

  
[image: cover]





  

    

      

    




    John Morton




    ECLIPSE




    [image: ]




    NICK HERN BOOKS




    London




    www.nickhernbooks.co.uk




  




  

    

      

    




    Contents




    Original Production




    Characters




    Eclipse




    About the Author




    Copyright and Performing Rights Information




  




  

    

      

    




    




    Eclipse was produced by Chichester Festival Theatre and first performed in the Minerva Theatre, Chichester, on 8 May 2026 with the following cast (in order of speaking):










    



        	

          KAREN	


        



        	



        	

          Selina Cadell


        

      




      

        	

          POSTMAN


        



        	



        	

          Brendan Hooper


        

      




      

        	

          SARAH


        



        	



        	

          Sarah Parish


        

      


      

        	

          JONATHAN


        



        	



        	

          Rupert Penry-Jones


        

      




      

        	

          GRAHAM


        



        	



        	

          Paul Thornley


        

      


      

        	

          LINDA


        



        	



        	

          Lizzie Hopley


        

      




      

        	

          MILKMAN


        



        	



        	

          Julian Protheroe


        

      


      

        	

          NELL


        



        	



        	

          Mariam Haque


        

      




      

        	

          JULIA


        



        	



        	

          Katharine Bennett-Fox


        

      


      

        	

          DR PARKER


        



        	



        	

          Maanuv Thiara


        

      




      

        	

          Director  


        



        	



        	

          John Morton


        

      


      

        	

          Designer			 


        



        	



        	

          Simon Higlett


        

      




      

        	

          Lighting Designer		  


        



        	



        	

          Emma Chapman


        

      


      

        	

          Sound Design and Music		  


        



        	



        	

          Ed Clarke


        

      




      

        	

          Movement Director		  


        



        	



        	

          Mike Ashcroft


        

      


      

        	

          Casting Director 		 


        



        	



        	

          Matilda James CDG


        

      




      

        	

          Associate Director		  


        



        	



        	

          Fiona Dunn


        

      


      

        	

          Voice & Dialect Coach		  


        



        	



        	

          Tess Dignan


        

      




      

        	

          Production Manager		  


        



        	



        	

          John Page


        

      


      

        	

          Costume Supervisor		  


        



        	



        	

          Rachael Griffin


        

      




      

        	

          Props Supervisor 		 


        



        	



        	

          Tegan Cutts


        

      


      

        	

          Company Stage Manager		  


        



        	



        	

          David Curl


        

      




      

        	

          Deputy Stage Manager		  


        



        	



        	

          Sophie Macfadyen


        

      


 

        	

          Assistant Stage Manager 		 


        



        	



        	

          Jenny Wood


        

      









Eclipse was originally commissioned and developed by ROYO, in association with Wessex Grove.


  




  

    

      

    




    Characters




 JONATHAN, late forties. The son that moved away




 SARAH, mid-forties. Jonathan’s sister. The daughter that stayed




 GRAHAM, mid-forties. Sarah’s husband




 NELL, mid-forties. Ex-partner of Jonathan




 KAREN, sixties. Local authority care assistant. Devon




 LINDA, fifties. CareWatch Team Supervisor. Lancashire




 JULIA, thirties. NHS nurse




 DR PARKER, forties. GP




 POSTMAN, fifties. Devon




 MILKMAN, sixties. Devon


The action takes pace over the course of twenty-four hours in late summer.


  




  

    

      

    




    Setting




The kitchen of an old house, once a rectory, in Devon. Late summer.


Windows look out onto trees, a big old garden. The sense of hills beyond.


The kitchen, the house generally, hasn’t been updated for at least a generation.


Prominent amongst the jumble of things on a sideboard is an old cuddly toy-style badger.


Above it on the wall is a handsome painting of the house, painted from under an old tree.


Upstage, a lobby off the kitchen leading to the door of The Room, into which people come and go. We never see what’s inside it.


Downstage, a door to the outside – the back door to the house (open) – leading to an area which represents the beginning of an old garden. A sense of mature overhanging trees, an old magnolia, lush vegetation beyond.


This is a place where time has stood still.


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






  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      
ACT ONE





      

        
Scene One, Morning





 Music – the play’s simple spare theme – establishes itself and slowly fades.


