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As the audience enter, they are 
each given a small stone.

Lights up. A sparse stage. Front 
and centre, two chairs. In one, 
POLLY. Past forty, thin, dressed 
up, hair tied back, all black dress 
and high heels. And unconscious. In 
the other chair, BEN. In a suit, 
yes, but more dishevelled, looking 
worse for wear on any night but on 
this one in particular. Paunchy, 
drooling, and unconscious. A rope 
connects them, around his left 
wrist and her right.

Behind them, a dining table with a 
basin of water, some whiskey, wine, 
pills, snacks. Small comforts.

And at the very back, there but not 
imposing, a scales. Balanced. One 
black side. One white.

Suddenly Polly and Ben’s heads 
shoot up, not awake but active. 
They speak in unison, flat, 
something else speaking through 
them.

POLLY & BEN
You have one hour to decide which of these people should 
live. Begin.

And their heads loll back into 
unconsciousness.

The SOUND OF SIRENS. Flames 
crackling. Ripped metal and running 
water. A thudding noise. And then 
more than that. Disembodied voices.

POLLY & BEN (V/O)
“Hi. Sorry. Hi.”



POLLY (V/O)
“Polly.”

BEN (V/O)
“Ben.”

POLLY (V/O)
“I think it was a mistake.”

BEN (V/O)
“Check the handwriting!”

POLLY (V/O)
“You never get over anything.”

BEN (V/O)
“Would you like to maybe marry me sometime?”

More now. Voices falling over each 
other. Not just Polly and Ben but 
OLIVER (an old, withered man), 
JENNY (a caring mother), DWAYNE 
(30s, cocky) a DOCTOR (female, Cork 
accent).

BEN (V/O)
“I was trying. I was always 
trying.”

POLLY (V/O)
“His name was Charlie.”

OLIVER (V/O)
“You can never tell, ever 
tell her.”

DWAYNE (V/O)
“Just don’t mention the 
Rowling.”

JENNY (V/O)
“Vanilla? Nobody likes 
vanilla.”

FEMALE DOCTOR (V/O)
“He was taken in this morning-
-”

More now. More than mentionable. 
More than can be heard, a cacophony 
of voices and scratching, 
splashing, thudding, screaming 
noise. Louder and louder and louder 
until--
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BEN (V/O)
Okay. Okay. I’m in this. I’m 
in it.

POLLY (V/O)
Okay. Okay. I’m in this. I’m 
in it.

SILENCE. Then--

BEN
Me!

POLLY
Me!

Both leap from their seats. 
Confused, panicked, screaming, and 
then looking at each other.

BEN
You.

POLLY
You.
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POLLY
Okay, okay, what you need to-- 
he was driving. He was 
driving the car, he was 
driving the car, and he was 
drunk. I had a... I had a 
launch and I was really 
successful, very successful, 
and he turned up and he was 
drunk-- I remember him being 
drunk. He started a fight 
with everybody and me and 
then, then, then we were in 
the car and we crashed and he 
was driving and we crashed 
and he was drunk. He was 
drunk. He was drinking. He’s 
always drinking and he’s lazy 
and under-performing and not 
good enough and he is not 
good enough and he is NOT 
GOOD ENOUGH. And he is, and 
he is...

(she trails off, and 
just begins laughing)

BEN
She-- she-- she-- she-- she-- 
shit, shit, um, shi.... she 
was driving. She was driving 
the car and she was off her 
head on some kind of 
something, and, and, and she 
can’t drive. She could never 
drive very well and, you have 
to understand this is just 
HER. This is just how she 
operates and of course, of 
course it’s like this, 
because of course it’s like 
her and her crash. We went 
over a bridge and I wasn’t 
driving and she is, she is, 
typical Polly. She is cruel 
and under-handed and 
calculating and she knows 
what she is doing, she always 
knows what she is doing and 
she doesn’t care. Bad wife, 
bad person, bad driver, 
bad... she’s just not, she’s 
not, she’s just not-- she 
won’t do any good. She isn’t 
deserving and I am. I am. I 
am. I-- what are you laughing 
at?

She looks around the space, 
exploring. Tugging at the rope.

She looks at her hand, it’s got a 
white mark. Ben looks at his -- 
black.

POLLY
Oh, Ben. Ben Ben Ben Ben Ben. Isn’t this just the absolute 
pits?

(to audience)
He was driving--
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BEN
Shut up. I wasn’t.

(to audience)
She was hepped up on-- she was snortin’ something and she, 
she had a bunch of--

POLLY
I was snorting nothing. What the hell did you do?

BEN
I didn’t do anything, Pol.

POLLY
You were there, Benjamin. You were present, Benjamin. And you 
weren’t invited.

BEN
I don’t remember, but--

POLLY
You “don’t remember”. Splendid, dear--

BEN
I don’t remember, but I know I wasn’t drivin’ the car. I 
wasn’t. I was, eh, I was... I was--

POLLY
Benjamin.

BEN
I wasn’t! I was in the passenger seat.

POLLY
Folly.

BEN
Do you remember?

POLLY
I-- of course I do.

BEN
Where did we crash?
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POLLY
I... near the... near the... Ralmond’s.

(to audience)
The library where we were--

BEN
No. We were on the other side of town. Heuston.

POLLY
We-- no, I remember. You drove us there. You, um, you picked 
me up. You had the car.

BEN
I used it to get to the launch--

POLLY
No. No. You were driving. You were. You had the keys.

BEN
You don’t remember.

Polly crosses over to the scalee. 
She pulls a stone from her bra, 
same as the ones the audience were 
given.

She drops it in on the white side 
of the scale. It tips.

POLLY
I remember clearly.

She nods at the scale.

BEN
Maybe later.

BEN
(to audience)

She doesn’t remember nothin’. She wasn’t driving. I know we 
crashed on the far side of town, on the bridge just past--

POLLY
That doesn’t negate the fact that--
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BEN
You did this, you stupid bitch. You and your fuckin’ driving, 
Pol.

POLLY
Watch your words, Benjamin.

BEN
Fuck off, Pollyanna.

Beat. Polly buries her face in her 
hands, scratching at it.

POLLY
Oh Jesus Jesus Jesus Jesus Jesus Christ, Ben. Jesus Christ.

BEN
I. Wasn’t. Drivin’.

POLLY
I don’t care about--

(calming herself)
An hour.

BEN
An hour.

POLLY
My whole sweet life.

BEN
I’m not exactly dancin’ round the maypole.

(tugging at the rope)
Could though.

Polly examines the table. The 
contents.

POLLY
Cute.

BEN
Could make a sandwich.

POLLY
A little domestic.
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BEN
Yeah.

POLLY
(to audience)

An hour.

She nods for Ben to proceed.

BEN
You’re-- are you--

POLLY
Go ahead. I’m going to compose myself.

She scratches her face again.

Ben turns to the audience, suddenly 
a little nervous. All these people.

He clears his throat once, then 
again. Obnoxiously. Loudly.

POLLY
Oh for the love of--

She cuts herself off, dipping her 
face in the basin of water.

BEN
(to audience)

Sorry. I, eh, um, stage... fright. I was in this play once, 
when I was a kid. I was Humpty Dumpty. There was... I used to 
be afraid of horses and then all the king’s horses and all 
the king’s-- and I just panicked, and when I was kid I’d just 
panic and-- I just dropped my pants and took a dump right 
there on the--

Polly comes up for air.

POLLY
Are you telling the Humpty story? Introduce yourself, dear.

And she dips her face back in.
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BEN
I, uh, I--

He’s interrupted by TRUMPETS. The 
opening of “Try A Little 
Tenderness” (specifically the early 
90s cover from The Commitments).

BEN
But-- how-- Pol--

He looks over to her, but she can’t 
hear -- still submerged.

BEN
I--

And THE MUSIC STOPS again, before 
Polly comes up for air again.

