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Wolves Are Coming For You was produced by Pentabus Theatre Company and Everyman Theatre Cheltenham and was first performed at Bromfield Village Hall, Shropshire, on 27 September 2017, before embarking on a UK tour. The cast was as follows:
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‘An enemy is someone whose story you have not heard.’


Irene Butter




Author’s Note


This play was conceived and written for two women to perform, but it can be presented with as many actors as you see fit. In order to do so, however, it is important to empower larger companies with my thinking – both in terms of writing for female performers and of writing for two performers – so that you can adapt the text as needed.


In the community in which I grew up, the matriarchs were the storytellers. Stories are how we discuss, investigate, attempt to define ourselves, our history, our future. As storytellers, women are the guardians of the identity of a community. They shape the minds of the newer generations, they tend the bewildered older generations, they shepherd their communities through endless change with the comfort of structured narrative. So I wrote Wolves Are Coming For You for two women to steer the audience through each unique show, through the imaginative process of change that occurs within the village of the play.


It is written for two actors because themes of performance are essential to the play. The text collides performance techniques (audience interaction, actor’s invention, direct address, near-naturalism, constant doubling, physicality); certain lines concern identity itself as a performance; the ritual of storytelling is a subject of the play. In order to achieve the clarity of storytelling that this play requires, the actors must be virtuosic in their differentiation of each character. This was all in the hope that our audiences would engage in the game of identifying signifiers of difference; for example, they might recognise that ONE is playing BEA because they notice her hand tremor. However, the hope is that they will never lose sight of ‘ONE’. So they will almost accidentally engage in the game of investigating just how facile some of those differences are. The hope is that these two performers will tacitly imply that we are all very similar, very frightened, very hopeful animals.


Bearing this in mind, please use and abuse this text as you see fit. Adapt the Prologue and Epilogue to create two ‘sort of’ narrators, share the lines you need around your entire company, or none of the above. Whatever works for you. Will we meet your actors as themselves in the ‘pre-show’? Or see them pull on costumes or make-up? I hope you enjoy finding your own way to perform this particular little ritual.


J.H.




Characters


ONE


TWO


ANNA


BEA


CHRIS


DEE


ELLEN


FERDY


GRACE


HARRY


EMMA-LOU


POPE


KING


MEL


IDA




Production Note


This play relies on its audience. In the Prologue, the audience are invited to participate, to collaborate with the play, to imaginatively transform our actors and their surroundings to serve the story. This idea could be pulled through every creative decision regarding the production; from design to acting, everything. This event could feel like a unique collaboration. And I hope that this script and this production note also leave room for you to collaborate with the ideas too.


In the Prologue, ‘TWO’ has a line thanking someone for the use of the room. This is because this play has been conceived to be performed in village halls. This may need adjusting depending on the performance space. This change will need to also affect the final line of the play.


The doubling could be as follows:


ONE – Bea, Dee, Ferdy, Harry, Emma-Lou, Mel


TWO – Anna, Chris, Ellen, Grace, Pope, King, Ida


A forward slash (/) in the text marks the point at which the next speaker interrupts.


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




Prologue


We create a warm and welcoming atmosphere. Perhaps there’s music. Perhaps the performers welcome the audience.


Our actors could create a preparatory ritual for themselves – it can be as small as a handshake or a few moments of eye contact – the important thing is that it is for the two performers and it occurs moments before the first written line. This line:


ONE. Are we all here? Everyone ready?


Maybe there’s a response, maybe not.


Okay. Thank you for joining us for tonight’s performance of Wolves Are Coming For You. And thanks especially to – [name of FOH or village-hall manager] for organising everything so that we could be here with you now. My name’s – [name] and this is – [name].


TWO. Yes. Hello. The scenes of our play take place over twenty-four hours in and around a village. Various locations, various characters. So, no traditional set.


TWO begins to shake out some soil to create a circular patch of earth.


