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Note on Text





      (…) signifies a pause for thought/words.




      (–) signifies interruption or change of thought.




      (/) signifies overlapping dialogue.
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ACT ONE





      

        
Scene One





        Spring, 1964.




        A low sun. Some woodland on the fringe of a private property belonging to the Pennington family.




        YOUNG SAMUEL PENNINGTON and YOUNG GILES PENNINGTON are dressed in a somewhat peculiar fashion for teenage boys – YOUNG SAMUEL wears a dress shirt, a cravat, a blazer, trousers and has a bandage around his head; YOUNG GILES wears trousers, a shirt and a cardigan. They have fashioned a kind of rudimentary base – stools, a table, assorted bric-a-brac, several school exercise books and a wooden box.




        They are engaged in a scene of heightened drama. YOUNG SAMUEL is sitting in a chair and is turned slightly away from YOUNG GILES – who approaches cautiously. YOUNG SAMUEL holds a plastic cup filled with water.




        YOUNG GILES. ‘Doctor – some very strange things are happening. I feel we’re in a very dangerous position; this is no time for personal quarrels.’




        YOUNG SAMUEL. ‘Meaning?’




        YOUNG GILES. ‘I think you should go and apologise to Barbara at once.’




        YOUNG SAMUEL. ‘I’m afraid we have no time for codes and manners. And I certainly don’t underestimate the dangers if they exist. But I must have time to think. I must think.




        He rises from the chair, and walks away from his brother.




        Rash action is worse than no action at all. Hmmm?’




        YOUNG GILES. ‘I don’t see anything rash in apologising to Barbara!




        He moves to where his brother is standing.




        Frankly, Doctor, I find it / hard to keep pace with you.’




        YOUNG SAMUEL (breaking character). No!




        YOUNG GILES. What… what / is it?




        YOUNG SAMUEL. You did it wrong again.




        YOUNG GILES. Did I?




        YOUNG GILES brings out a piece of paper from his pocket – and looks at it.




        YOUNG SAMUEL. Yes. Exactly the same as last time. It needs to be like this: (Adopting slightly different voice.) ‘Frankly, Doctor, I find it hard to keep pace with you.’ Do it like that. Like I just did it.




        YOUNG GILES. Does it really matter that much?




        YOUNG SAMUEL. Yes. Yes it does; it matters very much indeed.




        YOUNG GILES. Why though?




        YOUNG SAMUEL. Because it’s not the same otherwise.




        YOUNG GILES. But why does it have to be exactly the same?




        YOUNG SAMUEL. Because otherwise it’s not the real Doctor Who.




        YOUNG GILES. All right then. Sorry. I’ll try and…




        Once again YOUNG GILES and YOUNG SAMUEL return to the positions they started in. YOUNG GILES takes a deep breath, and begins the scene again; from Doctor Who: The Edge of Destruction (original transmission date 8th February 1964).




        ‘Doctor – some very strange things are happening. I feel we’re in a very dangerous position; this is no time for personal quarrels.’




        YOUNG SAMUEL. ‘Meaning?’




        YOUNG GILES. ‘I think you should go and apologise to Barbara at once.’




        YOUNG SAMUEL. ‘I’m afraid we have no time for codes and manners. And I certainly don’t underestimate the dangers if they exist. But I must have time to think. I must think. Rash action is worse than no action at all. Hmmm?’




        Short pause.




        YOUNG GILES. Sorry, I can’t remember what comes –




        YOUNG SAMUEL. Aaarrrgghhh! No, no, no, no, no!




        YOUNG GILES removes the piece of paper from his pocket again, unfolding it and studying it keenly. YOUNG SAMUEL is visibly agitated.




        YOUNG GILES. I just… I forgot what I’m supposed to say next.




        YOUNG SAMUEL. You say: ‘I don’t see anything rash in apologising to Barbara. / Frankly, Doctor, I find it hard to keep pace with you.’ Like that. Yes.




