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Characters
Rachel
Chris (her brother)
Zoe (her sister)
Will (her brother)
Scarlet (Will's girlfriend)
Ebenezer (their deceased father)
Nancy (the family's housekeeper)

ACT 1
SCENE 1
The setting is a large dining room. In the center is a table with six chairs around it. There is a sideboard with several family photos on it. The faces shown are smiling, together, happy. There are seven people shown in the photos: a mother, a father, two boys and two girls. In the first photo they’re on a beach somewhere, in the second they’re in a studio with a blue background visible behind them.
 A young woman walks in. She’s vaguely recognizable as the oldest child from the photos, but she’s much older now. She’s tense and tired, with bags under her eyes. Her name is Rachel.

Rachel: (Walks around the room, touching the photos fondly but nervously.) Only a few minutes more till the first of them arrive. I wonder if we’ll be able to get along. No, that’s asking for too much. All the same, I can’t help but wonder...
	(Sits on one of the chairs not at the head of the table.)
	Nancy! Nancy!
(The maid rushes in. She’s around the same age as Rachel. She looks flustered.)
Nancy, is the chicken almost ready? 

Nancy: Yes, madam. It’s in the oven roasting as we speak.

Rachel: Alright, and ...everything else?

Nancy: The rice is steamed ready to be fried, the fruits are chopped, I’m just about to do the juicing, the kachumbari_

Rachel: It’s alright, I think you’re perfectly capable of controlling the situation. Just call me if you need any help.

Nancy: Yes madam. (She begins to leave.)

Rachel: And one more thing. (Stopping Nancy in her tracks) There’s no need to call me madam. We’re practically the same age. ‘Rachel’ will do.

Nancy: Yes madam_yes Rachel. It’ll take some getting used to.

(She exits and Rachel is left alone once again. Rachel goes back to the sideboard and picks up the lone photo of an old-ish, smiling woman, her mother.)

Rachel: Yes, mum. You certainly trained Nancy well. She even calls me madam. Me, a madam!? I can’t believe it. Next thing I know she’ll be pulling me into some dark corner of the kitchen and asking me “Utaoa lini?” (Her jovial tone fades.) But all the same I wish you were here, mum. You might be able to bring some sanity to this meeting. Will so superior, Christopher is so abrasive and Zoe...I’m out of my depth here.

(The doorbell rings, somewhere in the distance.)

Nancy: (offstage) I’ll get it madam_I mean Rachel. I’ll get it.

Rachel: Chris? No, he’s never on time. Can it really be Zoe, she’s coming from so far away. Yes, Will. It has to be Will.

While she’s talking to the photo a man in a leather jacket walks in. He has tattooed arms and pierced ears. It’s Christopher, her brother. She doesn’t notice his arrival until he speaks. 

Chris: You still talk to the dead, sis? 
(She turns around, startled at his sudden appearance.)
Well you shouldn’t, it’s not healthy. You might start thinking they’re still alive. Now that would be quite awkward, wouldn’t it?

Rachel: Chris_I_you startled me. I didn’t hear you come in.

Chris: Sorry. I take it I’m your first prisoner.

Rachel: Yes, but I spoke to some of the ...others. They’re on their way. 

Chris: By ‘others’ I guess you mean Will. Don’t worry, I won’t kill him, at least not yet. It would be too complicated. I mean, where would I hide the body, for one thing. No, I’ll wait until after our lovely little, get-together before putting him in the ground.

(He takes out a shiny, metallic flask of unmistakable contents and, almost defiantly, takes a swig.)

Rachel: I thought you said you would stop.

Chris: I didn’t say I would stop, I stopped. Then my dear old man whom we all worked together to help send to prison croaked. And all of a sudden I needed something to comfort me in my time of grief. 

(He takes another gulp)

Rachel: The doctor said it isn’t good for you, it could give you ulcers which might get infected and...

Chris: I’m dead anyway, sooner or later. Why not let it be sooner?

(Another gulp). 

Rachel: Stop it, stop it. 

She tries to grab the flask to stop him taking any more. They struggle over it briefly. While they are struggling, another man walks in. He’s dressed in a crisp, three-piece suit, and has at his elbow a beautiful woman in very heavy makeup wearing an expensive dress and fur-coat. This is Will and his companion, Scarlet.

Will: Let go of my sister, Chris, thank you!

(Chris and Rachel stop struggling and face the newest arrival. Chris takes the opportunity to gulp down the last of his liquor in one last show of defiance. Then he faces Will.)

Chris: Hi, Will. I heard you’d died. I was so happy, I celebrated Christmas early. 

Will: (To Scarlet) Forgive my brother, he has an overdeveloped sense of the dramatic.

