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CAROLINE,  fifty-three, a black woman from Windsor




BRENDAN, thirty-eight, a white man from Liverpool




MARGARET THATCHER,  fifty-seven




A PRIME MINISTER




SURGEON, forties




DAVID FROST, forty-five, television host




NIALL, ten and twenty, Brendan’s nephew




DEIRDRE, a woman from Belfast




JULIE,  fifty-four, Caroline’s friend






    
Notes





Two performers play all the roles.


A forward slash ( / ) indicates a point of interruption.


A lack of punctuation at the end of a line indicates the character leaves the thought unfinished, or at least unsaid.


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








  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      
ACT ONE







  Saturday 6 August, 1983.


  CAROLINE’s third-floor apartment, 20D Trinity Place, Windsor.


  The kitchen. There is a window that looks down onto the road.


  She is in the  final stages of preparing a Lancashire hotpot in a large, family-sized pot.


  She  finishes placing the overlapping potato slices on top of the stew and brushes them with melted butter. She sprinkles some thyme leaves on top.


  The doorbell rings.


  She wipes her hands on her apron and goes to the entryphone.


 CAROLINE. Come up, Mr Duggan.


 She returns to the kitchen and puts the hotpot into the oven. She sets a timer.


 There is a knock at the front door.


 Spring in his step today.


 She goes to the door and opens it.


 BRENDAN stands on the top step. He wears a cheap, quilted jacket and has a canvas holdall.


 Oh, hello.


 Did you manage to park your van alright?


 Come in.


 He enters.


 She takes off her apron and hangs it up.


 It’s not usually this busy, but The Circus has come to town. I was talking to the baker at the top of St Leonard’s Road and he said he’d run out of everything by noon so at least someone’s benefitting I suppose.


 Anyway, you’ll have more jobs to get to. I appreciate you coming on a Saturday.


 I don’t think I’ve met you before, are you new to Duggan’s band of merry men?


 BRENDAN shakes his head.


 Quite the ever-expanding empire he has. But fair enough, good for him, hats off and all that. Far be it from me to knock free enterprise.


 You look nervous, am I making you nervous? My ex-husband used to say my chat made him nervous. I said how can it possibly make you nervous, Robert? And he said, I panic you’ll never stop. I get nervous you’ll go on forever. Which I mean, what do you say to that? Nothing, ideally, probably.


 Pause.


 It’s the boiler. But I suppose you were told.


 BRENDAN. Right.


 CAROLINE. He speaks! A monosyllable, but still.


 It groans and bangs. The boiler.


 I know it’s August, but


 BRENDAN. You can never trust the weather.


 CAROLINE. You can trust it to be unpredictable, I suppose.


 She checks her watch.


 Right on schedule, two British people chat about the weather within a few minutes of meeting.


 BRENDAN. British?


 CAROLINE. I am, aren’t you?


 Pause.


 Would you like a glass of water? You look like you might need


 BRENDAN. Rads hot?


 CAROLINE. The radiators? In patches.


 BRENDAN. Air in your system.


 CAROLINE. I thought it was probably something like that. How’s it get there? That’s the question. Everything’s running smoothly, then bang, suddenly there’s air. Enough to keep you up at night.


 Not really.


 But the banging and groaning is.


 And that’s just the neighbours. Ha!


 They’re recently married, it’ll wear off soon.


 Would you like that glass of water, I could


 She walks through to the kitchen. He follows her.


 She goes to the tap and  fills a glass of water. He looks around, taking in the space. He clocks the hotpot in the oven.


 She offers him the glass of water.


 It’s just water. You look like I’m offering you a glass of bleach.


 BRENDAN takes the glass.


 You can drink it.


 He downs the water.


 Thirsty. I must say, you did get up those stairs very fast, must be fit.


 BRENDAN. You expecting people?


 CAROLINE. Why?


 BRENDAN. That’s a big dinner for one.


 CAROLINE. Oh, right, no, I always cook as if I’m feeding an army, I don’t know why, it’s just something I


 BRENDAN. I could bleed them while I’m waiting. The rads.


 CAROLINE. Waiting?


 BRENDAN. Have you got a key?


 CAROLINE. What would you be waiting for?


 Isn’t that why you’re here?


 Pause.


 Sorry, what’s your name?


 BRENDAN. What does that matter?


 CAROLINE. What’s your name?


 BRENDAN. Brendan.


