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Foreword


I started writing plays because the idea of doing something creative for a living appealed to me, and because I had no skills or education beyond second level, and because I was probably too lazy to get a proper job – though that last isn’t strictly true; I was twenty-six years old and had had several proper jobs (‘proper’ meaning menial and repetitive and utterly disagreeable to a poetic soul like myself), but none I wanted to continue in any longer than I had to – added to which, if I hadn’t found something else to do, I might have ‘had to’, I feared, I mean, really feared, for the rest of my life, so making some kind of move in that direction was imperative really, even if only to try and fail and never to try again.


Movies would have been more my cup of tea back then, but the odds against getting a movie script produced seemed, probably were, actually, astronomical. A novel, I suppose, was another option, literature being another form I was pretty passionate about, but I couldn’t get over the sheer amount of words one had to put down on paper. I reasoned that, with theatre, far less stamina was required, and less command of the English language, given that it’s all only dialogue anyway, and so I could write colloquially, concealing in doing so my many grammatical shortcomings (shortcomings which I know are being cruelly exposed right now), and also that, even if nobody wanted to produce something I’d written, perhaps I could produce it myself and put it on in some local hall or whatever, with myself and my friends – or maybe just my friends – playing the parts.


As it turns out it didn’t come to that. The finished script, The Aspidistra Code, was one of five selected in an initiative devised by Ireland’s National Association for Youth Drama, to encourage young playwrights between the ages of eighteen and thirty. Each play chosen received a week’s rehearsal followed by a reading at the Peacock Theatre in Dublin, which, though immensely rewarding, not to mention deeply encouraging for a fledgling-or-would-be writer-complete-with-poetic-soul such as myself, never led to an actual production, and to date, it remains the only play in this collection never, at least as far as I’m aware, to have received one. It’s a light, funny piece, probably most easily categorised as a kitchen-sink-crime-comedy-drama, a description which could equally be applied to its follow-up, From Both Hips, which did receive a professional production, courtesy of Jim Culleton at Fishamble Theatre Company (I found some addresses in the phone book and went around town, dropping the script into letterboxes; Jim was the only one who replied), who did an excellent job and, perhaps just as importantly, gave me a relaxed and highly enjoyable first experience in professional theatre.


This, inevitably, was followed by a couple of less enjoyable experiences, where I wrote several things for several people, which were rejected as unfinished, or not what was asked for, or just not good enough (the word ‘shit’ might have been used once or twice, I’m not sure; when I look back on the whole experience, I see it, even now, through a vague red haze), and went through a crisis period, which seems to me something that happens to many writers, especially those with poetic souls, at the beginning of their careers. We become victims of the combination of our suddenly enormous, though still incredibly fragile self-belief and our lack of any kind of psychological armour to counteract the frank, wounding, insensitive, occasionally correct, though often just plain ignorant, opinions of potential employers (or even friends or peers) with non-poetic souls, who don’t recognise a work of art when they see it. Though I have to confess that I never returned to any of these rejected pieces afterwards, the reason for which might be that, either I was so deeply traumatised by their rejection that I just couldn’t face them again, or that, indeed, they were shit all along, or if not shit then just not very good all along, certainly not producible, and that those people were right and I was wrong all along. I suppose there is that possibility. Anyway, after a year or more, consumed by self-doubt, unable to write (I would scribble out a few pages, consider them useless, dump them, scribble out a few more, consider them useless, dump them, etc., etc.) and on the verge of giving up altogether, I started a play called Howie the Rookie, and, astonishingly, to me at least, finished it. It was a monologue play and was inspired by my coming across, firstly, Conor McPherson’s play, This Lime Tree Bower (you can just have an actor tell a story directly to the audience?!!!) and, secondly, Samuel Beckett’s great novel, Molloy (you can have two lead characters who never meet and a plot which doesn’t even tie itself up at the end?!!!). I found the latter fact very liberating, absolving me as it did of several literary or narrative responsibilties, though, in the end, the two lead characters in Howie the Rookie did meet up and the plot did tie itself up – quite nicely, in my opinion, which, I’ll admit, is not of much value, or at least, of less than anyone else’s, given the fact that I’m way too close to the play, having written it, and therefore pretty biased in its favour. The play was produced at London’s Bush Theatre, directed by Mike Bradwell, and was a modest success, winning some awards and travelling to a few other countries where it was well received, and it would be remiss of me not to acknowledge that the lead performances by Aidan Kelly and Karl Shiels were extraordinary, two of the best I’ve seen, let alone been involved with, either before or since.


Next was Made in China, a dark comedy about two tough criminals fighting over the loyalty of a slightly more innocent third. It was an attempt, I suppose, to transpose the style, or if not the style, then the energy, or if not the energy, then at least the milieu of Howie the Rookie (though it doesn’t really) into the type of play where characters actually talk to each other and not the audience – call it a proper play, or a well-made play, or a play which aspires to being a well-made play – and it culminates in a fight where two of the men take on the third who has the advantage of martial-arts training and the fact that he’s armed with a prosthetic leg, and which really needs to be impeccably and spectacularly choreographed to work. One or two aspects of the play are a little dated now, such as the use of pagers – though, when I wrote it in 2001, pagers were already becoming extinct, which shows exactly how behind the curve (is that the phrase?) I was.


Both Howie the Rookie and Made in China were written for exclusively male casts, so I now decided, out of perversity, I suppose, or for the sake of symmetry, or maybe just to nourish the feminine side of my poetic soul, that I would write a play for a cast which was exclusively female, though it would retain the extremity and darkness and vulgarity and violence (I know, I know; all these masculine qualities), of the earlier work. This was Crestfall, another monologue piece, which was produced at the Gate Theatre in Dublin, whose seats I can still hear banging up one by one as people fled the theatre in horror or outrage (or boredom? or incomprehension?). It concerned three women living in a fictional town where venality, brutality and depravity are the norm, not the exception, and featured, appropriately, much that is venal, brutal and depraved, including a scene of (almost) bestiality which, most nights, now that I think of it, was where the seat-banging, sporadic up to this point, became cacophonous, or would have, had there been enough people in the theatre on any given night to actually raise a cacophony, if you see what I’m saying, which there weren’t.


Now, Crestfall has never been published before and, in helping to put together this collection, I recently re-read it, deciding once I did, that there were some elements I wanted to rework – a final rewrite, eight years after the fact, before it’s committed to print for better or worse – mostly the language, which I found too spare, too humourless, and almost wilfully contradictory in its lack of flow or rhythm. In doing so, though, and due, in fact, to a minor narrative issue that its existence exposed, I have had to excise, and with great regret, my (almost) bestiality scene. So, for those who like that kind of thing, I apologise (you didn’t miss much: there was a woman and a dog, and the woman had the dog’s dick in her hand – it went no further than that). The result, though, is a better play (in my opinion, and once again, what value does that have?), though how much better, I can’t really say. A little better, anyway. Maybe. Or not much worse, in any case.


So I hope you enjoy the plays in this collection and will end this foreword by making a request, from one poetic soul to another, presuming you are a poetic soul (and if you’re not, that’s okay, the request is still made to you, though with slightly less hope of a sympathetic response), that you try to forgive its shortcomings, of which there may be many, and also try to appreciate its accomplishments, of which there may be some.


Mark O’Rowe, 2011










THE ASPIDISTRA CODE










The Aspidistra Code was first presented as a rehearsed reading as part of the National Association for Youth Drama’s Stage IT! Young Playwright’s Project at the Peacock Theatre, Dublin, on 2 December 1995, directed by Gerard Stembridge.










