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Introduction





I first heard of Peter Gill in 1959 through a friend of mine at Drama School, Harriet Devine. Her father, George Devine, had recently left home and, in the wake of this, her mother, Sophie, had taken Peter on as a lodger: he was then a young actor whom Harriet had befriended when they were both dressers at the Lyric, Hammersmith.


Sophie would encourage her daughter to ask her friends around on Sunday afternoons to her beautiful, shabby eighteenth-century house on the bank of the Thames in Hammersmith for those loose, warm gatherings of young people that lonely parents enjoy. Sophie would bake a cake, serve tea and do the washing up. This last task took her most of the afternoon, and nobody could ever quite work out where she got her seemingly endless supply of dirty crockery from: it seemed to come from nowhere and end up nowhere, to the point where we suspected her of washing the same plates many times over.


Peter was twenty. He was thin, wiry, black-haired and bright-eyed, very attractive both because of his looks and because of the packed electric energy that emanated from him. Very talkative, highly opinionated, very good at organising complicated parlour games. Politically he was combative. As a colonial boy, I was baffled and excited by his assaults on private education, or his outrage at some media slur on a trade union. He was a radical who could never have joined a movement: that, in a way, is the most basic thing you need to know about him.


Sophie adored him. In the twenties, she, her sister Percy and a friend had formed the theatre design group Motley, which had introduced simplicity and a kind of unforced elegance into the theatre of their day, and she was still a working designer. A lot of what I will say about Peter will point up the contradictions in him, and this is one: he was a theatrical subversive who nevertheless had a love of the theatre that Sophie had helped to create – the (by then) un fashionable art theatre of Michel St Denis, Komisarjevsky and John Gielgud. ‘Oh what shall I do?’ she would say on a Sunday evening. The designs for something or other were due the next morning and she couldn’t think of a thing. ‘Don’t worry, Sophie,’ Peter might say. ‘What about an ankle-length white dress with a pink rosebud in her buttonhole and a straw boater, like you did for Angela Baddeley in 1937?’ Sophie would lick her brush and draw.


He was an extremely good actor, but often out of work. The RSC took him on in its first days at the Aldwych. But as a mouthy, non-Cambridge intellectual, derisive of theory of any kind, the RSC wasn’t his natural home. In fact, acting at all wasn’t really the job for anyone so controlling.


His connections at the Royal Court were excellent: there was Sophie, there was Tony Richardson, living at the top of the house in an extravagant flat populated by iguanas and toucans. And Peter’s best friend was Bill Gaskill, a major figure at the Court, and later to run it. Clearly Peter would end up there in some form or another: the only question was how and what as. Offers were slow in forthcoming until, for a very short period, he became the Royal Court’s press officer, a job for whose emollient demands he was spectacularly unsuited.


For quite a while, he was simply a figure at the Court, someone who didn’t demand to be paid except when doing some specific job: assisting on a main-house show, or doing a Sunday night production without decor. (If this sounds vague, I ought to explain that in those days it was often quite difficult to know whether you were actually working at the Royal Court or not. You obviously couldn’t ask, for fear of getting the wrong answer, so you had to go to the accountant’s office on Friday morning, ask for your pay-packet and see if you got one.) Employed or not, Peter clearly belonged there.


I joined the Court as Casting Director in 1967, in time to work on Peter’s revival of D. H. Lawrence’s The Daughter-in-Law, along with A Collier’s Friday Night and The Widowing of Mrs Holroyd, making up the Court’s Lawrence trilogy. I’d not seen him for a while and never worked with him, and found him very different. Although very ambitious, he had held off from directing until he felt he was ready to roll. Now, with only a handful of shows behind him, he was obsessed. Reports came in from the rehearsal room of his maniacal attention to detail, of his springing onto the set to adjust the angle of an actor’s hand, the disposition of a prop, the weight of an inflection. What strikes me as odd, after all these years, is that everyone connected with the productions knew exactly what he was doing: he was transforming the dead tradition of kitchen-sink naturalism into a poetic form, one that gave a classic nobility to working-class life.


My memories of the Lawrence trilogy include a run-through onstage of The Widowing of Mrs Holroyd at which, when the dead miner was washed by his widow and mother, both Bill Gaskill and I blubbed like babies; a particular moment in A Collier’s Friday Night, still one of the half-dozen best productions I’ve ever seen, when a marvellous, long-forgotten character actor, John Barrett, tipsily wound up his watch before going to bed – and why was that so beautiful? But it was. And the get-in of Collier, when Peter’s assistant, Barry Hanson, and I looked round to see Peter running out of the stalls. We found him in the alleyway, vomiting blood. An ambulance took him to hospital, where he nearly died: his ulcer had burst.


Bill Gaskill took over Collier and Mrs Holroyd and Jane Howell took over The Daughter-in-Law. Both said afterwards that there’d been nothing for them to do bar run the technicals: the work had been done. Gaskill took daily reports to Peter in his hospital bed. Wired up and half-unconscious, he was determined to protect the austere beauty of his shows. There’s a scene in Collier where the bread burns in the oven. Gaskill suggested mildly that he was thinking of arranging for dry ice to simulate the smoke. Peter was outraged. ‘Dry ice?’ he croaked through his oxygen mask. ‘Who do you think I am? Franco Zeffirelli?’


A year or two later I was in deep trouble, having opened the Theatre Upstairs with three ill-chosen plays, all very badly done. I knew that my next request for a pay packet was likely to be embarrassing, and I had the sense to realise that my only hope was to get in someone cleverer than myself to help me out.


Peter had just finished his third play, Over Gardens Out. I remember my intoxication at the grace and simplicity of the dialogue. Quite recently I came across my diary of that time and found that I’d written, on a page of its own, the phrase ‘the beating heart’. I meant that the dialogue had a transparency that led me into his characters’ inner lives.


