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Characters


TAYLOR FLINT, thirties, female


LAUREN LEE, thirties, female


JAZZ ASHTON, twenties, female in transition


ANETA ŚLĄSKA, forties, female


GRACE IDLEWELL, late teens, female


NORA COOKE, fifties, female


BARBARA BUTTRICK, twenties, female


We also hear the voice of a FEMALE AMERICAN YOGI, LADY MP and ‘THERESA MAY FROM THE BREWERY’


 


 


Setting


Mighty Atoms is set in the function room of The Six Bells, a run-down 1960s-style inner-city pub in Hull. The ground-floor room is full of clutter but in the corners are magical traces of the fairground and circus.


 


 


Time


The action takes place in the present.




 


 


A Note on Boxing and Movement


Boxing and training sequences may be adapted to match the performers’ level of ability. When dialogue refers to specific movements, companies may adapt those lines accordingly. When finding the language of your production, ensure the storytelling aspects of those sequences remain.


 


 


 


 


 


 


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










 


 





Act One


Scene One


Silhouette of a young 1950s woman (BARBARA BUTTRICK), shadow-boxing. She is small in stature but what she lacks in height, she makes up for in skill and guile. Fairground music blends with the noise of a crowd. The atmosphere is visceral, the tension high, the sweat and sex of the fairground and the boxing ring combined. NORA takes the role of a fairground barker.


NORA. Ladies and gentlemen, Bosco’s Boxing and Wrestling Show presents one of the most controversial entertainments ever to be seen here in Yorkshire. Public interest has been greatly aroused by the appearance of this brave young girl. Harsh words have been spoken against her but we know we cannot condemn without having seen – and you’re seeing her now, my friends! Here at the Hoyland Common Fair it’s our very own battling Barbara Buttrick! The only girl boxer in Britain!


As BARBARA deftly moves to the applause of the crowd, we see another young woman (TAYLOR FLINT) watching from a distance of sixty years.


Miss Buttrick is eighteen years old and hails from Cottingham, Hull. Weighs seven stone, stands four-eleven in her ring-shoes and packs a seven-hundred-pound punch. Makes all her own gear, including her gumshield, and embroiders her shorts. She’s a shorthand typist and two-fisted fighter who spars with the lads. And now, friends, she is openly challenging any lass here up to nine stone in weight.


TAYLOR is looking from NORA to BARBARA.


Ring clothes supplied and a cash prize for the lass who’ll go six rounds with Battling Butt! She’s banned – yes, banned – by the Variety Artists Federation but she’s here now and throwing a challenge to you, miss? To you? Can you step up to the mark, young lady? Can you take on the Mighty Atom of the Ring?


The cheers of the crowd rise in anticipation. TAYLOR walks into the centre of the function room.











 


 


Scene Two


Week 1, Monday, present day: The Six Bells function room. TAYLOR sits, eyes closed, cross-legged and barefoot, on a yoga mat, palms upwards, arms straight, thumb and forefinger making a circle. Her mobile phone plays a Buddhist guided meditation. Ethereal chords wash under the commentary, calmly spoken by a female American YOGI.


YOGI’S VOICE. Let go… let all return to the source… deep in one’s centre, one’s core… equilibrium… calm… still…


Outside, we hear the sounds of the estate: kids shouting, dogs barking, a lorry backing up and blokes getting out.


Harmonise with the rhythm of life… the pulse of life…


Enter ANETA with a mop and bucket. When she sees TAYLOR, she turns and clatters out again.


In rhythm… in peace… the rhythm of the universe…


We hear a bin full of glass bottles tipped into the lorry. TAYLOR flinches.


Breathes through the body… one pulse, one rhythm, one breath pulsates…


Enter NORA, a bunch of keys rattling on a chain.


NORA. Morning.


Defying an arthritic hip, NORA walks across the room towards the bar.


YOGI’S VOICE. Life is breathing… here… now… in this body…


NORA. Nor’ in this one.


TAYLOR bristles but keeps her eyes closed.


YOGI’S VOICE. Do nothing… let it be…


NORA sings ‘Let It Be’ as she looks behind the bar.


Just… Be… Sit… Be still… where the life… the truth… is.


NORA. Here she is.


NORA pulls a plastic skeleton from the junk. She moves out from the bar humming ‘Nellie Murphy’. TAYLOR opens her eyes and turns off the meditation.


TAYLOR. What y’doing?


NORA. What are you?


