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     Notes on Text





    ( / ) indicates an interruption.




    ( – ) could be a change in thought, could be a self correction / silencing, could be that the following line should follow immediately, could be all sorts of things.




    Most of this play should happen quickly, apart from when it doesn’t.




    Beat – is a short pause




    BEAT – is an active beat




    Pause – is a longer silence




    Silence – is a long silence




    You can play with beats and pauses and silences. They’re just my first thoughts of where those rhythms will fall.




    Italics are stage directions or sometimes thoughts that the characters aren’t saying.




    This text went to press before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.


  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      
One





      A group of friends on stage – they are children and they are looking back at themselves as children. But either way, there is no embarrassment or self-seriousness yet.




      RHODA is alone, though everyone is on stage.




      RHODA. I am very small, and lying in bed. Morning light is drifting gently through the curtain, soft and silken, and I can hear – outside, I can hear the waves falling on the shore, one two, one two, like the heartbeat of some giant far away, like some great beast stomping its foot.




      I am very small and lying in bed and I can remember thinking – I am in here, and I am me, and out there is the world and the waves – and it is almost impossible that I am here, as me, in this moment to hear them.




      How incredible it is to be alive.




      They are all there. They look up at the sun with their pinholes. RHODA stares up at the sun.




      It is very early, before lessons. We have been allowed out to look at the eclipse after breakfast because it will not happen again for another nineteen years, which – to a five-year-old – may as well be for ever.




      JINNY. Look, look!




      BERNARD. IT’S HAPPENING!!!




      NEVILLE. Yes Bernard, we can see it –




      BERNARD. Louis, are you looking?




      LOUIS. I’m looking, I’m looking –




      RHODA. And for a moment the sun disappears – and the world is entirely dark. The birds go quiet and the flies stop buzzing, only the waves continue to break.




      BERNARD. Wow.




      RHODA. One two.




      JINNY. What if it doesn’t come back?




      RHODA. One two.




      SUSAN. Of course it will come back.




      RHODA. And I can see, suddenly, entirely, the whole world in shadow – a swallow dips her wings in a pool far away – a tiger leaps – and here I am sure we are ancient and made of stone –




      BERNARD. Look!




      JINNY. Wow.




      RHODA. And then it moves again – the world spins –




      SUSAN. See I told you, Jinny.




      RHODA. And the sun returns.




      BERNARD. Miraculously.




      LOUIS. Frailly.




      JINNY. Slowly.




      SUSAN. In thin stripes.




      NEVILLE. Until it is bright again –




      RHODA. And we are children – with half an hour left to play. Bernard in the grass, finding some new treasure –




      BERNARD. Susan, Susan, come look at this snail –




      SUSAN. Whoa – what’s that on its head –




      RHODA. Susan next to him, her hands muddy already –




      JINNY. Ew!! What is that?




      RHODA. Jinny in her frilly socks –




      NEVILLE. Don’t poke it, Jinny –




      RHODA. Neville, his shirt tucked neatly – and Louis – Louis in his grey flannels –




      BERNARD. It’s an Elvedon Snail.




      NEVILLE. That’s not real, Bernard –




      RHODA. Louis –




      BERNARD. It is –




      NEVILLE. I asked Miss Hudson and she said / it’s not –




      BERNARD. It is real.




      RHODA. Louis, who is hiding. I will let him tell his part.




      LOUIS is alone. RHODA watches him. The others start to play the game, JINNY walks her invisible line with her arms out.




      LOUIS. My favourite place to hide is behind the bush by the kitchen garden wall. I like to pull my legs close to my body and feel the scratch of bricks against my back and the damp of the soil soaking into my shorts –




      They are out there and I am alone, but not alone, for I am one of the plants in the underbrush – my roots go down, down into the depths of the earth, through veins of lead and silver singing –




      I am a boy in grey flannels up here but down there – down there through the earth the weight of the world presses on my ribs and my eyes are the lidless eyes of a stone figure, long forgotten, sleeping.




      JINNY. We have half an hour to play before lessons.




      LOUIS. Up here I am a boy and I am hiding – up here I can see through the leaves Bernard and Neville and Jinny and Susan – but not Rhoda. I wonder – where is Rhoda?




      RHODA is collecting her petals.




