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Welcome (Back) to VAULT


2017 marks the fifth time the VAULT Festival has taken over the tunnels beneath Waterloo Station, transforming them into a hub for artists and audiences to explore the very best in exciting, innovative and risky creative arts projects. A seemingly impossible idea we had in late 2011 has grown, through the hard work of hundreds of people, into an annual celebration that London has embraced with an unruly and humbling passion.


From theatre and comedy to film and late-night entertainment, our goal with VAULT remains to create a vibrant underworld in which daring performers can find intrepid audiences without the financial and structural burdens that too often accompany any artistic enterprise.


It takes courage to come to these bizarre tunnels – now a fantastic year-round venue known as The Vaults – and present something for all to see. If the plays included in this collection are anything to go by, courage is not in short supply among the crop of artists that we are immensely proud to be hosting this year.


This volume represents just a fraction of the wealth of talent lurking below the surface of our city, and it’s with great pleasure that we present it to you.


Mat Burt, Andy George & Tim Wilson


VAULT Festival Directors




Testament was first performed at VAULT Festival, London, on 22 February 2017, with the following cast:
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‘What in me is dark, illumine.’


Paradise Lost, John Milton




Characters


ISAAC


LOT’S DAUGHTERS (M and J)


THE THIEF ON THE CROSS


Time


Now


Place


America


Note


A live musician should accompany each short play, and each piece should be intercut with a song (see Songbook Appendix).


 


 


 


 


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




Isaac


A psychiatrist’s office.


ISAAC sits in a chair.


ISAAC. My father called last week to wish me happy birthday. It’s the first time that he’s done it in years. I didn’t talk to him – Jessica, my wife, she – She’s the one who – She thought it might be good to talk to –


So she’s the one who spoke to him, which was difficult because she didn’t know I still had a dad. I’d told her that he’d died years ago and that was all fine, except when this guy rings up out of the blue and says ‘Can I speak to Isaac, please?’ And she’s like ‘He’s not in right now, can I take a message?’ and he says ‘Can you tell him his father called?’ And she’s like ‘Okay – who is this?’ and he says ‘This is Isaac’s father – who is this?’ and she says ‘I’m his wife’ and he sorta laughs and says ‘He never told me that he got married.’


Now most people’d would be like, ‘Oh screw you this, this is bullshit, I –’ Sorry, sorry I don’t – I don’t usually – swear, I’m not – Most people would say this is – bullcrap but you have to understand that my father is very persuasive. He’s got this voice, this sorta rumbly low kinda burr. Very solid and trustworthy, you know? I didn’t inherit it, I’ve got this kind of – I sound like a Jewish dentist. It’s not a voice that inspires devotion in others.


So before she could say anything my father began talking and Jessica listened and by the sounds of it they had quite the chat. Talked about how long we’d been married and the kids and pretty soon the two of them are getting on like a house on fire.


I’m getting this all second hand, you understand – from my wife – who’s layin’ into me, asking ‘Why?’, why I don’t wanna talk to him and she won’t quit going at it, won’t quit – even though it is my birthday, I might add, I’m still the – But I tell her fine, okay, fine. I’ll tell you why we don’t speak any more.


My mother died when I was very young. That left just my father and I and he raised me all by himself. I don’t really remember her. But my father. Jesus, he was – like a rock, just – He had stone-grey hair and smelt of Old Spice. He was a pastor, admired, respected. He was very serious, he – I mean – he wasn’t one of those touchy-feely kinda dads, you know, I – I mean you weren’t exactly gonna be throwing a football around in the backyard or – or be horsin’ around with him or nothin’ but – but – I knew that he loved me. Cos I was the only one who could make him smile. Like when I’d – I dunno, I’d come into his study when he was writing one of his sermons and show him like some magic trick I’d been working on or a picture I’d drawn or something – you know like how your kids, they – And he wouldn’t just be like ‘Oh yeah, that’s great, honey, yeah – woo’, no, no he – he – He would stop what he was doing and he would sit and watch and his serious face would thaw into this smile that cocked the one side of his mouth and he’d get little crow’s feet around his eyes from the smiling and the wrinkling. I was the only one who could make him smile like that. Really smile, like from the – like from the middle, you know? And when he smiled at me like that I could see how much he loved me. And there were two things that he loved more than anything else in this world: me and God.
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