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











A one-roomed stone hut in the Scottish Highlands. Evening turning to night outside.


The set is laid out on the flat/thrust stage, the only wall being the back wall, the other three are empty space.


Against the back wall (upstage left) there is a single bed with meditation cushions in a neat pile at its foot and a large poster of a Tibetan Buddha on the wall above it.


Next to the bed is a bedside table and there is a shelf on the wall above it decorated with Tibetan prayer flags. The shelf contains a few Buddhist books and a statue of Green Tara.


Further along is a gas heater, a stove, and a table with cooking implements, plates, etc. There is a small window in the wall above the table (upstage centre).


There is a door at the back of the hut, and a threadbare armchair on the other side of it (upstage right). There is a stool in the corner of the room (downstage right).


At the front of the stage a small shrine has been set up – a low rectangular wooden table with candles, water bowls and wax flowers in front of a golden Buddha statue (downstage centre). There is a Tibetan singing bowl on an ornate cushion next to the shrine.


LUKE is kneeling in front of the shrine. He is in his thirties.


He is clean shaven, has a crew cut and is dressed in practical outdoor wear – a maroon fleece, hiking socks.


He is holding a small porcelain jug of water. There’s a row of eight small bowls on the shrine. Five are already full of water, the other three are upside down.


He turns over the sixth bowl and very carefully fills it with water, then places it back on the shrine. He does the same with the next two bowls.




He puts the empty jug on to the floor, takes out a box of matches and carefully lights the three candles on the shrine.


He blows out the match then takes a white cloth from a cardboard box on the floor nearby. He carefully removes a (branded) chocolate bar from inside the box and places it on the shrine.


Then, facing the shrine, he walks back several paces. He puts his hands together in ‘prayer position’ at his chest, closes his eyes for a beat.


He opens his eyes and moves his hands together up to his forehead – then down to his throat – then back to his chest – then drops to his knees, puts his palms on the floor in front of him and puts his forehead on the floor, lifting his palms above his head. Then he gets to his feet, goes back to his starting position. He completes the prostration three times.


Then he crosses to the meditation cushions and places them carefully in the centre of the room. He sits on the cushions, facing the shrine.


He takes a wooden stick and strikes the rim of the singing bowl, creating a distinctive tone which rings out.


After a beat he picks up a mala (Buddhist rosary beads), places it in his left hand. He starts to chant, counting each mantra with the click of a bead as he does so:


LUKE. Om mani padme hum – Om mani padme hum – Om mani padme hum


The door quietly opens and TONY enters. TONY is also in his thirties, dressed in more urban clothing and carrying a rucksack. He has a scarf and hat on.


Om mani padme hum – Om mani padme hum – Om mani padme hum


TONY quietly approaches LUKE and watches him for a moment. LUKE doesn’t notice him, he’s so deep in concentration.




Om mani padme hum – Om mani padme hum – Om mani padme hum


After a beat TONY quietly steps further inside the hut. He goes over to the bed – looks through the books on the shelf.


Om mani padme hum – Om mani padme hum – Om mani padme hum


Then he goes over to the kitchen area. Looks through the cooking implements.


TONY picks up a container of metal spoons – then deliberately drops the spoons on the stone floor, making a loud noise.


LUKE leaps up in shock, turns round.


(Freaked.) Aaaaahhh!


TONY (mock-freaked). Aaaaaaahhhhhh!


LUKE (scared). I haven’t got anything, take it all!


TONY. Cheers, but I’ve got enough spoons as it goes.


TONY takes off his hat and scarf, revealing his face.


LUKE. Tony??


TONY. Just thought I’d pay you a little visit. You don’t mind do you? It’s been too long.


LUKE. How – how did you get here?


TONY. Train to Glasgow, bus to Inverness, hitched. Then when I finally got here I had to walk up a fucking mountain and get past your bouncers – a couple of baldy monks in purple robes.


LUKE. Didn’t you think about – phoning ahead?


TONY. I did – last week. They said I couldn’t talk to you, or even leave a fucking message.


LUKE. They’re not supposed to disturb me while I’m on retreat.


TONY. What if it’s important?




LUKE. I guess they have to make a judgement on how important it is…


TONY. Right, and you told them: ‘if it’s Tony, it’s definitely not important – in fact make sure you tell him to go fuck himself.’


