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Author’s Notes



This play is written to be done with a minimal set – the less there is, the better. We see Sophie (as she explains a little into the play) as she sees herself, not as others see her. This can be accentuated with costume; while the other characters can be dressed literally or representationally (Daphne in a skirt and blouse, Judy in a long hippy skirt or Thai fishermen’s pants, Calliope in school uniform or jeans) and remain the same throughout, Sophie can change costumes according to her mood – a strapless scarlet ball dress with peacock feathers in her hair, for example, is more in keeping with the spirit of the play than pyjamas or sick-room garb. 











Characters




Philosophy Rainbow (‘Sophie’)

thirteen

Peace Warrior Star Calliope (‘Calliope’)

her sister, sixteen

Judy

thirty-four, their mother

Daphne

sixty, Judy’s mother















 




Time

Present day. Early autumn to early winter.

The time is centred around Sophie. All other characters are at the mercy of her time’s swirls and eddies.


 



Place

Sophie’s world. Her fears, desires, consolations, memories, hopes.

There are also a handful of ‘literal’ scenes. The ‘literal’ setting is Daphne’s house, a small two-bedroomed terrace in Kings Heath, Birmingham. The house has a small garden with a shed, and overlooks a communal area with a small, basic children’s playground: slide, swings, see-saw. This is the view from Sophie’s bedroom.













NOTES TO FUTURE SELF











ONE



Sophie is at the centre of the stage. The others are in ‘their’ spaces, separate pools of light around her. Daphne in the ‘kitchen’, making a shopping list. Judy in the ‘shed’, meditating. Calliope in the ‘attic’, going through photographs. They are not frozen, but neither are they moving in real time, quite.


Sophie There was once a boy born in rural India who grew up insisting he was someone else.

This is a true story.

As soon as he could talk he said to the woman who’d given birth to him, ‘You’re not my mother, and he’s not my father and –’ get this, ‘Where is my wife and where are my babies?’ At first they laughed. Then they dismissed it. Then they got angry. But no matter what they did, the little boy kept on. ‘Why call me this name, it isn’t my name. Why live in this house, it isn’t my house. Where is my wife and where are my babies and when can I see them?’

One day, a documentary maker arrived from America, researching – (slightly awkward) ‘Paths to Enlightenment’. And he heard about the boy, who was eight or nine by now, and went to visit the family, taking a translator with him because this is a little village in the back end of nowhere. And through the translator the most fantastical story emerged. The little boy spoke about his wife, and their children, and their house, in a village of mangroves and coconut trees by the sea. And the American’s documentary wasn’t going very well, so he thought: why the hell not?

So they all pile in his jeep and go in search of this village. And it takes them four days and nights to get there – this is further than the little boy has ever travelled in his life. But when they get to the village, it is exactly as he’d described. I mean exactly. And his eyes shine and his face flushes and he directs them through the dirt tracks, and when the tracks run out he jumps from the jeep and runs, and he runs so fast they almost lose him. And they follow him through the mangroves to a small concrete house where a woman in a red sari is washing clothes, and the little boy yells her name, and man does she get a fright, turning around to see this entourage of people, camera crew and everything.

And no one knows what to do when the boy says, ‘This is my wife, and this is our house.’ And he knows where everything is, he goes round the rooms saying, ‘Where’s the television gone? Why have you moved this? What happened to my bicycle?’ And then he says, ‘Where are my children?’ And the woman says, ‘My children are out playing,’ and the boy runs outside to a clearing where sure enough a gaggle of village kids are kicking a football
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