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            Production History

         

         Reverberation was first performed at Hartford Stage, Hartford, Connecticut, on 19 February 2015.

         
             

         

         The cast was as follows:

         
             

         

         Jonathan  Luke Macfarlane

         Claire  Aya Cash

         Wes  Carl Lundstedt

         
             

         

         Director  Maxwell Williams

         Set Design  Andromache Chalfant

         Costume Design  Linda Cho

         Lighting Design  Matthew Richards

         Sound Design  Tei Blow

         Dramaturg  Elizabeth Williamson

         Stage Manager  Marisa Levy

         Fight Director  J. Allen Suddeth

         Production Manager  Bryan T. Holcombe

         Assistant Stage Manager  Arielle Goldstein

         Assistant Director  Sarah Hartmann

         Production Assistant  Chandalae Nyswongerviii
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         The European premiere of Reverberation was given at Bristol Old Vic, in association with Glass Half Full Productions, on 2 October 2024. The cast was as follows:

         
             

         

         Claire  Eleanor Tomlinson

         Jonathan  Michael Ahomka-Lindsay

         Wes  Jack Gibson

         
             

         

         Director  Jack Sain

         Set and Costume Designer  Ti Green

         Lighting Designer  Robbie Butler

         Video Designer  Daniel Denton

         Sound Designer and Composer  Nicola T. Chang

         Intimacy Coordinator  Robbie Taylor Hunt

         Movement Director  Jade Hackett

         Casting Director  Matilda James cdg

         Dialect Coach  Aundrea Fudge

         Voice Coach  Carol Fairlamb

         Assistant Director  (supported by Bath Spa University) Lex Kaby

         Costume Supervisor  Anna Dixon

         Linbury Design Associate  Peiyao Wang

         Dramatherapist  Samantha Adams

         
             

         

         Company Stage Manager  Lucy Topham

         Deputy Stage Manager  Verity Clayton

         Assistant Stage Manager  Eve Richardson
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         for bristol old vic

         
             

         

         Artistic Director  Nancy Medina

         Executive Director  Charlotte Geeves

         Director of Producing and Programming  Jessica Campbell

         Producer  Ruby Gilmour

         Assistant Producer  Charlotte Churm

         Literary Manager  Ben Atterbury

         Productions and Operations Director  David Harraway

         Production Manager  Aled Thomas

         
             

         

         
             

         

         for glass half full productions

         
             

         

         UK Producer  Leila Sykes

         Founder & Producer  Gareth Lake
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               Act One

            

         

         
            
               1 After Work

            

         

         Two apartments in Tottenham, North London: one upstairs from the other and both identically constructed. The upstairs apartment is sparsely furnished. Nothing more than an air mattress in the bedroom and a cheap collapsible clothing rack. Women’s clothes are strewn about – from bras and panties to expensive dresses. Nothing is treated with care. The living room is equally spartan: a camping chair in front of a small, 1990s television that rests on the floor. The walls are bare. Take-out containers and empty wine bottles litter the kitchen countertop. 

         The downstairs apartment, by contrast, is packed with possessions. Photographs and knick-knacks everywhere. Shelves groan under the weight of hundreds of books. A decent stereo system. A work table that overflows with personal papers, unopened mail, and half-read books and magazines. Large canvases of original paintings cover the walls. 

         Upstairs suggests transience. Downstairs suggests permanence. 

         At rise, both apartments are dark. Gradually we notice that from the downstairs bedroom we can hear the sound of two men having sex. Their noise and intensity rises with the lights as we reveal Jonathan (thirty) fucking Wes (twenty-one). It’s pretty intense. Jonathan devours Wes, constantly feeling his body, kissing him. Wes is overwhelmed by Jonathan’s passionate attentions. Wes is a noisy lay, responding vocally to every thrust, his body reacting instantly to every touch from Jonathan, every kiss and caress. Jonathan, on the other hand, is nearly silent. He is solely focused on Wes’s body, on his lips and neck. They fuck for a while. Long enough for us to feel like voyeurs. 2The fucking grows in intensity. Jonathan works his way up to his orgasm. Wes encourages him along. Eventually, Jonathan comes. He then completely collapses into Wes’s arms. They hold each other in for a few moments. Everything settles into a serene silence. 