TAYLOR. It’s not Halloween till November.


NORA shakes the skeleton out.


NORA. Weight Watchers, in’t it, tonight? Might hang her up. Motivation.


TAYLOR. You’re mad.


NORA chants a skipping rhyme as she moves the skeleton across the room.


NORA. Nellie Murphy’s got no drawers,


Won’t you kindly lend her yours?


TAYLOR. Do you mind?


NORA. It’s working, then? Your inner-peace thing, your ‘do nothing’ stuff.


TAYLOR. It was.


NORA. You’d better get back to it, then.


NORA hangs the skeleton on a nail in the wall as the ringtone-from-hell starts up.


TAYLOR. Who’s that?


NORA glances at the caller display.


NORA. Theresa May from the brewery.


TAYLOR. Well, get it.


NORA. I’m busy. I’m out.


TAYLOR. You’re never out.


NORA rejects the call.


NORA. And I’m not gettin’ talked into buying the latest computerised summat-and-nowt. Wi’ music and games and quizzes and bingo and karaoke, all-in-one for six grand. ‘It pays for itself when you’re not hiring in’ but I’ve told her ‘I don’t.’


TAYLOR. I know.


Enter ANETA, with mop and bucket.


ANETA. Are you done?


NORA. ‘I’m the DJ and bingo and karaoke.’


TAYLOR. And I’m off for a run.


ANETA. Where today?


TAYLOR. Spurn Point an’ then off the end.


NORA. ‘I get my pub quiz for free, online and I’m on the Facebook.’ So I’m notta dinosaur neither.


NORA brings an old canvas sack from the junk. ANETA starts to clean the floor.


ANETA. I cannot run for the bus.


NORA. Then she starts mouthing on about margins and profits and financial planning, and I’m thinking ‘tell me about it’. Beer duty, business rates: profits go down but rates stay as they are cos you’re valued on turnover, see? Aneta?


ANETA. Yes, I see. (She doesn’t.)


NORA. And then when turnover don’t turn no more – when you’re paying out more than you’re taking and no-buddy lends you a dime – when insurance has gone through the ’ole in the roof or your boiler’s on blink –


ANETA. You mean broken?


TAYLOR. Knackered.


NORA. What do you do? Call Eddie, who’ll fix it for pints.


ANETA. Yes but, Nora, you give him the alcohol after the job, not before.


TAYLOR. Slam-dunk.


NORA. Cos that’s what we do here, that’s what she don’t understand. We’re not just a pub, we’re an ’ub. The Six Bells: a community ’ub.


ANETA. With no heating.


NORA. It’s June.


ANETA. No hot water to clean up –


NORA. Wi’ Weight Watchers, Friday Friends, Knitting-and-Nattering, Alpha.


ANETA. What’s Alpha?


NORA. You know, the ‘get to know God’ thing.


ANETA. In here?


NORA. They can’t do it in church, no one goes.


TAYLOR. Best dig out your habit then, ey? Reverend Mum.


ANETA. Your worst habit.


NORA. I’ll be providing refreshments.


TAYLOR. A Pint an’ a Prayer? That’s her worst habit right there.


NORA. What? Keeping me business afloat?


TAYLOR. Sailing close to the wind.


NORA. Y’have to when four tins of Tennent’s are three pound in Aldi.


ANETA. But don’t push the river –


NORA. When every week, fifty pubs shut down cross country. Not fifty a year: a week.


ANETA. Don’t push the river, it flows by itself.


NORA. It does if we all pull together. If everyone round here steps up to the mark and does summat for somebody else.


TAYLOR. Yes, you’ve said.


NORA. Cos nobody’s gonna come down no more sayin’, ‘Here y’are, people: a blank cheque to build you a centre in place of the one what burned down. Oh, and here’s all the classes and clubs to go in. Here’s money for Baby Gym, Bums and Tums. Boxercise.’


ANETA. Boxercise?


NORA. Big now, in’t it?


TAYLOR. Not here.


NORA. No? It’s good for the body, the mind –


TAYLOR. And I’ve told yer, you’ve not got the gear.


NORA. I’ve not gotta bingo machine. Ping-pong balls, cardboard box: packs the place out.


ANETA. Tomato ketchup: that cleans the copper and brass.


TAYLOR. You need stuff, proper stuff.


ANETA. Like…


TAYLOR. Pads and gloves for a start.


NORA. Pads and gloves?


NORA takes a pair of old worn boxing gloves from the canvas bag.
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