
From “Hitting (On) Women” by Ovidia Yu 
 
Editor’s note: The character WOMAN receives a phone call from her ex-girlfriend’s mother, who 
tells her that her former lover has just died. The phone call brings back to mind her lover DEAD 
KAREN, whom WOMAN has not seen since they broke up twenty years ago. The following 
extract comes from the middle of the play. 
 
 

WOMAN 
But apart from them I had only you or strangers. Remember that time you split my 
chin open? 
 

DEAD KAREN 
You know that was an accident. 
 

WOMAN 
I must have fallen asleep reading on the mattress on the floor. When you got back— 
 

DEAD KAREN 
Your books were everywhere and all your stuff was all over the place—you don’t 
know what a mess it was— 
 

WOMAN 
I think you grabbed my hair—(grabs handful of her own hair on top back of 
head)lifted—and banged. So my chin got it. You could just have woken me up— 
 

DEAD KAREN 
Look, if you hadn’t fallen asleep I wouldn’t have had to— 
 

WOMAN 
(laughs) Right. My fault. So I was dizzy but awake and there was blood on my singlet 
and on the mattress but the only thing I was thinking was—shit—blood on the book 
and it’s not mine, it’s a library book—how am I going to explain it—I was more 
panicked about the book than about you or about my chin. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
It was only a small cut. Just a bang. A tap. Kids fall down all the time, they don’t get 
hurt, they get up. You got thin skin. You fuss too much. 
 

WOMAN 
Remember how my chin wouldn’t stop bleeding so you taped a panty liner to it. I 
thought that was really smart. 
 

DEAD KAREN 



Panty-liners are designed to absorb blood. 
 

WOMAN 
Yes. Exactly. That was smart. Next morning I was still feeling spaced out but I had to 
go to class. I think there was a group presentation or something. The senior tutor took 
one look at me and said— 
 

TUTOR enters, looks 
 

TUTOR 
What happened to your chin? 
 

WOMAN 
(sullen) Fell down. 
 

TUTOR 
Where? How? Let me see— 
 

WOMAN 
(shrugs) Clumsy. I think he told the rest of the tutorial group to read something. 
 

TUTOR 
You. Come with me. 
 

WOMAN 
I thought I was in trouble. I thought he was going to report me for fighting or 
something. Instead he took me across to the A & E department where he had a friend 
on duty. His friend said, ‘What happened to her?’ And my tutor said, 
 

TUTOR 
Fell down. This one very clumsy. 
 

WOMAN 
His friend didn’t ask any more questions. He put five stitches in my chin—for free.  
My tutor told me to go home and rest. He also said, 
 

TUTOR 
Look, I know this is none of my business but whoever did that, he’s not worth it, 
okay? 
 

WOMAN 
I don’t know what you’re talking about. 
 

TUTOR 



You’re a smart girl. You don’t need him. Even if he marries you it is only going to get 
worse. 
 

WOMAN 
It’s not like that. 
 

TUTOR 
Go home. Go home to your parents. Okay?  
 

WOMAN 
He gave me a strip of Panadol and some plasters.  When family and friends build walls 
to stay safe from too much info your choice is strangers or nobody. 
 

Tutor exits. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
Stupid old fart. 
 

WOMAN 
He wasn’t that old, actually. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
I was talking about my Mum. She’s the one that got you dragging all this stuff up. 
 

WOMAN 
I couldn’t go back to the hostel because somebody else was using my room. I couldn’t 
go to my parents’ place because I was supposed to be in the hostel. And I didn’t have 
a key for your room. So I spent the day in the Houseman’s Canteen swallowing 
Panadols with tap water. I felt good actually. Very detached and spaced out.  I thought 
I was getting high on paracetamol but looking back I think it was probably 
concussion. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
Children fall down and get stitches all the time. It was no big deal. 
 

WOMAN 
I fell down during yoga the other day. I was trying to do an arm balance and I landed 
with all my weight on my chin.(Dead Karen snorts with laughter) I got a bruise here. 
Right over the old scar, but the skin didn’t break. Then I realised how much force you 
must have used. 
 

DEAD KAREN 



Maybe the scar made your skin tougher. Like being with me probably made you 
tougher.  When I was a kid getting into scrapes with my brothers you should have 
seen the bruises we came back with... 
 

WOMAN 
I have post-traumatic epilepsy, probably caused by brain damage due to at least three 
concussions within eight months. It’s something I share with rugby players and 
professional boxers, not playground kids. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
You were fine when you walked out on me. You can’t blame me for anything that 
happened after that. 
 

WOMAN 
Usually when you got angry with me you grabbed the side of my head—(takes handful 
of own hair)and whacked me into the wall or floor. That way my hair covered up any 
marks. So I knew you must have been really mad with me.  I didn’t mean to fall 
asleep. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
I know. It wasn’t that. I just—I don’t know. I already said I didn’t mean to, right?  
 

WOMAN 
I almost didn’t dare go back to you that evening. But when I went back you were so 
good to me. Hi— 
 

KAREN 
You’re back! Finally! 
 

