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Characters


A


B


 


 


The play takes place in front of curtains – like Morecambe and Wise, or Abbott and Costello. Only the bare minimum is brought on for each scene.


A and B are designations for speech, not names.


The two characters must be quick and clever but can be played by actors of any age, gender or ethnicity.


The genders of the pronouns in the play should be changed accordingly.


 


 


( / ) means the next speech begins at that point.


( – ) means the next line interrupts.


(…) at the end of a speech means it trails off. On its own it indicates a pressure, expectation or desire to speak.


 


 


 


 


 


 


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









 


1.
Harmonica










	A


	Oh.
















	B


	Yeah.
















	A


	You –
















	B


	Yup.
















	A


	Wow.
















	B


	Yes.
















	A


	I don’t believe it.
















	B


	Well it’s true.
















	A


	You would would
















	B


	Support it.
















	A


	Support it
















	B


	Yeah.
















	A


	You would?
















	B


	Yeah.
















	A


	Wow.
















	B


	(nods)
















	A


	I don’t believe it.
















	B


	Okay.
















	A


	Jesus.
















	B


	Shall we stop now?
















	A


	Jesus Christ.
















	B


	Yes.
















	A


	Fuck off.
















	B


	Right
















	A


	Shit a brick. You’re telling me you would?
















	B


	Not sure how else to put it.
















	A


	I didn’t –
I never –
You would.
















	B


	I would.
















	A


	You would support an intervention.
















	B


	Yes.
















	 


	Pause.
















	 


	A turns to the audience.
















	A


	I always look forward to seeing him, he’s got a kind of relaxed air, keen to talk about one of the new books he’s bought, not academic or obsessive not overly detailed, he’s read the kind of books you get on the bookshop table at the front, the kind of popular science, sociology, military historical books the easy ones that accompany a documentary on the Discovery Channel, with a title that’s a question: ‘Was Kennedy Gay?’ ‘What’s the Point of Men?’ that kind of thing. And it’s amusing, having him in my life as this low-rent provocateur, but it’s precisely this trait, which up till now I liked, this relaxed populist oppositional thinking, saying the vaguely controversial thing for the sake of it, that is now the problem. Because it’s that table of non-thoughts, those glib opportunistic books, which have caused this idea to congeal in his head, which have given him evidence upon which he’s now basing this completely misguided very wrong opinion.
















	B


	Actually, not just ‘would support it’.
















	A


	What?
















	B


	I do support it. I actively want it.
















	A


	Oh no.
















	B


	Because you know if all those people we’re talking about over there if they all had white skin, like in Poland in the Holocaust, or Bosnia in the nineties, you’d be all for getting in there and sorting it out. That’s the real reason why you think it’s not your problem, because those people over there, all of them, are brown.
















	A


	Brown.
















	B


	Subconsciously, you think it’s a different culture. More primitive. So – their fault. Ergo – their problem. Why have you got a harmonica? Did you take it to the thing?
















	A


	You want a drink? I want a big drink. I want a drink that has a very big high kind of outrageously large percentage alcohol content. Because they’re brown?! I want to drown my sorrows, no I want to drown you, I want to damage your interior organs. You should be punished for your despicable views. You should have a pint of something deadly like absinthe or meth.
















	B


	I’d prefer port.
















	A


	You… port? You want port?
















	B


	If you’re offering.
















	A


	Now?
















	B


	Yeah. It’s late.
















	A


	It’s nine o’clock.
















	B


	Exactly.
















	A


	you should get out more.
















	B


	I know.
















	 


	Beat.
















	A


	Since when did you drink port? What are you? French? All these revelations I thought we were best friends.
















	B


	(laughs)
















	A


	What?
















	B


	Ha!
















	A


	What?
















	B


	Funny. Best friends…
















	A


	?
















	B


	Oh. Wait I thought you were… you know like really only small children have best… But you’re…
















	A


	?
















	B


	No okay best friends fine. Yup. Have you done something with the carpet in here? Lovely pattern.
















	A


	You don’t think we are?
















	B


	We’ve only known each other three years
















	A


	What’s that got to do with it?
















	B


	Don’t get me wrong we have a good time, we get on but I mean, well…
















	A


	What?
















	B


	I have lots of friends.
















	 


	Beat.
















	A


	I don’t have a port glass.
















	B


	A wine glass is fine.
















	A


	A wine glass of port? That’s what you want?
















	B


	No a normal amount of –
















	A


	I thought I had the drinking problem.
















	B


	I don’t mean you should fill the glass, just –
















	A


	Except, of course, actually, I don’t. I don’t have a drinking problem. That’s just what you tell me.
