Characters


JOE


BRENDAN


SONIA


RONNIE


DRONGO


CRAZY HORSE










An average-sized living room. A couple of armchairs on either side of a coffee table. Television, down left. Large window at back and a few feet in front, a sofa. At left, a hallway leading to the front door. At right, a doorway leading to kitchen. Beside this doorway, a phone on the wall. Down right, a dining table and chairs. Sitting at this table are JOE and BRENDAN. There are playing cards scattered across the table. BRENDAN is picking them up and putting the deck back together.


JOE. Imagine, right? We’re in a… One of those… Say, for instance, you’re…


BRENDAN tries to interrupt.


No. Hang on. Hang on. You’re in… Hold your horses. Say you’re in Las Vegas, right?


BRENDAN. No, no…


JOE. You’re in Vegas, playing at one of those crap tables. Or a… No. You’re playing cards.


BRENDAN tries to interrupt.


Stop it, will you? You’re at the card table and you’re playing for high stakes against James Bond and a Venetian, say, property dealer and the… Who else? All these rich fuckers. The Duke of… The Duke of Venice. Hang on. The Duke of Venice and his six muscley bodyguards. They look like the Chippendales, only with tuxedos, right? You’re playing for chips. This is just for instance, now. You’ve a tuxedo as well.


BRENDAN. Tuxedo?


JOE. This’d be the class of people you’re playing against. They’re all rich fuckers, all right? Now, you lose the game and you lose all your chips. That’s all you had and now it’s gone. You’ve nothing. Now, you’re safe enough. You’re not lacking for a place to stay or anything, you’re booked in somewhere. But… That’s all you have. Now… You get a yen for something, I don’t know. For a glass of wine or champagne. You want something to eat.




BRENDAN. Cigarettes.


JOE. Right. We’ll say cigarettes. You have a yen for a smoke. The excitement. You know the way, sometimes, like after a good game, you fancy a smoke.


BRENDAN. Yeah.


JOE. And, you’re broke, now. So what are you going to do? Are you going to go up to the Ayatollah of, of fucking Iraq…? for a few quid, a few dollars for twenty cigarettes? You can’t get tens there. Of money of what he just won from you? Because if you do that, all you’re saying is, effectively, like, gimme some of my money back. Is he going to give you something?


BRENDAN. No.


JOE. That he just won off you? ’Cos he won it. The rules are strict. It’s not yours any more, it’s his.


BRENDAN. I know.


JOE. Is he going to return some of your, which is now his, money to you?


BRENDAN. Of course not.


JOE. Probably have you thrown out of the place or something. Get one of his Chippendales to give you a good hiding.


BRENDAN. Mmm.


JOE. Do you see?


Pause.


BRENDAN. What if…


JOE (interrupting). No, no, no…


BRENDAN. He could be a nice bloke.


JOE. No, Bren. It’s not like that. It doesn’t work that way. He probably is a nice bloke and all. Most people are. Thing is… What I’m trying to get across to you… Do you understand?


BRENDAN. Yeah.


JOE. You…


BRENDAN. I understand.




JOE. It’s against the rules to give you money back. Even if he wanted to throw you a few… something for cigarettes. Etiquette demands that he refrain from such, you know, shows of emotion or good fellowship. And that’s the rules. He can’t do it if he takes his gambling seriously. We all do. We have to. And if you’re going to take it seriously, you have to follow the rules. Do you think I’m greedy? ’Cos I’m trying to make you understand I’m not. Ciga… Something small even. It doesn’t matter the size of the thing. I have to obey the etiquette of the table.


Pause. JOE leans back in his chair and lights a cigarette. BRENDAN watches.


BRENDAN. Play another hand.


JOE. With what? You’ve none left. And we’re not playing for money.


BRENDAN. Play for 10ps.


JOE. No, Bren. No money. The game’s over. Sorry that has to be the way, but… Money’s out. We’ve what? (Looks at watch.) Half an hour. Relax.


Pause.


BRENDAN. Half an hour.


JOE. Relax. (Pause.) What are you worried about?


BRENDAN. A lot of things.


JOE. Relax.


Pause.


BRENDAN. I’m…


JOE. Relax.


BRENDAN. Who knows…? You see, who knows what way it’s going to go?


JOE. Nobody knows, so relax.


Pause.


BRENDAN. Anything could…




JOE (interrupting). Hey, hey, fuck’s sake, we’ve got the Crazy Horse, haven’t we. All right, you’re nervous, but we… Whatever happens with him, we can… Even the worst isn’t going to be that bad, all right? Calm down. So calm down and relax. Take it easy.


BRENDAN. Okay. (Shuffles the cards.)


Pause.


JOE. Bit of trivia, Bren.


BRENDAN. What?


JOE. English, right…?


BRENDAN. Yeah?


JOE. … the language, contains twice or more, I don’t remember, as many words as a language, say, like French.


BRENDAN. Twice, yeah?


JOE. Or more.


Pause.


BRENDAN. So, English would be a fairly hard language to learn. If you had to learn it. Say, if you were foreign.


JOE. Oh, definitely. Definitely.


Pause.


BRENDAN. So, there’s… Are there things the French don’t have a word for?


JOE. No, they’ve a word for almost everything. Maybe you wouldn’t think so.


BRENDAN. Yeah.


JOE. They don’t have as many words. But the words they do have are better put to use. D’you know what I mean? For example, one word might have anything from fifty to a hundred meanings, depending on which way you say it.


BRENDAN. Pronunciation.


JOE. Yeah. Or what context. You say something with a deep voice and it means something completely different from the exact same word. Exact same. Same spelling, everything, only…


BRENDAN (interrupting). Wait, wait, listen.


Pause. They listen.


JOE. What?


We hear footsteps descending stairs.


BRENDAN. Sonia. (Looks at watch.) Shite!


JOE. What?


BRENDAN. Supposed to…


SONIA enters.


Hey, hey!


SONIA (sleepily). Hey.


BRENDAN. All right?


SONIA. Mmm-hmm.


BRENDAN. We were playing cards.


SONIA. It’s okay. What time is it? (Yawns.)


BRENDAN. Almost twenty to. We were… Got a bit caught up. Sorry. (To JOE.) How long was it?


JOE. A while, Bren. Good game it was.


BRENDAN (to SONIA). How are you feeling?


SONIA. Bit sleepy. Tea?


BRENDAN (getting up quickly). No, no, no. Sit down, sit down.


He hustles her towards an armchair.


Get you a cup of… (To JOE.) Tea, Joe?


JOE. I wouldn’t say no, Bren.


BRENDAN (to SONIA). Sit down. You’re staggering around like a… Sit.


SONIA sits.




Good. (Exiting to kitchen.) I’ll get it.


Silence.


JOE. You know something, Sonia?


SONIA. What?


JOE. The French language, beautiful and all as it is, contains only half as many words as English.


SONIA (not really interested). Really?


JOE. They’ve got no word for the word ‘splash’. If they want to say ‘splash’, they have to say something like ‘the sound that water makes when something hard hits it’. Hard to believe, isn’t it.


SONIA. Mmm.


JOE. Or they could go ‘pffshhh!’


SONIA (absently). They could.


Pause.


JOE. Why don’t you go next door?


SONIA (suddenly coming to life). No, I… Joe! No. Brendan and I already spoke about this.


JOE. But this isn’t your business. Well, it is your business, it’s your house and all, but it’s not, like…


SONIA (interrupting). I’m not going next door.


JOE. You should go in and sit down and have… (Sighs.) It’s not really your business being here. Not business. That’s not… But, you know…


SONIA. Joe. I’m not going next door. We… We…


JOE. You shouldn’t be here.


SONIA. … We already spoke about this, Joe. The discussion’s over. It happened before you got here. I’m staying with my husband.


JOE. This isn’t for ladies.


SONIA. This isn’t for anyone.




JOE. Particularly for ladies. I don’t want to see you… I want to shield you from things your eyes shouldn’t be, you know, tainted with. You’re not doing yourself any good.


