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ACT ONE





      

        
Scene One – The Party Office





        Office of Angad Singh.




        The office is a flurry of activity. Pages of paper pour out of the printer: the party machinery is gearing up, as members prepare for a leadership contest.




        PETRA pursues ANGAD, brandishing a pot of concealer.




        ANGAD. Get that away from me.




        PETRA. You’re supposed to go two shades lighter for concealer.




        ANGAD. I’m not launching my campaign in whiteface.




        PETRA. Listen to me, Angad, you don’t have a choice. Dark circles make a man look extremely untrustworthy.




        ANGAD. Don’t they show I’ve been up late, working hard?




        PETRA. Unelectable.




        PETRA’s phone dings. She reads the headline.




        He’s resigning. It’s streaming now.




        ANGAD. Get it up.




        They huddle around PETRA’s laptop where Peter Long’s resignation speech plays out.




        LONG (voice-over).…heavy heart that I announce my resignation / from my role as leader of His Majesty’s opposition. It has been the privilege of my life to serve this party and to fight for the nation’s best interest from the benches of the opposition. But I have decided to step down from politics to spend more time with my wife and our two children, and it is for their sake that I ask for privacy at this time.




        PETRA (pointing at the screen). Wife?




        ANGAD (nods). She’s going to castrate him.




        PETRA. It’ll be good for him.




        Pause as they listen.




        No, it’s too much. He’s milking it.




        I think it might be tear stick.




        ANGAD. The man is going to be castrated, he’s allowed to be moved.




        PETRA. He’s not crying they’re just leaking out.




        ANGAD peers closer.




        ANGAD. Tear sticks in British politics, we really are in crisis. What happened to the stiff upper lip?




        PETRA. New. Labour.




        PETRA slams the laptop.




        At least she was eighteen.




        ANGAD. Exactly. He’ll be alright.




        PETRA’s phone dings: a message.




        PETRA. David Shah, wants to know if you’re running.




        ANGAD. Would he back me?




        PETRA. Hard to say. Might be running himself. (She reads aloud as she replies.) ‘Angad is stunned…’




        ANGAD. And worried about Peter’s family –




        Enter ISAAC, carrying three coffees.




        PETRA (nodding).…and v v worried about Peter’s family… Nothing could be further from his mind.’




        ISAAC. Brent East. Eyebrow guy. Wants to know if you’re running.




        ANGAD. What did you say?




        ISAAC. I said there was more chance of you being reincarnated as a satsuma.




        PETRA. Isaac –




        ISAAC. What? Doesn’t sound too ambitious. But at the same time I didn’t say no, keeping the door open. It’s perfect. Anyway – (He checks no one can hear.) he said you could count on his support.




        PETRA. Ooh I love contest season. He has good donor connections.




        ANGAD. He retweeted me on carers’ visas.




        ISAAC. People like your policies, boss.




        PETRA. No one is reading your policies, Angad, it’s you. Our voters want to believe they live in a country where the son of a baggage handler can rise to the top. The party knows that.




        ISAAC. It’s a good story.




        ANGAD. It’s my story.




        ISAAC. Did you guys see Long’s resignation? He looked so sad.




        PETRA’s mobile rings.




        PETRA. Grow up. Angad Singh’s office. Speaking? Oh hello, darling… (Mouths to ANGAD.) Times.




        I mean, he’s completely stunned. Mm…




        I know, she looks terrible, I thought it was his mother!… Mmm…




        What? Nothing could be further from his mind.




        ISAAC glances down the corridor as he hangs up his coat.




        ISAAC. Ralph Hughes, incoming.




        PETRA (mouthing). Shit.




        PETRA steps behind the internal office divide to continue her call in the next room. ANGAD sees an inhaler on his desk and shoves it in his drawer like it’s a dirty magazine.




        RALPH HUGHES enters. He lingers in the doorway, on his phone.




        ANGAD. An unannounced visit from the Whip, am I in trouble?




        Beat.




        RALPH. Mmm. Who are you backing?




        ANGAD. I hadn’t thought about it.




        To be honest, I’m just stunned.




        I didn’t see Long’s resignation coming. It’s such a shame.




