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Albion was first performed at the Almeida Theatre, London, on 17 October 2017 (previews from 10 October), with the following cast:
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	Nigel Betts
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	The production was revived at the Almeida on 1 February 2020, with the following changes to the cast:







	ANNA


	Angel Coulby






	ZARA


	Daisy Edgar-Jones






	GABRIEL


	Dónal Finn






	MATTHEW


	Geoffrey Freshwater












Characters


AUDREY WALTERS, fifties


PAUL WALTERS, her second husband, early sixties


ZARA, her daughter, early twenties


ANNA, her son’s partner, thirties


KATHERINE SANCHEZ, her friend, fifties


EDWARD, a neighbour, mid-fifties


KRYSTYNA, a cleaner, early twenties


CHERYL, a cleaner, late sixties


MATTHEW, Cheryl’s husband, a gardener, late sixties


GABRIEL, a neighbour, nineteen


WEATHERBURY


JAMES


STANLEY


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







Prologue


Elgar plays.


‘The Spirit of England Op.80 No. 3 – For The Fallen.’


WEATHERBURY, an army captain, returns to his garden, Albion, after service in the First World War.


He walks onto the empty patch of earth. It reminds him of the battlefield.


He looks around, then drinks out of his canteen.


He’s alone.


He crouches down. Takes a handful of soil. Lets it run through his fingers.


Blackout.


Music continues…




ACT ONE


Late February.


Albion is a garden, now mostly left to ruin, attached to a house in Oxfordshire. There are many ‘rooms’ in the garden, but the play is set in the Red Garden.


Music fades…


The garden has been left to ruin for many years. The outline of the beds is still there with bricks, and the weeds have now been cleared, but there are few plants. An oak tree stands in the corner.


MATTHEW, the gardener, enters with his wife CHERYL, mid-conversation.






	MATTHEW


	   

	I’m saying be more careful is all! I don’t see how you could have got confused.







	CHERYL


	   

	They’re right next to each other.







	MATTHEW


	   

	They’re different colours.







	CHERYL


	   

	They should make the hole a different size.







	   

	   

	A moment.







	MATTHEW


	   

	You called the RAC.







	CHERYL


	   

	I did. Took forty minutes. Not so bad. It was a man with an accent who came.







	MATTHEW


	   

	What accent?







	CHERYL


	   

	I don’t know.







	MATTHEW


	   

	– we talking Bristol, Scottish?







	CHERYL


	   

	No no. European.







	MATTHEW


	   

	Polish? Czech?







	CHERYL


	   

	I don’t know the difference between those ones.







	MATTHEW


	   

	Was he good?







	CHERYL


	   

	Oh very good.






	   

	   

	So this is where she wants to start.







	MATTHEW


	   

	Yep. Now it’s cleared. She wants to get planting.







	CHERYL


	   

	What’s she like then?







	MATTHEW


	   

	You’ve met her.







	CHERYL


	   

	You’ve spent more time. She’s about the garden rather than the house.







	MATTHEW


	   

	She’s formidable. Attractive. For her age. Bone structure. Good figure.







	CHERYL


	   

	Yes alright, I have seen her Matthew I’m talking about her personality.







	MATTHEW


	   

	She grew up here. Well. Not grew up, but her uncle lived here when she was young and she remembers visiting.







	CHERYL


	   

	Her uncle? That’s why she’s bought it then.







	   

	   

	Beat.







	   

	   

	It’s a big job. This garden. Been left to ruin under your watch.







	MATTHEW


	   

	Not my fault.







	CHERYL


	   

	Not what it was.







	MATTHEW


	   

	It needs resources.







	CHERYL


	   

	Proper shithole these days.







	   

	   

	Beat.







	   

	   

	At least it went to someone who’ll appreciate it.







	   

	   

	A moment.







	MATTHEW


	   

	You feeling alright then?







	CHERYL


	   

	Mind your own business.







	MATTHEW


	   

	Good.







