
WYMONDHAM ABBEY THE ANGEL SCRIPT 

 

ANGELS: The dance of birth to death 

 The dance of birth to death 

 Stone pillars 

  Curved carved roof 

 The dance of birth to death 

 The slope of angles 

 Blessed light 

 The dance of birth to death 

 The dance of birth to death. 

  

ST. EDMUND There is everything here 

 Sanctuary for the soul 

 Comfort for children 

 A place of architects and angels. 

 

ANGELS Majestic space 

 Candles 

 Whisper a prayer 

 Graves under the floor. 

 

NINIAN The movement of stories 

 Trapped in glass panes 

 Shafts of light illuminate the passing 

 Of history 

We think time is as hard and solid as these ancient 
walls. 

 

ST. EDMUND But that would be a mistake. 

 This is a place of architects and angels. 



 The angels have been here as long as the stones. 

 Longer than I… 

 

ANGELS: Saint Edmund, a good king, a man who cared for 
the  poor. 

 

ST. EDMUND Angels I have come to know… 

 

ANGEL AMBER Hello, my name is Amber.  I am an angel.  

 Although I have wings I do not use them. 

 I enjoy walking. 

 I bring peace and joy to the church. 

  I am very happy here. 

 I do not sleep or rest because I never run out of 
energy. 

 It’s lonely down here in the stone corners 

When my friends are sleeping on the windowsills. 

I am only 8 and my friends are thousands of years 
old. 

I died of a disease of allergicism. 

I have only been here a few months but I have 
picked up a few things about how to survive.  

I catch the tears that fall. 

It is very warm at night because the abbey has 
central heating. 

 

NINIAN: I had a dream, a vision, it’s an architect’s thing. 

 

ST. EDMUND  Angels are constant, architects bring change. 

 

ANGEL EMERALD  My name is Angel Emerald.  I live in the abbey. 

  I am 1,526 years old. 



  I am a bright jewel that shines in the sky.  

  I make rock cakes out of sand and hope. I give 
them to architects who put them in the wall.   

  I died in battle because I got shot with an arrow. 

  Now, I shine a healing light and sleep on mallow 
clouds. 

 

 NINIAN: I had an idea to build a great screen with 63 angels in it 

 

ANGEL SHADOW My name is Shadow and I am scared of everything. 

But I like looking at all the flowers people bring for 
funerals and weddings. 

I live in a tree house outside the abbey and 
sometimes  

I come to the abbey with my friends. 

 

St. EDMUND: I watched the angels gather around the architect, 
invisible, willing him to capture their faces 

 

ANGEL HILDA My name is Hilda. I am an angel and I am invisible. 

  I watch old ladies come into the abbey, unsteady on 
their feet.  

  Before I became an angel I was a girl who danced 
among the trees,  

  I am 37 years old. I died because I grew up hungry. 
My parents had died of a disease of the forest. 

  It’s well I sit next to old ladies. Sometimes I am sat 
upon when I sleep on the pillows and hassocks. 

 

ST, EDMUND: The designer with his orders… 

 

NINIAN:  Maybe a little gold there and some silver there and 
obviously some copper under that.  Yes, that will 
showcase my work beautifully. 



 

ANGELS A man with a BLUEPRINT. 

 

NINIAN:  Oh no – definitely not – remove that immediately. I want 
gold, pure gold. Ugh and that needs to go. 

  This is my vision of heaven.  We need to make this 
possible. 

 

ST. EDMUND What does he think he’s doing?  All that money going to 
waste! It could be used to help the poor instead. The 
abbey doesn’t need gold, simple is best. 

 

NINIAN  Oh this grand establishment – this stone of Caen.  We 
must restore it. 

 

ANGELS CUT, MOULD, GILD AND POLISH  

 

NINIAN  The angles so angelic – the pure beauty of it all brings 
tears to my eyes. 

 

ST. EDMUND His vision of Heaven?  What about what anyone else wants? 

   What we, the saints want… 

 

ANGELS  FELIX, ETHELREDA, FURSTY, JULIAN, HUGH AND 
EDMUND 

 

ST. EDMUND My vision of Heaven is where everyone understands that a 
church is not a grand building where everyone meets, it is the 
people who make it a church. 

 People caring and loving God more than they could ever love 
the value of gold. 

 Just the history of all in this abbey brings a greater value. 

 

NINIAN My work is an act for others. Unity by inclusion. 



 

ST. EDMUND His angels are beyond beauty. There are hours of work carving 
all these details. It has definitely paid off.  He does have some 
sense but still it is unacceptable to put gold in our simple and 
majestic abbey.  

 

ANGELS: There was a delay. The First World War. 

 Men of Wymondham 

   Sign Up        
  

 Fight 

 Trench 

 Letters home 

 Death 

 Grief struck the angels dumb. 

 

NINIAN The gilding might be delayed but it will be done. My dream will 
come true and now there is a greater reason. 

 

ANGELS: To remember, remember, remember… 

 

NINIAN My screen in memory of those who gave their lives. 

 

ANGELS To remember, remember, remember… 

 

ST. EDMUND I watched Ninian work to build his golden altar screen 

 While outside a terrible war was raging.  I thought he was 
oblivious to the conflict, I wondered if his golden altar would ever 
be finished and meanwhile men died, women mourned, children 
cried. 

 

ANGELS Remember, remember, remember… 

 



St. EDMUND I saw that here was a man with a good thought. I imagined the 
people who had lost their loved ones through war would be 
thankful that here was a shining screen in memory. 

 At last I understood. 

 

ANGELS It took St. Edmund quite a while 

 

NINIAN It was 1934. 

 

ANGELS to find a man with a legacy to leave 

 

NINIAN There was a legacy, money had arrived, the gold was applied. 

 

ST. EDMUND And everything was set and the abbey was alive with light. 

 

ALL The dance of birth to death 

 The dance of birth to death  

 Stone pillars 

 Curved carved roof 

 The dance of birth to death 

 The slope of angles 

 Blessed light 

 The dance of birth to death 

 The dance of birth to death. 

 

The children who took part in the Word Orchestra Project at Wymondham Abbey as 
part of the Wymondham Words Literary Festival. 


