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Welcome to Matchbox Theatre!





Would you please take a moment to check that all mobile phones and other electronic devices are switched on? Your calls are important to us!


Photography is permitted throughout. Please feel free to obstruct the aisles. Leave luggage unattended! Talk among yourselves! Eat! Drink! Sleep! Snore! Storm out in the middle, if you feel like it, letting your seats thump up and crashing the panic bolts as you go!


MATCHBOX THEATRE IS A SUPPORTER OF NATIONAL ENERGY-SAVING AND TRAFFIC-REDUCTION POLICIES.
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A tomb. Sir Geoffrye de Frodsham and Lady Hilarye lie motionless side by side, a little dog at their feet.


Several years go by. Then the thump of rock music filtered through masonry.


Geoffrye? I know you’re awake. You’re not breathing. Don’t pretend you’re asleep. No one could sleep through that noise … Geoffrye!


– Um?


They’ve started again. You’ll have to do something about it. You’ll have to go down to the crypt and talk to them.


– They’ll stop in a minute.


They’re going to go on all night … At least bang on the floor! 


– You bang on the floor.


You’re the one with the sword … It’s driving me mad!


– They’ll get to some prayers in a minute.


Prayers? At a disco?


– It’s not a disco.


It’s the disco!


– It’s choral Evensong.


What are you babbling about?


– It’s choral Evensong! He does a special early one for young people! In the crypt!


On Saturday night? 


– On Sunday afternoon.


It’s Saturday night.


– It’s Sunday afternoon.


You’ve lost all sense of time. How can it be Sunday afternoon? It’s dark!


– It’s winter!


It’s summer!


– It’s winter!


Since when has he been doing choral Evensong in the crypt?


– Since 1997.


I’ve never heard any choral Evensong in the crypt.


– You were asleep.


You’re telling me I slept through that?


– You slept through the Second World War … Anyway, it’s stopped. I told you.


It’ll start again.


– Um.


Don’t be silly. You’re not asleep. I can tell from the way you’re lying.


– How am I lying?


Not like someone who’s asleep. Nobody lies like that when they’re asleep.


– Like what?


All stiff and unnatural. With your hands pressed together. Not even you.


– Take a pill.


I don’t know why you’re doing all this thing about sleeping if it’s the afternoon.


– Haven’t you got a pill?


I haven’t got a pill.


– Maybe the dog ate it.


Don’t start on the dog.


– That dog shouldn’t be on the tomb.


She keeps my feet warm.


– No wonder we can’t sleep. We’ve all got fleas.


I’ve got to have something warm next to me.


– What’s that supposed to mean?


Nothing.


– Nothing. Oh.


Why, what did you think it meant?


– Nothing.


That’s all right, then.


– You’re always saying things that mean nothing.


Better than never saying anything at all, which is what you’re always doing.


– I’m always never saying anything? ‘Always never’ – that’s an interesting formulation. So that’s what I’m doing now, is it? Never saying anything?


Not saying anything, no. Not talking. 


– So, I’m lying here in silence …


By the sound of it.


– What – then? I was waiting for you to reply.


So now what are you waiting for?


– Doomsday.


It’s funny. Everyone thinks we’re the perfect couple.


– Who thinks we’re the perfect couple?


All the people who come to look round the church.


– That’s because you never open your mouth when anyone’s here.


Nor do you.


– Obviously not. When anyone’s here.


Such as me.


– I talk to you a lot more than that dog ever does.


Yes, well, if you’re not going to say anything sensible let’s go to sleep.


– I thought you couldn’t sleep?


I can’t! I’ve been lying here awake since 1934 …! What?


– I didn’t say anything.


No, but you’re thinking it. You might as well say it. I can’t sleep with you lying there thinking.


– What am I thinking?


You know what you’re thinking. And it’s not true! I did not sleep through the Second World War! 


– Well … perhaps it was the First World War.


Also you keep moving about.


– I am lying absolutely still …


You’re grinding your teeth.


– How can I grind my teeth while I’m talking?


Listen to you! Grind, grind! Like millstones!


– That’s my eyelids. I was closing my eyes.


Any moment you’ll get one of your cramps.


– I never get cramp unless I think about it.


Then we’ll see you move!


– If you’re trying to make me think about it you’re wasting your time.


You’ll be off this tomb like spit off a hotplate.


– I am not thinking about it!


You’ll be bouncing round the nave like a pea in a whistle … Any moment now …


– Agh!


