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The action takes place in the village of Songi, in the autumn of 1731; then a nearby country estate, from summer through winter 1736.
There are four songs lip-synched to the original recordings:

'Wolf Boy' by Martha Raye

'The Princess Poo-Poo-Ly Has Plenty Pa-Pa-Ya' by Abe Lyman

'Get Cannibal' by Joe Haynes and his Orchestra

'King of the Bunagloos' by Gene Greene

Grateful acknowledgement is due to Michael Newton, whose book 'Savage Girls and Wild Boys' was an inspiration for the play.
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ACT I

1. 

Autumn, 1731.

Shepherd's cell. Bare but for a pile of straw as a bed.

Nine-year-old Memmie is clean, barefoot, dressed in a shift.

She's frantic.

She tries to dig her way under the wall.

She tries to climb the wall.

Reaching the barred window, she attempts to squeeze through, and is making headway. Joyfully, she breaks into birdsong, with uncannily accurate mimicry.

Suddenly there is the loud toll of a church bell, and the shock of it hurls her to the ground.

Catherine, apart, watches all this.

As Memmie huddles on the ground, occasionally squeaking quietly, Catherine speaks.

CATHERINE

She came into the village as twilight fell, one evening in late summer. She was nine or ten years old. Her feet were bare; her body covered with skins, and on her hair she wore a gourd leaf. Her face and hands were black as a negro's. She was armed with a short stick, thicker at one end, like a club. Those who observed her took to their heels, crying out, There is the devil. They secured their doors and windows against her, but one of them set loose on her a bulldog. The little savage, seeing him advance in a fury, kept her ground without flinching. She grasped her club with both hands, stretching herself to one side in order to give greater force to her action. The dog within her reach, she discharged such a terrible blow on his head as laid him dead at her feet. Elated with her victory, she jumped several times over the carcass. Then she tried to open one of the doors, which not being able to effect, she ran back into the countryside towards the river, and climbing a tree, she fell asleep.

The Shepherd enters. He opens Memmie's door, careful to prevent her escaping, and slides a bowl of food across the floor.

Memmie regards it warily, keeping her distance. 

Lights fade on Memmie as the Shepherd addresses Catherine.

SHEPHERD

It was the summer we didn't have any rain. 

CATHERINE

I remember. My lawn was littered with dead birds. All of France was drought-stricken.

SHEPHERD

The grass was brown, I took my sheep a long way out looking for pasture. It was baking hot. No noise except the insects buzzing. I must've fallen asleep.

I open my eyes: it's looking at me. About a hundred yards off, perched in a tree. I don't even know what it is, the more I look the harder it is to see it, just the whites of its eyes. The bough sways – and it's gone. I think I must be imagining things. But look at the hairs on my arm.

CATHERINE

It's not a matter of choice.

SHEPHERD

If you see a dead body in a ditch, you can't just keep walking. Like it or not, you have to do something.

CATHERINE

Of course, and this was a living child!

SHEPHERD

I couldn't leave her there.

CATHERINE

Somebody's daughter…

SHEPHERD

I've got daughters.

CATHERINE

You were morally compelled to reclaim her.

SHEPHERD

So I put my water flask under the tree…

CATHERINE

She came willingly: she knew in her heart, if not her mind.

SHEPHERD

No, no she didn't, she shrieked like a cat! She was terrified out of her wits, it was all I could do to throw a sack over her and tie her up. 

CATHERINE

But that's because she didn't know what lay ahead.

SHEPHERD

God knows I didn't want her, what was I going to do with her? My wife'd have a fit. Even if we'd had room for one more, we couldn't keep her in the house, she was like a wild animal, rip your throat out if she could. I'd watch her, scratching at the walls with her fingernails, and the way her eyes darted around when I got too close. And I know I did what I had to…

CATHERINE

What's going to happen to her now?

SHEPHERD

(Laughs) Why, you want her?

If I hadn't looked up and seen her, she wouldn't exist. 

CATHERINE

But now that she does, there's no going back.

2. 

Summer, 1736.

Drawing-room. A piano and an ornate love-seat.

Catherine with a fluffy cat on her lap; Memmie, now fourteen, curtseys. She is dressed plainly.

CATHERINE

Hello, Memmie.

MEMMIE

Hello.

CATHERINE

How was your trip?

MEMMIE

Good.

CATHERINE

It's a pretty drive, isn't it, up through the village? Along the fields?

MEMMIE

Yes.

Pause.
CATHERINE

Are you hungry? 

MEMMIE

Yes.

Memmie's gaze falls on the cat.

CATHERINE

You must be, you haven't had breakfast. There's plenty to eat: coffee and milk, pastries…

She watches Memmie drink a glass of milk. Catherine is unsettled by the way Memmie wipes her mouth with the back of her hand.

CATHERINE

Is that all you want? 

MEMMIE

Can I have more?

CATHERINE

Of course you can.

Memmie chooses the most extravagant pastry … 

CATHERINE

Mm, I love chocolate éclairs.

… but discreetly spits it in the corner.

CATHERINE

Do you want something else?

Memmie shakes her head.

CATHERINE

Well, it's very nice to have you here. Did the nuns tell you anything about me?

MEMMIE

They said to be good.

CATHERINE

Well I'm sure / you're (going to be good.)

MEMMIE

/ And don't talk about your dead husband.

So I won't.

CATHERINE

That was a while ago now. I like talking about Marc. I miss him. Talking about him brings him back.

Pause.

Why don't you tell me about yourself?

MEMMIE

What shall I say?

CATHERINE

Whatever you like!

Memmie's gaze falls on the cat. 

CATHERINE

(Gently) I imagine you've had a difficult time of it, haven't you? Passed on from place to place. Do they treat you well in the convent?

MEMMIE

That's a white cat.

CATHERINE

… Yes. This is Puss.

Catherine strokes the cat.

MEMMIE

He likes you going like that on him.

CATHERINE

He's purring. 
 Do you like animals?

MEMMIE

No. 

CATHERINE

I rescued him. The gardener was drowning the whole litter.

MEMMIE

What about the others?

CATHERINE

Yes. Now this weekend, is there anything special you'd like to do?

MEMMIE

What?

CATHERINE

Before you go back. 

MEMMIE

What do you mean?

CATHERINE

Well, I don't know… Things you can't do there. Do you like reading, or drawing?

MEMMIE

I can't read or draw.

CATHERINE

You'll have your own room for the weekend, that will be a novelty.

MEMMIE

But I'm not going back.

CATHERINE

Of course you are, on Monday.

MEMMIE

They gave my bed to a new girl. 

CATHERINE

They what?

MEMMIE

The Duke's money ran out so they can't keep me any more.

CATHERINE

Where will you go?

Pause.

They're coming to get you on Monday, I spoke to / (the driver.

MEMMIE

/ They'll leave me in the village.

CATHERINE

And then what?

Beat.

Well will you be alright?

Beat.

How will you live?

MEMMIE

I don't know.

CATHERINE

I can't believe they didn't tell me…

MEMMIE

Why?

CATHERINE

Well, / because –

MEMMIE

/ That's why they let me come. Two nice days with you before they leave me. 

