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Characters: 
 
Cast of 6 (3M 3F) 
 
GRACE – early forties 
ERIC – mid forties  
MATTHEW – early forties  
CHLOE – late fifties  
JONATHAN – around fifty 
FRANCES – mid forties 
 
(V.O. Vicky – mid forties) 
 
Synopsis of scenes: 
 
Act 1 
Scene 1 – Saturday 7.30 p.m. July 1st  
Scene 2 – Three days later. Tuesday 4.00 p.m. July 4th  
 
Act 2 
Scene 1 – Four and a half weeks later. Saturday 10.00 a.m. Aug 5th  
Scene 2 – A week later. Saturday 4.00 p.m. Aug 12th  
Scene 3 – Four weeks later. Saturday 10.00 a.m. Sept 9th 
 
Place – The patio and garden at Jonathan and Grace’s house.  
Time – Present day. July, August & September. 
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Act 1 
 
Scene 1    
 

JONATHAN and GRACE’s patio and garden. Saturday  
7.30 p.m. July 1st. 
 
Double doors leading from the house USR open out 
onto a patio area that leads onto a lawn. An exit DSR 
leads to the offstage greenhouse and then further round 
the house to the front of the property. A DSL exit leads 
to an offstage garden shed. A path leads USL to an 
offstage back gate. A wooden fence runs upstage from 
off USR to off USL with plants and shrubs in front. 
There are four patio chairs and two fold up chairs in 
the space. On the patio table is a tray of glasses and 
paper napkins. Also on the table are three small plates 
of sandwiches, a bowl of crisps and a bowl of nuts, all 
wrapped in clingfilm. Somewhere nearby is a small 
selection of bottles of wine and beer.  
 
GRACE sits on the grass. She is potting a plant from a 
smaller pot into a larger one. Her writing pad is next to 
her. ERIC enters USL. He holds a bottle of champagne.  

 
ERIC:   Champagne for Armageddon. Sorry, Grace, didn’t mean to  

startle you. Am I the first or has it happened and are we the 
only two left? Can’t say it’s looking too end-of-the-worldish up 
there. Not yet anyway. Jonathan in his shed, I presume. Saying 
a final farewell to his fellow doomsday-ists online. Your 
brother still here, is he? What’s it been now, four weeks… 
five? You’ve made him too comfortable, Grace. Free food, free 
drink… what’s there not to like? You’re too nice, that’s your 
problem – the only one you have as far as I can tell. It’s not 
kind to people to be too nice to them. They take advantage of it. 
He certainly is… in my opinion. None of my damn business, of 
course, just… I don’t like to see anyone – you – being taken 
advantage of, that’s all.  
 

GRACE points towards the fence.   
 
Vicky? No, she won’t be coming. She’s still not… Every day 
it’s something different: pointy objects, open doors, running 
water… birdsong. Who’s afraid of birdsong for God’s sake? 
But let’s not talk about her, not when we have so little time 
before we’re all exploded into a billion pieces and flung out to 
the far reaches of the known universe… if that’s what’s going 
to happen to us all. Look, Grace, before anyone else appears, 
I’d just like to say I can’t help hearing him sometimes – 
Jonathan – with you… Not that I’ve got my ear pressed against 
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the fence or anything, but voices carry… his voice. Some of the 
things he… the words he uses… well, they’re not particularly 
loving ones… sometimes. I just want to say, if you need 
anyone… someone… me… to… talk to about… anything, I’m 
here… just next door. Not that we should talk next door. 
Perhaps a café or park or somewhere a little more… private.  
 

V.O. VICKY:  (Off.) Get out! Get out! Get out! Get out! Get out! 
 
    Sound of window slamming off.  

 
ERIC: It’ll just be a moth or something… nothing serious. You know, 

Grace, I don’t think we’re too dissimilar – you and me. We’re 
both two people with a great deal to give, both allowing 
ourselves to be stifled… suffocated perhaps a better word, by 
the people – the person – we happen to find ourselves with. 
Don’t we owe it to ourselves to… give the great deal we have 
to… give? Life only comes round once – as far as I can tell – 
personally I don’t want to look back on it one day and regret 
not having done the things I should’ve done… or said the 
things I should’ve said… to the people… the person… I 
should’ve said them to. If you understand what I’m saying, 
Grace. If you… What I’m saying, Grace, is –  

 
    MATTHEW enters from the house. He carries a model  
    train engine. 
 
MATTHEW: Hello out here. The Flying Scotsman A1 Class. You’ll never 

guess where I found this: in a box of Christmas decorations. 
Probably being used as a tree ornament. Evening, Eric.  

 
  GRACE takes the pots and crosses DSR.  
 

Grace?  
 
 GRACE exits DSR. 
 
Something we said? The last supper. Let’s hope theirs was a 
little more exciting looking. Probably wouldn’t have been 
wrapped in clingfilm. Jesus wouldn’t have approved of that.  
Just been up in the attic. I’ve got thirty feet of track up there. I 
look forward to laying it all out again… if we’re still here. I 
must say it’s been comforting to be back in my old room again 
– despite it now being fuchsia pink, wouldn’t have been my 
choice, but I relinquished my say in the décor the day I 
surrendered my half of the house. Will… sorry terrible with 
names, Veronica be joining us? 

 
ERIC:   No, she won’t. And it’s Vicky.  
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MATTHEW:  Vicky. Jonathan’s making a firework to celebrate the grand  
finale. If God doesn’t finish us off tonight he might, eh? 

 
ERIC:   I think we both know it’s not going to happen.  
 
MATTHEW:  Well you say that, Eric, but it’s got to happen sometime.  

Madame Fruitcake next door is certainly convinced tonight’s  
the night. Not your wife, I mean her on the other side. Cuckoo  
Chloe I call her. Sorry, Eric, she might be a good friend of  
yours. Is she? 

 
ERIC:   No.  
 
MATTHEW:  Phew! The other day she accosted me here in the garden and  

started rattling on about all the types of extra-terrestrials there 
are that inhabit our universe and how she belonged to one of 
them – one of their races – Grace too. Sisters apparently from 
up there, that’s why they’re next door neighbours here on 
Earth. Makes perfect sense, doesn’t it? She said I was a 
Gollock. A pet from their home planet. They’re round furry 
creatures with big eyes like our rabbits, but with small ears. She 
told me I shouldn’t be here – in the house – since it was only 
perpetuating the owner-pet relationship I’d had with them up 
there and I should now be with my new family here on Earth. I 
mean you couldn’t make it up, could you? (Train.) Did you 
ever get into these as a youngster, Eric?  

 
ERIC:   No.  
 
MATTHEW:  I was content for hours on end choo-chooing these around on  

my bedroom floor. Grace had her music, of course, back then. 
 
ERIC:   Music? 
 
MATTHEW:  That was their thing: hers and Dad’s. She could have actually  

done it professionally: concert pianist, the way she was  
going. She practised for hours on end, day after day in her  
room.  

 
ERIC:   So what happened, why didn’t she? 
 
MATTHEW:  She stopped when Dad went. It’s like he took it all with him…  

all her music… her love for it.  
 
ERIC:   He died? 
 
MATTHEW:  No, he went to New Zealand. With a woman: Antonia. And  

that was it… not a word since. 
 
ERIC:   Nothing?  
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MATTHEW:  Of course it affected Grace more than it did me. (Train.) I had  

these. Dad wasn’t that interested in these. He was interested in  
Grace and her music. That’s when she stopped. 

 
ERIC:   Playing? 
 
MATTHEW:  And talking – just like that – the morning after Dad went. Mum  

took her to see people – specialists – but no-one could really 
explain it. They eventually said it was up to her. She’d created 
it and only she could uncreate it.  
 

ERIC:   How old was she when he…? 
 
MATTHEW:  Thirteen… coming up to fourteen.  
 
ERIC:   What a bastard – your Dad – to abandon her like that… and not  

a word since. Is she still around: her mum? 
 
MATTHEW:  Our mum. No, she went nine years ago. It’s still up there,  

gathering dust: her piano. I did wonder if Grace would ever  
find anyone – relationship-wise… marriage-wise. She didn’t 
really do boyfriends growing up. That’s why I was relieved 
when she and Jonathan got together. I thought here’s someone 
who’s going to be good for her – a school teacher – so someone 
with their head screwed on. It’s all come a bit unscrewed since.  
It’s all the stuff he watches on-line in his shed, all his theories 
about… well, everything really. It's easy to see why the school 
terminated his employment. God knows what he was filling 
those poor kids’ heads with.  

 
CHLOE enters USL. 

 
CHLOE:  Hello, Matthew, Eric.   
 
MATTHEW:  Chloe. You’re looking very colourful. Going out in style for the  

world’s end?  
 
CHLOE:  Yes, except I’m not going out, Matthew, I’m going up.  
 
MATTHEW:  Up to your planet? 
 
CHLOE:  Eventually. 
 
MATTHEW:  Eventually? 
 
CHLOE:  I need to board one of our ships first… we do. 
 
MATTHEW:  Who, you and me? 
 



© SAVING GRACE by Philip Ayckbourn 2025. philipayckbourn@yahoo.com   
 

 6 

CHLOE:  No, myself and Grace.  
 
MATTHEW:  Oh. Any room on board for a Gollock – an ex Gollock? 
 
CHLOE:  That would be for the selection committee to decide.  
 
MATTHEW:  Perhaps you can put a good word in for me. What time do they  
   arrive: your ships? 
 
CHLOE:  They’re here already. They’re up there watching, waiting. The  
   question you should be asking, Matthew, is when do they  

descend? 
 
MATTHEW:  Okay, when do they descend? 
 
CHLOE:  Just before the sun goes out.  
 
MATTHEW:  At nine minutes past nine and nine seconds, right? (Checks  

watch.) One hour and one minute to go… and… wait for it… 
wait for it… nine seconds. Aren’t they cutting it a bit fine? 
What do they do, swoop down at the last moment and pull you 
off the planet and away at warp speed ten? 

 
CHLOE: No, Matthew, that would be silly – and futile – since there’s 

sophisticated equipment on board to transport us: those chosen. 
We’ll be dematerialised from here and materialised on the 
ships. It’s instantaneous so no need for any rush. Where’s 
Grace? 

 
MATTHEW:  In her greenhouse, most likely. Jonathan’s making a firework  

to celebrate. I think he’s actually looking forward to it: the  
world’s end. It’s his revenge, getting back at all those who  
ganged up at him at his school. Will he be going up with you? 

 
CHLOE:  No. He’s not part of our galactic family. He’s a Morktonian.  
 
MATTHEW:  I must say though he’s done a good job rigging up that shed of  

his. I’m quite envious of it. Men are happy in sheds. We could 
live in sheds couldn’t we, Eric? Do Gollocks live in sheds? I 
imagine they probably do.    

 
CHLOE:  There are no sheds on the planet, Matthew, so no.  
 
MATTHEW:  Your poor men. 
 
CHLOE:  There are no men either.  
 
