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Characters







Dabrowski, PI


a private eye


Maggie Brown


a temporary secretary


Foxie O’Hara


a cabaret singer


Graham


an accounts manager


Lou


a business executive 




 





Foxie and Lou should be played


by the same actress.


























THE SOUND OF HEAVY RAIN





 


Punctuation




 





/


indicates an interrupted line




 





…


indicates the word / line should be protracted




 





(     )


indicates words which are not heard or not spoken




 





No punctuation at the end of a line indicates that the thought is not finished




 





The layout and position of new lines give some indication of thought processes and rhythm. A new line may mean a new thought, or it may mean the word on the new line took some time to think of



















PRESET





Dabrowski’s office.


A desk. A filing cabinet. An entry intercom buzzer on the wall. Night time. The sound of heavy rain. Miles Davis’s ‘Blue in Green’ plays. A cigarette smokes in an ashtray.
















ONE





Dabrowski enters. A raincoat, wet, under which an old suit, tie loosened, top button undone. He has recently shaved.


He places the soggy copy of today’s Evening Standard down on the desk. He has been using it to shelter from the rain. At some point he picks up the cigarette and smokes it. 




Dabrowski It’s late. The first time Maggie comes to my office. That kind of late where it’s so late it might actually be early. It’s so late it might actually be early and the rain hasn’t stopped for ten days straight. In a city like this


when it rains like this


you get wet from the head down and the feet up. Built on a sewer. That’s what they say isn’t it? Built on a sewer so close under your feet after five minutes of rain you’re wading in shit. Still. Makes no odds to me. I’ve been wading in shit my whole life. One way or another. Which is probably why I drink so much. Because I’ll tell you this right now


I don’t do …


‘feelings’. OK? I mean


take for example when Lou left –


actually you know what? Don’t. We’re not talking about Lou. We’re talking about Maggie. Because this is the first night I meet Maggie. When it’s so late it’s early and I’ve been in court all day


hence the suit


and lost


and been to the bar for one too many


and I get back here to file the papers and think fuckit. This place is out of town one way, my flat’s out of town in the opposite direction. I’ll just put my head down and sleep here. It’s not like there’s anyone to go home to. Only I’ve just about taken my coat off when


The buzzer goes.


Dabrowski jumps. He checks his watch.


should be my pizza.


He goes to the buzzer.


The name’s Dabrowski by the way. Christian name … Christian. But everyone calls me Dabrowski. Even Lou. Yep?


Maggie’s voice buzzes through the intercom.


Maggie I’m looking for Dabrowski.


Dabrowski Doesn’t sound like the all-night pizza guy. I say something along the lines of


yeah? What for?


And she says:


Maggie I need help. My friend. She’s gone missing.


Dabrowski My office is hardly in a prime location. I don’t get many walk-ins. And really, what kind of person comes to a PI in the middle of the night? But maybe that’s part of the appeal. Plus today was the end of my last ongoing case and my rent’s due so like they say beggars and all that.


He buzzes her in. As he talks he’s clearing his desk a little. Hiding the ashtray. Spraying air freshener.


As she’s on her way up the stairs


maybe because it’s late and raining. Maybe because Lou left and I’m starved of female attention I’m imagining a broad like it would be. Should be according to all that


you know. Blonde hair. From a bottle. Red lipstick. ‘A real knockout’. And she’ll come in and seduce me with her stiletto heels and how much she needs my help. Only when she gets here:


Maggie enters. She is mousy, with large plastic spectacles, wet with rain. She wears an unflattering cagoule, hood up, but still manages to look like a drowned rat. She is out of breath.


A moment. Then:


Hello.


Maggie Lots more


stairs


than it seems


at the bottom.


Dabrowski Take your time.


Maggie Thanks.


Dabrowski (And she does. Stands here. Dripping on the floor. Just staring round like it’s something in a dream. I can almost hear the seconds ticking by and I’m imagining the hot bath I could be having if I’d only decided to go home. Already regretting buzzing this nutter up to my office and wondering why real life is never like the movies.)


Maggie Real life is never like the movies. Do you ever think that?


Beat.


Dabrowski In what way?


Maggie I thought you’d have one of those offices. You know. Brass plaque. Writing backwards in the glass with your name on. Where’s your trilby?


Dabrowski In the wash.


Maggie I always wanted to be a private detective. Drinking too much coffee. Eating cheese sandwiches. Solving murders. Is it as good as it seems?


