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A Hard Rain was first performed at Above The Stag Theatre, London, on 26 February 2014. The cast was as follows:






	FRANK / ARMY OFFICIAL


	Nigel Barber







	ANGIE


	Stephanie Willson







	RUBY


	Michael Edwards







	DANNY


	Rhys Jennings







	JOSH / ARMY OFFICIAL


	Oliver Lynes







	JIMMY


	James El-Sharawy
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	Lighting Designer
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Characters


ANGIE, twenty-six to thirty


FRANK, forty to fifty-five


RUBY, male, twenty-six to thirty-five


DANNY, twenty-six


JOSH, twenty-two to twenty-six


JIMMY, sixteen


ARMY OFFICIAL 1, to be played by the actor playing Frank


ARMY OFFICIAL 2, to be played by the actor playing Josh


 


 


 


Time and Place


Almost all of the action takes place in June, 1969, in Greenwich Village, New York City.


The opening scenes of Act Two are set in autumn 1968 on a military base in the United States.


 


 


 


Note


Ruby will always wear an element of drag, which may range from slightly feminised touches and a spot of make-up to full-on drag. The look would be slightly less polished and more improvised than we might expect of a drag performer today, though at times he could be equally flamboyant and eccentric.


 


 


 


 


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




 


 


 


 


 


ACT ONE


Dark. Violent sounds. Glass breaks, a door is broken in. Shouting: some orders – ‘Line up!’ – someone is hurt, a chair is broken, we hear handcuffs, somebody is hit. It crescendos and blurs into a chaos. Then, silence, and lights up on…


 


 


 


 


Scene One


A bar, or soon to be. A very plain room with the walls mainly painted black. At the front of the stage, the audience side, are the ‘windows’ to the street, soon to be blacked out. Sunlight floods in. An entrance downstage leads off to the entrance lobby, coat check and the street. There is also an entrance upstage, to the back room of the establishment. The bar itself is pretty makeshift and little attempt has been made at decorating the room, though a few posters are scattered on the floor waiting to be hung on the walls. ANGIE and FRANK stick some of these up during the scene. There are boxes of bottles to be unpacked.


FRANK stands by the window, gazing out onto the street. At his feet, a tin of black paint. In his hand, a fat paintbrush. ANGIE is getting the bar ready. After a moment:


ANGIE. Hey, Frank. Helps if you dip the brush in the paint first.


FRANK. One of my brother’s boys was supposed to come black out the windows. Who’s manager here anyway?


ANGIE. Gee I was wondering that, cos I’m just a humble bartender working away and you’re some man staring out the window watching them street kids.


FRANK. Why do I want to watch those wasters?


ANGIE. Maybe cos you got the hots for the blond boy.


FRANK looks at her to shut her up. She shrugs. Pause.


FRANK. I don’t see no blond one.


ANGIE. How long do you give it?


FRANK. It?


ANGIE. This is the fourth bar we’ve opened in two years. It took them three weeks for the cops to shut the last place down. That’s some kind of record.


FRANK. They want bigger payments. They’re screwing us if you ask me. The Mayor’s having one of his crackdowns, it’ll blow over.


ANGIE. I don’t know. They used to just raid. Now half the time they shut places down. Do you ever think there’s got to be an easier way to make a living?


FRANK. Not with your qualifications.


ANGIE. I meant you. You got the connections.


FRANK. I made money on the last joint even in three weeks. I was thinking we could build a little stage over there. I’ll get my brother’s boys on to that too. And maybe start up some cards and roulette upstairs.


ANGIE. Do gays like to gamble?


FRANK. How should I know?


RUBY enters.


RUBY. Somebody fill me a glass then fill me in on the conversation so I can sparkle in it.


ANGIE. Ruby!


FRANK. We ain’t open. Gimme a hand here.


ANGIE. Where’ve you been?


RUBY. Around. Had to find another bar to dazzle, didn’t I. This is… nice.


ANGIE. I thought maybe they’d put you in jail after the raid.


RUBY. Honey, they kept me in two nights. Me, three queens and a drunk. Another drunk. They’d have kept me in longer but they didn’t like the singing. What are you calling it?


FRANK. The Baker’s Tavern. Joint used to be a bakery.


RUBY. Original.


FRANK. It sounds respectable. It sounds classy.


ANGIE. It justifies the prices.


FRANK smiles and taps his forehead.


FRANK. Didn’t you read the sign?


RUBY. What sign?


FRANK. Aw, Jesus, they’re supposed to have painted the name outside.


RUBY. You should open up in an old brothel next, Frank. The Whore’s Inn. Maybe she is.


