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Introduction


[image: image] WHY DUOLOGUES?


Whether you are doing theatre studies at school, taking part in a youth theatre, at drama school (perhaps in your final year and looking for showcase material), or attending a professional acting workshop, the duologue will arguably provide the most intense form of character exploration and analysis. It will draw on all the essential skills of the actor -namely playing an objective, identifying obstacles, incorporating backstory, staying in the moment and listening. It is what any Stanislavsky-based acting technique is all about, and a well-crafted duologue will allow you to put all these elements into practice.*


The twenty-five duologues in this volume are from plays that have largely been written post-2000. With the odd exception the characters range in age from fourteen to forty. There is a wide variety of character types and styles of writing from which to choose. They are all drawn from the extensive list of new plays published by Nick Hern Books.


[image: image] CHOOSING YOUR DUOLOGUE


Not surprisingly, the majority of duologues for men and women are of a romantic or sexual nature. Many are about relationships that are new and flirtatious, while at the other end of the spectrum there are some that explore the moments just before the break-up of a marriage or partnership. 

 






The majority of the duologues for two women explore feminist themes. Many are about female friendship and female rivalry. Some involve the dynamic between older and younger women and some are between sisters. Many have historical backgrounds and tell the stories of real-life people. 






A good proportion of the duologues for two men are also of a familial nature, some are between friends and some are of a romantic or sexual nature. 






Several of the duologues in this collection are ethnically or geographically specific, but the majority can be played in any accent and by any ethnicity. Similarly, out of context, some of the duologues can be played either younger or older than specified. Use your judgement and change place names or other references to suit your own purposes.




You will also find a good mix between the dramatic and the comic, the overtly political and the more playful. Some contain strong language and deal with adult themes. All provide a particular challenge and represent the pressing interests of some of our leading playwrights.












[image: image] PREPARING YOUR DUOLOGUE


To understand the characters and their context in any one piece, you will need to read the whole play and to undertake all necessary research. Work with your scene partner to create detailed character histories and a backstory. Work out what it is that you want in the scene, where your characters are in agreement and where they are in conflict. Is there a power struggle? Ask yourselves what the scene is about (see below) and think about the story you wish to tell and why. The duologues in this volume concern themselves with the human condition. They explore our deepest longings, fears and needs. They pose complex questions about how we relate to each other and to the world around us. By engaging in the characters’ psychology you will be able to reveal what lies at the heart of a scene.


[image: image] PERFORMING OR PRESENTING YOUR DUOLOGUE


As obvious as it may sound, remember that the playwright has written a conversation, so you will need to listen and to reply accordingly without preempting any outcome.


Allow yourself to be affected by what is said to you as you respond, and think about the effect you want to have on your partner. Stay in the moment and remain flexible and open to any impulses you or your partner might experience. The best kind of duologue is like an exciting tennis rally in which the audience are gripped, not knowing which way it will go. Several of the duologues in this volume are highly physical. Perhaps you will be working with a director who will have their own ideas about how to stage the scene. If you are working just the pair of you, think about how and where you will move in the space and what sort of physical dynamic there is between the characters. In some cases the writer has given a detailed description of what happens physically. Follow their stage directions and think of it as ‘choreography’ as you would a dance. Some of the writers use forward slashes (/) to indicate when the other character interrupts with their next speech.


[image: image] THE USE OF PROPS


Several of these duologues require the use of props. As far as you are able you will want to seek out items that are as close to the specified article/s as possible. Most actors enjoy working with props. The challenge of how to handle them during a scene, and the comic and dramatic possibilities they offer are all very much part of the actor’s craft. Be sensitive to anything that you handle on stage. Is it an item of rare or precious value? Is it something that disgusts you? Is it something that is dangerous and might frighten you? If you cannot get the ‘real’ thing, use your imagination to endow the object with all the qualities of the original.


[image: image] TIMING/EDITING


For the most part, the duologues are the same length as they appear in the original play script. Unless you are looking for showcase material, where you will be obliged to edit a scene to the standard one to three minutes, you will find it more useful to have the complete scene as it is written. Occasionally I have modified a duologue to make it flow more easily, and where a duologue is exceptionally long I have shortened it. In these cases, I have inserted this symbol […] to show where a cut has been made.


[image: image] HOW TO USE THIS BOOK


For each duologue I have provided a list of the following:


[image: image] WHOThe characters’ names, their ages, and where they come from. In many cases, the characters can be played either younger or older than in their original context. If a character’s accent is not native to you, you may like to try playing it in your own accent. However, watch out for duologues that have been written with a strong dialect or idiom and where the essential rhythm of the piece needs to be maintained.


[image: image] WHEREFor the most part, this is specified in the text. However, you may prefer to change place names if you wish to transpose the scene to suit your own accent.


[image: image] WHENMost of the duologues in this volume are set in the present day. Some are historical. Read the whole play to make further decisions about the time of year it is, day of the week and the time of day.


[image: image] WHAT TO CONSIDERThis will include the style of the play, its themes and use of language, the characters’ backstories and some indication about what happens next.


[image: image] WHAT THE CHARACTERS WANTObjectives to play. Once you have learned your scene and have done all the necessary research and preparation, the only thing you should be actively playing is the ‘What do I want?’ or the ‘What do I have to have?’


[image: image] WHAT THE SCENE IS ABOUTIt is important to think beyond what your character says and does to the wider implications of a scene. This will enable you to play the scene with intelligence, sensitivity and a greater understanding and awareness of what the play is trying to say.


*


These lists are suggestions only. When you become increasingly familiar with your duologue you will find you have opinions of your own; you may even find yourself in disagreement with my notes. Use this book as a springboard from which you will form your own opinions and ideas. My notes are by no means a substitute for reading the play or for thinking for yourself about the characters and their situations; they are rather a tool intended to help, to provoke and hopefully to inspire.


* Konstantin Stanislavsky (1863-1938) was a Russian theatre practitioner who developed a series of techniques in order to help the actor towards a more realistic portrayal of his character.











CONTEMPORARY DUOLOGUES


One Man & One Woman











2nd May 1997


Jack Thorne


[image: image] WHOSarah, twenty-eight, and Ian, twenty-nine. Out of context both characters could be played either younger or older.


[image: image] WHEREIan’s tiny bedsit.


[image: image] WHEN2.41 a.m. on 2nd May 1997.


[image: image] WHAT HAS JUST HAPPENEDSarah has met Ian at an election-night party hosted by the Liberal Democrats. Their duologue comes in the middle of a full-length play that sees two other couples, the first set earlier that night and the third set the following morning.


[image: image] WHAT TO CONSIDER


• It is election night, 1997. The year that Blair came to power and led a landslide victory for the Labour Party.


• It was hot in London that night and there was an atmosphere of shock and excitement as many high-profile Conservative politicians, including Michael Portillo, lost their seats. In his case to a completely unknown candidate at the time, Stephen Twigg.


• The stage direction reads: ‘SARAH [is] drunk, but not so you’d notice immediately’, but be careful not to overplay Sarah’s drunkenness. Drunk people tend to make a special effort to appear sober.


• As we discover in the scene, Sarah has mistaken Ian for a man called James whom she fancies.


• Sarah is very much of the Bridget Jones and the Sex and the City generation of women. These books were first published in 1996 and 1997 respectively.


• The following excerpt comes at the beginning of a much longer scene between the two of them. Later on in the duologue we discover that, a year ago to the day, Sarah’s mother was brutally murdered. Ian’s mother has cancer and both characters are having to confront mortality.




• Although the scene starts comedically, and seems to be as much about sex as anything else, it is important to carry a sense of the characters’ pain from the outset.


• The singer Cilla Black presented the hugely popular television series Blind Date. She had a Liverpudlian accent and her question to the contestants – ‘What’s your name and where do you come from?’ – became a kind of catchphrase.


• The ‘Millennium Bug’ was the fear that in the year 2000 all computer data would be lost.


• Read the play to see what happens at the end and to make a decision about whether you think these two could end up together.


• Words in [square brackets] are there to indicate intention, and not to be spoken.


[image: image] WHAT SARAH WANTS


• Attention. (Think about how she loves to shock.)


• To be heard.


• To find comfort.


• Relief from her loneliness.


• To be held, both emotionally and physically.


[image: image] WHAT IAN WANTS


• Company. (In order not to have to think about the fact that his mother is dying.)


[image: image] WHAT THE SCENE IS ABOUTThe fear of insignificance, loneliness, abandonment, mortality.


[image: image] NBThis play offers a number of other duologues from which to choose.




A tidy bedsit. SARAH enters first, she’s drunk, but not especially so you’d notice immediately. IAN isn’t drunk.


SARAH. Oh, it’s not that messy…


IAN. It’s not tidy.


SARAH. With the bed to the side…


IAN. And the sofa… there… you want to sit down?


SARAH. I want to look around.


IAN. Looking for what?


SARAH. I just want to poke…


I like people poking about my house.


I like people being intrigued.


IAN smiles.


IAN. Then we should have gone to yours… I could have been intrigued at [yours] –


SARAH. No, I followed you… If you had followed me we could have gone back to mine.


But I made the move, so I won a trip to your house.


She starts to poke about. IAN looks at his hands.


