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            Premiere Production

         

         Redlands was first performed at Chichester Festival Theatre on 20 September 2024, with the following cast:

         
             

         

         Constable Flint / Daphne / News Reporter  Melody Chikakane Brown

         Michael Havers QC  Anthony Calf

         English Teacher / George Harrison / Allen Klein / Newscaster / Radio Announcer  Ben Caplan

         Cecil Havers  Clive Francis

         Nigel Havers  Louis Landau

         Dancer / Frieda  Lara Rose McCabe

         Marianne Faithfull  Emer McDaid

         Keith Richards  Brenock O’Connor

         Chief Inspector Bramley / Judge Block / RADA Principal  Sam Pay

         Carol Havers  Olivia Poulet

         PC Willis / Vivek Chakrabarti  Akshay Sharan

         Mick Jagger  Japer Talbot

         Pattie Boyd / Sheila / Shop Assistant / Female Fan / Journalist / Drama Student  Ella Tekere

         Dancer / Hawker / Policeman / Newspaper Seller / Appeal Clerk  Riley Woodford

         Sniderman / Philip Havers / Terry / Derek Carter / Cricket Commentator  Adam Young

         
             

         

         All other roles played by members of the company.

         
             

         

         Director  Justin Audibert

         Set Designer  Joanna Scotcher

         Costume Designer  Ryan Dawson Laight

         Lighting Designer  Matt Daw

         Composer and Orchestrator  Benjamin Kwasi Burrell

         Sound Designer  Claire Windsor

         Musical Director  Alan Berry

         Movement Director  Shannelle ‘Tali’ Fergus

         Casting Director  Ginny Schiller CDG

         Associate Director  Julia Head

         Associate Musical Director  Joshua Griffithvi

      

   


   
      
         vii

         
            For Lindsey Jones, my dad,

who taught me to love Rock ’n’ Roll.viii
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            Characters

         

         
            Nigel Havers

seventeen

            Michael Havers

Nigel’s father, fifties

            Carol Havers

Nigel’s mother, forties

            Mick Jagger

            Keith Richards

            Marianne Faithfull

            George Harrison

            Pattie Boyd

George’s wife

            Sniderman

            PC Willis

            Chief Inspector Gordon Bramley

fifties

            Constable Rosemary Flint

forties

            Daphne

fifties

            Vivek Chakrabarti

twenties

            Allen Klein

early fortiesx

            High Court Judge Cecil Havers

Michael’s father

            Philip Havers

Michael and Carol’s older son, nineteen

            Sheila and Frieda

secretaries

            Terry

a macho photographer in his twenties

            Judge Block

fifties/sixties

            Derek Carter

a London hack, thirties

            
                

            

            
                

            

            English Teacher

Schoolboys

Female Usher

Police Officers

Hip Shop Assistant

Male Usher

Female News Reporter

Fans

Cricket Commentator

Cricket Player

Court Clerk

Prison Guards

Journalist

Radio Announcer

Waiter

Drama Student

Principal of RADA

         

      

   


   
      
         
1
            REDLANDS
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            Note

         

         
            This is a fictionalised account, inspired by the famous ‘Redlands’ trial of the Rolling Stones.
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               Act One

            

         

         
            
               Scene One

            

         

         A young, pretty, blond-haired man of seventeen walks onto the stage. He looks at the audience and smiles. He is a little nervous.

         
            Nigel Hello. Hi. You don’t know me yet … but my name is Nigel Havers. And one day I am going to be famous. Well maybe not famous, but I’m going to be an actor. I mean, I’d very much like to be an actor. There’s only one problem –

            A camp English Teacher walks on.

            English Teacher Havers! Havers! We need your help!

            Nigel (to the audience) So right now, I’m still at school. A minor public school, in, for argument’s sake, let’s say Chichester. So it’s February 1967. And I want you to imagine that this is the moment, the actual moment when I know I must be an actor. Here on this very stage.

            Other schoolboys walk on. They carry bits of set which they start to place around Nigel. 

            They are singing quietly: the opening chorus of ‘You Can Make It If You Try’ by Ted Jarrett. 

            Nigel proceeds to warm up for his performance.

