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First Performance





Songs of Grace and Redemption, presented by Liminal Theatre, Time Won’t Wait and Theatre 503, was first performed at Theatre 503, London, on 30 October 2007. The cast was as follows:




Peter  Robert Reina


John  Mark Springer


Nicola  Natasha Alderslade


Steve  James Hurn


Soley  Hannah Young





All other parts played by members of the company




Directed by  Janette Smith


Designed by  Naomi Dawson


Lighting by  Anna Watson


Music and Sound Design by  Neil Codling


Producer  Sarah Sansom






















GRACE


Simple elegance or refinement of movement Courteous goodwill Free and unmerited favour (often of God)


Also, ‘grace period’ – a period officially allowed for payment of a sum due or for compliance with a law or condition


 


REDEMPTION


The action of regaining or gaining possession of something in exchange for payment or clearing a debt The action of buying one’s freedom






















Characters







Peter


thirties


John


thirties


Nicola


thirty


Steve


thirties


Soley


twenties


Sarah, Claire, Chris, Dan,


Ailsa, Ralf, Barman, Rachel, Waitress


 


The play is written for a cast of five. The composition of the cast should reflect the composition of the city.


It should be cast for the characters in bold above, who then share the remaining parts. Sarah and Waitress should be played by the same actress who plays Nicola.


 


The play is set in London, Birmingham, and a part of Iceland so remote it does not have a name.


Set, props and costume should be minimal and evocative to aid quick changes between scenes.

























SONGS OF GRACE AND REDEMPTION





For Cat


 


 


When what used to excite you does not


Like you’ve used up all your allowance


of experiences


 


Mark E. Smith,


‘Just Step S’ways’



















Note







A dash ( – ) at the end of a line means the following line comes in quickly.


A slash ( / ) means the following speaker interrupts at this point.


An ellipsis ( … ) at the end of a line means speech trails off rather than being interrupted.


Translations that appear in square brackets are for information only and should not be spoken.


 


 


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


 
























Part One
























ONE








John and Nicola’s kitchen. Evening.


She wears a deliberately sexy dress and drinks from a bottle of cider. John is dressed smart-casual from work. He has a glass of wine.




Nicola   I was at an awards ceremony. For the Business Woman of the Year Award. In this big … banqueting hall, in a hotel or something.


John   An awards ceremony?


Nicola   Yes.


John   Like the Oscars.


Nicola   And I won.


John   Well done.


Nicola   I was wearing a gown. And I looked beautiful, if you can imagine that. (Beat.) And there / were all these men.


John   (Yeah, of course I can.)


Nicola   All these men were staring at me. Thousands of them.


John   Thousands?


Nicola   I don’t know – I’m not good with numbers, something like that.


John   Was I there?


Nicola   (beat) Yeah.


John   You don’t sound sure.


Nicola   And all these men wanted to have me. But I chose you.


I was telling you something.


John   I thought you’d finished.


Nicola   Are you annoyed with me?


John   No.


Nicola   You’ve hardly touched your three ninety-seven wine.


John   I told you, it was half price, it’s worth six ninety-eight.


Enjoying your cider?


Nicola   Is this about the conference?


John   No.


Nicola   If it means that much to you, bloody go to Birmingham.


John   I think you should have your mind on tomorrow, that’s all.


Nicola   Can we not talk about tomorrow on a date night?


John   Well, I think it’s important.


Nicola   You didn’t even –


John   I came from work.


Nicola   You said you’d be home at six.


John   I had stuff to finish. People depend on me, it’s not advertising.


Nicola   People depend on me.


John What? What are you looking at me like that for?





















TWO








Soley’s Bar.


Morning. Soley wears an alarming combination of girly pink, old school death or speed-metal T-shirts – tattoos and maybe piercings. She conducts a heated telephone argument, in Icelandic, on the bar phone – the kind one can have only with a lover or former lover. Her telephone dialogue should be considered as music, acting as a counterpoint to the scene. More dialogue (in Icelandic) may be incorporated at the discretion of the production.


Peter sits by the window. He sports garish lycra running gear and a rucksack. There are three shot glasses lined up before him, containing a clear liquid. He has a laptop. He builds a house of cards throughout.


Steve sits nearby, a case on the surface before him, next to an empty cup and saucer. He watches Soley.




Peter   Germany.


Switzerland.


Italy.


Austria.


Czech Republic.


Poland.


Lithuania … Lithu–


Yeah, then Germany again, though not to stay obviously, then Denmark, hop, skip and a jump to Sweden (Malmo, up to Helsingborg).


Norway, Finland.




Gestures at Soley.





Iceland.




Drinks a shot, stares at Steve, who watches Soley.





Kiki Pinch.


Kiki Pinch, it’s my stripper name, what’s yours?




Nicola enters in a hurry. She looks for someone to serve her.





You on Facebook?


Steve   No.


Soley   Hann er bjáni. [He’s full of shit.]


Peter   You know there’s free WiFi? It’s actually the Catholics next door, but they’ve got no password. The immaculate connection I call it. S’pose they need one for all the kiddie porn.


Steve   You think that’s funny?


Nicola   Hi –


Soley   Mjög fyndin. [Very funny.]


Peter   What’s your name, I can poke you?


You can be my lesbian vampire mistress if you want.


Steve   I told you I –


Peter   I know.




Points as if to say, ‘I know what you’re thinking.’





‘Who is this maverick?’


Nicola   Excuse me –


Soley   Ég er pakklát. [I’m grateful.]


Peter   That’s funny, when I did that you looked at my finger. Dogs do that. If you point, humans follow the line, but dogs just stare at the finger. Or lick it –


Steve   I’m not licking your finger.


