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Act One








Present day. Winter. Afternoon. The drawing room of a remote country house.


The room has a shabby glory. Large double doors lead out into the garden. There is a piano, a sofa, and a battered armchair. Shelves are lined with books. The house has been restored and rebuilt by Lily. Certain details reflect this. There are two side doors. One exits to the kitchen, the other to the rest of the house.


The curtains are drawn. The room dim. Over the scene the sky outside darkens to dusk.


Robin stands in the centre of the room, barefoot. He lights a cigarette. There is a sudden banging at the door. Robin turns slowly.




Oliver (off) Robin? ROBIN.


Robin doesn’t react. More banging.


I know you’re in there. I saw the car.


More banging.


Robin smokes the last of his cigarette. He stubs it out carefully. He pours a drink from the bar and takes a sip. He rests the glass on the piano. He takes a breath and turns to the rattling door. It is bolted shut. Robin unlocks it.


ROBIN, OPEN THE FUCKING DOOR!


Robin flings open the door. Oliver is revealed. He is older than Robin by a decade. He wears a crumpled suit and loosened tie. He is holding the door handle.


Is she here?





Robin Who?


Oliver Lily. Mum. Our mother. Is she here?


Robin Mum? Yikes. No. Should she be?


Robin seems drunk. Thick with it.


Oliver Are you absolutely sure?


Robin Yes, I’m sure. Why … so … serious? Oliver She’s missing. From the care home. Again.


Robin Is that all? Oh relax. She’ll turn up. She did last time.


Oliver I know but –


Robin And the time before. (Slurs.) No need to get your suit in a twist.


Beat.


It’s Tuesday. No. Thursday. No. Definitely Tuesday. Maybe it’s even Friday. Is it Friday?


Oliver Oh, forget it.


Robin Shouldn’t you be in London anyway? I thought you had a … vote. Or did the Tree House give you the day off? As it’s a Friday and all.


Oliver It’s a fucking Tuesday.


Robin I knew it. Always go with your first instinct.


Oliver How did you know I had a vote?


Robin I follow it sometimes. Always fun to see the big bro on the box. You look so tiny. Like an angry thumb. But look. Here you are. In all your life-size glory. A little field trip to the country, is it? Got your packed lunch?


Oliver Shut up.





Robin I must say it’s very exotic to have you down these parts. Now that you’re so urbane. MP for Ilford North no less. Do they have –


Oliver I think you mean urban.


Robin What?


Oliver Urban, not urbane.


Robin Do they have any idea, your ‘constituents’, what ‘manor’. Actual. Literal. Manor. You spring from?


Oliver I’m not getting into this again, Robin, it’s boring and it’s irrelevant. Look, if she –


Robin It’s a twisting irony that after so many years of people trying to ferret their way up the socio-economic scale, you would like nothing more than to slither all the way down it. Do you adopt an accent in Ilford North, ‘blud’? I bet the Tree House encourages it …


Oliver If she turns up here go to the payphone in the village. But walk. Don’t drive. I’ll leave my numbers here. I presume your mobile is still in the Thames?


Robin shrugs.


Oliver sets the door handle down. Robin pounces on it.


Robin You brute, you broke it. You pulled too hard.


Oliver It’s a door handle, you’re meant to pull hard.


Robin I’ll fix it, give it here.


Oliver This place is falling apart.


Robin No it’s not.


Oliver The roof is sagging, I saw from the drive.


Robin Don’t say that. It’s cruel.





Oliver To whom?


Robin The house.


He lights a cigarette, swaying a little.


Oliver It’s a building, not a person. Why the hell are you back here anyway? Isn’t it term time?


Robin taps ash provocatively on to the floor.


This pace is a tinderbox, Robin, do not be a –


Robin does it again.


PRICK. Give me that.


He grabs the cigarette off Robin and chucks it outside.


Oliver It’s the middle of the week. Don’t you have classes? Don’t you have something, anything else to do –


Robin I’m working actually. I’m composing a theme tune.


Oliver You’ve come all the way up here to –


Robin I like the quiet. And someone has to take care of the place after you put her in the little-old-lady prison, we can’t leave it unmanned. It’s our land.


