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CAST LIST

In order of appearance:-

Sophie- comedienne, streetwise and man mad, bit of a rebel.
Lorna - gullible but not stupid, caring and generous.
Polly - highly intelligent, not very gregarious, the 'mother-hen'.

[All three went through university together and are extremely close.
They would do anything for each other].

New Girl - a total outsider, a 'temp'.

The action of the play takes place over a period of a few months
on Monday mornings in the office.
Flashbacks take the characters back to their childhood and adolescence.

This play was premieredat New Hall School,Chelmsfordand hadits first public
performance at The Headgate Theatre, Colchester, during December 2005.

This play is dedicated to
Lorna, Polly & Sophie
without whom this play would not have been possible.



PRODUCTION NOTES

Originally improvisedfor performanceéby A Level studentsthis play lendsitself to
performanceby older agegroupsaswell. To this end, alternativedialogue
has beenwritten to facilitate credible characterisatiorby the more mature
actor. The scriptis clearly markedwherethe ALTERNATIVE DIALOGUE
begins and ends and should replace the original text between these
demarcation points.

Theplayis notsequentiahndshouldnot betreatedassuch. All Flashbacks areto
be performedwithout propswhich shouldbe mimed as may be necessary.
SCENE?2 is the odd one out asit shouldbe treatedin the sameway asthe
Flashbacks. This providesa simple devicefor the audienceto understand
that everythingthat happensn the office takesplacein 'real time' and the
mimed scenes are memories.

The original productionincludedthe useof a four letter expletive twice, which was
very effective and any director wishing to reinsert them is at liberty to do so.
both are spoken BBOLLY. They occurred:-
First, replacing "sodding" in the very first line she speaks on her first entrance,
SCENE 1, page 3.
Second, replacing "hell", in the last line of her diatrideGRNAafter her
(Deliberate pause); SCENE 3, page 18.

The setneedsto be as simple and unclutteredas possibleto allow the actorsfree
rangeto expressthemselvesand promotetheir very different personalities.
An empty performanceareain front of the desksis essential. Monitors are
not partof the office paraphernali@n the desksasof coursetheywould mask
theactors. It is, however,importantfor the actorsto directfocus,via precise
eye contact,in order for this to be clearly understoodby the audience.
Entrancesand exits should not include doors as, again, this clutters the
performancearea and becomesa problem in the mimed scenes. If the
lighting is designedto focus on the immediateacting areaand kept off the
periphery it promotes concentrationand attention to the dialogue and
inevitably to the drama.

If the performersareableto demonstrat¢he charactersiinseparabilityandcanplay
as a very tight ensemble the tragi-comedyof the play succeedsand the
audience is able to empathise completely.

D.J.W.



3's COMPANY
by David Wenden

Three desksarrangedin a semi-circle,convexto the audience.There should be
enoughroom betweeneach deskto allow passage. On each deskis the
paraphernaliaof the office and eachmustinclude a telephonea keyboard
and files. Desk SRhasthe mostminimal clutter; deskSC mustinclude an
answerphonend the bulkier files; deskSL is full and files are spilling over
on to the floor. Behind eachdeskis a wheeled,swivel office chair; the SL
chair is clearly the oldest of the three and is in obvious need of repair.

SCENE 1. The Office: Monday morning

(As the sceneopensMONDAY MONDAY by the 'The Mamasand the Papas'is
playing. Thelights fadeup and SOPHIEis discoveredseatedat the SL desk,
her capacioushandbagis on the floor by her feet. Sheis typing distractedly
at her keyboardand sheis obviously bored. Shelooks at her watch and
fiddleswith files. Shelooksaroundthe room, sniffsand sighsloudly. She
stretchesyawnsand looks SR,which galvanisesher into action; shestands
and crossedo the SRdesk. Shesitsin the chair and beginsto type on the
keyboard.

Sophie: (as shetypes)And greatbig black ones! (SheglancesSL, hearsLORNA
enteringand springsto the telephoneon the SC deskas if sheis usingit to
speak confidentially and is unaware that LORNA has entered) Yes Mr
Jenkins.... of courseMr Jenkins.... tablefor two .... 7 o'clock...thatwvould be
lovely Mr Jenkins.... no | love ltalian food .... yes Mr Jenkins.... ooh ....
doubleroom.... Mr Jenkins!.... you'reso naughtyMr Jenkins.... | can'twait
Mr Jenkins.... Ciao Mr Jenkins.(Shelooks lingeringly at the phoneand
shudderswith fake anticipation as she becomesaware of LORNAwho has
now moved to her desk SR. She replaces the rec&hegrjvas Mr Jenkins!

(Shesits at the SC deskand points very obviouslyat LORNA'Sfeetwhich can be
seenunder the desk. LORNAremovesher shoes. SOPHIE mimesusing a
mirror and lipstick and LORNA, obliviousto SOPHIE, takesa mirror and
lipstick from her bag andchecksher faceand hair. LORNAdropsher heavy
handbag and turns to her keyboard).

Sophie: Mornin'.



Lorna: (ignoresSOPHIEand staresaghastat herimaginaryscreen)l didn't know
you could spellthatword! (Shemakesa deliberatepoint of deletingthe typed
expletives which amuses SOPHIE)

Sophie: Did you havea good weekendthen?(No reply from LORNA) That good
eh?Did you go to the party?

Lorna: Maybe.