Dabrowski (I’m thinking uh-oh. Just what I need. A tourist. But I don’t say this. I say:) I don’t get many murders.


Maggie Oh.


Dabrowski Police matter. Murder.


Maggie Is it?


Dabrowski You seem disappointed.


Maggie But you do find people. Don’t you? I tried the police. They said they couldn’t help.


Dabrowski You’re talking about your friend?


She nods.


She went missing, you said.


Maggie Yes.


Dabrowski When was this?


Maggie It’s been


two weeks. Two weeks ago today. The police said she’s a grown-up. She can go if she wants.


Dabrowski They’re right. (They’re right.)


Maggie Soon as I said we had an argument they said, well there you go then. But it’s not like it’s the first time we had an argument.


Dabrowski What was it about?


Maggie And then she went back to work. She said ‘I’ve got to go. We’ll talk when I get home.’ Those were her exact words. Only then I realised


she didn’t take her keys. She left them on the kitchen table. And I waited up. To say I was sorry. To let her in and say I was sorry. Only


that was it. She just never came home.


Dabrowski What did you argue about?


Maggie And she left her lucky rabbit’s foot Mr Dabrowski. You have to understand, Foxie would never leave without taking that.


Dabrowski I’m going to ask you again. What did you argue about?


Maggie I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking sometimes people find it hard. Sometimes people want to get away they don’t know how to tell you. But you don’t need to tell me. If there’s one thing I know, it’s that. Right? So you can stop looking at me like that!


Dabrowski (In fact I’m wondering why she doesn’t want to talk about the argument. Usually people are only too happy to spill and when they don’t it’s cos they feel guilty. But she’s not wrong. People do find it hard to leave. For all sorts of reasons. Just ask my dad. When he left my mum he said he was popping out cos he needed fags. At the time we all assumed he meant cigarettes.)


Maggie Are you listening to me?


Dabrowski Sorry. It’s been a long day. Here. Let me get my notebook.


Maggie OK.


Dabrowski You got a picture by the way? This friend. 


Maggie I don’t


think so. I’m not sure. Foxie doesn’t like having her picture taken.


Dabrowski Well. Maybe have a look. Helps to know what you’re looking for, you know?


Maggie Sure.


He’s got his notebook, is ready to take notes.


Dabrowski Your full name?


Maggie I’m sorry to come so late. I was walking past I saw your light on. Maggie Brown. Margaret. Actually. But I prefer Maggie.


Dabrowski You live round here?


Maggie Kind of.


Dabrowski (So she doesn’t want to tell me where she lives.)


Maggie Not really.


Dabrowski Occupation?


Maggie I’m a temporary secretary.


Dabrowski Uh-huh. And how long you been a temporary secretary, Maggie?


Maggie About ten years?


Dabrowski Why don’t you want to tell me where you live?


Maggie I do. I just


it’s complicated.


Dabrowski (We dick around this for a couple more minutes and eventually she gives me an address a couple of miles up the road. Mrs Whistle’s Lodge. I’ve been past it. A kind of half-way house. Shelter, if you will. Strange kind of place for a temporary secretary. But I don’t say that. You gotta be good at that in this game. Taking down details without showing what you think.)


Maggie You think it’s strange? Me living in a place like that?


Dabrowski No.


Maggie It’s only temporary. I’m


getting married. I think. Moving in with my fiancé. He lives in a mansion.


Dabrowski You think?


Maggie Can I sit down?


Dabrowski Sure.


Maggie I can’t sleep. At Mrs Whistle’s. It’s never quiet. Even in the middle of the night there’s noise from all over. The other residents


shouting


watching TV


crying


not to mention Mrs Whistle: whistling. So I like to walk the streets. And it’s nice at this time. Apart from the increased risk of violent crime. I like this time of what would you call it


day or night?


Dabrowski How can I help you, Maggie?


She sits. Pulls back her hood to reveal a mass of curly hair. She wiggles her feet.


Maggie All my shoes have holes in.


She looks at him. He waits.


I’ve never been to a cobbler. Not once in my whole life. What do you think that means?


He shrugs.


It means I get attached to things. But I never try and fix them. I just


She sighs. Puts her head in her hands.


Pause.


Can I have a drink? I think I need / a drink.


Dabrowski I don’t really  


Maggie Anything’ll do.  


Dabrowski I’ve got some coffee powder. But there’s no milk.  


