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         Diana Stuckley 

Lady of the Manor

         Pete Stuckley 

her husband

         Isis Stuckley 

their daughter, twenty

         Reverend Dominic Fiske

         Judith Ripley

a nurse

         Dora Ripley 

her daughter, eighteen

         Ted Farrier 

an extremist

         Anton St Hilaire 

his aide

         Ruth Getz 

Ted’s fiancée, an academic

         Perry Gould 

currently unemployed

         Setting

         A manor house near the British coast. Present day.
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3
               Act One

            

         

         
            
               SCENE ONE

            

         

         Late afternoon. Light sinking. Rain hammering.

         A partial rendering of a manor house in a sodden British landscape.

         Great Hall: staircase, stone fireplace, hint of diamond leaded windows. Shabby detritus of generations; rifles, guitars on stands. A couple of manky stuffed animal heads, one with party string still hanging from it. At the top of the staircase, two photographs: Diana in her modelling days, Pete with his band, Capital.

         Another area hints at a kitchen: old-fashioned stove, big table, couple of exploding armchairs. No door between the two areas.

         Isis Stuckley is at the kitchen table, working. Laptop, pile of bills. The strain, in her sensitive eyes, of being the only adult in the house.

         Her father, Pete Stuckley, is in the Great Hall, cleaning a pair of rifles. Semi-dancing to the music on his headphones. His background is working class. He sings an occasional line and starts using one of the rifles as a guitar.

         Diana Stuckley comes down the stairs. Still traces of the ‘It girl’ she once was. She is carrying a bucket. She takes it to the front door, tips it out and puts it under a dripping leak.

         
            Diana   Pete

            
               Diana moves into his line of vision.

            

            Pete

            
               Pete removes a headphone. 4

            

            I’ve used all the buckets and big pans

            There’s leaks in almost every room.

            I need you to help me

            Pete   With what?

            Diana   The flood’s right up to the edge of Schott’s field

            We need to get out there and protect the wedding barn

            Pete   I’m busy

            Diana   With what?

            Pete   Art

            Diana   Oh come on

            Pete   (turning back to his gun) My object’s the gun of Empire. Lee-Enfield; standard First World War issue. Your great-grandad probably shot deserters through the throat with these

            Diana   The barn might flood. Will you please help me?

            Pete   What for?

            Diana   We haven’t paid the insurance

            Pete   We can’t stop this. It’s biblical

            Diana   Useless relic. And I don’t mean the gun

            
               Diana goes into the kitchen. Pete sets up a camera on a tripod.

            

            He won’t help

            Isis   He’s trying to create and it’s hard

            Diana   Everything’s hard when you’re bone idle

            Isis   He’s depressed

            Diana   He’s lazy

            Isis   He was in here making tea and he said that any response to these weather events is futile. He said it was like 5a man trying to shoot a cloud to get it to stop raining. And I said ‘That’s good, Dad, that’s a profound image.’ So he’s going to go outside and film himself shooting at the sky, until the camera itself is destroyed by rain

            Diana   I’m quite stunned by how pointless that is

            Isis   It’s supposed to be pointless, that’s the point

            Diana   We need to get out there and sandbag the wedding barn

            Isis   With what?

            Diana   Sandbags

            Isis   We haven’t got sandbags

            Diana   There should be people out there, delivering sandbags in trucks

            We should’ve foreseen; we should have sandbags

            Why haven’t we got sandbags?

            Isis   Are you blaming me for not ordering sandbags?

            
               Diana manages to stop herself from saying yes.

            

            The water’s never come up that far, not in any flood. I know the river’s burst its banks but I think the sea-wall would have to breach

            Diana   It’s pouring into those fields

            Isis   The barn’s higher

            Diana   Is it?

            Isis   Yes

            Diana   Am I over-worrying?

            Isis   I hope so

            Diana   This weather’s making me feel nuts. I feel completely mad. Sorry 6

            Isis   Shall I make some tea?