Oliver It’s the best care home in the county, Robin; I will not go through this again.


Robin It’s a little old lady prison and you know it … Now if you don’t mind I must start composing.


Oliver A theme tune to what exactly?


Robin My fantastic life, now sod off.


Oliver Hold on … I get it. You finally got kicked out, didn’t you?


Robin I left actually.





Oliver That’s why you’re back here in the middle of term. Ran home to the castle. Reinstalled yourself. Glass in one hand. Cock in another.


Robin I was not kicked out.


Beat.


We came to a mutual agreement.


Oliver Well done. One hand clapping in a fucking forest yet again.


Robin heads to the bar. He stands so that he is blocking the closed kitchen door. He pours a drink.


What are you doing?


Robin I’m water-skiing, what does it look like?


Oliver It’s two in the … Oh forget it.


Robin Well, as it’s your day off, why don’t you join me?


Oliver I hate how you make me this person. This person who has to nag you. To tell you off. I am not this fucking person –


Robin We could go fishing. Shooting even. Hold on. I forgot you renounced all that. Tree-house rules.


Oliver STOP CALLING IT THAT. The House of Commons is not a fucking tree house.


Beat.


Robin Well it sort of is … if you think about it … boys with their toys … up high.


Oliver I said to myself. On the way up. If you were here, we weren’t going to do this. And we’re not. We’re just not. OK? (Almost to himself.) I should have insisted on a phone here.


Robin Off you trot then. I’ll let you know if she turns up.





Oliver has taken off his tie and balled it in his hand during the last sequence. He absent-mindedly leaves it on the sofa. He starts looking for something.


Oliver If you don’t pass out first. And let me know how exactly? By fucking carrier pigeon? Can you even get to the payphone in the village this pissed? Where are your shoes?


Robin I don’t like shoes.


Oliver How bohemian of you.


Robin I find them restricting. We were not born in tiny shoes.


Robin stares out of the garden doors.


It’s almost more beautiful in winter. The land. Starker. The trees are … all angles.


He cocks his head.


Robin Hold on. Can you hear that?


Oliver What?


Robin I can hear it really faintly … I think it’s … hold on, is it faint crying?


Oliver Where? Who?


Robin I hear faint mewling … I think it’s the state crying for its nanny … Time to go, don’t you think?


Oliver Oh get a job, Robin.


Robin I work, you skunk, I write. Just because I don’t have a fucking desk.


Oliver gives him a withering look. He then spies what he was looking for. It is a clay mouse. Made by a child. He handles it delicately.


Robin shoves some pages of music at Oliver.


Look.





Oliver Yes. Because playing the piano on your own. To yourself. In the middle of nowhere. Is a very serious important job, Robin. It’s so very useful.


Beat.


He looks at him properly.


This place holds you back. It’s sad actually. When you can run back here you’ll never –


Robin Enter the fray? Give a shit. Have you seen the fray lately? I reject the fray.


Oliver Or did it reject you?


Robin What did you say?


Oliver Don’t get too used to it up here, princeling. Remember it’s not just your house and it never will be.


Robin (notices the mouse) What are you doing with that?


Oliver I’m taking it to give Lily. For her room. Maybe there are some other things I should bring if I’m here. Her room is a bit. Sparse. Some books maybe. Something to cheer her up when we find her. Which we will.


He heads to the kitchen door. Robin blocks him.


Robin I made that mouse.


Oliver No. You didn’t. I did.


Robin No. I did. Out of clay. I did –


Oliver It’s the only bloody thing I made her in my life. It was year four. It took me ages. It’s mine.


Robin Let me see it.


Oliver It was after her first mouse book was published. You weren’t even born.


Robin No. That is definitely one of mine.





Oliver You were home-schooled, how the hell would you have made it, you didn’t exactly have art classes –


Robin Give it!


Oliver Look, I even signed it. Here. Olly. With a Y.


Robin grabs the mouse off Oliver. He drops it. It smashes.


Silence.


Oliver is battling to compose himself. He just wins.


That was the only thing I ever made her.


Pause.


He picks up his car keys.


If she turns up. Call me. The numbers are here.


