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First production





Winter Hill was first performed at the Octagon Theatre, Bolton, on 11 May 2017. The cast was as follows:




 





Dolly  Denise Black


Beth  Louise Jameson


Emma  Fiona Hampton


Irene  Cathy Tyson


Felicity  Janet Henfrey


Vivian  Souad Faress


Alex  Eva-Jane Willis


The Fury  Susan Twist




 





Director  Elizabeth Newman


Set and Costume Designer  Amanda Stoodley


Lighting Designer  Chris Davey


Sound Designer  Ben Occhipinti


Movement and Associate Director  Lesley Hutchison


Deputy Stage Manager  Sophia Horrocks


Casting Director  Jenkins McShane Casting


Assistant Director  Alex Joynes 
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WINTER HILL







… Those fantastic forms, fang-sharp, bone-bare …




 





W. H. Auden


‘City without Walls’




















Note on the Text





This version of the text went to press while rehearsals were still in progress, and may differ slightly from the play as performed.





















Part One








A few years from now.


An empty but structured space. It could be the half-built lobby of a grand hotel. It feels echoey, both spatially and sometimes acoustically.


















SCENE ONE








Emma and Beth. Emma is about thirty, standing or pacing. Beth seems very old, she’s slumped in a wheelchair.




Emma   Last night I dreamt of Winter Hill. My mother stood tall in the wind, white robes billowing. That’s odd, isn’t it? I only ever saw her in jeans. The West Pennines stretched around her and ruins, charred ruins. I couldn’t hear what she was saying because of the wind and the rain but she was trying to tell me something.


I’m not here for very long. I need you to remember.




Beth remains vacant, slumped.





Winter Hill.




Is there a movement from Beth? Perhaps.





There were several of you but you two walked together. You usually walked together. You were there. Walking up to Winter Hill.


Beth   (from afar, echoing) Winter Hill.


Emma   Yes, Beth, on that day. You and Mum walked up together. And then? 


Beth   The blackberry.


Emma   You had a BlackBerry? I thought they were obsolete by then.


Beth   Blackberries are obsolete?


Emma   You were calling someone? Do you still have it?


Beth   We picked blackberries on Winter Hill. You can’t make a pie if you eat them first. I couldn’t stop her.


Emma   That wasn’t with Mum. She never baked. I made her apologise later for failing in the mother–daughter baking bond. She tried to make up for it by buying me a baking book when I left home. Except it was in Spanish. But Beth, it was winter: there were no blackberries. The day you and the others went up with my mother to Winter Hill.


Beth   Who is your mother, dearie?


Emma   Dolly. Your best friend Dolly, don’t you remember? Dolores Arkwright. You went to school with her.


Beth   Why are you here?


Emma   I thought you’d be the one to remember. She always said you had the best memory.


Beth   Best to forget, dearie, take my advice and forget. Selective forgetting is how we survive. Where’s the other carer? The angry one? I don’t want you.


Emma   I’m Emma, Dolly’s daughter.


Beth   You weren’t here before. Why are you here now?


Emma   I couldn’t before. Do you really not remember?


Beth   Not today. Today is bomday.


Emma   Bombday? 


Beth   Monday, that’s what I said, Monday.


Emma   You said bombday.


Beth   That’s what you remembered. You should go now. The other one won’t want to see you here.




Emma leaves. As soon as she leaves, Beth straightens up.





You should be ashamed of yourself, Dolly, haunting your daughter like that. I can forgive the not baking. Never enjoyed it myself although I did it. That was the difference between us: I always kept to the rules, you even rebelled against the multiplication table.





















SCENE TWO








Without a change of scene, Dolly strides on, beautiful and sixty-plus, followed by Vivian, about forty-five to fifty, carrying a lot of things. Felicity, well over eighty, hobbles on, breathless, helped by Irene, about fifty-five.




Dolly   Now. Let’s get ready.




Some chairs get moved and Beth, now fit, gets out of the wheelchair and helps Felicity into it.





Felicity   I don’t need wheels. We’re not moving any more, are we?


Dolly   It’s the most confortable seat, Felicity.


Beth   Why are we here, Dolly? It’s freezing.


Felicity   It was colder in the war.


Vivian   I’ve brought extra heaters.


Felicity   Where am I?


Irene   In the future. 


Felicity   At our age, we should be enjoying the past. Leave the future to others.


Dolly   If we leave the future to others, there won’t be one.


Beth   Yes, but why are we here? I don’t mean existentially, I mean why in this place and not in a cosy kitchen with food and a glass of wine.


Vivian   I’ve brought some food and I’ll open the wine in a minute.


