
   [image: cover]


   
      
         
      [image: alt]
    

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            WINSOME PINNOCK

            One Under

         

         
            
               
[image: ]
               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

            
        
        Original Production
      

         

         One Under in its original version was first presented as part of the 2004–5 ‘New Writing for New Audiences’ season at the Tricycle Theatre, London, on 7 February 2005. The cast was as follows:

         
             

         

         Christine  Adie Allen

         Zoe  Doreene Blackstock

         Cyrus  Brian Bovell

         Sonny  Daon Broni

         Ernest  Geoffrey Burton

         Nella  Lynn Farleigh

         Aleysha  Sarah Ozeke

         Mags  Louise Yates

         
             

         

         Director  Jennie Darnell

         Designer  Matthew Wright

         Lighting Designer  Matthew Eagland

         Sound Designer  Fergus O’Hare

      

   


   
      
         

            
        
        Graeae Revival
      

         

         One Under in this revised version was first presented at the Theatre Royal, Plymouth, on Thursday 17 October 2019. The cast was as follows:

         
             

         

         Cyrus  Stanley J. Browne

         Sonny  Reece Pantry

         Christine  Clare-Louise English

         Nella  Shenagh Govan

         Zoe  Evlyne Oyedokun

         
             

         

         Director  Amit Sharma

         Designer  Amelia Jane Hankin

         Producer  Kate Baiden

         Lighting Designer  Tanya Joelle Stephenson

         Sound Designer  Beth Duke

         Movement Director  Angela Gasparetto

         Casting Director  Sarah Hughes

         Assistant Director  Stephen Bailey

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         
            Cyrus 

a train driver

            Mags 

a train driver

            
        Sonny 
      

            Zoe 

Sonny’s foster-sister

            Nella 

Zoe and Sonny’s adoptive mother

            
        Christine
      

         

         
      
    

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            Bereavement can overshadow life: the dead can destroy the living.

            
                

            

            
        Joanna Briscoe
        
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               ONE UNDER

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               PROLOGUE

            

         

         An office at an underground station. Cyrus sits in a chair, his head in his hands, and Mags stands next to him. She has a walkie-talkie which gives out white noise every now and then, which she ignores.

         
            Mags   She hears the train coming, thinks this is it. No images from her life flashing in front of her, only the dark and the sound of the train bearing down on her like thunder. All of a sudden a thunderbolt slices through her head. Her brain explodes. Then nothing. Silence. (Slight pause.) She was one of the lucky ones: Landed under the pit between the tracks. She said the worst bit was when she had to climb back out on to the platform again. In front of all those people. Embarrassing. Funny thing is she’s happy these days: married, two kids. She can’t remember why she wanted to do it in the first place. What’s the chances of that happening?

            Cyrus   Where’s Ian?

            Mags   He’ll be up in a minute.

            Cyrus   You said that half an hour ago. I’m going.

            Mags   You’re not allowed down there. Standard procedure.

            Cyrus   I wanna know what’s going on.

            Mags   You can’t. The police are on their way up.

            Cyrus   Police?

            Mags   Like I said, it’s standard procedure.

            Cyrus   Fuck.

            Mags   By the law of averages it should have happened to you years ago. I’ve had three. First one freaked me out; by the third I was grateful for the time off. Wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy. It’s no joke, is it?

            Cyrus   What do they want? The police?

            Mags   They’ll have to take a statement. Everything you can remember.

            Cyrus   I can’t remember nothing.

            Mags   It’ll come back to you. They’ll want to make sure there wasn’t any foul play.

            Cyrus   I sounded the alarm.

            Mags   Someone might have pushed him.

            Cyrus   I can’t remember.

            Mags   Just make it up. It’s all in a day’s work for them.

            Cyrus   He fell.

            Mags   Don’t tell them that, Cy. There’ll have to be an inquiry if you tell them that.

            Cyrus   Collapsed.

            Mags   You can always tell when they’re gonna do it, can’t you? It’s like the crowd parts and they’re standing there on their own and it’s just you and them – just for a split second.

            Cyrus   Waved at me. Maybe he recognised me.

            Mags   Don’t be daft. He’s sick. Why else would he bring the whole of London to a standstill.

            Cyrus   Picked me out or something.

            Mags   People like that are always on the lookout for an opportunity to create havoc. Attention-seekers.

