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Weird Women

Lillian (59)

Barbie (55)

Diana (52)

Eddie, Lilian’s husband (60)

Zack, Eddie and Lilian’s son (35)

Morgan, Diana’s elder daughter (33)

Cassandra, Diana’s younger daughter (29)

ACT ONE

SCENE ONE

Barrow House, Lancashire, Front Room.

Lilian, Eddie and Barbie are sitting in chairs/sofas/stools. A fire burns in the grate. There is

one empty chair. Diana is offstage. There is a hubbub, as of people leaving the house.

DIANA: (offstage) Thank you so much! Thank you for coming! Bye! Bye! I hope you don’t get

too wet! Bye!

Diana enters and collapses into a chair.

DIANA: Well. That’s that, then.

LILIAN: Aye.

BARBIE: She’s really gone.

DIANA: She had a good send off, anyway.

LILIAN: Aye. We saw her right.

DIANA: God, I thought they’d never leave. Especially the little one in the knitted hat.

BARBIE: Lucy.

DIANA: Lucy, that’s right. I thought we’d have to throw her out. Excellent turn out, though, I

was surprised. I suppose I assumed most of her friends would be dead by now.

BARBIE: Oh, no! Mum had lots of friends.
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EDDIE: We’re a hardy breed, up here. Easier to kill a cockroach than a Lancastrian.

DIANA: We were lucky with the weather, too.

LILIAN: It’s chucking it down, now.

DIANA: It can do what it wants, now. It held off until we got back to the house, that’s all that

matters. I imagine a lot of people would have thought twice about coming, if it had been

raining this morning.

EDDIE: Not a bit of it. It’d take more than a bit of rain to keep people round here from a

funeral. It’s what keeps them going, knowing they’ve outlived their neighbours. Anyway, it’s

only mizzling. Lilian has a propensity to exaggerate, don’t you, Lilian?

LILIAN: Aye.

DIANA: It’s a shame Zack missed it. Have you heard from him?

LILIAN: Aye, he texted me earlier. He’d just landed at Manchester – his flight was delayed.

DIANA: Is he coming here, or going straight to yours?

LILIAN: He’ll be coming here first. We’ll drive him back to ours later.

DIANA: How’s he getting here?

LILIAN: Train and taxi, I think.

DIANA: He’ll be exhausted. How long was his flight?

EDDIE: It’s usually thirteen hours from Hong Kong, so add on the four-hour delay, that’s

seventeen hours.

DIANA: Plus the journey here from Manchester.

LILIAN: Aye. He’ll be jiggered.

EDDIE: Nonsense. He’s full of energy, that boy. Like his father.

BARBIE: (mystically) I sense that he will be here at ten to four.

DIANA: Is he still working for the bank?

EDDIE: He is. Doing splendidly, too. He’s been promoted to client relationship manager.

DIANA: What does that mean?

LILIAN: I haven’t got a clue.

EDDIE: It means our son is doing very well, Lilian, that’s all you need to know. And he’s got a

new girlfriend – the boss’ daughter, no less.

DIANA: He knows which side his bread is buttered, that boy. Is she coming, too?

LILIAN: No, She had summat on.
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EDDIE: Stop scratching, Lilian.

LILIAN: Sorry.

BARBIE: That your eczema playing up again?

LILIAN: Aye. It’s bad at the moment.

DIANA: You never used to get eczema.

BARBIE: She gets it bad, now. I’ll give you some more of that comfrey ointment. Remind me,

before you go.

LILIAN: Thanks.

EDDIE: It’s a shame Zack missed the service.

DIANA: It is. You did a good job today, Eddie, thank you.

EDDIE: My duty and my pleasure.

LILIAN: It were grand, Eddie.

DIANA: You give a good eulogy, I must say. Not a dry eye in the house.

EDDIE: Years of practice.

DIANA: There’s nothing worse than a boring eulogy in a freezing church. Nothing to distract

you from the frostbite in your toes. At least yours had some punch to it.

BARBIE: (disgustedly) Punch?

LILIAN: He’s got a lovely delivery, don’t you think?

DIANA: He has. That rich voice of yours. Very Richard Burton. You should have been an actor.

EDDIE: (laughing) Well, I suppose in a way I am. There are certainly similarities between the

two professions. Actors and Vicars, we both strive to capture people’s attention, to make

them believe, to keep them coming back. Regrettably, my little flock is rarely as large as your

average playhouse audience. Even though I, unlike Benedict Cumberwhatsit, perform for

free!

DIANA: Surely not for free. You get a stipend, don’t you?

EDDIE: A pittance, Diana, a pittance. A paltry sum, that barely covers my basic expenses. And

since the vicarage was sold, despite my pleas and arguments… times are hard for the

church. Belief and revenue…both are dwindling. It’s a sad state of affairs, a sad state of

affairs.

LILIAN: How very true.

EDDIE: Not that I am complaining, you understand. The love of God, the chance to serve him

– that is all the meat and drink that I require.

DIANA: How very commendable. You can put down that pork pie, then.
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LILIAN: Diana!

EDDIE: I spoke metaphorically. If the lord didn’t want me to eat pork pies, he would not have

given Mandy Wilcox such a light hand with pastry. “Whether therefore ye eat, or drink, or

whatsoever ye do, do all to the glory of God.”

DIANA: Mandy. Was she the one with the red hair and the laugh?

EDDIE: That’s the one. Always laughing, is Mandy.

DIANA: Did she make the quiche as well?

EDDIE: She did. And she did the flowers in the church. She is a blessing, that woman, a real

blessing. Nothing is too much trouble for her, and she’s always cheerful with it.

DIANA: Was she a friend of mother’s?

EDDIE: Not really, I don’t think so, no.

DIANA: So why was she at the funeral?

EDDIE: Oh, she just likes to make herself useful. That’s Mandy all over, you see, extending

the hand of friendship to all. Isn’t that right, Lilian?

LILIAN: Aye.

EDDIE: Always offering to help, isn’t she?

LILIAN: Aye. She is.

DIANA: I see. You’re a lucky man, Eddie.

EDDIE: Mandy serves the lord, Diana. I am merely his instrument. His representative on this

earth. Acting again, you see – somebody else writes the script, I merely deliver it. I suppose

the main difference between an actor and a vicar is that the vicar actually believes what he

is saying. The actor merely has to pretend to believe. It all boils down to faith.

BARBIE: You didn’t believe what you said about mum though, did you?

LILIAN: Barbie, please don’t –

BARBIE: What you said, in the eulogy. It were all rubbish, weren’t it? And you knew that.

EDDIE: Now, I don’t –

BARBIE: All that stuff about mum being a good Christian woman. You didn’t have to say that.

Why did you say it?

EDDIE: It’s conventional to –

BARBIE: But it wasn’t true! It was lies. You told lies. In church.

DIANA: Like you give a damn about church.

BARBIE: You’re right. I don’t care about church. And neither did mum.
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LILIAN: Oh, Barbie, how can you say such things?

EDDIE: I must say, I am uncomfortable with –

DIANA: What would you have preferred? Chanting and candles, setting fire to her in the

garden and dancing skyclad around the ashes?

BARBIE: It’s not about me. It’s about what mum would have wanted.

DIANA: Mother would not have wanted us to make a spectacle of her. She was not one to

make a show of herself.

BARBIE: Well, she wouldn’t have wanted…that.

DIANA: That? By that, you mean a respectable, decent ceremony, surrounded by her family

and friends?

EDDIE: Quite right.

BARBIE: What I mean is –

DIANA: I know what you mean, and we’ll talk about this later. We’ve got company.

BARBIE: It’s not company. It’s only Eddie. He should –

DIANA: Will you stop it right now. God’s sake, you’re nearly 60 –

BARBIE: I’m 55!

DIANA: That’s old enough. Old enough to know better. Haven’t you grown out of this

nonsense by now?

BARBIE: It’s not nonsense, Di, you know as well as –

DIANA: I know nothing of the sort. Now will you please leave it alone?

BARBIE: No, I will not leave it alone. Nobody ever listens to me, apart from Mum, and now

she’s dead, and I –

DIANA: Barbara Mary, if you say one more word, I am leaving this house, getting in the car

and driving back to London, rain or no rain. I did not come all this way to listen to your rot.

BARBIE: No, you came –

DIANA: Not one more word, do you hear me? I mean it.

BARBIE: You’ve changed, Di.

DIANA: Yes, well, you haven’t. And maybe it’s time you did.

(awkward pause)

LILIAN: Maybe I’ll go and give the girls a hand with the washing up.

DIANA: Hang on just a second, Lil. We need to talk about what’s going to happen tomorrow.
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BARBIE: Tomorrow?

DIANA: At the solicitors. We have an appointment, 10.30am, remember.

BARBIE: Oh. That.

DIANA: Yes. That. I think we should prepare ourselves for the worst. Does anybody know

how much mother had to leave? Or how she’s divided it? And what about the house?

BARBIE: Well, that’s why we’re going to the solicitors. To find out.

DIANA: Yes, I know that, but I wondered if either of you had an idea. It’s been a while since

I’ve been up here, so I’m a bit out of the loop.

BARBIE: Five years.

DIANA: What?

BARBIE: That’s how long it’s been since we saw you. Five years. And a half.

DIANA: It’s not, is it?

LILIAN: It were mother’s 80th.

BARBIE: And she had her 85th in May this year. It’s October now. Five and a half years.

DIANA: God. Where does the time go?

BARBIE: She missed you, you know. Mum. She talked about you all the time.

DIANA: I meant to come. It’s just…I’ve been so busy.

EDDIE: Too busy with the fleshpots of London town.

DIANA: Fleshpots? Chance would be a fine thing. It’s just, you know, what with the girls –

BARBIE: They’re not girls any more. They’re grown women. How old is Morgan now?

DIANA: 33. And Cassie will turn 30 next week.

BARBIE: Next week? She’s a pretty girl, isn’t she? She looks a lot like mum, don’t you think?

DIANA: I hadn’t noticed.

BARBIE: Around the eyes. And she’s got her chin. How is she doing, now?

DIANA: She’s fine.

BARBIE: No more problems with –

DIANA: No.

BARBIE: She’s strong. That’s like her nana, too. Do you think –

DIANA: So, what are we going to do about the house, then?

BARBIE: What house?
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DIANA: What house do you think? This one. Barrow House.

BARBIE: Do? What do you mean?

DIANA: Well, I don’t suppose mother had a lot else to leave, do you? No treasure stashed

under the floorboards. This house, and the land, that will be pretty much it. So we’ll have to

sell it, and divide the proceeds.

BARBIE: Sell it? But…this is my home.

DIANA: We have to be practical, Barbie. It’s far too big for you to be rattling around in on

your own. You can buy something smaller, with your share of the money.

BARBIE: I don’t want something smaller. I’ve always lived here. I don’t want to live anywhere

else.

DIANA: Oh, don’t talk soft.

BARBIE: And I don’t want anyone else to live here, either. Strangers, in mum’s house. I

couldn’t bear it.

DIANA: Not mum’s house any more. It’s our house. The three of us. You, me and Lilian.

There’s no point in being sentimental about it. We have to do what’s fair for everyone.

BARBIE: Fair? You want to talk about fair? You didn’t care about mum.

DIANA: Of course I did.

BARBIE: No, you didn’t. You don’t care about any of us. We’ve seen you twice, maybe three

times in the last fifteen years. You don’t call. You don’t email. You can barely be bothered to

send a Christmas card. When mum got ill, it were me and Lil that looked after her. More than

a year since she had the stroke, and you didn’t visit, not once!

DIANA: I’ve been –

BARBIE: And the minute she’s dead you’re straight up the motorway, bossing us all about,

organising a stupid church funeral even though that’s not what mum wanted, telling me

you’re going to sell my home and kick me out onto the street! That’s what’s not fair. You’re

not fair! You’re mean, and selfish and horrible, and mum would be ashamed of you!

DIANA: Well. That’s quite a speech. And I suppose it’s not occurred to you that you’ve been

living off mum all your life, like a parasite!

BARBIE: I haven’t! I work for a living!

DIANA: Your readings? You call that work, telling desperate, stupid women they’re going to

meet a tall, handsome stranger and come into money?

BARBIE: I use my gift to –

DIANA: It’s not a gift. It’s a scam, is what it is. Bleeding gullible people dry. You’re the one

that should be ashamed.
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EDDIE: Ladies, if I may –

DIANA: You need to grow up, my lass, and if you think –

EDDIE: (loudly) Lilian and I would like to say something.

DIANA: What is it?