BEN
I, okay. My name’s Benjamin Michael Fenner, I’m 46 years old 
and I work, I work in an insurance firm.

POLLY
His father’s insurance company. Don’t omit that little 
nugget.

BEN
My, my, Dad’s company. And I’ve been married to her since, 
for seventeen years. I... eh...

(his volume lowers)
I’ve got three sisters and a brother. Rita, Alison, I’m the 
youngest. I work for charity, I do charity for--

POLLY
Speak up, honey.

BEN
Stop that.

POLLY
Pray tell what?

BEN
Pretending we’re still somethin’.
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POLLY
I was never the one who had trouble with that.

BEN
(heading for the table)

And there’s... there’s also... I also, I--

POLLY
Ben.

BEN
I am sad. Sometimes I am sad. I’m gonna make a sandwich.

POLLY
Make me one.

(off Ben’s look)
Come on. I haven’t had white bread in three years.

Ben gets to work.

POLLY
Mayonnaise.

BEN
Polly--

But they’re cut off by... 
something. They can hear it, 
though.

POLLY
It’s--

BEN
Sh.

Listening again.

BEN
Impaled on a unicorn?

POLLY
Impaled on a unicorn?

Then... nothing.

BEN
Ha.

(to audience)

10.



We were at the bridge at Heuston, we went over. That was the 
hospital, I guess we got some kind of link with...

POLLY
Why were we by Heuston? That doesn’t even make sense, why 
would we be driving down there?

BEN
Can you still hear them?

POLLY
A little, yeah. There. Jenny?

BEN
Molly.

(to audience)
The EMT.

While he works on the sandwich...

POLLY
(to audience)

I’ll just say that me not remembering doesn’t change that... 
he was driving. He had the keys. He was. Anyway... my name’s 
Pollyanna Laurel Mackenzie.

Ben stops chopping for a second, 
before resuming.

POLLY
Mackenzie. No siblings, no parents as of a few years back--

JENNY (V/O)
Vanilla? Nobody likes vanilla.

POLLY
What was that?

BEN
There’s some audio accompaniment. Darlin’.

POLLY
I write books.
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BEN
I’m sorry.

(to audience)
I know I shouldn’t but-- Polly? Really?

POLLY
Book. Singular.

BEN
Kids’ book. Little thing, ‘bout, what, fifty pages?

POLLY
Seventy.

(to audience)
It’s good. That’s where we were tonight, at the launch. 
“Anjelica Boffitt’s Simple Guide To Unicorn Flight”. It 
was...

BEN
Tack.

POLLY
It wasn’t--

BEN
It was tack. Unicorns everywhere. Majella, right?

POLLY
(to audience)

She’s my agent.

BEN
She’s a lunatic.

POLLY
Effective, though. The book was going to be a “smash hit”. 
Harry Potter style.

BEN
(handing her a sandwich)

Eat your sandwich, dear.

Ben pours himself some red wine.

POLLY
How masculine.
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BEN
(sipping)

I’m a modern man.
(to audience)

The book’s not good.

POLLY
(sandwich in mouth)

It’s a page-turner.

POLLY (V/O)
“As Anjelica stared across the sea of floating islands, she 
began to wonder if anything she experienced would ever be the 
same again. What was homework, or eating your greens, or 
field hockey, when she could be flying?”

BEN
I’ll wait for the paperback.

POLLY
I-- god this sandwich is good.

BEN
Don’t choke.

BEN (V/O)
“Read it! Read the fucking thing! Read it... now!”

POLLY
When was that?

BEN
Probably just trying to help people get through the book.

BEN (V/O)
“Read the fucking thing!”

The TRUMPETS KICK IN again...

POLLY
That I could do without.

(to the sky)
A little peace and quiet?!

And the TRUMPETS STOP.
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POLLY
None of that.

BEN
The kitchen.

POLLY
Yep.

BEN
‘92.

POLLY
‘96.

BEN
Both.

POLLY
‘98.

BEN
Not now.

POLLY
Which one? The Malbec, the mahogany, or the Monaghan motel 
where you--

BEN
Please don’t. Please don’t do that.

POLLY
(to audience)

That little snippet-- could we get that again?

BEN (V/O)
“Read the fucking thing!”

POLLY
My best friend in college became a DJ. There but for the 
grace of--

(she raises her hand)

BEN (V/O)
“Read the fucking thing!”
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POLLY
--go I.

(to audience)
Now that, that, is the Ben I know. Violent. The kind of guy 
who’d slam your head into a hardwood floor, say, or drive you 
off a bridge, say, or--

BEN
I mellowed. Like a fine wine.

POLLY
Then why were you there, Ben? I was having the launch, and 
you didn’t come, but then you, what, you just show up? Drunk? 
Knocking into guests or hitting the wine bar or smashing up 
the statues...

BEN
(realising)

Aaaah. “Impaled on a unicorn”.

POLLY
You stole one of my unicorns? Well that’s surely a demerit 
against your character right there, honey, turning up to a 
children’s book launch to steal a unicorn. Tsk, tsk.

BEN
If I was holding it, then I wasn’t driving.

POLLY
They didn’t say who was impaled. I can see the headlines -- 
“Best-selling author impaled on own unicorn; Sales sky-
rocket; husband responsible for crash”.

BEN
Bit of a wordy headline.

POLLY
People love a sob story. Good for business.

BEN
A dead writer’d be better. You know, speaking from a purely 
marketin’ perspective. Inheritance ain’t what it used to be.
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POLLY
“Marketin’”. Ugh.

(off Ben’s look, and to 
audience)

He’s rich. Don’t let the salt-of-the-earth truncations fool 
you, he comes from money.

BEN
Can’t help that.

POLLY
(down-home truncatin’)

Well gee whiz, I ain’t some big city lawyer or fancy cigar-
smokin’ fat cat but I reckon it’d be mighty hard to prove 
you’ve worked harder to get where you are than I have.

(to audience)
You know, if it went to a vote, say.

BEN
Seventy-thirty. Bills, mortgage, food even. Seventy per cent 
me. I come from money, you just happen to enjoy it.

POLLY
I didn’t marry you for money.

BEN
I didn’t marry you for unicorns.

The TRUMPETS BEGIN again.

BEN
Oh quit it!

It stops, but is replaced by--

BEN (V/O)
Poa kichizi kama ndizi.

POLLY (V/O)
Poa kichizi kama ndizi.

POLLY
Ha. Ha! What’s that... ‘89?

BEN
1990. You know that.
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POLLY
I know ‘98.

(tapping her head)
Memory’s a bit fuzzy before then.

She graduates from tapping her head 
to lightly scratching her face 
again.

BEN
(to audience)

We met in--

POLLY
What are you doing?

BEN
I’m... recountin’.

POLLY
And that’s the start?

BEN
It’s when we met.

BEN (V/O)
Poa kechizi kama ndizi.

BEN
Exactly.

POLLY
When we...

(to audience)
This is what he’s going to do. He’s going to make it about 
us.

BEN
We were married for twenty years. 

POLLY
Seventeen.

POLLY
(V/O)

Poa kechizi kama ndizi.
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BEN
We drove off a bridge together.

POLLY
You drove.

(to audience)
He’s going to make this about us. There isn’t an us anymore. 
I was fine, I was fine before I met him.

BEN
Better?

POLLY
Different.

BEN
Lonesome.

POLLY
Pudgy. That doesn’t equate to lonesome.

BEN
I liked the pudge.

POLLY
And I like logic. And reason.

(to audience)
And this night and that car and that marriage isn’t all I am.

She scratches her face again.

BEN
It isn’t for me, either. But it’s where I gave some things my 
best shot.

POLLY
How did your best shot work out, Ben?

BEN
I can’t help how I am.

POLLY
The depression. The great depression.
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BEN
It’s not my fault I don’t have dead parents to lean on.