ALTERNATIVE DIALOGUE 1 - startshere
(See production notes and page 21)

Sophie: What was it this time - your excuse? Hamsterdied did it? Poor old
hamster- deaded! Or wasit poor old granny? Did poor old grannydie?
Again? (still no responsdrom LORNA) Soyou didn't go to the party then?
You didn't get laid?

Lorna: (whipsround in her seatto face SOPHIE then sheepishlyreturnsto her
work) Ssssshhh!

Sophie: (nearly missegheinference- doubletakesph my god youdid, you did get
laid. You haveto tell meall aboutit. (Theremainderof her linescomeoutin
atorrential flow). Ohmy god,ohmy god| can'tbelieveit's finally happened
you have to tell me everything .... ..

Lorna: Make me a coffee and I'll think about it.

ALTERNATIVE DIALOGUE 1 - ends here

Sophie: Right, cuppacoffeethenyou haveto tell me everything.(Sherushesoff SR
still gabbling. Whilst the tirade continues offstage, LORNA smiles
contentedlyand continuessmuglywith her typing). Oh my god! Oh my god!
Whatwasit like? Whatwashelike? Washe good? Wereyou good? Did
he have.... doeshe havea big .... was he big, | meantall, | mean(sheis
making coffeeand the clinking and pouring can be heard off stage)- Ow
that'shot. What did he say? Whatdid you say? Did you sayanything?Tell
me, tell me, put me out of my misery. | can'tbelievethis. Did you meethim
atthe party? Did you know hewasgonnabethere? Did you know him? Do
I know him? D'you like him? Silly, courseyou do? You do, don'tyou? |
meanhewasn'tjust a you know, washe? Washe? | meanyou wouldn't,you
couldn't,l meanit's you for goodnessake! Oh my god| still can'tbelieveit,
you haveto tell me, c'monnow spill the beans(Returningwith two mugsof
coffee which she puts down on LORNA'S deSkjon tell me now ....

Lorna: Has that got sugar in?



Sophie:Yeah I think so.

Lorna: Well | don't have sugar.

Sophie: Here have mine then.

Lorna: But you have sugar!

Sophie: Well nevermind don'thavethem.C'montell me.... did he havea nameat
least?

Lorna: Michael.

Sophie: Michael OK! Michael Jonesor Michael Clark, did he haveginger hair or
was he bald? Is he tall or small like Michael Bennett or fat Mike .... ....

Lorna: God! How many Michael's do you know?

Sophie:Oh a few! Go on tell me!

Lorna: I'm not going to tell you, am I?

Sophie:Why not? Oh come orfthe phone ringspon't answer that!

(LORNA picks up the phone).

Sophie: Oooooooh!

Lorna: Morning, clientsandresearch... Oh hello Mr Jenkins.... Noit's Lorna....
Polly'snotin today.... nowhat| meantto saywasPolly'snotin yet.... right
.... OK then .... well I'll give her the message as soon as she gets in.

(SOPHIEhasnoticedPolly's chair is somuchbetterthan hers.Sheexchangeshem
and places her chair at the SC desk. She wheels herself to station at SL desk

Lorna: No | won'tforgetMr Jenkins....right youareMr Jenkind .... (Shestaresat
the phone before slamming it dovBipody cheek. Wants Polly.

Sophie: Yes where is Polly?

Lorna: Break down on the Circle Line ....

Sophie: Waterloo and City line is temporarily suspended ....

Lorna: Docklands Light Railway regret to inform you that ....

Sophie: Trains are not running till eight o'clock this evening!

Polly: (entersSLin a rushin someconsternationSheplumpsdowninto her chair)
Sodding learner actually.

Lorna & Sophie: (together)Ooooooohhhhhh!

Polly: Smashedtraightinto the backof meandguesswvhat? Theywereuninsured!
(gesturingto LORNA)Is that coffeefor me? Secondthoughtsit'll havemilk
in it! Never mind. (She turns towards SOPHIEJophie be a love!

(SOPHIE gets up sith a bigjut' and storms off SR to make Polly a coffee).



Polly: Working on the O'Hagan report then Lorna?

Lorna: Yep!

Polly: That it there ?

Lorna: No!

Polly: So what are you working on?

Lorna: This.

Polly: And the O'Hagan report is?

Lorna: (indicating SOPHIE'S deskver there, she's got it!

Polly: Right, OK. (Crosses to SOPHIE'S desk and begins a fairly frenzied search).

Sophie: (returnswith coffeeand standsbehindPOLLY watchingwith amusement.
Shefinally puts the coffeedown on deskSC and askssarcastically)Can |
help?

Polly: (a little startled and put outyes, you have the O'Hagan report.

(SOPHIEsniffsdisdainfullyand picksup a file from underneatha pile on the floor
under the desk. Shehandsthe file to POLLY and sits down. POLLY sits
down and in turn hands the file to LORNA who takes it whilst she still types).

Polly: The O'Hagan report.

Lorna: What were you doing with it2(SOPHIE stifles a giggle).

Polly: (givesSOPHIEa look and putsher cupto her lips - shealmostdropsit asit
is so hot) Christ Almighty, Sophie,did you make this in a furnace or
something?

Sophie: Oh, yeh, it's the new 'Mega Boil Kettle'. What can| say,lives up to its
name!

Polly: It shouldcomewith a healthwarning,"Mega incinerationof mouthequally
guaranteed"! Oh for Christ's sake and you put sugar in it as well.

Sophie: You asked for sugar!

