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This play is for one woman. All ‘dialogue’ lines (as opposed to Rachel’s ‘monologue’) are indented


 


Use sound effects, use songs, use props, use a big bag of tricks



















SOME KIND OF BLISS

























Rachel  


Today – after I’d had the electric sex, got clobbered, killed the dog and parked the hijacked ice-cream van – I found the pop legend’s house in Greenwich.


I thought, lovely. Pleasant.


Nothing starry – there’s a tree out front.


And you can actually see straight into her living room – yes, you can, there’s her sofa.


Strike me down with a feather boa if it isn’t purple …


Sweet Jesus,


would you all just take a look at Lulu’s aubergine sofa.




*





My husband Geoffrey helps. When I moan,




Rachel   I can’t do this, there’s nothing more I can say about the pop star’s mirror, furniture, teeth –





Rachel  


– Geoffrey says,




Geoffrey   Rachel, this is who you are: write.





Rachel  


– very straightforward.




Geoffrey   We’ll have Chinese takeaway for dinner, OK?





Rachel  


– very considerate.


Geoffrey’s from Dunfermline. Every morning he says,




Geoffrey   Coffee, Rachel?





Rachel  


– and it means whatever he needs it to mean: ‘love you’, ‘forgive you’, even just, ‘coffee’. I love Geoffrey, he sees things from all angles,


and I half wish he were with me now.


In her hall. In Greenwich.


Because I start to wonder: am I going to be able to do this?


I feel old. Irrelevant.


 


Mostly I feel battered, by the bastard – the complete and utter fuckwit Chinese bastard – who attacked me on the way.


Assaulted me.


Stole from me.


Punched me like the dippy dumb overexcited bitch I clearly was to him:


ran: came back: did it all again.


 


They notice, Lulu and co.


Bruise. Gash. Walking wounded. I thought I looked like Carrie before I knocked, and now in the hall I can see it in her big French art deco mirror.


There she is:


Rachel, small-time hack, daughter of academic, wife of teacher, niece of dead guy, friend of pop legend, potential paedophile and victim of fuckwit,


with a large purple trauma around her eye, a gash on her forehead.


There she is:


Rachel, seeker of minor adventure,


who decided to walk all the way to Greenwich from London Bridge,


and on the way took a few hits,


and is now an ethnocentric Nazi, hostile towards the Chinese because they’re barbaric and repressed and all look the same and use dogs in their cooking and are out to get her.


Well. I’m weeping blood on my shag-me shoes but at least I’ll get fifty words out of the mirror. As if no one’s thought of mirrors before: oh-ah, Reader, good enough for pint-sized popstress, good enough for you.


This is the word of the Daily Mail.


 


Lulu looks at the bruises.


Her press rep looks at the bruises.


She doesn’t say anything, he doesn’t either, and that’s it, the interview has to go on.


Because what else can I do?


I’m here now, aren’t I?


It was arranged weeks ago.


The photographer’s due any second.


Geoffrey’s at home, none the wiser.


The ice-cream van’s abandoned.


Everything’s changed, and everything’s the same.


So it has to go on.




*







Geoffrey   Coffee, Rachel? Coffee, Rachel?





Rachel  


I don’t need an alarm clock.




Geoffrey   Coffee, Rachel?


Rachel   Hmm? Oh. Yes please, Geoffrey.


Geoffrey   Sleep all right, Rachel?


Rachel   Yes, Geoffrey.


Geoffrey   Pearl’s a singer, did you know that, Rachel?


Rachel   I did, Geoffrey, she stands up when she plays the piano.





Rachel  


Decent bloke, very.


He loves Bach, I love Bono;


I have to put up with his deficit-disorder nephew who stole my laptop and deleted all the Bowie;


but most of the time he says ‘potato’ and I say ‘potato’


and he’s caring and loving.


 


Get up, shower, Magic FM (I know), dress, go online, ding-ding,


e-mail one:


from my father: no text, just a photo of him in the Boston sun in a sombrero and sandals looking more like my dead Uncle Stevie than he could know …


e-mail two,


(ominous):


from an old university friend who once fed me salmon from a height called Felix, also Felix the Twat, Dr Felix, political editor, editor – owner, feasibly – of the New Statesman (ooh, my father loved Felix).


E-mail says,




Dr Felix   ‘It was a real treat to see you, Rachel. Outside the Disney musical.’





Rachel  


Heart in mouth, delete Dad;


heart in mouth, delete Felix;


enter Geoffrey.




Geoffrey   Golden Palace tonight?


Rachel   Perfect.


Geoffrey   They’ve started to give me complimentary spring rolls.


Rachel   I have to go.


Geoffrey   Really?


Rachel   It’s Lulu.





Rachel  


It’s half-term.


