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“What a Chuffin’ Pantomime” 


EXT, TUDOR SQUARE – DUSK

The last chorus of FAIRGROUND by Pulp plays.

Sheffield City Centre. A view across Tudor square to the front of the Crucible Theatre with its old (1988) façade. In the square is a Christmas tree, its lights muted. Simple Christmas lights garland the streetlamps.

A gaggle of goths saunter across the square and a baggy trousered youth on a skateboard jumps a curb. 

[bookmark: _Int_A2HQaqiX]TIMELAPSE. The streetlights flicker on, dusk turns to night and the Christmas lights shine brighter. The concrete becomes shiny with rain. Lone pedestrians dart across the square, then a surge of people blurred by the timelapse enter the theatre in seconds. Now the square is still. END TIMELAPSE.

CAPTION: Sheffield Crucible Theatre 
    DECEMBER 8th, 1988, 8.05PM.

The caption continues into the next scene.


INT, PANTO DRESSING ROOM CORRIDOR – NIGHT
 

An empty corridor, with fluorescent ceiling lights and closed green doors, 6 each side, along its length. JOSEPH (13) is dressed as a weasel bandit, complete with short ears, whiskered face paint and a long furry tail protruding from his brown woollen trousers. 

There are three Tannoy speakers at intervals near the ceiling from which we hear...

BOB NUTTER (55) (O.S.)
   (as Widow Twanky) 
Now you all warn me if you see the bad man 
coming, while I get on with the washing.

JOSEPH peers between the glazed, fire doors that lead from the FLOOR 2 stair well into one end of the corridor. To his left are half glazed double doors labelled, TO MAINSTAGE. 

CAPTION: FADE



BOB NUTTER CONT. (O.S.)
Everyone in t’village knows I’m number one 
scrubber. 
(SLOSHING)

AUDIENCE (O.S.)
(adult CHUCKLES)

BOB (O.S.)
What are-yer laffin abo-ut. This is
serious business. 

AUDIENCE (O.S.)
(louder CHUCKLES) 

JOSEPH takes a Swatch Watch from his pocket, checks the time and puts it back.
   
BOB (O.S.)
(SLOSHING) 
OOh! Disgustin’.

AUDIENCE (O.S.)
(children squeal)
Ewww !

JOSEPH steps into the corridor with exaggerated caution.

BOB (O.S.)
Ah’ve not sin stains like that since 
Grandma, God rest ‘er soul, saw Santa
come down ‘er chimney! 

JOSEPH slowly tiptoes up the corridor to his right.

AUDIENCE (O.S.)
(laughter) / 
He’s behind you.

JOSEPH glances over his shoulder, still tiptoeing forward.

BOB (O.S.)
What you lot say?

AUDIENCE (O.S.)
(louder)  
He’s behind you!

JOSEPH, with a little shake of his head, continues his 		exaggerated tip toe between the dressing room doors.



BOB (O.S.)
(CLATTER)
 I’ve spilt me load! 

AUDIENCE (O.S.)
(LAUGHTER)

At the far end JOSEPH stops and faces the last door on his left and reaches for the door handle.

AUDIENCE (O.S.)
(loudest)  
He’s behind you!!

 JOSEPH hesitates and looks around carefully.

AUDIENCE (O.S.)
(LAUGHTER)

This door is like the others, with its NUMBER 1 plate central, except; stuck above the number is a hand–sized gold star and hanging below it is an A4 laminated sign,

STAR OF THE SHOW
BOB NUTTER

JOSEPH opens the door and goes in.


INT, FLOOR 1, INSIDE BOB’S DRESSING ROOM – NIGHT

There is a thick sock over this rooms Tannoy speaker, so we only hear MUFFLED ON-STAGE ANTICS (O.S.). 

The room is lit by the pulsating lights on a small plastic Christmas tree, which casts strange light and shadows upon the interior. The walls have many posters featuring BOB NUTTER’s performances over three decades. 

The room contains; a curtained window, a camp bed with crumpled sheets, an overflowing bin, a tiled wall-sink and a free-standing clothes rail. The rail is laden with petticoats, body padding and BOB’s distinctive tweed 
overcoat.

The left wall has a long red counter with a large central mirror above it, framed by unlit bulbs. The Christmas tree is on the counter, illuminating wrapped gifts, flowers and a multitude of cards, arranged artfully on both sides of the mirror.


BEHIND THE DOOR

JOSEPH steps in and closes the door behind him. In the near right corner, previously hidden by the door, is a tallboy with a small coffin shaped case on its surface. The case has mock old fashioned travel stamps, This Way Up , and HANDLE WITH CARE and DO NOT OPEN painted on its faded leather.

JOSEPH, curiosity raised, tentatively unhooks two clasps on the case and opens the lid. It is lined with black velvet and in the shadow within he sees a white face with demonic eyes and a slack jaw with yellow teeth. It is LORD FOULMOUTH (age unknown), an old ventriloquist’s dummy. 

Joseph flinches back leaving the lid open, as the Tannoy speaker CRACKLES and we hear (as it is louder than the on-stage broadcast) an announcement.