	   

	   

	A moment.







	CHERYL


	   

	Who’s her uncle then?







	MATTHEW


	   

	Stanley Upthorne.







	CHERYL


	   

	Stanley Upthorne. Well! So she’s his niece.







	   

	   

	Funny how things come full circle isn’t it?







	   

	   

	MATTHEW rolls his eyes.







	   

	   

	What?







	MATTHEW


	   

	Fatuous thing to say.







	CHERYL


	   

	Well it is.







	MATTHEW


	   

	Meaningless.







	CHERYL


	   

	Shut your face.







	   

	   

	ZARA enters. She’s twenty-two. Well turned out. Not used to the countryside.







	ZARA


	   

	Oh. Hello.







	CHERYL


	   

	Matthew this is Zara, Mrs Walters’ daughter. This is my husband Matthew. He does the garden here.







	ZARA


	   

	Really?







	MATTHEW


	   

	Twenty years now, on and off.







	ZARA


	   

	Just you?







	MATTHEW


	   

	That’s right, and I know what you’re thinking but the former owner didn’t want so many hours putting in, is the truth. Couldn’t afford it. But your mother, well she’s pretty much asked for me full time. So it’s all change. Big plans. You’re living here too then? Come from London.







	ZARA


	   

	Muswell Hill.







	MATTHEW


	   

	Oh right. Didn’t want to stay there?







	ZARA


	   

	Yeah. I mean all my friends. Work. Opportunity, are there. Had the next few years all planned out then suddenly Mum sold the house and said we’re moving to the country. I mean I get it’s something that’s important to her, but for me it’s a disaster. Middle of nowhere.







	CHERYL


	   

	Town’s only two miles away.







	ZARA


	   

	Two miles.







	CHERYL


	   

	Not long in the car.







	ZARA


	   

	I can’t drive.







	MATTHEW


	   

	Neither can she. Not properly. She put the wrong petrol in yesterday.







	CHERYL


	   

	Oh be quiet.







	ZARA


	   

	Can you walk it?







	MATTHEW


	   

	Two miles? Of course. If you’ve got the time.







	   

	   

	ZARA looks into the distance.







	ZARA


	   

	I like the flowers. There’s nothing going on at the moment is there? In the garden, except weeds and grass but by the house there’s a clump of. Like. White flowers.







	MATTHEW


	   

	Snowdrops.







	ZARA


	   

	Right.







	MATTHEW


	   

	Early this year. Used to be swathes apparently. Your mum says they were everywhere, although I think that’s unlikely. Either way, she wants them back.







	   

	   

	That’ll cost her mind, if she can’t wait for us to split them.







	ZARA


	   

	She’s obsessed.







	MATTHEW


	   

	Nothing wrong with a hobby.







	ZARA


	   

	It’s more than that. Never seen her like it.







	   

	   

	A moment.







	MATTHEW


	   

	Well. I should get a move on. So should you woman, guests today. Sure you’ve got things to do. See you soon miss.







	ZARA


	   

	Bye.







	   

	   

	They go. ZARA’s left alone for a second. She looks around, sits and takes out a packet of cigarettes. She’s about to smoke when GABRIEL appears.







	GABRIEL


	   

	Oh.







	ZARA


	   

	You alright?







	GABRIEL


	   

	I’m Gabriel. From the house. Over there. The lady, the new owner. I used to do the windows here. I said I’m happy to keep… She said to come round to talk about it?







	ZARA


	   

	I’m her daughter, Zara.







	GABRIEL


	   

	Gabriel.







	ZARA


	   

	You said.







	   

	   

	A moment.







	GABRIEL


	   

	I live just over there. The house – you can see it, just about. See the roof? Live with my mum. I clean windows for some extra money. Not what I want to do. Eventually. But. You know.







	ZARA


	   

	Yeah.







	GABRIEL


	   

	You grew up in London.







	   

	   

	Beat.







