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MIDSUMMER


(a play with songs)





Four days will quickly steep themselves in night; Four nights will quickly dream away the time.




 





Shakespeare  


A Midsummer Night’s Dream


 





 


Narrative dialogue is in plain type.




 





Italics indicate real-time dialogue.




 





Songs are indented in italics.




 





Word songs – that is to say, stories that have a musical backing – are indented in plain type.




 





A slash indicates that dialogue overlaps or is spoken simultaneously.




 





(Stage directions are italicised in parentheses.)



















Midsummer







ONE





LOVE WILL BREAK YOUR HEART






Love will break your heart


Love will break your heart in two


Love will break your heart


It doesn’t matter what you do







Love will break your heart


Love will break your heart in two


Love will break your heart


But sometimes you want it to 










TWO





It’s Midsummer


In Edinburgh.


It’s raining


And there’s these two people having sex –


Bob and Helena.


They’ve only just met.


They met a couple of hours ago in a pub.


You could call it a pub it was more of a wine bar –


One of those cellar bars,


A brasserie.


Where lawyers go. 


Helena’s waiting for a man – she’s sitting at a corner table – dressed in an understated but nevertheless elegantblack dress – poking at an untouched avocado salad – nursing a glass of forty-pound New Zealand Sauvignon blanc – watching the rain fall –


Thinking about the secret that she can’t even tell to herself –


Watching the rain fall and fall and fall like it’s never going to stop


Which it won’t by the way –


Not once,


Not once for the whole weekend.


9.17.


(Beep.) Helena receives a text – she looks into the mirrored surface of the wine cooler for about twenty seconds and then she turns her face to the crowd in the bar and makes eye contact with –


Bob. Bob’s out on a piece of business which we can’t really talk about because it’s strictly speaking illegal.


It’s actually illegal.


Bob’s waiting to pick up the keys to a stolen car. Bob hates waiting, hates this place, hates all these lawyery types poking about with salads and forty-pound bottles of wine and generally lawyering themselves around the room –


Helena’s a lawyer – specialising in divorce.


Bob’s divorced – somewhat bitterly – we’ll come to all that later. Just for now here’s Bob – alone at the bar –  black beer in front of him – black thoughts inside him – reading a damp paperback copy of Notes from the Underground by Dostoevsky – to cheer himself up.


Helena looks at Bob,


Body all tied up in knots – radiating hostility


And she thinks – ‘Perfect.’


So she walks over to him and she says:


Excuse me, would you like to come back to my place and have extremely wild, uninhibited sex with me?


—


She does not say that.


Effectively she says that.


Let’s meet Bob –


Robert Victor Morris Liddell Hope Macartney


Otherwise known as


Medium Bob


On account of him having no apparent defining features


Unlike say Nose Jackson or Moleneck Stevie Lamont.


Medium Bob works on the fringes of Edinburgh’s criminal underworld mostly doing odd jobs that involve fabricating stories.


He’s a piss artist –


A storyteller –


A liar.


At school Bob was a star. He had a talent for poetry that was spotted by the editor of the school magazine.


Bob was the editor of the school magazine.


He wore black eyeshadow and grandad shirts. He backcombed his hair and formed a band called The Bloody Chamber. In 1987 they had a demo tape played on Radio Four.


Radio Forth.


Same difference.


In 1987 Bob was going out with Freda Bastianelli, the most beautiful girl in the school.


In 1987 Bob bought a guitar and an InterRail ticket and a Greek fisherman’s cap and set off to busk his way around Europe.


In 1987 Bob was the brightest star in the glorious firmament that was Broughton High School.


1987 was Bob’s year.


It’s all been downhill since then.


Bring Bob your promise – it shall be dimmed. Bring Bob your hope – and it shall be lost. Bring Bob your right and surely it shall be made wrong – if you want something spoiled, soiled, hurt, broken or maybe just made more ugly – ask Bob.


Which is why


On the Friday of this Midsummer weekend


At 9.17


Bob is not about to read extracts from his travel writing to an appreciative audience in Waterstone’s


But is sitting here in Whighams Wine Cellars,


Body all tied up in knots, radiating hostility,


Waiting for Old Mister Pettit to turn up and give him the details of whatever strictly speaking illegal act he’ssupposed to undertake this weekend for his boss – Big Tiny Tam Callaghan –


Watching the rain fall


Fall and fall like it’s never going to stop,


Which is when Helena comes over to him – all perfume and control – and says:


Hi.


