guess! 
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Clive:       You‟ve passed the best in school, top marks in everything.  Isn‟t that  

                         something? 

 

Jemma:   But I only did the exam today! 

 

Clive:      Yes I know, but they said it was Exceptional Circumstances.  

Unprecedented knowledge of the material, could see it right away.   

 

Jemma:   With flying colours then?  Is that it? 

 

Clive:    Right, enough chit chat now misses. Let‟s get you something to eat before  

we leave.  

 

Jemma:   Mmm, I‟m well hungry.  Starvin‟ like a Martian. (laughs) 

 

Clive:     Where does your mother keep the ketchup? 

 

Takes up a broom and begins sweeping   

 

Jemma:   Like a Martian!  I suppose we can ride carousels when we get there. 

 

Clive:     Might have to pop out and get a bit of milk, which is annoying.   Mind  

your feet love.  

 

Jemma:   Where are we going? 

 

Clive:      Might leave it for a bit.  My back doesn‟t half hurt from that sodding  

                washing load I did earlier.  

  

Leans on broom 
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Jemma:   Dad? 

 

Clive:      Gets right in your fingers, dunnit?  Bloody…god knows what chemicals  

and crap they pop in detergents.  Must get some hand cream next shop.  

                

 

Jemma:    I‟ll probably be able to practically adopt a lot of the animals around there,  

                wherever it is, as we‟ll be surrounded by them.  They take to me naturally.     

Some people try to grab rabbits by the ear for example, which you should 

never do.  They‟ll be dogs to walk and birds to feed.   

 

 

Clive:      I‟m getting a headache now Jem love.  Could you do us a bit of an alka-  

seltzer-in-water job? 

 

Jemma:   Dad? -  Yeah, and then we‟ll have an indoor swimming pool and those  

                remote controllers to turn off lights.  I‟ll have to decide between  

continuing studying and owning a big fashion shop, or-no, like an 

aquarium or something-and they‟ll be rather a lot of parties. 

 

Clive:     I‟ll just have a lie down now actually.  There‟s some ketchup in the 

freezer/ and I think 

 

Jemma:   You mean the fridge/ 

 

Clive: a bit of bread…there should be a bit of bread around. 

 

Jemma:    I can hardly wait.  I‟ve well got butterflies in my stomach.  I feel a bit sick.  

Am I hungry?  Sometimes it‟s hard to tell, ennit?   

 

Jemma grabs Clive, sits him down, sits on his knee 
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Jemma:   It‟s going to be great. 

 

 Clive strokes her head 

 

Clive:    There there.  Of course it is, silly.     

 

 

 

 

 

Scene six 

 

„Retreat‟ 

Later the Same day 

Lights up on CLIVE, sitting in the kitchen of the house.  After a moment JEMMA enters 

wearing her school uniform. 

 

Jemma:   You‟re. 

 

Clive:      Here. 

 

 Jemma:   You‟re here. Why?  

 

Clive:       Said I would, didn‟t I?   

 

Jemma:    Yeah.  You did. 

 

Clive:     You‟ve been to school?  I‟ve been waiting here 

 

Jemma:   It‟s funny.  I almost thought you would be. 
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Clive/Jemma:  How are you/? 

 

Clive:      Fine. 

 

Jemma:   I‟m alright. 

 

Pause 

  

Clive:    Well?   

 

Jemma:   Do you know, the funniest thing happened to me today! 

 

Clive:     No. 

 

Jemma:   It was weird, it was only silly.  Funny I should see you too.  I was   

              walking to school, and mum was walking with me.  Because it was 

 my last exam today, and she was walking me.  She was there, and then 

               forgot.  She forgot something.   

 

Clive:     Jemma. 

   

Jemma:   She forgot you see- she never does usually.  Just silly, forgetfulness, she  

forgot  her wallet and she goes I might need that, Jemma.  I might want to 

buy some milk on the way home. Some milk, you know.  Otherwise she 

would have had to- you know- make two journeys.  

 

Clive:    Please stop. 

 

Jemma:   Two journeys.  One to walk me to school, one to get milk.  And so I told  

                        her, I told her it’s fine mum, go home, go back.  I’ll be fine.  And so she‟s         
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                        popped back home.  And I kissed her goodbye. 

 

Clive:              I can‟t…I can‟t. 

 

 Jemma:           But the stupid thing is, I forgot then.  Then I forgot.  I just forgot the way  

                        to school.  Blanked it out.  So stupid of me.  Can you believe that?  Forgot      

                        the way to school!   

