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             Premiere Production

         

         The Hunt in this stage adaptation was first performed at the Almeida Theatre, London, on 17 June 2019. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:

         
             

         

         Hilde  Michele Austin

         Marcus  Stuart Campbell

         Rune  Adrian Der Gregorian

         Ragner  Keith Higham

         Gunner  Danny Kirrane

         Lucas  Tobias Menzies

         Mikala  Poppy Miller

         Tomas  Itoya Osagiede

         Theo  Justin Salinger

         Palme  Jethro Skinner

         Per / Pastor  Howard Ward

         Clara  Abbiegail Mills / Taya Tower / Florence White

         Peter  Harrison Houghton / George Nearn Stuart

         
             

         

         Direction  Rupert Goold

         Design  Es Devlin

         Costume  Evie Gurney

         Light  Neil Austin

         Sound and Composition  Adam Cork

         Movement  Botis Seva

         Casting  Amy Ball CDG

         Children’s Casting  Verity Naughton

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         
            Hilde 

fifty-five years old, head of the infants’ school

            Lucas 

forty years old, teacher in the infants’ school

            Clara 

six years old

            Peter 

six years old

            Gunner 

thirty-nine years old, Peter’s father

            Mikala 

thirty-nine years old, Clara’s mother

            Theo 

forty years old, Clara’s father

            Rune 

forty years old

            Per 

sixty years old, child protection officer

            Marcus 

sixteen years old, Lucas’s son

            and

            Pastor 

fifty-five years old

            Ragnar, Tomas, Palme, Anders 

of the lodge

            Children 

from the school
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               SCENE ONE

            

         

         An infants’ school. Northern Denmark. October.

         Hilde is speaking to us. Lucas is there.

         
            Hilde   Welcome, everyone. It’s lovely to see so many familiar faces.

            The children are just getting ready. I hope you got here OK despite the winds. I hear there are trees down all along the edge of the forest so please do be careful on your way home.

            As you know we at the infants’ school have always enjoyed the harvest festival, something to really cheer us up as the nights turn darker. I think this year’s is going to be the best ever.

            I want to thank all you parents for bringing in the produce and for helping with your children’s costumes.

            I want to thank Rune Skillig for the lend of the van and Tilly Mordahl for the lovely hanging fruit and vegetables. Thank you, Tilly.

            I want to thank one person especially. Our newest teacher Lucas Bruun has worked very hard with the children to make this spectacle for you today. Thank you, Lucas.

            Finally I want to say as someone who has run the school for more than ten years.

            We are a small community. The happiness of our children is everything. Our hopes and dreams rest in these tiny souls. And to spend each day with them is a kind of heaven.

            Shall we begin? 

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE TWO

            

         

         Eight naked men – the Men of the Lodge. Soaking wet. Approaching the jetty of a river. Freezing cold air. They sing. It gets faster and faster.

         
            Men    

            
               
                  Oh eight men they go swimming

                  In the water oh so cold

                  But when the first man’s jumping

                  In the water oh so cold

                  He cries out I am dying

                  In the water oh so cold

                  So the second man he goes jumping

                  In the water oh so cold

                  Then the third man saves the second man

                  From the water oh so cold

                  And the fourth man saves the third man

                  From the water oh so cold

                  The fifth man saves the fourth man

                  From the water oh so cold

                  And the sixth man saves the fifth man

                  From the water oh so cold

                  Then the seventh man saves the sixth man

                  From the water oh so cold

                  And the eighth man saves the seventh man

                  From the water oh so cold.

               

               
                  But the eighth man is the last man

                  In the water oh so cold.

                  And no one saves the last man

                  From the water oh so cold.

                  So if you want to know

                  The moral of this song

                  Don’t be the last man

                  In the water oh so cold! 

               

            

            
               As the song finishes we see Clara, a six-year-old girl.

               She is quietly and intensely wrapping a small parcel.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE THREE

            

         

         The clock says Friday 15 November, 3.02 p.m.

         A classroom in an infants’ school. About eighteen tiny chairs around modern tables.

         Lucas Bruun is tidying the classroom which is chaotic, with plasticine and torn-up paper everywhere.

