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Characters

ANDY, forty-eight years old

NATALIE, twenty-five years old

MAYA, twenty-one years old

( / ) means the next speech begins at that point.

( – ) means the next line interrupts.

(…) at the end of a speech means it trails off. On its own it indicates a pressure, expectation or desire to speak.

A line with no full stop at the end indicates that the next speech follows on immediately.

A speech with no written dialogue indicates a character deliberately remaining silent.

Dialogue in brackets indicates the point being made is parenthetical to the main argument.

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


ACT ONE

A church hall in an Oxfordshire village on 24 December 2019. The usual things are there: a stage, curtains, wooden floor, possibly wooden walls, fold-away chairs and an air of being trapped in time since the 1940s.

A doorway to a small kitchen to one side.

The lights are dim. On the stage of the village hall, the curtains are drawn. Leading up behind the curtains are wires – a power lead. Also a piece of tinsel.

In front of the curtain is arranged a banner that says ‘Welcome Home’.

In the hall itself are empty boxes for the decorations, the hall Christmas tree and a few decorations left over…

As clearance is given, ANDY emerges from behind the curtains. He’s about to descend, when he forgets something and goes back. Fiddles with it. Then he comes into the hall, tidies up a few of the boxes, and stands with his phone.



	ANDY

	So when you arrive, I’ll be here




	   
	well I won’t be here I won’t be just standing up waiting staring at the door that would be a bad first impression I’ll be sat on a chair or on that, or through there in the kitchen with a coffee, but not on my phone that wouldn’t look right too casual you should know that this is my focus, that this matters and I’ve made an effort which I have by the way.




	   
	That should be obvious.




	   
	So no phone but I can’t just be doing nothing so I’ll… have my book, reading my book and then when you knock on the door you won’t knock on the door I’ll have the door open you can just walk in so okay, when you do I’ll put the book down, stand up, you’ll survey the scene and notice that I’ve been reading and that’ll make it seem like I’m fresh and healthy and cultured and normal and not watching TV on my phone all the time like you probably imagine I am.




	   
	So you come in, book down, stand up, go over and greet you but at a distance.




	   
	The distance is important so it’s clear I’m not expecting a kiss or hug ‘don’t worry’ it needs to say ‘I get it. Been a while’, actually I’ll say hi before I welcome you in so




	   
	Start again. You come in, book down, then as I stand up, ‘Hi’, a few steps towards, a deliberate stop and I say something maybe like ‘come in’.




	   
	Casual. ‘come in’




	   
	I thought this place rather than the house because it’s neutral ground.




	   
	And you know, it’ll be more of a thing…




	   
	After I say ‘come in’ you’ll probably walk a bit further into the room and I’ll say like ‘it’s so good you’ve come’ and then something to break the ice like ‘god this is strange’ no that’s bad I’m not going to say that ‘god this is strange’ I’m such a moron I can see why you left if your dad’s going to say banal things like that ‘god this is strange!’




	   
	better off without me.




	   
	Maybe you’ll want a hug or kiss so I need to be ready, cos if you are definitely going for those things then fine but the key is not to get carried away you left for a reason I expect no you definitely left for a reason you didn’t just get lost one day so yes there’s a reason and who knows if that reason has changed.




	   
	And then I’ll say ‘but I’ve got a surprise’.




	   
	‘Do you want to see what I’ve done.’




	   
	No that sounds bad.




	   
	Well…




	   
	Whatever happens, I can’t believe in a matter of minutes you’ll walk through that door.




	   
	Probably.




	   
	Maybe.




	   
	From a bag he produces a Christmas jumper, with a pudding on the front.




	   
	Christmas jumper




	   
	take the edge off




	   
	Even you can’t get angry if I’m wearing a pudding.




	   
	He puts it on.




	   
	Terry Scott wore a good one in the 1982 Terry and June Christmas special when his boss is accidentally invited round with his sex-obsessed secretary Miss Fennel and Terry’s colleague Malcolm. It feels dated of course but it’s a tight script and the point is all the way through Terry’s in his Christmas jumper which mitigates any potential cruelty. It was on BBC Store for a while, but they’ve shut BBC Store now because bloody Netflix won, I loved BBC Store. Anyway it’s gone so you’ll have to order the DVD.




	   
	Except there’s no way you own a DVD player. Actually, you probably have no idea what half the words I just used are. You won’t know who Terry Scott is. Well, you’re missing out, that’s all I can say.




	   
	‘ “DVD’s”?! Jesus!’ you’ll think with a scornful tone of thought ‘come on Dad we’re streaming now?’ and I know I can stream I stream but equally I like browsing selecting the DVD from its elaborate case kneeling down to insert it then sitting back and working through the various menus before getting to the thing you wanted to watch in the first place and yes I expect from your point of view this might be ancient and unappealing (much like myself) but for me it’s exactly the joy. A slow and precise ritual, which I’m wilfully sticking with.