MATTHEW:  Ah. What do you do for… you know? 
 
CHLOE:  We don’t. There’s a fixed number of us who live eternally – no  



© SAVING GRACE by Philip Ayckbourn 2025. philipayckbourn@yahoo.com   
 

 7 

   birth, no death – unless we come somewhere like this: Earth, to  
experience life elsewhere along with its restrictive conditions.  
After we finish here we return home.  

 
ERIC:   You actually believe this twaddle? 
 
CHLOE:  It’s far from twaddle, Eric, far from twaddle… to those in the  

know.  
 

MATTHEW: (Checks watch.) Fifty-four minutes… and… almost… almost… 
almost… nine seconds. Mustn’t forget those precious seconds. 

 
CHLOE:  I thought you might have gone back to your wife and child  

tonight, Matthew, to see it out as a family. 
 
MATTHEW:  No, I still feel at this point not even the ending of the world is  
   going to bring us together. Sandwich anyone? I’m sure we’re  

good to go.  
 

MATTHEW examines the sandwiches. 
 

What have we got here? Looks like cucumber and…  
something. Cheese and… something. And this appears to be  
tuna and… and something. Perhaps start with one of those.  

 
    MATTHEW takes a sandwich and begins to eat.  
 

Mmm, not bad. I think it’s a herb of some kind: the something  
with the tuna. There seems to be an excess of plates. Oh…  
unless she’s coming.  

 
CHLOE:  She? 
 
MATTHEW:  Frosty Frances.  
 
CHLOE:  Who? 
 
MATTHEW:  The head from the school where Grace used to help out.  
 
CHLOE:  Why ‘frosty’? 
 
MATTHEW: Well, she was with me. I met her once a while back when I 

visited Grace at the school. She gave me a look that could 
freeze the snowballs off a snowman. I think she’s got a thing 
for her.  

 
CHLOE:  Who? 
 
MATTHEW:  Grace. 
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CHLOE:  What… Grace has got a thing for Frosty? 
 
MATTHEW:  No, Frosty has a thing for Grace. It wouldn’t be the other way  

round – I shouldn’t think – but you can never say for sure.  
People change.  

 
CHLOE:  No… they don’t. 
 
MATTHEW:  They do. I used to be a Gollock, remember? Let’s hope she  

can’t make it.  
 
CHLOE:  No, I don’t like the sound of her.  
 
MATTHEW:  Drink anyone?  

 
 MATTHEW picks out a bottle of wine from the box. 
 
What’s this one? Colourful label. Produce of Chile. Give it a  
go. Anyone?  

 
    MATTHEW unscrews the lid and pours himself a drink.  
 
   That’s all right… I think.  
 
    Sound of Vicky’s muffled scream from within the house  

next door.  
 
CHLOE:  Perhaps she needs some attention, Eric.  
 
ERIC:   No, that’s the last thing she needs.  
 
CHLOE:  I saw her in the supermarket the other day – at least it looked  

like her behind the dark glasses – she was putting oranges into  
her basket and then taking them out again for what seemed like  
quite a long time. Then she left… empty-handed.  

 
ERIC:   And your point being? 
 
    JONATHAN enters DSL. 
 
MATTHEW:  Jonathan. How’s the firework coming along?  

 
JONATHAN crosses the garden and exits into the 
house. 

 
   So… it’s just going to go out is it, Chloe? 
 
CHLOE:  The firework? 
 
MATTHEW:  No, the sun.  
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CHLOE:  It is.  
 
MATTHEW:  And the cause for it is?  
 
CHLOE:  It’s in the prophesy.   
 
MATTHEW:  Scientifically speaking, I mean? It suddenly running out of  

fuel. Big gust of cosmic wind perhaps.  
 
CHLOE:  I’m not a scientist, so I couldn’t tell you.  
 
MATTHEW:  What do your friends up there say? 
 
CHLOE:  I don’t know, I haven’t asked them.  
 
MATTHEW:  Oh. I think I would’ve done. Well, maybe that’s just me being a  

curious little Gollock.  
 
    JONATHAN enters from the house. He holds a  

saucepan.  
 
   Cooking up something, Jonathan? I was just asking Chloe what  
   the cause was. She didn’t seem to know. For the sun going out. 
 
CHLOE:  I told you, it’s in the prophesy. 
 
MATTHEW:  Scientifically speaking. I mean, there has to be a scientific  

explanation for it. Any thoughts? 
 

JOANATHAN exits DSL. 
 
ERIC:   Unbelievable. Poor Grace. 
 
CHLOE:  Why poor Grace? 
 
ERIC:   To have to live with him.  
 
CHLOE:  I see nothing wrong with him.  
 
ERIC:   You must’ve heard how he speaks to her. (To MATTHEW.) I  

know you have.  
 
CHLOE:  Perhaps you shouldn’t spend your free time eavesdropping on  

your neighbours.  
 
ERIC:   I don’t. Voices carry.  
 
CHLOE:  That’s true, I hear your wife’s voice… on a regular basis.  
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ERIC:   Leave her out of this.  
 
CHLOE:  I wish that were possible.  
 
MATTHEW:  Neighbours, neighbours, let’s not fight. There’s only… (Checks  

watch.) thirty four minutes and… wait for it… wait for it… 
wait for it… nine seconds before the world’s end. So let’s all 
eat, drink and be merry. (A plate of sandwiches.) I can 
recommend these ones.  

 
    Doorbell rings.  
 
   Ah. She has come… if it’s her. I suppose someone should  

answer it. Chloe, would you mind? 
 
CHLOE:  It’s not my house.  
 
MATTHEW:  Eric?  
 
ERIC:   Not mine either. 
 
MATTHEW:  Well… it’s not really mine either.  
 
    Doorbell rings again. 
 
   (To himself.) Deep breath, Matthew. Deep breath. 
 
    MATTHEW exits into the house. FRANCES enters DSR.  
    She carries a bottle of wine.  
 
FRANCES:  Hello?  
 
CHLOE:  Hello.  
 
FRANCES:  I rang the bell. 
 
CHLOE:  Somebody went.  
 
FRANCES:  Grace? 
 
CHLOE:  Her brother.  
 
FRANCES:  Where’s Grace?  
 
CHLOE:  Somewhere.  
 
FRANCES:  I’m Frances.  
 
CHLOE:  We assumed you might be.  
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FRANCES:  And your name is?  
 
CHLOE:  Chloe.  
 
FRANCES:  You are? 
 
ERIC:   Eric. 
 
FRANCES:  How do you know Grace?  
 
CHLOE:  We’re neighbours.  
 
FRANCES:  You’re together?  
 
ERIC:   No.  
 
CHLOE:  No. I’m this way and he’s that way.  
 

MATTHEW enters from the house. 
 
MATTHEW:  Oh, there you are. Frances. Matthew… if you remember me? 
 
FRANCES:  Yes. Is Grace inside?  
 
MATTHEW:  No.  
 
FRANCES:  Where is she? 
 
CHLOE:  We’ve told you, she’s somewhere. 
 
FRANCES:  I’m asking Matthew.  
 
MATTHEW:  She’s… somewhere. Drink, Frances? 
 
FRANCES:  I’ll wait, thanks.  
 
MATTHEW:  Well, I wouldn’t wait too long, we’ve only got… (Checks  

watch.) Twenty–eight minutes and just under nine seconds to 
go before the world’s end.  

 
FRANCES:  If you believe that nonsense. 
 
CHLOE:  It’s not nonsense.  
 
FRANCES:  You do?  
 
CHLOE:  Yes, actually.  
 
FRANCES:  I thought it was only gullible fools who would be buying into  

some stupid ancient prophesy.  
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CHLOE:  I think you’ll find that Grace is well on board with it too.  
 
MATTHEW:  ‘On board’. Very good. 
 
FRANCES:  What? 
 
MATTHEW:  On board the spaceships.  
 
FRANCES:  Spaceships? 
 
MATTHEW:  That’s where they’ll be later, Grace and Chloe, heading off to  

their home planet. Right, Chloe? 
 
CHLOE:  Right.  
 
FRANCES:  I see. And you?  
 
MATTHEW:  Me? That’s up to the selection committee to decide.  
 
FRANCES:  No, I mean are you believing the end of the world is going to  

happen tonight? 
 
MATTHEW:  I’m undecided. Hoping for the best, but preparing for the worst.  
 
FRANCES:  What about you? Eric was it?  
 
ERIC:   Yes… and no.  
 
FRANCES:  You’re undecided too? 
 
ERIC:   No, I’m decided: no, I don’t believe the world’s going to end  

tonight and yes, it’s Eric. 
 
FRANCES:  Well I can’t say there was a great deal of evidence for it on the  

way here. No meteors hurtling towards me. 
 
CHLOE:  Who says it’s going to be a meteor? 
 
FRANCES:  Tsunamis or volcanic eruptions then.   
 
CHLOE:  Who says it’s going to be that either? 
 
FRANCES:  A couple of idiot drivers, but nothing to cause the end of the  
   world. The end of their worlds perhaps.  
 
    JONATHAN enters DSL holding a large homemade  

firework.  
 
JONATHAN:  It starts with a ‘human’ and ends with an ‘ity’.  
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MATTHEW:  Sorry, Jonathan? 
 
JONATHAN:  You asked me a question.  
 
MATTHEW:  Did I? Oh yes. It starts with a ‘human’ and ends with an ‘ity’? 
 
FRANCES:  Humanity.  
 
MATTHEW:  Oh yes.  
 
JONATHAN:  We’ve blighted the planet long enough with our presence here  

and now it’s retribution time. The Earth’s finally saying 
enough’s enough, I don’t need you parasites anymore. 
Goodbye and good riddance. 

 
FRANCES:  I’m Frances, by the way.  
 
JONATHAN:  Good for you. 
 
FRANCES:  Some ancient prophesy, isn’t it? 
 
CHLOE:  Lemurian, yes.  
 
MATTHEW:  Take a last good look at it: the sun. It’s not going to be there  

any more in… (Checks watch.) twenty minutes and just over  
nine seconds.  

 
FRANCES:  So, you’re expecting people to believe the ‘thoughts’ and  

‘feelings’ of the Earth – as you so put it – can cause a huge  
body of gas, fire, plasma – or whatever the sun’s comprised of  
– to suddenly be extinguished?   

 
CHLOE:  Well… it can.  
 
FRANCES:  I’m sorry, I can’t believe that. 
 
JONATHAN:  That’s because, like most people in their extreme ignorance,   

you’re failing to realise everything’s connected. Every particle, 
every nano particle, is entangled intrinsically. The damage 
we’ve done here, on every conceivable level, has sent 
irreversible seismic shock-waves throughout our solar 
system… to infinity and beyond.   

 
MATTHEW:  ‘To infinity and beyond!’. Good film that. 
 
JONATHAN:  And we, the pitiful vermin that we’ve become, once the sun’s  

gone out, must live our remaining days in darkness as the Earth  
becomes a frozen ball of uninhabitable ice.  
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CHLOE:  Satisfied?  
 