LILIAN: (nudged by Eddie) Eddie were thinking – (Eddie nudges her again) I mean, we were

thinking, I mean… Barbie’s right, Di, you haven’t been up here much, so we thought you

wouldn’t mind, that it’s only right if we –

EDDIE: For the love of god, stop scratching your legs, Lilian! What we would like to propose,

Diana, Barbara, is this. As you know, since the vicarage was sold, Lilian and I have been

obliged to live in, shall we say, a manner unbefitting a man of the cloth. And his wife, of

course. This house, though clearly in need of considerable renovation, is ideally located for

all three of the parishes of which I have the care.

DIANA: You want to live here?

EDDIE: I do. It is fortuitous that this opportunity should arise just at the moment when I am

most in need. Once might even say that it was God’s plan.

DIANA: So are you suggesting that Barbie and I just hand over –

EDDIE: No, no, not a bit of it! I would not dream of such presumption. The house is spacious,

and Barbie is, of course, welcome to live here as long as she likes. You, I imagine, are unlikely

to want to move up from London to live here? I will, therefore, offer you some recompense

for your share.

DIANA: Some recompense?

EDDIE: Family rates, of course. If you will permit me, I have some paperwork here which

details all the formalities and finances. (hands it over) I think you will find that it is quite a

generous offer. I will, of course, take upon myself all of the costs of modernising and

repairing this house, to make it fit for human habitation.

DIANA: (dryly) That’s very good of you Eddie. You’ve thought this all through, haven’t you?

EDDIE: I am thorough by nature. “And whatsoever ye do, do it heartily, as to the Lord and

not unto men”.

LILIAN: Amen.

DIANA: (drily) And so say all of us.

BARBIE: I could stay here?

EDDIE: Of course. I would not dream of casting my wife’s sister into the wilderness. Once

this paper is signed, your future is secured.

BARBIE: Oh, that’s wonderful! Di? What do you think?
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DIANA: What I think is that I would like to think about it.

BARBIE: But –

DIANA: But nothing. I’m not going to be rushed into a decision. I just buried my mother this

morning, my head’s not straight. I will think on your offer, Eddie, and I will give you my

answer when I’m ready.

EDDIE: Of course, of course. I am taking evensong first at St Mary’s then at St Hilda’s this

evening; maybe I could come back here afterwards, and we could discuss it?

DIANA: We’ll see.

BARBIE: Please, Di, can’t you just –

DIANA: Hush. Here come the girls.

(Morgan and Cassandra enter. Cassie has a small bottle of coke in her hand.)

CASSIE: All done! I thought we’d never get to the end of it. My fingers have gone all pruney.

You should have washed up, Morgan, rather than drying – you don’t care about your hands.

MORGAN: I offered -

CASSIE: It was never-ending! Every time I turned around there was another bloody cake fork.

How can ten little old ladies eat so much?

EDDIE: They’ll have been saving themselves. They always do, before a funeral.

CASSIE: To be fair, they brought most of it. And there’s still loads left – we’ve wrapped it all

up and stuck as much as we could in the fridge, but the table is still covered in stuff. You

won’t have to cook for a week.

BARBIE: You can take some back down with you when you go, love.

CASSIE: I’m a bit scared to ask, but what’s the thing that looks like a jellyfish? Nobody had

any of it, and it’s huge.

DIANA: A jellyfish?

CASSIE: It’s in an enamel bowl. It’s all wobbly and veiny. I think it’s lurking, with evil intent.

BARBIE: She means the calf’s foot jelly.

DIANA: (laughing) Oh, of course!

CASSIE: The what? Oh please, tell me that’s not what it sounds like.

DIANA: It’s exactly what it sounds like. What you do, is you take the feet and you boil them,

then you add –

CASSIE: Stop, please, stop! I can’t listen to this. God, do people really eat that?

EDDIE: Not many people. Not anymore. It’s rather gone out of fashion.
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BARBIE: It was your nana’s favourite. I suppose that’s why someone thought it was a good

idea to bring it.

DIANA: Speaking of which, do we know who brought what? It’s always a nightmare when

you’ve got a kitchen full of casserole and pie dishes, and you don’t know where to send

them back to.

EDDIE: Lilian can take care of that. She’s good at that sort of thing, aren’t you, Lilian?

LILIAN: Aye.

EDDIE: She likes organising.

(Morgan goes to sit in the spare chair)

BARBIE: No, don’t!

DIANA: What on earth’s the matter?

BARBIE: Don’t sit in that chair, please.

CASSIE: Why mustn’t she?

BARBIE: Because –

CASSIE: Is it a cursed chair?

BARBIE: (quietly) It was mum’s chair.

CASSIE: Oh. Sorry.

DIANA: (making space on the sofa) Come and sit here, Morgan.

MORGAN: It’s ok. I’ll stand.

(Awkward silence)

BARBIE: Is there any of the lemon meringue left?

DIANA: You can’t possibly be hungry, surely? After all those sandwiches you ate?

BARBIE: That was savoury. Now I fancy sweet. Is there any?

CASSIE: No, that all went. And the coffee cake. We’ve got four tupperwares full of parkin

left, though.

BARBIE: I don’t like parkin.

MORGAN: I do.

DIANA: You can take some back down to London tomorrow. Don’t take the Tupperware,

though, you’ll have to wrap it up.

BARBIE: Oh, are you leaving tomorrow?

MORGAN: Yes.
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CASSIE: I’m going tomorrow too. Morgan’s giving me a lift.

BARBIE: So soon? Can you not stay a while longer?

DIANA: (firmly) No. They have to get back.

MORGAN: I have to go back to work. It’s -

CASSIE: I’m not back to work until next week, but I’ve got an engagement party to go to

tomorrow night.

DIANA: Anyone I know?

CASSIE: A girl called Sophie, from salsa class. I don’t think you’ve met her.

DIANA: I probably wouldn’t remember if I had. I get so confused, with all your friends.

EDDIE: Are you a gad-about, young lady?

CASSIE: As much as I can be, on a junior PR’s wage!

DIANA: They pay you enough. You just go through it like water.

CASSIE: I just don’t know where it goes! I never seem to have anything to show for it.

DIANA: (laughing) Just your highlights, your shellac nails, your designer handbag, and…are

those new shoes?

CASSIE: They are! Aren’t they amazing? 20% off at Kurt Geiger.

LILIAN: What’s shellac?

CASSIE: It’s a type of manicure. They do it with UV light. Look – (shows Lilian)

LILIAN: Isn’t that clever! And do they last a long time?

CASSIE: Ages. They don’t chip or anything.

EDDIE: Now, Lilian. Remember – “Favour is deceitful, and beauty is vain: but a woman that

feareth the Lord, she shall be praised.”

CASSIE: Can’t a woman fear the Lord and have pretty nails?

EDDIE: It entirely depends on the strength of her faith.

CASSIE: Oh, well, that rules me out, then. I can’t even stay faithful to my phone provider. I’ll

stick to my manicure. But I think Auntie Lil should be able to manage the two.

EDDIE: Lilian has no interest in such things.

CASSIE: That’s probably because she’s naturally pretty. (to Lilian) I’m so jealous of your

eyelashes. I have to spend hours with the mascara every morning just to look as though I

had any eyelashes at all.

EDDIE: She is virtuous, and that is all that matters. “A wife of noble character is her

husband’s crown”.
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CASSIE: I would say she’s her own crown.

LILIAN: Cassie –

BARBIE: Hear hear!

EDDIE: What you need to understand, is that the Scriptures –

DIANA: Do you have a date for the party?

CASSIE: I’ll probably just go with Carlos.

DIANA: Carlos? Is he the one with the quiff?

CASSIE: Yes. He’s just split up with his boyfriend, so I thought it might cheer him up.

EDDIE: Boyfriend? And thus is London become the modern day Sodom and Gomorrah.

CASSIE: I beg your pardon?

(Zack enters with a holdall)

ZACK: Hello everyone.

LILIAN: Zack!

DIANA: (to Barbie) Five past four.

ZACK: Sorry I’m late, bloody awful journey. Hello, Dad.

EDDIE: (shaking his hand) Good to see you, son.

ZACK: You too, Dad.

LILIAN: (hugging him) You’re here, and you’re safe. That’s all that matters. How are you,

love?

ZACK: Freezing!

DIANA: Give over, it’s not that cold. You’ve gone soft, Zack.

ZACK: Hi, Auntie Diana.

DIANA: Come here. (gives him a hug)

ZACK: Ow!

LILIAN: What’s the matter?

ZACK: I just got an electric shock.

DIANA: Oh God, I’m sorry, I get a lot of static.

ZACK: No problem. It was just a bit of a –

BARBIE: Shock?

ZACK: Auntie Barbie, you’re looking lovely as ever.
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BARBIE: Still the charmer, I see.

LILIAN: You remember your cousins?

ZACK: Vaguely. It’s been a while. Hi, Morgan. You were, what, fifteen when I last saw you?

DIANA: It would have been great Auntie Sarah’s funeral, so she would have been sixteen.

You were just starting university, Zack. And Cassie would have been twelve.

ZACK: Cassie, that’s right. Is she here? (Spotting Cassie) Oh my God. I never would have

recognised you! You had pigtails, didn’t you? And you always wore dungarees, I remember.

And a hat shaped like a panda.

CASSIE: Yep. Still do. I just dressed up a bit today, special occasion and all that. Thought I

should make an effort. It’s nice to see you again, Zack.

ZACK: Give us a hug. (she does)

LILIAN: Now, what do you need? A cup of tea? Glass of water? Something to eat- we have

lots of parkin –

EDDIE: Give the boy a chance, Lilian, let him sit down and catch his breath.

ZACK: Thanks, Dad. (throws down bag, heads for empty chair)

BARBIE: Not that chair!

ZACK: What?

EDDIE: Nonsense, Barbara. He’s just been on a seventeen-hour flight, he can sit where he

wants. Sit down, Zack. (Zack sits)

LILIAN: What can I get you, love? Tea? I can make a fresh pot.

ZACK: Actually, do you have anything stronger? I know it’s early, but it’s about half eleven at

night at home.

LILIAN: Like what?

ZACK: Is there any whiskey?

LILIAN: I’m not sure…

BARBIE: Yes, there is. (everyone looks at her) There’s a bottle in the sideboard, in the dining

room.

LILIAN: I’ll go and fetch it. (exits)

DIANA: Well, I won’t ask you how your journey was. How are things otherwise?

ZACK: Really good, thanks. Work’s fantastic, and George – that’s the boss – has given me

loads more responsibility in the past couple of months. Which, naturally, means more

money!

DIANA: I hear he’s given you more than that.
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ZACK: What do you mean?

EDDIE: I told them about Jemima.

ZACK: Oh, Jem! Yeah, she’s great. She’s a swim-wear model, you know. She’s really

successful, does shoots all over the world. She’s in Brazil at the moment, that’s why she

couldn’t come to the funeral.

DIANA: Can’t say I blame her. I’d rather be in Brazil than Lancashire right now.

ZACK: Do you want to see a picture? (Pulls out his phone, they all crowd round)

DIANA: Bloody hell.

ZACK: Isn’t she gorgeous?

DIANA: I don’t know. I can’t see her face, under the floppy hat and massive sunglasses. I can

see all the rest of her, though.

BARBIE: Where’s her swimming costume?

CASSIE: It’s there. I think. That could just be a shadow, though.

ZACK: It’s there. That darker bit. It’s flesh coloured.

DIANA: But that’s just string! It’s not a swimming costume.

ZACK: It’s actually a very expensive, designer bikini.

DIANA: How expensive?

ZACK: I don’t know about that exact one but Jules, that’s the designer, his bikinis normally

retail at anything between 200-300 quid.

BARBIE: £300? For a piece of pink string? I could make that.

DIANA: Why don’t you give it a go? You could have all our money problems sorted in a

month.

BARBIE: I’ll get my crochet hook out.

ZACK: I think there’s a bit more to it than that, Auntie Barbara. Jules studied for five years at

one of the top fashion schools in Rome. He’s a genius. These socks are by him too – (showing

his socks) pure cashmere. they retail at 150 quid. He gave them to me, as a present.

DIANA: Stop laughing, Cassie, it’s not polite. Those are very nice socks. (hands him back the

phone)

ZACK: Ow!

DIANA: Sorry. Bloody static. Anyway, Jem looks like a very nice girl.

ZACK: Yeah. And she knows tons of people. We get to go to the best parties. Last weekend

we were on a yacht, it’s owned by one of the Saudi princes, I forget which one. Anyway, he
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opened up the yacht to all his friends for the weekend, and we partied all night and watched

the sun come up over Victoria Harbour. It was epic.

DIANA: It sounds epic.

BARBIE: Zack? What’s happened to your accent?

ZACK: What do you mean?

BARBIE: Your Lancashire accent. Where’s it gone?

ZACK: Oh, that. Well, I sort of lost it when I went to Uni.

DIANA: Lost it, or got rid of it?

