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The floor plan of the set for The Victorian in the Wall




























Foreword







For anyone wanting to put on a production of The Victorian in the Wall, maybe it’s worth saying that we performed the whole thing on a floor plan like the one opposite.


On the whole the idea was to keep this fairly empty except for the actors (props were brought on but then always taken off). All five of us were visible all the time, whether we were in the scene/on the plan or not.


Sound was really key, both as a storytelling tool (i.e. those not in the scene were almost always employed in support ing the soundscape of a scene) and in that we used a lot of music and songs.* Chris effectively called the show from a piano which ran along the line of the little stage-left wall of the kitchen.


The areas around the empty plan doubled as prop repositories and ‘foley areas’ (tables with collections of objects used for sound effects evoking our story). Design-wise all this created a play of empti ness and clutter that felt helpful to our themes.


There were also some specific lighting choices (a light inside a toolbox creating, Pulp Fiction-like, Guy’s awe; a mini ature plane lit with a torch evoking Fi’s journey home; dark ness and smog when we hit nineteenth-century London. For example).


Everyone played a number of different roles.


But you might want to do something entirely different with the play. And that’s great.


The spirit of play, inventiveness and collaboration that the company brings to the production are as important as these words on the page,† so please use them as a catalyst for more of the same.


Who knows, maybe someone will uncover Lou Porter’s lost songbook, or even – dare I say – the truth behind Fortunately Maybe …


It’s OK to update any references that aren’t helpful.


Will


April 2013


Special thanks to Dominic Cooke for trying something a bit different, to Lyndsey Turner for turning up with consummate timing and to Kate McGrath for her patient support of all this. To Erik Perera for his help with getting this script in, and to Ann Yee for her help with the choreography. And to Maisie.







* If you’d like to hear the songs, visit either willadamsdale.com or fueltheatre.com. We hope to have some recordings up there from June 2013.


† Devised and written plays are often thought of as mutually exclusive. Well, this one has been a bit of both and, as such, this script is a record of where we are in that process at the time of going to press.






















First Performance





The Victorian in the Wall, in a co-production by the Royal Court Theatre and Fuel, was first presented at Bristol Old Vic Theatre on 21 March 2013 at the start of a national tour, followed by a London opening at the Royal Court Theatre on 13 May 2013, with the following company:




Will Adamsdale


Jason Barnett


Chris Branch


Matthew Steer


Melanie Wilson







Co-direction   Will Adamsdale and Lyndsey Turner


Design   Michael Vale


Lighting Design   Ian Scott


Music and Sound by   Chris Branch


Songs by   Will Adamsdale and Chris Branch




























THE VICTORIAN IN THE WALL






























SCENE ONE








The Narrator, a middle-aged, middle-class everyman (in a very tatty ‘Just Do It’ Nike T-shirt) is alone in the floor plan.


Time: the present.




Narrator   So … once upon a time there was this lazy, middle-class writer-guy living in a flat in an increasingly gentrified part of London. You know the sort of thing – used to be more … working class, now it’s all delis and amazing prams …


Here’s the flat. This is the living room: flat-screen TV, wall of box-sets, Banksy poster –


A slightly meddlesome Cockney Chorus interrupt. They sort of sing-speak, usually in unison, sometimes individually.


Perhaps the Narrator knew they’d be helping him tell the story, but they aren’t doing exactly what they said they would.


Cockney Chorus   We are the original owners of the houses in this area. Going back generations, we are London.


Cockney Chorus   (solo) White vans.


Cockney Chorus   (solo) Cabbies.


Cockney Chorus   (solo) Dogs.


Cockney Chorus   Solid.


This intrusion obviously isn’t ideal for the Narrator, but he tries to make the best of it.


Narrator   Oh yes, these guys. Um –


Cockney Chorus   Going back generations, we are the working-class originals of the area.


Cockney Chorus   (solo) Gary Kemp lived just down there.


Cockney Chorus   (solo) One of the kids of one of the Ripper’s victims lived somewhere.


Cockney Chorus   A Ripper’s nipper if you like … Ha!


Narrator   Thanks for that – local colour and an interesting and relevant point re class tension in the area. But onwards …


Cockney Chorus   Lou Porter, star of the music hall lived in the very house you’re looking at …








Or was it next door? …


For a year or two.














Narrator   Oh yes?


Cockney Chorus   (solo) Where’s the blue plaque?


Cockney Chorus   Blue plaque! Blue plaque! Where is Lou’s blue plaque?


Narrator   Heritage there. Thank you again. May I …?


The Cockney Chorus begrudgingly seem to give their permission for him to continue his narration to the audience, though he’s lost his train of thought a bit. He continues hesitantly but grows in confidence.


Great, thank you. Uh … yeah! Perhaps first I could give you a tour of the writer-guy’s flat …


He walks around the floor plan indicating the different rooms, as if it were a life-size map he were walking on or he was an archaeologist who has discovered the lines of a Roman villa.


Here’s the hallway. These are the stairs up to the next floor where there is a room exactly the same shape as the living room.


Cockney Chorus   We are the –


The Narrator cuts off this interruption curtly; he’s had enough! The Chorus behave as if this was an honest mistake and gesture for him to continue, which he does.


Narrator   Here’s the corridor, which is only ever half-useable because of some rarely touched Brompton bikes which take up the other half.


He avoids the annoying bikes in the corridor, as does everyone in the play.