SONIA. Don’t worry about me.


JOE (casually). Oh, I’m not. (Then, seriously.) Come on, Sonia. (Imitates her.) ‘Don’t worry about me.’ You know what that is? You know what you’re doing there…?


The telephone rings. JOE leaps up.


I’ll get it, I’ll get it, let me get it. Could be… (Picks up.) Hello? (Pause.) Yes. Just hold the line one moment, please.


JOE holds the phone out for SONIA. She takes it from him and he sits back down. As SONIA speaks, BRENDAN peeks his head in the door and aims a quizzical look at JOE. JOE shakes his head. BRENDAN disappears back into the kitchen.


SONIA (into phone). Hello? No, everything’s fff… No, we should… He’s… (Pause.) No, thanks a lot, no. I’m sure. (Pause.) No, I’ll… No, really. Thanks a lot all the same. Yeah, thanks a lot. (Pause.) Okay. (Pause.) All right, bye-bye. (Hangs up. To JOE.) I don’t know.


JOE. Why do you talk to her?


SONIA. I don’t know. Ah, she…


Pause.


JOE. What did she want?


SONIA. She wanted to know if she could be of any assistance. Was there anything I needed.


JOE. About what?


SONIA (sitting back down). What?


JOE. About this?


SONIA. She asked me if… Yeah. She was offering…


JOE. Why? ’Cos of this?


SONIA. She… Yeah. Why else?


JOE. Ah, Sonia.


SONIA. She was only…




JOE. You told her.


SONIA. Yes.


JOE. Ah, Sonia.


SONIA. What?


JOE. That wasn’t the best of moves, now.


SONIA. It’s Karen. What’s the problem?


JOE. You just said you don’t like her.


Pause.


SONIA. Right.


JOE. So, why are you going around telling her what’s going on?


SONIA. I’m not ‘going around’.


JOE. You told her.


Enter BRENDAN.


BRENDAN. Who was that?


SONIA. Karen. The phone? Karen.


BRENDAN. Karen?


JOE. She knows.


BRENDAN. Who’s Karen?


SONIA. Karen next door.


JOE. She knows.


BRENDAN. Knows this? What does she know?


JOE. About this. That was her.


BRENDAN. On the phone.


JOE. Asking if she could be of assistance.


Pause.


BRENDAN. Who? (To SONIA.) Sonia!


SONIA. I told her yesterday. I’m sorry, but I told her. What difference can it make? The only difference is she wants to help. At least she gives a shit.




Pause.


BRENDAN. I don’t like her. I’m sorry, Sonia. I know she’s your friend and you like her and all…


SONIA. I don’t like her.


BRENDAN. She’s your friend.


SONIA. But I never said I liked her.


JOE. On the contrary.


BRENDAN. But the way it…


SONIA. I never said I liked her.


Pause.


BRENDAN. So you don’t like her.


SONIA. Not really. No.


Pause.


BRENDAN. Neither do I.


JOE. Some tea, there, Bren?


BRENDAN (remembering). Oh, yeah.


BRENDAN exits to the kitchen again. He returns with a tray of tea, cups, condiments. He puts it on the dining table. They sit down and start pouring, milking, sugaring, etc. The telephone rings again. JOE jumps up and answers it.


JOE (into phone). Hello? Hey, how are you? You, you… (Pause.) Okay. No, no, no, not at all, no. Yes, that’s… No, that’s… (Short pause.) I don’t know. Whatever you want. (Short pause.) Yes. (Looks at watch.) Okay. Hurry if you can, could you? If you can. (Pause.) Okay. I’m sorry. I’ll see you then. All right. Goodbye. What? (Pause.) No, I… No, I said ‘Goodbye’. Yeah. All right. See you soon. (Hangs up. To others.) Thought I was calling him a good boy.


BRENDAN. That him?


JOE (imitating whoever was on phone.) ‘You patronising me?’


BRENDAN. Joe.


JOE. That was him.




BRENDAN. The Crazy Horse?!


JOE. That was the Crazy Horse.


SONIA. What did he say?


BRENDAN. Is he coming?


JOE. He’ll be here soon.


Pause.


BRENDAN (to SONIA). Why don’t you go next door.


SONIA. No, Bren. I already told you I don’t like her. I’m not going in there.


JOE. Why don’t you just stay here.


BRENDAN. ‘Why don’t you’…? All right, just… I’m worried.


SONIA. So am I.


Pause. They drink their tea contemplatively. There is a deep, foreboding silence.


I was thinking, maybe…


BRENDAN. What?


SONIA. You know the chair?


JOE. Lovely tea, Bren.


SONIA. The old… My grandmother’s chair. The chair my grandmother left me.


BRENDAN. The chair upstairs.


SONIA. It’s worth money.


BRENDAN. That chair? That eyesore?


SONIA. The chair upstairs. It must be worth…


BRENDAN. That fucking thing!


SONIA. The money. We could use it, you know, to… You know.


BRENDAN. With the Drongo.


SONIA. Yes.


BRENDAN. It’s an eyesore.




JOE. Which chair is this?


SONIA. It’s an eyesore, I know, but he could… We could give it to him to sell.


BRENDAN. Where would he sell it?


SONIA. I don’t know. At a market. In one of those things.


JOE. At an auction.


SONIA. At a, yeah. People could bid for it.


BRENDAN. The Drongo deals in… He doesn’t deal in antiques. Hard cash. The Drongo is a hard-cash man. What the hell would he want with a chair?


SONIA. It’s an antique.


BRENDAN (to JOE). Will you give me a cigarette?


JOE. Sorry, Bren.


BRENDAN. Just a… One!


JOE. Bren. You know I can’t. You know the rules, there’s no refunds. I won these. It’d be ethically wrong. Tomorrow, maybe.


BRENDAN (sulkily). Tomorrow.


SONIA. I’m going to bring it down.


SONIA exits the living room and goes upstairs.


BRENDAN. Give me a cigarette.


JOE. No.


BRENDAN. I need one.


JOE lights a cigarette for himself.


JOE. All this talk of cigarettes. Christ. (Pause. Exhales smoke.) Another bit of trivia for you, right? In the future. Not in our life. In the distant future… There’ll be a brand of cigarettes which, when we inhale, will purify our bodies’ innards, and which, when we exhale, due to the mixing of the special tobacco and the oxygen in our lungs, will promote rainforest growth and ozone-layer repair. (Takes a drag on cigarette.)


BRENDAN (not really listening). Imagine. (Looks at watch.)




JOE. Also… (Not tryin’ to torture you or anything.) They also say that… You listening?


BRENDAN. Mmm.


JOE. Skyscrapers won’t be made from steel and cement any more, but from foliage and, and mud and, like, things that nature has provided. They’ll still be the same things; big buildings. Still serve the same uses. But they’ll be built from the gifts, say, of the earth, which’ll be… the tobacco. This special tobacco will enhance the growth of all good things. So, we can all smoke if we want to. And have big buildings, and…


BRENDAN. Very nice.


JOE. This is what they say, now. I myself… (Not trying to torture you, Bren.) (Takes a long drag on cigarette. Exhales.) I like a good smoke.


The telephone rings again and JOE jumps up to answer it.


(Into phone.) Hello? Is this… You’re the… (Pause.) No, everything’s fine. I’m, yes. I’m Brendan’s brother. (Pause.)I supp… No, it’s okay.


Pause.


As JOE speaks, we can hear something heavy bumping down the stairs.


Listen, could… Yes. There’s just… Could you please… Could you… We’re waiting for an important call. (Pause.) Yes, so… (Pause.) Yes, we’ll get on to you. (Pause.) Yes, we’ll get on to you. Right. (Hangs up.)


SONIA enters, lugging the antique chair behind her.


SONIA. Who was that?


BRENDAN. Your ‘friend’.


