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    Notes on the Text




    Direct address in plain text.




    Dialogue and thoughts in italics.




    (Occasional stage directions or clarifications in brackets.)




    Lines can be taken as stage directions as seen fit.




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


  




  

    

      

    




    

      
1.





      Picture Ancient Rome. In the early nineteen-nineties. Somewhere between Liverpool and Manchester.




      Proletarians gather on the landings, overlooking. Unsure what to expect.




      But something’s coming, you can feel it.




      No screw anywhere in sight. Just us. The multitude.




      A wiry-looking con struts through the door at the end of the ones. Shouts,




      Levins is a grass!




      The words echo. There’s a hush.




      This is it now.




      A gaunt man enters. Unaware.




      Again the call. Levins is a grass!




      Christian sees Lion – and us.




      Levins trudges into the bathroom followed by the Lion.




      There’s bangs and screams. For a long time.




      The Accuser comes out unscathed, gets off sharpish.




      Levins stumbles out, bloodied. Looks about. Defiant finally.




      I’m not a fucking grass!




      Goes to get his ear sewn back on.
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      (Smokes.) The first time I get stoned as a lad in South London I lie there thinking,




      Wow – now I can actually fucking live!




      My mate Jonno gets stabbed outside his uncle’s boxing gym in a stupid fight over nothing – my world turns to shit – nothing makes sense – I hate everything – something has to change – fuck knows what – what can I do? – but suddenly – (Smokes.) the world’s still shit – Jonno’s still in his wheelchair – but – me? – I feel good.




      I feel fantastic!




      I use drugs every day from that moment on to stay sane.




      So. It’s only logical: when I finally stop using – in the early nineteen-nineties – aged thirty – I’m insane again.




      Example.




      When I get clean – and this is total abstinence – I carry on dealing.




      I’m importing half-kilos of cannabis resin – through the post – from Spain – disguised as chocolate bars. Seriously.




      I share about it in my Narcotics Anonymous meetings. Because, well, meetings are all about getting real, yeah?




      After the Friday meeting Little Phil sidles up to me and says,




      …He’s dead nice, Phil…




      I’m not judging you, Frankie, but. You might find dealing drugs will interfere with your recovery.




      I’m like, Yeah, yeah, I know. I’m gonna stop. I’m gonna stop.




      Phil nods, sagely.




      But it’s harder to stop dealing than you think.




      It’s the buzz.




      And the rolls of cash.




      And you know, there’s things to pay for. But we’ll get to Josie.




      Don’t tell her I said that!




      It’s a lot easier to stop dealing when Customs and Excise turn up on your doorstep.




      *




      I get back to my place in Manchester one night and there’s two men with moustaches waiting for me.




      Never a good sign.




      As I get out of my car Big Moustache says,




      Are you Frankie Donnelly?




      I deny it strenuously.




      Little Moustache flashes an ID and says,




      That’s funny, cos we were told a man answering your description with a London accent lives here. Can we come in and talk to you?




      Now, I have got some experience dealing with the law. From my political activist days.




      So I say – (Dublin accent.) Have either of you wee fellas gorra warrant?




      This is the moment I discover it’s different being arrested for a real crime – as opposed to say, chaining yourself to the underside of a bus full of arms dealers.




      No one chanting your name outside the nick this time.




      Or cheering when you get out.




      Anyhow. Long story short. After a year on bail. Still clean and sober. I’m sentenced to three-and-a-half years for importation. Which…




      As Norman – who I sell with – always says, Can you imagine Frankie in jail?!




      They all fall about laughing.




      And I laugh too. Because… Let’s just say I lack a right hook.




      It’s a matter of principle, actually. I mean my mate Jonno, who got stabbed, had a top right hook and look where that got him.




      Bit of luck, though. Shortly before I’m sentenced they burn HMP Strangeways to the ground.




      Which means the fascist bastard who runs Strangeways before the uprising wants to prove he’s not a fascist bastard when he’s appointed Governor of his next jail. Where I end up.




      So it’s kind of more New Labour than Margaret Thatcher.




      (Showing us round.) You get a cell to yourself. Unheard of now.




      Sink. Proper toilet. Should’ve packed one of them fluffy covers.




      Oh, and there’s phones if you can hustle a prison phone card.




      I should point out though…




      Just because it’s not your pre-uprising Strangeways hellhole – it doesn’t mean I’m not still…




      Fucking terrified!
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      Kenny’s in bed at home in Salford.




      He’s a good lad when you get to know him.




      He’s got these cool-looking sheets hanging up in his bedroom. Across the ceiling and round the walls.




      Coloured material he nicked from school a few years ago. Calico, it’s called.




      String of coloured lights over the top. Looks mint.




      Some of the bulbs have gone, but.




      He doesn’t want people to see it, though. Kenny doesn’t like people coming in his room.




      Hates it, in fact.




      He’s listening to Nico and The Velvets.