My mum used to love poking about my room – poke – poke – one time she found an old toothbrush she insisted I was using as a dildo. I was fifteen years old – she said, ‘Lots of girls have very healthy sexual appetites at your age, I know I did, but it’s a very confusing as well as perfectly natural time.’


IAN laughs. SARAH looks at him.


IAN. My dad just gave me a book. Your Body and You.


SARAH. ‘It’s perfectly natural, do you want to talk about it?


The dildo?’ No, she called it something else. She called it something – I can’t remember – I think she may have called it a ‘sexual device’. Truth was, she’d heard about it on Radio 4 – Woman’s Hour did dildos. Sexual devices.


But the truth also was that I had a new pair of Doc Martens and I was proud of them and mud and shit kept getting caught in the tread, because it was quite deep tread, so I used a toothbrush to… True story. Bet I don’t look like a woman who used to wear Docs as a kid.


Maybe I do. Do I?


IAN. You could…


SARAH. You should have seen the toothbrush – I mean, you must wonder what she thought I had up my fanny. The toothbrush was… not clean. It was brown. The bristles were brown. I mean, really quite… really quite… not nice.


IAN isn’t sure how to respond, so just smiles.


Pause. She continues to try and behave casually as she pokes through his stuff. Eventually, she needs to break the silence…


What shall I do with my coat?


IAN. Oh. Just put it anywhere.


SARAH. I hate phrases like that. ‘Just put it anywhere.’ I feel like shouting at the screen – ‘It’s your dick, put it in her fanny.’


She starts to take off her shoes, they look like they’ve hurt her feet.


IAN. Do you?


SARAH. Sorry, am I being confrontational? It’s a mixture of drunkenness and fear of sex.


IAN. Right.


She gives her shoes to IAN. Who doesn’t quite know what to do with them, and so puts them down beside himself. In the centre of the room. It’s an odd place for shoes. She looks at where he’s put them. She looks at him. Slightly accusingly.


SARAH. Don’t worry. I’m not going to take the rest of my clothes off and hand them to you…


IAN. Not that – no.


She laughs. He doesn’t know why.


SARAH. You were giving as good as you got at the party…




IAN. No. I wasn’t –


SARAH. You fucking were, wideboy.


IAN. No. Was I?


SARAH. What was it you said… I can’t remember how you said it… You said something about Blair being one bollock short of a mouthful.


IAN. I didn’t.


SARAH. ‘The thing about Tony Blair is, he’s one bollock short of a mouthful.’


IAN. I think you’ve got me mixed up.


SARAH. ‘One bollock short of a mouthful.’ It’s a lovely phrase. I was quite surprised at a Liberal Democrat…


IAN. I think… that was probably James.


SARAH. James?


IAN. James. Yes. James. He came with me. Wiry hair. Grey jacket.


I’m not much of a talker. You were mostly talking to him.


I was there. But you two talked.


He’s not really a Liberal Democrat.


Beat. SARAH appraises the situation.


SARAH. And what happened to James?


IAN. Um. Well…


He, uh… He had to go home.


SARAH bullet laughs and then bullet laughs again.


SARAH. I went home with the wrong guy.


IAN. No.


SARAH (really laughing). I went home with the wrong guy.


IAN. It’s – um – Did you?


SARAH. Jesus. Am I that drunk?


Pause.


James.




IAN. We work together. He’s a good friend. Well. Colleague.


Wiry hair. Grey jacket. Do you want to leave?


SARAH. Fuck no. This is exciting. This is like ‘Guess Who?’ but… sexual. ‘Sexual Guess Who?’ Awesome.


She’s staring at him quite intently.


IAN. Do you want the TV on? We could check what’s –


SARAH. See how far you’ve lost yet…


IAN. Well. Not really about the winning.


Not that it’s about the taking part either…


SARAH laughs again.


SARAH. It was a good party. ‘Sexual Guess Who?’ Who are you?


IAN. Who am I?


SARAH (Cilla Black impression). ‘Hello, number two, what’s your name and where do you come from?’


IAN. Don’t…


She laughs again. He doesn’t know why. Again.


SARAH. The Party party?


IAN. What?


SARAH. A Party having a party – funny when you – I thought that was funny – a Party having a party – Who was I talking about that with…? Did we talk at all?


IAN. Of course we did… we, um… we talked about the Millennium Bug.


SARAH. I only went because my friend Ruth told me free – booze… ‘Come to the Party party.’ It might have been her I was – talking about it with.


IAN. Yeah? Yeah. That’s sort of why James came… We don’t really… It’s open-door. We talked about restricting, but…


SARAH. I can fit my whole fist in my mouth. Can you do that?


IAN. What? Can you?




SARAH. Sorry – party – party tricks, that’s the way my brain works, I won’t show you. It’s painful and makes me look very unattractive.


IAN. I’m sure it doesn’t.


SARAH. Well… it does…


Pause.


IAN. There was a guy at my school whose party trick was he could fit his whole penis in an eggcup.


Pause. SARAH barks a laugh and then stops.


SARAH. Jesus.


IAN. What?


SARAH. ‘Hello, Cilla, my name is…’


IAN. Ian. We definitely did the names thing… You’re Sarah.


SARAH. ‘And I am a… Liberal Democrat, Cilla.’


IAN. Housing Officer. I’m a Housing Officer.


Pause. SARAH tries to think of a response to that. She fails. She barks another laugh.


SARAH. Have you got any alcohol?


IAN. Good idea. What would you like?


SARAH. I would like a pint of water and a large glass of red wine…


IAN. That… I can do…


SARAH. Good.


IAN exits. SARAH looks around his room. She picks a book out. Will Hutton – The State We’re In. She flicks through. She smiles. She reads a page. She calls off…


You write notes in the margins of your books.


IAN reappears. Suddenly. Anxiously.


IAN. Not really.


SARAH. You’ve written an exclamation mark beside a – you’ve written an exclamation mark – what does it say?




IAN. Don’t read it out.


SARAH reads the paragraph. She reads it again. She frowns. She puts the book back on the shelf.


SARAH. Do you do it for your fiction books too? Do you underline your fiction books? Or is it only facts – are you only interested in facts or do you underline a choice phrase or two in fiction? A lovely Dickens – sentence or a Shakespearean thing. Do you underline?


IAN. Um. Some. Sometimes.


SARAH. What about letters? Do you underline letters?


IAN. Who from?


SARAH. The bank. British Gas. Friends. Family. Lovers. Letters from other people. So you can skim-read them and not have to…


IAN. No. Not… Well. Some[times] –


SARAH. Yeah? Interesting.


IAN. Um… yeah, just… when things matter – I like to remember them.


SARAH shifts her weight from one foot to the other. She looks at IAN. For some reason she likes this.


SARAH. Do you?


IAN. Yeah.


SARAH. Yeah.


IAN thinks, and then exits again. SARAH looks around, sees the bed and stalks over to it. She looks at it a moment and then suddenly pulls back the duvet. She laughs at herself. She touches the sheets underneath. And then bends and smells the sheets. Then she laughs. Then she calls out.


You don’t mind if I check your sheets, do you?


IAN re-enters on the bounce.


IAN. What?


He looks at the bed.




SARAH. I slept with one guy – the other day, I am a bit of a slut, by the way – whose sheets were so greasy, it almost made me sick. They smelt of old sweat and greasy hair and they were horrible to sleep on. Horrible.


I’m not promising anything, just better to know the full facts before making a decision. As the bishop said to the abortionist.


With his thumb up her bottom… Or…


He thinks of how to respond to that, he can’t, he exits. He re-enters, carrying a tray of drinks, he puts them down on his coffee table. He smoothes down a cushion and puts it where she might sit on the sofa. Then he sits on the other sofa. He doesn’t look at her the entire time. He can’t. This whole thing is slightly too real.


IAN. Why don’t we…? We could drink these sitting down… Watch the…


He puts on the TV. He looks at what’s happening.


She watches him with a smile. He turns and looks at her. He calculates what he’s just done.


Sorry.


SARAH. No.


IAN. That was…


He turns off the TV miserably.


SARAH. Not for me. Don’t turn off for me. You can have the… It’s your party.


They sit in silence.











Anne Boleyn


Howard Brenton


[image: image] WHOHenry the Eighth of England, forty-years old, and his mistress, Anne Boleyn, thirty-years old.


[image: image] WHEREKing Henry’s Court.


[image: image] WHEN1531.


[image: image] WHAT HAS JUST HAPPENEDHenry and Anne are five years into their ‘affair’. Anne still refuses to sleep with Henry, insisting they be married first. In order for him to take Anne as his wife, Henry must first secure a divorce from Catherine of Aragon to whom he is still married. A court session has been set in which Henry will seek an annulment on the premise that his marriage to Catherine, who was the widow of Henry’s brother, was incestuous and therefore illegal. Catherine meanwhile will have the right to plead her case and is to be supported by a number of bishops whom Anne detests. In the scene that precedes this duologue, Anne has expressed her rage at Catherine and fears that the Pope will not agree to an annulment. Henry now seeks to calm Anne down and to reassure her that they will one day be man and wife.


[image: image] WHAT TO CONSIDER


• Henry and Anne are genuinely in love with one another.


• Anne held off having sex with Henry for another two years (seven in total). She finally agreed to sleep with him a few weeks before they were married in January 1533.