        RALPH. Mmm.




        ANGAD. Tobias said it was actually him. He tweeted the picture himself?




        RALPH smiles at a gif he’s received.




        RALPH. I think he’d had a heavy night. It was the Christ Church gaudy.




        ANGAD. The Christ Church lot always take it too far. I had to throw away my shirt after my first time I went to a Christ formal.




        RALPH. I said that to him, I told him ‘I’m not saying you can’t partake, but you need to learn your limits.’




        ANGAD. That’s good advice.




        RALPH finally puts his phone away.




        RALPH. It’s excellent advice, but nonetheless, he has fucked us in the collective arsehole with a cautionary tale for the ages. I’d shoot him if I wasn’t sure his wife’s punishment was going to be more excruciating than anything I could imagine. Did you know her?




        ANGAD shakes his head.




        Brasenose. She was a virgin when she graduated, she’ll have his balls for this. Anyway, at least she was eighteen.




        ANGAD. Exactly, he’ll be fine.




        RALPH. Look I’m just stopping by but I’ve been surveying the land, and really, nobody wants a contest. Not the voters, not the donors, not the members. I think everyone agrees that what the party really needs is unity. What do you think?




        ANGAD. Well certainly, I agree unity is absolutely paramount.




        RALPH. We don’t need dick-swinging, theatrics and front- stabbing.




        ANGAD. No.




        RALPH. We’re a year out from the election, changing our leader now will hurt the party but a contest could destroy us.




        PETRA re-enters the room.




        PETRA. You want an anointment?




        RALPH. An anointment. Yup. The party puts one candidate to the members. We avoid all the division and ugliness of another contest. Poking at old wounds which haven’t quite healed from the last one. What do you say?




        ANGAD. I don’t know. It feels a little… Callicles.




        RALPH. Well, precisely. Callicles does win.




        They both laugh.




        ISAAC. Who are you saying you want to anoint?




        RALPH. Well, Dobson seems like the obvious choice.




        ANGAD. Edward Dobson?




        RALPH. He’s already had forty offers to nominate him. He has experience in government, the Cabinet trusts him. Who else?




        ANGAD. Edward Dobson? I don’t know.




        ISAAC. I mean, he looks just like the last guy.




        PETRA. Looks like him, sounds like him. I think they have the same godfather.




        RALPH. You want to know why we lost the last election? People felt they couldn’t trust us. How do we show our voters they can trust us if we walk into the election, fresh from a contest stabbing each other in the neck? Trust me, an anointment is our only chance.




        ANGAD. Or maybe we could show them we’ve changed?




        RALPH. Don’t be so dramatic.




        ANGAD looks at PETRA. She nods.




        ANGAD. More than that, I think things actually need to change.




        RALPH fires off a quick email as ANGAD speaks.




        I had to take my dad to the hospital last week. He waited six hours for an ambulance and none came. Six hours not knowing if he was in serious danger, six hours too scared to go to the toilet. And when we go there, it was a total nightmare, people were holding bowls of their own vomit and there were nurses crying in every half-quiet corner.




        And at that very moment our party leader was, well the whole country knows what our leader was doing and it’s not good enough. I kept thinking – ‘I have to do something.’




        Beat. As everyone waits for RALPH to finish his email.




        RALPH. One second… Yes. Sorry that your father’s not been right. How is he now?




        ANGAD. He’s alright, yeah, thanks. Should be coming home today.




        RALPH. Good. Still driving that enormous Jaguar?




        ANGAD nods. RALPH chuckles.




        ANGAD. I have to do something. You understand that, don’t you?




        RALPH. You want to do something? This is doing something.




        Declare for Dobson, and you can get your agenda onto a winning manifesto. I’ll have you on Question Time this Thursday telling that… hospital story to the country. I’ll even get you a main slot at the party conference. Yes? Happy? Can I assure Edward he has your support?




        ISAAC. You know I’ve heard people want a contest.




        RALPH. Where have you heard that?




        ISAAC. I can’t remember.




        RALPH. Try. Because I’ve got pledges from half the Shadow Cabinet to support Dobson, so anyone who pushes for a contest now is going to find himself in an extremely lonely little spot.




