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GOOD THINGS


For Marion Marshall – and The Girls





Good Things was first performed by Borderline Theatre Company, in association with the Byre Theatre, St Andrews and Perth Theatre, at the Tron Theatre, Glasgow on Thursday 16 September 2004.


The production then toured to Eastgate Theatre and Arts Centre, Peebles; Barrfields Theatre, Largs; Howden Park Centre, Livingston; Lochside Theatre, Castle Douglas; Falkirk Town Hall; MacRobert Theatre, Stirling; Gaiety Theatre, Ayr; Arts Guild Theatre, Greenock; Carnegie Hall, Dunfermline; Eden Court Theatre, Inverness; Cumbernauld Theatre; Brunton Theatre, Musselburgh; The Palace, Kilmarnock; Byre Theatre, St Andrews and Perth Theatre.
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	Vincent Friell
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(MARJORIE, DORIS, et al)


	Molly Innes







	ACTOR TWO (FRAZER, TONY, et al)


	Kenneth Bryans







	Director


	Maureen Beattie
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	Finlay McLay
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	Simon Wilkinson








Thanks to Eddie Jackson at Borderline for the imaginative and exceptionally extensive series of workshops on this script and to all the different actors and directors who contributed at various times.
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Characters


SUSAN LOVE, forty-nine    played by ACTRESS ONE


DAVID, fifty-one    played by ACTOR ONE


SCOTCH DORIS, sixty-ish


CHERYL, forty-ish


MARJORIE, forty-five-ish


WELL-DRESSED WOMAN


NATALIE, thirty-two


SHARP YOUNG POLICEWOMAN


HELENA, twenty-two
all played by ACTRESS TWO


FRAZER, forty-ish


ARCHIE, eighty-four


TONY, fifty-ish


SCRUFFY LITTLE MAN, sixty


FLOWER DELIVERY MAN


INSENSITIVE POLICEMAN
all played by ACTOR TWO


‘Scotch Doris’ is Scottish, obviously, and has a lot of strongly idiomatic dialogue, but – this is entirely optional – Susan could well be too, albeit with only a Scots accent on her perfectly standard English vocabulary and syntax.


The town, or big city suburb, could be anywhere, but the scene is the little charity shop on the corner – very much Frazer’s designer-palace – on three different days in one year.


There should be as miraculous and swift a transformation as possible between Act One, 6 January, and Act Two, Valentine’s Day.


Act Three should have a very different Christmas tree and decorations from Act One.


Possibly on one of the three days (perhaps Act One?), it is pouring with rain outside, and people come in from the outside wet. A cold dry bright winter’s day for Act Two would therefore contrast beautifully.





ACT ONE


TWELFTH NIGHT


Music: ‘Time is On My Side’ (Rolling Stones), loud.


6 January. A little charity shop on the corner. The rather spectacular Christmas decorations are more than half down but a last section on one side is very much still to do. There’s the A-frame of an open step-ladder and under it a full box spilling gorgeously coloured tinsel.


Stage right, on the back wall, there is a doorway to backshop with a door, currently closed, clearly marked ‘Private’.


Stage left, on the back wall, behind a single full-length front curtain, currently closed, there are two slightly angled, adjoining, tiny changing-room spaces, each with a curtain stopping well short of the floor, which shows the legs and feet, though covers the heads, if and when the long front curtain is open.


The shop’s front door entrance/exit from street is stage left.


FRAZER, a dapper man in early middle age and SUSAN, attractive, warm, likeable, youthful-looking for her late forties, stand near each other, poised. FRAZER is looking at his watch, waiting for the second hand to reach the twelve. He points at SUSAN: Go! SUSAN takes a deep breath, then –


SUSAN. Okay, what I’ll say, I’ll say: Susan. Friendship. Friendship and fun really. Nothing too serious! Susan Love –


(But you know, Frazer, I’m seriously thinking of reverting to my maiden name, only I’ve not used it for so long – obviously it’s not me, though what is? I mean, there could be pluses, well, in the self-esteem department? I suppose.)


My counsellor suggested it, that the time would come I might feel that taking back my own name would be appropriate – not that I go in much for therapy or counselling or stuff – but he was helpful. Definitely.


