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Characters


ROBBIE, early sixties


VERA, late fifties


JOE, early sixties


IGGY, mid thirties


ALEC, early fifties


Setting


A grubby pub/hotel. All the action takes place in the pub. There are two exits, one to the hotel the other to the street. At one end of the bar there is a large television screen. The television is always on but the sound is never turned up. At the other end of the bar is a public pay phone. When people are not directly involved in conversation they watch the television, except Joe who sits with his back to the screen.


Note: if / is a moment then – is half a moment











Morning. The bar is locked up. Joe is asleep at the counter, an empty bottle of vodka in front of him. Robbie is slumped over a table, surrounded by empty Babycham bottles. Robbie wakes and surveys his surroundings. He hears Vera and Iggy coming down the stairs and pretends to be asleep. Vera unlocks the hotel door then enters, followed by Iggy, who is badly hungover. Once in the bar Vera unlocks the door leading to the street.


VERAsmell this dump / same bloody stink every day – fills the air it does / ya think other people live like this / bet ya the don’t


IGGYsits at counter beside pay phone / get us a pint vera will ye – am dyin / fuckin head’s rippin open / bustin


VERAthe shutter’ll only wake ’im – a don’t want that yet – if yer that bad am sure there’s somethin on the table


IGGYthat’s not drink


VERAya take enough a it it is / should eat somethin / want me t’make somethin t’eat / a’ve t’do breakfast for joe anyway


IGGYwithout waking Robbie he takes a bottle of Babycham / kiddin me / food / no eats for three days / grub be bad news right now / eat in a coupla days time maybe / need a gargle – best thing


VERAthe world be in a panic without it – aye


IGGYa’ve knocked it on the head a few times / at the moment that wouldn’t be right though


VERAstands on a chair to open the window beside the front door / let some air in here / first thing in the mornin’s bad / end up like mickey an donald there


IGGYwill a fuck / know what am at / there’s a cut off line or whatever / it’s in yer head – it tells ye / that’s the time t’pay attention t’what yer bein told / up t’that point ya wang away without – whatever – don’t know – fucked


VERAmany’s a man’s sat here an said that iggy


IGGYam the first t’mean it though – there’s a difference / know what am at


VERAall know what we’re at


IGGYvera what’s the score with readies here / am skint – don’t want t’be startin the day off with nothin / any chance ya could – y’know / give it back t’ye whenever am sorted out – it’s just – y’know


VERAa’ve a few quid / keep ya goin


IGGYsome women vera / not many like ye


VERAsits beside him and gives him some money from her bag / too good for this kip


IGGYdarlin ya are / drinks / ya not openin up


VERAin a minute


IGGYcat rough / when my da was on the piss – first pop every mornin boke his ring / couldn’t handle it / shouldn’t a took it then / we should all do what he did / pack yer bags an sling yer hook


VERAdo a look as if a haven’t thought about it / there’s mornin’s a wake up an think a can’t take any more a this / somethin eatin away at me / a don’t know what it is – but it’s in this place / come down the stairs he’s lyin there / must be another way – keep thinkin that


IGGYknow what ya mean / i go for days not knowin what the fuck’s goin on aroun me sometimes / always thinkin if a were somewhere else a’d know what the fuck was goin on / always somewhere else like innit


VERAmy case has been packed more than once / i’ve one lyin in the back a the wardrobe from years back – packed an all / nothin in it bloody fit me now / but sure what would he do / he’d be in the gutter – left on his own / couldn’t leave ’im – couldn’t bring ’im with ya


IGGYfuck ’im / let ’im paddle his own dixie / it’s the makin a people bein left on their jacks / only get one crack at it vera – do what ya should be doin / none a that regret chat – fuck that


VERAfinish yer drink an we’ll go back up stairs / the day’s work can wait / don’t worry about him – his head’ll not raise until that shutter rattles


IGGYvera / ya must be jokin / look at the state a me – fit for fuck all am / couldn’t climb the stairs never mind givin it that other trick / besides that – he might – y’know / sortin out that situation – jesus


VERAyou sure?


IGGYbetter believe it am sure


VERAdon’t be comin lookin me t’night


IGGYyer the one does the lookin


VERAa wont be again


IGGYgive me a break will ye / vera – just let me get through the fuckin pint will ye / the state am in at the moment – this is the crack a dawn y’know / lets get settled here / we’ll see what happens later / let me – my head needs straightened out a bit that’s all


VERAget yerself straightened out – that’s the most important thing


Iggy watches television. Vera lights a cigarette.


