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            Author’s Note

         

         Further than the Furthest Thing is set on a remote island in the middle of the Atlantic, based loosely on the real island of Tristan da Cunha. The island is as far from Cape Town in one direction as South America in the other, and its only contact with the outside world is a ship that visits approximately every six months. Although the year is 1961, the extreme isolation has meant that the islanders are an odd hybrid of cultures and periods, part Napoleonic, part Victorian and part modern in dress, accent and attitude. The men wear trousers, jackets and flat caps, the women patterned dresses and head scarves. Both sexes wear very thick white socks knitted from roughly spun sheep’s wool. The island community is around 170 people, made from seven families descended from the original seven shipwrecked sailors who started the colony centuries before. There are neither electricity nor trees on the island, so the houses are entirely lit by lamplight and made of stone and planks salvaged from shipwrecks.

         
             

         

         Further than the Furthest Thing owes much to the Tristan islanders and their story, the story of their beautiful island and isolated lifestyle that was dramatically interrupted when the volcano erupted and the entire community was evacuated to Southampton. However the story is not solely their own and departs from accurate documentation almost immediately. In many ways I stole the real Tristan da Cunha to feed my imagination, and emerged gorged, to write into existence a host of characters and events that never happened. Anyone who is sufficiently interested in discovering the true story of their evacuation and history should take the time to read some of the many books that have been written about it – they will find the real version is richer still.

         
             

         

         My own connection with Tristan da Cunha started when my grandfather, Dennis Wilkinson, was posted there as an Anglican priest soon after the Second World War. He took with him my grandmother, then a young woman, and my mother and aunt as children. Although they only spent a few years there, it went into family mythology, and we all grew up on tales of this magical place. We spent many evenings poring over hazy photographs of men with strangely serious faces, we were told about long boats, penguin eggs, black volcanic sand and places that were called things like ‘The Patches’ or ‘The Ugly Road’. My mother still on occasion eats potato raw, claiming she prefers it, and she and my aunt can still remember being told about the ‘H’outside Warld’ as someone might tell a fairytale. It is to this Tristan, the Tristan of childhood memories, with fuzzy edges and missing bits, that this play is dedicated. And also, of course, to my Mum.

         
             

         

         Zinnie Harris, June 2000

      

   


   
      
         

            The Rain on Tristan da Cunha

         

         
            
               The wet world drips

                       and drips and drips.

            

            
               This wealth of water wears

                       down man’s resolution;

                       disables winged devotion;

                       yet speaks of endless tears

                       shed for a world of sin.

            

            
               Christ weeps for Tristan,

                       last stronghold of simplicity

                       where now a pagan culture comes on fast,

                       destroying faith and charity.

               Ambitions’ ultimate bounds are passed:

                       Here comes the lust for gold at last!

                       And hope is left us, thin

                       and ailing, sick and pale;

                       while worldly ill

                       creeps in

                       unasked, unwanted.

            

            
               Christ for Tristan weeps:

                       See how the wet world drips,

                       and drips and drips …

            

            
                                         Rev. Dennis Wilkinson, 1949 

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

            This Lonely Rock

         

         
            
               Austere, this lonely Rock at the earth’s end

               Defies still all the astonished ocean;

               Wildest winds of the southern heavens bend

               Under this strong hand. Our Isle of Tristan

               Fears not rebuke, but stands erect to face

               These envious seas, unfriended. Surely none

               Stronger in heart, this unexpected place,

               Lost in uncharted waters, stands alone,

               Immovable. Such might o’ertops the waves

               And – as our Saviour Christ – stands fast,

               Holds them in check, buffets them back, and saves

               Us now – as He shall save us at the last.

            

            
               To image thus our Lord, while time endure

               Tristan da Cunha, may thy strength be sure.

            

            
                                          Rev. Dennis Wilkinson, 1949

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

             Premiere Production

         

         Further than the Furthest Thing, a co-production between the Tron Theatre Company, Glasgow and the Royal National Theatre, was was first performed at the Traverse Theatre, Edinburgh, on 6 August 2000. The cast, in order of speaking, was as follows:

         
             

         

         Mill Lavarello  Paola Dionisotti

         Francis Swain  Gary McInnes

         Bill Lavarello  Kevin McMonagle

         Mr Hansen  Darrell D’Silva

         Rebecca Rodgers  Arlene Cockburn

         
             

         

         Cimbalom played by Greg Knowles

         
             

         

         Director  Irina Brown

         Designer  Niki Turner

         Lighting Designer  Neil Austin

         Music  Gary Yershon

         Sound Designer  Duncan Chave

         Movement Director  Jackie Matthews

         Company Voice Work  Patsy Rodenburg 
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               SCENE ONE

            

         

         Bill is standing by the edge of the mountain lake.