There! I told you! The whole tomb bounced up and down!


– You’re always doing this to me!


Stumping about. Banging on the floor. They’ll hear you in the crypt!


– I thought you wanted me to bang on the floor?


Not when they’re quiet! You’ll set them off again! Funny, isn’t it. I ask you to bang on the floor – oh, no. But then as soon as it happens to suit you – oh, well, that’s different – bang, bang, bang! 


– Agh!


Go to the doctor! Get some pills! Other men don’t behave like this! Other men can manage to lie still on their tombs for a few centuries without all this performance! The last time was in the middle of a service! We had people here! You made an absolute spectacle of yourself. Everyone thought you’d gone completely mad. They all got out of the church as fast as their legs would carry them. He had to have the whole place exorcised!


– That was ages ago.


It was the Sunday before last!


– It was the second Sunday in Lent. I remember the sermon.


Oh, you remember the sermon? I wonder you could take it in, while you were hopping round clutching at everyone for support. 


– Lent 1885.


1885?


– 1885.


You’re getting confused. 1885 was when the bat droppings fell on you.


– The bat droppings fell on me, and I got cramp.


It must have been a busy year for you.


– It was a busy year for me.


Not as busy as 1923. When your nose went.


– When my nose went? That wasn’t 1923! That was 1723!


1723? 


– We’re losing track, old girl. One century’s getting remarkably like the next.


Oh, Geoffrye! What’s happened to us?


– What do you mean, what’s happened to us? Nothing’s happened to us! That’s the trouble!


You never look at me these days.


– I don’t see you looking at me.


No, because you never look to see whether I’m looking or not.


– Stiff neck.


You used to look at me.


– Let’s get some sleep.


We used to go out together.


– Out?


Sometimes. Occasionally.


– What, down the road to St Ethelbert’s, to see Ethelbert?


We used to look in on Henry and Catherine, in that little side chapel.


– Very boring couple.


Only after Cromwell.


– Not much fun, talking to people with no faces.


Before that, though. We used to dance.


– Dance? When was this?


A long time ago. Before we got so stiff. 


– Oh. Then.


You were a good dancer.


– Was I?


When you got going. That first evening, though …


– You wouldn’t dance with me!


You wouldn’t ask me! You simply stood there! Dumbstruck! Like an effigy already! We might have been stuck standing up there instead of lying down here, for the next six hundred years!


– But in the end …


We danced.


– And then what happened?


We were standing in church.


– Yes. Over there somewhere.


In front of the altar.


– And there was music.


There were bells.


– The church was full of people.


There was a ring.


– And there was a kiss.


And we walked through the church among the people …


– And then …


There was a bed. 


– We lay down on the bed.


Like this.


– And something happened.


Yes. Something happened …


– Our joints began to grow stiff.


Yes, but before that … Sometimes you used to …


– Used to what?


You didn’t always have your hands pressed together.


– No, well, you sometimes used to move your hands a bit.


You used to put one of your hands on me.


– Like this?


Like that.


– Nice. Nice?


Nice.


– Very nice … Then what happened?


We had fourteen children. But once … once … on Maundy Thursday …


– Oh, Maundy Thursday.


You remember?


– I remember that Maundy Thursday.


Maundy Thursday 1674.


– 1674 … That was a good year … I enjoyed 1674 …


I think I’ve unsqueezed my other hand a bit … Geoffrye? 


– Um?


Listen, love … Geoffrye …? You haven’t gone back to sleep …? Oh, and now those devils in the crypt have started up again! Geoffrye! Stop them! Bang on the floor!


– What? What?


Wake up!


– I am awake. I was only dreaming I was asleep …
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Congratulations! You have won the … And he’s hung up on me!


– Again? That’s the third time!


He doesn’t even wait till I’ve got to the end of the sentence! I don’t get any further than ‘Congratulations! You have won the …’ – and wham! Already the phone’s back on the hook. What’s happened to the world? People used to be so excited when you rang to tell them! They thought it was a real honour!


– Honour? These people don’t know what the word means. Money, money, money – that’s all they think about these days.


Yes, then there’s the money. You’d think they’d be pleased about the money.


– What – the odd few million kronor? They look in the paper, and there are bankers taking home ten times as much for wrecking the economy! Which one was that? Peace? So he’s a politician? Naturally, then. Coining it already. Pay-offs, backhanders. Then off to work for a bank himself. Forget Peace.


