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To Gabby.


For your dignity. For your strength.


For teaching me so much. For holding on and believing.


You are my world.
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‘I know this government bids us choose,


I know a nation stands in queues,


Have you ever been in Room 101? Where the waiting’s never done.


And I laugh and I cry. Britannia waives the rules.’


‘Pendle Hill’, The Tansads
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Alone on stage CARL is running. It’s graceful and strong and fluid. We watch him. He stops, catches his breath, looks at the audience and recites a poem.


CARL.




Nowhere to go and nothing to do,


Nothing to earn and housekeeping too,


In a coastal town with a postal frown,


Because nobody wants to go there.







Everyone knows you and nobody knows you,


Some people like you but most people hate you,


They were born here, they still live here.


Just. Like. You.







‘Will you work? Why won’t you work?


Got to get a job and behave.’


But a job is a wage and a wage is a cage,


In a town. Like. Mine.







So I reckon I’ll wait, I’ll bide my time till something better comes along,


I’m only young; the bottom-est rung.


So I’ll think and I’ll sink.


I’ll wander and ponder,


Till I know. What’s. What.







Or maybe I’ll just go, and break all the rules of this Alcatraz town,


Maybe I’ll go and not turn back,


Cos if nowt comes from nowt and owt comes from out,


I’m better. Off. Gone.





It’s a poem. I wrote it. It’s shit. I know it’s shit.


Have you ever been to Blackpool? Don’t bother it’s shit. I’m serious. It is, it’s shit.


I looked up the word façade once in the dictionary. My Uncle Charles said it so I looked it up. He’s fat my Uncle Charles. He’s fat but he doesn’t think he is. He thinks he’s fit but he’s not. He’s fat. Fat like with two bellies, where his belt digs into his gut. And he’s bald. And he wears glasses. That’s about it. He used to take me to the British Legion every Saturday afternoon when I was a kid. I say every Saturday afternoon, he did it for about a year, two years, about eighteen months after his sister died to give my dad a break. His sister, my dad’s wife, my mum, she died and he took me to the Legion on Saturdays to give my old man some space. Fuckin’ British Legion. Have you ever been in one of those places? Don’t bother they’re shit. At least the one in Blackpool is.


Somewhere else in the space UNCLE CHARLES sits by the window of the British Legion.


The British Legion in dirty old Blackpool town. It was old. Picture of the Queen behind the bar and old. Everything was old. It looked old, it smelled old, it was full of oldness and it was always hot. They used to keep the heating on full so that all the old dudes didn’t die. We’d go in and we’d throw our coats in the corner, there were no pegs, just a corner of the room where everyone threw their coats and gloves and stuff in a big pile. Uncle Charles would drop his coat, walk straight over to the bar and order a whiskey and pint of bitter. Knobhead Uncle Charles, proper Blackpool. He’d get his drink then he’d order a Coke or a lemonade or a shandy for me and he’d leave me there waiting for it while he went and sat in his spot. Massive windows they had in there. Like, big yawning windows on one wall, old, single-glazed and clean. They’d be steamed up because of the heating and the damp from the coats and old men and breath. He’d always sit in the same spot and he’d turn his body against the room, his fat gut stretching his shirt, straining the cotton on his buttons and he’d just look out of the steamed-up window. He’d look out of the steamed-up window at the street that we’d just walked down. Always just gazing out of a steamed-up window. I’d play snooker on my own. They’re bigger than you think, proper snooker tables.


UNCLE CHARLES. It’s just a façade. Blackpool. Nothing more than that. A façade.


CARL. He just said it to no one. I didn’t know what he meant so I put down the snooker cue and sat on the floor.


Have you ever been to Blackpool? Don’t go it’s full of people like my Uncle Charles. He is Blackpool, Uncle Charles. He is Blackpool,


Quiet, grey, cold and old. Cigarette stains and fool’s gold on his fingers.


He’s got Blackpool printed in his bones like the rock. He was right though, about the façade. I looked it up in the dictionary. It’s a good word. It’s got two meanings, the front of a building is one, but what Uncle Charles was driving at was that Blackpool has got a deceptive outward appearance.


Damn right Uncle Charles. It’s a trampy, scaggy, shit-stinking toilet but people still turn up here because it’s got flashing lights and candyfloss. They get told it’s good don’t they? It’s not good. It’s filth and it’s full of bastards. It’s full of bastards who’ve been trained to chase other people’s money. It’s true. They’ve taught themselves to not feel bad about taking poor people’s last coins from their empty pockets and to give them absolutely nothing at all in return. People with money don’t come to Blackpool, people without money come to Blackpool and the people from Blackpool are all kicking and biting and scratching and scamming to try and get what they haven’t got off them.


That’s the façade.


It’s bad.


Proper bad.


Not good.


UNCLE CHARLES finishes his pint, stands up, picks his coat from the floor and leaves. The British Legion scene dissolves into the darkness.


Uncle Charles. Proper Blackpool that bloke. Written in his bones. His marrow.


Quick shift into a new day. There is an uncomfortable, charged and erratic energy to CARL now.


I’ve had a bad day. It started in the Job Centre and it carried on. It lasted, it carried on inside me. I’d gone down to the Job Centre and I’d bumped into the Appletons.


Somewhere in the space the Job Centre forms. Paper on the floor, the hum of emptiness.


It stinks of men who don’t wash in the Job Centre. Men who have no reason to wash. Is there anything more desperate than that? Dirty breath and eyes with that horrid, crystallised green shit that you get while you’re asleep. I’m not one of these people and I won’t be – but I am because I’m here and I’m part of the smell. I can’t think like that though or I’ll get into a fuckin’ rage. There’s no Blackpool written on my bones. No way, no never. I don’t want a job because a job is a wage and a wage is a cage in a town. Like. Mine.


The APPLETONS enter.


ANDY. Alright Carl?


CARL (still with the audience). And there it is. I knew it was coming. It had to because it smells of something else in here. It smells of Blackpool’s future, of its present, it smells of the one thing that does bring in a profit round here, all year round here, there’s money and a market and this boy sells it.


ANTHONY. Alright Carl?


CARL. And so does his brother. The Appletons, two of them, Anthony and Andy. The Appletons were one of those families that called their children names that all began with the same letter, like a code, like a medal, like a patrol. Andrea was my age and Alan was older and there was Anthony and Andy, who were twins. They were twins and they sold drugs and for some reason they liked me.


ANDY. Alright Carl?


CARL. Alright Andy? How’s it going?


ANDY. Knockout our kid, knockout.


CARL (to the audience). I don’t need to tell you who they think they are do I? They walk with a swagger and they wore Adidas three-stripes and sunglasses and those stupid fuckin’ sun hats down over their eyes. I don’t need to tell you who they think they are do I?
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