(Rachel walks forward shyly, with her hand held out)

Rachel: (To Scarlet) I don’t think I’ve had the pleasure.

Will: Oh, yes. Where are my manners! Rachel, this is my very good friend Scarlet. Scarlet, meet Rachel, our replacement mum. (They shake hands. Chris comes forward.) And this is Chris, my younger brother.

(Chris takes her hand and kisses it in an over-dramatic way)

Chris: The pleasure’s all mine. 

(Scarlet whispers something to Will)

Will: Oh, yes. Sorry, I’d forgotten. Cloakroom’s the third door on the left.

Scarlet exits.

 (She exits.)

Will: Hello, Rachel, I heard there was supper. 

Rachel: Really, Will? You haven’t seen me for all these months and when you finally do the first thing you think of is food?

Will: I’m sorry, but I had a very important meeting that took forever to end just before I left. And when I finally did leave there was traffic and the journey took twice as long as I’d expected it to. So yes, in summary I’d rather pretend we’re one big happy family as we eat.

Rachel: (Shaking her head sadly) Why do you always have to bring war with you?

Will: War lives in this house. Maybe I just wake it up.

Rachel: There are some swiss rolls in the kitchen. Nancy will make tea if you ask. Help yourself. (After  he’s gone she goes back to the photo of her mother and picks it up again.) 


Scene 2

Rachel, Chris, Will and Scarlet are seated around the table. Before them is a lavish meal that includes a whole chicken, several pots with stew, rice, potatoes, vegetables, etc. They are eating silently till  Nancy enters carrying a pot of gravy to ladle out into people’s plates.

Nancy: Would you like some gravy, Will?

Will: Will...

Nancy: I mean would you like some gravy...sir?

Will: Yes, I wouldn’t mind, thank you. 

(She pours some gravy on his stew in a trembling hand, mortified.)

Rachel: I would like some too, please.

Nancy: Yes, Rachel.

Will: And a glass of water for me.

Nancy: Yes, sir.

Rachel: And me too, please.

Nancy: Yes, Rachel. 

Nancy exits.

Chris: His Majesty Sir William, Lord of all the birds of the air and fishes of the sea.

Will: Excuse me.

Rachel: I think he’s trying to say that you should stop bothering her.

Will: Two against one, eh? Fine. I won’t ‘bother’ her again.

Scarlet: I don’t think you were bothering her, I just think_

(Will’s phone rings. He takes the call and stands up while she’s in the middle of her sentence and walks some distance away.)

Chris: (To Scarlet.) Don’t take it personally, dear. He has an underdeveloped sense of humanity.

Will: (Sitting back down) I’m very sorry, dear. Were you saying something?

Scarlet: Nothing. Nothing at all.

Chris: I was just telling her that if she ever wakes up one day and wonders what she ever saw in you, I’ll be right here waiting for her.

(Rachel clears her throat quite loudly, to get everyone’s attention.)

Rachel: Since everyone’s done eating, I think we can get down to planning for the funeral. (She opens a notebook and begins to read.) Now, this is what we have so far. He had set up an account to cater for the expenses, so there won’t be any committee meetings, except for the planning committee which is, well, us. Now, we’ll go pick the body from the morgue when?? and take it to the crematorium. After it’s cremated we’ll bring the ashes here for the service before scattering  them in the garden.

Will: Here? You want the service to happen here!?

Rachel: Yes, Will, dad didn’t want to be buried, he wanted to be cremated and have his ashes scattered across our farm. Also, he didn’t want a church service. No pastor either, not really anyway. He wanted...one of us to lead his funeral service. And he wanted it to happen here.

Will: (Exasperated) I understand dad was always a little...eccentric. But let’s be honest with each other now. He’s dead. He will never know how he was buried, and even if there was a way for him to find out, I’m sure where he’s gone he has bigger problems than how he was put in the ground.

Rachel: I understand your reticence, Will. I really do. But this is his last will and testament. It’s a legally enforceable document. It must be obeyed.