I thought, avail yourself of everything, Susan, everything that’s going – and it was part of a package at work, my friend Mel that’s just moved to Macclesfield with her husband, she recommended it, she said, ‘Susan, see a counsellor, I would, it’s free, there’s no shame, did wonders for me with that second miscarriage before little Benny was born when I just couldn’t see light at the end of the tunnel, he’s very good, he helps you get in touch with your feelings.’


I said, ‘Mel, I’ve got no problem feeling my feelings, I wish I could stop feeling them, I’m awash with the bloody things.’ She said, ‘I know but he helps you accept your grief and move through it, realise you’re not always going to feel like this and, well, put it in perspective sort of thing. You know… grieve and move on?’


I said, ‘I don’t know if grief’s what I’d call it exactly’ but – he helped! Oh, it was only the six free sessions, no way would I or could I ever get into that sort of self-indulgence and expense long-term.


And I’m fine. D’you know, eighteen months on, some days I feel quite excited. Exhilarated. A clean slate. Hence ditch the Love, though why should I change the person I’ve been for the last twenty-four years because my husband ups sticks? And it’s my daughter’s name, so I’m probably stuck with Love for the duration.


FRAZER (tapping watch, c’mon!). Sus-ann!


SUSAN. Right what? God… My interests? Macrame, origami and aqua-nooky!


Well… Music. All sorts. Stones, Sinatra, Springsteen, Sibelius. Ella, anybody good! Except folk. Folk or jazz. Can’t stand jazz, too jangly. Nor can I abide dance or house or rap. None of the stuff that our Stephi drives me up the wall with. Easy listening? I find that hard to take.


Love going to the pictures! Just about anything. Old black-and-whites on the telly on a Sunday afternoon –


FRAZER. Time’s up.


SUSAN. Really? That’s what I’m afraid of. Game over.


FRAZER. Why?


SUSAN. Past it. That’s me! Most probably. Face it, Frazer, I’m forty-eight, forty-nine in February.


FRAZER. Yes, but you don’t need to tell them that!


SUSAN. Why not? It’s the truth. This year I’ll be hitting my fiftieth year.


FRAZER. Is fifty not supposed to be the new thirty?


SUSAN. – The full half-century. How the hell did that happen?


DORIS, a regular, sixty-ish, known as ‘Scotch Doris’, sticks her head round one side of the changing-room area’s front curtain.


DORIS. You don’t look it, darlin’. Do you have this in a size bigger?


FRAZER. Perhaps ‘modom’ would prefer it in the aubergine? This is a charity shop, Doris! All one-offs, obviously. Duh!


DORIS sweeps the front curtain wide open and emerges. She looks a fright in whatever (much too tight).


Stage-right cubicle’s short curtain is shut, no legs showing in there, it’s clearly empty. DORIS’s stage-left cubicle has its short curtain wide open. She has a colourful half of the shop’s stock in there to try on.


DORIS. Mibbe I could let the darts out?


FRAZER rolls his eyes.


Mibbe I could put in a gusset up the back in a contrast fabric or make an insert out of an elastic placket and wear it under a cardigan?


FRAZER. Doris –


DORIS. Anybody haufweys handy with a Singer could save themselves a pure fortune in here.


FRAZER. Doris, did you try the navy?


DORIS. Don’t know that I fancy it.


FRAZER. Try it. For me!


DORIS sighs and indulges him, disappears back into the inner-curtained cubicle. SUSAN pulls across the full-length outer curtain for (her own) privacy’s sake.


SUSAN. When did she come in?


FRAZER shrugs.


Did you know she was in there?


FRAZER. I forgot.


He scuttles back up the stepladder to demolish more decorations.


SUSAN. Honestly! I’m back there sorting out the post-Christmas-unwanted-present mountain into some sort of order for Her Majesty Marjorie to price when she deigns to come in, I come back through here, you don’t even bother to tell me there’s someone in the changing room and we are Not Alone.


Could’ve been anybody! But, oh, you’ve got to get me – Ooh!


Laughing, she throws a cushion from the soft-furnishings pile. He chucks it back.


FRAZER. – Practising your sales pitch for the speed dating. Tonight! Which was hopeless to be perfectly frank and honest.


SUSAN. Really?