            Diana   Thank you

            
               Isis puts the kettle on.

            

            Everything’s stirred up

            I put a bucket in the yellow room

            And I heard the tapping

            So quietly, like a little hello

            Isis   Did you provoke it?

            Diana   No

            Yes

            Isis   I wish you’d leave it alone

            Diana   It’s in there, brewing

            Making mottled patches on the wallpaper

            They’re growing, like fungal thrush

            All that cloud pressing down, this weird gloom –

            No wonder it’s woken

            
               Diana taps on a surface.

            

            Isis   Can you not do that please?

            Diana   You shouldn’t be scared of it

            Isis   I’m not

            
               Pete has finished setting up his camera.

            

            Diana   Days and days of rain

            The damp is in my teeth

            Saturated ground, this overwhelming sky

            Isis   The teapot’s full of magic mushrooms

            Diana   Oh. Oh God

            Isis   He’s in there playing with guns

            
               They go to the door. Pete is preparing one of the rifles. 7

            

            Diana   We’re not going to panic. We won’t panic

            Isis   What shall we do?

            Diana   I think we should let him flare up and go under

            Isis   What if it gets like last time?

            
               Diana draws Isis away from the door.

            

            Diana   There’s nothing he can do without bullets and after the Jehovah’s Witness incident I’ve got them hidden where he’ll never look

            Isis   Where?

            Diana   In a tampon box

            
               Pete puts a tampon box on the table.

            

            Isis   What if he turns? He might turn

            Diana   Last time he only turned because of that God-awful home-made Calvados. I tipped the whole lot away. There’s not a single bottle left

            
               Pete swigs from a bottle of home-made Calvados. He loads a rifle.

            

            Isis   What if he hurts himself?

            What if shooting at the clouds is just a ploy?

            What if he actually wants to die?

            
               Diana is genuinely troubled by this thought.

            

            Diana   Pete would never do that.

            Besides, have you seen what he’s wearing. He’d never choose to meet Death in that. There was a time when I’d have been in there with him, dancing like a banshee. I’d have ripped off his shirt and licked his chest

            Isis   Can you not?

            Diana   When he’s peaked we’ll put him to bed.

            How are the accounts? 8

            Isis   We need to deal with him, Mum

            Diana   No, come on, the Chandhras’ wedding must have made a difference. And the Birnbaums’. If we had one of those every weekend we’d be flying

            Isis   We’re not flying. It’s wrong that we’re scared to go in there

            Diana   That wedding barn is going to save us. We can start looking to the future

            Isis   We’ve only got four bookings for the spring. We need to have a wedding every fortnight or we can’t repay the loan. The Chandhras only gave us three stars

            Diana   That’s his fault; it’s his fault

            He’s sabotaging all our efforts

            He walks in and thinks the young people have heard of him

            He drinks their champagne and tries to sing his hit

            Isis   It’s not just him. You’re snobby and unwelcoming and people can tell

            
               Pete fires his gun at a china fireside dog. He misses.

            

            Pete   Bastard Porcelain Shit

            Diana   No

            
               Diana and Isis recover.

            

            Isis   I’m going to phone someone. We need help

            Diana   Who would come?

            Pete   I’m going to finish you, you little sods

            Isis   Get him upstairs

            I’ll make him some food

            Diana   Bastard

            Isis   Don’t provoke him 9

            Pete   You should be fucking landfill

            
               Pete fires the rifle. Misses. Diana goes into the Great Hall.

            

            Diana   What are you doing?

            Pete   The scope’s off, but it fires like a dream. Bolt-action beauty

            
               He fires at another ornament. It explodes.

            

            Yes, Yes

            Diana   That’s my Pongo

            
               Isis is trying to make a call. She has no signal. She multitasks by making an emergency sandwich.

            

            Pete   Ugly objects with no use or meaning.

            I was going to go outside and fire up into the sky

            Give it to the jet stream, to the unfolding chaos –

            But that chaos started here, in rooms like this

            Diana   What are you talking about?