Will: But if we decide to do things our own way, who will report us anyway. Honestly, who will complain? We’re all he had left anyway. 
 Chris: Why are you talking like this is the first time you’re hearing all this stuff? She sent an email with all of it like three days ago.
Will: I’m sorry, I’ve been very busy and_
Chris: Oh, yes. Busy. That’s always your excuse.
Will: I’m sorry, Chris. But I don’t have the luxury of spending my days staggering from bar to bar high on second generation alcohol.
(Rachel clears her throat loudly to get everyone’s attention again.)
Rachel: Alright, the discussion has gotten just a little heated, so why don’t we talk about something else. Will, what have you been up to since we last met?
Will: Well, as I’m sure you all read in the newspapers, Nokla’s computers division made record profits last quarter. Shareholders got huge dividends, everyone got a bonus, the board was extremely happy. Now, what you didn’t read in the newspapers is that the CEO is retiring in about three months. They’ve been interviewing candidates from both inside and outside the company for some weeks now. Nothing has been made official yet, nothing should be official for several weeks at least. But there are very strong rumours that it will be me. I asked one of the board’s members, confidentially, to call me when they arrive at a decision, he should be calling me any day now.
Rachel: Wow, congratulations.
Will: Yes, and that’s why I’ve been so busy. I’ve been getting my likely replacement up to speed on how we do things in the computer division. Waking up before cock-crow to beat the traffic, spending late nights in the office. It’s been quite hectic. 
Chris: So, I just have one question for our lovely (trying to remember her name) Scarlet, are you his incoming girlfriend or his outgoing girlfriend?
Will: What are you trying to say, Chris?
Chris: Relax, I’m just trying to educate the girl. (To Scarlet) Now, what you have to understand is there are levels. New job, new social status, new car, new girlfriend. It’s the circle of life. There was college girlfriend, medium level management girlfriend, head of division girlfriend, now there’s CEO girlfriend. I just want to know whether you’re his head of division girlfriend or his CEO girlfriend. 
Scarlet, unable to believe how greatly she’s been insulted, gets up and leaves.
Chris: Well, I guess we all know now why I’m not married. (He laughs hysterically at his own joke. Everyone else just stares at him.)
(The doorbell rings)
Nancy: (offstage) I’ll get it!
A second later, a young lady walks in. She looks dusty and exhausted and her face has a vulnerable, innocent look. It is the last born of the family, Zoe.
Zoe: (shyly) Hello, everyone. It’s me. 
(They are all dumbstruck for a moment, before Rachel remembers her manners and gets up to hug Zoe.)
Rachel: Wow, I was starting to wonder if you were really planning on coming tonight.
Zoe: So was I.
Will: I need to get some water. 
Will exits. Rachel motions for Zoe to take a seat, which she does.
Rachel: You look good. You look... ahem, how’s the church?
Zoe: Oh, I don’t work at Eastlands Baptist anymore. I’m a missionary now in the DRC. I work with victims of sexual abuse, especially children. It’s a real issue over there.
Rachel: Is it something you like doing?
Zoe: Yes, I love it. For the first time in my life I’m able to use my experience to do someone else some good. God really did work what happened to me for good.
Will returns, glass of water in hand.
Rachel: That’s awesome...Will, she was telling us what she does nowadays. She works with victims of sexual abuse, helping them heal from the wounds. Isn’t that wonderful?
Will: Yes, it is. Unfortunately, I’m utterly exhausted, so if you’ll excuse me, I’d like to head to bed.
Chris: Yeah, I’m tired too. And since we have a long day tomorrow, with the cremation and all, maybe it’s best if we just all head to bed.
Zoe: Well, I guess...I guess you’re right. Goodnight Will. Goodnight Chris.
Will and Chris both exit.
Zoe: They’ve still never forgiven me, have they?
Rachel: No.
Zoe: You know I always thought if I stayed away for long enough they eventually would. But it’s been, what, eight years since I last saw either of them. Since the trial. Maybe they never will. (Pauses) No one ever sits at the chair at the head of the table, eh? It’s still his chair, even in death. The same way this is still his house and we’re all still his kids. Or at least you are. I’m pretty sure he disowned me. Sorry, it was a very long journey. I guess I’m just tired. Goodnight.
Zoe exits. Rachel is left by herself, staring at the empty chair that used to be her father’s for a moment, before exiting herself.
Scene 3
It’s the next morning. Zoe is sitting at the table eating a bowl of cereal and praying. She seems to be silently weeping. Nancy comes in.
Nancy: Good morning, madam. Would you like some_ sorry, I hadn’t noticed you’re (she starts to leave, thinks better of it, comes back.) Are you alright, madam?
Zoe: Yes. I’m fine. It’s just a little overwhelming being back in this house...May I ask a question, Nancy?
Nancy: Yes, madam, of course.
Zoe: Please, just call me Zoe.
Nancy: It’s a pretty name...life. Yes, I’ll call you that.
Zoe: Yes, I’d like that. Now for my question. Did she ever talk about me?
Nancy: Your mother? Yes, she talked about all her children, but you most of all.
Zoe: (Shocked and a little frightened) Really? What did she say?
Nancy: That she was sorry. That she loved you. That she hadn’t done the right thing. That she should have protected you. I never asked what from. It wasn’t my place to. But she died wishing she could have had a chance to ask forgiveness.
Zoe: Thank you. Thank you very much.
Nancy: You’re welcome, Zoe.