            English Teacher Havers!

            Nigel Yes, sir!

            English Teacher We need you in the forest!

            Nigel goes to go and turns back to the audience.

            Nigel (to the audience) We’re doing A Midsummer Night’s Dream. It’s by William Shakespeare. But you knew that, of course –4

            He looks at the set being assembled around him. We see the first suggestion of Keith Richards’ country house: Redlands. Baronial and pop art design combined. A battered leather sofa. Hanging Turkish lamps, Andy Warhol cushions, a low table.

            (To the audience.) It’s a very modern production.

            English Teacher These lamps will represent our trees.

            Nigel (to the audience) I can tell you now, my dad is going to absolutely hate it.

            English Teacher Havers! Please help the choir!

            Nigel Coming, sir!

            Nigel takes a last look at the audience.

            And that’s the problem, you see – my … No! I’m not going to say it – what do we say in the theatre? Show, don’t tell!

            English Teacher Havers!

            Nigel Here, sir!

            English Teacher We all have to pull our weight – even when we’ve been lucky enough to be offered a starring role.

            Nigel Yes, sir!

            The set is almost complete. Nigel helps with the finishing touches.

            English Teacher Good. Yes. Very avant-garde! Ready?

            Nigel I just hope I’m good enough.

            English Teacher Showtime, boys!! Lights and action!

            The lights change and Nigel takes his position on stage as Puck. The English Teacher is barely concealed in the wings, mouthing along with all the words.5

            Nigel (as Puck)

            
               
                  The King doth keep his revels here tonight.

                  Take heed the Queen come not within his sight,

                  For Oberon is passing fell and wrath –

               

            

            There is a commotion at the back of the theatre.

            
               
                  Because that she, as her attendant, hath

                  A lovely boy stolen from an Indian king.

                  She never had so sweet a changeling.

                  And jealous Oberon would have the child –

               

            

            Michael Havers, a handsome man in his fifties, is entering at the back of the auditorium. He is talking to the Female Usher, too loudly.

            Michael Yes, I’m terribly, sorry, I got held up at the Old Bailey. Oh, has it started? Darn it.

            Female Usher Can I see your ticket, Mr Havers?

            Michael Oh, my wife deals with that.

            Female Usher That’s fine.

            Michael I haven’t missed much, have I?

            Female Usher No, no, sir, just follow me.

            The Usher leads Michael down the stairs.

            Nigel (to the audience) This is exactly what I’m talking about.

            Michael I can’t see a bloody thing! I’m going to break my neck.

            English Teacher (to the lighting box) Hello in the box! Tarquin! Could we put some lights on for Mr Havers?

            Michael Ah! Would you be so kind? Oh, that’s much better.

            Nigel (to the audience) He drives me insane.6

            At the front of the theatre, sitting in the auditorium is Carol Havers, attractive, forties. She stands up in her seat.

            Carol For God’s sake, Michael! What’s wrong with you?

            Michael I’m coming! I’m coming! It’s only a school play for God’s sake. Sorry. Excuse me. I do beg your pardon.

            Michael stops to greet a member of the audience.

            (Improvised.) Oh hello! Nice to see you! And is this your lovely mother/wife? How are you?

            Nigel (to audience) He’s always like this.

            Carol Michael! Get here at once.

            Female Usher Your seat is at the end of the front row, sir.

            Michael Very good.

            Michael (as he makes his way to his seat, to the audience) Terribly sorry about all this. Tricky case at the Old Bailey today. Obscenity case. We were asked to consider whether the latest production at the National Theatre of Great Britain contravened Section Thirteen of the Sexual Offences act. Terrible play of course –

            Carol Michael. Nigel is acting!

            Nigel

            
               
                  And jealous Oberon would have the child –

               

            

            Michael notices his son on stage.

            Michael Oh, so he is!

            He turns to a member of the audience, by way of clarification.

            That’s my son.

            He takes in the set.7

            Oh Lord, it’s not modern dress, is it?

            Nigel (to the audience) Didn’t I tell you?

            English Teacher Yes, I just thought – I am a great devotee of Peter Brook, Mr Havers. The empty space –

            Michael I just don’t understand why you have to meddle with things.

