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ABANDONED /əˈband(ə)nd/
adjective
1. having been deserted or left
synonyms: forsaken, cast aside/off, jilted, stranded, rejected, dumped, ditched, unused, disused, neglected, idle, unoccupied, uninhabited, empty.

2. unrestrained; uninhibited
synonyms: reckless, unruly, wild, unbridled, impulsive, impetuous, immoderate, wanton.  
Characters
In order of speaking
NICOLE

DABS

BLOWBACK

MAJA

CRYSTAL

TOM

MUSH

KITTY

Also, MOTHER DEER, and four DEER and four BUCK. 

The actor playing NICOLE should also play MOTHER DEER. 

The company should make up the four DEER and four BUCK, and their lines should be divvied up between them. They should all been wearing deer or buck heads.
A note on the text
A question without a question mark indicates a flatness of tone.

A dash ( – ) indicates an abrupt interruption of speech, or a change in thought.

An ellipsis ( … ) at the end of speech indicates a trailing off.

The Shattering
One
The edge of a wild wood.

Four DEER and four BUCK.

The sound of the river.

The noise of the trees.

The distant agony of a mother giving birth.
Below a line from the Mersey to the Wash, 

autumn had arrived right on cue.

It had been a wet September, 

and by the time mid-October had arrived, 

the bucks were rampant. 

Like the overflow from the river that coursed through the forest, 

horns locked and danced in angry lurches, 

fighting for the pleasure of a mate.

Once the pecking order had been concluded, 

impregnation took place; 

and after this the bucks walked away, 

released from the nature of their duty, 

the same as any sperm donor would.

October had run out of days, 

and as November rolled into December, 

a stillness settled between the broadleaved beech and the coniferous cedar, 

as the expectant deer grazed 

and waited for winter to pass.

And it was quiet now: 

the river’s beat had been softened 

by the heavy snow that had calmed its galloping gush. 

It was not long until it had melted away, though, 

as the temperatures had risen again, 

and the warmth had opened the leaves of the first snowdrops, 

and bloomed the bluebells as blue as they had ever been before.

So now going onwards 

and trampling through this, 

the mother deer set out to find her shelter,

to give birth in solitude, 

and hide her fawn in the long grass from potential prey. 
Two

A filthily untidy, rundown flat in Liverpool.

DABS is making up packs of heroin and crack cocaine, while BLOWBACK smokes a joint and NICOLE plays with her nails.

Although MAJA is slightly edgy waiting for the gear and her instructions, she’s doing a good job at hiding it.

NICOLE: She’s never been before. Can’t Blowback go instead?
DABS: I need Blowback here. 

NICOLE: Blowback?
BLOWBACK: Hmm...?

NICOLE: You don’t mind going out country, do you? You’re used to it. You’ve done
it hundreds of times.

DABS: Did you not hear what I just said?

NICOLE: Yeah, but –

DABS: You don’t send your olders OT, you send your youngers, and she’s the
younger, so she’s fucking doing it, okay? End of.


NICOLE nod-shrugs and returns to doing her nails, irritated.

DABS’ eyes linger on her for a second before he finishes wrapping up his final pack in clingfilm and turns to MAJA.

He gives her two packs.

That’s eight-hundred there and seven-hundred there, all right?

MAJA: Two.


DABS rolls his eyes and looks at BLOWBACK.

DABS: Rachel fucking Riley here. Yeah, two. Seven-hundred and eight-hundred. And
I know that’s what’s in there, so don’t come back till you get it all. You know
how it works if you come back with less. I don’t want no fucking excuses.


MAJA looks at the packs in her hands, slightly apprehensively. 

MAJA: Wasn’t it just gonna be one, like?

DABS: Yeah, but now it’s two.

NICOLE: You’re not asking her to put both of them up her arse?

DABS: Blowback.
BLOWBACK: Yeah, la.

DABS: What’s the most you’ve crammed up your hole?

BLOWBACK: What, packs, like?

DABS: No, fucking DVDs…

BLOWBACK: Em…four, I reckon, wasn’t it?


DABS turns to NICOLE.

DABS: Four. You hear that. Four. She’s only doing half that.

NICOLE: She’s only half his size.

DABS: Just right, then, isn’t it.


NICOLE looks at MAJA as if to say: ‘Are you all right with this?’
MAJA: It’s okay. It’s fine. I don’t mind.


NICOLE looks at her sadly.

DABS: See, Maja’s cool with it, aren’t you, love?


MAJA nods.

Serious chill. 

He turns to BLOWBACK.

Sure she’s had way bigger things up there than a couple of packs before, anyway, eh, Blowback?


BLOWBACK laughs out of loyalty, not because he finds it particularly funny.

BLOWBACK: For sure, la.

DABS: Loose as a fucking goose, like.

DABS laughs at his own comment, and NICOLE immediately gets up and walks out of the room, saying as she leaves:
NICOLE: You can be a right horrible little bastard at times, you know that?

DABS throws a look at BLOWBACK: ‘What the fuck’s her problem?’ BLOWBACK just shrugs at him and pulls on his spliff. 

DABS turns his attention back to MAJA.

DABS: Okay. So, you know the score, yeah? 

MAJA: Mm-hm.

DABS: Is that a ‘yeah’?

MAJA: Yes.

DABS nods at her before turning to BLOWBACK. 

DABS: Good. Right. Blowback’s got your line.

He clicks his fingers at him and gestures for him to pick up a mobile phone and give it to MAJA.


BLOWBACK leans forward a little hazily and passes the phone to MAJA.

Number’s untraceable, yeah. All you’ve gorra do is get to Wales, there’s a farm on the edge of the town, set them up with some smack, keep ’em fed, like, then run the line outta there.

MAJA: Okay.

DABS: Deals are in the phone already, that’s right, yeah, Blowback?

BLOWBACK: Ready, yeah. Set up, like.

DABS: Two weeks max to shift that lot, then you’re straight back here with the profit.
Nuttin to it. (To BLOWBACK.) Shank. 


BLOWBACK hands her a knife.

Protection, like. You get shit from anyone, split ’em, yeah? No thinking, just bap. 

MAJA nods. She now has a knife, an old phone and two packs of heroin and crack cocaine.

We’re good, yeah?

MAJA: Yeah, good, yeah, good.

DABS: Boss, girl. Boss.

Pause. 
Now. Go on, then. Be a princess and fuck off and make hay while the sun shines, cos trust me, yeah. There’ll be plenny of it to be making where you’re going, I’m telling you straight. 

Three
A disused railway station in Liverpool.

CRYSTAL sits on a bench, alone, messing about with her phone.

After some time, TOM enters and slowly and awkwardly sidles up to her and sits down beside her.

CRYSTAL doesn’t say anything but looks at him with disgust.

TOM smiles at her and as soon as she does, she gets up and walks away from him.

She walks to the other end of the platform and sits down on another old bench, starts playing on her phone again, completely ignoring TOM’s presence.

TOM takes out a dice from his pocket and rolls it along the bench. 
He picks it up and looks at the number it finished on. 
He rolls it again and picks it up – looks at the number it has landed on.

He nods to himself and puts it back in his pocket.
Whatever the equation was, TOM decides to get up and walk along the platform and sit next to CRYSTAL again. 

She immediately gets up and walks away from him.

This time, though, TOM gets up immediately as well and follows her down the platform.

CRYSTAL stops and TOM stops.

CRYSTAL walks and TOM walks. 

CRYSTAL runs and TOM runs.

CRYSTAL stops and TOM stops.

Silence. CRYSTAL lifts her head up to the sky about to explode from complete exasperation. 

She turns around to face him.

He smiles at her.

TOM: Hey.

CRYSTAL: What the fuck do you want, Tom?

TOM: Uh, nuttin.

CRYSTAL: Nuttin? 

TOM: Yeah, dunno.

CRYSTAL: Dunno?

TOM: Yeah, nuttin.

CRYSTAL: Dunno, or nuttin, which is it, like?

TOM: Yeah.


CRYSTAL shakes her head in frustration. 

CRYSTAL: Why are you so fucking weird…?!


TOM shrugs.

TOM: Dunno.

CRYSTAL: Wasn’t a question.

TOM: Yeah.


CRYSTAL stares at him – waits.

CRYSTAL: Jesus. Go home, Tom. Yeah? Talk to your sister or something, follow her
around, just… Leave me the fuck alone, yeah?


CRYSTAL starts to walk away.

TOM: Gone, though.


CRYSTAL stops and turns around.

CRYSTAL: What?

TOM: Maja. Left. Gone. 

CRYSTAL: Gone? 

TOM: Um-hm.

CRYSTAL: Where?


TOM shrugs. 

TOM: Dunno.

CRYSTAL: Where’s she gone, Tom?

TOM: Didn’t say.

CRYSTAL: Has something happened to her?

TOM: Dunno. Just gone.

CRYSTAL: When?

TOM: Today.

CRYSTAL: Today?

TOM: Today. Yeah.

CRYSTAL: Today…


TOM nods.

Okay, I’ll tell you what. Why don’t you come and find me tomorrow if she’s still not back by then, all right? How about that, yeah?

TOM: Uh, okay.

CRYSTAL: Yeah?

TOM: Yeah, okay.

CRYSTAL: Okay. Good. And, you know, until tomorrow, like, d’you reckon you
could just please stop fucking following me for a while, yeah?


TOM thinks.

TOM: All right.

CRYSTAL: Right. Thanks.


CRYSTAL walks off.

TOM: See you tomorrow.

Four
A knackered-looking train travelling from Liverpool to Bangor.
Sat next to each other are MAJA and BLOWBACK. 
BLOWBACK: They might have a trolley, like.

MAJA: Yeah?

BLOWBACK: Yeah, they have trollies on these things, you know.

MAJA: Oh, yeah? 

BLOWBACK: Yeah, for food and drink, like.

MAJA: Cool.

BLOWBACK: For all that shite, like. They got chocolate bars and everything.
Sweets, you know. You like sweets?

MAJA: Like Skittles. 

BLOWBACK: Oh, man, no, Skittles, you kidding me?

MAJA: I like them. They’re nice, like.


BLOWBACK’s face erupts with unexpected delight.
BLOWBACK: Honest, like? 


MAJA nods.

Me too, man! Put it there. 


BLOWBACK offers her his fist and they fist-bump.

Have you tried them sour ones they’ve got now? They’ll blow your fucking mind, they will. 

MAJA: Don’t like them ones.

BLOWBACK: Nah?

MAJA: Just like the normal ones, really. 

BLOWBACK: Yeah, no, that’s fair enough, like. Do you want me to have a look for
you?

MAJA: Look?

BLOWBACK: For the trolley, like. For the Skittles. I mean, I’d go get you some if
you wanted, you know?