• Read Howard Brenton’s excellent introduction to the playtext, in which he sets out his interpretation of Anne as both sexual temptress and great religious reformer. She was a woman who changed the course of history and was tragically betrayed by former allies.


• As it was originally written and produced for Shakespeare’s Globe theatre in London, there is no sense of a ‘fourth wall’ in the play. Characters talk to the audience (see Henry’s aside) and the style of writing is bold. It is important to capture this boldness in the playing without losing the truth of the characters’ intentions and depth of feeling.


• The song is from Britten’s opera Gloriana. They do not sing, but rather speak the lyric with a lift in their voices.


• The comic and the serious. Work to strike the balance between the characters’ theatricality (Anne is particularly skittish in this scene) and what we know of their real selves.


• Read the whole play to get a fuller picture of Anne and Henry and to understand how the playwright has cleverly fused his interpretation with known facts. You will also see how Brenton has told the story from the point of view, a hundred years later, of James the First of England, who imagines he can sense Anne’s ghost.


• Make time to do your own research into the lives of Henry and Anne. You may like to read the work of Hilary Mantel, whose books Wolf Hall and Bring Up the Bodies have been adapted into a stage version, published by Nick Hern Books, and a television series for the BBC.


[image: image] WHAT HENRY WANTS


• To placate Anne.


• To reassure her.


• To be free of his first wife and the politics surrounding it.


• To have sex with Anne.


[image: image] WHAT ANNE WANTS


• To be Henry’s wife.


• To be Queen of England and to have:


Legitimacy.


Respect.


Power.


Security.


• Henry to herself.


[image: image] WHAT THE SCENE IS ABOUTThe struggle between the personal and the political, frustration, lust, power, love.




[image: image] NBThis play offers a number of other duologues from which to choose.


HENRY. Don’t start, Anne!


ANNE. I’m not going to ‘start’. It’s always you who ‘start’. […] Nothing will come of this ridiculous Court.


HENRY. You don’t see the full matter. Leave it to your betters.


ANNE. You mean bishops?


HENRY. The Legatine Court is the best hope for an annulment. His Grace the Cardinal Campeggio will be here in a month.


ANNE. I met Cardinal Campeggio. Ten years ago, in France. He was already senile then. He dribbled.


HENRY. It doesn’t really matter if he dribbles or not! All he has to do is take the Court’s decision to the Pope. And the Court will decide for my divorce.


ANNE. Really? How?


HENRY. Anne, this matter is complex, it is theological, it is High Church politics and it is beyond a woman’s brain!


ANNE. It’s not beyond your wife’s brain. She understands it all too well. She got her uncle in Madrid to persuade the Pope to send Campeggio. Well, didn’t she?


HENRY. Perhaps.


ANNE. She did! She did! I know it.


HENRY (aside). Tomorrow I’ll be hunting. Charging away, flying through the world, horses, dogs, men in pursuit of something that can actually be caught! (To ANNE.) Wolsey will work the bishops.


ANNE. Work Fisher? He hates me. No doubt he thinks I’m a demon goat. Or a witch. Or Martin Luther in woman’s skirts…


HENRY. You’ve heard those things?




ANNE. Of course. Cooks in the kitchens up to your ministers in the Privy Chamber, they all whisper about me. Don’t you think I know how palaces work?


HENRY. My love, I’m so sorry. I’ll flog anyone… cook or earl…


ANNE. No one would dare say a word against me, if I were what you say you wish I were.


HENRY. Can’t we just… be?


ANNE. Be what?


HENRY. Man and woman.


They look at each other.


ANNE. Just be.


HENRY. As in the song.


‘To furnish forth our fate


On some unhaunted isle


Where harmless robin dwells with gentle thrush


Happy we…


ANNE. Happy we…


HENRY. Obscure from all society


From love and hate and worldly foes…


ANNE. In contemplation spending all our days…


And loving ways to make us merry…


HENRY. Happy we…


ANNE. Happy we.’


A moment. Then they return to their real world.


You know what your wife will do. When, after delay after delay, the Court finally meets, she’ll appear all innocent, calm, ill done by, full of godly airs, the perfect wife so infuriatingly in the right! And the bishops, piled up on their benches behind the Pope’s man, will all burst into tears and nothing, nothing will be decided!


HENRY. The Court will work. It must work. There is nothing else.




ANNE. Nothing else?


HENRY. Wolsey warns that he can see no other way to get the Pope’s approval.


ANNE. Oh, does he. Wolsey, Wolsey, woolly Wolsey…


HENRY. Anne…


ANNE (whirling around). Woolly woolly Wolsey, woolly sheep… butcher’s son, let him butcher a sheep! Or, better, butcher him.


HENRY. He is my greatest servant! Be silent!


ANNE. He does look like a sheep.


HENRY. Stop it!


ANNE. Bah bah, bah bah.


HENRY. Anne…


ANNE. Bah bah, Wolsey black sheep… (Pulls a face.)


HENRY (laughs). Bah bah bah.


ANNE. Bah bah bah.


HENRY. Bah bah bah.


They laugh. HENRY pulls her to him and they go to the ground. He puts his hand up her skirt.


Allow me, further than your knee. After five years, Mistress, a little further than the knee?


ANNE. Yes, My Liege, Lord and Master, a little further.


HENRY. And… a view from behind?


ANNE. At a distance, with the curtain half-closed.


HENRY stands and pulls her to her feet. They run hand in hand and exit.











Blue Stockings


Jessica Swale


[image: image] WHOTess Moffat, a student at Girton College, Cambridge, and Ralph Mayhew, a student at Trinity College, Cambridge.


[image: image] WHEREThe orchard at Girton College.


[image: image] WHENThe autumn term, 1896. Night-time.


[image: image] WHAT HAS JUST HAPPENEDTess is in her first term studying science at Girton College Cambridge. She is described as ‘a curious girl’ and has already got into trouble for expressing views that her male lecturers consider outrageous. She has also caught the attention of Ralph Mayhew, a student at Trinity College. They met in the library where they exchanged notes and secretly agreed to meet in the orchard at Girton at night, where this duologue takes place.


[image: image] WHAT TO CONSIDER


• Girton was the first college in Britain to admit female students, and 1896 saw the first intake. Make time to research this fact and to understand the phenomenal bravery of the women who fought for this right.


• The immense opposition that Tess and her fellow female students must face.


• The emergence of women as free-thinking individuals, in search of lives other than those of being a wife and mother.


• The frisson that an exchange with such a woman could provoke in a man at that time. Notice how at the top of the scene Ralph doesn’t even know her name.


• Ralph may be enjoying the dalliance, but make a decision about whether or not he would secretly consider Tess suitable for marriage.


• I would suggest that Ralph recites the poem rather badly (i.e. as any Englishman would who doesn’t understand it or speak Italian).




• Read the play to find out what happens to Tess and Ralph. Remember not to anticipate the outcome when you are playing the scene.


[image: image] WHAT TESS WANTS


• Excitement. Adventure. Romance. Make a decision about whether it is Ralph she particularly likes or the thrill of the danger associated with meeting him.


• To push the boundaries of her protected existence.


• Parity with men.


[image: image] WHAT RALPH WANTS


• An intrigue. (Note the way he says, ‘I’ll leave you a sign. Look out for it.’)


[image: image] WHAT THE SCENE IS ABOUTFlirtation, a woman asserting herself, a man enjoying the chase.


RALPH waits leaning against a tree. TESS appears. It’s dark and very quiet. She creeps to one tree. He creeps to another. She moves in the shadows from tree to tree, becoming increasingly anxious.


TESS. Curses.


He follows her. She stops under an apple tree. He creeps round the other side and puts his hand out to steady her.


RALPH. Good evening.


She screams.


It’s alright, it’s alright! It’s alright.


TESS. Jesus!


RALPH. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you.


TESS. It’s so dark, I was afraid.


RALPH. Me too. I thought your old chaperone might be on the prowl.


She giggles.




Listen, I’m sorry I asked you here. I’ve been paralysed with guilt.


TESS. It’s alright.


An owl screeches.


RALPH. It’s just a barn owl.


TESS. ‘Tyto alba alba.’


RALPH. Oh, so you’re a Latin scholar?


TESS. No. I’m an astrophysicist.


RALPH. Well! Me too. Venus is bright tonight.


TESS. Striking, isn’t she?


RALPH. Yes, she is. (A little moment.) Listen, I don’t even know your name.


TESS. Tess Moffat.


RALPH. Well, Miss Moffat, it’s a pleasure to meet you properly.


TESS. You too.


RALPH. Ralph Mayhew. ‘Esquire.’


They shake hands rather formally. Beat.


Well, this is rather unconventional, isn’t it. I probably should have asked you to a clarinet concert, not to some spooky orchard.


TESS. It is a bit.


RALPH. Isn’t it! (Ghostily.) Woooo! Look, please forgive me, I hope you don’t mind; I thought I might – read you something.


TESS. Oh. Here?


RALPH. Yes. But I’m not very literary, so it might be disastrous.


TESS. I doubt that.


RALPH. It’s a poem. But it’s… actually, maybe I shouldn’t.


TESS. No, please do.


He takes a slip of paper out, looks at it.




