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Characters


PERCHIK, a tall and thin young man in his mid-twenties, Scottish. An Inverness cowboy.


SAUL, a big, energetic man, sixties or older, old-fashioned Cockney accent. He walks with a stick supporting his right leg.


VANESSA, tired-looking, pretty at one time but this isn’t it, thirties or older. Noticeable scar down one side of her face.


DIXON


JOHN


WINSTON


JOHN JUNIOR JUNIOR


DOCK


JOHN JUNIOR


DETECTIVE PRAWN


DIXON, JOHN, WINSTON and JOHN JUNIOR JUNIOR are to be played by the same actor; as are DOCK, JOHN JUNIOR and DETECTIVE PRAWN.


The play is set in Bradford, Yorkshire, sometime in the twenty-first century.


Note






	

( / )




	

indicates the point that the next speaker interrupts









	

( – )




	

indicates an abrupt interruption









	

(…)  




	

indicates a trailing off









	

(*)




	

indicates two or more different characters speaking simultaneously












I STARTED MAKING MAPS WHEN I WAS SMALL


SHOWING PLACE, RESOURCES, WHERE THE ENEMY


AND WHERE LOVE LAY. I DID NOT KNOW


TIME ADDS TO LAND. EVENTS DRIFT CONTINUALLY DOWN,


EFFACING LANDMARKS, RAISING THE LEVEL, LIKE SNOW.


I HAVE GROWN UP. MY MAPS ARE OUT OF DATE.


THE LAND LIES OVER ME NOW.


I CANNOT MOVE. IT IS TIME TO GO.


Alasdair Gray, Lanark, 1981




ACT ONE


‘Dry Bones’


The end of a blazing afternoon. An old-fashioned butcher’s shop. Tiles, marble slabs, a display counter covered with a sheet. A desiccated feel to the place. A yellowing blind on the window. Straw on the floor. Three dead pot plants and a thriving cactus. The sound of police sirens and dogs barking gets louder and louder. Louder still when the shop door is opened. JOHN enters. He looks around the empty shop, then calls:


JOHN. ’Livery!


He mops his brow. He has a stripe of zinc-oxide sunblock on his face and a clipboard in his hand.


Mr Everard? Delivery!


No answer. JOHN sticks his head out of the door.


John Junior! You want to stir yer bleedin’ stumps, lad?


Beat. Then JOHN JUNIOR staggers in, dishevelled, and lugging a sack. He also wears sunblock. He dumps the sack and stares accusingly at JOHN.


(Innocently.) What?


JOHN JUNIOR. You left me!


JOHN. I had to see a man about a dog.


During the following, JOHN takes out a Cornetto and rolls it slowly over his face. He then peels off the wrapper, folds it, puts it in his pocket, and starts to eat.


JOHN JUNIOR. They were kicking me and you said, ‘I’ll run ahead and meet you there.’


JOHN. I thought they were your mates.


JOHN JUNIOR. They were trying to set fire to my shoes! (Beat.) You know why they always go for me, don’t you?


JOHN. You’ve just got one of those faces, I s’pose.


JOHN JUNIOR. No. It’s cos it’s always me carrying the bleeding sack!


JOHN. We’ve been through this, JJ. You carry the sack. I carry the clipboard. See?


He holds up the clipboard to demonstrate.


JOHN JUNIOR. S’like trying to carry a sugar cube through a sea of ants out there! Maybe if you had to be the human donkey once in a while, then – What’s that?


JOHN (still eating). What does it look like?


JOHN JUNIOR (gasping in amazement). It’s an ice cream!


JOHN. To some extent.


JOHN JUNIOR. Where d’you get that from?


JOHN (primly). Some of us don’t fritter away our dairy rations on cheese omelettes, John Junior. Been saving up for weeks for this.


JOHN JUNIOR. Give us a lick.


JOHN. Not on your nelly.


JOHN JUNIOR. Aw, lemme have a –


JOHN. Get off –


JOHN JUNIOR. Just a quick one –


JOHN. NO!


JOHN JUNIOR. Alright, well, what about your wrapper then?


JOHN. What about it?


JOHN JUNIOR. Give us a little suck on it.


JOHN. Piss off.


JOHN JUNIOR. Alright, just a lick then.


JOHN. No. I’m saving it for my wife.


JOHN JUNIOR. I only want a taste, your wife’s fat enough already. You’re a feeder, you.