 

Clive:    I got a phone call. 

 

Jemma:   Clive.  Did I tell you?  I passed!  Brilliantly.  Top marks, they said. 

 

Clive:    You‟re unbelievable. 

 

Jemma:   They told me today. Top marks and everything.    

 

Clive:    No they didn‟t 

 

Jemma:   Yeah.  Did. Beat I feel sick, Clive, can I have some calpol please? Can I  

have a bit of calpol, I think I might throw up.     

 

Clive grabs Jemma suddenly, looks her in the eye 

 

Clive:    Pack it in 

 

Lets her go.  She wriggles  away, and sits balled up on the chair     

 

            I know you‟ve been lying.  I got a phone call.  Your mother‟s been gone  

for three months.   

 - 
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 (Smiles) Three months 

 

Jemma remains frozen on the ground 

 - 

  You‟ve just been lying.  She‟s been gone and you‟ve been lying and  

                         nobody knows where the fuck to.  You‟ve been pretending- no, lying.  Oh   

                         god, and we had a picnic, with the fairy cakes and the money and she was  

                         already fucking AWOL. So if you do.  If you do have any idea  

                         where…have heard even the slightest word...you had better just tell me  

                         right this second.   

 

Jemma:            I don‟t know. 

 

Clive:              Cause the thing is right Duck, the thing is, it makes me look bad.  I‟m the  

                        bastard. And that‟s what she wants.  I look like the bastard in all this,  

                       which is a joke. Makes things very…very….    

 

Jemma:   Difficult for you.  I know.  It‟s alright.     

 

Clive:    And they‟ll say He allowed that to happen…Allowed it to  

                        happen?  More I think about it, it‟s a condition of society. 

 

Jemma:   What is?  Who‟ll say what? 

 

Clive:               A condition of Britain.  Always on the news now.  Booze Britain, on the          

                        T.V, just have to look at things like that to see how it‟s spread, how it‟s  

                        sort of buried like a fucking…bad seed, a bad seed or something.  You  

                        seen that, on the T.V? 

             

Jemma:   (confused) Who‟s buried? 
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Clive:     I mean, I allowed it to happen?!  Who the fuck are they to judge?  I  

                        couldn‟t have done a thing.  Nothing I‟d have done would have changed a  

                        thing. 

 

  Clive kicks the table and the debris repeatedly and without a word 

 

Jemma:   It‟s alright, Clive, it‟s okay. 

 

Clive:    It‟s not like I poured the fucking drink down her throat is it Jemma, it‟s                                  

                        not like I did that now is it? 

 

Jemma:   I know.  I know. 

 

Clive:     Sorry.  I got a bit carried away.   

 

Jemma:   Did you hurt yourself? 

 

Clive:    Yeah.  I did a bit.   

 

Jemma:   Ouch. 

 

Clive:    I shouldn‟t have said all that to you.  (beat)  You must have been so  

                        fucking scared.  You must be so scared.  God love, you don‟t deserve this,  

                        I‟m so fucking sorry.  I really wish I could turn back time, and all that.   

                        I‟m so… 

  

Jemma suddenly grabs Clive in a sort of hug, her arms mechanical. Clive pulls 

away from Jemma 

 

Clive:    Hey.  It‟s gonna be okay.  From now on.  What we‟re gonna do  
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                        is…is find her.  As soon as.  I need you to help me, get it back to normal.  

 

Jemma:   Normal? 

 

Clive:    So what you need to do is tell me everything you can remember.  Where  

you last saw her, what she did, what she said, all of that.  And 

professionals.  We‟ll talk to professionals.   

 

Jemma:   Oh, no I don‟t think I can remember exactly.  I don‟t want to… 

  

Clive:    Yeah.  Yeah, and we‟ll find her and…so love- go on, tell me.  Anything? 

 

Jemma seems struck dumb 

 

Clive:    Jemma?   

  

Silence 

 

Clive:    Jemma? 

  

Long pause 

 

Jemma:   But it‟s nothing to worry about.  People loose things all the time, all the  

                        time they loose small things.  Watches, paperclips, hair bands, lipstick,  

                        wallets, weight, glasses, earrings.  And you never know where you‟ll find  

                        them again. 

 

Clive:      Shhh- 

 

Jemma:   I lost my watch once, and you‟ll never guess where it popped up- you‟ll  

                        never guess.  Only in the toilet brush container thing!  The sort of cup. For   
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                        the brush.  The cup.  That holds the brush.  It had dropped in there.  In   

                        between the bristles.  Small little things get lost all the time. 

