I Gave You
My Heart

David Muncaster



I Gave You My Heart

Characters:

Kate, teens
Jenny, Kate's sister. A little younger.

Lights up on KATE sitting on a couch in her living room. Next to her
is a parcel which is square and about the size of a football. KATE is
using a mobile device such as a smart phone or iPad. After a moment

JENNY enters.
JENNY: That for me?
KATE: Is your name Kate?
JENNY: (Sitting on the couch so that the parcel is between them.) Ah. So, you gonna open it
then?
KATE: Not sure.

JENNY: Kate! Stop texting will you? I'm talking to you.

KATE: You seem to have forgotten that I am not talking to you.

JENNY: Really? Sounds to me like you are talking to me. There's no one else around.
KATE: You know what I mean. I'm still angry with you.

JENNY: Oh come on Kate. It's been a week now.

KATE: A week in which you have apologised, let me see, how many times?

JENNY: OK, OK. I'm sorry.
KATE: Hm.

JENNY: I think the words you are looking for are “apology accepted”.

KATE: A bit more sincerity might help.

JENNY: Look. I opened something addressed to you. It was a mistake.

KATE: It wasn't a mistake. You knew it was mine, you're just nosy. Shame for you that I
caught you trying to reseal the envelope. How many letters of mine have you
opened?

JENNY: I haven't done it before, honest.

KATE: I don't believe you.
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It's true. I don't know what made me do it. I was just bored.

I would never open anything of yours.

OK. I'm sorry. Really, Sis.

That's better, (Mimicking JENNY.) “apology accepted”.
KATE goes back to using her smart phone.

Who are you texting anyway?

I'm not texting, I'm on Dan's Facebook page.

I thought you said you'd dumped him.

I have. I thought I'd heard the last of him until that turned up (Indicating the parcel.);
it has his return address on it.

Ahh. He has sent you a sweet little parting gift. How romantic.

Dan is not romantic, he's a weirdo; a freak. It's all your fault, Jenny; you set
us up in the first place.

Me?

You know you did.

Oh, come on. You fancied him, don't deny it.

I did not.

Oh come on, you couldn't take your eyes off him at that party.

You seem to have a rather different recollection of the events of that evening to me.
You asked me to stop that nerd, Simon, from bothering you.

Yes.

So that you could make your move on Dan.

No, not so that I could make a move on Dan; just so that Simon would stop making
moves on me!

What's wrong with Simon, anyway? He's quite sweet.

(Putting on a nerd voice.) “Did you know that there are up to four hundred billion
stars in the galaxy, each of which could have any number of planets. It is almost
certain that somewhere out there another Simon is talking to another Kate at another

party.”
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Well, that's interesting. Isn't it?
(Still with a nerd voice.) “Which means that someone out there is as lucky as me”
How lovely! You get educated and chatted up at the same time!
KATE imitates throwing up.
Anyway, I don't see the problem. You're a bit of a nerd yourself.
How dare you! I'm a geek. There is a subtle difference.

So I dive in and rescue you. Risk being nerded to death myself for the sake of my big
sister and what thanks do I get?

Oh yeah. Thanks.

I was doing you a favour, it's not my fault Dan didn't come up to your exacting
standards. What's wrong with him, anyway? He didn't seem weird.

You are kidding! You really don't know what he's like, do you? He is so possessive.
Whenever I added a friend on Facebook he'd be asking, “Who it is?” “How do you
know them?” Do you remember that time I lost my phone? He had it. He was texting
my contacts pretending to be me.

Well, yeah. Sounds a bit extreme, I suppose. How do you mean pretending to be
you?

Just that. Fraping me.

I thought you could only get fraped on Facebook.

Well, whatever. That's what he was doing anyway.

Anyway, you can talk. The amount of times you've fraped me.

That's different. Everyone knows it's just me messing about. Unless your friends
genuinely believe that you are going to go on Facebook and update your status to say
that you've spent the whole morning in the toilet trying to flush away a massive poo.
I still haven't forgiven you for that.

Dan was really pretending to be me. Hoping that someone would incriminate me.

Incriminate you! How?

For example he sent Paul a text saying, “I really love it when we get together - kiss,
kiss, kiss”.

To Paul!
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Because he saw a text from Paul that said “You did well last night.” Or something
like that.

I take it that he doesn't know that Paul is your music tutor and that he is about ninety.
He's so jealous. I tell you, he's a freak. When I eventually got my phone back he

made out that he'd only just found it and that it had wiped itself. All my text
messages had gone. It was only when I next saw Paul that I realised that he was

lying.

