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A TELLING TALE

Characters :
Craig 40
Elsie 37 ish
Steph 15

(A semi-circle, around whose perimeter are placed four stools. One of which is always empty.

Each character quotes the others at times, {these have been put into “ - “}. At other times, they
address each other, but often, they are thinking aloud when they speak. They each sit on a stool,
occasionally moving towards each other, but the approached character seems unaware and
moves to the adjacent vacant stool. In that way, the characters move around, never getting close
to each other. The empty chair signifies the ‘missing’ Paula. )

ELSIE : Craig? Craig? You there? I wish you’d tell me...

CRAIG: ...“where you were going.” Do [ know? I just go. Down the street, up to the
shops, over to the neighbour’s. I just go. Nowhere in particular, and I always
come home.

ELSIE : (more insistent) Craig?!

CRAIG: What?

ELSIE : Oh, there you are. | wish you’d tell me... I’m looking for Paula...

CRAIG: “Have you seen her?” Now why would I have seen her? I’ve been out. Is she
out?

ELSIE : “Is she out?” Why does he think I’'m asking?

CRAIG: “Sometimes, Craig, I think you just don’t care.” Why does she think that? (sighs)

My mother was the same. Told me. “Don’t you understand, you have to tell her?”
Tell her what? “Craig”, she says to me, “You’re just like your father.” My father
was a bastard. Never came home at night, went with other women. I’m not like
him. “If you don’t tell her,” mum says, “She’s never sure, never knows.” Knows
what? “Forget it,” she says. So I did.

ELSIE : I suppose he comes home every night...and I’ve got the kids. When they’re not
out. Steph? Stephanie! (moving to the empty chair, and seeming worried) Is
Paula home yet? I told her to be home by four.

STEPH : Then she’ll be out ‘til six.. Paula’s always out. Gets away with murder.
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[ don’t let the girls get away with much
... but Mum, why can’t I go, Paula’s out...
I know, but she shouldn’t be. (to P a u | emptyschair) No, Paula, you can’t go.
...and don’t go and ask your father, either. (to audience) It’s not easy, bringing
up girls, trying to keep them safe. They keep asking if they can stay out later.
You’'re far too young, I say,

...Paula goes anyway.

I’ll have to let Steph go soon, she’s nearly old enough. Doesn’t make as much
fuss, though. Not like Paula. No amount of/ explaining...

Explaining... (quoting Elsie) “Paula. Paula, stop yelling. You’re too young!
Paula?!” (to audience) | 6 guing for a walk.

Craig? Paula’s going because Steph is... Do something. Craig? (she mimes
washing the dishes. Pause) (to Craig) Craig? (yells through doorway) What do
you think?

Why does she ask me?

| asked him,

“Craig, what do you think about Steph and Paula going to the blue light disco?”

He shrugged.

Couldn’t see the problem.(quoting ELSIE) “What time do you think she should
be home, then?”

“Elsie, I'm watching the footie.”

“Yes, I know, but what time...”

“You decide, love.”

“It’s difficult,” she says. “If you refuse to tell me.” Refuse? Refuse?!
Why did you respond like that?

(to audience and ELSIE) Better than no response. “That was no response.” (to
audience) No it wasn’t.

| bet he said she could go.
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He never said anything.

...what time can I come home, then?

Craig?

Ah. My bike needs fixing. (moves to another chair)

Craig, we need to settle this.(to audience) Then he gets up and goes into the shed,
in the middle of the footie. Must have been a one-sided match. Don’t know
what’s that interesting in the shed. Full of dust and a few rusted nuts and bolts.
Says he’s fixing his bike, but he never rides it. Told him...

“Why don’t you buy me one, I’d ride with you.”

...but I don’t think he heard.

Why? Always wanting to know why. How the hell do | know, why? Stupid
question, if you ask me.

It doesn’t matter. I’ve got some curtains to make for the girls’ rooms. I bought
pink, /but ...

Pink? Why did you pick pink, Mum?
I’d already cut it before they came home from school. I can’t take it back.

Reminds me of the inside of Paula’s mouth. She eats with her mouth open all the
time, it’s disgusting.

They’ll have to get used to it. Do you know where Paula is?

Dad eats like that, too. | told him, “Dad, why do you eat like that, it’s
disgusting?”’

What?

| like the frills, though.

Frills? We hate frills. Don’t make frills.

Do you?

Jack reckons his wife’s the same. Keeps asking stuff.

Oh.
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“What do you want to eat? Why don’t you tell me things?” What’s there to tell? I
go to work, come home, have my tea, watch TV. There’s nothing to tell. “Your
job...”

...How’s it going?

How would I know. Never had another. Left school, got the job. Pays the bills.
It’s not going anywhere — S0?