I programmed the play as quickly as I could, along with a revival of Peter’s earlier play, The Sleepers’ Den. Everything went right for the shows and, after that, for the Theatre Upstairs as well, though not for Peter. His Duchess of Malfi in the main house was eagerly awaited. There was a cast of sixteen, eight playing principals, eight playing everyone else. Bill Dudley designed it, with a line of salvaged doors up each side, and the predominant colour was ochre. In the Lawrences, Peter had played with physical choreography in a realistic context: here there was no realism, instead a formal, almost mannerist, interplay of bodies, faces packed together like a Giotto. The actors were young and unfamiliar with the fruity acting that people expect in Webster. I can’t describe how deeply the show was disliked by everyone except for a few fans. The critics hated it, so did the Royal Court grandees and the audience was mostly not present. All I can say is that I’m sure all the criticisms were very justified, but I’d never seen a show like that before and I’ve spent the last thirty years looking at bits of it repeated all over the place, in theatre, in opera and in dance. Peter had shot something new into the ether, and it landed. What it cost him was enormous. I’ve often wondered what it’s like to give everything you’ve got – twice – and to receive two such devastating rebuffs, one from your own body, and one from the world.


When talking about Peter, there’s a potential cause of confusion, which is whether one’s talking about the playwright or the director. It’s a confusion that he has done nothing to dispel. All his plays in this collection were first directed by himself, all (except for The York Realist) in his distinctively stripped-out, impressionistic style. On an open stage, where even a single chair stands out as a major visual statement, different places coalesce into one, one group of characters counterpoints another, memory nudges its way into actual time, just as in life. A extremely good director, who had just read Cardiff East and quite fancied directing it, complained to me that since the action was all over the place, and there weren’t any stage directions, nobody but Peter could direct it anyway, and that this was doubtless what he intended.


Many of his plays, and three in this collection, are set in the community he comes from: working-class life in Wales. It is poor, so poor that you have to stay quiet when the rent man knocks on the door. It is Catholic, it is strong, it is dignified, it is riven with neurosis. It is underpinned by a profound sense of melancholy: Peter never depicts the place of his youth without a sense of sadness and loss. These houses will be pulled down, perhaps already have been; the warmest values are most embodied in people who are old and about to die. Family life, neighbourly support, men’s friendships are subverted by insecurity, loss and death. Common to everyone is a class-based attitude to a social system that they both detest as an injustice and welcome as a target of their wit. The dialogue is a political statement: working-class conversation, with its trim vocabulary, its hesitations, its habitual use of shared knowledge and local references, is made as musical and precise as great prose of the Enlightenment.


A recurring figure is the young man who escapes his class, as much as anyone does, and is for ever unable to convey to the people he loves the cost and rewards of getting away from them: young Christopher’s destiny in The Look Across the Eyes.


In the same way, for John in The York Realist, a young man whose natural home, whatever it used to be, is now the world of contemporary theatre, middle-class good taste and art movies, the class divide is both an element of love and an impediment to it. One of Peter’s first jobs as an aspirant director was being Bill Gaskill’s assistant on the York mystery plays, and no doubt the context of the play owes a lot to this. It’s unusual in Peter’s writing for its traditional qualities: a sturdy two-act structure, discreetly effective exposition and, uniquely among his plays, the need for a realistic set. The original ‘York Realist’ was one of the authors of the mystery plays, so called for his success at breathing new life into an old form, and, when I first saw the play I wondered whether Peter had changed his style in a conscious reference to him. What I’m sure he hadn’t planned was its huge commercial success at the Royal Court, followed by a transfer to the West End.


Certain Young Men – one of the two explicitly gay plays in this collection – suggests, in its teasingly fractured way, that metropolitan life is as rich in melancholy as that of working-class Wales. The other, Original Sin, is his reinterpretation of the inexhaustibly enigmatic Lulu plays by Frank Wedekind. Peter assisted on the Royal Court production of Wedekind’s Spring Awakening, and it was he who introduced me to the very notion of Lulu in the days when that siren beauty – or that blank screen onto which a series of men project their fantasies – used to be reincarnated once a year at the Academy Cinema in the shape of Louise Brooks. ‘If only Lulu could be a young man,’ he’d say. So here you are.


 


Nicholas Wright     


September 2008     






















Going the Distance







Recollecting the Green Park is the only way in;


Butting through a sequence of film where nothing


Happens, where there is only stasis and finishing;


Sucking the dryness for the blue about you,


The hectic in the smoke, rose over dark.


Until access comes like oil into tightness,


Pouring warmth over my head. Making you,


First a son managing an inland farm with his mother,


After a father gored, and then head boy and girl love –


Was she for you what you are?


And you into achieving and with no feeling of hiraeth.


Until a meeting in a coffee bar in Soho, full of chess players


And open-necked shirts and dedication to lost causes;


Talking to a woman asserting the significance


Of metropolitan statues, with George the Third


In the Haymarket as the most apposite. And seeing through


This absence of rock and roll, you, luminous and swart,


Walking with me into north London in the summer night,


Past the Craven A factory and on, urgent and committed


And an early hours fuck on Primrose Hill,


Identifying your enthusiasm for sex and for Court Theatre plays.


And then in your student room in Gordon Square,


Your ruthless, hetero good nature and your chapel carefulness,


In an insistence on medicated lubricant.


When you qualified refused to go on the wards, the laboratory


And the bedroom your place of interest, the epitome


Of a young doctor’s care and carelessness, a transferable, indiscriminate impulse


From your maternal concern to easy liaisons as part of your bargain.


Me, too young and fearful and unemancipated to give up comparison


In your seeming to find anything young and effeminate interesting,


And we hurt with too much and too little. A break-up in the park


In what was two-part imprudence.


For you, the inevitable political conservatism in success.


The power you gave me over you always remaining after


Sometimes tens of years, always reasserted on meeting;


Until your death took away an unconsidered distant constant.


So that now in new turmoil, turning over this scrap between us,


This grief must be my thanks. Sugar on a fire that would not catch.