(to audience)
It has been with me. And it is difficult to explain. But it 
is difficult. And I have kept going. And I have held down a 
job on days when all I can see are flames and floods dancing 
at the corner of my vision. And I have suffered through that 
while suffering through her. I don’t know what else to say. 
It has given me strength to survive.

POLLY
Tell that to Monaghan General.

POLLY (V/O)
“Poa kichizi kama--”

POLLY
Damn it! Okay, fine, fine fine fine fine fine fine fine. We 
met in 1990. I was working out of a publishing house on Capel 
Street, slip of a thing really. My degree, my career’s in 
lexicography. Bi-lingual dictionaries, mainly Irish stuff and 
then beyond. I’m not that multi-lingual, compared to some, 
but you actually don’t need to be. In fact--

POLLY (V/O)
“Poa kichizi kama ndizi.”

POLLY
Alright already. He was... he was--

BEN
Dad had said I needed to get some experience outside the 
firm. I’d had a bit of a roundabout journey to university, 
did some travellin’, booze, the like.

POLLY
Some things never--

BEN
So I was older than her. I don’t remember the first time I 
saw her, she wasn’t so... striking, like the way she is now. 
It’s a show. The hair, the skinny boney body. She wasn’t like 
that then.
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POLLY
I lacked confidence. Wasn’t that one of the things?

(to audience)
Later on, how far in was it, the, the, sheet--

BEN
The sheet.

POLLY
We were at work and we’d been seeing each other for some 
time, months maybe. Barely a something at all. I hadn’t been 
in that kind of love before, it was unsettling, and he was 
older--

BEN
No. I didn’t force nothin’ on you. I was--

BEN (V/O)
“Please don’t leave me here.”

POLLY
That was Monaghan.

BEN
That was later. We ran off from work, went to the Phoenix 
Park.

POLLY
We were kids.

BEN
We were scared, Pol. Who wouldn’t be?

POLLY
I had this muffin top, hanging over the edge of these too-
tight denim shorts I insisted on wearing to the office. I was 
an “individual”.

BEN
We wrote down a list of things that... a list of plans.

POLLY
A list of things that scared us, Benjamin.

POLLY (V/O)
“But sure fuck it.”
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BEN
A fuck-it list.

POLLY
His family.

BEN
Her family.

POLLY
Work. Travel. Kids. Kids. Ha. Jesus Christ. We still have it, 
the piece of paper. Framed it over the marital bed, when it 
was the marital bed. When you hadn’t drank the things that 
make a marital bed a marital bed out of yourself. I took it 
with me, the sheet. Later, much later, when I was gone for a 
while.

BEN
And brought it back when you moved back in.

POLLY
I didn’t know any better.

(to Ben)
You know it wasn’t you, then, back in ‘90? It wasn’t. It 
was... it was Dwayne.

(to audience)
Dwayne was a poet.

BEN
He was a bicycle courier.

POLLY
He is now though.

BEN
I know.

POLLY
And he’s still skinny.

BEN
I know.

POLLY
You do?
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BEN
He was at the launch.

(taps his head)
Bits are coming back. You slapped me.

POLLY
Delightful.

(to audience)
Dwayne was... all hip bones and tattoos and I was me twenty 
odd years ago. I wanted him, he didn’t want me. And then I 
transferred my feelings on to this sad sack over here.

(scratching her face)
Dwayne was eminently taken, and Ben was available. And I 
was... me twenty years ago.

BEN
You were pretty.

POLLY
I’m better now.

(to audience)
I’m healthy, by the way. I run three times a week. Gym. Watch 
my cholesterol. Ingest any number of vodkas and barbituates 
but I’m not... look at me. I’m not unhealthy. I can go the 
distance.

BEN
You were pretty.

POLLY
(scratching at her face)

I was an idiot. I was a young idiot, hung up on recreating 
what Mammy and Daddy had before-- And you were so very there, 
Benjamin.

BEN
That’s not what I meant, Pol. You. Were. Pretty.

She stops scratching her face, for 
the first time questioning why 
she’s doing it.

POLLY
No.
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BEN
Steering wheel probably. Or the windscreen. My leg’s been 
itchy since I stood up. Unicorn maybe.

(to audience)
Her looks are an investment. You heard her, it’s part of the 
high horse and the pedestal. Do you think she’ll be fine 
without it? Do you think she’ll be a-okay? Rootin’ tootin’ 
Pollyanna Laurel Mackenzie.

POLLY
I’m a writer.

BEN
It’s a shit book!

POLLY
I have my words. I don’t care if I’m some hatchet-faced old 
widow.

(to audience)
I don’t. I’ve given up on that. Looks are fine but I’ve given 
up on the romantic portions of living.

BEN
She won’t survive not looking the way she looked.

POLLY
On behalf of all the women in the audience, Benjamin, go 
flick a bean.

BEN
She won’t--

POLLY
I am words before anything else.

BEN
Her whole life, your whole life it’s been about the looks. 
Dwayne? Dwayne? Yeah, what about--

BEN (V/O)
“Malbec? Really.”

BEN
(to the sky)

Thank you!

23.



POLLY
(to audience)

This was--

BEN
‘98. We’d been married a few years.

POLLY
Fuck you. More than that had happened.

BEN
I went out, said I was gonna be away for the night. Used my 
friend Kev as an excuse. Came home two hours later and there 
was--

BEN (V/O)
“Malbec? Really.”

BEN
Two glasses of Malbec, really, sittin’ on the mantlepiece. 
And she was off in the bedroom with Dwayne. Doin’ the thing 
that she’d been doin’ for a while, turns out. That one hurt. 
That one did, yeah.

POLLY
More than that had happened. Jesus, ‘98.

BEN
You broke my--

POLLY
More than that.

POLLY
“Poa kenchizi kama nd--”

BEN
“Poa kenchizi kama nd--”

A loud THUD, like something falling 
on a hardwood floor.

POLLY
Yes.

As Polly pours herself a glass of 
red wine, THUD again. Again. Again.
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BEN
(to the sky)

I get it.

POLLY
I had been having a particularly rough time of it, before 
then. The things I’d wanted... the things I’d wanted.

(to Ben)
It felt like... when the air conditioner’s on, for hours, and 
then it shuts off. And it’s quiet, even though you didn’t 
know it was quiet before. Something was gone, Ben.

BEN
That doesn’t excuse--

POLLY
I didn’t care.

(to audience)
I cheated on him. I very much, very much cheated on him. 
Dwayne. Hip bones. The iliac furrow -- that’s what it’s 
called, the V that leads down to a guy’s crotch -- and the 
tattoos. And somebody to talk to. So I had the glasses of 
Malbec on the table and I had Dwayne over and I had... I 
wonder...

(to Ben)
I do wonder-- did I believe you? “Going out for a few hours”? 
Or was I just...

(to audience)
He went out. He came back. And--

THUD. That banging again.

POLLY
Mahogany is such sweet sorrow.

Ben pours himself a glass of red 
wine.

THUD again. And again. And again. 
Again and again and again until--

BEN
I get it.
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POLLY
No!

(approaching him)
You don’t get it. I know what you are. What it was, was-- 
what it was, was-

(to audience)
He’s in the living room and it’s all--

BEN (V/O)
“Malbec. Really?”

She clinks Ben’s drink with hers.

POLLY
And, and I come out first and then Dwayne. And he’s acting 
very calm, very together, but I can see his fingers are 
twitching. I try to shove Dwayne for the door, but Ben’s 
already after him. He pushes him over, on to the wooden 
floor, starts kicking him, hard. Dwayne’s little frame wasn’t 
built for that kind of thing. But then Ben slipped on some of 
the spilled wine, tumbled on to the floor.

BEN
You remember well.