 From somewhere not too far away a church clock strikes ten as a POSTMAN arrives along the path in the morning sunshine to the (open) back door. Thinks about knocking, decides not to. Instead, he leaves some mail on the back step.


 He turns to go. On the way back he meets KAREN coming along the path carrying a bag.


 KAREN. Morning.


 POSTMAN. Morning. ’Nother nice one.


 KAREN. Beautiful idn’t it? Perfect.


 POSTMAN. Is it ever going to end?


 KAREN. Shan’t complain if it don’t.


 POSTMAN. I left the post on the step there.


 KAREN. Oh right.


 POSTMAN. I didn’t like to knock.


 KAREN. I’ll take them in with me that’s fine.


 POSTMAN. Okay. See you then.


 KAREN. See you.


 POSTMAN. Yep.


 KAREN. Bye.


 The POSTMAN continues back up the path and off.


 KAREN continues to the back door, picks up the mail from the step, knocks cursorily on the open door and continues straight in.


 (Shouting ahead.) Morning.


 No response.


 Hello?


 Unperturbed, she puts the bag and the mail down on the table and crosses to flick the kettle on after feeling it for warmth first. All routine.


 As the turns she notices something she hasn’t seen before – the badger on the sideboard across the room.


 She crosses to look at it more closely. Stands it front of it, leans down to its level, looks it in the eye. A moment where she’s trying to decide whether to pick it up or not, as if worried that someone might see her.


 Just as she’s decided to pick it up, SARAH arrives through the lobby leading from The Room and she puts it straight back down again.


 SARAH. Hi.


 KAREN. Oh hi Sarah. Morning.


 SARAH (confirming). I thought I heard a voice out here.


 KAREN. Yes. How are you today.


 SARAH. Oh you know, yes.


 KAREN. Beautiful morning isn’t it?


 SARAH. Yes.


 KAREN. I brought the mail in.


 SARAH. Oh great, thanks.


 SARAH has a cursory look at the envelopes. Doesn’t open any of them.


 KAREN. No, perfect it is. That scent you get when you come down the path –


 SARAH. Oh the magnolia –


 KAREN. – Magnolia –


 SARAH. – yes.


 KAREN. – Magnolia yeah I thought it was yeah. Yeah lovely this morning it is when you come in the gate. I come the other way this morning, you know round by Topsham Bridge?


 SARAH. Oh right.


 As she continues, KAREN takes her cardigan off, gets out a blue nursing-style smock from her bag, and slips it on, adjusts it. A daily routine.


 KAREN. Yeah my Roger, he was on at me to keep on the main road, case I meet anything like. I don’t think he trusts me with his new car.


 SARAH. Oh okay yes I saw that at the gate yesterday then.


 KAREN. Yeah –


 SARAH. Nice.


 KAREN. – he’s always wanted a Honda. I don’t know why.


 SARAH. No.


 KAREN. I said I’d stay on the main road, I promised like. But I went round Topsham Bridge anyway.


 SARAH. Right.


 KAREN. Beautiful it was. Really beautiful.


 The kettle boils and switches off.


 I’ve put the kettle on.


 SARAH. Yes.


 KAREN. You’re probably ready for a cup of tea –


 SARAH. Oh no thanks Karen –


 KAREN. – or a coffee or something.


 SARAH. – no.


 KAREN. You sure?


 SARAH. I was thinking I might nip home and have a shower –


 KAREN. Yes –


 SARAH. – you know if you’re okay with –


 KAREN. – of course. No you go Sarah, you go.


 Crossing to a yellow plastic file on the table, flicking through to the most recent entry.


 How is he this morning?


 SARAH. Uhh well, I mean you know –


 KAREN. Yes.


 SARAH. – not great.


 KAREN. No. Has he had any breakfast?


 SARAH. No, not really.


 KAREN. No.


 SARAH. He had a bit of juice.


 KAREN. Yes.


 (Squinting at the file.) Honestly my eyes –


 SARAH. Oh I know –


 KAREN. I can’t read a thing.


 SARAH. – I know how you feel.


 KAREN. Happens to us all eventually.


 SARAH. Yes.


 KAREN (getting a pair of reading glasses from her bag). You should get some of these.


 SARAH. Right.


 KAREN. They’re brilliant they are. Twelve pound fifty from Boots.


 SARAH. Really?


 KAREN. They got hundreds in there they have, different styles and that.


 SARAH. Well that’s –


 KAREN (handing them to her to try). Here.