ZACK: Well it was just, when I was at Exeter…some people couldn’t understand me very

well, and then, when I started working, it just seemed better to speak the way other people

in the industry did, so I…

BARBIE: You decided you wanted to be just like everybody else.

ZACK: Well, yeah, kind of –

BARBIE: How interesting of you.

ZACK: (defensively) Cassie doesn’t have a Lancashire accent either.

DIANA: Cassie was born in London. As was Morgan.

CASSIE: S’right, guvna, I’m all about the Bow Bells, innit. Cor blimey. Love a duck.

DIANA: You, on the other hand, were born in the shadow of Pendle Hill and lived there until

you were eighteen, yet you sound as though you have never left the Home Counties.

EDDIE: Zack has made a decision to better himself for the sake of his career. We should not

be mocking him.

BARBIE: Better himself? By losing his accent?

EDDIE: Lots of people do it -

BARBIE: Doesn’t make it right.

EDDIE: (raising his voice) And he’s done very well out of it. So please, I am asking you

politely, leave the boy alone.

(Lilian enters with a bottle of whiskey and a glass on a tray)

LILIAN: Here you go, love. Get that down you.

ZACK: (relieved) Thanks, Mum. No-one else having any?

LILIAN: It’s a bit early for us.

ZACK: So, how did the funeral go?
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LILIAN: It were grand. Your dad did us proud.

ZACK: Well done, Dad.

EDDIE: I do my humble best. Speaking of which, we must get going. St Mary’s is calling. (Zack

and the girls stare at him) Evensong. Zack, will you join us?

ZACK: Dad, I would love to, obviously, but I’m shattered. Do you mind if I give it a miss?

EDDIE: Not at all. God will understand. You get some rest, and we’ll come back and pick you

up later. Come along, Lilian.

LILIAN: Actually, Eddie, I’d like to stay here with Zack. If that’s all right with you.

EDDIE: What? You’re not coming to Evensong?

LILLIAN: Well, it’s just…he’s just got back, and I’d like to stay and chat with him. Please,

Eddie.

EDDIE: (firmly) I would like you to accompany me, Lilian.

DIANA: Come on, let her spend some time with her son. She barely gets to see him.

CASSIE: It’s ok, uncle Eddie, we’ll chaperone her. We won’t let her sneak out to any illegal

raves.

EDDIE: Her place is with me. “Wives, submit yourselves to your own husbands, as to the

Lord”.

CASSIE: You’re joking! You don’t honestly believe that, do you?

EDDIE: Ephesians, 5:22.

CASSIE: Well, if you ask me, the Ephesians can go f…

DIANA: Nobody did ask you.

MORGAN: (taking Cassie’s arm) Cassie, don’t…

CASSIE: (shaking Morgan off) But he’s being prehistoric. He can’t treat auntie Lilian like that.

Why are you all letting him get away with it?

EDDIE: I run a traditional house, young lady, in the Christian faith. Lilian knows her duty.

CASSIE: Her duty?

LILIAN: It’s alright, Cassie –

CASSIE: No! It’s not alright! Uncle Eddie, I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but it’s the 21st

century. Auntie Lilian doesn’t have a duty to you. Men don’t have “dominion” over women,

or whatever you call it. I don’t want to shock you, but we have the vote. We have jobs.

DIANA: Cassie, calm down.
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CASSIE: (loudly) We can be police women, or judges, or prime ministers. We can even be

vicars! I bet you hate that, don’t you!

EDDIE: (pompously) In my house –

CASSIE: (hysterically) Women bishops! Oh, that must have hurt! Women in dog collars, in

authority over you! How did that sit with your “Christian values”?

DIANA: You’re shouting.

EDDIE: You know nothing of these matters. You have been brought up a heathen, and as

such, you are unqualified to comment.

CASSIE: I have been brought up to think for myself, and as such I will comment on whatever I

want to.

BARBIE: Bravo.

EDDIE: I will not be lectured by a silly, ignorant little girl.

MORGAN: Please don’t talk to her like that…

CASSIE: How dare you –

EDDIE: Diana! Control your child. She is becoming hysterical.

CASSIE: Hysterical! What, because I have opinions? Because I’m challenging you?

EDDIE: (rising and pointing at Cassie) Now you listen to me! I will treat my wife as I see fit,

and in accordance with the laws of God. He and only he may judge me. And I will tell you

this! This you tell will I and. (looks horrified, tries again) Me judge may he only and he.

ZACK: What’s happening?

EDDIE: God of laws the with accordance in and fit see I as wife my treat will I.

ZACK: What’s wrong with him?

CASSIE: Maybe he’s having a stroke.

LILIAN: Di, do something!

EDDIE: Me to listen you now.

BARBIE: Well, that’s more like it!

EDDIE: Hysterical becoming is she.

CASSIE: He sounds like Yoda.

LILIAN: Di, please!

DIANA: Enough now!

EDDIE: Child your control. Diana.
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DIANA: THAT’S ENOUGH!

(Ringing silence)

DIANA: Are you ok, Eddie?

EDDIE: I –

LILIAN: Eddie? Eddie, say something.

EDDIE: What the bloody hell just happened?

CASSIE: Language.

LILIAN: Oh, he’s alright! He’s alright!

EDDIE: (to Cassie) What did you do?

CASSIE: What?

EDDIE: What did you just do to me??

CASSIE: I didn’t do anything!

DIANA: Of course she didn’t. You had a funny turn, Eddie, that’s all.

EDDIE: A funny turn?

LILIAN: Aye. You’ve had a long day. You’re tired.

EDDIE: Tired?

DIANA: Maybe you should forget about Evensong. Go home and get some rest. You’ll feel

better tomorrow.

EDDIE: Forget about Evensong???

LILIAN: I’m sure people would understand –

EDDIE: They would not understand. They rely on me. I am their light, their spiritual

guidance. I will be there for them.

LILIAN: But if you’re not well –

EDDIE: I will manage. With your help, Lilian.

LILIAN: (defeated) Aye, all right. If you must go, I’ll come with you.

DIANA: You will not.

LILIAN: But –

DIANA: Lilian will be staying with us, Eddie. If you decide that you are well enough to take

Evensong that’s your affair. You can come and fetch her and Zack later.

EDDIE: You will not dictate –
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DIANA: And, when you do, we can discuss that thing we talked about earlier.

EDDIE: Very well, then. I will pick up Mandy Wilcox en route to the church. She will hand out

the hymn sheets in Lilian’s stead.

LILIAN: Thank you, Eddie.

EDDIE: I am sure she will make an admirable substitute.

LILIAN: Aye. I’m sure she will.

EDDIE: Well. I will be back later on.

DIANA: Bye Eddie. Go careful.

ZACK: See you later, Dad. Look after yourself.

CASSIE: Bye, Uncle Eddie! Happy singing!

(Eddie exits)

DIANA: Well.

BARBIE: Well.

CASSIE: What do you think –

DIANA: Are you all right, Lilian?

LILIAN: Of course I am. Why wouldn’t I be?

CASSIE: But –

LILIAN: It is nice to see you, Zack. Home again.

ZACK: It’s good to be back. It’s a shame it’s not under happier circumstances.

ALL: Murmurings of agreement.

ZACK: Poor old Nana Dorothy. It’s weird to be in her house, and her not here.

BARBIE: It is. It’s awful.

LILIAN: Do you remember what you used to call her, Zack, when you were little?

ZACK: Nana Dot.

LILIAN: That were when you were older. No, when you were just a little speck, you used to

call her Dotty Nana.

ZACK: (laughing) Dotty Nana? Really? (pours himself another whisky)

LILIAN: Aye. You’d heard us calling her Dot, and you knew she were your Nana, so that were

your name for her. You were always at it. Dotty Nana, can I have a biscuit? Dotty Nana, can I

play in your shed? It did make us laugh. She didn’t mind a bit, she thought it were funny.

ZACK: I suppose it was quite apt, really.
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CASSIE: Zack!

ZACK: What? We all know she was a little bit weird.

DIANA: Shush, now.

ZACK: Well, more than a little bit, actually.

CASSIE: What do you mean?

ZACK: You know. With her potions and all her rituals and stuff.

CASSIE: No, I don’t know. I don’t remember anything like that. She was just Nana. She sat in

a chair and drank tea.

ZACK: Do you really not know?

DIANA: Zack, drop it, please.

CASSIE: Hang on, Mum, I want to hear this. Do I not know what? What rituals? What are you

talking about?

ZACK: Well, if you want to know the truth…

LILIAN: Love, please don’t. It’s all in the past. She doesn’t need to know.

CASSIE: No, I totally do. This is getting really mysterious. Come on, Zack, spit it out.

ZACK: The truth is… The truth is…

CASSIE: What???

ZACK: Dotty Nana was…a…witch.

(Rain lashes the window)

CASSIE: Oh my god.

ZACK: Or she thought she was. It was all rubbish, obviously.

CASSIE: Why do you say that?

ZACK: Well of course none of it was real. There’s no such thing as witches.

LILIAN: Quite right, love.

ZACK: She’d obviously just got hold of the idea somewhere, and managed to convince

herself that it was all true.

CASSIE: That’s amazing. What kind of stuff did she do?

DIANA: Right, that’s quite enough of that. This is not suitable talk for a funeral.

CASSIE: But the funeral’s finished.

DIANA: And so is this conversation. Now. I’m going to put the kettle on. Who wants tea?
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CASSIE: I’ll stick with the coke, thanks.

ZACK: Come on, Cassie. Have a proper drink.

CASSIE: I don’t like whisky.

ZACK: Just a little one. Medicinal. To warm you up. Please, I hate drinking alone. It makes me

feel like I’ve got a problem.

CASSIE: Fine. Just a little one. To keep you company. (he pours them both a whisky)

DIANA: Morgan? Tea?

MORGAN: Yes, please.

DIANA: Lil, will you come and help me?

LILIAN: Aye.

DIANA: Barbie?

BARBIE: Not for me, thanks. I could murder a slice of coffee cake, though.

DIANA: Do you ever stop eating?

BARBIE: I’m hungry. I could eat a horse between two bread vans.

DIANA: Come and make your own sandwich, then.

BARBIE: Oh, I don’t think I could get up, Di. Truly. My back’s killing me. It’s been a long day.

DIANA: Your lungs are working fine though, aren’t they?

BARBIE: I don’t know what you mean.

DIANA: Oh yes you do. Watch it. Right. Three teas. Lilian?

(Diana and Lilian exit)

BARBIE: You’ve got it all wrong, young man.

ZACK: About what?

BARBIE: About your nana.

ZACK: (giggling) Look, Auntie Barbie, I saw her. I saw her, with her burning herb sticks, or

whatever they are. I saw her dancing around and chanting. You did too, you know it’s true.

She really did believe she was a witch.

BARBIE: Oh, I know she did. That’s because she was one.

CASSIE: (laughing) What?

BARBIE: And so am I.

CASSIE: You?
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BARBIE: Oh, I’m not as powerful as your nana was, don’t get me wrong. She was an

exceptional witch. But I have the gift too…in my own small way.

ZACK: (a little scornfully) You mean your readings?

BARBIE: (in a dignified manner) Yes. I mean my readings. I have been blessed with the gift

of divination and second sight, and I use it to bring comfort and enlightenment to people

who are in need.

ZACK: But…but it’s all just a con, isn’t it? Put on for the punters?

BARBIE: A con? It is no such thing! I have seen things, let me tell you, things that would

make your hair stand on end!

CASSIE: Like what?

BARBIE: Things…unfit for young ears. Your nana, now, she was more about the higher

consciousness. Connecting with, reading and manipulating the energies. Though she could

give you a decent scrying, when called upon. And her potions were the stuff of legend round

here.

ZACK: Are you being serious? I mean – serious serious?

BARBIE: Oh, I am. Deadly serious. Do you know the story of the witches of Pendle Forest,

any of you? (they all shake their heads). Goddess, what have your mothers been teaching

you?

ZACH: (glumly) Scripture.

CASSIE: Baking.

BARBIE: Baking’s all right, cooking’s one of the natural arts. But Scripture? Load of rot.

Saving your dad’s pardon, Zack.

ZACK: S’alright. I’d come to the same conclusion myself. Don’t tell him that.

BARBIE: Witches have been around these parts since forever. This is a very mystical area,

you know, full of very powerful energy, probably coming from Pendle Hill itself, and for years

women have been harnessing that energy to use it in their arts.

CASSIE: Dark arts?

BARBIE: No! Well some of them, probably. But mostly they were just women. Women

without power or voices, because of their sex and because most of them were poor as

church mice. So, they used what they could, how they could, to make life a little bit better

for themselves and for their families. Ancient wisdom, passed down from mother to

daughter. Healing the sick. Saving cattle. Helping the crops to grow. Foretelling disasters, so

people could make preparation.

ZACK: Turning people into frogs.