POLLY
I do. Dwayne gets one good punch off and breaks for the door, 
out before Ben can catch him. He tries to follow him, at this 
point I’m screaming, probably. I remember thinking about the 
door being open, neighbours seeing me in my... “in the 
altogether”.

BEN
It was the wine that did it. The spilled wine.

POLLY
I tried to grab at him when he was going after Dwayne, before 
he got out the door.

(to Ben)
What was it, again, dear?

She pulls his hand up, as if to 
mime it, but he resists.

BEN
Don’t do this.
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POLLY
Oh. Honey.

(to audience)
He’s facing away from me, so the first one is a back-hand. To 
the jaw. It still clicks, you know? But we’ll forgive that. 
He’s at the door. It’s all very rushed.

BEN
He didn’t come back for you.

POLLY
I wasn’t his. I wasn’t anybody’s.

(to audience)
It was the next one that’s a cause for concern. He’d turned, 
with the back-hand. Him standing there, the door slowly 
closing behind him. Me, naked. Blood in my mouth. I spat on 
to this chaise longue I’d “invested in” the year before. 
Blood and spit on this delicate white leather. He looked at 
me. Quickly, for a moment, he looked at me. And ladies, when 
a man looks at you like that, well, you just know. Bam! 
Another one, across the nose, a kind of half-punch half-slap. 
And I’m on the floor.

BEN
You...

POLLY
Yes?

BEN
Well you didn’t fall over then. You kind of shook, and tried 
to move, and slipped on the Malbec.

THUD.

POLLY
And then he’s on me.

(to Ben)
I don’t remember you saying anything. Did you speak?

BEN
I don’t think so. No.

POLLY
And he just--
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THUD.

POLLY
...my head into the floor.

THUD. THUD. THUD. THUD. And it 
stops.

BEN
I’m so, so, so sorry about that.

POLLY
You are untrustworthy. You are an unknown quantity.

BEN
You live with me.

POLLY
I’ve got thicker skin. And a jaw that clicks. Thanks.

BEN
(to audience)

The first time we met--

POLLY
No. No. No, stick with this. You hit me.

BEN
I can’t make up for that. I can’t. Fine. Grand. Done.

POLLY
Not done, never done--

BEN
That wasn’t the beginning, that was--

POLLY
You still would, you know? You’d still have me. My arms, my 
legs, my nose. You still would.

(to audience)
My 41st birthday. We were together - separate, separate 
bedrooms, separate lives, but together. And he kisses me, 
like it was--

BEN
I was drunk.
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POLLY
The great lubricant. You were leaning in that direction 
anyway.

She approaches him, up close, in 
his face.

POLLY
Poa kichizi. Right?

BEN
Stop that.

POLLY
Poor little Benny, poor little melancholic alcoholic 
vitriolic workaholic parabolic apostolic Benjamin. My 
beautiful broken--

BEN
Stop that.

POLLY
Kiss me. Go on. I won’t stop you. Last time was... my 
birthday was barely an anything before I pushed you away. You 
don’t want our last kiss to have been a sloppy birthday snog--

BEN
I don’t want it to be this either.

POLLY
Oh, Benjamin.

BEN
You smell like old bones.

She pulls away.

POLLY
And he comes out swinging.

BEN
She cheated on me.

POLLY
They know--
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BEN
Not ‘98. ‘04.

POLLY
Well that was a slip.

BEN
He was eighteen.

POLLY
Yes he was. With an iliac furrow that could cut glass.

BEN
Charlie...

POLLY
I won’t apologise for searching outside of us for the things 
I needed.

BEN
What was his surname?

POLLY
I don’t know.

BEN
O’ Shaughnessy.

(to audience)
She was lecturing. They fell into something.

POLLY
The back of my car mainly.

BEN
He dropped out, you know?

POLLY
When?

BEN
(to audience)

The shit hit the old bones. And while she was complaining 
about her career--

POLLY
That was--
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POLLY (V/O)
“I didn’t ask for that!”

POLLY
Is that tonight?

BEN
She got in deep over that. And it was all about her. And she 
told me. And it was all about her. One evening, I’m sitting 
in, and I’m doing the Sudoku--

POLLY
Oh the Sudoku of it all.

She wanders back to the basin, 
dipping her face.

BEN
And the doorbell rings. And I wander over and I undo the 
latch and I look and there’s this... little kid. Crying about 
his old bones and how he had to drop out and he was just 
wondering, and who am I, and--

BEN (V/O)
“I’m her husband, Charlie.”

CHARLIE (V/O)
“Oh.”

BEN
Oh indeed, Charlie.

POLLY
This is ‘04. Go back, past ‘04 and ‘98. ‘96.

BEN
‘90. Hell, why not ‘76?

POLLY
Leave my mother out of this.

JENNY (V/O)
“Vanilla?”
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BEN
She’s still here. They’re all still here, Jenny and Oliver 
and the fairy tales and the marriage - the fucking marriage. 
The fucking marriage.

POLLY
I didn’t ask for--

POLLY (V/O)
“Poa kichizi.”

BEN
Fairy tales.

POLLY
They were good--

(to audience)
My parents were good people. They had what a marriage needed, 
they had the right idea, they didn’t go into it blind like I 
did--

BEN
We had a sheet of paper--

POLLY
We had hormones. My parents had something that sticks.

BEN
Your mother was dragged under a lorry when you were eight 
years old and your Dad was a--

POLLY
Stop it.

BEN
Your Dad was a drunk. And a conniving, invasive old bastard 
if you ask me.

POLLY
Daddy was--

BEN
Oliver. Oliver Oliver Oliver. Olly Olly Olly. Oy oy--
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POLLY
Shut it.

(to audience)
‘96.

BEN
Me and you and even numbers.

POLLY
We got pregnant. We were going to have a baby. He told me not 
to keep it. I didn’t.

BEN
I didn’t pressure you. And a baby wouldn’t have solved 
anything that wasn’t already wrong.

POLLY
Are you serious? Are you serious? Do you remember how good 
things were back then?

BEN
I remember you walking away from things.

POLLY
No, I was walking towards things. Work. A baby. After that 
was the affair, and the hell, after that. We were good back 
then, before you--

BEN
I didn’t pressure you. I just said--

BEN (V/O)
“We have options.”

POLLY
Yes. I remember that. I remember that exactly, Ben. I 
remember that back then you were skinnier than me and taller 
than me and I had words but you had WORDS. And you used them.

BEN
All I said was--

POLLY
Don’t. Don’t keep it, Polly. You’ll regret it. That’s what 
you said.
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BEN
I didn’t.

POLLY
You did. You don’t remember. Because you were drunk. You came 
home and I was still pregnant and we had that window, that 
window where you can decide if you do or you don’t and you 
said that to me. And I woke up the next morning. And a few 
days later we didn’t.

BEN
(to audience)

That’s not true.

POLLY
It is.

BEN
You’d say anything, you would say anything, you would say 
anything you under-handed cheater. You’re a cheater. You 
cheat.

POLLY
I’m not lying, Ben.

BEN
You’re lying. You’re a lying bitch, you’re a lying... you’re 
lying. You’re lying.

POLLY
Isn’t this the great debate, Benjamin? Get all our dirty 
laundry out there? Why would I lie? I’m glad I fucked him, 
I’m glad I fucked them all--

BEN
Don’t say that--

POLLY
I’m glad you’re drained and old and alone and--

BEN
Be quiet!

POLLY
I’m glad... I hope whatever it is it hurts.
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BEN
You’re lying. You’re trying to win.

POLLY
I’ll win without a trick or a wink or a smile you worn-out, 
slack-jawed, pot-bellied, shrunken, impotent piece of shit.

He rushes at her, angry, but before 
anything can happen they both lose 
consciousness.

Ben falls to the floor, Polly falls 
face first into the bucket - her 
head submerged.

Seconds pass. Ten, fifteen, twenty.