Robin nods.


Please don’t drive.


Oliver makes to go.


Robin Ollie?


His voice is different.


Oliver turns.


Oliver What?


Small pause. He doesn’t want him to go.


Robin Fuck off then.


Oliver exits.


Robin goes to the windows to watch him go. He locks the doors. His body language straightens out. He isn’t drunk.


The kitchen door opens. Lily is standing there. She is wearing a hand-made Cleopatra mask and a silk dressing gown.


Robin stares at her. He takes a breath.


You changed I see. Goodo.





He goes to help her into the room. She bats him off.


You listened, didn’t you? I told you not listen. Now you’re upset.


Lily It’s very hot in here.


Robin You do know you have a mask on, Lily.


Lily Don’t be patronising, Christopher. It doesn’t suit you.


She pulls off the mask.


It was a joke. I was lightening the tone. That’s the problem with losing your bloody mind, no one knows when you’re being funny. It’s wound in the salt. The final indignity. Not being allowed to be fucking hilarious.


Small pause. Her tone changes entirely.


I couldn’t find the rest of the costume. It must be in the box.


She gestures to the birthday box, a locked chest in the corner of the room.


But where is the key? The key … I know I hid it somewhere.


She starts looking around the room.


Robin (to himself ) OK. Right. That was fine with Oliver, wasn’t it? Was it? Was it fine?


He fumbles for a cigarette. He lights one.


Or was it a colossal fuck-up?


Lily Don’t swear.


Robin Right. Let’s think. He believed I was pissed. I’ll have to just. Let him think. I’ll have to say … I passed out upstairs. That I was so drunk I missed you arrive. That’s the only. Option really. Christ.





Beat.


He’ll hate me.


Lily He does already.


Robin Gee whizz, Lily, thank you. And I would like to thank you again for choosing me for the job. It is just lashings of fun. Honestly.


Lily It’s OK.


Robin (flash of upset) Is it?


She is crouched on the floor looking through a lower bookshelf. She nods. Their eyes meet. She keeps looking for the key. Talking as she does.


Lily But it has to be our secret.


Robin I am aware of that, yes.


Lily (suddenly agitated, loud) BECAUSE IT’S VERY IMPORTANT TO ME THAT HE DOESN’T THINK HE COULD STOP. THAT HE COULD HAVE STOPPED.


Robin (mildly but as loud) I get it, Lily.


What are you looking for?


Lily …


She can’t remember. Horrible pause. He changes tack quickly.


Robin Let’s have a cigarette. Oh shit, we’re nearly out. Was there another pack in the car? Probably not. Here. Let’s share this one.


He comes to sit next to her. He lights the fag. They pass it back and forth. She rests her head on his shoulder.


Do fags have different tastes, like wine?


Lily I suppose they do.





Robin Could you have a fag-tasting like a wine-tasting? Why do people not do that?


Suddenly an alarm goes off. It is the ‘Pink Panther’ theme tune.


Robin stands up and goes to the shelf to switch it off. Next to the alarm are a bottle of pills and a yogurt. He prepares the dose as he talks calmly.


You know the weirdest thing happened when I drove up to get you. I was waiting by the hedge. You, as you well know, were late. I started to panic a bit. Thought I was in the wrong spot. So I was poring over the map. And when I looked up, guess who was sitting on the bonnet of the car, and I swear I’m not making this up.


Small pause.


Lily God.


Robin How did you know?


He hands her the pills and yogurt. She starts taking them.


Lily Oh, I see God all the time. I pat the air to freak the nurses out.


Robin You evil bitch.


Lily grins.


When I glanced back he had gone. I miss that cat. Here. Water.


She takes a sip.


He sniffs the air.


Oh shit. It’s burning.


He pelts offstage. When he is gone Lily picks up Oliver’s tie. She twists it in her hands and smells it. She closes her eyes. She hears Robin returning. She quickly puts it down.


Robin enters with a wheeled table set for two. He whips off a silver cloche to reveal a roast chicken. Burnt almost black.


Lily looks at the chicken then slowly looks up at him. She raises an eyebrow.


Lily It’s … you’ve … it’s …


Her mouth moves. She is struggling to find the right word.