        ISAAC. Cool cool… yeah… I’ll pass that on to him.




        PETRA. Hypothetically, if Angad were to declare for Dobson for the good of the party, how might Dobson reward that?




        RALPH looks at PETRA, irritated.




        Petra Wallace. Comms.




        RALPH. Well. The member who does what’s best for the party is someone we’d like to see rise to great things.




        PETRA. We’d need something more specific than that because. Well. Angad’s actually been receiving a steady stream of calls, urging him to run. For the good of the party.




        RALPH. For the good of the party?




        PETRA looks to ANGAD to speak.




        ANGAD. Our voters want to believe they live in a country where the son of a baggage handler can rise to the top job of that country. Maybe that could help turn our image around? People need to believe that things could get better for them.




        RALPH. I’m sorry, who’s the baggage handler?




        ANGAD. What? My dad.




        ANGAD points to himself, half apologetically.




        RALPH. I thought your father was in business.




        ANGAD. He got his first shop the year before I joined Harrow. Before that it was bags, buses, toilets. Anything.




        RALPH. Were you thinking of running?




        ANGAD. I could. For the good of the party.




        RALPH. I remember you sitting out from games absolutely shivering in your shorts at the height of June. And now look at you sticking your head right into the scrum, playing rough with the Firsts.




        RALPH turns his back on PETRA, cutting her out of the conversation.




        No one becomes party leader from Rural Affairs, Gadsy. It just doesn’t happen. Between you and me, if you were to declare your support for Dobson, for the good of the party, I think people would really take notice.




        ANGAD. You think they’d notice me for not running?




        PETRA laughs. This annoys RALPH.




        RALPH. Yes. I think they would. Now. Can I tell Edward you have no intention of running and he has your support.




        ANGAD nods. RALPH slaps him on the back.




        Good man. It’s the right thing to do.




        (To ISAAC and PETRA.) By the way, this is all –




        He makes a gesture to suggest ‘off the record’.




        RALPH leaves.




        PETRA. Holy shit that man just reeks of power, I can still smell it in the air.




        PETRA wafts the air towards herself, relishing the smell. ANGAD skulks into a corner, licking his wounds.




        ISAAC. I think we should burn sage.




        ANGAD. Did he seem annoyed at me?




        ISAAC. Angad, why didn’t you tell us your dad’s in hospital?




        ANGAD. Oh. It was indigestion in the end. He’s one of those old Indian men who’d rather call an ambulance than wait for his GP to call him back.




        PETRA. Well, I think you did the right thing. Ralph Hughes’s candidate has won the last four contests and yup. It makes a lot of sense to back Dobson.




        ISAAC. And speaking at the conference is a really big deal. Well done on negotiating that one, boss.




        ANGAD. Yeah… yeah… Maybe I could play for Shadow Home Secretary if Dobson wins.What do you think?




        ISAAC. I can see that. Very strong.




        Beat.




        PETRA. It’s funny he’s going for Dobson. Right after we’ve had one perve resign.




        ISAAC. What do you mean?




        PETRA. Well, Dobson’s got the… the whole thing for –




        She makes a sexually depraved gesture, suggestive of tickling.




        ANGAD. You know about that?




        PETRA. Ohmygod do you know?




        ANGAD. He was in my college. I thought… I assumed he’d grown out of it.




        The office phone rings. ISAAC answers it.




        ISAAC. It’s security, your sister is downstairs.




        ANGAD. My sister?




        ISAAC. Can they send her up?




        ANGAD. Yeah. Sure.




        PETRA. My godmother was at school with Dobson’s wife. Not grown out of it.




        ISAAC. Can someone please tell me what we’re talking about?




        PETRA. Dobson’s wife told my godmother who told Mummy that Dobson’s a real perve for tickling. But forget what you know about tickling. He needs to be on top, pinning you down, all red-faced. And you have to scream, like you’re really struggling, ‘No, no, please stop, PLEASE!’




        ISAAC. What is wrong with this party?




        ANGAD picks his phone up from his jacket pocket and frowns.