JOE. Jesus Christ. Look at that. Who in their right… Is that it?


SONIA. Yeah.


JOE. That’s the chair, the… The special chair.


BRENDAN. The magic chair.


SONIA. The antique chair. That was my grandmother’s chair.




JOE. That’s a travesty.


SONIA (to BRENDAN). Who was it? Karen?


BRENDAN. She’s checking up.


SONIA. I’m not going over there.


JOE. Fuck her.


BRENDAN. Just leave it there, Sonia.


SONIA. I’ll… It might…


BRENDAN. Could be.


SONIA.… It might come in useful.


JOE. That’s a bloody disgrace.


BRENDAN. Leave it there.


SONIA leaves the chair beside one of the other armchairs. It now looks like a hideous part of the sitting-room furniture. She sits back down.


Won’t be long now.


The lights of a passing car shine through the window. Everybody stiffens. The car continues on its way. They relax.


(To JOE.) What about the Crazy Horse?


JOE. What about him?


BRENDAN. Do you know him well?


JOE. I already told you, Bren.


BRENDAN. Remind us.


SONIA. Yeah.


JOE. I know he’s crazy.


SONIA. Crazy?


JOE. Well, he’s the Crazy Horse.


BRENDAN. But he’s a friend of yours.


JOE. No, he’s… No.


BRENDAN. Well, what is he? You know him.




SONIA. He’s not your friend, Joe?


BRENDAN. Is he coming?


JOE. Wasn’t he just on the phone, Bren.


BRENDAN. That doesn’t mean he’s coming.


SONIA. And you don’t know him.


JOE. I do know him. He’s someone I know but I wouldn’t call him a friend of mine.


SONIA. He doesn’t like you?


BRENDAN. Is he coming?


JOE. Yes. He’s coming.


SONIA. Why doesn’t he like you?


JOE. It’s not that he doesn’t like me. He’s just not a friend of mine.


SONIA. Why not?


JOE. Because… I don’t know. He’s a bit difficult to get on with. He has problems with certain things, social things, hence his fucking… his occupation. His ideas are different to most people’s. They’re different to mine, anyway.


BRENDAN. How, different?


JOE. And that’s why I don’t hang around with him.


SONIA. And we’re letting him in our house?


JOE. He’s not…


BRENDAN. He’s problems?


JOE. He has a few problems. Nothing.


BRENDAN. Could he do something?


JOE. Something, what?


BRENDAN. Is he dangerous? That’s what I’m… As Sonia said. We don’t want…


SONIA. That’s right. In the house. I mean, who knows…?


JOE. He’s…


BRENDAN. Yeah. In our home. Would it be stupid?




JOE. He is dangerous, yes, but…


BRENDAN. And he’s going to… You’ve…


JOE. He’s…


SONIA. In our house?


JOE. He’s… Hold your horses, for Jaysus’ sake, yes, he is dangerous, but he’s… Hang on, he’s a channelled, a controlled danger. He’s on our side, for fuck’s sake. He’s coming here to help us. He’s not an animal.


Pause.


BRENDAN (to SONIA). Maybe you should go in to Karen.


SONIA. Fuck off, Bren.


JOE. He’s here to… Calm down, Bren, will you? For fuck’s sake relax, the two of you. When I said he has problems, I meant he’s annoying, right? He’s not a monster, he’s just a bit strange. His real name’s Al, sure. I mean, the worst thing he’ll do is get on your nerves, all right? There’s no problem whatsoever about having him in your house. (Pause.) Okay?


Pause.


BRENDAN. If you say.


JOE. I do.


SONIA (to herself). ‘The Crazy Horse.’


There is a thunderous knocking on the front door. Everybody jumps.


BRENDAN. God!


JOE (getting up). Relax.


JOE goes out to answer the door.


RONNIE (offstage). How’s it going?


JOE (offstage). What’s up, there, Ronnie?


RONNIE (offstage). Can I come in?


JOE (offstage). Yeah. Come on in.


We hear the front door shut and JOE and RONNIE enter the living room. RONNIE is from the country and speaks with a very heavy accent.


BRENDAN. What’s up, Ronnie?


RONNIE (dejectedly). Ah.


BRENDAN. You all right?


SONIA. What is it?


RONNIE. I… (Sighs.)


BRENDAN. What’s wrong?


RONNIE. The feckin’… (Pause.) Ah, you know, I just…


Pause.


SONIA. Ronnie?


RONNIE. Feckin’ Karen! Do you know what…? I’m botherin’ you, amen’t I? You’ve got this thing happening and I’m in your way, amen’t I?


SONIA. No.


RONNIE. ’Cos the feckin’ hooer. I’m supposed to come in and see you’re all right. I know you don’t want, you, you don’t need me here. Can’t tell her that. Sent me in, she did.


BRENDAN. Do you… (To SONIA.) Get Ronnie a glass, a drink, will you, Sonia? (To RONNIE.) What do you want, Ronnie?


RONNIE. ‘Go in, go in.’ ‘No,’ I say. ‘All right, then,’ she says. ‘That’s it.’ ‘What?’ says I. ‘If you don’t go next door, then that’s a month.’ D’you know what a month is?


BRENDAN. What?


RONNIE. I don’t get me hole for a month. She doesn’t let me, I’m sorry, Sonia, shag her for a month. This is the thing, now. This is the new business. Before… Last time it was dinner. Now, I’m a hard-working man. I need my grub. Now it’s sex. She won’t… That’s her new thing, now, for getting what she wants. Withdrawal of favours, the slut! One year we’re married. Withdrawal of favours. Who the devil does she think she is? One month if I don’t come in. I’m sorry. I’m supposed to be, I don’t know, protecting you or something. What the hell good am I?




JOE. Exactly.


RONNIE. What the hell can I do? One month, can you believe that? Who would belie… (Notices the antique chair.) Where the hell did you get that thing?


Pause.


SONIA. It’s my grandmother’s. Was.


JOE. It’s an antique.


BRENDAN. What do you want to drink, Ronnie?


RONNIE. Would you believe it, Brendan? What would you do if…? A month. Four weeks. What gives her the right? Using her whatsit? Using her… Who gave her the right? A month of wanking, excuse me, like a thirteen-year-old. ’Scuse me, Sonia.


SONIA. It’s all right, Ronnie.


RONNIE. Give us… Give us a… What have you got?


BRENDAN. We’ve got some whiskey. (To SONIA.) Have we whiskey?


SONIA. Paddy’s.


BRENDAN (to RONNIE). Or a nice cup of…


RONNIE (interrupting). Paddy’s’ll do. I could use a glass. Straight. How are you, Joe? No, with ice.


JOE. How are you, Ronnie?


RONNIE. Unbelievable. That’s… (To JOE.) No, but isn’t it? Isn’t it beyond belief? (To BRENDAN.) Would you believe it, Brendan?


SONIA exits to get the drink.


JOE. Relax, Ronnie. Calm it. Sit down. (Pause.) Sit down and relax.


RONNIE sits.


That’s… Yeah.


Pause.


RONNIE. Hooer.




JOE. Relax.


Pause.


BRENDAN. Have you got a cigarette, Ronnie?


RONNIE. Suppose.


RONNIE gives BRENDAN a cigarette. BRENDAN looks at JOE.


JOE. What?


BRENDAN (lighting cigarette). Nothing a-tall, Joe.


SONIA re-enters and gives RONNIE his whiskey.


SONIA. There you go.


RONNIE. Thanks.


SONIA. So, how is Karen, anyway?


RONNIE. How’s…? Fuck Karen!


SONIA. Ronnie. I was only…


RONNIE (interrupting). Shag her. Thinks she can control me. First food. Then sex. I go out and earn the bread, so I do. I earn the crust. You don’t see her makin’ demands of a Fri day night, do you? On pay day. Pay day’s ‘be nice to Ronnie’ day.