Nancy exits. Zoe goes back to praying, this time with a smile on her face, though she wipes a tear from time to time. Chris comes in and takes a sip from his bottle before he sees her seated there.
Chris: Hi, I didn’t see you there. (He walks up to her) What are you doing? Hello. Hellooooo. (He starts waving his hand in front of her face.)
Zoe: Amen. Sorry, I was praying. What were you saying?
Chris: You were, ahem. Sorry about that. I hope God won’t hit me with a bolt of lightning or anything else like that as a punishment for interrupting.
A piercing scream rends the air. A few moments later, Scarlet runs into the room. She has curlers in her hair and, for the first time, she’s not wearing any makeup.
Scarlet: Oh my God! Oh my God! There’s a rat! There’s a rat!
Will enters calmly, heedless of her screams.
Will: Morning everyone, trust you all slept well.
Scarlet: Did you see it, Will? Did you see the rat?
Will: It was a cockroach, dear. A very big, but otherwise harmless, cockroach.
Rachel enters, yawning, rubbing her eyes and generally looking very sleepy.
Rachel: Morning, everyone. I was worried the house had caught fire.
Scarlet: You saw it, right? Tell me you saw it? You must have seen it.
(Rachel looks genuinely bewildered.)
Will: Ignore her. Let’s get some breakfast.
Chris, Will and Rachel start to head to the kitchen. 
Zoe: Wait, before everyone gets their breakfast, there’s something I’d like us all to look at. (She takes some A4 papers from the table and hands one to each of them.)
Chris: (after looking at the paper) ‘The Honest Letters Project’? What on earth is that?
Zoe: It’s a therapeutic tool that we sometimes use in the organization that I work for. It helps people who have lost loved ones come to terms with their loss and find some measure of closure. It’s a way to say all those things you always wanted to tell the deceased but never gathered the courage to. You write all those things in a letter to them. Then we all come together in a ceremony and burn our letters, to signify letting go of the past. Those who want to read their letters aloud can do so if they wish.
Rachel: I think that’s a really good idea.
Chris: I’m game if everyone else is.
Will: I hope you all enjoy yourselves. 
He starts heading towards the kitchen. 
Rachel: Will! I think this is something you should really do.
Will: He’s dead Rachel. HE IS DEAD. Writing letters to him won’t bring him back.
Zoe: The letters aren’t meant to communicate to him, they’re meant to talk to us. It’s about letting go of the burdens you carried around your whole life up. 
Will: But you already unburdened yourself, didn’t you? On the witness stand of a court of law, in front of the whole world, you said everything you had to say.
Rachel: Will!
Zoe: It’s ok, Rachel. You’ve never forgiven me, have you Will?
Will: It’s not about forgiveness. He was our father. 
Will exits.
Rachel: I’m sorry Zoe. Will is...I don’t even know what to say.
Chris: Possessed by the devil.
Zoe: Well I guess it’s just the three of us. Which brings me to the second thing I wanted us to do. On top of writing letters to him, I wanted us to write letters to each other. Absolutely honest letters, where you say everything you’ve always wanted to but have never gotten the courage to. Letters where you write like there’s no tomorrow, like the person you’re writing to might be dead in a day.
Chris: Like I said, I’m game if everyone else is.
Rachel: Alright, let’s do that then. And when will we burn them?
Zoe: At the service I suppose. It will be fitting. “Ashes to ashes, dust to dust.” And then we burn the letters to ashes. Yes, it will be quite fitting.
Chris exits.
Rachel: Oh, and one last thing. You’ll be leading the funeral service. I haven’t told any of the others though, because I don’t think they’ll be too happy about it. 
Zoe: Are you sure that’s a good idea. Don’t you think there’s already enough conflict between the four of us? This will just create more.
Rachel: I agree, but we can’t exactly get out of it. It’s in his will.
Zoe: (Shocked) What!? 
Rachel: That’s how I reacted too. But yes, it’s in his will. He specifically said he wants to be cremated, and that you should be the one to lead the memorial service accompanying the scattering of the ashes. I guess it was his way of saying sorry.
Rachel and Zoe exit.
ACT II
Scene 1
Nancy is working: sweeping the floor, wiping the table and chairs, etc. She’s humming happily to herself as she works. In comes Scarlet, dressed in her pyjamas, yawning.
Nancy: Good morning, madam.
Scarlet: Good morning, Nancy. You can call me by my name if you want. Scarlet. That is, if it’s alright with you. (Pauses) There’s something I wanted to ask, Nancy. What’s wrong with this family? (Nancy stops working, looks her straight in the eye.) I hope that didn’t offend you. No, what I meant was...well...they don’t seem to like each other very much. What happened?
Nancy: Miss Scarlet, I’ve only worked here for about three years. By the time I started, it’s only Miss Rachel who used to come visit. Whatever happened was before my time.
Scarlet: Wait. You said it’s only Rachel who used to visit. I thought Rachel lives here.
Nancy: When I started she didn’t.
Scarlet: Who did?
Nancy: (Pointing at the photo of their mother) She did. Her name was Joan. She was their mother.
Scarlet: Tell me about her.
Nancy: Oh, Miss Scarlet it’s not my place to_
Scarlet: Please Nancy.
Nancy: Alright...She was sixty three years old when I started. The years hadn’t been kind to her. She was shortsighted, deaf, got memory lapses and had a bad case of arthritis. And she was bitter. Her husband hadn’t been a kind man, he’d done some things that she never spoke of. Things that made her ashamed. He spent some time in prison, and after he was released he never lived here. That’s all I ever found out really. I was her employee, Miss Scarlet, not her daughter. If you want to know more ask Miss Rachel.