ANGIE. You gonna help me, Ruby?


RUBY. Setting up a new bar on dismal resources is my speciality. In Vietnam I created a whole movie theatre from a hut and couple of sheets from the meds. We had popcorn. Good morning, Frank.


FRANK. You stop talking. Angie, did I say for you to stop working? I’m the boss here, remember.


RUBY. Honey, you don’t pay me, remember.


FRANK. I let you in for free though. (Pause.) What the hell do you do?


RUBY. Are you showing interest in another human being, Frank? (Grandly.) I have a glamorous job working in design and sales in a top-class clothing establishment.


FRANK. Does he?


ANGIE. Yeah, a glamorous part-time job in a second-hand clothes shop.


RUBY. It keeps me in underwear. Which really sets off my ankles, know what I’m saying, Franky boy. And today I must look my best. Josh is back.


ANGIE. You heard from him?


RUBY. I got a postcard.


He fishes a postcard out of somewhere and hands it to ANGIE. It is a picture of Queen Elizabeth II.


ANGIE (reads it). ‘Dear Ruby. I thought you would like to see what a real queen looks like. Yours, Josh.’ Romantic.


RUBY. He put a kiss. (Points at the kiss.) Why don’t you like him?


ANGIE. I like him. He’s just different. (Beat.) He’s going places.


RUBY. Well, just now he’s coming back from places. (Beat.) You think he’s too special for me?


ANGIE. Ain’t so special that it stopped you going home with a stevedore Thursday night.


RUBY. I hadn’t had a stevedore before.


ANGIE. I think he likes you heaps. I just don’t think that’s enough for things to last, in the end.


RUBY. Honey. Things don’t last. They just go on happening a day at a time. And another day, and another. Then you look in the mirror and, whoops, you got old. (Beat.) I shall wear pearls.


ANGIE (laughs). I just know I wouldn’t be going home with a dock worker if I had someone that handsome and clever.


FRANK. They say opposites attract.


RUBY. That’s true, I heard good things about your wife, Frank, so / maybe –


FRANK. You planning on doing any work?


RUBY. How are the lovely wife and daughter?


FRANK. Expensive. Daughter wants to go to college. Or the wife wants her to.


RUBY. I’m sure it’s worth selling your soul for.


FRANK. Angie, if Officer Kirkpatrick comes in, give him this.


He hands her an envelope.


RUBY. Romantic, did you spray it? The sweet scent of corruption…


FRANK. Cut the naive shit, Ruby. It keeps the cops off our backs, it gives you and your faggot friends somewhere to drink.


RUBY. Let’s see how much longer that lasts, Frank.


FRANK. Yeah yeah yeah.


RUBY. This little set-up’s gonna end soon enough just like prohibition ended, you know? Ask your daddy about that.


FRANK. Ruby. Back room.


FRANK exits to the back room.


RUBY. Wish I had a dollar for every man you’d said that to.


ANGIE. If you did you’d spend it all here anyway. (Beat.) I only meant don’t get hurt, Ruby. Or hurt him.


RUBY. Frank?


ANGIE. Josh.


RUBY. Cynic.


He exits after FRANK. ANGIE puts a record on the record player: ‘My Generation’ by The Who. ANGIE starts off by tidying the bar but starts to get into the music, she starts to play an imaginary guitar and does some headbanging.


DANNY enters. He is in plain clothes. ANGIE doesn’t see him. DANNY watches her a while. He grins, takes out a cigarette lighter and waves it. ANGIE turns around and sees him, she turns the music off.


ANGIE. You always creep up on women like that?


DANNY. Just admiring the performance.


ANGIE picks up the envelope and hands it to him.


ANGIE. I’m assuming this is what you been sent for.


DANNY takes the envelope. Grins and holds out his hand.


DANNY. Danny Kirkpatrick.


She doesn’t respond.


And you are?


ANGIE. Elizabeth Taylor.


DANNY. Yeah, course. Well, Liz, if… if Richard can spare you tonight, how about coming out for a meal with me.


ANGIE. I got a premiere.


DANNY. Huh?


ANGIE. I don’t want to go out with you. Okay?


She turns and starts to tidy the bar.


DANNY. You know you’re breaking the law here.


ANGIE turns back to face him.


ANGIE. I know that that’s rich coming from you. (Points at the envelope.) Don’t spend it all at once, Officer.


RUBY enters from the back room.


RUBY. It’s the devil with the blue dress on. Get the hell out of my bar!


DANNY. Excuse me, sir, but you are not the manager of this bar. Mr Ravelli is.


RUBY. Get out of my bar!