         He takes off his clothes and steps into the water. It is very cold.

         He reaches down to wet his arms and face.

         He puts his shoulders under the surface and swims.

         A terrible rumbling begins under the water.

         The noise becomes more and more deafening.

         Bill panics, trying to swim back to the shore. He nearly drowns but manages to haul himself onto the bank.

         After he has caught his breath he stands up and turns around to look at the water …

         There is silence.

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE TWO

            

         

         Mill and Francis, inside Mill’s house. They are in the main room which is very bare apart from the walls which are plastered with dated (1950s) magazine cuttings.

         Francis has just walked in.

         
            Mill

            Been waiting. Since sun is first come up.

            I’s seeing your ship from the first it was.

            I’s holding my breath for the rocks. Shutting my eyes for the corner.

            Counting my heart’s beating as in it came.

            Francis

            Mill … 

            Mill

            Don’t come near, just as yet.

            Let me be seeing you first

            The other way

            So these is what they is wearing, H’outside there then?

            Your uncle’s been a missing you.

            He’s an old man. You shouldn’t be as going off from an old man.

            Francis

            Only been gone …

            Mill

            Months

            Months and months

            I is counted Francis

            Is half the year and half again

            Francis

            There was no boat

            Mill

            Don’t come near me, I’s still looking at you.

            Had two weddings

            Two weddings

            And lots of birthdays

            Harry Repetto is died.

            Missed that. See – missed Harry Repetto is died.

            Is dead second Sunday after you left.

            No one is ever leaving before

            Not for a long time

            You is always the first, is having to be, that’s your trouble.

            Where’s your bag?

            Francis

            On the shore 

            Mill

            Might as being divided up with all the other things that is come off the ship

            Said don’t touch me. I’s still making sure it is you.

            
               Pause.

            

            A Hagan is married a Glass and a Hagan is married a Green

            And you is missed both.

            And Harry Repetto …

            Francis

            Is that all is married?

            Mill

            Is two weddings Francis

            Francis

            She wasn’t on the shore

            Mill

            She’ll be along

            
               Mill looks around, awkward and wanting to find something to show him.

               She indicates the walls.

            

            Boat you left on is bringing us whole load of pictures. Is all new Francis

            
               Francis looks around at the walls.

            

            Francis

            I like it

            Mill

            Do you?

            Is the Queen.

            There.

            As is sitting on her throne in H’England.

            And that’s some mountains somewhere

            Is never seeing those mountains is you? 

            Francis

            No

            Mill

            Is needing to look at them before saying ‘No’, Francis.

            Francis

            I didn’t see those mountains

            Mill

            Anyway, is a mountain here.

            No need to go away and see a mountain, we’ve got one here.

            Just some pictures, Francis. I is taking them down soon.

            
               Pause.

            

            You wanting an H’egg?

            Got one, is for you.

            Could boil it up for you.

            Francis

            No thanks

            Mill

            Wouldn’t be taking a second

            Francis

            I’m not hungry

            Mill

            Will be in a minute, mind.

            You always is hungry. That’s how I was telling myself as what you is like.

            I was saying Francis, is always hungry.

            I’ll be heating up the water just now for you.

            Francis

            No Mill

            
               Pause.

            

            Mill

            A cup of tea?

            Francis

            I’m fine as I am

            Mill

            The Queen is taking tea in the afternoon. And Prince Whats His Name.

            
               Pause.

            

            Where was you saying your bag was?

            Francis

            On the shore

            
               Pause.

            

            Mill

            Can’t be thinking what else there is. Must as be something else is happened. Your uncle be pleased to see you anyway.

            I suppose you is seen the church?

            Roof is pulled down to be making Harry Repetto’s coffin. So that is that.

            Church isn’t being the same when the rain is running down your neck.

            You is sure you is not wanting an H’egg?

            Oh I know, you is not hungry.

            Thinking of this bag of yours then –

            We is needing to go and get it now, before the tide is coming up …

            Francis

            Mill?

