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AUTHOR'S NOTE

The rape scene and any other parts of the play related to it must
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altered to reflect current times.
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CHARACTERS
LEAH - woman, 34

SETTING

A room in a house/flat, now.



ACTI

Scene One

A woman (LEAH) dances on stage to:

“ONE FINE DAY’ - by THE CHIFFONS'.
LEAH I'm revolting.
Pause.
I'm revolting. According to his mum. According to everyone.
Pause.
And disgusting.
Pause.

I mean, we all know that thing about the mother-in-law. The
jokes. Take my mother-in-law, please. No, please.

Look, it started out alright: a Sunday lunch and politeness.
Didn’t help that his dad was dead - although I don’t think they
were what you'd ever call close when he was alive. But she took
it as she was the only woman he needed; saw me as a threat.
Classic really, two women one man. He said, just ignore it Leah.
She’s only being herself. This just after she’s sort of insinuated
I'm only interested in him because of his salary. He’s like: why
would she say something like that? As if I'd make it up. But
that’s how it goes. Any woman understands this; the enemy is
her, me. Him, the field we go to battle on.

* A licence to produce FABRIC does not include a performance licence for ONE
FINE DAY by THE CHIFFONS. For further information, please see Music Use
Note on page v.
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Pause.

I wouldn’t mind but I tried so hard. I know I look a state now
but, honestly, when I do my hair, make-up, a nice dress, well, I
can look really nice. I scrub up well.

She grabs a bunch of hair.

This is all mine you know. No extensions or anything,.
Pause.

I was blonde when we first met.

Pause.

Natural. But I decided to go brunette. Fancied a change. After
the blonde...the blonde isn’t really me; isn’t...doesn’t reflect my
personality so much.

One of the first things she said to me - just after we'd arrived
and we're stood in the hallway, me in my best Orla Kiely dress,
her already weighing me up: oh how pretty she is Ben. Taking
me by the upper arms; her fingers pressing in just a touch too
tight: Well, aren’t you a very pretty girl...you must tell me where
you get your hair coloured...it looks so real.

Pause.

Ben smiling at the two of us because we're obviously besties
now. She likes my hair. She approves of my looks. He thinks
it’s job done. But I knew, deep down I knew. And she did too
- that this was all the set up for the long game... I stood there,
smiling, smiling; wanting so much to be the perfect girl to
bring home, the future daughter-in-law every mother dreams
of. I smiled so hard my teeth hurt. Love me, they beamed. You
must love me, because Ben does and if he does that should be
enough for you. And she smiled right back at me, red thumb
prints on my arms slowly fading into pale smudges. But we did
the dance anyway; for him. Always for Ben, to keep that smile
on his face. That smile we both loved and would do anything to
keep turned towards us.

Over the roast chicken she ladled eight potatoes onto his plate,
I got three. No questions. A slice of breast for me, four and a
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leg for Ben. Peas didn’t seem to count. I may look small but I
love my food. I told her that and Ben laughed, placed his big
hand over mine and squeezed it and I think he thought it was
all going to be alright then. For a moment. I think he thought
it was all marvellous and lovely and his mum and me would
become best friends and meet for coffees in town, swap recipes,
chat about that new telly series. All those things must have
gone through his head as she dribbled the gravy over his food.

Pause.

Still. T held out hope because no-one wants to give up at the
first hurdle. This was just a Sunday lunch; a get-to-know-you
thing. So I explained myself, my background, my life. She
offered me a napkin.

Pause.

Because I'd spilt red wine on my Orla dress. I use my hands
a lot when telling a story, always waving them about like a
windmill my mum says. It was only a tiny drop, nothing even
got on that thick white tablecloth. Just on my dress, the right-
hand boob. Looked awful it did; red on cream. I knew then it
was never going to come out; that the dress was ruined.

As she went off to look for a Stain Devil I'd already mentally
thrown it away.

When she got back, head shaking sadly - sorry, she didn’t have
anything for it - but handed me a fresh napkin, I wanted to
get up and go to the bathroom, to inspect the damage, try and
do something to cover it up; I don’t know what, how do you
cover up a stain on your right boob? But I didn’t move. Just
sat there, pushing peas around my plate and listening to Ben
and his mum talk about holidays in Sicily and Aunt Irene’s
hysterectomy; letting my food go cold even though I was
starving. Longing for one of my mum’s lasagnes. It was too
dangerous to risk another stain, another blemish, on this, my
first meeting with The Mother. I needed a drink so badly, the
wine glass still half full in front of me but no. No, no, no. I
smiled at the stories, dropped in a suitable comment here and
there: “I've never been skiing, no. But Ben’s promised to take
me”, and, “What beautiful cutlery”.
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Beautiful cutlery.
“Ben tells me you're a shop assistant”.
Very smooth.