Polly: (defensivelyHonestly | come in late for work one morning .... .

Sophie: Every morning!

Polly: | heard that ....

Lorna: She heard that!

Polly: And that!

Lorna & Sophie: (together)Ooooohhhh!

Polly: | comein late for work just for onemorningandeverythingfalls apart.And
all becausesomescatty,spottyseventeeryearold decideso forgetthata red
light meansstop, not cruiseinto the carin front, but stop! | swearif it were
up to mel wouldn'tencouragdearnersto penetrateéhe mainroads. I'd dig a
big hole and bury them all.

Sophie: That's a bit harsh. You were a learner once!



Polly: Well be thatasit may, they'rea pestandthey shouldstick to hauntingcar
parks and industrial estatesuntil they're at least semi-competent! Anyway
any messages?No reply. POLLY looks heavenwards)rrom anyone?....
Soph?

Sophie:Erm .... no, | think Lorna took one.

Polly: Lorna, any messages?

Lorna: (she hardly looks up from her workj .... no thanks.

Polly: (resignedly;shestartsto speakto the audienceduring this speech)Right,
well | was only askingpurely becausd know you two have memorieslike
sievesand quite frankly have done from a very early age. | seemto
remember a birthday party, yes Lorna's sixth birthday party.

Flashback 1

The lights crossfadeto the downstagearea in front of the deskswhere all the
flashback scenes tend to take place.

(LORNA and SOPHIE jump up from their desks and rush downstage).

[All three girls now play six year olds and this is reflectedin their voice and
movement. There are no props or furniture; they play on a bare stage].

Lorna: (arriving DSR)Party?(She sits).

Sophie: (arriving DSC)Parteeeed!She sits)Where's Polly?

Polly: (arriving DSL) I'm here!(Shesitsa little moredemurely)Mummy hadto ....
hadto speakto the plumber.(Shemimeshandinga presentto LORNA)Here
you are, Happy Birthday!

Lorna: Thank you.

Polly: Do you like it?

Sophie: She hasn't opened it yet!

Polly: She's doing it now!

Sophie:No she's not!

Polly: Yes she is.

Sophie: S'not!

Polly: She is - look!

Lorna: Wow it's fab'lous,look it's smashin'] can'tbelieveit! Oh, oh look, look,
it's amazin'|it's the bestespresentver.... . I've alwayswantedoneof these!
What is it?



Polly: It's a pencil case!

Sophie:What's one of those for?

Polly: Put your pencils in silly!

Sophie: For why do | want to put my pencils in Lorna's pencil case for?

Polly: 'Cosit's not for your pencilsit's for her pencils,that'swhy it's Lorna'‘spencil
case!

Sophie:Well where do | put my pencils?

Polly: In your pencil case, silly!

Sophie:|l knew that!

Polly: Didn't!

Sophie: Did!

Polly: Didn't!

Sophie: Did!

Polly: (quietly) Didn't!

Sophie: (quieter still) Did!

Polly: (a small pause as they look arouhdyna, where's all the other people?

Lorna: What people?

Polly: The other people at the party?

Sophie: (really excitedWhat party?

Polly: This party!

Lorna: (really proud) MY party!

Polly: Where are they?

Lorna: | dunno!(uncertain pause)Vell mummy forgot to send the invitations!

(All laugh).

Sophie:What are intivations?

Polly: (correcting her) In-vi-ta-ions, invitations. They're..they'rehings you send
out to get people to come.

Sophie:Come where?

Polly: To the party.

Sophie: What party?

Polly: This party!

Lorna: MY party!

Sophie: (thinking hard)So why're we here?

Polly: We're here 'cos Lorna asked us.

Sophie (looking around - turns to LORNA)ou got jelly?

Lorna: Jelly and ice cream.

Sophie:You got lots?

Lorna: Lotsn'lots - ‘costherewassupposedo be twelve peoplenow there'sonly



.. (counts on her fingerspur!

Polly: (exchanges glances with SOPHIHjree silly!

Lorna: No, four! You forgot TeresgShe holds up imaginary doll).

Polly: (suitably chastened)h! .... Lorna what have you done to your hair?

Lorna: (preening)Oh mummy put it in a special pony whale!

Sophie:Wow a pony whale!

Polly: It's not a pony whale it's a pony tail - no brain!

Sophie:What's that?

Polly: It's a tail on the back of a pony.

Sophie: (slight giggle as shetakesthis in andthendisregardsit) Yeh but she'snota
pony!

Lorna: | am a ponyShe standd)m a princess!

Polly: | thought you were a pony?

Lorna: | am silly! I'm 'My Little Pony Princess'!

Sophie: (she stands by LORNAgh, and I'm her prince!

Lorna: Who are you?

Polly: (pause for thoughtjm .... I'm a brontosaurus!

Lorna & Sophie: What'sthat? (POLLYroars andchased ORNA& SOPHIEback
to the office where they resume their seats)

End ofFlashback 1.

SCENE 1: continued.

Polly: (sitting at desk SGkood Lord, | never want to be six again.

Sophie: Really? I'd kill to besix again,getyour mealscookedfor you, you getrun
around,you don'thaveto do anything,getyour washingdone,nevermind all
this grownup craphavingto do everythingfor yourself. Getyourselfto work
every morning, get yourself home every evening,make your own bloomin'
appointments, make Sure you .... ... ... ... ...