Do you like my hair?

Don’t understand the question. Her hair always looks OK to me. Course I like her
hair.

Just looked at me.

“Should we invite Joel and Ellen to dinner?”

Mum, can | invite Sarah to tea?

Do you know what he says, “If you want to.”

...and she gets all uppity, “Don’t you like them?”

(to audience) What am I supposed to make of “if you want to...”?
Her mother’s got cancer and her dad’s working late.

No.

Mu-um!

(to herself) I'm not letting that Sarah come here. She’s too forward, too knowing.
Always showing off her breasts.

(to ELSIE) I don’t dislike them —
What?!

Joel and Ellen.

Oh.

(to himself) ...the footie’s on on Saturday night, and Ellen never stops yakking.
Yakkety, yakkety yak.
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ELSIE : Ellen is so full of life. Always got a good story. Keeps in touch with all the girls
from school. Steph, is...

STEPH : No, I told you. She’s not. If you won’t let Sarah come here, I’'m going there.

ELSIE : Steph!

CRAIG : Joel’s OK. At least he’ll have a beer with me. Ellen... ah, she tells you all this
stupid stuff, and she giggles. Big tits, though.

ELSIE : (to STEPH) Don’t speak like that.

STEPH : Sarah’s mother bought curtains for her before she got sick. (pause) Oh, yuk.

ELSIE : What?!

STEPH : You’ve put the pink ones up in my room, they’re disgusting.

ELSIE : Don’t go to Sarah’s until Paula’s home. Is she home yet?

STEPH : She knows Paula’s not home. Paula’s just like Dad...

ELSIE : She’s just like you.

CRAIG: Who?

ELSIE : Paula. Who else?

CRAIG: What’s wrong with that?

ELSIE : She’s 12. (aping CRAIG) “So, she comes home, doesn’t she?”

CRAIG: “But I...we don’t know where she is half the time.” (to ELSIE) Give the kid a
break. She doesn’t need to tell us everything.

ELSIE : Forget it.

CRAIG: So I did.

ELSIE : So, should I invite... Craig? Craig, where are you?

CRAIG : (to himself) In the shed. I’'m in the shed...

STEPH : I’m not sleeping in there, I’'m going to Sarah’s. Now.

ELSIE : Steph!
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Mu-um, I’m going. I said goodbye to Dad, he’s making a mess in the shed.
Pulled his bike to pieces. Bits all over the place.

Craig?! Don’t you come into the house with grease all over your shoes.
Then she screams, “Be home before Sunday lunch, OK?” As if. (door slam)

Ah, she didn’t hear me. Craig? Craig? Did you hear me? Last time you pulled
your bike to pieces, you couldn’t put it together. Craig?

| heard her.

(phone rings) Craig? Craig, can you answer that. “Do you want grease from one
end of the...” OK, I’ll getit. Hello? Yes, Yes, 'm Paula’s mum... railway
station? No... no, never heard of him... Felix was it? Never heard of him.
Neither of them had a ticket...Oh. Suitcase? Oh. Oh. How old did you say he
was? Oh... oh, my goodness. Oh... yes, of course... Yes, of course, we’ll be
down right away yes, yes, thank you, thank you sergeant... right away, right
away. (pause) Craig? Craig?!

I’m trying to fix my bike! (to audience) Missing a part. Can’t seem to find it
anywhere.

Craig, please, I need to tell you something.

Hmmph that’s a turn up for the books. Usually asking...
Did you know that was the police?

(to audience) Now how would | know that?

Craig! Craig, are you there?

Didn’t I answer?

It’s Paula.

| thought you said it was the cops. (pause) Elsie?
“Elsie, what’s the matter?” (pause)

She didn’t answer me. (pause) Elsie?

(Long pause. We see CRAIG’s face change as he is filled in silently by ELSIE)

(pause) I’1l get my jacket.
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1)
1)

(to Elsie, who is getting ready to go, too) No, I’ll go, you stay here.

But...

This is men’s business, Els. (he puts his jacket on)

Men'’s business? What are you going to say to Paula?

Don’t worry about it, Elsie. Stay here. I’ll tell her... She needs to be told.
Told what? Told what, Craig?

I’ll deal with it, Els. And then she says, “No, Craig, w e @ldallwith it.” (ELSIE
puts her coat on, too). Together. (they walk awkwardly together to PAULA'’s
empty chair. There is a short pause as they apparently listen to Paula’s story)
Paula, look, love, he might’ve told you he loves you, but that’s not love...
No, sweetie, it’s not. He might have said it, but love, its me and your dad who

really love you... and we’re here now,

...to tell you. (CRAIG puts his arm around ELSIE, as lights fade.)

*

p. 8