 


Peter Gill






















CARDIFF EAST



















For Mary

























First performance





Cardiff East was first performed in the Cottesloe auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 6 February 1997 with the following cast:


 


Neil  Daniel Evans


Stella  June Watson


Tommy  Matthew Rhys


Annie  Gwenllian Davies


Darkie  Andrew Howard


Anne-Marie  Lowri Palfrey/Stacey Nelson


Ryan  Alex Parker/Richard Pudney


Michael  Kenneth Cranham


Shirley  Melanie Hill


Billy  Mark Lewis Jones


Marge  Susan Brown


Dolly  Elizabeth Estensen


Vera  Di Botcher


Carol  Lisa Palfrey


Len  Karl Johnson


Charlie  Windsor Davies


Bingo Caller’s Voice  Anthony O’Donnell


 


Directed by  Peter Gill


Designed by  Alison Chitty


Lighting by  Andy Phillips


Music by  Terry Davies






















Characters





Neil


Stella


Tommy


Annie


Darkie


Anne Marie


Ryan


Michael


Shirley


Billy


Marg


Dolly


Vera


Carol


Len


Charlie


Bingo Caller


 


The play takes place on the east side of Cardiff



















Note







When the play begins:


Darkie, Shirley, Billy, Marge, Dolly, Vera, Carol, Len and Charlie are sitting together at the back.


Not all of them are facing front.


Michael, Stella, Neil, Tommy and Annie are placed as indicated at the beginning of the first section.


Anne Marie and Ryan enter from the sides.


After this, when characters leave the main action, they rarely leave the stage. Possibly the children do.
























ONE








Michael, right. Stella, right of centre, waiting. Neil in bed, left of centre, asleep. Annie, left, about to take a pill. Tommy, left, crosses Annie to Neil.




Neil   Who’s that?


 


Stella   Is that you?


 


Tommy   It’s all right, it’s me.


Neil   What?


Tommy   Sssh.


 


Stella   No.


 


Neil   You can’t come in here.


Tommy   I’ve got to. Sssh.


 


Annie   Perhaps I won’t take one.


 


Neil   Get out, Tommy.


Tommy   I can’t.


Neil   Go on. 


Tommy   No.


Neil   Tommy. Get out.


Tommy   Come on, don’t be like that.




Neil is sitting up in bed.





 


Annie   If I could sleep without anything, that would be a good thing. It would be.


 


Neil   How did you get in?


Tommy   The key was under the mat.


Neil   Oh Jesus.


Tommy   What?


Neil   I should have brought it in with me.


Tommy   Well, you didn’t.


Neil   Oh Christ.


Tommy   What?


Neil   I said to leave it out for me because I thought I lost mine.


Tommy   How did you get in?


Neil   I had it with me, I found it in my pocket. Have you brought it in?


Tommy   Yeah, yeah, it’s on the table. See how good I am? They’ll think you brought it in.




Tommy begins to get undressed.





Neil   I hope I’ve still got my key. Don’t get undressed.


Tommy   Yeah.


Neil   Where’s my key? Give me my trousers.


Tommy   What?


Neil   Give me my jeans, go on.




Tommy, trousers round his ankles, hands Neil a pair of jeans from the floor.





Thank fuck, here it is. No it isn’t, where is it?




Neil gets out of bed.





Tommy   What’s the matter with you?


Neil   I keep losing things.


Tommy   Get back in bed.


Neil   No, I got to find my key.


Tommy   No you haven’t. Get back in bed, go on.




Neil gets back into bed.





Neil   You’re not stopping here, Tommy, I told you.


Tommy   I’ve got to.


Neil   I told you, you can’t.


Tommy   Yeah.


Neil   No.


Tommy   I’ve got to.


Neil   You can’t. What you undressed for?


Tommy   I’m sleeping here.


Neil   You’re not.


Tommy   Yeah, I am.


Neil   You can’t.


Tommy   I’ve got to. Come on, let me in.


Neil   Tommy, no.


Tommy   Come on.


Neil   What you doing here anyway? Why didn’t you go home?


Tommy   I owes my mother money. My father put the bolt on the door. Come on, Neil, come on, eh?




Neil lets Tommy into bed.





You’re good to me, you are.


Neil   Am I?


Tommy   Don’t be like that. I’m sorry, Neil.


Neil   All right then, shift over.


Tommy   Don’t you want me here?


Neil   No.


I wonder where my key is?


Tommy   No, don’t worry, you’ll find it.


Neil   I hope I haven’t lost it.


Tommy   Don’t worry, you’ll find it in the morning.


Neil   Come on then, and keep your hands to yourself.


Tommy   I might.


 




Darkie comes from the back to Stella.





Darkie   You still up?


Mam.


You’re up late.


Mam.


What’s the matter, eh?


Mam?


 


Annie   It would please him if I didn’t take one. He’s a nice boy. He says I’ll feel better if I come off them. I’ve been taking them twenty, twenty-five years. Oh well, he’s a nice boy.


 


Neil   Move over.


Tommy   What?


Neil   Go on, move over.


 


Darkie   What’s the matter?


Stella   You know.


Darkie   What?


Stella   What time is this, then?


 


Annie   I should say my prayers, that’s what I should do.


 


Stella   What time is this, then?


Darkie   I don’t know what time it is.


Stella   Oh, that’s nice.


Darkie   Don’t let’s have an argument. You weren’t waiting up for me. If I was in, you’d be up, don’t blame me, all right?


Stella   I was waiting up for you.


Darkie   What was you waiting up for me for?


Stella   I don’t know, I’m stupid, that’s why. I was afraid you was stopping out and I didn’t know.


Darkie   Mam, when did I last stop out? What if I was stopping out? If I was stopping out, I would have told you. I’m going to bed out of this.


Stella   I can’t trust you no more.


Darkie   You can.


Stella   I can’t.


Darkie   What?


Stella   I can’t.


Darkie   Why?


Stella   And I don’t like where you hang about.


Darkie   What?


Stella   You goes to some places, I know you. You don’t have any money. You earns good money, what are you spending it on?


Darkie   Did you get your wages? Did I pay the TV?


Stella   Yes.


Darkie   You can’t wait up for me like this, I can’t have it.


Stella   You don’t know what it’s like. I can’t go to sleep if you’re not in. I was expecting you earlier.


Darkie   Did I say I’d be in early? Did I say what time I’d be in?


Stella   No.


Darkie   I can’t go on with this, I thought we’d stopped all this. What’s started this up again?


Stella   I don’t know. It’s silly.


Darkie   If I was in, you’d have gone to bed by now.


Stella   I might have, I suppose.


Darkie   You would have.


Stella   I might have.


Darkie   Why don’t you go to bed now?


Stella   What you shoving me off to bed for? I can’t sleep.


Darkie   Why don’t you take something?


Stella   No, I don’t take that rubbish, I’ve had all that before.


Darkie   Do you want me to get you something?


