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My land is bare of chattering folk;


    The clouds are low along the ridges,


And sweet’s the air with curly smoke


    From all my burning bridges.


 


Dorothy Parker              

























First Performance





Drink, Dance, Laugh and Lie was first performed at the Bush Theatre, London, on 15 October 1999, with the following cast:


 


Liz Paola Dionisotti


Reade Paul Hickey


Miles Lee Ingleby


 


Director Angus Jackson


Designer Es Devlin


Lighting Designer Edward Armitage


Sound Designer Fergus O’Hare for Aura Sound 



















Characters





Liz, fifties


Reade, thirty


Miles, early twenties


 


A dash – at the end of a line usually indicates an interruption by the next speaker.


 


All settings should be kept to a minimum. The scene changes should be slick and short and music-free; if music is required, it should be instrumental (no songs).
























ONE








Office.




Liz   Reade?


Reade   Yes.


Liz   Reade Collins?


Reade   Yes.


Liz   Of course it is. Of course it’s you. Liz.


Reade   Hi, Liz. Nice to put a face to the voice.


Liz   Nice to see the face in the flesh. You do have a cute nose.


Reade   Oh … I –? What?


Liz   I’m not going to say sit down. I’m not going to say sorry to keep you. I’m not going to say do you want tea, do you want an Evian, did you find us OK, should my assistant get you a cup of chino from the American coffee bar downstairs?


Reade   You’re … not?


Liz   I’m not.


Reade   What assistant?


Liz   I just want you to 1) stand b) still. Don’t talk, just stand. Perfecto.




She looks him over.





Reade   Liz …


Liz   Call me Liz.


Reade   Liz … This is going to be … what you said? On the phone? An informal chat?


Liz   How does it feel? To be head-hunted?


Reade   Head-hunted? Is that –?


Liz   Absolutely.


Reade   Then, new. Your call came out of nowhere. Never happened to me before.


Liz   What a lie!


Reade   It’s true.


Liz   It is the real Reade Collins, I hope? You’re not some kind of bogus impersonator? Some lookey-likey from the back pages of a trade paper? You are the genuine article?


Reade   What you see is … what I am.


Liz   Are you single?


Reade   Does that matter?


Liz   No, forgive me. Just curious. As a fan of yours, I suppose, just curious.


Reade   A fan –?


Liz   You. Are. Famous.


Reade   No.


Liz   You. Are. Famous.


Reade   It’s really nice of you to say that, but –


Liz   You. Are. Famous. Here.


Reade   Oh, right …


Liz   Just the name. Reade Collins. Makes me tingle, all over.


Reade   Liz …


Liz   Let me get straight to the point. This is not a happy place. We’re out of shape. We’ve allowed ourselves to sag. Love-handles everywhere. Every fluorescent light, every whiteboard, every ledger, every mouse-mat, every phone, every rubber plant, every marker, every paper clip has middle-age spread. It’s been too long since we had a celebrity in our midst, and yet, celebrity is our raison d’être. We used to have celebrities all the time, the place was teeming with the A-list. I said to the Board of Governors – my employers, a C-list pack, but still – I said to the Board of Governors: it’s time: we’re sagging: we need a celebrity again: I’m going to get one.


Reade   And you got me?


Liz   Here’s hoping.




Beat.





Reade   Um … Liz –


Liz   They will be satisfied.


Reade   – when was the last time you actually …? How do you actually know my …?




Beat.





I suppose what I’m trying to say is … why? I mean: why me?


Liz   Why not?


Reade   You know that I’m not exactly A-list, right? I’m not C-list, even.




Beat.





Liz   And funny! That nose: and funny.


Reade   Liz. I’m a painter and decorator.




Beat.





Liz   Excuse me?


Reade   I work with a plasterer called Brad. We paint kitchens, we strip wallpaper, we polish floor … boards …




Beat.





I’m joking. I just turned thirty and … it’s all a joke …




Beat.





I’ve been playing these games all month. Sorry.


Liz   Reade. Reade, Reade, Reade, there’s no need to be modest. The subject is Making It. The subject is Fame. Who could be better?


Reade   I was joking. I don’t really paint and decorate, I’m thirty and I’m very flattered.


Liz   We are flattered. It’s just the skin on the cup of chino, too. Who knows where it could lead? One hour a week at first, but if everything works out, then you can count on sequels … up to five a week.


Reade   Five a week? And it’s just … talk? That’s all?


Liz   What we want is your experience. How you did it! The ups, the highs, the triumphs. How you got this … who gave you that. Celebrity-chat. You will be our celebrity.




Beat.





In teaching, as in London, as in life, the only thing that matters is celebrity. Who you are. And you will teach because of who you are.




Beat.





You are what the kiddyadults here want to be. The real thingummy. I know your work, obviously. The kiddyadults will know your work, obviously. You are it. And what we need around here is a bit of it. Whaddayasay?




Beat.





Reade   Yes.


Liz   Yes?


Reade   Can I think about it?


Liz   No.


Reade   Yes.


Liz   You want it?


Reade   I want it. I need it.


Liz   You need it?


Reade   I mean, I need, you know, a change. I’m always up for a new challenge and even though in a way this is looking back, I –


Liz   Right. Good. You’re in.


Reade   I’m in?


Liz   All the way. You’ll give your first lecture on Monday night. Welcome to the Liz Robertson School of Communication and Media Studies, Reade Collins. You. Are. IN!





















TWO








Bus stop.


Reade is waiting for a bus. He looks at his watch. Miles appears and sits. He is drinking a beer. Silence.




Miles   All right?




Reade half-nods in acknowledgement. Silence.





Been waiting long?


Reade   Five minutes.


Miles   Bad day?


Reade   Mmn?


Miles   Had a bad day?


Reade   No.




Reade looks at him. Nice.





Bad night. New job. I didn’t exactly set the world alight.


Miles   Isn’t this the worst thing about London? Dunno why I don’t just sell my arse so I can afford a driver.




Beat. Miles smiles. Reade clumsily gets a novel out of his bag.





Drink?


Reade   No thanks.




Reade reads. Silence.





Miles   Been to any of the Proms?




Reade laughs.





Reade   Um. Sorry … that’s … funny.


Miles   Is it? What’s funny about it?


Reade   Sorry … really … I’m sorry. No. I haven’t.




He reads. Silence.





Miles   I have. Last year.


Reade   Oh … you meant have I ever been to the Proms? Yeah, course. I went … well last year actually, I saw –




He stops himself.





Look … do you mind if we don’t –


Miles   Fine.


Reade   – only I’m a bit –


Miles   Fine. Never accept smokes from strangers. Fine.




Reade reads. Silence.





Last year I saw the Berlin Philharmonic.


Reade   Last year I saw the Berlin Philharmonic!


Miles   What a coincidence! As the blue-eyed pizza boy said to the bloke who ordered the pizza.




Beat.





Reade   Don’t talk to me.


Miles   No buses.


Reade   I don’t want you to talk to me. All right?




He reads. Silence.





Miles   It was … Mahler’s Sixth.




Reade looks up.





Reade   Yes! That’s right. Mahler’s Sixth.
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