         He is on the phone. He speaks quietly, staying calm.

         
            Lucas   No listen. Talk to him … Just listen to what he has to say … Susanna, please.

            I know what the courts said but the ‘arrangement’ isn’t working. You’ve moved him eighty miles away. He misses me.

            I didn’t say that … I didn’t say that he prefers being with me. I just said he misses me.

            Please don’t shout. You always do this … You escalate, your voice starts to go higher …

            How can my staying calm make you explode? … It’s not easy for me. I’m the one who doesn’t see him … Susanna …

            
               She has put the phone down. He stands there. He stares at the room.

               Enter Hilde.

            

            Hilde   I thought maybe you’d gone.

            Lucas   Just clearing up.

            Hilde   Can I ask you a favour?

            Lucas   Sure.

            Hilde   Two parents are late picking up.

            Lucas   No problem.

            Hilde   I know it’s my turn but I have to write the health and safety report tonight. I don’t suppose the parents will be long …

            Lucas   Hilde, it’s fine. I’m only going home anyway.

            Hilde   Friday night? Nothing planned?

            Lucas   Just one hungry dog to feed.

            
               She looks at the room.

            

            Hilde   What happened here?

            Lucas   Ah yes. A slight battle broke out.

            Hilde   Lucas …

            Lucas   It was the final twenty minutes. It’s the weekend. They needed some fun. I know. I’m a soft touch.

            Hilde   You have plasticine in your hair.

            Lucas   Which two children have been left behind?

            Hilde   Peter Jensen. His mother is ill in bed, so Gunner is driving over from the office. You know Gunner, don’t you?

            Lucas   Who doesn’t know Gunner?

            Hilde   A larger-than-life character.

            Lucas   Rule 1. Never drink beer with Gunner. Rule 2. I shouldn’t have drunk beer with Gunner. Who’s the other child?

            Hilde   Take a guess.

            Lucas   Clara Kallstrom.

            Hilde   I don’t know how many times I’ve warned them.

            Lucas   What is it this time 

            Hilde   Apparently Mikala thought Theo was picking her up, Theo thought Mikala was picking her up, now Theo is in no state to get in a car, and Mikala’s rushing here from work like a rally driver.

            Lucas   Mikala doesn’t work Fridays.

            Hilde   She works at the logging company.

            Lucas   But not Fridays. She has an art class Friday morning.

            Hilde   You’re Theo’s friend. Please talk to him. We can’t keep doing this.

            Lucas   Hilde. You have make-up on.

            Hilde   Maybe a little.

            Lucas   You always wear lipstick to complete the health and safety report?

            Hilde   All right. I do have to do the report first. But the truth is I have a date. Just a coffee date. Not a real date. Coffee and cake.

            Lucas   Is he handsome?

            Hilde   He’s a man. That’s all the qualification he needs.

            
               Beat.

            

            How about you? Anyone new?

            Lucas   Not at the moment.

            Hilde   Something wrong with the women in this town? You wouldn’t be short of offers. After the harvest festival I had written applications. You can’t hide forever you know.

            Lucas   Just get the kids, Hilde.

            Hilde   You’re an angel. 

            
               She kisses him, leaving a little lipstick on his cheek.

            

            Hilde   If you need me I’ll be in the office. Finishing the –

            Lucas   Health and safety report.

            
               She leaves. Lucas stares. Checks his phone. Calls.

            

            Marcus, it’s your dad here. Call me, please. I know your mother doesn’t want you ringing me but I …

            
               Enter Clara. Six years old. She stares at him.

               There is a quiet intensity to her.

            

            I’ll try you again later.

            
               He hangs up.

            

            Hey, Clara. Come in. Your parents are late, yes?

            Clara   I think they forgot me.

            Lucas   No, they didn’t forget. They just got delayed. Your mum’s coming now. Where’s Peter?

            Clara   He’s …

            Lucas   Yes?

            Clara   He’s having a … He’s going for a …

            
               She whispers in his ear.

            

            Lucas   Well, that’s nothing to whisper about. We all need to do that sometimes. Don’t we?

            
               She nods.

