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Premiere Production





The York Realist received its world premiere at The Lowry, Salford Quays, on 15 November 2001. The cast, in order of speaking, was as follows:




 





George  Lloyd Owen


John  Richard Coyle


Mother  Anne Reid


Barbara  Caroline O’neill


Arthur  Ian Mercer


Doreen  Wendy Nottingham


Jack  Felix Bell




 





Director  Peter Gill


Designer  William Dudley


Lighting Designer  Hartley T A Kemp


Composer  Terry Davies


Assistant Director  Josie Rourke


Dialect Coach  Jeanette Nelson


Casting Director  Toby Whale 

















Donmar Warehouse Revival





The York Realist was performed in a new production at the Donmar Warehouse, London, opening on 8 February 2018, and at Sheffield Crucible opening on 27 March 2018. The cast, in order of speaking, was as follows:




 





George  Ben Batt


John  Jonathan Bailey


Mother  Lesley Nicol


Barbara  Lucy Black


Arthur  Matthew Wilson


Doreen  Katie West


Jack  Brian Fletcher




 





Director  Robert Hastie


Designer  Peter McKintosh


Lighting Designer  Paul Pyant


Sound Designer  Emma Laxton


Composer  Richard Taylor


Casting  Alastair Coomer CDG and Christopher Worrall 

















Characters





George


John


Mother


to George and Barbara


Barbara


Arthur


Doreen


Jack


The play is set in a farm labourer’s cottage outside York in the early 1960s.






















One








The living room of a farm labourer’s cottage. Leading out of this is a small kitchen which was once the scullery. In the living room, stage right, is an outer door and a window. Left, there is a dresser. At the back is a range no longer used for cooking and, next to this on the left, is a door which opens on to a staircase. To the right is a door into the kitchen where there is a sink under the window, and above the sink a gas water-heater. Nearby, a gas stove and an outer door.


Late afternoon.


George and John in the living-room. George having just let John in.




George   Well.


John   Yes.


George   Come in.


John   I am in.


George   No, come in. Sit down.


John   I’m all right.


George   I must stink. I haven’t changed. I only just come in the door.


John   I timed it well.


George   You did. You timed it well. I was just going to have a wash. I’ll just put the kettle on and have a wash. OK?


Had your tea? 


John   I’m all right. You’d better have your tea, though.


Had your tea?


George   No. Not yet.


This is a surprise, though. Isn’t it, though?


John   Perhaps I should have let you know. You still haven’t got a phone.


George   No.


John   I should have let you know.


George   No. What bus did you get?


John   I didn’t get a bus.


George   What?


John   I drove.


George   You drove?


John   Yes. Why shouldn’t I drive?


George   You didn’t like driving a tractor.


You must have set off early, didn’t you? That was a bit of a drive.


John   What, six miles?


George   No, the drive up. You drive up today?


John   No. Yesterday.


George   You didn’t come over yesterday then?


John   No. I didn’t get here till late.


George   You kept your options open.


What you up for then?


John   I’m at the Theatre Royal for the week.


George   Oh aye. What’s that, a play? 


John   Yes.


I didn’t know whether I should come over or not.


George   Why not?


John   I dunno. Anyway …


George   It must be a long drive up in a car. It’s five hours on the train.


John   Yes. Mind you, the motorway makes it easier. Bit daunting.


George   I should think so. Well, you’re not dependent on the bus tonight are you?


John   No.


George   You couldn’t stay here so easy now. Could you?


John   No. No. No.


George   You wouldn’t have the excuse of the bus with the car.


John   We wouldn’t.


George   What?


John   Have the excuse.


George   No.


Aye, if you stayed here now you could have a proper bath.


John   Oh.


George   Council grant. Put in a bathroom. Cost me nowt.


John   Nowt?


George   Nowt.


John   That’d have pleased you. 


George   It did.


They want to take that out. (indicating the fireplace and range)


John   Going to let them?


George   No.


John   Why?


George   I’m not.