            Carol (to Michael) That’s enough. Stop talking and sit down immediately!

            Michael All right, woman. I’ve had a very taxing day.

            Carol Well, you don’t have to make a song and dance of it.

            He sits down. Nigel is staring at him.

            Nigel (to his father) Have you quite finished?

            Michael Is he talking to me?

            Carol Of course he’s talking to you.

            English Teacher (stage whisper) Tarquin! House lights please!

            Michael Can he do that? He’s breaking the fourth wall, Carol.

            Carol It’s Shakespeare. It’s allowed.

            Michael Are you sure about that?

            Carol If you don’t shut up, I’ll be breaking a lot more than the fourth wall –

            English Teacher I SAID HOUSE LIGHTS!

            The house lights snap out.

            Nigel I’m afraid to say, Dad, our revels are not ended, not by a long shot. I hope you won’t be offended – but I have a feeling you will be. You always are. Because tonight, this 8very night, not seven miles from here, in a place called West Wittering –

            Nigel turns to the audience.

            Do you know it? … Tonight in a house called ‘Redlands’, there are some other merry wanderers of the night. I think you should meet them. Yes! And because this is theatre and in theatre anything is possible, I say: let the visions appear!

            Nigel claps his hands.

         

         
            
               Scene Two

            

         

         Lights change. They become kaleidoscopic. Music. 

         Into the ‘forest’ set tumble Mick Jagger, Keith Richards and Marianne Faithfull. They are beautiful and dressed to the hippy nines. They stand there a moment as if they are young lovers, lost in the forest. 

         Michael and Carol get up to leave the auditorium, bickering.

         
            Michael Is that it then?

            Carol Yes! We’re leaving and I’m driving.

            Michael I really should just pop and say hello to the headmaster –

            Carol No, Michael! You’ve done enough damage for one night.

            They leave. 

            On stage music starts up and the characters ‘awaken’. 

            We’re at a laid-back party at Keith’s country house, Redlands. Post acid-trip. Two of the partygoers are George Harrison, the Beatle, and his wife Pattie Boyd. Nigel looks at them for a moment and then runs off.

            George Nice pad you got here, Keith.9

            Keith Redlands? Yeah. I was lookin’ at some other houses and I just drove up here by mistake – you know, poncin’ about in my Bentley. But the moment I saw her – Grade Two listed, thatched roof, moat – I knew I had to have her. Love at first sight. I said, ‘I’m gonna buy this house,’ didn’t I, Mick?

            Mick You certainly did. And I said, ain’t it a bit posh for you, mate?

            Keith And I said nah! It needs a bit of me to balance it out. So you know what I did, George?

            George No. What did you do, Keith?

            Keith I went right up and knocked on the door. And this old geezer comes out –

            Mick Very pukka, you know –

            Keith Ex-commodore of the Royal Navy no less. Mr Hoity-Toity and me in my leathers. And I says: I’m looking to buy a house, but I made a wrong turning – and he said –

            Mick (posh accent) ‘What you need is Piggery Hall Lane’ –

            Keith And I says: ‘But what about this place? Is this for sale?’ And he says:

            Mick ‘Well there’s no sign up, but it could be for sale.’

            Keith And I looked at him and I said: ‘How much, guvnor?’

            Mick ‘Twenty thousand English pounds, my good man’ –

            Keith Thinking that’ll scare me off, like. And so I says ‘What time is it?’ – cool as you like – and he says –

            Mick ‘One o’clock.’ And course the banks are only open till three.

            Keith So, I says: ‘Are you by any chance going to be in later?’10

            Mick ‘Why yes, of course.’

            Keith ‘If I bring you twenty grand in cash, do we have a deal?’

            Mick ‘I don’t see why not. But I want it agreed by this evening or it’s off.’

            George Old school. I like it.

            Keith Right! So I zoomed up to London, just got to the bank in time, got the bread –

            Mick Twenty grand in a brown paper bag!

            Keith And by the evening I was sitting in front of the fire, signing the deeds.

            George Nice one, Keith.

            Keith I bloody love this place. Suits me, don’t it?

            Marianne It suits me better of course as I am descended from aristocracy.