        YOUNG GILES (reading). ‘Frankly, Doctor, I find it hard to keep pace with you.’ (With genuine sorrow.) Sorry. It’s not as easy for me to remember as it is for you.




        YOUNG SAMUEL. It is easy.




        YOUNG GILES. For you, Samuel. It’s easy for you. For me it’s quite hard.




        YOUNG SAMUEL. No – it’s easy.




        YOUNG GILES. I am trying to get it right, Samuel. I promise.




        YOUNG SAMUEL. But you keep getting it wrong.




        YOUNG GILES. I know, I know, but can’t you just… can’t you just be nice about it? Please. Be kind. I’m being kind. I don’t have to play Doctor Who with you, you know? You’re the one who wanted to play Doctor Who, not me.




        YOUNG SAMUEL. Play on my own then.




        YOUNG GILES. Oh, don’t –




        YOUNG SAMUEL. I can do it better on my own.




        YOUNG SAMUEL takes the piece of paper from YOUNG GILES and puts it into one of the exercise books before putting the book into the wooden box.




        YOUNG GILES. Samuel. I wasn’t saying that I don’t want to play any more.




        YOUNG SAMUEL wanders back to his starting point and begins to re-enact the scene – but this time playing both parts. YOUNG GILES speaks intermittently across the scene – but YOUNG SAMUEL does not react; he is in his own impregnable bubble.




        YOUNG SAMUEL. ‘Doctor – some very strange things are happening. I feel we’re in a very dangerous position; this is no time for personal quarrels.’ ‘Meaning?’ ‘I think you should go and apologise to Barbara at once.’ ‘I’m afraid we have no time for codes and manners. And I certainly don’t underestimate the dangers if they exist. But I must have time to think. I must think. Rash action is worse than no action at all. Hmmm?’ ‘I don’t see anything rash in apologising to Barbara! Frankly, Doctor, I find it hard to keep pace with you.’ ‘You mean to keep one jump ahead – that you will never be. You need my knowledge and ability to apply it, and then you need my experience to gain the fullest results.’ ‘Results? For good or for evil?’ ‘One man’s law is another man’s crime. Sleep on it, Chesterton. Sleep on it.’




        YOUNG GILES. I do want to play, Samuel. But it’s not very nice for you to keep telling me off – and do you know what, it’s actually not very fair either. It’s really not my fault that I’m not as good at remembering things as you. I think that’s very mean of you if I’m being honest. Because I try my best to help you with the things that you aren’t very good at, and here you are just telling me off because you’re better at remembering things, and that’s really not very fair, if you ask me. But if you really don’t want me to play then you should say. But I think you do. So you should say that. If that’s right. You should say that you want me to play with you if that’s right. Because if you don’t then I can always just go away. I can just leave you on your own if you prefer. If that’s what you want then I’ll just go away.




        Short pause. YOUNG SAMUEL resurfaces from his bubble.




        YOUNG SAMUEL. That was perfect. Did you see it? Giles? Did you see it?




        Blackout.


      




      

        
Scene Two





        Set: the drawing room of a resolutely conservative country house – very-late-twentieth-century Country Life magazine – belonging to William and Olivia Pennington. There is a clear preference for traditional rustic tastes over modern stylings, and various pieces of antique furniture – mostly Georgian – which lend the room a warm but formal atmosphere.




        The doorway (double doors) upstage-right leads to and from the hallway – and the partially visible front door. There is another doorway upstage-left that leads to the conservatory – which connects to the kitchen – and outside into the garden. A third doorway downstage-left leads to the guest wing of the house. There is also a fireplace (upstage-centre), and the ceiling is relatively high – which is a feature of the house in general.




