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First Presentation
            



Southwark Fair was first presented in the Cottesloe auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 10 February 2006. The cast was as follows:
         

 

Simon  Rory Kinnear
         

May  Margaret Tyzack
         

Aurek  Michael Legge
         

Alexander  Rhashan Stone
         

Angus  Simon Gleeson
         

Patrick  Con O’Neill
         

Toni  Madeleine Potter
         

 

Directed by  Nicholas Hytner
         

Designed by  Giles Cadle
         

Lighting design by  Paule Constable
         

Sound design by  Rich Walsh
         

Music by  Grant Olding
         


         



  
  
    


    
      
    

         


         


Characters





          Simon
            
        


          May
            
        


          Aurek
            
        


          Alexander
            
        


          Angus
            
        


          Patrick
            
        


          Toni
            
        

 


          Note
            
        


          If ‘Ken Livingstone’ is obscure,

replace throughout with ‘the Mayor’
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Act One







  
  
    


    
      
    


ONE





Morning. Outdoor tables at a coffee shop on Tooley Street, near London Bridge Station.
         

Simon and May are at separate tables. Simon is thirty-two. He is wearing a Cockfighter of Bermondsey T-shirt. He has a tattoo on his arm: blue-black, tribal. May is very old. She is drinking coffee. She has a thick book open on her table. A cloth shoulder-bag is on the ground next to her.
         


May   Psst. The new trainee barista is from Poland.
            


May is South African; the accent is only just discernible.
               



Simon   How do you know?
            


Simon is English.
               



May   Complain for me.
            

Simon   No.
            

May   That’s right, I forgot. You’re frightened of trainee baristas.
            

Simon   You’ve got your own pins, May: use ’em.
            

May   You could talk to him about Auschwitz.
            

Simon   Because he’s Polish?
            

May   Yes, because he’s Polish. The coffee’s bitter.
            

Simon   It’s no different.
            

May   Tell him.
            

Simon   It tastes exactly the same as last time. You can’t get them to change it, it’d be like complaining about the longevity of Cher or the theme tune to The Archers.
            

May   Why aren’t you in a suit?
            

Simon   I’m bunking off so I can meet the man I had sex with when I was fourteen during the interval of a summer school production of A Midsummer Night’s Dream. We’re having lunch at the Chop House.
            


A Waiter comes out with a cappuccino. He is twenty-four. On his T-shirt are the words ‘Trainee Barista’ in big letters. He serves the coffee to Simon.
               



May   (to the Waiter) And what time is this wedding?
            

Waiter   Ten forty-five.
            


The Waiter’s accent sounds Canadian-as-a-second-language. A phone rings, off.
               



May   That’ll be the phone, dear.
            


The Waiter exits. The ringing stops. Beat.
               



Chops?

Simon   Maybe.
            

May   With a child-molester?
            

Simon   What? No.
            

May   He’s five or six years your senior?
            

Simon   We’re the same age.
            

May   Not much of a difference now, but then …
            

Simon   You’re barking up the wrong tree. We were teenagers. We consented, we fumbled. What are you reading?
            

May   This is a biography of Eleanor Marx. Do you know who she was?
            

Simon   Karl’s wife?
            

May   Daughter.
            

Simon   It’s very thick.
            

May   It’s Volume One.
            

Simon   What did she do?
            

May   Pumped her blood through the working class in the 1880s. There’s a project they’re developing. They saw me in that episode of Catweazle, they think I have the right dark, Jewish features. Marx’s father converted but Eleanor learned Yiddish to work in the East End. You should have heard of Marx’s daughter. She was known as ‘Tussy’. A film could bring her back.
            

Simon   I see.
            

May   So I’m reading her biography.
            

Simon   Yes.
            

May   They’re considering me. They saw me in that episode of Catweazle, they thought I had her unbeautiful Prussian face.
            

Simon   Right.
            


A Man enters. He’s wearing a business suit, with a buttonhole. He is forty-five. He weaves through the tables on his way inside. He trips over May’s bag. He tries to stop his fall but crashes into Simon’s table. Simon stands immediately to help, but is unclear as to what to do.
               



May   Heavens. Are you all right?
            

Man   Yes. Fine.
            


The Man is English.
               



Simon   You sure?
            

Man   (nodding, irritated) Thanks.
            


He looks about – any witnesses?
               



Simon   It’s all right. No one saw.
            

Man   (to May) This is a walkway. People walk along it.
            


He exits inside.
               



May   Quite a tumble.
            


They give in to laughter.
               



Simon   Do you know who that was?
            


May shakes her head.
               



The Deputy Mayor. Alexander Weekes.

May   It wasn’t.
            

Simon   The GLA member for Lambeth and Southwark just went arse over tit over your bag, May.
            

May   I bought that bag in Bengal.
            


They drink their coffee.
               



