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    Characters




    MARY WHITEHOUSE




    DAVID, a young documentary film-maker




    JACOB, a student




    RICHARD, a youth counsellor




    HENRY, a friend of Young Mary




    ADAM, a vicar




    JOSEPH, a nurse in a care home




    CECILIA, mother of Maria, a lesbian student at Oxford




    JOHN SMYTH, barrister and Christian conservative




    DENIS LEMON, editor of Gay News




    GEOFFREY ROBERTSON, barrister and human rights lawyer




    BEATRICE HUTCHESON, Mary’s mother




    MARGARET THATCHER JILL TWEEDIE, a feminist journalist from the Guardian




    A ROMAN CENTURION




    ANONYMOUS PHONE CALLERS




    PROTESTERS




    FOREMAN




    COURT CLERK




    JUDGE




    SOFT-SPOKEN BRISTOLIAN WOMAN




    CONFIDENT YOUNG WELSHMAN




    ELDERLY WOMAN FROM THE EAST END




    YOUNG YORKSHIRE MAN WITH SLIGHT LISP




    OLD IRISH MAN




    TV CONTINUITY ANNOUNCER




    ERNEST WHITEHOUSE




    NURSE




    JESUS




    Actor One plays Mary Whitehouse (including Young Mary).


    Actor Two plays everyone else.


  




  

    

      

    




    




    The scenes are numbered (in twenty-eight sections) to make it clearer to read, but each scene overlaps/flows into the next.




    Note on Play




    This play is a work of fiction inspired by real events. Some characters and scenes have been imagined, or conflated from various sources including diaries, court records and interviews.




    This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.
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      The curtains are closed.


      As the house lights are going down, MARY WHITEHOUSE peeks through the curtains at the audience.


      MARY. If I stay in here with the curtains drawn for an hour, eventually they’ll get bored and go away.


      It’s what they want, of course. To shame me into isolation.


      Matthew Fifteen, do not light a lamp and put it under a basket, but on a lampstand… that they may see your good works. Yes.


      I’m getting dressed.


      Colour, as much as possible.


      If they’re expecting some dowdy busybody, they’ve got another thing coming.


      It’s a glorious summer’s day.


      I am coming out.


      MARY opens the curtains, glorious, triumphant.


      We are in Mary’s garden.

      August 1977.

      Summerhouse, lawn chairs, tea trolley, garden hose, flowers, etc. A folding table with a telephone, a Bible, a notebook, piles of letters and binoculars.


      Cass Elliot’s ‘Make Your Own Kind of Music’ plays on the radio.


      Ernest, switch it off.


      Music stops.


      PROTESTERS. Buggery is beautiful! Buggery is beautiful! Buggery is beautiful!


      MARY (to the audience). There used to be nothing odd about us.


      Do you remember?


      We all seemed to have one child after another.


      They all used to play in the garden


      with the sand and the water.


      We were all of the same mind.


      Now our house is surrounded by gays.


      It’s usually very quiet here, with our chickens, geese and fantail pigeons on the fringe of Constable Country, surrounded by our meadow. That makes me sound very grand. I should say, surrounded by this rough-looking acre of land I euphemistically call our meadow…


      and they’re just on the other side


      past the greenhouse


      in a great big line


      staring at me


      with their megaphones and placards,


      wishing me dead.


      I wish them well.


      (Looking through binoculars.) ‘Mary Whitehouse Kills.’ Kills who? Who have I killed?


      Phone rings.


      Hello, Ardleigh two-one-four-five, this is Mrs Mary Whitehouse speaking.


      ANONYMOUS CALLER 1. This is just to let you know, your assassination is still on.


      MARY. I beg your pardon?


      ANONYMOUS CALLER 1. If the appeal is won, we’re still going to get you.


      They hang up.


      MARY. Hello?


      She puts the phone down.


      Death threats. Against a sixty-seven-year-old woman. And they call me hateful?


      (Referring to a pile of letters.) I also get charming letters.


      (Unfolding one.) Me with a meat cleaver in my back.


      Courtesy of ‘the oppressed minority’.


      (Looking through binoculars.)


      Bearded man in tiny waistcoat with no shirt underneath.


      Long-haired waif in tight white T-shirt.


      Almost-bald woman in leather jacket.


      Denim man with his arms crossed.


      Mad-hatter type with a sign saying ‘Sissies Unite’.


      There’s no neighbours over there, it’s a public footpath but it’s very secluded.


      This protest is all for my benefit.


      An ordinary Christian who collects pebbles for a hobby.


      I’ve got tottering piles scattered all round the house,


      don’t ask why, it’s probably


      the most interesting thing about me


      and even that is completely unremarkable.


      Phone rings.


      Hello, Ardleigh two-one-four-five, this is Mrs Mary Whitehouse speaking.


      ANONYMOUS CALLER 2. I want to tell you, Mrs Whitehouse, that I am a homosexual and I’m glad that I’m a homosexual.


      MARY. Well, if it makes you feel better to have told me, I’m delighted, thank you very much for calling, goodbye.


      She hangs up.


      (To the audience.) He doesn’t sound very glad.
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      Enter DAVID (the documentary film-maker). He’s just had an egg thrown in his face.


      DAVID. They’re holding my soundman hostage.


      MARY. David, your face!


      DAVID. I thought I’d spare my soft-top by parking up in the village, but when we refused to film them, they turned vicious. Last time I saw Marcus, he was being screamed at by a bloke in a floral headdress. It’s a miracle I saved our equipment. (Using the hose to rinse his hair.) It used to be the love that dare not speak its name, now you can’t bloody shut it up! Pardon my French.


      MARY. Oh, you can’t use the garden hose, I’ll get you a damp cloth –


      DAVID. It’s just an egg, and time is of the essence.


      MARY. The egg-sense.


      DAVID (drying his face with his shirt). You are hilarious. I want our film to show this side of you as well.


      Little beat.


      Are you alright, Mrs Whitehouse?


      MARY. Yes. Let’s get some natural shots first: pruning the roses, reading my Bible –


      DAVID. ’Cause if these little bastards – pardon my French – were comparing me to Hitler, I’d be sobbing myself to sleep.


      MARY. I’m not a crier.


      DAVID. No shame in it.


      MARY. Truly. (As if this is just occurring to her.) I can’t remember the last time I cried.


      MARY poses with her Bible, ready to be filmed.


      Right.


      DAVID (struggling with the equipment). One sec. Dick Van Dyke with his one-man band over here. Granada only pays half my petrol. If I were the BBC, you’d have a whole camera crew of pinko lefties trampling your lawn.


      MARY. Perhaps these rival channels will make the BBC remember their values. Before ‘family television’ became giant pepper pots with phallic guns.


      DAVID. Exterminate! Exterminate!


      MARY. It’s not a joke, David. Shootings, electrocutions, drownings, torture. Young minds are like wet cement. Our licensing fees are funding children’s nightmares.


      DAVID. And yours too, watching all that.


      MARY. Oh, I don’t watch it all. Tireless volunteers send me monitoring reports. I’d fear for my soul, consuming every writhe and curse, every spurt of blood. (Shudders.) Absolutely not!


      MARY picks up the phone and dials a number.


      Terry? It’s Mrs Whitehouse. The rainbow coach has arrived and I can’t see your reporter.


      Pause, listening.


      I hope he’s on his way. Or next time, I’ll ring the Mail. Best regards to your wife.


      She hangs up.


      (To DAVID.) Film me bringing out the cake.


      DAVID. Action.


      DAVID films as MARY wheels out a pre-prepared trolley.
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