FRANCES:  Not really.  
 
CHLOE:  Well, the prophesy doesn’t care what you think.  
 
FRANCES:  It’s several thousand years old, I presume, this prophesy.  
 
CHLOE:  It is.  
 
FRANCES:  So it really didn’t matter what humanity did, or didn’t do, in the  

interim since our doom was inevitable, according to the 
prophesy. It was carved in tablets of stone, I’m assuming. So 
we should really be letting us pitiful vermin off the hook a 
little… in my opinion.  
 

JONATHAN:  Not in mine. Not off any hook at all. The history of us has been  
a story of greed, corruption, oppression, war, destruction… you 
name it, the list is endless. We’ve been nothing but bad news 
since we first crawled out of the stinking swamp, carved the 
first axe, fashioned the first spear and slaughtered the first 
mammoth… before turning on each other. It’s time up now for 
us humans. Au revoir, sayonara, auf wiedersehen, adios.  
 

MATTHEW:  (Checks watch.) In seventeen minutes… and nine seconds  
precisely.  

 
JONATHAN places the firework on the patio table. 

 
What are we to expect, Jonathan: the display. Glittery stars,  
screeching banshees, colourful parachutes… anything like that? 

 
JONATHAN:  No.  
 
MATTHEW:  Well… I’m looking forward to it… whatever it does.  
 

JONATHAN exits DSL.  
 

FRANCES:  I can see now why they gave him the boot from his school. 
 
CHLOE:  I think he speaks a great deal of sense.  
 

Sound of Vicky’s muffled scream from within the house  
next door.  

 
FRANCES:  My God! Who was that? 
 
ERIC:   My wife? She’s fine. 
 
FRANCES:  She doesn’t sound fine.  
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ERIC:   She is.   
 
    Frances’s mobile rings. She checks her mobile.  
 
FRANCES:  (To herself.) Oh! 
 
    She deliberates whether to answer it. She answers. 
 

(To mobile.) Holly… Look… Holly… We’ve been through 
this, haven’t we?… We have… 
 
 FRANCES moves towards the DSR exit.  
 
(Exiting.) Listen to me… Listen to me… Holly… No… No… 
No… 

 
    FRANCES exits DSR.  
 
MATTHEW:  What do we think, petulant child or jilted lover? My money’s  
   on the latter.  
 
CHLOE:  What a hideous woman. God knows why Grace has anything to  

do with her. Frosty Frances indeed. I’m sure she’s of  
Gremalian descent. They’re a very unsavoury species from a  
very dark part of the universe.  
 

Sound of ladder crashing, off, DSL. MATTHEW crosses 
to the DSL exit and looks off.  

 
MATTHEW:  (Calling off.) You all right, Jonathan? That’s a big ladder that  

one. Here, let me give you a hand.  
 
    MATTHEW exits DSL. CHLOE searches through her  

bag. 
 
CHLOE:  (To herself.) Oh blast, I’ve left them behind.  
 
ERIC:   Your pills? 
 
CHLOE:  Amulets actually. I’ll be right back. 
 

CHLOE exits USL. ERIC crosses to the DSR exit. He  
looks off.  
 

MATTHEW:  (Off.) Beep, beep, beep! Large vehicle coming through. 
 

MATTHEW enters DSL carrying one end of a ladder  
followed by JONATHAN holding the other.  
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   Beep, beep, beep! Large vehicle coming through. He’s setting  
it off from the roof.  

 
JONATHAN:  Hold it straight!  
 
MATTHEW:  Holding it straight. (Exiting DSR.) Beep, beep, beep! Large  

vehicle coming through. Beep, beep, beep! Large vehicle  
coming through. 

 
    MATTHEW and JONATHAN exit DSR.  

 
V.O. VICKY:  (Off.) No, no, no, no, no, no, no! 
 
    Sound of window breaking, off.  
 
ERIC:   (To himself.) Dear God! 
 
    ERIC crosses to the fence and looks through a gap.   
 
   (Shouting through fence.) Try not to destroy the house, will  

you! 
 
    There is a scream and the sound of a vase being broken,  

off.  
 
   Oh! 
 

ERIC exits USL. GRACE enters DSR. She sits on the  
grass and looks up towards the sky. FRANCES enters  
DSR.  

 
FRANCES:  Grace? Here you are. Good, we’re alone. Poor you, I had no  

idea. You’re surrounded by some very toxic people… very 
toxic indeed. She’s two wheels short of a bicycle that one, isn’t 
she? And him. You should’ve told me. We seriously need to 
talk. Not that I don’t have my own toxic people to deal with. I 
come home after a hard day at work to find her lying on the 
sofa – Holly – half-dressed, drinking and smoking and 
watching something mind-numbing on the TV at full volume. 
Well, she’s had her ultimatum.  

 
MATTHEW:  (Off.) Steady as she goes. That’s it!  
 
FRANCES:  Anyway, I’ve got the drawings to show you. It’s a run-down  

church hall with some outside areas. Completely overgrown at  
present. Certainly a project. (Mobile.) Have a look at the floor  
plan. Can you see? That’s the hall. Perfect for my groups. No…  
our groups, as I want you to see this as your baby too, just as  
much as mine. Which also means I’d like your creative input  
every step of the way.  
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MATTHEW enters DSR. 

 
MATTHEW:  Firework. He’s setting it off from the roof. I’ll just… 
 

MATTHEW tentatively takes the firework.  
 
(Checks watch.) Eleven minutes and… Yes… Right.  

 
MATTHEW exits DSR.  

 
FRANCES:  Yes, it’s long been a dream of mine, creating a community like  

this of like-minded people doing our like-minded things  
together. I’ve already got some workshops in mind. ‘Finding  
the voice of your inner warrior’ is one. Perhaps that’s one you 
can take, Grace. Anyway, I’m running ahead of myself: selling 
the hide before the hunt. Let’s do lunch together soon. I know a 
lovely Italian restaurant that’s just opened near me. It’s got the 
cosiest atmosphere. A perfect place to talk. And we do need to 
talk, Grace. Here, I’ll show you their website. 
 

MATTHEW:  (Off.) You’ve got yourself caught on the aerial, Jonathan. You  
need to back up a bit. That’s it, you’re free now. 
 

FRANCES:  (Mobile.) See, looks cosy, doesn’t it?  
 
    CHLOE enters USL carrying an amulet and wearing  

another.  
 

(Seeing Chloe.) Oh. 
 
CHLOE:  (Seeing Frances.) Oh. Grace come and put on your amulet.  
 
FRANCES:  Grace is busy at the moment.  
 
CHLOE:  No, she isn’t.  
 
FRANCES:  I’m showing her something. 
 
CHLOE:  She hasn’t got time to be looking at whatever you’re showing  

her. Give me your neck, Grace. 
 
FRANCES:  She’s busy. 
 
CHLOE:  Grace? 
 
    CHLOE approaches with the amulet. GRACE moves  

away. 
 

Grace?  
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FRANCES:  Leave her alone.  
 
CHLOE:  You leave her alone. Gremalian.  
 
FRANCES:  Excuse me? 
 
CHLOE:  That’s what you are, a Gremalian. Don’t try and deny it.  
 
    GRACE exits DSL. 
 
   Now look what you’ve done.  
 
FRANCES:  What you’ve done.  
 
CHLOE:  You.  
 
FRANCES:  You.  
 

MATTHEW enters DSR. 
 
MATTHEW: Firework’s in place with T minus one minute to go. That’s 

including the nine seconds. Where’s Grace? (Calling.) Grace? 
 
FRANCES:  I think she wants to be left alone.  
 
    CHLOE crosses to the DSL exit. 
 
CHLOE:  (Calling off DSL.) Grace?  
 

ERIC enters USL. His shirt has a large red stain on it.  
 
MATTHEW: Eric, just in time. You’re bleeding! 
 
ERIC:   It’s red wine. She was throwing it at a spider.  
 
MATTHEW:  A spider on your shirt? 
 
ERIC:   No, a spider on the wall. She missed.  
 
MATTHEW:  The firework’s on the roof. (Checks watch. Calling off and up  

DSR.) Thirty seconds to go, Jonathan… that’s including the  
nine seconds.   

 
CHLOE:  (Calling off DSL.) Grace? Let’s chant together, Grace.  
 
MATTHEW:  (Calling towards DSL exit.) Grace, the end of the world is  

about to happen.  
 

CHLOE begins to chant in an unrecognisable language.  
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MATTHEW looks up and off DSR. 
 

Look, he’s lighting it. (Checks watch.) We’re down to the last  
five seconds. Ready everyone? Four… three… two… one…  

 
    CHLOE stops chanting.  
 

No end of the world. Sun’s still there. No firework either. 
(Calling off and up DSR.) Everything all right, Jonathan?  

 
    There is a large colourful explosion, off. A cry from  

JONATHAN. This is followed by a smashing of wood  
and glass.  

 
   Jonathan? 
 

GRACE hurriedly enters DSL. She looks across to the  
DSR exit with an expression of horror.  

 
    Blackout.  
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Scene 2    
 

Three days later. Tuesday July 4th 4.00 p.m.  
 
The garden is cleared except for the patio chairs and 
table. GRACE sits in one of the chairs. She holds her 
mobile. Her writing pad is on the table. After a few 
moments she looks up suddenly and scans the air above 
her. MATTHEW enters from the house carrying a 
carboard box.  

 
MATTHEW: Train-set coming through.  
 

MATTHEW places the box on the lawn. He looks off  
DSL.  

 
Maybe I can power it from the shed. That would be all right, 
wouldn’t it? Run the track down to the door. Hopefully it’ll be 
flat enough. If there’s derailments on a regular basis I’ll need to 
give it a going over with the hover mower. Don’t worry, Grace, 
I will make a start on the greenhouse soon, as promised. Now 
then… let’s have a look.  

 
He opens the box and takes out items.  

 
   Track, track, track, track, track. Track, track, track, track, track.  

Track, track, track, track, track. Track, track, track, track, track.  
 
    GRACE takes her notepad and writes ‘I think I sensed  

him’ on it. She shows it to MATTHEW.   
 
   Track, track, track, track, track. What’s that? 
 
    MATTHEW looks at the notepad. 
 
   (Reading.) ‘I think I sensed him’. Sensed him? Sensed who?  

Jonathan you mean? Sensed him where? 
 
    GRACE points up. 
 
   You sensed him up there? Just now? No, Grace, he’s not up  

there. Don’t go imagining the worst. I’m sure he’s in the 
hospital still… safely in his body. Besides, I think they 
would’ve called if something… don’t you? Look, the Mallard. 
Remember the Mallard? Yes? No, we’ve just got to be prepared 
for the fact that it may take a bit of time for him to be one 
hundred percent again.  
 

He looks off DSL.  
 



