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Bold = male actor (mostly Neil)


Neutral = female actor (mostly Mandy)


Italics is live dialogue whether bold… or neutral.


Lines can be reassigned as seen fit, taken as stage directions, etc.


(There are also occasional stage directions in brackets for clarity.)


This edition features the full-length version of the play. A slightly shortened version was first performed at the Edinburgh Festival Fringe.


This text went to press before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.











1.


1875, Connecticut, USA.


A woman is carried into a hospital, screaming.


Agony. An iron fist squeezing the breath from her body.


Chest caved in, ribcage smashed.


Hollow, hopeless, hysterical.


From the hefty wooden wheels of the stagecoach and all the weight of three fat New Yorkers – BANG – and down and over and disaster!


Sound of her own bones breaking, crunch and crack and shock.


And here she is and the doctor, shaken, looks at the bloody breathing mess before him.


The blood-curdling cries, scraping jagged against his eardrums, and he says,


Pass me the vial that Henderson just brought in.


And the nurse opens a leather pouch and there’s a tiny glass bottle and the doctor gets a syringe.


And plunges it into the clear pure liquid and draws up…


Mmm.


And taps and squirts a tiny drop.


And the nurse says, Is it safe?


And the doctor says, She’s dying.


And the vein is found and the needle meets, punctures, slips inside.


A little blood, drawn back, tumbles like a thin scarlet ribbon into the gleaming crystal solution and then…




Down, the thumb presses gently, the liquid slides easily,


The magic goes to work.


A rush, a flooding, relief and heaven and the pain lets go its evil gnashers and a sigh: Thank God, maybe, I’ll be, will I? Who cares? Thank God, the pain, releases the grip of, the agony, thank God, the torture, thank…


And she’s gone, but at least it’s with some peace.


Not screaming terrified into the hereafter, but slipping, sighing, surrendered.


The fight gone.


The giving up glorious.


In the goodbye to life and plunging to eternal sleep is an element of ecstasy.


And the nurse says, Doctor, what was that, in the vial?


And the doctor says, It’s new, an opiate, very powerful painkiller. We’ll see if it catches on.


And the nurse picks up the tiny glass vial and looks closely at the label. Heroin.


Eh-up! (NEIL cheekily pockets the vial.)







2.


Manchester. Present day.


He’s not what he was, Neil.


He’s not.


He bends over a bit now, like this.


Bit of an old crock. (To NEIL.) He bends over more than that!


Mandy’s even worse.


She’s seen better days, yeah. But she’s not as bad as Neil. Fuck’s sake!


She’s younger than Neil is.


What’s that gotta do with it?


I’m just saying.


She’s definitely not what she was. She’s not.


She was good in her day though.


Now you’re talking.


Gorgeous actually.


She didn’t know it back then though.


She knew it alright.


Yeah she did. She had a top arse back then.


It’s still not bad Mandy’s arse. Even now.


Thank you very much.


Even though, some days, Mandy’s on a walking stick.




It’s a crutch! And it’s not because she can’t walk that, it’s this condition she’s got.


Yeah, it depends on the conditions whether she’s got it or not.


Walking stick! Sounds worse than it is that does. Comes in handy though her stick, when she needs it.


Take the other week.


Take the other week for instance. And this proves, by the way, on a good day, she’s still got what it takes.


Out shopping she is.


Shoplifters of the world unite. As Mandy always says.


It’s Morrissey who says that.


Yes but Mandy doesn’t just say it. She’s out there doing it.


Take the other week for instance.


There she is coming out of Boots on Market Street, minding her own business, when this brawny security guard accosts her – cheeky bastard, staring at her chest like that.


Then she realises.


Her boobs are lumpy.


There’s this shower gel she can’t resist.


L’Occitane – Neroli and Orchid. It doesn’t fit up your sleeve… (So down her bra it goes.)


Step back inside the shop with me will you please, madam.


Sorry my kids are waiting for me up there, they’re gonna be worried.


Don’t make me put my hands on you love, he says with a certain relish.


I’m not going anywhere, am I, not on this.


She wafts her stick at him.




Her stick’s like this charm redefining her in the public mind, making her seem harmless, vulnerable even.


Her five-inch heels are the problem.


Not exactly running shoes. The stick’s her only hope.