            Mill

            What?

            Francis

            Am I allowed to come and kiss you yet?

            
               Mill isn’t sure as she goes towards him.

               Then she almost bursts into tears as she hugs him.

               Bill enters, looking confused.

            

            Bill

            Something in the water.

            
               Mill mops her tears.

            

            Bill

            Something terrible under the water, underneath where it is dark. Mill I’s heard something …

            Mill

            Bill?

            
               She nods towards Francis.

               Bill stops and sees Francis for the first time.

            

            Francis

            Hallo Uncle Bill.

            
               Pause.

            

            Bill

            Francis.

            
               Bill holds out both hands. Francis takes them, but they are awkward with each other.

            

            Bill

            Is something in the water lad

            Mill

            I was telling him that we’s been missing him.

            Bill

            Heard it when I put my head under, like a great juddering …

            Mill

            He is just stepped off the boat 

            Bill

            No time to waste Mill, might have gone by the time we’s getting back there.

            Mill

            We’s just going to get his bag

            
               Bill stops.

            

            Bill

            His bag?

            Mill

            From the shore.

            Bill

            Can wait, can’t it lad?

            Francis

            Maybe it was the wind

            Bill

            Was bigger than the wind, and under. Was under like a wave of thunder.

            Mill

            You never mind him Francis, is more like a fool every day

            Bill

            And when I came out, it was as like these hands were a pulling at me

            Mill

            Bill, in heaven’s name. The lad is just walked off the boat after is gone for months and months

            Bill

            Francis look at me. My legs is shaking

            Mill

            You is carrying on like this and I is making you shake. 

            Francis

            It’s alright Aunty Milly

            Bill

            I was not even having time to let my clothes dry. I was that scared, that I’s just running down the hill.

            Look at that.

            
               Bill sits down and takes his shoes off.

            

            Mill

            He’s as pleased to see you as I am. Underneath.

            Bill

            I’s telling you there is something in the water.

            Is something in the water

            
               Bill goes over to the table where there is a jug of water.

               He holds it up to the light.

            

            Mill

            He is been so excited about you coming

            
               Bill tastes the water. Then he puts his ear right up close to the jug and listens.

               Mill wrings her hands.

            

            Mill

            Is having one of his off days.

            
               Francis shrugs.

            

            Francis

            It doesn’t matter.

            
               Pause. They watch Bill, who is absorbed.

            

            Francis

            I’ve got a surprise for you

            Mill

            For me?

            Francis

            For all of you.

            With my bag.

            Down on the shore

            Mill

            Oh?

            Francis

            I’ll go and get it.

            
               Francis starts to leave, as he goes he steps back in.

            

            Francis

            Oh and Aunty …

            Mill

            Yes?

            Francis

            I’s glad to be back.

            
               Bill is still muttering to the water and pouring it over his fingers.

               Mill waits until Francis has gone, then turns on Bill.

            

            Mill

            You

            Bill

            What?

            Mill

            Going on like that

            Bill

            I’s telling you there is …

            Mill

            I is not wanting to hear it Bill. Is months and months away and is only just walked in the door, and you is going on about …

            Bill

            I’m scared Mill.

            Mill

            Is rubbish

            Bill

            Is no good. Whatever it is. Is no good.

            
               Pause.

            

            Mill

            You is always the same.

            Francis and you. Ever since Francis is a boy you and he won’t be looking at each other and saying, ‘Is good to see you’. ‘Is good to see you’ … And do not be thinking that you is going anywhere, you is going nowhere until we is finished all sitting down and eating. Like a family.

            Bill

            But Mill …

            Mill

            You is staying right here

            
               Bill stops what he is doing.

            

            You can be going in the morning

            Is been away for months and months …

            Is good to see him, isn’t it Bill?

            Bill

            Of course is good to see him

            
               Pause.

            

            Mill

            Just because is not your family

            Bill

            No

            Mill

            When you is looking at him you’s seeing Swain

            Bill

            I’s seeing Francis 

            Mill

            I’s seeing my sister

            
               Pause.

            

            Bill

            Of course is good to see him Mill

            Mill

            He’s been away

            Bill

            I know

            Mill

            I’s wanting it to be special

            
               Mill takes the jug back and puts it on the table. Bill stands up.

            

            Mill

            I’ve got H’eggs

            
               Bill says nothing.