Scarlet: (Laughs) No, I doubt she’d tell me anything. Haven’t you noticed, Nancy; I’m an outsider here. Few of them like me, none of them respect me, not even Will. He never speaks up for me. He barely speaks to me. No Nancy, I think you’re my only friend here.
Will enters. 
Nancy: Morning Mr. Will.
Will: I hope you haven’t forgotten what we agreed about the proper way to address me.
Nancy: I’m sorry. Good morning...sir.
Scarlet: Leave her alone, Will. 
Will: Good morning Nancy. (To Scarlet) I’m just educating her, darling. (Kisses her on the cheek) I hope you slept well.
Scarlet: I tried to, but there was a big, hairy gorilla next to me that kept kicking and pushing and stealing the blanket.
Will: Ouch! What did I do to deserve that?
Scarlet: Nothing. Nothing at all. You didn’t do anything.
Will: (Taking her in his arms) You know I love it when you repeat yourself like that. (She pushes him away.)
Scarlet: Sorry, Will. No luck today.
Will: Does the prisoner at least get to find out why he’s being executed?
Scarlet: Yesterday, when I saw that rat - and don’t try to tell me it was a cockroach; it was a rat! - when I saw that rat, and I came down screaming, do you remember what you told me?
Will: Let’s not get into this, dear. Not this early in the morning, at least.
Scarlet: Oh, stop it. In your opinion, it’s never the right time to discuss things that matter to me. Well, at least tell me this. Why did you say that?
Will: Because I didn’t want Rachel to feel like we were criticizing her housekeeping skills, or those of Nancy.
Scarlet: And you decided to do that at my expense? Didn’t you care how that made me feel? Do you care about me at all?
Will: Stop being silly Scarlet, you know_
Scarlet: Am I really being silly, Will? I can’t help but think of what your brother asked me the night we arrived, over dinner_
Will: Oh, God. Scarlet, don’t take him seriously. He was just...being himself.
Scarlet: (Ignoring his pleas) He asked if I was CEO girlfriend or head of division girlfriend. Well, which am I, Will?
Will: Let’s not let my brother’s foolish jokes come between us, dear. 
(Scarlet begins to say something, but at that exact moment his phone rings and he takes it.)
Will: Hello, Martin... What?... The deal has to happen... Yes, but I can’t come. I have to be here. We’re burying my father.
(Scarlet grabs the phone from his ear, absolutely livid.)
Scarlet: You’ll be sleeping alone from now on, Will. At least until CEO girlfriend comes along.
Scarlet angrily throws the phone on the table and exits. Will picks it up again and stares after her for a moment, caught between following her and finishing his phone conversation. He decides on the latter.
Will: Sorry about that. You were saying. But I can’t leave now, we’re burying my father tomorrow. I’m sorry, but I can’t...Fine, I’ll come. Alright I’ll see you in a few hours.
Will exits. While he’s out Rachel enters, holding a sheaf of A4 papers in her hand. She sits down at the table and begins reading one of them intently. Chris enters.
Chris: Morning, Rachel. Or good afternoon, if you’re in Japan.
Rachel: (Hardly looking up from the paper) Hi.
Chris: Wow, that must be quite something you’re reading. Mind if I take a look?
Rachel: Oh, no. You can’t. It’s Will’s letter. I shouldn’t show it to anyone before he gets to hear it tomorrow.
Will enters, carrying his travel bag from the previous day hastily stuffed with clothes.
Will: Good morning, Rachel. Good morning, Chris. I hope you both slept well. 
Chris: Will, I hadn’t realized you’re leaving so soon.
Will: I have to. Mombasa called, there’s a crisis. One of our containers has been delayed at the port. I have to go and sort out the whole issue.
(On hearing this, Rachel looks up for the first time.)
Rachel: You’re leaving?
Will: Yes, Rachel. I’m very, very sorry. I would have stayed if I could but...
Chris: It’s alright, Will. We understand. You don’t own your soul anymore; you sold it a long time ago.
Chris pats Will on the shoulder and then exits.
Rachel: I can’t believe you’re doing this to us, Will. We’re your family.
Will: I know. And trust me, I am deeply sorry. But you’re a doctor, surely you understand. When you’re about to take dinner, and then you get a call saying there’s an emergency, a matter of life and death_
Rachel: I tell them family comes first.
Will: We both know that’s not what you’d say.
Rachel: We’re your family, Will! Your family. I watched you grow up, took care of you as a child.
Will: Why don’t we talk about this when you’re not being so emotional.
(Rachel takes a deep breath, trying to gain control of herself)
Rachel: Fine, you’re leaving. I understand. Well, I might as well show you my letter to you since you won’t get a chance to hear it at the service.
Will: I might make it back in time, Rachel. Who knows? Mombasa isn’t that far away, if the whole container issue doesn’t take too long...
(She hands him the letter.)
Will: (Reading) ‘Dear Will, It’s me, Rachel. I know we haven’t kept in touch as much as we should have over the last few years. Time has a way of separating even the closest friends. You were always the one I felt closest to growing up. Partly because we were so close in age, mainly because we were similar in personality. We were both ambitious, driven people. We still are. But when I look at you now, Will, I see something that scares me. Your ambition consumes you. It’s eaten your soul until there’s no room left for compassion, for love, for mercy, for forgiveness_’. I’m sorry Rachel, but what can I say? Duty calls.
Will exits.