	   
	It’s not all about being efficient, Maya.




	   
	I went to an HMV the other day, in Reading. The staff weren’t as friendly as they used to be in the nineties. In the nineties I used to go there every Saturday, spent hours there like it was a club. Only bought something occasionally but it was the place you’d go. People talked to each other.




	   
	I’m not massively keen to say sorry. I mean I don’t know what I’d be apologising for. I don’t know what happened, you’re the one who left, but I’m a little worried that’s why you’ve come back.




	   
	You know what makes me think you’re coming back? How I know? Maybe it’s not obvious? Because from my side it’s been quite a sequence of events and they’ve left me certain we’re on the brink right on the brink of your reappearance. Like some Neighbours shock plot development – the actor playing you, their post-Ramsay Street career didn’t work out so after one hit single and a couple of mediocre films they’re back to Australia and they return to Erinsborough for a limited storyline but then it’s so popular they stay for years it’s like that.




	   
	About a week ago my friend Julie you remember Julie, with the neck, she’s not a close friend but I’ve known her for ages since school kissed her once at a party in some village we got off in the utility room of this big house knocked the mops over I fancied her a lot then but now we’re both old well not so much, which isn’t rude because I’m sure that goes both ways anyway I bump into her outside WHSmiths and she says you must be happy I say no – yes – what? Do I look – no – what – Sorry?




	   
	She says because of Maya. What? Maya’s back.




	   
	What? Maya’s back. What?




	   
	Is she? What? Yeah don’t you know? What?




	   
	She saw you in Turl Street Kitchen having coffee with someone last week and I’m I was I’m




	   
	I have two questions




	   
	Firstly what’s Turl Street Kitchen? Apparently it’s a café in central Oxford, I don’t go into central Oxford much so fine that makes sense but secondly my second question and this is more important




	   
	Is she sure?




	   
	Because I’ve spent a long time trying not to hope.




	   
	Because to be disappointed every day when you don’t come back is –




	   
	So if she’s really saying she saw you back here back where you grew up then I need her to be absolutely one-hundred-per-cent-no-room-for-error certain.




	   
	She says without question




	   
	You looked different. But it was you.




	   
	She watched you talking to a friend she would have gone up to you but she didn’t want to make you feel like you were being observed claustrophobic whatever, which I find well, really irritating actually, I wish she had gone up to you and found out more information any information but she didn’t, she says she heard you speak but wasn’t sure what about, she couldn’t remember any of the words you used not a single word – as she’s talking I’m remembering that Julie was always known for being good looking but on another planet one of those girls drifting around carried through life by the intoxicating fumes of being very physically attractive I’ve always wondered what happens to girls like that when they get older and they’re not so attractive any more, sorry women not girls, actually if your misogyny alarm has gone off which it probably has then yes I’m sure this happens to good-looking men too, the same thing.




	   
	This isn’t me talking about women – it’s about what happens to physical attractiveness over time. Okay?




	   
	Got to be so careful when talking to you… I remember that.




	   
	Julie said sorry I assumed you knew she was back, but at least this means she’s alright?! Yeah? That she’s doing okay?




	   
	You looked a bit older apparently you were more confident she said the way you were talking you were gesturing passionately I wish I knew what about.




	   
	I ask when was this, what time exactly? She says a week ago Wednesday half-three, she was meeting someone so she knows for sure what the time was. Okay. I make to go, and Julie says oh and she had a tattoo.




	   
	What? She had a tattoo on her back a tattoo a tattoo okay what of what of what was it?




	   
	A bird.




	   
	What bird?




	   
	Julie’s not an expert. It may not have been a bird.




	   
	It had wings that’s all she can say.




	   
	I made my excuses and left.




	   
	Pause.




	   
	I’m pleased you sent that text the day you went. At least I knew you hadn’t been murdered.




	   
	I sent one back.




	   
	Actually, I sent forty-seven back.




	   
	Not sure if you’ve seen it but our text conversation looks a little one-sided these days. If you weren’t aware of the context it would look like a stalker.




	   
	Surely you’ve changed your phone. Of course you have.




	   
	But the number still rings. It’s still a phone, still in use, so –




	   
	Anyway.




	   
	The Turl Street Kitchen.




	   
	Not café.




	   
	Not restaurant.




	   
	Kitchen. If you go there, you’re eating in the kitchen.




	   
	It’s a bit posh wooden floor wooden walls wooden facial expressions from the staff I don’t know if this is a place you chose or the suggestion of your friend I can’t imagine it’s your kind of thing anyway I go in try to find where you order a coffee and walk through about three different rooms but eventually I find what could be a counter and speak to this young guy I’d say maybe probably he was a student who needs a job on the side he looks at me already thinking I’m not his usual clientele not wearing a good enough coat like already he can tell I’m going to be a hassle or maybe that’s not true and he treats everyone with this level of contempt.
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