
 
  

Kate and Emma, by Monica Dickens 
 

When Emma's magistrate father takes her to watch a Children's Court, she first encounters 
Kate, then a difficult, unloved 16-year-old, in care. Despite their very different backgrounds 
the two girls become friends, but Kate, though sensitive and intelligent and given the 
opportunity to change, becomes pregnant and marries while still in her teens. Now, a few 
years later, she lives with her four children in a room in a run-down London house. Unable to 
cope, ill, exhausted, Kate is huddled by a smoky fire when Emma arrives like a being from 
another world – well-dressed, in a good job, ready to help. 
 
Emma: (offstage). Hello… Hello, Sammy… Where's mummy?… What's happened to 

your leg? Sammy?… 

Kate:  Who's that? Who is it, Sammy? 

Emma: (off). It's me! (She enters.) 

Kate:  Hello, Em. (She looks at her.) I like your coat. 

Emma: Kate! (She kisses her… Looks around.) Are you all right? The girls?… (Over to 

the cot.) The baby looks very pale… 

Kate: We’re okay, Em… the girls have got colds… baby’s fine… We’ll all be good as 

new when spring comes… and when Bob gets home. 

Emma:  Where is Bob? 

Kate:  In prison. 

Emma: Kate! Why didn't you tell me? I would've come from anywhere. It must've been 

a nightmare. What did he do? 

Kate:  Tried to fix the gas meter. But he got caught. 

Emma:  Oh, Kate… How awful for you! 

Kate:  Yeah… Oh, I don't know. I sometimes think I'm better off without him. 

Emma:  He's like another child to take care of. 

Kate: I didn't mind that. I could make him do what I wanted then, when he was 

babyish and silly. He still is, in a way, but in a different way. He's got violent, 

you know. He used to be such a gentle boy, but that's how getting to be a man 

has taken him. 

Emma: You mean he – he hits you? 

Kate: Oh sure… (Laughs.) The things we used to think about marriage, they're not 

true, you know. Ask Sammy about his dad. 

Emma: I saw Sammy outside, Kate… What on earth has he done to his leg? 

Kate:  He fell down. He's always falling down. 

Emma: I thought it looked like a burn…  

Kate:  That's what I said. (Quickly.) He fell against the fire. 

Emma: Don't you keep the guard on? 

Kate:  Shut up lecturing and open that bottle of wine I can see in your bag. 
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(Emma pours out some wine, and hands a cup to Kate. Kate, after a few sips starts coughing 
harshly.) 
 
Emma: Who's your doctor? I'm going to call him. 

Kate: He won’t come. They're so busy now, they'll only come sign your death 

certificate. 

Emma: I'll take you to see him. 

Kate: There's nothing wrong with me. It's over, what I had. It doesn't hurt now. Just a 

cigarette cough. 

Emma: I'm taking you to the doctor. (Firmly.) He can see the baby too. And Sammy's 

leg… (She goes to window.) 

Kate:  No, Em. 

Emma: Kate, it should have been… (Looking out.) Look at him, poor little chap. It's not 

healing… Even I could see it’s not a new burn. When did he do it? 

Kate:  Oh… (Looks away.) I forget… Some time ago. 

Emma: It's infected. You must take him. 

Kate:  (Looks Emma straight in the eye). I can't. 

Emma: Why not? 

Kate:  I can't trust him not to tell the doctor. 

Emma: Go on. 

Kate: All right. I can't lie to you, Em. Why should I? It doesn't matter now. You've 

been here. If you don't come back, it's all one to me. (Emma doesn't reply.) … I 

burned him with the poker… It was when we last had the power cuts. The stove 

was right off, and I got the poker into the fire to heat a pan of water. He’d been 

a devil all day. It was when I was sick, I should've been in bed. I felt awful, but 

there was a baby, and Susanna was poorly, throwing up everywhere, and I was 

dragging about, and I couldn't stand no more. He messed his trousers –a child 

of four – and before I knew what I was doing I caught him one across the back 

of the leg. All right? Now you know. 

Emma:  The doctor needn't. 

Kate:  He'll know. The kid will tell him. 

Emma:  He didn't tell me. 

Kate: That's because I'm here. They get him in a room alone and he'd tell. My 

mumma done that. Charming! They’d report me. That's what they do, you 

know. I heard Mrs. Ellis say that to my mother once when I been shut in the 

yard all day. I'll report you, she said, but she didn't dare, with my dad the way 

he was… Don't tell anyone, Em, please. You treat the burn. Get the proper stuff, 

you know what to do. It'll be all right if it's taken care of. I've just been feeling 

so rotten, I let everything go. Now that you’ve come, it's going to be different. 

Don't spoil it, Em. Don't let me down. You swore, remember? 
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Emma: I won't tell anyone, God help me. I'll get some burn dressing tomorrow, but if it 

gets worse… 

Kate: (Quickly). Oh yes, of course, if it gets worse – I didn't mean it, Em. I'm not 

cruel, you know me. I did it in temper. I didn't know what I was doing. 

Emma: You'll have to watch yourself, Kate. If anything else happens it will be my fault 

now. You'll have to be more careful. 

Kate:  Don't preach to me. You don't know what it's like. 

Emma: It isn't the end of the world to have four children. Lots of women do. On 

purpose. 

Kate: I don't care. It's different when you're poor all the time, and having no one to 

talk to – even when Bob's home. I can't help it if that kid gets on my nerves. 

Emma: There's nothing wrong with him. He's a darling boy. 

Kate:  He's got a devil in him. 

Emma: Don't talk like that. He's only little child. 

Kate:  No one ever said I was only a little child when they – 

Emma: When what? 

Kate:  Nothing. 

Emma: If you are unhappy, all the more reason to see your children aren't. 

Kate: You don't understand. You only have to be with kids once in a while – mine or 

anyone else's. You don't have to have them ALL the time. Every day. Every 

night. You feel lousy, and you want to stay in bed, and the baby cries and you 

get up to him, half-drugged with sleep, and then you sneak back for another 

half-hour because you're so tired, so bloody tired. And just as you're going away 

into the only place where no-one can get at you – Waa-aa! It's another one 

starting up, and you've to begin all over again, and he hits her and she bites 

him, and they're all wet or hungry or sick or miserable and they all need you, so 

you may as well get up, and there's another day started. 

Emma:  But if you lose your temper, they get worse, so what's it do? 

Kate: Look, you don't plan to lose your temper. You just – you just – well, it's being so 

tired and fed up and there being no end to it. You’ve seen a fretsaw snap. 

Michael, Molly's oldest, used to have one for his models, remember, with the 

pedals and all that. One minute, buzzing along, eating the wood, spitting out 

the sawdust in a little cone on the rug. The next – ping! Up it flies in the air like 

a jackknife – and I – I can't help it, Em. It's just I'm so bloody tired… (She cries, 

but after a while the cries turn to laughing. Then bitterly.) Welcome back, Em, 

dear… I bet you're glad you came. 

 


