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SYNOPSIS

Dor and Jeanine are going through a difficult time in their relationship. Jeanine feels that her mother’s social life takes precedence over her own welfare. Dor, finding it difficult to relate to her daughter, realises she is not always there for her daughter, but is fearful of what it might mean to engage properly. When pushed, she turns to her own adolescent experiences in an attempt to relate to Jeanine’s current emotional state. Having her feelings constantly scrutinised in contrast to her mother’s aggravates and intensifies Jeanine’s feelings of isolation. A terrible, aching loneliness sets in, causing Jeanine to find meaning in things outside of herself and her comfort zone. Things come to a head as they prepare for a dinner party, on a day when Jeanine has witnessed a traumatic incident.

THE TRAIN HOME

CHARACTERS
Jeanine: 
Late teens. Medium build. Daughter of Dor.

Dor:
Mid-thirties. Mother of Jeanine.

ACT ONE
Scene One

An open plan kitchen/lounge. A bench divides upstage and downstage. At one end of the bench is a plant that is wilted. The room is lit dimly. A shaft of daylight enters from a window above the sink onto the bench. We hear car doors slam. A screen door whines on its hinges. The metal scrape of a key in the lock. The door swings open, and JEANINE enters. Lights brighten. She wears a school dress, and dumps her bag by the end of the bench. She is clearly upset.

Jeanine:
(To herself) Why can’t I find my ...
Dor:
(Offstage) Jeanine. JEANINE! Come and help with the shopping!

Jeanine, looks up, her face icy and cold. She moves back to the door, swings it open roughly and exits. Pause.

Dor:

Watch out, honey! Watch it ... 

The click of the boot latch. A groan and a clunk, as the metal collides with something.
Jeanine:
Arh! Fuck! Fucking thing ...

Dor:
(Over Jeanine) Darling, be more careful okay. And watch your mouth, now help me with these.

The rustle of plastic shopping bags, followed by a firm slam as the boot is closed. The electronic tweet of a car lock. Dor enters first with one shopping bag, her handbag and the car keys. She deposits everything on the bench. 

Dor: 
(Coming through the door) No it was Michelle, I’m sure it was Michelle. Anyway, they’re coming round at six so I want the place tidy.

Jeanine follows with six bags of shopping and a red mark on her arm. She is close to tears and yet, stifles them because she is angry and doesn’t want to appear vulnerable or upset.

Dor:

Be a gem and pass me those.

Jeanine hands Dor items from the shopping bags. Dor puts them in cupboards and on shelves.

Dor:
I’ll prepare something shortly but I need you to help me clean. How many jars of sauce (meaning pasta sauce) did we get? I though we got two, didn’t we get two? Where’s the other one.

Without waiting for Jeanine to answer she goes rifling through the bags. Jeanine stands there dumb, her eyes say everything. 

Jeanine:
The plant’s cactus, mum.

Dor:
(Looks up) What? What plant? What are you talking about? Here it is.

She pulls out the other jar of sauce as the phone rings.

Dor:

Oh, that’ll be Angela, let me get that please.

Jeanine, who has gone for the phone, hangs back, letting Dor take it. She stands uneasily contemplating. In front of her are shopping bags bulging with food. The lights dim as she carries on unpacking and Dor takes the call. During the call, Jeanine finds a box of cereal, opens it and frantically stuffs handfuls into her mouth, eyes glazed, chewing very briefly before swallowing. She is light up by beams coming through the window. Dor concentrates on the phone call. 

Dor:
(Picking up) Hello Dor speaking. Oh hi, Ange, no just got in ... Ha, ha, me too. Yes ... oh yes, very ... tomorrow ... in the afternoon. We’re meeting at two ... oooohh, I know, two years! ... Okay ... thank you ... come over Sunday if you wish ... about three ... great! Oh, I almost forgot, I need you to pick up Jeanine on Wednesday ... yes ... I’m taking Paulie to see ... hmmm? ... oh, thank you so much. See you then ... okay ... okay. Bye.


Dor replaces the receiver, smiling, and then sees Jeanine.

Dor:

Jeanine! What are you doing!



Jeanine keeps stuffing her face.

Dor:

Stop that! Stop ... now!

Dor grabs Jeanine’s hands, her mouth is still full of food. They scuffle. Jeanine pulls away giving Dor a fierce look. They face each other in a stiff stand-off, the shaft of light between them. Pause. Jeanine darts a hand at the food. Dor hits it sharply in mid-air. Tears well in Jeanine’s eyes. She spits out her mouthful, partially at Dor.
Jeanine:
Bitch!

Dor:
(Collecting herself) Now ... now, now ... that’s just not called for. Pull yourself together. I don’t want you behaving like this in front of our guests. None of it. No more. You will be a nice girl!

Jeanine, enraged, moves to living room and sits on the couch, taking the cereal box with her. She fidgets, stuffing handfuls of food sporadically in her mouth, but when Dor starts to speak her fidgeting becomes more desperate, more harmful. Dor puts the rest of the shopping away, slamming cupboards angrily. She goes to the sink to clean Jeanine’s spit off her face and clothes with a sponge. Standing in the sunlight and gathering her calm Dor starts to speak.

Dor:
You know, about two years after dad left, I came home one night, quite late. I’d been drinking. I’d had a bit too much. Mum didn’t like it so I tried to get in quietly. There she was. Just sitting at the table... The look she gave me. I was terrified. I walked towards her thinking she might just be upset, then all of a sudden she started pounding me with her fists - pam, pam, pam ...