Before they both burst to life, 
Polly gasping for air, Ben 
strangely silent.

POLLY
Fuck. There’s blood everywhere. That’s a lot of blood. That’s 
an awful lot of blood.

Ben stays silent. She winds up the 
rope, pulls on his arm, drags at 
him. Pours a glass of water on him.

POLLY
What did you see, honey? What was yours? What are they doing 
to you? I caught a glimpse of my face, Benjamin, reflected in 
some concave torture device. Surgeons and gowns and my lip 
split open from bicuspid to eye socket.

She gets on to him.

POLLY
What did you see, Benjamin? What was it for you?

Nothing.

POLLY
TELL ME!

She slaps him.
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POLLY
Tell me.

Another slap.

POLLY
Tell m--

She goes for another, but he stops 
her -- grabs her arm and the rest 
of her and shoves her up and on to 
the table.

He kisses her.

BEN
There.

BEN (V/O)
(drunk)

“Don’t. Don’t keep it, Polly. You’ll regret it.”

POLLY
There.

He pulls away, pacing, but limping 
now. Polly, wet, reaches into her 
top, feeling something. She pulls 
it out - a sheet of paper.

BEN
Let me tell you about Oliver.

POLLY
Oliver.

BEN
Oliver was a carpenter. And he met a girl named Jenny, and 
she was a teacher, and they got married. And they -- almost 
immediately -- they had a little girl named Pollyanna. And 
then Jenny died, and Polly grew up, and met a boy named 
Benjamin.

POLLY (V/O)
“My beautiful, broken Ben.”
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BEN
And Oliver remained. Didn’t move out of the way--

POLLY
He moved out of the way.

BEN
And Ben and Polly grew together and apart and together again. 
And Oliver drank. And Oliver got sick. And Oliver died.

POLLY
He was a good man.

BEN
He was an interference, he was a drunk. He was an old drunk 
and a mess and a creep and a burden. Mine. Remember that? 
Remember that, darling?

POLLY
It was on the sheet.

BEN
I don’t care what was on the sheet. I don’t care anymore.

POLLY (V/O)
“One big thing. At least. One grand request.”

POLLY
(upwards)

Shut up!

BEN
I never had to ask you for something like that. To swing the 
axe.

POLLY
You didn’t seem to mind at the time.

BEN
It was your father. Your pain. I wasn’t allowed to have any 
of it.

(to audience)
She’d moved out. At the time. After affair number one and 
affair number two and--
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POLLY
Boredom. Boredom boredom boredom boredom Sudoku.

BEN
We separated. We were going to get divorced. A clean break. 
This is ‘08. I’m on my own in the house. Always on my own in 
that house. You come in the front door and there’s coat hooks 
to the left of you, and the one in the middle is always 
broken and hell if you don’t try to put your coat on it half 
the time. And the coat falls, and it’s like... PTSD. Thinking 
of every time that coat fell. When it was novel, when it was 
dull, when it was done together and on good days and on bad. 
Like a totem. Everything in that house. The coat hook. The 
bed. The plastic bags under the sink. The dishwasher.

BEN (V/O)
“Would you like to maybe marry me sometime?”

BEN
That was where I proposed. She was lying in the dishwasher, 
fixing something. The track on the top shelf had come loose 
again. There was this little... this little washer that 
always came loose. If you didn’t find it the whole shelf 
would rattle next time you turned it on. Breakin’ glasses. 
She was on the floor, head in the dishwasher. I was sitting 
on the counter, thinking. I was watchin’ her... her t-shirt 
had ridden up. I could see her bellybutton.

BEN (V/O)
“Would you like to marry me sometime?”

The disembodied voice of Polly 
laughs. A fresh laugh, a young 
laugh.

POLLY (V/O)
“Ask me in six months.”

BEN
She had this thing about not getting engaged until at least 
three years together. It’s on the sheet of paper. It’s... 
chemicals or something.
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POLLY
The bonding. The... passion. Initial chemical passion, it’s 
meant to last from eighteen months up to three years. After 
that time, it’s less illogical.

BEN
I did wait. Eventually. Hid the ring in a Swahili dictionary. 
But back then, I just... she was lying in the dishwasher. So 
I just got in. I don’t know if any of you have tried to get 
into a dishwasher with someone recently, but if so you’ll 
know it’s not a breeze. And we were kind of lying on the 
door, half in and half out. Had to put a lot of pressure on 
my calves to not break it off. That song... that song was on 
the radio, and I just lay on top of her in the dishwasher. 
Just looking at each other. The whole song. People 
underestimate the niceness of getting to look at someone.

POLLY
We’re not our marriage. Or our dishwasher.

BEN
Our marriage drove us to a bridge and dropped us off the 
edge. We’re more that than other things.

POLLY
That was where he said it--

BEN
I was gettin’ to the coat hooks.

POLLY
Well I’m at the dishwasher, dear.

(holding up the sheet)
And we’ll get to the hooks.

BEN
Is that it?

POLLY
Real as reason.

(to audience)
The dishwasher. He proposed. It was nice. And then I’m at the 
dishwasher again, again and again and again -- such a novelty 
then. I remember thinking that it was such a novelty. And he 
proposes and it’s ‘92 and suddenly it’s ‘96 and I’m holding a 
whisk and it’s--
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BEN (V/O)
“We have options.”

POLLY
I didn’t want to be there. Holding the whisk. I kept thinking 
if I just crawled into the dishwasher and closed the door I 
could-- like I’d open it again and he’d be there. Proposing. 
A worm hole criss-crossing our marriage. Like a cat’s cradle. 
But no such luck.

BEN
Oliver--

POLLY
In a moment. But know this, Benjamin, you infected it all 
from then. That was it. That was it, that was on you.

(reading from the sheet)
“One grand req--”

POLLY (V/O)
“One grand request.”

JENNY (V/O)
“Vanilla?”

POLLY
She was going out for some and she didn’t come back. I was so 
angry. Where was my ice cream? My Dad, Oliver, he... I don’t 
know if he ever got over it. I mean, he did well but... and 
then...

(pointing at Ben)
...he came along and took away his little girl. I used to... 
I always just assumed I’d find that kind of thing. What my 
parents had. I know not everybody does. But I was good and 
smart and my own person. And every time I put on a pound or 
my ten-dollar haircut didn’t go so well, or I wore flats...

(she kicks off her shoes)
I just... I thought “someday he’ll love that. That guy, 
whoever he is, he’ll love those bits of me. Those are worth 
hanging on to.”

BEN
(to audience)

Oliver drank himself into a life-support machine. And I was 
in the middle of one hell of a divorce. 
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You were spitting hate at me one day and then I’m coming home 
from work, and I put my coat up on the hook, and it falls, 
and before I can pick it up the phone rings and it’s--

POLLY (V/O)
“Ben. Ben, I need you to... Daddy’s... I need to talk to 
you.”

POLLY
I didn’t know what I was doing.

BEN
You put it on me. You put it on me, pushing your father into 
his grave. You were too weak to--

POLLY
And why not? The doctors were telling me he probably wasn’t 
there, that he probably wouldn’t ever recover, that he was 
probably just this whiskey-soaked cask lying in a bed and... 
why shouldn’t I get to be weak then? Why shouldn’t I feel 
conflicted?

BEN
Why did you think I wouldn’t be conflicted? That man was an 
open sore on every moment of our marriage--

POLLY
You shut your mouth--

BEN
And then I’m left with the... job? Opportunity? Task... of 
deciding to turn him off? You were in the middle of spitting 
hate at me in the divorce--

POLLY
You started that. You made it like that.

BEN
You made me make the decision for you. After the cheating and 
the Malbec and everything.

POLLY
So my father was revenge?

BEN
Your father was an old promise.
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POLLY
(nodding at the sheet)

Yes. Yes. And didn’t you relish that.

