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For Ali




Characters


LIV, seventeen, soft London accent


BRENDAN, twenty-one, soft London accent


CHRISTINE, forty, originally from Northern Ireland


DANNY, forty-five, originally from Northern Ireland


NAZ, twenty-eight, London accent


 


 


 


Notes on the text


A forward slash (/) in a line indicates that the following line or action should interrupt it.


A dash (-) in place of a line indicates when a characters would like to speak, or is expected to speak, but either cannot or will not say anything.


A dash at the end of a line indicates that the line trails off, or feels unfinished.


A dash at the beginning of a line indicates that the line connects directly with, or is a continuation of, the character's previous line.


 


The writer would like to thank: Sarah Dickenson, Giles Mart, Ali Taylor and the 'People With Dogs' project at Battersea Dogs Home, Polly Barclay, Niki Luscombe, Sarah and Elvis Rochford. Very special thanks to Helen and Pete Ramsden.




 


 


 


 


Scene One


A park in outer London. Late afternoon.


LIV and NAZ face each other. They’ve been running and they’re just getting their breath back. LIV is wearing a hooded top, with the hood up. She is holding a dog.


LIV. Are you sure?


NAZ. What?


LIV. I mean, are you sure that it’s –


NAZ. Course I am.


LIV. It’s just that –


NAZ. Course I’m sure.


LIV. – he looks like mine.


NAZ. Yeah? So what breed’s yours?


LIV. What d’you mean?


NAZ. What breed is your / dog?


LIV. He’s –


Like a sort of spaniel –


NAZ. A spaniel – ?


LIV. No, sorry, I meant –


NAZ. That looks nothing like a / spaniel.


LIV. A staffie.


NAZ. Well, that’s a Labrador cross.


LIV. Is it? Oh, yeah –


NAZ. So he’s not yours, is he?


LIV. No, course –


NAZ. So you can give him back.


LIV. I can see that now, yeah. God, how – (Laughs.)


How mental of me. Here.


She passes the dog back to NAZ.


Yeah, I’m sorry about that –


NAZ (patting the dog). Good boy – it’s / okay –


LIV. Was just in such a rush.


NAZ. I saw.


LIV. Rain coming. Bus coming. And I just picked up the nearest –


NAZ. I saw everything.


LIV (babbling). – like when you’re in a club, you know, and you leave in a hurry, and you go to pick up your coat and you grab whatever’s there and you get outside, and put it on, and you realise you’ve got someone else’s – you know –


NAZ. No.


LIV. Yeah, cos him and my dog, they’re both –


NAZ. – ?


LIV. Brown.


I’m really sorry, anyway. Have a nice day.


NAZ. Hang on.


LIV (backing away). Got to go.


NAZ. Oi – no –


LIV. Look, I’ve apologised –


NAZ. You were trying to steal him. Weren’t you?


Beat.


LIV (laughs). – What? No, I just explained / –


NAZ. I saw you pick him up –


LIV. By accident.


NAZ. No, it wasn’t.


I was watching the whole thing. Saw you tempt him over with the snack.


Stuck a lead on him and tried to pull, didn’t you, but he wouldn’t come so you grabbed him and ran –


LIV (laughs). You were watching me?


NAZ. From behind them bushes.


LIV. You know, if you’re a park-bench perv you’re not meant to go telling people.


NAZ. I’m not a pervert.


LIV. No? Cos you’d be good at it.


NAZ. I’m a police officer.


Beat.


LIV. You’re not a pig. You look about twelve.


NAZ shows her a warrant card.


Nice uniform, Miss Marple.


NAZ. I’m plain-clothes.


LIV. Pull the other one.


NAZ. I know you were trying to steal this dog.


And I know exactly why.


LIV. Oh, you do, do you?


NAZ. Yeah. So why don’t we talk about that.


Beat. She throws her hands up.


LIV. Okay. You got me. I wanted him.


NAZ. I realise that.


LIV. Is it my fault he’s so cute? I had to have him.


NAZ. What, cos you’re some kid who can’t control / herself?


LIV. I’m not a kid.


NAZ. No. So don’t play stupid.


Not the first dog you’ve stolen, is it?


LIV. I don’t know what you’re talking about.


NAZ (gets a notepad out, reads). Last Tuesday, 16:00 hours, you took a border collie from next to the gates.


LIV (laughs). No, I didn’t –


NAZ. Owner was distracted and didn’t notice. You led him off and ran.


Wednesday 19th, 17:30 hours, I was in the same location –


LIV. Lot of free time on your hands?


NAZ. And I saw you pick up a black Lab from the north side of the pond.


Friday 21st. 17:00 hours. You made off with an old greyhound, didn’t you? And that time I got this gut feeling, you know. Something weird.


LIV. Yeah, you.


NAZ. So I followed you home –


LIV. Bollocks you did.


NAZ. All the way out to – (Refers to notepad.) Crown Lane.


