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  Characters




  DAVID HIGHLAND, late fifties/early sixties, vicar of the Parish of St Saviour’s, Dartmouth




  MARY HIGHLAND, late fifties/early sixties, his wife




  NAOMI HIGHLAND, early thirties, their (adopted) daughter




  SUSANNAH HIGHLAND, mid-thirties, their daughter




  LEE SOUTHBURY, late twenties/early thirties, uncle of Taylor Southbury




  TINA SOUTHBURY, early thirties, mother of Taylor Southbury




  JOY SAMPSON, thirties, police officer, pregnant




  CRAIG COLLIER, late thirties, new curate
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  Note on the Text




  Stage directions are intended for the reader, and not for the actor. Although it wouldn’t do any harm for the actor to take a look too.




   




   




   




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




  







  




  ACT ONE




  1.




  Kitchen of the vicarage. Slightly Gothic, maybe – large, anyway – a hangover from when this was a place of prestige. The room is filled with more than just kitchenware – books, art, piled-up ashtrays – and is dominated by a huge dining table, loaded with paperwork, newspapers and magazines. LEE SOUTHBURY sits, in his anorak, slumped in a seat at the dining table. DAVID HIGHLAND is opposite him, examining papers. A pot of tea and two mugs on the table. It’s a brutal night – wind outside, rain.




  DAVID picks up a sheet of paper.




  DAVID. I christened you… You and your sister… Southbury… Your father, wasn’t he a Seale Arms man?




  LEE. That’s putting it mildly.




  DAVID. He had a nickname –




  LEE. Whizz.




  DAVID. That’s right. First time I encountered a christening party before the service. Paralytic, we were. I’m ashamed to say, I had to be guided through the whole thing by my verger – Virtually pointed me at the font. The redoubtable Mrs Irene Hammond. Scourge of the Sea Cadets. Much missed.




  Silence. DAVID smiles, kindly.




  And now we are here.




  LEE nods. Looks down. Quite a long silence.




  There was a time when we all thought… When we all very much believed that Taylor had turned the corner… I remember the collection for Disneyland. We had a service here. Blessings and prayers – And there was a search, wasn’t there? For a donor?




  LEE. She got bad again very quick. They were back in hospital on the Monday, then –




  DAVID. Is that usual?




  LEE. I’m sorry?




  DAVID. With the disease. The speed, I mean –




  LEE. When you’re little. When you’re Taylor’s age… When you’re older it can take a longer time to work through the body. That’s what they told us. But when you’re a little kid –




  DAVID. I understand.




  He makes a note.




  By the way – I’ve been meaning to ask you – Taylor’s father.




  LEE. What about him?




  DAVID. Should I mention him?




  LEE. If you do, you’ll be the only fucker who knows who he was. Pardon me. My sister’s the only one who knows, and she’s not telling.




  DAVID nods, scribbles a note.




  DAVID. We’ll leave him out of it, then.




  LEE. I was more of a father to her than anyone else –




  DAVID. Of course.




  LEE. Father and uncle. Only stable figure in her life. Probably.




  DAVID nods. Sure. Back to the diary.




  DAVID. Shall we talk about dates? The dreaded river blessing is, of course, next Saturday.




  LEE (quietly). Fucking grockles.




  DAVID. And – Yes – Since we don’t want to have the hearse involved in a three-mile tailback… I’m going to suggest the beginning of the following week. The seventeenth for example. That’s a Tuesday. Ten a.m.? I think that’s best. That way you don’t have to… I think it’s the waiting that’s hard. Waiting around all day for it to start.




  DAVID looks up. LEE isn’t making notes.




  We will, I’m afraid, have to talk about one aspect of the service – as suggested by your sister. It’s just one small thing, but I would like to explain it to you. If I may. Why I feel that it’s perhaps not the best idea.




  LEE. Do you ever think… I don’t know –




  DAVID. What?




  LEE. I don’t know. It’s a funny job, isn’t it? Yours. I’m not being rude.




  DAVID. It is, yes. That’s a very accurate description. And I don’t think it’s rude at all.




  LEE. I’m not… anything.




  DAVID. Right.




  LEE. That’s not to say – You know – I’m just – I’m not religious.




  DAVID. That’s perfectly okay. I am.




  DAVID smiles. LEE doesn’t. He nods.




  LEE. That’s funny.




  DAVID. What do you do, Lee?




  LEE. Nothing.




  DAVID. Nothing?




  LEE. I was a carpenter. Sand Quay.




  DAVID. Ah.




  LEE. They laid us all off.




  DAVID. And how are you getting on with all this?




  LEE. I’m fine.




  DAVID. It’s a very hard task you’ve been given.




  LEE. I’m fine. Honestly.




  DAVID. We can go as slowly or as briskly as you like.




  LEE. I’m fine. Briskly. Or slowly. It makes no odds to me. I’m fine.




  A little silence.




  DAVID. Tina has no particular preference when it comes to hymns. Your mother has asked for ‘All Things Bright and Beautiful’, which, of course… And for a couple of pieces of secular music – both of which are fine –




  LEE. They don’t want –




  DAVID. Yes?




  LEE. I don’t know if they said anything –




  DAVID. Go on –




  LEE. They don’t want it to be – too – ‘Funeral’. They want it to be a celebration of her life.




  Beat.




  DAVID. Lee, your sister has asked about some balloons – about tying some helium balloons to the pews and the altar –




  LEE. She doesn’t want it to be like church… She wants it to be more – Taylor loved cartoons, and all that – Disneyland. The Disney princesses –




  DAVID. Yes –




  LEE. She thinks that’s what she would have wanted.




  DAVID. Yes. I understand that Taylor loved Disney. I did myself, as a child. My daughters did.




  LEE. Make it less scary.