JOHN. John Junior! My wife is not fat. My wife has just given birth to a twelve-pound baby, it was a very difficult labour and it’s very rude of you to –


JOHN JUNIOR. LET ME LICK YOUR WRAPPER!


JOHN. Pull yourself together, boy! What would Mr Womble say if he could see this exhibition, eh? Now come on. We’ve got four more drop-offs before we can –


JOHN JUNIOR quickly leans in and takes a big bite of JOHN’s ice cream.


You little – !


JOHN JUNIOR runs out. JOHN exits after him. Silence once more. A beat. Another beat. Then the sack bursts open and PERCHIK, choking and spluttering, bursts out. He is blood-streaked. Feathers fly. He leans into the sack and pulls out a knapsack. Quietly, he crosses to the door. Opens it. The sound of a riot; angry crowds, sirens, dogs barking, glass smashing. He slams the door shut again. Suddenly, VANESSA comes running, weeping, through the shop from a door out to the back. She stops short as she sees PERCHIK. They both freeze. Beat.


SAUL (off). Vanessa!


VANESSA runs to the icebox door, heaves it open and slams it behind her. PERCHIK panics, jumps back into the sack. SAUL enters hurriedly. He limps on his right foot and carries a stick. He stops and looks at the sack. PERCHIK’s heavy breathing can be heard.


(Under his breath.) Hmm… fresh.


He runs to the icebox door and bangs on it.


Little pig, little pig, let me come in!


He listens. No reply.


You can’t hide in the icebox every time Sauly is naughty, Vanessa.


Pause.


Why won’t you play with me?


VANESSA. Go away!


SAUL. But Vanessa! I’m having a heart attack! … Ow!


Pause.


OW. (Beat.) Really hurts.


Pause. He bangs on the door.


OPEN THIS DOOR!


VANESSA (singing). Oh, the toe bone’s connected to the foot bone, the foot bone’s connected to the –


SAUL. Vanessa!


VANESSA. – ankle bone, the ankle bone’s connected to the leg bone, the leg bone’s connected to the –


SAUL. Shut up!


VANESSA. – knee bone, the knee bone’s connected to the –


SAUL. Open this door now!


VANESSA (shouting now). – THIGH BONE, THE THIGH BONE’S CONNECTED TO THE HIP BONE, NOW HEAR THE WORD OF THE LORD –


SAUL. You’ve left off the torso, you silly cow! If your toes freeze together again, I’m not taking you to the hospital to have them chipped apart this time. I’ll do it myself and put the bits in a punch bowl and have cocktails on the bloody veranda!


He waits.


Vanessa?


No response. SAUL goes to the shop door, locks it, and exits. Beat. PERCHIK jumps out of the sack. VANESSA comes out of the icebox. They stare at each other. The power fails.


(Off.) I have turned the electricity off, Vanessa!


PERCHIK and VANESSA panic. PERCHIK runs and throws himself down behind the counter. VANESSA runs to the door, finds it locked, looks around.


VANESSA (calling). Don’t be so stupid, Saul. The stock will spoil.


SAUL (off). Then you will have that on your conscience, wife.


VANESSA (calling). I didn’t turn the power off, did I?


SAUL approaches. VANESSA jumps in the sack. SAUL enters. Goes to the icebox.


SAUL. You are behaving in such a naughty way that my hand was forced. Do you understand, wife? You left me no other option. No other option!


Pause. He opens the icebox door and peers in. Closes it silently.


No, no, Vanessa. You’re quite right.


SAUL turns to see the sack wriggling across the floor, towards the door. He sighs, goes to the sack and sits on it. It stops moving.


The best thing for us to do is to sit quietly and Think About What You Have Done.


SAUL hacks up some phlegm and spits it into a Union Jack handkerchief.


I am a man of infinite patience. (He suddenly turns to the counter.) Whoever you are, I’d come out of there if I was you. The sound of your rattling pipes is getting distinctly on my breasts.


Pause.


I’m talking to you. Behind the counter. It’s bloody sardines in here tonight. Come out.


Pause.


Tell you what. Make it sporting. I’ll give you till ten. One… two… three… four…


PERCHIK makes a dash for it. SAUL trips him, picks him up and sits him on a chair.


Aha! Can I see your passport please, baggage?


PERCHIK. What? I’ve no’ got a – What? Get off!


