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The Monster in the Hall







Is this on?


Cough.


Testing –


Testing –


Testing –


Testing –


1 –


2 –


3 –


Go!




*





Thunder.


Rain.


Motorcycle screech.


No no no no no no no no!


Motorcycle crash.




*





Hello


I’m Keith


I’m Beth


I’m David


And I’m Gemma


And together we are


The Fabulous Duckettes.


We’re here today


To tell you the true story


Of Duck Macatarsney


A teenage girl from the little Scottish town of


Kirkcaldy.


It’s a story of pain


(Pain)


Misery


(Misery)


Embarrassment and


Shame.


It’s a story with sex


(Sex)


Death, humiliation and catastrophe


It’s also got a small amount of Socialism.


Socialism?


You won’t notice, honestly, it’ll be fine.


OK.


It’s a tragic but ultimately uplifting tale


Of an ordinary girl


Who looks after her dad in a two-bed flat.


Her mum died in a motorcycle accident when she was only three


Skidded off the road and into a tree.


It was raining.


Just near the turn off to Coaltown of Balgonie.




*





Motorcycle skid.


No no no no no no no.


Motorcycle crash.




*





Duck is short for Ducati,


Her mum’s favourite type of bike.


Duck has long brown hair down to the small of her back.


She has a tiny mole on her chin.


She wears big thick glasses.


The sort of girl that if she took off her glasses and shook her hair


It would turn out that she was very very beautiful in a way which had been – until then –


Completely unnoticeable


Unfortunately Duck is very short-sighted


So she never takes her glasses off


And if she ever did


And shook her hair


She would probably accidently hit her head off a wall


And the world would go


Very very blurry.


Duck’s the kind of girl who


If she worked part time in a supermarket


Which she does


And one day a famous film director happened to be passing


Three nights a week and all day Saturday


Maybe on his way to St Andrews


Maybe he’s making a film


About golf.


Fighting Golf.


Maybe a film director is making a film about Scottish fighting golf and he just suddenly fancies a Crunchie as he goes past Kirkcaldy Asda and so he stops and goes in and –


Crunchie.


And just as Duck passes the honeycombed bar over the barcode reader the film director looks at her and thinks:


She’s quite nice


I wonder if she can act.


If she can act maybe she can play the part of the girl’s second best friend in the film that I’m making. 


I wonder …


That’ll be seventy-six pence, please.


… No. Probably not.


That’s the sort of girl Duck is.


So welcome,


Ladies and gentlemen,


Make yourself comfortable


Take warning and enjoy


The story


Of


Duck Macatarsney


And


The Monster in the Hall.
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Motorcycle screech.


Look out look out look out look out –


Motorcycle crash.




*





Owwwwwwwww.


Duck?


Ow ow ow ow ow ow ow ow.


Is that you?


Yeah. 


What?


Monster.


Oh.


Toe.


Oww.


Cut.


Sorry.


You said you’d tidy.


Sorry.


You should be up.


Sorry.


The lady’s coming today.


I know.


Dad?


Yeah.


Are you OK?


Yeah, fine.


Good.


Duck?


Yeah.


Switch the light on, would you?


Why?




*





Why – 


Why ay ay ay –


When her dad said, ‘Switch the light on.’


Did Duck ask


Why?




*





May


Morning.


The sun rises over Kirkcaldy


Like the headlamp of a giant celestial Harley


Filling the sky


Filling our eyes with light.


Duck Macatarsney opens her eyes


And swings out of bed and thinks


Why?


Why ay ay ay ay ay ay –


Why’s it so quiet?


Dad?


Normally he’d be in the kitchen.


Pouring out cornflakes.


Spilling milk everywhere.


But it’s all quiet.


Why?


She goes through to the kitchen and her eyes glance from one corner of mess to another like a tiny elf ballerina dancing on a stage of crap … Ohhh tink … An empty pizza box open and with cheese still in it … Ooh plink … an ashtray full of spliff ends … Ooh plunk a pair of Dad’s pants tucked half under the oven … Oooh tonk socks on the kitchen tabletop where I used them to wipe up spilled lager and oohh plink another pizza box with a bit of pizza still in it and the very faint but nonetheless discernible footprints of a mouse running through the congealed skin of the orange cheese … Tink plink plunk tonk …


Oh God.


Tee hee.


You again.


Hello, Duck.


What are you doing here?