JOE. What does she look like?


RONNIE. You met her before, Joe.


JOE. Did I?


RONNIE. We were over here once for… Remember the party you had for… The party Brendan and Sonia had for little Jason’s communion. Where is Jason?


SONIA. My sister’s.


RONNIE. Good idea. Keep him out of danger. (To JOE.) For Jason’s communion. You remember her.


JOE. No, I…


RONNIE. We were here. Hatchetface. She was with me.


SONIA. She’s not a hatchetface, Ronnie.




RONNIE. She’s not. She’s a good-looking woman.


JOE. Yeah?


RONNIE. I have to admit, now. (To BRENDAN.) Brendan?


BRENDAN. Yeah, she’s…


RONNIE. She’s grand.


BRENDAN. … She’s an attractive woman.


RONNIE. But she’s a hooer.


JOE. What was she wearing?


RONNIE. I don’t know. Some yoke.


SONIA. She was wearing a brown suit.


JOE. Ah, yeah. Now, I… That was the night Pebbles…


SONIA. Oh, Jesus, yeah.


JOE. She…


SONIA. Yeah.


JOE.… He pissed on your woman’s lap. Carole Stewart.


BRENDAN. Typical.


SONIA. That was funny, now…


JOE. Poor bitch.


SONIA. … wasn’t it.


JOE. What was it she…?


SONIA. That devil dog.


JOE. That’s it. ‘Your devil dog.’ (To RONNIE.) And Karen was… I remember her. The brown suit.


RONNIE. Brown suit. Says something, doesn’t it. A brown power suit and the perfect colour for her.


BRENDAN. Why?


RONNIE. Colour of shite.


JOE. She doesn’t drink.


RONNIE. Doesn’t do anything.




SONIA. … So funny!


RONNIE. Doesn’t do anything. Trying to, now… This is the… A man can’t live without a bit of drink once in a while, now, can he?


BRENDAN. What’s she…?


RONNIE. Yeah, she’s…


BRENDAN.… She’s…


RONNIE. Yes. That’s another, the latest… Trying to wean me. Trying to get me off, the bitch. (To SONIA.) I’m sorry.


SONIA. It’s all right.


RONNIE (to himself). The hooer! (Pause. Looks at chair.) That’s some chair.


SONIA. That’s an antique. It’s worth a lot of money.


RONNIE. I’d like to ram it down her fecking gullet…


JOE. It’s an appeasement.


RONNIE. … Strangle her. A what?


JOE. An appeasement.


SONIA. It’s for the Drongo, Ronnie.


RONNIE. This the…


JOE. Yeah. They call him the Drongo.


RONNIE. What’s he going to do with it?


JOE. He can sell it. Who knows? It’s worth a lot of money.


RONNIE. How much?


SONIA. Over two thousand pounds.


RONNIE. Yeah? And how much do you owe?


SONIA. Six hundred and fifty.


RONNIE. He might take it. That’s worth a lot of money, that chair.


JOE. Do you know that the word ‘drongo’ is actually a derogatory term?




BRENDAN. Is it?


JOE. Mmm-hmm.


SONIA. Meaning?


JOE. I’m not sure. But something bad, I think.


RONNIE. A drongo.


SONIA. It means something bad?


JOE. Yeah.


SONIA. Does he know this?


JOE. Jesus, I don’t know, but… (Pause. Looks at her.)


SONIA. Right. No. Of course.


JOE. Okay?


SONIA. Yeah.


RONNIE (holding out empty glass). Thanks, Sonia.


SONIA. You’re welcome.


She takes the glass, but stays where she is for the time being.


JOE. Listen, Ronnie. As long as you’re staying here…


RONNIE. No fecking choice, have I?


JOE. Right. Well, as long as you’re here: when the Crazy Horse comes, could you just talk as little as possible, okay?


RONNIE. ‘The Crazy Horse’?


JOE. Just sit down and be quiet and pretend you’re not here. You can’t do anything to…


RONNIE (interrupting). The Crazy Horse is coming here?


JOE. Yeah.


RONNIE. Here?


JOE. Yes. (Pause.) You know him?


RONNIE. I heard about him.


JOE. He’s a friend of mine. Well… What did you hear about him?




RONNIE. Do you know him personally?


JOE. I do.


SONIA. What did you hear, Ronnie?


RONNIE. Heard he did something to a dog once.


SONIA (to BRENDAN). Pebbles!


BRENDAN. Ssshh.


JOE. What did he do, Ronnie?


RONNIE. Well… (Pause.) Some fella did something on some fella. I don’t know what. Something bad. So the fella that had something, the thing done to him, knew the Crazy Horse. Or knew how to get in touch with him, anyway. So, he asked him for some assistance. I think it’s something like the Crazy Horse won’t help you unless he feels it’s…


JOE. To see that it’s ethically right that he help you.


RONNIE. Yeah, ethically… yes. He won’t help… Is that right? He won’t help just anyone.


JOE. That’s correct. He has to decide…


RONNIE. Right. If the people are deserving.


JOE. Right.


RONNIE. Anyway, this man, he decided, was. So what it was was, he was being persecuted for something and the thing was to stop the fella, you know, the other lad from persecuting him. So the Crazy Horse drops down to your man’s house. This is the… the…


BRENDAN. The bloke who was doing the persecuting.


RONNIE. Yeah. The fella doing it. His house. And he kicks him around a bit and he ties him to a chair and says to him, ‘Who dies?’ Which I hear is a typical thing he does. ‘You make the decision who dies and who lives.’


SONIA. Between who?


RONNIE. It was… He had to decide between his… This… What kind? A… A… The little…


JOE. A Jack Russell.




RONNIE. Yeah?


JOE. Yeah.


RONNIE. Little… The little mutt. Between… Or this bag of… This moggie. A cat he had. Now, anyone with a bit of common sense… Which one are you going to choose?


SONIA. The dog.


RONNIE. The d… To live?


SONIA. Yeah. The dog to live.


RONNIE. Right. Who the feck’d pick a cat over a dog? Cats, they’re treacherous little… hooers. Bit of common sense, you’re going to pick the dog. So he picks the dog.


JOE. And the Crazy Horse kills the dog.


RONNIE. Yeah. He lets the little ball of shite live and kills the dog.


JOE. Tell them how he does it.


BRENDAN. No, hold on. I don’t think… (To SONIA.) You don’t want to hear this, do you?


SONIA (to RONNIE). No, go on.


BRENDAN. Is this going to…


SONIA. I want to hear it.


BRENDAN. …To upset you, or…?


SONIA (to RONNIE). What happened the dog?


RONNIE. Right. Well, first he tied your man up and taped his eyes open. Then, he put the dog in a see-through plastic bag and hung it out of the light. So your man had to sit there with his eyes taped open and watch his dog suffocate. (Pause.) So the dog’s hanging there and your man’s watching it ’cos he can’t do anything else. Just watch it. And the bag’s going in and out, in and out, slower and slower with, you know… as the dog breathes. And it’s getting slower and slower, in and out, in and out, slower and slower, and the man’s watching it, and the bag’s all fogged up, now, so all we can see is the movement of the bag, in and out, and slower and slower and slower… (Pause. Then, matter-of-factly.) and the doggie croaked. Doggie dies and all this while, the feckin’ moggie is skulking around the room and pissing on the floor while man’s best friend is taking his last. Few. Breaths… Ever.


BRENDAN. Jesus Christ.


SONIA. Pebbles.


BRENDAN. Shut up, will you? Fuck Pebbles.


JOE. He’s on our side, Sonia.


RONNIE. But, he’s a good lad, I hear. He’s decent in that he’s… He goes around doing good deeds. He helps people less fortunate. Or the downtrodden.


