

  
[image: cover]





  

    

  




  Stewart Pringle




  THE BOUNDS




  [image: ]




  NICK HERN BOOKS




  London




  www.nickhernbooks.co.uk




  

    

  




  




  Contents




  Original Production Details




  A Word from Writer Stewart Pringle




  Director’s Note




  Acknowledgements




  Dedication




  Characters




  The Bounds




  About the Author




  Copyright and Performing Rights Information




  

    

  




  




  The Bounds was first performed at Live Theatre, Newcastle, on 16 May 2024 and transferred to the Royal Court Theatre, London, 13 June 2024. The cast was as follows:
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  Characters




  PERCY, twenty-two years old




  ROWAN, twenty-six years old




  SAMUEL, twenty-one years old




  BOY, eight years old




  Setting




  A muddy patch of Northumbrian earth in the mid-sixteenth century.




  It’s Whitsuntide.




  Note on Text




  A forward slash (/) indicates the next line is to interrupt the current one.




  Words in [square brackets] are unspoken or almost spoken.




  Line breaks in the text denote a pause or silence.




  The presence or absence of punctuation should give some idea of rhythm and the completeness or otherwise of thoughts and speech.




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




  

    

  




  




  The First Day




  PERCY stands in the first light of dawn. He’s dressed for a football match. He’s covered in mud, but then he always is.




  He checks his tunic and his shoes, finds his footing, coughs, puts his hands behind his back, and he sings.




  As he sings, the sun rises weakly in a cold spring sky.




  PERCY Pastime with good company




  I love and shall until I die;




  Complain who will, but none deny




  If God be pleased then so shall I.




  In days to come, when come and gone




  Our boyhood’s game of friends




  When our youthful vigour has declined




  Into our lonesome ends.




  You’ll think on times, those happy times




  Their memories fond recall




  When in the bloom of youthful prime




  We kept upon the ball.




  Kick it off, throw it in, have a little scrimmage




  Keep it low, splendid rush, bravo, win or die;




  On the ball, Allendale, never mind the danger,




  Steady on, now’s your chance,




  God’s heart! We’ve scored a goal!




  ROWAN enters and watches from a distance.




  She wears a rough dress and a scarf. She’s covered in mud too.




  Let all tonight then drink with me




  To the football game we love,




  And wish it may successful be




  As other games of old,




  And in one grand united toast




  Join player, game and song




  And fondly pledge your pride and toast




  Success to all the ’Dale.




  PERCY/ROWAN Kick it off –




  PERCY Alright.




  PERCY/ROWAN Throw in, have a little scrimmage,




  Keep it low, splendid rush, bravo, win or die;




  On the ball, Allendale, never mind the danger,




  Steady on, now’s your chance,




  God’s heart! We’ve scored a goal!




  PERCY steps forwards and claps, loud and slow.




  PERCY That’s what I’m talking about.




  That is what I’m talking about.




  ROWAN Don’t.




  ROWAN is standing, tensed and frozen, eyes closed.




  PERCY That is / what I’m




  ROWAN Percy –




  PERCY What’s that?




  ROWAN I said don’t so don’t, alright?




  Just let me have this.




  Pause.




  PERCY Let you have what?




  ROWAN This.




  PERCY This / what?




  ROWAN Can you just?




  PERCY Course.




  Beat.




  But what is – ?




  ROWAN bursts out of it.




  ROWAN Oh forget it.




  Forget it!




  PERCY Well, I didn’t know what you were doing!




  ROWAN I was just trying to appreciate it.




  You should try it as well.




  PERCY Appreciate what?




  ROWAN This bit.




  Match-day morning.




  First light.




  Just before the bells.




  PERCY What?




  ROWAN Just do it!




  ROWAN goes back into her trance. PERCY follows.




  Smell the grass.




  They do.




  That’s it.




  All across the valley,




  The sun’s coming up.




  It’s a brand-new day.




  It’s the day.




  PERCY It’s the day.




  ROWAN And everything’s fine.




  PERCY Everything’s fine.




  ROWAN Everything’s good.




  PERCY Everything’s good.




  ROWAN Everything’s just perfect.
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