Stella   No thank you.


Darkie   I will.


Stella   No, I don’t want anything.


Darkie   I’ll have something.


 


Tommy   What’s the matter?


Neil   You are. My mother will kill me if she finds you in here.


Tommy   No she won’t, she likes me, she won’t mind.


Neil   Won’t she?


Tommy   I’ve stayed here enough times. I must have stayed here millions of times, she won’t mind.


Neil   What about the morning?


Tommy   What about the morning? Are you working?


Neil   You know I’m not.


Tommy   Will she come in here?


Neil   No.


Tommy   Will your father come in here?


Neil   He won’t come in here.


Tommy   Will Denise?


Neil   No.


Tommy   Will Tony?


Neil   No.


Tommy   See.


Neil   How can he?


Tommy   What?


Neil   He’s married.


Tommy   Well then, there we are.


Neil   Oh …


Tommy   Will Terry?


Neil   He’s away playing rugby. My mother might come in.


Tommy   Will she mind?


Neil   No.


Tommy   Right then.




He lights two cigarettes.





Do you want a cigarette?


Neil   No.


Tommy   I’ll have one. Do you want one? Do you, Neil? Do you want a cigarette?


Neil   I wonder where my key is.


Tommy   Don’t worry.


Neil   Right, I’m going to sleep.


Tommy   No, don’t go to sleep, I’ve lit you a fag.




Tommy gives Neil the cigarette.





Neil   Where have you been?


Tommy   Where do you think?


Neil   Why didn’t you stay in her house?


Tommy   Nah, she does my head in.


Neil   I thought you liked her.


Tommy   I do. There’s too much hassle. I come home.




Neil reaches for an ashtray.





Neil   Where’d you go?


Tommy   In town.


Neil   Did you walk back?


Tommy   No, I got a taxi.


Neil   You haven’t got no money.


Tommy   I know. I didn’t pay.


Neil   Oh no.


Tommy   I stopped in the main road.


Neil   Yeah –


Tommy   By Darkie Jones’s house.


Neil   And?


Tommy   And then I said to the man, like, I had to go in to get the money.


Neil   Yeah?


Tommy   So I went like down the side and then down the back and over the fence and down the gully and up the side street and up here.


Neil   A driver’s going to be faster than you one of these days. It’s not funny. You’re going to get a driver who’ll give you a good hiding.


Tommy   You’ve done it.


Neil   Only with you I’ve done it. Why didn’t you go home?


Tommy   I told you why I didn’t go home. I can’t go home.


Neil   What you going to do?


Tommy   I don’t know. I don’t know what I’m going to do. And I owes Darkie money.


Neil   What for?


Tommy   He got some stuff down the docks.


Neil   What stuff? You’re soft, you are. That’s a mug’s game, that is. You want to quit that, you do. You don’t want to do that, do you hear me, Tommy? Do you? You can’t stuff your mother’s wages up your nose.


Tommy   I know. I’m stopping.


 


Stella   I saw Tracy today.


Darkie   Oh aye? Where did you see her?


Stella   She come over here.


Darkie   What’s she want round here?


Stella   What’s the matter with you? I don’t think they’re very cheerful. Lisa’s off work.


Darkie   Oh aye.


Stella   I don’t think they’re very happy.


Darkie   I don’t suppose they are.


Stella   No wonder they calls you Darkie.


Darkie   What’s the matter? They knows what I think. I told them when he picked up with that piece, what’d happen.


Stella   I don’t like you talking like that; you know I don’t.


Darkie   Well, what’s her name then? You don’t even know her name.


Stella   I do know her name.


Darkie   They don’t ever mention her name. It’s all a comedy. She’s my age. He thinks he’s a kid. He’s a rhinestone cowboy. He wants more sense, he’s bloody stupid.


Stella   She seemed fed up.


Darkie   With him?


Stella   Not with your father. No.


Darkie   She’ll have ’em out of there. She’s not going to put up with them two much longer. She’ve got a baby now. I suppose they’ll want to come home next.


Stella   No, they’re thinking of taking a flat.


Darkie   Oh yeah? Where they going to find a flat? Do you know what the price of flats are?


Stella   Well, Lisa earns good money.


Darkie   As long as he never comes back here.


Stella   I don’t think that’s likely.


Darkie   You never know.


Stella   No wonder they calls you Darkie.


Darkie   I’ll see him. I’ll have a pint with him. I saw him last week.


Stella   Did you?


Darkie   We had a drink. He’s a kid. He dresses like a kid.


Stella   Would you mind if they came back home?


Darkie   As long as they behaves themselves. No, I don’t mind, as long as he don’t come back. You wouldn’t let him back.


Stella   I hope I wouldn’t.


Darkie   See! He’s been gone two years. It’s better like this, it’s better.


Stella   You might go.


Darkie   I won’t go. If he comes back I’ll go. If he comes back here ever I’ll be off out of it.


Stella   Not likely from what I can see. He’s got a new baby.




Darkie takes a pill.





What you taking that for? What’s that?


Darkie   I got a headache. Sure you don’t want anything? A cup of anything? Do you want me to get you something?


Stella   No. I’m all right.


 


Neil   How are you going to pay your mother?


Tommy   My father’s going away tomorrow to work. I’ll have to talk to her.


Neil   What about Darkie? He’ll do you.


Tommy   He won’t. I’ll pay him. He’s good, Darkie is.




Neil turns to Tommy.





Neil   Why does he let you hang round with him?


Tommy   And you. You know.


Neil   I don’t know.


Tommy   You do know.


Neil   Always Bobby. You’re daft, you are. Put this out for me and let’s go to sleep.


Tommy   Don’t go to sleep, talk to me.


Neil   What about?


Tommy   Did you go over Susan’s?


Neil   Yeah?


Tommy   You come home.


Neil   Yeah.


Tommy   You stayed in.


Neil   Yeah.


Stella   Where have you been, anyway?


Darkie   You know where I been.


Stella   I don’t know where you been. Well, who is she?


Darkie   She’s just a girl.


Stella   You went out with her last night.


Darkie   I did.


Stella   And the other night.


Darkie   I did. And tomorrow night I will.


Stella   You’ll go now.


Darkie   Oh Mam, don’t. It’s only a girl. I’ve had girlfriends.