Ben’s straight in there: “No, no, no, not a shop assistant.
Remember what I told you last week? About the promotion?”

I smiled some more, not sure whether to speak.

“Really? But I thought that was how you met...when she served
you _”

I met him when he came in to buy a suit. I worked in Savile
Row; a high-end place. Well, Ben, he wanted a proper suit
and one of his friends’'d recommended us as the best place for
a bespoke. I was just front of house back then - strictly meet
and greet - but I'd been waiting to hear if I'd got a position I'd
applied for a few months earlier. I'd been shop floor for two
years, came there after working in Selfridges. Always wanted
to work in fashion. So when this opportunity for sales manager
came up I jumped; filled in the forms, spoke to my boss, even
wrote to the creative director. Made it clear I was the right
woman for the job. Not a huge increase in salary but I'd be the
one to help a customer choose his cloth; which style of suit, all
of it.

Some travel overseas with the master cutter on his visits to
Europe, if I was lucky. A real step up, and I grabbed it with both
hands. And when Ben walked in that day I'd just heard I'd got
it; literally ten minutes before my manager Richard had given
me the good news. I was so happy, I must’ve been beaming.
So in he comes and we saw each other: he smiles and heads
over to where I was standing by the old display cabinet that
doubles for a cash desk...only for small purchases; ties, off-the-
peg shirts and that - the big sales, bespoke orders, you take the
customer to a little room in the back with leather Chesterfields
and a tiny cocktail cabinet full of posh booze, and that’s where
you write — by hand - their order out. It’s all about making the
customer feel valued.

Pause.

It’s amazing what a glass of whiskey can do to make someone
feel special.
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Pause.

Ben, I'll always remember this, he came straight over to me
and said “I need help”. “I need help” - how cute is that? I was
so happy anyway because of getting the sales manager job, so
this was just like getting a cherry on top of a cake — I mean, a
six-foot-two, blonde hair, blue-eyed man standing in front of
me, asking me for help. He was so charming,.

Pause.

Lots of people say that don’t they? “He was so charming”
..well he was, he didn’t know what he was doing or what he
needed. A suit, he said. I had to laugh at that. Not rude. Not in
his face laughing. No, like a little laugh because it was so sweet.
Been buying off-the-peg Reiss all his life hadn’t he?

I shouldn’t have, but the shop was busy and all the sales
managers were dealing with other clients so I took him through
the basics: cut, cloth, cost. Soon established he had a bit of
money to spend but would appreciate a more conservative
style; something that would see him through the big three
as we call it: weddings, christenings, funerals. He mentioned
something about a Bond film - a suit Daniel Craig'd worn as
he fell through the roof of a moving train. I knew exactly which
one he was on about; we often get requests for Bond suits. So
I took him round the shop and we looked at suits together;
showed him the Bunches...

They’re these lovely big books, full of small squares of cloth;
like a folder really but very classy — leather bound, and new
ones done every season with all the fabrics we offer. I love the
Bunches; love the feel of the covers, the weight of them. They
even smell expensive. And I know every single one of those
fabrics by heart. Your worsted wools, your tweeds, your super
wools... I can tell a yarn twist just by running my fingers over
the fabric.

I showed him the Italian navies because navy goes well with
blonde hair - adds a certain gravitas — and when I held the
book out our hands brushed and I saw there was no ring on
his finger. Which is when Richard came over and introduced
himself, shaking Ben’s hand and shooing me away to tidy the
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dress socks. And the next thing I know, Ben’s being led into the
ante room...but at the last minute he turns and winks at me!

How about that? He winked. But not a laddish wink, not an
alright darling, no, it was sweet. I thought. It was a letting-me-
in-on-a-secret wink.

Pause.

He was gorgeous. I knew Richard was giving him the full works
but still, T didn’t expect him to be gone over an hour in that
room. It got close to six; I hung around as long as I could,
tidying shelves, fussing over the window display but still he
didn’t come out. I knew I'd have to leave otherwise I'd miss
the six forty-three train. I didn’t know what I was hoping for,
it was only a wink after all. But just after I'd stepped out of the
shop and was no more than ten paces down the road I heard
him. Heard him before I saw him. Hey! Hey! He was calling
out and as I turned he was right behind me, hand outstretched,
so I took it. Yeah, like an idiot. I shook his hand. I don’t know
why; but how stupid is that? He looked more surprised than
anything and we stood there for like ten seconds, hanging onto
each others’ hands in the middle of the pavement like we were
in a rom-com or something — until we both burst out laughing
and then he asked me straight out if we could meet for a drink
some time.