Scene 2
Chris, Zoe and Rachel are sitting at the table. Scarlet is sitting on the chair she sat on in scene 1, but she’s moved it from the table to somewhere by the wall where she’s sitting, separate from the others. Nancy is next to her standing. The chair at the head of the table is, as always, empty. This time there’s also a large urn placed there, at the head of the table.
Rachel: (standing) Thank you all for making it for the service today. I’m sorry, but Will won’t be joining us today. He had other pressing engagements elsewhere.  I know all of you can think of a thousand other places you’d rather be right now. We’ll do something of a short service, then we’ll read the letters, then we’ll go outside and scatter the ashes. Alright? Now, among the many specifics dad left in his will was who he wanted to lead the service today. Zoe.
(There’s a collective feeling of shock. Rachel sits down.)
Chris: Well, it looks like the old man had one saved one last surprise for us.
Zoe: (Standing) Hi everyone. I know Rachel called this a service, but I really don’t have that much to say. I’ll just read a short scripture and pray. Luke 23:39-43: “One of the criminals who hung there hurled insults at him: ‘Aren’t you the Christ? Save yourself and us! But the other criminal rebuked him. ‘Don’t you fear God,’ he said, ‘since you are under the same sentence? We are punished justly, for we are getting what our deeds deserve. But this man has done nothing wrong.’ Then he said ‘Jesus, remember me when you come into your kingdom.’ Jesus answered him, ‘I tell you the truth, today you will be with me in paradise.” I’m not going to come here and say I know dad is in heaven, looking down on us in love. Our father was an evil, evil man most of his life. All I can say is that until his very last breath, he had the opportunity to repent. Let’s pray. (All close their eyes except Will.) Dearest father in heaven, thank you for the father you gave us on earth. Thank you for the life and the years that you so generously gave him. And thank you most of all, that at the end of his life he realized it was all for nothing and asked forgiveness for his sins. Your name be praised. Amen. (Sits down.)
Rachel: (Standing) Thank you for that beautiful Bible reading and prayer. Now, to the second part: the letters. Is there anyone who’d like to read their letter. Or do we just burn our letters without reading them?
Zoe: (as she stands up) No, let me read mine first. She takes a crumpled piece of paper out of her pocket and begins to read: “Dear dad, Zoe here. I know we haven’t spoken in more than eight years, not even when you were on your deathbed. I know it’s quite cowardly of me to wait until after you’ve died to talk to you. I’m sorry. I’m writing this letter because I need to tell you that I forgive you. When I was twelve years old you raped me. It was the most evil, despicable thing you could ever have done. I spent years of my life wondering what I did to deserve what you did to me. I thought maybe if I’d been a more obedient girl, if I hadn’t spent so long talking to my friends, if I was better with the housework, then I wouldn’t have deserved what happened. I forgive you for making me feel that way, dad. After years of searching for the truth I now know why you did what you did. It’s because you were a sinner, dad, a sinner in need of a saviour. I can only pray that you found him. But this letter isn’t just about forgiving you. It’s also about asking forgiveness. I put you in prison, dad, for what you did to me, thinking it would erase the past and make me feel better. It only broke our family more. I was angry, I hated you. I wished you would rot in hell. I’m sorry. Your daughter, Zoe.
(There’s respectful silence for a moment, then Chris starts enthusiastically clapping. All look at him with surprise.)
Rachel: Chris!
Chris: What? It was a really touching performance. 
Rachel: (To the others) I’m sorry, everyone. He’s a little tipsy.
Chris: Rachel my dear, I am not tipsy, I am drunk. But then again did you really expect me to come to the funeral of this old bastard sober. Now I’d like to say something, so if I may have the floor. (Standing) Old man, it’s your son Chris, the one you used to chase around the house every day with that whip of yours, you remember? The one you made out of an old belt and some plastic strips. You were the worst father in the history of ...fathers. I hope you rot in hell.