Stella   Who is she?


Darkie   You know who she is.


Stella   Is it serious?


Darkie   No, it isn’t serious. Don’t. No … Well … don’t.


Stella   They tell me she got a baby.


Darkie   I know.


Stella   It’s not your baby, is it?


Darkie   Look. No. Stop it. No it isn’t.


Stella   Whose is it? I doubt if she knows.


Darkie   Right, that’s it. I’m off out of this.


Stella   You’ll go now.


Darkie   I won’t go.


Stella   Picking up crumbs like your father.


Darkie   I’m not like my father.


Stella   I knew something like this would happen. You should be married by now.


Darkie   If I was married I’d be gone.


Stella   I know. You shouldn’t be home now, you should be settled by now. This is through me. You’ll go.


Darkie   I won’t go, because I don’t want to go. You’ve got to stop. You’ve got to. Every time I’m out. I’m not Bobby. Do you want me to go? I’m not my father, I’m not Bobby. Nothing’s going to happen to me.


Stella   You don’t understand, when you know what can happen. I tell you, I know things can happen.


Darkie   Yes, I know. It was an accident, Mam.


Stella   He shouldn’t have been over there. You’ve got to listen to me. Climbing. Oh dear dear dear. This is why your father went.


Darkie   Why? He went because of that other piece.


Stella   I couldn’t cope.


Darkie   You mean he couldn’t cope.


Stella   Well, I couldn’t.


Darkie   He couldn’t cope. You cooked him meals.


Stella   I sometimes think I won’t get any better, but I was very bitter, you know, upset, upset when he went after. I wouldn’t like to go through that again.


Darkie   You don’t have to go through any of it again.


Stella   I’m so silly.


Darkie   You are.


 




Anne Marie and then Ryan enter quickly from the left, crossing Annie, Tommy, Neil, Darkie and Stella to meet Michael. Billy and Shirley come from the back.  Some of the following action includes Darkie and Stella, who are unaware of it.





Anne Marie   Michael. Michael. Oh dear, come on, Michael.


Michael   What is it, what’s the matter?


Ryan   Anne Marie!




Anne Marie turns to Ryan.





Anne Marie   Sssh! Sssh! What is it?


Shirley   I’ll kill you.


Ryan   Can you go in and tell them to stop?


Michael   Come in.


Billy   Shut it.


Anne Marie   Why didn’t you stay upstairs?


Ryan   They’re fighting, that’s why. They kept quiet and then they started again.


Billy   Shut it. Shut it.


Shirley   Where are you, you pig?




Michael to the children.





Michael   Come in. You go upstairs in the front room.


Shirley   Get out, get out. Swine that you are, if you’re so clever, if you’re so clever …


Billy   Aye, that’s enough of that – shouting like that. What’s the matter with you?


Shirley   You’re a pig, you’re a real pig, what you said.


Michael   It’ll be all right.




The children go to the back.








Billy   Shouting like that – what’s the matter with you? Loud mouth. You’re hopeless, you’re nothing.


Shirley   Shut up, you. You want setting fire to.




Michael goes to Shirley and Billy.





Billy   Ay, ay, you. No … Michael. Hey. Hey. What’s this?


Shirley   Get out, you swine.


Michael   What’s this, then?


Billy   See, she’s …


Shirley   You don’t know what you said.


Billy   Sssh, sssh, no.


Shirley   No.


Billy   Sssh. Yes. Well. No. All right, Michael?


Michael   Yes.


Billy   Where’s the kids?


Shirley   See you – what you … They all right, Michael?


Billy   They’re all right, don’t you worry, aren’t they, Michael?


Shirley   Lot you cares –


Billy   All right, Michael?


Michael   Aye, fair. You going to be quiet now? Oh you two.


Shirley   I’ll kill him. I’ll kill you, swine that you are.


Billy   You haven’t got the nerve. You’re weak, you are.


Shirley   Honestly, Billy, I’ll put your face in, I’ll go to the police.


Billy   Don’t be silly.


Shirley   I will.


Michael   Quieten this down, eh?


Shirley   Oh, Michael, please, get rid of this swine for me, will you?


Michael   Come on now, Billy, let’s quieten down.


Billy   You all right, Michael? Yeah I love him, Michael, I do.


Michael   You two.


Billy   Where are they?


Michael   They’re all right.


Billy   Go and get ’em in, go on.


Shirley   Shut up. They’re all right.




The baby starts to cry.





Oh, there’s the baby. Get out, get out, get out. I’m ashamed.


Michael   Why are you ashamed?


Billy   All right eh, Michael.


Shirley   I’ll kill you.


Billy   Aye, aye, aye, aye. That’ll be the day. You’re hopeless. Get ’em in. Get the baby.


Shirley   We’ll leave them there, we’ll leave them. They’re all right, Michael?


Michael   They’re all right.




Billy goes for the baby.





You had a lot to drink?


Shirley   I’ve had a drink. I’ve got a right to have a drink.


Michael   It’s firewater with you two. You get silly and then – It’s not even Saturday night.


Shirley   He tries to make a fool of me.




Billy carries the baby in.





Shirley   You makes a fool out of me.


Billy   No, don’t be silly.


Shirley   Don’t shut me up. You do, you do. Give me the baby.


Billy   Be more of a lady, ladylike.


Shirley   See, he’s been like this all day. He’s got the needle. See, he’s needling me. He’s gone quiet now, see, now you’re here. Now he’s made me lose my temper. He’s such a sneak. Get a job, get a job, get a job then, you lazy drunk swine you are. He has a dig.


Billy   Aye, aye.


Shirley   If he’s so clever why doesn’t he keep his job? He drunk his redundancy money.


Billy   I haven’t. You’re a liar.


Shirley   Am I? No job’s good enough. I’ve got to work, why don’t he?


Michael   I don’t know.


Shirley   Because I know people he looks down on, where my dadda worked. I go up the Hayes, on the stalls, on Saturdays. He thinks that’s funny.


Billy   Fifteen p for your satsumas.


Shirley   He thinks that’s funny. He makes a fool of my friends. How do I get my veg? You’re a pig, Billy, you’re a real pig, you’re a pig what you said.


Billy   What I say? What she talking about?


Shirley   Waking the baby up.