RALPH. I really don’t know –


TESS. Go on.


RALPH. Alright. It’s a love poem.


TESS. Oh.


RALPH. It’s called A Lady Who is Fair.


TESS. Right.


RALPH.


Provedi, saggio, ad esta visïone,


e per mercé ne trai vera sentenza.


Dico: una donna di bella fazone,


di cu’ el meo cor gradir molto s’agenza.


mi fe’ d’una ghirlanda donagione,


verde, fronzuta, con bella accoglienza.


Pause.


TESS. Well that was –


RALPH. That’s not the end.


TESS. Oh. Right.


RALPH.


Appresso mi trovai per vestigione


camicia di suo dosso, a mia parvenza.


Allor di tanto, amico, mi francai che


dolcemente presila abbracciare.


Pause.


That’s the end.


TESS. Well! Well. That was quite beautiful. Thank you. What does it mean?


RALPH. I have no idea. I’m a scientist. Maybe next time I’ll show you an experiment.


TESS. I should like that.


RALPH. Or I could write you a paper on Kepler.


TESS. How do you know I like Kepler?


RALPH. Your book, in the library.


TESS. So you knew I was an astronomer!




RALPH. I was impressed.


TESS. You don’t think it’s unfeminine?


RALPH. Anyone who can make head or tail of Kepler deserves a medal in my book. I’m using my copy as a doorstop. I think you being here – ladies studying – well, it’s grand.


TESS. We don’t hear that very often.


He looks at her fondly, then takes a risk.


RALPH. Miss Moffat, may I kiss your hand?


TESS extends her hand. He takes it and kisses it politely. He holds on to it for just a second.


You’re getting cold. You mustn’t stay out any longer.


TESS. Thank you for your unusual poem. May I keep it?


RALPH. They say it’s the most beautiful love poem ever written.


TESS. I wonder what Shakespeare would say to that?


RALPH. He’d probably pinch it. Maybe you should keep it under your hat.


TESS. I’ll do just that.


She loosens her hat and takes it off. He places the poem on her head carefully, holding it there for a second as she puts her hat back on. They look at each other for a moment.


RALPH. So, goodnight, Miss Moffat.


TESS. Goodnight.


She walks back towards the door. He begins to walk away.


Wait! How will I know…?


RALPH. I’ll leave you a sign. Look out for it. Goodnight, sweet mistress!


TESS. Goodnight.


She watches him until he is out of sight. Then she has a little moment of elation before she exits.


,











Britannia Waves the Rules


Gareth Farr


[image: image] WHOGoldie Shaw, a young woman from Blackpool, and Carl, a young soldier, also from Blackpool.


[image: image] WHEREA nightclub, Blackpool.


[image: image] WHENPresent day.


[image: image] WHAT HAS JUST HAPPENEDCarl has joined the army in search of a better life than being stuck in Blackpool on benefits. Still in training, but back home on leave, he bumps into Goldie, a girl he’s known since primary school and whom in a previous scene he has got off with. In the duologue that follows they attempt to pick up from where they left off.


[image: image] WHAT TO CONSIDER


• Carl’s mother died when he was still a child, leaving Carl alone with his dad.


• His father had a kind of nervous breakdown, grew a beard and started playing with toy trains.


• Carl is angry.


• He vents his rage by writing poems and running.


• Carl struggles to fit in. He hates his home town and has a horror of ending up like the people he sees there.


• When the army puts up a stall in town hoping to attract recruits Carl is seduced by the prospect of seeing the world and signs himself up.


• He takes to the training like a fish to water.


• Read the whole play to find out what happens when he sees active service.


• Goldie’s parents own a toy shop.


• In a previous monologue, Carl describes Goldie as ‘Beautiful. Eighteen-carat-solid, fit-as-fuck’. He tells us: ‘She had what all the other girls wanted and what all the boys wanted to get hold of.’




• While he still wants to have sex with Goldie, his objectives are complicated by the change in him and by his need to re-evaluate his life. She remains very much part of the ‘old’ him and the Blackpool which he loathes.


• She, on the other hand, is confident and happy. For Goldie life is quite simple.


[image: image] WHAT CARL WANTS


• To have Goldie be his girl.


• For Goldie to wash away his hurt and to make him clean.


• To explain how different he feels and to have Goldie understand him.


[image: image] WHAT GOLDIE WANTS


• To get close to Carl. (The stage direction at the end of the scene reads: ‘She kisses him. It’s youthful and hungry and full of true love.’)


[image: image] WHAT THE SCENE IS ABOUTLonging, re-evaluating people and places, sexual attraction and desire, hope.


[image: image] NBThis play offers a number of other duologues from which to choose.


GOLDIE. Carl? Carl Jackson?


CARL. Goldie? Goldie, how are you?


GOLDIE. Fuckin’ hell I thought it was you. Carl Jackson as I live and breathe. What are you doing here?


CARL. I’m just seeing some of the lads.


GOLDIE. How long are you staying?


CARL. Few days, maybe a week.


GOLDIE. Bloody hell, Carl Jackson, how long have you been away for now?


CARL. Dunno.


GOLDIE. Piss off.




CARL. What?


GOLDIE. It’s eleven months.


CARL. Yeah?


GOLDIE. Yeah. You left a hole.


CARL. Yeah?


GOLDIE. Yeah, a bit. Look it’s loud in here do you want to go outside?


CARL. Yeah, sure.


The music fades to a low thump in the background. Outside.


GOLDIE. Fuckin’ Blackpool.


CARL. Yeah I know, shit isn’t it?


GOLDIE. Is it?


CARL. Yeah.


GOLDIE. Fair enough.


CARL. What?


GOLDIE. Nothing.


CARL. What?


GOLDIE. I just don’t think it’s that shit that’s all.


CARL. No?


GOLDIE. No.


CARL. Right. I do.


GOLDIE. Yeah. I get that.


Pause.


You look different y’know.


CARL. People keep saying that.


GOLDIE. Yeah? Well they’re right.


CARL. Right. Well, so do you.


GOLDIE (laughing). Fuck off Carl.


CARL. What?


GOLDIE. No I don’t.




CARL. Okay.


GOLDIE. You’re being all fly, Carl.


CARL. Am I?


GOLDIE. Yeah.


CARL. Okay.


Pause.


Their silences aren’t uncomfortable or challenging, they are natural and charged with potential. They glance at each other, sometimes together, sometimes when the other isn’t looking, sometimes when the other chooses not to look.


How’s everything here then?


GOLDIE. What do you care, you think it’s shit?


CARL. So it’s not shit then?


GOLDIE. No.


CARL. No?


GOLDIE. No. It’s not.


CARL. What makes it not shit?


GOLDIE. What makes it not shit? What kind of grammar is that then? I thought you wrote poems.


CARL. Fuck off.


GOLDIE. Don’t tell me to fuck off Carl Jackson.


CARL. Fuck off.


They smile.


GOLDIE. You don’t like it do you?


CARL. What?


GOLDIE. Someone talking about your poems.


CARL. I don’t care.


GOLDIE. Bullshit, yeah you do.


CARL. No I don’t, I’m on-top.


GOLDIE. Say one then.




CARL. Say one what?


GOLDIE. A poem.


CARL. No.


GOLDIE. Say one to me now. Why not?


CARL. Because I don’t even write poems.


GOLDIE. I thought you didn’t care. I thought you were on-top. Say one.


CARL. No.


GOLDIE. Mary had a little lamb…


CARL. Piss off Goldie.


GOLDIE. What? I don’t care. I’ll say one.


Mary had a little lamb…


CARL. Shut up.


GOLDIE. No.


Mary had a little lamb she tied it to a pylon,


A thousand volts went up its arse,


And turned its wool to Nylon.


CARL. You’re not funny.


GOLDIE. Yes I am. I am a funny girl Carl. Just because you’re training to kill people and you look different it doesn’t mean that I’m not funny. That is a funny poem, you could learn something from that.


CARL. Whatever.


Pause.


GOLDIE. So have you shot anyone yet?


CARL. No, have I fuck.


GOLDIE. Sorry, I’m only asking.


CARL. I’m still in training aren’t I?


GOLDIE. I don’t know do I? Still in training after eleven months, how long does it take?


CARL. Ages. There’s different kinds.




GOLDIE. Either that or you’re just a bit shit.


CARL. I haven’t been in theatre yet. If I’d shot anyone it’d mean that I’d shot one of my own, which would mean that I am more than a bit shit.


GOLDIE. And you’re not?


CARL. No.


GOLDIE. Just us then.


CARL. What?


GOLDIE. Nothing.


Pause.


Would you?


CARL. What?


GOLDIE. Shoot someone?


CARL. Yeah, I reckon.


GOLDIE. Yeah? Fair enough.


CARL. You would too. Anyone would.


GOLDIE. Oh, I know I would Carl Jackson. In fact I might have to borrow that Uzi of yours if my old man gives me any more grief.


CARL. He’s alright your dad isn’t he?


GOLDIE. Yeah, he’s alright. I still see yours.


CARL. Yeah?


GOLDIE. Yeah, from time to time. We chat y’know?


CARL. Yeah? Good luck with that.


GOLDIE. You’re at it again.


CARL. What?


GOLDIE. Being all fly.


CARL. Sorry.