Anyway. I won’t be a tick. I still have a wash down here. Used to it.


Yes, they offered to take the range out. I wouldn’t let them.


John   Oh.


George   You said you liked it.


John   I do.


George   Well then. See.


I better get out of these. You all right a minute?


John   Yes. Of course I am.


George   Then I’ll get the tea after.


John   Not for me.


Do you make your own tea then?


George   Yes, who else?


John   I’m sorry about your mother.


George   Yes.


John   I wrote.


George   Yeah.


John   You got it?


George   Yeah. 


John   I thought I shouldn’t come.


George   Why not?


John   Oh.


You managing? You all right?


George   Aye. Course I am.


Sure you don’t want anything?


John   No. But you’d better have something.


George   Barbara and Doreen. I have to fend them off.




He goes into the kitchen and begins to wash. John looks at the fireplace.





John   I’m glad you didn’t let them take this out.


I said …


George.




George’s Mother comes on through the door, revealing the stairs.





George   What say?


John   Nothing.


Mother   What am I looking for?


John   I said I’m glad you haven’t taken out the stove.


Mother   Oh yes. Clean pinny. I’ve got it on. Tt. Tt.


John   Can I do anything?


George   No.


Mother   Do you want a clean shirt, George?


John   I’m going to the car.


George   What?


Mother   Do you want a clean shirt? 


John   I’m going to get something from the car.


Mother   George.


John   George.


George   What?


John   I’m going to get something from the car.


George   OK.




John exits.





Mother   Do you?


George   What?


Mother   Do you want an evening shirt?


George.


George   What?


Mother   Do you want a clean shirt?


George   Of course I want a clean shirt.


Mother   Do you want one of your decent ones?


George   You mean am I going out? I might have to go up later to give him a hand. There’s a cow about to calve. So I’m not going out. Right?


Where’s the towel?


Mother   There’s a clean one in here.




George comes into the living room wearing different trousers and without a shirt.





George   Give us.


Mother   Why are you so late? He’s got you doing the work of two men.


George   There’s Charlie. We manage. 


Mother   He used to have more than you and Charlie. He needs more than two men. He’s always been tight. His father was the same.


What shirt do you want?


George   It doesn’t matter which one I want. I’m not going out.


Mother   Aren’t you going to your play?


This’ll do you, then.




He takes the shirt she offers and puts it on.





Have you shaved?


George   Aye. All right? (Proffers his chin.)


Mother   Yes.


George   I need a new packet of blades.


Mother   One of them T-shirts do you?


George   Nay.


Mother   Under your shirt. Arthur wears them.


George   Aye, it’s a pair of real jeans I’d like. American jeans. Aye, you get them too big, right? You put them on, right? You get in the bath, right? And they shrink to fit you.


Mother   See you shrinking jeans in a zinc bath in here. Come on, your dinner’s been ready long since.


George   My trousers upstairs?




He goes upstairs. She picks up the shirt and towel.





Mother   Doreen’s supposed to be calling for me later. I don’t really want to go.




He comes back down. 





George   Where’s my trousers?


Mother   Here’s your trousers and your socks.


George   What my trousers doing down here?


Mother   Come on. Come on.


George   Nay, I’m not changing my trousers down here.


Mother   I’ll save your modesty and get your dinner. I’ve put it up for you. It’s his fault if it’s spoiled. I thought you’d be in before this. I swore I heard you whistling.


George   You sit down. I’ll get it.


Mother   No.


George   You’re supposed to be taking things easy.


Mother   I can’t be doing nothing all day. I only just made the beds. I had a lie-down.


George   Don’t give me too much now.


Mother   I already put it up. I told you.




Exits to the kitchen. He changes his trousers.





Mother   Did you bring me some milk?


George   Yes. Yes. Of course I brought you some milk. Do I ever forget?




She enters with his dinner, holding the plate with a tea towel.





Mother   That b— door. That oven door out there …


George   Mother.


Mother   Now watch the plate, it’s hot.


