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Characters


MAGGIE, early fifties


STEVEN, sixty. RP. Married to Diane


DIANE, early forties. RP


BEN, mid- to late thirties. Yorkshire. Married to Connie


CONNIE, mid- to late thirties. Yorkshire


BRUNO, early thirties. RP. Black


N.B. In the original production Maggie was Welsh but this is not essential. She could be anything but local to the village where the play is set.


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











ACT ONE


A middle-aged woman, MAGGIE, steps forward and addresses the audience.


MAGGIE. When we first arrived in the village we didn’t really know anybody. I used to go to the shops on a Wednesday. Down past the church and along that little alley by the postbox. But then one day I tripped on the cobbles and went arse over, broke all the eggs. So I thought ‘Right, I’m not doing this again’… and instead I started going the long way past the village hall. And that’s when I heard them. Glorious it was. Lifted the spirits. After that I’d look forward to it. One week it would be Motown, then it would be… Mozart or… it was lovely, they really did make a lovely sound. I used to stop and listen outside. Sit down on the bench. Join in even. Secretly. (Laughs). Then one day I thought ‘Sod this, I don’t want to be on the outside any more. I want to be on the inside.’ And I got up, walked to the door and just as I was about to go in I heard them all coming out. So then I nipped round the back and waited and sure enough out they came, all chatting and laughing. They seemed ever such a nice, friendly bunch. Which is why the following week I made sure that I arrived a bit earlier and I walked straight in bold as brass. (Beat.) Trouble is you never know with people do you, what they’re really like. What they’re capable of when they turn. Specially when they’re spurred on by everyone around them. So yes, that was my mistake really…


The lights come up slowly on CONNIE, STEVEN and DIANE in a small Yorkshire village hall. Stacked chairs in one corner and a piano. There is a main door, a side door leading to a kitchen (that we can see) and another door leading to a storeroom. The overhead light is not working. There is a ladder placed underneath it. BEN enters from the kitchen…


BEN (carrying a light bulb). Well that’s nice.




MAGGIE (still to audience). My big mistake…


CONNIE. What?


MAGGIE (to audience). Wanting to be on the inside.


BEN. Coffee’s finished and the Jaffas have been nicked.


STEVEN. No!


The light fades on MAGGIE.


Who would steal the Jaffas?


BEN. Not to mention catshit on the kitchen mat.


CONNIE. Eugh! Who’s in before us?


DIANE. It’s usually the Scouts and then fruit-pickers on a Wednesday.


CONNIE. Fruit-pickers?


DIANE. Learning English.


BEN. The cat shat on the mat.


DIANE. Ha!


CONNIE. Probably one of the Scouts.


BEN. Shitting on the mat? I sincerely / hope not.


CONNIE. The Jaffas!


DIANE. Beats tying knots…


CONNIE. I can’t sing till I have had a Jaffa. Coats the larynx. (To BEN.) Did you clear it up?


BEN. I’m on bulb duty if you hadn’t noticed, Connie. Again.


STEVEN. Someone needs to take a proper look at those electrics. Before we all go up in smoke.


CONNIE. Bloody cat. I’m not touching it. (To DIANE.) Sorry. I just can’t. It makes me… (Retches.)


STEVEN. You’ve had three kids!


CONNIE. Exactly.


BEN. They didn’t shit on the floor!




CONNIE. I’ve done my fair share.


BEN. Not on a regular basis anyway.


DIANE. Don’t worry, I’ll / do it.


STEVEN. No, no, no… not… You do the music.


STEVEN goes into the kitchen.


CONNIE. You wouldn’t catch Gareth Malone doing that.


Pause. We see STEVEN clearing up the catshit and BEN climbing the ladder to change the light bulb. DIANE sorting out music.


Remember that cruise?


BEN (fitting the bulb). Which one?


CONNIE (to DIANE). He was still playing tennis. It was some kind of freebie, three days in the Med… eat and drink as much you like. Thought I’d died and gone to heaven.


BEN fits the bulb, comes down the ladder and tests the light.


We stopped off in Barcelona. You know, in Spain…


BEN. Oh THAT Barcelona…


CONNIE. And there was us and all these Boy Scouts on some kind of a do. About two hundred of them I’m not exaggerating. Anyway, one of them recognised me from the Kellog’s ad and before I knew it I was signing autographs for the next three hours. Remember that?


BEN. No.


CONNIE. You must do. I was pregnant with Georgie.