MAJA: Oh. All right.

BLOWBACK: Yeah?

MAJA: Yeah, all right.

BLOWBACK: Boss. Yeah, boss.


BLOWBACK doesn’t move and remains seated. 

MAJA: Don’t you need to get up to get them?

BLOWBACK: Eh? Oh, what, yeah. Nah, I was just thinking. It’ll probably just be
here in a minute if there is one, anyway, so we might as well wait for it, like,
you know what I mean?

MAJA: Oh. Yeah. No. Okay.

BLOWBACK: I’ll treat you when it comes, though, like. My treat, like.


MAJA smiles at him and then turns away.


Silence. The train rumbles on deep into the countryside. 

BLOWBACK stares straight ahead of him oblivious to anything other than the seat in front of him. MAJA is looking out of the window, watching in complete rapture at everything they pass by, utterly entranced by the beauty of what she is seeing. 
I’m not meana be doing this, you know. If we get stopped or anything like that between here and Bangor, Dabs is gonna have someone straight out here to put a fucking bullet in me, I swear, like.

Hearing the last bit of BLOWBACK’s sentence, MAJA pulls herself away from the window.

MAJA: What?

BLOWBACK: Ain’t even joking. He’s fucked in the head, man. Dabs. There’s
something wrong with him. The last one who was out here – 

MAJA: The last one?

BLOWBACK: Last kid, like. Only fourteen. Lost his gear and that. Got himself
lynched by this other crew out in Bangor, like. Lost it all. Comes back telling
Dabs everything, what’s he do? Sends him straight back OT to go and start
paying off his debt. Hit him as soon as he got to the station, like. Bam. One
shot clean to the back of the head. Dabs finds out, says, ‘Yeah, I asked them
to’. I says, ‘What about the gear, though, la?’ He says, ‘Gear? You think I’d
trust him with any more fucking gear? I sent him OT with two ounces of
fucking baking soda.’ 

MAJA: Fourteen?

BLOWBACK: Sorry, I’m scaring you now, aren’t I? Never meant to, I was just
thinking out loud, like, you know, about how I shouldn’t really be doing this
and that, you know?

MAJA: Doing what?

BLOWBACK: Taking you to Bangor.

MAJA: You’re…?

BLOWBACK: Just get you on the train, that’s all. That was the instruction. Get you
on the train and make sure you didn’t try and turn around or anything. Give
you the map of how to get to this place you’ve gorra go to, then leave you to
it.

MAJA: Isn’t he gonna think why you aren’t at his?

BLOWBACK: I’ll be back at his by tonight.

MAJA: Oh. Okay. 

BLOWBACK: He won’t miss me for a while. Thinks I’m in Huyton sorting
something out, anyway, like. 


Silence.

MAJA: Why’d you come?

BLOWBACK: Eh?

MAJA: Why you here if you’re not meant to be?

BLOWBACK: You just take this, yeah? 

He hands her a piece of paper with the directions to the farm on it and his mobile number. 

That’s my number. Any trouble, like. Anything, yeah?

MAJA: But the police…?

BLOWBACK: Fuck them, la. Just…fucking… Yeah. Don’t lose the phone.


MAJA looks down at the piece of paper and then puts it away in her pocket.

BLOWBACK hears a noise and turns around to look, half-leaning out of his seat into the aisle.

All right! Here comes the trolley, like. Said they’d have one, didn’t I!

Five
A dusty, damp and uncared for old farmhouse on the outskirts of Bangor.

Although there is no music playing, KITTY is dancing intensely around the room, as though listening to her favourite song. 

MUSH is sitting on the floor, apparently unconcerned by what KITTY is doing.

MAJA enters and sees KITTY. She watches her for a while, unsure of what to make of her.

MUSH: It’s all right. She does it all the time.

MAJA starts a little. She hadn’t noticed MUSH in the room as she watched KITTY.

MAJA: Oh. Shit. Sorry, I. Didn’t…


MUSH smiles at her.

MUSH: Strange, isn’t it? Almost hypnotic, in a way. 

MAJA: Yeah.


MAJA watches KITTY again, unable to take her eyes away from her.

MUSH: It’s her favourite song. She hears it in her head, see. It gets stuck there every
once in a while, and she just has to go with it. She can’t help herself. You’ll
get used to it, you will, though, I’m sure. Won’t even notice her doing it after a
few days.


Beat.


Mush.

MAJA: What?

MUSH: My name’s Mush.

MAJA: Oh. Right. Mush. Hi.

MUSH: Your ballerina there’s Kitty. 

MAJA is still absolutely captivated by her and says her name as though it possessed magical powers.

MAJA: Kitty…

MUSH: She’s a beautiful creature, isn’t she?


Beat.

And you are?

MAJA doesn’t respond.

And you are…?

MAJA: Uh, Maja. Yeah. Sorry. I’m Maja.

MUSH: Mush, Kitty and Maja. Well, that’s some threesome, isn’t it? We could form
a band with those names, couldn’t we? Take Smack.

MAJA: What’s the song?

MUSH: I don’t know. I haven’t written it yet.

MAJA: No, em, I mean what’s the song she’s hearing in her head, like?

MUSH: Ah. Cyndi Lauper. ‘Time After Time’. Her mother played it to her when she
was a baby, apparently. D’you know it?

MAJA: Not sure.

MUSH: Slightly prehistoric, I know. She also did ‘Girls Just Wanna Have Fun’.

MAJA: I know that one, like.

MUSH: Well, of course. Who doesn’t?


Pause. 

So, this is our place. A bit rundown, I’ve got to admit, but there’s a bed and a bathroom, so you’ll be able to sleep and shit – that’s all you’ll need really, isn’t it? You’ll be here for a week or two I take it? 

MAJA: Yeah.

MUSH: You’re the first we’ve had. What do they call it? Cuckooing? 

MAJA: Think so.


MUSH nods before pressing on, being the ultimate host.

MUSH: Being out of town is a blessing and a curse. You’re less likely to get caught
out here, but it’s a two mile walk into Bangor, which is fine on dry days, but,
um, they’re few and far between – it being Wales, see. You might want to
think about how best to meet your clients. Somewhere that’s good for you and
good for them. There’s a roadside caff about halfway between here and town.
Maybe that’s a decent spot? I’m sure you’ll find your feet. You’re used to this,
no doubt?

MAJA: Is there a…wood out there? 

MUSH: Out there? 

MAJA nods. 

Oh, behind the field there is. It’s all woods and fields around here, see.

MAJA: I’ve never been outta Liverpool before.

MUSH: Ah, I thought maybe you’d been here or… My parents used to let this place
to holiday makers during the...


MAJA shakes her head.

Well…that’s okay. Maybe not so used to it, then. But don’t worry yourself, lovely. There’s no big bad wolf around here, I can promise you that. And, anyway, you look like you’ll be just fine to me. You might want to get some food in, though. I should have mentioned that before. We don’t keep much of that sort of thing in.

MAJA: I had some Skittles on the train. 

MUSH: Ah, well, you’ll be okay, then.


Beat.

MAJA: Are you posh, like?

MUSH: I’m Welsh, lovely.

MAJA: Oh.

MUSH: I did go to Oxford, but not because I’m posh, as you call it. That’s where I
met herself.


Beat.

MAJA: Is she Welsh?

MUSH: Kitty? She’s from Hay-on-Wye. Which, see, although technically in Wales, I
wouldn’t much care to call it that myself. 

KITTY stops dancing. She sees MAJA for the first time. She puts her hand up to her in greeting…

KITTY: Hi.

MAJA: Hi.


…and exits the room.

MUSH: Ah, that’s the end of the song, which means the end of the dance. Now, to
business. What precious little treats have you got in store for me, then? I’m
just about fit to get a pretty large load on, and that’s all part of the deal, isn’t
it?


MAJA is a bit confused.


Come on, lovely. My delivery. Where’s it got to? Not lost in the post, is it?

MAJA: What?

MUSH: The gear…

MAJA: Oh. Yeah. Sorry. I… I’ll have to go to the loo first, like, to…you know, to…

MUSH: God, if I’d’ve known I was getting Parcelforce instead of DPD I would’ve
kept a couple of grams to the side. 


MAJA doesn’t move.

Well, you’d better make the most of the facilities, then. God knows how long you’ll be trying to squeeze that lot out. 

Six
The filthily untidy, rundown flat in Liverpool.

NICOLE watches DABS as he processes banknotes through a money counter.

DABS: Proper haul, this, like. Proper large. We’ll be outta here in no time at this
rate…

NICOLE: That Maja. 

DABS: Boss girl.

NICOLE: I don’t like it, Dabs. What you did yesterday and that, yeah? I mean, you
said to me, didn’t you? You said right here when I first –

DABS: Oh, okay, look, listen, I’m a bit busy right now, yeah?


He indicates towards his money counter.

Chat to me some other time when I’m not doing a load of maths and shit.

NICOLE puts her hand over the top on the money counter so that DABS is forced to listen to her.

NICOLE: No, actually, cos you lied to me, Dabs. You fucking said and everything,
like, didn’t you, that you wouldn’t make her –!

DABS: Well, I changed my mind, then, didn’t I? It’s called doing
executive…business…shit. That’s my job. That’s what I’m good for.

NICOLE: Ah, you’re no good for nuttin...

DABS: Yeah? Think you’d be acting all Kardashian without me, do you? The fucking
place I found you at, like…

NICOLE: This is more of a fucking shithouse than what you found me at.

DABS: Fucking go back there, then. See if I try and stop you. Fact, I’ll take you there
myself if you’re that fucking desperate, what d’you say? 

NICOLE: I asked one thing of you, Dabs! That’s all. One fucking thing!

DABS: Christ, yeah? You fucking found her and brought her here, what did you think I was gonna have her doing, lounging about with you all day doing your fucking nails?

NICOLE: She’s a kid with a mental fucking brother that she’s basically gorra look
after on her own, and you told me you’d… Like, you fucking promised me,
Dabs…

DABS: Yeah, well, you know what? I gave her a choice and she made it, so boohoo,
get over it and give it a fucking rest, yeah, cos I’m getting fucking sick of
hearing myself having to explain to you – 

NICOLE: No! No, I’m fucking. Sick. Of. You.

NICOLE pushes DABS hard on each word, forcing him back a little each time, and she pushes him so hard that DABS does well not to fall over. 
Never. Doing. What. You. Fucking. Say. To. Me. FUCKING EVER!
Maintaining his balance, DABS responds with pure aggression, grabbing her tightly around the throat with his right hand.

DABS: What the fuck was that?!

NICOLE tries to speak but he has her throat too tightly gripped so the words are no more than choking noises.