        There are three large settees, and several armchairs of varying size; a large shin-level coffee table is positioned in the middle of the three settees. A grandfather clock looms tall in the corner by the upstage-right doorway; an antique piano that is partially hidden by an ornate shawl in the corner upstage-left. Various artworks – including several family portraits – adorn the walls. A television, positioned in the downstage-left corner of the room, various photo frames, and several magazines are the only modern signatures. The room is carpeted (neutral single colour – possibly cream or beige), but there are several large antique rugs underneath the larger furniture pieces.




        Friday, 28th March 1997. Mid-morning.




        GILES PENNINGTON and SAMUEL PENNINGTON are standing beside the table; on top of the table is a large cake depicting a detailed representation of a country house. There is a large cardboard box to the side of the cake.




        SAMUEL. It’s my best cake ever.




        GILES. I agree.




        SAMUEL. It’s even better than my Apollo 11 Command Module one.




        GILES. That’s…




        SAMUEL. The side hatch wasn’t right.




        GILES (trying to be supportive). I don’t know…




        SAMUEL. The handle was too big. But this cake is pretty much perfect.




        Beat.




        GILES. Now, you remember that we’ve already taken lots of photos of it, don’t you?




        SAMUEL. Of what?




        GILES. Of the cake. Of this cake.




        SAMUEL. Photos of the cake. Yes.




        GILES. And I’ve already taken them to be developed, and we’ll pick them up after the weekend.




        SAMUEL. After the weekend. Yes.




        GILES. And you know that William is going to cut the cake, all right? And people are going to eat the cake.




        SAMUEL. Yes. That’s why I made it. For William. For his birthday. Yes.




        GILES. But we took the photos, so it’s all right.




        SAMUEL. Yes, it’s all right.




        GILES. And I tell you what; I think it’d be really great if you could be there when William cuts the cake. Don’t you?




        SAMUEL. Yes. Blow out the candles. Cut the cake. Yes.




        GILES. Sing ‘Happy Birthday’.




        SAMUEL. Yes. Sing the song. Three cheers.




        GILES. Hip hip…




        SAMUEL. Hooray.




        GILES. That’s the stuff.




        SAMUEL. Yes. That’s the stuff.




        Beat.




        GILES. So you won’t try and stop him?




        SAMUEL. No.




        GILES. I’m talking about William cutting the cake.




        SAMUEL. Yes.




        GILES. So you won’t try and stop William cutting the cake?




        SAMUEL. No.




        GILES. Are you sure about that?




        SAMUEL. …




        GILES. Maybe we should take some Polaroids as well. Just in case.




        SAMUEL points at the cake.




        SAMUEL. We’re in there.




        GILES. That’s right.




        SAMUEL. In the drawing room.




        GILES. Oh yes!




        SAMUEL. Right there.




        GILES. Yes. We’re in the cake.




        SAMUEL. We’re not in the cake.




        GILES. No.




        SAMUEL. We’re in the house.




        OLIVIA PENNINGTON enters from the hallway; she has a sense of Home Counties style and presentation that is deeply considered and that belies her relatively advanced age. She is wearing a pair of marigold gloves and is carrying a cloth in one hand.




        OLIVIA. Giles?




        GILES suddenly lurches into action – and quickly, yet carefully, covers the cake with a box.




        I thought I heard a car.




        GILES. William’s not…




        GILES points out to the hallway animatedly.




        OLIVIA. William’s not what?




        GILES. Not… he’s not about, is he?




        OLIVIA. He’s having a lie-down.




        GILES. Ah. Okay. Nothing to –




        OLIVIA. He’s just having a snooze.




        GILES. Great. Perfect. Because we’ve brought the cake around, and we really want it to be a surprise.




        OLIVIA. Can I see it?




        GILES (to SAMUEL). Can Olivia see the cake?




        SAMUEL lifts the box – revealing the cake.




        OLIVIA. Oh Samuel! Aren’t you clever?




        SAMUEL. It’s the house.




        OLIVIA. Yes. I can see it’s the house.




        SAMUEL. It has to stay in the box; it can’t go in the big fridge.




        OLIVIA. Right.