Why, I am the Fairy of Catastrophe and today I am come to visit ye.


That’s no surprise. You’re always turning up.


Catastrophe is my name and mischief is my game. Wherever I alight I do turn all lovely things to terrible and today I have alighted here in your kitchen where I do dance about and wave my wand of doom. Tink plink plunk –


But why have you come to my house today, Fairy of Catastrophe?


I have come to your house today because today is the worst possible day I could come to your house.


Why?


Because today is the day the lady is coming to lunch.


… 


Did you forget?


Aaaaargghhhh!


I knew you’d forget.


Dad! Wake up!


Today’s the day the lady’s coming.


We’ve got to get this place tidied up.


But before Duck’s eyes can adjust to the light


Her bare foot treads in something soft and squelchy and warm which smells of sweet coconut


Duck jumps away from the coconut poo


But she forgets that she’s in the hall


And the hall is where the monster lives


And so she leaps up in the air and when she comes down she lands right on the monster’s chain.


Aaaaaaarrrrrrghhhhhhh!


Duck?


Owwwwwwwww!


Is that you?


Yeah.


What?


Monster.


Oh.


Toe.


Oww.


Cut.


Sorry. 


You said you’d tidy.


Sorry.


You should be up.


Sorry.


The lady’s coming today.


I know.


Dad?


Yeah.


Are you OK?


Yeah, fine.


Good.


Duck?


Yeah.


Switch the light on, would you?


Why?


Why?


Why?


Shhh!


Dad, the light’s already on.
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Motorcycle skid.


Look out look out look out look out –


Motorcycle crash. 
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The lady’s name is Mrs Underhill. She’s from the Department of Child Services. She was just wondering if it would be all right for her to pop round for a visit one lunchtime?


Pop?


Yes.


Why?


Just to say hello.


Hello?


Just to see how things are.


Things are fine.


I know but –


But what?


It’s always good to have a look.


Why?


In case they’re not.


What?


Duck, normally you’re such a bright alert girl, but these last few months you’ve been all over the place. You can’t concentrate. You’re tired. There’s great big bags under your eyes.


It’s make-up.


It’s bags.


I’m channelling Amy Winehouse.


Duck, we found you asleep in the costume trunk. 


I can explain.


You’re just having a rough patch, it’s perfectly normal. Sometimes when pupils have a rough patch it’s because things are difficult at home. Mrs Underhill’s just going to pop round and carry out a basic home assessment so that together we can work out what systems if any we need to put in place to help you.


Systems?


We need to draw up a care plan that we can all sign off on, that’s all.


A care plan?


Yes.


What’s a care plan?


A care plan is a strategy which aims to work out how best the different care services can work together to help the child.


Right.


What it’s not – Duck – is a plan to put you into care.




*





It’s a plan to put me into care.


What?


They think we can’t cope.


Who?


The Department of Child Services.


Oh.


It’s obviously a trick. She wants to come round at lunchtime. Just ‘pop’ round, she said. ‘Pop’ and catch us eating crisps is what she meant. She obviously thinks we must live in a pigsty, sit round watching TV all day.


Right.


It’s not fair.


But Duck, we do eat crisps and live in a pigsty and sit round watching TV all day.


We still cope.


Do we?


Don’t we?


We do.


Totally.


Totally.


Totally.


Totally.


So what are we going to do about the lady?


We’re going to show her. We’re going to show her how totally we cope. We’re going to show her coping like she’s never seen it before. After she’s visited us she’s going to go to training conferences all round the world and show videos of us coping. We’re going to rock her coping world. That’s what we’re going to do.


Yeah.


How are we going to do that?




*





So I’ll tell Mrs Underhill it’s fine for her to do a home visit on Saturday? 


Totally.


Lunchtime OK?


I’ll just check my diary. No, right, that’s perfect. I mean everything’s totally fine so she’s wasting her time but – yeah – no – it all sounds really – that’s good. I look forward to it. Actually it sounds brilliant. My dad loves a chance to cook.


Cook?


Lunch – we’re going to do lunch.




*





Alarm.


May


Morning.


The sun rises over Kirkcaldy like the headlamp of a great celestial Harley filling the sky filling your eyes with light. Duck Macatarsney blinks and stretches and swings her legs out of her bed and under her desk in a single elegant movement –


Then she reaches out her hand to switch off the alarm which today


As every day


Is set for six a.m.