      JINNY. They are playing Bernard’s Game – Bernard and Neville and Susan –




      BERNARD. No, Neville, that’s not – you can’t stand there –




      NEVILLE. Why not?




      BERNARD. Because if you stand there and if Susan rolls a six –




      SUSAN. I rolled a four –




      NEVILLE. Does this work with three of us?




      BERNARD. Yes we just need to – do you have a marble?




      JINNY. I am not allowed to play because I always ruin it –




      NEVILLE. Louis does – Louis!




      SUSAN. Louis!




      JINNY. Because I think it’s stupid –




      LOUIS. I can hear them shouting but they can’t see me –




      SUSAN. If he doesn’t have one maybe we can / play something else –




      BERNARD. I’ve got one!




      He holds it up.




      SUSAN. Oh brilliant.




      They keep playing, it is completely impenetrable to us.




      JINNY. So I am walking alone, balancing on an invisible line stretching out on the grass.




      LOUIS. I want to be unseen, green as a yew tree –




      JINNY. I see something moving in the hedge – what is that?




      LOUIS. My hair is made of leaves –




      JINNY. That there –




      LOUIS. My body is a stalk –




      JINNY. I get closer and I can see through the leaves, / Louis –




      LOUIS And I am rooted to the earth –




      JINNY. He’s so still I wonder if he is dead –




      LOUIS. Rooted to this earth, to this place –




      SUSAN has stopped playing and is watching them. NEVILLE and BERNARD carry on.




      JINNY. Louis!




      LOUIS looks up at her. There is a moment. JINNY kisses him.




      BEAT.




      JINNY giggles and LOUIS runs off, past SUSAN.




      SUSAN. She has kissed him.




      Jinny kissed Louis in the bush and I saw them.




      And I feel – an entirely new agony – I press on it and it hisses, it stings.




      I take this new agony and wrap it tightly inside my handkerchief and I run past the boys – I want to sit by the beech tree and cry –




      BERNARD. Susan?




      BERNARD has abandoned the game. Everyone seems a bit relieved, maybe they start doing hopscotch or something a bit simpler.




      SUSAN. Go away, Bernard –




      BERNARD. Are you upset?




      SUSAN (about to cry). No.




      BERNARD. Just that – when you ran past us you said you were unhappy – So I thought maybe you might be –




      SUSAN. I won’t sit next to Jinny or next to Louis I won’t –




      BERNARD. That’s okay –




      SUSAN. I won’t do my sums at all –




      BERNARD. Well it’s Latin first –




      SUSAN. I’m going to run away. I’m going to run away and no one will find me and I’ll just eat nuts and sleep under hedges and drink water from ditches and maybe I’ll just DIE.




      Beat.




      BERNARD. I think that would upset your mother.




      SUSAN. I saw her kiss him –




      BERNARD. What?




      SUSAN. Kiss him! Jinny!




      BERNARD. Who?




      SUSAN. Louis!




      BERNARD. What?




      SUSAN. On his mouth!




      BERNARD. With her mouth?




      SUSAN. Yes!




      BERNARD. Oh dear.




      SUSAN. And I’m so short and I have stupid brown hair and stupid horrible eyes –




      BERNARD. I think her eyes are beautiful –




      SUSAN. So I’m going to die in a ditch.




      BERNARD. But it seems impossible to tell her that –




      SUSAN. And no one will care.




      Pause. BERNARD has an idea.




      BERNARD. Look over here.




      SUSAN. What?




      BERNARD. Look over here – down here beneath us – through the leaves –




      SUSAN. What do you mean?




      BERNARD. You have to try – you won’t see it right away – but if you try – if we hold our breath –




      They breathe in and SUSAN holds hers. BERNARD whispers.




      And stay very very still – There – We can sink down through the air, like swimmers in the green leaves – we can be very small – smaller than a mouse – and there –




      SUSAN. Where?




      BERNARD. Listen –




      A clock chimes.




      SUSAN. That’s the kitchen clock.




      BERNARD. No it’s not – listen again –




      The clock chimes again, but wonky.




      Look over there, through the leaves – over by the wall – do you see the lady writing in the window, floating with no chair?




      SUSAN. I do –




      BERNARD. The gardeners in blue, sweeping the lawn with GIANT brooms –




      SUSAN. I see the lady writing, I see the gardeners –




      BERNARD. It’s Elvedon – the place on the sign at the crossroads – I knew Miss Hudson was lying when she said it didn’t exist –




      SUSAN. I think I know it isn’t real, but I see it – I feel sure I see it as he talks –




      BERNARD. We are the very first people to come here, I think.