GOLDIE. So what’s it like then? Really.


CARL. It’s better than here.




GOLDIE. I’m not going to tell you again Carl.


CARL. Tell me what?


GOLDIE. I live here. You might have jumped ship and found a better beach to play on but Blackpool is my home so stop saying it’s shit.


CARL. Alright, calm down.


GOLDIE. No. Blackpool’s not shit Carl, you just choose to see it that way. You used to live on that Pleasure Beach when you were a kid. Fuckin’ smiles wider than the front. I watched you then too.


CARL. I’m not a kid any more though am I?


GOLDIE. Clearly.


CARL. I’m out of here Goldie and it’s bigger and better and… I’m better, I breathe better. I do. Free and me. That’s it.


GOLDIE. Have you got a Pleasure Beach though?


CARL. The biggest.


GOLDIE. Stay safe out there Superfly. We don’t want you tripping over your shoelace and shooting yourself in the head now. It happens, I’ve seen it on YouTube.


CARL. I’ll try.


GOLDIE. Good.


Silence. It lasts.


Are you going to kiss me then or what?


CARL. You what?


GOLDIE. Bloody hell, I hope you’re not in the Signals Carl Jackson or else we’re all fucked.











Chicken Shop


Anna Jordan


[image: image] WHOLuminita, twenty-four, Moldovan, and Hendrix, sixteen, British.


[image: image] WHEREA room in a brothel above a chicken shop in Hounslow, West London.


[image: image] WHENPresent day. September


[image: image] WHAT HAS JUST HAPPENEDHendrix lives with his mother and her much younger girlfriend who keeps coming on to Hendrix and whom Hendrix hates. His mother is very right-on, runs an organic-food store and hates anything to do with modern Capitalist society. Hendrix is frustrated, he is being bullied at school because his mother is gay and at home he feels oppressed by his mother’s righteous attitudes, vegetarianism and insistence that they eat ‘gluten free’. In an act of desperation to lose his virginity he visits a local brothel above the chicken shop, where he is introduced to Luminita. The following duologue is their first awkward meeting.


[image: image] WHAT TO CONSIDER


• Hendrix has never known a father. He was brought up by his birth mother and her ex-partner Meg, whom Hendrix adored. When he tells Luminita about his ‘dad’ in Vietnam, it is actually Meg to whom he is referring.


• Hendrix’s conflicting feelings about sex. He loves his mother and women in general, but fantasises about performing dirty and degrading acts upon them. Because Hendrix has been brought up not to objectify women, he feels especially guilty when he looks at pornography.


• There is very little privacy for Hendrix at home. His mother and her girlfriend are always coming into his room. Here in the brothel, Hendrix has some time to himself.


• Luminita pretends to be earning money for her studies, but as we discover in the duologue, this a cover for the fact that she has been illegally trafficked into Britain as a sex-worker.




• Luminita is a prisoner in this room. She is not allowed out or even to open the curtains or the window. Her pimp, Leko, ‘the man downstairs’, has given her drugs so that her addiction keeps her with him. If she leaves him, he has threatened to kill her and her family back in Moldova.


• The ‘other girl’ Luminita talks about was a fellow sex-worker who died of AIDS.


• Both Hendrix and Luminita feel trapped by their circumstances. The scenes between them are tender and caring.


[image: image] WHAT LUMINATA WANTS


• To perform her job well so that Leko does not beat her or eventually kill her. She has become so resigned to her situation and is so fearful of Leko that she has lost all other wants, except…


• To keep Hendrix interested so that he can bring her a phone when he next visits. (She longs to speak to her family in Moldova.)


[image: image] WHAT HENDRIX WANTS


• To explore his sexuality.


• To lose his virginity.


• To have some time and space away from the bullies at school and his mother’s very openly sexual relationship with her girlfriend at home.


[image: image] WHAT THE SCENE IS ABOUTPressure to have and to perform sex, sex-trafficking, genuine communication, tenderness, care.


[image: image] NBThis play offers a number of other duologues from which to choose.




LUMINITA. You want a drink?


HENDRIX. Yes, please.


LUMINITA. You want a beer?


HENDRIX. Yes please.


LUMINITA. You can sit down.


HENDRIX. Okay. Thanks.


She gets a Tyskie out of the crate and passes it to him. She sits down on the bed and leans back a little, taking a seductive pose but with a sense of blankness.


Thanks. Ah. Polish beer.


LUMINITA. It’s okay for you?


HENDRIX (looks at can). Yeah yeah fine. Strong.


LUMINITA. Mmm-hmmm.


HENDRIX (finding the percentage). Five point six.


LUMINITA. Yes.


HENDRIX. That’s stronger than Stella.


LUMINITA. Is it?


HENDRIX. Yes. Aren’t you having one?


LUMINITA. No.


HENDRIX cracks it and takes a long drink. He smiles at LUMINITA and looks around the room.


HENDRIX. Gosh this room’s got high ceilings.


LUMINITA. So what do you want to do, stud?


HENDRIX (embarrassed). You don’t have to call me that.


LUMINITA. What would you like me to call you?


HENDRIX. You don’t have to call me anything, do you?


LUMINITA shrugs.


LUMINITA. So what do you want to do?


HENDRIX. Umm…


LUMINITA. What is it that you like?




HENDRIX. I know this is going to sound really stupid. But I don’t know.


LUMINITA. You don’t know?


HENDRIX. No. Sorry. I know it’s silly.


LUMINITA. It’s not silly. You want a massage?


HENDRIX. Oh… okay. If that’s okay.


LUMINITA. That’s okay. Take off your top.


He takes his jumper off but leaves his T-shirt on.


HENDRIX. That’s better. It’s so hot in here. Like my house.


She starts to massage him, quite vigorously and a little impatiently.


LUMINITA. Is that nice?


HENDRIX. Yes.


LUMINITA. You like that?


HENDRIX. Yes. I do.


LUMINITA. You are very tense.


HENDRIX. I’m a bit stressed out.


This makes LUMINITA laugh a little.


What?


LUMINITA. Nothing.


Beat.


HENDRIX. What are you going to study at uni?


LUMINITA. I don’t know.


HENDRIX. Fees are really expensive, aren’t they? Especially now.


LUMINITA. Yes, they are.


HENDRIX. How long will it take you, working here, to make enough money?


LUMINITA. Oh, a long long long time.


HENDRIX. That’s a shame. (Beat. Takes another sip.) It’s hot up here, Lumi– how do you say your name?




LUMINITA. Luminita.


HENDRIX. Lum-inita?


LUMINITA. LU-MI-NI-TA.


HENDRIX. Right. Yeah. It’s hot up here.


LUMINITA. It’s an Indian summer.


HENDRIX. It is. It feels like there’s a storm about to break all the time, but it never does.


LUMINITA. Why don’t you take your T-shirt off?


HENDRIX. It smells a bit funny too.


LUMINITA (stops massaging, worried). Like vomit?


HENDRIX. Er… yeah. Sort of.


LUMINITA. Do I smell like vomit?


HENDRIX. No, why, were you sick?


LUMINITA. No, one of the customers was sick.


HENDRIX. On you?


LUMINITA. On the bed. But some of it got on me.


HENDRIX. That’s pretty grim.


LUMINITA (shrugs). Sometimes it happens.


HENDRIX. Sort of like an occupational hazard? Shit. Sorry. That sounded awful. I didn’t mean that, sorry.


LUMINITA. I don’t know what it meant anyway.


Beat.


HENDRIX. Why don’t you open a window?


LUMINITA. I can’t.


HENDRIX. Why?


LUMINITA. It’s stuck.


HENDRIX. Do you want me to try?


LUMINITA. No. (Beat.) Would you mind not saying?


HENDRIX. Not saying what?


LUMINITA. That the room smelt of vomit?




HENDRIX. Who to? Oh to the man downstairs! God, no of course not!


LUMINITA. I wouldn’t want him to think that I had spoiled your experience.


HENDRIX. Of course not. Don’t be silly.


LUMINITA laughs a little.


What?


LUMINITA. You say ‘silly’ a lot.


HENDRIX. Do I?


LUMINITA. Have you been here before?


HENDRIX. Yes once. I went out in Central London with a friend and then we came here when we got off the Tube.


LUMINITA. Just two of you?


HENDRIX. Yes.


LUMINITA. Who did you see?


HENDRIX. Sorry?


LUMINITA. Who did you see? It wasn’t me. Was it?


HENDRIX. Oh God – sorry! I thought you meant the chicken shop downstairs! Roosters! We came for fried chicken after we’d been out.


LUMINITA. What is Roosters?


HENDRIX. It’s… the name of the shop. The name of the shop below. You must know that, surely!


LUMINITA. Ah yes, I had just forgotten.


HENDRIX. I’ve never been up here. Sorry. I feel silly now.


LUMINITA. Silly again?


HENDRIX. What? Oh, yes. (Beat.) How many people work here?


LUMINITA. Just me, at the moment. There was another girl. But she went away. I’m very busy, all the time.


HENDRIX. Oh I see. (Beat.) Have you tried the chicken downstairs?




LUMINITA. It’s all I eat.


HENDRIX. Seriously?


She nods.


That’s not a very balanced diet.


LUMINITA. No shit. Do you have a girlfriend, stud?