BARBIE: If you can’t say anything sensible –
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CASSIE: Yeah, shut up, Zack. So, what happened to them?

BARBIE: Officially, they were wiped out in the seventeenth century.

CASSIE: Wiped out?

BARBIE: Hanged. Ten of them. One at York, the rest at Lancaster. Some rotten little pedlar

from Halifax got into an argument with a silly young girl called Alizon Device, she bested him

so, to recover his pride, he accused her of witchcraft. Then, when they pulled her in, she

accused someone else. Before you know it the whole thing was out of control. Accusations

being flung left right and centre. Everyone round here knew who the witches were, they’d

gone to them often enough for help, but now, to save their own necks, they denounced

them. Mass hysteria, the whole county whipped up into a panic. And the men in charge

stirring up the whole mess, fanning the flames, using it to distract people from the real

wickedness that was going on under their noses.

CASSIE: Like in the Crucible? I had to study that for GCSE English.

BARBIE: Yes. That was in America of course, but it was very like. They accused those poor

women of everything they could think of. Fornication with the devil, cannibalism, killing

children – everything they knew would properly put the wind up people.

CASSIE: And then they killed them? They killed the women?

BARBIE: Had to. Had to make an example. Two men as well, though I think that was a bit of a

mistake, they just got caught up in the mess.

CASSIE: But I thought witches got burned at the stake. Not hanged.

BARBIE: Not in England, miss. In Europe they burned them alive, the barbarians, but here

they were hanged, then they burnt the bodies to chase out the devil. Not all of the Pendle

witches were hanged, mind – one died in jail. And two – two were found not guilty. Alice

Grey, and…Jane Brindle.

MORGAN: Daughter of Lizzie Brindle, who was hanged at Lancaster.

BARBIE: That’s right! At least one of you’s had some learning. Story goes that one of the

local gentry had taken a bit of a shine to Jane, and he pulled some strings to get her released

without charge – if she would agree to marry him. Like the sensible girl she was, she took

him up on his offer, and died many years later, a fat, rich old lady in her bed. But of course,

she was a witch ‘til her dying day. (sits back) There. What do you think of that, then?

CASSIE: That’s a really sad story. Those poor women.

BARBIE: Well yes. But you do understand what it means, don’t you?

ZACK: You mean, why Dotty Nana thought she was a witch?

BARBIE: Of course! Oh, for goddess’ sake. You two really are clueless, aren’t you? Jane

Brindle was her ancestor. Her great, great, great…lots of greats grandmother.
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ZACK: She was descended from Jane Brindle? But Dotty Nana’s name was Cross. Dorothy

Cross.

CASSIE: That was grandpa’s name. But her maiden name was … oh gosh, I’ve forgotten! But

it wasn’t Brindle, I’d have remembered that.

BARBIE: Sharp. Her maiden name was Sharp. But what you need to understand is that witch

blood, real witch blood, is passed down the female line. That’s why I think they made a

mistake with those two men they hanged.

CASSIE: (laughing) But if that was true, then auntie Lilian would be a witch, too.

BARBIE: Not necessarily. Sometimes the power doesn’t get passed on, nobody knows why.

But yes, as a matter of fact, Lil was a practitioner, right up until she met your Dad, Zack. After

that, of course, her mind wasn’t her own. Now she can only think what dear old Eddie wants

her to think.

ZACK: That’s not fair. Mum listens to Dad because she loves him. She’s happy with him.

BARBIE: Is she? Really? (pause) That’s right. You think on it.

CASSIE: And what about my mum? She’s, like, the most un-witchy person I know! She even

says Halloween is a load of dangerous Pagan nonsense.

BARBIE: Don’t you believe it. Di used to love Halloween, or Samhain, as we call it. It was one

of her favourite Sabbats. She has a lot of power, you know, your mum. She was well on her

way to becoming an excellent witch, right up until -

CASSIE: Up until what?

BARBIE: Nothing.

CASSIE: What happened?

BARBIE: Nothing. Nothing at all. She stopped, that’s all.

CASSIE: But why? Why did she –

BARBIE: (to Cassie) So! I hear it’s your birthday, soon.

CASSIE: Auntie Barbie! Don’t change the subject.

BARBIE : I’m not. You’ll be thirty, that right?

CASSIE: Yes. Why?

BARBIE: Because that is the age when most witches reach maturity. When their powers

really start to kick in. Thirty, or thereabouts.

CASSIE: (laughing) Are you saying you think I’m a witch?

BARBIE: And what’s so funny about that?
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CASSIE: I’m sorry, I’m not…It’s just…me?? You think I’m a witch? I’m sorry, I don’t mean to

be rude, but…it’s just so… so ridiculous.

BARBIE: Really? You’ve never had strange things happen around you, things you couldn’t

explain or understand?

CASSIE: Like what?

BARBIE: Like… difficult locks suddenly opening, without any reason. Rainy days changing to

sunshine, just when you’re about to go out. All your friends getting a nasty cold, but not you.

CASSIE: Well yes, of course – but all those things are just coincidences. They happen to

everyone.

BARBIE: No, they don’t. And what about when you’re scared, or angry? Do things happen

then? They do, don’t they. I can see they do.

CASSIE: (slowly) There was that girl at school, do you remember, Morgan?

MORGAN: Yes.

BARBIE: What happened?

CASSIE: Her name was Melissa, she was in my class at primary school. She used to bully me

– pull my hair, call me names, stop the other girls talking to me, that kind of thing. I tried to

ignore it, but I used to get really upset. Then one day, when I was about nine, she took my

schoolbag and put it in the toilet. I tried to pull it out, but she wouldn’t let me. She got hold

of my arms and wouldn’t let me go, and everyone was just laughing…

BARBIE: And then what?

CASSIE: I was crying and screaming, then all of a sudden, this massive pipe on the wall just

burst, and all this water came spraying out. Melissa got it right in the face. It wasn’t boiling

or anything, but it knocked her over. Everyone was screaming and running. I was so

surprised I couldn’t say anything, I couldn’t even move. Then suddenly Morgan was there,

and she got my bag out of the toilet and grabbed me and we just ran out of that bathroom

as fast as we could before the teacher came.

BARBIE: That’s it. That’s what I’m talking about.

CASSIE: And at secondary school, when Mrs Harris gave me detention for the third week in a

row for no reason, and that night a car ran over her foot.

ZACK: Excellent!

BARBIE: That’s even better than I was expecting. You must have ripened early.

CASSIE: Now that I think about it, that stuff used to happen all the time when I was younger.

I always just thought I was lucky. But nothing like that has happened for years, now.

BARBIE: Maybe your power went dormant, for a while. Maybe it was affected by… anyway.

There is so much we don’t understand about these things, about the true nature of magic.
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But I can feel it in you. Ever since you arrived, I’ve sensed a deep, powerful, magical energy

in the house. I can smell it right now.

CASSIE: Smell it? What does it smell like?

BARBIE: Blood. Damp earth. Electricity.

CASSIE: Ew.

BARBIE: Can’t you smell it?

CASSIE: No. No, I’m sorry, Auntie Barbie, I’m not buying it. I wish it was true, I really do. I

wish I could do magic and make exciting things happen, but I can’t. I’m not a witch. I’m just

me. Just Cassie.

BARBIE: Just Cassie. Well, just Cassie. Don’t say I didn’t warn you. When you turn thirty, and

everything starts going to hell in a handbasket, you’ll remember me, and what I said. Powers

can be dangerous, if you don’t know how to use them, if you’re not prepared. Things can –

(Diana and Lilian enter, Diana glaring at Barbie)

DIANA: Here’s your tea, Morgan.

MORGAN: Thanks. (taking tea) Ow.

DIANA: Sorry. Everything ok in here?

BARBIE: Of course. Why wouldn’t it be?

LILIAN: Zack, are you alright, love? You look ever so pale.

ZACK: What? Oh, yeah, I’m fine. Just a bit tired.

DIANA: I’m not surprised, all that whisky you’ve sunk. Why don’t you go and have a lie

down?

ZACK: Um…no. No, I’ll be ok.

BARBIE: We were just talking about Cassandra’s birthday.

DIANA: Were you indeed?

BARBIE: It’s an important one, thirty. Something to be celebrated.

DIANA: Mmmm.

BARBIE: You know, the more I look at her, the more she reminds me of mum. Not only in the

face, she’s got all her mannerisms too. I bet mum looked just like her when she was her age.

DIANA: I wouldn’t know. She was thirty-two when I was born.

BARBIE: She did.

DIANA: Give over. You wouldn’t know either. You’re only two years older than me. I tell you

what – did she keep all her old photo albums?
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BARBIE: Of course she did. They’re precious.

DIANA: Where are they?

DIANA: Don’t know. Up in the shadow room, I suppose.

CASSIE: Shadow room?

DIANA: (quickly) It faces north. Doesn’t get the light.

CASSIE: But if it faces –

DIANA: (quickly) Look, why don’t you go and have a look? See if you can find the photo

albums. They’ll be on the wardrobe, or in the bookcase I expect. Or under the bed. There

should be two or three of them, in red leather. Bring them down here, and we’ll have a look

through them.

ZACK: I’ll come with you.

MORGAN: Me too.

CASSIE: Which one is the shadow room?

DIANA: Up the stairs, first on the left after the second landing.

ZACK: It’ll be cold up there. Can we take a heater?

DIANA: Don’t act soft. Put your coat on, if you’re that cold.

ZACK: Coats on indoors. Now it really feels like I’m home.

(Cassie, Zack and Morgan exit, Zack a little wobbly)

LILIAN: I remember when you were born, Di. I were seven, and Barbie would have

been…two? No, three. Just turned three. I remember you coming home from the hospital.

You looked just like a little dolly. All the neighbours came round to have a look at you, and

mum turned it into a party. Dad weren’t happy about it, said there were enough noise with a

new baby in the house as it were, but mum insisted. She always did love a good party, any

excuse would do.

DIANA: God, yes. Poor dad, he was a martyr to her.

LILIAN: Oh, I think he enjoyed it really. He just used to pretend he didn’t, to tease her. She

brought such life to a place - always smiling, always dancing, never still for a minute.

BARBIE: Like Cassie. I bet she’s just the same.

LILIAN: It were hard for her, after the stroke. She didn’t like being stuck in bed, not one bit.

All that energy, and nowhere for it to go. It brought her down.

DIANA: Could she read?

LILIAN: Sort of. Not for long, though, her eyes would get that tired. I used to read to her,

sometimes, but I don’t think she liked it much. It weren’t the same.
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BARBIE: She wouldn’t have minded if you’d brought her decent books. Do you know what

she used to read to her, Di? The bible.

DIANA: What? No.

BARBIE: The bloody bible.

DIANA: (laughing) Oh Lil, you didn’t!

LILLIAN: I thought…well, Eddie thought…for the sake of her soul…

BARBIE: Her soul was just fine. The last thing she wanted was you moping around, with your

miserable face and your silly ideas.

LILIAN: Barbie, you mustn’t say things like that. They’re not silly ideas. Jesus saves.

BARBIE: Does he heck as like. And do you know why he doesn’t? Because he doesn’t exist.

He’s made-up.

LILIAN: He does! He delivers us from evil. Cleanses us of our sins.

BARBIE: All this nonsense about sin, stupid rules about what’s allowed and what’s not,

invisible men in the sky, judging you. What’s real is what’s real. Earth. Fire. Water. Air. The

elements in all of us.

LILIAN: But –

BARBIE: The balance. Dark and Light. Male and Female. Life and Death.

DIANA: You’re both as daft as each other. It’s a lot of mumbo jumbo, all of it.

LILIAN: No, Di! You’ve come so far, you’ve rejected Satan and his dark works. It’s time to take

that last step, to offer your heart to the Lord.

DIANA: You know it’s funny, when you talk I see your lips move, but all I can hear is Eddie.

Eddie’s voice, Eddie’s thoughts, coming out of your mouth. When did that happen? When

did you stop thinking for yourself?

LILIAN: He…he taught me. I was lost, and he guided me. He showed me the light.

DIANA: Are you talking about Eddie or Jesus? It’s not always easy to tell. Look, Lil, what you

believe is your business. I’d just be happier knowing that it was your choice, not something

that’s been beaten into you.

LILIAN: Beaten?

DIANA: Not literally. Just… I don’t know. Try to think for yourself.

LILIAN: I do. I am.

DIANA: No you’re not. You’re a parrot. You’ve got a brain, use it. Will you do that?

LILIAN: Aye.

DIANA: No, don’t you “aye” me. Promise?
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LILIAN: Aye. I promise.

BARBIE: You can always come back, Lilian. Come back to us. To the true path. The goddess

and the god, they’d be glad to have you. They’d welcome you -

DIANA: And you can shut up with that rubbish and all.