Nigger.


Robin Sorry what?


Lily It’s –


Robin Black. Black because it’s burnt? What you meant was burnt.


Beat.


Don’t say that word. Even if you’re –


Lily Fuck this. FUCK IT. Words. Slip. Change as I think them. Not all the time but –


She looks up, suddenly tearful.


Robin (softly) Mulligrub …


Lily Smatchet.


Lily Fuckweasel, cockmuppet, clapper-clawed tit hound.


Robin Ooo la la … How about … bescumber.


Lily Bint.


Robin Good. Solid. Cunt?


Beat.


Lily Pedestrian. 


She pokes the chicken and starts to laugh. Robin stares at her for a moment then turns away. He takes a breath.


Let’s just have a drink. A last meal was a bit of an odd concept anyway. A bit … Texan as a notion. I want to die thin anyway.


Robin composes himself and uncorks a bottle of wine. He pours two glasses. He is about to hand her one when he freezes.


Robin Hold on. It said not to mix any of it with booze.


Lily I don’t care.


Robin You can have water.


Lily No.


Robin If you’re sick we’ll have to start again. You might have to go to hospital.


Lily Twat-bandit.


Robin That’s not funny any more. Here. Water.


Lily I’m not a dog.


Robin Then stop acting like a bitch.


Lily I. Want it.


Small pause. They stare at each other. She picks up the wine glass. Her hand is shaking. She raises the glass as if to toast.


Robin Have half, please.


Lily sips the wine. Pleasure floods her face.


Lily Heaven. Real heaven. Not having your soul fingered – (Sips again.) By a gigantic … sky wizard. Stupid idea. STUPID IDEA. MOST STUPID IDEA I EVER HEARD. Stupid. And camp when you think about it. Someone’s going to die. Quick. Perfume. Capes. Music.





Pause.


I want some music.


Robin (quietly) I want a cigarette.


She goes to the record player. He watches her. She struggles but she manages to play a record.


Lily turns and grins. Robin hangs his head. When he looks up he smiles. The song has history for them. She dances for him. She beckons him towards her. He gets up. They dance close to each other. She starts to tire. He puts her feet on his so he can move for them both. She rests her head on his shoulder.


She leans into Robin more heavily. He guides her back on to the sofa. Lily picks up Oliver’s tie.


Robin Chocolate? I got your favourite?


Lily My husband forgot his tie.


Robin It’s Oliver’s tie, Lily.


Lily Has he left for the office?


Robin Oliver?


Lily Gideon. Oliver doesn’t wear a tie.


Robin Oh, these days he does.


Lily GIDEON?


Robin straightens up. He realises she’s hallucinating.


I need to find my husband. He can’t go to work without a tie.


She tries to stand.


Robin (calm) Lily. Back in the room. Come on. Look at me. Back here. Please. Pull yourself back.


Lily I need to speak to my husband.





She doesn’t seem to know who he is. Her eyes slip all over him.


Robin Gideon is dead, Lily. He died twenty-three years ago.


Her eyes widen.


I’m Robin your youngest son. My father Gideon is dead. I didn’t know him.


She touches his face.


Lily Oh. (Slowly, carefully.) How did he die?


Robin He had been away. On business. And he missed us. So on his way home he drove too fast. It had been snowing. The car crashed. He died.


Beat.


Lily is visibly upset. Her face twists.


Lily Snow.


Robin It was a long time ago. Just one square. For me.


She takes the chocolate. It is hard for her to eat. Long pause.


(Softly.) I would punch a baby for a cigarette. Should have got packs. Packs and packs. Should have thought that through. If I had some now I’d smoke three at once. Two up the nose. One in the mouth. Each a different brand.


You look pale. Maybe you should have another antinausea.


Lily I don’t feel sick. I feel … wavy.


Robin Shall we sit still then? If you’re waving.


He settles next to her and tries to hold her hand. She moves hers away.





Lily I’d rather not.


Robin Hold my bloody hand.


Lily I don’t like to. I’ve never liked to. Makes me think of awkwardness at the cinema. No one really likes to hold hands, I’m sure. They sweat.


Robin Lots of people like to hold hands.


