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Introduction
Kathy Burke

In the mid- to late 1980s I was a young character actress. I had a few nice jobs under my belt, but most of the stuff I was doing was very samey and the ‘resting’ in-between was getting on my nerves. I decided to get more involved. I produced and assistant-directed Therapy by Robert Pugh at the Old Red Lion Pub Theatre and then, when Ken McClymont became Artistic Director there, I would help him read through the piles of new plays that were sent on a weekly basis, whilst also working behind the bar of the pub for cigarette money.

Apart from the odd freebie, the only theatre I could afford to see was on the fringe, so my love for Wilde, Coward, Pinter and Orton came from reading their work or seeing film/TV adaptations. 

Because of my love at the time for these masters I was fascinated by repressed sexuality, alcoholism, bedsit land and murder, so I decided to write a play. I purposely didn’t include a character I could play myself (I was too young for Mrs Tebbit and now, thankfully, I am too old). I wanted better acting roles, of course, but felt I had to show that I could understand and empathise with characters other than short, fat girls with a love for doughnuts.

It took a few years after first writing to pluck up the courage to do a rehearsed reading. Amongst the invited audience were people who I knew were relatively rich, in the hope that I could raise some funds from here and there to put the play on, and the actor/writer/director Philip Davis who, if I got the money, I wanted as the play’s director.

It went down a storm. One of my rich friends, Simon Brint, came straight up to me after, asked how much was needed, then immediately and extremely generously said he would give me all of the money – so the begging bowl was put away. Phil Davis joined us, was exuberant about the play but said, ‘I’m not going to direct it though as I think you should direct it yourself.’ And Simon, who was now my producer said, ‘I couldn’t agree more.’ So that was that.

We started rehearsals in January 1990. I had a great time, one of the happiest and most rewarding of my career. After a quiet opening, word of mouth and (mostly) favourable reviews (my favourite of which included ‘Miss Burke’s use of language would shock a docker!’) led to a sell-out audience for three of its four-week run.

A few months later it won a Time Out Theatre Award; a few months after that it was televised by Channel 4 as part of its Small Stages season with established director Herbie Wise      (I, Claudius) taking the helm; and a few months after that it was published by Nick Hern Books in First Run 3. It was all very exciting and beautifully uplifting.

I didn’t fall in love with writing as it’s too lonely and really bloody hard, but it kicked off my passion for directing and it did lead to much better acting roles. Job done.
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Characters

GEORGE, mid- to late twenties. Not very healthy looking but has an attractive face. Quiet personality.

WEAVER, late thirties. Small and stocky. Scruffy in appearance, flash and sure of himself. A pain in the bum.

MRS TEBBIT, mid-forties. Dowdy one minute, stunning the next. Frustrated in every way.

GORDON, late forties. Smart dresser, upper-class, the ex-army type.

THOMAS, late forties to early fifties. Small and weak, a nervous wreck. Wears glasses.









 

 

 

 






The play takes place one day in a small bedsit in London, some time in the late 1950s.













 

 


ACT ONE

Scene One

Setting: the attic room of a house. A bed in one corner, a battered armchair in another. A sink with a mishmash of pots, plates and cups. A portable record player and discs scattered around it. Damp-ridden walls, old lino covers the floor. The curtains are always closed and the room is lit by a large floor lamp. The door to the room is upstage next to an old wardrobe. The whole room should give off a feeling of despair. 

Morning. GEORGE is asleep on the bed on top of the covers. He has slept in his clothes and they are a crumpled mess. There is a knock on the door. GEORGE doesn’t move. After a pause another knock, this time louder.

WEAVER (off). George?… George? Are you awake?

GEORGE (stirs slightly and looks up. Mumbles). What?

WEAVER (off). George? Wake up. Come on, I know you’re in.

GEORGE (sits up). Who is it?

WEAVER (off). ME.

GEORGE. Who?

WEAVER (off). Stop fucking about, George. It’s me, Weaver, come on, let me in.

GEORGE. What do you want?

WEAVER. Just let us in, will you. Stop playing silly buggers.

GEORGE. Hold on a minute. (Gets up, staggers to the door and opens it.)

WEAVER (entering). Fuck me, it’s freezing out there. I’ve just been up the dole, thought I’d pop in and see you as I was in the area. Hope you don’t mind.

GEORGE (goes to the sink and splashes his face with water). Do you want a cup of tea?

WEAVER. Wouldn’t mind.

GEORGE. I ain’t got no milk though.

WEAVER. Oh. You got any coffee?

GEORGE. No.

WEAVER. I don’t think I’ll bother then. I’m not being rude or anything, it’s just that I can’t stand tea without milk. I can do without it in coffee but I have to have milk in tea even if it’s just a splash. 

GEORGE. Well I ain’t got none, I’m afraid.

WEAVER. No worries. I didn’t really fancy one anyway.

GEORGE. I’ve got a drop of whisky if you’d care for it.

WEAVER. Oh I dunno. Bit early ain’t it?

GEORGE. It’s twenty-to.

WEAVER. Is it?

GEORGE. I might be a bit slow.

WEAVER. Fuck it. The pubs are open in half an hour so it wouldn’t be too out of order would it?

GEORGE (gets the whisky from the wardrobe and pours out two generous amounts). Do you want water in it?

WEAVER. Just a splash, don’t go mad.

GEORGE. There you go.

WEAVER. Smashing. Just what the doctor ordered.

Pause.

GEORGE. What a night.

WEAVER. Rough was it?

GEORGE (sits on the bed). Murder. God knows how I got home.

WEAVER. That bad? I should’ve been there.

GEORGE. You would’ve loved it.

WEAVER. I had a gyppy tummy. Don’t know what was the matter with me. I couldn’t walk.

GEORGE. You alright now?

WEAVER. Kosher. I must’ve had a bug or something.

GEORGE. Well, you missed a good night.

WEAVER. It’s always the way, ain’t it. Life can be a bit of a bollock like that.

GEORGE. Not to worry. He’s bound to have another one soon.

WEAVER. Who was there then?

GEORGE. Just the usual mob, plus a few I’d never met before. Nice people though, friendly.

WEAVER. Any women there?

GEORGE. Quite a few, as it goes.

WEAVER. Any salty ones?

GEORGE. One or two. That bird was there.

WEAVER. What bird?

GEORGE. That bird, you know.

WEAVER. What one?

GEORGE. The one with the teeth.

WEAVER. They’ve all got teeth, well, most of them have.

GEORGE. Yeah but she’s got big ones, you know, sort of goofy but not goofy, goofy, if you know what I mean.

WEAVER. What colour hair?

GEORGE. Sort of blonde-ish, oh you know her but I can’t remember her name.

WEAVER. Not Gloria?

GEORGE. No, I know Gloria, don’t I. She’s a bit plump, not fat, just a bit plump, fat arse.

WEAVER. Oh I know who you mean, that’s what’s-her-name, Janet!

GEORGE. Janet, that’s it. She asked me where you were.

WEAVER. Yeah? What did you say?

GEORGE. I said you were at home with a bad tummy; she looked a bit put out.

WEAVER. Did she? Oh that’s good. I quite like her.

GEORGE. She left with some bloke, though.

WEAVER. Did she? Who?

GEORGE. I don’t know, one of Derek’s mates.

WEAVER. What, was she with him then?

GEORGE. Well she didn’t come with him, just left with him.

WEAVER. Yeah, she’s a bit loose like that.

GEORGE. Is she?

WEAVER. Yeah. Puts it about a bit. Nice girl though.
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