            Pete   Centuries of Empire, military capitalism

            Diana   Oh don’t

            Pete   The industrial subjugation of the world

            War, slavery, the dance of an elite –

            Diana   Leave my stuff alone, you bullshit prick

            Pete   It all connects. We’re at the heart of a system that’s destroyed the very air

            Diana   Give me back my gun

            Pete   Our gun

            Until we divorce

            Then I’m going to rip your manor house apart

            Diana   No you fucking won’t

            
               Diana grabs the gun. They struggle for it. 10

            

            You’ve fed on me

            Pete   You fed on me

            You took my flame and tried to warm your freezing heart

            
               Isis enters.

            

            Diana   You took my youth –

            Pete   Your heart, made from the stone of your manor –

            Isis   Mum

            Diana   You preening one-hit wonder

            Isis   Dad

            Pete   Everything in here should be destroyed

            Isis   I made a sandwich

            
               The adults notice her. Pete lets go of the gun.

            

            Pete   Isis

            Isis   Everything’s okay, Dad. There’s some food here

            Pete   What are you doing, looking like that?

            Isis   Like what?

            Pete   It can’t be you

            Isis   What’s wrong with me?

            Pete   You break my heart

            Isis   Why?

            Pete   Look at you

            We should never have had you

            Diana   Oh God

            Pete   The world’s heyday is over

            You’ve been born too late

            Isis   Sit down and eat 11

            Pete   I’ve lived so carelessly

            I’ve been a heedless prince, an oblivious flâneur

            And here we are at the End of Days

            Isis   Eat this

            Pete   I haven’t helped you, haven’t told you, haven’t given you the tools

            The world’s about to be consumed by the system that we live in

            Isis   Yes

            Pete   You know that to be true

            We’re past the point of no return

            Isis   I know

            Pete   We’ve unleashed the desert and the storm

            Our greed will kill us all

            Diana   Tripe

            Pete   Tripe, is it?

            Is it tripe, Diana?

            Isis   Please eat some of this

            
               Pete sits with Isis and the sandwich.

            

            Pete   Your grandad was a socialist

            Isis   I know

            Pete   Union man through and through

            He saw all humans equal

            Except toffs. He thought they were scum

            
               Diana angrily rolls her eyes.

            

            It was clear in those days

            It used to seem so clear

            There was us

            And scum 12

            Isis   Explain when you’ve eaten

            Pete   My grandad fought in the Spanish Civil War,

            He used a gun like that to fight fascists

            He fought and he lost

            But his fight had meaning.

            I sold myself

            I’ve been intoxicated and seduced

            I’m a traitor to my kind

            And what does that make you?

            You’ve not stood a chance

            No wonder you’ve come out wrong

            Isis   Don’t

            Pete   You’re a beautiful miscreant, Isis

            
               Isis puts the sandwich down.

            

            Isis   You’re such a mess. I hate you

            
               Isis goes into the kitchen. Pete looks to Diana.

            

            Pete   It’s pointless going on

            Diana   Come upstairs

            Pete   We should end this horror

            Diana   There’s a lovely bed. You can lie down

            Pete   I’ve got business with that sturdy rifle

            Diana   Let’s do something else

            Pete   All of our finest achievements have been in the service of death.

            Death’s our muse, our inspiration. We worship death

            Death – we worship you

            
               Lightning. The lights go out.

            

            Diana   Damn

            Pete   I did that 13

            Diana   It’s a power cut

            Pete   No it isn’t

            I worshipped death and the lights went out

            
               Diana lights a candle. A long rumble of thunder.

            

            I made it dark

            Death is bequeathing me power

            I’m its votary, at the crux of the storm

            And my primal force put the lights out

            Diana   Come and look at this, Pete

            Pete   Why?

            Diana   I want you to see something

            
               Diana draws him up the staircase, holding a candle.

            

            Pete   You slink around my ankles like a cat

            You play with me, all soft and slinky.