LUKE. No, I never even mentioned you actually.


TONY. It is important, as a matter of fact. Really important. Yeah, I’ve got news. Big news.


LUKE. Right?


TONY. The thing is… I don’t know how to say this… but… it’s – Raymond.


Beat.


Raymond’s dead.


LUKE takes this in.


It happened last week. He had a stroke. Brain haemorrhage. Totally out of the blue. He was in hospital for about five days and then – that was it.


LUKE. Right.


Beat – then:


Who’s – Raymond?


TONY. Dad’s uncle. Uncle Raymond.


LUKE. Oh right. In Canada?


TONY. Yup.


LUKE. Didn’t Dad used to call him Ray?


TONY. Raymond, Ray – what does it matter? The point is, he’s dead.


LUKE. Right.


TONY. Yeah. It must be a bit of a shock.


LUKE. Was he, in pain when he died, or…?




TONY. I dunno. I didn’t get a chance to actually see him. I mean he’s in Canada, so.


LUKE. Right.


TONY. So. The funeral’s next week.


LUKE. Okay.


TONY. Vancouver. It’s about ten hours away. But it’s off-season, so we could get tickets pretty cheap.


LUKE. Okay. Normally, of course I’d come… but right now it’s difficult. I’m kind of – busy.


TONY. Doing what?


LUKE. My retreat. It’s a three-month retreat on compassion. I’ve still got over a month to go, so…


TONY. You’re so busy being compassionate you can’t go to Uncle Ray’s funeral?


LUKE. We never actually met him.


TONY. Yeah we did.


LUKE. When?


TONY. When he came over, that Christmas.


LUKE. When we were kids?


TONY. Yeah.


LUKE. I don’t remember.


TONY. Well, I do. He gave me a water-powered rocket.


LUKE. Right? And that was a big deal for you?


TONY. I only used it once and it didn’t work. Well, it did, if you wanted to re-enact the Space Shuttle disaster. But it was a nice thought.


LUKE. Maybe you could – represent me at the funeral?


TONY. Represent you? Like your lawyer? What do you expect me to tell them? ‘Sorry, Luke couldn’t make it. There was some urgent sitting needed, and there wasn’t anyone else available with an arse.’


LUKE. I can be more help to Ray staying here than I could by watching his body being burned.


TONY. Help him? It’s a bit late for that.


LUKE. There’s still time to do a powa for him…


TONY. A what?


LUKE. Powa. P–O–W–A. It’s a special ceremony us Buddhists perform when someone’s died. It takes seven to ten days after death for the very subtle mind to leave the body. As long as you perform the powa before then, it can make all the difference.


TONY. Make what difference?


LUKE. You chant a mantra to purify the person’s negative karma and help them towards a fortunate rebirth. It’s one of the kindest gifts you can give.


TONY. Just for the record, I’d prefer some Quality Street or a cake.


LUKE. A cake won’t be much use to you once you’re dead.


TONY. And a ‘powa’ would be?


LUKE. Absolutely.


TONY. So if I died, you’d sit around for hours praying for my soul?


LUKE. Yes.


TONY. That’s really annoying.


LUKE. You’d be dead.


TONY. Exactly. I won’t be around to tell you what a dick you’re being.


LUKE. Look, I appreciate you coming all this way to see me, but…




TONY. ‘…but I’m sitting on my arse getting high on my own supply, so piss off and leave me alone’?


LUKE. That’s not what I’m saying.


TONY. Well, that’s what I’m hearing.


LUKE starts tidying up the mess TONY made. TONY looks around.


Not a nice place you have here.


LUKE. It’s not meant to be five star, it’s designed for retreat…


TONY. ‘Retreat.’ Isn’t that what an army does when it’s losing?


LUKE blows out the shrine candles, clears away the cushions.


LUKE. It’s kind of a – spiritual holiday.


TONY. You’re having a nice holiday. That’s nice.


LUKE. So you got the postcard?


TONY. Yeah. Is that a new phrase for when you screw someone over? ‘I gave him the postcard.’ ‘Yeah, I totally gave him the postcard.’


TONY takes a postcard from his pocket.


LUKE. No, obviously I…


TONY. There was me sitting around like an idiot thinking ‘he’ll be back any day now’. Then I get ‘the postcard’. ‘Starting retreat, please pay bills and redirect post.’ They don’t charge you per word, you know.