        SAMUEL. It needs to rest at sixty-four degrees Fahrenheit.




        OLIVIA. Shall we put it in the pantry?




        OLIVIA removes her marigolds and puts them – and the cloth – on the coffee table.




        SAMUEL. Sixty-four degrees Fahrenheit.




        OLIVIA (dismissively). Yes.




        OLIVIA goes to pick up the cake – but stops a little short.




        I actually think it might be a bit heavy for me. Giles?




        GILES immediately intervenes, picks up the cake and carries it into the pantry via the hallway. OLIVIA opens the door for him as he goes.




        How long did it take you to make?




        SAMUEL. To make what?




        OLIVIA. The cake.




        SAMUEL. The whole of yesterday.




        OLIVIA. Who was it that helped you this time?




        SAMUEL. Janet helped.




        Beat.




        OLIVIA. Can I see your hands, please?




        SAMUEL. I already showed Giles my hands.




        OLIVIA. Well, I want to see them too, please.




        SAMUEL shows OLIVIA his hands.




        SAMUEL. Janet made sure I was wearing the gloves when opening and shutting the oven. I was very careful throughout.




        OLIVIA gives SAMUEL a little kiss on his hands – but he doesn’t like her doing so.




        OLIVIA. Good boy.




        GILES returns from the pantry.




        SAMUEL. I want to check that you’ve done it correctly.




        GILES. Wow. Thanks for the vote of confidence.




        SAMUEL passes GILES and heads to the pantry via the hallway.




        So… how is William?




        OLIVIA. He’s the same.




        GILES. Right. The same as what though?




        OLIVIA. The same as he’s been for a while.




        GILES. Okay. But what exactly does that mean?




        OLIVIA. Oh, I don’t know, Giles. I’m not the absolute authority on your father, you know.




        GILES. Please don’t get all – I have to ask you these things because… well I’m hardly going to get an accurate honest appraisal out of William, am I? So I need you to tell me if there’s anything new otherwise…




        OLIVIA. He’s fine. He’s fine. He doesn’t always remember everything, but then who does?




        GILES. Has he been taking his medication?




        OLIVIA. Of course.




        GILES (pointedly). And he’s drinking less.




        OLIVIA. He’s drinking less.




        GILES. It’s important.




        OLIVIA. I know, Giles. I’ve already heard it in stereo from William’s doctors; I really don’t need to hear it from you as well.




        Beat.




        GILES. Right. And you? How are you feeling?




        OLIVIA. Oh yes; all shipshape here.




        SAMUEL returns from the pantry.




        GILES. Everything all right in there?




        SAMUEL. Yes.




        GILES. And the temperature?




        SAMUEL. The temperature is adequate. Yes.




        GILES. Right. Well that’s a relief. So… we should probably make a move I reckon; otherwise I won’t manage to get you back in time for Janet’s Easter Egg Hunt.




        SAMUEL. You said that you would get me back in time for Janet’s Easter Egg Hunt.




        GILES. Yes. And that’s why we have to leave right now.




        OLIVIA. Is it easier if I take him?




        GILES. No, no. I’ve got it all worked out. The Easter Egg Hunt starts in just over half an hour. So I can drop him off for that – then go get my lot and then be back over at the Lodge to pick Samuel up – and all the Easter eggs he’s going to find for me – so then I’ll drop everyone off here mid-afternoonish then head straight to the airport. Tight schedule but I’ve got it all under control – even reckon I’ve got a spare sixty seconds or so right now to go to the loo. Samuel? Do you need to go to the loo?




        SAMUEL. No. I need to go back to the Lodge for Janet’s Easter Egg Hunt.




        GILES. Yup. And we’ll go in one minute.




        SAMUEL. All of the Easter eggs that I find are for me.




        GILES. Absolutely.




        SAMUEL. You won’t be allowed to have any if they are mine, isn’t that right, Olivia?




        OLIVIA. Yes, it is, darling.