ONE. Which means we need you. We need you to fill in the gaps far more than a nice bit of painted background might. We need you to entirely transform this room. To change this floor into the cold stone of a church if needs be, or the mulch of an old forest. To recreate this ceiling and make for us the low beams of a village pub or explode it into a canopy of stars if that’s the setting. This is me inviting, summoning, conjuring you to help us.


TWO. We do also have some lights and sound, operated by – [name] at the back there.


This person waves.


ONE. The first scene is set just before dawn. So, the stars fading as the sky brightens. Mist puddling in the shallow of the valley. The sun hasn’t broken the brow of the hill over there but it’s coming. It looks how it must have looked when all this was truly, properly, wild. Doesn’t it?


TWO. Basic layout. Up here on the hill, Lewis Farm. It’s almost always been there, always with a Lewis working it. It’s even in the Doomsday Book with the same name but now, Bea Lewis runs it alone. She’s in her late seventies. Her only daughter, Anna, no interest in farming. At all. She’s driving here from that direction, the city, power ballads on the radio, practising the things she wants to say to her mother when she arrives. Things like, ‘I thought we could have breakfast together, got some parma ham, sourdough – No, the sheep can wait, I insist.’ And things like, ‘Well, you must have noticed it yourself, Mum – No. Whether you’ve noticed or not, Mum, we need to talk about it.’ That’s Anna Lewis. Downhill from Lewis Farm is the church, the churchyard, the rectory where the vicar lives.


ONE. His name is Christopher. He’s in his bed, talking to himself in his sleep. I say talking, more accurately, he’s making a reassuring sound. A sound like this…


TWO. Hm.


ONE. Repeatedly.


TWO. Hm.


ONE. His wife, Dee, teaches in the school in our village –


TWO. Hm.


ONE. So, as usual, Dee is downstairs with piles of marking, not asleep.


TWO. Graveyard spreads downhill, backs onto the school playing field. Small school, they’re trying to close it. A handful of houses over here, ‘The Street’ it’s called, then there’s the pub, obviously, always a pub, called…?


Maybe there’s a response, maybe not.


Thank you. Then a few even older cottages, the new estate was built just over there, not many houses, and a small wood between them and the village proper. Stream here, bridge, green and village hall.


ONE. No one knows this but the hall at the heart of the village is built on the remains of an ancient church. And that church was built on a church that might have been Norse. And that was built on the site of a Roman church. Which was built on a pagan church. Which was built where fires used to be. Fires around which people would gather for food, warmth, to dance perhaps, to discuss threats, peace, the future, the past. Stories. No one knows that this has always been a place for stories, no one knows any of this.


TWO. So beyond the village hall, one road heads for the bypass, that way, that’s ‘New Road’, built about fifty years ago, and the other heads off to another village, similar, but worlds apart.


ONE. The people who live here, they’re people like me. Maybe a bit like you. People with responsibilities, parents, pets, children, memories of first kisses and deep losses, health problems, hopes, fears… Good people. Some of them might be taller than I am, shorter, thinner, fatter, older, younger, darker, lighter, they might have accents different to our own. The vicar, for example, Christopher.


TWO. Hm.


ONE. He’s middle-aged, rarely exercises so looks comfortable, he has bags under his eyes in spite of sleeping well. The local policeman, Harry, tends to stand a bit like this. It doesn’t feel natural to him, it just helps him feel like he’s less himself and more his job.


TWO. Ferdy lives in a caravan in the woods, dreadlocks, about six-foot-four, skin darker than this. Suffers from night terrors. Only, he suffers from them in the daytime too. They lurk in the shadows and make him –


ONE shows us FERDY, flinching suddenly, thinking he’s seen something in the woods.


Ellen tends to talk quickly, and say ‘yeah, no, yeah, like, yeah’ a lot. She’s in her teens and overweight, two things that can change a school playground into a war zone. Her mother, Grace. Grace tends to say that her daughter is, ‘A bit fragile, under lots of pressure, the best thing I can do is make sure she’s happy at home.’ Grace bakes cakes for Ellen, every day, and Ellen eats them, every day, because Grace measures their relationship in food.
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