Billy   She’s asleep.


Shirley   He’s a sneak. He’s gone quiet now, now you’re here. You don’t know, see, you bloody – he thinks he’s better than me – he’s been making fun of me again in front of my kids because I does a Saturday job where I used to work.


Billy   I don’t.


Shirley   You do.


Billy   I don’t, I don’t.


Shirley   He just pushes me. He gets me in this state so I will say anything. He starts me. He makes me feel bad. See what you’ve done? You’re happy now. You’re a lazy bloody sod. I don’t care, he knows I don’t mind, I don’t, that he can’t find a job. It’s not his fault. I don’t mind doing this and that when he doesn’t earn anything. He earned a few bob last week. He knows that, don’t you?


Billy   Shall I get them in?




Shirley takes the baby.





Shirley   No, leave them, there, they’re all right, aren’t they Michael?


Billy   Yes, they’ll be all right.


Michael   You quiet now?


Shirley   Yeah. He’ll go to sleep now, see, now he’s caused this. He’s give up now.


Michael   OK?


Billy   What you talking about me for?


Annie   I should say my prayers. Look at me. And I’ve got a perfectly good dressing gown. I wonder if I should go up and dressed?


 


Michael   OK? OK?


 


Annie   And now my leg is starting. Dear. Oh dear.


 


Michael   OK?


Shirley   I’m tired.


Michael   And me.


 


Annie   I couldn’t open a bottle of beetroot this morning and then I thought of Harry. Oh dear. I used to bottle my own.


 


Shirley   I won’t sleep.


 


Darkie   You comin’ up Mam?


Stella   Aye, go on. Anne Marie Michael.


Michael   It’s all right, they’re quiet now. Time for bed. Goodnight.


 


Neil   What time you going to work in the morning?


Tommy   I’m not going. Packed it in.


Neil   Why?


Tommy   They put a woman in charge.


Neil   So?


Tommy   So what. Don’t shout at me.


Neil   Come on let’s go to sleep.


Tommy   All right.




Tommy puts his cigarette out. Neil turns on his side.





Don’t turn your back.


Neil   I sleep on my side. You knows I sleep on my side.


Tommy   Come on.


Neil   No, leave me alone, you queer bent bastard.


Tommy   You like it.


Neil   I don’t.


Tommy   Afterwards you don’t, in a minute you will. Give me your hand.




He takes Neil’s hand and puts it under the bedclothes.





That’s better.


Neil   Stop it, Tommy.


Tommy   Ssh, ssh, turn into me.


Neil   Don’t, Tommy.


Tommy   Come on.


Neil   Don’t.


Tommy   Come on, Neil.




Neil turns to Tommy.





Yeah, that’s right.


Neil   Do it quiet.


 


Annie   I can’t sleep.





















TWO








Michael right. Neil in bed asleep. Marge carries washing to Michael.




Marge   Do this for me will you, love?


Michael   Good morning, brother.


Marge   Good morning, love.


Michael   You’re early.


Marge   My machine’s broken, Jimmy’s away. I told him it was going, he’ll do it when he gets back.


Michael   I’ll have a look at it.


Marge   Oh no, you’ll do it for good.


Michael   Well, you’ll have to get someone in then. Give it here then.


Marge   Hang on, let me check Tommy’s jeans. He left five pounds in them last week. It come out useless. Have you seen him?


Michael   No.


Marge   Wait till I see him! His father locked the door on him.


Michael   Hurry up, I’ve got toast on.




He goes to get the toast.





Marge   Is the kettle on?


Michael   What?


Marge   Put the kettle on.


Michael   Shall I put the kettle on? Do you want a piece of toast?


Marge   No, I don’t really want a cup of tea. I’ve had about six cups. I’m all over the place this morning.


 




Tommy, already dressed, enters with two cups of tea, a brown envelope and five cigarettes.





Tommy   Here.


Neil   Did you put sugar in it?


Tommy   No, I never put sugar in it, you don’t like sugar.




Neil takes one of the cups.





Neil   What time is it?


Tommy   Late. Your mother left you this.


Neil   What?


Tommy   You’ve got to cash it for her, she left a note.


Neil   Give it here.




Tommy gives him the envelope.





Tommy   And she left you five fags.




He gives them to Neil.





Neil   Do you want one?


Tommy   I’d rather have a smoke. Got anything to smoke?


Neil   These.


Tommy   Haven’t you? You have. Where do you keep it?


Neil   I haven’t got any.


Tommy   Honest?


Neil   I got a little bit.


Tommy   Where?


Neil   There.


Tommy   Where?


Neil   My shoe.




Tommy goes to Neil’s shoe.





Tommy   Here’s your key.


Neil   Is it?


Tommy   I told you.


Neil   Gis it here!




Tommy hands Neil the key.





I’ll put it safe.


Tommy   What else you got in here? Ah, ha.


Neil   What?


Tommy   Durex.


Neil   Put it back.


Tommy   I can use it on you.


Neil   You fucking won’t.


Tommy   For protection.


Neil   Shut up. Roll up.


Tommy   Hang on, hang on.




He begins to make a joint.





Why don’t you get up?


Neil   In a minute.


Tommy   I’m hungry. Do you want something to eat?


Neil   After. Give us a smoke first.


Tommy   Hang on. Why don’t you get up, Neil?


Neil   I will.


Tommy   Here you are.




Tommy having done the honours, they smoke.





Neil   What’s it like out?


Tommy   Great.


Neil   (indicating the joint) Gis us …


Tommy   Get up first.


Neil   In a minute.


Tommy   No, now. Then you can have this.




Neil gets out and sits on the side of the bed. They smoke.





 




Marge is holding out a shirt. Michael eating toast.





Marge   Whose shirt is this then? Jimmy’s. He says he won’t wear short sleeves. When he put this on? He’s got two other shirts like it he won’t wear. He won’t put them on. Like you, you haven’t put that sweater on, you’ve had since Christmas.


Michael   I will.


Marge   What would you do without a machine? There’s no launderette, where’s the nearest launderette?


Michael   I don’t know.


Marge   Up Crwys Road. For students. To think I used to get real pleasure out of washing his shirts. I didn’t have a washing machine for … OO … I used Mam’s. No, he’s good. They’re all good. They’ll all put them in the machine. Tommy – all his decent clothes, he won’t let me touch them. When I was washing his shirts when we were first married I could feel his mother watching me.