© SAVING GRACE by Philip Ayckbourn 2025. philipayckbourn@yahoo.com   
 

 21 

Put the village over there. Hopefully no-one will trip over it. 
That would be quite terrifying for the inhabitants: giant trips 
over village, eh Grace? Then again, he might just open his eyes 
and be walking around again as if nothing had happened… or 
very little. Miracles can occur… and do… on a regular basis… 
sometimes. The post office. The Butcher’s. Looks like they’ve 
all been the home to a few spiders over the years. Hopefully 
both locomotives are still fully operational. You know, Grace, I 
think they were probably the happiest times in my life: me up 
there in my room playing with my trains and listening to you 
on the piano. The same bits of music again and again… and 
again and again and again. You were determined to get it right. 
Whatever the day, whatever the weather. And then when you 
played the whole piece it sounded… beautiful. And that’s 
coming from me: a musical ignoramus. I didn’t get an inch of 
your talent. All I got from Dad was his nose… and ears, the rest 
I got from Mum. People used to stop in the street to listen to 
you. I often wanted to go outside and say to them ‘that’s my 
sister, that’. I never did though. Village green… ducks on the 
pond. See. 
 

    GRACE writes ‘Do you ever think about him?’ on her  
pad and shows it to MATTHEW.   

 
(Reading.) ‘Do you ever think about him?’ Dad? Not really, no.   
Cottages. 

 
GRACE writes ‘I wonder why he never wrote?’ on it 
and shows it to MATTHEW.   

 
I don’t know, Grace. I don’t know. We’ve just got Mum’s word  
to take for it that he never did write. Maybe Antonia told him  
not to. All we know is… is that we don’t know.  
 

 He looks off DSL.  
 
Put the station there perhaps. Okay, let’s start laying the track.  

 
    Grace’s mobile beeps. She checks the display and  

reads the text.  
 
   The hospital?  
 
    GRACE shakes her head. She texts back. 
 
   Something I should know about?  
 
    GRACE writes ‘Frances.’ on her notepad and shows it  

to MATTHEW.   
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   (Reading.) ‘Frances’. What did she want? 
 
    GRACE writes ‘She’s coming.’ on her notepad and 

shows it to MATTHEW.   
 

(Reading.) ‘She’s coming.’ Here? Right now?  
 

GRACE writes ‘She’s staying.’ on her notepad and  
shows it to MATTHEW.   

 
(Reading.) ‘She’s staying.’ Staying? Here? Here in the house? 
With us? No, Grace, she can’t stay here. Text her, text her back 
and tell her she can’t. You’ve got me here to be with you. We 
don’t need her. Text her back, Grace, text her and say… Grace?  

 
GRACE crosses to the USR doors.  

 
Grace? 
 

GRACE exits into the house. 
 
Grace?  

 
ERIC enters USL. He carries a bunch of flowers.  

 
ERIC:   Hi.  
 
MATTHEW:  Oh… afternoon, Eric. 
 
ERIC:   Everything all right? 
 
MATTHEW:  Not really, no.  
 
ERIC:   Jonathan? 
 
MATTHEW:  No, Frances.  
 
ERIC:   What?  
 
MATTHEW:  She’s invited herself here… to stay.  
 
ERIC:   Really? 
 
MATTHEW:  Perhaps you can talk to her, Eric. 
 
ERIC:   To Frances?  
 
MATTHEW:  No, Grace. Try to get her to talk Frances out of it. She doesn’t  

seem to want to hear it from me. 
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ERIC:   When’s she coming? 
 
MATTHEW:  No idea, we didn’t get that far. Today I presume. I was looking  

forward to today too, setting up the track out here. Oh the 
thought of it, all of us sharing the house together… breakfast, 
lunch, dinner together. No, I can’t think about it, it’s too 
horrible.  
 

ERIC:   Is she inside? 
 
MATTHEW:  Yes.  
 

ERIC crosses to the USR doors. MATTHEW starts  
putting things back in the box. 

 
ERIC:   (Calling into house.) Grace?… It’s Eric… Grace?… Hello?  
 
MATTHEW:  Call louder, she might be upstairs.  
 
ERIC:   (Calling into house.) Grace?… Can you hear me?… Hello? 
 
MATTHEW:  (Box.) I’ll put this in the shed. Keep trying. Back soon. 
 

MATTHEW exits DSL carrying the box.  
 
ERIC:   (Calling into house.) Grace?… Hello?… I’ve brought you  

some flowers… Hello? 
 

CHLOE enters USL. She carries a cake on a cake dish  
that has a lift-off plastic lid.  

 
CHLOE:  Oh. Hello. 
 
ERIC:   Hi. 
 
CHLOE:  Is Grace inside? 
 
ERIC:   No.  
 
CHLOE:  Then who were you calling to? 
 
ERIC:   To Grace.  
 
CHLOE:  I thought you said she’s not in there.   
 
ERIC:   She’s not. I was calling to see if she is… was – or isn’t…  

wasn’t. Make sense? 
 
CHLOE:  No. She’ll come out for me… if she’s in there.  
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CHLOE puts the cake on the table and crosses to the  
USR doors.  

 
(Calling into house.) Grace? It’s Chloe. Yoohoo. Grace? I’ve 
made you a cake.  

 
ERIC:   I’ll make sure she gets it.  
 
CHLOE:  So will I.  
 
ERIC:   You must be feeling more than a tad embarrassed, I would’ve  

thought.  
 
CHLOE:  About what? 
 
ERIC:   About the world not coming to an end. 
 
CHLOE:  There was a mistake with the date, or a difference of  

interpretation of the ancient calendar to be more accurate.  
 
ERIC:   Ah.  
 
CHLOE:  It’s now to be August the twelfth. 
 
ERIC:   I’ll put it in my diary.  
 
GEORGE:  I caught a glimpse of your wife on your doorstep yesterday. I  

must say she’s looking extremely thin.  
 
ERIC:   That’s because she doesn’t eat anything except tinned 

pilchards.  
 
CHLOE:  Perhaps she would appreciate those flowers.  
 
ERIC:   No… she wouldn’t.  
 
CHLOE:  All women love flowers.  
 
ERIC:   Not her.  
 

MATTHEW enters DSL. 
 
MATTHEW:  Hello, Chloe. (To ERIC.) Any luck?  
 
CHLOE:  Luck? 
 
MATTHEW:  He didn’t tell you? Frances is coming here. 
 
CHLOE:  The Gremalian. What does she want?  
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MATTHEW:  To stay apparently.  
 
CHLOE:  Here? 
 
MATTHEW:  Yes.  
 
CHLOE:  With Grace? 
 
MATTHEW:  And me.  
 
CHLOE:  Did Grace invite her? 
 
MATTHEW:  I think she invited herself.  
 
CHLOE:  No, she can’t.  
 
MATTHEW:  That’s what I said.  
 
CHLOE:  Just like a Gremalian to wheedle their way into where they  

don’t belong. They’re the most detested species in their part of  
the galaxy.  

 
ERIC:   Can we keep things on planet Earth please?  
 

CHLOE crosses to the USR doors.  
 

CHLOE:  (Calling into house.) Grace? Grace are you there? Grace? 
 
ERIC:   Don’t pressure her. 
 
CHLOE:  (Calling into house.) Grace, we need to talk. I’ve just heard  

about her coming to stay. Grace? 
 
ERIC:   I said don’t pressure her. 
 
CHLOE:  (To Eric.) Do you want that woman to stay here? 
 
ERIC:   She doesn’t need us to be making her decisions for her.  
 
CHLOE:  Grace isn’t in her right mind at present.  
 
ERIC:   Says the woman who’s waiting for the mothership to land.  
 
CHLOE:  She’s traumatised.  
 
ERIC:   So let’s not traumatise her any more, okay.  
 
MATTHEW:  Neighbours, neighbours. We need to be forming a united front.  

Like The Three Musketeers: all for one and one for all… or is it  
the other way round? Same difference, I suppose. Perhaps the  
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smell of the cake will lure her out. What is it?  
 
CHLOE:  Carrot and mung bean.  
 
MATTHEW:  Ah. Yummy.   
 

Sound of Vicky’s muffled scream from within the  
house next door. MATTHEW looks off DSR. 

 
Yes, he certainly made a mess of the greenhouse. Never go 
back to a lit firework, they say… especially when you’re 
lighting it from the roof. Grace’s poor plants, all destroyed… 
pretty much. No, he was extremely lucky – Jonathan – a couple 
of feet either side and he’d have landed on the concrete and that 
would probably be a very different story… for him. A different 
story for everybody, I suppose. Yes, landing on the greenhouse 
was the best thing he could’ve done… under the circumstances. 
It broke his fall. She said she sensed him earlier – Grace – up 
there.  

 
CHLOE:  What? 
 
MATTHEW:  Jonathan.  
 
ERIC:   Sensed him?  
 
CHLOE:  On the roof? 
 
MATTHEW:  No, hovering above her. I assume he was hovering, she wasn’t  

too specific. Jonathan’s… spirit, I suppose you’d call it. 
 
CHLOE:  No… no, no, he wouldn’t be up there. 
 
MATTHEW:  That’s what I said.  
 
CHLOE:  He’d be over that way – if he had gone – where the Morktonian  

galaxy is.  
 
ERIC:   Planet Earth please.  
 
MATTHEW:  No, I’m sure he’s fine, safely in his… in his induced coma. I  

wonder what it’s like to be in a coma. Quite peaceful I should  
imagine. Let’s hope when he comes to he’s got all his… all  
his… 

 
CHLOE:  What? 
 
MATTHEW:  You know, faculties. Well, it’s the control room up here, isn’t  

it… for most of us. I remember a boy at school once who came  
off his bike – 
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    GRACE enters from the house. 

 
CHLOE:  Here she is.  
 
MATTHEW:  Oh, hello, Grace. A cake, look. Chloe made it for us. 
 
CHLOE:  I made it for you, Grace.  
 
    CHLOE lifts the cover on the cake.  
 
   See, it’s got our star system on top depicted from walnuts.  
 
ERIC:   How are you, Grace? (Flowers.) For you.  
 

CHLOE pulls out a chair.  
 
CHLOE:  Have a seat, Grace.  
 
    GRACE sits on the grass. Pause.  
 
MATTHEW: The tree house is still there I see, Grace. Our tree house. Our 

dad made that. We spent many a happy hour up there, didn’t 
we Grace? We did. Remember that time we all managed to get 
in there together: you, me, Mum and Dad. You’d prepared a tea 
party for us. And music. You had your little portable piano. 
Yes, it was definitely a testament to Dad’s building skills that 
we all didn’t come crashing down, tea cups, piano and all. No, 
that’s probably not the best… 

 
CHLOE:  Grace, we’ve come to a unanimous decision that that woman  

isn’t going to stay here with you. 
 
ERIC:   No, we haven’t.  
 
CHLOE:  We have. Never let a Gremalian into your house.  
 
ERIC:   It’s entirely your decision, Grace. 
 
CHLOE:  Once they’re in they’ll never go. 
 
MATTHEW:  We don’t need her here, Grace. You’ve got me here and your  

loving neighbours.  
 
