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  Big Big Sky was first performed at Hampstead Theatre Downstairs, London, on 30 July 2021. The cast was as follows:
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  Characters




  ANGIE, forties


  DENNIS, forties


  LAUREN, nineteen


  ED, twenty-one




  Setting




  Angie’s café in Kilnsea, on the corner of Kilnsea beach and the road to Spurn.




  Clean and warm with sturdy wooden benches and tables, a glass cabinet on the counter full of cakes and scones and sandwiches, cans of pop, Mars bars at the side, soup and pasties and beans keeping warm at the back.




  A board on the wall is covered in notices. They’re quite old.




  Some wooden gulls hang from the ceiling.




   




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




  







  




  Autumn




  1.




  Saturday. Dusk.




  LAUREN drags the sign in from outside, a big sandwich board saying ‘Café Open’, and shuts the door. She leans the sign against the wall.




  ANGIE comes out of the kitchen.




  ANGIE. Are we done?




  LAUREN. Fingers crossed.




  LAUREN looks through the window.




  Quite a big family in the car park – people carrier, two dogs – thought if we look closed when they get here, might let us off the hook a bit.




  ANGIE. Did they look hungry?




  LAUREN. Hard to tell, isn’t it, under all the fleeces. Need something we can just pass them Mars bars through the door.




  ANGIE. Plan.




  LAUREN. Reckon they got the hint anyway.




  ANGIE. Did you glare?




  LAUREN. Not much. A bit. It’s sort of just my face. Best crack on.




  ANGIE. Have a rest for a minute.




  LAUREN. It’s fine.




  ANGIE. Hardly stopped since we opened.




  LAUREN. Neither have you.




  ANGIE. There’s oat slice left. If you fancied a bit of oat slice.




  LAUREN. I’m honestly fine, Angie.




  ANGIE. Got a long night still to –




  LAUREN. Exactly. And to be honest, I’m shitting myself a bit, so I feel like the best thing to do is just get all cleared up here, grab my stuff, maybe we can set off a bit early if that’s okay? So I can run through a couple of the songs once we get to the actual, once we’re there.




  ANGIE. We’ll get cleared up, get Neil picked up, get there soon as. Apparently he’s wearing a cowboy hat.




  LAUREN. Course he is.




  ANGIE spots something out the window.




  ANGIE. And here’s your dad.




  LAUREN. Oh for –




  DENNIS enters.




  DENNIS. Evening.




  LAUREN. Every time.




  ANGIE. Hello, Dennis.




  LAUREN. Every. Flipping –




  DENNIS. What you on about: ‘every time’?




  LAUREN. Every time we shut up, Dad.




  DENNIS. Don’t be daft.




  LAUREN. It’s been literally two minutes since I dragged that bloody sign in, you’re here to hoover up the leftovers, for free.




  DENNIS. Not true, but.




  LAUREN. Right.




  DENNIS. I’m actually here for two very particular reasons, neither of which involves hoovering up the leftovers.




  ANGIE. You sure, Dennis? There’s still a pasty left, beans, if you fancy?




  DENNIS. Well.




  DENNIS thinks.




  If there’s beans.




  LAUREN and ANGIE share a look.




  But just to be clear: that’s not why I’m here.




  ANGIE. Here you are then.




  ANGIE passes DENNIS a pasty and beans.




  DENNIS. Cheers, Angie. Lovely.




  He digs in.




  You can take that face off you and all.




  LAUREN. Can I?




  DENNIS. Lot on my plate today.




  LAUREN. Lot of beans.




  They smile.




  I’m sorry, Dad, but, bit of a rush, I’ll have to clear up round you.




  LAUREN gets on.




  DENNIS. What are you in a rush for?




  LAUREN. Nowt. Life.




  DENNIS. Well like I say, I’ve just got a couple of things to –




  LAUREN. Dad, you’ve got your pasty, don’t have to pretend –




  DENNIS. I do have a couple of things.




  LAUREN. Like what?




  DENNIS. Well, one: said I’d give you this, in case you can put it up somewhere.




  DENNIS takes a poster out of his bag.