SONIA notices that she still has the empty glass in her hand. She exits with it to the kitchen.


JOE. They say that if you die in your home, a dog will stay by your side the whole time and die with you. He’ll remain loyal and true and die with his master. But a cat’ll, as soon as he sees you’re helpless, he’ll eat you. A cat’s got neither morals nor ethics.


RONNIE. Doesn’t surprise me, Joe. Some women are like that, too, and I’m not talking about your Sonia, Brendan. If you know what I mean. I’m talking about someone else.


SONIA re-enters.


BRENDAN (to SONIA). He all right?


RONNIE (half to himself). Someone nearby, though.


SONIA. She’s asleep. Poor little thing.


BRENDAN (nervously). How much longer? Jesus. I just wish it was over. (Pause.) Get it over with.


Pause.


JOE. Relax.


Pause.


BRENDAN. Need a… (Sighs.) Can I have another cigarette, Ronnie?


RONNIE. Sorry, Brendan. Five left.


BRENDAN. Well, give me one, will you?




RONNIE. Five left, Brendan. That’s all I have till tomorrow. I gave you one.


BRENDAN. Five, so give me one and then you’ll have four.


RONNIE. Sorry, Brendan. From… I calculate. From now until I go to bed, I’ll smoke exactly five cigarettes.


BRENDAN. Smoke four.


RONNIE. No.


JOE (to BRENDAN). Play him for one.


BRENDAN. With what?


JOE. I don’t know, with… What have you got?


RONNIE. What’s this, now?


BRENDAN. Emmm…


RONNIE. What’s this? Poker?


JOE. Play him for the chair. The chair against a cigarette.


RONNIE. Poker, is it?


SONIA. That chair’s an antique. (To BRENDAN.) And you should be more worried about the Drongo.


SONIA exits to the kitchen.


RONNIE. I don’t normally gamble.


JOE. Karen cure you of that already, Ronnie?


RONNIE. Very funny. Whatsit? Poker?


BRENDAN. Yeah.


Pause.


RONNIE. What have you got?


BRENDAN. I don’t know. I’ll play you for…


JOE. Play him for the chair.


RONNIE. I don’t want the chair.


BRENDAN. I’ve got… I’ll play you for 10ps. 20ps. A twenty against a cigarette.




Pause.


RONNIE. An aspidistra.


BRENDAN. One of my…


RONNIE. A cigarette against an aspidistra.


Pause.


BRENDAN (not too pushed on the idea). Ehhmm…


JOE. That’s a good bet.


BRENDAN. Yeah, but… My aspidistras, you know…?


JOE. That’s a good bet, Bren.


RONNIE. That is a good bet.


BRENDAN.… They’re my pride and joy.


RONNIE. A cigarette versus an aspidistra.


BRENDAN. What the hell do you want with my aspidistras?


RONNIE. I like them.


BRENDAN. You like them.


RONNIE. I’ve seen them over the back wall. They’re gorgeous.


Pause.


BRENDAN. Two cigarettes versus one aspidistra.


RONNIE. Two?!


BRENDAN. Two. I’m not going any lower.


JOE. You’d better hurry.


Pause.


RONNIE (to BRENDAN). All right.


JOE (looking at watch). You’d better hurry, lads.


BRENDAN. All right. (To RONNIE.) We’ll just play one hand, without sees and bluffs and stuff. Just the… We pick up and then we show our hands. Make it quicker, all right?


JOE. That’s not poker.


BRENDAN. It’s just a short wager.




JOE. That’s not how you play the game.


BRENDAN. We haven’t got time to play a proper game. I haven’t got the nerves. (To RONNIE.) Right, Ronnie?


RONNIE. Right.


BRENDAN and RONNIE sit down at the table. BRENDAN picks up the deck of cards.


JOE. You’re prostituting the art, you fool. You’re bastardising it. You don’t bastardise the skill and the art.


BRENDAN (ignoring him). Okay. Aspidistra versus cigarettes. Two cigarettes. Let’s go. You shuffle, Joe?


JOE. I’m not going to aid in the tainting of those cards.


BRENDAN. You want to shuffle, Ronnie?


RONNIE. All right.


RONNIE shuffles and deals.


BRENDAN (looking at hand). Okay. Gimme… Gimme… What do you want?


RONNIE. What do you want?


BRENDAN. Gimme three.


BRENDAN throws down three and RONNIE gives him three from the deck.


RONNIE. Three. And I’ll have… two.


He throws down two and takes two from the deck.


All right?


BRENDAN. Yep.


RONNIE. What have you got?


BRENDAN. What have you got?


RONNIE. You go. Show me your hand.


BRENDAN. You first.


RONNIE. Dealer has choice, Brendan. Go.




BRENDAN. What choice? Dealer goes first.


RONNIE. Dealer doesn’t go first.


BRENDAN. Dealer goes first.


RONNIE. Dealer says who goes first.


BRENDAN. Joe. What’s the rule?


JOE. You broke all the rules.


BRENDAN. Who shows their hand first?


RONNIE. Dealer has choice. And it doesn’t matter anyway.


JOE. Congratulations, lads. Anarchy. Anarchy in poker.


BRENDAN (to JOE). Who shows first?


RONNIE. It doesn’t matter a whit, Brendan.


BRENDAN. It doesn’t matter?


RONNIE. Not a whit.


BRENDAN. Well, it matters to me. You show.


RONNIE sighs. Then lays down his cards.


RONNIE. Three Jacks.


BRENDAN (laying down cards). Balls! Two sixes.


RONNIE. One aspidistra, s’il vous plaît.


Pause.


BRENDAN. Another hand.


RONNIE. That’s it. No, no. That’s it. One hand. We played it and I won. I’m sorry for your loss.


BRENDAN. Fuck off.


RONNIE. No, I am. (Pause.) I know how much they mean to you.


BRENDAN. Yeah, well…


RONNIE. And I’ll take good care of them.


BRENDAN. I hope so. It.


RONNIE. Sorry. It.




JOE. Hundreds of years of tradition and ancestry, destroyed over bloody cigarettes.


RONNIE. And the plant, Joe.


JOE. Yeah. And a bloody plant.


RONNIE (to BRENDAN). An extremely well-cultivated plant.


BRENDAN. Thanks.


JOE. You shouldn’t be allowed to play if you can’t show deference or respect to the game.


The telephone rings. JOE jumps up and answers it.


(Into phone.) Hello? (Pause.) Yes, he’s… Is this important? (Pause.) No, no, no, I’m not being… I thought I already told you that… All right, right, right, here he is. Yes. I’m sorry. Here you go.


JOE holds the receiver out to RONNIE. RONNIE takes it from him. JOE sits back down.


RONNIE (into phone). Yes? Yes, I’m here. No, nothing’s… Everything’s… (Pause.) He’s fine. (Pause.) No, they’re all… It’s just us. Yes, I’m… (Pause.) Yes, I’m doing what I can. Guess what I just did? Just now. I won one of Brendan’s aspidistras off him. Yep. I… (Pause.) Yes, you… Okay, I will. Yes, I will. Now. Okay. (Pause.) Right, bye-bye. I lo… I love you too. Yes, that much. And more. Bye. (Hangs up.) Jesus!


BRENDAN. They should be…


SONIA enters.


SONIA. Who was that?


RONNIE. My… bane.


SONIA. Karen again?


RONNIE. The hooer.


BRENDAN. Shouldn’t…? He’s late.


JOE. They’re both late.


Pause.


SONIA. Who won?




BRENDAN. He did.


SONIA. Well done, Ronnie.


RONNIE. Yeah. Listen, Brendan.


BRENDAN. What?


RONNIE. She says I have to see it.


BRENDAN. See what?


RONNIE. My aspidistra.


BRENDAN. Now?


RONNIE. Yeah.