Lily Do they though? Actually?


Robin Just do it.


She does. They sit still for a moment. Suddenly Robin springs up.


I can’t.


Lily Hold hands. I know. It’s a bit forced, isn’t it?


Robin No. I can’t …


Lily just stares at him.


Lily We. Made. A. Deal.


He shakes his head.


I jump. I choose.


Robin But I don’t have a fucking choice in this, do I? You knew I couldn’t bear the alternative. You. Trying. Somewhere. Alone. Fucking it up maybe. Ending up … Oh fuck. Oh fuck


Pause. He is shaking.


He looks at her.


Robin If we make you sick –


Lily No. No. No. We’re not stopping. Look at the paper. The PLAN. What I wrote to do. No. I REFER YOU TO THE FUCKING PLAN.





Robin I need to stick my fingers down your throat.


Lily Do you fuck.


She scrambles away from him.


The Pink Panther alarm goes off again.


FUCKING GET THEM. I WILL NOT GO BACK THERE, YOU UNDERSTAND. THE HUMILIATION. But I WILL NOT. I WILL NOT. Be so. DEGRADED. Understand, boy? You don’t die of this. You die before you die. SOMEONE WIPES YOUR ARSE. You fucking PISS YOURSELF. Let. Me. Choose.


Robin You could move back here. I could live with you. We could –


Lily NO.


Lily It will be all right.


Robin No. No, it won’t.


She tries to get the pills herself. It is horrible to watch. She falls. She turns away from him on the floor.


Robin picks up the tie. He hooks it over his neck. He kneels to help her up.


She burrows into his neck for a moment. Her hands find the tie. When she looks up she is hallucinating again.


Lily We should have never married.


Robin Lily?


Lily Always so good at being quiet, Gideon. Sickeningly good.


He tries to move away, but she clings to the tie.


Lily It’s aggression really. Quietness. Anger in a mime suit. So fucking English.





Robin Look at my face. Look right at my face. It’s me. Robin. Come on. Come back. Come on.


Lily Robin?


Robin Yes.


Lily He doesn’t even look like you.


Robin What?


Lily Admit it, Gideon. It’s fucking obvious.


Robin What are you talking about, Lily?


Lily I like a margarita, but one at the very most, three I’m under the table, four I’m under the … host …


Horrible pause.


Rat got your tongue? Even you, Gideon, must have something to say to that …


Robin Stop this, stop it.


Lily He never did look like you, did he? From the moment he was born. He was just mine. Your wooden nickel. Just mine.


Robin FUCKING STOP IT.


Lily You knew, admit it


Lily That’s more like it.


Robin Please …


Lily Much more like it.


Small pause.


Robin You … bitch.


Lily I like you like this. I like it. Some life in you, some fight.





Pause.


Kiss me.


Robin pushes her away.


Kiss me or GO. Be a MAN and GO!


Robin MUMMY, SNAP OUT OF IT!


Lily leans in to kiss him.


I’m ROBIN.


Lily Shhh … He’s asleep, I checked on them.


She tries again. Robin slaps her. She falls back on to the sofa. After a moment she pulls herself up again. There is a dark stain on her robe. She sits down. They catch their breath.


He makes the decision. Slowly he stands up and takes the last dose from the shelf. He sits next to her. She manages the pills in two gulps.


Small pause.


Don’t be mulligrubs, my mulligrub.


Pause.


Robin So I’ve seen God and you’ve seen God. Maybe he didn’t die.


Lily Don’t be ridiculous. We ran him over.


Robin Oh yeah.


They grin at each other. She turns away. After a moment she takes his hand and holds it. They sit still for a moment. Robin spots something under the piano. He darts to get it. He picks up an old fag packet. There are two fags left.


Robin Bingo. One each. Lily?





No reply.


Mummy …


He shakes her shoulder. Nothing. He checks her breathing. She is alive but unconscious. It has begun.


He takes her instructions and burns them with a lighter. He takes a note from the table. He opens it and without reading the letter he chucks it on to the piano. His breathing is jagged, he needs air.


He flings open the garden doors. A girl is standing there. He slams them shut.