Eh? What. The. Fuck. Was. That?


She is still trying to speak but it is barely more than a croak.

Eh, I can’t hear you, love… I can’t hear you…


He puts his ear to her mouth to listen closely.

Nah, still can’t hear you…

Struggling now with the oxygen severely cut off, NICOLE pushes him away and falls backwards, clutching her throat and gasping for air. 

Yeah?

NICOLE: Fuck you, Dabs. Eat shit.

DABS: What I say goes around here, all right, so don’t fucking question me again.
That girl’s out there cos I say so, and I say so cos who’s gonna check a
fucking bird just outta school for carrying smack and crack on them, eh?


NICOLE doesn’t respond.

I fucking asked you a question.

NICOLE struggles to make herself heard clearly because of the damage to her throat.

NICOLE: No one.

DABS: Fucking no one. Exactly that. So forget about your promises and all of that
shite, okay – leave the thinking and clever stuff to me and focus on keeping
yourself looking like something worth getting inside of, yeah?


Beat.


You hear me, yeah?

NICOLE: Yeah. Yes. Yeah. I hear you. I fucking hear you.

DABS: Good. And don’t you ever, ever come at me like that again.
Seven
An empty playground in Liverpool. 

Litter is scattered about everywhere – discarded needles and used condoms, makeshift crackpipes and bongs, torn crisp packets and chip wrappers. 

TOM is sat alone on one of the swings, rolling his dice around in the palm of his hand. 

CRYSTAL enters and walks up to him, sits down on the swing next to him.
CRYSTAL: You lot are literally never at home, are you?

TOM: Carly don’t like us being there when she’s got a man round. 

CRYSTAL: Which is most of the time, yeah?


TOM shrugs.

Maja was always round ours, like. 

TOM: Maja’s gone.

CRYSTAL: In the past, like. Before she’d gone.


TOM plays with his dice.

TOM: Before your fight.

CRYSTAL: What? 

TOM: Fag burn. 

TOM puts his finger near CRYSTAL’s eye where there is the clear mark of a cigarette burn. CRYSTAL instantly pulls herself away from him.

CRYSTAL: Oi, what the fuck you doing?! Did I say you could touch me face? 

TOM: Showing.

CRYSTAL: Showing? 


TOM nods.

Okay, well, yeah. Fucking don’t.

TOM: Sorry.

CRYSTAL: And, anyway, listen, okay, that weren’t my fault. That were her fault. Did
she say that were my fault? 


TOM shrugs.


Fuck’s sake. Bitch.


TOM looks sad.

All right, sorry. I know she’s like your sister, and she’s missing, and you’re worried about her and everything, but I’m just saying, like. It’s not me who put a ciggy out in my own face, is it? 

TOM: Not my sister. 

CRYSTAL: What?

TOM: Half-sister. 

CRYSTAL: Sorry, half-sister, then, you know what I mean. 

TOM: Different. 

CRYSTAL: Yeah, I know it is.

TOM: Different dads. 

CRYSTAL: Yeah, I know, Tom. Okay? She’s your half-sister, all right? 


TOM plays with his dice.

TOM: Different. 


Silence. CRYSTAL watches TOM with his dice.

CRYSTAL: Why do you do that? With the dice. What’s your thing? Is it like a game
or something? Maja never said.

TOM: Not a game.

CRYSTAL: Just for fun, then, is it?

TOM: Decisions. 

CRYSTAL: Decisions?

TOM gets down from the swing and kneels on the ground. He gestures for CRYSTAL to join him.


You want me to get down there and crawl about in all that shite with you?

TOM: It’s okay. I can teach you. 

CRYSTAL: Right, but on the floor where all the skagheads’ve left their needles and
the prozzers have left their condoms, though? Can’t I just learn from here?


TOM again gestures for CRYSTAL to join him on the ground.

TOM: Come down. 


CRYSTAL reluctantly gets down from the swing and joins him on the ground.
CRYSTAL: Jesus Christ, I’m not kidding, if I get AIDS cos of your stupid fucking
dice game… 

TOM gives her the dice.

TOM: Not a game.

CRYSTAL: Yeah, yeah, okay, show me, then.


CRYSTAL takes the dice from him. 

TOM: Six sides.

CRYSTAL: Yep. A normal dice.

TOM: Each side is a…number.

CRYSTAL: Yep. Still a normal dice…

TOM: Each opposite side number…when you add them together…makes…seven. 

CRYSTAL: Ah, okay. What d’you mean? Like, the other side to one is…six?

TOM: Uh-huh. 

CRYSTAL: And that makes –

TOM: Seven.

CRYSTAL: Okay.

TOM: See?

CRYSTAL: Em…yeah, not really. What’s so special about seven?

TOM: It’s special. 

CRYSTAL: Yeah, okay, but why, I’m asking. It’s one of them prime number things,
right?


TOM nods.

Cool. Anything else, or is that –?

TOM: Seven Wonders of the World. 

CRYSTAL: Right.

TOM: Seven Deadly Sins.

CRYSTAL: Yeah.

TOM: Seven Seas. 

CRYSTAL: Don’t think that’s true, like.

TOM: Seven Days a Week. 

CRYSTAL: Give you that one. 

TOM: Seven Years Bad Luck. 

CRYSTAL: Okay, yeah, I see what you’re –

TOM: Seven Colours of the Rainbow.

CRYSTAL: Yeah, yeah.

TOM: Seven Dwarfs. 


CRYSTAL laughs.

CRYSTAL: Okay, great, there’s a lot of sevens, you’ve made your point. 

TOM: It’s the sum of three and four. 

CRYSTAL: Em…I’m not that shit at maths, Tom.

TOM: Which is between life and death. 

CRYSTAL: Right, cos…why?

TOM: Three is spiritual. The trinity. Equilibrium. 

CRYSTAL: Equal, what? 

TOM: Equilibrium. 

CRYSTAL: Okay…

TOM: Four is…material. Earth.
CRYSTAL: All right, but how does that make seven between that? Between three and
four or whatever, you know.

TOM: Spirit plus earth equals place between here and there. Living and dead. 

CRYSTAL: Kinda like Neverland, then, or something? Peter Pan and all that…

TOM: Dunno.

CRYSTAL: Right. But all this ‘seven’ stuff…?

TOM: Roll it.

CRYSTAL: The dice?

TOM: Ask a question. Roll it twice. Add it up.

CRYSTAL: And if it’s seven?

TOM: Yes.


CRYSTAL doesn’t follow his meaning.

CRYSTAL: Yes, it’s…what?

TOM: Answer equals yes.

CRYSTAL: To the…question? 

TOM: Yes.

CRYSTAL: Okay. Only if it’s a seven, though?

TOM: Hm. 

CRYSTAL: Cos you reckon that means something…more than just…any other
number?

TOM: Bigger.

CRYSTAL: Something bigger.

TOM: Uh-huh.

CRYSTAL: Okay. Okay. D’you ask this question out loud, or…?

TOM: Head.

CRYSTAL: In your head. All right. So, if we do this now… I’ll roll, and you…

TOM: Yeah.

TOM asks himself a question in his head and CRYSTAL rolls the dice, for the first time.

CRYSTAL: Great, so, five…and… 

CRYSTAL rolls the dice again.

Two. Five and two is –

TOM: Seven.

CRYSTAL: Right. Seven. Which means…that’s a ‘yes’, then, right? That’s a ‘do
whatever your question was’ decision, ‘yes’, then, yeah?


TOM nods.


Cool. What was your question?


TOM turns to CRYSTAL conclusively. 

TOM: You and me go and find Maja.

Some time passes...
The Withdrawal
One

The edge of a wild wood.

Four DEER and four BUCK.

The sound of the river.

The noise of the trees.

The shrieks and shrill cries of children playing in the distance.

Hunched-up on its haunches,

between blades of billowing grass,

the tiny fawn drifted in and out of slumber 

as it awaited its mother’s return.

This was our mother deer’s third excursion to find food for her fawn,

and it had been a little more demanding than either of the previous two hunts,

for the root rot which had been decimating the beech for a number of years 

had finally come to wreak havoc with the trees in her woodland.

And so two days passed before the mother deer returned this time,

but return she did with her fawn’s fare,

content with her pickings from a sparse and ravished crop.

But contentment was not to last for long, 

for as she reached the point where her fawn had been resting, 

she found she was no longer there, 

and looking up and around her in great fiery dread,

a smell she at once recognised 

rose to her nostrils and sent her stomach rolling over itself,

manic with that uncontainable feeling of fear and fright.

Moments were lost in a sway of blurred vision and blind panic,

blood filling her brain with a debilitating cloud of senselessness,

until suddenly her focus was regained

and honed in on a figure in the distance…

That of a tall female of the two-legged stalker species,

walking slowly and purposely towards a vast stone building on the horizon,

and carrying with her in her arms

the mother deer could just about make out the outline of a fawn,

her fawn.

Heart shattering within her, 

she sank to her trembling knees, 

and as she hit the earth beneath her, 

she let forth those boundless tears of agonising loss

that only a parent could cry.

Two
The filthily untidy, rundown flat in Liverpool.

BLOWBACK is in the kitchen mixing up the crack cocaine with a wooden spoon in a big metal pot over a gas over hob. He’s wearing ‘Beats by Dre’ headphones, listening to music.

NICOLE enters and parks herself on the kitchen worksurface, swinging her legs and watching BLOWBACK as he stirs.

After a few moments of this, NICOLE takes out a baggy of weed and some papers from a pocket/basket in the kitchen. 
NICOLE skins-up, and, as she does, BLOWBACK suddenly notices that she’s in the room with him. He takes his headphones off and turns to her.

BLOWBACK: Dabs still sleeping?

NICOLE (licking the glue on the paper): Uh-huh.

BLOWBACK: Been out for ages, like.

NICOLE: Not long enough. You gonna smoke this with me?

BLOWBACK: You ever heard me say ‘no’ before?

NICOLE: Wouldn’t want you getting in trouble with your lover for not focusing on
mixing up your crack proper…

BLOWBACK: Can multitask, me, like.

NICOLE: Um-hm?

BLOWBACK: Shit and smoke. Drive and smoke. Read and smoke.


NICOLE snorts a laugh.

NICOLE: Piss off. Don’t make me laugh. When d’you ever read?

BLOWBACK: When I’m smoking.


NICOLE laughs.

NICOLE: What do you read?


NICOLE lights up the spliff and smokes from it.

BLOWBACK: Read that Mr Nice the other week. 

NICOLE: Oh, yeah? 

BLOWBACK: Was good, like, yeah.

NICOLE: Amazing. Wait till you get to Mr Tickle, like, that’ll properly blow your
mind.

BLOWBACK: Not fucking Mr Men, like. Mr Nice. Howard Marks and that.