One hour earlier than she needs to be awake


So that Duck steals one peaceful hour to do the thing she enjoys the most in all the world –


Writing.


That’s right. 


Duck writes.


Duck’s writing a novel.


Kind of Harry Potter crossed with Twilight crossed with Lord of The Rings.


The Princess and the Beast.


Loosely autobiographical.


Every morning at six a.m. Duck writes her novel in a WH Smith diary in neat longhand. She draws smiley faces in the vowels and a little elf ballerina dances on top of the i’s instead of a dot.


Tink plunk tonk.


One day Duck’s novel will be published.


It will win the Booker Prize.


It will be made into a worldwide smash-hit film.


People will interview her for the television


And she will take off her glasses and shake her hair and …


But we’re getting ahead of ourselves. Duck has not yet opened her eyes – she has as yet just swung her legs from the bed and flopped her very tired upper body on the desk like a dying swan and now she is letting her ears do the waking up for her.


Seagulls.


The low hum of early morning traffic on the A89.


The tick of the clock.


Duck picks up her pen and writes:


Princess Duck looked contentedly out over her kingdom, the mist hung over the green fields of barley, the seagulls hung in the air over the despondent sea, and the sun hung low over the cold stone walls of the castle.


All was normal.


All was well.


Until


Shh, listen


I’m trying to write.


Do you hear that?


I don’t hear anything.


Exactly. It’s all gone quiet?


Eh?


Normally your dad would be banging about in the kitchen spilling milk.


So.


You should go and look.


I’m trying to write.


In case something’s wrong.


OK.


Oh dear, look at the state of the kitchen.


Oh God


Everything everywhere.


It was tidy when I went to bed.


He must have had another pizza.


Four empty cans of beer.


Ashtrays full. 


He must have stayed up


On the computer.


He must have stayed up all night doing whatever it is he does when he’s on the computer.


Don’t think about it.


He’ll be in bed.


Owwwwwwwwww.


Duck?


Ow ow ow ow ow ow.


Is that you?


Yeah.


What?


Monster.


Oh.


Toe.


Oww.


Cut.


Sorry.


You said you’d tidy.


Sorry.


You should be up.


Sorry.


The lady’s coming today.


I know.


Dad? 


Yeah.


Are you OK?


Yeah, fine.


Good.


Duck?


Yeah.


Switch the light on, would you?


Why?


It’s dark.


But Dad, the light’s already on.


Oh.


What?


I thought so.


Dad?


I think I’ve gone blind.


Tink plink plunk.


Sorry, Duck.




*





Duckettes perform the theme tune to Mastermind.




*





Your name, please.


Ducati Macatarsney.


Your occupation. 


Schoolgirl and novelist.


And your chosen specialised subject.


My dad.


Ducati Macatarsney. you’re a novelist, your chosen specialised subject is your dad and your time starts – now!


What is your dad’s name?


Duke Macatarsney – Duke of the Bike – aka The Beast.


I need the name on the card.


Hugh?


Correct.


Of which chapter of the Hell’s Angels is your father a member?


Bad Boys of the East Neuk.


Correct.


What disease does your father have?


MS.


I need the full name please.


Multiple sclerosis.


Correct.


What does multiple sclerosis mean?


Multiple sclerosis describes a medical syndrome in which the patient suffers a succession of attacks to their nervous system. These events are called sclerotic attacks. If you’ve had more than one attack you have multiple sclerosis.


Correct.


What causes a sclerotic attack? 


It’s a failure of the immune system. Basically the body starts attacking itself.


Wow.


Sounds weird.


It’s pretty common.


Does anybody understand it?


Not really, no.


What sort of things can happen?


Legs go numb, eyes lose sight, pins and needles, hand tremors.


Is there anything you can do to control it?


Some people find that smoking marijuana helps to control the hand tremors.


Is your dad one of those people?


He is … although to be fair he liked a spliff before the whole MS thing happened so it’s difficult to tell if he just uses it as an excuse.


Correct.


What’s the outlook for a person with MS?


It depends. With each attack the body’s ability to recover erodes and damage accretes. With each attack probablility of another attack increases.


That is incorrect.


Over time the patient becomes increasingly disabled and reliant on other people to –


I need the answer on the card.


– reliant on other people to help them.


That is incorrect. 


As the person’s condition degenerates –


LA LA LA LA LA LA LA LA –


– there is less time between recoveries.