Peter   I’m not asking you to lick my finger. Did I tell you I’m walking to every country on –


Steve   Yes.


Nicola   Excuse –


Soley   Bíddu. [Wait.] I’m on the phone.


Nicola   And I’m late for work.


Soley   So get up earlier. (Back into phone.) Éttu skít hálfviti, ég lagði mig í hættu fyrir þig. [Eat shit, halfwit, I risked my neck for you.]


Peter   My card.




Peter hands Steve his business card.





Steve   ‘Peter Trout. Wanderer.’


Peter   But you can call me Kiki.


Soley   Nei, nei, nei. [No, no, no.]


Hvað sagðirðu? [What was that?] Motherfucker!




Soley ends argument abruptly, slamming phone down.





Nicola   Look, I can see you’re having as bad a day as I am, / but I would like a –




Soley storms past out back.





Oh, for –




Steve’s phone rings. It has a silly ringtone. He answers.





Steve   Sorry, the line’s –


Peter   I can channel the energy of the cosmos through my hands.


Steve   No, it’s your end, I’ve / got four bars.




The bar phone rings.





Peter   It won’t be this end, signal’s like glass.


Steve   Say again.


Peter   It’s bloody internet Stonehenge here.


Steve   Can you shut up? No, not you. Hello.




Following quickly:





Nicola   (calling out to Soley, off) Hello.


Steve   Hello.


Nicola   Hello.


Steve   Hello.


Nicola   Fuck’s sake.




Nicola leaves. Steve redials.





Peter   (points at laptop) See this. Triangulates my position by satellite. To the millimetre. So right now we are in … Iceland? Hang on, that’s not …




Peter shakes the GPS. Steve gets voicemail, angrily.





Doesn’t matter. (Taps his heart.) This is the only compass I need. Take my hand. Commune. I want you to feel my heart.


Steve   What you doing?


Peter   I have healing hands.


Steve   What?


Peter   I went to a Reiki class, they told me I had the gift.


Steve   I don’t like being touched, all right?


Peter   You keep fingering it.


Steve   What?


Peter   The case. What’s in it? Smack?


Steve   You ask a lot of questions.


Peter   I have a curious nature.




Steve answers his phone.





Steve   Yeah, well, it ain’t me, I got four bars. I said it’s not me, I come here cause the signal’s ah shit!




Steve texts. Soley enters, answers the phone, ends the call. Resets the phone. She polishes the counter furiously, humming.





Peter   See my finger. Used to be a band there. That was my pain. Not any more. I took it away. You’re in pain too, aren’t you? You have a very negative energy, I can sense it.


Steve   (trying to attract Soley’s attention) Excuse me, how much is –




Soley brings Steve the bill, slams it down. Soley’s mobile rings.





Thanks.


Peter   Another couple of shots, please.


Soley   Little early, isn’t it?


Peter   It’s party time in Reykjavik.




Soley answers her phone.





Soley   Reykjavik’s an hour behind. (Screams into phone.) Fábjáni! [Idiot!] (Hangs up.) Besides, this is London.




Soley returns to the counter, pours herself a shot. Necks it. Slams it down.





Peter   Isn’t it just?




Soley pours herself another shot. Steve’s phone vibrates. He checks the message. He leaves change on the saucer, prepares to leave. He texts again. Realises Peter is staring at him.





Steve   Don’t you have somewhere to go, a job or –


Peter   Told you, I sold up and set off.


Steve   (texting) Oh yeah, why’s that?




Soley drinks.








PeterI found my dad shagging my missus.




Soley spits out her shot. Steve stops texting.





Sometimes at night, I’d leave them chatting and go off to bed. Come down later for a glass of water, find them doing spoons on the sofa. I thought it was dad being familial.




Soley brings the shots and the bill, and collects the empties. She catches Steve’s eye.





Soley   Sorry.


Steve   ’S okay.


Peter   So one day, come home from work, go upstairs, there they are. Like something from a porno.




Soley pretends not to hear this. Returns to the bar. Steve watches her. She watches Steve and Peter discreetly.





’Cept I’m an architect not a plumber.


Steve   Yeah, and you haven’t got a ’tache, neither.


Peter   Four-pack of Guinness in one hand, bottle of Pinot Grigio in the other. ‘Surprise!’ Fuck me, was it. Two people I loved most in the world, staring straight at me.




Steve sends his text.





Steve   How come they were both staring at you if they were –


Oh!


Peter   Yeah. ‘Oh.’ And there was me worried Dad was lonely. Mum had died and, well –


Steve   Still see him?


Peter   Only when I close my eyes. Imagine. Your own father.


Steve   What about your missus?


Peter   No idea. Walked out the bedroom, didn’t look back. I mean it, I left and … week later sold my half of the business. To Dad. We were partners. Maybe I’ll go and see her.




Steve’s phone vibrates. He checks another text.





Steve   Your wife?


Peter   No, my chiropractor.


Steve   Got a bad back?


Peter   This fabric’s made from a semi-permeable membrane that maintains optimum body temperature while wicking the sweat away from the skin, keeping me dry and alleviating chafe. It’s designed for extreme conditions. I used to build libraries. Now I’m building a monument to self-preservation. The new me. The new Peter Trout. I’m not dicking about. I’m walking to every country on earth.


Steve   So what’s stopping you?




Soley bangs down the shot glass on the table. The house of cards collapses.


Soley walks off. Steve watches her. Peter observes this. Steve notices Peter watching him.





Peter   I could ask you the same question.


Steve   What’s stopping me doing what?


Peter   Anything.
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