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             Premiere Production

         

         The Tale of Little Bevan was first performed at Pentabus Theatre, Bromfield, Shropshire, on 16 October 2019, prior to a national tour. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:

         
            Owen Aaronovitch

            Annie Grace

            Andy Peppiette

            
                

            

            Director  Sophie Motley

            Designer  Alyson Cummins

            Lighting Designer  James Mackenzie

            Songs by  Little John Nee

            Lyrics by  Little John Nee and Robert Alan Evans

            Composer and Musical Director  Little John Nee

            Movement Director  Vicki Igbokwe

            Voice and Accent Coach  Emma Stevens-Johnson

         

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         Tony

         Mikey

         Gill

         Josie

         Pat

         Driver

         Date

         Andy

         Mrs Hargreaves

         Mrs MacKenzie 
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               ONE

            

         

         A long, long time ago.

         A hand is sinking into the ground.

         We hear holy music.

         
            This story begins with St Agathus.

            Such a very long time ago that even the words we need had not yet arrived.

            Though they were about to.

            Harvest moon, eight hundred and sixty-five. As Christians fled from the vast heathen army that had come from across the sea.

            About to smash down upon the Kingdom of the Angles.

            Drit, dregg, myki, myre.

            They will set this world on fire.

            Pillage. Rape. Kill. Burn.

            Hope must be hidden.

            And so, with nowhere to go,

            It was below that Agathus fled.

            In North Folks’ earth; the dirt, the muck, the myre.

            Where heathen’s fire could not find her.

            Went the holy lady of the Fens.

            To return again, when she is most needed.

            
               The hand disappears below. 

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               TWO

            

         

         Tony has been staring at a piece of blank paper.

         He rips it up in frustration and even eats some of the pieces.

         Which he realises are disgusting, so he tries to drink some water in an old glass.

         Which he realises is also disgusting and spits out.

         
            Tony.

            Tony   Come on! Come on!

            Trying for the two hundred and sixteenth time to start his book.

            Tony who only seven years before was so much more.

            A colossus.

            A god.

            A man who was once very close to being made a semi-permanent member of the University of East Anglia’s History Department.

            For his work on the origins and myths of ninth-century East Anglia.

            With specific reference to the cult of St Agathus.

            Oooooooh it was good stuff.

            His last article in which he had come close to proving where Agathus’ remains might lie had been called …

            ‘Almost too hot to handle’

            and

            ‘Very well researched’

            and

            ‘Interesting’.

            A man on the up.

            Until …

            
               We hear a phone ring, distantly.

               The sound of Tony’s mum on the other end, in distress.

            

            ‘Tony …

            Love.’

            That day. Seven years before.

            When Tony’s career hit a wall.

            His mum had had a fall.

            And so began the next six years of his life.

            You care, and then you don’t.

            Float further from the world; your colleagues, the teaching.

            Until eventually you stop going in.

            They try to call, but it’s all …

            The sound of his mother at night watching telly.

            Him trying to write, still trying to be somebody. Until eventually …

            He gives in. Watches Mel and Sue as they talk about a master bake.

            Tony   It’s cake, Mum.

            Cake!

            We just need to get you up.

            On here.

            Your son. I’m your son.

            Just lift this one.

            This one.

            No.

            This one.

            (Suddenly snapping.)

            THIS ONE! THIS ONE! THIS ONE!

            Silence.

            Gone

            Now he could finally get on.

            
               Back to his book.

            

            He’d done his research. Read almost every book.

            Though he felt there might be a few notes to make on St Agathus’ crook. Which some believed might have been a sword. Others a stick. Tony felt he needed to really understand every angle before he could even dream of putting pen to paper.

            Then he’d spent two months trying to get the title right.

            He’d toyed with something minimal like just a Celtic symbol.

            Nah. Too ‘in-the-know’, elite.

            He wanted his book to appeal to the man on the street.

            Tony   ‘Agathus: Woman or God’.

            Crossed it out in a hurry.

            Thinking it sounded a bit … Jenni Murray.

            Tony   Yes. Yes. It’s coming. It’s coming.

            It’s practical, informative, yet has a certain spice.

            ‘The Historical Origins and Details of the Figure Known as St Agathus: Her Relationship to Pre-Christian Ritual and the Kingdom of the East Angles … with Dates, Maps and a Study of the Derivation of Related Norfolkshire Place Names … Along with a Comprehensive and Fully Illustrated Guide to the Appearance or Non-appearance of St Agathus in the Stained Glass Art of the Area …’

            
               Tony crumples up the paper in frustration. He lets out a sort of desperate moan, trying to hold everything in. He’s like a wounded animal.

            

            How was he meant to write when –

            There

            That.

            A gap.

            On the shelves.

            His mum’s statue. Gone.

            How?

            She must’ve taken it.

            That … cow!

            Tony’s sister had come a few days before.

            ‘Are you okay?’

            But really to start a sort of war of attrition.

            Wanted ‘a few of Mum’s things.

            Something to remember her by.’

            But why? Why should she have a thing?

            Where was she for the washing, the cleaning, the muck and the mire?

            Tony had smiled.

            Given her a box.

            Tony   Here, fill this.

            Put it in the shed.

            That way you can come get it if I’m out, or in bed.

            I’ll be changing the locks.

            Some of the carers that came …

            Very nice, but I don’t quite trust them all the same.

            ‘But you’ll give me a key.’

            Tony   … Of course.

            He’d followed her round. See what she took.

            The odd photo. A book of recipes.

            Fine.

            But the statue.

            Tony   That’s mine.

            ‘I thought Mum left it to me.’

            Tony   No. No. Well, we’ll see.

            She must’ve come back and swiped it.

            A gap on the shelf. Rage.

            Better than uncertainty. Than staring at a blank page.

            Wondering how the hell you’ll ever get a job at your age.

            No!
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