 

Clive:     How can I help?  How can I help you if you act like this?  What am I  

                          supposed to do if you behave like this? 

 

Jemma:            I‟m fucking fucking glad she‟s gone!  I made her go anyway! And now I  

                         want you to go away! I want you to leave for infinity!  I want you 

                        to stinking well stink off right this fucking minute! 

 

Clive:    (Shouting) Stop shouting!  Pack it in! 

 

Jemma:   I WANT YOU TO GO AWAY!  

 

  Jemma hits Clive in the face. Clive hesitates then leaves 
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Scene Seven 

 

„Appointment‟ 

A month later.   

The room of a Doctor’s surgery, one side of the stage.  The room of a social worker’s 

office, the other side of the stage.  In the latter, the table may be used, and the mess 

remains (toys for children to play-act with) JEMMA sits behind it, addressing front on.  

CLIVE also addresses front on.  

 

Jemma:    Foster Care? 

 

Clive:  Customer care, that sort of thing, you know, still getting there, climbing up  

  the ladder, as they say- is that what they say? 

 

Jemma: Yes I know what it is. 

 

Clive:  That‟s why, I suppose- high pressure, thought I‟d get it checked out, you  

know.      

 

Jemma: Well.   

 

Clive:  Very well, excellent communication skills.   

 

Jemma:  For how long? 

 

Clive:  No long term plans, free as a bird, so floating about really. Sorry to ask,  

but why is it necessary for you to know this stuff? I mean.  I thought.  You  

know.  Routine.  This is just a- 

 

Jemma: Oh. 
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Clive:  Oh.  Yes, I see.  

 

Jemma: So that‟s …so do I chose, or…? 

 

Clive:  And it‟s- 

 

Jemma: Their decision. 

 

Clive:  So it can‟t get „better’, as it were? 

 

Jemma: Yes.  I understand.   

 

Clive:  Well.  I did think something was wrong.  I mean, sometimes I struggle wi- 

 

Jemma:   It made me feel- what, seeing her you mean? (Beat) Good-no- happy.  Or  

  I mean, my stomach felt strong.  

 

Clive:  Knowing what to say- but that‟s different to being able to say it.   

 

Jemma: I don‟t want to talk about it anymore. 

 

Clive:  (laughing) So it‟s a waiting for it, then is it?  Is that what I‟m supposed to  

do?  Nice one.  Tick bloody tock.  

 

Jemma: Will I get my own room? Can I paint it yellow? Or will I have to share? 

 

Clive:   (shakes hand of Doctor in front of him) Thanks very much my friend.   

  Just don‟t sit behind that desk and think you‟re bloody escaping anything. 

Because life is just a line of cunts in corridors shutting doors in your face, 

and there‟s you, bored, sitting there waiting to go, just waiting to fucking- 
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Jemma: Disappear?  No, he... I think he had really important things to do.  You 

know, how some people are meant to be very important.  He‟ll come back, 

but anyway- don‟t look for him.  I…yes, I know you‟re here for me.  

 

Clive: No, nothing‟s set in stone, I know.  

 

Jemma: Where are you going now?  

 

Clive:  So I have a read of these, and discuss with…with you?  I come back? 

 

Jemma: do you want me to clear up this mess? …Oh okay. 

 

Clive:  Thank you.  

 

Jemma: (picks up small pony, puts it to her ear, listening and nodding)  

Sometimes-only sometimes- you feel like you can‟t move?  (More 

listening) You can‟t move for wanting to know exactly what everyone 

you‟ve ever known is doing at every moment in time. Yes, and it hurts to 

think they might not never think the same, nor never think of you.  And 

only sometimes, it feels silly doing anything, because their living is like 

fireworks doing somersaults, and your living is like crawling.  
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Scene Eight 

 

„Not again‟ 

Two years later 

Summer. Late evening.   

JEMMA is by the canal, talking on her mobile phone and smoking.  She is sitting on a 

bulging hold-all.  Booming dance music from a nearby bar is heard in the background 

throughout.  She is dressed in a denim skirt and tight black top.  She wears lots of gold 

jewellery and make-up.  She has a visible cut on her lip, so that when she laughs too hard 

it seems to hurt.  

 

Jemma:  Shut up.  You wish, sad boy.  You wish you could bruk him up.   