NICOLE passes him the spliff.

NICOLE: Oh, yeah. Drugs.

BLOWBACK: Sorta.

NICOLE: Hm...

BLOWBACK: Kinda about smuggling and that, like, yeah. 

NICOLE: Right. D’you actually like all this shit? Doing all this? Stirring that bollocks
up all day and sending young girls like that Maja girl out there with all that
stuff on her, you like doing that, do you? I’m just interested, is all.

BLOWBACK is uneasy with this. He listens to the flat for moment before responding. 

BLOWBACK: Yous wanna be careful asking things like that, yeah.


NICOLE puts her hand out for him to pass her the joint back, which he does.

NICOLE: Oooh, scared in case he hears me, are you, like? Very brave of yous.

BLOWBACK: Listen, yeah –

NICOLE: Seen my neck, have you?


NICOLE shows him her bruised neck from where DABS clenched her.


Scared he might do that again, are you?

BLOWBACK looks at her neck and sees the damage. He shakes his head and removes his gaze.

BLOWBACK: I don’t know nuttin about that.

NICOLE: Know he does do it, though, don’t you? Seen him slap me about before.
What’d you think, it stopped there, did you?


BLOWBACK thinks about this for a second.

BLOWBACK: Nah, I’m staying well outta it, la. That’s your twos stuff. I can’t be
getting involved in what goes on between you and him, like. That’s your shit
to sort. 

NICOLE: Course it is, Blowback. Just like how you wouldn’t get involved with, say, like, getting on a train with that Maja girl, taking her all the way to Bangor and that, would you, cos that’s not what Dabs asked you to do, is it? Cos, I mean, I fucking heard him tell yous to go straight to Huyton after getting her to the station. 

BLOWBACK: Yeah.

NICOLE: And, you know, if he had you going to Huyton, I know it was for
something serious, like. Some proper shit he’d want dealing with quick, like.
But you wouldn’t do nuttin like that, would you? You’d do exactly like he told
you to, wouldn’t you?

NICOLE covers up her neck again and passes the joint back to BLOWBACK. 

BLOWBACK doesn’t take it. He has been stopped in his tracks by what NICOLE has just said to him.

BLOWBACK: What the fuck’re you on about?

NICOLE (of the joint): Want this, no?


BLOWBACK still doesn’t take the spliff from her.

BLOWBACK: Nah, who’ve you been chatting this trash with, huh? I never got on no
train with that girl. What would I wanna go down there with her for, eh? Put
her on it, like. Put her on it, that’s what he said to do. And that’s what I did.
You best tell me who’s been saying this shit or I’m –

NICOLE: I seen yous, Blowback. I seen you get on, and I seen you come back, like.
But I’m not bothered about saying nuttin to him. I’m not gonna grass you up.
Not if you promise me that whatever happens out there, you’ll make sure she
doesn’t end up like that last kid that went there, that’s all. Long as nuttin bad
comes to her cos of Dabs, you and me’s all good. 

Three   

The dusty, damp and uncared for old farmhouse on the outskirts of Bangor.

MAJA is sat on the sofa with her mobile phone in her hands, waiting for a text. 

On the floor in front of her, leaning back against an ancient-looking and collapsing armchair, KITTY is preparing to cook-up. She takes out a small lump of heroin from a wrap and puts it onto a piece of tinfoil, after which she takes a lighter and beings to heat up the heroin from underneath the foil. 
Once it has dissolved to a liquid bubble, KITTY picks up an emptied Bic Biro from the floor besides her – which is also covered in tinfoil – and inhales the fumes of the cooking heroin, smoking it out like a cigarette.  
MAJA: Do you like it? I mean, stupid, like, but, you know, is it nice and that, like?

KITTY: It’s heroin. 


MAJA feels a bit of an idiot at this.

MAJA: No. Yeah. Course.

KITTY: It’s like being lifted up by a chariot of winged horses and sailing through
endless rainbows and soft sun. 


Beat.

Wanna try some?

MAJA hesitates.

MAJA: Em…no, you’re all right, like. Thanks.

Silence. KITTY smokes, closes her eyes and puts her head back, free from everything.

KITTY: Your parents don’t know where you are, do they?
MAJA: No.

KITTY: Don’t even care, I’m betting.


Beat.

MAJA: Don’t know me dad.

KITTY: Who the fuck does.

MAJA: And me mum’s a fucking whore, like, so...

KITTY: Yeah. Whose isn’t.

There’s a slight moment between them where a connection is built by this.

MAJA: Says I’m not even hers, anyway. Always screaming it at me when she’s pissed, like. Says she should’ve left me where she found me. I fucking wish she weren’t me mum.


Beat. 


Hate her.


Beat.

KITTY: Gotta be someone’s.

MAJA: What?

KITTY: Came from somewhere, didn’t you? Didn’t just come, like, out of thin air.
Dropped to Earth by a stork.

MAJA: I guess. 


MAJA shrugs.

She’s just a whore.


Silence.

KITTY: I can visualise, like, so, so, clearly the first time I realised that I was on my
own in life. So clearly. Mummy had taken me shopping in town, and we were
in, like, one of those huge department stores, and all around me there was this
intense smell of candle – like a million of those Yankee candles making this
really heavy haze of scented fog – and I was looking at something – a toy this
other child was playing with – and when I turned around, Mummy had gone.
Which isn’t like it was the first time, so I did what she’d always, like, told me
to do. Wait. Wait where you are, Kitty. I’ll come and find you. Always. So,
like
the good girl that I was, I did what I’d been told and I waited. I waited for ages
until eventually I started freaking out, and, like, crying and running around the
department store screaming for my mummy – really screaming for her at the
top of my lungs – but she still didn’t come. She just didn’t come back for me.
A security guard then came up to me and took me by the hand and asked me
what my name was, what my mummy’s name was, and said they’d find her. It
felt like days before they found her. I was sat in this office, just, like, shaking
and, like, trying to stop crying, and I didn’t know at the time, but she’d been
caught stealing some perfume on another floor of the store, and they’d got the
police there to take her down to the station, and they didn’t, like, listen to her
when she said she was with her daughter. They didn’t believe her, and it was
only when the security guard put out a call for her over the Tannoy system that
they’d realised that she wasn’t making up some excuse, and that’s when they
brought her to me. I was only around five at the most, and I never trusted her
ever again after that. I never trusted anyone, in actual fact. You’re on your
own, from birth to death. Mummies, daddies, brothers, sisters, friends,
boyfriends, girlfriends, acquaintances, strangers, anyone…they’re all flunky, if
they’re ever there for you at all. 

Pause. MAJA receives a text.

Off again, are you?

MAJA: Yeah.

KITTY: Better get your groove on, then, sweetie. Mine’s already booming.

Four
The messy and cluttered bedroom that belongs to CRYSTAL. 
CRYSTAL is watching TOM, who looks extremely anxious and uncomfortable by the surroundings.

CRYSTAL: You okay? You look like you’re about to spew or something.
TOM doesn’t answer. He feels like he shouldn’t be here – other than his sister’s, he’s never been in a girl’s bedroom before.

It’s all right, you know? Me ma doesn’t care who I bring up here, long as she doesn’t walk in on me while I’m sucking them off.


TOM is seriously uncomfortable now.

Tom, yeah. I’m joking, yeah? 

TOM: O-okay.


CRYSTAL laughs.

CRYSTAL: You’ve never been in a girl’s bedroom before, have you? 

TOM: I, um… 

CRYSTAL: Other than Maja’s, I mean, like. 


TOM shakes his head slightly.

Well, whatevs, it’s cool, anyway, cos I’m not gonna be sucking you off, like, so you’re all good, really, aren’t you?


TOM nods. CRYSTAL smiles at him and he starts to loosen up.

Right, so, I chatted with me cousin Kylie, and she says she heard Maja’d been hanging around with some Netherley lads, like, so she’s given me this address of this Nicole girl who might know where’s she at, cos she knows everyone around there, apparently, so we should probably start by asking her, I’m thinking, right? 


TOM is unsure about this.

TOM: Netherley?

CRYSTAL: Yeah.


TOM thinks, before he shakes his head.

What’s the matter? 


TOM shakes his head again, clearly not wanting to talk about it.

All right, Tom, seriously, you wanna find her, don’t you, yeah? This is the best we’ve got. And, like, this Nicole knows me cousin and everything, and she’s sound as fuck, so, you know…?


TOM is shrinking within himself.


Ah, look, I mean, your ma’s still not doing nuttin about it, is she? 


TOM shrugs.

TOM: Called the police.

CRYSTAL: Ah, all right. Fair dos.

TOM: Said she’s done this before. 

CRYSTAL: Done what?

TOM: Run away.

CRYSTAL: Your ma said that?

TOM: Police.

CRYSTAL: Oh. Okay. So what does that… I mean, does that mean they’re, like,
looking for her, then, like, does it? Searching. 


TOM shakes his head.


They aren’t?

TOM: Said she’ll be back. Said not to…worry. It’s…just…what she does.

CRYSTAL: You’re telling me they’re not even bothering with anything, no?

TOM shakes his head. 

Don’t give two shits about none of us.

TOM: Carly says she’s just doing it for…attention. 

CRYSTAL: Yeah, well, fuck ’em all, you know, like? What do we need them lot for,
anyway, eh? Only try when it’s about rich twats’ kids. Even then they can’t be
trying that hard, can they? Never found that Madeleine McCann girl and that
was, what? Fucking time ago. I don’t even properly remember it, like. You
know?


Beat.

Try this Nicole, then, yeah? 

TOM is still extremely reluctant to do this.

Ah, come on, at least fucking roll for it, like!


TOM takes out his dice and rolls it.

TOM: It’s me birthday.

CRYSTAL: Yeah? 

TOM nods.

Today?

TOM: Yeah. 
He rolls the dice again.

CRYSTAL: Aw, happy birthday! How old are you, like?

TOM: T-twenty-one.

CRYSTAL: Twenty-one?

TOM nods.

Twenty-one. Three sevens, that, yeah? That’s important, right? I mean, isn’t it?

TOM nods. 

CRYSTAL smiles at him and holds his gaze. Becoming awkward, TOM turns away from her and inspects his dice. 

CRYSTAL takes hold of his hand and he turns back around to her. She moves her head towards him and kisses him tenderly on the side of the cheek. He blushes and doesn’t know what to do with himself. He turns away from her again.

What’d the dice say?

TOM picks up the dice.

TOM: Mm-hm.

CRYSTAL: Falling into place, see, Tom, like. Falling bang into place.

Five

The dusty, damp and uncared for old farmhouse on the outskirts of Bangor.

