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  ‘I have been for two days to taste the water, and do assure you that nothing could be salter and bitterer and nastier and better for you…’




  The poet Thomas Gray on his visit to Hartlepool, 1765




  





  




  Driftwood was first performed at Ludlow Assembly Rooms on 12 October 2023, as a Pentabus and ThickSkin Theatre co-production. The cast was as follows:
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  Characters




  MARK, older brother




  TINY, younger brother




  Setting




  A beach on the north-east coast, near Hartlepool. Present day.




  Staging




  A long stretch of sand.




  No props except for bits of driftwood and various dead marine life.




  Text




  (Beat.) is short, (Pause.) is long.




  There are various commas, missing full stops at the ends of lines, and occasionally absent question marks. These all denote pace and tone.




  * indicates time or movement or change between scenes.




  / indicates similar, but within scenes.




   




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




  







  




  PART ONE




  Flotsam, Jetsam, Something and Something




  TINY and MARK approach from opposite ends of the beach.




  They face each other and feel the years apart.




  Eventually…




  TINY. So the plan is to gather all the driftwood. Make a pyre nearby. We lay Dad atop of it, set him alight. And the people on our road, from our church, they come on down, gather round, and we all just (Inhales. Exhales. Inhales. Exhales.)




  MARK. What’s going on




  TINY. We’re breathing in Dad. Cos he’s smoke by this point isn’t he. Solid into liquid into gas, remember that from school. Dad’s the solid. Dunno what the liquid is, maybe the sea, but the smoke is the gas. Smoke with bits of Dad. Microscopic, air particles, ash. Sort of be like, comforting. Like warm, all hot on your chest, wearing a scarf, having a lil whiskey. I’ll get someone on the music, there’s a man with a guitar by the huts once a week, the huts are new. The man’s new too, but he’s also pretty old. And the songs are even older. Pub closed down but we’ll pick up some tinnies. Kick-off at dusk. Fire goes till dawn




  MARK (beat). We are not doing any of that




  TINY. I mean I’d have to get a permit




  MARK. A permit for what




  TINY. The music, the bonfire. Alcoholic beverages in a public location –




  MARK. The human roasting




  TINY. Don’t say ‘roasting’, s’not like I’m gonna eat him




  MARK. Thanks for the clarification




  TINY. Big pyre like that mind, some sausages on the side –




  MARK. Tiny




  TINY. People burn bodies all the time




  MARK. Cremation




  TINY. Exactly




  MARK. Proper, private, not a barbecue on the beach




  TINY. It’s not a barbecue!




  MARK. Cooking Dad on an open flame




  TINY. Might smell a little meaty




  MARK. Getting everywhere, in our clothes, choking




  TINY. We want him getting everywhere




  MARK. No we don’t




  TINY. All along the coastline




  MARK. Like an oil spill




  TINY. S’not pollution!




  MARK. Why are we even – not like it matters




  TINY. Why not




  MARK. Cos he’s not actually dead yet. Is he? Unless this is a really weird way of breaking it to me. Hi, by the way




  TINY. Hi. Sleeping when I left him. Sarah said she’d text if he wakes




  MARK. Could’ve met me at the station




  TINY. Could’ve met us at the house




  MARK. Who’s Sarah




  TINY. The nurse




  MARK. Do you even get a signal out here?




  TINY. A pyre can be a signal




  MARK. What if it’s urgent




  TINY. In Viking times, they’d sing loud shanties to let the others know the enemy was coming




  MARK. Well the enemy’s arrived and he’s all checked in




  TINY. Is it nice then?




  MARK. Is what nice?




  TINY. The flat




  MARK. It’s above a shop that’s getting all, cleared out. Didn’t say that on the app, s’why it was cheap. Bet they start work at like, five in the morning




  TINY. Which shop is it?




  MARK. Junk shop. All cordoned off




  TINY. Not been a shop for a while




  MARK. So what is it now then?




  TINY. Just, junk. Call it different names when it’s by the sea though. Flotsam, jetsam, something and something




  MARK. Those the technical terms




  TINY. One of the guys I play with online, Gibbo, do you know Gibbo




  MARK. I do not know Gibbo




  TINY. Does maritime law, has to divvy up stuff if it’s valuable




  MARK. Well it isn’t




  TINY. Well it can be




  MARK. I mean this stuff, you can see it through the window, cheap mugs, badly printed T-shirts




  TINY. Saw a harpoon in there once but they didn’t let me buy it. Need a permit for that too. Looked nice




  MARK. Why do you want a harpoon




  TINY. Your holiday flat, looked online, looked nice




  MARK. S’not a holiday, nobody holidays out here




  TINY. The Victorians did




  MARK. And how’s that working out for them?




  TINY. The carousels, donkey rides, had them all along the beach here. And they’d buy those mugs and t-shirts and all




  MARK. The Victorians?




  TINY. Souvenirs




  MARK. No they didn’t




  TINY. Yeah they did. Came for the sea air. Does wonders for your health




  MARK. Well I know the NHS is fucked, but I hope they’ve got Dad on something stronger than that




  TINY. Morphine. (Beat.) En-suite




  MARK. What




  TINY. Place you’re renting, got an en-suite




  MARK. What you on about?




  TINY. Made the back room his bedroom so he didn’t have to face the stairs. And the toilet’s just off from it. So we’ve got an en-suite too. Even got a new bed sent through. Electric, moves up and down. Like a deckchair. Like a very sad deckchair




  MARK. How much did that cost? Do you need me to cover it?




  TINY. They donated it, the trust. Have to give it back when he’s gone. (Beat.) So you gonna pop round? You can come see the bed




  MARK. I’m not here to see the bed




  TINY. But you are, here. And there’s so much I, I dunno. Got a mouth full of words and they’re all trying to scuttle out at the same time and it’s just, bleurgh




  MARK. Alright. Bleurgh to you too




  TINY (beat). Are we heading over now? Let me know when suits. I’ll be swinging by the chippy, I could get in one half-lot or two




  MARK. I can always eat before




  TINY. Why eat before? Eat with us. Dad won’t be eating. Watching. Dad won’t be watching




  MARK. Is he gonna make it through the night? (Pause.) It’s just. I don’t know if I can, see him, now. Like, now now




  TINY (beat). Doesn’t have to be now now. On my hour’s break, Sarah hasn’t texted. I can help you settle in till then




  MARK. I’m not gonna settle




  TINY. We’ll go get a lemon top




  MARK. Not here for ice cream




  TINY. I always get a lemon top. When it’s just me out here




  MARK. Well it’s not just you any more, is it




  TINY. Nice to take a moment. Like meditating. Zen. Do you do yoga




  MARK. I do do yoga. Three times a week actually




  TINY. It’s just like that then




  MARK. You having a Mr Whippy is not like me doing yoga




  TINY. Yeah it is




  MARK. No it isn’t




  TINY. Yeah it is




  MARK. How the fuck you eating it then?




  TINY (beat). Get me one and I’ll demonstrate




  MARK. We are not getting ice cream!




  TINY (beat). We can walk then. Reminisce. (Beat.) Do you remember when we set up camp in the dunes there. We were looking for the treasure, X marks the spot. And we wandered all along the beach and the moon set the sea on fire and there was all that wood that I thought it must’ve been from an ancient watchtower where the Saxons stood their ground but you said someone had dumped a load of old decking
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