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A Few Thank-Yous


First, thanks to Anne Naylor, Deb and Phil – without whom no art would get made! Massive thanks to the Korens: Karen Koren, Katy Koren and Kristian Koren – and Paul Sullivan – all friends as well as co-workers. Love to the wonderful staff at the Gilded Balloon, including Rowan, Lyndsey, Steph, David, Richard, Molly and Daniel. The Arcola team, including Mehmet and Leyla. In Adelaide, Martha Lott and her top gang at Holden Street, including Tracey Mathers; Neil Ward and Angela Tolley, top Aussie publicists, my buddies Heather Croall and Nick Phillips, Michelle Buxton, David Grybowski and Lizzie Hines. In New York, the 59E59 gang, especially Elysabeth and Peter. In Prague, Steve Gove and his posse. To Sam Maynard, I owe a huge thanks, for helping me start on this path. Danny Dougramachi has been great helping me research. The fab directors Michael Cabot and Emma Buttler; the lighting designers Ross Bibby and Andy Grange, the many technicians we’ve worked with, including Alia Stephens, Sofia, Sholto, Holly Curtis and Eric Morel. A massive shout-out to Kathryn Cabot and Kathryn Barker prods for doing a fab tour of The Collector. Sean Gascoine, Amy Sparks, Nicki Stoddart, Hannah Begbie, Kitty Laing, Maureen Vincent and Carly Peters of United Agents – not just top agents, but lovely people. Huge thanks to Sarah Liisa Wilkinson, Matt Applewhite and Jodi Gray of Nick Hern Books. Not forgetting the magnificent Rosalind Furlong, Steve Ullathorne and Alan Moyle for some stellar photos. Viv and Leo, obviously. And Phil Goodwin, who’s helped me enormously at various stages. Then there’s the magnificent casts of the three shows – Filipa, Felicity, William, Lesley, Ritu, Rachel, Shireen and Olivia – honoured to have worked with you. Finally, my wonderful, hilarious, beautiful, uber-smart wife Sarah, who has to put up with me when I’m writing! – Love you, love you all.


The photograph of Filipa Bragança as the Angel, taken by Rosalind Furlong, on the front cover was kindly reproduced with the permission of the Bragança family. Filipa was a great friend and inspiration, and the picture is included as a tribute and mark of respect for her performances in both Echoes and Angel.


This is taken from Arabian Nightmares; the collection in which this play first appears.




Echoes was first performed at the Gilded Balloon, Edinburgh, on 5 August 2015, with the following cast:













	TILLIE

	Felicity Houlbrooke






	SAMIRA

	Filipa Bragança






	Directors

	Henry Naylor






	 

	Emma Butler







It was co-produced by Henry Naylor and the Gilded Balloon’s Karen Koren.


The cast stayed the same for the subsequent world tour, until 13 September 2016, when Rachel Smyth replaced Felicity in the role of Tillie, for the shows at the Brisbane Festival and the Melbourne Fringe.


In April 2017, at the 59E59 Theater in New York, Serena Manteghi joined Rachel Smyth, and took the role of Samira.




To AGN,


For teaching me the love of history.




Characters


TILLIE, a Victorian pioneer, seventeen


SAMIRA, a modern Muslim, seventeen




The story of Echoes is told by two different storytellers.


They each deliver their monologues directly to the audience, through the ‘fourth wall’.


Fade up on a young, Victorian pioneer woman, TILLIE. She’s strong, smart – seventeen years old.


TILLIEThree months at sea. The lump sugar is gone.


The eggs are rotten, and thrown overboard. India cannot come too soon.


At dinner a handsome Lieutenant approaches.


Winks conspiratorially. And presents me with a fig.


‘Slipped the storemaster a few coins.’


I smile gratitude.


Then bite the flesh. There’s a smell of rot, and the fizz of ferment.


A maggot inside. Wrestling with its own being.


‘Oh. Oh, I’m so sorry,’ blushes the appalled Lieutenant.


He would crush it. But I stay his hand.


‘It is one of God’s creatures!… Insects. Hobby of mine – and this one performs the most spectacular transformation in nature. More wondrous than the caterpillar… Blind, now, hopeless. But soon to grow wings, legs. Thousands of eyes.’


The Lieutenant snatches the fig, maggot and all, and crushes it in a puffed fist. Red juice running through his fingers.


‘Flies are not suitable discourse for a lady.’


Fade up on a young, beautiful Muslim, SAMIRA. She’s strong, smart – seventeen years old.


SAMIRAI know what you’re thinking:


‘Why would a Grade-A student suddenly upsticks to become a housewife in a Syrian basement?’


Ha. You kuffar don’t understand Faith, do you?


This is my choice: Paradise… or Ipswich.


The first: the shadow of God’s kingdom on earth.


The second: a land of chip papers and dogshit.


You choose.


Wasn’t always religious. Used to be shy, quiet.


A good student.


Until the day I sold Beegum a mousemat in WHSmith’s…


My Saturday job is manning the till, stacking the shelves, in the News and Magazines section.


…Embarrassing to have to serve my devout schoolfriend.


‘Man, how can you sell this shit?’ She waves her hand over the newsracks.
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