Lorna: Shit! Shit, shit shit! Oh shit! (During this burst of expletlvessherushesup
from her chair and grabs her bag andruns halfway out beforereturning to
grab her shoes from under the desk to exit SL).

Sophie: What's wrong with you?

(LORNA exits).



Sophie:Where are you going®®o POLLY)Where's she going?

Polly: Doctor'sappointmentor somethingmedical,sheclearedit with Mr Jenkins
anyway.

Sophie: (slowly the thought formsshe's pregnant!

Polly: What Lorna? Surely not?

Sophie: Yeah! Oh my God she is!

Polly: With whom?

Sophie: With that Michael person she's been going with!

Polly: Since when?

Sophie: The weekend!

Polly: And today is?

Sophie: Monday.

Polly: And she's going for pregnancy scans already?

Sophie:Yeah .... well .... er .... some women know instinctively.

Polly: And Lornais oneof thesewomen? | don'tthink sosomehow(Shecontinues
working, SOPHIE sulks, the phone rings POLLY picks up phone rather
flustered)Hello, how canl .... (holdsphoneawayfrom ear assheis obviously
beingbawledout) yes?.... Mr Jenkinsl assureyou | had....no, | hadnoidea
| ....no, | didn't getthat message... yes,| (Sheholds phoneawayfrom ear
againandlooksto SOPHIEfor sympathywho looksawayto avoid giggling)
.... right .... no, I understand... be right there.... yep, of course.... fine ....
'bye. (Sheslamsthe phonedown) Trust Lornanot to give me messageshe
onetime it really mattersquite alot. Do somethingusefulwhile I'm goneand
.... put my chair back!She exits SL with her bag).

Sophie: | wonderwhat Lorna'sappointmentsare really for? Maybe shereally is
pregnant?No .... | wouldn'tbe surprisecthoughif she'dforgottento takeher
pill, it's the kind of thing she'ddo - alwayshavingto remindher- cannever
seemto think of thingsfor herself! OK worstcasescenario- pregnant! But
who with? (Sighs)Don't think I'm going to ask herthough! YeahPolly can
dealwith it. (Shestands). She'sbestat thatkind of thing. (Shewalksto front
of deskCSand perches)| wonderif it's the samewith all intellectuals,her
going to Uni. and getting her first classhonoursan'all - she'sa bit like a
motherhen. | remembemvhenwe looked for a new flat for me; we looked
bloomin'everywherewith no successno successtall. Theonewe lookedat
last | thoughtshowedsomepromise- like you do when you're desperate!
Polly soonput me right andwhenLornaagreedwith herl very nearlytook it
just to spite them but then, that's me all over!



Flashback 2

(During this flashback movementsshould be as frenetic as possible as the
characters explore and check out the ‘facilities’. The dialogue is
'Pinteresque’ and should be pacy and irregular, not evenlyspoken. The
lights crossfadeto the downstageplaying area and SOPHIEmovesto a SL
windowin the ‘fourth wall' and tries to look throughthe grimy panes. She
mimeswiping the glassand still unableto seemuchshenoticesher fingers
are now black. ShecrossesSRto a sinkand unableto getany water out of
the tap shewipesher handon her trousers. MeanwhilePOLLY hasentered
SLandis standingarmsfoldedwatchingthis performance. SOPHIEturnsto
see her).

Sophie:No?

Polly: No!

Sophie:No?(They constantly cross and recross the stage).

Polly: No! .... Yes?

Sophie: (resignedly)No.

Lorna: (enters SL)Well? (She perches on desk SL and massages her foot).

Sophie:No - Oh | don't know - what about .... ?

Polly: No!

Sophie: Or even?

Polly: No!

Lorna: The cooker's a bit .... .

Sophie:What?

Lorna: You know a bit .... .

Polly: Dilapidated!

Lorna & Sophie: Yes .... .... .what?

Polly: (realising they have not understodtiap!

Sophie: So's the batiimoves DS to windovihhe view?
(POLLY crossesto window and staresthrough the grime with SOPHIE.
LORNA comesup behind them, unable to seethrough the other two she
pushes them apart and takes a perfunctory look herself).



Lorna: It's a brickwall!

Polly: Is this the last one?

Sophie: Yeah!

Lorna: Are you gonna?

Sophie:| dunno!

Polly: So what d'you think?
Sophie:|l dunno - what d'you think?
Polly: What do you think?
Sophie:D'you think what | think?

Polly: | think what | think you think{to LORNA)What do you think?

Lorna: What DOI think?

Sophie: Yes, what do you think?

Lorna: | don't think!(They dissolve into laughter).
Polly: (to SOPHIE)So you think?

Sophie: (wandering SRPh | don't know.

Polly: Sorry.(POLLY and LORNA turn to exit SL).
Sophie:Where are you going?

Lorna: Any more flats to see?
Sophie:(sighing)No.

Lorna: No?

Polly: How about we go for a coffee, talk it over?
Sophie: Think I'd rather have tea.

Lorna: Blimey a decision at las(exeunt SL)

End ofFlashback 2.

SCENE 1: continued.

(SOPHIEis backat her desk,lost in reverieheadin hands.POLLY enterswith her
bag and stands behind SOPHIE watching her do nothing).

Polly: (loudly) PLEASE.... tell me you'vebeendoing somethingusefulfor the last

hour?
Sophie: (jumps visibly)Yes!

(POLLY sits at her deskand continuesto observeSOPHIEwho is very aware of
beingwatchedand shebeginsto hammeron her keyboard realisesPOLLYis
slightly amusedand continuesto type evermoreloudly and dramatically.
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Eventually she stops and turns to POLLY)

Sophie: Poll?