BEN
(at the sheet)

Why do you still have that? You were carrying it tonight. We 
only have things that were on us in the crash.

(to audience)
The way she talks. Like she wasn’t there. Like this other 
young girl had the poor unfortunate sheer bad luck to fall in 
love with a boy named Ben. She loved me. She told me so. She 
wrote it down. She whispered it to me every morning, in more 
languages than I knew existed. We had this signal...

(he acts it out)
...tapping yourself on the back of the hand three times. 
Light, unnoticeable at parties, or at work. Three little 
taps.

(tap, tap, tap)
I. Love. You. She came up with that. Our own little language. 
I. Love. You. Tap. Tap. Tap.

POLLY
I’m allowed to not love you any more. I’m bargaining for my 
life here, not Spouse Of The Year.

BEN
You’re not allowed to lie. You shouldn’t be allowed to lie 
about what we had.

POLLY
Where did it get us?

BEN
I don’t want to talk about where it got us.

POLLY
It wasn’t worth the--

BEN
What did it feel like?

POLLY
Chemicals. Security. The small of your back. All very, very 
nice things. But where am I now?
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BEN
We are where we are. We could be where we were. I just want 
to know if you ever really checked into our marriage before 
you checked out.

POLLY
I hurt you. You hurt me. That doesn’t make me the bad guy, or 
a bad guy. It just makes me someone who got into a bad 
marriage and is now one and a half legs back out of it.
Of course I loved you. And I am glad that I got to experience 
that. But it wasn’t... correct. It wasn’t what I was after. 
It wasn’t my parents. We weren’t like them.

BEN
That’s the truth.

POLLY
I didn’t know. Their love had legs.

BEN
Their love didn’t have to have legs. The truth is you didn’t 
know your mother, and you didn’t know Oliver, not like you 
think you did. And you certainly didn’t know their love. Me 
lying there thinking I had to live up to a relationship that 
didn’t have the opportunity to go sour. I was skinny then and 
I had all of the sentences the girls liked to hear and 
still... how could I not let you down?

POLLY
Don’t talk about my mother’s death like that.

BEN
I’ll talk about her death any way I like. I carried that too. 
I carried you and Oliver and Jenny and every nursery rhyme 
and children’s book that populated your head with thoughts 
that I had to be perfect.

POLLY
And don’t talk about carrying things. I got a few very, very 
good years. Such good years. Of looking at you and you 
looking right back at me. Of getting to stare at your 
hairline and your ears without having to avert my eyes. Of 
speaking things without censoring myself. But I paid, Ben. 
From the... from the abortion onwards I didn’t even know what 
to do with you. “Be strong for him. Be strong for him. Figure 
it out, Polly. Work with it, it’s okay. He’ll come back.”
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BEN
I came back. And you were gone. Cheating on me. Working. Not 
looking at my hairline. Not looking at my ears. Not speaking 
things. I went away for a little while and you weren’t there 
when I came back. Carrying.

(nodding at the paper)
You carry that. You carry that around with you. Twenty years 
later and you carry around something that was a part of us.

POLLY
I carry this because it reminds me. Make plans but don’t rely 
on them. Because no amount of drawing paper is enough to make 
things actually happen the way you intended. I carry this 
because things didn’t go my way. I carry it because that’s 
okay. Because I’m not done. And all this talk of carrying, 
Benjamin, honey, dear, mine, mine only, all this talk of 
carrying is a little moot when I know something you have yet 
to tell them.

She nods to the audience, then 
approaches Ben. Right up close now.

POLLY
They took your leg.

(walking away)
Carry our love now.

BEN
You bitch.

He limps out of his chair, 
launching himself at her. But she 
easily moves out of the way, and he 
falls over.

She takes the rope that binds them, 
wrapping it around his neck and 
kneeling on his back.

POLLY
Surgeons talk, Benjamin.

BEN
Get off me!

44.



POLLY
What little did I expect?! What little did I ask for?! 
Someone who would love me? Someone who wouldn’t push me, make 
me do things? When we met you had all the words.

BEN (V/O)
“You know, we have options.”

POLLY
“We have options”. “We have options”.

BEN
I didn’t make you do anything.

POLLY
I wasn’t strong like you then. I wasn’t powerful like you 
then. We were in the kitchen, you were at the dishwasher 
where you’d once said--

BEN (V/O)
“Would you like to maybe marry me sometime?”

POLLY
How could I turn this perfect little boy down? You tell me--

BEN (V/O)
“Would you like to maybe 
marry me sometime?”

BEN (V/O)
“We have options.”

She lets go of him, crawling under 
the table.

Ben reaches into his inside pocket -
- there’s something there. He pulls 
it out, it’s a letter. But Polly 
doesn’t see, and he doesn’t show 
her -- instead he puts it back in 
his pocket.

POLLY
Poa kichizi kama ndizi.

BEN
Crazy cool like a banana.

45.



POLLY (V/O)
“Poa kichizi kama ndizi.”

BEN (V/O)
“Poa kichizi kama ndizi.”

POLLY
I was pretty.

BEN
You were.

(to audience)
I didn’t notice her at first. She wasn’t my type. There were 
skirts to be chasing and she was...

BEN (V/O)
“Poa kichizi kama ndizi.”

POLLY
I was running to a meeting, someone was coming over from 
Oxford to talk over some bi-lingual pieces we were working 
on. And I knew who she was, and I knew she knew Swahili, and 
I was coming out the door of the office. It had just rained. 
I was carrying books and I backed into him. It hurt, badly, I 
didn’t understand why. Like static shock.

BEN
I was smoking. She backed into the cigarette, burned her 
hand.

POLLY
Dropped the books.

BEN (V/O)
Sorry.

POLLY (V/O)
Sorry.

BEN (V/O)
In a hurry?

POLLY (V/O)
Know any Swahili?
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BEN (V/O)
“Poa kichizi kama ndizi.”

BEN
“Poa kichizi kama ndizi.”

BEN (V/O)
“Crazy cool like a banana.”

POLLY
“Crazy cool like a banana.”

And the music starts again. Loud, 
skipping all over.

BEN
Shut up!

But it doesn’t.

POLLY
Come here.

Ben crawls under the table with 
her.

He reaches over the top and grabs 
the bottle of whiskey.

He takes a swig, grimacing.

Polly does the same.

She pats her right hand on her 
knee, then her left, then her elbow 
- an old “post-shot” ritual that 
doesn’t quite work without the 
table.

Ben takes a swig and does the same.

The song dies down.

POLLY
I’m so scared.

BEN
I know.

POLLY
Poa kichizi.
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BEN
Yep.

She takes a swig, doing the ritual 
again.

POLLY
(as she does)

Bam bam pow.

BEN
Bam bam pow.

POLLY
What do you want me to tell your family? If...

BEN
Doesn’t matter. We’re not gonna remember this.

POLLY
If...

BEN
Tell them we’d gotten back together. Me and you. Tell them 
that I was doing well, I had gotten over the depression. And 
that we were reconciling and just hadn’t told them yet -- and 
the launch was a hiccough. Tell them I was really, really 
happy and we were really, really happy and this was an awful 
accident. What do you want me to tell...

POLLY
Majella?

BEN
My family will help you out.

POLLY
Sissy hates me.

BEN
Alison doesn’t. And she’s got Mammy wrapped around the index.

They emerge from under the table, 
sitting on the chairs.

48.



Polly swigs -- “bam bam pow” works 
better up here.

BEN
Could it have worked?

Ben swigs -- “bam bam pow”.

POLLY
It could have. Maybe. We relied on each other too much, we 
needed something to break the rhythm. I just was really, 
really convinced that I could fix you.

BEN
I wasn’t broken.

BEN (V/O)
“I. Am. Broken.”

BEN
You made me feel that way. The fairy tales.

POLLY
Well that wasn’t my intention.