Coby (off) Well that was rude –


He locks it.


Coby (off) Robin? ROBIN!


Robin (under his breath) Shit shit shit.


She tries to open the door.


Coby (off) You’ve locked it? I can get in other ways, you know, the kitchen window’s open.


Robin Shit.


He covers Lily completely with a blanket, his jacket, in a mad impulse scatters some cushions over her.


Coby (off) What are you doing?


Robin It locks itself. Just a second.


He tries to compose himself, counts to three, then opens the door.


A fourteen-year-old girl, Coby, is revealed. She is scruffy. Tomboy. A local girl he’s known for ever.


Coby Why are you being so weird?


Robin Coby, this is not a good time –





Coby I was just passing. Thought you might fancy a spliff –


Robin Coby please –


Coby I’ve got the best weed, you know –


Robin Not right now –


Coby Why didn’t you call? … You always call when you’re back –


She turns to the door, the key is in the lock.


It doesn’t just lock itself. You lied.


She holds up the key.


Keys don’t just turn on their own now do they? Not old-fashioned ones like that.


Robin I must have done it automatically.


Coby (dry) Sure …


Beat.


You’ve got a girl here, haven’t you …


Robin Not exactly. Look, Coby –


Coby You do, don’t you? You’re so bad. I thought you were going out with that twin, what’s her name, Scout. Is it her? Are you hiding her … Funny …


Robin No. Look, there’s no one here.


Coby Then why is there a table set for two?


Robin Coby, just fuck off would you?


Coby I wrote you something.


Robin Thanks, that’s very sweet but –


She shoves him a bit of crumpled paper from her pocket.





Coby To set to music. It’s a song. It might not be very good but. Well, you said you always had trouble with lyrics and –


Coby absent-mindedly puts the key on the bookshelf


Robin You need to go now. Go on. Off you go.


She dawdles


Fuck OFF, Coby.


Coby Do you want them or not?I mean will you actually read them? They took me ages and I don’t have a copy so if you don’t want them, give them back, there are bands at school you know, like three.


Robin Have them back then. Here.


Coby Oh.


She looks like she’s about to cry. Robin sneaks a look back at Lily. At this moment her hand slips out and dangles into view.


Robin Coby …


Coby It’s just. I wrote them for you. They’re about you.


Robin I’ll keep them then. Thank you. Off you go now.


He is steering her out of the door.


Coby Bye …


He shuts the doors and pulls the curtains. He searches for the key. He can’t see it. Just as he finds it on the shelf, Coby shoves the doors back open.


Robin, I love you.


She sees the hand.


Oh my … SHIT. Who –


She panics, Robin wraps her in a bear hug. She struggles.





Robin STOP IT, AND I’LL LET GO. Please. Please Coby. Shhh … I’ll explain, OK. I’ll explain.


She stops. He releases her, she backs away from him.


She is breathing hard.


Coby Who … is … that?


Robin It’s not what it –


Coby WHO?


Robin It’s Lily.


Coby Lily …


Robin Yes.


Coby What’s wrong with her, Robin?


Robin You know how she got sick. Really sick. Quickly. Couldn’t remember stuff –


Coby Yes –


Robin And Oliver had her sent to the home. Even though she didn’t want to go –


Coby Yes –


Robin Well. She decided …


It dawns on her.


Coby That’s wrong.


Robin No it’s not.


Coby It fucking is. You’re messing with nature. Hubris. This is fucking hubris.


Robin Big word. Learn it at school? Coby Don’t be a cunt.


Robin My point is you’re fourteen so it’s going to be hard for you to understand this but please, I’m begging you to listen to me because you can stop it all now if you want to, and that would really fuck things up, Coby. Really fucking fuck things up. If you tell someone, if people know that I was here. There will be a court case. An investigation. There’s a house at stake. Stuff to inherit. She’ll have left the place to me. So it’ll look terrible. It’ll look like I … And I promised her, I swore that Oliver wouldn’t find out that I helped. Because he can’t think he could have stopped it. That was her last wish. She wanted to protect him from any pain and any scandal. If you tell he’ll be smeared. It’ll be in the papers. There will be a mess. A big, ugly, inky mess.
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