Michael   He gone for long, Jimmy?


Marge   He might be back tomorrow. Even now I like to look at their shirts, if I like it, if it looks nice and it suits them. This is a nice shirt. Cotton – whose is it? It’s those cheap silk ones I don’t like.


Michael   What’s the matter with you? Talking about shirts? Don’t take all the washing out. Shirts. Give them to me. What’s the matter with you?


Marge   Tommy, I’m checking his pockets.


Michael   Our mam used to go through all our things to see if there was lipstick on our handkerchiefs or collars.


Marge   Oh, I know what I wanted to ask you. How does ‘Ave Maria’ go?




She sings the Bach/Gounod ‘Ave Maria’.





Michael   That’s right.


Marge   But there’s another one.


Michael   Yes.


Marge   How does it go?


Michael   I don’t know. Why do you want to know?


Marge   The old lady next door, over the back, her sister died. You know, she used to have the fish shop. She wants it for the funeral. She wants Mario Lanza but the crematorium don’t have it. You’d think they would.


Michael   Why should a crematorium have a Mario Lanza tape?


Marge   I think they should.


Michael   Oh, you!


Marge   They don’t even have ‘Ave Maria’. I said I’d try and get it for her but I don’t know which one to get. She wants one she heard on Songs of Praise.


Michael   Oh, God.




Marge begins to sing.





Marge   ‘Ave …’


Michael   Shut up, Marge.


Marge   Well, poor woman. Songs of Praise. I love Songs of Praise. (Singing.) ‘The rhythm of life is a wonderful thing …’ You miserable sod. Lovely. (Singing.) ‘Morning has broken …’


Michael   No doctrine. No ideas. No morals.


Marge   (singing) ‘How great Thou art, how great Thou art …’ You’d never think you were in a seminary.


 




Billy and Shirley come to the left of Michael and Marge.





Shirley   Don’t say you’re sorry, all right?


Billy   I’m not going to say I’m sorry. Where you been?


Shirley   Where’d you think I been?


Billy   I don’t know.


Shirley   Down the school, down the nursery. What do you think?


Billy   You’re lucky I’m not violent. I’m not violent, you know.


Shirley   Lucky.


Billy   You’re fortunate. You don’t deserve it. You wants a good hiding, I think. Only I wouldn’t.


Shirley   You wouldn’t.


Billy   Have I ever hit you, have I? You ask for it all the time you do, you do.


Shirley   Shut it, and go back to bed.


Billy   You’re used to all that, your old man used to hit hell out of your mother. This was always a rough house.


Shirley   I’ll get the police to you again, I will. I’ll get my case taken up like those women.


Billy   Don’t talk stupid. Stupid. You couldn’t if you tried.


Shirley   I will.


Billy   Shut it. Shut it, you. You don’t know what you’re talking about. You’re stupid, you look stupid. I’m going out.


 




Annie goes to Marge and Michael.





Michael   Hello.


Annie   Hello, do you want to put a bet on, Michael? I’m going down the betting shop.


Michael   Oh yes, Annie, thanks. Here it is. I want a ten p Yankee. I’ve written the horses out, one pound twenty including tax, OK?


Annie   Yeah. What about him next door?


Michael   Oh, he’ll have a bet. They were at it again last night.


Annie   T … t … t … t …


Michael   That was a performance.


Marge   Well, she’s …


Annie   I’m going round his father’s.


Marge   Gambling mad, you lot.


Annie   I’ve had a bet every day since I was fourteen.


Marge   Do you like washing, Annie?


Annie   I don’t much. I don’t know what we did without a washing machine. I washed and ironed fourteen shirts on Sunday, that’s the first time I’ve ever ironed a shirt on a Sunday.


Marge   Why?


Annie   Teresa broke her arm and our Paddy, you know him, he likes an evening shirt. She usually does the shirts on a Sunday so I did them for her. Harry always thought I washed his shirts by hand till the day he died because I always put them on a hanger. He never knew. But then he liked corned beef from the shop, he didn’t like it from a tin.


Michael   From a tin? Where did he think it came from in the shop?


Annie   You couldn’t persuade him, he said it was different. I used to cut it thin. He never knew the difference. Like his shirts. There used to be a Chinese laundry in Bridge Street, and when I was little I used to take all the shirts there, my father’s and my brothers’ collars, and my brothers always said the man would kidnap me. I didn’t like to go in by myself. Anyway, one day I went and there was no one else in there and the man came through the curtains from the back of the shop with his big cut-throat razor in his hand, and I ran out screaming and my brother came after him. Poor man, he’d only been shaving. I’ve always been frightened of Chinamen.


Michael   You don’t see many Chinamen round here.


Marge   Annie, how does ‘Ave Maria’ go?


 


Tommy   Where we going afterwards?


Neil   I don’t know, I only just got up.


Tommy   I’m going to see Darkie in work.


Neil   What for? You owes him money.


Tommy   I know. I’m telling him I need a job. He knows a bloke, a builder, I’m going to see if there’s any work, you want to come?


Neil   What doing?


Tommy   I don’t know, plastering, anything.


Neil   Plastering, you can’t plaster.


Tommy   I can plaster, I’ve tried plastering.


Neil   You’re not a plasterer. It’ll be labouring. What else we doing?


Tommy   Do you want to go swimming?


Neil   Aye, all right. I haven’t got any money.


Tommy   I can get us in. I know a bloke on the entrance.


Neil   I want to go swimming in town.


Tommy   Well, we’ll get in there, then.


Neil   How we going to get in?


Tommy   We’ll have to borrow off your mother, when we’ve cashed this.


Neil   No.


Tommy   How much you got? I got one pound five.


Neil   I got fifty p and four fags.


Tommy   We can get fags.


Neil   How can we get fags? I’m not thieving.


Tommy   We can get fags. Darkie’ll give us fags.


Neil   Why is Darkie like that?


Tommy   Because he likes us.


Neil   I know that. Why?


Tommy   You know why.


Neil   I don’t see it.


Tommy   I keep trying to tell you.


Neil   I know you keep trying to tell me. What you trying to tell me?


Tommy   Why.