  DAVID. Yes. I want to suggest something, Lee – I hope I can make myself clear. I don’t think it’s a good idea to hide the church behind balloons. I hope you understand what I mean by that.




  LEE. It’s just a bit more – For a little kid –




  DAVID. When was the last time you were in the church?




  LEE. I don’t know –




  DAVID. Don’t worry, that’s not a test.




  LEE. School or something. Wedding. My little sister’s wedding.




  DAVID. You see, the church is already decorated, Lee. Beautifully decorated. ‘Decorated in exuberant local style’ if you’ll forgive the breathless prose of One Hundred Devon Churches… Decorated with a very specific and sacred purpose – by men just like you. Men born in the town, and bred in it. Carpenters.




  LEE. I bet they didn’t get laid off with twenty-four hours’ notice. Not so much as a meeting or a conversation.




  DAVID. Indeed… (Beat.) I mean, I don’t suppose the medieval bishops were the high watermark of industrial relations, but – Yes. Your point is taken. What I’m trying to say, is that the decoration in the church is there for a reason –




  LEE. It’s not about Disney.




  DAVID. It’s not. It’s not about Disney. That’s it, exactly.




  LEE. No happy endings.




  DAVID. No easy endings. No narrative closure. Magic, yes. Mystery – Of course – in abundance.




  And the church can be brightened up. It needn’t be sombre. Flowers – my wife will arrange flowers. Or you can arrange them yourself… That’s – It’s not about being gloomy… Are you sure you don’t want any tea?




  LEE. I thought you’d have something stronger.




  DAVID. Ah… Yes… To tell you the truth I’m on a bit of a – I don’t know if you heard about my little prang – ?




  LEE. Up Jawbones?




  DAVID. Yes –




  LEE. It’s a nasty bend.




  DAVID. It is. It really, is.




  LEE. Especially if you’re pissed.




  A little beat.




  DAVID. Well, I’ve rather promised myself that I’m going to… Only for a week or two…




  LEE. S’alright.




  DAVID. I mean, obviously – that doesn’t mean you can’t. I just… I think if Mary came in –




  LEE gets up, walks around the room a bit.




  LEE. I suppose people are always coming in here, telling you things. ‘Confess to their sins’?




  DAVID. Well. Confession is a… (Beat.) Formalised confession is a Roman Catholic tradition, but…




  LEE. What do they do? Kneel down?




  DAVID. No.




  LEE. ‘Beg for forgiveness’?




  DAVID. No. That’s – No. They don’t do that. They don’t beg.




  LEE. It’s all Henry VIII, isn’t it? Henry VIII wants to get his end away so we end up with a new religion. I mean – If he’d kept his cock in his trousers we’d all be Catholics. Wouldn’t we?




  DAVID. That’s one way of looking at it, I suppose.




  A little silence while LEE examines the bookshelves. DAVID watches.




  LEE. Tights.




  DAVID. Sorry?




  LEE. Tights. Not trousers.




  DAVID. Ah.




  LEE. He would have worn tights.




  DAVID. He would, yes.




  LEE. He should have kept his cock in his tights.




  DAVID. Yes. His codpiece. This conversation seems to have taken a rather independent turn –




  LEE. I’m into history. I watch a lot of it. The thing about Henry VIII is – people forget – That was his nature. He couldn’t help himself. They’re like that –




  DAVID. What?




  LEE. Single-minded. Stubborn.




  DAVID. The Tudors?




  LEE. Gingers. Ginger-haired people… Do you know Mark Borden?




  DAVID. I –




  LEE. He works on the scaffolding. He’s a ginger… He’s a prick, actually. But – he’s focused.




  He picks up a photograph and shows it to DAVID. DAVID smiles in acknowledgement.




  DAVID. Yes… Naomi… Do you know her?




  LEE. I was at the primary with her.




  DAVID. Of course.




  LEE. She was… We were friends –




  DAVID. Were you?




  LEE. Kind of.




  DAVID. I’ll tell her I’ve seen you.




  LEE. I’d say our lives have taken pretty different courses… She’s back, in’t she?




  DAVID. Yes.




  LEE. Couldn’t handle it.




  DAVID. Well…




  LEE. I couldn’t live in London. It’s a fucking shithole.




  DAVID. Have you been?




  LEE. No. Still famous is she?




  DAVID. Well – She’s an actress.




  LEE puts down the photograph.




  The children of clergymen often seem to gravitate toward the stage. I’m not sure what that means exactly, but I have a feeling it doesn’t reflect terribly well on us. The other route, of course, is teaching – That’s what Susannah’s done.




  LEE. I could’ve been an actor.




  Silence.




  Or something.




  DAVID. Lee –




  LEE. You know this fucking place – this – Divine Light Mission?




  DAVID. I – Yes. The Evangelicals?




  LEE. They’re in the school sports hall.




  DAVID. So I believe.




  LEE. They take it over once a week.




  DAVID. Yes, that’s – Yes.




  LEE. My cousin was – She got all into it. They were doing it too. ‘Prayers for Taylor.’ ‘Special Service.’ We went there.




  DAVID. Did you?




  LEE. Packed hall. Packed. Kendra – my cousin – She’d go to anything, like – she’s one of those twats who goes to the river blessing every year –




  DAVID. When you say ‘packed’ –




  LEE. I dunno –




  DAVID. Fifty? Sixty?




  LEE. Two hundred?




  DAVID. Two hundred?




  LEE. At least. Have you seen our shrine?




  DAVID. Your – ?




  LEE. Shrine. Outside the house. The shrine for Taylor.




  DAVID. Oh – Yes. I’ve heard about it.




  LEE. People started leaving stuff on the fence. Flowers and that. Candles. Makes a change from bags of dogshit I suppose…
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