               Mill shows him three in a basket.

            

            Mill

            Pinnawin H’eggs

            Bill

            Milly?

            
               Milly shrugs.

            

            Mill

            Tonight is as going to be special

            Bill

            Pinnawin?

            Mill

            They’s had plenty

            Bill

            Who? 

            Mill

            I is found them

            Bill

            You’s shouldn’t have gone touching them

            Mill

            They’s wasn’t in a nest

            Bill

            You’s should have left them be

            Mill

            They’s just on the path, left

            Bill

            They’s have come back for them

            Mill

            Tonight is the night Francis is come home

            Bill

            It’s bad luck to take a pinnawin one

            Mill

            Tch

            Bill

            We isn’t needing any more bad luck

            You should have been leaving them

            Mill

            Tastes nice though

            Pinnawin H’eggs

            Haven’t had a Pinnawin H’egg since

            Long long time

            Since the day your pa is dead

            Bill

            We was having one then?

            Mill

            We all was. 

            
               Pause.

            

            Shall I be taking them back now?

            Bill

            I don’t know

            Mill

            Could easy

            
               Bill gets out three plates.

            

            Bill

            Well now they’re here.

            Mill

            You is a good man Bill Lavarello.

            
               Pause.

               They both start laying the table.

            

            Mill

            Francis was saying that he is got a surprise for us.

            Bill

            Oh

            Mill

            Surprise is as come from the H’outside World

            Bill

            Oh

            Mill

            Never been having a surprise before

            Could be some more pictures.

            Or some sugar

            You remember when the last boat came and was bringing us all some sugar?

            Maybe is sugar?

            Bill

            Maybe is

            
               Bill carries out the eggs and puts them in a pan.

            

            Mill

            You need to be putting water in the kettle Bill

            
               Bill reluctantly goes to fill the pan with water.

            

            Mill

            Wait

            They’s beautiful

            Bill

            Was we really eating them the day my pa is died?

            Mill

            Yes

            Bill

            Fancy you is remembering that

            Mill

            Let me be holding one for a second

            
               Bill offers her the pan. She takes one out.

            

            Mill

            Is still warm

            
               She takes the other one out, so she is holding two, one in each hand.

               She tries to take the third one out, but as she does so it rolls off her hand.

               It smashes on the floor.

               They stare at it.

               Pause.

            

            Bill

            Now that is bad luck

            Mill

            Don’t Bill

            Bill

            I’ll get a cloth 

            Mill

            Maybe we’s could …

            
               She attempts to scoop it up with the shells, still holding the other two eggs.

            

            Bill

            No

            Mill

            Is waste

            Bill

            Doesn’t matter

            Mill

            Waste of a life, I mean

            A little pinnawin is gone smash on our floor.

            Bill

            Mill?

            Mill

            I shouldn’t have took it

            Bill

            I’ll clear it up

            Mill

            Shouldn’t have gone taking them should I?

            I was so wanting it to be special

            Bill

            I know

            
               Bill lifts the remaining two out of her hands and puts them in the pot.

            

            Is two left Mill.

            You and Francis have them

            Mill

            No no.

            Not me 

            Bill

            We can share them, they’s big ones.

            Plenty for us all Mill

            Mill

            I shouldn’t have gone taken them anyway

            
               Bill bends down and clears up the mess.

            

            Mill

            I is not seeing how they is bad luck.

            They is only an H’egg. How can an H’egg be as bad luck.

            How can something is new life be as bad luck?

            Bill

            I don’t know

            Maybe is because it is new life and we’s eating it as is bad luck.

            Mill

            No one says that about crawfish. Or potatoes. They is life isn’t they?

            Bill

            Suppose

            Mill

            Anyway we’s already had all our bad luck as is due us.

            
               Bill stiffens as he puts the broken egg in the bin.

               Mill goes back over to the pot.

               She takes one out again.

            

            Mill

            Was just holding it to say is still warm.

            Still warm Bill.

            
               She takes the other one out.

            

            Bill

            Careful Mill 

            Mill

            I is careful

            You is wanting a hold?

            Bill

            No

            Mill

            Hold it Bill. Feel as is still warm.

            
               Bill puts down the dustpan and brush and holds one.

            

            Mill

            And th’other.

            
               Mill hands over the other, but Bill doesn’t have it properly. He drops it.

               They stare at the second broken egg.