         Then Wes whispers into Jonathan’s ear, kisses him, gets up and heads naked to the bathroom. 

         Jonathan sits up and stares blankly for a moment. He then gets up and heads naked to the living room. Both Jonathan’s and Wes’s clothes are strewn about on the floor and sofa, exactly where they left them when they tore them off each other. Jonathan grabs one of the two glasses of booze that sit on his coffee table – their unfinished pre-sex cocktails – and downs it. He pours another and drinks it quickly. 

         The toilet flushes. Jonathan grabs his clothes off the floor and starts to dress. Wes emerges from the bathroom, still naked. 

         
            Wes Christ, I’m knackered. That was – (Sees Jonathan isn’t there.) Hey, where’d you go?

            Wes comes in from the bedroom. 

            You’re getting dressed?

            Jonathan I thought we were done.

            Wes You might be.

            Jonathan It’s pretty late / and I have a big day tomorrow.

            Wes It’s only / eleven thirty.

            Jonathan I gotta be up pretty early.

            Pause. 

            Wes That was … I think that was, like, the greatest sex I’ve ever had, ever.

            Wasn’t it?

            You just … devoured me. At one point I thought you were actually going to eat me. 3

            Jonathan Listen / I really should –

            Wes Could I have some water?

            Jonathan Sure.

            Jonathan pours Wes a glass of water. 

            Wes You look different from your pictures. Less, um, less boyish.

            Jonathan Are you calling me old?

            Wes I’m calling your pictures old. I mean, I knew you were fit but I wasn’t expecting those muscles when you opened the door. I thought you were the bouncer.

            Jonathan Oh. Yeah. I’ve started working out.

            Wes Yeah, I can tell.

            Pretty mental that we live so close, huh? I never see you out and about.

            Jonathan I don’t go out a lot.

            Wes How old are you?

            Jonathan Thirty.

            Wes Wow. You’re like the oldest guy I’ve ever had sex with.

            Jonathan Thank you?

            Wes No, thank you.

            Jonathan You’re …?

            Wes Twenty-one.

            Jonathan Right.

            Wes I think we’re pretty good at this, you and me. Good chemistry.

            Jonathan Yeah.

            Wes Maybe we should make this a regular thing. 4

            Jonathan It’s probably better if we just left this a one-time thing.

            Wes Are you kidding? I live two hundred metres away!

            Jonathan I just … I’m not really looking for that.

            Wes You know your phone doesn’t come with Grindr pre-installed.

            Wes puts his arms around Jonathan’s neck and gives him the hard stare. Jonathan is not immune to Wes’s allure. He puts his hands on Wes’s hips and pulls him closer. Wes leans in for a kiss. But then: 

            Jonathan I have to work in the morning.

            Wes You’re killing me.

            Jonathan I’m sorry. It’s late and I –

            Wes Yeah. Okay. Yeah, it’s cool.

            Wes pulls away and starts hunting for his clothes. 

            I can always go back on Grindr, right?

            Jonathan Or read a book.

            Wes Or write a symphony. There’s a million things I could be doing right now.

            Wes dresses. Annoyed, awkward silence as he does. 

            Jonathan I, ah …

            Wes Yeah?

            Jonathan I didn’t mean ‘read a book’ as if you didn’t ever.

            Wes I know.

            Jonathan I didn’t mean to insinuate that you don’t read because you’re –

            Wes A bottom? 5

            Jonathan No, I meant –

            Wes I know what you meant.

            Wes looks at Jonathan’s books. 

            You own a lot of books.

            Jonathan Yeah.

            Wes Well, of course you do. You’re a top.

            You haven’t actually read all of these, have you?

            Jonathan Maybe half?

            Wes I chucked most of my books when I moved here.

            Jonathan Why?

            Wes They were heavy.

            Jonathan But they’re your books.

            Wes That’s what Kindles are for.

            Jonathan That’s just not the same.

            Wes Why? Same words.

            Jonathan A book is more than just the words on the page.

            Wes You have to admit that they’re helpful.

            Jonathan It’s the width of the margins, the smell, the paper stock. It’s tactile, you know.

            Wes feels Jonathan’s arms. 

            Wes You’re tactile.

            Jonathan Reading is a physical act.

            Wes Like fucking.

            Wes starts rubbing Jonathan’s arms and chest. 