CATHERINE

Surely someone will take you in?

MEMMIE

I'll skin frogs. 

CATHERINE

God, no.

MEMMIE

I can sleep in the park.

CATHERINE

Somebody will, they must. Where were you before the Duke died?

MEMMIE

The Viscount. But he got a baby. 

CATHERINE

And before him, the shepherd's family.

MEMMIE

They'd never want me again.

CATHERINE

Why not? 

Memmie laughs, somewhat inappropriately.

MEMMIE

The nuns said something else about you.

CATHERINE

What?

MEMMIE

You asked for me.

CATHERINE

Yes, but I didn't know anything about this.

MEMMIE

Why did you want me?

CATHERINE

The nuns are always asking people to take the girls for a weekend.

MEMMIE

Out of all those others?

CATHERINE

I read about you, five years ago. In the newspapers. Then I went to the shepherd's house, and I saw you.

Memmie looks up sharply.

CATHERINE

It's alright. You were somebody else then. 

MEMMIE

I'm not like that any more.

CATHERINE

No, of course not. 

MEMMIE

I'm not.

CATHERINE

I was interested, that's all. To see how you’d come along. 


MEMMIE

You could give them money.

CATHERINE

I don't have any. 

MEMMIE

Aren't you rich?

CATHERINE

No, I'm not. 

MEMMIE

Don't you get money when your husband dies?

CATHERINE

No. Now Memmie – 

MEMMIE

How did he die?

CATHERINE

Why are you asking me that?

MEMMIE

You said you liked talking about him. I want to do things you like.

CATHERINE

He died of old age.

MEMMIE

Are you old?

CATHERINE

Not as old as he was.

MEMMIE

Do you wish he was alive?

CATHERINE

Of course I do.

MEMMIE

People don’t like being alone, do they?

CATHERINE

I'm not alone, I have servants.

MEMMIE

Why don't you have children?

CATHERINE

These are not polite questions. 

MEMMIE

Don't you like children?

CATHERINE

I do, yes. But Marc – 

MEMMIE

He hated them.

CATHERINE

No – he was older. 

MEMMIE

Now you're too old.

CATHERINE

Well if we've only got two days, let's not waste time talking. You still haven't told me what you'd like to do here.

MEMMIE

I want you to learn me to sleep in a bed. 

CATHERINE

What do you mean?

MEMMIE

The nuns shouted, but I can't do it, I wake up every morning on the floor. I want you to learn me to stay out of the water.

CATHERINE

'Teach'. What do you mean, swimming?

MEMMIE

When I see it I jump in. But it's bad, it's wrong.

CATHERINE

No, it's just a habit, which can be broken.

MEMMIE

Teach me to be like you.

CATHERINE

What?

MEMMIE

Kind, and beautiful.

  Catherine laughs.

MEMMIE

With hair going up like that.

CATHERINE

This is actually a wig.

MEMMIE

I want to learn words.

CATHERINE

A bigger vocabulary, that's not hard.

MEMMIE

And to have a nice voice, like you, my voice is ugly.

CATHERINE

No / it's not. 

MEMMIE

/ I want a cat like that. Do you think the gardener will drown some more?

CATHERINE

I hope not.

MEMMIE

I hope not. I want to understand things and not get people shout at me.

Pause.

CATHERINE

What else do you want, Memmie?

MEMMIE

I … And a blue dress, like that.

She tries to read Catherine for clues.

CATHERINE

There's more, isn't there?

Memmie nods.

CATHERINE

Do you want to belong?

MEMMIE

(Uncertain) Yes.

CATHERINE

You've never really been treated as a human being, have you? They've taught you your prayers, and how to curtsey, but has anyone ever / – …

MEMMIE

/ No.

CATHERINE

Loved you?

MEMMIE

I don't think so.

CATHERINE

Everyone deserves that. 

Memmie watches her carefully.

CATHERINE

If you want to be loved, you must make an effort too. 

You can't sleep in the park, or skin frogs.

MEMMIE

No. Why?

CATHERINE

While you do that, you're not fully human. You're debasing yourself.

MEMMIE

Oh.

CATHERINE

It will be hard work.

MEMMIE

Who'll teach me to be human?

CATHERINE

I will.

MEMMIE

Where?

CATHERINE

What?

MEMMIE

Where will you teach me to be human?

CATHERINE

… Here. In my house.

MEMMIE

Do you mean I'll live here?

CATHERINE

While I teach you.

MEMMIE

For how long, madam?

CATHERINE

As long as it takes.

MEMMIE

How long is that?

CATHERINE

We'll see. 

MEMMIE

After that, where will I go?

CATHERINE

I don't know, Memmie! Don't worry about that. As long as you're obedient and well-behaved, this is your home.

Memmie smiles. 

CATHERINE

As long as you don't go outdoors.

MEMMIE

What?

CATHERINE

Not yet. 

MEMMIE

No, please.

CATHERINE

I'll be locking your door at night.

MEMMIE

Why?

CATHERINE

I heard… they said, the nuns, there was one thing, a 

problem they had with you. 

MEMMIE

No.

CATHERINE

No, they just said, they said it was the one – … That you hadn't been able to quite stop yourself – They said lock the chicken-coop. 

MEMMIE

Don’t be afraid, Madam. Now that I know about God, you'll be safe.

She strokes Catherine's hand.
3.

George, with restrained passion, as if singing at a formal recital, lip-synchs:

GEORGE

Wolf boy, wolf boy

Come down off that mountain

Oh wolf boy, wolf boy

Come down off that mountain.

It's time you saw how town-folks live

Gals in perfume with love to give.

Wolf boy, wolf boy

Race into the lonely woods

Oh wolf boy, wolf boy

Race into the lonely woods

Don't you want to know the bliss

Of ruby-red lips that you can kiss?

Wolf boy!

What a thrill when I take you in my loving arms.

How you'll thrill

When you know the passion of my charms.

Wolf boy, wolf boy

Flying through the dead of night

Oh, wolf boy, wolf boy

Flying through the dead of night

The moon's up high, it's time to start,

Time to let a town gal break your heart

Wolf boy!

4.

Drawing-room.

Catherine enters carrying a dress … 

CATHERINE

Look what I've got!

… to find Memmie crouched by a pot-plant. Memmie covertly wipes her hands.

CATHERINE

What are you doing?

MEMMIE

Nothing.

CATHERINE

Well, your dress is here. 

It's a replica of Catherine's.

CATHERINE

What do you think, do you like it? Let's try it on, make sure it fits properly.

She approaches Memmie. She stops.

Memmie wipes her mouth.

CATHERINE

You've got dirt on your mouth.

MEMMIE

No I haven't.

CATHERINE

Memmie, you haven't gone outside…

MEMMIE

I promise.

Catherine begins unbuttoning Memmie, then looks at the pot-plant. She looks back at Memmie, but decides to move on.

CATHERINE

I hope this fits. You're so thin. The girl was astonished by the measurements I gave her.

She dresses Memmie, putting on a corset over her shift, and then the dress, through the following.

CATHERINE

You're all bones! At your age, you should be starting to fill out a bit.

MEMMIE

What's my age?

CATHERINE

Aren't you fourteen?