It’s weighted. She’s had the end off, put a bit-of-something inside, glued it back on. It’s heavy.


It’s not that heavy.


It is when it cracks you unexpectedly in the face.


Like that. Crack! (In the Guard’s face.)


Fffockinell! – BANG! The loudest crack is his head hitting the deck. An old lady nearby gasps.


Oooh! Mandy’s off up Market Street stumbling on her heels like a dickhead. She just knows, behind her, the security guard’s gonna be up in like one – two –


Three! He’s up! Humiliated by the attention the old dear’s trying to give him, Terry – he’s called Terry the guard – gives chase.


Outside Urban Outfitters by now, Mandy’s all knees and elbows and arse sticking out, and – she can’t help it – she does a little wee in her knickers. And she knows it’s stupid but she just can’t let go of her shoes. They’re so cute and expressive of who Mandy is, and she’s got so attached to them since she robbed them from Russell and Bromley last week –


She catches the eye of this bunch of lads…


It’s one of Mandy’s skills that, catching the eye of a whole bunch of lads.


She’s like, bang – Hiya lads – quick as a flash – Anyone got a light? Fags out. Want one anyone?


Terry can’t see – well, he can see Mandy alright – but the rest of the world’s lost in a mist. BOOM. Rugby tackle. Ooof! The feel of Mandy’s body under his great weight reminds Terry of the throb of a fish on the end of his line when he was out with his dad as a boy. Funny, that.


I mean it’s not nice is it? Great lump like that knocking the breath out of you when you’re talking to a nice bunch of lads on Market Street. Big mistake really.


The first thing Terry knows about the ‘nice bunch of lads’ is a sharp pain in his right hand. Worse than the one on his face.


I mean they’re nice lads. Mandy doesn’t know he’s got a knife, the dead pretty one. And I mean he doesn’t even need to use it.


He doesn’t need to use it because Terry’s hand’s trapped under the big ugly one’s foot.


Mandy kicks her shoes off now, because, well she’s got time. She grabs the beautiful velvet straps and legs it barefoot into the Northern Quarter. See ya.


That’s where it all changed, the Northern Quarter that day.


Is it?


You know it is!







3.


He was a rum cunt in his day, Neil.


It’s not nice that, is it.


It’s how he was known round his way. Neil thinks it’s funny.


It might be funny, but it’s not nice.


He was an’ all. Proper rum.


He was. Mandy remembers it only too well.


She was there.


Sometimes she was. He wishes it could’ve been more. But she wasn’t in to him.


His daddy was a rum bugger too.


A rum bugger who give rise to a rum cunt.


Example.


Chemist.


Nantwich.


He has a car then, Neil.


Yeah, borrowed it. (Wink.) It’s quieter out that way, and so’s the security.


Manchester was on top by then.


So we drive across to Nantwich.


Bumper falls off on the way.


Neil tosses it over the hedge, drives on.


It’s quiet. Nice.


Nice people out this way. Decent quality of life.




People stare at you when you get out of the car, though.


Fuck ’em. Chemist’s a cinch.


Neil cuts his arm on the glass on the way in.


Fair dos though, eh. Bandage. Savlon. Wipes – No safety pins? What kind of fucking chemist is this?


Mandy’s like, Alarm’s going off, suddenly he’s St John’s fucking Ambulance! Come on! She does her famous little wee.


It’s a deep cut, he’s still got the scar. Anyhow. We get the dangerous drug box, lug it over the wall.


Mandy gets her tights stuck on the glass at the top.


That’s when we see ’em. The cops.


There’s a ripping sound. Mandy clunking painfully down on her heels.


Blue flashing lights on the buildings up the street. We’ve got twenty seconds, tops.


(Re: NEIL’s car.) It’s wrong to call it a car at all really.


Won’t start. Shit! Get out. Push it!


What!? I’ve got five-inch heels on here!


Fuckin hell. Do it myself then.


Neil pushes the thing a few yards down the street. Mandy sort of hops along next to him.


Get in!


We crouch there while four police cars turn up, do a lot of talking and radioing, someone comes to fix the window and they all just drive off.


Never occurs to them to just look in the parked car. (High-fives?)


We drive back to Manchester.


Starts first time. It was good that little car.




Then it’s, Drug box!


Lid off.


Beautiful.


Like breaking into a sweet shop when we were kids. Which we did by the way.