She stands up, getting close to 
him. Touching him.

POLLY
You were such a firestorm. I just thought... half the fight 
is finding where you are. Finding your context. I knew where 
I was with you.

BEN
Above me?

POLLY
I didn’t say that... it was just...

She leans in, and they kiss.

POLLY (V/O)
My beautiful, broken Ben.

He pulls away, moves away.
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BEN
No. No. Not that. No.

(to audience)
You see what I was dealing with?

POLLY
Ben--

BEN
I was never good enough. Never. Not ever, not ever, not ever, 
because of him.

OLIVER (V/O)
You can never tell her.

POLLY
What’s that?

Ben pulls out the letter, handing 
it to her.

BEN
I must have brought it with me. I was at home and Dwayne 
called and left a message--

DWAYNE (V/O)
Just don’t mention the Rowling, huh?

BEN
I got angry, and I went into your room. And the frame was 
there, the frame with the sheet, and the sheet was gone. I 
thought you’d thrown it out, and between that and Dwayne and 
the launch and everything else I just thought, it’s time she 
knew--

POLLY
“Dear Ben...” What is this? “Dear Ben. First of all, I wanted 
to thank you for asking me to weigh in on this one. I haven’t 
really gotten to dispense any father-in--” Daddy? Where did 
you get this?

BEN
I kept it.
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POLLY
(reading)

“I haven’t really gotten to dispense any father-in-law 
advice, but since you and Polly told me that she was pregnant 
I think we’ve probably been feeling about the same.”

POLLY
Why would you talk to him about--

OLIVER (V/O)
“The truth is, you’re allowed to feel confused.”

Polly looks up. Her father’s voice 
now.

POLLY
Daddy?

OLIVER (V/O)
“Because you don’t get to get it. I think you get to get it 
more now than when I was a young man but still... she carries 
it. She gives birth. She grows that child and she feeds it 
and things get lost in the shuffle. I see the way you and 
Polly are together, the way you act. I recognise things. 
Jenny and me, yes, but others too. Other couples. It’s the 
great truth - ‘you never love anything like you love your 
child’. Yes. But the world isn’t in the mood of asking 
whether you wanted that love. That kind of pressure. Love the 
child more. Love each other that little bit less. Day by day, 
becoming unremarkable to one another. Great things, yes, but 
compared to this child? Not worth mentioning. Forget chasing 
each other under the covers or around the house. Forget the 
surprises. The adventures. The adventure. Because now you 
have a purpose. I love Pollyanna. I love her more than you 
ever, ever will. But I understand these things now. And when 
your wife is taken from you prematurely you count up every 
second. I guess what I’m trying to say is--”

POLLY
Stop it! Enough.

OLIVER (V/O)
“Don’t--”

POLLY
I said--
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OLIVER (V/O)
“Don’t--”

POLLY
I get it! I know! I know!

JENNY (V/O)
“Vanilla? Nobody likes vanilla.”

Silence, as Polly takes it in.

Ben walks over to the scales, and 
puts his stone on the other side. 
It balances.

BEN
I carried that. Fifteen years. Talk to me about restraint.

POLLY
What possible good coul--

POLLY (V/O)
“What good could come of telling me that?” “What good could-” 
“What good could come--” “What--”

That’s from earlier. From before. 
And interrupted by the opening 
strains of “Try A Little 
Tenderness”.

The song skips, jumps, and stops 
just as suddenly.

BEN
I already did. That’s why I came to the party. That’s why I 
had the letter. That’s why I drove you to Pheonix Park. 
That’s why we were on that side of town. Another totem. To 
tell you. And that’s why you were upset enough and stupid 
enough to get back in the car. And drive us to the bridge.

POLLY
I won’t know this. When I wake up.

BEN
The letter’s in my pocket. They’ll find it.
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POLLY
The water.

BEN
It won’t run.

POLLY
I was holding the unicorn.

BEN
You were. But I’m the one who got it in the chest. Surgeons 
talk. I was holding it when we went over.

Polly slides in under the table 
again. The rope loops again, 
shorter. Almost restrictive.

POLLY
What good--

POLLY (V/O)
“What good?”

POLLY
Why?

POLLY (V/O)
“Isn’t this the great debate, Benjamin? Get all our dirty 
laundry out there?”

POLLY
You could be lying. This all could--

BEN
You know I’m not.

POLLY
We could have had a child.

BEN
It wouldn’t have fixed anything.

POLLY
I wasn’t having it to fix something. But not having it broke 
everything. It sullied us both.
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Ben tries to join her under the 
table.

BEN
Pol, I didn’t tell you to hurt you.

POLLY
(throwing the letter at him)

Oh don’t. Oh in all of every word that I have ever read don’t 
you dare--

(she crawls out)

BEN
It wasn’t meant to be--

POLLY
Tactical. It was tactical, it’s all tactical, that’s all this 
is, that’s all this game is.

(to audience)
Ben tried to--

BEN
(crawling up)

Polly Polly Polly Polly don’t don’t don’t don’t--

FEMALE DOCTOR (V/O)
“He was taken in this morning, with a concussion.”

POLLY
(to audience)

He tried to kill himself.

BEN
Wait. Wait, no, no--

POLLY
(to Ben)

No. I am not letting you drag me down with you.

BEN
Polly, you can’t--

(to audience)
She’s not--
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POLLY
(to audience)

It was after the affair. He knocked me around the place and 
disappeared for a week and--

BEN
Polly. Please don’t do this.

POLLY
You did this. You did this.

(to audience)
I got a phone call from Monaghan Regional. I don’t even know 
how he got there--

BEN
You never asked.

POLLY
I’d taken the week off work anyway. I couldn’t go in with the 
bruises. People would wonder. I could have said I was 
attacked but...

(touches her dress: “rape”)
...people would have wondered. It was this Cork accent, thick 
as treacle, I don’t know how she’d drifted up to Monaghan 
but... I mean I’m from Cavan originally and even I hadn’t 
heard something that thick in a while.

(in Cork accent)
“Are you Pollyanna Fenner? We have your--”

FEMALE DOCTOR (V/O)
“--husband here at Monaghan Regional. He was taken in this 
morning, he’s fine but--”

BEN
Don’t do this.

POLLY
I drove up there. He’d tried to hang himself. Rented a room 
in a nice hotel. Cabin design. With rafters. It’d broken 
though. He’d knocked himself unconscious, threw his neck out 
pretty badly and whacked his head off the chair on the way 
down. I had to sign some forms. He had to talk to a 
specialist. I don’t know how I felt. Numb. Swollen. The drive 
back was... funny. Me with my black eye and clicking jaw, him 
and his neck brace and head wound. If we’d been pulled 
over...

55.



She pours herself another drink.

POLLY
(to Ben)

My beautiful broken boy. My beautiful, beautiful, broken 
little Ben. How could I ever leave you? How could I ever be 
enough for you? And then you went away to get some help--

BEN
You sent me away.

POLLY
It was the right thing to do. And you talked about your 
problems with professionals. And discussed your triggers, no 
doubt, and your past, no doubt, and your parents and 
grandparents and siblings and poor little me, poor little 
broken little me.

BEN
It’s an illness.

POLLY
Whacking someone’s head off a mahogany floor is not an 
illness. And neither is stringing yourself off a rafter six 
days later. You thought that you’d lost me, so you got 
revenge in the only way you knew how.

BEN
It wasn’t revenge.

POLLY
Well it wasn’t a fucking apology either.

BEN
I was scared too. I thought I’d be protecting you.

POLLY
You weren’t.

BEN
I thought you’d be better off.

POLLY
I wasn’t. Because you came home, and you were hurt too, and 
then you talked to all these people about your problems. And 
tried to fix yourself. 
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And I couldn’t talk to anyone about mine. I couldn’t tell 
anyone you hit me because they’d have made me leave you. I 
couldn’t talk to anyone about what happened. Ben, do you ever 
wonder why I don’t have any friends any more? I have Majella 
and those art people who I hate and I have some pills and my 
running and my fa-- I don’t have any friends.

