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First Performance





The Odyssey: Missing Presumed Dead was a co-production by English Touring Theatre and Liverpool Everyman and Playhouse. It was first performed at the Everyman Theatre, Liverpool, on 25 September 2015, prior to a national tour. The cast was as follows:


 


P.M. / Zeus   Simon Dutton


Anthea / Athena   Polly Frame


Smith / Odysseus   Colin Tierney


Penelope   Susie Trayling


Magnus   Lee Armstong


Soli / Polites   Sule Rimi


McGill / Eurylochus   Roger Evans


Fenton / Perimedes   Chris Reilly


Kite   David Hartley


Reynolds / Barkeeper   Ranjit Krishnamma


Circe / Anticleia / Briseis   Danusia Samal


 


Director   Nick Bagnall


Designer   Signe Beckmann


Lighting   Mike Robertson


Composer   James Fortune


Sound   Jenny Tallon-Cahill


Casting Directors   Jerry Knight-Smith CDG, Anne McNulty CDG

















Characters







P.M. / Zeus


the Prime Minister / the supreme god


Anthea / Athena


the P.M.’s daughter: his senior aide / the goddess Athena


Smith / Odysseus


a cabinet minister / the King of Ithaca


Penelope


his wife


Magnus


their son


Soli / Polites


a government official / Odysseus’ first lieutenant


McGill / Eurylochus


Smith’s old friend / a crew member


Fenton / Perimedes


England football fan / a crew member


Kite and Reynolds


journalists


Polyphemus


Cyclops


Circe


a sorceress


Anticleia


Odysseus’ mother 


Tiresias


a blind ghost and visionary


The Leader of the Opposition


Barkeeper


the owner of a bar in Istanbul


Briseis


his daughter
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MISSING PRESUMED DEAD





 

















Prologue







Athena (reading from the prologue to The Odyssey)


Remind us, Muse, of that man of many means, sent spinning the length and breadth of the map after bringing the towers of Troy to their knees;


of the lessons he learned in strange cities and towns, and the heartbreak he suffered, roaming the seas to land his shipmates and salvage his life. Of the torture and grief,


of worlds he encountered, battles he fought, of comrades of his who were sometimes true and sometimes false, sometimes friends and sometimes fools …


Memory’s child, daughter of Zeus, where to start this story is yours to choose.


After finishing her recitation, Athena takes off her classical robes and reveals herself as Anthea, in modern dress.
























Act One
























SCENE ONE








The Prime Minister’s office. The Prime Minister is at his desk. Enter Anthea.




P.M.    The numbers, please.


Anthea    They’re holding up.


P.M.    What does ‘holding up’ mean exactly?


Anthea    They’re steady. Haven’t risen, haven’t dipped.


P.M.    Flat, then. Flat-lining.


Anthea    That’s when you’re dead. We’re two points ahead in a couple of polls, one in another, about level in the rest.


P.M.    Level isn’t good enough. We need a bit of a heart massage. A bit of fluffing up. Get us over the line.


Anthea    It’s a month till the election, we just need to hold our nerve. No slip-ups. Leave that to the other lot – they’re perfectly capable of self-destruction.


P.M.    This football match tonight. Explain.


Anthea    Do I look like a sports’ fan?


P.M.    You’re my eyes and ears, my darling. My feet on the ground. So I can keep my mind on higher matters.


Anthea    We’re playing Turkey.


P.M.    We?


Anthea    Really? England. In Istanbul. Win and we’re through to the World Cup. Lose and we’re out.


P.M.    And will we? Win? 


Anthea    In the lap of the gods.


P.M.    Hmm.


Anthea    We’re favourites, apparently, but only just.


P.M.    Are we … represented?


Anthea    Not officially.


P.M.    Hmm. I want someone there.


Anthea    Bit late, isn’t it?




There is a knock at the door.





P.M.    No I don’t think it is. Come!




Enter Smith.





Here he is. Our man of the people.


Smith    Just on my way to the station, sir. So unless it’s urgent …


P.M.    Looking forward to the game tonight?


Smith    Certainly am. I’ve booked the TV room and the beers are in the fridge.


P.M.    Ah, you northerners and your beers.


Smith    Exactly, and it’s five hours on the train, so unless you want to talk about sticking with the false number ten or reverting to a flat back four …


P.M.    You’ve got one of those big screens, I suppose?


Smith    Big enough. But it runs on paraffin, electricity not having reached our dark corner of the planet. So if you don’t mind, sir, I need to get back to start rubbing sticks together so I can light the fire.


P.M.    All very well those big screens but better to watch the real thing, wouldn’t you say? Better in the flesh?


Smith    Everything’s better in the flesh.


P.M.    Agreed. So it’s all there in that envelope: flights, transfers, hotel, some briefing notes on your Turkish equivalent – there’s a meet-and-greet at the airport and a little pre-match reception. No beers though, they’re a bit funny about all that.