Maggie You’re meant to have a stash of whisky. You haven’t even offered me a cigarette. Don’t you smoke?  


Dabrowski Course I smoke. I’m a heavy smoker. I chain.  


Maggie You do!  


Dabrowski I didn’t think you meant a drink drink. Course I’ve got a drink.  


Maggie Whisky?  


Dabrowski What else? (God, I hate sharing my whisky but now she’s said the word I can’t resist.)  


He goes to get whisky.  


Maggie Foxie is one of those special people. I know it sounds like a cliché oh she walked into a room and everyone turned to look but in her case it’s true. She’s got this hair. A bright red bob so straight and shiny I could never get my hair like that. She wears lipstick so dark it’s almost black. Even just lounging round at home she’s in a turquoise kimono like some kind of  


Hollywood  


starlet. Someone like that


when they want to be your friend


I don’t know how to explain.


Dabrowski Go on. You’re doing well.


Maggie Really? Oh!


She sobs a little, suddenly, out of nowhere.


Sorry!


Tugs a large, dirty handkerchief out of her sleeve and snuffles into it.


Dabrowski (What did I do?)


Maggie It’s just


because


for you to take the time not only to listen to what I have to say


but also to think I’m doing well – it just moves me. Here.


She holds her hands to her heart in a dramatic gesture.


Dabrowski (And that’s what she does. Holds her hands to her heart. Just like that. Gazes at me from behind her stupid glasses like I’m some kind of god or


Gandhi.)


He pours whisky into a couple of chipped mugs. Maggie blows her nose loudly, like an old man.


(I neck a drink)


He does. He coughs. Winces.


(and tell her to carry on with her story. And when she’s pulled herself back together again. She does.)


Maggie Her full name


is Foxie Dolores O’Hara. She’s a cabaret singer. In town. Hang on. Here –


She takes a matchbox from her pocket. Holds it out to him.


I’ve got stacks of them. She brings them back from the bar.


Dabrowski takes it. Reads the name on the box.


Dabrowski Bar Solo.


Maggie We met about six months ago and


well. I mean the story doesn’t really begin when we met. It begins when we moved in together.


Dabrowski OK.


Maggie But when we met


it was like …


He hands her a whisky.


… love. Thank you.


Dabrowski drinks.


Maggie sips.


I’m not a


I don’t mean


not in ‘that’ way. But nevertheless


some kind of passion. Laughing. Talking. Hours in cafés drinking coffee. Chatting about boys. Girls. Romance. Sharing a plate of chips. You see


what you have to understand Mr Dabrowski is that my life


at that time


it was completely …


She waits for a long time.


Dabrowski (This is how long she pauses.)


She waits a bit longer.


Maggie … empty.


Dabrowski I see.


Maggie And when your life is empty


when you’re utterly alone


it’s very easy for someone to come along and …


fill you up.


Dabrowski (I try not to think about Lou.)


Maggie And when someone comes along to fill you up


sometimes you can feel a certain degree of


I suppose you’d call it


emotional


intimacy


very


very quickly.


You feel like


you believe


you know that person inside out. That you’re close. That you’ll always be together. That you see into their heart. And they see into yours. And that in some way the other person has put a cork in the loneliness which before just came


pouring


out of you. Because you know Foxie always has a G & T and a roll-up cigarette when she gets in from work at exactly ten past two in the morning. And she always sits and tells you about her night


what songs she sang


how many men came on to her


and in great and explicit detail each and every tiny moment of whatever happened with whichever man she decided to take up on his offer


and in return how when you finally get home from the office at seven o’clock because Mr Phipps leaves early and always always makes you stay late


how she makes you a cup of tea


with two sugars even though you don’t take sugar


and tells you you can do better


that you’re wasted


that you shouldn’t be a temporary secretary but a painter


or accordionist


or lawyer


some talent which you haven’t found yet but you will because it’s Foxie’s belief that all humans are special and we all have something special inside us


even secretaries are capable of great things


and roadsweepers


and tramps. But what also becomes clear


even though every night before she falls asleep Foxie tells you she loves you


and in return you say


‘I love you too Foxie. Night night. Sweet dreams’


what also becomes clear is that you have absolutely no idea


who Foxie is


where she comes from


or what she is really doing when she leaves the house at six a.m. every morning and never tells you where she goes. And that when you finally


finally


pluck up the courage to question her about it


well


she disappears.
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