Sorry?


Hi.


Hi.


Is this seat taken?


No.


Do you mind if I –


If you –?


Sit –


Right – OK – sit – no.


No?


I don’t mind – on you go.


I’ve got a bottle of wine here –


Right.


I need someone to help me drink it.


Oh.


Dostoevsky?


Yes. Do you like him?


No.


What’s your name?


Me? Robert – Rob – Bob – fuck.


Bob Fuck?


Bob.


Bob, can I be honest with you?


Of course –


I’m at a loose end tonight and you look like you might be at a loose end too. How would you like to come back to my place and have extremely wild uninhibited sex with me?


—


She so does not say that.


That is so effectively what she says.


Three hours earlier, Helena’s flat –


Helena looks at herself in the mirror for the first time in something like six weeks and thinks to herself – OK – she thinks – if I was him and I saw her – that woman – me – I would think – ‘yes’ – only just – but ‘yes’ – I’ll go home with her tonight – that woman – me.


That’s what Helena thinks.


(Beep.) See you 8.30. Wear something red. Smiley face with a wink.


Eight o’clock, Helena’s driving. On the radio a story about some fireman visiting a child in hospital, sick with leukaemia.


Shit.


8.01.


Helena’s crying. Recently Helena has noticed herself crying – suddenly, briefly and without warning – which is strange because Helena is not a sentimental woman.


Normally Helena has no time for weeping, no time for wailing. She’s seen in her job the way women weaken themselves with sentiment – she’s seen how love erodes the ground on which a woman stands until one day the earth beneath her is suddenly washed away and whoosh! the family lawyers – whoosh! – the children bundled into taxis – whoosh! – the tears. Helena’s seen them all – the dazed, confused women – cattle she calls them – mooing their way across the fields of marital disaster – lowing helplessly in the fog – lost. No – Helena is not a sentimental woman,


These recent crying jags notwithstanding.


Helena is nobody’s cow.


9.17.


Helena catches sight of her reflection in the silver of the wine cooler – she takes a long hard look at herself – such a long hard look she gives herself she could turn herself to stone – Medusa – before she finally comes to the conclusion that – yes – despite everything – if I were him I would still say ‘yes’ to her – that woman – me.


—


(Beep.) Have to cancel. Trouble at home. Can’t get away. Sad face.


—


OK. OK – so –


—


(Text.) No worries. Totally understand. These things happen.


—


FUCK.


—


(Text.) Sad face.


Helena really really didn’t want to be alone tonight. Please. Not tonight.


Send.


Because if Helena’s on her own then she might have to confront the secret she can’t even tell to herself.


Hi.


Sorry?


Hi.


Hi.


Is this seat taken?


No.


Do you mind if I –


If you –?


Sit –


Right – OK – sit – no.


No?


I don’t mind – on you go.


I’ve got some wine here –


Right.


Can’t drink it all on my own.


No.


Would you like some wine?


Thank you.


What?


Nothing –


Dostoevsky?


Yes. Do you like him?


No.


What’s your name?


Me? Robert – Rob – Bob – fuck.


Bob Fuck?


Bob.


Would you like to get drunk with me tonight, Bob?


—


That’s what she said.


That’s what she said, but what she meant was:


Would you like to get really drunk with me tonight, Bob? Really really drunk. So drunk so that we forget who we are and where we are and then – just when we’re on the point of oblivion – let’s fuck – let’s have wild uninhibited sex – and because we’re drunk it won’t matter whether it’s any good or not because neither of us are going to remember it anyway and besides you’re so not my type so after tonight there’s no chance of us seeing each other ever again.


Hmm?


Bob.


What do you say?


Yes, I say yes.







THREE





THE SONG OF OBLIVION






Tonight the devil on my shoulder’s gonna


Reach right over


Slip a noose around the angel and just


Push him overboard







Out into emptiness


Watch his feet swing into space


And lower down his grinning face


And say and say







Where are your wings now?


Where are your wings now –?