Awkward.

You're telling me. I went to his house for my lesson and Paul's wife was sat there
which I thought was a bit odd, but then he started going on about how he had a bit of
a crush on his music teacher when he was a boy, and I'm thinking, “I don't want to
know this” but then he started saying that it's “natural” and that I'd “grow out of it”
and I went, “Hang on. What are you talking about?”

Trés Awkward.

So when he explained about the text message I don't know who was more
embarrassed: me or him.

I'm amazed you've ever gone back there.

We've never spoken about it again. But then I started asking around my mates and
they said that they'd had weird text messages as well and that's when I knew that I
had to finish with him.

I never got a weird message off him.

He'd hardly likely to send one to you is he?

So let me guess. He didn't take it well?

He went ballistic! Saying he was going to kill himself, and you know what, Jenny? I
wouldn't put it past him. Really. I wouldn't put anything past him. He was texting me
every five minutes, writing on my wall, messaging me and then, two days ago, it
stopped.

So? Result! That's what you want isn't it?

This is serious, Jenny. I told you, he's a maniac. Capable of anything. Do you know
the last thing he said? It was a message on my Facebook wall. “I gave you my heart.”

After a pause of a few moments they both turn to look at the parcel.

Oh, that's ridiculous. How's he gonna write on Facebook after he's hacked out one of
his vital organs?

He could have written it first.



JENNY: Then he cut out his heart, put it in a box, sealed it and addressed it to you; not
forgetting to add his return address in case you were away.

KATE: He could have had an accomplice.

JENNY: And I could have a sister with an over active imagination. Oh, come on Kate, let's
just open it.

KATE: No!
JENNY: OK. Throw it away then.
KATE: No!

JENNY: Make you mind up. All right, I'm going to open it.

KATE: Don't Jenny!

JENNY: So what are you going to do? Just sit here and stare at it?
KATE: I don't know what to do.

JENNY: Look. It isn't going to be any part of his anatomy, is it?
KATE: I don't know.

JENNY: Realistically.
KATE: I suppose.

JENNY: So, if it is something nasty, whatever it is, I will just throw it away. OK? You don't
even have to look at it.

KATE: Are you sure?
JENNY: Oh, let's just do it.

JENNY rips open the box, looks inside and screams.
KATE: What is it?

JENNY: (Pulling a smaller box from the outside one and grinning.) Another box. Whatever it
is, it is well packed.

KATE: You idiot. You scared me. Just get on with it.
JENNY: I thought you didn't want to open it.
KATE: You've started now.

JENNY: Do you know, I don't think I'll bother.



KATE: Just get on with it!
JENNY: OK, OK.

JENNY opens the box to find — another box.
JENNY: What is this? Russian dolls?

KATE: It's just Dan playing his mind games. I give up. Just throw it away. I don't want to
know.

JENNY: OK.

KATE: Wait!
JENNY: Make your mind up will you?
KATE: Why? Why do I have to make my mind up? I was sat here, minding my own

business, happily not making my mind up until you walked in. Why do I have to do
what you tell me?

JENNY: Because I'm always right?

KATE: I'm not kidding. I've had it with you now.

JENNY: OK, OK. Calm down! I didn't know you were so uptight.
KATE: [ am not uptight.

JENNY: OK. You want to be on your own. I'm going. I'm gone.
KATE: Good.

JENNY: I'm not here.

KATE: Right.

JENNY: I'm elsewhere.

KATE: OK! Shut up! Stay if you want but keep your mouth shut.
JENNY: (Through a closed mouth.) Mmm, mmm, mmm.

KATE: You're such an idiot.

JENNY: Mank myoo

KATE: Jenny.

JENNY: Mmm?

KATE: Can you do something for me?
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OK, you can stop keeping your mouth shut now.

You're so kind.

Would you do me a favour?

A favour? Of course, sweet pea. Anything for you.

Would you call him for me?

Call Dan?

No, the Pope. Of course, Dan. Who else are we talking about?
Well, seeing as you are being so sweet about it. What do you want me to say to him?
Nothing.

You just want me to hang up as soon as he answers. Is that it?
Yes. No. I don't know.

Why don't you ring him? You can hang up just as well as me.
He'll recognise my number.

I see. If he's the freak you say he is I'm not sure I really want him to have my number
in his contacts.

You could put in that number in front - so that the person you are calling doesn't see
your number.

You could put in that number in front so that the person you are calling doesn't see
your number.

Oh please, Jenny.
Go on then. Give me his number. Anything for a quite life.