He’s a history teacher.




Rachel   I … have to go to the British Library and research her marriage to a Bee Gee.


Geoffrey   Google it.


Rachel   I’ve got a meeting.


Geoffrey   Cancel it.


Rachel   I can’t.


Geoffrey   I love you.


Rachel   I love you.





Rachel  


On the Northern Line, I realise I’ve exiled myself from my own home.


I am six hours early –


– but it’s this or a tyranny of loveliness –


– Six hours? –


– Geoffrey –


– Six, what the fuck –?


– Old Street, Moorgate, London Bridge: I could walk.


 


The sun’s out.


London’s doing a winter’s-off-this-year autumn day.


I’m prepared.


Killer shoes,


iPod,


the kindest coffee in Islington coursing through my veins …


Yeah …


I’ll find cobblestones,


Black Death graves,


pleasure gardens,


Chuzzlewits.


I’ll get to the nub of things.


Get off the train. Walk.




*





Quarter way to the Cutty Sark from this very point is a pub called The Angel. There’s a fantastic three-piece sculpture there. It’s one of the most enchanting things in London, though I don’t know that just now, as I see Tower Bridge from Tooley Street, where a queue of tourists for the London Dungeon is baking confusedly in the sun, and a busker on a sax has a Godfather-theme addiction, and a hot-dog man sells salmonella, and where,


everywhere,


there’s the smell of my Uncle Stevie, who in the seventies was front man of tribute band Ziggy Stardust and The Spiders from Croydon, and used to play at a pub


just


over …


(Points.)


The sculptures. Near The Angel pub. No one gets to see them, unless they happen to walk to Lulu’s. They’re three life-size statues. Statue one’s a cat, padding along the river wall, Rotherhithe on one side, a drowning on the other. Statue two’s a little girl, Joyce, laughing, no idea that the red spots on her tongue are scarlet fever. Statue three is Joyce’s father, Dr Salter of Bermondsey, local hero, 1873 to 1945. He’s sitting on a real park bench, keeping an eye on his daughter and her pet cat,


you can sit next to him,


it’s something else


and crappy, vapid things shouldn’t happen in the vicinity.


 


But on Tooley Street just now, the only crap things are the Godfather theme


and the sandcastle music from an ice-cream van;


oh, and the Corleones had two themes, remember? – American and Sicilian;


and stray dogs and suits and Germans and converted warehouses, all trying to stamp out the smell of Uncle Stevie, Bowie-devotee, whose turf this was.


He used to bring me here … this is where I learned what I liked …


I was home here once.


And so I do it, I take one step forward.


East.




*





I feel grown-up.


It’s so exotic.


I’m trying to be like one of those perfect, gifted eleven-year-olds you see in films –


(She sings, air guitars. David Bowie, a line from ‘Suffragette City’.)




Uncle Stevie   Sit still, Rachel and shut your gob.





Rachel  


Saturday.


Parents in America again, Stevie looking after me,


and we’d walk down here, and just through there, down past the Catholic church, is the pub, the place of my uncle’s glory …




(She sings half a line from ‘Suffragette City’.)





Rachel  


– I want his attention, I love my uncle, he’s cool; Daddy the academic thinks Ziggy Stardust is fictional –




(Another snippet of ‘Suffragette City’.)





Rachel  


– Ziggy isn’t fictional and he’s not Bowie, he’s Uncle Stevie, of Ziggy Stardust and The Spiders from Croydon – and here I am, nursing his stash and pint, in South London, waiting for his set to finish, trying to make him like me …




Uncle Stevie   What kind of a name is Rachel, anyway? Your stuck-up mum gave you that. If you were mine, I’d’ve called you Jean. Blue Jean.





Rachel  


– he wasn’t interested in me, only Bowie, I was a pest – and if I was going to get his attention, I’d have to drink the beer, suck the spliff, try harder –




Rachel   That song, Uncle Stevie … that song puts the ‘gene’ in ‘genie’. It’s ‘Suffragette City’ – and It Is Art.


Uncle Stevie   Yeah. Clever. Enough lager.


Rachel   After, will you take me to buy chips? – I never get them.


Uncle Stevie   I’ve got another set, babes.


Rachel   Can we go to that record shop again?


Uncle Stevie   Look, I told your dad I’d have you … but I can’t give you what you’re looking for, girlie, OK? The Spiders are spinning.





Rachel  


– so I snatched his guitar and strummed the opening chords to ‘Starman’.




Uncle Stevie   Jesus, girl, show some respect. You’re all right, Blue Jean, but you’ve no feeling. This music is magic. Sex. I look at you, I can’t see sex.





Rachel  


– and I’d lash out and call it faggot music, Bowie, Elton John, all faggot music, and he’d grab my arm and twist it –
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