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God breathes through us so completely …


So gently we hardly feel it … yet,


It is our everything.


John Coltrane




















Author’s Note







A director must find a coherent place where all three characters can exist together. They must not be isolated from one another onstage, for instance, by altering lighting each time a different character speaks. This does not mean that all characters must be equally lit at all times.


They are on the verge of something vast, perhaps facing out to sea.


The characters must never address one another or interact directly. But occasionally they might betray an awareness of one another’s presence – something akin to experiencing the sensation that there is someone else in the room, only to discover that you are alone.


The characters must connect on an emotional level. Occasionally, this emotional or spiritual connection is overt.


Parentheses are sometimes used to indicate a change in intention or direction on the part of the speaker when this might otherwise be unclear – for instance, if a character interrupts herself with a new thought or addresses a new person for part of a line.


Towards the end of the play, the rhythm of the lines should ebb and flow, the lines lapping at one another like waves. During the course of the play the lighting increases, almost imperceptibly, until the final state, as indicated.

























Characters







Helen


late fifties, white


Stephen


mid thirties, black


Jamie


early twenties, white




 





(ages are guidelines)



























BONE










I must arise now and go about the city;


In the streets and in the squares


I must seek him whom my soul loves.


Song of Solomon








Stephen, Helen, Jamie onstage.




Helen   (sharp intake of breath)




Lights down. Lights up.





Helen   (sharp intake of breath)




Lights down. Lights up.





Helen   (with a start) Gunshots and screaming, hear the pop and crackle of fat and bone. The scent of pyres hangs in the air like stale incense. Waves upon waves of lambs rise up over the hills and there are gunners stationed in the houses, mowing them down, one wave after another, and as the bodies hit the ground they decay almost instantly and ignite, filling the land with fire and smoke till –




Lights down. Lights up.





You undress me. Your hands on me. Your breath. Your heat. Your weight. Your – (Sharp intake of breath.)




Lights down. Lights up.





Alone again. I smooth the sheet next to me. Smoke from the pyres drifts in through the windows. I’d close them but it’s so hot. I’d cry but I’m too tired. Sometimes I’ll lie here for hours. Not awake. Not asleep. Somewhere in –




Lights down. Lights up.





I’m in a bath with you. It’s warm. You’re soaping my back and your arms are around me. Sunlight streams in through the open windows. Then you lean past me, pull the plug out and the water pours down the drain. I shift forward, try and put it back in, but you hold me back, you won’t let me. The water’s going, I struggle and fight but you’re too strong and I watch, helpless, as the last of the water pours away. The water’s all gone. It’s cold now. And I’m – (Sharp intake of breath.)




Lights down. Lights up.





I close the door of the medicine cabinet and stare at the woman in the mirror. Feel the bags under her eyes. When did you get so old? Close my eyes.


Stephen   I feel your pain.




Lights down. Lights up.





Helen   I put the kettle on. Take two mugs from the tree. Put one back. Force of habit. Through the kitchen window I see the pyres stretching across the fields. No stars in the sky. Smoke’s too thick, it gets everywhere, in my clothes, my hair. No matter how hard I scrub it won’t go – there’s a star! Up there. Make a wish. Kettle’s whistling. Dog’s asleep in his basket. Smell of burnt flesh fills my nostrils.




Lights down. Lights up.





My tea’s cold. The pyres are still burning but not so frightening with the light. Dog’s wagging his tail, making a fuss. I stroke him, ruffle his coat. Rub his tummy. Kiss his head. Fetch a tin of food and mix it with the grey pellets from under the sink. Good boy. Good boy. Something else, but I’m not sure what. Open a drawer. Scissors, tape, string, no. Close. Try another, knives and – no. Plates, cups, saucers, no. Try under the sink again. Pick up the polish, no, that’s not – white spirit behind the bleach. Yes. Take out the container, put it on the kitchen table. Open another drawer. Your lighter. Set it down next to the white spirit. Yes, that’s it. That’s right. Shake the tub of pills. Empty. Cross to the fridge, unscrew your whisky, take a swig. And another. And … that’s it … that’s it … I sit down. Close my eyes. And wait. Finally it comes.


Stephen   I feel your pain. Because I have felt it too. And I have found the solution.




Lights up. Lights down.





Helen   Today is going to be a good day. I can feel it in my bones.


Stephen   Alarm goes. Seven-o-one. Voice on the radio tells me three soldiers were killed last night by a suicide bomber and that farming thing’s still going on. I should listen really, I try and pay attention, but next thing I know it’s eighteen minutes past and a song’s playing.


Helen   Lift my coat from the hook by the door, step over the dog, bang my knee on the washing machine – ow – and head out to the Volvo. Pop into town, get my back pills and a card for Janey. She’s twelve on Tuesday, so if I post it today it should get there. Open the door, climb in, key in ignition. Deep breath. Last chance. Turn the key and –


Stephen   In the shower feel my balls for lumps, but I don’t really know what I’m looking for.


Jamie   My stiffy is raging.