Polly: Yes Sophie?

Sophie: D'you everthink what would have happenedyou know, with your life if
you had worked just a little bit, you know, harder?

Polly: | don't know how | could have worked any harder to be honest.

Sophie: Well, you know, whenyou wereyounger;donethatlittle bit morerevision
for your exams.

Polly: Are you telling me that while | have beerbattling it out with the most
ferocious minds in businessyou've been sitting here churning over your
sodding A Levels and things? I'm surprised you can remember them!

Sophie:How can | forget!

Flashback 3.

(Thistimethereis no moveto the DS performancearea and the action takesplace
atthedesks.lt is an examinatiorroom, the keyboardsare pushedo the front
of the deskto allow roomto simulateansweringof questionpapers. POLLY
is working away quite steadily, SOPHIE is obviously stuck and mimes
suckingher pencil. LORNA entersSL and looks forward to the imagined
teacher glancing as she does over POLLY'S shoulder)

Lorna: Sorry I'm late miss .... no doctor's appointment .... yes Miss, sorry Miss.

(Sheexchangesnischievousookswith SOPHIEthenseatsherselfat deskSR. She
is immediately stuck after a cursory glance at the paper).

Sophie: (throws pencil to the floor behind POLLY)an | get my pencil Miss?

(Shegetsup and goesbehindPOLLY, blatantlylookingto seeher work. POLLYis
aware and eventuallywavesa pencil in SOPHIE'Sface to get rid of her.
SOPHIE grunts begrudgingly and takes pencil back to her desk).

Lorna: (puts up her handlan | borrow a calculator miss?

(Shegetsup to borrow one from POLLY and has a good look at POLLY'Swork

before the calculator is proffered and LORNA returns disgruntledto her
desk).

11



ALTERNATIVE DIALOGUE 2 - startshere
(See production notes and page 21)

Polly: (leansbackin her chair to addressheaudience. ORNAand SOPHIEfreeze
headsin hands)It was alwayslike that, one craningover one shoulderand
normally the other one over the other! Particularlyin our early years. It
wasn'teventhat | was alwaysright; I'm not one of thosenaturally gifted
sorts, more a sort of '‘academickypersonwho got whereshegot by sheer
dogged persistence Jearning parrot fashion and listening to the teacher.
That'show | gaineda reputationfor beingthe cleverone. Sophienevergave
herselfenoughcredit (Shegetsup and wandersover to SOPHIE'Sdeskto
look at herwork) not by half. Usedto copy meall thetime justbecausé had
this 'clever' label. Looking at her exam paperthere are things herethat |
wouldn't have thought of in a million years. She'salways retained her
rebelliousinstinct though.(ShecrossesSRto behind LORNA)Lorna, on the
otherhand.(Sheturns a pageof LORNA'Sscript) They'renot going to think
too muchof that. The AncientEgyptiansfoundedthe RomanEmpire! Good
grief! Original .... still. (Shemovesroundin front of the desksto perchSC).
Sophiewas always going to be a rock star or TV presenteror model or
something. Whilst Lorna's ambitions never extendedbeyond a childcare
coursesomewhere notthatthere'sanythingwrongwith that, someonéiasto
do it! (Pause)Me? Well | wentto Uni., deliveredthe expectedfirst class
degreeandticked all the right boxes. Whatthen? Well, Mr Jenkins that's
what! Having beenone of my university tutors he askedme to geta team
togetherto setup a business.Sol did andmy friends- both of them! - work
with measa super-efficientriumvirate,the threeof usthatis! (Shereturnsto
her desk and sitspnd the restas they say, is history.

ALTERNATIVE DIALOGUE 2 - ends here

SCENE 1 - continued.

(POLLY'Sphonerings and LORNAand SOPHIEare unfrozen. Theyall replace
their keyboards and work continues).

Polly: (answersphone) Hello, clientele and researchsection.... yes?.... no Mr
Jenkinsl haven'tforgotten.... thank you Mr Jenkins.... yes| think it's an
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excellentidea (shelooksat her watch).... be therein five .... OK .... 'bye
(puts the phonedown, standsup puts bag on shoulder).Meeting with Mr
Jenkinson the secondfloor room 23. It's aboutthe teambuilding exercise
this weekend;his latest brilliant idea to improve office co-operation.(She
starts to go).

Sophie: OK, see you later Poll.

Polly: You two are coming too!

Sophie:What?

Polly: Remember "no stressno strain, no strain good brain"? It's in your desk
diaries if you have one and it's been updated of co(B&&! exits SL).
Sophie: (standingand grabbingfolders,shelooksthroughthemand putsonedown

on the seat of her chair). knew that! (She exits SL).
Lorna: (dithering, grabs a folder, puts it down)didn't! (She exits running off SL).

SCENE 2. In the countryside - somewhere.

(POLLY and SOPHIE enter DS in front of desks. Theycrossto SR and stand
motionless; they are obviously annoyed).