BARBIE: It’s not rubbish! It’s what mum believed. It’s what she brought us up to believe.

DIANA: Exactly. It’s what we were brought up to believe. It doesn’t mean it’s true.

BARBIE: But you know it is, Di. You’ve always known. You’re one of us.

DIANA: Who’s us? I’m me. That’s all. Just me. And I don’t need baby Jesus, or the Goddess as

Crone to tell me what’s right and what’s wrong.

BARBIE: You’re denying your true nature. You’re denying what you are. That cannot end

well. It is dangerous to –

DIANA: Dangerous! I’ll tell you what’s dangerous, that claptrap of yours. It’s poison. It’s evil.

It destroys people, it wrecks minds, it kills –

BARBIE: No, it doesn’t. It is a force of nature –

DIANA: And nature’s always good, is it?

BARBIE: Nature is what it is. It is neither good nor evil. It does what is necessary.

DIANA: (laughing bitterly) Necessary. Will you listen to yourself?

BARBIE: What happened, Di? What happened to make you turn your face away? You had so

much potential, more than any of us. We all thought you’d be something amazing. Even

better than mum, maybe. Mum thought so too, she always said so. She was so proud.

DIANA: I’m sorry I’m such a disappointment.

BARBIE: You’ve just changed so much. You’re like a different person.

DIANA: Yes. I am. And I’m warning you, I don’t want you talking to my girls while they’re

here, filling their heads up with nonsense, giving them ideas. My girls are normal, and

happy, and I want to keep them that way.

BARBIE: What happened to you? Something must have, for you to be like this, all bitter and

angry.

DIANA: For God’s sake, what do you think happened? Malcolm! Malcolm happened!

LILIAN: Oh, Di.

BARBIE: But Malcolm was a bad man. He was evil. If I were you, I’d be glad -

DIANA: I don’t want to talk about it.

BARBIE: But he deserved -
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DIANA: No! I don’t want to think about it, or him, ever again. I can’t. You don’t –

(Cassie, Morgan and Zack enter.)

CASSIE: What’s going on? We could hear you yelling from upstairs. Who don’t you want to

think about? (looks at grave faces). Oh.

ZACK: What is it?

CASSIE: Nothing.

ZACK: Seriously, what’s wrong?

CASSIE: Really, it’s nothing.

ZACK: Why’s everyone so –

(Lights flicker, there is a rumble of thunder. Everybody jumps. Zack pours himself another

whisky)

DIANA: (brightly) Did you find them?

CASSIE: What? Oh, yes, we found two.

DIANA: Let’s have a look, then. (opens the book, everybody crowds round)

CASSIE: Oh look! That’s Barrow House! It hasn’t changed at all.

BARBIE: And there’s your nana. So, which one of you would she be holding there, I wonder?

CASSIE: It’s a pretty baby, so it can’t be me. I was hideous.

DIANA: You were not. You were lovely.

CASSIE: I’ve seen pictures. I was fat, with a full head of hair and a squint. I was monstrous.

DIANA: You were a beautiful baby. You both were.

BARBIE: Maybe it’s Zack?

ZACK: If it’s a beautiful baby it’s definitely me. I was gorgeous. I am gorgeous.

CASSIE: All right, big head. Give me that bottle. You’ve had enough.

ZACK: No! Mine.

LILIAN: No, it can’t be Zack. It’s summer. Look at the clematis. And Zack were born in

October, so he’d have been much bigger. I think it’s Cassie.

CASSIE: Was it my christening?

DIANA: No. You weren’t christened. Neither of you were.

CASSIE: We weren’t christened?

DIANA: No.
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ZACK: Auntie Di! Shame on you! Weren’t you worried that they might go to hell?

DIANA: Don’t talk like that, please.

ZACK: Or purgatory, or wherever they put dead babies?

DIANA: (loudly) It’s the wrong album anyway, we want the older ones.

CASSIE: No, let me look. I’ve never seen these before. Auntie Barbie, is that you?

BARBIE: Where? Oh, there. Yes, that was me, in my glory days. I loved that hat.

ZACK: You were very glamorous. My god, look at your massive -

CASSIE: She still is glamorous. And there’s Auntie Lil – you haven’t changed at all! And Eddie.

DIANA: He’s expanded a bit, since.

BARBIE: Haven’t we all?

CASSIE: Nice dungarees, Zack.

ZACK: Shut up.

CASSIE: And there’s you, mum! Look at your hair!

DIANA: It was fashionable, then, thank you very much.

CASSIE: Is that Morgan, behind your legs? Morgan, is that you?

DIANA: Yes, there she is, shy little mite. You always hated the camera.

CASSIE: (turning the page) There, that’s me! This must have been on another visit, I’m a lot

bigger. I told you I was hideous.

ZACK: My god, you’re utterly repulsive! I can barely look at you. Kill it! Kill it with fire!

LILIAN: Zack, love, that’s not very kind.

CASSIE: Yeah, Zack. Bully.

DIANA: You’d have been about two there. You loved that tricycle.

CASSIE: I remember coming off that tricycle and landing in a cow pat.

DIANA: It wasn’t a cow pat, it was sheep poo. I had to carry you and the trike all the way

back up the hill to the house, with you screaming your head off all the way because you

were smelly and you didn’t like it.  Do you really remember that?

CASSIE: I don’t know. Maybe I just remember someone telling me about it.

LILIAN: And there you all are together. You, Morgan and your mum.

CASSIE: The photo’s been torn. There’s a bit missing. Look there, you can see where the torn

bit’s been folded over. And that one. And that one too.

DIANA: Who’s done that, I wonder?
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BARBIE: Mum did it.

DIANA: Why would she - ? Oh. Oh, of course.

CASSIE: (quietly) Why did she tear them?

DIANA: I’m sure she had her reasons.

CASSIE: Was it because Malcolm was in the pictures?

DIANA: Cassie –

CASSIE: Did she tear him out?

BARBIE: Yes, love. She did. I’m sorry.

CASSIE: (viciously) I’m glad she did. I hope she tore him into tiny little pieces. I hope she

burnt him.

LILIAN: Oh, no -

BARBIE: Your nana loved you very much. After - she said she didn’t want any pictures of that

man in this house.

CASSIE: If I really was a witch, I’d have put a spell on him. I’d have cursed him.

(an ornament crashes from the shelf)

DIANA: Cassie -

CASSIE: I’d have cursed him to suffer in agony for the rest of his stupid, miserable life.

(thunderclap from outside)

DIANA: Remember what the doctor said.

MORGAN: (puts her arm around Cassie) Breathe slowly. In…out. In…out. It’s ok. It’s ok.

CASSIE: (shaking Morgan off) It’s not ok. It’s not. How can you say it’s ok? He was here, in

this house. He sat in this furniture and touched all these things. And all of you let him. How

could you?

DIANA: No –

CASSIE: I feel sick. You smiled at him, and talked to him, and had photos taken with him, all

of you!

BARBIE: We didn’t know, love –

CASSIE: Why didn’t you know? You’re supposed to be able to see the bloody future, why

didn’t you know what he was going to do? And nana, if she was so powerful, why didn’t she

stop him? (clutching her stomach) Oh god, it hurts.

ZACK: What’s she talking about? What’s happening?
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CASSIE: A whole house full of witches, and none of you did anything! None of you helped

me!

DIANA: Cassie, listen to me. There is no danger. There is no danger. Listen to my voice. There

is no danger.

CASSIE: But there was, wasn’t there? There was bloody danger. And you didn’t save me,

mum. (lights flicker) Oh God. I can’t breathe. I can’t breathe. Help me. Please help me!

DIANA: (voice breaking) There is no danger. There is no danger.

LILIAN: What do we do?

DIANA: Just stay with her. Wait it out. There is no danger. There is no danger.

ZACK: Let me try. Jem gets hysterical sometimes. (Wobbles over and takes Cassie in his arms)

come here. Shhhh. You’re alright. Nobody is going to hurt you.

CASSIE: Get off me.

MORGAN: Zack, let her go.

ZACK: (patting her clumsily) Shh, shh, shh. Just relax against me, breathe, you’re safe.

CASSIE: Get off me! Don’t touch me!

DIANA: Zack!

ZACK: (stroking her hair) There you go. Good little girl. Good little girl.

CASSIE: (screaming) GET OFF ME!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

There is a flash of white light, a giant thunder clap and Zack is thrown bodily across the

room. He slumps to the floor, unmoving. Everybody stares in shock.

CASSIE: (starting to giggle) Did you see that? Did you see what I did? Oh my God. (she starts

to laugh hysterically, before bursting into tears and crashing to the floor in a dead faint.)

BLACKOUT.

INTERVAL.

ACT 2

Lilian and Barbie are sitting in the living room. Diana walks in.
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BARBIE: Is she alright?

DIANA: Not really. I’ve put her in the Willow Room. Morgan’s sitting with her.

BARBIE: Did she drink the tea?

DIANA: Some of it.

BARBIE: Good. That’ll help her relax.

DIANA: I think it’ll take more than wild lettuce, this time. She’s in a hell of a state. I haven’t

seen her like this for years.

BARBIE: There’s valerian root in there too.

DIANA: Is Zack ok?

LILIAN: Aye. He’s just a bit battered and bruised.

BARBIE: And very freaked out! He was like a cat on hot bricks, jumping at every shadow.

LILIAN: We told him it was a lucky push, that he tripped and fell backwards.

DIANA: Did he believe you?

LILIAN: I’m not sure. He looked a bit suspicious, but he didn’t say anything.

DIANA: Where is he?

BARBIE: Gone.

DIANA: Gone?

LILIAN: Home. I tried to get him to wait until Eddie came back, so we could drive him, but he

said he wanted to walk. Said he needed some time on his own.

DIANA: Well, at least it’s not far. He’ll get soaked, though.

LILIAN: I gave him my brolly.

DIANA: He won’t use it. Men never do. God, Lil, I’m so sorry.

LILIAN: It’s not your fault. Not Cassie’s fault either. Not really.

BARBIE: He scared her.

LILIAN: He didn’t know! He were trying to help.

DIANA: I know. I should never have brought her here. It was a mistake.

BARBIE: It’s got nothing to do with her being here. Doesn’t matter where she is, something

like this was always going to happen. I warned you –

DIANA: Did you have something to do with this?

BARBIE: Of course not! How could I?
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DIANA: No. I’m sorry. It’s just – I’ve been so careful. Tried to hard to keep her safe. And

now…

BARBIE: You tried to do what you thought was right. But you’ve gone about it all wrong. You

can’t stop it happening, you can’t stop her being what she is.

DIANA: No. But I wanted to.

LILIAN: You should have had her christened. You should have had her brought up in the way

of the Lord.

BARBIE: I don’t think a fat man in a frock splashing a bit of water on her would have made

any difference. She’s a bloody witch, Di. Just like you, just like me, just like Lil. Just like mum.

LILIAN: Not me. Eddie showed me the light, and I repented. I’m not a witch.

BARBIE: Of course you are. You’re pretending not to be, and it’s doing you no end of

mischief. That rash on your legs, you never got that when you were practising, did you?

LILIAN: It’s eczema.

BARBIE: Yes, but why’s it there? It’s the magic in you, trying to get out.

DIANA: It’s probably the weather.

BARBIE: No. If you don’t admit what you are, if you try to shut all the power up inside of

you, it’ll come out one way or another. It’ll seep out through your pores. Like you, with your

bloody static, wandering around shocking everybody. You can’t deny your true nature. It’s

not good for you.

DIANA: You really think that’s what it is? The static? It’s because I’m not doing magic?

BARBIE: Course it is.

DIANA: What about you, then?

BARBIE: What do you mean?

DIANA: When was the last time you did any real magic?

BARBIE: I’ll have you know I do magic all the time!

DIANA: No, not your tarot and tea leaves for twits crap. I’m talking about real magic.

BARBIE: That is real magic!

DIANA: Is it heck. You could do that with one eye closed and both hands tied behind your

back. No, I’m talking about real magic. The type that makes your blood boil and your head

spin. The type that makes you want to laugh and cry all at the same time.

BARBIE: Makes you feel like you’re plugged into the earth. Makes you shake all over.

DIANA: That’s it. I bet you don’t do that every day, do you?

BARBIE: No. Closest I get is magicking jars off the top shelf.
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DIANA: Do you miss it?

BARBIE: Aye. I miss it. I miss it so much, sometimes, it makes my bones ache.

DIANA: What about you, Lil?

LILIAN: I have renounced magic, for the salvation of my soul.

BARBIE: Forget about Saint Lilian over there, she’s a lost cause. But you, you miss it too. I can

feel it. So why, Di? Why did you give it all up? Why did you stay away so long?