(He sits down. There’s a moment of uncomfortable silence. )
Will enters stage unannounced, stands by the entrance without making his presence known.
Rachel: (Standing) Well, I guess it’s my turn, then. I really struggled trying to figure out what to say in this letter. Maybe it’s because I was the firstborn, but I feel I had it a lot easier than everyone else. Anyway, when whatever I had to say finally decided to come out, it came out as a poem. I would say I hope you like it, but well... 		(She reads the poem)
(Chris claps enthusiastically again, and everyone tries to ignore him.)
Zoe: Now I guess we can have our final prayer before going out into the garden to scatter the ashes.
Will: I have something to say. (Everyone turns to him startled) Or rather, something to read.
Rachel: Will! I thought you were in Mombasa.
Chris: How was the devil, Will? I hope you told him I said hello.
Will: The container issue didn’t take as long to sort out as I’d expected, so, well...here I am.
Will walks up to the head of the table and stands by the urn. He takes a notebook out of his pocket and begins to read.
Will: Father, what was it ever going to take for you to love me?
Chris: You should have tried killing yourself!
Will: (Ignoring him) That’s what I spent my whole childhood wondering. I was always the smartest, the best at sports, the one who was in the choir. But that never seemed to please you. Nothing was ever enough to please you, or even get you attention. When I won that scholarship after standard eight, I brought you the certificate. I ran to the living room and tried to show it to you, but you were too busy watching TV. You never even looked at it. All I ever wanted was your acceptance. What did I need to do to get it, dad? (Pause) One day when I was in the university, I got a phone call. They said you had been arrested. They told me what you were being accused of. I didn’t believe them. I thought you were a good man, a kind, hardworking man who loved his family and _
(Without warning, Chris stands and snatches the letter from Will’s hand.)
Chris: Enough rubbish for one day, I think.
Will: Chris, give me the letter!
Chris: Boo-hoo-hoo little boy’s sad his dad was watching TV. You should be glad you weren’t his toy like them or his football like I was, getting kicked all over the place.
(Will tries to get the letter. There’s a struggle between the two. The urn gets tipped and falls on the ground, scattering the ashes of their father all over the floor.)
Rachel: Stop it! This is his funeral! He deserves some respect.
(Will lets himself be shoved away.)
Chris: Respect? This is all the respect he deserves. (He stomps violently all over the ashes.) Stop talking like he was an angel. He was the very devil of hell. Hell. We all know that’s where he is right now. Stop talking as if he isn’t.
Chris exits.
Rachel: Nancy, please get us the broom and the dustpan from the kitchen. 
Nancy exits. 
Scene 3
It’s night. The stage is in darkness. For the first time there is someone seated at the head of the table. It’s a man in a suit, recognizable from the photos on the sideboard as their late father, Ebenezer. He’s sitting with his head down, perfectly motionless. Chris enters with a yawn and switches on the light.
Ebenezer: Hello Christopher.
Chris: (Startled) What! Oh, it’s you, Will. You startled me.
 Ebenezer: I am not Will.
Chris: Will stop joking...It’s not funny, Will...You’re not Will are you?...Who are you.
Ebenezer: You know who I am.
Chris: No I don’t, unless...O my God, but you’re dead. How are you here? What are you a ghost? A dream? A figment of my imagination? (No response) You’re not here. You’re not real. None of this is real. I’m asleep. I’m dreaming. You’re not real.
Ebenezer: How can you hate something that isn’t real?
Chris: What do I hate? You? I don’t hate you. I’m indifferent towards you. You don’t exist for me. You’re nothing more than a distant, bad memory.
Ebenezer: You’re lying. You hate me. You are like your brother. Your every thought is dominated by me. Everywhere you go you carry me around. Everything you do you first ask my permission. I am your god.
Chris: But you’re dead. They scattered your ashes this afternoon. Why am I even having this conversation with you?
Ebenezer: As long as you hate me, I will never die. 