MEMMIE

I don't know.

CATHERINE

No. 

Pause.

You don't remember anything at all, then…

MEMMIE

What's that water?

CATHERINE

A fountain. You can't go out there, Memmie.

Don't clench your fists, please.

MEMMIE

I'm very hot.

CATHERINE

You told me yourself: you see water and you can't help but jump in. There, go and have a look.

The dressing complete, Catherine sends Memmie to the mirror. 

CATHERINE

With that kind of neckline you have to stand up straight, or it goes all crumpled. 

But Memmie is transfixed by something across the room. 

CATHERINE

… What is it?

MEMMIE

There's a mouse.

CATHERINE

Yes, this is an old house, it's inevitable, I'm afraid, to find the odd – Where?

Memmie points.

CATHERINE

Are you scared of mice?

MEMMIE

It shouldn't be inside. 

CATHERINE

I know, but there's not much we can do about it.

With dazzling speed, Memmie catches the mouse and twists its neck.

CATHERINE

Oh… you didn't need to kill it.

Memmie looks at her.

CATHERINE

How did you – …?

MEMMIE

What's wrong?

CATHERINE

How did you catch it?

MEMMIE

It's for you.

CATHERINE

Thank you, but – no, Memmie, sorry: no. 

MEMMIE

Can't I kill them?

CATHERINE

Or catch them, you're not a weasel, you're a young woman. That's not appropriate behaviour.

MEMMIE

Then what should I do, if I see one?

CATHERINE

Leave it, just leave it.

MEMMIE

To run around in your house?

CATHERINE

Yes. My goodness. Now, let's see about your hair.
MEMMIE

What should I do with this one?

CATHERINE

I don't know.

MEMMIE

Should I give it to Puss?

CATHERINE

I'd say one indignity is probably enough for the little thing.

MEMMIE

Does that mean yes?

CATHERINE

No, darling. The gardener can bury it.

MEMMIE

Where?

CATHERINE

In the garden. At the very bottom of the garden.

MEMMIE

I can do it.

CATHERINE

I've told you.

MEMMIE

I haven't been outside since I come.

CATHERINE

That's only a week. Anyway, it's too hot. Wait for autumn. 

MEMMIE

When's autumn?

CATHERINE

Still months away. 

MEMMIE

How long's that?

CATHERINE

The point is, you're not ready.

MEMMIE

But I should bury it.

CATHERINE

That's not a job for you.

MEMMIE

I killed it, I should say a prayer and ask forgiveness.

CATHERINE

It's only a mouse.

MEMMIE

I should say a prayer over the grave. 

CATHERINE

No. 

Memmie nods.

CATHERINE

When he comes in for lunch, give it to the gardener.

Memmie puts the mouse in her pocket.

CATHERINE

It will be difficult, sometimes. But you have to try. 

MEMMIE

Try what.

CATHERINE

To think differently. To understand that what you do has consequences, you're accountable now. If you want to live among people, you need to look beyond yourself.

MEMMIE

I should think of the mouse.

CATHERINE

I'm not talking about the mouse, I mean your fellow human beings.

Memmie doesn't understand at all.

CATHERINE

It's horrible to watch! You offended my feelings, you disgusted me, when you did that.

MEMMIE

It's better than having your neck twisted.

CATHERINE

Yes, so – don't do it again.

MEMMIE

But you can kill a pig.

CATHERINE

You can't. But someone can, and then when it's butchered, and cooked, and no longer recognisable as a pig, when we forget it ever was a pig, and call it 'pork' – we can eat it. 

Memmie is baffled.
CATHERINE

And I wish you would eat it. I haven't seen you eat anything. 

MEMMIE

I do, I eat things.

CATHERINE

This is far more important than dresses and piano lessons: learning to check your impulses. And the reward is human community.

Memmie clenches her fists.

CATHERINE

That is what you want?

MEMMIE

Yes.

CATHERINE

I know all you care about is having a roof over your head. But you'll come to love me, Memmie. I promise you.

MEMMIE

Yes, madam.

CATHERINE

Your wig's going to take a few days, so for now I'll comb your hair up.

Memmie tenses at her touch.

CATHERINE

Like mine, alright?

Taking a comb from her own hair, Catherine begins combing Memmie's. Memmie can barely tolerate her touch.

CATHERINE


You have nice hair, we just have to take better – …

It's coming out.
MEMMIE

It always comes out.

CATHERINE

In clumps like this?

MEMMIE

I'm sick.

CATHERINE

You're not sick. You're adjusting.

MEMMIE

I'm sick for five years.

CATHERINE

No, it's the transition, that's all. Very soon you'll be well again.

She overcomes her repugnance, and resumes combing Memmie's hair.
 CATHERINE

It's alright now. I've caught your hand. And I'm going to lead you out of the darkness, into the world which is warm, and bright, and where you belong. Everything's alright.

She now strokes Memmie's hair. Memmie stiffly submits to Catherine's hand.

5.

Drawing room. 

Memmie stares out the window. She runs to the door, only to find it locked. She hammers on it.

MEMMIE

I'm thirsty!

I need water, but they locked me in! 

She runs to the window and bangs on it.

MEMMIE

Thirsty!!

She sits at the piano and bangs the keys in a rage.

MEMMIE

J'ai soif!

A small hatch opens, and a glass of water appears. The hatch closes.

Memmie is astonished. 

MEMMIE

No. I want milk.

Nothing happens.

MEMMIE

Je … du lait. Je veux du lait. 

Another hatch opens, and a glass of milk appears.

Memmmie smiles. She drinks it.

MEMMIE

Je veux… 

I don't know the word. What's the word?!

She gets upset.

MEMMIE

La piano. Je deteste la piano. 

 An arm appears from the piano, and closes the lid.

MEMMIE

And I don't like it when, quand… la porte est fermé la clé.

A distinct click, as the door is unlocked.

She goes to the door and tries it. It opens. She looks out. Steps out. Then she sits at the piano. Begins a wobbly C scale.

6. 

The bottom of the garden. A tree; a fountain. 

We can hear a distant set of piano scales being played, much improved.

Catherine follows the Priest out. He's deep in thought. 

CATHERINE

Before we talk about what needs to be done, I need your word that you'll not talk about her to anyone. 

He nods, lights a cigarette.

CATHERINE

It's important that people forget, that we wipe her past clean, otherwise she'll never have a chance at a normal life. If I hadn't told you anything, would you have guessed?

PRIEST

There's something …

CATHERINE

She was showing off a bit, she hasn't had any visitors here and she was over-excited.

He smokes thoughtfully.

CATHERINE

So what do I need to do, to prepare her?

PRIEST

She lived in a convent for two years, surely she's already been baptised.

CATHERINE

It was done before that, but the circumstances… She got very ill, they didn't think she'd live.

PRIEST

What was wrong?

CATHERINE

Well nothing at first, but they had to bleed her –

PRIEST

She was already sick?

CATHERINE

No no, to get French blood in her veins. But it made her very weak. And then of course she had to be weaned…

She's uncomfortable. 

CATHERINE

From her diet. 

He waits. 

CATHERINE

Raw flesh. 

PRIEST

And fed her what?

