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  The Long Song was first performed at Chichester Festival Theatre on 1 October 2021, with the following cast and creative team:
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        MISS BESSIE / MOLLY


      



      	 



      	

        Pérola Congo


      

    




    

      	

        KITTY


      



      	 



      	

        Rebecca Omogbehin
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  Characters




  THOMAS KINSMAN




  OLD JULY




  SARAH (non-speaking)




  CORNET JUMP




  DUBLIN HILTON




  MISS BESSIE




  MISS ROSE




  KITTY




  TAM DEWAR




  EZRA




  CAROLINE MORTIMER




  JOHN HOWARTH




  MOLLY




  GODFREY




  JULY




  BYRON




  NIMROD




  BOY




  ELIZABETH WYNDHAM




  CHARLES WYNDHAM




  MISS CLARA




  BAPTIST MINISTER




  ROBERT GOODWIN




  And musicians




  Note on Text




  A forward slash (/) in the text marks the point at which the next speaker interrupts.




  

    

  




  




  Suggested Doubling




  OLD JULY




  SARAH




  JULY




  CAROLINE MORTIMER




  ROBERT GOODWIN




  KITTY




  MISS CLARA




  MISS ROSE




  MISS BESSIE / MOLLY




  CORNET JUMP




  NIMROD / THOMAS KINSMAN




  DUBLIN HILTON / GODFREY




  BYRON / EZRA




  TAM DEWAR / CHARLES WYNDHAM




  JOHN HOWARTH / BAPTIST MINISTER




  ELIZABETH WYNDHAM




  Note to all companies performing this play




  Aside from the actors saying the lines of the dialogue while in character, this play is in no way, shape or form an invitation for anyone to use the N-word. Not during conversation, not during after-work drinks, not during Q&As.




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




  

    

  




  




  Prologue




  THOMAS KINSMAN and OLD JULY are in his drawing room.




  THOMAS. Please, sit, I’ll call for Sarah, see to it that you are refreshed. It is frightfully hot. Perhaps you’re used to it. I moved some years ago from England / but still I find it –




  OLD JULY. England you say?




  She sneaks an ornament into the folds of her clothes while THOMAS speaks.




  THOMAS. Yes, my wife and daughters are natives / but –




  OLD JULY. Me never know them have Negroes inna England.




  THOMAS. Some. Some. I was born on this island so I suppose I should be constitutionally attuned to the climate, but I do find myself wilting somewhat.




  OLD JULY. Black as Sambo but him talk like a white lady.




  THOMAS. Ha. Yes, I…




  OLD JULY. This is a fine-fine house. Is a lovely view.




  She sneaks another object as THOMAS looks out of the window.




  THOMAS. Yes. Yes, we’re –




  OLD JULY. You the butler?




  THOMAS. No, I –




  OLD JULY. Where the massa?




  THOMAS. I’m the massa. This is my house.




  OLD JULY. Cho! Who you teef from to get a big-big house like this?




  THOMAS. I didn’t teef anything. I’m a printer. Of books. Books that you read –




  OLD JULY. Me know what a book is, me not a fool.




  THOMAS. Of course you’re not –




  OLD JULY. Me can read.




  THOMAS. Really?




  OLD JULY. What yuh take me for?




  THOMAS. It’s not always that common for –




  OLD JULY. Me missus did teach me. Way back.




  THOMAS. Your missus. That would have been Caroline Goodwin, is that right?




  OLD JULY. Me caan’ remember.




  THOMAS. I think it was, Caroline Goodwin of the Amity Plantation, that’s what they said in court. And you were a house slave there?




  OLD JULY. Not a slave. A lady’s maid. And then housekeeper. If you tink you can bring me here to put broom inna me hand –




  THOMAS. Oh, I wasn’t –




  OLD JULY. Miss July don’ serve no more.




  THOMAS. I can assure you I have no intention of placing you in servitude.




  OLD JULY. Then wha’ you wan’ from me?




  THOMAS. Shall we have some food? I believe there is a little meat left over. You must be hungry.




  OLD JULY. How yuh know what I mus’ be?




  THOMAS. Having heard of your circumstances in court, I can only assume you haven’t had much by way of nourishment for quite some time, how you managed to survive on that desolate shrubland for all these years is quite beyond me, it’s no wonder you saw fit to steal a chicken –




  OLD JULY. Me never steal no chicken.




  THOMAS. No.




  OLD JULY. Like I tell judge-man –




  THOMAS. A ludicrous case –




  OLD JULY. It was my chicken –




  THOMAS. A hungry old woman caught with a bird that no one has reported stolen, he was right to throw it out of court –




  OLD JULY. It was my chicken. Me did raise it.




  THOMAS. Yes. Yes of course.




  A maid, SARAH, comes in with a tray of food.




  Thank you, Sarah.




  (As SARAH leaves.) Tell me, what did you do after you worked as a lady’s maid? Did you ever marry?




  OLD JULY. Miss July did not have need of nuh husband.




  THOMAS. Children?




  OLD JULY. This pork is too hot.




  THOMAS. Miss July? Did you have any children?




  OLD JULY. The meat old. Is why yuh maid put so much spice –




  THOMAS. Miss July –




  OLD JULY. To keep the meat likkle longer –




  THOMAS. I had a reason for inviting you back here today –




  OLD JULY. But me can taste.




  THOMAS. When they said your name in court –




  OLD JULY. It bad.




  THOMAS. When I heard your name in court today –




  OLD JULY. Bad meat.




  THOMAS. When I heard your name in court I –




  OLD JULY. Me need milk –




  THOMAS. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, / you see I –




  OLD JULY. Me mouth burning.




  THOMAS. Of course, forgive me, I do apologise.




  He pours her some milk. She drinks it down.




  Miss July I. I was born on this island, but my mother, my birth mother abandoned me, it is my belief, Miss July, given the information I have pieced together this morning, that the woman who gave me up was in fact / you –




  OLD JULY. You have any cake?




  Beat.




  A fine house like this should always have cake.




  THOMAS. Yes. Yes. That might be nice. I’ll send for some cake and, and…




  Beat.




  Perhaps you can tell me more about your life, I’m. I’m thinking of compiling a volume of slave histories, / you see –




  OLD JULY. Me not a slave.




  THOMAS. Stories, plantation stories. I should very much like to hear yours and who knows? Perhaps one day you shall see it in print.




  The sound of singing can be heard offstage. The FIELD CHORUS – DUBLIN HILTON, CORNET JUMP, MISS BESSIE and EZRA – will come on, gradually.




  OLD JULY. In a book?




  THOMAS. Yes.




  OLD JULY. A tale of my making?




  THOMAS. The truth, I would hope.




  OLD JULY. You nuh trust me word?




  THOMAS. Of course, of course.




  OLD JULY. Yuh better send for that cake.




  The FIELD CHORUS are all on stage now.




  THOMAS. Where shall we begin, Miss July? Why don’t you tell me where were you born?




  OLD JULY. Me born inna the cane piece. That day the members of the first gang was Dublin Hilton, Cornet Jump, him wife Bessie, and Ezra.




  Me mama, Kitty, was in the field, cutting cane. So big and strong was she, she never even notice me come slithering out she belly.
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