            You’re getting your claws ready, aren’t you

            Diana   Look

            
               She brings him to the framed posters of their youth. Pete stares, dismayed. A low tapping sound can be heard intermittently.

            

            We were quite the couple, weren’t we?

            Pete   Why are you showing me this? Those people are dead

            Diana   No, no, we’re still here

            Come and rest

            We were always on the same side

            Pete   Which side is that?

            Diana   We were both rebels

            Pete   You don’t know the meaning of the word

            Diana   Come and lie down 14

            Pete   Lie down and die?

            Diana   Just get some fucking sleep

            Pete   You’re going to put me in that yellow room

            Diana   I’m trying really hard

            Pete   You’re a fucking spider and this is your lair

            Diana   Don’t turn on me, Pete

            Pete   You’re a slow killer

            You stupefy your prey

            Diana   I’m just trying, really gently –

            Pete   To pounce

            
               He grabs Diana tightly by the wrist.

            

            Diana   Let me go

            Pete   You and this house; you’re not benign. You’re eating me alive

            Diana   You’re hurting me – Let go

            Pete   You’ve been sucking my sap for twenty years

            Diana   Isis is scared of you and so am I

            Pete   You’ve got me like a stuffed head on your fucking wall

            Diana   You’re full of shit

            Pete   You’d cheer if I was dead

            
               Diana burns Pete’s throat with the candle, to make him let go. He cries out – knocking the candle out of her hand. They glare at each other. Diana pushes Pete as hard as she can.

               Pete falls all the way down and lies, inert.

               The low, intermittent tapping stops. Diana comes down, consumed with fear. 15

               Halfway down the stairs she stops. An upstairs door slams. A presence passes her. She clutches her arm, as if she has felt it. She is afraid.

            

            Diana   Pete. Get up

            
               She touches him. The rain intensifies.

            

            Come on, Pete. Let’s stop this

            
               Panic grips her.

            

            (Shouts.) Isis – Isis –

            
               Isis is stuffing her face with bread. She spits it into the bin and enters. She sees.

            

            Isis   What happened?

            Diana   He fell

            
               Isis goes to Pete. She examines him with the light from her mobile phone.

            

            Isis   Dad

            Diana   He was hurting me

            Isis   What were you doing?

            Diana   Just trying to contain him. He was gripping me –

            Isis   Did you push him?

            Diana   No – no – he hurt me

            Isis   He’s burnt

            Diana   I put the candle against his neck to make him let go

            He stepped back

            And there was nothing there

            
               Diana puts her hand out for Isis’s phone.

            

            We need help

            Isis   There’s no signal 16

            
               Isis listens to his chest.

            

            He’s dead

            Diana   He’s not dead

            Isis   He’s not fucking breathing, Mum

            
               Diana takes his pulse.

            

            Diana   He’s dead

            
               Isis goes for the landline.

            

            I didn’t push him

            You have to believe me

            Say you believe me

            Isis   There’s nothing

            There’s no one

            
               The rain hammers down.

            

         

         
            
               SCENE TWO

            

         

         Later. Relentless rain. Candles, rusty oil lamps. The Great Hall is lit; the kitchen in darkness. Isis is opening the door to Dominic Fiske, the vicar, in Lycra, Gore-tex and dog collar.

         
            Fiske   Hello, Stuckleys. Very glad you’re in

            Diana   Dominic, come by the fire

            Fiske   River’s come right through the kitchen. I’m awash

            
               Judith Ripley and her daughter Dora enter, clutching wet bags.

            

            Diana   Oh, that’s awful

            Ripley   (to Isis) Hi

            Isis   Hi 17

            Fiske   Brought some fellow refugees

            These are the Ripleys

            Ripley   Hello

            Fiske   Judith took the stables at Pear Tree Cottage

            Ripley   For a long weekend

            Fiske   Same thing there, I’m afraid

            Ripley   Within half an hour it was up to our shins. This is my daughter, Isadora

            Fiske   Diana and Isis

            
               A handshake Diana barely meets.