        ANGAD. My sister left me ten missed calls.




        PETRA. What was the word?




        …




        MERCY. That’s it. You have to say ‘I’m begging you. MERCY.’




        ISAAC. You’re telling me our boy Dobson’s a freak.




        PETRA. He got caught watching some pretty hardcore stuff on the Commons Wi-Fi a few years back, but they dealt with it internally. It’s the only thing that gets his dick hard.




        ANGAD. Petra, enough!




        I just pledged my support for Dobson, I could be his Shadow Home Secretary and you’re here, spouting ancient rumours about him.




        PETRA. Oh I see.




        ANGAD. It’s not acceptable, no. It demeans you. It demeans us.




        PETRA. You’re right, Angad, I’m sorry about that. That was undignified of me. Discretion, thy name is a comms manager.




        GYAN JOHAR, Angad’s sister, enters, looking frazzled.




        ANGAD. What are you doing here?




        GYAN. I’ve been trying to get through for two hours.




        ANGAD. Is / everything okay?




        GYAN. I need a way to get hold of you in an emergency, you can’t just disappear, I need to be able to contact you.




        ANGAD. I’m sorry, it’s been really crazy today. Peter resigned. Is everything okay?




        GYAN. No. It’s not. I just came from the hospital.




        Beat.




        ANGAD. Is it Dad?




        Beat.




        Is he okay?




        GYAN. I’m really sorry, Splinty.




        ANGAD. Has he… He’s died, hasn’t he. Has he?




        GYAN nods. ANGAD steadies himself. Beat.




        ISAAC. I am so so / sorry.




        ANGAD. Guys, could you give us a minute?




        ISAAC. Course, boss.




        ISAAC and PETRA hurry out.




        ANGAD. I thought he was fine.




        GYAN. I know.




        ANGAD. I thought he was coming home.




        GYAN. I thought so too.




        ANGAD. What happened?




        GYAN. I think it was his heart all along.




        ANGAD. Fuck.




        What happened? Was he in pain?




        GYAN. I don’t know what to say. I think he was really, really brave.




        ANGAD. Have you told Malicka?




        GYAN. Not yet.




        ANGAD. She’s going to be pissed. She asked me if she should fly over and I said, ‘Nah, don’t bother, he’s fine.’ I’m such a fucking idiot.




        GYAN. Angad, stop it.




        ANGAD. I told him to stop calling the ambulance.




        GYAN. Don’t be like that.




        ANGAD covers his face.




        ANGAD. I’m an idiot.




        Beat.




        GYAN. Do you remember last year, when he called you to pick him up from the police station?




        The tenants at twenty-eight said Dad held an electric drill to their head when they didn’t have the rent. Said he threatened to beat them up with a hoover.




        Do you remember what Dad said?




        ANGAD. He said he was seventy-eight, with a triple bypass. That the guys were making it up because they didn’t want to get evicted.




        GYAN. That’s right. And the police believed him.




        ANGAD. Never explained the black eye though, did he.




        GYAN. Dad was a really tough cookie.




        ANGAD. You never knew if you could believe him.




        GYAN. ‘You never knew if you could believe him.’ You didn’t mess up here.




        Beat.




        Imagine having him as your landlord and not paying your rent.




        ANGAD. A hoover, Dad.




        GYAN smiles. ANGAD groans.




        I should’ve been with him. I didn’t realise this was it, what am I doing?




        GYAN. Angad, no. He was so proud of you, he wanted you out here fighting.




        ANGAD. He didn’t even see me do anything.




        GYAN. He told every nurse and cleaner in that hospital about you.




        ANGAD. I needed more time. I wanted to show him that breaking his back meant something. He didn’t even get to meet my baby!




        GYAN comforts ANGAD with a mothering gesture.




        GYAN. The day you were born, he was in such a foul mood. He was so scared you would be another girl, he had this explosive diarrhoea all day. And then it was you, and he was just so happy. Don’t forget that. Just by being born you made him so happy.




        Beat.




        ANGAD. Thanks, Splinty.




        GYAN. You’re getting a bald patch.




        ANGAD. Okay. I’ll put out a notice in the Des Pardes and Punjab Times.