BEN
I can’t take that back.

POLLY
Stop saying that. You wouldn’t act differently, you wouldn’t 
due diligence even if both of us could crawl into that 
dishwasher and emerge at the outset. You wouldn’t. Maybe it’s 
an illness and maybe it’s just history and maybe it’s just 
you or a bad roll of the dice, Ben, but I waited. And waited. 
And waited. And you never got better. And you never will.

(to audience)
What will he do beyond this? What will he achieve? Who will 
he love? How will he make his mark?

(to Ben)
I have potential. You have one leg and a frown.

BEN
Why do I have to be special to be worth saving?! Why do I 
have to be some pill-popping rake thin loudmouth with half an 
ounce of talent and a laptop? Why am I not worth saving? 
Because you wrote a book on fucking unicorns? Because people 
like Majella kept whispering sweet nothings in your ear?

POLLY
At least I’m trying. And all things said and done I think 
that if you wake up tomorrow morning and I’m dead you won’t 
recover. You won’t get over it. You’ve never tried to get 
away from me.

BEN
Are you seriously punishing me for loving you too much?

POLLY
I’m punishing you for being in a hospital in Monaghan six 
days after you smashed through my jaw, Ben. I’m punishing you 
for deciding you knew better. You can say you love me all you 
want but... you love me. You are sad. You can’t cope. You 
suggest. This isn’t a husband and wife, this is patient and 
doctor. That you wouldn’t even have the strength--
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BEN
You don’t understand the meaning of strength. Everything you 
think is just out your mouth, everything you want is snatched 
at. You have no sense of... perspective. Of keeping things 
in. Of hiding things for the common good. Mammy died and 
Daddy loved you too much and--

POLLY
Can you leave my father out of this for one--

BEN
Didn’t even teach you the basics of humanity and putting 
other people--

POLLY
First? Don’t say first, don’t you, after what you put me 
through, after driving us into--

BEN
I wasn’t driving--

POLLY
You’re the reason we were in the car--

BEN
You’re the reason we were at the event, and in this marriage 
still, and back and back and back and how fucking far do I 
have to go to find a place where you won’t blame me--

POLLY
I’m not done, Ben. I’m not done. You are done.

BEN
You’ll be dead within five years. Overdose, car accident, 
shanked in some Mexican prison, you don’t have any sense of 
restraint--

POLLY
I have more sense of restraint and being restrained than most 
anyone, Ben--

BEN
Why can’t you shut up for one clean second?! I could have a 
good life without you, I can finally rip myself away from 
you. I could have a fresh start away from you, a new life--
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He SCREAMS. Falls over, clutching 
his other leg. More screaming, then 
just whimpers.

Slowly coming to the realisation: 
they’ve taken the other leg.

POLLY
Hope your fabulous new life has a ramp.

Ben slowly crawls to life.

BEN
No. No. No, you bitch. No.

He clambers after her, chasing her 
around the table and throwing her 
to the floor. Shaking her.

BEN
You won’t have it, you won’t win, you don’t win this, you 
don’t, you don’t--

POLLY
Ben, stop it--

BEN
Shut your fucking mouth, shut it! I gave you my confidence 
and my words and my legs and you shut up, you shut your 
fucking mouth--

He slams her head off the floor. 
Once, twice, then--

THUD. THUD. THUD. From years ago.

Ben stops. Still holding her.

BEN
I’m sorry. I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry.

POLLY
Get off me. Get off me now, get off me now, get off me now, 
get off, get off--
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She crawls out from under him. 
Backing away as best she can (the 
rope is tighter still).

The song begins again.

POLLY
Shut up!

It stops.

POLLY
Flames and floods.

BEN (V/O)
“Poa kichizi.”

BEN (V/O)
“Would you like to marry me sometime?”

BEN (V/O)
“Read the fucking thing!”

BEN
I’m sorry.

BEN (MULTIPLE - V/O)
(many Ben’s overlap)

“I’m sorry.”

Polly just laughs.

POLLY
I can’t fix you.

BEN
We’re no good for each other.

POLLY
You’ll do it to someone else. Some other girl in some other 
dishwasher. It’s in you.

BEN
You’ll cheat. You’ll slip. When’s the last time you tried to 
do right by someone?
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POLLY
When I get out of this I won’t have to do right by anyone. I 
will survive being alone. You can go on to the others.

BEN
Heaven?

POLLY
No. But something seems likely. This exists.

BEN
Maybe this is all there is. Neither of us ever believed in 
anything. Why start now?

Polly picks herself up, helps him 
up -- he can walk still, awkwardly.

She leans into him. A kiss. Long.

BEN
(pulling away)

Why?

POLLY
Because it’s ending. Can’t you feel it?

And the music begins again, not too 
loud. But not skipping either. 
Straight from the beginning.

BEN
No.

POLLY
It’s over.

BEN
No.

(to audience)
She, she-- I’m not done.

POLLY
Neither am I.
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BEN
I love her. You hear that? I love her. I love her. She can’t 
do that-- she can’t love like that-- she can’t--

POLLY
You love me so much, ask them to vote for me.

BEN
Saving you won’t save you. You’re broken, you’re the one 
that’s broken--

POLLY
I have legs--

BEN
Shut up! I love her! I love her!

POLLY
Stop that! Don’t use that trick like that! Don’t use it like 
that!

BEN
I have capacity for--

POLLY
So do I! Look at me! Look at me! How could this hurt so bad 
if I didn’t? He has no legs, he has no legs--

BEN
My name is Benjamin Fenner--

POLLY
My name is Pollyanna Mackenzie--

As they speak, they’re joined and 
almost drowned out by the cacophony 
of quotes from throughout.

They also begin, reluctantly, as if 
programmed, to move their chairs 
in, facing each other.

62.



BEN
Her face is gone, and she 
won’t be able to get by. Her 
confidence will fall apart 
and once she finds out about 
Oliver she’ll collapse into 
herself. She will hurt 
people, she will hurt them so 
deeply if she goes back. She 
drove us into a bridge, she 
won’t learn, she never 
learns, she can’t ever ever 
learn from anything. She’ll 
just try and get better and 
when getting better gets hard 
she’ll throw herself at 
whatever she wants. She may 
have potential for greatness 
but it’s not a greatness the 
world needs and it’s at such 
a cost. She will be a net 
loss, she will do damage to 
people without even realising 
it. I love her, I love her so 
very much but I deserve this 
more than her because I know 
now, I know now there could 
be someone else, someone 
better than her and her ways 
of--

POLLY
He won’t be able to pull 
himself out of this one. He 
won’t, he thinks that he’ll 
be able to but he won’t. He 
won’t stop drinking and he 
won’t stop feeling sorry for 
himself, he’ll just isolate 
himself from the few 
straggling family members 
that still care about him. He 
hasn’t existed outside of me 
for twenty-one years and he 
won’t be able to handle it. 
He speaks nicely, I know he 
speaks nicely and he’s not 
the most awful person in the 
world but it would be a waste 
to save him. It would be a 
poor decision. I have such 
things I want to do. I’m 
sorry that it took this long, 
I’m sorry that it had to come 
to this but I know now. I’m 
not that old, I’m still... 
I’m not that old and I just 
need a little more time, I 
just need more time to make 
something, I didn’t know 
about the lies, I didn’t know-
-

They both collapse into their 
seats, leaning against each other - 
forehead to forehead.

Ben kisses her, she pulls away as 
best she can - it’s like they’re 
both drugged. She pulls away, but 
she also taps her hand. Three 
times. “I. Love. You.”

The song continues.

The audience votes. White for 
Polly, black for Ben.
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