CATHERINE

Normal food: salted meat, wine, desserts. First she lost some teeth and nails, then she nearly died. So they hurried her baptism, made up a name on the spot. She was so ill she doesn't even remember it! I thought we should do it again, properly.

PRIEST

Madame Michel, I'd be careful.

CATHERINE

What?

PRIEST

We're dealing with a very delicate balance. I am, to be honest with you, not inclined to interfere.

CATHERINE

You can't be giving up on her?

PRIEST

I had a very strange experience in there. I felt that at last, I understood.

CATHERINE

Understood what?

PRIEST

God.

CATHERINE

What are you saying?

PRIEST

The girl is closer to God than anyone I've ever seen. If you let the Church get involved they'll destroy everything. 

CATHERINE

I live with her! She's completely selfish, she killed a mouse, she has not one ounce of compassion. You're talking nonsense.

PRIEST

What's wrong with that? She's entirely self-sufficient. Or she was, until she was taken from her natural surroundings. That same creature in there could once outrun a rabbit; now she's dependent on you for every crust of bread. There you see the downfall of Mankind, we've brought it upon ourselves. What are you teaching her music for? Why are you teaching her anything? You should be learning from her!

CATHERINE

Are you refusing to baptise her?

PRIEST

I wouldn't be able to live with myself. He has given me a glimpse of his true being today. I won't betray him.

CATHERINE

Then what do you suggest I do with her? 

PRIEST

Bring her out into the garden. Stop meddling: you'll only corrupt her. As long as that vestige of wildness remains, she'll never be one of us.

CATHERINE

Then I'll get rid of it. 

PRIEST

Be careful.

He exits.

7.

Memmie's bedroom, night.

Catherine enters with a candle, and sees Memmie asleep on the floor. 

With a great deal of effort, she lifts Memmie into bed. 

She strokes Memmie's face and sits, studying her. 

Memmie makes a soft sound. It's the perfect mimicry of a night-bird.

CATHERINE

Memmie. Wake up.

Memmie stirs.

CATHERINE

Were you dreaming?

MEMMIE

What?

CATHERINE

Did you dream you were a bird?

MEMMIE

Is that wrong?

CATHERINE

No. We can't control our dreams.

MEMMIE

I wasn't a bird. I was listening to one.

CATHERINE

Were you in the forest?

MEMMIE

In the water.

CATHERINE

Is that something you remember, swimming?

MEMMIE

I don't remember anything.

CATHERINE

I've told you to let go of that life, I know, but if there's something you recall – 

MEMMIE

No, there isn't.

CATHERINE

There might be one memory you're holding onto. Because you were free then, weren't you? And that must have been nice.

MEMMIE

I was Godless and lonely, I was naked and mute.

CATHERINE

Yes, yes, but just for a moment forget all that, and tell me what you remember.

MEMMIE

Nothing.

CATHERINE

Darling, don't lie to me.

MEMMIE

It's mine.

Pause.

CATHERINE

What is?

MEMMIE

It's the only thing that belongs to me. 

CATHERINE

What do you mean – the memory?

MEMMIE

Please don't take it.

CATHERINE

Memmie, don't be silly! All I'm asking is that you share it with me.

MEMMIE

No, then it won't be mine.

CATHERINE

I share everything with you, all I have, because I love you. That's why I let you live here with me.

Beat.

And I want you to love me too.

MEMMIE

No I won't!

Catherine goes to hold Memmie, who tears herself away and tries to climb under the bed. 

MEMMIE

No! No! No!

Catherine chases her. She catches her. Memmie struggles against Catherine's firm embrace. Memmie's eyes move incessantly. Eventually she calms down.

MEMMIE

Please don't make me.

CATHERINE

Perhaps I'm wrong about you. You dream of the forest, you sleep on the floor. If you're happier doing that, then I'm wasting my energy.

She takes the candle and goes to the door.

MEMMIE

An animal.

Catherine stops.

MEMMIE

Swimming.

Memmie becomes increasingly withdrawn as she continues.

MEMMIE

With a round head. Long eye-lashes. Hands like a goose's.

She turns away.

CATHERINE

Good girl. Thank you. 

Catherine returns the candle, but Memmie no longer cares. Catherine kisses her tenderly.

CATHERINE

I know it hurts. It's the only way.

8. 

The bottom of the garden. Night.

Memmie at the fountain in the moonlight. She makes a soft, unearthly sound of sorrow, and scrabbles the surface of the water with her hands, as if searching for some precious, lost thing. She cradles herself and keens softly, bereft.

9.

CATHERINE

After three months of assiduous training, Mademoiselle Le Blanc can read French and some Latin. She is well-spoken and good-mannered. Where once she had no understanding of her actions having consequences, she now displays restraint and modesty. She is pious, accomplished, and while there is still work to be done, one would never believe she was once … what she was.

Catherine makes Memmie lip-synch the following song, watching with pride, and occasionally stepping in to censor or correct. Memmie is more or less expressionless.
MEMMIE

The Princess Poo-Poo-Ly

Has plenty pa-pa-ya

And she loves to give it away.

Now all of the neighbours they say,

"Oh me-a, oh my-a, 

You really should try a

Little piece of the Princess Poo-Poo-Ly's pa-pa-ya."

The Princess Poo-Poo-Ly's

Not truly unruly

To pass out papaya each day

But all of the neighbours they say,

"She may give the fruit

But she holds onto the root

And so she has the fruit and the root to boot."

One bright Sunday afternoon

It was field day in her papaya grove,

But I reached the gate an hour or two late:

The customers were lined up in droves!

So let this be a warning,

Though early in the morning, 

It's true you'll never rue the day

The Princess Poo-Poo-Ly

Has plenty pa-pa-ya

And she loves to give it away

(I mean papaya)

She loves to give it away.

At the end, Memmie stumbles in the dance, and faints.

Catherine doesn't notice.

10.

The bottom of the garden. Night.

Memmie is hunkered down with Catherine's skinned cat. She tosses aside the bloody, matted pelt and is about to eat. Catherine, in her nightie, enters and stops.

Memmie freezes.

Catherine moves toward Memmie, who snarls and retreats up a tree with her kill.

Catherine falters.

Memmie lets the cat fall.

She remains in the tree, watching Catherine.

CATHERINE

Come here.

Memmie drops from the tree, stands before Catherine.

CATHERINE

I have to punish you, you understand that.

MEMMIE

You're going to send me away.

Catherine stares at her. 

CATHERINE

Where's my little girl? Where's my Memmie?

Memmie hardens. 

MEMMIE

Here.

Catherine searches for a stick from the ground as she speaks.

CATHERINE

I don't believe in hitting children, it's barbaric. But I, this is…

MEMMIE

You won't make me go?

CATHERINE

I trusted you.

MEMMIE

You won't? 

CATHERINE

Put out your hand.

Memmie does so.

Catherine brings the stick down sharply. 

Memmie watches her with wonder.

Catherine is in shock. She is deaf to Memmie's words, as she canes her.

MEMMIE

I was so weak I couldn't walk. I couldn't see. I had to do it. 

Yes.

Memmie continues to gaze at Catherine as she's caned. Tears of gratitude fill her eyes.