But what if he doesn’t ever realise he’s won?


– Then we’re several million kronor to the good. Try one of the others. What’s the next one on the computer? Medicine. Try Medicine.


Medicine? Big Pharma? On a royalty from some billion-dollar drug that’s killing everyone in Africa?


– Maybe. Or maybe not. Maybe a humble doctor. A saint. Runs an obesity clinic in the jungle. Doesn’t want a single krona for himself. But now, thanks to us, he can install flush toilets and flat-screen TVs. He’ll be all over you!


Yes, you can joke about it. You haven’t got to do it.


– Come on! I’m dialling it for you.


It’s not nice, you know, being hung up on all the time. You feel rejected. You feel everyone hates you.


– Don’t take it so personally.


I can’t help taking it personally! It’s something about my voice, isn’t it. As soon as they hear it … wham!


– Right, you’re through. He sounds charming, this one. Modest, hopeful. I don’t think this one’s going to hang up on you. Off you go.


They all sound hopeful when they pick up the phone. Then …


– Get going. He’s waiting.


He’s going to be the same as all the others … Congratulations! You have … And the phone’s back on the hook already. Quickest yet. Look, I don’t think I can go on with this job. The stress is really getting to me.


– OK, let’s think. Maybe it is something about your voice. A bit too positive, perhaps, a little too encouraging. They think you’re trying to sell them something.


How else can you say ‘congratulations’?


– So maybe don’t say ‘congratulations’.


Don’t say ‘congratulations’? What are you talking about? It’s in the script they give you!


– Forget the script. Get straight to the money. Where are we? Literature. Perfect. He’s, what, a poet or something?


She. Some woman in Lithuania. 


– Wonderful. She really needs the money. Economic collapse. Husband left her. Kids to support … OK, I’m dialling … Suddenly there’s going to be this voice on the phone: ‘Our records show that you may be entitled to a substantial payment …’ Something along those lines … I’m through … Oh my God! She sounds desperate! Away you go!


Hello! Our records show … And wham. I can feel chest pains.


– OK, let’s come at it a bit more obliquely. Work up their anticipation … What’s the next one on the computer? Physics … I’m getting it for you … Just give your chest a rub – you’ll be fine … It’s ringing … He’s a scientist, so start with something scientific. Catch his interest. The computer. Start with the computer. Something about his name coming up on the computer. He’ll be intrigued.


The computer …? Hi there! Your name has come up on our computer and … I told you.


– Never mind. His loss, not ours. We’re about twenty million kronor up. Three more to go. Where have we got to? Biology?


I think I’m going to take early retirement …


– Now, with Biology we’ll try something completely different. Something a bit more streetwise. You remember the old advertising maxim? ‘Don’t sell the steak, sell the sizzle’? So you’re not going to tell this Biology guy anything about a prize. You’re going to tell him about the trip to collect it! Yes? OK, I’m dialling … He’s in Bangalore. It’s hot and dusty. The air conditioning in the laboratory’s broken down. He’s dreaming of cold and snow. A call from Scandinavia, and already his tongue’s hanging out. So then you tell him about the free champagne. The five-star hotels. The world-class gourmet cuisine. The beautiful blonde hostesses … Here you go …


This is the very last one I’m going to try … Hi there! You have won an exciting free trip to Stockholm … And already he’s … No! He hasn’t! He’s still there!


– What did your wise old Uncle Sven tell you? Quick – ‘free champagne, free champagne …’!


Enjoy beautiful free champagne … world-class blondes … five-star hostesses … Now he’s hung up … No, he hasn’t! I don’t believe this …! Hello? You’re still …? Oh, thank you! Thank you, thank you, thank you! Thank you for holding! Thank you for listening! You don’t know how much this means to me! So, yes, world-class free hostesses … What? Where do I want to go? Where do I want to go …? Nowhere! Not me – you! You’re coming here! Yes? To Stockholm! The fantastic fairy-tale city often known as the Athens of the North! Wait, wait. I’ll read you the official citation … Where’s my piece of paper …? What a sweetheart! He’s hanging on every word …! Right. You’re really still there …? Wonderful. I’ll take it from the top. The whole script. Is that all right? You’ve got a moment? You won’t suddenly …? No, OK, here we go, then … Congratulations! You have won the Nobel Prize for Biology …! Oh … Oh, I see. I’m so sorry …


– Even this one?


Wrong number. Minicab firm in Malmö …
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