Smith    I’m not going to Turkey tonight.


P.M.    We need someone there.


Smith    I’m Transport and Communication. Send Hennessy. He’s Sport and Culture.


P.M.    And he’s very good on the culture, swanning around the Venice Biennale, mincing through Covent Garden in his purple dinner jacket. But when it comes to sport he doesn’t know a football from a whoopee cushion. We need someone a bit more … red-blooded.


Smith    I’m not going. It’s my son’s birthday tomorrow.


P.M.    He’ll have other birthdays.


Smith    This is his eighteenth.


P.M.    So he’s had lots of birthdays already.


Smith    I missed them as well.


P.M.    In case it had slipped your mind there’s a general election coming down the pipe. We need to do a bit of flag-waving. Bask in a bit of national pride and free publicity.


Smith    So why don’t you go?


P.M.    Don’t be absurd. Me at a football match – they’d see right through it. Anyway, what if they lose? How would that make me look?


Smith    Cheers.


P.M.    But you … you could deal with it. Take one for the team – isn’t that the expression? 


Smith    I’m not going anywhere.


P.M.    That might turn out to be quite a prophetic remark.


Smith    What’s that supposed to mean?


P.M.    You were in the army long enough. You know about duty to the cause.


Smith    I was in the Navy.


P.M.    Tanks, boats, jets … You learnt some discipline and respect is the point I’m making.


Smith    They taught me how to bite my tongue till I was sick of the taste of it. Am I being offered the same menu?


Anthea    Let’s keep this on a professional level, shall we?


P.M.    Listen, Smith. You’re ambitious. Successful.


Anthea    Popular.


P.M.    In some quarters. Get your priorities right. Are you really passing up an important career opportunity for a bowl full of custard and a game of pass the parcel?


Smith    It’s his eighteenth.


P.M.    So he’ll be grown-up about it. Take it like a man. Well?




Pause.





Smith    I haven’t got my passport.


P.M.    In the envelope. Ink’s still a bit wet. And there’s a toothbrush.


Smith    Money? Translator? Guidebook? Bodyguard?


P.M.    Soli will be going with you.


Anthea    No, he can’t. I mean, he’s interpreting for the Egyptian trade delegation this weekend. 


P.M.    Find a replacement. All set then?


Smith    I want the first flight back in the morning.


P.M.    Late afternoon I’m afraid. We need you to show your face at a mosque the following day, hands across the water and all that, don’t want it to look like you’ve just been on a free junket. And the connections aren’t great, but I expect you’re used to that, getting back to those regional airports.


Smith    Anything else?


P.M.    Smile. We’ll be watching.




Exit Smith.





Anthea    Will we be watching?


P.M.    I’ve got something on at the club. But send the result.


Anthea    You’ll be the first to know.


P.M.    By the way, how popular?


Anthea    People like him.


P.M.    Which people? Like him how much?


Anthea    I don’t know, it’s … anecdotal. We haven’t broken down the data.


P.M.    Break it down. Get me some facts. And give your old man a peck on the cheek before you disappear.




She kisses her father on the forehead.





What’s the point of nepotism if you can’t get a kiss from your favorite daughter?


Anthea    I was the best candidate by a mile.


P.M.    That you were, my darling, that you were. It’s in the blood.





















SCENE TWO








Smith and Soli at the airport.




Soli    We need to board, sir.


Smith    One more minute.


Soli    They’ll be closing the doors.


Voice on PA    This is a final call for passengers Smith and Soliman flying to Istanbul. Will passengers Smith and Soliman please make their way to the gate immediately.


Soli    Sir?


Smith    (on phone) Penny, it’s me again. I’m really sorry. I’ve phoned Magnus, explained the situation, that it’s work and I’ve got no choice, and that I’ll make it up to him. I’m sure he’ll understand. (Whispering.) Listen, this doesn’t change anything. Everything I said, those promises I made about wanting to be at home, with you. Nothing’s changed, I swear, you’re everything to me. All I ever wanted, all I’ll ever want.


Soli    Sir –


Smith    Let me know you’ve got this message. Please.


Soli    Sir –


Smith    (on phone) I’ve got to go – I’ll call again later.


Voice on PA    Will passengers Smith and Soliman please make their way to the gate immediately, the flight is ready for departure.




Smith dials another number. As the phone rings, we see his elderly mother asleep in a chair. She wakes, makes her way towards the phone, which stops  ringing just as she is about to pick it up. She returns to her chair.





Smith    Shit bollocks fuck.


Soli    After you, sir.





















SCENE THREE








P.M. at his club drinking and chatting with old pals. The scene is overlaid with commentary from the football match in the voice of the BBC’s senior commentator.