        GYAN. Good.




        ANGAD. Let’s find out how soon Malicka can get here. Then we should fix a date for the funeral.




        GYAN. I’m right behind you.




        ANGAD. Let’s give him a good send-off.


      




      

        
Scene Two – The Gurdwara





        PETRA and ISAAC stand in the langar hall of Southall Gurdwara sipping masala chai. They can see people entering the temple and the prayer hall from their vantage point. Kirtan (funerary hymns accompanied by a harmonium and tabla) play out through the speakers




        ISAAC. It’s like a state funeral…




        PETRA. The state of Punjab, maybe.




        ISAAC. Do you know what he did?




        PETRA. I think you would call him a Corner-Shop Mughal. Side notes of slum landlord. Angad’s always been a little slippery on the details. I wasn’t expecting open casket, I have to say.




        ISAAC. Angad looked like a little kid when he was carrying the body.




        PETRA. Are you kidding. He’s aged ten years. His dark circles have gone from here to here –




        She points from her cheekbones to her jaw.




        Who’s that he’s talking to?




        ISAAC. That is Mr Cheema, president of the gurdwara.




        PETRA. What’s he doing, what’s that laugh? I’ve never seen that laugh.




        ISAAC. Angad knows what he’s doing. If it comes to a General Election, Mr Cheema could get out enough votes to swing this borough. Maybe.




        PETRA. Mr Cheema doesn’t speak English.




        ISAAC. He doesn’t need to speak English to tell this crowd who to vote for.




        The temples here sponsor visas, they organise welfare and trust me, even if you can’t understand it, when they’re up on the mic, they’re preaching politics.




        PETRA. I almost forgot you did that Masters at SOAS.




        ISAAC. Little more useful than Classics at Magdalen.




        PETRA. So you say.




        PETRA grabs ISAAC’s arm and gestures towards the prayer hall.




        Shadow Chancellor, with David Shah.




        ISAAC. What the hell – that’s six members of the Shadow Cabinet in Southall on a Tuesday morning.




        PETRA. I think I’ve seen thirty backbenchers.




        ISAAC. Do you think it’s a signal? To show they would back Angad?




        PETRA. Well, I don’t think they’re in the gurdwara because they’re interested in converting, if that’s what you’re suggesting




        ISAAC. I knew it, I knew people wanted a contest.




        PETRA. Dobson’s turnout’s been pretty anaemic. Trod on too many toes on the way up.




        ISAAC. Angad’s looking like a fresh new face.




        PETRA. He was good on QT.




        ISAAC. He killed it! He was clear, he was funny. He’s looking like change and yeah, I’ll say it. A good guy. Makes me feel kinda hopeful.




        PETRA rolls her eyes. ANGAD joins PETRA and ISAAC.




        How are you holding up, boss? It’s been a very lovely service.




        ANGAD. I haven’t really had a minute, yeah, I think it’s good to stay busy. Have you guys eaten?




        ISAAC. Where’s Sangeeta, I haven’t seen her.




        ANGAD. Pregnant women aren’t supposed to see the body. She’s on her way now.




        PETRA. I have to say this is the best attended funeral I’ve ever been to. Did all these people know your father?




        ANGAD. My dad ran his shops on these streets for thirty years. He was the man who sold them mangoes and made them masala chai when they got off the plane in a cold new country.




        ISAAC. That’s really beautiful.




        Thanks for having us, Angad, it felt really spiritual, and special.




        PETRA. You couldn’t understand a word of it.




        ISAAC. Music can move you and you don’t have to know why.




        PETRA. Jesus Christ, are you sure you’re cut out for politics? Angad, I couldn’t help but notice that a surprising number of the Shadow Cabinet are in attendance.




        ISSAC. Maybe they want a real leadership contest, / boss.




        ANGAD. Please. I do not want to talk about politics at my father’s funeral.




        Beat.




        But yes I did notice.




        I ran into the party chairman coming out of the toilet, he asked me if I’m running.




        He looks around to see who’s listening.




        Paul Clementine told me I could count on his support.




        ISAAC. You’re joking.