Felicity   I won’t be able to get back down after a glass of wine. The worst thing about getting old is that wine goes to your head so quickly. And then the wine stays there because of all that’s in the head, those sediments of time, and it makes rock pools and one gets very drunk. Which is quite delightful really as long as you don’t have to get back down a hill. A real one, I mean, not a metaphorical one, one is already going downhill …


Dolly   I’ve arranged for a carer to come and help you, Felicity. You may even know her. She’ll be here later.


Felicity   Make it much later: she’ll stop the conversation.


Beth   It’s not even a book.


Dolly   It is an important story.


Beth   Not the kind we usually read. It’s a chapter and it’s not a classic. And there is no heroine.


Dolly   Not yet.


Beth   We all agreed on the rules: a classic, a heroine.


Dolly   Those were your rules, Beth.


Beth   We voted on them democratically. Now we abide by them. That’s how rules work. Why then are we in the middle of a construction site with the wind blowing outside on this wild and wet hill? 


Felicity  




‘Wildness and wet, wildness and wet.


Where would the world be, once bereft …’





Dadum dadum dadum.








‘O let them be left. Wildness and wet.’











I’m going to need the loo.


Beth   Should we even be here? Aren’t we trespassing?


Irene   I have a pass.


Beth   You agreed to this, Irene?


Irene   We’ve always agreed that the one who chooses the book chooses the venue.


Beth   A restaurant or a pub when it’s not in a kitchen. But Winter Hill?


Felicity   I haven’t been up on Winter Hill for such a long time. I always loved the view.


Dolly   Beth, when was the last time you came here?


Beth   More than two years ago, with you. It was late summer and we took a walk together and picked the last blackberries. We discussed sin. Sin, you’d decided, was missing the opportunity of doing something right rather than doing anything wrong. I disagreed. Do you want me to repeat the whole argument?


Dolly   Two years ago, this was a wilderness.


Felicity  




‘Long live the weeds and the wilderness yet …’





Dolly   And now we’re sitting in a lobby. Well, a future lobby of a future hotel on a future Winter Hill.


Vivian   I have the plans here. 


Irene   How did you get those?


Vivian   I found the password on your computer. You and Dolly went out for a minute.


Dolly   Vivian is so brilliant at IT.


Vivian   By the way, all the information on your computer is accessible to a first-year hacking student.


Felicity   Is hacking being taught in schools now? I wouldn’t mind taking a course. I like to keep up with the news.


Beth   It’s illegal to hack into someone’s computer in this country, Vivian. Dolly should have told you.


Irene   The plans will change anyway.


Vivian   I have the modifications. I got them from the architects by posing as you.


Dolly   I said you wouldn’t mind. It’s for the story.


Vivian   The modifications are mostly to the height and the headdress.


Irene   Wait – What –?


Vivian   The top of the building: the headdress.


Felicity   I could do with a headresser now. After all that wind. I mean a hairdresser or do I mean a headdresser? I could do with one of those too. Or a headlift … Why did you say we were here? Aren’t we supposed to discuss our reading?


Beth   The unclassic non-book with the no-heroine.


Dolly   If there had been a heroine, who would she have been?


Beth   On Easter Island in bloody Polynesia, how would I know? 


Dolly   We all possess an increasingly unused faculty called the imagination.


Beth   We do heroines that have already been written.


Dolly   But as we discuss them, we reshape them and sometimes consider how they could be different.


Irene   Especially when they kill themselves or marry, which I consider to be the same thing.


Beth   May I remind everyone that I had a good marriage.


Irene   That doesn’t mean you don’t have to kill yourself to have it. The Tenant of Wildfell Hall?


Vivian   She gets a second life.


Beth   And compromise isn’t suicide. It brings peace.


Irene   On the council, it’s usually a response to a threat: compromise or suicide.


Beth   I meant domestically. Like literature, you learn to see another point of view.


Irene   I wouldn’t know.


Felicity   I’m all for points of view, but at some point you have to make a point. Pointedly – and jump. Into marriage, under a train, over the moon – although that’s only when you’re a cow.


Dolly   Isn’t the question rather: do you have to end up marrying or jumping under a train to become a viable heroine?


Beth   That’s how we like our heroines.


Dolly   Until now, but that could change.


Felicity   I loved Anna Karenina. Wilderness and snow. It made a difference from all that English wilderness and wet. Snow is wet but not in the same way as wet is wet. I really do need the loo.


Irene   I’ll show you where it is. It’s the part that’s most finished, and there’s a lot of marble. I’m not sure there are lights in the corridor so we had better all go now before the wine.


Vivian   I’ll stay and set everything out.




She sits. She suddenly looks frozen and incarcerated, which she is. Emma comes on to a prison-type light and echo.
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