An orangutan darts across the stage and vanishes. 

They are oblivious to him as Catherine canes Memmie. 

ACT II

1.

The bottom of the garden. Autumn.

Memmie takes from her pocket a dead mouse. She sits, lays it before her, looks at it for a long moment. She then begins making a small cross by binding two twigs. 

Cross to:

The drawing-room.

Catherine is correcting Memmie's lessons. A knock on the door.

CATHERINE

Just a minute.

George enters.

GEORGE

Doctor Legendre. Good morning.

He takes off his hat and coat, tosses his cane down.

CATHERINE

Who are you?

GEORGE

I wrote to you, we had an appointment.

CATHERINE

What?

GEORGE

You got my letter, didn't you?

CATHERINE

No. 

GEORGE

I want to meet Miss Le Blanc.

CATHERINE

… Why?

GEORGE

You're Catherine Michel? The guardian?

CATHERINE

Why do you want to meet her?

GEORGE

It was all in my letter. I've just started at the Institute in Paris, working with deaf-mutes. 

CATHERINE

What's that got to do with Memmie?

GEORGE

I read all about her when she was captured, but I was in England, constrained by my studies, and poverty. As soon as I got back, I went to Songi to look for her. I traced her here. I heard she's learned to speak.

CATHERINE

She speaks very well. Who told you this?

GEORGE

A number of people. I'd like to meet her.

CATHERINE

She's taking a nap upstairs. 

GEORGE

Fine, I'll wait. 

CATHERINE

What exactly are you hoping to find out, from meeting her?

GEORGE

There's a lot of debate going on about intelligence and the ability to acquire language, whether the patients at the Institute, for example, are simpletons because they can't speak, or can't speak because they're simple. I don't want to bore you with the medical terminology, but my position is that they're not idiots, we just can't understand them. From what I know of Miss Le Blanc, who didn't speak until the age of nine – 

CATHERINE

You're going to be disappointed, Doctor. She's a very ordinary girl. 

GEORGE

Well I can't believe that! It's only been five years, she spent her entire childhood alone, in the forest. She can't be ordinary.

CATHERINE

Three months ago, when she first arrived here, she lacked some social graces. But we've worked hard. 

GEORGE

Oh.

CATHERINE

You're not the first person to express interest. There've been a few letter-writers, though none so rude as to show up uninvited.

GEORGE

So you did get my letter.

CATHERINE

When I see Memmie mentioned, I throw them away. 

Pause.

But since you've come all the way from Paris, why don't you have a look? Then perhaps you can dispel the myth that I have a freak of nature living in my house, and we'll be left alone.

She goes to the door and calls. 

CATHERINE

Memmie!

Cross between:


The garden.

Memmie plants the crucifix and prays.

In the drawing-room, Catherine returns to the door. 

CATHERINE

Memmie?!

She exits, leaving George alone. He immediately examines Memmie's lessons. Then he goes to the window – and is riveted by what he sees.

In the garden, Memmie starts to dig a grave for the mouse.

She takes up the mouse…

George appears behind her.

GEORGE

Eat it.

Memmie is startled.

GEORGE

You're hungry, aren't you? 

It'll do you good, you're very pale. Isn't your throat dry? Skin it and swallow it.

Terrified, Memmie's eyes move incessantly.

GEORGE

I was afraid I'd be too late. 

Memmie recoils from him.

GEORGE

Don’t worry, I won't hurt you.

She snatches up the mouse.
GEORGE

What's that, a mouse? A delicacy, saved for private, and no doubt illicit, enjoyment at the bottom of the garden! 

Memmie starts digging a hole very fast.

GEORGE

Burying it for later. I wonder what else you've got salted away down – My God, your thumbs!

He grabs Memmie's hand. Memmie cries out, and strikes him so hard that he falls. She buries the mouse, plants the crucifix, crosses herself and dusts off her hands. She makes to exit.

GEORGE

Memmie, wait – 

She pauses.

CATHERINE

(Off) Memmie?!


GEORGE

Wait for me.

Catherine arrives, breathless.

CATHERINE

(To Memmie)

What are you doing out here?

GEORGE

I saw her from the window. She was digging a hole.

MEMMIE

It's a grave! I was burying it! 

CATHERINE

You disobeyed me.

MEMMIE

No, I looked for the gardener, to give him, he's sick today. I promise!

CATHERINE

Well we can presume Puss didn't kill it.

Memmie is ashamed.

CATHERINE

(To George)

You won't say a word about this.

GEORGE

Miss Le Blanc, I'm delighted to meet you.

CATHERINE

Accept his hand, Memmie.

Memmie does so, warily.

CATHERINE

I'm very angry with you. You know you'll have to be punished.

MEMMIE

You said autumn.

CATHERINE

It doesn't matter what I said, you don't disobey me. 

MEMMIE

What are you going to do to me?

CATHERINE

I have to lock you in your room for a day.

Memmie whimpers.

CATHERINE

It's for your own good. You can keep the curtains open, but not the window. I know you understand, don't you.

Memmie nods. Catherine holds out her arms, and Memmie comes to her embrace. 

CATHERINE

(To George)
She's not allowed outside yet.

GEORGE

None of my business. 

CATHERINE

There's still work to be done. 

GEORGE

I think you're doing an incredible job.

CATHERINE

… Do you?

GEORGE

She's contrite; accepts her punishment willingly.

CATHERINE

Yes, three months ago she'd have had a tantrum.

GEORGE

Minor aberration.

CATHERINE

I hate punishing her…

GEORGE

It's the only way to learn. I don't know why you're being so secretive, Madame Michel, I'd be showing her off as a grand success if I were you.

CATHERINE

But that's exactly what I don't want: Memmie deserves the chance to live a quiet, normal life. As long as she's the Savage Girl from the Forest, she'll never be fully human.
MEMMIE

There's a man. In the trees.

CATHERINE

What?

MEMMIE

Look, up in the trees! 

CATHERINE

Oh, my God.

GEORGE

Yes, that's Robert.

MEMMIE

He's swinging!

CATHERINE

That's not a man – …

GEORGE

Robert! Come down and say hello!

CATHERINE

What is it?

GEORGE

There's a good fellow!

(Monkey screech) A-a-ee-ee-ee!
Enter Robert, an orangutan.

GEORGE

Robert, these are ladies. What do we do when we are introduced to ladies?

Robert makes a grotesque bow, and kisses their hands slobberingly.

Catherine laughs, delighted.

Memmie is transfixed.

On rising from kissing Memmie's hand, Robert looks in her eyes. 

He is startled, disturbed, and retreats.

While George speaks, Robert moves apart. He glances back at Memmie, who stares at him.

Deliberately, he ignores her. He slowly climbs a tree and edges along a branch.

GEORGE

Robert's an orangutan. I bought him from a zoo in England. He's going to accompany me on my tour next month. I'll lecture, he'll be a pivotal part of my demonstration. Not least, he's a pleasant traveling companion. 

Robert has plucked a flower from the end of the branch. He now descends, and gravely presents it to Catherine.

CATHERINE

Oh! Thank you, Robert.

He glances at Memmie. She moves to Catherine. But Catherine is intrigued by Robert.