Pause.

First date. Drinks in town. He’s the sales director for a big
medical company. Prefers cricket to football. Favourite food
is steak, rare. Loves skiing and wants to try a sky dive one day.
Bought his flat dirt cheap a few years ago and now it’s worth
a ton more. Only child. Very close to his mum. Hates those
massive eyebrows on women.

Likes Jason Statham films and would never vote Tory but can
understand why some people do. When he goes to the toilet I
google on my phone to find out why some people do vote Tory.
Walks me to the station where we have a kiss and he presses
into me as I stumble back against the wall, my bag banging
into his groin so he mock staggers away claiming I'm killing
him with my hotness.
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Second date. Dinner at an amazing seafood place, where he
pays. Tells me I look like a blonde Emma Stone. Makes me try
oysters which I hate because I read somewhere theyre still alive
when you do that shucking thing but I don’t tell him this and
instead swallow, smile and go mmmm. We agree to go skiing
together even though I've never been and the idea terrifies me
a bit but he talks about a place called Verbier and the name
makes me think of fancy candles. We take a taxi together to
my place but he doesn’t even try to come in. We kiss for three
pounds worth on the meter and his hand rests on my thigh,
gently, his fingers just touching the edge of my dress.

Third date. Meet him in town after work for drinks with
a couple of his friends. We sit in a posh bar and drink gin
martinis, which I've never had before; they’re so strong but I
sip them slowly, not wanting to seem uncool. His friends, Luke
and Phil, join us and are really lovely to me; ribbing Ben about
how he’d managed to pull such a hottie. He keeps his arm over
my shoulder the whole time and I like how he’s so protective
of me. Afterwards, he puts me in a taxi and I see him hand
the driver a couple of twenties. He kisses me through the open
window, promises to ring.

Fourth date. He comes over to mine for dinner. I say mine, at
the time I was sharing a flat with Kate, my best friend. Every
boyfriend I've ever had since I was fifteen, Kate'd be there,
giving them the once-over, making sure she approved. Kate’s
always been the vivacious type — men all over her whenever we
went out. She’s really glamorous. And some of the fellas she’s
been out with...city types with so much money.. little pictures,
swiping left, swiping right.

Still, I could tell she was impressed with Ben; with the bottle
of wine he'd brought. She stayed long enough for a glass, firing
questions: you'd better not muck my best mate around or you’ll
have me to answer to, that kind of thing. She’s laughing though
and he’s laughing and I remember her saying the same thing to
Mark Reynolds when we were in sixth form.

She got off with him two days after he’'d finished with me ‘cause
I wouldn’t give him a blow job.

Pause.
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But she left, eventually. Heels clicking down the hall as she
pulled on her jacket. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do! Ben
raising his eyebrows; either in hope or disapproval, that big
smile following her as she left. Then we ate and, after finishing
the wine, he kissed me as we sat on the sofa, the subtle pressure
of his legs against mine, the heat and hardness enveloping
me. He whispered that he wanted to make love to me, that he
couldn’t wait any longer.

Longer pause, she fans out her hair.

Afterwards he told me I was definitely potential wife material.
Four dates and I'm potential wife material!

Pause.

I was so happy.

Pause.

The happy girl for weeks and months.
Pause.

My mum loved him. How could she not? When they met he
brought flowers, patiently explained what his job entails. By
the time we were eating the trifle everyone was smitten, as
I knew they would be. Mum, my sister Deenie, even Nan, and
she’s not easily pleased. But as I've come to realise...

She pauses, slips into contained anger and pain.

...but as I've come to realise, no-one is good enough for a son
but anyone is good enough for a daughter.

Pause.

Him. Mum beaming as he handed over the flowers; flashing me
a wink and then squeezing his arm and giggling like a teenager
as she showed him through to the front room, seating herself
opposite him on the sofa, perched on the edge of the chair
and straightening her shoulders. Deenie jokingly asking about
brothers even though she’s married to Useless Mark and got
two kids. But he answered all the questions with that big smile
of his, having second helpings of everything and wishing I'd
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