            

            Ripley   Everyone just calls me Ripley. So sorry to impose on you

            Isis   Shall I take your wet things?

            Fiske   We met trying to get our cars out. Had quite an adventure. The bridge is washed away

            Isis   Oh my God

            Ripley   The river’s massive; it was so frightening

            Fiske   So we turned around and tried the coast road; treacherous

            Diana   Is the sea-wall holding?

            Fiske   The tide’s freakishly high. The waves are crashing over the top, like huge things. (He is giving an impression of their size.) We came back

            Ripley   Down on the lane it was above our knees

            Diana   No

            Ripley   We didn’t know where else to come

            Dora   We could have stayed in Balham 18

            Ripley   Can we not do this?

            Dora   I’m wet to my actual knickers and I nearly fucking died

            Ripley   I had hold of you

            Dora   All the other cottages were empty because they had Wi-Fi. They could see what was coming

            Ripley   I banned her phone and she’s angry

            Dora   I’m not angry, this is PTSD – and you didn’t ban my phone; I’m not ten. You booked a place in the middle of nowhere with no Wi-Fi

            Ripley   I thought it would be nice to be off our phones, just for a day

            Diana   Maybe I’ll get some towels

            
               Diana takes a candelabra and goes into the kitchen, where Pete’s body is laid out, under a sheet on the table. She takes some towels from a pile of clean laundry. She pauses, looking at the corpse.

            

            Fiske   The Lord’s decided to stir us all up

            Isis   It’s not the Lord, is it. It’s the Earth, trying to throw us off her back

            Fiske   Well you see, when you characterise the Earth like that, don’t you think it’s just the same as saying God?

            Isis   If God exists, he’s sending this weather cos he hates us

            Fiske   Isis

            Isis   You need to come

            
               Isis pulls Fiske into the kitchen.

            

            Dora   This is so shit

            
               Dora cries. Ripley pulls her into her arms.  19

            

            Ripley   It’s all right. I was scared too

            
               In the kitchen, Fiske is looking at the shrouded corpse.

            

            Fiske   Pete

            Ripley   I’m so sorry

            Diana   He was high as a kite. He fell downstairs. We couldn’t call anyone

            Dora   I lost my coursework

            Ripley   But we’re fine

            Dora   My bag with all my work

            Ripley   We’re somewhere safe. Everything’ll be okay

            Fiske   I’m so sorry

            Ripley   It’s just the shock

            Dora   That fucking water

            Ripley   Try to calm the swearing, in front of them

            Dora   ‘Everyone calls me Ripley’?

            Ripley   I’m just trying to be friendly

            Dora   Why?

            
               Diana returns with the towels. Fiske is lifting the sheet.

            

            Ripley   Diana, this is so kind of you. Could we help with anything?

            Diana   No, I don’t think so

            Ripley   We checked the weather before we left London. All it said was rain

            And I thought ‘Fine, I’ll make it nice and cosy, we can study by the fire’

            We’ve both got exams you see and we badly needed to get away 20

            I’m studying at work and Dora’s got her A levels looming, so

            Dora   She’s not interested, Mum

            Isis   (to Fiske) I said I hated him

            But I don’t

            I don’t

            
               Fiske takes Isis in his arms. Diana is on the landing.

            

            Diana   My husband was in this band when he was young. Capital

            They were just before The Libertines

            They were almost The Libertines

            Ripley   Wow, what’s his name?

            Diana   Pete Stuckley

            ‘Love Will Heal Our Scars’

            That’s his hit

            Ripley   I was probably listening to other stuff

            Diana   It got to number three

            Where did you say you were from?

            Ripley   Balham

            Diana   I once had a flat in Notting Hill

            I don’t think I ever went south of the river

            
               Diana exits upstairs.

            

            Dora   Is she cussing South London?