BRENDAN (getting up). Jesus.


JOE (looking at watch). You’d better hurry, Bren.


BRENDAN. Right. Right.


BRENDAN goes out the door to the kitchen.


RONNIE. Sure he’s loads anyway, hasn’t he?


JOE. He does, Ronnie. You won it fair and square.


We hear the back door open.


BRENDAN (offstage). Sonia!


SONIA. What?


BRENDAN. The fucking dog! For fuck…!


SONIA. You let it in, Bren. If you let it in, you’ve to put it out.


BRENDAN. I’m trying to do… For fff…!


We hear a scuffle. Then the back door opens and closes. BRENDAN re-enters with an aspidistra.


SONIA (to BRENDAN). All right?


RONNIE. Oh, my God.


BRENDAN (giving aspidistra to RONNIE). There you go.


RONNIE. Oh, Jaysus. Thanks very much, Brendan.


BRENDAN. Now, do you know how to take care of it?




RONNIE. Oh, I do. I do. It’s a beauty.


BRENDAN (to SONIA). Bloody mutt.


SONIA. She’s not a mutt.


RONNIE (of aspidistra). And it’s mine, you know?


BRENDAN. That was the best one.


RONNIE. I don’t believe you, Brendan, and I don’t care. It’s gorgeous.


BRENDAN. Good.


Pause.


SONIA (to BRENDAN). Should we not leave that phone off the hook?


RONNIE. Good idea. If she’s going to ring again, I don’t want to talk to her.


BRENDAN. No. What if…? In case the Drongo or the Crazy Horse rings.


SONIA. No. Yeah. You’re right.


RONNIE (admiring his aspidistra). Still…


BRENDAN. Leave it the way it is.


SONIA. You’re right. Yeah.


Pause.


JOE. Thing about phones. Interesting…


They are interrupted by a loud knocking on the door. Everybody is silent. Expectant.


Lights down.


Lights up.


Moments later. All present with one addition. The DRONGO. A powerful, dangerous-looking character. He sits in the antique armchair like a king and speaks with a strong Australian accent. RONNIE’s aspidistra sits on the coffee table.


DRONGO. Not on your nelly. Not. On. Your. Nelly. I came here… And I can see that you’re not bad people. Fair dinkum. But I can see you’re not fighting to keep your heads above water either. I came here alone as opposed to sending some of my mates, because I wanted to see for myself what kind of a situation we have. Now, maybe Raymond Murphy was a good man. He was a good man. Personally, I don’t think this business is the right business for a good man. And I believe that that’s the essential reason he failed in this business. Perhaps the next… Who knows? Now, he might have been the type of bloke you could go up to and say, ‘Sorry, mate. Bit short today. Next week?’ And he’d say, ‘No problems.’ But, therein I believe to be the genesis of his insolvency; his downfall. He was too bloody nice. Well, now I own your debt. And I’m sorry, but I can’t allow… My good business sense, my instinct for survival tells me I can’t allow… can’t offer leniency in payments. Regarding neither time nor amount. I can’t allow it.


Pause.


SONIA. We have… We…


DRONGO. Wait, now. Just wait a minute. I’m not finished talking yet. When I finish talking, then we can all talk. All right?


SONIA. All right.


DRONGO. Don’t interrupt me again.


SONIA. I’m sorry.


Pause.


DRONGO. Do you… About leniency. Have you understood what I just said?


SONIA. Yes.


BRENDAN. Yes.


DRONGO. Good. Now, I’m sure you’ve heard certain stories about me. Certain myths or legends… Urban legends which have been passed around in one way or another. Things I did or threatened to do. Horror stories? Let me tell you, mates… They’re all true. I collect on time always. I collect or I do something. I don’t have a set rule for punishment or prompting. Like that term, ‘prompting’? Prompting. A prompter. To prompt. I don’t have a set rule. I just do whatever comes into my head at the time. It’s been said I have a good imagination. I collect or I do something. Remember that. Now, I came here alone as a gesture of… not goodwill, ’cos I don’t have any. As a gesture of trust. If you have any thoughts on getting out of this not corresponding to my rules, dismiss them now. If something should ever happen to me, you will be found and killed. Did I just say ‘killed’? You’re damn right I did. This was just a little chat to… set forward, to give you a little knowledge of the situation. Do you understand?


BRENDAN. Yes.


SONIA. Yes.


DRONGO. Now, we’ll discuss how to deal with the situation. (Indicates JOE.) Who’s this?


BRENDAN. My brother.


DRONGO. Don’t see much resemblance there. Same father?


BRENDAN. Yes.


DRONGO. Mother?


BRENDAN. Yes.


DRONGO. Hmm. (Indicates RONNIE.) And this?


BRENDAN. That’s Ronnie. Next-door neighbour.


DRONGO. And what’s he doing here?


BRENDAN. We were playing cards.


DRONGO. Yeah? Who won?


BRENDAN. He did.


DRONGO (to RONNIE). How much did you win?


RONNIE. I won an aspidistra.


DRONGO. A what?


RONNIE (points at aspidistra). There.


DRONGO. Yeah, yeah. I know what it is. Beautiful species. Beautiful. Sad to lose it, Brendan?


BRENDAN. Yeah.


DRONGO. High bloody stakes.


BRENDAN (gloomily). Yeah.




RONNIE (simultaneously; happily). Yeah.


DRONGO. Not much luck tonight, Brendan?


BRENDAN. Not much.


DRONGO. And this is your lovely sheila. (To SONIA.) What’s your name?


SONIA. Sonia.


DRONGO. Nice. You could almost be a sheila.


SONIA. Eh… Thanks.


DRONGO. A lovely-looking sheila.


SONIA. Thank you.


DRONGO. All right. Now that we all know each other, let’s get down to business. You owed Mr Murphy, and now me, six hundred and fifty pounds to be repaid at a rate of seventy pounds per week?


BRENDAN. That’s right.


DRONGO. One hundred pounds a week now. All right? It’s nicer to round these things off, I think. Seventy pounds. That’s a disgustingly odd amount. One hundred pounds a week?


BRENDAN. Eh…


DRONGO. A nice figure?


BRENDAN. Yeah.


DRONGO. All right. Now. Since Mr Murphy went out of business, so to speak, you’ve missed a week’s payment…


SONIA. That’s… But…


DRONGO. … through, settle down, through no fault of your own. I understand. That’s all Mr Murphy’s fault. I’m not blaming you. But you know that you now owe me two hundred pounds. Is that right? That’s the correct figure?


Pause.


SONIA. We don’t have it.


DRONGO (to SONIA). Excuse me. (To BRENDAN.) What?


BRENDAN. We don’t have it.




DRONGO. The money.


BRENDAN. Yes.


DRONGO. At all.


BRENDAN. We have… How much? Sixty-five pounds.


Pause.


DRONGO. That’s not much.


BRENDAN. No.


DRONGO (to JOE and RONNIE). What about you? None of you any?


JOE. That includes what I added.


SONIA. We weren’t given any time.


DRONGO. You poor people. You poor people. (Pause.) Hmm.


BRENDAN. Could we not…


DRONGO. No. No. I’m sorry.


BRENDAN. No chance of a…


DRONGO. … No.


BRENDAN. … Of an extension? A few days or…?


DRONGO. I’m sorry, Brendan.


Short pause.


BRENDAN. At all?


Pause.


DRONGO. At all.


Pause.


BRENDAN. We don’t have it. I… Ronnie!


DRONGO. Ronnie?


RONNIE. No.


BRENDAN. At all?


RONNIE. I’m as smashed as you are. I’ve got… (Roots in his pocket and takes out some money.) twelve pounds fifty. Here.


BRENDAN. No, it’s all right.


RONNIE. Go ahead. I’ll manage.


BRENDAN. No, keep it.