HENDRIX. No. Not right now.


LUMINITA. How did you know we were here?


HENDRIX. It was in the back of the Informer.


LUMINITA. What’s that?


HENDRIX. Local paper.


LUMINITA. Oh. Was there a story about it?


HENDRIX. No. An ad.


He turns to LUMINITA, she stops for a moment.


I wouldn’t normally dream of doing something like this.


LUMINITA. ‘Something like this’?


HENDRIX. Yes. I expect everyone says that, don’t they?


LUMINITA. No. They don’t.


HENDRIX. Oh. Well, maybe I should explain that –


LUMINITA (sharply). No don’t tell me.


HENDRIX. Okay.


LUMINITA goes round and sits on his lap. She takes his beer and puts it on the ground. She is quite matter-of-fact and a little detached.


LUMINITA. What do you want to do now?


HENDRIX. Ummm.


LUMINITA. What do you want to do? You can do whatever you want to me.


HENDRIX. Um… Could I kiss you?


LUMINITA. Yes you can kiss me.


HENDRIX. Is that okay?




LUMINITA. You can do whatever you want to me.


HENDRIX. Oh. Okay.


He goes in awkwardly, eyes closed and kisses her.


Umm… do you think you could close your eyes?


She does. He kisses her again.


Do I taste of beer?


LUMINITA. Give me your hand.


She takes his hand and guides it up her top, resting it on one of her breasts.


Go on. You can squeeze it. Don’t be scared.


He does.


Does it feel nice?


HENDRIX. Errr… Yes.


LUMINITA. Do you like it?


HENDRIX. I – I can’t fucking do this!


He takes his hand away and jumps up, she slips off his lap and she knocks the can of beer over.


Oh my God I’m so sorry!


LUMINITA. It’s okay.


HENDRIX. Seriously – this isn’t me. I think I’m just really out of my depth here!


LUMINITA. Relax! I need to get a cloth.


HENDRIX. I’m just mega mega nervous. I’m sorry.


LUMINITA. Forget it. I just need to clean this up so it doesn’t smell.


She goes to the bed and pulls out the box of cleaning stuff. She cleans up the beer. She is frantic, worried about it staining or smelling. HENDRIX paces.


HENDRIX. Can I help you with that?


LUMINITA. No.


Thank you.




HENDRIX (to himself). Smooth, Hendrix. Real smooth. You’re such a fucking loser.


LUMINITA (looking up for a moment). Your name is Hendrix?


HENDRIX. Yeah.


LUMINITA. That’s a funny name.


HENDRIX. Yep. My mum’s got a killer sense of humour.


She sniffs the carpet. She takes the cleaning stuff back and places it neatly in the crate. He watches her. She takes a plastic Tupperware from under the bed, she takes her knickers off, places them in it and then takes a condom out of it. She puts the box back.


LUMINITA. Come on, Hendrix. (Passes him the condom.) This end doesn’t smell so bad.


She moves the pillow to the other end of the bed. She lies down and opens her legs.


Come on.


He looks between her legs, then at the condom, then back at her. There is an unfathomably awkward pause.


HENDRIX. God! It’s so fucking HOT!


He starts to pull at the neck of his T-shirt. She sits up, alarmed.


LUMINITA. You’re not going to be sick are you?


HENDRIX. No! It’s just – God this has GOT to open.


He pulls the curtains open and afternoon sunshine floods the room. He pulls at the sash window and it flies up with ease. LUMINITA jumps up and runs over to the door.


LUMINITA. What are you doing?


HENDRIX. See? It’s not stuck! You need some air up here. It’s so fucking hot!


HENDRIX leans out and takes a deep breath.


LUMINITA. Please! I’m not allowed!


HENDRIX (coming in). Everyone needs air, Luminita.




LUMINITA. I know. I know… but…


Pause. With light and air pouring in the room is transformed. HENDRIX sits on the chair. LUMINITA walks slowly towards the window. She glances behind her at the door. Kneeling on the mattress she leans out a tiny bit. She enjoys the sun on her face for a moment. She looks at HENDRIX.


What are you doing?


HENDRIX. Putting my head between my legs.


LUMINITA. Why?


HENDRIX. Because I feel a little bit faint.


LUMINITA goes back to looking out of the window. HENDRIX drains the last of the can. LUMINITA puts her hand out of the window, palm up.


LUMINITA. Warm.


She tentatively leans a little further out. She breathes in deeply.


HENDRIX. What can you smell?


LUMINITA. Chicken. Cigarettes. (Breathes.) Sunshine. Shit.


HENDRIX. Sunshine doesn’t smell.


LUMINITA. I know. I’m being silly. What does that say?


He walks over and looks out of the window.


HENDRIX. ‘Hounslow East Station.’


LUMINITA. I see that. There!


HENDRIX. Oh. It says ‘Halal Butchers’. And then underneath it says ‘Chicken, Beef, Lamb’. Actually it says ‘Chicken Bef Lamb’. They’ve missed out an ‘e’. You really can’t read that?


LUMINITA. I can read it a little bit.


HENDRIX. You need glasses.


LUMINITA. I think so. I get headaches.


HENDRIX. You should get them tested. Why aren’t you allowed to have the window open?


LUMINITA. I’m just not.




HENDRIX. You look like you haven’t seen the sun for a long time.


LUMINITA. I haven’t.


HENDRIX. Why?


LUMINITA. I work from six till six. Then I sleep. Then I clean. Then I work again.


HENDRIX. Wow. You work? I mean, when you say ‘work’ you mean…


LUMINITA. Yes. Fuck.


HENDRIX. Shiiit. (Beat.) You need to take a break. Why don’t you go out somewhere?


LUMINITA. For me it is only Work. Sleep. Clean. Work. Sleep. Clean.


HENDRIX. That sounds grim. You must really wanna go to uni.


She laughs a little. Beat.


LUMINITA. Why are you called Hendrix?


HENDRIX. Oh my mum’s a massive fan. Jimi Hendrix. She loves all that sixties hippy shit.


LUMINITA. She sounds very cool!


HENDRIX. She’s alright. Thing is, she could have called me Mitchell, after Joni Mitchell. She could have called me Dylan, after Bob Dylan. That would have been cool. She could even have called me Jimi. But Hendrix? I sound like a prize prick!


LUMINITA (smiling). ‘Like a prize prick.’


HENDRIX. Yeah.


LUMINITA. It’s unusual.


HENDRIX. I suppose. Yours is unusual too. Why are you called Luminita?


She shrugs.


Do you know what it means?




LUMINITA. It means ‘Little Light’.


HENDRIX. Ahhh. (Beat.) Listen, I feel really stupid about all this.


LUMINITA. Don’t worry about it. (Beat.) What does your mother do?


HENDRIX. She runs an organic-food shop.


LUMINITA. And your father?


Beat.


HENDRIX. He doesn’t live with us any more. He left a couple of years ago. He’s biking across Vietnam right now.


LUMINITA. On a bicycle?


HENDRIX. No. (Smiles.) A motorbike. He sends me postcards. Sometimes.


LUMINITA (looking out). Look!


HENDRIX. The plane?


LUMINITA. It’s so low!


HENDRIX. Yeah. It’s pretty low. We’re only a couple of miles from the airport.


LUMINITA. Which airport?


HENDRIX (laughing). Heathrow!


LUMINITA. Oh yes. I forgot…


She looks out the window again.


Quick! Get down!


HENDRIX. What?


LUMINITA. The chicken man. Leko’s cousin. I think he can see us in a reflection.


HENDRIX. He can’t!


LUMINITA. In case.


HENDRIX. I don’t understand why you have to hide. (Beat.) Oh, I get it. You’re illegal, right?


LUMINITA looks at him.




It’s okay. We had some people like you living near us once. My mum helped them out… Oh God. Sorry. ‘People like you.’ I’m sorry. You must think I’m –


LUMINITA. A prize prick?


HENDRIX. Yeah.


She shrugs again and lies down in the sunlight that is spilling on to the mattress.


What are you doing?


LUMINITA. Sunbathing.


HENDRIX moves down the bed a little, and rests against the wall. Suddenly LUMINITA has an idea.


May I ask you something?


HENDRIX. Sure.


LUMINITA. Do you have a phone?


HENDRIX. Yeah.


She sits up.


LUMINITA. Really?


HENDRIX. Of course!


She glances towards the door.


LUMINITA. Please may I use it? Just for one minute?


HENDRIX. I would but / it’s –


LUMINITA. Please?


HENDRIX. It’s got no battery. See?


He gets his phone out of his pocket.


I let it run out on purpose because my mum keeps calling me and when I get in I say to her ‘Look, Mum, no battery. See?’ I’m sorry.


LUMINITA. It’s okay.


Beat. LUMINITA is crestfallen.


HENDRIX. This has been a funny day.




LUMINITA has an idea. She jumps up. She closes the window, trying to stay as out of sight as possible. She closes the curtains. The room is plunged into gloom.


LUMINITA. Come here. Turn around.


He does. She gets behind him and pulls his T-shirt off. He grabs at it a little, and then lets go. He covers his chest a little, self-conscious. She starts to massage him again with a renewed, businesslike energy.


Hendrix. You are a virgin, yes?