Ate sweets till we were sick, and then ate more till we were sick again.


I still can’t face a Sherbet Dip Dab to this day. Was that the first time they ever committed a crime together?


Let’s say it was. It’s romantic.


Not for Mandy. They were never an item Neil and Mandy.


They did have sex.


No they didn’t.


Yeah they did.


Well it didn’t mean anything to Mandy if they did.


Whereas Neil can’t stop thinking about her for weeks. Back then he only has to envisage her legs and his belly aches.


Not Mandy’s type.


Which never stops her shagging a lot of other guys who aren’t her type.


(Changing the subject.) Drug box. Go on then! (Meaning: let’s take something.)


Milk of paradise.


Bottles.


Pills… Where the fuck’s the morphine?


No fucking morphine!


No pethidine!


No methadone!




Fuck. All!


Bottles, pills, bottles, pills… (Throwing them everywhere.)


Shit! Maybe the labels are wrong?


You idiot! I told it you it was the wrong box!


Fuck it, let’s try summing, come on.


Neil gets out his works, shoves it in a bottle, bang. Straight into his arm. Then?


(Fit of agony from NEIL…)


What’s it like? Is it any good?


(Same again from NEIL…)


Neil! What’s it fucking like? Is it any good?


(Gurgling.) It’s fucking fantastic! Best hit I’ve ever had!… Auurrgh!


That’s good enough for Mandy, she’s like, works, bottle, bang. Then… Arrgh!


Gurgling. Spasms. Dribbling. It’s not nice.


Fucking agony! Every fibre on fire. It goes on for ages. She can’t see! She thinks, This is it! When eventually it stops she says, Why the fuck did you tell me it was good!


Neil just shrugs, and says, I didn’t want to die on my own.


Twat.


Rum.


Twat.







4.


Mandy grabs the beautiful velvet straps of the gorgeous five-inch heels she stole from Russell and Bromley and legs it barefoot into the Northern Quarter.


Terry – the security guard – doesn’t follow because his fingers are still trapped under the big ugly one’s foot.


The guys cheer as Mandy goes.


(Cheer.)


She does her best to give them a little wiggle in gratitude. They’re nice guys.


And there he is.


At first she’s not definitely sure it’s him.


He’s standing there staring at her.


Gormless.


How long is it since they’ve seen each other?


It’s not so much the length of time, as the rate of deterioration.


As a heroin addict Neil holds it together for thirteen years, more or less, in a hard-bitten-junkie kind of way. Crack puts him on his arse in two years flat.


Mandy puts her shoes back on. Makes sure he clocks her best side.


He still doesn’t have a clue who she is.


She stands up. Five inches taller.


Something inside Neil stirs. Mandy?


It is you then. Look at the fucking state of you, you tramp!




That’s not very nice.


Whorr! And you stink! What’s the matter with ya?


It’s only a week since Neil was stripped stark bollock naked on Market Street thinking he was Jesus Christ. But he hasn’t had crack since because his cheque isn’t due, so he’s only on methadone and prescription-medication-he-hasn’t-got-a-prescription-for,


So when he says:


I’m alright, what you on about!


He genuinely believes he is.


You look good, he says.


Do you think so? I got these in Russell and Bromley last week.


It’s not the shoes, girl.


She lets him look at her. Sees a shadow of the old familiar look on his face. But then she gets this feeling she can’t identify.


Mandy’s eyes are shining. Her face is all clean. To Neil, post-Jesus Christ on Market Street, she looks like the archangel Gabriel, female version.


I’m clean, she says.


Yo! Me too, girl!


I mean I’m totally clean. I’ve had nowt.


Yeah yeah, me too. Me too.


She just laughs. He can hardly stand up the twat. Come for a coffee.


Can’t, girl. Got places to be and all that. Things to do.


Like what?


Well you know, bit of this, bit of that. You know the score.


Pity. The feeling’s pity. This is the guy people used to look up to. I’m not asking you. You’re coming for a coffee, yeah.




I’d love to, girl, but you know how it is.


Yeah and it’s like this: You might not’ve smoked a rock but you’re off your tree on meth, you tosser. You’ve got nowhere to go, fuck-all to do, no friends, not even anyone you can rip off, so you’re coming for a coffee and no excuses, yeah?


And she turns and she struts away.