KATE finds the number on her phone and shows it to JENNY who
dials.

Make sure he speaks so you know that it's him.
I thought you wanted me to hang up.
Just make sure it is him.

Make your... Hello? Oh, Hi Dan, it's Jenny...
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Hang up!

Kate's sister. What do you mean which one? How many Kates do you know? Oh, I
see what you mean. Her younger sister. The good looking one.

Give me the phone.
I'll tell you why I'm calling. I just wondered if you fancied popping round because...

I said, give me the phone. (She grabs it, puts it to her ear, then to JENNY:) Very
funny.

You must have given me the wrong number.
Don't be stupid. You must have misdialled.

OK. (Sighs.) Show me your phone. I'll try again.
Oh don't bother. What's the point?

I don't know what the point is. I was doing what you wanted me to. I rather thought
you knew what the point was, as it was you that issued me with the instructions.

You can be so pompous sometimes.

I refer you to my previous statement regarding the aforementioned accusation.
Very funny.

Thank you. I was rather pleased with it myself.

Look, Jenny, why don't you just go to hell.

OK. See you there.

And take that bloody box with you.

I'm opening it.

No!

Come on, Kate. How bad can it be?

Very bad. That's how bad it could be. Unbelievably, scarily, totally bad. The guy's
out of his mind.

Be that as it may, but I'm pretty sure that he hasn't sent you one of his organs. Unless
it's his...

I wouldn't even put that past him.
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It might explain the ever decreasing box size.
Don't even joke about it.
It's not very likely though is it? Really?

Yeah, but think about what he said. “I gave you my heart”. Whatever is in that box is
related to that sentence.

I think we are entering the realms of fantasy here. Or horror.
Why?

I think we've agreed that it can't be his heart: so what? He's just slaughtered some
random stranger?

It could be a pig’s heart. Or something gross like that.

Eww.

Exactly.

I hadn't thought of that.

Clearly.

Would he do that?

Have you been listening to anything I've told you?

So we just throw it away. No question. I don't know why you are even thinking about
opening it. It's not going to be anything nice: let's just throw it away and forget about
it.

But we have a responsibility don't we?

A what?

I mean. If he has done something (Pause.) bad, I mean really bad, we have to do
something. Go to the police or something.

We?
OK, me then.

Kate. Listen to me. The guy is a freak; you've convinced me of that, and maybe there
is some hideous bit of an animal in there, or maybe it is something else equally
unpleasant but, whatever it is, it is not your responsibility. I seriously doubt that it
could be anything that we would need to report to the police. He's a freak and he
wants to hurt you but he's not going to do anything that would get him into trouble.
The sensible thing is for me to just take it out and put it in the bin and for you to
forget all about Dan and get on with your life.



KATE:
JENNY:
KATE:
JENNY:
KATE:

JENNY:

KATE:
JENNY:
KATE:

JENNY:(

KATE:

JENNY:

I don't know.

We'll be laughing about this in six months.

OK. OK, yes. Take it. Take it out and throw it away.

Are you sure?

Yes. You're right. I'm not going to let him play mind games any more.
You've made the right decision.

JENNY picks up the box and, as she exits, the sisters look at each
other and smile. There is a sense of support: the love that squabbling
siblings occasionally show each other. After JENNY exits KATE
becomes uncomfortable. She is listening intently trying to hear what
her sister is doing. Eventually she calls out to her.

What are you doing Jenny?

(Off.) Just gathering up the rubbish.
You're not opening it are you?

Off.) 1 told you I'm just...

JENNY suddenly lets out a high-pitched scream. She has obviously
opened then box and whatever was inside has given her a huge shock.
KATE smiles a knowing smile.

(Quietly) Oh Jenny. You are so predictable. (She picks up her mobile device and
makes a call.) It's me. Mission accomplished, she completely fell for it, believed
everything I said about you. Of course she opened it, I told you she would. But what
did you put in there, Dan, she's totally freaked out? (As KATE waits for an answer
JENNY re-enters unseen by her carrying a very small box.) What do you mean, I'll
soon find out? We agreed that you were going to put a heart shaped cushion in there.
The fun starts when you turn up here. What was it, Dan? What did you put in there? I
hope it wasn't something really gross; it was just a joke, you know. I didn't want to
scare her, just get my own back.

JENNY comes into KATE's line of sight, opens the box and takes out a
ring.)

I guess he has given you his heart. (She takes KATE's left hand and slips the ring
onto her finger.) Congratulations.

KATE looks at the ring, at the mobile device, at JENNY. She is, for
once, speechless. JENNY smiles.

END