               Mill starts to wail.

            

            Bill

            Doesn’t matter

            Doesn’t matter Mill. Is still one left, isn’t there?

            That one we is kept for Francis.

            Francis is needing them, you and me isn’t.

            
               Bill is still holding the third egg

            

            Mill

            I shouldn’t have gone taking them

            Bill

            Doesn’t matter

            
               Bill puts the third egg back in the pan.

            

            Mill

            You is right, the adult birds would have come back for them, ’course they would.

            Imagine if that is me. If I’s that bird and I’s coming back and seeing them gone …

            
               Bill says nothing, he just watches her. 

            

            Mill

            Only it could never be me, could it?

            Bill

            Francis will be back soon.

            He can have the last H’egg.

            
               Bill puts the pan onto the stove.

            

            Mill

            He was saying he’s got us a surprise

            
               He sits her down.

               He gets out three mugs and puts them on the table as he talks.

            

            Bill

            I was seeing you waiting today

            I was seeing you from the mountain

            I was seeing you standing on the shore

            A tiny speck

            But I was knowing it was you

            
               Mill begins to lose her daze.

            

            I was telling from the way you was standing that you was holding your breath.

            Mill

            I couldn’t watch

            Bill

            I could tell.

            You was shutting your eyes

            Mill

            I was not wanting to see

            Bill

            I could tell

            Mill

            Why didn’t you come down? 

            Bill

            I don’t know

            Mill

            You could have been waiting with me

            Bill

            I was wanting to but …

            I needed to swim.

            The water was … I was wanting to.

            I was needing to swim.

            Mill

            Oh.

            Bill

            Only then I was not able

            
               Mill hears the sound of footsteps on the path.

               She goes to the window.

            

            Mill

            Is coming back. Bill – is coming back. Is that boiling?

            Bill

            Boiling

            Mill

            Maybe it’ll be sugar as brought us.

            Big sack of sugar.

            
               Francis comes back in. He is carrying a brown leather briefcase, once smart, now worn.

               Mill is surprised by how small it is.

            

            Mill

            That your bag?

            Francis

            I don’t need much

            Mill

            Oh

            
               Mill has a good look at the bag. 

            

            Mill

            Isn’t yours is it?

            Francis

            I was given it.

            Bill

            We’s doing your H’egg

            Francis

            Thanks

            Bill

            Come and be sitting

            Francis

            It’s strange to be back

            Good and strange

            It’s like nothing has happened

            Mill

            Two weddings is happened

            And Harry Repetto

            Francis

            Nothing is really happened.

            
               Bill puts one egg-cup on the table.

            

            Francis

            Aren’t you having one?

            Bill

            We has smashed them, as a mistake

            Francis

            Oh

            Bill

            One left, is for you

            Francis

            Thanks

            I brought the surprise 

            Mill

            Oh?

            Francis

            Well, it’s a sort of surprise

            Mill

            Oh

            Francis

            Not a gift, just a …

            
               Bill and Mill look surprised.

            

            Francis

            Someone I want you to meet. A friend of mine.

            I brought him home with me

            
               Francis goes to the door.

            

            Francis

            Come on.

            Aunty Mill and Uncle Bill, this is Mr Hansen

            
               Mr Hansen walks in.

               Nobody says anything.

            

            Francis

            Take a seat

            
               Mr Hansen brushes the chair then sits down.

            

            Francis

            Mr Hansen is from Cape Town

            
               Pause. Mill and Bill don’t like the look of him.

            

            Mill

            We only has one H’egg

            Francis

            Mr Hansen can have it

            Mill

            You must be having the H’egg Francis 

            Francis

            Mr Hansen owns a factory in Cape Town.

            
               Pause.

            

            Francis

            The largest factory in the whole of Cape Town

            
               Pause.

            

            Francis

            When you arrive at the harbour it is the only thing you can see, like a great giant staring up at you.

            Then as you get closer you can see people and machinery and windows and smoke, lots of smoke

            And he employs thousands of workers. Don’t you?

            Thousands of people. And wherever you go in Cape

            Town, everyone has heard of Mr Hansen.

            And ask him what the factory makes. Go on ask him what it makes.

            Bill

            What does it make?

            Mr Hansen

            Jars

            Francis

            Not just jars

            Mr Hansen

            And cans.

            Francis

            And boxes. All kind of boxes.

