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  A finalist for the Women’s Prize for Playwriting 2023, Bellringers was first produced by Atticist and Ellie Keel Productions in a co-production with Hampstead Theatre. It was staged at Paines Plough’s Roundabout at the Edinburgh Festival Fringe in August 2024 before transferring to Hampstead Theatre Downstairs from 27 September until 2 November 2024. The cast was as follows:
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  Characters




  ASPINALL




  CLEMENT




  Note on Text




  / indicates an interruption




  [text in square brackets is not said]




  – is an active lack of speech




  




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




  

    

  




  




  Sound of heavy rain. A bell tower, during a storm, at night. It is some time in the hazy past – between the twelfth and eighteenth centuries.




  There is something organic happening here, with ferns and moss inside the tower. These might be seen to grow, as if the church is being reclaimed by the earth.




  There is a door on the left wall which leads to the churchyard, and a door on the back wall which leads to the rest of the church. Two bell ropes hang down in the centre.




  Lightning flashes. Six seconds later, thunder rumbles.




  Two people burst in through the left door, letting in a lot of rain. They have to force the door shut against the wind.




  ASPINALL lets out a whoop, as in, ‘What a storm!’




  CLEMENT fishes in his jacket pocket for cigarettes.




  ASPINALL shakes his hair violently, spraying CLEMENT with water.




  CLEMENT has a cigarette in his mouth.




  CLEMENT. Hey!




  ASPINALL grins.




  CLEMENT takes off his jacket. He sits on a bench. He lights up with a modern lighter.




  ASPINALL is examining the bell ropes, walking around them.




  ASPINALL. How long do you reckon we’ve got?




  CLEMENT (shrugging philosophically). Who can say?




  ASPINALL. No, I meant tonight.




  CLEMENT. Oh. Dunno, could be hours yet.




  ASPINALL. Yeah.




  I was just thinking it was quick last time.




  CLEMENT. It came from the east last time, over Great Tew. It’ll be slower tonight.




  ASPINALL is near the bell ropes.




  Don’t touch them.




  ASPINALL. No, I won’t. I’m just looking.




  The storm’s a way off though, like you said. And we’ll have to, you know –




  He mimes ringing the bells.




  eventually.




  CLEMENT. Yeah, eventually. But let’s wait until we have to, is my point.




  Sit down, we’re not going to miss it, are we?




  ASPINALL sits down beside CLEMENT, who is staring straight ahead. ASPINALL looks at CLEMENT.




  What?




  ASPINALL. What?




  CLEMENT. You’re staring at me.




  ASPINALL. How can you tell?




  CLEMENT. You’re in my peripheral.




  ASPINALL. I’m not.




  CLEMENT. I have a wide peripheral. It’s something I’ve just discovered about myself. See these eyes? You don’t notice it at first but they’re less on the front of my face, more to the sides.




  ASPINALL (peering closely). Hmmm. Yeah, maybe.




  CLEMENT. It’s almost imperceptible, but it’s there. I’ve measured. Means I can see further around me than most.




  ASPINALL. Like a duck.




  CLEMENT. What?




  ASPINALL. Predators have eyes on the front, like, you know, dogs. Hawks. Prey animals have eyes on the sides, like ducks.




  CLEMENT. I’ve told you, you can’t just believe everything your mother says.




  ASPINALL. She didn’t tell me this. I observed it.




  CLEMENT. I’m not like a duck.




  ASPINALL. It’s good. I’m saying you can see danger coming. I’m saying you’re alert.




  Like a hare.




  CLEMENT. I am somewhat like a hare. In some ways.




  There is a flash of lightning. Five seconds (they count silently), then thunder.




  There. Miles off.




  ASPINALL. Five miles. Must be over… Bledington?




  CLEMENT. Nah, it’ll come across Wychwood.




  ASPINALL. So over Charlbury, now. Or Cornbury. And then it’ll come through Chadlington.




  They’ll be getting nervous in St Nicholas’s.




  CLEMENT. Roscoe doesn’t get nervous.




  ASPINALL. It is him then?




  CLEMENT. Yeah. Him and his uncle.




  ASPINALL. Well that’s good, maybe.




  CLEMENT. Is it?




  ASPINALL. Roscoe knows what he’s about. He says he’s got it sorted.




  CLEMENT. Roscoe says all kinds of things. He says he saw John the Baptist in the core of an apple.




  ASPINALL. Yeah, we all saw that. You saw it.




  CLEMENT. I saw a shape. I didn’t see any meaning in it.




  Lightning – thunder.




  ASPINALL. I still think they’re getting worse.




  CLEMENT. What are?




  ASPINALL. The storms. Listen to that…




  Biblical.




  CLEMENT. The architecture’s getting to you. All the vaulting – it points your mind upwards. That’s why they built them this way. Everything feels a bit biblical in here.
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