MAJA is in a complete state of panic. Her head is bleeding and her face is grazed.  
MUSH tries to calm her down.

MUSH: Okay, okay, sit down. Sit down. You’ve had a bump to the head. 

MAJA: They came up behind me. How was I meant to know they were there? I never
saw them. They just rushed up from behind me. 

MUSH: All right, all right. Now. Let me look at that. It’s bleeding.

MAJA: You said it’d be safe! 

MUSH: I…?

MAJA: That stupid caff! You said I’d be safe there!

MUSH: Ah, no, now, see, I never said it’d be safe. I said it might save your legs
rather than hiking into town every day, but I definitely never said it’d be safe.
That’d be folly on my part. You’re a drug dealer. You can’t ascribe what’s
happened here to me. It’s one of the perils of your profession.

MAJA: How was I meant to know there was gonna be another two of them waiting
for me behind the back of that place? 

MUSH: Mm… How much did you lose? How much did they get off you?

MAJA: I don’t know.

MUSH: You don’t know what you took out with you? What you were carrying?

MAJA: Enough. I took enough, like. I don’t fucking know.

MUSH: You’re going to have to get it back somehow, I’m guessing? 

MAJA: They’re gonna fucking kill me, like.

MUSH: They know where you’re staying?

MAJA: Not them. Back in Liverpool. They’ll send someone down for me. That’s
what they do.

MUSH: You mean like that Blowjob guy?


MAJA gives him a look.

MAJA: Blowback?

MUSH: Blowback! Sorry, yes. That makes more sense. Listen, anyway, look at it
this
way. You’re probably fairly lucky you’re not already dead, to be honest.
You’ve taken a bit of a hiding.


MUSH inspects her head. MAJA winces at his touch.

MAJA: I never took me knife.

MUSH: You have a knife? 

MAJA: I never took it. 

MUSH: Okay, well, benefit of hindsight and all of that… Although, to be perfectly
honest, I’m not that certain it would’ve done you an awful lot of good in any
event, see. Particularly if, as you say, two of them blindsided you anyway…

MAJA: I’ve only been here a week! I’m fucked! I’m absolutely fucked! They took me
phone and everything.

MUSH: Now, now, come on, don’t get hysterical. Let’s…let’s just think about this.
Take a minute and…get you cleaned up and then…then we’ll… Yes, we’ll see
what you’ve…lost, and then we’ll figure something out. Come up with a way
to…get you what you need before… I mean, if it’s simply a case of money…

MAJA: Course it’s a case of money, like! It’s not about anything but the fucking
money!

MUSH: Right, then, yes, perhaps… One step at a time, see. One step at a time.
Pointless getting ahead of ourselves when there could be some other
possible…potential way to…remedy this…situation, okay? Let’s not lose our
heads before we’ve assessed all our…potential avenues, as it were. 

MAJA: You don’t even know! You don’t even know! I’m dead! I’m fucking dead! 

MUSH: Here, do you want a hug? Come on, let me give you a cwtch...

As MUSH moves to give MAJA a hug, KITTY enters and sees the state she is in.

KITTY: Oh my god, are you okay?

MUSH: She’s fine. She’s fine. 

KITTY: Her head’s bleeding.  

MUSH: We’re aware of that.

KITTY: Gushing. 

MUSH: Yes, we know.

KITTY: What happened to her?

MUSH: Just a little…misadventure, that’s all. Nothing that can’t be…resolved, I’m
sure. Have we any bandages? 

KITTY: Bandages?

MUSH: Those things you use when someone’s got a head that’s gushing blood?


KITTY thinks.

KITTY: I don’t know.

MUSH: Right, well, do you mind looking? We could do with stemming the...flow.

KITTY doesn’t move and instead just looks on at MAJA, surveying the mess that’s been made of her face and head.

KITTY: Does she, like, need the hospital, do you think? Stiches, maybe?

MUSH: No, no. She’s fine. She’s grand. Grand, aren’t you, lovely?

MAJA: Em…

MUSH: See, she’s fine, see.

KITTY (still looking at MAJA): You sure? It looks pretty nasty from here. It’s
pouring –

MUSH: Oh, for god’s sake, we’re not going to hospital, okay, so would you stop
making such a fucking commotion and go and look for the bloody bandages?!

Six
The filthily untidy, rundown flat in Liverpool.

DABS is pacing up and down the kitchen, on the phone to someone.

DABS: Giving me the facts, is it? 


Pause.

Oh, yeah? 


Pause.

Oh, yeah? Well…well, I’ll give you some facts, now, will I, Pins, like, yeah? I’ll hit you with the real facts, will I, yeah, cos if I don’t get back my gear within twenty-four hours, I’m gonna go OT myself and I’m gonna put a shot right through the skull of each one of your shithouse soldiers you’ve got going round pulling that sorta shite on my kids on my turf. D’you hear me, like? D’you –?

Pause.

Nah, nah, we…you and me, yeah, we had an agreement after what happened with the last –

Pause.

No, yeah, we fucking did. We said. We fucking laid it out, you and me, plain and –


Pause.

Nah, nah, nah, I remember clear, like, la. I remember clear as crystal. We had it settled. And I’ve stuck to that. I’ve been straight with my lot. Every one of them. Straight, yeah? Got a new place set-up and everything, like. Exactly like we said. Nowhere near any of your lines, yeah. Gone the whole other side of the –

Beat.

It’s…

Pause.

No, cos we were tryna be cleverer than them thick fucks, weren’t we, la? Working it out between us cos we didn’t want none of this shit with police, did we? Didn’t want no more bizzies sniffing around cos of itty fucking turf wars, did we, eh? That’s what we were doing all this for, fucking chatting all this through, like, to stop shit like this happening, drawing attention to –

Pause.

Eh, eh, eh, eh, eh, that’s my fucking business, that is, like. That’s my fucking business, you hear me? I deal with that, right? I know how to deal with my own. Don’t you worry. 

Pause.

Eh, no, it’s you that can’t keep your lot in line, isn’t it? That’s what’s went down here, like, isn’t it.

Pause.

Yeah. Yes. She fucked up. She’s fucked up. 

Beat.

Yeah. And she pays for that. Doesn’t she? 

Beat.

Right. Exactly, la. Exactly. But she pays for it in the way I want her to pay for it. 

Seven
The dusty, damp and uncared for old farmhouse on the outskirts of Bangor.

MAJA’s head is now bandaged. She is drinking from a can of beer and has evidently already had a few cans before this as well.

MUSH and KITTY are also drinking and smoking cigarettes. How much of either the heroin or crack cocaine they have smoked is difficult to tell – they are both high, but their tolerance levels being what they are, neither of them is completely out of it.

MAJA: It’s stupid cos I was only bunking it off anyway. I’m not clever, like. I hate
learning and all that. Me brother’s the clever one. Can’t speak to people or
anything, but he’s properly clever. Good with numbers, like. Maths and stuff.
Mad for all of that. Watches Doctor Who. And likes stupid games, you know?
Like Warhammer. Those kinda ones, you know? Anything with all this weird
shit in it, like.
But he was good at the painting, too. With the Warhammer. 
Got about a million different armies of elves and dwarfs and demons and he
painted them all himself and they were really good. Would do it for days on
end, like. Carly fucking hated it. Used to smash ’em up, make him try and go
out and play football with the other lads on the estate, but he was never like
that. Those kids just took the piss outta him. He’s rubbish with sports. All of
them. She’s a bitch, though. Reckoned he wasn’t a proper man, messing
around with kids’ toys. I hid a load of his Warhammer in me room just so she
couldn’t wreck any more of them.

MUSH: I used to play Warhammer. Never had the patience to paint them, though, me.
Just bought the figures that were already pre-painted instead.


MAJA drinks.

MAJA: Staying out of the house, though, like. That’s what it were. Go into school for,
like, a lesson or something, piss the teacher off for a bit, bunk the rest of the
day off doing whatever you wanna, like. 

MUSH: Sounds dreamy. 

MAJA: There were these lads started hanging with us after a bit, though, like, and
that’s when Crystal started getting all, like, showing off and shit. Acting like a
right tramp. Sitting on all their laps and all that bullshit. But there was this one
fella that was after me. Wouldn’t leave me alone, like. Following me
everywhere, tryna grab me all the time, asking me for a kiss and that, but I
didn’t want anything to do with him. He was a dick, like. But Crystal fancied
him and started becoming a proper bitch about it. Even though I wasn’t
even bothered about him, like. Then she stopped chatting to me and everything
cos of it, and…and then I heard from this lad Connor that she’d be saying shit
about me. About me brother. Saying he was a spastic and this. That me mum
was a skank. And she is, but you don’t go bad mouthing me brother to no-one,
like. No one. So I had it out with her and she fucking says, So what? It’s the
truth, isn’t it? And I stood there and looked at her. And then I walked off. And
I’m walking away and I hear her laughing, like. Fucking laughing her head off
about it with the lads, like. So I stop, and I took out a ciggy, and I lit it, and I
walked right back up to her, and I stubbed it out right in her face, and then she
stopped laughing straight off. Who’s the spastic now, eh?! Who’s the spastic
now?! Crying on the floor and everything, little bitch. Got what was coming to
her, like. That’s why they kicked me out. Wasn’t even there most of the time,
anyway, but that’s what it were for, like. I fucking hate everyone, you know? 

MUSH: Ah, now. You can’t hate us, surely? Magic Mush and Kitty-Cat…? 


MAJA drinks, shrugs her shoulders.

MAJA: You’re all right, I guess.

MUSH: ‘All right’?


MAJA shrugs again.

MAJA: I guess. Yeah.


MUSH shakes his head as though aggrieved.

MUSH: Aww, see, now, I must admit I’m a little disappointed with that after all our
endeavours to help patch you up and everything… Wouldn’t you agree, Kitty?
Aren’t you a little disappointed, too?

KITTY: Leave her alone, Mush.

MUSH (feigning protest): What’m I doing? 

KITTY: You know what you’re doing.

MUSH: God, what? Can’t a guy have a bit of fun anymore without being strung up by
his ankles for it?

KITTY: Just leave her be, okay. 

MUSH: Well, sorry. Pardon me for trying to bring a touch of levity to the
conversation.


Pause. 

KITTY: Do us a pipe.


MUSH winks at MAJA.

MUSH: Certainly, Lady Tremaine. Right away.

MUSH takes out a wrap of crack cocaine and puts it into a glass pipe.

MAJA: Who’s Lady Tremaine?


KITTY bats this away.

KITTY: The stepmother from Cinderella. He thinks he’s being funny. 

MAJA: Oh. 

MUSH: Am I not, no?


MUSH has finished filling the pipe and passes it to KITTY. 

KITTY: Thank you.

MUSH: Avec plaisir, ma cherie.  

