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Stones in His Pockets was first performed by Dubbeljoint Productions in 1996.


The play was revived in a new production at the Lyric Theatre, Belfast, on 3 June 1999, and was staged at the Tricycle Theatre, London, in August 1999, with the following cast:
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	CHARLIE CONLON
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It opened at the New Ambassadors Theatre, London, on 24 May 2000 and played in the West End for four years with successive cast changes.




 


 


 


 


 


 


Characters


CHARLIE CONLON, mid-thirties


JAKE QUINN, mid-thirties


CHARLIE and JAKE play all the other characters in the play:


SIMON, first A.D. (Ambitious Dublin-4 type)


AISLING, third A.D., young, pretty, anxious to impress those above her, no interest in those beneath


MICKEY, a local in his seventies, was an extra in The Quiet Man


CLEM, the director, English, quiet nature, not much understanding of the local community


SEAN, a young local lad


FIN, a young local, Sean’s friend


CAROLINE GIOVANNI, American star


JOHN, accent coach


BROTHER GERARD, local teacher


DAVE, a crew member, Cockney


JOCK CAMPBELL, Caroline’s security man, Scottish


MR HARKIN, Sean’s father


INTERVIEWER


Setting


A scenic spot near a small village in Co. Kerry




 


 


 


 


 


 


ACT ONE


CHARLIE stands front stage as if queuing up at a catering truck.


JAKE is lounging in the sun.


CHARLIE. I’ll have the lemon meringue pie please . . . I know I was up before but it’s not for me . . . it’s for my mate . . . yes he is, he is an extra I swear . . . he can’t come and get it himself because he has just sprained his ankle . . . okay . . . (To MAN behind him.) don’t shuv there’s plenty left . . . (To CATERER.) An accident report sheet? . . . he only went over on it, it’s not life threatening . . . no he doesn’t want a full dinner, he only wants the sweet . . . (To MAN behind him.) I know we are only meant to have one helping but it’s not for me . . . (To CATERER.) Look, I don’t know why he can eat a sweet and not his dinner if he’s sick, what am I, a doctor or something . . . the fella asked me to go and get him a helping of lemon meringue pie . . . fine fine . . . No problem. (Walks away.)


Jesus Christ, the Spanish Inquisition to get a bloody pudding.


JAKE. They’ve got wise to the extras . . . first couple of days ones were bringing their families down and feeding them too . . . (Laughs.) My mate has sprained his ankle . . . not very good was it . . . have you Ballycastle men no imagination . . .


CHARLIE. How do you know I am from Ballycastle?


JAKE. You were in the pub last night talking to a few of the locals . . . small town, word gets round . . . Jake Quinn . . . how are you doin’, Charlie.


CHARLIE. What is this, the caterer gettin’ on like he was trained by the RUC and you by the Special Branch . . . no fear of gettin’ homesick anyway.


JAKE. How did you end up here?


CHARLIE (furtively looks around him). You mean you don’t know . . . was there a breakdown in intelligence?


JAKE. You’re very jumpy.


CHARLIE. Have to be, man . . . I’m on the run.


SIMON. Aisling, get this lot back to work. Use a cattle prod if you have to. What about these catering vans?


AISLING. Just moving them now, Simon. Thank you. (Gesturing to vehicles.)


SIMON. I’m going to get Miss Giovanni from her Winnebago now.


AISLING. Quiet everyone, settle . . . please finish your lunch quickly before we lose the light . . . the next shot is a closeup on Maeve reacting to you . . . then we will turn the camera and have you reacting to Maeve . . . remember what you are reacting to . . . Maeve is telling you she will plead your case to her father . . . remember your positions exactly and those of you who were wearing caps . . . please put them on.


CHARLIE (to JAKE). Was I wearing a cap, I can’t remember.


JAKE (smirks). So you’re on the run then.


CHARLIE. Keep your voice down.


JAKE. On the run.


CHARLIE. Aye.


JAKE. On the run from who?


CHARLIE. The Boys . . . understand.


JAKE. Jesus . . . no messin’.


CHARLIE. Aye they weren’t bad though, they give me a head start . . . they says, Charlie, we will close our eyes and count to twenty and you run like the hammers . . . I thought that it was very dacent.


JAKE (to CHARLIE). You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to . . . only making conversation.


CHARLIE. Aye, sorry mate, it was the lemon meringue pie interrogation that got to me . . . well I am on the run, sort of . . . had a video shop that went bust . . . them Extra Vision bastards . . . I never heard one person in Ballycastle complain to me before them hures opened up . . . you know . . . if a video was out, the customers would take something else, no problem . . . the big boys move in and gullible Charlie here thinks . . . my customers are loyal.


JAKE. Look out, here she comes . . . You were just in front of me beside oul Mickey and you had your hat on.


CHARLIE. Sure it doesn’t matter.


MICKEY. Oh it will surely matter, they will check thon Polaroid and see for sure who was wearing what and you don’t want to be gettin’ yourself in trouble with your one with the yoke on her ear . . . you have to keep your nose clean for thon one has a gob on her that would turn milk.