GEORGE

He appreciates a well-kept garden, don't you old boy? And yours is really delightful. You don't grow exotics, I suppose.

CATHERINE

I have some cycads…

GEORGE

Robert, did you hear that?

CATHERINE

Would he like to see them?

GEORGE

I think he'd be thrilled. Gardens and good food: Robert's weaknesses. You weren't too impressed with the village inn last night, were you, sir?

CATHERINE

Yes, I've heard the cook's dreadful.

GEORGE

Shocking.

Pause.

CATHERINE

Memmie, it's time for lunch. Go straight indoors.

GEORGE

I'll see to it.

Robert offers his arm. Catherine accepts it, and they exit. 

Memmie turns to George. He grabs her and forces open her mouth.

She can only emit a muffled gasp.

He examines her teeth.

GEORGE

My God, oh my God, what has she done to you? 

He reacts with disgust as a piece of tooth crumbles between his fingers.

GEORGE

Your teeth are crumbling. Your tongue's completely white. 

He pulls out a pocketknife and slices open a vein in his arm. He holds the wound to Memmie's mouth. She tries, briefly, to resist, but is overcome and drinks thirstily. 

George watches her reviving instantly on the warm blood.

She drinks her fill. She falls back, licks her mouth. 

He closes her hand around the knife, and puts the knife in her pocket. Then he raises his finger to his lips in a gesture of silence.

2.

Drawing-room. 

Robert is playing the piano, beautifully.

Memmie enters.

He stops. Uncomfortable, he resumes, but now makes mistakes. Memmie stares at him.

As he plays, she approaches.

She is fascinated. She smells him, examines him. He attempts to ignore her as he plays, but is rattled.

She squats on top of the piano, gazing.

She makes her soft un-human sound. He wipes tears from his eyes, then violently lashes out and sends her tumbling to the ground.

Catherine enters with a coffee service, followed by George, mid-conversation.

With a look, she rebukes Memmie for being on the floor. Memmie stands, with a quiet snarl at Robert.

GEORGE

Perhaps they remind him of the jungle. Though he was never there, he was born in captivity. Some soul-memory, maybe. 

CATHERINE

He loved the glasshouse. 

Memmie. Sit and have some coffee.

MEMMIE

I don't like it.

GEORGE

You didn't eat any lunch, Miss Le Blanc. Are you feeling alright?

Memmie glares at him.

GEORGE

Robert would like some coffee, wouldn't you?

CATHERINE

He has beautiful table manners.

George motions to the coffee service.

Robert performs the actions George describes. Rather than a display of his sophistication, there's a sense of determination in his actions, with special defiance toward Memmie: "Can you do this?"

She bristles at the challenge.

GEORGE

First he tests the pot to see that it's warm. I should discourage this in company, it's not polite. Yours is perfectly hot, of course. Remember he's a Briton, he drinks tea, but I'm sure he'll adapt. He selects a cup, taking care with the china, and pours. A little milk, teaspoon of sugar. Stirs delicately. He's looking to me to see if he may have a biscuit. 

– Yes, Robert, you may.

Robert seats himself, crosses his legs, gently blows on his coffee – still too hot. He eats his biscuit and dabs his lips with a napkin. 

Catherine applauds.

CATHERINE

Wonderful. 

GEORGE

He's intelligent, but no more so than the rest of his kind.

CATHERINE

How did you teach him to do that?

Unselfconsciously, Catherine goes to the coffee service and performs the identical actions to Robert's as she pours herself a cup.

GEORGE

I didn't, not deliberately. He just watched me. He joined me one morning at breakfast, with his teacup, and I was astonished. I bought him so I could study him – and before I've even begun he's studying me! Everything turned around, my whole way of thinking. I suddenly realised what my life's work was to be. In that action of Robert's I saw it: Man is a mimic animal. 

CATHERINE

That's all we are, what we've learnt to imitate?

GEORGE

There's something else. But it's been obscured. 

CATHERINE

And what is that?

GEORGE

(Gazing at Memmie)  The state of nature. Whatever is left when all the conventions are stripped away. 

Uncomfortable under his gaze, Memmie performs the coffee service ritual. She is self-conscious and clumsy. The conversation continues over:

CATHERINE

Well you can't discover that by studying Robert – he's not human.

GEORGE

No. But he's no longer an ape – between captivity and me, that's gone. He'd never survive in the wild. He's as close to human as I can bring him, but we've reached his limit.

CATHERINE

What's that?

GEORGE

Speech. Doesn't have the vocal apparatus. Which means he'll never make the leap. If he could – combined with his physical prowess, he'd outstrip us all.

They all watch Robert, as he once again tests the coffee's temperature with his little finger. This time it's fine. He sips delicately…

CATHERINE

Dear Robert! You make him sound terrifying.

GEORGE

It's all in my book, published next month. And then the lecture circuit begins.

Robert leaps up in alarm and sprays a mouthful of coffee across the room. He hops about screeching and wiping his tongue. 

Memmie laughs uncontrollably.

GEORGE

Oh dear, I told you he's a tea-drinker. 

Robert, calm down!

CATHERINE

Is he alright? 

– Memmie! Stop that!

Can I get some … water, or --?

GEORGE

He's alright. 

Memmie's laughter subsides.

Robert quietens down, but is ashamed, angry. He glares at Memmie, who happily sips her coffee.

George pats him affectionately.

GEORGE

There's a good chap. It's an acquired taste. We'll make a Frenchman of you yet.
MEMMIE

Make him do it again.

CATHERINE

No! Poor Robert. 

Memmie looks at Robert and bursts into fresh laughter.

CATHERINE

Memmie, bring the doctor his coffee.

Robert returns to the piano, softly playing a melancholy piece. Catherine listens, moved.

George looks searchingly at Memmie as she brings his coffee. 

Defiant, Memmie sit at Catherine's feet, and put her head in her lap. 

CATHERINE

You need to wash your hair.

GEORGE

And what about you? What's the last frontier for homo ferrus? When will you know you've succeeded?

CATHERINE

When she shows me a sign of love.

GEORGE

She seems very affectionate towards you.

CATHERINE

Cupboard love. Eagerness to please; fear of punishment. 

GEORGE

What would you do if she couldn't make that leap?

CATHERINE

She will.

GEORGE

Hypothetically?

Memmie watches them. 

Catherine shrugs.

GEORGE

What does that mean?

CATHERINE

I couldn't continue.

GEORGE

With the experiment?

CATHERINE

It's not an experiment. The relationship.

GEORGE

You'd give up on her.

CATHERINE

If it became clear that my work had been in vain, then I'd have to. But I won't.

GEORGE

No.

CATHERINE

She's so close. Apart from the odd outburst, she's just like us. Nothing to 'observe', I'm afraid.

GEORGE

Only her beauty.

Catherine is surprised.

CATHERINE

It's nice to have visitors, isn't it, Memmie? We've been very reclusive these past months.

MEMMIE

No.

CATHERINE

My husband was very social. There were always parties, people staying; the house was never this quiet. I'd forgotten. 

MEMMIE

I'm going to wash my hair.

CATHERINE

You haven't been excused. 