	B


	Come on, I didn’t mean a drinking problem drinking problem, just that sometimes you like a drink and that’s fine but when you do, there’s another and another and things get, you know. Dropped. Like ornaments. And manners.
















	A


	Okay, so you want a wine glass of port, which will hopefully give you liver disease, and I’ll obviously have a pint of tequila because I have that drinking problem – the advantage of which will be that I’ll then be incapable of calling an ambulance when you choke on your vomit, because from where I’m standing either of those two endings, slow liver failure or sleepy vomit is about what you deserve, since our country is about to slaughter thousands of people in the Middle East and since you couldn’t be bothered to do a fucking thing about it, well woop-de-shit let’s both have the biggest amount of booze we’ve ever had, YES, this could be fun. Back in a minute.
















	 


	A leaves. B turns to the audience.
















	B


	She’s an inspirational human being.
















	 


	Not because she’s a brain surgeon or a human rights lawyer, I mean she’s just a teacher just a normal teacher teaching… actually I don’t know what she teaches… it’s kids. She teaches kids, but really she could have been anything because the fact is, what’s completely captivating about her is that from the moment she walks in a room, she’s clever and on you and won’t let you off the hook. And from the moment we met I think we realised that we did things for each other; she energised me and fired me up, and I soothed her steadied her I think and gave her perspective. And yes since then we’ve been really close really good, important friends –
















	 


	A returns. B paces.
















	A


	Here. An ocean of port. Now calm down.
















	B


	Can’t believe you’re drinking tequila.
















	A


	I’m not going to drink a pint of tequila don’t be obscene. It’s wine.
















	B


	What wine?
















	A


	Pinot. Sauvignon. Something. What are you doing?
















	B


	You don’t know which wine?
















	A


	I’m not middle class like you.
















	B


	I’m not expecting you to be middle class I’m expecting you to read the label.
















	A


	Why won’t you stand still?
















	B


	Don’t know what you mean.
















	A


	Parading around.
















	B


	Thinking.
















	A


	Be still.
















	B


	Is it a problem for you? If I choose to walk like this?
















	A


	Just so long as you’re relaxed.
















	B


	All right.
















	 


	Beat.
















	A


	Go on then.
















	B


	What?
















	A


	Relax.
















	B


	I am.
















	A


	doing that thing with your hand.
















	B


	What thing?
















	A


	Your shoulders are all
















	B


	Well they are now of course they are now get off me! Leave me alone and I’ll… Leavemealone!
















	 


	Beat.
















	A


	Alright.
















	 


	Now.
















	 


	Tell me exactly why you want to invade this country and kill everyone?
















	B


	Not me.
















	A


	No?
















	B


	No, I’m not killing anyone, if you listened, I’m saying I support –
















	A


	Yeah but you don’t have to march in there with a semi-automatic and kill the kids yourself –
















	B


	Are you okay?
















	A


	Yes I’m fine – you don’t have to lay the illegal cluster mines with your own hands, if you’re giving them support then –
















	B


	You look a bit sad
















	A


	Well I’m passionate –
















	B


	Are those tears?
















	A


	This matters.
















	B


	No, we’ve talked about controversial things before, and you’ve never – I mean you’re quite contained normally.
















	A


	Contained? No. Contained is like the opposite of me. I don’t know what you mean. Contained. Ridiculous.
















	B


	I mean you generally don’t give away how you’re feeling.
















	A


	What? I give everything away.
















	B


	Well
















	A


	I’m Mediterranean!
















	B


	You – Are you?
















	A


	Originally. You really think I’m not passionate?
















	B


	No I didn’t say not passionate
















	A


	It’s one of my main things.
















	B


	Yes of course, your hands waving, when you get worked up, the funny facial expressions
















	A


	Right. Exactly. Wait. Facial expressions? What facial expressions?
















	B


	Right – like that – I mean I’d assumed that it’s a performance, the rolling eyes, the cheeks, because it’s what you do with abstract ideas. Opinions. The tears on the other hand, like those we saw just now, only happen when it’s closer to home – When it’s family. Friends.
















	A


	You’re saying I’m selfish now? Things only matter to me if I’m personally involved
















	B


	That’s normal. If I was in a car crash you’d feel it more keenly than if it was someone else in a car crash who you never heard of.
















	A


	Hmmm I don’t know, I think I’d feel a lot more sorrow for a perfectly decent stranger I hadn’t previously met than the good friend, if not best friend, I unfortunately have previously met, who’s standing in front of me calling me an alcoholic and advocating a big war.
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