LUKE. I wanted to keep it – to the point.


TONY. Yeah well, you managed that pretty successfully.


Beat.


In other news, I broke up with Annie.


LUKE. Oh I’m sorry. I didn’t know you two were… having trouble.




TONY. Well, I didn’t get a chance to talk to you about it, did I? Before you ran off.


LUKE. I didn’t ‘run off’.


TONY. What would you call it? You just – disappeared. It was like you’d kidnapped yourself.


LUKE. I just needed to – get away.


TONY. From me?


LUKE. No.


TONY. So what did I do?


LUKE. You didn’t ‘do’ anything – it just – the flat wasn’t a, a positive environment. There were a lot of… distractions.


TONY. What – you mean me and Annie? I guess we could be a little bit noisy, sorry about that. You could have turned up your stereo.


LUKE. I got rid of my stereo.


TONY. You could have borrowed my stereo.


LUKE. Knocked on your door mid-shag and asked to borrow your stereo?


TONY. That’s what living with people is like. Fucking pain in the arse. But you just have to deal with it.


LUKE. I think I’m just the sort of person who prefers living alone.


TONY. No kidding.


LUKE starts sweeping the floor with a broom.


LUKE. It wasn’t just the noise. It was the drugs, the booze. I just needed a break.


TONY. Maybe I needed a break too. Did you ever think about that? We could have gone away somewhere together.


LUKE. I wanted to do something spiritual.




TONY. We could have found somewhere spiritual that also has a nightclub?


LUKE. I don’t think we would have found somewhere like that.


TONY. I bet the Hindus don’t mind if you shake your booty.


LUKE. I really wouldn’t know.


TONY (after a beat). You know what you need? A girlfriend.


LUKE. Oh really?


TONY. You don’t need Buddha, you need to wake up with someone else’s hand on your knob for a change.


LUKE. Grinding your genitals against somebody else’s isn’t the answer to all life’s problems.


TONY. I know you had a shitty marriage. But that doesn’t mean you should write off the whole female race.


LUKE. They’re not a race.


TONY. Sorry?


LUKE. Women aren’t a race. They’re a gender.


TONY. That’s pretty racist.


LUKE. It’s really not.


TONY. Look, I know you and Lisa had some big ugly fights. Shit happens.


LUKE. I don’t know what you…


TONY. I saw that cut on her face.


LUKE. It wasn’t… I didn’t cut her face. I just – threw a pillow at her.


TONY. You must have thrown it pretty hard.


LUKE. She was holding a glass at the time. I didn’t mean to…


TONY. You don’t have to explain. The only reason I never sent Annie to the hospital is my aim’s no fucking good.


Beat.




Listen. Women are mental. One minute you think she’s the missing piece of the jigsaw, the next you want to plough her face in with a steam iron. You’ve just got to stick it out, then you get to the good stuff.


LUKE. What good stuff? You leaving them, them leaving you, watching them die or them watching you die?


TONY. Are you seriously saying there’s no point in trying cos one day it’s all going to end?


LUKE. The end of meeting is parting. The end of collection is dispersion. The end of rising is falling. The end of birth is death.


TONY. In that case, what’s the point of doing fucking anything?


Beat.


Anyway. I brought a bunch of stuff I thought you might need. Is that all right, or do I have to run it past the prison guards?


TONY opens his rucksack.


Speakers for my phone. Couple of books – Ian Rankins. Your favourite. Some of those posh olives you love, a fuck-off Toblerone…


LUKE. That’s really kind. But I’m doing a semi-fast for the retreat. I’m not eating anything after lunch.


TONY. Well, if you’re not eating, you still have to drink.


TONY takes out a can of lager from the bag.


Stella Artois. ‘Reassuringly alcoholic.’


TONY throws LUKE the lager, LUKE catches it and immediately puts it down on the table.


LUKE. I’m fine, thanks.


TONY. Tell you what – fancy a bit of a pick-me-up?


TONY takes out a bag of coke, offers it to LUKE.


LUKE. Er… no.




TONY. Oh go on.


LUKE. No thanks.


TONY. Why not? You used to love it.


LUKE. That was a long time ago.


TONY. No it wasn’t. It was like, last year.
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