MEMMIE

Can I go?

CATHERINE

Not yet.

She turns to George.
CATHERINE

When do you go back to the city?

GEORGE

I have a month's leave from the Institute, to finish my book. 

CATHERINE

Are the rooms at the inn as bad as the cooking?

GEORGE

Very cramped.

Memmie observes their exchange with horror. She jumps up and exits, slamming the door behind her.

3.

Memmie's bedroom. Day. Heavy rain.

Memmie gets up from her bed, and collapses. She calls softly, with strange un-human sounds.

Robert enters.

She takes the knife from her pocket, and shows it to him. 

He picks her up and carries her out.

4.
The bottom of the garden. Dawn.

George waits by the fountain. He has a small parcel. Eventually Memmie enters, in her nightdress.

MEMMIE

It's cold.

GEORGE

It's been freezing every morning. I'm glad you finally came.

MEMMIE

Give it to me.

GEORGE

Amazing will-power, Memmie. You've managed to resist for a whole week.

MEMMIE

I need it now.

GEORGE

Did she teach you that self-restraint? Or is it animal tenacity? 

MEMMIE

I'm not allowed out here.

GEORGE

But here you are. 

MEMMIE

Please. Sir.

GEORGE

You can have it in a minute. I want something in return.

Memmie stares at the parcel.

GEORGE

I want you to promise to meet me here every morning for the next three weeks. I'll bring a parcel, and you'll do what I ask.

Memmie gestures toward the parcel.

GEORGE

Agreed? She won't know anything about it. I'm going to make you strong again, if you obey me. You'll be catching birds with your hands, you'll be swimming.

MEMMIE

I can't swim!

GEORGE

One doesn't forget how to swim.

MEMMIE

She took it, I can't any more.

GEORGE

That's ridiculous. You're weak with hunger, that's all. And I'm going to restore you – 

 He holds out the parcel.

GEORGE

… with fresh meat. 

Memmie stares at it hungrily.

GEORGE

Is it a deal?

MEMMIE

Yes.

What if I can't?

GEORGE

Can't what?

MEMMIE

Do those things. Learn to swim.

GEORGE

You mean if it's too late, you're too far gone… Then I don't want you. She can keep you. She's won. 

MEMMIE

You won't tell her, will you.

GEORGE

God, no! There'll be no need: she's pretty much ruined your body, but it's still there in your eyes, that's not gone yet. 

Her eyes are on the parcel. 

GEORGE

We have three weeks. By the end of that, we'll know. And then, my girl, you're going to come with me.

She moves towards it.
He retreats, with a flicker of fear.

She snatches at the package, tears it open. But is stopped by a sudden compulsion.

She stares at the meat, then at George, and then disappears with it behind a tree. The sounds of her desperate pleasure, as she chews and sucks it.

Memmie returns, licking her lips. She is more alive. 

His fascination has grown, but so has his fear of her.

GEORGE

Will you come tomorrow?

Memmie wipes her mouth with the back of her hand.

5.

Catherine's bedroom. Night. Moonlight.

Abruptly, loudly, from below, banging on a piano with fists and elbows.

Catherine sits bolt upright in bed.

CATHERINE

Memmie… !  

She flings open the door. Robert is there, with a candle in a holder. He's in a nightshirt and nightcap. 

She gasps. 

6.

Catherine lip-synchs and does a savage dance, with Memmie and George doing (lip-synched) back-ups, and Robert bashing it out on the piano:

CATHERINE

Say, the rhythm, that's the thing that makes you sing

(Walla walla rhythm)

Rhythm played in that proper swing.

(Grrrrr)

Oh, they do it right in that torrid land,

And you can do it too if you understand.

(Oh!)

When you feel the beat of the tom-tom heat get cannibal

(Grrrrr)

Try and tell your feet not to miss a beat get cannibal

(Boom chicka boom chicka boom chicka boom)

The wilds are calling you

(Yeah!)

Get yourself in the mood

(Well!)

It's a treat if you feel the heat get cannibal

(Cannibal!)

A wiggle and a waggle and a do a hobnob and get cannibal

(Boom chicka boom chicka boom chicka boom)

You don't need a bottle just release your throttle get cannibal

(Boom chicka boom chicka boom chicka boom)

You'll never fail to make

(Wow!)

Purpose when you shake

(Yeah!)

Hey I've got it you get it we all gonna get cannibal!

7.

Bottom of the garden. Dawn.

George gives Memmie a parcel.

As she tears it open, he reaches to touch her. She scratches him. He reacts with shock.

She drops the parcel, transfixed by the bleeding scratch. 

She grabs his arm. 

GEORGE

Memmie – 

He recoils in fear; she holds tight. 

GEORGE

No!

She struggles to control her bloodlust. She suddenly throws herself into his arms and gasps with fear and relief.

MEMMIE

I nearly – 

George overcomes his fright and comforts her.

GEORGE

It's alright.

MEMMIE

I was falling.

GEORGE

Shh.

MEMMIE

Help me.

GEORGE

I will. I'm going to help you. 

Memmie sobs into his chest.

GEORGE

I'm going to take you home. It's time to give up the struggle. Let yourself fall – back into your own world, where you belong. Because you'll never belong here.

I have five wooded acres on my estate. Full of game and birds. No human interference. No one to please, nothing to beg for. 

I've already built secret observation posts. You'll never know I'm there. 

Memmie withdraws.

GEORGE

What's wrong? 

MEMMIE

I'll learn to eat her food. I'll stay in my bed. I'll stop my eyes moving. I'll cut off my thumbs.

GEORGE

Why, for God's sake? What's here for you?

MEMMIE

She is.

She bends over double, suddenly nauseated. She rushes behind the tree and vomits. 
8.

Drawing-room. 

Catherine is curled up asleep on the love-seat – in her dressing-gown, without wig or make-up.

George enters. Catherine wakes.

CATHERINE

I had a terrible night.

GEORGE

Did you sleep down here?

CATHERINE

I didn't sleep at all. And then I went into her room – …

GEORGE

When, last night?

CATHERINE

This morning, dawn. She – 

GEORGE

Perhaps she came down to get firewood, it was cold last night. Or water.

CATHERINE

She was asleep. Her feet were dirty. She'd been outside.

Silence.

I've tried so hard.

GEORGE

Yes.

CATHERINE

I'm just starting to wonder…

GEORGE

You've done far more than you know.

You're too close, you can't see it, but even over this past week, she's made amazing progress. 

CATHERINE

She had dirty feet…

GEORGE

Maybe she sleepwalks. The unconscious mind is more stubborn than the will.

CATHERINE

She disobeyed me.

GEORGE

But she's not devious, she didn't wash them, did she? She didn't try to hide the fact. Wait till she wakes up, perhaps she had a good reason.

CATHERINE

What could she possibly – /…?

GEORGE

She's considerate, well-mannered, intelligent and charming. She has all the attributes of a respectable young woman. And I'm …

Pause.

CATHERINE

What?

GEORGE

I'm very impressed. Your faith in her humanity has won. You've made a civilised human being of Miss Le Blanc.

CATHERINE

She had dirty feet. But she was in her bed.