        SAMUEL. If you want some Easter eggs then you’ll need to find your own, Giles.




        GILES. Fair enough. I’ll meet you at the car in sixty seconds.




        GILES exits via the hallway to use the lavatory.




        OLIVIA. I think William is going to be completely thrilled with his cake.




        SAMUEL. Yes. He should be thrilled. Yes.




        OLIVIA. I think he’s going to absolutely love it.




        SAMUEL. Yes – he is going to absolutely love it. Yes.




        Beat.




        OLIVIA. It’s a very important weekend for William.




        SAMUEL. It’s his birthday, yes.




        OLIVIA. But also because Alice is coming home.




        SAMUEL. Yes. Alice is coming home.




        OLIVIA. And that makes it an extra-special weekend for William.




        SAMUEL. Extra-special, yes.




        OLIVIA. Because he hasn’t seen Alice for a very long time.




        SAMUEL. Yes. Because it’s his birthday.




        OLIVIA. And you haven’t seen Alice for a very long time either.




        SAMUEL. Alice. Not for a very long time. Yes.




        OLIVIA. But it’s a happy time. For everyone.




        SAMUEL. Yes. William’s birthday.




        OLIVIA. And because of Alice coming home.




        SAMUEL. For William’s birthday, yes.




        OLIVIA. And Alice is bringing Aurelia.




        SAMUEL. Aurelia. Yes.




        OLIVIA. Do you remember who Aurelia is?




        SAMUEL. Yes.




        OLIVIA. Who is Aurelia?




        SAMUEL. She’s Alice’s baby.




        OLIVIA. That’s right. She was a baby. But that was a long time ago.




        SAMUEL. I think that Giles has taken more than sixty seconds now.




        OLIVIA. Giles is fine.




        SAMUEL. I think I need to go now or I will be late for Janet’s Easter Egg Hunt.




        SAMUEL begins to exit.




        OLIVIA. Samuel.




        SAMUEL turns to look at OLIVIA.




        Whatever happens this weekend, I want you to know that we all love you very much.




        SAMUEL. Yes.




        And with that a flush sounds, and SAMUEL is gone.




        OLIVIA stands rooted to the spot – the weight of the world on her shoulders.




        The following dialogue can be heard from offstage:




        That was more than sixty seconds.




        GILES. You should be in the car then.




        SAMUEL. So should you.




        GILES. Well, I’m going to be in the car before you.




        SAMUEL. I’m not going to race.




        GILES. I just hope we make it in time.




        SAMUEL. Giles!




        GILES. I’m teasing you, I’m teasing you.




        SAMUEL. I don’t like it when you tease me.




        GILES. Sorry. I’m sorry. We’ll make it in time. I promise.




        Blackout.


      




      

        
Scene Three





        Good Friday, 28th March 1997. Early afternoon.




        The sudden jarring sound of a door knocker being firmly used.




        More knocking. Loud and forceful. And then a doorbell being impatiently rung. And then more of the door knocker.




        OLIVIA enters from the conservatory; she is wearing an apron.




        OLIVIA. I’m coming! I’m coming!




        OLIVIA strides through the drawing room to the front door, opening it to reveal SAMUEL – who is carrying a small rucksack, GILES, SOPHIE PENNINGTON, EMILY PENNINGTON and SIMON PENNINGTON. The following exchanges are played out against a sequence of greetings: kisses on cheeks all round.




        GILES. I told you someone was coming.




        SAMUEL. It’s Olivia! I guessed it would be William.




        OLIVIA. Have you got a kiss for me, Samuel?




        SAMUEL. I sat in the front seat.




        SAMUEL gives OLIVIA a kiss on the cheek.




        OLIVIA. Lucky you.




        SAMUEL. I got to choose the radio station.




        GILES. Where’s William?




        SAMUEL. Sophie said just pick one and stick with it.




        OLIVIA. Oh, he’s… somewhere.