Commentator    Only seconds left now, surely. England happy just running the clock down. It hasn’t been pretty or particularly convincing but it’s been effective. There was a lot of nervousness tonight: supporters, team, management, even up here in the press box – a lot of tension with so much at stake, and a lot of doubt. Any moment now those players out there can start dreaming about taking their place on football’s biggest stage. And there is the final whistle. Jubilation from the English fans over to my right. Jeers and whistles from the Turkish crowd. There are some missiles being thrown already and the riot police are making their way on to the pitch to escort the players off and keep the fans in their own sections. A tense atmosphere here, the Turkish manager and coaching staff surrounding the referee and berating the officials, plenty of hand gestures, they’ll feel hard done by with some of the decisions tonight, especially the penalty, and also the sending off which turned the whole course of the game. Some ugly scenes here. But it’s finished Turkey nil, England one, and England are going to the World Cup. Back to you in the studio.




The sound of the angry crowd carries on in the background, with the strains of ‘En-ger-land, En-ger-land, En-ger-land’ somewhere within it.







 A waiter whispers the result in P.M.’s ear. P.M. nods approvingly.





P.M.    Waiter. Champagne all round.





















SCENE FOUR








A small side-street bar in Istanbul. Enter Smith, Soli and McGill. An older Turkish man and his daughter, Briseis, are working behind the bar.




Smith    In here. This will do.


Soli    They’re expecting you at the embassy. There are several Turkish diplomats attending and two ministers. It’s a good photo opportunity.


Smith    Just a quick one.


Soli    The ambassador’s wife has cooked a whole salmon.


Smith    How do you know these things?


McGill    That was ace. That was so ace, man. Cheers, man.


Soli    Could I have the jacket and tie back now, please?


Smith    Well, I couldn’t leave you standing outside the ground, could I?


McGill    £500 for a ticket? Those touts were having a laugh. Too rich for my blood. How did you recognise me?


Smith    You were voted Cumbria’s Ugliest Man six years on the trot. No one can forget a face like that.


McGill    Salt of the earth this feller. In a box with the VIPs as well – wait till I tell the lads at home. Who did you say I was? 


Smith    Junior Minister for Fisheries and Agriculture. Paul Halibut. I’m not sure they believed me.


McGill    Seriously, man, really appreciate it. And it’s great to see you. Surprised you even remember me, now that you’ve moved up in the world.


Smith    You know what they say. All our futures are behind us.


McGill    Nah, don’t get it.


Smith    No, I don’t think I do either, just read it on a subway wall.


McGill    Oh aye. When was the last time you were in a subway?


Smith    Let’s have a drink before I get dragged off to this soirée.


McGill    The ambassador’s drinks reception, eh? Ferrero Rocher on cocktail sticks. How the other half live.




A rowdy group of England supporters enter the bar, including Fenton. They are swathed in flags and Fenton’s face is painted with the flag of St George. Singing the theme tune to The Great Escape they do a conga round the bar, then sit down. One of them drapes a scarf around Smith’s neck.





Fenton    (to Briseis) One bottle of your strongest poison and five little glasses, sweetheart.




Briseis looks to her father, who nods his permission. Fenton leaves a pile of screwed-up bank notes on the bar.





You do the maths and bring me the change, yeah? Funny fucking money.


Soli    (to Smith) We should probably go. 


McGill    My round. It’s the least I can do.


Soli    Not for me.


Smith    How are you getting home?


McGill    Kip in the airport then fly back first thing. Don’t suppose you’ve a spare seat on your private jet.




The football fans start singing.





England Fans    (singing, to the tune of ‘Go West’) One nil, to the En-ger-land, one nil, to the En-ger-land, one-nil, to the En-ger-land, one nil, to the En-ger-land.


Soli    The car’s on its way.


Fenton    (in the direction of the bar) We’ll have another bottle.


Barkeeper    We are closed.


Fenton    You’re what? What are you?


Barkeeper    We are closed.


Fenton    Well, it don’t matter none, cos we’re still open over here.




He produces a bottle of vodka from his jacket pocket and pours a round of shots.





Smith    I’ll just have a quiet word.


Soli    I don’t think so, sir.


McGill    I’m with him. You know what they say round our way.


Smith    What do they say?


McGill    Never stick your cock in a beehive.


Smith    I’ve never heard anyone say that. 


McGill    That’s because you’re out of touch, man. Haven’t got your ear to the ground.




The Barkeeper goes over to the group.





Barkeeper    Not allowed. We are closed now, you leave.


Fenton    Well. that’s not very charming is it, not very charming at all. Bad loser I reckon.


Barkeeper    Own drink not allowed.


England Fans    (singing) No surrender, no surrender, no surrender to the Al-Qaeda. No surrender, no surrender, no surrender to the Al-Qaeda.


Barkeeper    You go now, please. We are closed.




One of the group takes the Barkeeper’s hat and starts throwing it around. The Barkeeper tries to get it back.





England Fans    (singing)




Oh I’d rather be a Paki than a Turk.


Yes I’d rather be a Paki than a Turk.


Oh I’d rather be a Paki


Or a Nip in Nagasaki


Oh I’d rather be a Paki than a Turk.
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