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18 JEKYLL & HYDE

JOSEPHINE. You’ll need to speak up, miss.
JEKYLL.I just wondered what you’ll do. To fix the things
you’re talking about.
JOSEPHINE. One of the ways is the formation of a new grov?9
to campaign for the repeal of the contagious diseases act.
Women are being forced to undergo regular inspections ar

searches of their bodies, often against their will. Women v ! ho

are found to carry diseases — diseases transmitted to them

men — are being locked up.
Human beings are being criminalised for no other reason

than having a vagina. 3

1 am tired of the presumption of women’s guilt. Women whe

are the vixens, the temptresses, the fallen, The immoral.

1 say instead let’s question the morality of the men involver

in these same acts, bring them to account for their behavic
JEKYLL. Yes! Yes! \5,

The other WOMEN look at her. She’s even surprised she

. _gq{led out.

JOSEPHNETTJM& And I'll do it with you. With all

you.
By making ourselves visible. By making r‘

Nuns.
Nose
~.Autocorrect, sorry
noisé: Noise.
By making . We're going to march. A women'’s march

Across the capital. In front of the workplaces of the
government, the courts, the police —all the people employc?
to protect us who for too long have stood around scratchin )

their balls.
Who is with me?
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ACT ONE, SCENE SEVEN 19

D)
Scene Six
Laboratory.

w/ 'tif v Ky JEKYLL ignites a flame. She adds some notes/equations to
formulas on the wall. By the different handwriting, it’s clear
Y o e half the notes are her own. She starts ferociously looking
1200 R e / through a notebook, making new notes. Perhaps even measures |5

<M 2 some powders/chemicals in a beaker.

Scene Seven
ASM 3.S At Royal Society of Scientists. |¢
A group of MALE SCIENTISTS. A formal meeting.

w/ /’j [ JEKYLL. Thank you, all, for taking the time to meet with me
this afternoon.
The Royal Society meant a great deal to Henry.
And if he never said as much, please let me be the one to do so.

MAXWELL. Mrs Jekyll, Henry meant a great deal to us too.
He may have been lost in his final years but that does not
negate his many more years of brilliant scientific work.
Rest assured, the door was always open to him here.

As itis to you.

JEKYLL. Thank you
T'have been looking through Henry’s laboratory, his notes.
Well...

FINN. Absolutely.
x 22 What did I say, did I not tell you?
We discussed the matter before you arrived.
And it would give us no greater pleasure than to accept all of
his work for our archives.
A great legacy to the man.
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ACT ONE, SCENE EIGHT 23

ear this afternoon. As a courtesy. And I have tried to dissuade
you of this path to save you embarrassment.

And then you suggest to this council — doctors who have
studied for years — that you, a woman who has not so much as
filled a beaker with water, will simply, what, get down to it.
You insult this council, and so I will not spare you by
officially considering your request.

Mrs Harriet Jekyll would like to be nominated to the council.
All those in favour say ‘Aye’.

Silence.

Well, there you have it.

We recognise you-are looking for something to keep you 15
occupied.

May I suggest you take up-iieedlework. Or some such thing
appropriate to your skills.

Scene Eight
The Laboratory.

ABBIE. Madam? Is everything alright? You didn’t have any ’
dinner. :

ABBIE sees JEKYLL has been crying. Gets her a cloth.

JEKYLL. You've always been good to me, Abbie.
Do you like it here?

ABBIE. I am very thankful to you and Mr Jekyll.

JEKYLL. I didn’t ask if you were thankful.
T asked if you like it here.

Beat.
ABBIE. Of course.

JEKYLL. Not ‘of course’. I can’t imagine what there is to like.
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“\24 JEKYLL & HYDE
| = > b
Ny 2 > Lo
ABBIEs everything okay, my lady? Shall I bring you up some | o
feal N | B0
JEKYLL. No, thank you. = 3
I don’t want to be disturbed for the rest of the evening. /2 | e
g )= |
ABBIE. Certainly, my lady. (’s,) & ~
. e o, JEKYLL suddenly springs up. With renewed determinatio | e
X s = e ———
she measures out powders, liquids, lets them boil and smo ‘ e
together.
And then fills a syringe with the fluorescent mixture. |
Ties her arm. = >
And jabs the needle into her arm, watching the liquid ente e e e P
her.
And then:
Nothing.
Disappointment. Giving up. And then suddenly: _ il
Her body contorts. Is pulled. She’s still JEKYLL but it’sli [
something inside is trying to get out. She’s thrown against ey
ip scattering and hing things. She’s fighting
keep hold of her body. With each pull/contortion, a womai o
silhouette appears in the mirror in a pose of seduction, L 5
anarchy, freedom. So that the silhouettes are all around h < =
Before us, JEKYLL = 5
TRANSFORMS 3
And standing before us is HYDE. And she ain’t the mons S

we’re expecting. She stands taller, more confident than h
alter-ego. This is a woman that makes heads turn. i
Beat. \/
She notices a broken nail from the ordeal. She pulls off tl

hanging nail with her teeth.

HYDE. Dammit, T only did these yesterday. 5 Bl (i Vi
What? What you starin’ at? Ain’t none of you ever had a e e =
broken nail before? | @& Ex SL,
And now we realise ‘we’ are another mirror. She applies |7
bright lipstick. Grabs an umbrella. Eyes herself up. s

s
@y =2




30 JEKYLL & HYDE

S UTTERSON. I'd remember you.
\\_ Beat.

H‘YDEJ can ask around but don’t think the lasses will wanno
get invalved with you boys. At least not in that way. But
Plitry. )

UTTERSON. what I can’t figure out is why would a man 5]
like that, who had everything, come to a place like this?