KITTY lights up the pipe from underneath the bowl and sucks on it, long and hard.

MAJA watches her intently, and MUSH is aware of this.


Would you like to try it?

MAJA: Is that…crack?

MUSH: It is. Much sweeter and cleaner than heroin. I can personally attest to its
virtues. It’ll take you to places you’d never dreamed were possible.

MAJA: I’m a bit...drunk. 

MUSH: All the better for tasting it with, my dear...


MAJA thinks.

MAJA: I dunno. 

KITTY hands the pipe back to MUSH and gets to her feet. She moves away from them and starts slowly dancing to herself around the room, exactly as she was doing when MAJA first arrived. 

MAJA drinks from her beer and her eyes follow KITTY’s elegant movements. 

MUSH: Well, it’s here if you want it. The decision is all yours, lovely. All yours.

MAJA looks from the dancing KITTY to MUSH lighting up the bowl of the pipe and inhaling from it, and back again to KITTY, who is as hypnotising to MAJA as she was the first time she saw her.


Some time passes…   

The Lifting
One
The edge of a wild wood.

Four DEER and four BUCK.

The sound of the river.

The noise of the trees.

The hum and rumble of building work and machinery. 

The nearby presence of human activity. 

A break from the city was exactly what was required,

but until Alan had arrived on the scene,

the opportunity for a getaway had been slim,

as financial strictures, 

and the burden of bringing up a four-year-old son,

had made it nigh on impossible to escape.

Alan, however, was of different stock:

he had appeared out of the gloom of the winter

and cradled her and her young son

with the fire of hope that new love brings,

but, more importantly, 

he’d showered them with the jewel of money.

Carly had never been to the country before,

the streets of Liverpool were all she had known,

and so the rustic cottage Alan had rented for them

had lifted her spirits even higher than they’d recently risen.

On the day before they were due to depart,

Carly took a walk through the field of long grass,

which separated the cottage from the forest.

And as she waded her way through it with force, 

suddenly, glistening in the rays of the dwindling Easter sun,

two pinpricks of deep-dark purple stopped her dead in her tracks.

Bending down to see a little closer,

Carly was amazed to find a newly born fawn lying there,

abandoned and alone on the edge of the wild wood.

Lifting the fawn from the long grass gently in her hands,

Carly carefully carried the cast aside creature back to the cottage,

and having persuaded Alan that they should keep her and rear her,

the little fawn travelled with the family from the cottage by car,

all the way back to their third-floor flat in Liverpool.

Over the years, though, the strangest thing happened:

for instead of growing up with hooves and hind legs,

the fawn grew feet and hands in their place;

and instead of four teats protruding from her belly,

in adolescence she grew breasts on her chest.

And as Alan returned to his wife and children,

leaving Carly utterly bereft and humiliated,

the love which she had first shown that little fawn

soured rapidly and turned to a venomous loathing,

tying Alan’s deceit with the child’s burgeoning womanhood.

And although on the outside

the girl appeared the same as any other human child,

on the inside she never felt like she really belonged to this world;

on the inside she felt isolated and detached,

as though stranded between eternity and time, 

waiting idly for somebody to explain to her, 

just exactly what it was really all for.

Two
The filthily untidy, rundown flat in Liverpool.

DABS and BLOWBACK are sat opposite each other in the living room. In between them is a coffee table, upon which are two guns (a Webley and a Glock) and ammunition.

DABS: I mean, the Glock’s fitted with a 33 round, and I don’t want you going down
there short, like.

BLOWBACK: You reckon there’s a crew of them and that?

DABS: Look it. What I heard was there were three what jumped Maja. That’s the
word I’m getting. That’s three of them just for that.

BLOWBACK: But there could be more you’re thinking?

DABS: Pins didn’t get his youngers to run that gear back to us, cos he never wanted
to. He’s making this a thing. He’s wanting a war and he’s gonna get one.

BLOWBACK: Yeah, yeah, yeah.

DABS: I’ve got Gaz and PJ bringing the van round. They’re going with you. 


BLOWBACK gives him a look of doubt and unease.

BLOWBACK: Ah, man, not them psychos? 

DABS: You wanna do this on your own...?


BLOWBACK puts his hand up as if to say: ‘No, no.’
Good. Then we’re sorted.

BLOWBACK: Yeah.


Beat. DABS really focuses in on BLOWBACK.

DABS: You have got what I said about that Maja girl, though, yeah?


BLOWBACK looks at DABS uncertainly.

BLOWBACK: You are definite with that, like?

DABS: Why the fuck wouldn’t I be?

BLOWBACK: Nah, yeah, nah, I just mean, like, after the last kid and all that, you
might, you know, wanna –

DABS: The last kid didn’t lose no gear, Blowback. The last kid was working for Pins’
lot, that’s why he had to go the way he did. 

BLOWBACK: Was he?

DABS: Course he fucking was. Look. You’re me main man here, Blowback. I need
this done clean, yeah? No CCTV or none of that shite. Get them out in the
country if you can. Keep it outta the town. Ditch ’em in the woods or
something, I don’t give a fuck, but make it clean as, okay? No loose ends.

BLOWBACK: No problem, la. I’ll deal with it clean.

DABS: Right, great, and listen. When you’re done with all that, I want you to get
straight outta there, yeah? 



BLOWBACK nods.

You with me, like? No pissing about or nuttin, just get in the van, and get the
fuck back to Liverpool, all right? In and out, like.

BLOWBACK: Trust, yeah?

DABS: Boss, man. Boss. 
BLOWBACK picks up the Glock. 

Taking the Glock, then, yeah?

BLOWBACK: Taking the Glock.

Three
The filthily untidy, rundown flat in Liverpool.

DABS and NICOLE are in the living room, locked in a full-blooded argument.

NICOLE: I know what you’ve done. I know she lost your gear.

DABS: You what?

NICOLE: And suddenly Blowback’s not around, you think I’m fucking stupid or
something?

DABS: Ah, listen, keep outta it, okay? 

NICOLE: You think I don’t know what’s going on around here? 

DABS: Enough, yeah. Shut it, like.

NICOLE: Cos I do, cos you’ve sent him to Bangor, haven’t you? 

DABS: Jesus fucking Christ, why won’t you –

NICOLE: You’ve sent him there to do what you always do when someone fucks up.

DABS: It’s none of your –

NICOLE: You’ve sent him there to fix your shit! I know you have, cos that’s exactly
what you done with the last kid you sent there who fucked up. That’s
completely what you done.

DABS: Fuck me, you don’t know nuttin about what I’ve done or haven’t done!

NICOLE: Then, where is he? Where’s Blowback, Dabs? Say it to me. Tell me. If
he’s not here, where is he?

DABS: This isn’t nuttin to do with – 

NICOLE: Say it to me. Say it to me!

DABS: I’m not saying it to you cos it’s none of your fucking –!

NICOLE: Oh my god, you bastard! You bastard! I said to you. I said to you, don’t
send her there, send someone else! I said it to you – I said it loadsa times and
you never…! You never fucking did what I – 

DABS: Just, just –

NICOLE: I said to you: she’s just a girl! I said it to you, but you – 

DABS: Will you just –

NICOLE: You fucking sent her. You sent her there, and she’s gone and fucked up,
and now you’ve gone and…! You’re a bastard!

DABS: Will you just shut up for one second!

NICOLE: You’re a bastard, you’re a bastard, you’re a bastard, you’re a mother
fucking bastard!

DABS finally loses control of his temper, and, as we’ve seen before when that happens, he lashes out. He slaps NICOLE hard around the face, and for an instant, NICOLE is silenced. Slowly, she puts her hand to the side of her face that has been struck, as though checking that it really happened. 

DABS: You always make me do that. Every time. What am I meant to do? You can’t
expect me to keep putting up with all that fucking howling at me about
something I’m tryna keep you outta for your own good. Jesus Christ, you just
never learn. All you had to do is just shut up and listen. That’s all you had
to… Where are you going?


NICOLE walks off into the kitchen.

Where’re you going? Fucking stay where you are when I’m talking to you. 

She ignores him and continues on into the kitchen.

Oi! Hey! Don’t fucking walk off when I’m…

NICOLE returns carrying a knife she’s picked up from the kitchen, walking straight towards DABS with dead eyes.

All right, all right, all right, what the fuck are you doing? Eh! Eh! Steady on, yeah. Hold on now, yeah, just… What the actual fuck are you doing, like? Just…listen, yeah. Just…listen to what I’ve gorra –

NICOLE plunges the knife deep into DABS’ stomach, pushing it in as far as it will go.

DABS looks at her in amazement, hardly able to believe that she’d actually do to this to him. He looks down at his stomach and sees the knife protruding from it. He looks back up at NICOLE not knowing what to think. 
Why’d you do that?

NICOLE is extremely calm. She gets her mobile phone out to make a call.


DABS slumps backwards towards the sofa before collapsing into it.


Don’t… No ambulance. Just…call…Charlie. Fucking…get Charlie.


NICOLE ignores him. Her phone call is answered.

NICOLE: Crystal. It’s Nicole. 


Beat.

Yeah. My place. Now.

Four

The filthily untidy, rundown flat in Liverpool.
DABS is still on the sofa with the knife in him, looking pale and sickly, close to passing out.  
CRYSTAL and TOM have only just arrived and are clearly disturbed by the scenario they find themselves faced with.

NICOLE is out of the room, hurriedly searching for something in the rest of the flat.

CRYSTAL calls out to NICOLE… 

CRYSTAL: Are you sure he’s not dying, like?

…but NICOLE doesn’t hear her.

TOM: Sick.

CRYSTAL: Tom, yeah? I know you’re, like, weird and everything, but this isn’t cool,
all right? This is properly –

TOM: No. Sick. Urgh, urgh. Down his…


TOM points at DABS’ chest, which is covered in vomit. 


CRYSTAL sees this and is almost sick herself.

CRYSTAL: Oh, Jesus, that’s fucking disgusting! 


CRYSTAL calls out to NICOLE:

Hey, Nicole? Nicole, he’s been sick, yeah?!

NICOLE (off): Fine. 

CRYSTAL: No, I mean, like, sick sick. Puke and that. 

NICOLE (off): Yeah, fine, just keep watching him, will you? Don’t let him pull that
knife out.

CRYSTAL: This is mental.  

CRYSTAL picks up the gun that remains on the coffee table (the Webley) and plays around with it. TOM watches her, scared of what she might do.
With her back to DABS, CRYSTAL cocks the gun. Suddenly, jumping around without warning, she points the cocked gun at him and pulls the trigger: 
Kapow!

DABS just stares at her open-mouthed, trying to breathe and praying that the gun isn’t loaded…

…which, luckily for him, it appears that it isn’t. 