Lorna: (entersSL and addresseshe audience)l knew this weekendwasgoing to
be hardbut | didn't expectit to be this bad. We alwaysshareour thoughts
with each other, our problems,our worries, our fears, our joys, our ....
everything. | just don'tseemto be ableto find theright time to tell them. |
thoughtthis weekendbofferedan excellentopportunitybut | justhaven'tfound
theright moment. | know they know something'sip bythe way theylook at
me but when| think, "right, now'sthe time", somethingor somebodycrops
up. GodI'm depressetiut I've gotto put on abraveface. Don'twantto spoil
theweekend... (looksrueful) .... actuallyl alreadyhave,l didn'tsetmy alarm
right andsowe missedbreakfast. Thenl waselectedmapreaderandsowe
missedlunch! And nowwe're.... (Shemimestaking map out of backpocket
and perusingit). God knows where! (She crossesDSC and is joined by
POLLY and SOPHIE).

Sophie: God, I'm so hungry.

Lorna: Not surprising, we missed breakfast!

Sophie: And lunch - don't forget lunch!
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Polly: And why did we miss lunch?

Sophie:'Cos Lorna can't read a flippin' map!

Lorna: Yes | can!

Sophie: So why are we still lost?

Lorna: We'renot - look OK. (Shelooksat map)If we'regoing up the map, right?
Thenright is right andleft is left, right? And if we'recomingdownthe map
then right is left and left is right, right? So you have to make sure that ....

Sophie: Oh shut up!

Polly: (lookingat the mapwith LORNA)Thatwould have beeithe case Lorna,had
we beengoingdownthe map,(Sheturnsit round)we werein fact very much
going up the map, soright really wasright andleft really wasleft, compris?
(LORNAIooks confusedand deflated).Canyou at leasttell us wherewe are
now?

Lorna: (struggling)Er .... (looks around in vain)Here!

Polly: (looksincredulous)Nevermind. We'll stopfor the moment,getour bearings
and pool our resources.

Sophie:What?

Polly: Pool our resources.

Sophie: (sarcastically)Oh damn, | didn't bring my bikini!

Polly: Are you really that simple?

Sophie: It was a joke!

Lorna: Shame, | quite fancy a swim actually.

Polly: (looksat SOPHIEandrolls her eyes)Yes, well, nevermind, | savedsome
rolls from supper.(Shemimesextractingthemfrom a bag shehasplacedon
the ground).If anyone would like one it'll keep you going for a bit.

Lorna & Sophie: Yes .... er .... thanks.

Sophie: That'svery kind of you .... oh, but you haven'tgot one. Do you want
mine?

Lorna: No, have mine!

Polly: No, that's all right thanks, seriously, you hang on to them I'm fine .... really!

Lorna & Sophie: (Theythrow their rolls disconsolatelyover their respectiveDS
shoulder). Cheers!

Polly: (looks to the heavenkendal Mint Cake?

Sophie:What?

Lorna: Pardon?

Polly: Kendal Mint Cake .... Anyone want some?

Lorna: Cake?

Polly: Not really it's sortof .... sortof .... look try a bit. I've got somein my bag|
think (Sherummagespreakssomeoff the imaginedbar and handsLORNA
and SOPHIE a chunk each; she doesnot take any for herself). It's what

14



serious walkers and ramblers carry with them at all times; they swear by it!

Lorna & Sophie: (biting their chunksgreedily and then almostimmediatelyand
together they spit it oyBloody Hell!

Polly: Told you! (Shelaughs).Sorry, my little joke, foul isn'tit? Forgive me, |
couldn't resist!  Right, they said we should be thinking of ways of team
building, exercises and things so, let's play a game.

Sophie:|l know - charades!

Polly: OK you start.

Sophie:Oh no, | don't like the acting bit!

Polly: That's a good start.

Lorna: I'll start.(She pulls up her sock).

Sophie: Trouser? Leg? ....

Lorna: | haven't started yet!

Polly: (to SOPHIE) She's not allowed to speak.

Sophie: Oh, right.

(LORNA signals 'film', in ‘charadespeak’)

Sophie: Er, nose .... er, pencil sharpener?

Lorna: It's 'film' you idiot!

Polly: Have you ever played this game before?

Sophie:Yes .... | have.

Lorna: OK, OK let'sgo throughthemshall we? (Shesignsas shespeaks)TV ....
Play .... Song .... Film .... and everyone knows this is a book obviously.

Sophie: Right.

Polly: OK.

(LORNA signs 'film").

Sophie: Film! Right! ....

(Suggesteccharadessequence)(LORNA indicates that she is doing 'the whole
thing'. SOPHIEdoesnot understandand keepsinterjectinginanely. During
this sequence POLLY shoulders her bag and exits unnoticed).

Sophie:Praying .... praying to the Lord

(LORNA is dancing disco style).

Sophie: Dancing - dancingand praying - pointing - turning round - pointing -
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cowboys - riding.
(LORNA dancesholding her noseand wiggling her body as in 'down the toilet'
style).

Sophie: Seaweed - dancing - water!
Polly: Good Grief!

(She exits SLLORNA thumps her chest as if shot or stabbed and falls to the floor).

Sophie: Dying - you've beenstabbed you'redying - stabbed dead- bleeding-
bleedingto death- shot- you'vegot a knife in you - er - dead? Whatdo you
think, Polly?

Lorna: (looking up from floorWhere'd she go?

Sophie:l don't know. Hey, what was that?

Lorna: Titanic! Idiot, couldn't have been more obvious!

Sophie: Do we know our way back?

Lorna: No.

Sophie:Map?

Lorna: Yep (getsit out of back pocketandlooksat it vaguely).Right we'regoing
down the page so that means .... er righe starts to exit SR).

Sophie:Left, Lorna, left! (She storms off SL).