SAUL. Ah. You’re a foreign! Splendid!


PERCHIK. No – I’m Scottish.


SAUL. Like I said. Foreign! Can I see your passport?


PERCHIK. This is an invasion of my civil liberties – What do you want tay see my –


SAUL. An Englishman’s home is his castle, but an Englishman’s shop is his Empire. We are short on staff at the moment so I am both monarch and border control.


PERCHIK. I don’t –


SAUL (shouting into the sack). The First Lady has gone AWOL at present.


PERCHIK. I’ve no’ got my passport wimme. I mean – I’ve no’ got a passport.


SAUL. ‘No’ got a passport’! Dear me. What an untravelled young larrikin you must be. The marvellous crevices of this great turning world are of no interest / to you?


PERCHIK. What are you / on about?


SAUL. Never smelt the swamps of Venice or seen their silt of sunken city? Or watched the ice fields of Siberia melt into daisy-dotted washing-powder meadows?


PERCHIK. No, I’ve not!


SAUL. What! Never danced through the dusty kasbahs of In Salah picking mint leaves from your teeth, or observed the powdery course of the Milky Way as the bombs come down like wind-falls onto Norwegian fjords? The blaze of a watery nation going up in flames. Tell me, have you never seen the Kalahari Desert lights, baggage?


PERCHIK. No. I told you, I’ve no’ got a passport.


SAUL. Neither have I, I have an aversion to sand, but I am assured they are quite spectacular. I have never been to Scotland either, but I am assured that it is not. How did you get across Hadrian’s Channel without a passport? Ferries wouldn’t take you without papers, and you can’t walk it at low tide any more.


PERCHIK. I swam.


SAUL. You swam?


PERCHIK. From Berwick to Newcastle.


SAUL. You swam from Berwick to Newcastle?


PERCHIK. Aye.


SAUL. You swam. He swam! Thirty-eight miles! That shows some gristle that does, shows some / bloody gristle.


PERCHIK. I should probably be / going.


He stands. SAUL immediately forces him down again.


SAUL. I underestimated you, er – what did you say your name was?


PERCHIK. I didn’t. S’Perchik. Peter Perchik.


PERCHIK holds out a hand in introduction. SAUL examines it.


SAUL. Perchik? Not very Scottish, but that can only be a good thing. It will aid your integration into our native culture and value system. My name is Saul Everard but you may call me Mr Saul. More friendly, don’t you think you’re bleeding on my floor.


PERCHIK. What’s that? (He looks down.) Oh. Yeah. Sorry ’bout that.


His knuckles are dripping blood. SAUL silently passes an already bloody tea towel to him, and PERCHIK bandages himself. SAUL watches with detached interest.


SAUL. It’s a bit fighty out there tonight?


PERCHIK. Ay. A bit. Got lost in the Asian Quarter.


SAUL. The Asian Quarter? The whole city is the Asian Quarter, you dolt. Except for this shop. Do you want a job?


PERCHIK. What?


SAUL. A job. Do you want one? My last boy has just left me in the lurch and your low horizons and negligible intellect suggest you would be quite perfect for the role.


PERCHIK. But no one’s hiring. There’s nae jobs anywhere.


SAUL. On the contrary, there is one job in the whole of Bradford and you have had the serendipity to trespass right into it. So. What do you say?


PERCHIK. I dunno – what’s the work like?


SAUL. Oh, awful.


PERCHIK. But the pay?


SAUL. Very bad. All round it’s an excellent situation.


PERCHIK. Right. Well thanks, but no –


SAUL. Is it about the money?


PERCHIK. No, it’s not about the / money.


SAUL. Because it’s really quite distasteful / to haggle –


PERCHIK. I don’t care about the money!


SAUL. Then don’t look a gift horse in the mouth, little Perchik! Or it might eventually come to believe you are a sugar cube and eat you.


Pause. SAUL crosses to the shop door and pulls the blind aside.


Awful lot of coppers about tonight. Awful lot. You can say what you like about them, but they still have a tremendous sense of pageantry, don’t you think? Tremendous flair. For example (I don’t know if you read the papers but) it must take a certain amount of brute strength to physically peel an Irishman’s kneecap off with just your bare hands – and just because he didn’t have a passport! I mean, obviously unpleasant for the Irishman. But a real spectacle, nonetheless.
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