CHARLIE (puts his cap on). Happy now, Mickey?


MICKEY. Not me, fella, I’m only warning you, if you don’t want to be replaced you do as you’re bid . . . just say nothin’ and you will be forty quid a day the wiser, that’s my motto, Jake.


JAKE. Aye right, Mickey.


CHARLIE. Right pain in the ass.


JAKE (to CHARLIE). My mother’s third cousin. Do you know that man’s famous. He’s the last surviving extra on The Quiet Man . . . but don’t get him started. Where were we . . . aye, the Extra Vision hures.


CHARLIE. Aye . . . I says to myself . . . they won’t desert me . . . my customers won’t desert me . . . I am one of them, support your own and all that . . . fuck was I wrong . . . (Mimics them.) Charlie, you have to have more than two copies of a video, Extra Vision has loads . . . Charlie you want to see the range Extra Vision has . . . then they stopped saying anything ’cos they just stopped coming . . . so I got up one morning, . . . all my plans for the future in a heap of outof-date movies . . . I couldn’t start all over again . . . started all over again so many times I’ve lost count . . . this time I just couldn’t do it . . . so I closed the door on the shop . . . videos still on the shelves, nothing touched . . . threw the tent in the boot and decided to do Ireland . . . what about you?


JAKE. Well I can’t follow that.


CHARLIE. Ah don’t mind me . . . just thought I would get it all out at once, save the locals making it up for me . . . oh and the other thing, my girlfriend dumped me too . . . talk about kicking a man when he is on the floor . . . and you’ll not believe this.


JAKE. She is going out with the manager of Extra Vision.


CHARLIE. How did you know?


JAKE. You told the story last night in the pub to a second cousin of mine.


CHARLIE. Jesus, that’s me and gin . . . bad combo . . . any way, the place is coming down with Hollywood stars . . . it’s a who’s who of who’s bonked who, and me, Charlie Conlon, is a topic of conversation . . .


JAKE. We are used to that lot . . . it’s outsiders coming in and taking jobs we don’t like.


CHARLIE. Place is coming down with outsiders . . . it’s like a bloody circus . . . there she is . . . look . . . me, Charlie Conlon only ten feet away from Caroline Giovanni . . . I’d give her one alright.


CAROLINE and JOHN, the dialect coach.


CAROLINE (as she crosses). Can I try the other earrings? These are too dingly-dangly. (Practises.) I will speak to my father, you have suffered enough.


JOHN. You’re doing great, Caroline . . . remember always to soften the a; and elongate it . . . I will speak to my father, you have suffered enough.


CAROLINE (she repeats badly). I will speak to my faaather, no . . . I will speak to my fetherr . . . shit . . .


JOHN. No Caroline, put your tongue behind your teeth.


CAROLINE. Thaaather.


JOHN. No . . . no, your bottom teeth.


CAROLINE. Faaather . . . fetthe . . . fatttther . . . shit . . . these people will think it sounds ridiculous.


JOHN. Don’t worry . . . Caroline . . . Ireland is only one per cent of the market.


CAROLINE. I want to get it right, John.


CHARLIE (to JAKE). I love that, huh . . . half of America here is playing Irish people and they say I am the outsider.


JAKE. They promised the extras would be local . . . she is gorgeous.


CHARLIE. I got it fair and square . . . saw the ad, extras wanted and they liked the look of me . . . pitched my tent and here I am . . . great money and free grub . . . it’s a gift . . . Would you . . . you know, give her one?


JAKE. No chance of getting near her.


SIMON Right, let’s go for this now. Good morning, Caroline, looking lovely this morning, love those earrings.


AISLING. Simon, will I bring Rory out yet?


SIMON. No . . . it’s bloody freezin’ . . . he will go crazy hangin’ about.


AISLING. Does Maeve not need to see him . . . you know, the big moment of electricity.


SIMON. No . . . he comes over the hill just as she turns away from the mob. It’s the next shot, (flirting) silly girl.


AISLING. I’ll go get his blankets . . . and have him stand by.


SIMON. Hey Aisling.


AISLING. Yes Simon.


SIMON. What do you call a Kerryman with brains?


AISLING. I don’t know, Simon.


SIMON. Dangerous.


They laugh.


AISLING. I don’t get it Simon.


SIMON. You will, Aisling, you will.


CHARLIE (to JAKE). What are we supposed to do?


JAKE. Look at her lookin’ at us looking dispossessed.


CHARLIE. Dispo what?


JAKE. Like this. (JAKE demonstrates.)


SIMON. Happy to go, Caroline. Turnover, Speed, mark it, alright Clem, ACTION.


They look dispossessed, music plays.


SIMON. Cut . . . beautiful, Caroline . . . Stay in your places ’til we check the gate. Someone get Caroline a cup of coffee.


JAKE (to CHARLIE). Terrible bloody accent.


CHARLIE. Doesn’t matter . . . been that many film stars playing Irish leads, everybody thinks that’s the way we talk now . . . I have my own film here . . .


JAKE. A Film?