CRYSTAL laughs and turns to TOM, spins it around on her finger and then points it at him as though she were a cowboy, cocks the gun again, and is about to pull the trigger, when TOM puts his hand in front of his face, and says:

TOM: Don’t!
CRYSTAL: Eh?
TOM: Please. Don’t. I…I don’t want you to do that.

CRYSTAL laughs (although not unkindly), but quickly sees that TOM is very anxious and changes her tone. 

CRYSTAL: All right, calm down. What you scared for? Can’t we have a bit of fun
and that, like? Not every day you get to hold a proper gun and that now, is it?

TOM: Could’ve been…could be bullets.

CRYSTAL: Don’t be such a wimp! I just pulled it, like, didn’t I? There’s nuttin in it.

CYSTAL shows TOM the gun playfully, taking about as much care with it as she would a water pistol. 


She unlocks the chamber and tips it upright…
Here. Look, see? Emp...ty – shit!


…and a single bullet falls into the palm of her hand.


Shit, I could’ve fucking killed you, like! I could’ve fucking killed you!

She points at DABS with the gun, who is looking worse and worse as each second passes...
I could’ve fucking killed him and all! 


...and now recognising his ever-worsening state:
Although, I mean, is he even still alive, anyway…?

On this, NICOLE bursts back into the room, waving a piece of paper around in her the air, and CRYSTAL swiftly puts the gun back where she found it, as though she’d not even noticed it.

NICOLE: I’ve found it! I’ve found the bastard!

TOM: Maja?

CRYSTAL: You got the address?

NICOLE: This is where she is, like. This has gorra be it.

TOM: Farm in Wales?

NICOLE: Bangor, like, yeah, exactly, and you’ve gorra get there now. Like, literally,
like, right now, you know? 

TOM: Okay.

NICOLE: You drive and that, yeah?

TOM: Nn –


CRYSTAL interrupts TOM before he can finish the word.

CRYSTAL: Em, yeah, yeah, no, we drive, like, that’s…

NICOLE: Got a car?

TOM now thinks that they are lying about everything they are asked and so he begins to answer…

TOM: Yea –


…but again CRYSTAL interrupts him before he can finish the word.

CRYSTAL: No, no, we don’t have a –


NICOLE picks up DABS’ keys from a table and throws them to CRYSTAL.

NICOLE: Takes Dabs’. It’s the Audi by the –

DABS tries to point at CRYSTAL and TOM, but he can’t quite manage it.

DABS: No, fuck, not…them…Not my… Not them two…

NICOLE ignores him and picks up the Webley off the table and hands it to CRYSTAL.

NICOLE: You’ll want one of these. 

CRYSTAL: Em, no, cool, yeah, great.


TOM has got his dice out to roll but CRYSTAL has seen him.


Tom. No. This isn’t a decision. This is done.

TOM puts his dice away sheepishly but also knowing that it is the right thing to do.


NICOLE studies TOM for a second.

NICOLE: I mean, I could probably find you one and all, but I reckon it might be –

TOM: I don’t like guns.

NICOLE: Yeah.

CRYSTAL weighs the gun in her hand, pretending she hasn’t already been playing around with it.

CRYSTAL: Em, think it might be empty, like.

NICOLE: Huh?

CRYSTAL: Reckon it’s, you know, like, the turny-bit, like. The bullety-bit, like.
Feels light, you know?

NICOLE picks up a handful of bullets off the table and drops them in CRYSTAL’s hand.

NICOLE: Okay?

CRYSTAL: Great.


TOM looks at NICOLE sincerely.

TOM: Th-thank you.


NICOLE acknowledges him.

NICOLE: Right, now go, like! Seriously, go! Hurry the fuck up!

Five

The dusty, damp and uncared for old farmhouse on the outskirts of Bangor.
MAJA has smoked the crack and is out of it on the sofa, surrounded by empty cans of beer. 

MUSH is kneeling on the floor in front of her, staring at her, watching her every move. He starts stroking her hair creepily, uninvited to do so. KITTY is not in the room.

As MUSH strokes MAJA’s hair, he starts to softly sing to her the traditional Welsh lullaby ‘Suo Gân’. 

MUSH: Huna blentyn ar fy mynwes,

Clyd a chynnes ydyw hon;
Breichiau mam sy'n dynn amdanat,
Cariad mam sy dan fy mron;
Ni chaiff dim amharu'th gyntun,
Ni wna undyn â thi gam;
Huna'n dawel, annwyl blentyn,
Huna'n fwyn ar fron dy fam.

Almost exactly as MUSH finishes the verse, MAJA starts to stir. Still a little high, it takes MAJA a moment to realise what’s going on. 


You rest there now, lovely. 

MAJA: What’re you doing?

MUSH: Shush, shush, shush.


MAJA sits up and throws his hand away from her.

MAJA: What the fuck are you doing?

MUSH: Shush now, calm now, calm. It’s all right. It’s okay. It’s only old Mushy-
Mush. Everything’s fine.

MAJA: Can you get away from me, like?

MUSH: You owe a lot of money, Maja.

MAJA: Keep away from me, yeah. I’m serious, like. Don’t come near me.

MUSH: You’ve got a lot of bad people after you. I’m only trying to help.

MAJA: I don’t need your fucking help.

MUSH: In actual fact, I really think you do, though. 

MAJA: I don’t! I don’t need no help from nobody!


MUSH lets out a short, mocking laugh.

MUSH: Come now. Don’t lie to yourself – you know you do.

MAJA: I fucking don’t!

MUSH: There’s nobody else in the world who’ll be as good to you as Mush will.


MUSH is pawing at her, moving closer to her, onto the sofa.

MAJA: Do you want me to scream, cos I’ll do it. I will, like. If you don’t get away
from me, I’ll scream this whole shitty house down.

MUSH: Just a little something…in return, that’s all I’m asking. Just a little something
for me in return and I can make all your problems go away, see. I can do that
for you.

MAJA: I don’t want you coming near me!

MUSH: Listen, now. Hush. You know I have money. You know that, don’t you?

MAJA: I don’t want your money!

MUSH: And all I’m asking in return is a –


MUSH moves in to try and kiss MAJA.

MAJA: Get the fuck away from me!

As MAJA attempts to get away from him, MUSH pins her arms down on the sofa and gets on top of her.

MUSH: I’ll be gentle, I promise. I’m a very gentle being.

MAJA: Get your hands off me! Get your bleeding hands off of me!


MUSH carries on regardless, ignoring her pleas for him to stop. 

MUSH: Quiet now. This is just silly. You’re overreacting. Quiet. Be quiet. Stay calm.
Just… Just stay –


He tries to put his hand over her mouth, but she bites it.

OW! Ow, Jesus Christ!

This angers him, and he retaliates by putting more pressure on her body so she can’t move... 

Oh my god, I’m telling you. I’m telling you – you shouldn’t’ve done that, Maja! You definitely should not’ve done that! 

MAJA: Fuck you.

MUSH: God, and I was only trying to help you! That’s all I was… That was all I…
Jesus Christ. You seriously shouldn’t’ve fucking done that!


…and he moves his head close to hers as he speaks to her.


You shouldn’t’ve –!

MAJA is now like a wild animal. She dives her head viciously at MUSH and latches her teeth onto his nose, throwing her head from side to side, with her teeth locked onto his face.
MUSH tries to scream, but the pain of it is so intense that he can only scream inwardly, tears flooding from his eyes. 

MAJA continues to pull his nose from side to side, just as a dog would in a game of tug, until MUSH loses all the strength he had applied on top of her, and she can finally let go of his nose and kick him off her.

Now that MAJA has released him, MUSH lets out a howl of agony and immediately puts both of his hands to his face, covering his nose, which is torn and bleeding profusely. 

There is blood all around MAJA’s mouth and down her chin.
MUSH looks at her with a mixture of confusion, contempt and horror on his face, and she spits on him, her spittle deep red with blood.

Having been disturbed by MUSH’s sudden cries of pain, KITTY enters to see what has kicked off. She surveys the scene in bewilderment.

KITTY: What’s going on?!

MUSH: Help me! Help me! She’s ripped my nose off! She’s ripped my fucking nose
off!

MAJA: Alone, are you? All alone?

KITTY looks at her.

KITTY: Sorry?
MAJA: That’s what you said to me, wasn’t it? 

KITTY: I…

MAJA: So what the fuck are you with this paedo for? If you’re so alone, how come’s
you’re with this sick fucking pervert?

And with that, MAJA flees the house, leaving KITTY, MUSH and the drugs behind…

Six
(N.B. The following stage directions are to be said by the rest of cast, who now make up three DEER and four BUCK, i.e. seven deer in total. MAJA should be encircled by them as her journey unfolds. It is not essential to have MAJA acting out her movements exactly as they are described.)

…and she runs and runs, through the cemented back yard behind the house, passing by the tumble-down outhouses, which would’ve once been crammed with livestock before years of neglect rendered them little more than rickety ruins.

And she runs and runs past these ancient buildings without a single backwards glance, leaping over the wonky wooden fence that divides the yard from the field of long grass.

And landing without a stumble, she runs and runs through the long grass, pushing apart the reeds and charging at full tilt towards the forest far beyond it – that densely packed woodland that strangely seems to be calling to her.

And she runs and runs with unrestrained determination, and single-minded resolution, straight towards it, until, bursting through the last slight incline of the field, she finally reaches it.

Still without having turned back once, she keeps on running. Her breath is hot and heavy, but her lungs haven’t tightened, and her legs are still light, and so she continues to run and run and run…

Seven
The dusty, damp and uncared for old farmhouse on the outskirts of Bangor.

BLOWBACK is pointing a gun in the direction of MUSH and KITTY.

MUSH’s nose is covered in bandaging and tape, and he looks absolutely ridiculous. 

BLOWBACK: Think you’re a smart-arse, do you?

MUSH: No, no, that’s not, that’s not –

BLOWBACK: Nah? 

MUSH: Honestly, listen, please. Okay? Please, I’m not… We’re not… I just… We
just… I’m not being –

BLOWBACK: Eh? 

MUSH: No, no, we just –

BLOWBACK: Right. Good. You’re not. So answer the fucking question. Where. Is.
Maja? If she ain’t here, where the fuck’s she got to, eh? 

MUSH: I, I, I…

BLOWBACK: ‘I, I, I’, what? ‘I, I, I, I, I’, what? 

MUSH: I…

BLOWBACK: Hmm…?

MUSH: I, I don’t…know.

BLOWBACK (sighing, extremely frustrated): Okay. Okay. You know, you’re really
starting to piss me off here, like...

MUSH: I’m telling the truth. I don’t… What more can I –?