            Keith Ooh Lady Muck!

            Marianne It’s true!

            Mick Yeah, you’re proper posh, baby.

            Pattie I didn’t know that about you, Marianne.

            Marianne Oh yes, Pattie, my mother is a baroness. Habsburg dynasty. We did things in the war.

            Pattie Groovy!

            Marianne goes to go.

            Mick Where you going, babe?

            Marianne I got so cold at the beach, I’m going to take a bath.

            Mick Want me to join?11

            Marianne What a good idea!

            Keith Mick! Let her take a bath, for Pete’s sake! Our Marianne is a very dirty girl.

            Marianne Piss off, Keith!

            Keith Language, Marianne!

            She leaves.

            (To Mick.) Look at you, all googly eyed! Been drinkin’ the love juice, mate?

            Mick Fuck off.

            Keith Nah, don’t get me wrong, I don’t blame you. If you get tired of her, send her my way.

            Mick You wish. You’re not her type, mate.

            They laugh companionably.

            George (Scouse accent) Keith. Me and Pattie need to be gettin’ off now.

            Keith What you talkin’ about? The night is young!

            Mick Come on, man, we’re only just getting going –

            George Sorry, Mick. Paul’s got us in the studio early.

            Keith Come here then, Georgie boy. Give us a smacker!

            They all say their goodbyes. Overlapping.

            George Stay cool, Keith.

            Keith Always, mate.

            Mick Bye, Pattie love. See you soon yeah.

            Pattie Bye, Mick. Say bye to Marianne for me.

            Keith Bye, Pats.12

            Pattie Bye, Keith.

            Mick Georgie boy!

            George See you soon, mate.

            George and Pattie leave.

            Keith Christ, I thought they’d never go! Let’s get the party started!

            Keith clicks his finger and the music changes.

            That’s more like it! Let’s be having you! Come on, Mick. Get off your arse! Show us some moves!

            Keith and Mick get up and start clapping and cavorting to the music. 

            Suddenly a young man flies through the ‘window’ as if propelled. He falls in a heap on the floor in front of Keith and Mick. He carries an attaché case. The music stops. They both stare at the intruder.

            Mick What the –

            Keith Where did he come from? Did you invite anyone else?

            Mick Nope. Seems like we’ve got ourselves an intruder.

            Keith (to the young man) Oi! I’ll have you know that I’m the lord of this particular manor and I don’t hold with gatecrashers –

            The intruder gets up.

            Sniderman (Canadian accent) Don’t be like that, Keith.

            Keith Do I know you?

            Sniderman Yeah, sure! You know me! We’ve met a bunch of times! They called me the Mad Hatter then.

            Keith goes and looks at him more closely.13

            Keith Sniderman?! Is that you? Look, Mick! It’s Sniderman, as I live and breathe!

            Mick Fuck me! Is this a dream?

            Sniderman No dream, Mick! Here at your service!

            Mick Yay! The Acid King is in our midst!

            Sniderman The very same!

            Keith What the fuck you doin’ in West Wittering?

            Sniderman I come bearing gifts!

            Sniderman clicks the lock on the attaché case. The case flips open and concertinas down, full of druggy treasures. He displays it as a travelling salesman would.

            Voilà! I got a whole psycho-delicatessen just for you. Look at this. I got zoomers, pixies, kitty flip, beans, flake, roll, bliss, crank, zip, bump, spice, dots and everyone’s favourite, a little bit of wonky. You name it. I got it. Purple haze, purple hearts, purple drank. Whatever you want. I got all your mushrooms, freshly picked today. Oh and Vicks 44. For that lickle tickle in your throat. I got it all, man. Your juice and your beans. Gear to take you up, gear to take you down … And something for the inevitable munchies afterwards. Nosh nosh nosh. Don’t say I didn’t think of everything.

            Keith I think I love you.

            At this point Marianne re-enters wearing nothing but a fur rug.

            Marianne What have I missed?

            Mick The ice-cream man, darlin’.

            Marianne Oh goody! I’m feeling a bit peckish.

            Sniderman Hello, Marianne. Like the rug.14

            Marianne I wear it well, don’t I? So come on, what have you got for me?