            Cyrus   He was young.

            Mags   Bloody snowflake.

            Cyrus   Shut up, Mags, please. Sorry-sorry. I can’t hear meself.

            
               He gets up, paces.

            

            Mags   It’s a well-oiled machine down there, Cy. The minute it happens the place is heaving with people doing jobs you never knew existed. Go down there in an hour it’ll be like nothing happened.

            Cyrus   He might be one of the lucky ones.

            Mags   I don’t think …

            Cyrus   I’ll bet he was embarrassed climbing out of that pit. He’ll be filthy. Will you stay, Mags? When they come up?

            Mags   Course I will.

            Cyrus   I won’t remember everything, see.

            Mags   I’ll tell them what you told me.

            Cyrus   About him waving an’ that.

            Mags   You’ll be all right, Cyrus. They’ll give you time off. After a while you’ll forget all about it. Don’t do what I did: Anderson goes to me: ‘Take as much time as you need, Mags.’ But I couldn’t stay away from the place. I followed the night cleaners, walked miles of tunnel every night, cleaning them tracks. By the morning I’d be covered in muck, but it made me feel better.

            
               The crackle of Mags’ walkie-talkie. She listens.

            

            Mags   We’ve been summoned. You ready for this?

            
               Cyrus doesn’t answer.

            

            Cyrus.

            
               He doesn’t answer.

            

            Cy.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SCENE ONE

            

         

         A dry-cleaner’s. Christine is holding a huge bouquet. There is a jacket on the counter. Sonny is wearing a suit and has a leather bag across his shoulders.

         
            Christine   They’re beautiful. That’s made my day. You really shouldn’t have, Mr …

            Sonny   Everyone calls me Sonny.

            Christine   I come in here expecting to be elbow-deep in Mrs O’Casey’s dirty underwear and instead it’s Kew Gardens. (She smells the bouquet.) What’s all this in aid of?

            Sonny   You’ve won an award.

            Christine   An award, Me? Who’s giving out awards, then? You’re not that secret shopper bloke from the Gazette, are you?

            Sonny   Kindest person on the High Street as voted for by our readers.

            Christine   You’ve got the wrong person.

            Sonny   Last time I was here you had an old girl sitting in that chair, stinking the place out.

            Christine   I couldn’t very well kick her out in the rain.

            Sonny   Stinking the place out all afternoon. You bought her a bag of chips.

            Christine   She was starving.

            Sonny   That’s why you’ve won the award.

            Christine   Well, that’s … that’s made my day. (Smells bouquet.) They are gorgeous. I don’t know what to … Where shall I put them?

            Sonny   Take them home.

            Christine   I want people to see them.

            Sonny   Put them in your flat.

            Christine   There’s no point having flowers if you can’t show them off. You’re not going to take my picture, are you? I’m not wearing any make-up.

            Sonny   We can do that on a day of your choosing.

            Christine   I’ll put them in the window (She arranges the flowers.)

            Sonny   Whatever you want. You deserve it. You’re a nice person.

            Christine   Nice? That’s an insult to most people round here.

            Sonny   Beautiful. Inside and out. Like them flowers.

            Christine   You’ve got the wrong idea about me. Ask anybody and they’ll tell you I’ve got a right temper on me.

            Sonny   Always putting yourself down. I noticed that.

            Christine   Ask the girl who works here: she’ll tell you what a cow I am.

            Sonny   Kindness is very hard to find in this city. Everybody’s so angry these days.

            Christine   Always pushing and shoving each other.

            Sonny   Not in here. You’ve made it nice.

            Christine   And now you’ve made it nicer.

            Sonny   While I’m here do you mind if I … (Referring to the jacket.)

            Christine   You might as well. When do you want it back?

            Sonny   That’s up to you.

            Christine   That’s not how it works.

            Sonny   Whenever.

            Christine   (writing out a ticket) It’s a lovely jacket. Going somewhere nice?

            Sonny   That’s up to you.

            Christine   I can have it ready for Monday after two.

            Sonny   Will you come out with me? I’ll take you to lunch.

            Christine   That’s a bit bold. What would your bosses at the Gazette say if they knew you was using your position to flirt with women old enough to –

            Sonny   I don’t work for the Gazette.

            Christine   But you just said …

            Sonny   Did I? Did I?