BEN. I don’t.


The lights come on.


Wahay!


CONNIE. Why do you say that?


BEN. I don’t remember!




CONNIE. You’d just gone out of some tournament, your knees were beginning to get really bad and to cheer us up, we went on a jolly.


BEN. I remember the cruise, I remember Barcelona… the one in Spain, I just don’t remember the Boy Scouts.


CONNIE. Makes me sound like I’m making it up.


DIANE. Well the Scouts were definitely here today.


BEN. Better have a word with Akela.


STEVEN (entering). Sorted.


BEN. Give that man a medal.


CONNIE. Bruno is coming, isn’t he?


DIANE. Yes. I mean… I assume so.


STEVEN. I jolly well hope so.


DIANE (to CONNIE). How’s the house-hunting going?


CONNIE. Seeing a lovely place tomorrow.


BEN. Are we?


CONNIE. Wilton Avenue. Always wanted to live in an avenue.


STEVEN (to BEN). So you really are moving?


CONNIE. Yes.


BEN. Notice how I said that without moving my lips. Years of practice that.


STEVEN (to BEN). How’s business?


BEN. Booming. Ish. Must be, we’re moving house.


STEVEN. Anything of interest?


BEN. To you? Not really. I sold a bottle of Burgundy last week for nearly eight-fifty. Bought it three years ago for four hundred.


STEVEN. Really! In our household wine is strictly for drinking. (Moving to the piano.) Alright, everybody. I was waiting for Bruno but what the hell… the delightful and delectable ‘Across the Alley’.




CONNIE. I’ve only just got it out of my head.


DIANE. It’s catchy, isn’t it.


CONNIE. Catchy? I’ve been humming it at four o’clock in the morning all week.


BEN. That’s a relief. I thought the boiler was on the blink.


STEVEN gives them their notes on the piano.


STEVEN. Okay. Nice and bright. One, two , three / four…


He launches unexpectedly into ‘Happy Birthday’. CONNIE and BEN (in the know) sing along. DIANE caught out.


DIANE. Oh no!


The song finishes.


You told them! You said you wouldn’t!


CONNIE and BEN. Happy birthday!


BEN. Speech!


CONNIE produces a bottle of prosecco with a tag attached.


DIANE. It was meant to be a secret. Ah thank you.


BEN. Go on then.


DIANE. What?


BEN. How old?


CONNIE. You’re as young as you feel.


BEN. So how young?


DIANE. Mind your own business.


BEN. You know he’s got a big party planned, don’t you.


DIANE. No he / hasn’t.


STEVEN. No I haven’t.


BEN. One of those surprise dos when forty-three people jump out your wardrobe.


STEVEN. We don’t even know forty-three people.


BEN. Go on how old?




CONNIE. Leave her alone.


DIANE. Old enough.


BEN. Twenty-six.


DIANE. I wish.


BEN. Fifty-two.


DIANE. Stop it.


BEN. What is it with women and age. It’s just a number, isn’t it. I’m not going to think any worse of you.


DIANE. I’m sure you’re not it’s just… it’s just… I know it’s silly but…


She takes a deep breath.


I’m forty-one. Okay? Forty-one.


CONNIE. That’s nothing.


STEVEN. Tell me about it.


DIANE. I know, I know.


CONNIE. And you look fantastic. Doesn’t she?


BEN. She does.


DIANE. Thank you.


BEN. For an old lady.


CONNIE. Stop it!


DIANE laughs. BRUNO enters.


BRUNO. I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry…


BEN. Here he is…


BRUNO. Staff meeting ran over.


BEN. Up your Khyber.


CONNIE. Don’t be vulgar.


STEVEN. It’s ten past…


DIANE. He’s not that late.




BRUNO. I’m beginning to realise I have a very stressful job.


BEN. Teaching? Piece of cake.


DIANE. You don’t have Ofsted breathing down your neck.


BEN. Ofsted, schmoffsted.


BRUNO. So what have I missed?


BEN. Birthday girl.


BRUNO. I know! Happy birthday! (Doesn’t kiss her.) What else?


CONNIE. Nothing.


DIANE. Clearing up the catshit.


BRUNO. If you hum it, I’ll sing it.


He and DIANE laugh together.


STEVEN (playing a chord on the piano). We’re about to have a stab at ‘Across the Alley’… when you’re ready…


BEN. Bit high, isn’t it?


STEVEN. It’s in the same key as it was last time.


BEN. I reckon it was too high then.