            Ripley   She’s from the country; they all hate London

            Dora   More than that. She doesn’t want us in her creepy-ass house

            Ripley   I think she’s in some kind of state

            Dora   No; she doesn’t like us. This place is haunted. Let’s go and sleep in the car 21

            Ripley   Are you kidding? Freak weather kills people

            Dora   There’s worse ways to die. She’s going to come down and make us recite something backwards and then this, like, hell-mouth is going to open –

            Ripley   We’re her guests. And there are rules about that. So button it, Miss Thing

            Dora   Don’t ever make me come to the countryside again

            
               Diana appears on the landing carrying quilts and pillows. In the kitchen, Fiske holds Isis.

            

            Fiske   It’s been a great sadness to me,

            Watching your father over the years

            I think it’s hard to be an artist in this world

            He had success too young, too briefly

            And was still searching for his purpose.

            We have to forgive him, Isis

            
               Ripley takes some bedding from Diana.

            

            Ripley   Let me help you

            Diana   It’s all a bit damp, I’m afraid. I’d offer you a bedroom but they’re freezing. We don’t heat them

            Ripley   We’ll be fine here, thank you so much

            
               She follows Diana as Dora lays out the quilts and pillows on two armchairs.

            

            It’s a lovely, atmospheric house

            Diana   Yes

            Ripley   Is it Tudor?

            Diana   It dates from the Restoration

            Ripley   Is that like big, long wigs?

            Diana   Yes

            Ripley   Could I trouble you for a hot-water bottle, for Dora? 22

            Diana   Of course

            Ripley   I did try to tell her to bring a warmer coat but, you know

            She’s actually more fragile than she looks

            My marriage ended not so long ago and

            Diana   How funny, so did mine

            Ripley   This weekend was like an opportunity for us to

            Dora   Are you telling her our shit?

            Diana   My husband’s dead, as a matter of fact

            Ripley   Oh

            Diana   He fell downstairs and killed himself. He’s on the kitchen table

            
               Dora sits, dazed at how awful her weekend is. Fiske appears.

            

            Ripley   I’m so sorry

            There must be something we can do

            Fiske   Ripley, Dora, my friend and neighbour Pete has died

            Diana, shall I say some words?

            Diana   Yes

            Fiske   Would you all gather round?

            
               Fiske takes Diana into the kitchen.

            

            Dora   Just let me sleep in the car – please

            Ripley   Someone has died, so get a grip

            It matters how you behave

            We’re the Ripleys of Balham

            You can do this

            
               Dora rises to the occasion. They follow the others into the kitchen.  23

            

            Fiske   Pete, go forth from this world

            In the love of God the Father who created you

            In the mercy of Jesus Christ who redeemed you

            In the power of the Holy Spirit who strengthens you

            
               A distant tapping can be heard.

            

            May the heavenly host sustain you

            And the company of heaven enfold you.

            May you dwell this day in peace

            Amen

            All   Amen

            Diana   We tried to call an ambulance

            Ripley   He fell down your stairs?

            Diana   Yes

            Isis   We couldn’t leave him lying there

            Fiske   Ripley could have a look at him. She’s a doctor

            Diana   It’s a bit late. Isn’t it

            Ripley   I’m actually a Nurse Practitioner. I’m training to be a doctor so

            Fiske   I thought you were a doctor

            Ripley   No; many more exams before I get the title. I work at King’s in Camberwell

            Fiske   She should look at him, Di

            Diana   What on earth for?

            Fiske   There’s a protocol. Ripley can pronounce him dead and what-have-you

            Ripley   Would you like me to? Then when the emergency services arrive, you’ll know that someone has done all they can? 24

            Isis   Thank you

            Fiske   I know this is super-tough

            Diana   No. Fine. Whatever you like

            
               Diana draws Isis away as Ripley lifts the sheet. Ripley regards Pete. The tapping again.

            

            Isis   It’s tapping

            Diana   No it isn’t

            Isis   I wish it would shut up

            Ripley   Is that a singe on his neck?

            Diana   I don’t know

            Ripley   His skin’s blistered

            Diana   Yes

            
               The rain is exceptionally heavy now.
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