            Christine   I suppose you didn’t. Maybe I just assumed …

            
               She gives Sonny the ticket.

            

            This is on the house. I don’t accept payment from customers what bring me flowers.

            Sonny   Will you?

            Christine   I’ve already had lunch.

            Sonny   Afternoon tea, then.

            Christine   What’s your game? What you after?

            Sonny   I’m your guardian angel.

            Christine   Is that right?

            Sonny   Your wish is my command. Don’t you believe me?

            Christine   You got any Guardian Angel ID on yer?

            Sonny   They don’t issue us with papers cos in this game it’s all about trust, but there is something I can show you …

            
               He takes off his jacket, unbuttons his shirt, pulls it down a little to reveal a shoulder.

            

            Christine   What you doing?

            Sonny   See that wound that’s scabbed over? There’s a screw under that scab. That’s where my wings go.

            Christine   Pull the other one.

            Sonny   (pulls down shirt to reveal his other shoulder) Exact same thing on this one. How do you explain that then?

            Christine   (looking at his other shoulder) Oh yes. That’s weird, that. Can I touch it?

            Sonny   It’s a little tender just now …

            Christine   Where do you keep them then, your wings?

            Sonny   In storage. In a secret location. Play your cards right and I’ll take you. You wanna see them: all the colours of the rainbow. When I’m in flight it’s like the Aurora Borealis.

            Christine   The what?

            Sonny   Nature’s fireworks. I’ll take you to them as well, if you like.

            Christine   Wish I had the time. We’re rushed off our feet in here.

            Sonny   Doesn’t look like it.

            Christine   There’s piles to do out back.

            Sonny   Picnic tea in the posh park, cruise down the canal. I’ll take you anywhere you want. Your shout. They’re shipping me out tomorrow. You might never see me again.

            Christine   Where you going?

            Sonny   Across the river.

            Christine   That’s not the other side of the world.

            Sonny   I didn’t say which river.

            Christine   I’d better have that ticket back. You’ll be wanting the Express Service. Pick it up tomorrow.

            Sonny   Give me the opportunity to pay you back.

            Christine   Do you owe me money?

            Sonny   You don’t remember me, do you?

            Christine   You do look vaguely familiar.

            Sonny   That’s very disappointing. When you spoke to me you made me feel like the only person in the world. Is it just a sales technique? That listening thing you do.

            Christine   Of course not. I listen.

            Sonny   To make people feel –

            Christine   I remember you. Soon as you walked in.

            Sonny   Why didn’t you say anything?

            Christine   I didn’t want to embarrass you. You was wearing a grey suit. Do you always wear a suit?

            Sonny   Pretty much. Guardian Angel standard issue: a different colour for every day of the week.

            Christine   I’ve got a photographic memory.

            Sonny   Why didn’t you let on you remembered me?

            Christine   I thought you might not want to talk about it. You was acting very strange that day.

            Sonny   Head Office sent me undercover to check up on you, make sure you were the real deal; told me to pile it on thick.

            Christine   Oh, it was a test was it?

            Sonny   See if your empathy held up under pressure. But you weren’t afraid. At least you didn’t look like you were. You made me feel like I was the most normal person in the world.

            Christine   I’m used to all sorts in here.

            Sonny   Kindness is the language that the deaf can hear and the blind can see.

            Christine   Your nan tell you that?

            Sonny   I’m not as young as I look.

            Christine   I know, black don’t crack. I’ve heard it all before. If you’re my Guardian Angel how many wishes do I get?

            Sonny   The usual.

            Christine   So, I’ve got two left?

            Sonny   Two and a half, seeing as the flowers were my idea.

            Christine   All right, Mr ‘People Call Me Sonny’. Come back at three o’clock.

            Sonny   You’re coming?

            Christine   No harm in a cup of tea, is there?

            Sonny   Where do you want to go? I’ll take you anywhere you like.

            
               He flashes a huge wad of cash, which he takes out of his bag.

            

            Christine   Fuck’s sake put that away. You don’t want people round here seeing you with that. It’s not safe.

            
               Sonny puts the money away. 

            

            Nearly give me a heart attack. Where’d you get all that money?

            Sonny   Tell me where you want to go and I’ll show you. I’m yours for the rest of the day. I’ll take you anywhere you want. You’re always looking after everybody else. Let me take care of you for a change.
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