- 

                         No, I ain‟t.  No I ain‟t so shut up….I was mash up- what about you  

                         though?  You couldn‟t stand you joker!   

 

Exaggerated laughter 

 

             You‟re dark!  You‟re well mean about her (laughs)  

             You best not talk about me like that behind my back… 

- 

             Yeah, as if. You‟re scared your mamma‟s gonna set Jesus on you or  

something...fucking, rise from the dead or something and pound your  

sorry behind, innit!...Nah, but you gotta admit your mum‟s well crazy 

though...alright, alright chill! 

- 

             No, you wish!...maybe… what time?  You best be buying me dinner  

             then, Nando‟s blatantly….I‟ll wear what I want….yeah I know, the pink  

             one…laughs  alright then.  Yeah, get a bottle of alize then.   
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- 

             Fuck‟s sake Ry.  Ryan!  That means I‟m gonna have to work all of fucking  

            Sunday, again!  Jeeze Louise.  I can‟t take any more of that fat dickhead                

            staring at me and picking his nose with his dirty hands…The man does not  

wash Ryan, I swear! … So I‟ve got it with me now.  Yeah?  So you‟re 

coming yeah? Alright, alright, see you later alligator. Beat.  Actually 

Ryan, I wanted- 

 

He has rung off.  Jemma stands, and stares at her phone for several 

minutes.  Eventually dials: 

 

Hello Di-a-a-ane…Like what?  Like what?  Oh my days you are so extra 

about such little things, fine, sorry Diane….Yes, I‟m fine thank you. Like 

you care…alright, sorry.  Gosh I don‟t have to tell you every single place I 

go, I‟ve been working.  I‟m working right now actually…yes I did tell 

you/…yes I did tell you., and tell Thingy to clean up the room cause she 

stinks it out badly!…Do it then, see if I care…No I wouldn‟t though. 

Pause.  No, I didn‟t call for any reason, I just…  I just was calling, that‟s 

all.  To say I might.  I‟ve decided to…I don‟t like meat anymore.  I‟ve 

become a vegetarian, so I‟m gonna get my own food tonight, and so I 

might be late, so, don‟t wait up. 

She hangs off the phone. Pause.  Picks up the holdall and walks off.  

 

 

 

 

Scene Eight 

 

„A short hello‟ 

Autumn.  Three more years have passed.  
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A pub in the Kilburn area.  JEMMA and CLIVE sit at the (kitchen/pub) table.  They both 

have drinks.  Jemma holds her drink throughout the scene when not sipping.  The debris 

still on stage. 

 

Jemma:   You‟ll have to go outside to smoke that 

 

Clive:    I know, I know 

 

Jemma gets out packet of cigarettes from her purse 

 

Clive:    Should you be…with the…? 

 

Jemma rolls her eyes, puts them back in the purse 

 

Clive:    This near your place then? 

 

Jemma:   About five minutes 

 

Clive:    Right.  Right- 

 

Jemma:   So how‟s the/ 

 

Clive:    Everything going/ 

 

Clive:    Sorry- you go 

 

Jemma:   No, I was just gonna ask how everything is really, with the flat- it is a flat 

isn‟t it?  

 

Clive:   More of a bedsit.  Nah, it‟s nice.  Can‟t complain.  Shower‟s decent this 

time.  
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Jemma:   Work and that? 

 

Clive:    Bit tricky.  With the old loaf (indicates head) Not top dollar at the  

                        moment. 

 

Jemma:   Right 

 

Clive:    (Laughs) they got a name for it now, you know.  „AVM.‟  Arteriovenous  

                        Malformation.  How‟s that sound?  Well, it‟s almost definitely that.   

                        I mean they‟re still faffing with diagnoses, you know how they do,  

                        But I reckon it‟s that.   

 

Jemma: You reckon?  Oh well then, you must be right, Doctor 

 

Clive:  No, I mean it explains stuff you know.  Occurs in less than 1% of the  

                        population.  It‟s like when blood vessels are formed abnormally,  

                        happens when you‟re a foetus.   

 

Jemma: Look, what d‟you want me to say to that? 

 

Clive:    I dunno, I was just…nah.  

 

Pause 

                        Look I was made up when you called, I really was.  

 

Jemma:   Wasn‟t sure it was gonna be the same number 

 

Clive:     Yeah, not upgraded much to be honest. (Beat)  I thought you might have  

                         brought him along 
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Jemma:   Her 

 

Clive:     Little girl?  Imagine that!   