      He’s got a thing about The Velvets and John Cale and Iggy Pop and none of his old schoolmates have even heard of them.




      Which he loves.




      There’s a creak on the floorboards outside. By the bathroom.




      He tenses up. Feels that sliding, inside.




      His mum’s on nights again.




      But her boyfriend’s in.




      Pete’s footsteps stop outside his room.




      Kenny holds his breath. But no…




      Footsteps creak away.




      Relief.




      Mixed with disappointment.




      He’s waited all day for this!




      His mum’s bedroom door clicks shut. Pete’s gone to bed.




      Kenny lies there thinking about Pete.




      For once, really thinking about him.




      The bastard!




      He feels sick. Grips the knife under the covers.




      Pushes it into his thigh near the top. Grits his teeth.




      Aagh!




      Drop of blood. More than a drop.




      Nice.




      Then,




      Decision.




      He’s up.




      Moving.




      Doorhandle.




      Light on the landing’s nasty!




      Keep going.




      He falls into his mum’s bedroom.




      Flash of Pete in a shaft of light from the door.




      Shouting.




      Kenny doesn’t remember stabbing Pete twenty-seven times.




      He’s surprised to hear it later.




      He remembers Pete jumping over him, though.




      Like, six foot in the air.




      Jumps right over him. Runs onto the street. Falls over in the road.




      Kenny goes back to his room.




      Gets into bed.




      Squints at the stars in the calico.
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      A few nights in, I make my first Big Mistake.




      It’s all about my book.




      (Explaining.) When I’m out on bail I write a novel which actually gets published.




      It’s only a punk publishers. Which is a thing in the nineties. This posh guy I sell to runs it.




      You should write about dealing and being a fuck-up, Frankie. I mean, ‘Write What You Know’, eh. Ha ha.




      We sell three-hundred-and-sixteen copies and get a review in the Yorkshire Post. So big time, yeah?




      Seriously, I’ve always written. It got me respect round our way. Made up for the lack of a right hook.




      Anyhow. I already feel like a pig at a wedding in here so I decide. Tell No One about the book.




      No one.




      But then there’s the White Muslim.




      Most people only say they’re Muslim to get on the Muslim diet – which is brought in from outside and looks amazing.




      But this guy takes it seriously.




      He’s not big but I find out later he’s running the entire nick.




      He comes over just before bang-up and says, It’s your first time, innit.




      I say, Does it show?




      He asks what I’m in for and when I tell him he says, Suicide mission was it?




      I indignantly explain how the cannabis bars are dipped in wax before the chocolate so the sniffer dogs can’t detect it. Professional-like.




      He shakes his head like a disappointed father. Says,




      I do it properly, me. You need a proper business. Importing carpets. Or fruit. Bring stuff in with it that’s actually worth something…




      Meaning heroin.




      (Still the White Muslim.) …This is my first sentence in thirty years. Expensive brief – defended Ronnie Biggs – got it down to six. It’s a rest for me, this. Last time I was here I was fifteen years old. Same screw – still on reception – recognises me.




      (Impression of the screw.) Hey, I know you. You haven’t changed, then!




      (Back to the White Muslim.) I look him dead in the eye and say:




      I’ve got a condo in Florida – house in Southport – beautiful wife – lovely girlfriend – kids in private school. I’ve travelled the world and you’re still in this nasty nick, doing the same nasty job? Who’s doing the life sentence, eh? …You should’ve seen his face, the twat.




      I’m laughing now. Until he looks me dead in the eye and says,




      You don’t seem the type to be importing.




      Which is him saying, Are you a nonce?




      Which if I am: death sentence.




      I say, Actually I’m a writer. I’ve just written a book. That’s it there, look.




      His face changes. Like magic.




      He says he loves reading. That he’s reading the Qur’an. In a special translation. That brings out the language and makes the hair on the back of his arms stand on end.




      Then he says,




      Can I read your book?




      I say, Of course!




      He shakes my hand and says he’s called Robert – as in DeNiro – which is what people call him.




      As I hand DeNiro my book, I remember the gay sex scene.
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      An hour after bang-up I’m still pacing.




      I mean. It’s just a gay sex scene.




      A fictional character – fictionally – has sex with a guy he’s been mates with forever – the tough one – who surprisingly comes out of the closet – no one expected that! – and now you look he’s actually – well – quite cute. And the me character – who isn’t me – finds it surprisingly nice. Even though he’s straight. Which is made very clear in the book.




      It’s near the end. He might not get that far.




      What was it Kieran from back home wrote me when he heard I’d been busted?




      Yo dickhead! They’ll have you tottering down the landing in a bin-liner skirt!




      I look terrible in a skirt because of my housemaid’s knee. Sticks right out when it flares up.




      I’m gonna talk about Josie. A lot.




      Macho man! (Pose.)




      Ouch. (His knee hurts.)
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