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Characters


PEARL, a fish packer, mid-fifties


JAN, a fish packer, mid-forties


SHELLEY, a fish packer, mid-twenties


LINDA, a fish packer, mid-twenties


JOE, their supervisor


FRED, a ticket tout


JIM McCORMACK, a TV pundit


PATRICK, an Irish jockey


KEVIN, a gambler


BARRY, a bookie


All male parts can be played by one actor.


The play is set in Hull and York, June 2005.




ACT ONE


Scene One


Fish plant, Hull. June 2005. Morning. PEARL, JAN, SHELLEY and LINDA are hard at work.


Their job is to weigh, trim and pack individual fillets of fish. The fillets are delivered to them on trays from the smoking-ovens. PEARL and SHELLEY take a fillet from the tray, trim it and put it in a box. JAN weighs and seals the boxes. LINDA assembles the boxes.


Their movements are quick and dexterous. They wear no jewellery or make-up; just a hairnet, overall and Wellington boots, all white, with body-warmers beneath. The plant is cold and damp; the routine is relentless.


JAN. What d’you have for your tea last night?


LINDA. Pizza.


SHELLEY. Slimfast.


PEARL. Mick took me down the road, it’s two for one on a Tuesday.


JAN. We had pork chops, baby new potatoes, frozen carrots, fresh broccoli and Bisto gravy. Pork chops are on offer at Iceland.


PEARL. We had Cajun chicken.


JAN. Was it spicy?


PEARL. Sorta.


JAN. I can’t be doing with all that.


LINDA. I heard that song on the radio this morning, what’s it called?


SHELLEY. Can you be a bit more specific?


LINDA. It’s by him. Michael Jackson.


SHELLEY. ‘Thriller’?


LINDA. The one about the boy?


JAN. ‘Ben’.


LINDA. That’s it.


PEARL. Ben’s about a rat.


SHELLEY. A what?.


LINDA sings the first line of ‘Ben’ by Michael Jackson. JAN joins in.


Can’t you sing summat cheerful?


LINDA sings the first line of ‘Is This the Way to Amarillo’ by Tony Christie.


Friggin’ hell.


JAN and PEARL join in.


Why can’t you like what’s boss, Linda?


JAN. Boss?


LINDA. He is boss.


PEARL. You’re back in vogue, aren’t you, Lin?


LINDA. Yeh.


PEARL. Who’d have thought it, ey? Your favourite singer topping the charts.


LINDA. And doing concerts.


JAN. He put on a good show, I’ll give him that.


LINDA. He were brilliant.


SHELLEY. He were bloody awful.


PEARL. You were singing along to Amarillo, I saw yer.


LINDA. I saw yer.


SHELLEY. You’re only twenty-four, for God’s sake. Why can’t you like Blue?


LINDA. Who?


SHELLEY sings the chorus of ‘All Rise’ by Blue.


JAN. Claire likes Blue. She’s gorra poster.


LINDA. I’ve gorra Tony Christie poster.


SHELLEY. Oh my God.


JAN. She likes the one with the hair, you know? The one who looks like he’s just gorr’up.


SHELLEY. Duncan.


JAN. That’s the one.


SHELLEY. He’s a nob.


JAN. How do you know?


SHELLEY. ’Cos I’ve met him, actually.


LINDA. Have yer?


SHELLEY. Yeh, at Waterfront before he were famous. He asked me back to the Holiday Inn but I couldn’t be arsed.


PEARL. Shame. You could be gracing the pages of Hello by now.


SHELLEY. I’ve turned down bigger names than him, luv.


PEARL. Like who?


SHELLEY. I’ll just say Let Me Entertain You and leave it at that.


PEARL. Oh, Des O’Connor?


SHELLEY. Robbie Williams.


LINDA. Have you met him?


SHELLEY. I bumped into him backstage but he’s not my type.


JAN. It’s all them tattoos.


PEARL. I think he looks like a chimp.


JAN. I hope our Claire never wants a tattoo.


SHELLEY. Claire? She’s not even pierced her ears.


JAN. But you know what students are like.


SHELLEY. Yeh, tossers.


JAN. I’ve seen ’em with their hair dyed blue an’ all sorts.


PEARL. Not Claire.


JAN. How d’you know? She might come home at Christmas with a ring through her nose. It keeps me awake at night, I tell yer.


Enter JOE, their supervisor.


JOE. What does?


SHELLEY. The new man in her life.


JAN. Shelley!


JOE. Who’s that, then?


SHELLEY. He’s a six-foot trawler man, she met him in Rayners.


LINDA. What’s his name?


PEARL. It’s all right, Lin. She’s winding him up.


JOE. Yeh, well, there’s overtime going on Sunday.


JAN. I’m in.


LINDA. Me an’ all.


SHELLEY. Forget it.


JOE. We’ve got to get the order out for Tescos.


SHELLEY. I’m busy.


JAN. Doing what?


SHELLEY. Owt but this.


JOE. That’s what I like to see. Willing workers. Happy smiling faces. Warms the cockles of my heart.


He laughs.


LINDA. What’s so funny?


JOE. Ah, nothing.


LINDA. What?


JOE. Never you mind.


SHELLEY. Gorra secret, have yer?


JOE. No.


SHELLEY. Gorra secret woman?


JOE. I wish. Are you working this overtime or what?


SHELLEY. I’d rather stick pins in my eyes.


JOE. It’s double-time.


SHELLEY. Put me down.


JOE. Pearl?


PEARL. Ah, go on, then.