            Sniderman takes out a bottle of orange tablets.

            Sniderman (reverently) For you, Marianne: tonight’s special. The Tao of Dimethyltryptamine. It will help you navigate the cosmos!

            Marianne Oh! I was born to navigate the cosmos.

            Sniderman Don’t I know it!

            Keith What the hell are we waiting for then!

            Laughter. Sniderman starts handing out goodies. Everyone starts to smoke and ingest. The party gets increasingly spaced out as a very young police officer, PC Willis, runs on stage and enters a phone box. He puts some coins in the slot.

            Willis Hello? Inspector? This is PC Trevor Willis reporting from Redlands Lane. George Harrison and his lovely wife Pattie have left the building! He just drove out in a cream Mini Cooper. I repeat – the Beatle has flown! … What? Wait a minute, sir –

            He desperately puts more coins in the slot.

            (Affronted.) Yeah! Of course it was George Harrison! I think I know a Beatle when I see one – Inspector? Are you still there? Inspector?!

            But his coins have run out. 

            A police whistle. At this, other police officers run on stage, surrounding the ‘house’. They are led by Chief Inspector Gordon Bramley, a joyless man in his fifties, aided by his right-hand woman, Constable Rosemary Flint, forties, stern.

            Bramley Are we ready, Constable Flint?

            Flint Never been more ready, Chief Inspector.15

            Bramley This is it then, Rosemary.

            Flint Lead the way, Gordon.

            Bramley Let’s get the long-haired louts!

            Bramley lifts a loudspeaker to his lips. Flint turns to her men.

            Flint Get down, men!

            The other police officers crouch, ready for the raid.

            Bramley (through a loudhailer) THIS IS A POLICE RAID! OPEN UP!

            Marianne Oh my God!

            Mick What the fuck was that?

            Keith Don’t you worry! I’ve got this –

            He stands unsteadily and wobbles towards the ‘door’. Stoned.

            Mick Hey, mate! You can’t do this on your own. I’m coming with you –

            Marianne Can I come too?

            Mick We’ve got this, babe.

            Marianne No, I think I’d better come.

            Bramley (through the loudhailer) I REPEAT: THIS IS A POLICE RAID! OPEN UP AND LET US IN!

            Keith That was very loud.

            Marianne Is it a game?! Do you think we should hide?

            Mick Nah, nah, let’s check it out! Keith, look through the keyhole!

            Keith Good idea, man. Like it.

            Marianne Be careful, Keith.16

            Keith stoops unsteadily to look through the ‘keyhole’.

            Keith Fuck me.

            Marianne What is it?!

            Mick What can you see?

            Keith You’re not going to believe this – but there’s a bunch of really little people out there.

            Marianne Really?!

            Mick Wooooooooh.

            Keith Yeah. All dressed in the same clothes.

            Marianne How enchanting!

            Mick Are they leprechauns, Keith?

            Keith In Sussex? I don’t think so.

            Marianne What are they doing? Look again!

            Keith does so.

            Keith They’re just sort of – in the bushes.

            Marianne Are they frolicking?

            Keith Yeah! You know what. I think they’re fairies.

            Mick Wow! I bloody love fairies.

            Keith Me too.

            Marianne I was a fairy in another life.

            Bramley (through the loudhailer) IF YOU DO NOT OPEN THE DOOR, WE WILL BE FORCED TO BREAK IT DOWN!

            Marianne Keith. I think they want to come in!

            Keith What should we do about the fairies?

            Mick It’s cold out there, Keith.17

            Marianne Oh yes, they must be frozen, poor little things.

            Keith Right. Right.

            Mick We should let the little people warm themselves by the fire.

            Marianne We can befriend them!

            Keith YEAH!

            Keith opens the door.

            Hello, my little ones! Hail!

            Mick Hail!

            Marianne Hail! We are mortal! But don’t be scared.

            Keith You are all most welcome! Aah! Will you look at the lovely band of fairies!

            Marianne They’re all so magical!

            Mick Beautiful.

            Keith We should communicate with them.

            Mick Show them we mean no harm. But how?