      SUSAN makes to go closer. BERNARD grabs her.




      Don’t move – you can’t move – if the gardeners see us they will nail us to the stable door – like stoats.




      SUSAN. I am suddenly very sure – if we died here, no one would bury us.




      Focus shift to RHODA but SUSAN and BERNARD are still in Elvedon.




      RHODA. It is time for my white ships – I could skip as I look for them but I know that will attract attention and the ships only work when I am on my own.




      When I am on my own, I look for white petals, daisies or gardenias – I like to collect them just as they’ve fallen, not pick them off, that feels cruel.




      It’s hard to find them sometimes, the garden is full of hollyhocks and red carnations, but if I am careful I can always find some.




      She places her petals in a bowl and rocks it – sits back to watch.




      Then – when I have my fleet, I can rock them, capsize them, wreck them on the reef, and drop in a twig to save a drowning sailor.




      She drops a twig in.




      See – look how he clings to it. He will make it to shore.




      She looks around.




      Neville has gone, and Bernard has followed Susan, Jinny and Louis are somewhere together, maybe in the kitchen.




      She rocks the petals.




      She points at something in the bowl.




      That one is my ship. I see it sail into icy caverns where the sea bear barks, the waves rise, their crests curl and I can see the lights on the mastheads –




      She pushes down the petals in the bowl and lifts her hand out, watching the water drip out of her hand.




      They have all floundered – except for my ship – she mounts the wave and reaches – and / reaches –




      BERNARD. RUN! Run! The gardener has seen us –




      RHODA keeps playing, unaware of the two of them, BERNARD and SUSAN are running (or something we can fit into the space…).




      They will think we’re foxes! We will be shot!




      SUSAN is laughing, BERNARD is serious.




      I know a secret path, quickly, bend as low as you can –




      SUSAN and BERNARD are crawling through some tiny space and land, out of breath and giggling.




      We are safe – we are back. Elvedon!




      SUSAN. Eeeellvedon!




      BERNARD. I knew it was real.




      SUSAN. Real?




      BERNARD. I wonder if we can bring back some proof next time –




      SUSAN. He trails away –




      BERNARD. Do you think that’s where the dead man came from?




      SUSAN. Higher and higher.




      BERNARD. The one in the village – those gardeners maybe – maybe he got caught –




      SUSAN. Out of reach.




      BERNARD. But – for now we are safe. We can stretch out our arms!




      SUSAN. I can never follow.




      They all do that thing that small children do when they hear the school bell and start getting ready like little robots, apart from RHODA who carries on playing. Maybe we can hear Miss Hudson teaching but very far away and muffled.




      LOUIS. I cannot conjugate the verb until Bernard has said it.




      BERNARD (whispering). Rhoda!




      RHODA notices and joins them, but she brings her petals?




      LOUIS. My father is a banker in Brisbane – Bernard is English – They are all English.




      RHODA. Susan’s father is a clergyman.




      SUSAN. Bernard and Neville are the sons of gentlemen.




      NEVILLE. Jinny lives with her grandmother in London.




      JINNY. And Rhoda has no father.




      BERNARD. Laboro, I work –




      LOUIS. They are all English –




      BERNARD. Laboras, you work –




      LOUIS. But I know the lesson by heart –




      BERNARD. Laborat, he she it works –




      LOUIS. I know more than they will ever know –




      BERNARD. Laboramus, we work –




      LOUIS. I could know everything in the world if I wanted to.




      BERNARD. Uuh – Labora – Labora –




      LOUIS But I do not want to come to the top and say my lesson –




      BERNARD. Louis?




      BEAT.




      LOUIS. Laborant. They work.




      BERNARD. Laborant! That’s it.




      One of the children gets up and starts writing sums on the board, we can hear Miss Hudson again, muffled.




      LOUIS. I feel already that my roots are threaded, like in a flower pot, around and around the world, where theirs grow straight down –




      RHODA. Oh no.




      LOUIS looks up, and tells us –




      LOUIS. Mathematics.




      Everyone else starts scribbling in their book, except for BERNARD.




      RHODA. This is where the terror begins.