 CAROLINE. Okay, Brendan, and you do work for Mr Duggan?


 Pause.


 Then what are you doing in my home?


 BRENDAN moves towards the window and looks out.


 Oh. It’s for her, isn’t it?


 You’re a photographer.


 I’m expecting a plumber. You shouldn’t just walk in.


 BRENDAN. You let me in.


 CAROLINE. Yes, because I thought you were Duggan’s man.


 You look like a plumber.


 BRENDAN. What do plumbers look like?


 CAROLINE. With your tool bag and your


 Your jacket.


 BRENDAN. Do plumbers have special jackets?


 CAROLINE. Cheap-looking. As in just for work. I’m sure they wear nicer things at home but


 You need to leave. Now.


 This is my home, you can’t just walk in and use it as your own personal press box.


 And you needn’t have bothered forcing your way in. It’s a waste of your time.


 BRENDAN. No force was used.


 CAROLINE. Tricking then, whatever you want to call it.


 BRENDAN. Come in, you said.


 CAROLINE. You can’t see the front gates from here. You can see that for yourself. You won’t get the photo you want.


 BRENDAN. They say she’s coming out the back. This is a great place to get a shot.


 He puts his bag on the kitchen table.


 CAROLINE. Take your filthy work bag off my kitchen table.


 He looks at her. The bag remains where it is.


 That’s where I eat.


 BRENDAN passes her to go into the bedroom. He looks out the window.


 Excuse me.


 She follows him into the bedroom.


 Brendan what? Who do you work for? You have no right to enter someone’s private property under false pretences.


 BRENDAN. Perfect.


 CAROLINE. This is my bedroom.


 BRENDAN. Worked that out.


 CAROLINE. My private space, do you understand?


 BRENDAN opens the sash window.


 BRENDAN. This couldn’t be better.


 CAROLINE pulls the duvet over the unmade bed.


 She notices some of her underwear on the  floor and picks it up.


 CAROLINE. I won’t ask you again, please leave my home. I do not consent to this.


 BRENDAN returns to the kitchen and she quickly puts the underwear in her laundry basket.


 She follows him into the kitchen.


 BRENDAN takes off his jacket.


 BRENDAN. May I put my jacket on the back of your chair?


 CAROLINE. Your jacket? That’s the least of my


 I want you to leave, not settle in.


 BRENDAN. Just trying to be polite.


 BRENDAN places it on the back of one of the chairs.


 CAROLINE. Polite? I’m asking you to leave and you refuse. That isn’t polite.


 BRENDAN. I have a confession to make.


 CAROLINE. Several, I would imagine. I’ll call you a priest.


 BRENDAN. You’ll call no one.


 Not on the phone.


 And not out the window.


 Do you understand me?


 CAROLINE. All this for a photo?


 BRENDAN. Do you want to hear me confession or what?


 Pause.


 Now you look nervous, Caroline.


 CAROLINE. How do you know my name?


 BRENDAN. Not a secret is it? It’s on the buzzer downstairs.


 Alright, well, my confession is


 I have been known to wear this jacket on social occasions.


 Never to Ascot, don’t get me wrong, or Glyndebourne, God forbid, but maybe to Wimbledon, and possibly to Chelsea.


 How many Hail Marys is it then?


 CAROLINE. Who do you work for?


 BRENDAN. You don’t need to worry about that.


 CAROLINE. I’d like to know.


 BRENDAN. Let’s say I’m freelance.


 CAROLINE. Well I should get a fee for the use of my premises. It’s the least you can do.


 BRENDAN. You couldn’t put a price on this.


 CAROLINE. Can put a price on anything.


 BRENDAN. Thus spoke the True-Blue Thatcherite.


 How about a ciggie?


 He takes a packet of cigarettes from his pocket and offers her one.


 CAROLINE. Are you kidding?


 BRENDAN. Go on, take one, it’s the least I can do.


 CAROLINE. No, the least you could do is leave my home when I ask.


 BRENDAN. I thought everyone smoked. Rich. Poor. North. South. The great equaliser.


 CAROLINE. Well I never have.


 BRENDAN. Not even once? You have to. At least once.


 CAROLINE. It’s bad for you.


 BRENDAN. What?


 CAROLINE. Smoking. It’s bad for you.


 BRENDAN. This is news to me.


 Why didn’t they tell us?


 He lights up a cigarette and smokes.


 I can open a window if you like?


 CAROLINE. It’s my home and I’m fully capable of opening a window.