HENDRIX (hesitates a little). Yes.


LUMINITA. And you don’t want to be, yes?


HENDRIX. Yes. I mean no, I don’t want to be.


LUMINITA. So – we will take it slow. Today we have a massage. Come back soon, and we will have a little more. Okay?


HENDRIX. Okay.


LUMINITA. We can take it nice and slow. Nice and Slow.


HENDRIX. That would be great.


LUMINITA. You just tell him you want the same. Alright? Leko. Tell him you want –


HENDRIX. ‘The Girlfriend Experience.’


LUMINITA. Yes. Tell him that.


She stops massaging for a second, and runs her hands over his chest, over his nipples and kisses his shoulder lightly. He shudders. It is the most intimate he has ever been with a woman.


And you will bring a phone, with a battery. Yes?


HENDRIX. Yes. I will.


LUMINITA. Okay, Hendrix.


She continues with the massage.











Chimerica


Lucy Kirkwood


[image: image] WHOTess, English, a market researcher (her exact age is unspecified, but we can assume she is in her thirties), and Joe, American, a photo-journalist, forty-one years old.


[image: image] WHEREJoe’s apartment, Hudson Heights, New York City.


[image: image] WHEN8th October 2012.


[image: image] WHAT HAS JUST HAPPENEDTess and Joe met on the 25th September 2012 (two weeks ago) on a flight from New York to Beijing. They were sitting next to each other. Tess was nervous about flying, drank a considerable amount of alcohol and she and Joe ended up having sex in the aeroplane lavatory. They re-met on the 29th September in a Chinese restaurant in Manhattan. Tess, who works for a credit-card company as a market researcher, wanted to use one of Joe’s photographs of impoverished children for an advertising campaign. Joe was offended and the couple had a row culminating in Joe walking out of the restaurant, leaving Tess behind. Here in this duologue that follows, it is eight days later and Joe has had second thoughts about allowing the credit-card company to use his images. He has invited Tess to his apartment.


[image: image] WHAT TO CONSIDER


• Joe is a serious photo-journalist. He has taken pictures of people in shocking circumstances often putting himself in danger. He was one of six journalists who captured the iconic image of ‘Tank Man’ in Tiananmen Square in 1989. Twenty-three years on he is trying to track down Tank Man’s whereabouts.


• Research the true story of Tank Man for yourselves and the myths surrounding what might have happened to him after the pictures were taken.


• The strong attraction that Tess and Joe have for each other and their flirtatiousness. They are wary, however, and Joe in particular is terrified of commitment.




• Make a decision about whether Joe’s change of heart about letting the credit-card company use one of his stills was motivated by his need to see Tess again.


• Although Tess enjoys her job, she knows that much of what she does is shallow. To what extent does she admire and envy Joe’s passion for his?


• The playwright’s following note: ‘A dash (–) indicates an abrupt interruption. A comma on its own line indicates a beat. A beat doesn’t always mean a pause but can also denote a shift in thought or energy.’


[image: image] WHAT TESS WANTS


Superficially:


• A strong photographic image for her company.


More importantly:


• To see where Joe lives, to learn more about him and to be able to put him into some sort of context.


• For Joe to want her again.


[image: image] WHAT JOE WANTS


• To apoloogise for his behaviour at their last meeting.


• For Tess to understand him and to comprehend what his photography means to him. Make a decision about whether his showing Tess the ‘wrong’ portfolio is a genuine accident on his part. Perhaps he is pleased that she gets to see the real Joe and what it is that makes him tick.


• For Tess to want him again


[image: image] WHAT THE SCENE IS ABOUTAttraction, the desire to make a difference in this world versus the ease of selling out.




JOE’s dingy apartment. TESS, taking it in, as JOE produces a number of large folders, lays them on the floor.


JOE. And you found it okay?


TESS. Your streets are too long.


JOE. Well, you’ll have to take that up with the Dutch. You want a beer?


TESS. I can’t stay.


JOE. No, sure, I just wanted to – I felt kind of awful, about how I spoke to you the other night, and – anyway so I sorted through my China archive. They might not be of any interest to you, they’re mostly still-life or landscape but… for the credit card, I mean?


TESS. Oh. Thank you. That’s – wow, thanks.


TESS opens a folder. JOE realises his mistake. A panic.


JOE. No, sorry, that’s not. That’s the wrong, you don’t want to look at those –


But TESS has taken a printout and is examining it.


Tess, please. Don’t. I didn’t mean to –


He goes to take it from her, she moves it out of his reach, still looking at it. JOE hesitates.


Sudan. ’94, I think.


TESS goes to the next print.


That’s Colombia.


Pause. He points to a detail on the print.


He was a trade unionist. Worked at a Coca-Cola bottling plant in Carepa.


Pause. The next print. JOE points to a detail on it.


That’s the paramilitaries arriving.


Pause. The next print. TESS covers her mouth. JOE indicates something.


The light wasn’t good. I followed them into the bushes but I couldn’t risk a flash.




TESS puts down the print. A pause. Then she takes a breath. And picks up another.


That’s a cemetery in Gaza. Palestinian woman, that’s her boys in the background.


TESS. You must have been standing, quite close…


JOE. Pretty close yeah.


,


TESS. You can see every wrinkle / in her –


JOE. You see the flare coming off that iron bar in her hand, I love that, total fluke.


TESS. Looks like she’s about to –


JOE. Yeah. Caught me right across the eye. See?


He shows TESS his scar. She feels it.


The restaurant. I’m sorry about, you know –


TESS. Throwing a wobbly?


JOE. Yeah. I guess.


TESS. It’s alright. I had a toffee apple.


She retracts her hand.


Can I see the Tank Man?


JOE finds a print of the Tank Man photograph in a folder. Gives it to her. She examines it.


Have you found him yet?


JOE shakes his head. She looks at the print.


I always used to wonder about his shopping bags.


JOE. Why is everyone so hung up on that, what he bought from the store that morning?


TESS. Because I think that’s amazing. A man goes out to buy a paper, or a new shirt or something, and by the end of the day, he’s part of history.


JOE. Yeah but forget the shopping. That’s a picture of heroism. It changed things.




TESS. Yeah but don’t most of your photographs do that?


JOE takes out his tobacco, rolls a cigarette.


JOE. I wish.


JOE fumbles his tobacco. TESS takes the papers from him, she rolls the cigarette, deftly.


TESS. So why d’you bother then?


JOE shrugs.


The Vietnam War wasn’t lost on the battlefields of Vietnam, it was lost in the living rooms of America, right?


JOE. Right. Right and that was because of photographs. No one could forget what was happening when the blood was right there in Technicolor for the very first time. But living rooms now, they’re full of war. Full of famine, full of genocide. Atrocity’s just another pattern in the chintz.


,


TESS. I bet you’re really fun at parties, aren’t you?


JOE. Look, there are schoolkids armed with iPhones who do my job way better than me now. And maybe photographs are like people. The more there are of them, the less any individual one means.


But, you know, I don’t know how to do anything else. Kodak ergo sum. I read that somewhere, I didn’t come up with that or anything, you want a beer?


TESS. No, I. I have to go in a minute.


JOE. Come on. I’m trying to apologise here.


TESS. By talking about Vietnam?


JOE. Come on, have a beer with me. Or tea, I have tea, you guys like that, right?


,


TESS. I prefer beer.


JOE grins, gets two beers, opens them.


So why don’t you want kids?




JOE. World’s a shitty place. Seems kind of unfair to bring a child into that. And, you know, I just get really violent when I’m drunk, so. Cheers.


He hands her a beer. Clinks her bottle with his. They drink. He opens a correct folder of prints for her. She looks through them, picks one up.


TESS. Oh, wow. This is it, that’s just, can I have this?


JOE. That? I just took that one to test a new lens. Don’t you think it’s kind of / bland?


TESS. Bland, yes, it’s perfect. I love it. It’s so… white-bread.


JOE. Then have it. You probably want a high-res TIFF, right?


TESS nods. JOE opens his laptop, keeps working, finding and sending the file, TESS hands him the rollie, he lights it, smokes. She looks at his tobacco packet. She takes out her straights.


TESS. American Spirit. Will you throw me out if I smoke an immoral Marlboro?


JOE. Sure, go on. You can say your Hail Marys after.


TESS laughs. Lights a cigarette. Pause.


TESS. I was really glad you called. I don’t really know anyone in New York. Except this drug dealer I bought some speed off when I first got here.


JOE. I used to take so much speed in the nineties. I stayed up for four days once, in Kosovo.


TESS. She keeps calling me up crying all the time, wants to talk about her boyfriend. She came round last night with a Sex and the City box-set. She made me plait her hair. She keeps making me say ‘oregano’, then laughing. If I still lived in London, she’s exactly the kind of woman I would avoid at all costs. She’s my only friend in New York.


JOE keeps his eyes on the screen.


JOE. Nah, you got at least two.


Outside, it starts to rain. TESS looks out of the window, drinks her beer. Smokes.




TESS. They can control the weather, you know.


JOE. What?


TESS. In Beijing. They fire rockets, into the sky, to disperse the clouds.


If they don’t want it to rain, then it doesn’t. Terrifying.


She looks around; at JOE, and at his gloomy apartment.


I’m going to buy you a lamp.











