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A Note on the Choir







Dialogue in italic is intended for the choir.




 





The choir’s own song should be bright and bold, and it should offer a strong sense of the choir’s identity. It should be typical of their repertoire and not exceptional. Its job is simply to allow them to introduce themselves and to get the evening off to a good start.




 





The boy’s favourite song is a production choice.




 







 





I would like to thank the following people


who helped me make the text of this play:




 





Oda Radoor, Franziska Hackl, Florian von Manteuffel, Heidi Gjermundsen Broch, Brigitte Auer, John Browne , Polina Kalinina, Jess Banks, Ramin Gray, Neve McIntosh, Rudi Dharmalingam, Bjorn Ihler.




 





As usual, the best thoughts belong to them.


Any faults in the play’s making are mine not theirs.



















Characters







Claire


The Boy


A Choir


Repetiteur




 





Setting




 





The play takes place in a room,


the sort of place in which a choir might rehearse.




 





There is an urn.



















‘This thing of darkness I acknowledge mine’


The Tempest
























THE EVENTS










The Boy Imagine a boy –


An aboriginal boy –


He’s standing on the rocks above the Illawarra River just at the very moment three ships from England come sailing up the long grey waters of the cove.


…


Huge white sails –


…


These are craft unlike any he’s ever seen – spacecraft almost –


…


And on these ships are convicts; a condition of personhood the boy does not know; on these ships are officers and ratings; conditions of personhood the boy does not know.


Carried on these ships are class and religion and disease and a multitude of other instruments of objectification and violence all of which are about to be unleashed upon his people.


…


But the boy doesn’t know this yet, he doesn’t know any of this yet.


…


The only things he knows are his land, his tribe, and the tribes beside.


…





And now these sails.


…


If you could go back in time and speak to that boy, what would you say?


You would stand on the rocks and you would point at the ships and you would say – ‘Kill them. Kill them all.’




*





The Choir sing their own song.




*





The Boy rocks on the balls of his feet.


Claire welcomes him.


Claire Hi.


Come in.


Don’t be shy.


Everyone’s welcome here.


What’s your name?


OK – that’s OK.


No worries at all.


You can help me put out chairs if you like?


Do you speak English?


Not to worry.


We’re all a big crazy tribe here.


Do you want to look at the music?


Do you want to sit?


Look here’s a chair for you.


Why don’t you sit with us and if you feel like singing – sing





And if you don’t feel like singing.


Well that’s OK too.


Nobody feels like singing all the time.


Ha ha.


Sit.


Sing.


*


Claire sits on a plastic chair


She rolls a cigarette.


Claire I’ve taken up smoking again.


Sometimes I surprise the old men at the community centre by taking their tobacco pouch from them and saying – for fuck’s sake – I’ll say – for fuck’s sake, you don’t roll a cigarette like that, you roll a cigarette like this. And I roll it for them. Thin and tight, with barely a strand of tobacco through it.


‘That’s how you roll a fucking fag,’ I say.


Then I light it.


And then I smoke it.


The Boy What were you like before, Claire?


Claire Before?


Before I was good.


Before we were happy.


‘We’ is me and Catriona –


Catriona is my partner.


She makes yurts.


Was my partner – is – I don’t know –


Is, I think. – Is.





We lived in a cottage by the sea. Behind the cottage was The Den: old woods on a hill. We gathered mushrooms and blueberries, you know, and wild garlic.


All wild things.


I ran a choir.


I ran a choir that brought together vulnerable people, old people, asylum-seekers, immigrant men, young mums and so on – it was a – the idea was – you can imagine.


We sang.


I smoke. I look out at The Den. I go for a walk along the needle paths. I could walk those paths with my eyes closed. I walk and smoke through the woods of the den and I feel as full of certainty as it’s possible to be – a certainty as graspable as a stone – that there is nothing. Nothing beyond. Nothing here.


The Boy Do you pray?


Claire Yes .


The Boy And?


Claire Nothing.


The Boy Given the circumstances – perhaps –


Claire I would have thought that given the circumstances I would be positively entitled to a visit from God. I would have though the least I could expect is he would make an appearance. Wouldn’t you?


What sort of circumstances do you think he might be waiting for?


Genocide?


The Boy He’s here.


Claire I believe you.


Thousands wouldn’t.





The Boy Nothing about faith is easy, Claire. You know that.


Events test us.


Claire Can I tell you something in confidence?


The Boy Of course.


Claire Something I haven’t told anyone. Mainly because I haven’t been able to put it into words. Or at least, I can put it into words but the words I would have to put it into are words that people might think sound weird, or mad.


The Boy What sort of words?


Claire Spiritual words.


The Boy What sort of spiritual words might people think it weird or mad for a priest to use?


Claire Words like ‘soul’.


The Boy You think it would be weird or mad for a priest to use the word ‘soul’.


Claire When I was hiding in the music room –


The Boy Yes.


Claire And the boy burst in –


And I knew I was going to die.


The Boy Yes.


Claire At that moment I felt something.


A feeling I’ve never had before, a feeling of tearing, of something pulling away from its moorings suddenly and in its wake – an overwhelming absence.