And so I tell my devil what I need


Give me this night and I’ll agree


That in the morning bright and cold


I’ll offer up my damaged soul







And follow him where darkness leads


It’s what I need, it’s what I need


It’s what I need, it’s what I need


It’s what – I – need







Just give me drink


Give me darkness


Give me pain


Then take it all away


Give me darkness


Give me pain


And take it all away







Drink and darkness


Give me pain


Take it all away 























	

Drink and darkness Give me pain Take it all away




	

The devil always knows the way I should have thought of this before









	

Drink and darkness Give me pain Take it all away




	

The devil always knows the way I should have thought of this before























FOUR





11.56.


Helena’s left her car in the Castle Terrace car park and together they’ve staggered back to Marchmont through the rain too drunk to notice the waterfalls under their feet, they’ve stumbled and giggled and slurred and staggered up the steps of the close and in the door and they don’t know how exactly it happened – but the next thing they know they’re in bed –


And you know when sex goes really really well? – You know when you forget who you are and everything just melts into a warm tangle of unfamiliar skin and a sort of endless unfolding of now? You know when sex is just a great big beautiful now?


That’s what it was like –


Until –


(They hear.)


Elmo wants a cuddle. Elmo wants a cuddle.


What?


Nothing.


(A strange voice.)


Elmo wants a cuddle.


Shhh.


(And again.)


Elmo wants a cuddle.


(And then Bob finds its source.)


Elmo?


Sorry.


Elmo!


Ignore it.


You’ve got Elmo in your bed?


He belongs to Brendan, my nephew.


Right.


Sorry.


No, it’s OK, it’s funny.


He must have left him here when he was over this afternoon.


Right.


DON’T THROW HIM!


What?


Sorry – it’s just – let’s just put him here.


OK.


Now where were we?


Wait –


What?


Can you turn him to face away? Sorry.


OK.


Thanks.


I just feel funny with him looking at me.


Right.


Now where were we?


—


Piss cock tits.


Is something wrong?


Wrong? No? God, no. This is – great.


Great.


Great.


Great.


Great.


Concentrate, Helena.


Come on, Bob, do your job. Get back in the zone.


Focus – fuck me.


OK.


Oh God you’re good.


Oh God – she thinks I’m good.


Oh yeah.


Come on – I am good –


Mmmmm.


I’m an animal – a wolf – a ravening wolf –


He’s trying so hard.


Marauding across a primeval plain –


The least you can do is moan, Helena –


Hunting – capturing my woman –


Ooaahh!


I claim her.


That was a shit moan, Helena, do it again –


Claim her?


Ooooaaaaahhhhhyessss!


What am I, Fred Flintstone?


This is hopeless. / This is hopeless.


Bring out the old standbys – Kim Wilde –


—


Clare Grogan –


—


Kim Wilde and Clare Grogan –


—


Kim Wilde and Clare Grogan in a hot girl-on-girl orgy –


—


Except Kim Wilde’s not a girl any more. She’s a fully grown woman –


—


And she’s the gardening correspondent for the Observer.


Bob?


Maybe I should become a gardener.


Just go somewhere far away and garden.


Bob?


Hmm.


Oh.


Mmmm.


Come on, Bob. / Come on, Helena.


Oh. / Oh.


Oh. / Oh.


Yes. / Yes.


Yes. / Yes.


Yes. / Yes.


Yes. / Yes.


Yes. / Yes.


Yes. / Yes.


YES! / YES!


Thank God. / Thank God.




FIVE





Afterwards Helena’s lain in Bob’s arms in the dark and felt the loneliness steal back over her – that feeling of being gripped, winded almost, that she sometimes gets – and she’s remembered Brendan sitting on the bed beside her that afternoon – the way he kept touching his knee and then his forehead – the way he kept talking, asking about astronauts – telling her how he’d love to be an astronaut and how she said: ‘In a spaceship, Brendan?’ And he said: ‘No, Auntie Helena, I want to be an astronaut outside the spaceship on an air-supply tube, I want to be floating, Auntie Helena, I want to float and look inside the windows.’ Knee forehead – knee forehead – and she asked him: ‘Who’s inside the spaceship, Brendan?’ And he said: ‘You are. Auntie Helena, you’re inside.’
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