Helen   Road into town’s quiet. Think I’ll adjust the visor flap. Sun’s so bright, I’m getting a headache from the – that’s better … Lovely drive, though, uninterrupted country, no fences anywhere. Just occasional piles of rubble where the walls were before we knocked them down, those bloody movement restrictions. Turn the radio on, something about the war, Christ not more death, turn it off. No escape from it. Pull off into the doctor’s office. 


Jamie   Horn like a rhinoceros, you could hang a flag off this, in fact I will! I’ll wrap it up in St George, put it on display, and all the people will flock from miles around – the Queen, the England football captain, Elton John, all to marvel at my tremendous erection. Great, seething crowds will gather and, somewhere down the front, a father will turn to his boy and, with a lump in his throat, say, now that, my son, is a British cock.


Helen   Girl on reception didn’t half make a fuss. I mean, it’s only a bloody week, it’s not that big a deal is it? I said, the pills don’t work any more, what can I do? I need to take extra. They gave it to me anyway, so I don’t know what they were moaning about. Suppose they’ve got to be careful. Can’t just dole them out, never know what might happen.


Jamie   Tend to wake up with a blinder after a good kip. Consider knocking one off but nah – save it for later. Some lucky darling’s in for a treat.


Stephen   Bit of product in the hair for that sleek, well-groomed look, a look that says, I’m in control of my hair – ergo, my life. Suited and booted, ready to rock.


Jamie   Other hand, nothing like cleaning the pipes first thing. Maybe I will have a quick go.


Stephen   Bright morning sun streams into the kitchen and I’m in coffee heaven. And sorry, I stopped buying the Fairtrade. I mean I don’t mind paying over the odds so Pedro can send his kids to school but it does seem a bit rich when five-year-olds on three pence a day can make a decent cup and Pedro’s coffee tastes like bum-muck. Right. Keys?


Jamie   Like I say, belter like this, be a shame to let it gohhhhhhhhhh blimey there go the knees. 


Stephen   Come on, you itinerant metal bastards, where are you hiding?


Helen   Pony, no, that’s a bit twee. What about this one? David Beckham? Think she’s getting a bit old for him. There’s nothing here. Get an arty one, she likes art. There we are. All right if I borrow your counter? Ta. Have a great day. Lots of love. Auntie Helen.


Jamie   Marmite on toast. No. Yes. No. Coco Puffs. Yes.


Stephen   Think! Where did you have them last?


Jamie   Necklace, wallet, mobile, keys.


Stephen   Keys!


Jamie   Check wallet for johnnies (can’t be too careful, d’you know what I mean?) Underpants, one pair, clean, suitable for eyes of a lady, and one ironed uniform, courtesy of Sis (sorry, that girl’s a fuckin angel). All laid out on the bed, all present and correct.


Stephen   Stay calm and you will find them, stay calm and you will – oh for cock’s sake! (Oh, here we are, behind the lava lamp next to a picture of us in the Alps.)


Helen   I was amazed how much Janey’s grown when I last saw her. She was lovely, bless her, didn’t really know what to say. Neither did your sister, or Geoff, but still, they made an effort, which was nice. She’s turning into a proper young lady is Janey. She’ll be turning heads soon. Actually, rate kids grow up these days I bet she’s doing more than that already. Whole life ahead of her. Unlike some. Postbox outside the chemist.


Stephen   Oh, and there’s your copy of ‘The Waste Land’, I keep meaning to return that. It’s not bad, actually, I have a flick every now and then, appeals to my feminine side. I’d post it but we should probably meet up for coffee or something. More friendly. 


Jamie   Case packed, ready for departure. Time check. High noon.


Stephen   Pack the essentials into my faux-leather case (your present to me four years ago), about to leave the house when I notice my neighbour locking his door and knowing he also uses the Tube I hang back to avoid a conversation. (as if watching him go) The two great unanswered questions of the modern age – who is God and who lives next door? Okay, that should do. Earphones in, in case someone gets chatty and –


Jamie   Little Sis, you’ll be glad to hear, is doing well, under the circumstances – it’s been traumatic, you understand, not just for her, for all of us.


Stephen   Hold my case in my left hand, Oyster card nestling in my right hip-pocket. Approach the ticket barrier, lift the card from my pocket with my right hand, swipe and pass through the barrier in one clean motion, taking pride in the fact I neither vary my speed nor touch the sides of the barrier with my case. I am so the man.


Jamie   You all right, babe? Got everything you need? Mum been to see you? … Don’t surprise me, I haven’t seen her neither – shacked up somewhere, no doubt, no no no, babe, you sit yourself … well, cup of tea’d be nice.


Stephen   Now. Pay attention. Tube door normally opens here, about a foot in from the right-hand edge of that poster and this carriage stops right by the exit sign ready for when I get off the other end. Doors open, sidestep a backpacker and I’m on. You see, a yard’s miscalculation either way and, my friend, you’re … oh, this is all I need.