 BRENDAN. As you like.


 Pause.


 CAROLINE. How long will you be here?


 BRENDAN. She’s expected in half an hour.


 CAROLINE. Half an hour?


 How do you know?


 BRENDAN. We’ve a girl on the inside. A nurse.


 She’s going to come out the back and the doctors and nurses are lining up, so she can walk along and say her thank-yous, then toddle round the side, duck into a limo and she’s away. Well, that’s the idea.


 I don’t have an exact time, but I thought if I was here early I could set up, have a look at the angles.


 CAROLINE. Have a ciggie.


 BRENDAN. It’s important I’m calm.


 CAROLINE. How much will you get for a good shot?


 BRENDAN. Life without parole.


 CAROLINE. No, really. How much are you profiting from being in my home? A couple of hundred? At least. She’s no Lady Di but still.


 If I’m to be inconvenienced I should be compensated. And cigarettes aren’t going to cut it.


 How much cash do you have on you?


 BRENDAN. Cash?


 CAROLINE. Go on. An upfront fee.


 BRENDAN puts his hand in his pocket and pulls out a ten- pound note.


 Ten pounds? That’s not even ten per cent.


 BRENDAN. I wasn’t expecting to have / to


 CAROLINE. You can’t expect to get something for nothing. My bedroom window offers a perfect angle, your word, well that doesn’t come for free.


 BRENDAN offers her the note.


 Check your other pocket.


 He checks his other pocket. A  five-pound note.


  BRENDAN (offers it to her). Go on, you might as well have it.


 CAROLINE takes it.


 CAROLINE. Well it’s not much, but a bird in the hand and all that.


 She pockets the cash.


 Thought you paparazzi types were more spontaneous, opportunistic. But you’ve got this nurse on the inside.


 BRENDAN. Well, you know the British Army’s seven Ps don’t you.


 CAROLINE. Should I?


 BRENDAN. Proper Planning and Preparation Prevents Piss- Poor Performance.


 Doubles as a tongue-twister.


 He takes a mug from by the sink.


 Alright to use this?


 CAROLINE. You’re asking about a mug when you’ve barged in here without permission?


 BRENDAN. No reason we can’t keep things civil.


 CAROLINE. I think that ship’s sailed.


 He stubs out his cigarette in the mug.


 It comes from the Italian slang for mosquito.


 BRENDAN. What does?


 CAROLINE. What you are.


 BRENDAN. And what’s that?


 CAROLINE. Paparazzi.


 BRENDAN. Oh, I see. Mosquito? That’s quite good that.


 He takes a handkerchief and wipes his face.


 CAROLINE. You don’t mind being a mosquito?


 BRENDAN. There are worse things.


 CAROLINE. Like what?


 He folds his handkerchief.


 CAROLINE picks up the bag to put it on the  floor.


 BRENDAN. Don’t touch that.


 CAROLINE. I eat at this table, God knows where this bag’s been. What sordid little alleyways you lurk in and spy from.


 BRENDAN. It stays here.


 He takes the bag from her, and places it back on the table.


 He unzips it and takes out an ArmaLite AR-18 rifle.


 CAROLINE. That’s not a camera.


 BRENDAN. Guess I’m not a mosquito after all.


 He sits down. She doesn’t take her eyes off him.


 Relax.


 I’m not here to shoot you.


 Sit down.


 She doesn’t.


 I said, sit down.


 She doesn’t.


 He goes to stand, she grabs a chair and sits.


 They told me to tie you up and gag you as soon as you let me in.


 As you can see, I haven’t done that.


 I don’t see why we can’t be civil.


 I’d like us to be.


 Pause.


 They call her the widowmaker. Though not in this case. Poor Denis. He’ll have to boil his own eggs from now on.


 He removes the magazine from the rifle.


 Have a look, go on.


 Folding stock. That’s the beauty of her. She could fit inside a cornflakes packet.


 What?


 CAROLINE. There are drawbacks.


 BRENDAN. Expert, are you?


 CAROLINE. What do you know about me?


 BRENDAN. Got your own armoury under the bed, do you?


 CAROLINE. Did they research me?


 BRENDAN. They didn’t mention you were a weapons inspector.


 CAROLINE. What did they tell you?


 BRENDAN. The basics.


 CAROLINE. Go on then, what are they?


 BRENDAN. You’re divorced, but you told me that yourself within a minute of meeting.
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