Jeanine:
Mum ...

Dor:
Dan must have heard. I don’t know how. He had a sixth sense about me. You know what brothers are like. He held her arms against her sides. Pretty strong back then, Dan. Mum was shrieking ...

Jeanine:
Mum ... 

Dor:
(Over Jeanine)... with rage. Scared the shit out of me. She might have woken the neighbours. 

Jeanine:
Mum ...

Dor:
Let me finish! ... Mum was laughing, hysterical, but when I looked, her face was wet with tears. And then I started crying and Dan too. 



Dor is sobbing a little now.

Jeanine:
(Shrieks) MUM!

Jeanine gets up off the couch. The lights brighten.

I can’t find it, Mum, I can’t find my ring.

Dor:
What ring? (Pause) Honey? What ring are you talking about?

Jeanine:
The ring, Mum. The one that Todd gave me. 

Dor:
(Relieved, moving across to comfort Jeanine) Oh, darling, I’m sure it’s somewhere. Maybe you took it off this morning when you showered and forgot to put it on again.

Jeanine:
(With venom) I didn’t forget it, Mum. Do you know how much that ring means to me? (Pause) Of course you don’t. Of course you don’t. How could / I have thought ...

Dor:
(Cutting Jeanine off) What is going on? I’m trying to hold a dinner party. Pull yourself together. 

Jeanine:
Oh yes, the house. The guests. The par-tee. (Mimicking her mother) Jeanine, help me with the shopping, Jeanine. Jeanine, I need the place clean, Jeanine. Oh, did you hear the one about how my mother hit me and we all cried? That was so sad. I can’t help right now, Jeanine, I’m with Deb. She’s going through a bit of a hard time. Jeanine, pull yourself together, be a nice girl. Jeanine, don’t get upset in front of the guests. (In her own voice again) Well fuck the guests. Fuck the house. And fuck you.

Dor:
(Backing off) Watch it Jeanine, I’m not putting up with this kind of behaviour. 

Jeanine:
Aren’t you? (Pause. Dismissively) Of course you’re not. You remember last week, huh? Last Wednesday. When I got home late and you looked up at me over your coffee and asked ‘Had a nice day, darling?’ I had a very nice day. A very nice day without you.

Dor:
(Beseeching) Darling, you wouldn’t even speak to me. You looked so angry.

Jeanine: 
Well I’ve got a right to be angry. I’ve got every fucking right to be upset. Just because you don’t give a shit about my feelings, doesn’t mean I don’t feel them.

Dor:
Of course I care, honey. You think I don’t care?

Jeanine:
How dare you! How dare ... you! (she forces the words out between clenched teeth) Last week ... they stole my wallet. You know ... you were at Deb’s.(Mimicking her mother) ‘Sorry, honey, I can’t come right now, Deb’s having a bit of a hard time’. Nobody would give me a fucking cent. Twenty cents please? Twenty? ... ten? (she runs around as if asking people) Fuck, give me ... something. Anything. (This last directed straight at her mother) Then this man rocked up. Fucking loony. Stood there looking at me ... asking what ... what the matter was, DEARY. So I said to him ... “I need a doll ... a dollar ... for the train home.” 

Dor:

Oh, darling, I had no idea.

Jeanine:
No you didn’t, Mum. You don’t care. You don’t fucking care, do you? You don’t care about my ring or my wallet or my friends ... 

Dor:

(Indignant, defensive) Of course I care, darling. 

Jeanine:
Show me! Show me how much you care.



Dor looks at her blankly.

Dor:
I ... don’t know what you mean. What do you mean? What do you want me to do?

Jeanine:
I saw a guy die today, Mum. Right in front of me. Just there (gesturing).

Dor stares at Jeanine. Jeanine creeps toward Dor as she tells the story. Her tone moves from accusation to appeal.

He was ... coming this way along the footpath. Someone must have shoved him. Or he just fell ... I couldn’t see who did it. I bent down next to him, on my knees ...

Jeanine gets on her knees in front of her mother.

... and he looked at me. (to herself) Blue eyes.

Dor:

I can’t hear you, honey. You need to speak up.

Jeanine: 
He had blue eyes damn it! ... “Got ... a dollar for (words catching in her throat)... the train home?” ... I can’t believe he remembered.

Jeanine grips the back of Dor’s pants, pulling on them with distress. Dor strokes her head, she’s confused about her daughter, preoccupied with thoughts of dinner, and can’t understand what exactly is upsetting her.

Dor:
Don’t worry. Don’t worry dear. He was probably homeless. Come on ... come now ...


Jeanine pulls herself away. She has stopped crying and her face has closed over again. There is a vacant look in her eye.
Jeanine:
Yes ... yes, you’re probably right. Homeless ...

Dor: 
(Blankly) Look, darling, whatever’s troubling you. Whatever it is, I’m sure it’ll be okay. He was an old man. Old people die quite easily. You’ve got to learn ...


Dor reaches a hand out to comfort Jeanine. Jeanine’s eyes shine for a second as she sees it. Before its on her she has hit it, hard, knocking her mother off balance.

Jeanine:
(Cutting Dor off) Don’t ... touch me. I said, don’t touch me.


She gets up and walks away. Dor is left standing in the living room on her own. She goes over to the bench and waters the plant. The water runs over the edges of the pot and trickles down the bench. She doesn’t notice.


Lights fade leaving the spot of sunlight over the bench, slanting onto a dead house plant.
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