You live with your mum and your – brother, is it? Number 4.


Backs onto the fields. Big yard, must come in handy.


Your dad’s in Wandsworth. The last two / years –


LIV. Hey, don’t you talk about my dad –


NAZ. Your name’s Liv.


I’m Naz.


I hope we can be useful to each other.


He holds out his hand for her to shake. She turns as if to run.


No, please, don’t. I’m faster than you, and I know where you live.


Beat.


LIV. Fine. If you’re really going to nick me for trying to steal some mangy old mongrel, let’s just get on with it.


NAZ. Oh, so you want me to do that? Escort you home and tell your mum all about this?


LIV. –


NAZ. Let her know you been stupid enough to get caught?


LIV. I’m not stupid.


NAZ. No, I don’t think you are.


And we don’t have to tell her about this. I’ll help you, if you help me.


LIV. Handjob, is it?


NAZ. I just want some information. I know what your family do –


LIV. My mum and my brother are good people. We’re / happy –


NAZ. Please – please don’t bullshit me.


Liv, I’ve seen your place. I’ve seen your yard –


LIV. You’re bluffing.


NAZ. – and I know what goes on in your house.


LIV. Yeah?


So what’s that then?











 


 


 


 


Scene Two


Early evening, the same day. The backroom of a family house. It is within striking distance of the city, but quite isolated.


On one side there is a back door opening onto a yard, and a window facing the same direction. Opposite, there’s a front window – with a blind drawn down. There is also an internal door leading out to the hallway, stairs, and the front door. All the doors and windows have heavy locks.


One area of the room is laid out with a dining set. And in another corner there are two or three items of furniture – a cupboard, screen, perhaps a chest of drawers – crushed together so that the whole wall in that space is covered. This looks odd, but other than this the house is very ordinary. It feels lived-in, but not comfortable. Chintzy, but not cosy. There are some signs of disrepair – peeling paper, perhaps a leak – but it is not dilapidated.


CHRISTINE enters. She is wearing a business trouser-suit and carrying a smart handbag. She chucks her stuff down, kicks off her heels. She checks her watch – she’s got work to do. She goes to the light switch and flicks it. The lights come on, then fizz off.


CHRISTINE. Fuck’s sake –


She goes to the corner cupboard and fetches a toolkit, takes it out to the hallway. The sounds of her messing with a fuse box under the stairs, just offstage.


Whilst she’s gone, the back door opens and BRENDAN enters. He is carrying a McDonald’s Happy Meal box, and eating a burger. He sits down at the table, finishes the burger. Then he opens the box. Inside there’s a rabbit. He lifts it out and puts it on the table. He strokes it. Meanwhile, with his other hand, he picks his nose. The lights flicker and come on again –


BRENDAN. Ah!


CHRISTINE (shouting from offstage). Brendan, is that you?


BRENDAN (resuming the nose-picking). Course it’s me.


CHRISTINE (offstage). Good. Get your finger out your nose and tell me if the lights are back on in there.


The lights go out again.


BRENDAN. No.


And on again.


Yes.


BRENDAN puts the rabbit back in the box as he hears her returning – he is excited about it but tries to conceal this. CHRISTINE enters with the toolkit, puts it away.


You’re back –


CHRISTINE. Is your fucking sister not home yet?


BRENDAN. Mum –


CHRISTINE. She’s late again.


BRENDAN. Hey, Mum –


He is shifting from one foot to another, excited.


CHRISTINE. What’s the matter with you?


BRENDAN. I’ve got something.


CHRISTINE. Piles? Sit down, for Christ’s sake.


BRENDAN. Something that we could use tonight. I think you’ll like it –


Pushes the Happy Meal box across to her.


CHRISTINE. What’s that?


BRENDAN. Open it.


CHRISTINE. I told you, I don’t want you to save me those silly toys –


BRENDAN. No, open it, go on.


CHRISTINE opens the box.


It’s a rabbit.


CHRISTINE. I can see that.


BRENDAN. I thought Rex could have it. Training.


CHRISTINE. It’s got some kind of disease.


BRENDAN. Training log for the keep says we need to work on his reflexes.


CHRISTINE. And what kind of work is he going to get with bloody – Bugs Bunny with AIDS?


BRENDAN. I just thought –


CHRISTINE. Don’t be ridiculous, Bren, you don’t think.


BRENDAN. Sometimes, I do.


CHRISTINE. Look, no offence, sweetheart, but you’re a bit of a fucking tool sometimes, you know that? – and not the sharpest one. Put it out the back.


BRENDAN. I was trying to be / useful –


CHRISTINE. Put it out the back before it infects us all.


BRENDAN picks up the box and takes it to the back door. He opens the door and puts the rabbit outside in the yard. Comes back into the room as CHRISTINE is starting to set up again.
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