CHLOE:  She’s just taking advantage of your vulnerable situation. 
 
ERIC:   Don’t pressure her.  
 
CHLOE:  Come and have some cake with me, Grace. 
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ERIC:   I said don’t pressure her.  
 
CHLOE:  I’m offering cake, what’s the pressure in that? 
 
ERIC:   She doesn’t want cake. 
 
CHLOE:  Yes she does.  
 
ERIC:   She doesn’t.  
 
CHLOE:  She does.  
 
MATTHEW:  I wouldn’t mind cake.  
 

GRACE hurriedly exits DSL. 
 
CHLOE:  (To ERIC.) Happy now?  
 
ERIC:   She didn’t need to be pressured. 
 
CHLOE:  I was offering cake, that’s not pressure.  
 
MATTHEW:  Neighbours, neighbours, The Three Musketeers. 
 
CHLOE:  And your story of everyone falling out of a treehouse didn’t  
   help anything.  
 
    Doorbell rings.  
 
MATTHEW:  Ah. That’s probably her. What do we do? 
 
CHLOE:  We don’t answer for a start.  
 
MATTHEW:  I doubt that will put her off. She’ll probably come round the  

sideway. She learnt that trick from last time.  
 
CHLOE:  Then we’ll be right behind you, Matthew.  
 
MATTHEW:  Right behind? 
 
CHLOE:  Here’s your chance to be the caring brother to your sister that  

you say you are.  
 

Doorbell rings again. 
 
MATTHEW:  But… 
 
CHLOE:  We’ll be right behind you, Matthew, won’t we Eric? You’ll be  

right behind Matthew too, won’t you? 
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ERIC:   Yes.  
 
MATTHEW:  See, Matthew, we’ll be right behind you.  
 

FRANCES enters DSR. She carries a suitcase.  
 
FRANCES:  Ah. 
 
CHLOE:  Matthew?  
 
MATTHEW:  We…  
 
FRANCES:  Yes?  
 
MATTHEW:  We…  don’t want you… staying here. Do we? 
 
CHLOE:  We don’t.  
 
FRANCES:  I don’t care what you want. I care what Grace wants.  
 
CHLOE:  She doesn’t want you either. Tell her, Matthew.  
 
MATTHEW:  No… she doesn’t.  
 
FRANCES:  (Mobile.) Well, I’m sorry, but I have clear evidence right here  

that she does. Where is she?  
 
    FRANCES crosses to the USR doors. On the way she  

lifts off the lid of the cake dish.  
 
CHLOE:  Don’t touch that.  
 
    She replaces the lid.  
 
FRANCES:  (Calling into house.) Grace? Grace, it’s Frances. Grace? Yes…  

the shed.  
 

FRANCES crosses to the DSL exit. CHLOE picks up  
Frances’s case.  

 
CHLOE:  This goes into the road if you don’t leave now.  
 
FRANCES:  If it does you’ll go with it. Put the case down. 
 
    FRANCES moves towards CHLOE. 
 
CHLOE:  Matthew.  
 

CHLOE passes the case to MATTHEW. 
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FRANCES:  Give me that! 
 
CHLOE:  Don’t give it to her, Matthew.  
 
FRANCES:  My case. Matthew. 
 
CHLOE:  Don’t give it to her.  
 

FRANCES moves towards MATTHEW. MATTHEW 
passes the case to ERIC. 

 
FRANCES:  Okay, if that’s how you want to play this. 

 
 FRANCES crosses to the cake. 
 
I presume this is your creation. 

 
CHLOE:  Hands off! 
 
FRANCES:  I thought so.  
 

FRANCES removes the lid and holds up the cake. 
 
CHLOE:  Put that down! 
 
FRANCES:  I’ll count to three and if that case isn’t placed squarely in the  

centre of the lawn, with everyone stepped away from it, this  
will be garnish for the patio.  

 
CHLOE:  You wouldn’t dare. 
 
FRANCES:  Wouldn’t I? One… 
 
CHLOE:  Drop that at your peril.  
 
FRANCES:  Two… 
 
MATTHEW:  It’ll be a hell of a thing to clean up.  
 
FRANCES:  My case… in the centre of the lawn. Last chance. Three… 
 
    FRANCES lets the cake drop on the patio.  
 
CHLOE:  You…!  
 
FRANCES:  I warned you.  
 
CHLOE:  Gremalian.  
 
FRANCES:  My case.  
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CHLOE:  Two can play at that game.  
 
    CHLOE takes the case. She hurriedly opens it and pulls  
    out items.  
 
FRANCES:  Hands off my things! 
    
CHLOE:  Out with these! 
 
FRANCES:  Hands off! 
 
CHLOE:  Out with these Gremalian garments! 
 
    CHLOE throws the contents out on the lawn. FRANCES  
    attempts to gather them. 
 
FRANCES:  Stop! Stop now! 
 
MATTHEW:  Chloe… 
 
CHLOE:  Gremalian underwear!  
 
    CHLOE starts to pull and rip the undergarments.  
 
FRANCES:  Those are hugely expensive! 
 
CHLOE:  Not anymore they’re not.  
 
    They both pull on an item of clothing. 
 
FRANCES:  Let go! Let go! 
 
MATTHEW:  Chloe…! Frances…! 
 

GRACE enters DSL. She holds out her mobile.  
 
ERIC:   Grace? (Shouting.) Everybody! 
 
    Everyone stops.  
 
MATTHEW:  Who is it, Grace? The hospital? 
 
    GRACE nods.  
 
ERIC:   Well, take it.  
 

MATTHEW takes the mobile.  
 
MATTHEW:  (To mobile.) Hello?… Her brother, Matthew… He is? 
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    Blackout.  
Act 2 
 
Scene 1    
 

Four and a half weeks later. Saturday 10.00 a.m.  
August 5th. 

 
GRACE sits on the grass. She is surrounded by pots and 
plants and potting compost etc. Throughout the scene 
her attention is mostly focussed on her repotting. 
MATTHEW enters DSL. He wears his station master’s 
hat. He points to the train somewhere off DSL. 

 
MATTHEW:  Look, Grace, The Mallard in action again. Had to practically  

take the whole thing apart. Don’t quite know what I did, but it’s  
working.  

 
MATTHEW exits DSL. FRANCES enters from the 
house. She is wearing her dressing gown and slippers. 
 

FRANCES:  Tea, Grace? Nod for ‘yes’. Shake of the head for ‘no’. Was  
that a nod or a shake? I’ll assume it’s a nod… unless I see a 
definite shake. Chai tea with a dash of milk. It’s comforting.  

 
A train whistle sound is heard from MATTHEW off,  
DSL. 
 

I’m sorry, but your parents did a terrible job of housetraining 
that man. He can’t seem to pick up – or clear up – anything, 
can he? He was probably waited on hand and foot growing up 
and not expected to do a thing. Am I right? Women’s work. I 
don’t know how many times I’ve told him to put the toilet seat 
down after use. Now he’s just about learned that he can’t seem 
to lift it up properly.  
 

MATTHEW enters DSL carrying the train engine.  
 

MATTHEW:  Now what’s your problem? Oh, morning Frances. The Mallard  
in action again. Well, it was. It’ll need to go in for repairs once 
more. Grace has been enjoying it, haven’t you Grace? She has. 
One hundred and twenty-six miles an hour this one goes. Not 
this one, of course, the real thing I mean. Held the world record 
for steam locomotives. 
 

FRANCES:  Surely it’s time now isn’t it, Matthew?  
 
MATTHEW:  Time? Time for what? 
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FRANCES:  Time now to put the toys back in the box and for joining the  
big people in the big people’s world again. 

 
MATTHEW:  I’m here supporting Grace.  
 
FRANCES:  You’re here avoiding reality, Matthew. Burying your head in  

your train set, hoping the slings and arrows of life will  
somehow pass you by. That’s hardly support for your wife and  
daughter. How long’s it been now? Two months? She must be  
really missing you.  

 
MATTHEW:  Laura? No, she really isn’t.  
 
FRANCES:  I’m meaning your daughter. Carys is it?  
 
MATTHEW:  I’m not so sure either, I haven’t heard from her for a while. 
 
FRANCES:  She’s probably forgotten who you are.  
 
MATTHEW:  No, I think she’s starting to discover boys.  
 
FRANCES:  Even more reason for you to be there for her. Marriage  

counselling works wonders for most couples… so I’ve heard.  
I’ll make you that tea, Grace.  

 
FRANCES exits into the house. 

 
MATTHEW:  I’m not going to go just because she wants me to. I’ll go if you  

want me to go, Grace… not her. You don’t want me to go, do  
you? No, I didn’t think so. You’re finding me a comfort and a  
support being here, aren’t you Grace? Yes, you are. I know you  
are. Having said that, I have been considering it and it probably 
is time to move out of the house now and into the shed. I think 
the shed will give me some breathing space. Plus I’ll be at hand 
too in the control room for any emergencies on the track. That 
will be all right won’t it, Grace? Of course, I’ll go straight back 
into the house again the moment Jonathan returns. Yes, it’s 
definitely a little too crowded in there with the three of us and 
there’s no sign of her going any time in the near future, is there. 
Is there? No. Yes, I’m sure he’ll be back soon, Grace. I’m sure 
he’s just out there – somewhere – getting some… perspective 
on… things. We all need to do that from time to time, don’t 
we? That’s what I’m doing here: getting some… perspective 
on… things. I’m sure that’s what he’s doing, Grace. (Train.) 
Okay… take this back for repairs. 
 

  MATTHEW exits DSL with the train. FRANCES enters  
from the house with a cup of tea.  

 
FRANCES:  Here we are, Grace. I was thinking, we can have a little drive in  
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the country this afternoon. Perhaps stopping at a tearoom 
somewhere for tea and cake. A short walk too maybe. 
Afterwards we could drop by the centre to check out the 
progress. How does that sound? Good? I know what you’d like: 
a nice bath. I’ll run one and add some revivifying elixir into it. I 
know just the thing.  

 
    Frances’s mobile beeps.  
 
   (Checking mobile.) Oh. She doesn’t give up. (Reading text.)  

No, you don’t need to know where I am, darling Holly. God 
knows what kind of a state my place will be in now. I’m 
sincerely hoping it hasn’t been burnt to the ground. God knows 
how I got involved with her: a moment of weakness… and 
alcohol. Well… let’s not think about her on this beautiful day. 
You enjoy that tea and I’ll go and run your bath. Okay? Okay.  

 
    FRANCES exits into the house. After a couple of  

moments, ERIC enters DSR. He carries a shopping bag.  
 
ERIC:   Grace? Are you alone? Sorry I haven’t been around to see you  

lately. It’s been crazy busy at work. How are you? I saw your 
brother the other day and he told me there was no… no news.  
(Shopping bag.) Vicky’s moved on to tinned sardines now. 
She’s very specific about which ones I buy. I bought something 
different the other day and now there’s a sizeable dent in the 
fridge door. I mean I can’t seem to get anything… How are you 
sleeping, Grace? If you’re having trouble, I’ve got something 
that’ll help you go off. It works for Vicky… not that she knows 
she’s taking it. I slip it into her drink at nights. During the day 
too sometimes. It certainly calms her down. Nights are a lot 
more restful now… for both of us. Let me know if you need 
some of it. She’s still here, I gather: Frances.  