Listen, not a word to Marjorie about this! I don’t want her to start trying to fix me up with one of Douglas’s golfing cronies again. Spare me. Please!


Was I really so rubbish? What should I say?


FRAZER. Well, skip the past for a start! Forget it. Just… answer those questions I asked you in the first place: ‘Who are you? And what do you want to get out of this?’ Sell yourself, Susan. You’re a lovely lady.


SUSAN. No point in telling any lies. This is it. Here I am. What you see is what you get.


God! Sell myself? I don’t think I could give myself away.


Snogging? Couldn’t! What do you do with your face? Do you pucker up or open up?


FRAZER, up the top of the ladder, holds out a sprig of mistletoe above her and puckers up, eyes shut. She snatches it, bins it, laughing.


Hey! Hey, you know how my old dad’s in his second childhood? I think I’ve hit my second adolescence. It’s exactly the same as the first time. I can’t conceive of anyone of the opposite sex treating me as a sexual being.


Or what the hell I’d do if they did.


FRAZER takes down the last tinsel.


FRAZER. There’s more to life, Susan! (There better be, says me!)


He comes down the ladder.


Hey! Remember how you were saying you fancy trying that salsa dancing? There’s a class advertised up the sports centre. Beginners. Let’s give it a shot, mmm?


SUSAN. Why not! You never know, I might meet my ideal man – don’t they tell you to try evening classes? (Mind you, I’m not stupid, all you ever meet are other women looking for their ideal man…)


But let’s give the salsa a whirl! The worst that could happen is we learn to dance.


He gives her a whirl and backwards dip, copied from the telly.


FRAZER. Absolutely! I might not be your ideal partner, missus, but I’m keen!


SUSAN (laughing). And it was our new year resolution that we’d try something new…


SUSAN sits at the counter, fishes a book out from her handbag, opens it, starts reading, so now talks automatically, distractedly.


FRAZER. So it was. Ooh, hope this is a good year for us, eh? Here’s hoping we each get our heart’s desire.


Nice if we could both move on and get out of here, eh, the pair of us?


SUSAN. Any chance of anything?


FRAZER. Well, there’s a movie I heard about, supposed to be definitely going to go in the spring, fingers crossed, director I did the frocks for, for his first costume epic at the Beeb in ‘87 for two and six on an education and documentary budget, so you’d think I’d be in with a chance there. I e-mailed my CV but quite honestly the so-called ‘producers’ these days are about twelve-and-a-half years old, the lot of them.


SUSAN (automatic). I suppose it’s Who You Know…


FRAZER. And of course with what I went through with my mother, I’ve let myself fall out of the loop somewhat. Oh, no regrets! (Kisses fairy and dumps her.) Well, there’s the Christmas-tree fairy back in her box for another year, aren’t you, pet?


Well, Frazer son, what theme are you going to use for the window dressing this month, eh? Should I skip straight to Valentine’s? WH Smith has already!


What you reading?


Grabs it, she grabs it back, reads.


SUSAN. Doctor Zhivago. I’m getting into it. Course, nothing could touch the film. Remember Julie Christie and Omar Sharif and at the end they just kept passing each other and missing – Oh, it was so romantic. Not a dry eye in the two and nines. Certainly not mine!


FRAZER. I’m not a big reader.


SUSAN. Stephi bought me it for my Christmas last Christmas and I only got round to finally starting it this Christmas because the TV was so utterly appalling.


FRAZER. Wasn’t it just? Have you no work to do?


SUSAN. No. Give me a break, I’m at a good bit. Put the kettle on, go on.


He blows a kiss and indulges her, then goes backshop. SUSAN reads. From cubicle comes some harrumphing and groaning. SUSAN registers it, ignores it. It gets louder.


DORIS (off). Haw! Am I supposed tae tie masel in knots like Houdini in here? Is there naebody can gie me a wee haun wi these press-fasteners?


SUSAN. Certainly, Doris, certainly. Your servant, I’m sure.


SUSAN fashions herself a bookmark, places it, sighs, shuts book, goes behind the front curtain.


A very scruffy little MAN enters, stands, surveys the empty shop imperiously, then nods to himself.


MAN. Right…


SUSAN comes out of cubicle.
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