I didn’t even know we had a Deputy Mayor.


She closes her eyes. Perhaps she’s asleep.
               



What’s your middle name, Simon? I’d like to put you in my will.

Simon   Don’t be stupid.
            

May   I’m not wealthy.
            

Simon   I earn enough. I’d feel guilty if I wasted it.
            

May   Discipline yourself. Create something permanent. A foundation for flautists, a refuge for abused boys.
            

Simon   You do it.
            

May   No, I want my money to go to you. Then it’s yours and you can do whatever you like with it. That’s how money works.
            

Simon   I don’t want to be in your will.
            

May   You’re going to lose your job.
            

Simon   I never take the day off.
            

May   Did you say food-poisoning?
            

Simon   I’m not a fucking idiot.
            

May   I disagree. Your new suit is too big. I saw you leaving the building on Friday, swimming in it.
            


Beat.
               



If the truth is that the person you’re meeting for lunch was a man when you were a boy, killing him mightn’t be so complicated. You’d just need poison mushrooms, like Caligula’s sister. If he was older than you – eighteen when you were fourteen, or twenty-three – then it’s justifiable. You’ll find your way through the fallout. I’d say you told me when you moved next door. I’d testify for the last three years I’ve heard screams from your nightmares while I was up making Horlicks.

Simon   I haven’t got any mushrooms. I don’t hate anyone. He’s the same age.
            

May   I’d testify.
            

Simon   There are no ladybirds on my window boxes.
            

May   Have you used pesticide?
            

Simon   Yeah.
            

May   You’ve straitjacketed them. It clamps their wings. They can’t fly or feed – on the aphids you removed from the food-chain, numbskull. It’s a long, diabolical death.
            


The Waiter comes out.
               



Don’t think I haven’t seen the champagne you’re drinking in there. I’ll be complaining to Marco.
            


He picks up her cup.
               



Acrid.

Simon   Do you have, um, a tomato and mozzarella panini coming for me?
            

Waiter   I don’t know – do I?
            

Simon   Yes … you do.
            

Waiter   OK, then.
            


He exits.
               



May   Why do you cower in front of them? Don’t cower.
            


Beat.
               



What’s his name, the beast from A Midsummer Night’s Dream?
            

Simon   Patrick. Patrick Mulligan.
            

May   Chops, with a paedophile named Patrick, Patrick Mulligan.
            

Simon   This used to be a backwater. See that pub over there? Gay men used to go there to fuck in the back room.
            

May   Clearly you’re nervous.
            

Simon   No.
            

May   And you’re underdressed for the Chop House.
            

Simon   I have to go now, May.
            

May   And the weather’s here, so out comes the tattoo. What’s that meant to prove?
            

Simon   I’ve had it for ten years.
            

May   Don’t let him get away with it.
            

Simon   I’m off.
            

May   I’m busy myself.
            


Alexander Weekes comes out of the coffee shop. He’s wearing a big, well-worn, old-fashioned, once-fashionable but now grotesque ladies’ summer straw hat, trimmed with a parrot’s head, probably real, and a peach. He passes straight through. It renders May practically speechless; gasping for words; she sits frozen, inert against her will. Simon, standing and swigging the last of his coffee, doesn’t take this in.
               



Hat. Hat. Hat.

Simon   Goodbye, May.
            





  
  
    


    
      
    


TWO





Late morning. By the Thames, outside City Hall.
         

Simon is eating a Marks and Spencer sandwich. A Bird Whistle Seller is selling irritating whistles that create birdsong. He is twenty-six. He has a backpack and a guitar in a leather cover nearby. He is demonstrating on a whistle. He pauses for breath.
         


Simon   If I buy one, do you quit?
            


The Bird Whistler smiles sadistically and resumes.
               



How much?

Bird Whistler   A pound. A bargain.
            


The Bird Whistler is Australian. He resumes whistling. He stops.
               



Finished browsing?

Simon   Would it be a legal transaction?
            

Bird Whistler   Huh?
            

Simon   Would we be breaking the law? Will you declare this income?
            

Bird Whistler   Shut up, dude. Buy the fucking bird-whistler thingummy or don’t buy the fucking bird-whistler thingummy. Carrying on about cash-in-hand, for fuck’s sake.
            

Simon   Sorry.
            

Bird Whistler   No problem, dude. So d’you want one? It authentically replicates the song of the common British blackbird, turdus merula. One for a pound. Or three for two.
            

Simon   Why would I need three?
            

Bird Whistler   Fine, two for two.
            

Simon   So, how much would four cost?
            

Bird Whistler   One bunch of fives.
            

Simon   Um. Here. Take two for one.
            

Bird Whistler   Oh, thanks, generous, extremely.
            


They transact. Simon blows his whistle.
               



Simon   You’re absolutely right, it really does sound like the song of the turdus terula.
            