STEVEN. It’s definitely in your range.


BEN. Not in these trousers, it isn’t…


MAGGIE (off). Hellooo!


STEVEN. If you change the key you change the whole… timbre of the thing.


BEN. Oh I wouldn’t want to change the ‘timbre’…


DIANE. Who’s that?


MAGGIE (off). Argh! Ow!


BEN. It’s Akela.


DIANE. Hello…?


BEN. Bringing back the Jaffas.


DIANE opens the door to reveal MAGGIE rubbing her foot.




DIANE. Hello, can I help…


MAGGIE. Ow!


DIANE. Are you alright?


MAGGIE. You must think I’m completely… I’ve got an ingrown toenail and I just managed to stub it on that big step outside…


DIANE. Oh dear. Why don’t you come in and sit down for a second?


MAGGIE. Do you mind if I do?


STEVEN. Of course not. Here…


He pulls up a chair.


MAGGIE. I’m so sorry, I’m interrupting you I know but I was standing outside listening… hoping that you’d be singing because you usually are only I couldn’t actually hear anything so I just came in a bit closer. That’s sounds awful, doesn’t it, like I’m some sort of eavesdropper. Anyway I thought maybe I’ve got it wrong and there’s no one in here but… oh yes then I heard ‘Happy Birthday’ and I saw you going in… so I knew someone was in here… And then I stubbed my flipping toe!


DIANE. Ouch.


MAGGIE. Yes ouch. But please, please just carry on. Pretend I’m not here.


STEVEN. Well we hadn’t really got going yet.


MAGGIE (to CONNIE). We’ve met before…


CONNIE. Have we?


MAGGIE. You look very familiar.


CONNIE. I don’t think so.


MAGGIE. I could have sworn…


DIANE. You’ve just moved in, haven’t you…


MAGGIE. A month ago, yes.


DIANE. Thought so. Have you settled in alright?




MAGGIE. Oh yes. I’m sure we will. Takes a while, doesn’t it. Listen tell me if I’m in your way, won’t you.


STEVEN. It’s absolutely fine but we only have the room for another hour so if you don’t mind we’ll crack on…


MAGGIE. Oh yes please do. You make such a lovely sound.


BRUNO. Flattery will get you everywhere.


MAGGIE. Whose birthday is it if you don’t mind my…


DIANE. Oh mine.


MAGGIE. Aah. Happy birthday.


DIANE. Thank you.


STEVEN. Right. From the top… on our feet… by special request. For?


MAGGIE. Oh. Maggie…


STEVEN. For Maggie.


DIANE. For Maggie’s toe.


STEVEN gives them their starting notes. They launch into ‘Across the Alley from the Alamo’ (The Mills Brothers) singing a capella. They sing well. MAGGIE listens enraptured. At the end she bursts into applause.


MAGGIE (to STEVEN). What a voice!


BEN. Thank you.


They all laugh.


MAGGIE. All of you.


STEVEN. Bit slow.


MAGGIE. That was fantastic!


STEVEN. My fault. But we’re getting there…


MAGGIE. I think you’ve got there!


BEN. Still too high.


MAGGIE. How long have you been together?


BEN. Too long.




BRUNO. Do you sing?


MAGGIE. Me!?


CONNIE. Course she does!


MAGGIE. No.


BEN. Great, you’re in.


CONNIE. Just listen to her speak.


MAGGIE. I mean I CAN sing but… no I’m a pianist really, at least I was when I was a child… quite gifted actually but… my mother wasn’t very keen, then I damaged my hand and what with one thing and another… Long story.


CONNIE. We chat more than we sing.


BEN. YOU do.


DIANE. How’s the toe?


MAGGIE. The toe? Oh the…! There you are, see!


DIANE. The power of music.


MAGGIE. You just go somewhere else, don’t you.


DIANE. You certainly do.


STEVEN. Strauss and Mozart actively lower your blood pressure. Anyway…


MAGGIE (to CONNIE). We have definitely met before. (To STEVEN.) Sorry. (To CONNIE.) I never forget a face.


DIANE. Telly.


MAGGIE. Oh! I see. Now I feel all stupid. Are you an actress then?


CONNIE. Well…


BEN. No.


CONNIE. No… not… not as such but I have done some modelling.


STEVEN. She’s being modest, she was a Bond girl once.


MAGGIE. You weren’t!




BEN. She wasn’t.


STEVEN. Sort of.


BEN. UniBond maybe.