  It’s a poster. It’s for, um –




  LAUREN is still wiping tables.




  LAUREN. Yep, course, just pop it on the board. It’s magnetic but there’s magnets.




  DENNIS. And two: meant to be meeting this lad. Ed. Said he’d be here at five so he’s a bit late actually but.




  LAUREN. Who’s Ed?




  DENNIS. This lad I’m meeting.




  LAUREN. Yeah but how come?




  DENNIS. Oh. I’ve rented out your room.




  LAUREN stops wiping tables.




  LAUREN. Um. What?




  DENNIS. Your old room.




  Well you don’t need it any more, do you?




  LAUREN. No but –




  DENNIS. Exactly. And, bit of extra cash, always handy, isn’t it?




  LAUREN. I haven’t finished emptying it though. All my stuff. Only moved out on Thursday.




  DENNIS. Mentioned it down the pub, started telling me about this website: Airbnb. So I put it on, uploaded it to the website, your room – I mean, the room – thinking maybe someone’ll want it in the summer, plenty of time to get it sort of up to scratch, clear it out, maybe a lick of paint what have you.




  LAUREN. What have you done with my stuff?




  DENNIS. Your stuff’s fine, love. It’s in bin bags in the shed.




  LAUREN. Dad.




  DENNIS. Next thing I know this lad –




  LAUREN. Ed.




  DENNIS. He’s rented it out for the weekend. Just like that. I’ve had to sort it out, sharpish. That’s today.




  LAUREN. No I mean –




  DENNIS. More Febreze involved than I expected but.




  LAUREN. Dad. Ed.




  LAUREN nods at the door.




  DENNIS. Oh.




  ED is opening it slowly.




  ED. Um, hiya, sorry to, to barge in I just, I know it says closed but, you’re all shut up but, looking for, um…




  He looks at a scrap of paper.




  Dennis?




  Said to meet him here. So I am doing. Hopefully.




  DENNIS. That’s me.




  ED. Oh brilliant. Ed.




  He smiles, shakes DENNIS’s hand.




  DENNIS. Just finishing up here, then I’ll…




  ED. Course, course, no rush.




  DENNIS doesn’t rush.




  ED looks to ANGIE and LAUREN.




  Smiles.




  Ed.




  ANGIE. I’m Angie. This is Lauren.




  LAUREN. Hey.




  A moment.




  ANGIE. D’you fancy a hot drink, Ed? Cup of tea?




  ED. Oh um. Have you got, peppermint tea? That’s just, that’s mostly what I drink really.




  ANGIE. Oh I don’t know, er…




  ANGIE checks.




  We’ve run out, love.




  ED. Not to worry then.




  ED looks at DENNIS.




  DENNIS is still eating.




  ANGIE. You can still come in for a bit, honestly.




  ED. I’m all muddy, is the thing. My boots and that.




  ANGIE. Don’t worry.




  ED. I’ll leave marks.




  ANGIE. Everyone leaves marks.




  ED. And you’re all shut up, so…




  ED smiles.




  LAUREN. Dad.




  DENNIS. What’s up now?




  LAUREN. Think Ed could do to get to his room.




  ED. Only if it’s not too much, I mean, there’s no, no rush.




  DENNIS. Just finish this.




  He tucks in again.




  ED. Course. Course.




  DENNIS. And then actually I was off to give you all the info about this.




  DENNIS indicates the poster.




  In case people ask.




  LAUREN sighs.




  What?




  LAUREN. We already know about it. Honestly, Dad, we’ve had Kim and Phil showing us their close-ups of Arctic warblers all afternoon.




  DENNIS. There’s Arctic warblers about?




  ANGIE. Just this morning. Pair. Lovely.




  DENNIS. You’ve seen them?




  ANGIE smiles.




  ED. Oh weren’t they just…?




  ED looks delighted.




  DENNIS. You’ve seen them?




  LAUREN. I’m sure Kim and Phil will be at the pub, delighted to show you their Arctic warblers, Dad. Photos of. To celebrate your sudden and, can I just say, quite unexpected birdwatching obsession.




  DENNIS. Alright.
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