RUBY charges at DANNY, punches him and gets him in a headlock. As DANNY struggles out of it, JOSH enters. He is wearing a nice suit, and has a suitcase and a couple of bags. He puts them down and rushes to RUBY, pulling him off DANNY.


JOSH. Ruby!


DANNY shows JOSH his ID.


Shit.


DANNY. Step away, sir, or you’re under arrest. This… man just… ran at me.


JOSH. Ruby, you idiot.


RUBY. Listen to him, why dontcha. Hey, you came straight to see me?


DANNY (to RUBY). You, quiet. You’re under arrest.


ANGIE (slightly flirty). Officer, can I have a little chat with you.


ANGIE encourages DANNY to move away from RUBY and JOSH.


He just got a bit excited. It ain’t easy for him. He’s still getting over ’Nam.


DANNY. He assaulted a police officer.


ANGIE. Oh! Are you hurt, honey?


DANNY. Oh, no, I’m –


ANGIE. Look, Officer, Danny, isn’t it? About us going out tonight. How about a movie?


DANNY. You’ll come out with me?


ANGIE. Sure. If you just forget about the last few minutes.


DANNY. Aw, I don’t know.


ANGIE. Whatever movie you want.


DANNY. Yeah, okay. On one condition.


ANGIE. What’s that?


DANNY. We go and see Jungle Book.


ANGIE. Jungle Book?


DANNY. I’m a sucker for Disney.


ANGIE. Me too. Well, drop by here Thursday at eight.


DANNY. Aw, but it’s only Monday.


ANGIE. I got a bar to open before then.


DANNY. Okay. Sure. Thursday at eight.


ANGIE. See you then.


DANNY exits.


RUBY. I don’t need you to fight my battles.


ANGIE. You assaulted him, Rube. If you think I’m visiting you in jail every week to update you on Peyton Place, think again.


JOSH. Me either.


RUBY. I can look after myself. You going to tell him about Benjy?


ANGIE. I don’t hide Benjy from no one. And it’s not a real date, remember?


RUBY. What if he falls for you?


ANGIE. He’s handsome and he has a job, Ruby, he ain’t gonna fall for me. Anyway I don’t need your lectures. Josh. Welcome home.


JOSH. Thanks. When are you opening this place?


ANGIE. Tonight.


JOSH looks around, unconvinced.


You had a good vacation?


JOSH. Ha. It was a work trip, Angie. We’re expanding into Europe so I was helping set up the London office. (Beat.) But yeah it was swell!


ANGIE. Great. Now be a lamb and go away, I got a bar to get ready. I wish Frank’d send me on a work trip.


ANGIE exits to the back room.


RUBY. How did you even know about this joint?


JOSH. I went to your place to see if you were there. Bumped into Stanley.


RUBY. Did she try it on?


JOSH. Not this time.


RUBY. I wanna be naked and high with you.


RUBY kisses JOSH.


JOSH. Yeah… I’m kinda tired, Ruby. I should go home.


RUBY. I’ll come. (Pause.) What?


JOSH. Nothing, it’s just that my place will be clean, and there’s a proper bed, and… I don’t want to see you right now.


RUBY. You just got back.


JOSH. Yeah I know and I walk in here and what the hell was that about? With the cop? We talked about this, honey, you got to –


RUBY. I ain’t got to do anything. I’m fed up with it. We got Mafia on the one side and cops on the other and sometimes you just wanna shout, fuck the fuck away from me, I’m trying to dance here.


JOSH. It’s the middle of the afternoon.


RUBY. Don’t be smart. If people like you had the balls.


JOSH. People like what?


RUBY. People with decent jobs and rich moms and dads and –


JOSH. Mom and Dad work hard. I got one life. I’m not going to waste it fighting. I already have you, don’t I? (Beat.) That guy could have arrested me just now.


RUBY. Well, there you go. (Pause.) In Vietnam –


JOSH. Here we go.


RUBY (warmly). Fuck you. We had to do some stupid dangerous shit. Some general would decide we suddenly gotta move our entire camp five hundred yards overnight, or he’d have us befriending some stupid village to ‘improve their lives’ or some crap, and we’d end up giving them our every last Band-Aid and cigarette and they’d still tell the VC our every move. We’d get sent out at stupid o’clock to get shot at in the dark and if you were lucky you made it back without a massive leech stuck to your dick but at least, and this is my point, at least when some fucker died he got sent home a hero. A hero with a leech on his dick. We’re scum. You want a beer?

OEBPS/html/images/9781848423961.jpg





OEBPS/html/images/logo.jpg
4 les| S