	   

	   

	I always think you can tell if someone grew up in London. I mean we’re not that far away here. Hour on the train or whatever, but it’s so different. Someone grows up in London it’s like they’ve got an extra layer. Of skin. Harder somehow.







	ZARA


	   

	Harder.







	GABRIEL


	   

	Like they’ve had to be that much tougher. Out here it’s easy.







	ZARA


	   

	I don’t find it easy. How do you get anywhere? I don’t drive.







	GABRIEL


	   

	If you’re going to live here you better learn. Taught my mate Chivers. He passed first time.







	   

	   

	Beat.







	   

	   

	What do you do then?







	ZARA


	   

	I work in publishing.







	GABRIEL


	   

	Cool. What as?







	ZARA


	   

	Just done a placement in marketing, you know, it’s not exactly what I want but… Been offered another in the children’s section in the summer but not sure how I can afford that now – nowhere to live. I hope, she’s going to help me out. Mum. Pay for somewhere in London. She ought to.







	GABRIEL


	   

	I write. Like… short stories.







	ZARA


	   

	Okay.







	GABRIEL


	   

	So you’re here for a while?







	   

	   

	The doors open, and there’s noise as AUDREY, PAUL and EDWARD, all approach the garden. ZARA puts her cigarettes away quickly, and puts her sunglasses on.







	ZARA


	   

	Don’t tell them I smoke.







	GABRIEL


	   

	Okay.







	AUDREY


	   

	…and down there was the long walk, which you can see in the photographs was framed with a magnificent structure they called Heaven’s Gate. I just about remember it – the metal’s frozen up now, but I remember the touch of them, along with my grandfather’s pipe smoke, crumpets on the terrace, the lily pond. It’s overgrown, but still there, which is a huge bonus. It’s going to take a while to sort out those gates, cost a fortune but it all must be done. Hello dear. Who’s this?







	ZARA


	   

	Gabriel.







	GABRIEL


	   

	You… asked about window cleaning? I used to do it for the previous owners.







	AUDREY


	   

	Oh. Yes… Did we arrange…







	GABRIEL


	   

	I was passing.







	AUDREY


	   

	Impromptu. Charming. What did you charge the previous?







	GABRIEL


	   

	Thirty pounds.







	AUDREY


	   

	How often?







	GABRIEL


	   

	Once a month.







	AUDREY


	   

	I’d like it done every week. And I’ll pay forty, if you do it properly. The windows were a state when I arrived. I’m not just talking sloshing the water on, I mean get in there. Sparkling. Do you do Edward’s? They look alright.







	EDWARD


	   

	I do my own.







	AUDREY


	   

	Oh.







	EDWARD


	   

	Always have but Gabriel’s a hard worker. I assume he hadn’t cleaned them for a while as Mrs Gosford the previous owner, she was in hospital.







	GABRIEL


	   

	That’s right she said no point touching them while she was away.







	EDWARD


	   

	He’ll work hard.







	PAUL


	   

	He’ll take the forty pounds though, I’m sure.







	GABRIEL


	   

	Well…







	PAUL


	   

	That’s a yes.







	AUDREY


	   

	Alright then. Probation. Give them a clean and we’ll see.







	GABRIEL


	   

	Thank you.







	AUDREY


	   

	Good. Now are we having tea? Gabriel, excuse us –







	ZARA


	   

	Gabriel we’re having tea, would you like to stop for tea?







	AUDREY


	   

	Zara –







	GABRIEL


	   

	Oh. Well…







	   

	   

	Yes please.







	PAUL


	   

	It’s a little chilly.







	AUDREY


	   

	Oh Paul.







	PAUL


	   

	What?







	AUDREY


	   

	Man up.







	PAUL


	   

	‘Man up’. Right. I could fetch a pullover?







	AUDREY


	   

	I thought tea outside might be fun. Tea in the Red Garden, although you’d have no idea why it was called that would you? Go on, both of you guess. Do you know?







	PAUL


	   

	I assume red flowers.