 
MATTHEW:  (Off.) Woohoo! 
 

MATTHEW enters DSL. 
 

I got it working again. Oh hello, Eric. Temporary malfunction, 
but now it’s full steam ahead. I’m just about to do my 
migration.   
 

ERIC:   Migration?  
 
MATTHEW:  Into the shed. Two’s company, three’s a crowd in the house.  

And certainly not a fun crowd. I think I can make it quite cosy  
in the shed. It’ll be a change of scene for Nigel too.  

 
ERIC:   Nigel? 
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MATTHEW:  Bear. Remember Nigel, Grace? It’ll be a big adventure for him.  
He hasn’t been out of the attic for over thirty years.  

 
MATTHEW crosses USR and glances within the house.  

 
Coast clear.  
 

MATTHEW exits into the house.  
 
ERIC:   Goodness… I’m shaking. Look… my hands. You know what it  

is? It’s the stress of being at work coupled with the stress of 
being at home. The only relief I get is the journey… to and 
from… in the car. The peace of rush hour traffic. That’s not 
something people usually talk of, is it? No. Sometimes when 
I’m stuck there I like to go into my dream… my vision for the 
future… my cottage by the sea. I’ve been researching some 
online. South Coast mainly… of England. I’ve saved some… 
some favourites. Perhaps… if you’d like to, I can… show 
you… a couple.  

 
ERIC takes out his mobile. 

 
   Let’s see. Yes, here.  
 
    Showing GRACE. 
 

This one’s in Padstow in Cornwall. Lovely stone building. 
Great views of the sea. One of my favourites. Yes, here’s 
another one in Cornwall: Falmouth. Thatched cottage with 
weatherboarding. A lot of character. Where’s this one? Oh yes, 
Dorset: Jurassic Coast. Oak beams and fireplace. Looks 
inviting, doesn’t it? This one’s further east: Kent. Big garden. It 
even has a small orchard with fruit trees, if I remember rightly. 
Yes… there. Are they apple trees or pear trees? Plum trees 
perhaps. There’s a few more, but… Easy to picture oneself in 
one of those… at the end of the day… after a bracing walk by 
the sea… a dog or two stretched out by the fire… or a cat… or 
two. It’ll be a place to read… draw… play music perhaps. Yes. 
My dream… while stuck in the rush hour traffic. One has to 
have a dream, otherwise, well… what’s the future for? Not 
much point to it, is there really. Just… more of the same. Yes, 
that’s where I see myself in the future – not too distant future 
hopefully – there with… there with… with… 

 
    CHLOE enters USL.  
 
CHLOE:  I’m back. Well, that was the most pointless two weeks in  

Cheltenham.  
 
ERIC:   (To Grace. Shopping bag.) I… I need to take these to…  
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ERIC exits USL. 

 
CHLOE:  She really is starting to lose her marbles: my sister Delphine.  

She talks complete gibberish for most of the time and laughs 
uncontrollably for no apparent reason. And her cooking is as 
horrendous as ever. It’s the telephone from now on, no more 
home visits. How are you, Grace? I see your brother’s still 
here. And the Gremalian, I presume she is too. Too much to 
hope for that she’s cleared off. Yes. Now, Grace, we need to 
discuss Norfolk, August the twelfth and the revised farewell to 
planet Earth and our return home. Which also happens, of 
course, to be your birthday. So a double celebration. It should 
be a sizeable gathering of Karapalian sisters ready for 
transportation home. We can book a room in the hotel and stay 
the night before. Yes? There we can prepare ourselves for our 
journey away from the scoffers and detractors.  

 
    FRANCES enters from the house.  
 

Speaking of which.  
 
FRANCES:  Oh, you’re back. 
 
CHLOE:  And you’re still here.  
 
FRANCES:  Grace, your bath’s ready.  
 
CHLOE:  We’re talking.  
 
FRANCES:  Come and have it while it’s hot.  
 
CHLOE:  I said we’re talking.  
 
FRANCES:  Grace? 
 
CHLOE:  We’re talking.  
 
FRANCES:  Grace? 
 
CHLOE:  You must let me know, Grace, if the Gremalian’s been  

inappropriate with you.  
 
FRANCES:  I’m sorry, inappropriate?  
 
CHLOE:  I know what your intentions are.  
 
FRANCES:  Oh really. Pray, do tell.  
 
CHLOE:  Grace isn’t that way inclined… and if she were, it wouldn’t be  
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you she’d be that way inclined with.   
 
FRANCES:  You know something, for someone who knows absolutely  

nothing about me whatsoever you seem to think you know a  
hell of a lot.  

 
CHLOE:  I know more than I care to know about you.  
 
    FRANCES takes a chair and sits.  
 

It’s private. 
 
FRANCES:  The garden? 
 
CHLOE:  Our conversation.  
 
FRANCES:  I’d like to hear what nonsense you’re filling Grace’s head with.  
 
CHLOE:  That’s absolutely none of your business. Shoo! Shoo! 
 
    MATTHEW enters from the house carrying a large box  

full of bedding and things. His stuffed bear sits on top.  
 
MATTHEW:  Box number one packed. I managed to avoid Frosty Frances.  

(Seeing FRANCES and CHLOE.) Ah. Hello out here.  
 
FRANCES:  Going home? 
 
MATTHEW:  Into the shed. 
 
FRANCES:  The shed? 
 
MATTHEW:  I think it’s for the best, don’t you? This is Nigel. Nigel, say  

hello to Chloe. (As Nigel.) Hello, Chloe.  
 

CHLOE:  That’s a stupid name for a bear: Nigel. 
 
MATTHEW:  No it isn’t. Don’t listen to her, Nigel. (As Nigel.) I’m not? (As  

Matthew.) Now say hello to Frances. (As Nigel.) Hello, 
Frances. (As Matthew.) And Grace. (As Nigel.) Hello, Grace.  
(As Matthew. Seeing train.) Stopped again. Now what’s wrong 
with you?  
 
 MATTHEW puts the box down and exits DSL. 

 
FRANCES:  That bath is wonderfully hot and fragrant, Grace.  
 
CHLOE:  Then go and stick your head in it.  
 
FRANCES:  Nightmare woman.  
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CHLOE:  Yes, you are.  
 
FRANCES:  Oh! 
 
CHLOE:  Oh! 
 

ERIC enters USL. Pause. MATTHEW enters DSL with  
the train engine.  

    
MATTHEW:  Disruption to the service again. Looks like something’s got  

caught in the mechanism. A little bit of leaf or twig or  
something. We’ll soon get it working again won’t we, Nigel?  
(As Nigel.) Yes we will, Matthew. (As Matthew.) The first of its  
kind to be honed in a wind tunnel: the Mallard. That’s what 
gives it its iconic shape. Nowadays everything’s honed in a 
wind tunnel: trains, cars, planes, ships, spacecrafts… you name 
it. The Scotsman, of course, wasn’t. A true triumph of British 
engineering the Scotsman. Sir Nigel Gresley. Right, Nigel? (As 
Nigel.) Right, Matthew. (As Matthew.) The first locomotive to 
clock one hundred miles an hour in nineteen thirty-four thanks 
to its four-six-two ‘Pacific’ wheel arrangement. There’s a 
funny story about Sir Nigel – 
 

FRANCES:  Do you hear that, Matthew? 
 
MATTHEW:  What?  
 
FRANCES:  Listen. Carefully.  
 
MATTHEW:  What am I listening for? 
 
FRANCES:  Shh!  
 
MATTHEW:  No, still don’t hear anything.   
 
FRANCES:  It’s the sound of you not speaking. Refreshing, isn’t it? 
 
CHLOE:  How rude. 
 
MATTHEW:  No… no… no… I’ll talk if I want to.  
 
CHLOE:  Quite right, Matthew, don’t let her stop you.  
 
MATTHEW:  Just because you’re a headmistress that doesn’t make you my  

headmistress.   
 
CHLOE:  Tell her, Matthew.  
 
MATTHEW:  I will.  



© SAVING GRACE by Philip Ayckbourn 2025. philipayckbourn@yahoo.com   
 

 39 

 
CHLOE:  Tell her she’s forced her way in here uninvited.  
 
FRANCES:  I was invited.  
 
CHLOE:  You weren’t.  
 
FRANCES:  Was  
 
CHLOE:  Weren’t.  
 
FRANCES:  Was.  
 
ERIC:   Children, please! 
 
MATTHEW:  And what do you think Jonathan’s going to say when he finds  

another woman’s moved into his house while he’s been away?  
 
FRANCES:  He’s not coming back.  
 
ERIC:   What makes you say that?  
 
FRANCES:  Because he’s realised what a tyrannical bully he’s been to  

Grace and that’s why he’s done the only decent thing left he  
could possibly do: remove himself from her life without trace.  

 
CHLOE:  You know nothing about Jonathan. 
 
FRANCES:  I knew everything about him from the moment I saw him. I  

could see exactly what he was: an aggressive, bullying,  
controlling, toxic man. 

 
CHLOE:  Nonsense.  
 
ERIC:   Grace is right here, you realise.  
 
FRANCES:  Grace needs to hear it.  
 
ERIC:   She doesn’t.  
 
FRANCES:  She does.  
 
CHLOE:  She doesn’t.  
 
MATTHEW:  People, people – 
 

GRACE lets out a stifled yell and smashes two pots  
together.  

 
   Grace? 
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GRACE exits into the house. FRANCES makes a move  
towards the house.  

 
ERIC:   (Forcefully.) Don’t go in there! 
 
CHLOE:  No, I’ll go.  
 
ERIC:   Nobody goes in there. 
 
CHLOE:  Says who? 
 
ERIC:   Says me.  
 
    ERIC takes a chair and crosses to the USR doors  

guarding the entrance.  
    
   Nobody goes inside.  
 

There is the sound of piano keys being banged 
randomly and forcefully from within the house. The keys 
soon hit resistance as if something is obstructing them. 
Pause.  

 
FRANCES:  Let me go in. 
 
ERIC:   Stay back! 
 
FRANCES:  She needs me.  
 
ERIC:   No, she doesn’t.  
 
CHLOE:  She needs to see me.  
 
ERIC:   Away! 
 
CHLOE:  (To FRANCES.) You’re to blame. Telling her Jonathan’s not  

returning. That was a horrible and wicked thing to say. Exactly  
what one would expect from a Gremalian.  

 
FRANCES:  She needed to hear it, and she wasn’t going to hear the truth   

from any of you lot.  
 
ERIC:   Quiet!  
 
    Pause. 
 
MATTHEW:  Perhaps I should go.  
 