            Mr Hansen

            Containers generally

            Bill

            You must be needing a lot of containers in Cape Town.

            Mr Hansen

            We are. 

            Francis

            Not just Cape Town, Mr Hansen has factories all over the world.

            Mr Hansen

            Small factories

            Mill

            You is never making anything to be putting in the jars?

            Mr Hansen

            No

            Mill

            Oh

            Sounds like is exciting

            Never been hearing of a factory that made just jars.

            Bill

            I’s afraid you’s going to find us rather dull Mr Hansen.

            There is no factories on the island. Just the mountain and the patches.

            Mr Hansen

            Francis told me a little of what it would be like.

            Bill

            How long is you staying?

            Mr Hansen

            Two days.

            Francis

            Until the ship leaves again

            Bill

            Well you is welcome, isn’t he Milly?

            Francis

            Mr Hansen is staying on the ship Uncle Bill.

            Bill

            Oh.

            Mill

            Are you going to eat that H’egg?

            
               Pause.

            

            Mill

            Are you going to eat that H’egg?

            Mr Hansen

            Thank you, yes.

            Mill

            We did have more but they as got smashed. If we had been knowing we was having guests this night, that is to say not just Francis, we would have got more, is as so Bill?

            We is eating a lot of these kind of H’eggs up here.

            
               Pause.

            

            Mill

            You is wanting a cup of tea to go with that Mr Hansen?

            Mr Hansen

            Thank you no.

            Mill

            I know you’s maybe is thinking we is simple living as like this, but we’s from the island and we is used to it. We is not needing any fancy stuff. We’s got potatoes hasn’t we? And carrots and crawfish, and four cows up by the school and even if as our church hasn’t got a roof just at the minute when you is singing the way we is singing on the island, who is needing a roof?

            
               Pause.

               Mr Hansen nods in agreement.

            

            Mr Hansen

            Indeed. 

            Mill

            So don’t you go wiping our chairs before you is sitting down.

            
               Pause.

               Mr Hansen stands up.

            

            Mr Hansen

            I should be going.

            Mr Swain. Mrs Swain

            Mill

            Lavarello

            Francis is Swain. We is Lavarello

            Mr Hansen

            Apologies. Mrs Lavarello.

            I should be getting back

            Mill

            You isn’t finished your H’egg as yet

            
               Mr Hansen isn’t sure.

            

            Mill

            We doesn’t go wasting things here either

            
               Mr Hansen sits down.

            

            Mr Hansen

            It’s a very beautiful island Mr Lavarello

            Bill

            We’s knowing it.

            None other is so beautiful I shouldn’t think, whole of the ocean.

            Mill

            Well finish it then

            Bill

            Leave him be Mill 

            Mill

            I’s only saying he’s to finish it before it gets cold

            Mr Hansen

            Let me show you something

            
               He eats the egg quickly by putting several mouthfuls in his mouth.

               Mr Hansen holds up his empty eggshell to show them.

               He swallows.

            

            Mr Hansen

            See, nothing there.

            
               He places the egg on the table and smashes it into fragments with his fist.

               He then takes out a handkerchief and puts the egg fragments into it.

               He blows on the bundle.

               Then he opens up the handkerchief again and produces a glass jar.

               Mill gasps, Bill is more suspicious.

            

            Mill

            Where is the H’egg shell has gone?

            Mr Hansen

            Vanished

            
               He shows her the handkerchief which is empty.

               He also shows her his two hands and shows that there is nothing up his shirt sleeves.

               Mill takes the jar and looks it over.

            

            Mill

            Is real

            Look Bill, is real

            
               Mr Hansen stands up again.

            

            Mr Hansen

            I really should be going now. You’ve been most kind. 

            Francis

            There is no need

            Mr Hansen

            They lock up the ship at night

            Mill

            Let me see that cloth.

            
               Mr Hansen hands her the cloth. Mill inspects it both sides.

            

            Mill

            Do it again

            Bill

            Mill be leaving him be, is having to get back now

            Mill

            You is not minding my asking are you Mr Hansen?

            Mr Hansen

            It’s nothing really

            Mill

            They’ll not be locking the ship without you.

            
               Mr Hansen looks at Francis.

            

            Mill

            Francis will be walking you back when we is done

            
               Mr Hansen picks up the jar and wraps it in the handkerchief.

               He bangs the whole lot down on the table.