GEORGE

If an uninformed man were to fall in love with her, it would be tribute enough to your achievement. But if someone who knew – 

CATHERINE

You mean knew who she was?

GEORGE

Where she began, the degradation, the things she was capable of… I heard what she was like at the shepherd's, eating raw chickens, shitting in the corner. I know she could once kill without remorse. All that. To know that and to be so persuaded by the person she'd become – To want to make a life with her, to have her as the mother of one's children, to look at her and see an person with a future, rather than a past…

CATHERINE

What would that mean?

GEORGE

She's become a real person. 

CATHERINE

Yes.

They both pause.

GEORGE

I'm not sure how to formally do this – 

Catherine waits.

GEORGE

I'm asking for Miss Le Blanc's hand.

 Catherine gives her assent. They laugh.

CATHERINE

I knew you liked her, from the first moment.

GEORGE

I'll take good care of her.

CATHERINE

If she loved me, I wouldn't let her go. 

(Gaily) But I'm worn out with trying!

Robert enters, carrying a sleeping Memmie. He lays her down on the love-seat. 

Catherine is embarrassed on seeing Robert. 

Robert goes to the coffee service and helps himself, aloof from the proceedings. When he drinks his coffee, it's without incident.

CATHERINE

Memmie, wake up.

MEMMIE

What's happened?

CATHERINE

We have some very good news.

MEMMIE

They're leaving! Are they?

CATHERINE

Well, yes, they are. But not alone.

GEORGE

Memmie –

Memmie leaps up, retreating.

MEMMIE

What does he want?

CATHERINE

He wants to marry you. And I've said yes.

MEMMIE

No! I won't go with him!

CATHERINE

She's still little more than a girl, that's all it is. Perhaps the actually wedding can be delayed till her fifteenth birthday – a few months.

GEORGE

Whatever you think. My mother can look after her till then.

MEMMIE

(To Catherine)

I'm staying with you.

CATHERINE

Memmie, I told you when I took you in that I had no money. Who's going to look after you? You've got nothing, no family. Please don't make this difficult. This has always been my greatest hope: for your own sake, as much as mine.

MEMMIE

I've got you.

CATHERINE

I won't be around forever. 

Memmie bursts into tears and clings to Catherine. 

Catherine is taken aback, and moved.

CATHERINE

Now stop acting like a baby. You're to be a doctor's wife.

GEORGE

"Madame Memmie Legendre."

Catherine surrenders to Memmie's embrace, emotional.

MEMMIE

He doesn't really want to marry me. 

GEORGE

Memmie. Be careful.

 Catherine looks at Memmie.

GEORGE

Don't dig your own grave. Tell her and she'll give you to me anyway, she won't want you. I can't lose.

MEMMIE

He's going to take my shoes and clothes, take away my words and thoughts and my name, and put me back in the forest. 

CATHERINE

That's the silliest thing I've ever heard.

MEMMIE

I wasn't going to do it. I was going to get better, and at the end of the three weeks I wouldn't go. But the second time, I couldn't lie to you.

CATHERINE

What are you talking about?

GEORGE

But she did lie, and she came outside. 

CATHERINE

(To George)

You knew about that?

MEMMIE

He made me.

GEORGE

No, you came quite happily.

MEMMIE

The first week he tried every night, knocking on my door and whispering. I never went. But then I knew I was dying. And if I didn't have it…

CATHERINE

(Fearfully) … What, have what?

GEORGE

Raw flesh. She was too weak to eat it, she sucked the juice and blood from it. Yes, that part's true. I didn't want to take home a corpse.

CATHERINE

Memmie, no.

MEMMIE

But I'm better now, all I needed was one little bit, if I can just have a bit every now and then, I don't need any more.

GEORGE

Despite everything, she's still the same beast they lured down from the tree. 

CATHERINE

You never intended to marry her. None of that was true…

GEORGE

I won't let any harm come to her. I'm sorry I was forced to be indirect, but it was clear you wouldn't let me set foot in here if you knew what I wanted. Memmie can't ever be unremarkable, she'll never have an ordinary life – her formative years made her beyond redemption. Far more important, she can show us who we are. She's hovering on the brink of humanity. You're trying to push her over it, but thank God, you haven't. I want to push her back, to her natural state.

CATHERINE

And spy on her?

MEMMIE

I can't go back. I'm not her, any more. I won't live.

GEORGE

I won't just abandon her there, it will be a gradual process of devolvement.

Faint, Catherine sinks onto the seat. She vaguely puts her hand to her head. 

Memmie grabs George's knife from her pocket, cuts open a vein in her own arm and clamps the wound to Catherine's mouth. 

Catherine begins to revive on the blood – but on coming to, hurls Memmie away in horror. George watches, appalled.

Robert observes with detachment. Through the following, he takes up George's discarded hat and dons it at the mirror, then takes up the cane. He regards his reflection with satisfaction.

GEORGE

There's your sign.

CATHERINE

(To Memmie)

Go away. 

GEORGE

I was too late.

Memmie looks from one to the other.

Then she drops out the window and is gone.

Catherine and George exit.

Robert, decked out like a gent, lip-synchs to the song.

On 'My kingdom will be lions bold', he finds his voice and sings along with the recording. His voice grows in confidence, to the point where he overwhelms the recorded voice, and the performance becomes increasingly aggressive. 

ROBERT

I just received a cable back from my ancestral home

It tells me I'm the Great Gazoo

Successor to the throne

My throne will be a bungalow way up in the trees

Where I'll be the ruling monarch over all 

My slaves will be gorillas, apes, monks and chimpanzees 

Who will be ever ready at my call

Well, I will be that King Gazoo

The ruler high on the Bungaloo

And when I ride across the mighty Nile

On that royal crocodile

When on the throne I'll take my stand

Then I'll be a mighty man

I'll be that zoo-koo koo-koo grand 

And the King of the Bungaloos.
My chariot will be of gold

With a zebra for my steed

My kingdom will be lions bold

Away up in the lead.

The streets all paved with ivory

And precious sparkling stone

And ninety-seven wives to call my own.

An elephant for a porter

'Cause he can pack a trunk,

And a tiger for a footstool on my everloving throne.

Well I will be za be

The king of zukaluka

On the Bungaloo 

(Scat singing)

Oh, my, gimme a piece of pie,

King of the Bungaloos.

With a triumphant howl, he swings across the curtain, hat and cane raised, and jumps out the window.

ACT III.

1.

The forest. 

Twilight, surrendering to night. Silence, but for the calls of night birds, joined by the sound of water running over stones.

Memmie sits by a stream. She stares at the water. 

MEMMIE

She came into the village as twilight fell, one evening in summer. Her feet were bare, her body covered with skins, and on her hair she wore a gourd leaf.

They bled her and fed her salted bread. 

In the absence of another name, they baptised her Memmie Le Blanc.

She looks at the water.

Do I still know how to swim?

She touches it, and after a moment's fear, lets her hand linger there.

Once she knew what hunger was, and fear of wolves. Not fear of the dark. Not loneliness. She didn't know that she existed. She didn't know enough to ask:

 "What is to become of me?"

She looks hard at the water. 

Suddenly she slips into the water and vanishes from sight.

END.
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