CONNIE. I was in one scene of one film.


MAGGIE. Oh I love Daniel Craig.


CONNIE. Before him actually.


MAGGIE. Not Timothy Dalton!


BEN. Steady. She’s not THAT old.


MAGGIE. Oh I’m sorry I didn’t / mean…


CONNIE. Pierce Brosnan.


MAGGIE. Did you get to meet him?


CONNIE. Oh yes! We were in the same scene.


MAGGIE. No!


CONNIE. Yes, it was a scene around a pool and I had to get up, off this lounger and walk across the back of the shot. Nothing… you know. But we had to do it eight times. Pierce said I kept making him forget his lines. Always remember that.


MAGGIE. You would, wouldn’t you. Maybe it’s from that then.


Pause.


Although…


CONNIE. Ambre Solaire? I did a big campaign / for them.


MAGGIE. You weren’t in Lidl’s last Wednesday, were you…


CONNIE. Er…


MAGGIE. And you dropped a bottle of ketchup at the checkout desk…


CONNIE. Oh right. Yes, no I…


MAGGIE. What a mess!


CONNIE. Yes, you’re right that / was me.




BEN laughing.


MAGGIE. I knew it! I never forget a face. I remember bumping into a schoolfriend of mine. Hadn’t seen her for thirty years, hadn’t even given her a second’s thought and I recognised her instantly. And you know what, she knew exactly who I was. She even remembered the date of my birthday.


CONNIE. Right…


MAGGIE. 7th of Feb.


CONNIE (to BEN). What’s so funny?


BEN. Nothing, nothing.


MAGGIE. I thought for a moment they were going to charge you for it.


CONNIE. What?


MAGGIE. The ketchup.


CONNIE. Oh… no. They didn’t.


MAGGIE. Good.


STEVEN. If you don’t mind we’ll keep going but you’re very welcome to stay.


MAGGIE. Thank you but I’ve got a doctor’s appointment.


STEVEN. Dr Brewer?


MAGGIE. Er…


STEVEN. Evening surgery?


MAGGIE. Yes.


BRUNO. Dr Brewer. One eyebrow. Straight across both eyes. Bit scary.


MAGGIE. Is he?


BRUNO. She.


MAGGIE. No!


BRUNO. ’Fraid so.




MAGGIE. Anyway, nice to have met you all. See you!


Goodbyes from everyone. She exits.


STEVEN. Okay…


MAGGIE reappears almost immediately.


MAGGIE. Can I ask you a huge favour? Would you mind if I came and listened again?


STEVEN. Any objections?


STEVEN turns to the others. Everyone is fine about it.


There you go. Nem. con. A glutton for punishment.


Blackout. Lights up on BRUNO seated in a chair. He addresses an unseen interviewer.


BRUNO. Favourite colour? Black. No two ways about it. I’m not just saying it because I AM black. The right kind of black. I know, I know… that sounds weird but there are different shades of black. Jet. Coal. Onyx. Olive. Ebony. See? Depends what mood I’m in. But just put black. Favourite singer. Easy. Luther Vandross. (Beat.) You’ve never heard of Luther Vandross?! You’re kidding me! ‘Never Too Much’? (Sings a few lines from ‘Never Too Much’ by Luther Vandross.) No? You need to have words with your dad, mate. (Beat.) Ambition. Simple. To outlive my mother. Next? (Beat.) What does the…? (Beat.) What does the group mean to me? Oh man, where do I begin. Seriously. When I moved to Tapley, to be honest it wasn’t out of choice. But I used to come on holiday near here with my mum… she has connections here… so I knew what to expect. And the fact is I do like the countryside. I like the fields and the fresh air. I like… tractors, everything. The only problem was the people. A week after I got here I went for a run round some of the lanes. When I got back, there was a police helicopter overhead. I kid you not. A helicopter! Because so many people had reported seeing a suspicious-looking character. But you know the second I joined this group, I felt I belonged. They’ve been great. It’s like one big family. Squabbling the whole time. But in a healthy kind of way – (Laughs.) Seriously I would take a bullet for any one of them.




Lights up on the main room in the hall. BEN is seated at a piano playing chopsticks badly. CONNIE (eating a Jaffa Cake) and DIANE sat nearby.


DIANE. Nine years.


CONNIE. What?


BRUNO (still to interviewer). A rubber bullet obviously.



OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
THE NIGHTINGA[ES






OEBPS/images/logo.gif