DIANA: I just wanted the girls to be normal. I thought, if I kept them in London they

wouldn’t need to know anything about the witches, about mum, about you, they wouldn’t

need to find out about me. They would be like everyone else.

BARBIE: Boring, you mean.

DIANA: Safe.

BARBIE: They were never going to be, Di. Not Cassie, anyway. I don’t know about Morgan –

she’s not showing any signs, is she?

DIANA: No, thank God.

BARBIE: They should have manifested by now. From what Cassie tells me, hers came on

young. But Morgan’s a bird of a different feather. She’s so quiet. Is she…do you think she’s…

DIANA: Is she what?

BARBIE: Sorry for asking, but she’s not behind the door is she?

DIANA: No! She bloody isn’t! She’s reserved, but she’s not daft.

LILIAN: I think she’s bright. She’s a thinker, not a talker.

BARBIE: Well, so long as she’s happy. Cassie, now, she’s got spirit. Such a bright, vivacious

girl.

DIANA: I think maybe that’s why Morgan’s so quiet. Cassie always seems to fill a room, so

there’s not much space left for Morgan. And after what happened, we had to give Cassie so

much care. So much love. But Morgan never minded, she’s devoted to Cassie.

LILIAN: She’s a good girl.

BARBIE: You’re going to have your work cut out for you with Cassie now, Di. I’m not saying

her chucking Zack across the room was a good thing, but at least she knows what she is.

You’re going to have to train her. You have to teach her to manage her powers, so she knows

what she’s doing.

DIANA: I know. But…I don’t think I can.

BARBIE: What?

DIANA: I don’t think I can train her.
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BARBIE: Don’t worry. You may be a bit rusty, but it’ll come back to you. It’s like riding a bike.

Start small. Start with the elements, and the Sabbats, then teach her to cast a protective

circle, those are the essentials. Once you’ve done that you can move on to –

DIANA: No! You don’t understand! It’s not the basics I’m worried about. You don’t forget

that. I just…I don’t … I don’t think I can teach her to control it.

BARBIE: Of course you can. You’re a good witch, you know what you’re doing.

DIANA: I don’t think I can teach Cassie to control her powers because… because I can’t

control mine.

BARBIE: Yes you can. Mum taught you, same as she taught us.

DIANA: I know she did. But I can’t. That’s why I stopped. Why I gave up.

BARBIE: What are you talking about?

DIANA: Malcolm.

BARBIE: Malcolm?

DIANA: I never told you what happened that night, did I?

LILLIAN: (softly) No.

BARBIE: We know what happened, Di. We know what he did.

DIANA: No, I mean – all the details.

LILIAN: You don’t have to –

DIANA: No, I think I do. When David left – I was heartbroken. I felt so alone, so worthless.

And so scared. I didn’t know how I was going to bring up two children on my own, and he’d

made it clear he didn’t want anything to do with them.

BARBIE: David was a prick.

DIANA: Yes. He was.

BARBIE: Him and his stupid hair and his stupid guitar. We all told you.

DIANA: Yes, alright –

BARBIE: Thinking he was going to become a rock star and tour the world, when he could

barely play four chords. What’s he doing now?

DIANA: I don’t know, and I don’t care. He left us, and that’s all there is to it.

LILIAN: It’s his loss.

DIANA: Yes, it is. Anyway, when I met Malcolm, he seemed like the answer to my prayers. He

wasn’t the brightest, but he was kind, and funny – well, you met him, you know how

charming he was.
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LILIAN: I remember when you brought him up here, that first time. We were all so happy

you’d finally found yourself a nice man, who loved you.

DIANA: I really thought he did. I liked him too. He had a good job. And he was lovely to the

girls. I wanted them to have a dad. Someone who would love them like I did. Not everyone

would be happy to take on a woman with two children under five, but he didn’t have a

problem with it. He was great with both of them, but he and Cassie were especially close.

LILIAN: God save her.

DIANA: I was glad they got on so well. They had the same sense of humour, and they both

liked sport. When she was a bit older, he used to take her to watch the rugby, he took her

swimming and horse riding, everything she enjoyed.

BARBIE: Slimy bastard.

DIANA: Maybe I should have guessed, put a stop to it, but…I just thought they were good

pals. I didn’t – how could I think – I mean, he’d been her father, pretty much, since she was

two. Anyway, one night, I’d taken Morgan to the cinema. Cassie couldn’t come, because it

was an 18 and she wasn’t even fifteen then. She threw a huge tantrum about it. I thought

she was just upset because she wanted to see the film and she couldn’t, but now I think he

was scared. She was scared, and she was reaching out to me for help, and I just snapped at

her. Told her not to be such a brat.

LILIAN: You didn’t know.

DIANA: Morgan wasn’t feeling too well, she had a headache, so we left in the middle and

came home. And … we found them. They were in the living room. He…

LILIAN: Don’t. Please.

BARBIE: What did you do?

DIANA: I froze. I stood in that doorway and I couldn’t speak, I couldn’t move. It was like I’d

been punched in the stomach. It didn’t seem real, I couldn’t make my brain understand what

I was seeing. Then Cassie turned and looked at me. She looked me right in the eyes, and she

looked so frightened and hurt and confused, and I screamed. I screamed and screamed and

screamed, and Morgan ran in and grabbed Cassie, she just picked her up and dragged her

out of the room and up the stairs, and I ran into that living room and just threw myself at

him. I was hitting him and biting him and scratching him, and I was yelling and yelling but I

don’t know what I was saying, I don’t know if they were even words. I just wanted to hurt

him. He didn’t fight back or anything. He just stood there and let me hit him.

LILIAN: Coward.

DIANA: So I left him there on the living room floor and I went upstairs to her bedroom. And

there she was, my baby, with her big, scared eyes and her little white face, all tucked up

under her pink duvet with Morgan next to her, holding her so tight, and my heart just broke.

We held each other, and we cried and cried and cried. And then we talked a little bit, and

then we cried some more.



39

BARBIE: What did she say?

DIANA: She kept saying she was sorry. Over and over again. As though it was her fault! My

little girl felt responsible for what that sick bastard had done to her. When they finally fell

asleep, the two of them, I went to the bathroom and I was sick. Then I washed my face, and I

went down the stairs to confront him. But he wasn’t there. He’d gone, he’d taken the car – I

hadn’t even heard him leave. He hadn’t taken anything else, though, not even his jacket, so I

knew he’d be back. I called the police, and I reported the car stolen.

BARBIE: You didn’t tell them what he’d done?

DIANA: I wanted to. But I thought it should be Cassie’s decision. Was that wrong, do you

think?

LILIAN: Yes. But I think I understand why you did it.

DIANA: Anyway, they said they’d look for it. Then I pulled a chair in front of the door, and I

sat down and I waited for him to come back. I sat there, and I waited, and I hated. I focussed

all the hatred in my soul on that man. I visualised in my mind everything I wanted to do to

him. How I’d like to hurt him. I wished a thousand deaths on him. I sat there for hours, and

hours and hours, just thinking of him suffering. And at quarter to six there was a knock on

the door. I knew it couldn’t be him, because he had his front door keys on the car key chain. I

opened the door, and there were two policemen there. And I knew. I just knew, even before

they opened their mouths. Malcolm was dead.

LILIAN: It was a car crash, wasn’t it?

DIANA: Massive heart attack. He died at the wheel, veered across two lanes and went into

the barrier. It’s a miracle nobody else was hurt.

BARBIE: He deserved it. He deserved to die. Anyone who could do…do the things he did, he

was pure evil, Di. The world is better off without him.

LILIAN: It is not for us to mete out punishment. God must be the only judge.

BARBIE: Well God’s too bloody slow sometimes! And if he doesn’t –

DIANA: No, you don’t understand, either of you! I didn’t mean to kill him. I wanted him to

suffer, I wanted him to pay, but I didn’t actually want him dead. I didn’t do anything to make

him dead! Or I didn’t think I did, but I must have done. I must have lost control, sometime

during the night, and my wishes turned into a spell, somehow.

BARBIE: No, you –

DIANA: I didn’t know how powerful I was, and I killed him by mistake.

BARBIE: Listen to me –

DIANA: And now it’s happening to Cassie, too! I tried to stop it, I tried to keep her normal,

but it didn’t work and now she doesn’t know what she’s doing! You saw what she did to
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Zack, she threw him right across the room and she didn’t even mean to! What if she really

hurts someone? What if she kills someone?

(Morgan enters, unnoticed)

MORGAN: She won’t.

DIANA: (screams) Oh God! Morgan, you frightened the life out of me. How long have you

been there?

MORGAN: She won’t kill anyone.

DIANA: What? How do you know? She might –

MORGAN: She didn’t hurt Zack.

LILIAN: I’m afraid she did, love. I know she didn’t mean to, but she did.

MORGAN: No, she didn’t. I did.

(long pause)

DIANA: What do you mean, you did?

MORGAN: I threw Zack across the room.

DIANA: How?

MORGAN: (shrugs) I just did.

DIANA: You mean you…you can…? (Morgan nods) Oh. Oh my God. Morgan, you –

BARBIE: (laughing) She’s a witch! She’s a bloody witch after all! Oh, this is wonderful!

LILIAN: No, it’s not! You hurt Zack.

MORGAN: Yes.

DIANA: Did you mean to?

MORGAN: Yes. He was frightening Cassie.

LILIAN: He was trying to help!

MORGAN: (shrugs again) She was frightened. He wouldn’t let her go.

DIANA: And Eddie? Was that you, as well?

MORGAN: He said some awful things. I made him take them back.

BARBIE: She made him eat his words! Good girl!

LILIAN: You shouldn’t have done that, Morgan. His words won’t hurt me.

DIANA: It wasn’t about you, Lil. He was shouting at Cassie. You were looking after Cassie,

weren’t you?
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MORGAN: Yes.

BARBIE: Have you always done this? Looked after her, I mean?

MORGAN: Yes. Ever since I could.

BARBIE: When was that, Morgan? When did you first get your powers?

MORGAN: It started happening when I was little. About 12.

BARBIE: The burst pipes, in the bathroom? (Morgan nods) And the teacher’s foot? (Morgan

nods) That was all you! It wasn’t Cassie at all!

DIANA: What are you talking about?

BARBIE: And so young! You’re not just a witch, you’re a very powerful one! Did anyone teach

you? (Morgan shakes her head) It just came natural? (Morgan nods) Oh, Goddess! Mother

would be so proud! It was you I could sense, not Cassie! It was you all along! I knew there

was power there, but you were always together, I never realised, I never thought –

DIANA: How did I not know this? Why didn’t you tell me?

MORGAN: I didn’t tell anyone. Kept it secret.

DIANA: From everyone? Even Cassie?

MORGAN: She didn’t need to know.

DIANA: But…you could have told me, love. I would have understood. I would have helped

you!

BARBIE: Would you?

DIANA: Of course I would!

BARBIE: Would you not have freaked out? Tried to stifle her gifts? Tried to keep her normal?

DIANA: No, I…I don’t think so.

BARBIE: I think you would. But that’s all over now, Morgan. You’ve got people to help you

now, you’re not alone any more.

DIANA: Morgan –

BARBIE: Oh, I can’t wait to get started with you. There’s so much you need to learn, so much

I can teach you. You’ll have to –

DIANA: Barbie! Will you shut up a second. Morgan love. There’s something I need to ask

you. You say you’ve always looked after Cassie, is that right?

MORGAN: Since I could.

DIANA: Since you could, yes. What I need to know is…did you help her when Malcolm…
you know. When he -
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MORGAN: Yes.

DIANA: You did?

MORGAN: I helped her to sleep.

DIANA: You…what?

MORGAN: She couldn’t stop crying. Every night, she cried. She wasn’t sleeping, she was

getting ill. So I helped her to sleep. For a couple of months.

DIANA: You helped her to sleep?

MORGAN: Yes. I’ve just done it again, now.

DIANA: You didn’t do anything else? To Malcolm, I mean?

MORGAN: Like what?

DIANA: Like, hurt him.

MORGAN: I wanted to. I wanted to punish him, for what he did to Cassie. But then he went

and died, so…

BARBIE: Are you seriously asking her what I think you’re asking?

DIANA: Yes, I –

BARBIE: You think a child that age could kill a grown man?

DIANA: Well she’s obviously –

MORGAN: Kill?

BARBIE: She’s powerful but she’s not that powerful. That takes serious knowing, that does.

MORGAN: I didn’t kill anyone!

DIANA: I’m not saying you did it on purpose, love, but you might have –

MORGAN: You think I killed Malcolm? I didn’t! I promise I didn’t! Mum, you have to believe

me!

BARBIE: Of course you didn’t, pet, don’t worry.

DIANA: How do you know? How can you be so sure?

BARBIE: Because Mum did it.

DIANA/LILIAN: What?

BARBIE: It’s what I was trying to tell you, before. Mum killed Malcolm.