	AUDREY


	   

	There are red flowers but that’s not why.







	EDWARD


	   

	How the light falls.







	AUDREY


	   

	Guess again.







	ZARA


	   

	Oh for Christ’s sake just tell us.







	AUDREY


	   

	Maybe I’ll tell you later. Keep you interested! (Your voice is very unattractive when you snap like that, Zara.) The point is each room had a theme. An exploration. No English garden had investigated things like that. It was either landscape or cottage. Albion was the first to fuse those two approaches. The chaos of nature in a formal setting. It’s of vital historical importance, and… look at it! The quintessential English Country Garden, this was the first. Laurence Weatherbury’s masterpiece. It’s referred to in all the guides at the time as being absolutely radical and absolutely beautiful. And well… look at it now. You’d never know.







	PAUL


	   

	My wife is on a mission.







	EDWARD


	   

	Good! It’s important to have purpose.







	PAUL


	   

	That’s what they say. But I’ve never found it to be the case. My life has had no purpose and I’ve been unbelievably happy. To have a goal simply leaves one open to failure and disappointment. To drift means one can only ever be constantly surprised.







	AUDREY


	   

	It’s because you’re Spanish.







	PAUL


	   

	I’m not Spanish.







	AUDREY


	   

	Spanish blood on his mother’s side.







	PAUL


	   

	I’m as English as you.







	AUDREY


	   

	Catholic. Fate. Not English Protestant morality based on hard work. That’s the key distinction, Paul. You can be happy without purpose. But for the true English man or woman, that’s tantamount to a sin.







	PAUL


	   

	Piffle.







	ZARA


	   

	Is Katherine here yet?







	AUDREY


	   

	I can’t believe you’ve never met her.







	ZARA


	   

	Well I know a lot about her.







	AUDREY


	   

	From me I suppose. She’s been abroad a lot recently. She’s a novelist.







	ZARA


	   

	Mum!







	AUDREY


	   

	What? What’s the matter?







	ZARA


	   

	I told you! I know who is she. I read her work at uni.







	AUDREY


	   

	Did you?







	ZARA


	   

	Everyone knows who she is. She’s famous.







	AUDREY


	   

	Is she? No. She never said.







	ZARA


	   

	Well you wouldn’t would you.







	AUDREY


	   

	I would if I were famous. I’d make it clear otherwise my friends could look foolish.







	GABRIEL


	   

	Katherine who?







	ZARA


	   

	Katherine Sanchez.







	GABRIEL


	   

	Katherine Sanchez?!







	AUDREY


	   

	Oh don’t tell me you’ve heard of her too!







	ZARA


	   

	Mum! Everyone’s heard of her.







	AUDREY


	   

	Yes but he cleans the windows.







	GABRIEL


	   

	I write as well.







	AUDREY


	   

	He writes as well. Of course he does. What a cultured corner of the country this is.







	   

	   

	ANNA enters with tea on a tray.







	   

	   

	Anna! Alright?







	ANNA


	   

	Yes fine thank you. Sorry that took a while, I couldn’t find the milk.







	AUDREY


	   

	But you discovered it eventually, well done.







	ANNA


	   

	It was in the other fridge.







	AUDREY


	   

	Yes.







	ANNA


	   

	You have two fridges.







	AUDREY


	   

	Yes. That alright with you?







	ANNA


	   

	Whatever you need.







	AUDREY


	   

	Quite. Thank you anyway for getting the tea. Down here please. Wonderful.







	   

	   

	She gestures to a small table, by a bench. ANNA puts it down and goes to pour.







	   

	   

	Let me be mother. Seeing as I am.







	ANNA


	   

	Which one’s this?







	AUDREY


	   

	The Red Garden. I was just saying –







	ANNA


	   

	And how many are there?







	AUDREY


	   

	At last! Someone’s interested. Originally thirty-one separate rooms, or compartments as Weatherbury called them. This garden can never be appreciated in one view. It had to be experienced as a journey –







	ANNA


	   

	Who’s Weatherby?