It was a feeling as precise and as physical as any feeling I’ve ever had.


And the moment I felt it, I knew what it was.


The Boy What was it?


Claire It was my soul leaving my body.





The Boy …


Claire …


The Boy When did your soul come back?


Claire It hasn’t.


The Boy …


You’re still a priest, Claire.


You have a community.


Eventually you will have to rejoin the world.


Don’t you think?


Claire?


Claire At Isaac’s funeral the hymn was ‘How Great Thou Art’.


The first chords played


I opened my mouth


And


Ah … ah … ah …


I used to love that hymn as well.


Ah … ah … ah …


The Boy Trauma changes us.


Claire Was it Isaac or was it Jesse?


Isaac?


I forget.


*


The Boy I have been thinking I might go berserk.


Viking warrior shamen were considered to be invincible because they fought their battles in an altered or ‘berserking’ state. To become berserk the warrior would go to a cave in the woods. There he would fast for three days. He would commune with his spirit familiar – usually a wolf or a bear. He would copy the animal’s movement and embody its being. Then, when he was spiritually and physically ready, he would ingest fly agaric mushroom extract usually by drinking the urine of a reindeer stag. The warrior would fall unconscious. In his sleep he would twitch and buck and vomit. Then, finally, he would awaken. Filled with an awesome sense of his own power and strength he would march out of the forest and back down the mountain singing out his special berserker song, a song designed to induce in him his killing rage.


He would march down the mountain like the coming of thunder until at last he reached the hall of his enemy just at the moment when his enemy’s people were at feast.


He would enter the hall.


He would raise his axe.


And he would go berserk.


Look at us.


All I can see about me is weakness, fear and ruined skin.


Softness.


The best thing that could happen in this world would be the coming of a great conjuring flame. A conjuring flame to sweep clean our estates and our high streets and to roar through our shops and offices burning us all at our workstations.


By the time he was my age Jesus had founded a world religion.


By the time he was my age Bob Geldof had saved Africa.


By the time he was my age Gavrilo Princip had fired the shot that started World War One.





If I’m going to make a mark on the world I have to do it now.


The only means I have are art or violence.


And I was never any good at drawing.


*


Claire screams.


The Boy Jesus.


Mrs.


I didn’t see you.


Fuck, sorry,


Flip!


You just stepped right out.


Claire It’s OK, it was my fault.


The Boy You just stepped right out, love.


Claire I was – somewhere else. I’m sorry.


The Boy Jesus. You need to watch yourself, love.


Claire Yes.


Yes.


Sorry.


*


The Boy Frequently asked questions!


The Boy exercises.


Squats, sit-ups, press-ups, running on the spot and so on.


What’s your favourite song?


My favourite song is ‘Bonkers’ by Dizzee Rascal!


Being a tribal warrior must involve long periods of time on your own. How do you cope with the loneliness?





It’s difficult, there’s no question of that, but it’s in the nature of being a visionary that – to a certain extent – one has no peers. I guess the answer is – it’s hard, but – one grows a skin.


Do you have a spirit familiar?


My spirit familiar is a fox.


What’s your favourite film?


Lord of The Rings Part Two.


What do you do when you’re not involved in tribal warrior work?


I play Call of Duty.


Do you drink?


No.


Do you take drugs?


No.


Are you a virgin?


No.


Are you gay?


No.


Do you hate foreigners?


I don’t hate foreigners. I hate foreigners being here. There is a difference.


Do you believe in an afterlife?


Only in the sense that I expect to be etched into the neural circuitry of the minds I encounter in life – and I intend to be etched into a lot of minds. LOL!


Seriously though, I think my ideas are my afterlife.


You must have to be fit to be a tribal warrior? Do you follow a special diet?





Yes! I follow the Palaeolithic diet. Meat, green vegetables and leaves. No legumes! No grains! One eats as Stone Age man ate. I am on day three. Feeling good on it. Feeling fucking great on it actually –


Your actions will be shocking to many people, many people will ask – why do you kill? What will be your answer to such persons?


I kill to protect my tribe.


Claire Really?


The Boy I kill to protect my tribe from softness.


Claire Softness?


The Boy A softness born of cheap togetherness – which is an illusion fostered by failed elites who cling on to power and wealth through immigrant labour and globalisation.


I don’t know why you even read this shit, Claire.


Claire I’m just trying to understand.


‘In our enemy’s hall we find our souls.’


It seems to make sense but when you get closer it melts away.


The Boy It melts away because there’s nothing there, Claire.


Claire ‘Blood makes the land fertile.’


The Boy I don’t know why the authorities haven’t shut it down –


Claire ‘Blood must be shed in defence of the tribe.’


Switch it off, Claire.


Claire I just want to read a little more.


The Boy Where did you find it, anyway?





Claire A link in a comment on a page about the trial.


The Boy Switch it off.


Claire It’s all new material.


The Boy Do you want a cup of tea?


Claire I’m fine.


The Boy Only you must have spilled that one.


Claire Did I?


The Boy Do you want me to mop it up?


Claire It’s fine.


The Boy In case it stains.


Claire He was on the news.
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