Scene 2:

Ignored:
Cast:  Koraline, Mel Jones, Charlie Jones, Cat
Setting:  Home, The Old Palace Hotel 

Props: desk and chair,  computer, boxes and things wrapped up
Koraline arrives home frustrated.
Koraline:  MUM!  DAD!  I’m home, not that anyone has missed me.
Mum:  For goodness sake Koraline, your father and me are working on the next issue of the magazine and I’m trying to get this house into a fit state to live in.  It’s not all about you , you know.

Koraline:  It’s lovely to see you too mother, and it’s ‘father and I’,  and yes I had a lovely day. The teacher hates me and the kids think I’m weird, they hate me too.
Mum:  (Typing)  luh huh… lovely
Koraline: I’m not going to amount to anything and even a cat ignored me.
Mum:  (Typing) uh huh… wonderful dear.
Koraline:  Yes… oh… and I invented a cure for cancer in science, and a meteorite from mars fell 6 inches from where I was walking on the way home.

Mum:  (ignoring typing away)  uh huh

Koraline:  I could’ve died?

Mum:  That’s nice dear… Charlie, have you finished the editorial,  the printers are waiting for the first copy.

Dad:  Almost boss,  I’m having trouble deciding whether it should read ‘My wife and me have been gardening experts for over 20 year’   or
‘My wife and I have been gardening experts for over 20 years’?

Koraline:  It’s  ‘My wife and I’.

Mum:  Hmmm, I’m not sure Charlie.

Koraline: It’s ‘My wife and I’… we did it at school.

Dad:  (as if Koraline hasn’t spoken)  I just can’t think. You’re no help Mel, none at all.

Koraline: Hello… Koraline here… I am here aren’t I? You know, your daughter, with the name  EVERYONE gets wrong.

Mum:  I have got other things to think about you know Charlie… like getting this house in a decent state, and replanting the flower beds and looking after your daughter, that sort of trivial thing.

Dad:  (getting louder) You mean OUR daughter…  and it’s me who does all the cooking in case you’ve forgotten, and I’ve got to get this magazine out on time this month.

Mum:  If you didn’t waste time complaining and asking questions, maybe it’d be finished.
Dad:  Well if you’d give me a hand…

Koraline:  STOOOOOOPPPPPP!

***  LA LA LA song  ***
Mum:  Koraline!  How dare you shout in the house.

Dad:  Oh …. Koraline.. you’re home from school.

Koraline:  Yes Dad and now I’m going out ? I think it's perfect weather for gardening.
Mum:  No, Koraline. Rain makes mud. Mud makes a mess.

 ( Koraline turns to her and stamps her yellow welly)
Koraline:  But Mum, I want stuff growing when my friends come to visit. If I ever get any….Isn't that why we moved here?

Mum:   Something like that. 
Koraline: I can't believe it -- you and Dad get paid to write about plants and you hate dirt.

( Mel stops typing, loses her patience.)
Mum:   Koraline, I don't have time for you right now. And you still have unpacking to do.   Lots of unpacking.
Don’t even think about going out.

Koraline: (mimics)   Don’t even think about going out.

Dad:  This house is 150 years old you know Petal.

Koraline: So?

Dad: So go explore it before tea, Sunshine. I’m  doing super noodles again … quick and easy.   Here,  make a list of everything… that’s blue. (he hands her a pen and pad)
Koraline:  …and the kids at school wonder why I’m odd.

Mum: And maybe do something useful for once and deliver these letters to the upstairs flat and the basement flat… and don’t annoy the residents.

Koraline:  (mimics) … and don’t annoy the residents… 

(Koraline leaves, passing the cat again)

Koraline: You again… We’re both just useless and unwanted aren’t we.

Cat:  (takes exception to this and hisses his dislike of the comment)
All Exit stage
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