Here’s the writer-guy’s study under the stairs. It’s kind of chaotic. Books and CDs everywhere, unpaid bills, correspondence from charities he signed up for because he can’t resist signing up for charities on the high street nearby …


Cockney Chorus   We are the original English owners of these council homes –


The Narrator is slightly exasperated and appeals to them again; after all, if they keep interrupting it won’t be an easy evening.


Narrator   I think they get it! Let’s try and work together shall we?


Cockney Chorus   And now we’re selling up to pricks like ’im, pricks like ’im, pricks like ’im.


But he’s good as gold too.


Narrator   Thank you. Sorry if I –


He tries to join them, but they disperse. From here on they are a constant presence around the edges of the play, usually helping the story on. More than anything they are great enthusiasts, particularly about London, which they love.


Here’s the kitchen, which is looking a bit tired, but they’ve got one of those new Gaggia coffee machines so they can make your lattes, your flat whites –


A Neighbour waves from next door. The Narrator waves back. He’s starting to morph into the writer-guy he’s describing. This shift happens, back and forth, throughout the play. The same actor is able to be both simultaneously, so often the Narrator will be talking about Guy but being him too.


Neighbour   Hi! Dan from Dan-and-Claire-next-door here, need to have a chat!


Narrator   Oh yes, this is a slightly over-friendly neighbour who’s always waving at the writer-guy. They had some interaction a year or two ago about gardening but nothing since.


Continuing the tour he moves into an unlabelled room.


This room is … well what is it? Scullery? Pantry?


Whatever the Victorians used it for we don’t do that now.


He is given a big green recycling box, the normal one for paper, plastic and bottles, and carries it out on to the front steps. As he passes the bikes Guy curses them with his catchphrase oath, ‘Sheeeit brotha’ (in a really cringy ‘wigga’ accent).


Oh yes that’s right, it’s recycling day …


Moving out on to what he calls the ‘stoop’. He heard that on Friends.


Just as he reaches the top of the steps he is surprised by the Neighbour, who is holding two brown composting bins.


Neighbour   Not composting?


Narrator   Uh …


Neighbour   I’m on two now! Addicted!


The Neighbour walks off and the Narrator watches him go, then puts his box down and goes back into the house, describing the alleyway by the house as he goes.


Narrator   That’s an alleyway down by the house, full of bins and old recycling boxes.


An over-aggressive washing machine is going hell for leather in a house a few doors away and the noise and movement for a moment make the Narrator’s job rather difficult.


Sorry! Sorry! There’s this washing machine a couple of doors down that is so enthusiastic that it seems to shake the whole street!


The shaking subsides and the Narrator – after the odd setback – is ready to get on with the story.



























SCENE TWO










Narrator   So, yeah, there was this writer-guy – let’s just call him Guy – and what can we say about him?


Fi walks on to the plan.


Oh yeah! He lived with his girlfriend.


Fi   Hi!


Narrator   She’s called Fi. And they were like … Well, what are we like?


Fi   Good question!


The backing for a rap begins and Guy and Fi introduce themselves to the audience in a slightly knowing, self-effacing middle-class way. They also happen to be rapping/speaking in rhyme. The Cockney Chorus provide backing.


KNOCK-THROUGH RAP


Guy  








Anyhow, better say it like it is I suppose –


I’m one of those men you can’t help but sort of loathe:


Urbane, dresses young, bangs on about Werner Herzog,


Writes a column about restaurants, no child, might get a dog.














Well, I don’t write a column, but it’s the sort of thing I could do, I guess.


Fi   You did once!


Guy   Yeah, I could do it again, right?


Fi   Yes.


Maybe she’s a bit unsure though.


Guy  








Got a guitar …


Privately educated but my accent’s sort of gone blaaah.














What else, Fi?


Fi   We’re getting a knock-through!


Guy   That’s right, we’re getting a knock-through! That’s important to the story!


Cockney Chorus  


Knock-through, there’s gonna be a knock-through.


Fi   That wall’s coming down.


Cockney Chorus  


Knock-through, there’s gonna be a knock-through.


Fi   It just makes sense!


Cockney Chorus  


Knock-through, there’s gonna be a knock-through.


Guy   Flow, integration …


Cockney Chorus  


Knock-through, there’s gonna be a knock-through.


Guy   Open-plan living!


Cockney Chorus   Knock it through, please.


Guy   So how did all this come to pass? Are we really mother –


Cockney Chorus   – freakin’ –


Guy   – middle-class?


Cockney Chorus   (solo, aside) Too right, mate!


Fi  








So we’re middle-class. Did the world just end?


Hi, I’m not sure if he mentioned, I’m Fi, his girlfriend.














Guy  








I’m just saying, it’s different for you, you do something that matters;


I just … send funny texts and buy ciabattas!


I’ve got a godson called Hector!


By the way, sorry this is my girlfriend Fi, she’s got a proper job in something called the third sector.














(Aside to the audience.) Does anyone know what that is? I know it’s sort of ethical.


Fi   What else?


Guy   We’re getting a knock-through.


Cockney Chorus  


Knock-through, there’s gonna be a knock-through.


Fi   We’re getting a whole new kitchen!


Cockney Chorus  


Knock-through, there’s gonna be a knock-through.


Guy   Reclaimed wood. Right?


Cockney Chorus  


Knock-through, there’s gonna be a knock-through.


Fi   And a butcher’s sink …


Cockney Chorus  


Knock-through, there’s gonna be a knock-through.


Guy   Kind of a Danish vibe!


Cockney Chorus   Knock it through, please.


Fi  








So yeah, we moved here about five years ago,


We’d been going out a couple of years then so we thought, you know –


We’d buy a flat.














Guy  
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