            Jonathan You don’t just engage with the ideas in the book, you engage with the book itself. Its size, its dimensions. Is it a hardcover or paperback? 6

            Wes Hard, definitely hard.

            Wes’s hands move to Jonathan’s arse. 

            Jonathan But on a Kindle, every book has only one edition and it’s the same as every other book. It obliterates uniqueness.

            Wes You know how to catch a unique animal? Unique up on it.

            Jonathan takes Wes’s hands in his and uses them to illustrate his point: 

            Jonathan On a Kindle, The Happy Prince weighs exactly the same as War and Peace. But that’s not the case when you read the books. With the books, you feel the weight of the Tolstoy in your hands – like the whole of Russian history living inside those thousands of pages. Or, with the Wilde, the weightlessness of a world so precious, it might float away if you were to let it go. As if you were reading a feather.

            Their fingers intertwine. Wes kisses Jonathan’s fingers one by one. 

            A book is typeset. Actual thought goes into what font to use and how it’s laid out. Garamond. Cambria. Baskerville. If that wasn’t important, they wouldn’t bother to put that note at the end of so many books. Kindles just reduce all that to Times New Roman. And if everything is read in the same font, if everything looks the same, if it weighs the same, smells the same, feels the same … it starts to become the same. And then nothing is special.

            Wes puts his hands up inside Jonathan’s shirt. Jonathan allows him to do this, wrapping his arms around Wes. Their faces are so close to each other now. 

            And don’t get me started on the art of book covers, the civic necessity of libraries and the unalloyed joys of browsing 7through bookshops, particularly, if possible, on a rainy afternoon after you’ve just seen a film.

            They kiss deeply. It lasts a while. Then they pull away and Wes just stares at him, falling hopelessly in love. 

            Wes You know how to catch a tame animal?

            Jonathan How?

            Wes Tame way.

            They kiss. Then: 

            What’s your favourite book?

            Jonathan Don’t ask me that.

            Wes You don’t have a favourite?

            Jonathan I have too many favourites.

            Wes Pick one.

            Jonathan looks at the shelf, thinks a moment, then pulls one down, hands it to Wes. 

            Another Country by James Baldwin.

            Jonathan Yeah, it’s –

            Wes What do you love about it?

            Jonathan Everything. The world, the ideas, the characters, the feeling.

            Wes Kinda like the ‘itness’ of it?

            Jonathan Yeah. Kinda. You’ve not –?

            Wes Haven’t gotten to it yet.

            Jonathan I must have read it four, maybe five times.

            Wes Wow. Why?

            Jonathan I like … going back into the world. Kinda like visiting with an old friend. 8

            Wes With the characters, you mean?

            Jonathan Yeah, but more like with Baldwin himself. It’s … I dunno … like I have a relationship with him. Like he gets me. That doesn’t make sense, but –

            Wes It does.

            Pause. 

            Jonathan You can, um, you can take it, if you want.

            Wes You’re going to give your favourite book to a total stranger?

            Jonathan It’s not like it’s a first edition or anything.

            Wes Oh man, it would have been so much cooler if you’d said, ‘You’re not a stranger any more.’

            Jonathan Take it. You’ll love it.

            Wes What I’d really love to is to read it and then return it to you.

            Jonathan You don’t … have to do that.

            Wes But I’d like to.

            Silence. A fairly long, uncertain one. 

            I once heard that we don’t pick the books, the books pick us. Do you believe that?

            Jonathan I don’t know.

            Wes I guess we’ll find out.

            Silence. 

            I should probably get out of your hair, huh?

            Jonathan Oh. Yeah. Okay.

            Wes I mean, I can stay if you want.

            Pause. 9

            Jonathan No, I should get to bed.

            Wes I could stay over.

            Jonathan I don’t sleep very well when someone else is –

            Wes Yeah, me either.

            Jonathan Yeah.

            Wes So let’s not sleep, then.

            Wes pulls him into a kiss. Jonathan resists at first but Wes is one hell of a good kisser and this one is deep, wet and seductive. Then: 

            Jonathan I really need to get to bed.

            Wes is disappointed but tries not to show it. 

            Wes Okay. Yeah. See you around.

            Jonathan walks Wes to the door, opens it. They stand there. They kiss again. 

            Jonathan What’s your name?