Jamie   Sis needs a bit of lookin’ after. I left her, laid up on the sofa, cheeks aglow like an angel, reading the Hello! I bought for her. She was getting all flappy what with tomorrow, me off and everythin’, kept fussing after me, she’s my little angel, she really is. Would’ve told her not to, but she needs summin, y’know, take her mind off (makes me so fucking angry) … Think I’ll send her a text, keep her spirits up.


Helen   While they make up the prescription, I chat to Daniel, you remember Daniel, young lad, works there weekends, always round the lanes on his bike. I ask him if he’s got a girlfriend yet? Still working on it, he says. Well, if you need anyone to practise on, I say, you give me a call! She may be old but she’s still in working order! He smiles a little and blushes. Warmth in my chest takes me by surprise. As he hands over the little paper bag, our fingers brush and I notice he has strong hands like yours.


Stephen   An incident is in progress. As the door closes, an unshaven black guy shoves his way on, swearing, smelling, and as he does so he shoulders a white girl in the face. She calls him a wanker. He asks her who she’s calling a wanker. She tells him who she’s calling a wanker.


Helen   For some reason this makes me think of our wedding night. Seeing you naked for the first time, I was so … (funny). I start the car and pull away.


Jamie   SIS. DONT WORY BOUT ME. WILL PULL A NICE 1! THNKNG OF U. CU 1ST THNG. KISSHUG KISSHUG.


Helen   I remember you holding my face in your hand, a hand so big I thought it could hold the world. You traced a line across my cheek with your thumb, down my neck, loosening the strap from – shit!


Jamie   What the fuck!


Stephen   Suddenly, a white guy steps in and, oh my God, he tells the black guy to watch his fucking mouth and the entire carriage chokes on its liberal cornflakes. Is the white guy doing this because the other guy’s black? Because the girl’s pretty and he wants to cop off with her? S’pose he could just be a nice bloke.


Helen   Where did he come from? He just stepped out in front of me.


Jamie   Want to watch where you’re going!


Helen   You were on your phone, you weren’t even looking where you’re going. Bloody idiot, I could have killed you.


Stephen   He’s right in her face and, fair play, she’s giving it back but he’s twice her size and oh shit, I’m going to have to do something. Okay, just leave it a few seconds, maybe it’ll calm down on its own.


Jamie   Cunt.


Stephen   That’ll be a no, then. Maybe I should do something.


Helen   Stares at me like he’s going to thump me, bloody nerve, like to see him try.


Stephen   Voyeurism. The thinking man’s masturbation. Who needs porn when you’ve got the Tube?


Jamie   Oi! What you looking at, wanker?


Stephen   Oop. Eye-contact. Look away.


Helen   Bloody little idiot.


Jamie   Yes, cunt, you.


Helen   He walks off and I drive. Why do people do that? It’s like the whole world’s filled with hate.


Stephen   Black guy alights at Elephant, whole Tube breathes a sigh of relief. The girl thanks the white guy (which reminds me, did you see that thing in Time Out? Apparently over sixty per cent of conversations start over how much of a twat someone else is. Anyway, she’s pretty (in a kooky kind of way), reminds me of you actually. The guy asks the girl for her number. She gives it and I feel a surge of –


Helen   No, it’s nothing, really, it’s nothing, just that man, I’m … Sorry, I’ve got to stop the car … I’m fine, I said, I’m fine. Let’s just get home. Goodness’ sake, fuss.


Jamie   At the pub, relate the story of the old bloke in the Citroën and the nerve of that kid, staring at me after I almost been run over. The lads as you can imagine are outraged. So much so they buy me another round. Quarter past three.


Helen   No, I’m fine, really, it’s nothing, it’s … silly. Just give me a moment. (Exhales.) Wouldn’t do that if you were around.


Stephen   I swear I was this close to saying something, I was just gauging the situation. Walking north over London Bridge, I replay the incident, except this time I’m the guy who steps in. I imagine handling the black guy with dignity and aplomb, that I get the kooky girl’s phone number. And in my mind I fix her with a wry smile and in front of the entire carriage say – hey. How about you and me call in sick, do something crazy? And she giggles and brushes her hair and swaying her shoulders a little says – sure. Why not? And we walk by the river and eat icecream and catch a black-and-white movie and share a day so perfect that later we can’t help but go back to her bohemian loft conversion (she’s an artist) and make love tenderly until dawn. And then it’s years later I’m outside the Film Theatre café on the South Bank. Tap on my shoulder, look up, and it’s you, and it’s great to see you, it really is. Yeah, yeah, things are good, actually, and I ask you how you are, and there’s sadness in your eyes and you tell me that not a day goes by you don’t think of me and that you’re sorry things didn’t work out and there’s something you need to ask, and then at that precise moment the kooky girl appears from the café carrying two glasses of white wine, and I say, Sarah, this is my wife, Catherine, and – the fuck is this guy’s problem? … Midway over the river some drunk sprawled on the pavement nearly sends me flying. Puke-stained suit, dry blood on his face, raging at the air, fists clenched, something about today being a good day? As I pass he grins like he knows something I don’t, like, y’know, the way on TV homeless people are always strangely wise? But actually that’s bollocks. They’re just mental.
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