JAN. While you’ve still got the chance, ey?


SHELLEY. This time next week, you’ll be a desperate housewife.


PEARL. A lady of leisure.


JOE. So have you got it then?


PEARL. What?


JOE. Your bus pass.


PEARL. I’m only fifty-five, thanks.


JOE. Early retirement, ey? It’s all right for some.


PEARL. I’m not retiring as such, I’m just . . .


SHELLEY. Giving up.


JAN. Winding down.


PEARL. Yeh. Can’t wait.


LINDA. Why d’you have to go now though?


PEARL. ’Cos Mick’s retired –


SHELLEY. And he’s fed up.


PEARL. He wants us to have time for ourselves.


SHELLEY. What? In a caravan at Patrington Haven.


JOE. Trim ’n’ pack, girls. Trim ’n’ pack; trim ’n’ pack.


JAN. There’s nowt wrong with Patrington Haven.


SHELLEY. Nowt that a friggin’ bomb wouldn’t fix. Why couldn’t you buy a place in Spain?


PEARL. He had a lump sum not a lottery win.


JAN. Well, I think it’s lovely. You’ve worked hard all these years, you’ve raised your kids and now you’re done. Now it’s just you and him.


PEARL. Yeh. Free at last, ey?


JAN. I envy you, Pearl. I look at you and Mick and think, ‘That’s what a marriage is.’ He might not do the hearts and flowers thing but you’re together, aren’t you? He’s there for you and you’re there for him. You’re rock solid.


PEARL. We’re thirty-six years into it, that must count for something.


JAN. So how’ve you done it? How’ve you kept it going all these years?


JOE. With batteries.


PEARL. You just do, don’t you?


JAN. Come on, tell us the secret.


PEARL. If I knew it, I would. I’d bottle it and make a fortune.


LINDA. We’ll miss you, Pearl.


PEARL. Get out. Come Monday, you’ll have forgotten all about me.


JOE. Who said that?


LINDA. We’ll miss your singing.


SHELLEY. Speak for yourself.


LINDA sings the chorus of ‘Is This the Way to Amarillo’. PEARL and JAN join in.


JAN. Our Claire’s got her English Literature exam this afternoon.


SHELLEY. I could have gone to college.


JAN. It’s not a college, it’s a university.


SHELLEY. I had a place. I was going to be a beautician.


PEARL. Why didn’t yer?


SHELLEY. I couldn’t have done a crack wax.


JAN. You know George Eliot?


LINDA. Him in the warehouse?


JAN. No, The Mill on the Floss.


JOE. Is that a pub?


JAN. It’s a book by George Eliot, The Mill on the Floss. He’s a woman, you know?


SHELLEY. Did he have a sex change?


JAN. Of course not, it’s the olden days. Her real name’s Mary Ann summat.


PEARL. Evans.


JOE. Are you still here?


JAN. Claire says she changed it ’cos women couldn’t write books. Then she said, ‘When I do mine, it’ll be our name on the cover, wait and see.’


LINDA. Tony Christie changed his name.


SHELLEY. Perhaps he’s a girl, he bloody sings like one.


LINDA. You said you liked him.


SHELLEY. No, I didn’t.


LINDA. Yes, you did. On the bus home from the concert, you said he was brilliant.


SHELLEY. Linda, I was shit-faced.


LINDA. I don’t care. You liked him.


JOE. Will you lot get a move-on? We want a thousand boxes out this shift.


SHELLEY. Oh my God!


JAN. What?


SHELLEY. Emmerdale last night.


JAN. Ooh, I know.


SHELLEY. Can you believe her?


JAN. With him?


SHELLEY. He’s so gross.


PEARL. She’s good though, in’t she? That actress, she does it well.


SHELLEY. She’s a cow in real life. They’re killing her off.


JAN. I can’t think of anyone who’d take the part better.


SHELLEY. I can. Me.


PEARL. Me and Mick might take up amateur dramatics.


SHELLEY. Yeh, right.


PEARL. He says we’ve got to have an ’obby. Summat we can do together.


LINDA. I’ve never had an ’obby.


SHELLEY. And I never want one, thank you very much.


JAN. Painting, cycling, mountaineering. The world’s your oyster.


SHELLEY. Friggin’ hell, you’ll wish you’re back at work.


JAN. So can we finally decide what we’re doing?


JOE. Nine-thirty. Tea up.


SHELLEY. For what?


JAN. For Pearl’s retirement.


PEARL. I’m not retiring.


JAN. All right, your leaving do. It’s high time we sorted summat out.


LINDA. Are we having a party?


PEARL. I don’t want a fuss.


JOE. Well, tough. You’re not leaving here without a send-off.


SHELLEY. I’ll tell you what we should do. Hire one of them great big white limos and go out on the town.


JAN. No chance.


SHELLEY. Everybody looks when you’re gerrin’ out, they think you’re famous.


JOE. They think you’re a prat.


JAN. How about a nice meal in a pub?


SHELLEY. How about a punch in the gob?


JAN. All right, what do you suggest that’s interesting and special and appropriate?


SHELLEY. Pozition.


JAN. Us?


SHELLEY. There’s a VIP bar, there’s footballers.


LINDA. They’re too old for Pozition.


SHELLEY. Linda, don’t be so rude.


PEARL. She’s right. We’d look like grab-a-granny night.


SHELLEY. All right, let’s all go to yours and knit a cardi.


JOE. Come on, Pearl? I bet you’ve still got a dream in your pocket.


PEARL. Not really.
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