        PETRA. He’d bring fifty backbenchers with him. Easy.




        ISAAC. What the actual fuck is happening!




        PETRA. Isaac, please, not in a gurdwara.




        ISAAC. I am so sorry.




        PETRA. Well think about it, Dobson’s been polling badly with the public. Angad knocks it out the park on QT.




        ANGAD. I think I did alright.




        PETRA. You were phenomenal.




        ANGAD. People said I came off like a natural statesman.




        PETRA gestures to ‘concealer over dark circles’.




        PETRA. You looked rested. Like a face the party wants to put forward, well here they are. Are you speaking today?




        ANGAD. Yeah, I’ll get going when Sangeeta arrives.




        PETRA. You have a sitting audience of major party players, no questions, no rebuttals. It could be the perfect moment to launch. Unofficially.




        ANGAD. Petra, this is my father’s funeral.




        PETRA (touches his arm). And it’s full of Westminster big boys.




        Enter SANGEETA, Angad’s wife. She inserts herself between PETRA and ANGAD.




        Sangeeta! Love the scarf.




        SANGEETA. Can I have a moment with my husband?




        ANGAD. Alright, team. I’ll catch up with you later.




        PETRA and ISAAC walk away to another table, with their masala chai.




        SANGEETA. How was it?




        ANGAD. It was good to see the body. I was dreading it but it was good, I could see it wasn’t him any more. Gyan said I should show him the Evening Standard write-up, like take the paper to the crematorium and I thought about it, then yeah, it wasn’t him any more.




        SANGEETA. Oh jaan, I’m sorry.




        ANGAD. He looked so small in there. His kara used to seem so huge.




        SANGEETA. I wish I was there with you.




        ANGAD. Your mum’s flowers were really nice.




        ANGAD rubs his face. SANGEETA grabs his hand.




        SANGEETA. Don’t rub your eyes, Angad.




        ANGAD. Maybe I should be running for leader.




        SANGEETA. Why, what happened?




        ANGAD. It’s been mad here.




        SANGEETA. I thought I saw, what’s-his-name. Balliol, year above you. Shadow Justice.




        ANGAD. Paul Clementine. He said he’d back me.




        SANGEETA. Are you serious? Didn’t he flush your head down the toilet in first year.




        ANGAD. What’s that got to do with anything? He’d bring fifty backbenchers with him if he backs me.




        SANGEETA. Jaan, well done, this is incredible.




        Across the doorway, they see RALPH walk past with a Sikh handkerchief tied to his head. PETRA and ISAAC notice it too.




        ANGAD. Fuck.




        SANGEETA. What?




        ANGAD gestures towards the doorway.




        ANGAD. Ralph Hughes has come down here to keep an eye on me.




        SANGEETA. Ugh, he is such a dweeb.




        ANGAD. I promised Ralph I wouldn’t run and that I’d support Dobson.




        SANGEETA adjusts ANGAD’s tie.




        SANGEETA. So what. What would your dad say?




        ANGAD. Dad would say, if I didn’t put it in writing then it didn’t happen.




        SANGEETA. Exactly. Do you think you can win now?




        ANGAD. I think I could. Maybe.




        SANGEETA. Then you should do it.




        ANGAD. I don’t know.




        SANGEETA. Why not. I’m not getting any thinner, the time is now.




        ANGAD. You think?




        Oh my God, my chacha is wiping his hands on his beard in front of Ralph.




        SANGEETA. Jaan, relax.




        ANGAD. Can you go stop him?




        SANGEETA. Who cares what Ralph Hughes thinks about your chacha.




        ANGAD. Make sure no one from my family talks to Ralph.




        SANGEETA. Sure. Okay. Did I tell you, I fingered his brother’s butthole at Bryanston and I can promise you, their shit does stink.




        ANGAD. What?




        SANGEETA puts a finger to ANGAD’s nose, he ducks away and makes a face.




        SANGEETA. I’m kidding! Come on, relax.




        ANGAD’s sisters, GYAN and MALICKA, approach to hand keys to SANGEETA, and give ANGAD the mic.




        ANGAD. I should go give my speech.
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