DIANA: Our Mum?

MORGAN: Nana Dot killed Malcolm?



43

DIANA: (slowly) Mum did it?

BARBIE: Of course she did! Do you really think mum would just stand back and let someone

hurt one of her grandchildren?

DIANA: But – she wasn’t there.

BARBIE: Like that matters.

DIANA: But, how did she know? I didn’t tell her till afterwards, when he was already dead.

She couldn’t have known.

BARBIE: Of course she knew. She could feel it. She’d been restless for weeks. She knew

something was off, and she knew it had to do with you, or the girls, but she couldn’t put her

finger on it. When she called you, you always sounded happy. But she knew there was

something there, like a maggot in an apple. Then, that evening, she was all over the place.

Headache, toothache, temperature, you name it. She was up and down, up and down, she

couldn’t settle. I offered to do a scrying for her, just to check on you all, make sure you were

all right. I thought it would calm her down. So I did, and we saw it. Then she killed him.

LILIAN: (quietly) How did she do it?

BARBIE: She reached inside his chest, and she took hold of his heart, and she squeezed it.

She squeezed it and squeezed it, until it burst, like a rotten tomato.

LILIAN: Oh, Goddess.

BARBIE: Lil, you have to understand. You weren’t here, you didn’t see. We did. Mum and me.

We saw what he did to Cassie.

LILIAN: But to kill him like that…

BARBIE: She was a strong woman, our mum. Strong and wild. And family’s family. She

couldn’t let that pass.

LILIAN: But he was in his car! He was driving! Other people could have been hurt too, or

even killed!

BARBIE: I know. I think…I think she just went a bit mad, for a minute. I’ve never seen her

that angry before, never. Her eyes…they were black. Black as coal, and all sort of glittery.

She scared me, I don’t mind telling you. For the first time ever, I was scared of her.

DIANA: Mum. Mum did it. Mum killed Malcolm.

BARBIE: Aye. She did.

DIANA: It wasn’t me. I didn’t do it.

BARBIE: No. You could never have done it, Di. It’s not in you.

DIANA: Could you?
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BARBIE: I wondered about that, for a long time after. Could I have killed him, for what he

did? Could I kill anyone? I used to lie awake at night, thinking about it.

DIANA: And?

BARBIE: And…and I think I need a drink. A large one. Zack’s kindly left us some of the

whisky. Anyone going to join me?

DIANA: Make it a double.

LILIAN: Aye.

BARBIE: Morgan, love, would you go and get us some glasses from the kitchen? Bring one

for yourself too.

Morgan exits

DIANA: So?

BARBIE: Yes. I think I could. I mean, I’m not going to go around killing queue jumpers or

snotty shop girls, but if someone hurt my family, hurt somebody I loved, like Malcolm did,

then I could, and I would kill them.

DIANA: So would I.

BARBIE: Give over.

DIANA: You’re wrong about me, Barbie. I wanted him dead. I’m glad he’s dead. The only

thing that worried me was the idea that I’d done it by accident. I hated thinking that I’d lost

control.

BARBIE: You really think you could have killed him?

DIANA: If mum hadn’t, I would have. Yes.

BARBIE: Blimey.

LILIAN: I couldn’t.

BARBIE: No, I know you couldn’t.

DIANA: Mind you, I don’t know if I’d be strong enough. I’ve never tried.

BARBIE: Me neither. Crystals and tarot cards are more my line. But then, I never knew Mum

could either.

LILIAN: Do you think…do you think she’d done it before?

BARBIE: I don’t know. I wondered, but I were too scared to ask. We didn’t talk about it at all

after, not once. It were like it never happened.

Morgan comes in with glasses)

DIANA: Thank you, love.
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DIANA (pouring the whisky) I think we’ve all deserved this drink. What a bloody day.

BARBIE: Too right. Cheers.

LILIAN: May the best of the past be the worst of the future.

(All drink)

DIANA: It’s been a while since I heard that. One of mum’s, isn’t it?

LILIAN: Aye. She had a few, but that one was my favourite.

DIANA: I liked “To Grape Expectations”.

BARBIE: That doesn’t work for whisky. The best one was “Up to my lips, over my gums” -

ALL except Morgan: “Look out tummy, here it comes!”

DIANA: She was an amazing woman.

LILIAN: Aye. She was.

DIANA: I wish she was still here.

BARBIE: We all do.

DIANA: I’m sorry I didn’t come up more often.

BARBIE: You had your reasons.

DIANA: I did. I felt so bad about what happened, and somehow, in my head, it all became

Mum’s fault. For bringing me up a witch, making me too powerful.

LILIAN: Grief does funny things.

DIANA: It wasn’t grief. It was guilt. I was looking for someone to blame, and I picked her. And

I thought if I kept the girls away from Lancashire, away from this house, maybe they

wouldn’t end up like me. Like us.

BARBIE: That worked out well for you, didn’t it?

DIANA: Exactly. It was all for nothing. I should have been here for mum. For both of you, too.

I’m sorry.

BARBIE: It’s ok. Mum understood.

DIANA: Did she?

BARBIE: Aye. She said to me one day “Diana’s on a bit of elastic. Right now she’s running

away from us, as fast as she can, but she’ll snap back eventually, just you wait and see.” And

you did.

DIANA: She knew me that well.

BARBIE: She knew all of us, better than we knew ourselves.
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DIANA: Anyway, I’m sorry. And I promise to come up more often, in future.

BARBIE: Aye, aye, pie-crust promises !

DIANA : Well it wouldn’t kill you to visit me every now and again either! You’ve not been

down to London for years.

BARBIE: No. And I won’t be coming down any time soon. It’s no good for me, London. It

clogs up my third eye.

DIANA: (laughing) What utter nonsense.

BARBIE: It is not. I can feel it, as soon as I get there, a sort of psychic pollution. My vibrations

go haywire.

DIANA: You’re bloody haywire yourself.

BARBIE: No, it’s no good, you’ll just have to come up here. You’re going to need my help.

DIANA: With what?

BARBIE: Training Morgan and Cassie, of course!

DIANA: You’ll help me?

BARBIE: Try and stop me. This is so exciting! A brand new generation of witches.

DIANA: We should drink to that.

BARBIE: We should. Morgan, where’s that bottle?

(Morgan refills the glasses)

LILIAN: Not as much as that!

DIANA: So, give us the toast.

BARBIE: To Morgan and Cassie…

BARBIE/DIANA A brand new generation of witches!

DIANA: Come on Lil, stop sulking at your drink. Get it down you. It’ll do you good. Put some

colour in your cheeks.

LILIAN: We should really eat something, if we’re going to drink like this.

DIANA: We ate enough earlier. Now it’s drinking time.

LILIAN: I don’t drink much, normal.

BARBIE: Today’s not a normal day.

DIANA: You got that right. It’s not every day you find out your eldest has been a full-blown

witch for years and you never bloody noticed.

BARBIE: Not your fault. You’re just blind as a bat and cloth eared.
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DIANA: You didn’t notice either!

BARBIE: I haven’t seen her for years. So, come on Morgan, what can you do?

MORGAN: What do you mean?

BARBIE: Strut your stuff, come on. I bet you’re dying to.

MORGAN: Not really.

DIANA: Leave the girl alone, Barbie. If she doesn’t want to do it -

BARBIE: Come on, you don’t have to hide anymore! Show us what you’ve got.

LILIAN: I don’t think we should –

BARBIE: Just something little! Make the lights flicker, go on.

(Morgan flicks her fingers, the lights flicker)

BARBIE: Can you turn them off altogether?

(Morgan holds her hands out straight, the lights flicker and die)

BARBIE: Good work! Back on again, please!

(there is a snap of the fingers in the dark, the lights come back on)

BARBIE: Now, something a bit more taxing. How are you with weather?

LILIAN: Barbie, stop…

BARBIE: Can you give us some lightning?

(Morgan sweeps her arm out, lightning flashes outside the window)

DIANA: Well done! What about thunder?

(Morgan slashes her arm downwards, a huge clap of thunder)

BARBIE: Yes!!!

LILIAN: Don’t forget Eddie’s out there!

BARBIE: (jigging with joy) Nuts to Eddie! This is marvellous, just marvellous! Can you do

precision work too?

MORGAN: I don’t know what that means.

BARBIE: (grabbing Lilian’s whisky glass, which is half full) Can you balance this glass of

whisky in mid-air?

DIANA: (grabbing the glass back and giving it to Lilian) Give that here! We’re not wasting

good whisky.

BARBIE: I bet she can do it.
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DIANA: Use Cassie’s coke.

(Morgan lifts the coke bottle and a glass. She starts to pour the coke into the glass, and as

she does so, removes her hand from the glass, which remains suspended.)

DIANA: Brilliant girl!

BARBIE: You clever, clever witch! Mum would be so proud of you! This calls for a celebration.

(pours more whisky for everyone) Oh, I’m that happy, I could dance. Give us some music,

Morgan. Can you do that?

MORGAN: (laughing) What do you want?

BARBIE: Something with a bit of get up and go. A toe-tapper.

Morgan opens her mouth and blows. Jingly bells fill the air, crescendoing to violins, drums

and pipes. Barbie starts to dance.

DIANA: You’re a mad woman.

BARBIE: No! I’m a weird woman! We’re all weird women! Come and dance with me!

DIANA: Promise you’ll keep your clothes on?

BARBIE: I promise! Come on! Let’s honour mum, the goddess and the god!

(Diana begins to dance)

DIANA: Up you get, Lilian!

LILIAN: I’m no good at dancing…

DIANA: Who cares! No-one’s watching! It’s only us. Let’s raise some hell, just like in the old

days!

(Lilian hesitates, knocks back her whisky, then joins the dance)

BARBIE: And you, Morgan!

(Morgan shakes her head)

DIANA: No, you’re not getting out of it that easily!

BARBIE: Join us!

DIANA: Join us!

LILIAN: Join us!

(Morgan rises, and joins the dance. Lightning flashes, thunder rumbles, lights flicker as they

dance)

BARBIE: (stopping suddenly) Something’s coming.

DIANA: What?
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BARBIE: Something’s coming. Something bad.

DIANA: You sure? (Barbie nods) Lil? (shouting over the music) Lil!

LILIAN: I can’t hear you! Why aren’t you dancing?

MORGAN: Come and dance, mum!

BARBIE: It’s here!

(Suddenly the door flies open, there stands Eddie looking thunderous and slightly damp)

EDDIE: What in God’s holy name is going on here?

(the music crashes to a discordant halt, the witches freeze and stare at him)

LILIAN: Eddie, I –

EDDIE: I leave you alone for a couple of hours, and this is what happens?

LILIAN: No, I -

EDDIE: I excused you from your duties at evensong, out of the goodness of my heart, so that

you could spend the evening mourning your mother with your family.

LILIAN: Yes –

EDDIE: Yet I return to find you cavorting like a heathen! Dancing and singing and – (spots the

glasses) drinking! Like a wanton!

DIANA: Morgan, go and check on your sister, please. (Morgan hesitates) Now!

Morgan exits

EDDIE: You have brought shame on yourself, Lilian. You have brought shame on me.

LILIAN: I know, I’m sorry –

EDDIE: You are a bad wife, and an unfit mother! Nothing but a godless, drunken slattern!

LILIAN: No!

DIANA: Eddie! That’s enough!

EDDIE: You are a bad influence on Lilian, Diana. You always have been. All of you! The devil’s

concubines, desperate to drag Lilian into his bed with you.

BARBIE: Concubine! Chance would be a fine thing.

EDDIE: And your mother was the worst of you. But with my help, Lilian escaped her evil

influence, and I won’t let you take her back. Do you hear me? She is mine.

DIANA: Eddie, would you calm down and listen to what you’re saying? You’re being

outrageous. Lilian was having a dance with us. That’s all. Just a dance.

EDDIE: I saw her! She was –
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DIANA: (firmly) Dancing. “There is a time to weep and a time to laugh. A time to mourn and

a time to dance.” Ecclesiastes, chapter three, verse four.

EDDIE: How do you –

DIANA: You’re not the only one who can quote the bible you know.

EDDIE: The misinterpretation of –

DIANA: It’s very clear. “A time to mourn and a time to dance”. And we’ve done our

mourning.

EDDIE: Lilian has behaved –

DIANA: Beautifully. As she always does. Now, you wanted to ask me something, I think?

About some papers you want me to sign?

EDDIE: I … I want…

DIANA: Where are they? The papers?

EDDIE: They’re…here. In my bag.

DIANA: Well then. What are you waiting for?

EDDIE: I…

DIANA: Let’s go and have a look at them at the kitchen table, shall we?

EDDIE: Yes…

DIANA: We’ll be back shortly, ladies. Come along, Eddie.