      RHODA looks around at everyone else’s books, she leans over to look at SUSAN’s.




      Susan –




      SUSAN. We did it last week.




      BERNARD. Ah!




      He starts to write.




      RHODA. How does it –




      LOUIS. First minus second times third.




      RHODA. What?




      LOUIS shows her his work.




      LOUIS. You see?




      RHODA. Ooooooh yes. Yes I do. Yes thank you.




      LOUIS turns back to his work. RHODA does not.




      I can’t do it – if I look at it too long the figures dance around – but they never make the right shape.




      The bell rings. Everyone else stands up and hands in their work.




      I have no answer – the others are allowed to go.




      The other children are playing the impossible game again.




      Even Miss Hudson goes, I am left alone to find an answer.




      LOUIS stops and looks at RHODA.




      I am not going to cry.




      LOUIS. I watch Rhoda through the window.




      RHODA goes up to the blackboard and draws a circle.




      RHODA. I draw a circle and the circle is the world.




      RHODA draws a little stick figure outside of the circle.




      I draw a figure and the figure is me –




      LOUIS. Her shoulder blades meet across her back like the wings of a butterfly.




      RHODA. I am outside the loop –




      RHODA goes over the loop again and again. Maybe everyone else (minus LOUIS) is spinning?




      The world is entire and I am outside of it –




      LOUIS. I do not fear her as I fear the others.




      The bell goes again. Maybe RHODA wipes the figure clean with the water from the petals.




      BERNARD. We are to go for a brisk walk!




      SUSAN. Louis! Louis –




      LOUIS joins, RHODA follows.




      You are to lead us because you are alert and not a wool gatherer. And Neville is to stay here because he is / delicate.




      EVERYONE. Delicate.




      NEVILLE (to the audience). I get tired and then I am sick.




      NEVILLE sits to read.




      JINNY and BERNARD sneak away from the group.




      JINNY. We hate brisk walks.




      BERNARD. Walking along the high road.




      JINNY. No windows to look in.




      BERNARD. BORING!




      JINNY. So instead we sneak away, we crawl under the canopy of currant leaves – and Bernard tells me stories.




      BERNARD. We are in a swamp!




      JINNY. No, gross –




      BERNARD. We are in a malarial jungle, smell the rotting leaves!




      JINNY. No.




      BERNARD. There – an elephant white with maggots –




      JINNY. EW!!




      BERNARD. The arrow that killed it still sticking out of its eye –




      JINNY. This is not a fun story –




      BERNARD. Look there, hopping vultures – they’re hunting, but they don’t see us –




      Everything is strange, purple flooded – Look up –




      They lie down and look up.




      The stalks of flowers are thick as oak trees, their leaves like the domes of vast cathedrals.




      Maybe we are giants, lying here.




      They lie quietly for a minute, JINNY takes his hand.




      JINNY. Isn’t it strange that we won’t be together next year? You boys will go to school and have masters with white ties. Susan and Rhoda and I will go to the school on the East Coast.




      This is only here, only now.




      BEAT.




      BERNARD. You need to be very calm.




      JINNY. What –




      BERNARD. Please don’t scream –




      JINNY. What what what what –




      BERNARD. There is. A caterpillar. On your neck.




      JINNY screams.




      JINNY. Get it get it get it get it –




      BERNARD. Please stop screaming –




      JINNY. BERNARD!




      BERNARD. I’ve got it! I’ve got it I’ve got it – Look, look at that –




      They look at the caterpillar. SUSAN looks at them from across stage.




      SUSAN (about JINNY). How does she do that?




      The bell again.




      RHODA. We eat supper and we sing, we are sent upstairs to bed to pray and still I am thinking of the circle and the figure outside it – its eyeless face staring out from the blackboard.




      I normally pray for Mother and for Father and my grandparents in heaven and the little baby in the ground from before I was born – I pray for my friends and the animals and for more white petals tomorrow –




      But that night I pray for one thing, I pray as we eat our bread and butter, I pray as we troop up the stairs, as I fold up my frock and after the lights go out as I lie in bed –




      I wish to be Susan, to be Jinny – I wish to be one of the boys, I wish to stretch out my toes and feel the rail at the end of the bed –




      I wish not to be left outside.


    


OEBPS/Images/pub.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
4 THRTTAVES

ADAPTED BY

B