RONNIE. No. Go on. Don’t worry.


BRENDAN. It won’t make any difference.


DRONGO. That’s right.


SONIA. Couldn’t we… Is there no other way to… That we could, like… Something here.


BRENDAN. Something here?


SONIA. Here. Like the television or…


BRENDAN. The telly?


SONIA. Yes.


BRENDAN. I need the telly.


DRONGO. I think there are certain things you should be more concerned about at this moment than watching football, Brendan.


Pause.


BRENDAN. Will you take it?


DRONGO. No.


BRENDAN. Well, is there…?


DRONGO (interrupting). I deal in cash, mates. I’m not in the flogging business. Now, I appreciate your telly’s worth. But I’m not going to waste my time.


Pause.


SONIA. We’ve got that chair you’re…


BRENDAN. Sonia!


SONIA. That chair you’re sitting in is worth thousands of pounds. We’ll give you that.


BRENDAN. Cash, Sonia.




SONIA. You’ll get… If you sell it, you’ll get over five times what we owe you. Well, not five, but close enough. Surely it’d be worth the hassle to…


DRONGO (interrupting). And would that be fair on you?


SONIA. … Over two thousand pounds.


Pause.


DRONGO. And would that be fair on you?


SONIA. We don’t mind.


DRONGO. But I do. I’m not having that on my conscience. ’Preciate the offer. Cash. (Pause.) Cash, cash, cash. You don’t have it.


BRENDAN. No.


SONIA. I can’t understand why you…


DRONGO (interrupting). Shut up. (Pause. To BRENDAN.) You don’t have it.


BRENDAN. No. We’ve got sixty-five pounds.


RONNIE. Seventy-seven. Seventy-seven fifty, if it makes any difference.


DRONGO. It doesn’t, mate. Keep it. (Sighs.) This is what happens. (Pause.) You see, mates, we’ve got rules here. Rules are what keep society in shape, keep it from getting flabby. Rules are what prevent anarchy. Rules are the only thing preventing the extinction of the wallaby. Life is rules and rules are what sustain the eh… (Pause.) And what are we if we break them? Hm? Who are we to break them? Nobody. What are we worth if we break them? Nothing. We are people without laws and without a code. We’re animals.


JOE. That’s right.


DRONGO. What?


JOE. A code.


DRONGO. That’s right. (To BRENDAN.) We are without a code. Without moral values, ethics, etiquette, principles, we are without rules. I have to do my job. I have to do my job and I’m sorry, mates. I’m sorry for you. But if I don’t stick to my rules, then what am I? (Pause.) Does your phone work?


BRENDAN. Em…


DRONGO. Your phone.


BRENDAN. Y… Yes.


SONIA. Who are you calling?


DRONGO. The prompters.


SONIA. Surely there’s… Bren!


BRENDAN. Surely there’s…


DRONGO. Shut up.


The DRONGO goes to the phone. Before he reaches it, it rings. He picks it up.


(Into phone.) Hello? (Pause.) Yes. Yes it is. Would, would, would you mind, please? Ron? Yes, he’s fine. Would you mind… Would you mind fucking off please? (Pause.) Yes, thank you. Stay off the line, please.


He hangs up and begins dialling.


Your sheila, Ronnie.


RONNIE. So I gathered.


SONIA. Bren!


DRONGO. Sounds like a bit of a cunt.


SONIA. Joe!


RONNIE. She’s a hooer.


DRONGO (into phone). Hello? Yeah. It’s the Drongo. The job. What do you think? (Pause.) Nice people, yeah. No, nice. (Pause.) Really? Strewth! Ed and Mannix there? Good. Bring ’em. (Pause.) If you… Yeah, if you want. (Pause.) Hang on. (Takes a notebook from his pocket. Opens it. Reads.) 10 Oak Lawns.


SONIA (becoming more and more terrified). Bre… Joe!


DRONGO (into phone). Te… In Springfield, you dafty.


SONIA. Joe, for God’s sake!




DRONGO (into phone). Yes. Okay. See you in a while. Hurry up. (Hangs up.)


SONIA (hysterically). Joe! Where’s the Crazy Horse?!!


There is a knock on the door. Everybody falls silent. Seconds pass.


DRONGO. Get it, Sheila. Sonia.


SONIA goes out to the front door while everybody else sits in suspense. She returns, with the CRAZY HORSE leading the way. He is carrying a bag on his shoulder. He practically saunters into the room.


CRAZY HORSE. Who’s the bloke? (To RONNIE.) You the bloke?


RONNIE. No.


CRAZY HORSE. Who then? (To JOE.) Heya, Joe.


JOE. How’s it going?


CRAZY HORSE. Good. Very good. Who is it?


JOE points out the DRONGO.


This is the Drongo.


DRONGO. That’s right.


CRAZY HORSE. This. Is. The. Drongo.


DRONGO. Who the fuck are you, mate?


CRAZY HORSE. So. This. Is. The. Famous. Drongo.


DRONGO. Brendan.


CRAZY HORSE. Know who I am?


DRONGO. I just asked you.


CRAZY HORSE. Know who I am?


DRONGO. Who the fuck are you?


CRAZY HORSE. I am Lucifer incarnate. I am the Crazy Horse.


Pause.


DRONGO. Know who I am?


CRAZY HORSE. Someone who just messed with the wrong people.


DRONGO. But, do you know who I am?


CRAZY HORSE. You’re the Drongo.


DRONGO. That’s right. I am the Drongo.


CRAZY HORSE. Well, I’m the Crazy Horse.


DRONGO. So I see. Go home.


The CRAZY HORSE takes a pistol from his bag and sits down in a vacant armchair, facing the DRONGO.


CRAZY HORSE. I’m staying here.


Pause.


DRONGO. What do you want?


CRAZY HORSE. Have you ever heard of me?


DRONGO. I’ve heard vague rumours.


CRAZY HORSE. So you know my reputation.


DRONGO. I’ve heard rumours, I said.


CRAZY HORSE. Well, they’re all true.


DRONGO. Including the one, you have syphillis?


CRAZY HORSE. Very funny. (Pause.) I’ve heard about you.


DRONGO. All true.


CRAZY HORSE. Yeah?


DRONGO. Yeah.


RONNIE. Get on with it.


CRAZY HORSE. What the fff… Who’s this, Joe?


JOE. The next-door neighbour.


DRONGO. Tell him to shut up.


CRAZY HORSE (to RONNIE). Shut the fuck up.


BRENDAN. Ronnie.


RONNIE. He’s supposed to be doing something.


BRENDAN. He is.




CRAZY HORSE. I am, fuckhole.


JOE. Shut the fuck up, Ronnie.


CRAZY HORSE (to the DRONGO). So, we both know each other. We know of one another’s… reputations.


DRONGO (impatiently). Oh, come on. (To RONNIE.) No, Ronnie. I’m sorry. You’re right. (To the CRAZY HORSE.) Aren’t you supposed to be doing something?


Pause.


CRAZY HORSE. These people owe you money.


DRONGO. That’s right.


CRAZY HORSE. A load of money.


DRONGO. That’s right.


CRAZY HORSE. How much?


DRONGO. Six hundred and fifty pounds.


CRAZY HORSE. Six hundred and fifty pounds.


DRONGO. That’s right.


CRAZY HORSE. Well, you can strike it off your whatever. They don’t owe you anything any more.


DRONGO. Is that right?


CRAZY HORSE. That’s right.


Pause.


DRONGO. Do you know who you’re talking to?


RONNIE. Oh, Jesus.


SONIA. Ronnie, can we get on with this?


DRONGO (to the CRAZY HORSE). Do you know who…? You get in my way and you’ll be found. And you’re not that hard to find. You’ll be found and you’ll be… DO YOU KNOW WHO THE FUCK YOU’RE TALKING TO?
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