	AUDREY


	   

	Weatherbury. The visionary, remarkable man who created this garden, from nothing, in the hot summer of 1923.







	PAUL


	   

	She’s been reading a book.







	AUDREY


	   

	Books, plural actually Paul. And papers, letters. Even as a child I knew there was something about this place. And then when I heard it had been left to wrack and ruin…







	ANNA


	   

	So what are you going to do with it?







	AUDREY


	   

	Restore it.







	ANNA


	   

	All of it?







	AUDREY


	   

	In time.







	ANNA


	   

	Why?







	AUDREY


	   

	What?







	   

	   

	Well.







	   

	   

	It’s important.







	ANNA


	   

	To who?







	AUDREY


	   

	Everyone. All of us.







	   

	   

	As AUDREY continues, ANNA walks off a little away from the others, thinking.







	   

	   

	We’ll start here, with the Red Garden, and work out. The Red and the Pool Garden are this year’s projects.







	PAUL


	   

	Do you remember it Edward?







	EDWARD


	   

	I remember it being talked about but I never visited when the garden was still being preserved well. I mean that was the irony actually, Mrs Walters your uncle kept the place meticulously, having bought it directly from Weatherbury himself in his later years, and keeping it thus he insisted on privacy. He felt too many visitors would trammel and trample the work. When he sold it on, the new owner, Cartwright didn’t have the same means, so he turfed a lot of it, but it meant the village fête could be held here, parties, weddings. There’s quite an expectation Mrs Walters as you’re no doubt aware. This garden has developed into an important amenity for the village.







	AUDREY


	   

	Yes I’ve heard about that.







	EDWARD


	   

	There’s one event every summer where people volunteer and dress up as characters from books, and the local children have to find them in the nooks and crannies of the garden, it’s beautiful.







	GABRIEL


	   

	I did that, last year.







	ZARA


	   

	Who were you?







	GABRIEL


	   

	Cat in the Hat.







	   

	   

	A moment.







	AUDREY


	   

	Well it may not be compatible with my plans. There’s delicate work to do here, and certainly while we’re doing that work, the village may have to find another venue.







	EDWARD


	   

	Surely just a few days a year.







	AUDREY


	   

	My garden, Edward.







	PAUL


	   

	Our garden.







	AUDREY


	   

	Our garden, my husband and me, and we have to feel we own it.







	EDWARD


	   

	I’m sure no one will intrude.







	AUDREY


	   

	It’s not about lack of generosity and community, we’ll play our part in some other way, I’m sure, but this is a larger project now, something of national importance, to restore this vital part of our heritage. Now. Who’s for tea? Zara?







	   

	   

	She pours.







	ZARA


	   

	Have you got sugar?







	AUDREY


	   

	Of course.







	ZARA


	   

	You cut it out for ages.







	AUDREY


	   

	Yes we’re over that now.







	ZARA


	   

	Two please.







	AUDREY


	   

	How are you not obese? It’s certainly not exercise, lounging around. I should put you to work. Do half a day’s digging, make a woman out of you. Some germs in your system. Some earth. Lived in the city all your life, never got your hands dirty.







	ZARA


	   

	And you have?







	AUDREY


	   

	I grew up in the country.







	ZARA


	   

	Reading.







	AUDREY


	   

	Outskirts.







	ZARA


	   

	Mum you’ve been in a boardroom your entire adult life.







	AUDREY


	   

	But all that time, I knew what a garden was. Might have just been that patch of concrete and pots on our terrace but I’ve been gardening all my life, in one way or – What’s the matter with you?







	ZARA


	   

	A little bored I suppose.







	AUDREY


	   

	Bored! It’s like having a fifteen-year-old again! You need things to happen all the time don’t you? All these screens, no concentration. I’ve told you, invite a friend or something. Meet a boy. I don’t know. You do have friends I assume?







	ZARA


	   

	Not out here.
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