BLOWBACK (to KITTY): You. Dancing girl. Speak.


KITTY points to herself as if to say: ‘Me?’

You acting all clever as well now, are you? 

MUSH: She’s…high.

BLOWBACK: Em…you’re a pair of fucking skagheads, course you’re fucking high,
but that’s not what I asked her, was it? I mean, did you hear me ask her if she
was high, did you?

MUSH: N-no.

BLOWBACK: No. No’s right. Cos I didn’t ask her if she was high, I asked her
where the fuck Maja’s got to, that’s what I fucking asked her, wasn’t it?

MUSH: Y-yes.

BLOWBACK: So for the last fucking time… Where. Is. She?


KITTY struggles to find the capability to answer him, but eventually she says:

KITTY: Out…there.

BLOWBACK: Out where? 


KITTY points towards where the field is.

KITTY: There.

BLOWBACK: There? 

KITTY nods.

Okay. And what’s out there?

KITTY: A…field. 

BLOWBACK: A field.

KITTY: Yes, and…

BLOWBACK: Yeah…?

KITTY: Wood.

BLOWBACK: Wood?

KITTY: A wood. 

BLOWBACK: A wood? Or a piece of wood?

KITTY: A forest.

BLOWBACK: Oh, a forest. Okay. Okay. So…out there, where you’re saying Maja’s
gone, there’s nuttin but a field and a forest, is that what you’re saying to me, is
it? I’ve got that correct, like?

MUSH: That’s what’s –

BLOWBACK (turning quickly to MUSH): Was I talking to you? 


MUSH doesn’t respond.

(To KITTY.) So…that’s correct, is it? A field and a wood. That’s it.

KITTY: Um-hm.

BLOWBACK: Sorry, is that a ‘yes’, like, is it, or a…what, like?

As the following dialogue takes place, CRYSTAL and TOM enter the room behind BLOWBACK, who doesn’t notice their presence.

CRYSTAL has her gun at the ready. They look around for the room for MAJA, but, seeing that she is not there, CRYSTAL tries to get her bearings as to what is going on.

KITTY: A…yes.

BLOWBACK: Right. Ta. And what’s she doing out in a field or a wood for? Why’s
she not here with you two crackheads like she’s meana be? 

KITTY moves her eyes in the direction of MUSH.


Him?

KITTY nods so slightly that it is barely noticeable – but BLOWBACK sees it.

You, she says. Done something, have you? Cos if you have… If you’ve done anything, yeah… One tinsy thing… I swear, like… I fucking –

Eventually CRYSTAL taps BLOWBACK on the shoulder with the barrel of her gun, interrupting him.

CRYSTAL: Em…hey.

This startles BLOWBACK and he springs around to face them, pointing his Glock straight at CRYSTAL.

BLOWBACK: What the fuck is… Don’t fucking point that thing at me!

CRYSTAL: Don’t fucking point that thing at me!


BLOWBACK lowers his gun ever-so-slightly. 
BLOWBACK: Yeah? 

CRYSTAL: Yeah?


CRYSTAL lowers her gun ever-so-slightly.


Cool. Blowback, right? 

BLOWBACK: What’s it to you who I am, who the fuck’re you?

TOM: Maja.

BLOWBACK: What?

TOM: Maja.

BLOWBACK: What’re you saying? Who even are you?!


During the following, MUSH tries to slink out of the room.

CRYSTAL: Oh, yeah, sorry. I’m Crystal, and that’s Tom. He’s Maja’s brother. 

TOM: H-half…

CRYSTAL: We’ve come to save her, like.

KITTY: Crystal.

CRYSTAL: Em… Yeah. Hi.

KITTY: Cigarette eye?

CRYSTAL: What?

BLOWBACK: Hold it, you’re Maja’s brother?

CRYSTAL: Tom is, yeah.

TOM: H-half-brother.

BLOWBACK: Eh?

CRYSTAL (to TOM): Seriously, like?

TOM: Half-brother.

CRYSTAL: Yep. Fine. (To BLOWBACK.) Half-brother. Not brother. Half-brother.

BLOWBACK: All right.

CRYSTAL: So where is she? 

BLOWBACK: Maja? 

CRYSTAL: Yeah, like. Where is she?

BLOWBACK: Well, that’s what I’m trying to find out, isn’t it, cos these two
fucking bagheads have gone and fucking lost her, haven’t they?

CRYSTAL: Oh. Right. But you are here to kill her, though, like, yeah?


BLOWBACK looks at her blankly.

BLOWBACK: Eh?

CRYSTAL: Em, no, cos, I mean, Nicole said that that Dabs fella’d sent you down
here for that – and you’ve got that gun and everything – but, I mean, to be
honest, it’d be really great if you didn’t do that, like, especially with her
brother – yes, sorry, fuck, half-brother – especially with her half-brother being
here and that, you know? But, I mean, if you are, like... If you are – and I’m
only saying – but if you are, then we’re – you know, me and him, like – well,
we’re gonna have to stop you, like, that’s what we’re gonna have to do,
so…

During this speech, BLOWBACK becomes distracted and doesn’t take it all in, because, out of the corner of his eye, he suddenly catches MUSH trying to escape the room and he instantly turns his gun on him.

BLOWBACK: Move another inch and you’re dead, like, d’you get me?


MUSH stops in his tracks. 

Right. No. Hold up. Nicole was saying what? That I was here to…?

CRYSTAL: She gave us the address and Dabs’ car to come and…yeah. Stop you. 

BLOWBACK: Dabs let you take his car?

CRYSTAL: Well, em, not –

TOM: Stabbed.

BLOWBACK: What?

CRYSTAL: Em…yeah. He was sorta on the sofa with a knife sticking outta him when
we got to the flat, so Nicole just gave us the keys.

BLOWBACK: Are you… You’re not…?

CRYSTAL: Nicole said she tried calling you, like, cos you’d agreed not to do
anything to Maja, cos she’d seen you on the train with her or something, you
know?


BLOWBACK thinks about this and slowly lowers his gun.

BLOWBACK: She stabbed him?

CRYSTAL: Yeah.

BLOWBACK: Cos she thought I’d gone to…?

CRYSTAL: Something like that.


BLOWBACK can’t believe it – this is a complete mess.

As they continue to speak, TOM kneels on the ground and rolls his dice. He asks it three questions, therefore rolling the dice six times in total.

BLOWBACK: Jesus Christ, man. He sent me here to make sure I got her back safe to
Liverpool. Made me swear nuttin’d happen to her. 

CRYSTAL: Ah. Okay. So…what, you’re –?

BLOWBACK: I’m tryna find her to keep her outta getting hurt.

CRYSTAL: Ah. All right. No, cool. Cool. That means… Well, I mean, we’re kinda
on the same sides, then, really, like, aren’t we?


Beat. MUSH tries to move towards them…

MUSH: Can we…?


…and BLOWBACK again instantly stops him. 

BLOWBACK: Stay right the fuck where you are. I’m not playing games, like. You
hear me? Stay exactly where you are. 


MUSH puts his hands up to acknowledge that he won’t move any further.


TOM’s finished asking his dice his questions. 

TOM: She’s gone.

BLOWBACK: What?

TOM: She’s…gone.

BLOWBACK: Okay, okay, listen, yeah. Brother or no fucking brother…

TOM: Half – 

BLOWBACK: If you’re starting to get all smart and all –

CRYSTAL: The dice?

TOM: Mm-hm.

BLOWBACK: The what?

CRYSTAL: He’s got this… It don’t matter. Just. What’d you ask?

TOM: Three.

CRYSTAL: Three questions?

TOM: Mm-hm.

BLOWBACK: What’s this, fucking Aladdin, like? 

CRYSTAL: No, it’s… 


CRYSTAL gestures towards MUSH and KITTY.

Don’t you need to…?


BLOWBACK looks at her for a second before coming to a decision. 

BLOWBACK: Yeah. You’re right.


Turning to MUSH and KITTY, waving the gun at that them to move.

You two. With me now. 

KITTY: Where are we…?

MUSH: What’re we…?

BLOWBACK: Look it, yeah. If she’s out there, then you’re gonna find her. Come on.
Shift your crackhead arses, prompt, like.

Walking behind them, BLOWBACK exits with MUSH and KITTY.

CRYSTAL: Tom?

TOM: I rolled three sevens. 

CRYSTAL: In a row?

TOM: Yes.

CRYSTAL: Okay, like. 

TOM: Yeah.

CRYSTAL: What’d you ask, though?


TOM considers something.


Hello…?

TOM gets to his feet, and, as he does, the scene around him seems to withdraw into the distance. 

CRYSTAL’s ‘Hello’ almost seems to reverberate and dance around our ears before fading out, exactly as the scene around TOM does.

It may only be fleeting, but in this instance, TOM is no longer in this world and, for that reason alone, this is the first time he is able to speak with any real lucidity.

As TOM describes what he can see in his mind’s eye, MAJA comes into view and is joined by MOTHER DEER.

TOM: Deep inside the wild woodland beyond the edge of the field, there’s a small
clearing where the moon radiantly lights up a circle in silver and gold. That’s
where she is. Maja. I can see her – she’s there, running towards it…

(N.B. As before, the following stage directions are to be said by the rest of cast – divvied up however works best – and, again, it is not essential to have MAJA acting out her movements exactly as they are described. This section ends on the word ‘breeze’, where the dialogue returns to its specified character.)
…and with the wind whipping her hair and the dew dampening her nose, she begins to think of all she’s been through – everything that has ever happened in her life that, through an overbearing incapability to feel at ease with it, has eventually led her to this exact point and place in the wilderness. 

And tracing back through time, she begins to think of the first thing she can remember – a memory of Carly carrying her between swathes of swishing green meadow towards a farmhouse cottage somewhere in the distance. 

And, replaying this through her mind, her legs start to slow down, and, her heart feels like it’s about to burst in two, because, for the first time in her life, stood beneath this sky of green, she finally understands why she’s never really felt like she belonged to the world she’s just run away from. 

Finally, she knows that this is where she should always have been – not barricaded behind the breezeblock indoctrination of human society, but here. 

Right here. 

Where to wander without restraint doesn’t just go unquestioned or unobstructed; it is the very mantra of this world’s existence, proclaimed wildly and exuberantly in the chiming breeze…
CRYSTAL speaks, and, as soon as she does, she instantly brings TOM back into the scene, and he returns to his normal self:
CRYSTAL: Em, hello…? Earth to Tom…
TOM looks at her as though weary from a very long journey.  
TOM: She was…never meant to be…with us. She’s gone back to…where they found
her.

CRYSTAL: Where who found her? What’re you talking about?

TOM: She’s… It’s okay. It’s good. She’s where she belongs.


The End.
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