Lorna: (follows quickly throwing map over shoulder as she gd&gspooooh!

SCENE 3. The office. Monday morning following the weekend excursion.

(Lightsup onemptyoffice. POLLY enterswith everpresentbag which shedumps
in its usualplaceon thefloor by her feet. Shepickscoffeemugsoff her desk
and LORNA'sdeskand takesthemoff SR. Shereturnsimmediatelyminus
mugs,switcheschairs with SOPHIE'S. Shetakesfolder off her seatand puts
it on SOPHIE'Sseat. Shesitsat her deskand commencesvork. Shelistens
to answerphon@ver headphoneandlooksat her watch. Sheis very aware
that neither of her staff her arrived).

Sophie: (entersSLhopingthat POLLY hasnotyetarrived, sheseesheranddecides

to brazenit out. Shedumpsher bagdownby her deskand picksup her coffee
mug). No Lorna today?(She exits SR with her mug).
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Polly: No! Sophie, | havejust attendedan hourlong meetingwith Mr Jenkinsand
thenl waswith a client. (No responsdrom SOPHIE) Sowhattime do you
call this?

Sophie: (offstage)Oh, yeah,erm .... (returning) Sorry, there was this really big
crashon the JubileeLine. (Shenoticesshe has the awful chair again and
swapsherswith LORNA'S shetransfersthefolder on its seatto the chair she
will now sit in).

Polly: (sarcastically)Oh, yes,a really horrendouscrash,l've beenhearingaboutit
ontheradioandnewsbulletinsall morning. Hundredsof peopletrappedand
the deathtoll is mountingby the minute. Somemanwastrappedby the legs
in the rising tide in a vain attemptto levitate himself to safety! The
governmentexpectsit to settheir plansfor self extinction back six yearsat
least! (Shepausedo seethe effect;there appearsto be none). You enjoy it
then?

Sophie: (Sheis typing and pretendingnot to listen) What? (looks at POLLY in
disbelief).

Polly: Not the crash, the weekend, the team building exercise?

Sophie: Oh yeah! (She continuestyping and then stopsabruptly). Oh | got the
photos developed.

Polly: When?

Sophie: This morning, that's why | was late ....

Polly: And the Jubilee crash?

Sophie: (handing POLLY the photosshe has just extractedfrom her bag) Oh ....
lighten up! (She stands next to POLLY to look through them with her).

Polly: These are all blurred, it's like looking through fog!

Sophie:| thought that!

Polly: You can't see a thing in any of them!

Sophie: Yesyoucan,look! That'syouor it couldbe Lornaandthat'smeor it could
be somebody and that's ....

Polly: It couldbethebloodyLoch Nessmonsterfor all any onecantell! (Shehands
them back to SOPHIE) Look, you keep the photos. (She puts her head
disconsolately in her hands).

Sophie: (puts the photos on her desk and then gently slips her arms around
POLLY). Comeon love, how arewe supposedo work togetherif we'rejust
going to argue?

Polly: We're supposed to have been on a team building exercise!

Sophie: (humorously) Yeh, but that didn't work did it?

Polly: (smiles and pats SOPHIE'Shand) Yes it did Soph, yes it did. (They
embrace). Now, the Bolder Account?

Sophie: OK .... I'm on it. (Shesits and producesa folder from beneathher. She
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laughs and waves it at POLLY®n it?

Polly: Very funny. I'm sorry Sophie,it's not you I'm meaningto flip at but we're
somewhaunderstaffedat present.| don'tknow what Lornathinks she'sbeen
playingat for the lastfew weeks,we could really do with herright now. I'm
having to do all her work aswell as mine. You do realiseMr Jenkinsis
askingfor a review of all our individual client profiles by tomorrow? Not
eventhe courtesyof the customarythreeday preparatiortime. | don'tknow
what's got into that man. Are you up for some overtime?

Sophie:Erm .... well

(LORNA enters SL, shambles to her desk and removes her shoes).
Sophie: Lorna'll do some overtime won't you Lorna? Up for some overtime?
(LORNA drops her bag on the floor and sits at her desk).

Polly: (rounding on her angrilyWWhere the hell have you been?

Lorna: Not now Poll .... Where's the Taylor portfolio?

Polly: Never mind the damn portfolio, | asked you a question!

Lorna: | had an appointment .... at the Doctor's.

Sophie: (jumping up gleefullyYou're pregnant!

Polly: (springsup slammingboth handson the desk)Shutup Sophie!(to LORNA)
You've had an appointment)'ve had an appointment)'ve had appointments
coming out of my ears.I've had so many appointmentd've had to wade
waist-deepthroughall my appointments.| canbarely manageto do all my
own work let alone yours as well. Who do you think | am, your bloody
nursemaid? Are you that stupid that you think it's acceptablebehaviourto
justswanin herewheneveryou feellike it with no regardfor whatyou'veput
me through?(Deliberate pause)Now, where the hell have you been?

Lorna: | told you, | hadan appointment(Shestandsand facesPOLLY).It's been
confirmed .... I've got cancer .... leukaemia actually.

(POLLY realising her dreadfulfaux pasmoveso embraceLORNAwho shrugsher
off)

Lorna: Coffee anyone?
(Sheexits SR. SOPHIEand POLLY look at eachother. POLLY goesto embrace

SOPHIEbut shestandsup and rushesout in tearsSL. LORNAreturnswith
two coffees puts them on POLLY'S desk and turns POLLY round to face her)
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Lorna: It's all right Polly. (They embrace. The phone rings).