D.S.M. (O.S.)
Wardrobe this is your call for the 
quick change with Mr Hardy. 
(beat)
5-minutes to interval. 
(MUFFLED ONSTAGE ANTICS resume)

THE COUNTER

JOSEPH steps back fearfully and turns to find and press the light switch for the mirror bulbs above the counter. He is startled again by his own weaselly reflection.  

JOSEPH hurriedly scans the cards amongst the gifts and flowers. 

Beneath the mirror there is a pad of lined paper with a long list of names scrawled in the first column of a wonkily drawn table. Beside the list are; reading glasses with a neck string, two pens (one red one green), a blue lipstick-stained tumbler with a few millimetres of whiskey within, and a brown prescription pill bottle without a lid.

JOSEPH touches, and gazes at one of the good luck cards. It is a printed photo of ROSALYN (29), the Principal Boy in the Panto. In the picture she looks like a 1950’s starlet arriving for a premier. 

JOSEPH picks up the card. Across the bottom, in thick, black, graceful cursive is written,


“To the Star of the Show
Much love forever
Rosalyn”

JOSEPH smells the card and closes his eyes. (beat)

The Tannoy speaker’s volume increases as it is switched to 		auditorium mikes.

AUDIENCE (O.S.)
   (Extended applause). 

JOSEPH untucks his shirt and slides the card up inside it. He hurriedly tucks his shirt back in and flicks off the mirror bulb switch. Returning the room to the pulsating fairy light.

Over the Tannoy speaker we hear the audience for the Panto 		MOVING and TALKING. 

In the mirror, we see LORD FOULMOUTH spring up in his coffin case. Just as a SHRIEK from a baby comes through the speaker, JOSEPH notices the reflection of the dummy staring right at him, he looks terrified and slowly turns to face it.

THE EXIT

LORD FOULMOUTH has hinged at the waist to a sitting position. The dummy wears a red bow tie, a black top hat and tails, and holds a black cane in one pale fist like a weapon.

Without taking his eyes from the dummy, JOSEPH slowly reaches for the door, inches it open, then scrambles out. The door clicks shut behind him.


INT, MAIN STAGE CORRIDOR – NIGHT

The corridor Tannoy speakers continue to broadcast the AUDIENCE INTERVAL CHATTER (O.S.)

BOB NUTTER (55), dressed as Widow Twanky the Pantomime Dame, 	waddles down the corridor towards us, with a thunderous 		expression. His blue lipstick is smudged, his wig is askew and 	    his garish frock billows.

Now we see BOB from behind, waddling towards the half-glazed doors which lead to the dressing room corridor. JOSEPH (the weasel) run towards us, on the other side of the doors, up the dressing room corridor. It is as if they will collide. 

BOB does not notice JOSEPH, as BOB is brooding on recent developments, while he walks. He adjusts his bosom, pulls out a pill from his brassiere and pops it in his mouth. Then he pushes through the doors.


INT, PANTO DRESSING ROOM CORRIDOR – NIGHT

JOSEPH’s tail disappears through the slow closing fire doors 	to the stairwell as BOB bursts into the corridor.
 
   (beat)


	EXT. SHEFFIELD CITY CENTRE – NIGHT

CAPTION:  EARLIER THAT EVENING

TRAFFIC NOISE, WATER IN GUTTERS. Council Christmas lights hang high between lampposts. It is drizzling and passersby are wrapped up warm and walk purposefully. A South Yorkshire Transport bus with cream and maroon livery pulls away from a bus stop.

At the bus stop we see JOSEPH has disembarked. He is wearing a shell suit (purple and black, harlequinesque) and high-top trainers. He puts a paperback book, DOCTOR WHO REVENGE OF THE CYBERMEN, in his small rucksack and slings it over one shoulder.

CAPTION: FADES

JOSEPH lopes up the rain wet pavement and enters a small corner shop.


INT. CORNER SHOP – NIGHT

MISTLETOE AND WINE BY CLIFF RICHARD plays on the shop’s 		radio.

JOSEPH, at the counter, places down a mars bar and a £1 note. 	 The shop keeper, a grey bearded Sikh, hands him his change.


EXT/INT. CORNER SHOP – NIGHT

BOB NUTTER, his face recognisable from the Panto poster, closes his umbrella with some difficulty and pushes into the compact shop. He wears his distinctive tweed overcoat buttoned right up. He is bulky yet nimble, squeezing into the shop passed JOSEPH who was about to leave. 



JOSEPH
    (shyly) 
Hi Mr Nutter.

Bob does not respond, and JOSEPH leaves the shop subdued. BOB points to a bottle of cheap whiskey. The shopkeeper reaches it from the shelf behind the counter and starts to put it in a paper bag.

BOB
Ta, Duck egg.


EXT. STAGE DOOR – NIGHT

TRAFFIC NOISE. Still drizzling.

JOSEPH walks towards the Crucible Theatre. He crams the last third of the chocolate bar in his mouth and throws the wrapper to the ground. The wrapper blows to join a drift of soggy 1980’s rubbish beside the theatre wall, including used McDonalds packaging, more chocolate wrappers and a tattered Sheffield Gazette dated December 8th, 1988.  