LA LA LA LA LA LA LA –


Patients can end up in a wheelchair.


Buzzer noise.


I’ve started so I’ll finish.


What is the outlook for a person with MS?


Everything will be completely fine as long as you don’t think about it.


Correct.




*





Princess Duck looked out of the window and thought: that’s just it, it’s the thinking that’s the problem. Normal people don’t have to think about their lives. They just get on and live them. I have to think – all the time about everything. All these other castles, all these other kingdoms full of normal royal families. But not mine, thought Princess Duck, every spare inch of my head’s filled with thoughts like a big cloud of biting cleggs on a hot day. ‘What about the money?’ ‘How do you clean chocolate off a carpet?’ ‘What will the neighbouring lords say if they hear him crying?’ And now …


Now with the sun filling the sky like the headlamp of a giant celestial chariot


Now she had to think about this:


How can a blind man cook a macaroni cheese?




*





Pretend.


How will that work?


Do you see my hand?


No.


Say yes.


Yes.


That’s how it works.


Why don’t you make lunch?


It has to be you.


Why?


If she thinks you can’t look after me she’ll take me away.


Maybe that would be best.


How?


Duck, I’m blind.


Temporarily. Optic neuritis. It’s on the internet. It lasts a couple of weeks then everything goes back to normal. You knew it could happen. We can do this. We’re a team.


We’re a team.


Right, so what’s your signature dish?


Leftover pizza.


Something cooked.


Chips?


You’ve seen the leaflets. It’s all about five-a-day. Healthyeating. Home cooking. Seasonal produce.


OK. 


 What do you cook if you want to impress a lady?


Ham baps.


Ham baps?


Rosie used to love ham baps. If we were going on a trip I would make up a big bag of ham baps – floury rolls, slices of ham and cheese, tomato ketchup and a pinch of salt – wash it all down with half a bottle of Newcastle Brown Ale on the side of the road at the Spittal of Glenshee … Heaven.


We’re not giving her ham baps.


Think! There must be something you can cook.


Macaroni cheese.


OK.


Good.


How d’you do macaroni cheese?


Cook the macaroni.


OK.


Grate the cheese.


OK.


Mix it up.


OK.


Put it in a pie.


What?


Put it in a wee crusty pie.


Macaroni Cheese doesn’t come in a wee crusty pie.


It does in Greggs.


Dad! 


I’ve never cooked anything in my life before. I’ve never had need to. Cereal for breakfast. Greggs for lunch. Pizza for tea. What’s wrong with that? Why can’t she just see us being normal?


Because normal for us is not normal for other people.


We’re weird.


I’m sorry. I can’t do it.


You can.


How?


We just have to practise.




*





I don’t know when I began this – writing – making stuff up. I think it started when I was ten – I was watching TV.


Duck.


Yeah?


I’ve got something for you.


A present.


I found it in WH Smiths’.


It’s not my birthday.


Doesn’t have to be your birthday to give you a present, does it?


What is it?


A book.


It’s empty.


It’s got a rose on it.


A rose is for Rosie.


I thought whenever you got the feeling you wanted to talk to her you could write in it. 


It’s got a lock.


So you can put your secrets in it too.


And that night I opened the book.


And that night I wrote.




*





The great hall of the castle was damp for it was a winter’s morn and the mists off of the great despondent sea hung in the air and a scattering of dew lay over the tapestries of naked ladies on motorbikes that lined the beast’s hall. He reached deep into the folds of his beastly raiment and from outwith he drew forth a great leather book locked with a key and he gave the book to the Princess Duck and she saw that on the cover was a picture of a rose, and the princess opened it and she saw the most beautiful sight she had ever seen.


Fields upon fields upon fields of white.


Page after page of the most glorious empty blankness stretching into the far distance, white fields just waiting for her to run in them …


Thanks.


She kissed the beast and the beast smiled. He sank back into the vastness of his cold stone throne and picked up the stone remote control and pressed on its carved grid and henceforth a band of travelling jesters appeared in front of him and one of the jesters was called Clarkson and he did perform amusing tales about chariots and the beast called for ale and pies and his pipe and he did sit and eat upon the ale and pies and laugh at the amusing antics of the jesters until late into eventide.




*







We just have to practise.


Up to cupboard.


Macaroni.


Open the bag.


Take it slowly.


Can’t find tap.


Ask your daughter.


Just to the left.


Put the water on the boil.
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