ERIC:   Nobody goes inside.  
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    ERIC steps away from the USR doors as he notices  

GRACE approaching within.   
 
MATTHEW:  Is she coming? 
 

GRACE enters through the USR doors. She holds a  
sizeable bunch of letters and postcards in her hands.  

 
What have you got there, Grace? 

 
    GRACE gives a letter to MATTHEW. MATTHEW  

studies it.  
 
   From Dad. To you. 
 
    GRACE takes another and gives it to MATTHEW. 
 
   Another one. From Dad to you. Where were they, Grace?  

Inside the piano? 
 
    GRACE nods.  
 
   So… he did… he did write after all. Mum must’ve hidden them  

in there. Anything for me?  
 

GRACE shakes her head. 
 
   Well that’s… quite a… surprise. Goodness… goodness… 
 
    GRACE attempts to speak. Her voice is barely audible  

and like a whisper.  
 
GRACE:  Did…?  
 
CHLOE:  Grace? 
 
FRANCES:  Shh! She’s trying to say something. 
 
ERIC:   Let her speak.  
 
FRANCES:  What is it, Grace? 
 
CHLOE:  Shh! 
 
GRACE:  Did…?  
 
MATTHEW:  Dad? 
 
GRACE:  Did…? 
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MATTHEW:  Oh, did?  
 
    GRACE nods.  
 
GRACE:  Did… you?  
 
MATTHEW:  Did I? 
 
GEORGE:  Did… you… know? 
 
MATTHEW:  Did I know? Know about the letters, you mean? Being hidden  

in the piano? No, absolutely not. I swear to God, I had no idea  
they were in there.  

 
ERIC:   But you knew about the letters. That he’d written?  
 
MATTHEW:  No, I… how could I have done? I… I didn’t.  
 
FRANCES:  Matthew? 
 
MATTHEW:  Yes. Yes, Grace, I did. I did know. She made me swear, Grace,  

she made me swear not to say anything – under pain of… well, 
you know what Mum could be like. It was only a couple I 
found… on the doormat. Mum obviously did a good job of 
intercepting the rest. I didn’t know she’d hidden them there – in 
your piano. I thought she’d got rid of them. I know, Grace, I 
should’ve… I should’ve said something… after Mum went, but 
I… I thought… well I thought so much time had passed since 
that it would’ve probably been worse for you to have heard that 
he had written than to… to have heard that he… that he 
hadn’t… written… Grace. I’m… I’m… 

 
FRANCES:  Sorry? 
 

JONATHAN enters DSR. He is dishevelled, has a long  
beard and carries two plastic shopping bags with his  
things in.  

 
MATTHEW:  Jonathan? 
 
JONATHAN:  Hello… everyone.  
 
    Blackout.  
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Scene 2    
 

A week later. Saturday 4.00 p.m. Aug 12th. 
 

Side plates, paper napkins, forks and a cake knife are 
placed on the patio table. MATTHEW is putting the 
train set items back in the box. There is the sound of 
piano scales being practised, off. ERIC enters USL and 
listens for a few moments. He is unseen by MATTHEW. 
The playing stops.  

 
ERIC:   Hi. 
 
MATTHEW:  Oh, afternoon, Eric.  
 
ERIC:   How is she? 
 
MATTHEW:  She’s practising again, as you’ve no doubt heard… and talking.  

I’m still getting used to that.  
 
ERIC:   You’re going home? 
 
MATTHEW:  Just packing up out here. I’ll let Jonathan have his shed back.  

He said I can set it up in the attic if I wanted to.  
 
ERIC:   How does Grace feel about that?  
 
MATTHEW:  She seemed okay about it.  
 
ERIC:   Really? 
 
MATTHEW:  She said she understood why I didn’t say anything about…  

How I couldn’t… She said she’d have probably done the same  
if she were in my position.  

 
ERIC:   Or she’s probably just being merciful. The years of suffering  

she could’ve been spared with just a word or two… from you.  
 
MATTHEW:  You don’t know how Mum could be… when she wanted to be.  

And she really wanted to punish Dad for going off with 
Anthony. Hiding Dad’s letters from Grace was her way of 
doing it. She certainly didn’t want me spoiling it for her. 

 
ERIC:   Anthony? 
 
MATTHEW:  Oh, yes, it wasn’t Antonia, as Mum told us, it turned out to be  

an Anthony.  
 
ERIC:   Why the hell did she hide them in the piano – the letters? Why  

didn’t she just destroy them?  
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MATTHEW:  I think it was her way of punishing Dad, putting them  

somewhere right under Grace’s nose – as it were. She’d only  
find them if she started playing piano again… which Mum  
knew she was never going to do.  

 
ERIC:   She sounds psychotic, you mother. 
 
MATTHEW:  Psychotic’s a bit harsh. Punitive, certainly… I’ll give you that.  
 
ERIC:   So, what about him? 
 
MATTHEW:  Who, Jonathan?  
 
ERIC:   Yes, what does he have to say for himself?  
 
MATTHEW:  Not too much. He spends a lot of time just standing barefoot  

in the garden here… looking out. 
 
ERIC:   Looking out at what? 
 
MATTHEW:  Nothing in particular. Just… out.   
 
ERIC:   So where did he go to when he left the hospital?  
 
MATTHEW:  Into the woods.  
 
ERIC:   Woods? What woods?  
 
MATTHEW:  The one’s beyond the bypass.  
 
ERIC:   What was he doing in there?  
 
MATTHEW:  Going through his metamorphosis, he said.  
 
ERIC:   Metamorphosis?  
 
MATTHEW:  His transformation from being caterpillar Jonathan into being  

butterfly Jonathan. I’ll let him explain it to you himself. I sort  
of tuned out a bit when he was telling me. But that’s how he  
described it, his time there.  

 
ERIC:   It sounds like he’s gone insane. His brain starved of oxygen  

perhaps during his hospital ordeal.  
 
    The piano playing starts again.  
 
MATTHEW:  Off she goes again.   
 
    JONATHAN enters from the house. He is cleanshaven  
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    and barefoot.  
 

Hello Jonathan.  
 
JONATHAN:  Matthew. Eric. 
 
    JONATHAN stands still and stares up at the sun for a  

few moments. The playing stops.  
 

Sungazing. It’s very beneficial. So is this – standing like this – 
barefoot on the earth. That’s what I did every day. I dug a hole 
in the earth and planted my feet into it and stood there. 
Sometimes for hours on end. The grass is good too if you can’t 
dig a hole. 

 
ERIC:   So… you lived in the woods?  
 
JONATHAN:  I did.  
 
ERIC:   What did you eat… squirrels? 
 
JONATHAN:  Not squirrels, Eric, cheese and pickle sandwiches mainly –  

courtesy of Andy, the minister of the local Unitarian Church.  
He came across me while walking his dog. I told him my story  
and he brought me sandwiches and tea each day. I died…  
actually died, you know. 
 

MATTHEW:  In the woods? 
 
JONATHAN:  In the hospital. For three minutes, they said. I knew I had  

because I was out of my body – up above – looking down on it 
lying there and watching all of them busily trying to resuscitate 
me. The strange thing was, was that it all felt perfectly normal, 
perfectly… natural. I then thought about Grace and before I 
knew it I was here – up there – looking down on her sitting in 
the chair. 

 
MATTHEW:  She said she sensed you up there. 
 
JONATHAN:  She did. She looked up, but she couldn’t see me. I was invisible  

to her. Seeing her sitting there in the chair there looking up at  
me, it was clear – all too clear – the way I’d been with her… to  
her. That’s when I knew. 

 
ERIC:   Knew? Knew what?  
 
JONATHAN:  I had to return. For her. And for me, but certainly for her.  
   And no sooner had I had that… epiphany, you could say, I was  

back again in my body in the hospital. N.D.E. 
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ERIC:   What?  
 
JONATHAN:  Near death experience. That’s what they call it. There’s  

actually a club, an N.D.E. club. I’ll have to get in touch with  
them. And when I was compos mentis enough in my hospital 
bed I understood what I had to do. I had to go off somewhere – 
somewhere remote – to be alone… by myself… with myself. 
And as soon as I felt I could muster the energy… off I went. 
It’s was hard at first, but soon I got acclimatised to the 
‘lifestyle’ and I could start the process of transformation from 
the cocoon Jonathan to the butterfly Jonathan. Andy, the 
minister, was a Godsend – literally – with his flasks of tea and 
sandwiches and his golden retriever Sheeba. Beautiful dog. It 
meant I didn’t have to go foraging for berries or drinking rain 
water. Not sure how I would’ve managed there. Yes, Andy, a 
good man… service oriented. I volunteered myself and Grace 
to go on his tree plant the week after next. He does it every 
year, takes a group of disadvantaged youths into the country to 
plant trees. Just outside of Manchester this year for ten days. 
Accommodation’s pretty basic by the sound of it, but that’s not 
the point, no, giving – giving back – that’s what it's all about in 
the end. Not on how much we’ve amassed for ourselves 
through our ambition… our greed… our selfishness. There’re 
so many things I intend for us to do together – Grace and me – 
similar types of adventures to Manchester. And now she’s 
speaking again, that gives her a greater freedom to engage with 
the kids… young adults… ex-offenders… whoever. 

 
ERIC:   Ex-offenders?  
 
JONATHAN:  They need our kindness too, Eric, just as much as anyone…  

more so perhaps it could be argued. 
 
ERIC:   And Grace has agreed to this, has she?  
 
JONATHAN:  She has.  
 
MATTHEW:  Well I’d be happy to look after the ranch here while you’re  

away.  
 
JONATHAN: Why not come too? They’re always welcoming volunteers.  
 
MATTHEW: No, I think I’d probably be more of a hinderance than a help. 

I’ll stick to watering your plants instead, if you don’t mind.  
 
    CHLOE enters from USL. She has a birthday cake in a  

cake dish.  
 
CHLOE:  Hello, everyone.  
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MATTHEW:  Ah the birthday cake has arrived. What do we have this time?  
 
CHLOE:  Chocolate and coconut. 
 
MATTHEW:  Ah.  
 
CHLOE:  And beetroot.  
 
MATTHEW:  Ah. No, I don’t think I’ve ever had that one before.  
 
CHLOE:  Hello, Jonathan. 
 
JONATHAN:  Hello.  
 
CHLOE:  How are we feeling? 
 
JONATHAN:  We couldn’t be feeling better, couldn’t be feeling better.  
 
MATTHEW:  Norfolk not happening, I heard.  
 
CHLOE:  There were complications with Norfolk.  
 
MATTHEW:  We’re still on course for the end tonight though, are we?  
 
CHLOE:  We are.  
 
MATTHEW:  At nine minutes past nine and nine seconds again? 
 
CHLOE:  No, at five minutes past five and five seconds.  
 
MATTHEW:  Oh, quite soon then.  
 
CHLOE:  I assume the Gremalian will be coming.  
 
JONATHAN:  Gremalian? 
 
MATTHEW:  It’s the extra-terrestrial race she belongs to. 
 