            Wes I’m Wes.

            Jonathan I’m Jonathan.

            Wes Nice to meet you, Jonathan.

            Jonathan Yes. Well. Good night.

            Wes Good night.

            Wes leaves. Jonathan closes the door. Wes looks down at the book in his hands, then over at the closed door. He sighs. Then he heads down the stairs into the lobby and out the front door. 

            Jonathan pours another drink and sits down on the sofa. 

            Upstairs, the sound of someone walking across the floor. The apartment is too dark to see anyone.  10

         

         
            
               2 Before Work

            

         

         Downstairs, Jonathan is making breakfast. Briefly about his appearance: he’s solidly built with a toned/muscled gym body. He’s a simple jeans, T-shirt and hoodie kind of a guy. Everything about his appearance suggests someone who’d prefer not to be noticed. 

         Upstairs, Claire (twenty-nine, American) is getting ready for work. She is wearing something very stylish. She is a very stylish girl. She clip-clops across the floor in her high-heeled shoes. 

         Jonathan hears her upstairs and is stopped in his tracks by the sound. While she scurries around the apartment to get ready to leave, he stares up at his ceiling, as if transfixed by the noise. He unconsciously begins to follow her around her apartment by following her sounds. Eventually they lead him to his apartment door, which fills him with sudden fear. 

         While Claire stops to check herself out one last time in a mirror she keeps by the door, Jonathan wills himself to open the door. He seems incapable of it. 

         Hands trembling, he forces himself to quickly unlock the door and open it. He stands there with the door open, staring out into the hall. 

         Suddenly, Claire leaves her apartment and comes bounding down the stairs, catching him before he can go back inside. 

         
            Claire Oh my God, hi! Do you live on this floor?

            Pause. 

            Jonathan Uh …

            Claire I just moved in upstairs. You seem pretty all right.

            Jonathan That’s a matter of perspective, I suppose.

            Claire I was afraid it would just be hipsters and soccer fans living out here but you … well. Are you a hipster? 11

            Jonathan No.

            Claire Okay, then. I’m Claire.

            Pause. 

            I hope I’m not too loud or anything.

            Jonathan What?

            Claire Upstairs. My shoes, sometimes they … clip-clop, clip-clop, you know.

            Jonathan I … I haven’t noticed anything.

            Claire Oh good! Well, that’s a good start. I can be a little loud sometimes. Just don’t be afraid to tell me. Are you leaving for work?

            Jonathan Oh. Um …

            Claire Are you headed out? Should we walk to the train together? I need to grab a coffee. And maybe a bagel. I’m starving! Do they even have bagels in London? Or is it all clotted cream and scones?

            Pause. 

            Jonathan You know, I just remembered I left something in my bedroom that I –

            Claire I don’t mind waiting.

            Jonathan The thing is I, ah, I don’t remember where I put it.

            Claire Maybe I can help you look for it.

            Jonathan I’m good, thanks.

            Jonathan heads back inside, closing his door on her. 

            Claire Okay, so I’ll just see you around.

            Claire dies a little, mouthing, ‘Oh my God, Claire’ to herself. They stand on either side of the door: him, waiting for her to leave; her, waiting for him to re-emerge.  12Finally, she gives up and goes clip-clopping down the stairs and out the building. He sinks down to the floor, sitting against the door, waiting for it to be clear to leave. 

         

         
            
               3 After Work

            

         

         A few nights later. Claire’s apartment is dark. Jonathan sits, on his phone. A drink before him. 

         Claire enters the building, wearing a gorgeous dress. She gets to her apartment, and clip-clops inside. Jonathan hears, looks up, then a Grindr notification brings his attention back to his phone. 

         Claire moves to her bedroom and tries to unzip her dress. The zipper is stuck. She struggles, but it’s no good. She goes to her living room and collapses onto the camping chair, grabs her remote and turns on the television. 

         Jonathan grabs his phone and dials a number. 

         
            Jonathan Hi, it’s …

            Yeah.

            Cool.

            Yeah, I do.

            Yeah, sounds good.

            Yeah. So …

            Okay. Call me when you’re close.

            Bye.

            He hangs up and pours a fresh drink. As he does, Claire tries the zipper again. Fails. She then comes out of her apartment, and goes down to his floor and knocks on his door. 
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