        SAMUEL. Not to keep changing all the time.




        OLIVIA. Hello Sophie.




        SOPHIE. Hello Olivia; you look absolutely wonderful, by the way.




        OLIVIA (taken aback). I’m still wearing my apron. Well, do come in.




        SAMUEL walks in and sits straight down on the first chair in the drawing room and starts reading his book – Northern Lights by Philip Pullman.




        SOPHIE enters and stands awkwardly on her own.




        And who is this rather strapping young lad? He’s far too hairy to be a Pennington.




        SIMON. Hello Olivia.




        GILES. Want to help me with the bags?




        GILES exits; SIMON follows him. Their exchange continues as they disappear towards the car. OLIVIA and EMILY continue the conversation at the front door.




        

          

            	

              SIMON. Absolutely; don’t


              want you straining your


              back…


            



            	 



            	

              EMILY. Hello Olivia.




              OLIVIA. Oh, you look


              absolutely stunning.


            

          




          

            	

              GILES. You saying I’m old?


            



            	 



            	

              EMILY. As do you.


            

          


        




        SIMON. You’re quite old.




        SOPHIE, EMILY and OLIVIA are all now gathered in the main doorway to the drawing room.




        OLIVIA. Have you eaten?




        SOPHIE. We had a light lunch earlier so… Oh God, you haven’t planned anything, have you? Giles didn’t say anything / about…




        OLIVIA. No. Nothing planned. But there’s plenty of food in the house so just help yourself if you’re hungry.




        SOPHIE. Thank you.




        OLIVIA. Salad and cold cuts. Quiches. That sort of thing.




        WILLIAM PENNINGTON enters the drawing room from the conservatory; he is a well-preserved gentleman of very nearly seventy-five years of age. He is dressed very smartly even though he has no intention of leaving the house today. He stares at SAMUEL; his arrival is noticed by the three women.




        SOPHIE. Oh. There you are, William! I know Giles said we’d be here by…




        WILLIAM. Sorry, but I… I don’t feel very well all of a sudden.




        OLIVIA. William…




        WILLIAM. It’s not – I think I just need some air. Excuse me.




        There is an awkward moment. OLIVIA does not know how to proceed. Everyone plays statues as WILLIAM turns and begins to exit towards the conservatory. Suddenly GILES and SIMON return from the car with the bags.




        GILES (seeing WILLIAM). Ah, now I know it may look like we’ve packed a little bit heavy but that’s because your birthday presents make up half of our luggage.




        WILLIAM (abruptly). Didn’t you hear what I just said? I said I need some air.




        WILLIAM continues on his way out towards the conservatory.




        GILES. Oh. No. Sorry. I was outside getting the bags so I didn’t…




        As GILES is talking, WILLIAM exits. The atmosphere is uncomfortable – for everyone other than SAMUEL, who has not even looked up from his book.




        What’s going on?




        OLIVIA. Nothing. He’s fine. He’s just… Just let him be for now.




        GILES. Of course.




        OLIVIA. You’re all in your usual rooms.




        GILES (half-distracted by WILLIAM). Great. So we’ll… get these bags out the way then.




        SIMON and GILES take some of the bags off upstairs.




        SAMUEL has reached the end of a chapter in his book. He looks up at the women.




        SAMUEL. I think now would be a good time to show you all my Easter eggs. I want to show you before I start eating them, and I want to start eating them now.




        EMILY. I’m going to head to my room.




        OLIVIA. Don’t you want to see Samuel’s Easter eggs?




        EMILY. He already showed them to me in the car.




        EMILY exits upstairs as SAMUEL unzips his bag and removes a small plastic bag of foil-wrapped chocolate eggs.




        SAMUEL. I’ve decided I’m going to eat them in the order in which I found them. (Counts out the eggs in a line on the floor.) I remembered the order I found them in. Red. Pink. Red. Blue. Gold. Gold. Green. Pink. Blue. Gold. Blue. Red.
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