George   Put these on the line, Mother. (Gives her his trousers and sits down to eat.)


Mother   They need washing. 


George   No. Just put them on the line.


Mother   No. I’ll wash them. They’re rotten. They wash easy, these.


George   You want a washing machine.


Mother   What would I do with a washing machine?


George   One of them Rolls. I’m getting you one of them.


Mother   No.


Mind you, our Barbara, she swears by hers.


George   I’m getting you one. They’re cracking. They’re not a lot. Weekly they’re not.




She goes out into the kitchen with the dirty things.





Hey, Mother. They’re going on holiday, the gaffer and her.


Mother   (coming back in) She always goes on holiday.


George   Aye. But they’re going to Spain, both of them.


Mother   What’s wrong with Bridlington?


It’s nice for some. He won’t go. Who’s going to manage for him? He’s too mean.


George   I shan’t worry, me.


Mother   He won’t go. He’d have to get someone in.


What happened to your play? You haven’t been going to your play. Isn’t it tonight you go?


George   No.


Mother   You never went last week neither.


George   I know. I never went the week before either.


Mother   No.


George   You were bad. 


Mother   That was no reason not to go.


George   Leave off, Mother.


Mother   It’s no bother to me. I thought you’d never stick it.




Barbara comes in through the back door and into the living room.





Mother   Is that you, Barbara?


Barbara   You seen my lad, Mother?


Mother   No.


Barbara   You had my lad with you, George?


Mother   Don’t eat so fast, George. Don’t be such a guts.


Do you want a cup of tea, Barbara? I’m going to make one now.


Barbara   Have you?


George   No. He’s too old for us now. I haven’t seen him for weeks. We could do with him, too.


Barbara   He hasn’t been to school.


Mother   He should go to school.


Barbara   Didn’t you give him his dinner up here?


Mother   No. I haven’t seen him.


Barbara   He’s going wild, he is.


Mother   He’s not wild. He’s not. He’s not a bad lad. He’s in with some bad uns on that estate. That’s what it’ll be. I couldn’t live down there.


Barbara   Well, I wouldn’t like to live stuck up here again, I can tell you, Mother, like you, without a bath and a lavatory outside. 


Mother   Hear that, George?


Barbara   I thought he’d had his dinner up here.


Mother   He’ll not have gone far. You know lads. Anyway, he finishes school soon. He’ll soon be working.


Barbara   I thought he might start work with you. Arthur don’t want it.


Mother   It’s hard work on a farm.


Barbara   Lucky there’s plenty of work about.


Mother   Put him to a trade. You can’t go wrong.


Have you finished?


George   Yes. Nothing wrong with that, Mother.




She takes his plate.





Mother   Do you want afters?


George   Aye. Go on.


Mother   Doreen made me a pie.


Barbara   Did she? Hear that, George? Doreen’s made you a pie.


Mother   She’s got a touch with pastry.


George   And you, Mother. You have.


Mother   I had one time. I can’t go baking now. (She goes into the kitchen and brings back a pie. She serves George a slice.)


Barbara   Doreen making you pies now then, George.


George   You can shut it an’ all.


Mother   Here we are.


Barbara   You want custard with that. 


Mother   He won’t have custard. He don’t like custard.


George   What do you mean, I don’t like custard?


Mother   You don’t. Do you want custard?


George   No.


Mother   Do you want Carnation?


George   Aye.


Mother   See, he don’t like custard.


George   That doesn’t mean I don’t like custard.


Mother   Where’s the Carnation?


George   Telling me what I like.


Mother   I’m your mother. I know what you like.


Barbara   And don’t you see he gets it, Mother.


Mother   Now. Now. You. (She goes out to get the Carnation and then goes back to make the tea.)


Barbara   Our George’ll never get married, Mother. You spoil him too much.


Mother   Aye.


Barbara   Will you, George?


George   I got it too good here, Barbara.


Barbara   You have.


George   And I’ve seen too much of other people’s marriages, Barbara. You and Arthur, for one.