               He blows on it.

               Then he opens the handkerchief to reveal a new, differently coloured intact egg again. He gives her the egg.

            

            Mill

            As it is

            Would you be seeing that Bill if I wasn’t here showing it to you? Look at it.

            Would you now?

            
               She shows it to Bill.

            

            Mill

            Is a new H’egg

            
               She passes it around.

               They look with some wonder at Mr Hansen.

            

            A new H’egg. Feel like is just been laid.

            How is that happening?

            Where is the jar gone?

            Mr Hansen

            Same place as the egg went

            
               Mill once again looks all through the handkerchief.

            

            Mill

            Bet you couldn’t be doing it a third time

            Bill

            Mill, Mr Hansen is our guest

            Mill

            Third time, is the thing.

            Yous may been doing it once, twice, but could you be doing it for a third time?

            Once more

            Once more and I won’t be going asking you favours again. After all you’s gone and made our H’eggshell disappear and then given us a jar and then that is gone again now

            Mr Hansen

            You have a new egg

            Mill

            I was liking more the jar

            Mr Hansen

            You can’t bargain with magic 

            
               She hands the handkerchief back.

            

            Mill

            Once more

            Mr Hansen

            Then I must go

            Agreed?

            
               She nods.

            

            Mr Hansen

            Give me the egg

            
               Mill doesn’t want to part with it.

            

            Mr Hansen

            The egg or I can’t do it

            
               She gives him the egg.

            

            Mr Hansen

            I’ll tell you a story first

            It’s a story about a jar

            The first time I saw a jar I was four years old

            Standing in front of a sweet shop

            Most children would have been looking at the sweets

            But I was looking at the jars

            A brown glass jar with a lid

            And behind it another

            Rows and rows of them, little ones, big ones

            Jars with screw lids, cork lids, without any lids at all

            And from that moment I knew

            I was hooked

            The rest of my life I was going to spend buying them, selling them,

            Making them

            It might sound simple to you Mrs Lavarello

            But jars are my life

            
               Once again he puts the egg in the handkerchief, bangs it on the table, then blows on it.

               He pauses, holding the effect.

               They are all intent on what it will have become, although when Mr Hansen catches Bill’s eye, Bill pretends not to be interested.

               He opens the handkerchief to reveal a handful of coins.

               He puts the coins into Mill’s hands. Mill is enchanted.

               Bill jumps up.

            

            Bill

            Put them away

            Mill

            Sit down Bill

            Bill

            We aren’t be wanting them. Give them back Mill, here be giving them back to Mr Hansen

            Mill

            He gave them to me

            
               Bill tries to snatch them.

            

            Bill

            Mill

            Mill

            No

            Bill

            They belongs to Mr Hansen

            Mill

            I’s the one holding them

            Bill

            They is coming from inside of his handkerchief

            Mill

            They is coming from the second H’egg, which is coming from the jar which is coming from my

            H’eggshell. 

            Mr Hansen

            My eggshell

            
               Mill pauses and looks at Mr Hansen.

            

            Mr Hansen

            You gave the egg to me.

            It was my eggshell.

            My jar, my second egg and my coins.

            
               He takes the coins back from Mill.

               Mill looks bemused.

               Mr Hansen stands up.

            

            Mr Hansen

            Good evening to you all

            
               Mr Hansen walks out.

               There is a short silence after he has gone.

            

            Mill

            Now see what you is done

            Bill, he is taken my coins

            I is never had coins before

            
               Mill runs to the door and watches him go.

               Francis starts to leave.

            

            Bill

            Wait you

            Francis

            Why?

            Bill

            What is he about?

            What is he doing?

            Francis

            What? 

            Bill

            Here?

            Why is he come here?

            
               Francis looks perplexed. He starts to speak then changes his mind.

            

            Bill

            Be telling me I’m wrong

            Francis

            Be telling me he isn’t here to bring his business

            Be telling me that Francis

            That you and he …

            Francis

            Is a surprise.

            Bill

            No

            Francis

            He told me not to tell you yet

            
               Pause.

            

            Francis

            Yes

            Is a factory

            A factory Aunty Mill

            Right here on the island

            Bill

            No Francis, can’t be

            We is got nothing

            What is we got that he could be wanting?

            Francis

            Crawfish

            Crawfish

            Crawfish from our island

            To put in his jars 
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