HYDE. Maybe he just sat in a corner like you. ¢
Maybe he nursed a beer feeling its warmth in his hands
thinking of all the things those hands hadn’t done.

The breasts they hadn’t squeezed, the canals of flesh they
hadn’t traversed

The lips those fingers hadn’t traced

The noses he’d longed to pummel, the eyes he desired to
scratch, the necks those hands wanted to strangle

And maybe, sat in that corner, he lifted the beer to his lips
he tasted all the words he dared not say

The feelings he dare not articulate

The air of places he never breathed

And as the beer trickled down his throat, he remembered
the pills and powder and drink he never swallowed
The songs he never had the nerve to sing

| And as the fiery liquid moved into the empty cavity of hi¢

Iy oo stomach, he felt the pangs of all the wants he was hungry for
more clearly than in any other place. = ;( X P
swp &35~ 6 And maybe then he’d feel the beer balloon his bladder ar@ %
VI ( m so he’d step outside and lean against the wall and piss ito-((
out and watch as all that he wanted to be streamed down Js o 3
alley, stinking of missed opportunities. : 4

She takes his hand.
UTTERSON. I need to go.

HYDE.Iwantyou. ||0

UTTERSON. I need to
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HYD! Wat scare you?

UTTERSON. ' fotiks the other men here.

HYDE. You just need to sa}.You can say anything here.
~__ Colon star
mi-colon end bracket
Where ?xre\\ you going?
Alt key thre

He goes.

Titles: CHAPTER 7: JEKYLL'S GIFT

Scene Ten
JEKYLL s home. 5] it
JEKYLL is asleep, perhaps in a chair or on the floor.

ABBIE. Madam?
Madam?

JEKYLL. What time is it?

ABBIE. It’s eight.

JEKYLL. In the evening?

ABBIE. In the morning. It’s Sunday.
JEKYLL. Sunday?

ABBIE. I couldn’t rouse you the last two days. I was about to
call the doctor.
Some tea.

JEKYLL. Do I look
What do I look like?

ABBIE. Shall I prepare a bath?

=)
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40 JEKYLL & HYDE

HYDE. Why do you take it?

TOMMY. Oh, he’s not so bad. Judge Enfield is besotted with
me really.

HYDE. Did you say Enfield?

TOMMY. And I think someone’s besotted with you.
Standing there is UTTERSON. TOMMY goes.

HYDE. More questions, Detective?

UTTERSON. No.
1. S|
Ijust...

Pause. She kisses him-He kt‘ her back. |}

Scene Twelve (b)

The bar.

The bar then roars to life, and in an instant we’re:

Post-sex. HYDE and UTTERSON enter, doing up their clothes
UTTERSON. We shouldn’t have done that. I'm sorry

HYDE. I'm not. It’s only sex.

UTTERSON. I'm not usually like that. This isn’t me.|)p
I shouldn’t have... 3

He kisses her again. Then pulls away.

I'm sorry, I.

1 shouldn’t have.

I shouldn’t be here.
. Ineed to go.

He @ m}
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1ZZY. She hasn’t done nothing. s
OFFICER ROSE. If she’s so virginal then I guess she’s got
nothing to worry about.
Now I don’t believe in gambling like you scabby rats.
But if I did, I'd bet it all on the fact that this one’s sex-disease¥
And so by tomorrow morning she’ll be sent away and
locked up.
So we got two options, Purity. You can come with me quiety
or I can restrain you. And I promise you if you choose thé
latter I ain’t gonna treat you nice and gentle like some of
your paying customers.
HYDE. Let them leave first.
If you're gonna leave them be I wanna make sure a buncl
your buddies aren’t gonna come in here in a minute and
arrest them.
Let them go.

co OFFICER ROSE. You heard her, harlots.

1ZZY. But, Flossie, this ain’t right.
= HYDE. Just go.

They do. Except for the YOUNG WOMAN. [
OFFICER ROSE goes to the bar, pours a drink. And/or t. : VAR Vs )
\ off his uniform jacket.

<B ‘t are you doing?

L 2D <2 wil consf OFFICER ROSE. Now we’ve got the whole place to ourselS
it seems a shame to waste it. ~

SUD 20— 3
gD e Seems a shame to waste you.

9 () OB(T) Ex

pous Now let down your hair. TN ; o1
fly 8 1 said let down your hair.
Am 1 going to have to do it myself? { ) MT )= Dok
She takes out her hair fork, letting her hair fall. ‘] > D3t
My, my. [¢
60 Everyone has to call me Officer Rose. But you, darling, can
> = just call me Michael. (8
Lx s0 W/ e Now come here to Michael.
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She goes over to him. \ 2
[3He undoes the first button/bow on her corset. She stands

Y
\  there, frozen.

\ ee. I know how to be gentle.

HYDB, I prefer it rough.
S/ze.: his neck with the hair fork. Blood’s spurting

everywhere.
He’s stur Jling around. So she calmly stabs him again,

somewh e else.

And the  again.
He falls to the floor, onto his back. She stands over him. He's

still breathing, barely. Wheezing.

DCI RENFORD and DC WILLIAMS run on, in

contemporary clothes. ‘)
RENFORD. Florence Monroe?

The YOUNG WOMAN (FLORENCE) takes "m-
headphones. Perhaps we hear ‘Murder on the Dance Floor’

by Sophie Ellis-Bextor.
FLORENCE. Pardon?
RENFORD. Florence Monroe?
FLORENCE. Um, yeah?

RENFORD. I am arresting you on suspicion of the murder of
Police Constable Michael Rose.

RENFORD cuffs her.

OFFICER ROSE collapses, dead. FLORENCE and HYDE

look to each other, worried.

The contemporary music from the laptop is blaring now.
WILLIAMS grabs it for evidence. Slams it shut.

End of Act One.
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