 SARAH. Thanks.


 KAREN. I’ve had it with opticians – varifocals, special coatings and that.


 SARAH. Yes.


 KAREN. Twelve pounds fifty. Put them on.


 SARAH (trying them on). Yes. Yes no they’re really –


 KAREN. That’s all you need really. Everything nice and big.


 SARAH (handing them back). Yes, thanks great.


 KAREN (from the file). He still hasn’t had his Oramorph then.


 SARAH. No. Still won’t take it.


 KAREN. No. I’ll go in and say hello –


 SARAH. Yes –


 KAREN. – have a bit of a natter.


 SARAH. – yes well good luck with that.


 KAREN. Jonathan’s not back yet then.


 SARAH. Jonathan.


 KAREN. Yes.


 SARAH. No.


 KAREN. No. I know Edward was asking where he was yesterday.


 SARAH. Yes. No he was supposed to, he was going to get the last train back, but he texted to say he didn’t make it.


 KAREN. Right. Well I’ll go in and see what’s what.


 SARAH. Okay well, you sure you’re okay for a bit.


 KAREN. Course I am.


 SARAH. You’ve got my number if –


 KAREN. You go, get yourself sorted. Take your time. That’s what I’m here for.


 SARAH. Okay well thanks. Thanks.


 KAREN crosses to the lobby leading to The Room (off ) and opens the door.


 KAREN (brightly). Hello Edward.


 (Going in.) How are you today? It’s a beautiful morning…


 The door closes gently behind her. Pause.


 In the kitchen, SARAH picks up her bag and stands motionless in the middle of the room, taking in the silence and stillness. Birdsong from outside. It’s as if she’s stalled.


 Then she becomes aware of another sound.


 Outside, a voice approaching talking on the phone. JONATHAN arrives slowly along the path with a crumpled overnight shoulder bag.


 JONATHAN (on phone). But I mean wow that’s fantastic… Well isn’t it?… What did I say I told you, I had a feeling… What d’you mean. Why?… Of course it is. I wish I could have stayed, we could have I don’t know we could have gone out for a slap-up breakfast or you know… But you’re going to take it, right? You’re gonna take it? Cos… Sorry what?… Okay no Em you’re breaking up again. Em?


 Pacing to try to find a signal.


 Em you’re breaking up I can’t – Em? No this is, I’ve lost you I’ll call you back okay. Congratulations, I’ll call you. Em?


 The signal’s gone.


 Right.


 He hangs up.


 Pause.


 He stands looking down at the phone in his hand.


 Then he looks up, taking in the garden around him, the birdsong, the house, before continuing to the back door and into the kitchen.


 SARAH. Hi.


 JONATHAN. Oh hi.


 SARAH. You’re back.


 JONATHAN. Yes –


 SARAH (glancing at her watch). I didn’t expect to see you this early.


 JONATHAN. – no well I caught the early train.


 SARAH. Right.


 JONATHAN (putting his bag down). Hang on what the hell’s this doing here?


 JONATHAN crosses to the badger.


 SARAH. I found him upstairs at the back of the airing cupboard.


 JONATHAN (picking it up). God.


 SARAH. I thought I’d bring him out.


 JONATHAN. Amazing. I had no idea.


 SARAH. It didn’t seem fair he should be in there somehow.


 JONATHAN. Fair.


 SARAH. Yes. With all the old linen.


 JONATHAN. Dad would have a fit if he knew.


 SARAH. Yes. Still, he’s not going to be coming in here any more is he. So.


 JONATHAN. He’s in pretty good shape for someone who’s been in an airing cupboard for twenty years.


 SARAH. That’s what I thought.


 JONATHAN (putting the badger back down). I’m going to put the kettle on I’ve just realised I’m starving.


 Crossing to flick the kettle on.


 SARAH. It should still be warm. Didn’t you get any breakfast?


 JONATHAN. Breakfast?


 SARAH. Yes.


 JONATHAN. What on the train?


 SARAH. Oh right. Okay.


 JONATHAN. That’s a joke right?


 SARAH. Well it’s no wonder then.


 JONATHAN. What about you.


 SARAH. Me?


 JONATHAN. Have you had anything?


 SARAH. No –


 JONATHAN. So –


 SARAH. – I’m not really hungry –


 JONATHAN. Really?


 SARAH. – not really.