Fault Lines


Ali Taylor


[image: image] WHOAbi Ahmed, late twenties, Campaigns and Response Executive, British Asian, and Nick Webb, late twenties/early thirties, Marketing and Communications Executive.


[image: image] WHEREThe tatty office of Disasters Relief, a small charity in London.


[image: image] WHEN8.32 a.m. Christmas Eve. Present day.


[image: image] WHAT HAS JUST HAPPENEDThis duologue comes at the very start of the play. It is the morning after last night’s Christmas party, Nick and Abi have had sex and the place looks like a bombsite.


[image: image] WHAT TO CONSIDER


• Abi and Nick have the kind of love/hate relationship that is typical of a romantic comedy.


• Abi is engaged to Jaz because he brings her the financial security she craves. However, as the play progresses it becomes clear that she is much more attracted and suited to Nick.


• Nick has been in love with Abi for several years but is reluctant to admit to it.


• Last night at the party Abi said to Nick: ‘In another world… you could… we would – ’ Nick has been holding on to that hope.


• Their backgrounds. They claim to come from working-class families, but it is clear that they have been brought up with very middle-class values. This is a source of tension between them, with Nick dismissing Abi’s Northern credentials (she is from Bradford) as a sham due to the fact that her father is a doctor and lives in a five-bedroomed house. She, in turn, accuses him of being a ‘Mockney’.


• Abi and Nick share a passion for their work and are committed to helping people and communities in need. To what extent has this continued pressure to do ‘good’ precipitated their ‘bad’ behaviour of last night?




• Read the play to see how their ‘Will they? Won’t they?’ relationship develops.


[image: image] WHAT ABI WANTS


• To pretend that last night never happened.


[image: image] WHAT NICK WANTS


• To continue where he and Abi left off.


[image: image] WHAT THE SCENE IS ABOUTAttraction, embarrassment, the conflict between duty and personal happiness.


The office of Disasters Relief, a small charity in London. Through the half-light, we can see it’s a cramped, tatty room with four desks, grey metal filing cabinets with box files stacked on top, dying spider plants on shelves, dog-eared posters of refugees in tents during previous aid campaigns in Pakistan, Afghanistan and India, maps of north-east Asia, Africa, South America. There is also camping paraphernalia stacked in piles in various places. There’s a dated TV. There’s a door to a shared corridor and kitchen.


Last night was the Christmas party and the place is a bombsite – decorations hanging off the walls, snapped paper chains, tinsel, paper plates with bits of half-eaten sausage rolls. Chocolates have been trodden into the threadbare industrial carpet. Glasses with dregs of red wine, beer bottles and plastic cups are everywhere.


In the centre of a room is a two-man tent with the ‘Disasters Relief ’ logo on the side. Around the tent are strewn shoes, a pair of trousers, tie, a bra, tights and socks.


A phone is ringing.


ABI’s arm stretches out of the tent, feeling around for and grabbing a bra and T-shirt. She then emerges, hungover as hell, bleary-eyed, hair everywhere. She looks for which phone is ringing. It’s confusing.


She steps over the guy-ropes tied to desk legs and chairs, and just as she reaches it, it stops. The phone near NICK’s desk starts ringing. She looks for her clothes and picks up a skirt, lumberjack shirt and… realises. She looks around, realising, panicked.


Enter NICK, excited, carrying a cup of tea. He approaches ABI.


NICK. Hey!


ABI. Hey.


NICK. You all right?


ABI (half-laughs). Fuck.


NICK. Yeah!


ABI. Fuck.


NICK. Yeah! Mental isn’t it?


ABI stares at NICK, taking in what’s happened.


Who woulda seen that coming! Office parties are supposed to be shit but that was… properly one of the best two or three parties ever!


NICK follows ABI’s gaze around.


I know! You think this is bad, you ent seen the kitchen. It’s like an epileptic’s gone decorating.


Your head banging?!


It is isn’t it?!


ABI nods.


Yeah, yeah mine’s killing. Like badgers drilling inside it.


Here. Got ya a cup of tea, cup of camomile. I stuck four sugars in it and left the bag in. There’s breakfast there. (Points to a paper plate.) Just a few crisps, sausage rolls, things. I took the hairs off. And one had a bite out of it but –


ABI takes the plate. NICK puts the mug down. She looks to where the phone is ringing from.


That’s not helping is it? Been ringing all morning.


Giz a sec and I’ll…


NICK searches for the ringing phone. As he gets there, it stops ringing.




Thank you!


ABI puts the plate down and quickly picks up her clothes and begins putting them on.


You know who I blame? That Chris Symonds from Food Aid. That moonshine of his yeah. Said he makes it out of courgettes. It’s nuclear.


You remember doing his charity challenge?


ABI smiles awkwardly, shaking her head.


Abs, we were ace! You were downing it like water. One, bang. Two, bang. Fourteen! That bird from Age UK was destroyed!


And then us bustin’ some moves, remember you on Pat’s desk and getting Gordon Privett from Amnesty to give you the lift off Dirty Dancing.


ABI. I didn’t?


NICK. You did! You must remember. He refused and so you lobbed a whole cheese at his head.


ABI (laughs). No!


NICK. You smacked him on his face. A whole brie. All melted, running down his cheeks! He’s the Head of Regional Aid!


ABI. No! Fuck!


NICK. Yeah!


ABI (grins). I never did like him.


NICK. He knows that now!


NICK rubs the fluff off a sausage roll and starts eating off the plate.


Definitely the best party ever. You know what our new motto should be? ‘Disasters Relief, we might be bust but we are The Best.’


Pringle?


Beat.


ABI. Wait, what’s the time?




NICK. Half eight.


ABI. Half eight?


NICK. Yeah.


ABI. Then everyone’ll be in. In like ten minutes.


NICK. No, s’all right, Abs /


ABI. Oh no no no /


NICK. Honestly /


ABI. Pat’s normally in by eight, she’ll be here any minute.


Nick, we’ve got to clear up and get –


NICK. It’s Christmas Eve, Abs.


The office is closed. No one’s in till the twenty-seventh.


ABI. – ?


NICK. It’s just us. No Pat, no Rory, no work experience.


The place is ours. We can chill out. Or carry on where we left off.


I can’t promise a repeat of last night but there is some magic left in the old wand.


NICK goes in to touch ABI but she pulls back.


ABI. So we did – ?


NICK. The Rude? Abi, mate, I’m not easily shocked like but I’m feeling violated, yeah. Some of last night was borderline illegal.


ABI. But we did use / ?


NICK. Toys?


ABI. Protection.


NICK. I’m pretty sure we used Old Reliable.


ABI. – ?


NICK. He’s been tucked in my wallet for emergencies. One of them fruit ribbed ones. From a toilet. At uni.


ABI. Uni? How long ago was that?


NICK. 2003 weren’t that long ago.




ABI. I gotta see it.


NICK. It’s Old Reliable.


ABI. Nick, it’s ten years old. You might as well’ve been wearing a hair net. Where is it?


NICK. Erm, dunno. Bin? Probably.


ABI. What we have done?


NICK. It was mainly missionary but /


ABI looks up.


Look, Abs, if the worst comes to the worst, I’ll stand by you yeah, I’ll do the right thing. Settle down in Luton, get a house and that. Whatever it takes.


ABI has finished getting dressed.


ABI. We should get that down. Cleaners could still be coming in.


NICK begins untying the guy-ropes tied to the desk legs. She pulls out NICK’s remaining sock and throws it to him. She takes the sleeping mats out and rolls them up.


NICK. Oh yeah. Clear the crime scene.


Not that it was a crime. Unless the moonshine had Rohypnol.


Not that I put –


ABI. Nick?


NICK. I’m shutting up. I’m gonna stop talking.


This is all kind of


Weird…


As they dismantle the tent, ABI lifts one end and NICK lifts the other. ABI waits and NICK moves to her. Which way to turn the folded tent? They try one way, fail, then the next before settling on the first way. They fold it again.


…nice weird. I’m just, I suppose, I didn’t think this would ever


Happen.




I thought there might something, like that time we did the Bangkok floods, in the camp there was… flirting. That was the first time I thought, maybe


And ever since I’ve felt… and so this is proper


It’s kind of dream shit.


ABI. Is it?


NICK. Yeah. Best Christmas present I coulda got, Abs.


ABI. Nick? You’re my best mate and you’re lovely and it would be lovely but –


ABI holds up her left hand to show the engagement ring on her finger, looking shamed.


Bangkok was two years ago.


The wedding’s in May. It’s all paid for.


NICK. –


ABI. Sorry.


NICK. Yeah cool yeah. Completely cool. No issues.


I mean we work together. Be a nightmare.


Batman and Robin never… And Band Aid would never have happened, if Geldof and Midge Ure had…


ABI. Is that – ?


NICK. Yeah! Yeah! We’re both adults. It’s the twenty-first century isn’t it. Just cos we’ve… doesn’t mean it has to be a big deal.


And it’s not like, individually, we’ve never had a one-night stand before.


ABI. I haven’t. I’ve never cheated on Jaz or anyone. I’m not that sort of person. Last night’s the first time I’ve ever done anything like that. Ever.


I’m such a muppet.


NICK. No! You’re not, Abs. You’re ace.
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