Diana exits. Eddie follows her like a lamb, but at the door he turns

EDDIE: I will speak to you later, Lilian, about your unacceptable behaviour.

Eddie exits. Lilian is sitting in a chair, sitting straight ahead.

BARBIE: Are you ok, Lil? (no reaction) Lil? (still nothing) He’s a pig, Lil. Just a big, fat, hairy,

angry pig. You’re worth ten of him, you know. A hundred of him! If he weren’t your husband,

oh, the things I’d do to him! (still nothing) I should really go and join them. They’re talking

about the house. Will you be all right? (Lilian still stares straight ahead. Barbie pats her on

the shoulder.) I’ll be back soon, ok?

As Barbie turns to go, Lilian’s hand shoots out and grabs her arm, tight.

BARBIE: Ow! Lil, what is it? What’s wrong?

LILIAN: She mustn’t sign those papers.

BARBIE: What?

LILIAN: Those papers. She mustn’t sign them. Tell Diana not to sign them.

BARBIE: I don’t think she can, anyway, not without a solicitor present.
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LILIAN: Tell her not to commit to anything. Tell her now.

BARBIE: All right, but why? What’s going on?

LILIAN: Eddie, he…

BARBIE: He what?

LILIAN: He’s made a deal. With some developer bloke.

BARBIE: What kind of deal? (no response) Lil, you’re scaring me. What kind of deal?

LILIAN: For… for the land.

BARBIE: This land? Our land? (Lilian nods) But how can he have made a deal? It’s not his, it’s

ours.

LILIAN: He said…it was as good as his. That he’d have it really soon. The man’s a friend of

his. Eddie said he would sell him the land, for…for development.

BARBIE: Development? Into what?

LILIAN: Trading Estate.

BARBIE: Trading estate? What, warehouses and car showrooms and such? (laughs). Over my

dead body. Not as long as I’m living here.

LILIAN: You won’t be living here. They’re…they’re going to knock down the house.

BARBIE: Barrow House? My house? Knock it down? They’re going to do no such thing. Eddie

said I could stay here. How can they knock it down if I’m living here?

LILIAN: Eddie lied. They won’t let you stay. They’ll throw you out.

BARBIE: Diana won’t let them. I won’t let them.

LILIAN: There’s something in the paperwork… a hidden clause, or some such. They’ll have

the power to turn you out and pull the house down. Eddie made me promise not to tell…

BARBIE: The dirty, lying bastard.

LILIAN: If Diana doesn’t spot it, if she signs –

BARBIE: She won’t. I’m going to go in there, and I’m going to kill him.

LILIAN: No, don’t –

BARBIE: Don’t try to stop me, Lilian. How dare he? How bloody dare he? This land? Our

land?  A bloody trading estate? (heads for the door)

LILIAN: (chasing her, reaching out a hand and grabbing her arm) Barbie, don’t, please! If he

knows I told you, he’ll kill me!

BARBIE: He won’t!

LILIAN: (desperately) He will!
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Barbie looks at Lilian, then at the hand grasping her arm. Slowly she reaches up and pulls

back Lilian’s long sleeve. Clearly revealed underneath are several large, livid bruises. Barbie

looks at them, then up at Lilian.

BARBIE: Oh, Lil. (Lilian pulls her sleeve back down, quickly) Does it hurt?

LILIAN: I’ve had worse.

BARBIE: You never said. Why did you never say?

LILIAN: It’s not his fault! It’s just…he’s just…so worried. About money. And I’m…I can’t help

him. I’m too stupid, and I don’t know how to do anything.

BARBIE: You’re not stupid!

LILIAN: I just seem to annoy him all the time. I don’t do it on purpose, but… he’s just so

frustrated, he can’t help himself.

BARBIE: Are there more of…those? (Lilian nods) How long has it been going on?

LILIAN: About a year. Bit more.

BARBIE: And that woman? The mutton with all the slap?

LILIAN: Mandy?

BARBIE: Aye. Is he?

LILIAN: Aye.

BARBIE: Mum said there was something. But she wasn’t right, after the stroke…I thought

she was imagining things. I told her there was nothing to worry about.

LILIAN: There wasn’t! There’s not. It’ll pass.

BARBIE: Oh, it’ll pass all right. I’m going to have a word with dear old Eddie.

LILIAN: No! You mustn’t! I’m all right, honestly! But…you have to warn Di. Secret, like. Take

her away, and tell her about the clause. She’ll have to find some excuse not to sign - Eddie

must never know I’ve told you.

BARBIE: But he –

LILIAN: We haven’t got time to argue! Go, quickly!

BARBIE: All right, I’m going. You’ll be all right, here?

LILIAN: Yes! Go on!

Barbie exits. Morgan, who has been sitting on the stairs all along, creeps down them and

enters.

MORGAN: Are you ok?

LILIAN: Aye, child. I’m “ok”.
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MORGAN: He hits you? Uncle Eddie.

LILIAN: Aye. Sometimes.

MORGAN: Why?

LILIAN: Because I wind him up. That’s what he says. It’s my fault.

MORGAN: Why do you let him?

LILIAN: I don’t let him, exactly.

MORGAN: Yes, you do. You could fight back. You’ve got magic. Why don’t you use it?

LILIAN: It’s not right, using magic to hurt people.

MORGAN: It’s not using it to hurt people. It’s using it to defend yourself. That’s allowed.

LILIAN: (laughing sadly) Is it?

MORGAN: It must be. Otherwise nothing makes sense. Do you love him?

LILIAN: I did. Very much. For a very long time.

MORGAN: But do you, still? Despite everything he’s done?

LILIAN: I…

MORGAN: Do you still love him?

Suddenly the door flies open, and Eddie crashes into the room.

EDDIE: What did you do?

LILIAN: Eddie –

EDDIE: Tell me! What did you do?

LILIAN: Nothing, Eddie, I –

EDDIE: You told her, didn’t you?

LILIAN: No!

EDDIE: Yes, you did. Don’t lie to me.

LILIAN: I didn’t, Eddie, I swear!

EDDIE: You swear, do you? Then tell me why, when Diana was just about to sign the papers,

Barbie ran in and dragged her off? Hmm? Why do you think she did that?

LILIAN: I -

EDDIE: And why they are now having a whispered conference in the dining room?

LILIAN: I don’t know, Eddie, I truly don’t…
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EDDIE: You’re LYING! Don’t LIE to me! You opened your stupid, ugly trap and you told her

everything. Didn’t you? DIDN’T YOU!

LILIAN: Eddie, please…

EDDIE: You stupid, meddling cow! Do you have any idea what you’ve done? What you’ve

cost me?

LILIAN: I didn’t mean –

EDDIE: Why did you do it? I’ve worked so hard. I deserved this. I earned this. But you won’t

let me have it, will you? You won’t let me have anything. Everything I’ve ever tried to do,

you’ve always ruined it for me with your stupidity, your clumsiness, your spite.

LILIAN: No!

EDDIE: I try and I try, I give and I give, and all you do is take. You open your fat, gaping,

reeking maw, and you suck everything in; my time, my money, my soul, my life. You’ve taken

everything. And now you’re going to pay me back, Lilian. You’re going to pay for everything

you’ve taken. (He advances on Lilian.)

LILIAN: Morgan, go!

MORGAN: No, I’m staying with you!

LILIAN: I mean it, Morgan! Get out, go, run! I’ll be all right!

Morgan slips out through the French windows. Eddie grabs Lilian by the throat.

LILIAN: No, Eddie, please. I’m sorry, I’m sorry, all right?

EDDIE: Sorry????

LILIAN: I didn’t mean to do it. I didn’t mean it. It was an accident. I’m sorry, Eddie, I’m sorry I

messed it up for you –

EDDIE: Shut up.

LILIAN: It just slipped out, I didn’t do it on purpose, I swear I didn’t. Please, Eddie, I’m

begging you, please don’t hurt me, please! I’m sorry!

EDDIE: SHUT UP! JUST SHUT UP!

(Barbie and Diana come running in)

DIANA: Eddie! Let go of her!

EDDIE: Stay out of this, Diana!

DIANA: (rushing at him and grabbing his arm) Let her go!

EDDIE: (dropping Lilian and knocking Diana across the room) I said, STAY OUT OF IT! (striding

over to where she lies on the floor) You always have to meddle, don’t you? You think you’re

so bloody clever. So bloody perfect! But you know what? You’re nothing but a slut.
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BARBIE: Starts to chant. Lights flicker.

EDDIE: Dropping your knickers for any man who’ll look at you. Running off down to London,

raising your two fatherless girls to be godless heathens, behaving like a bitch in heat.

DIANA: (raising her arm) How dare you!

EDDIE: It’s time someone taught you a lesson. (kicking her viciously in the ribs) If you think

you’re going to come back here and corrupt my wife you have another think coming, my girl.

(kicks her again)

BARBIE: Eddie, stop it! Lilian, help me!

EDDIE: Let me tell you something, miss airs and bloody graces. You will sign those papers.

DIANA: Never!

EDDIE: Oh yes, you will. You’ll sign them, you’ll hand the house over to me, then you’ll go

back to London and you’ll never come near my wife or my son again, do you hear me? (kicks

her again) I SAID, DO YOU HEAR ME?

BARBIE: Eddie, for God’s sake!

EDDIE: God? God? How dare you say his name! You are nothing but the devil’s whore,

Barbara, don’t think I don’t know it! (advancing on her) You are a jezebel, and the dogs will

lick your blood.

BARBIE: (screaming) Lilian! Lilian, help me bind him!

EDDIE: (slapping her across the face) Do not speak to her!

LILIAN: That’s enough!

EDDIE: (roaring) Saith the Lord “I will cut off sorceries from your hand, and you shall have no

more tellers of fortunes!”

LILIAN: Eddie! Do you hear me?

EDDIE: (roaring) Micah, Chapter five, verse twelve!

LILIAN: Eddie! Stop it now!

EDDIE: (slapping Barbie again) Or what? What will you do, wife?

LILIAN: This. (raises her hands, starts to chant. Lights flicker)

EDDIE: (sneering) And what exactly is that?

Diana lifts herself up, raises her hands, starts to chant. Lightning flashes.

EDDIE: You are pathetic! Pathetic, deluded women.

Barbie raises her hands and starts to chant. Thunder rumbles. Eddie is encircled.
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EDDIE: This is a house of sin! You are all sinners! But I will show you the light! I will – (he

stops, looks confused) What’s happening? (tries to move, but it is though he is pinioned.)

What are you doing to me? (Lights turn on and off. The radio turns on and off, with snatches

of music and static. A book whizzes off the shelf, past his ear) Lilian! Lilian, you are being

tempted by the devil! You must resist him! Stand firm! Lilian, I demand that you release me

now! Do you hear me?

LILIAN: Eddie –

EDDIE: You know your duty, Lilian! Your duty to your God, and to me, your husband!

LILIAN: (weeping) I…I…

EDDIE: (begins to move, slowly, painfully towards Lilian) You are nothing, Lilian! You are

worthless! Only God can save you!

DIANA: (in between chanting) Don’t stop, Lil! Don’t give up!

EDDIE: (Grabs hold of Lilian) Repent, Lilian!

BARBIE: (in between chanting) Don’t listen to him, Lil! Stay with us!

EDDIE: (with his hands round her throat) Repent, and you will be spared! If you do not, you

will burn in the lake of fiery sulphur!

Suddenly the door flies open, and Morgan is standing there, soaked to the skin. She throws

out her arm, there is a massive clap of thunder, and Eddie puts his hand to his face. There is

blood.)

EDDIE: Hell bitch! (drops Lilian and staggers towards her. All four women are now chanting,

constant lightning and thunder, things flying off shelves, lights going on and off, French

window curtains blowing, general pandemonium.) You are a snake, a scorpion! I will trample

you! (grabs Morgan’s hair and forces her to the ground)

DIANA: Morgan, no! Don’t you touch her!

EDDIE: I will destroy this nest of vipers, one by one! (roaring) Thou shalt not suffer a witch to

live!

Suddenly, Cassie appears in her nightie at the top of the stairs

CASSIE: (screaming) Morgan!

MORGAN: Cassie! Help me!

Cassie throws out both arms in front of her, her fingertips glow, Eddie falls over backwards.

Cassie starts to walk down the stairs. Eddie starts to get up.

CASSIE: You will not hurt her! (throws out her arms again, Eddie falls back)

EDDIE: No! Let me up! Let me up! You have no power over me! (he struggles to raise himself,

but it is as though he is lying in glue.) Daughters of Satan! (the women start to move slowly
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towards him, encircling him, all chanting) Bitches! Whores! I will destroy you! No! No!

NOOOOOOOOO!!!!

The women now surround him completely, so that he is invisible. One last bright flash of

lightning and huge clap of thunder, then…

BLACKOUT