Barbara   Oh, you can be nasty.


He can be nasty sometimes, Mother.




Mother gives Barbara and George tea. 





Mother   What lasses are there round here for him, anyway?


Barbara   Doreen.


Mother   Do you think?


Barbara   She made him a pie. I don’t know what he’s waiting for.


George   I’ll not leave you, Mother.


Barbara   You know when you’re on to a good thing.


George   Aye.


Mother   You’ve got more sense.


Barbara   You’ll be fifty before you know it, wearing glasses and thinking you’re eighteen.


George   She’s a cheeky bitch. Keep this shut a bit, Barbara.


Mother   Still, I’d like to see him settled. Someone’s missing a good husband.


He doesn’t go to his play now, Barbara. That journey’s too long for him. I said.


Barbara   No, it’s not. You catch the right bus.


Mother   Right into York.


George   Hey. Hey. I’m here, you know.


Mother   I knew he’d never stick it.


Barbara   Doreen put him in for that an’ all.


Mother   Well, he was good in that play she put on. Very good.


Barbara   He was. 


Mother   All that way into York with his work, I knew he wouldn’t make it.


Barbara   No. Well, I’d better go, I suppose.


Mother   Finish your tea, love.


Doreen’s calling for me later. I promised her I’d go to fellowship with her. I don’t feel up to it.


Barbara   You’ll like it when you get there.


George   You didn’t used to go to chapel so much, Mother.


Barbara   Doreen’s very keen on chapel.


Mother   I’ve always gone to chapel.


George   On a Sunday, aye.


Mother   Here, give me your plate. It wouldn’t do you any harm to go to chapel either.




Arthur comes in through the back door and into the living room.





Arthur   Don’t we get any tea?


Mother   Hello, Arthur. (She goes out.)


Arthur   Stay single, George. You get your tea. No question.


Mother   Do you want a cup of tea, Arthur?


Barbara   I’ll be down. I’ve been looking for our Jack.


Arthur   Well, you just missed him.


Barbara   What?


Arthur   He’s been in and out.


The girls want their tea. 


Barbara   I’ll be down now. Wait till I get hold of him. Where did he go?


Arthur   I think he said he was going over, you know … What’s his name? What’s he done anyway? What’s up?


Barbara   He’s not going to school. That’s what’s up.


Arthur   I thought he was a bit quick out.


Nice walk up. Hawthorn’s thick. Needs someone down that small field, hedging.


George   Oh aye. Let him do that.


Arthur   Needs doing. Nice up here, this weather.


Barbara   Oh, don’t start. You were glad to get out. You don’t want to live in that old place up there, do you? You don’t want to have to work like our George, do you?


Arthur   No. No. Nine-to-five. Nine-to-five. Can’t beat it, George.


George   You’re on shift work.


Arthur   Yes. Still.


Barbara   Well, what we going to do with that little ferret? It won’t be long now before he leaves school. What’s he going to do then?


Arthur   There’s plenty of jobs.


Mother   He’ll be all right. He can go with George, comes to it.


Arthur   He’ll not go labouring on a farm, I can help it. He can come to work with me.


Barbara   See?


Mother   Do you want some pie, Arthur? 


Arthur   Aye.


Barbara   We’re going now.


It’ll spoil your tea.




Mother gives him some pie.





Arthur   You going for a pint later, George?


George   I don’t know, Arthur. He might want me up there.


Mother   You two and your drinking.


Barbara   They don’t drink much, Mother.


Mother   What’s too much, some might say.


George   Oh, Mother, don’t go on. That’s chapel talking.


Mother   Ay. Ay. Arthur’s family was all chapel.


Arthur   Aye.


Barbara   Father didn’t go to chapel much, did he?


Mother   What do you know about your father?


George   Well, he wasn’t much of a chapel man, Mother.


Mother   What do you know?


George   I know.


Mother   No, he didn’t, more’s the pity.