            Keith Don’t worry. I speak a bit of fairy. Eeh eeh eeh eeh!

            Mick Eeh! Eeh!

            Marianne No, no it’s more like this. Ah-ah-ah-ah-ah.

            Flint Gordon, what are they doing?

            Bramley I’ve no idea, Rosemary. But I don’t like it.

            Flint Just stick to the script, Inspector. You can do this.

            Bramley (to Keith) Are you Mr Keith Richards?

            Keith You already know my name? I love that.

            Flint That’s him. That’s Richards! That’s Jagger. And she’s the girl!18

            Bramley And this, ladies and gentlemen, is a police raid.

            Marianne I think they may be trying to tell us something.

            Mick Yeah, actually, I don’t think they’re fairies, Keith.

            Marianne No, maybe not.

            Mick and Marianne back off.

            Bramley (to Keith) Are you the owner and occupier of the premises?

            Keith You’re so sweet!

            Bramley I am not sweet. I am Inspector Gordon Bramley of the West Sussex Constabulary and I have a warrant to search these premises under the Dangerous Drugs Act of 1965.

            Flint blows her police whistle very loudly. Keith, Mick and Marianne flinch.

            Flint MEN!!

            The police officers leap to their feet and invade the house. Pandemonium.

            Keith Wo, wo, wo. What is this? Hold on a minute!

            Marianne screams and pulls the fur rug tightly around her.

            Marianne Mick!

            Mick Fuck!

            Keith What do you think you’re doing?

            Mick goes and put his arm around Marianne. Sniderman grabs up his attaché case and leaps back out of the ‘window’.

            Flint Smells funny in here, doesn’t it?

            Keith That’s joss sticks, mate!19

            Bramley (to Keith) I’ll give you joss sticks. Men!

            The police officers start to dismantle the ‘set’ – carry off cushions and lamps etc.

            Bramley That’s it. Take anything suspicious. Bag it all up!

            Flint goes to Mick, who is comforting Marianne.

            Flint Oi, you. That’s enough of that. Get your dirty hands off her.

            Marianne But what if I like it?

            Flint Good God, man. Are you wearing make-up?

            Mick Are you wearing make-up?

            Flint What?

            Marianne You really should! It would take years off you.

            Mick She’s right, you know.

            Flint How dare you! Willis! Take this deviant out of my sight.

            Flint looks at Marianne.

            I’ve been sent to deal with you, young lady.

            Marianne I bet you have.

            Flint What exactly are you wearing?

            Marianne I can’t be sure, but I think it’s rabbit.

            Flint Don’t be disgusting.

            Bramley I want full body searches! Hands in the air!

            Marianne Are you certain you want me to do that?

            Flint You heard what the Inspector said.

            Marianne I’m not wearing anything underneath but okay.

            Flint Cease! Desist!20

            Bramley Common decency at all times!

            Marianne What’s the matter, don’t you like what you see? Suit yourself, babes.

            Willis searches Mick.

            Willis (to Mick) I’ve got all your records you know.

            They high-five.

            Mick Nice. Let me know if you want them signed.

            Willis Really?! Thank you. Sorry about this.

            Bramley Willis!

            Another Police Officer runs on with a tin which he proudly presents to Bramley.

            Police Officer Inspector. I found this in the kitchen!

            Bramley smells it.

            Bramley Very suspicious.

            Keith That’s Earl Grey, mate. Very nice with a bit of lemon.

            Bramley Bag it up!

            At this point Willis finds a plastic bag with four blue pills in Mick’s inner jacket pocket.

            Willis Inspector!

            Mick Oh shit.

            Marianne Mick?!

            Keith Whoopsy.

            Bramley rushes over and grabs the bag, holds it up to the light.

            Bramley Oh dear, oh dear oh dear oh dear. What do we have here then?21

            Mick and Keith exchange a glance.

            Haha! I think we got what we came for. Step down, men!

            Bramley walks up to Mick and Keith.

            What have you got to say for yourselves now then?

            The boys look at each other. They sing the first two verses and chorus of ‘Not Fade Away’ by Buddy Holly to the astonished policemen. The police snap to and Mick and Keith are placed in handcuffs and led off, as:
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