WOMAN 
Sorry I’m late. I got held up. At—you know— 
 

KAREN 
I’ve been waiting for you Sweetie—you want to go out?  It’s too hot to eat dinner. 
Shall we go get ice cream? 
 

WOMAN 
Yes—yes please!  You weren’t angry at all. It was like the night before never 
happened. You got us ice cream cornettoes from the grocery shop downstairs and we 
ate them sitting on the railings.  We sat there till it got dark and watched tired looking 
people walking from the bus stop and hungry looking people walking out for dinner. 
There were birds on the pavement and on the grass and I said, I like the pigeons best. 
 

KAREN 



Of course you do. Everybody hears about Trafalgar Square and likes pigeons. Nobody 
likes crows. It’s not fair. That’s judging by appearances. 
 

WOMAN 
I like crows. I just like pigeons better that’s all. They’re all fat and harmless and they 
waddle... 
 

KAREN 
People see crows as big and black and ugly. But if you’re born big, black, ugly and 
noisy you’ve no choice, right? People just call you a pest and that’s it. 
 

WOMAN 
You were kind of like a crow. Not that black, not at all ugly, but big yes—and noisy... 
yes. 
 

KAREN 
So the way I see it, if you’re born a crow, might as well go for it, right?  Be the biggest 
noisiest fucking crow you can be. No point trying to pretend to be a fucking 
budgerigar. You’re not going to fit into anybody’s little bird park cage  eating bird seed 
all day anyway.(pause) If you were a bird I suppose you would want to be a swan. 
 

WOMAN 
Me? Nah. I would be a penguin. 
 

KAREN 
A penguin! 
 

WOMAN 
Black circles around the eyes. Flat feet. Clumsy. 
 

KAREN 
(laughs, puts arm around her) But can swim— 
 

(Both laugh.) 
 

DEAD KAREN 
We had some good times. 
 

WOMAN 
They shoot crows now, you know. You come out of an MRT Station in the evening 
and you hear gun shots—-Bang!  Bang!--and you wonder, are terrorists attacking? Is 
an off-duty police officer committing suicide? But all the other commuters are 
unconcerned and you realise only birds are squawking—a man with a gun is shooting 
crows. 



 
DEAD KAREN 

Told you nobody likes crows. But why shoot them? There have always been crows in 
Singapore. There will always be crows in Singapore. 
 

WOMAN 
It was all right when there weren’t so many of them—or when they weren’t so visible. 
Now people write in to complain about the noise and I think Christians and the PAP 
worry about crows being associated with the Fall of Man and Satan and the bird flu 
virus.  Actually more chickens than crows have been proved carriers of H5N1, but 
they aren’t shooting chickens. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
Chickens are safely locked up in cages. They can deal with them any time they want.  
Someone once told me that evil priests turn into crows when they die. Maybe that’s 
why there are so many crows now. 
 

WOMAN 
The Bible says that before Noah sent a dove out of the ark, he sent out a crow—but 
the crow didn’t come back. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
You can hardly blame today’s crows for Noah’s bad timing. 
 

WOMAN 
I think the real problem is with the Bible. Ravens are just really big crows and Luke 
12:24 says ‘Consider the ravens, for they neither sow nor reap, have neither 
storehouse nor barn; and God feeds them’. The strong Singaporean work ethic can’t 
stand these ravens doing their neither sowing nor reaping thing and reminding people 
not to worry about Medisave storehousing and CPF barning. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
So now it’s legal to just take a gun out in public and shoot at crows? 
 

WOMAN 
I’m sure there’s always been a law allowing that. But like some other laws, it was not 
proactively enforced(pause)till someone found the crows a nuisance. Guess it’s useful 
to keep some laws like that around. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
So the best thing for crows to do is to stay quiet, unseen, unnoticed. 
 

WOMAN 



I don’t think that’s enough. The only long term solution is for them to stop being 
crows. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
That’s impossible. 
 

WOMAN 
Learn to live in cages as budgerigars. Maybe one or two crows will be allowed on 
display at the Jurong Bird Park to impress international visitors with the  diversity and 
openness of our society.  But most crows can’t—or don’t want to—change. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
So the only alternative to getting shot is to fly off somewhere else. 
 

WOMAN 
Is that what you did? That’s how you ended up in San Francisco? You always said you 
hated America. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
And you always said you were mine forever. Do you know why you’re alone now? 
Because I wrote my name all over you. You are a second book, already damaged and 
out of date. Even if somebody picks you up now it will just be to flip through your 
pages quickly before she dumps you back on the shelf or in the dustbin. 
 

WOMAN 
Why are you always doing this to me? Anyway I’m not alone—or lonely. 
 

DEAD KAREN 
Lonely and desperate enough to consider flying all the way to San Francisco for some 
stupid ceremony? For somebody you haven’t seen for twenty years? What does that 
say about what your life is worth now? (pause) Thanks to my loving brother all that’s 
left of me there is a heap of ashes in an urn. I’m just saying, if you really miss me, you 
know what to do to come to me right now. 
 
 
End of extract 
 