Chris: Then I’ll stop hating you. (Ebenezer starts laughing, quietly at first, but louder and more uncontrollably as Chris continues to talk.) Why are you laughing? I’ll just start loving you. It’ll be easy. I love you. You see, wasn’t that easy? I love you. I love you. I love you. I...I...I hate you. Why are you laughing? Can’t you stop laughing?
Ebenezer: You see. You can’t stop hating. It comes too naturally for you. 
Chris: I can change. I know I can change.
Ebenezer: You think I never tried to change? Every day I promised myself that I would wake up the next day a different man. And every morning I woke up the same.
Chris: You’re a liar. Why should I believe you? You raped your own children. You beat the hell out of me almost every day. I hope you’re burning in hell right now.
Ebenezer: Keep talking like that and you will soon be joining me. 
Ebenezer gets up and exits the stage. Chris runs after him hoping to stop him but he’s gone before he can get to him. Chris, in utter disbelief, sits down on the stage and lays his head in his hands. A moment later, Zoe enters, yawning.
Zoe: Morning, Chris. Why are you up so early? (No response) Well, don’t worry. I couldn’t sleep either. I heard you talking to someone. Is there anyone around?
Chris: I...I don’t know.
Zoe: What’s wrong? You look like you’ve seen a ghost. (Chris laughs) Wow, I guess I should consider leaving the ministry for a career in stand-up. 
Zoe goes and sits next to Chris.
Zoe: Hey, what’s wrong? You can talk to me, Chris. I know a lot of crazy stuff has happened in this family but...you can still talk to me.
Chris: I just want to be free ...of all the hatred. 
Zoe: Jesus can set you free.
Chris: Pretty words.
Zoe: No, Chris. Not just words. Transformation. (Pause) You want to hear more about it? (Chris nods) Let’s get some tea then.
Scene 4
Will is sitting at his usual chair looking quite mournful. Chris enters carrying a Bible in his hand.
Will: Good morning, Chris. I hope you slept well.
Chris: (Smiling) Morning. Have you ever noticed that you always  say that: “Good morning. I hope you slept well.”
Will: (Taking offense) Yes, what’s wrong with that?
Chris: Nothing. Nothing at all. I was just pointing the fact out. (After a pause) Are you alright?
Will: Yes, I’m fine. I’m absolutely perfect. 
(Chris sits down at his usual seat, bows his head and prays silently.)
Will: What are you doing?
Chris: (After finishing) I was praying.
Will: I didn’t know you do that.
Chris: It’s a recent development. And you, what brings you down so early?
Will: I couldn’t sleep.
Chris: Sorry. And Scarlet? Still sleeping like a baby?
Will: No.
Chris: She’s up getting ready then? What’s wrong?
Will: She’s gone.
Chris: I’m sorry. Do you want to talk about it?
Will: No.
(Chris shrugs, then opens the Bible and starts reading.)
Will: I will die alone.
Chris: What makes you say that.
Will: I cannot love. I’m simply incapable of it. I feel nothing for any human being, be they family, friend or anything else. That’s why she left. That’s why they always leave. That’s why you hate me. That’s why Rachel fears for my soul. That’s why I can’t forgive Zoe for sending our father to prison.
(Chris says nothing. He simply walks up to the sideboard and picks up one of the photos.)
Chris: You remember this one?
Will: I’m not sure. How old were you in that one? Seven, eight?
Chris: I was six years old. This photo was taken in the morning, and in the afternoon we went to the river.
Will: Oh, yes. I’m starting to remember now.  I was ten years old; you were six. We went swimming in the river, and then...and then...
Chris: But I went too far in, and the current started to sweep me away. You dived in after me, grabbed me and swam to shore, pulling both of us. I would have drowned without you there. Now, you can’t tell me you didn’t love me when you pulled me out of the river. You’re capable of love, Will, but there’s something inside that stops you from actually loving. That’s what I’ve been learning since last night, Will There’s something inside each of us that stops us from being good.
(Will’s phone rings. He lets it ring a few times, unwilling to end the conversation.)
Chris: Don’t let it own your soul anymore, Will. 
Will: Duty calls.
Will reluctantly answers the phone. He exits. Chris is left on stage all alone.
THE END
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