IGGYgood big box


VERAone a pisspot’s brainwaves / thought it would bring the punters back in


IGGYwhere’s the chat t’turn the soun up?




VERAhe threw it out


IGGYthrew it out why?


VERAask ’im – a don’t know


IGGYpolitics or talks or somethin t’day


VERAgab all the want – not be buyin lunch here


IGGYsuits / men in suits / wives must all be blind lettin ’em go out like that


VERAi look like a care?


IGGYsome fuckin talkin done – wha


VERAdummies meetin in the house


IGGYaye / my da used t’say there’s too much fuckin talk in the world / take the spondolix off ’em – no fuckin about then


VERAputs cigarette out / get somethin done here


IGGYaye vera open up


Vera takes keys from her handbag and opens the shutters. Robbie wakes. Iggy puts his empty bottle of Babycham in the bin beside him. Joe stirs but doesn’t fully wake. Vera wipes the counter down and puts a glass of vodka in front of Joe. She pays for the drink with coins on the counter. Vera pulls Iggy a pint. After exchanging glances with Vera he pays for the pint. Vera moves to Robbie and starts to clear the bottles around him.


VERAa think we’re out a babycham


ROBBIEare we / hardly be missed / not that popular am told


VERApopular enough with those who have t’break in t’the yard t’get it


ROBBIEanythin be popular with those people


VERAwhat type a man drinks a crate a babycham


ROBBIEa thirsty one




VERAno man at all


ROBBIEvery good / thank you vera / it wasn’t the babycham dampened that flame dear


VERApisspot


ROBBIEaye


IGGYrobbie why’s there no chat for the soun on the box?


ROBBIEstill here are ye


IGGYwhy’s there no chat?


ROBBIEcause i own this place an a don’t want there t’be any chat that’s why


IGGYgrumpy head on


ROBBIEwatch it an keep quiet


Vera sits facing Robbie.


VERAmy love


ROBBIEyes dear


VERAall set for t’day / head clear is it darling / sharp?


ROBBIErazor blade – sweetness


VERAyer the man t’handle things


ROBBIEwhat is there t’handle / ask the guy for the readies – get the readies – sort it out


VERAam not goin with ya


ROBBIEthat meant t’make a difference is it / i’ve organised it – i’ll handle it / no problem t’me / better off on me own / man t’man – few gargles – that’s the way t’do business / you don’t go – be fine


VERAlet you out on yer own?


ROBBIEa know that


VERAbe lost ya would / wee soul – wee lost soul / have ya the books sorted out yet / he’ll want t’look at books




ROBBIEit’ll be done / figures has t’be fresh in my head


VERAaye – fresh in yer head / do it right / am goin open up the kitchen an get joes breakfast sorted out / cause if i don’t nobody will


ROBBIEa wee cupa tea


VERAit’s what i live an die for robbie


ROBBIEthank you


VERAyer welcome / ya want some tea?


IGGYstick with this – mixin them give ya the sickybad


VERAthis place stinks / yous all need a bloody good hosin / a take it yer not eatin


ROBBIEmaybe later


VERAaye / the books


ROBBIEaye


Vera exits to hotel. Robbie sits beside Iggy.


IGGYrobbie


ROBBIEget yer head down alright last night – aye


IGGYwith the gargle in me – out like a light / ya know the score yerself


ROBBIEroom up at the top?


IGGYat the top – aye / up at the top – oh aye


ROBBIEvera sort ya out did she?


IGGYsort me out?


ROBBIEaye / blankets / freeze the cleavers off ye up there / bad for business if guests get the cleavers froze off ’em


IGGYsoun it was / blankets – everythin – soun


ROBBIEa good woman she is / likes t’look after people / it’s in her nature


IGGYaye good woman / can’t hear but a think united’s sellin their keeper or somethin / face is up there must be sellin ’im / wanker anyway he is


ROBBIEi’m a funny fucker – know that / could be a stretcher case an still remember everythin said t’me / last night talkin t’you – a remember that


IGGYnot worth rememberin / a lot a balls was it


ROBBIEabout how fucked up ya felt / which yer entitled t’do / wantin advice ya were / a told ye t’take yerself off home – best place for ye / ya seemed t’reckon that / yer still here?
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