Arthur   Ay. I tell you who was a big chapel man. Skepwith. Remember him? When I worked for him?


George   Aye.


Arthur   He was a right primitive. Always trying to get the men to sign the pledge. Aye. True.




Doreen knocks and comes in through the front door. 





Doreen   Oooo.


Barbara   Hello, Doreen.


Arthur   Hello, Doreen, how are you?


Mother   I’m not ready, Doreen. What’s the time?


Doreen   No, I only popped in to see if you’d remembered.


Arthur   It’s cracking pie, Doreen.


George   It is, Doreen.


Barbara   Spoil your tea.


Mother   No. I haven’t forgotten, Doreen.


Arthur   Great.


Mother   I don’t know whether I’m well enough to go, you know, Doreen.


Doreen   Oh, I am sorry.


George   Go on, Mother. Don’t listen to me.


Barbara   Aye, go on, Mother. Do you good to go out.


Mother   I don’t know.


Doreen   You’ll come with me. She’ll come with me. Won’t you? We won’t be long.


Barbara   Come on then, you. If you see our Jack, Mother, if he comes up here, send him home. And you, George. George.


George   Aye.


Barbara   Hey, Doreen. He’s stopped going to his play, you know.


Doreen   I didn’t know.


Barbara   He doesn’t go any more, does he, Mother? 


Mother   No. He doesn’t.


Arthur   Well, he was good in that play you did, Doreen. He was. How did you get him to do it?


Barbara   He was always good at acting in school.


George   Hey. I’m here, you know. Why don’t you shut up, Barbara?


Doreen   Have you stopped going, George?


George   I haven’t been for a couple of weeks, no.


Mother   Too far for him to go.


George   No.


Mother   Why don’t you go then?


George   That’s my business.


Mother   I knew he’d never stick it, Doreen. I don’t know how you persuaded him to go in for it in the first place.


Doreen   Well, you’ll start up again, perhaps.


Arthur   Are you coming, then?


Barbara   Aye. Tara, then. Tara, Doreen. You spoil him, making him pies.


Doreen   Well, I was baking, you know.


Arthur   Tara. You going for a pint then, George?


George   I don’t know. I’ll see how it goes up there.


Arthur   I might see you, then. I’ll be up the Carpenter’s.




They exit.





George   Right.


Mother   You’re not going drinking, are you?


George   I don’t think so. I might. I don’t know.


Our Barbara’s too nosy. 


Doreen   Well, I’ll call back for you in a minute, shall I?


Mother   Aye, go on.


Doreen   Won’t be long. (She goes.)


Mother   She’s a good girl. But I don’t want to go.


George   It’ll only be an hour.


Mother   I’ve got the pots to do.


George   I’ll do them, Mother. You go up and get ready.


Mother   There aren’t many. I’ll do them when I get back.


George   I’ll do them.


Mother   Where’s my compact?


You should have put a decent shirt on, you going drinking.


George   Mother.


Mother   Where is it?




She goes out. George clears pots and goes into the kitchen. John knocks on the front door.





George   Is that you, Doreen? She’s upstairs.




Another knock.





Come in, Doreen.




He goes to the door to find John, who is dressed differently than before.





Oh.


John   I’m sorry. I had no other way of getting in touch with you. We only had an address.


George   Come in.




John comes into the room. 





John   Have I come at a bad time? I’m sorry if I’ve come at a bad time.


George   No. No.


John   We wondered where you’d been. So I thought I’d come and see you. I just felt I should come and see you.


George   How did you get here?


John   Bus.


George   Not many buses.


John   It’s no bother. I’ve come … It’s just to say you’re so good in the play, you see. And we miss you. It’s just … It’s important for everyone to be at rehearsals, you see.


George   I know. I should have rung up. I’m sorry about that. No good on the phone.


John   No. I’m sure.




Mother enters.





Mother   Have you seen my compact, George?


Oh. I thought it was Doreen.


George   This is my mother.


Mother   There it is. (She finds the compact.)


George   He’s with the play.