Polly: Don't answer it. Leave it.

Lorna: (picksup phone)Hello?.... Oh Mr Jenkins.... right .... OK then....no I'll
tell herright away.... OK ....'bye. (shereplacesreceiver)Mr Jenkinswants
the Wye report. It's fine - go.

(Polly picksup file from deskand startsto go. Shemakeseyecontactwith LORNA
andexits. LORNAwatchesher go and beginsto tidy her desk. Suddenlyand
violently shesweepsverythingoff it ontothefloor and breaksdownsobbing,
headin hands,kneelingat her desk. POLLY returns and staresstunnedas
the lights dim to BLACKOUT).

SCENE 4. The office. Sometime in the future - the Monday after LORNA's funera

(POLLYand SOPHIEare seatedat their desks.LORNAIs notthereand her deskis
neat and tidy).

Sophie:God, what is she doing? She's taking forever.

Polly: You know she's making coffee.

Sophie: Yeah, people could die waiting!

Polly: Look, give her a chance, things can't be easy for her you know.
Sophie: Whatever.

(A NEW GIRL enters with three coffees. She gives one mug to SOPHIE).

New Girl: There you go(She puts a mug on POLLY'S desk and one on her own).

Sophie: Finally!

Polly: Oh no, that's my mug, this is Lorna'’s .... | mean this is yours | mean ....

New Girl: Does it matter?Sits at her desk SR).

Sophie: (shouting)Of course it matters!

New Girl: (astonishedexchangesnugs) Sorry,fine! Wherewould you like meto
start?

Polly: Yesright, I've left areportto to be written up in thatfile. If you could type
that into the system that would be great.
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New Girl: OK, sure.(Shemakesa great showof taking off her shoes stretching
and wriggling her toes).

(POLLY catchesSOPHIE'Sattentionand they both look astoundedat the gesture
which mirrors LORNA'S former everyday routine).
(DREAMING by 'The Mamas and The Papas' fades up as the lights dim).

BLACKOUT.

The End
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ALTERNATIVE DIALOGUE 1
(See production notes and SCENE 1, page 2)

Sophie: How did you getout of it this time then? Had to stayat homeandfinish
thatdifficult bit of plumbing? Look after nextdoor'stortoise? Wallpaperthe
lavatory? Bury your grandmother?Again? (No responsdrom LORNA). So
you didn't go to the party then? You didn't meetthe man of your dreams?
You're not movinginto five starluxury with a Brad Pitt lookalike? Or wasit
just sex?

Lorna: (whipsroundin her seatto face SOPHIE) Shutup! (Returnsto her typing
sheepishly).Ssssshh!

Sophie: (nearly misseghe inference- doubletakesOh my god youfinally did it!
You wentout andmetsomeone! Tell me, tell me, tell me all aboutit, about
him! |Is he gorgeous?Is he nice? Is herich? (no response SOPHIEupsa
gearin her desperatiorfor the'goss’) Oh my god, | can'tbelieveit, you've
beena naughtywoman! You badgirl! Sotell me, c'mon,| needto know
every last teeny weeny detail!

Lorna: Make me a coffee and I'll think about it.

End of alternative Dialogue 1.

ALTERNATIVE DIALOGUE 2
(See production notes and Flashback 3, page 12)

Polly: (leansbackin her chair to addresgheaudience. ORNAand SOPHIEfreeze
headsin hands). It wasalwayslike that, one craningover one shoulderand
the other over the other! Particularly at school. (POLLY walks behind
SOPHIEand thenLORNAappraisingthe quality of eachexampaper) Gosh
that'sgoodSophie! | wouldn'thavethoughtof thatin amillion years! If only
you believedin your own ability a little bit more. The Ancient Egyptians
foundedthe RomanEmpiredid theyLorna? Well it's novell suppose(walks
round to the front of the desksand percheson the deskSC) I'm not one of
thosenaturally gifted sorts, morean ‘academickypersonwho got whereshe
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got by learningparrotfashion listeningto theteachemandburyingmy headin
my books. That'show | gaineda reputationfor being the cleverone. The
three of us have stayedfriends throughthick and thin and even went to
Universitytogether. Sophiealwayswantedto be a journalistor TV presenter
or evenbettersomekind of 'rock chick'. Married twice, divorcedtwice she
still retainsher 'rebelliousness'.Lorna‘'saspirationsneverseemedo extend
pasta careerin social work or nannyingto the rich and famousbut she
scrapeda secondclassdegreeand has becomea valuable memberof the
triumvirate! Shebearsthe distinctionof havingbeenjilted notoncebuttwice
andstill lives in hopeof meeting'Mr Right'. Me? Well | ticked all theright
boxesand deliveredthe expectedHonoursDegreebut it was one hell of a
slog, especiallywith thesetwo to look after! Then,afew yearsagonow, out
of the blue, like the proverbial manna,Mr Jenkins,an ex-tutor, rang and
askedme if I'd like to get a team togetherto form the backboneof his
financial advisory company. My life was going nowhere; my worthless
husbandhadrun off with his stunninglybeautiful,half his age,secretaryand|
neededthe money. So | canvassedny friends, both of them. Sophiewas
going through her secondsticky divorce and Lorna wastrying to keep her
headabovewater with her own desktoppublishingbusiness. They needed
little persuasion to join me and the rest, as they say, is history.

End of Alternative Dialogue 2
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