Bird Whistler   Dude, it’s merula, not terula: if you’re gonna take the piss, take it with a bit of style. A bit of wit. Bit of esprit. See you when I see you. Never.
            


A sound. He looks up involuntarily. Simon does the same. A helicopter. Their eyes follow it. It gets louder and louder. Peculiar shadows. It comes close. The noise is almost unbearable.
               



Fucking Nora!
            


It recedes. The noise diminishes, the light adjusts itself. Beat.
               



Simon   So, um, have you been a bird whistler for long?
            


Beat.
               



Bird Whistler   It’s 11.27 in the bloody morning, mate. It’s just too much, all right, this outstanding condescension? I haven’t even made enough to buy breakfast yet, I don’t have to put up with –
            

Simon   Oh, would you like some of my sandwich? Tuna and cucumber.
            

Bird Whistler   No, thank you. Tuna gives me the runs.
            

Simon   Right.
            


He’s stuck with a half-eaten sandwich he no longer wants. The Bird Whistler whistles on another whistle as people pass. No sale.
               



Bird Whistler   Look, if you’re after something else, I haven’t got it. It’s turdus merula whistles, or the highway, OK?
            

Simon   My grandmother was Australian.
            


Beat.
               



Bird Whistler   My grandmother caught a fish this big.
            

Simon   My grandmother was double-jointed.
            

Bird Whistler   Mine swallowed the spider that swallowed the fly.
            

Simon   Mine was a –
            

Bird Whistler   Mine threw dwarfs at the court of King Caractacus.
            


Beat.
               



Simon   Mine has three lines in Carry On Regardless.
            

Bird Whistler   You’re joking? No bullshit? Really?
            

Simon   Well, not my grandma, my neighbour. It’s true, she really is in Carry On Regardless.
            

Bird Whistler   Cool.
            

Simon   She didn’t do much else, never made it. She was in an episode of Catweazle in 1970.
            

Bird Whistler   Groovetastic.
            


He blows his whistle.
               



Simon   How long are you in London?
            

Bird Whistler   Three more months, then I have to go. My working holiday runs out.
            

Simon   Bummer.
            

Bird Whistler   Yeah. So. Unless you can marry me or find someone who can, I’ll get back to my bird whistles and you can get back to whatever it is you do when you’re not making a complete bozo of yourself in front of total strangers.
            


He goes to his backpack and squats to get something out. The Waiter passes through. He’s wearing a long maroon jacket with a buttonhole in the lapel and a tight T-shirt: on the front are the words ‘Just Registered’ in big letters. He carries a folded Evening Standard with the headline ‘Heathrow Closed’. One hand is clasped to his forehead, over an eye, as if to stop bleeding. Tied to one of his legs is a string daisy-chain of old tin cans, as per the honeymoon-car tradition. He’s walking at a pace. Simon clocks him. Inevitably, farcically, they get in each other’s way: left, right, left. By the time the Bird Whistler stands with a bottle of water from his backpack, he can only see the Waiter’s back.
               



Simon   I. Sorry. Um. Sorry.
            


The Waiter smiles like a waiter and exits.
               



Bird Whistler   Dude.
            


He drinks.
               



That nutter trod on your toes. You went left first and cleared a path for him. He followed you: he turned his nose up at the path you’d politely made available. That’s like friendly fire, mate – and you said sorry. Doesn’t add up.

Simon   I think I know him, that’s all.
            

Bird Whistler   Dude?
            

Simon   Yeah?
            

Bird Whistler   City Hall is my patch. I’m sort of wondering if you wouldn’t mind buggering off? No offence, but you kind of drip despondency and you’re sort of scaring off my clientele.
            

Simon   Sorry.
            

Bird Whistler   I don’t want apologies, mate, I just want you to realise we’ve had the sale and there’s sort of no more need for us to function together any more?
            

Simon   Um. I have to buy a new suit.
            


Beat.
               



There’s a shop in Hay’s Galleria … and … I need someone to go yes or no. I’d ring a mate but everyone’s working. If you could just tell me whether it fits? I’ll buy you a beer. Or lunch. Except I’m meeting one of my old, um, teachers for lunch at the Chop House so it can’t be lunch. That’s why I need the suit, actually, to look, um, prosperous. Could you?
            

Bird Whistler   When you’re travelling, you have to be up for everything. Some travellers aren’t, I’ve got no time for it. You have to say yes to every crazy damn thing, ’cause then you’ll have stuff to tell your grandkids: anecdotes about large fish and very large fish. Otherwise what’s the point? It’s a big world.
            


Beat.
               



Nup.

Simon   No?
            

Bird Whistler   Nup.
            

Simon   It’s quite important I look right.
            

Bird Whistler   Bye, dude.
            

Simon   I understand.
            


The Bird Whistler whistles.
               



Bird Whistler   A pound. Only a pound.
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