 

Jemma:   She‟s at her Granny‟s.   

 

Clive:     What, his mum‟s 

 

Jemma:   Yeah, Lee‟s. 

 

Pause 

 

Clive:     I brought you some stuff.   

 

Produces a baby grow, rattle, dummy etc from a plastic bag.  Looks as though  they 

may be second hand 

 

  Not much.  You‟ve probably already got- 

 

Jemma:   Well yeah, we have really.  You should have seen the stuff his Granny and  

Granddad got her.  Beautiful cot- wooden and everything.  Cute little 

dresses.   

  

Picks up baby grow 

 

This‟ll be much too small for her now.  (Beat) But it‟s no worries, I‟ll cut 

the feet off, and she can wear her little boots.  It‟s lovely.  Thanks. 

 

Clive:    Yeah?  no prob- no prob- 

 

Jemma watches 
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  No probs.  At all.   

 

Jemma:   Look, I called to ask.  It‟s just we‟re having a little christening.  A week  

               tomorrow.  If you want to come. 

 

Clive:    I‟d love to 

 

Jemma:   It doesn‟t mean I‟m expecting roast dinner every Sunday or something.  

                        Just thought you should be there.  For Callie.   

 

Clive:      I‟d be honoured.  You‟re looking well.  You well?  Blooming, and that   

 

Jemma:   She cries and cries.  Gets to you after a while. 

 

Clive:     I bet.  Still, it‟s a blessing 

 

Jemma:  You know I didn‟t want to have the stupid thing.  Do you understand that?   

                        I was sick every morning for months.  I was just this stupid girl who          

                        thought she was smart or something.  

  

Clive:    You liked school, I should have encouraged…you could have done well 

 

Jemma:   „Done well‟ (laughs, shakes head)  Madness.  

 

- 

 

Jemma:   Don‟t look at me like that 

 

Clive:    Like what? 
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Jemma:   I don‟t know, with dopey eyes or something 

 

Clive:    Sorry- I didn‟t think I was 

 

Jemma:    It‟s like, I don‟t need anyone to feel sorry for me, you know.  I mean, and  

                        this sounds stupid, but when Cal was born, it was sort of like I had a  

                        second chance.  I‟m very lucky.   

 

Clive:      That‟s right. She‟s the future. 

 

Jemma:   Do you know some days, most days eventually, she had to have a drink by  

                        the bedside cabinet for when she woke up in the morning.   

 

Clive:       Not Callie?  You‟re talking about- 

 

Jemma:   Only mostly, she was shaking so much she couldn‟t lift the glass. So I had  

                        to help her.  Help her lift the glass to her lips, you know (Laughs) Why on   

                        earth does that stick in my memory?  Such a little thing.   

 

Clive:              I wish I could remember the details.  I seem to forget more and more these   

                        days.  No good.  No good at all. 

 

Looks at Jemma hard 

 

Jemma:  Unbelievable. 

 

Clive:     What? 

 

Jemma:   Don‟t you wanna know?  What happened after you packed off? 
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Clive:     I didn‟t pack off, it was a bad timing 

 

Jemma:   Did you ever visit her? 

 

Clive:      I knew love 

 

Jemma:   You knew?  What did you know?  What exactly d‟you know?  

 

Clive:      I knew you were being cared for.   

 

Jemma:   Depends how you define cared for 

 

Clive:      And I know she passed away last year 

 

Jemma:   What the fuck?  You know she died? 

 

Clive:      I was poorly again 

 

Jemma:   Oh here we fucking go 

 

Clive:      I wouldn‟t have done any good- turning up to a funeral like that.  I‟ll  

                         leave now then, if that‟s what you want 

 

Jemma:   If that‟s what you want you mean 

 

Clive:    I‟m gonna be late for…so… 

 

Gets up to leave 

 

Jemma:   She didn‟t recognise me.  In the hospital.  I went to see her just the once  

                       after we found out where she was.  After you‟d taken yourself off.  I was  
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                       stood by her bed.  I goes It’s me mum! and she goes No.  Just like that.  No.   

                       I took her hand.   It was all yellow.  Horrible.  I didn‟t stay long. 

Pause 

 

Clive:              I find it hard.  I find it hard thinking so far back.  I don‟t trust myself to  

                       remember it right, so I just don‟t like thinking about it.  D‟you understand? 

 

Jemma:   Yeah.  It is all so long ago. (Long slow smile) Madness. (Beat)  Madness    

CURTAIN 

     

 

 

 

 