Neil   I know why but I don’t see it.


Tommy   Because of Bobby.


Neil   I know. I don’t get it.


Tommy   Because …


Neil   You’re stupid, you are. I’m getting dressed.


Tommy   Because …


Neil   Don’t bother.







Vera comes from the back to Michael and Marge and Annie.





Vera   Hello, Michael. (To Marge.) I’ve been round your house, I thought you’d be here. I’ve been to get a sympathy card for Mrs Walsh.


Marge   I’ve got to do that. You can get any kind of card in that shop but a decent Christmas card.


Vera   I think they do nice cards. Do you like this?


Annie   ‘From the two of us to the two of you.’


Vera   No – that’s for my neighbour’s anniversary – this one.




Michael raises his eyebrows.





Annie   That’s nice, that’s nice – very nicely expressed. Very nice.


Vera   That was a right performance in there, I heard.


Michael   No, they’re all right.


Vera   That’s always been a rough house; her father was a scrumpy drinker. You going to bingo?


Annie   No. This afternoon I might. I’m putting a bet on.


Vera   I heard you won ten pounds on the lottery.


Annie   I did, I won ten pounds.


Marge   He’s all right, she’s the one.


Michael   Shirley – she’s all right.


Annie   His father was a terrible man for betting. He was my husband’s best man, Charlie, they were both terrible for betting and Charlie was worse. He was a bookie’s runner one time. There were three bookies in this street.  He was a terrible man for betting. He had the first big payout at the Castle Bingo. He won it.


Marge   How much?


Annie   Oh, thousands and thousands. He gambled it all away. He’s quiet now.


Vera   Have you ever been over there?


Annie   No, I don’t like big bingo.


Vera   It’s like Las Vegas over there. You should see the Ladies – gold taps and soap dishes. They went the first week, the soap dishes.


Marge   What’s it like over there?


Vera   The toilets – the powder room I should say – you should see them. You going to bingo?


Annie   This afternoon I might.


Marge   She goes to them all.


Annie   Do you?


Marge   Yeah. The County, the Splott, the Gaiety –


Annie   I’ve never been up there. I haven’t been there since I saw – what was it? – the man who’d lost his arms in the war – Frederick March was in it. Dear. Oh well. Never mind. Well, I’m going in next door to see if he wants a bet.


Vera   He still going to Gracelands, next door? He tried to sell the house to go to Gracelands.


Marge   He never!


Vera   He tried to sell the house to go to Gracelands. For the funeral, mind you. He wanted to sell the house. He wanted to sell the house.


Michael   It’s a council house.


Vera   No, their other house. He had to sell it anyway. That was her mother’s house. She moved back home. Still, he got a pool table in there. He haven’t done so bad.


Michael   Yes, he’s got the kitchen like a games room. They live in the front room. He knocked it through.


Vera   Well, he used to have a good job. He’s handy.


Annie   He’s all right, it’s her I don’t like. Rough house when her mother and father were there. He’s all right though.


Marge   How do ‘Ave Maria’ go? Vera.




Vera sings the Bach/Gounod ‘Ave Maria’.





No, the other one.




Vera tries the Schubert but it resolves into the Bach/Gounod.





Vera   Why?


Marge   She wants it at the funeral. Mrs Walsh.


Vera   Haven’t the crematorium got it?


Marge   No.


Vera   My niece has got it. A compilation disc. We had it for a wedding.


Michael   Dear. Dear.


Marge   Well, at least it’s not Tina Turner, they had Tina Turner the last time I went to the crematorium.


Annie   I’ve never been to a crematorium.


Vera   Really?


Annie   I’ve never been to a crematorium, I wouldn’t go to one.




Marge tries ‘Ave Maria’.





Michael   It’s one of the conundrums of Christianity, that no one can remember ‘Ave Maria’.


 


Neil   Right – I’m getting dressed.


Tommy   I’m going home first.


Neil   What for?


Tommy   To get my trunks. And I want to get changed.


Neil   What about your mother?


Tommy   She’ll be over Michael’s by now.


Neil   Where’s my trunks?


Tommy   They’re on the line. Where you going?


Neil   To wash my face and have a piss.


Tommy   We can have a shower in the baths.


 




Annie is talking to Billy.





Annie   Do you want me to put a bet on for you?


Billy   Yeah.


Annie   What do you fancy?


Billy   I’m having a two pound double on the favourite in the 2.30 and the 3.30 at Cheltenham.


Annie   I fancy one of them. Do you want a double?


Billy   Yeah.


Annie   I’m going round your father’s. He’ll have a bet.




Shirley walks past them without speaking.





What’s up with her?


Billy   I don’t know.


 


Vera   I’ve got that money, Marge. I told you, you’ve got to make a fuss. My niece made me do it. She wrote the letter.


Michael   What’s this?


Vera   We went on holiday to Tenerife. She booked the holiday, I took my niece, we always go. The apartment, it was … well, you should have seen it! I wouldn’t have cleaned my floors with the towels in the bathroom. A very nice boy, the tour operator. Lovely. Tim. Well, the other people were as shocked as us, and we got put in the nice hotel. We had a lovely time, it’s volcanic, the one beach. Anyway, she wrote a letter of complaint for me and I got a letter back this morning, with a cheque for fifty pounds. Always complain, see. It’s right.


 




Tommy calls off to Neil.





Tommy   What you wearing, Neil? Where’s your new Reeboks?


Neil   Why?


Tommy   Wear ’em.


Neil   What you wearing?


Tommy   I don’t know. I might borrow Phil’s new shirt. He won’t mind.


Neil   Won’t he?


Tommy   We’ll have a day out. Bring your gel with you.




Neil comes back in. Tommy is holding up a shirt.





Wear this.


Neil   Shall I?


Tommy   Yeah.




Neil takes it and puts it on. Tommy finds another shirt.





Can I wear this?


Neil   No, you can’t.




Tommy puts the shirt down, Neil finishes dressing.





Tommy   Ready?


Neil   Yeah. Towel?


Tommy   We’ll get a towel in my house.




He puts on Neil’s baseball cap.





Neil   Tommy, for fuck’s sake don’t wear a baseball cap.


Tommy   Yeah!


 




Annie sings Schubert’s ‘Ave Maria’.
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