JONATHAN:  Who are we talking about? 
 
MATTHEW:  Frances.  
 
CHLOE:  If you hadn’t returned when you did, Jonathan, she would have  

been impossible to flush out. Fortunately you sent her packing. 
Poor Grace, what she had to endure.  

 
JONATHAN addresses the air. 

 
JONATHAN:  O precious day! O day of joy and wonder!  
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I seize the sacred moments that you offer.  
Each breath a gift, each heartbeat sings your praise, 
A golden thread through time’s unfolding maze.  
Let me not grow numb to all you bring, 
The bird in flight, the wind’s soft whispering. 
In every leaf that dances in the breeze, 
You speak in silence, sacred mysteries.  
O precious day! You bloom, then slip away, 
Yet leave your light to guide my steps each day. 

 
MATTHEW:  That’s nice. Who wrote that? 
 
JONATHAN:  Me. It was another thing I did in the woods. I composed  

poetry in my head while planting myself in the earth. Excuse  
me a moment.  

 
JONATHAN exits DSR.  
 

CHLOE:  I haven’t heard or seen much of your wife recently, Eric.  
 
ERIC:   No, you wouldn’t have. 
 
CHLOE:  Should we be concerned? 
 
ERIC:   For your information, she’s gone to her sister’s.  
 

The piano playing starts again.  
 
MATTHEW:  Off again. I hope she’s remembered it’s her birthday and  

there’s a cake waiting for her before the world’s end.  
 
CHLOE:  She’ll remember.  
 
MATTHEW:  Let’s see. (Checking watch.) Forty-three minutes and… 

 
ERIC:   Let’s not start all that again. 
 

The doorbell rings.  
 
CHLOE:  The Gremalian, I presume. 
 
    The piano playing continues. The doorbell rings again.  

After a couple of moments FRANCES enters DSR. She  
carries a gift. The playing stops.  

 
FRANCES:  Hello. The usual welcome.  
 
CHLOE:  Did you ring? We didn’t hear it.  
 
    Pause. GRACE enters from the house.  
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Grace. 

 
MATTHEW:  Grace. 
 
ERIC:   Grace.  
 
FRANCES:  Happy birthday, Grace.  
 
CHLOE:  Happy birthday, Grace.  
 
ERIC:   Happy birthday, Grace.  
 
MATTHEW:  I’ve said it already, but I’ll say it again. Happy birthday, Grace.  
 
GRACE:  Thanks. Cake, how lovely. 
 
MATTHEW:  Chocolate and coconut and beetroot. 
 
ERIC:   It’s good to hear you play.  
 
GRACE:  Only scales, Eric. Soon I’ll try something a little more  

ambitious.  
 

 CHLOE takes a new amulet from her bag.  
 
CHLOE:  Grace, this is for you. Here, put it on.  
 
GRACE:  No… thanks.  
 
CHLOE:  But I made it especially for our ascension.  
 
GRACE:  No. Thanks.  
 
    FRANCES takes out her mobile.  
 
FRANCES:  Look, Grace, I have some pics to show you. Come and see.  
 
CHLOE:  She doesn’t want to look at your ‘pics’.  
 
FRANCES:  The main hall’s complete now. It’s so light and spacious. I  

think you’ll be impressed. 
 
GRACE:  Not now. Thanks.  
 
CHLOE:  See.  
 
ERIC:   He’s… Jonathan’s been telling us about Manchester… what  

he’s got planned for you.  
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CHLOE:  Manchester? 
 
FRANCES:  What’s happening in Manchester?  
 
MATTHEW:  Planting trees. 
 
CHLOE:  What? 
 
MATTHEW:  With the disadvantaged. 
 
ERIC:   If he’s wanting you to go, Grace, against your will, then – 
 
FRANCES:  Is that what he’s doing, Grace, forcing you against your will to  

go to Manchester to plant trees?  
 
CHLOE:  Manchester? 
 
ERIC:   If you need to, Grace, you can stay next door – with me – now  

Vicky’s at her sister’s – 
 
CHLOE:  Why Manchester?  
 
ERIC:   It doesn’t matter where, does it?  
 
FRANCES:  I can put you up, Grace, there’s room now, now Holly’s gone.  

It’ll be a safe space for you, away from here and his influence.  
 
CHLOE:  Fear not, Grace, we’ll be off soon, rejoicing in our true home  

far from all those who are not of our star family.  
 
GRACE:  I’d…  just like to enjoy my birthday. Thanks.  
 
    Pause. JONATHAN enters DSR. 
 
JONATHAN: I think we can add another metre or so, Grace, if we hack back 

some of the rhododendrons. Maybe lose a couple of the rose 
bushes too. (Explaining to others.) Rebuilding of the 
greenhouse… after some crazy fool destroyed it by blowing 
himself up and off the roof with a homemade firework. And, 
I’d like to take this opportunity to apologise to everyone 
gathered here for me being the person I was: the difficult, 
argumentative and often downright rude individual that was the 
old Jonathan, not the new Jonathan that you see standing here 
before you all today. The Jonathan who wasn’t really there for 
you, Grace… latterly. Possibly never at all, if I’m honest. The 
Jonathan who never really ‘saw’ you. It took him having to die 
– to actually die – for him to do that. I couldn’t face her when I 
was back in my body in the hospital again. Didn’t want her to 
visit. I knew it was necessary to go out into the wilderness – the 
woods – to become the person I had it within me to be: the 
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kind, supportive, understanding, loving Jonathan. The Jonathan 
who could truly be here for you, Grace. 

 
ERIC:   I’m sorry, but I just don’t buy it.  
 
JONATHAN:  Buy what? 
 
ERIC: Any of it, quite frankly. Your miraculous ‘near death 

experience’, or your incredible ‘metamorphoses’ in the woods. 
 
JONATHAN:  Well… I know what I experienced, Eric. 
 
ERIC:   Well… I’m calling it… baloney. Complete and utter… 

baloney! 
 
GRACE:  Eric… 
 
JONATHAN:  No, let him finish. Unless you are finished.  
 
ERIC:   No… no, I’m not. It appears to me that you’ve returned from  

your solipsistic, self-exile in the woods just as full of yourself 
as ever before – more so, in fact, now you’re proclaiming 
yourself to be some do-gooding saviour of humanity.  

 
JONATHAN:  Well, I wouldn’t say – 
 
ERIC:   I haven’t finished. And if you think it’s a loving thing to do to  

force Grace into going to Manchester to deal with extremely 
challenging situations – even for someone who’s qualified to 
do such a job, let alone someone who’s just learnt to speak 
again after years of silence – I’m afraid it shows just how 
completely and absolutely out of touch with anybody except 
your own self-obsessed… self-centred… self-righteous… self-
absorbed… and generally, incredibly selfish… self you are. 
There… I’ve finished.  
 
 Pause.  

 
MATTHEW:  (Checking watch.) T minus ten… nine… eight… seven… six…  

five… four… three… two… one. No end of the world again.  
 
JONATHAN:  Eric, I – 
 
GRACE:  I’d like to say something… before I make my wish and cut my  

cake. It’s been twenty-five years – almost to the day – I decided 
up there in my room never to speak again… or play. It was a 
week before my fourteenth birthday. Dad was going to take me 
to see a pianist we both loved at a concert hall in London. My 
birthday present. But then he… he left. I think I was probably 
only going to stop speaking and playing until he returned 
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from… wherever he’d gone to… however long that would be: a 
week – or two – a month… a year even. But he never did. He 
never called or wrote… or so I was led to believe. Over the 
years I never stopped hoping the front door would open and 
he’d come walking through and I’d be complete again… speak 
and play again. Every time I heard the door a part of me 
imagined it might be him returning. Discovering his letters and 
postcards in the piano felt like that… almost. I’ve called him. I 
think mine was the last voice he was expecting to hear. It was 
good to speak after all this time. And now? Am I complete? I 
have closure perhaps, but completeness…? Connecting with 
him again hasn’t given me that. That… I need to find myself… 
for myself.  

 
    GRACE closes her eyes.  
 
JONATHAN:  Grace? 
 
GRACE:  Shh! I’m making my wish.   
 
    GRACE opens her eyes. She picks up the cake knife.  
 

Now, who’s for a piece of birthday cake?  
 

Blackout.  
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Scene 3    
 

Four weeks later. Saturday 10.00 a.m. September 9th. 
 
    There are five chairs put out in a part circle about the  

lawn. The patio table has been placed in the middle. On  
the table is a speaker. MATTHEW sits in one of the 
chairs. He holds Nigel. FRANCES enters DSR. She 
crosses to a chair and sits. CHLOE enters USL. She 
crosses to a chair and sits. ERIC enters USL. He 
crosses to a chair and sits. JONATHAN enters from the 
house. He sits. He takes out his mobile and taps the 
screen. (The sound can be cheated for purposes of 
audibility and impact). 
 

GRACE V.O.: (Through speaker.) Hello everyone. I know I’ve been 
incommunicado for a few weeks now, but it’s been necessary 
for me to find a place – a space somewhere, elsewhere – just to 
be… and play. There’s a piano where I am and I’ve been 
practising every day. I’m giving a concert to a small group next 
week. It’s the first time I would’ve performed for an audience – 
anybody – for a very long time. I’m sorry I can’t tell you where 
it is, but I’ll play you one of the pieces at the end of this 
message: Chopin’s Nocturne opus 9 no 2 in E flat major. 
Perhaps, in fact, that’s the chief reason I asked Jonathan to 
gather you all here so I may truly speak to you through my 
playing. I will say a few words, however to each of you. 
Chloe… I hope the end of the world comes for you… in a good 
way, I mean and that you finally return to your home planet. 
Frances… I’m wishing you success with your centre and that it 
proves to be the hub of creativity you envision it to be. I’m sure 
it will. Eric… perhaps you will buy your dream cottage by the 
sea somewhere on the Jurassic Coast, with a dog or two… or a 
cat or two. Matthew… I hope you find a way to sorting things 
and returning to the family home – your own family home – as 
fun as it may be to indefinitely stay up in the attic surrounded 
by your toys. And Jonathan… may you continue to thrive as 
the new ‘butterfly’ Jonathan… whatever adventures he takes 
you on. I hope you all find the happiness that lives within 
you… that only you can find for you… and nobody else can 
give you. So… now the music.  

 
Chopin’s Nocturne opus 9 no 2 in E flat major starts to  
play. After about one minute, FRANCES stands and 
crosses to the DSR exit. She lingers for a few seconds 
and then exits. After approximately one minute forty 
seconds, CHLOE stands and crosses to the USL exit. 
She lingers for a few seconds and then exits. After 
approximately two minutes and thirty seconds, ERIC 
stands and crosses to the USL exit. He lingers for a few 
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seconds and then exits. After about three minutes and 
ten seconds, MATTHEW stands and crosses to the USR 
exit. He lingers for a few seconds and then exits into the 
house. JONATHAN remains seated. The music ends. 
Lights down.  
 
Curtain.  
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 