            

            Come and help me clear up this mess we made. You don’t like mess, do you? So shall we get rid of it? You do that side. I’ll do this side. OK?

            
               They begin.

            

            What are you doing this weekend? Do you know?

            
               She shakes her head. 

            

            I think your dad and I might be going hunting together. Although he’s such a lousy shot I’m worried he might shoot me by mistake.

            
               She drops what she’s carrying.

            

            I didn’t mean that. That was a joke. OK?

            
               She nods. A small intense moment.

               Enter Peter loudly. Shorts down to his ankles.

            

            Peter   Lucas! I’m still here!

            Lucas   So it would appear.

            Peter   I need you to wipe my bottom.

            Lucas   You can’t do it yourself?

            Peter   No.

            Lucas   All right, I’m coming. Clara – keep up the good work. (To Peter.) You know it really might be time to learn to do that on your own.

            
               He walks out. Clara stands alone. She tidies the chairs slowly until they are in perfect order. There is something very particular about this.

               Then Lucas walks back in.

            

            Lucas   Well now. That’s a good job you’ve done.

            Clara   Did you wash your hands?

            Lucas   Yes, I did.

            
               Beat. Peter runs in.

            

            Peter   Can we play a game while we wait?

            Lucas   Criminals don’t get to play games.

            Peter   I’m not a criminal.

            Lucas   I saw you squash that fly before break.

            Peter   Only because it was annoying me.

            Lucas   And if you annoy me, should I squash you? Hmm?

            Peter   No.

            Lucas   Because it so happens I’m in a squashing mood.

            
               He suddenly chases him, grabs him, squeezes him tight. Peter screams in delight. He fights Lucas, who suddenly fakes death.

            

            No you’re too strong! I can’t breathe. Can’t breathe!

            
               Lucas appears to collapse and lies flat. Clara watches, worried.

            

            Peter   You’re not dead! You’re lying. Lucas, wake up!

            
               Lucas is still. Clara looks deeply worried.

            

            Clara   Lucas? Lucas!

            
               Beat. She rushes forward. Then Lucas rises.

            

            Lucas   He lives.

            
               He chases Peter, who knocks over all the chairs again. Clara watches.

               Then Lucas’s phone rings. He sees who it is.

            

            Marcus? Yeah. Hi. Hi. No it’s a good time. Wait a moment. Kids, stay here. I won’t be long.

            
               He leaves.

            

            Peter   It’s really quiet. It’s weird how quiet it is. I’ve never stayed late before. Have you stayed late before?

            Clara   I can’t remember.

            Peter   Who’s picking you up? My dad’s coming in the big car. Its seats are leather.

            Clara   Did you see? Lucas has lipstick on his face.

            Peter   Where?

            Clara   On his left cheek.

            Peter   Maybe it’s his girlfriend.

            Clara   He doesn’t have a girlfriend. He only lives with Max.

            Peter   Who’s Max?

            Clara   He’s a labrador. And he doesn’t wear lipstick.

            
               Peter looks around. Whispers.

            

            Peter   Hey. You want to see something?

            
               She nods. He reaches into his small satchel. He brings out a phone.

            

            Clara   Whose is that?

            Peter   It’s mine. It was my dad’s but now he’s got a new one so.

            
               He turns it on. Is about to show Clara something.

            

            Promise to tell no one. I mean no one?

            
               Pause. She nods. He shows her.

            

            I found this video on it.

            Clara   What is it?

            Peter   It’s a woman, stupid.

            Clara   What’s she doing?

            
               Beat.

            

            Peter   Her skin is shiny.

            
               They stare at the phone. 

            

            Clara   Why is it on your phone?

            Peter   I don’t know. Dad said everything was deleted but I found it in the history.

            Clara   Does your dad know her?

            Peter   No! Of course not! He wouldn’t know a woman like that.

            Clara   Then why is she on his phone?

            Peter   Look. That’s a man.

            
               Beat.

            

            Clara   What’s that?

            Peter   That’s his thing.

            Clara   What thing?

            Peter   You know.

            
               He whispers. Pause. They stare.

            

            Clara   Why is it pointing up?

            Peter   It’s like a rod.

            
               They watch. A quiet and very intense moment.
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