Her best strut. No stick.


Neil follows, like she knows he has to.







5.


It’s not even a proper coffee bar.


When she walks in, they hug Mandy like she’s some sort of superstar.


Yo, Mandy, where you been since yesterday, we’ve missed ya, gal.


You can let go now, Mikey.


There’s all these rogues there – well and some nice people. Neil knows some of them, the rogues.


Alright, Neil, fucking state of ya, man!


You been sleeping in a skip or what?


I thought you was dead, you twat. Someone dig you up for the day?


I’m alright, what you on about?


Neil doesn’t realise he’s been tricked into his first Narcotics Anonymous meeting.


He also doesn’t realise he’s become:


Mandy’s New Project.


See, none of Mandy’s new friends know about Mandy’s shoplifting exploits.


Not that they’d judge her if they did.


They’d judge her alright.


They would actually. They’d say things like,


If nothing changes nothing changes…


To get clean you gotta change your playthings, your playgrounds and your playmates, yeah?




People, places and things…


It annoys Mandy when they say shit like that.


It makes her reluctant to tell the truth about how she spends the long, empty, terrifying days before a meeting.


Shoplifting.


Seeing a couple of her old punters. But now:


Project!


What the fuck is this place, Mandy?


Just sit down for a bit and listen, yeah?


It’s half an hour before Neil even gets that it’s all about drugs.


She wants to laugh at him. She sees the moment when it hits home.


You’re not even allowed weed or alcohol!?!


He tries a bit of attitude, but she can see he’s listening.


Dickheads.


There’s this one guy with Aids and Hep C, blind in one eye, lived out of skips for years, teaches kids with learning difficulties now. When he tells his story Neil sort of grunts like that:


Umph.


Mandy’s on the edge of her seat willing him to get it. It’s a thrill.


Tattooed Martin’s on him as soon as it’s over.


Yo, dickhead, you’re staying at mine tonight, yeah.


Neil tries his, Got places to go, and all that, but:


Nah you haven’t.


He knows Neil from Strangeways prison, Martin does. He takes Neil home to his new house, very nice, runs him a bath.




Get in, you stink.


He introduces Neil to his wife, gives him clean clothes and a bed in his spare room.


Touch my kids and you’re dead, right!


Like I’m gonna do that!


Next morning Mandy kidnaps Neil, heading off his escape attempts with casual flirting –


She’s good at that –


Until it’s evening, Neil’s had nothing all day and there’s another meeting.


It goes on like that for days.


And she hasn’t been shoplifting once.


He’s feeling rough by now. He gets through it by concentrating on Mandy’s legs.


He starts to listen properly in meetings. She can tell from the not-quite-so-gormless look on his face.


He finds a bit of hope from somewhere.


And Mandy shares about her shoplifting in a meeting.


But not the punters.


It’s not punters, it’s just one guy and he’s dead nice. He gives me lifts. He’s lovely actually.


He’s in love with you.


I like him, he’s kind.


Whatever. Neil gets some of his old spark back, stands up a bit straighter again.


They go for a picnic at the waterpark.


Mandy buys iced fingers.


She gets the woman in Gregg’s to butter them.




I fucking love iced fingers!


I know you do.


It’s beautiful out there. And this is not a word Neil uses lightly. If ever.


They talk about old times.


Nantwich and all that. I never said that!


Yeah you did. (Impression.) I didn’t wanna die on my own.


It’s not nice that, is it.


It’s not, Neil, no. And it’s not funny.


I know.


So why you laughing?


Do you remember coming swimming here when we were kids with all the lads?


No?


You took your jeans off and jumped in off that wooden thing over there.


No way! I’d never do that. Must’ve been someone else.


It was definitely you. I remember it well. Very well indeed.


Twat.


For a few days, it is, it’s beautiful.


Which is why it’s such a shock – such a disappointment – such a death within a death – when two days later Mandy finds Neil dead on the floor of Martin’s spare room.







6.


You can’t buy heroin on the streets of Manchester in 1981.


Liverpool, Manchester, Brixton, Bristol. You can’t get hold of it.


Unless you’re in the music business.


Or you’ve been travelling in Asia and you’ve got the balls to bring it through customs.


Basically there’s ex-students and misfits dabbling with China White and that’s it.


In the whole of Britain there’s two thousand heroin addicts.
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