 JONATHAN. Well I’m gonna make some toast.


 SARAH. I might have something later.


 JONATHAN. Okay.


 As they continue, JONATHAN crosses to assemble bread board, bread knife, and loaf of bread.


 So how’s it been?


 SARAH. How’s it been?


 JONATHAN. What sort of a night was it?


 SARAH. Uhh well – Karen’s here now –


 JONATHAN. Yes I saw the car.


 SARAH. – it was okay. I was up four times.


 JONATHAN. No.


 SARAH. Yes.


 JONATHAN. Four?


 SARAH (indicating a chair). I ended up coming down and sleeping down here –


 JONATHAN. What down here?


 SARAH. Yes.


 JONATHAN. God.


 SARAH. I know, I think I’ve done something to my neck. I was so scared of falling asleep and not hearing that bloody whistle.


 JONATHAN. I did try to get back you know.


 SARAH (if you say so). Yes I’m sure.


 JONATHAN. But it just, things got a bit –


 SARAH (as above). Yes.


 JONATHAN (sawing at the loaf with the knife). God, honestly –


 SARAH. What.


 JONATHAN. – fucking bread knife.


 SARAH (agreement). Oh no –


 JONATHAN. I mean it’s just –


 SARAH. – no it’s useless, it doesn’t work.


 JONATHAN (sawing). – Christ’s sake –


 The loaf starts to disintegrate under the blunt knife.


 SARAH. It was one of Mum’s famous bargains from that stall at Kingsbridge show every year.


 JONATHAN. It’s like everything –


 SARAH. She bought a whole set of them – they were all useless.


 JONATHAN. – I mean how the hell has he managed?


 SARAH. He bought sliced bread.


 JONATHAN. Yes.


 (Trying to stuff two mangled slices of bread into the toaster.) And if you do manage to hack something off you have to do battle with the fucking toaster.


 SARAH. Yes.


 JONATHAN. That’s a whole other thing.


 As they continue, JONATHAN keeps pushing the lever on the toaster down. It keeps springing straight back up again. He tries altering the settings, manually holding the lever down. It still won’t stay down.


 SARAH. Oh also, he’s still not taking the morphine stuff.


 JONATHAN. No. Course not.


 SARAH. I tried. He just pushed it away.


 JONATHAN (ramming the toaster down repeatedly). Yes.


 SARAH. Wouldn’t take any sleeping pills either.


 JONATHAN. Right.


 (The toaster – a decision.) Right. Okay.


 He switches the toaster off at the wall, unplugs it, plugs it straight back again, switches it back on and tries again. This time it stays down.


 Good.


 The kettle has boiled and flicks off.


 Coffee?


 SARAH. I was thinking about nipping back home for a shower –


 JONATHAN. Okay.


 SARAH. – but if you’re having something I might as well –


 JONATHAN. Yes.


 SARAH. – I’ll have a cup of tea.


 JONATHAN. Tea, okay. Right.


 The toast in the toaster pings up noisily. JONATHAN rams it straight back down again.


 SARAH. So how was it?


 JONATHAN. How was what.


 SARAH. London.


 JONATHAN. Oh, right. No I mean it was just a couple of meetings –


 SARAH. Yes.


 JONATHAN. – you know. I picked up some mail.


 SARAH. Right.


 Beat. The toast pings up again. JONATHAN rams it straight back down again.


 You saw Emma.


 JONATHAN. Emma?


 SARAH. Yeah.


 JONATHAN. What? Yes no I saw her last night yes.


 SARAH. So is she going to come down?


 JONATHAN. Uh yes I mean it’s tricky at the moment.


 SARAH. Right.


 JONATHAN. It’s all a bit – She’s actually just got offered this job.


 SARAH. Oh right.


 JONATHAN. Yes –


 SARAH. An acting job.


 JONATHAN. – yeah quite a big Netflix thing.


 SARAH. Oh right. Where?


 JONATHAN. Where?


 SARAH. Yes.


 JONATHAN. Well, I mean it’s Los Angeles actually.


 SARAH. Los Angeles?


 JONATHAN. Yes.


 SARAH. Right.


 JONATHAN. Yes. So you know, so it’s a quite a big thing.


 SARAH. Yes.


 The toast pings up again. JONATHAN rams it back down again.


 And what about Nell?


 JONATHAN. Nell?


