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he had monsters to fight. I said I would fight them with
him, but he said no, these monsters were different,
they’d poisoned the blood to his heart and I must forgive
him. And so my father went in search of his heart and
broke mine. And that’s when I found the ashes. Ashes
are warm and in the ashes no one sees you, you do no
wrong. Ashes on your head, no one talks to you, ashes
on your arms, no one touches you, ashes are safe. I will
stay in these ashes, melt into them, shrink to their
weightlessness. Cloak of crumbling grey. My ashes.

Scene Three
who goes to the ball

The MOTHER comes in. She is held back, neat, straight.
The GIRLS follow her. She holds a large golden scroll in

her hand.

MOTHER. I hoped it was from my husband, gifts, money.
It’s an invitation—addressed to all the daughters of the
house.

JUDITH/RUTH. We are the daughters of the house.

RUTH. We haven’t been anywhere all winter.

MOTHER. You mustn’t be seen with the wrong people.

JUDITH. What are wrong people?

MOTHER. When there’s no father, people talk.

RUTH. Let me read it.

MOTHER. It’s addressed to all the daughters of the house. (She
makes a gesture towards the ashes.)

RUTH. I'm the oldest.

JUDITH. But I'm clever.
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(RUTH and JUDITH both snatch at the scroll.)

MOTHER. You can have a look too, Ashgirl.

ASHGIRL (from the ashes). I'm not interested.

MOTHER. It is to all my daughters.

AStI:('}lRL (emerging from the ashes). I'm not your daugh-

1!

MOTHER. Clean yourself up. You look disgusting. And
you’ve got crumbs all over your face.

ASHGIRL. I'll clear the breakfast.

MOTHER. Judith and Ruth can help you.

ASHGIRL. I like to do it myself,

MOTHER. You don’t help yourself, Ashgirl. I've heard
people whispering I’m not nice to you, but I try.

(Rm and JUDITH are unrolling the scroll. The deco-
ration is ornate, golds and browns, )

RUTH. “You are invited... ”
MOTHER. That paper is too bright.
JUDITH. The letters are of gold...
MOTHER. People shouldn’t show off.
JUDITH. “To dance...”

MOTHER. Is it real gold?

RUTH. “At the palace of ... "’
MOTHER. A palace...

MOTHER. A princess!

RUTH. “In honour of her son, Prince Amir’s...”
MOTHER. Amir?

RUTH. “Birthday on”—it’s next week!
JUDITH. We don’t have any ball gowns.