CHARLIE. Yeah . . . I sat in my shop day after day watching movies and I says to myself . . . Charlie, you could do that so I did . . . here it is . . . and here I am right smack in the middle of the people that can make it happen . . . I’ll choose my moment and wey hey.


JAKE. I’m impressed, Charlie.


CHARLIE. Don’t grovel, you will have to audition like the rest.


CAROLINE. It’s not right, John . . . I want it to be right . . . the rhythm is wrong.


JOHN. Fine, let ’s go to the pub the night . . . mix with the locals . . . get a feel.


CAROLINE. Yeah . . . yeah I will . . . I think I would quite like that.


JOHN. . . . but be careful, Caroline, you can’t be too exact, you won’t get away with it in Hollywood, they won’t understand.


CAROLINE. Hollywood is shit, John . . . a crock of shit . . . look around this place . . . God, it’s just heaven on earth . . . I love this place . . . I’m third generation, you know, on my mother’s side . . . I do get a real feeling of belonging here, you know that. You people are so simple, uncomplicated, contented.


CHARLIE (to JAKE). It would founder you up here. That wind would cut the arse off ye.


JAKE. Be a while yet, have to turn the camera on us.


CHARLIE. So then it’s us lookin’ dispossessed, luking at her with loads of land.


JAKE. Nah, it’s not us they want, it’s the Blasket Islands.


CHARLIE (looks around). Bloody amazing.


JAKE. Yeah . . . they’ll get a big shot of the Blaskets and the peasants, then Rory comes over the hill behind us like he is walking out of the sea. When he has his line, the lot of us disappear, even the Blasket Islands.


AISLING. Quiet everyone . . . settle . . . that’s a wrap for the extras . . . we will pick this up tomorrow afternoon . . . quiet, settle . . . I want all the extras in the turf-digging scene in costume by seven a.m. tomorrow morning . . . and make sure you leave all costumes in the community centre . . . don’t be tempted to go home in them . . . quiet . . . settle . . . that is all the men in scene 37 . . . tomorrow at seven a.m. . . . breakfast will be from six.


CHARLIE has his script in his hand.


CHARLIE (to AISLING). Excuse me.


AISLING (stops him with her hand as she speaks into her walkie talkie). . . . Hi Simon . . . Yeah Kurt is mad we’re not getting to his scene . . . he was psyched up for it . . . right, will do . . . cheers Simon.


CHARLIE. Excuse me . . . (She stops him from speaking.)


AISLING. Come back, come back, come back. Listen carefully everyone . . . slight change of plan, you will be picked up at six-thirty a.m. tomorrow and taken to the location by minibus so that means everyone in costume by six . . . the minibus will leave from the community hall sharp at six-thirty . . .


CHARLIE. Excuse me.


AISLING (sharply). Yes.


CHARLIE bottles out and puts his script back in his pocket.


CHARLIE. Are the ones in the turf-diggin’ scene the same ones as the ones in the cart the day?


AISLING. Well where was the cart going?


CHARLIE (blank . . . looks around for support . . . but no-one else seems to know). I don’t know.


AISLING. Taking the men to dig the turf . . . (Stops him again.) . . . Hi Simon . . . right . . . (To CHARLIE.) Excuse me.


She leaves.


MICKEY. Don’t start gettin’ yourself noticed . . . just keep your head down and go where they put you . . . that’s how to survive as an extra.


CHARLIE. It’s the gettin’ up at the scrake, Mickey, is the killer.


MICKEY. Sure what would you be going to bed for if you have to be up for the scrake?


CHARLIE. Aye dead on, Mickey . . .


MICKEY. And don’t be going home in them boots . . . the continuity would cut the heels off you.


CHARLIE. I’ll remember that, Mickey.


MICKEY (to CHARLIE). Do you know I’m famous as I’m one of the few surviving extras on The Quiet Man . . . John Wayne called me by my first name . . . he would always refer to me as wee Mickey.


CHARLIE. Did you call him Duke?


MICKEY. No I did not, I give the man his place . . . I might one day.


JAKE. Hey Mickey, there’s the forty quid man comin’.


MICKEY (to CHARLIE). I’ll catch you later.


JAKE. He will spend that in the pub and by the morning he will owe twenty more and the morra night he will pay back the twenty straight off and by the end of the night the same thing . . . I don’t think that man’s liver could survive another movie.


SFX Interior changing room . . . showers running etc.


They start to undress and get into their day clothes during the following dialogue . . .


CHARLIE. Have you done this before?


JAKE. No but most of the town have, there was another big movie a few years back . . . the locals have got cute to it now . . . a woman that runs a guest house in the town had all her rooms full for the first time ever, a whole summer with a no-vacancies sign up, she was delighted with her self . . . this year she and her family are sleeping in a caravan at the bottom of the garden . . . she let their rooms out too . . . last time they loved the glamour and the attention with a few bob thrown in . . . this time it’s the money and the money and the money . . . sad.


CHARLIE. Sad? . . . now hold on a minute . . . me going bust to Extra Vision is sad . . . somebody making twice what they made last year is not sad . . . you miffed ’cause you didn’t get a part last time . . . not luk Irish enough.


JAKE. Nah, I was in the States.
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