 SARAH. Yes.


 JONATHAN. Right, yes –


 SARAH. You said you were going to phone her.


 JONATHAN. – no no –


 SARAH. Yeah, so –


 JONATHAN. – no I spoke to her.


 SARAH. You’ve spoken to her.


 JONATHAN. Yes.


 SARAH. Right. Okay.


 JONATHAN. I phoned her.


 Beat.


 SARAH. How is she.


 JONATHAN. How is she?


 SARAH. Yes.


 JONATHAN. I mean she’s okay I think.


 SARAH. You think.


 JONATHAN. I mean –


 SARAH. Well what did you actually say to her.


 JONATHAN. Well –


 SARAH. You told her.


 JONATHAN. Well yes.


 SARAH. So is she going to come down?


 JONATHAN. Look she wasn’t there okay.


 SARAH. She wasn’t there.


 JONATHAN. I left a message.


 SARAH (typical). Oh right okay.


 Beat.


 D’you want her to come?


 JONATHAN. I mean it’s difficult –


 SARAH. Yes –


 JONATHAN. – you know, it’s –


 SARAH. – yes no I’m sure it is. It must be.


 Beat.


 JONATHAN. Look I know what you –


 SARAH. That doesn’t matter.


 JONATHAN. No I’m just –


 SARAH. It doesn’t matter what I think, that’s irrelevant. Everyone must do what they think is right.


 JONATHAN. Yes.


 In the lobby, the door to The Room opens. KAREN comes out and crosses into the kitchen.


 KAREN. Hi.


 JONATHAN. Hi Karen.


 KAREN. Oh hi Jonathan. You’re back.


 JONATHAN. Yes I’m back yes.


 KAREN. Sorry to bother you straight away but you haven’t got a minute have you?


 JONATHAN. Yes. Me?


 KAREN. I mean only if –


 JONATHAN. Yes no of course yes.


 KAREN. – it’s just I think we should probably change him again.


 JONATHAN. Right.


 SARAH. Okay. Again? –


 KAREN. I mean I suppose we could wait for Linda to arrive –


 SARAH. – no it’s okay. I’ll do it.


 JONATHAN. No no –


 SARAH. You stay and have your toast.


 KAREN. It’s just someone to work the hoist really.


 JONATHAN. Yes.


 SARAH. Well I can do that.


 JONATHAN. No it’s okay –


 SARAH. I did it yesterday.


 JONATHAN. – I mean you’re going back to have a shower aren’t you?


 SARAH. That’s okay I can have a shower later.


 JONATHAN. Right.


 KAREN. To be fair Sarah, Edward is asking for Jonathan.


 SARAH. Oh right.


 JONATHAN. Right.


 KAREN. Least I think that’s what he’s saying anyway.


 SARAH. Fine.


 KAREN sniffing.


 JONATHAN. What.


 KAREN. Is that –


 JONATHAN (diving for the toaster). Shit, the toast!


 KAREN. Oh dear.


 JONATHAN. Fuck!


 Smoke is coming out of the toaster. JONATHAN scrabbles to force the toast up. More smoke and two black slices.


 KAREN (definitive assessment). Oh no –


 JONATHAN. Brilliant.


 JONATHAN manages to juggle the charred slices over to the pedal bin and drop them in.


 KAREN. – that’s no good.


 JONATHAN. Ow! Fucking brilliant.


 SARAH. It’s alright you go in.


 JONATHAN. No but, really?


 SARAH. I’ll put some more on. I suppose if it’s a choice between the toaster and the hoist – I mean that is a tough one.


 JONATHAN. Okay well –


 SARAH. I’ll bring it in. And coffee.


 JONATHAN. – great, thanks. Good luck.


 SARAH. Yes you too.


 JONATHAN crosses with KAREN back to the lobby. KAREN pushes the door to The Room open.


 KAREN (as she goes in). Right. Look who I’ve got here Edward –


 JONATHAN (as he goes in). Hi Dad.


 KAREN. – I got Jonathan here.


 JONATHAN. How are things.


 KAREN. Jonathan’s back.


 JONATHAN. It’s a fabulous morning out there.


 The door swings gently closed behind them. Beat.


 In the kitchen, SARAH crosses to confront the deformed loaf of bread, picks up the blunt knife, but then seems to stall again.


 She can’t face it.


 She stands there, head bowed, breathing.
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