Mother   Oh. Are you in it too, then?


George   No, he’s the assistant director.


John   Just came to see where George had been.


Mother   See, I told you.


George   What? 


Mother   Well, I’ll just powder my nose. Excuse me. (She goes into the kitchen.)




Doreen comes in.





Doreen   Oo. Oo. You ready? Oh.


Mother   I won’t be a minute, Doreen. Just tidying myself up.


George   He’s from the play.


(to John) Doreen saw the advert.


John   Hello.


George   He’s the assistant director.


Doreen   Oh. That’s interesting.




Mother comes in.





Mother   He’s come to sort out our George.


George   Mother.


Mother   Well, you ready, Doreen? Where’s my coat?


Doreen   It’s warm, mind. (She puts her coat on.)


Mother   Right. We won’t be long.


Doreen   I don’t expect you’ll be here when we get back.


John   No. No. I’ll have to be going soon.


Doreen   I’m looking forward to the play.


John   Good. Good.


Mother   Tara then.


John   Goodbye.


Mother   Don’t forget them pots, George.


George   Aye. 




Mother and Doreen exit.





They’ve gone to chapel. Doreen, she’s very chapel-minded. She told me about the play. Do you want anything? Can I get you anything?


John   No.


George   No? Sure?


John   Yes.


George   So.


Look, I can’t come. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have taken it on. I’m sorry. Work and that. I have to keep an eye on my mother. She’s not been too good. Sorry. I feel bad to leave her, like, if she’s poorly.


John   I see. No. I understand. I thought it was … we made you unwelcome. Or the other people …


George   No. They were nice. Everyone. Very nice, all of them. I like Peter. Very interesting man. Doesn’t put himself out much, does he? But when he stirs himself he can put his finger on it, can’t he. Won’t take no when he puts his mind to it. Gives you something to think about and I like that, me. Smokes a lot, doesn’t he? Funny how he holds his cigarette.


John   Yes.


George   Like this. (Demonstrates, holding an imaginary cigarette between his thumb and forefinger.)


‘Is it an action?’


Jesus is a nice fellow. Well, they all are. No, it’s not that. They’re all very … well … They would be … Doctors and that. I felt a bit awkward at first, until I got in the swing of it. That’s not it. No. I just can’t come. Like I said.


John   It’s … There aren’t many people like you in it. 


George   Like me?


John   You’re so right, you see. You make it sound right.


George   Do I? No.


John   You do.


George   I’m sorry you had to come all this way.


John   No. That’s all right. I’m glad I did.


George   Aye?


John   It’s lovely here, isn’t it? This must be old. How old, do you think?


George   Oh, I don’t know. Old, I suppose.


John   Is it yours? Your mother’s?


George   No. Blimey, no. No, it’s a tied cottage. Belongs to the farm.


John   So you rent it?


George   Only a few shillings. Part of the wages order.


John   What’s that?


George   Means you get other things with the job. Milk, like. If I had a working dog or owt …


John   I like that. (Points to the fireplace.)


George   Want to take it out, that.


John   No, don’t. I’m sorry. It’s … I like it.


George   Not what my mother says.


John   You could still cook on it, look.


George   Aye. Used to, my mother says. Good fire. In winter it’s cold up here. 


John   I bet.


Well, I’d better be going then, I suppose.


George   No, stay a bit.


John   Shall I? I’ll have to watch for the bus.


George   There’s plenty of buses. I’ll see you get a bus. You’ll get a bus.


You like it up here, then?


John   Beautiful.


George   I’m used to it, me.


I’ve got to go up the farm directly. I’ll take you, if you like. Show you the other cottage on the farm. Arthur – my sister’s husband – they lived there. His family. Till he was moved to a council house. It’s empty now.


John   What about these? (indicating the pots) You said you’d do them.


George   Oh, aye. No, leave it. Don’t worry about them. Do them when we come back.


I’m glad you came.


John   And me. I mean …


George   Yes. Come on. You fit? Go the back way.
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