A red two-seater sports car splashes a puddle onto Joseph. Then the car parks suddenly, 15 meters further on. 

JOSEPH pauses, watching the car, he can see a woman’s legs through the open door. 

The theatre wall behind him has a large weather shielded poster.

“The Crucible Presents,
 MOTHER GOOSE
by Mark Jay and Bob Nutter
 STARRING BOB NUTTER
8th of December 1988 to the 14th of January 1989”

This poster has a montage of cast photos dominated by BOB cavorting, dressed as the pantomime dame Widow Twanky.

“WIND IN THE WILLOWS
by Kenneth Grahame
adapted by Walt Andrews

1st of December 1988 to the 7th of January 1989
in the Studio Theatre”

The second poster has an illustration in the original E.H.Shepherd style.


	EXT/INT. PHILIP’S CAR – NIGHT

PHILIP (28) sits in the driver’s seat, well-groomed and smartly dressed. ROSALYN (30) is in the passenger seat, her door open. The wipers turn on intermittently the engine purrs in neutral. It is cramped but stylish, leatherette seats, faux walnut steering wheel.

ROSALYN unbuckles her seat belt; she looks troubled and stays seated.

						PHIL
Don’t forget your good luck cards 
after all that.

	He passes her a large stylish bag from behind their seats. 		ROSALYN grabs it possessively.


PHIL CONT.
				You’ll be great. (pause) Ros. Are 
you nervous? 

						ROSALYN
It’s not my first press night Phil.
  (beat)
I just, I wasn’t expecting you to 
show up without, 
  (beat) 
after how we left things.
  (beat) 
I’m more worried about you surviving 
the show sat with my Ma.

PHIL
You know your Ma loves me.

	Rosalyn grimaces then regains her composure.

ROSALYN
I hope you both enjoy it.

						PHIL
It’s a chuffing pantomime Ros. But 
I’ve heard the Principal Boy’s a bit
of all right.
		
						ROSALYN
(unimpressed)
See you in the bar after, yah?
We really need to talk. maybe after 
my mother goes back to the Hotel.

Roslyn slides out the car and slings her bag over one shoulder. She wears a denim jacket over a flattering knee length dress. Phil looks admiringly then leans towards the open door.

						PHIL
				Look, good luck. I mean, (beat) 
break an egg.

						ROSALYN
				It’s break a leg, not egg.

						PHIL
It’s Mother Goose, get it? (pause)
Everything will be fine.

	ROSALYN leans back into the car and touches PHIL’S head...

ROSALYN
				Touch wood.


	EXT. STAGEDOOR – NIGHT

ROSLYN smiling closes the car door, then her smile drops, and she clicks gracefully up the shallow steps to the Stagedoor. The red car waits for a moment, then pulls away fast.

Unnoticed, JOSEPH begins to walk again, along the pavement and up the Stagedoor steps. 
	Across the road, in the amber glow of a streetlight, a shabby woman wearing a misshapen hat gives something to a youth on a bicycle and receives something in return.



	EXT/INT. STAGEDOOR RECEPTION – NIGHT

We follow ROSALYN in through the Stagedoor entrance, into a 	reception area halved lengthways by a wide cluttered counter.

Tannoy speakers play calming CLASSICAL MUSIC. The warm air fan above the entrance WHIRRS.
    	    
TERRY (36) reclines in a battered office chair behind the counter. He wears a black Crucible Theatre jacket, unzipped over a black polo neck. A walkie talkie and a name badge, TERRY WILLIAMS SECURITY MANAGER, hang from a lanyard round his neck. He has neat dreadlocks and a calm presence. The TV monitor beside him shows black and white security camera angles from six key points within and outside the theatre.


					TERRY
				(playfully)
			You got a flash taxi there. Or
			a new boyfriend?

ROSALYN puts her bag on the counter and leans over conspiratorially. 

ROSALYN
Don’t start Terry, that was my 
Dastardly ex. He just turned up, 
no phone call, no apology and 
Hazel Malone is coming tonight of 
all nights to scout for talent and, 
       (beat) 
I’m late/ and I think...

 	THE CLASSICAL MUSIC CUTS OUT and the Tannoy speaker CRACKLES 	then broadcasts an announcement. 

D.S.M. (O.S.)
/Ladies and Gentlemen of the Mother 
Goose company, this is your 30-minute 
call. You have 30-minutes, thank you.

CLASSICAL MUSIC RESTARTS

TERRY
You are cutting it a bit fine Ros. 

JOSEPH pushes through the entrance doors and lingers under the hot-air fan. Roslyn straightens up, and without a backwards glance, walks towards the backstage door. It BUZZES as she opens it. Terry has pressed the security lock button below the counter.

TERRY
Ey up Joe. 

				JOSEPH
(shyly) 
Hi Terry. Was that my 30-minute call.

TERRY
Nah, that was for the Panto on the 
main stage. You’ve got an hour before 
the studio performance. Oh, fu-lip Ros 
has left her bag.



JOSEPH
			(blushing)
I, I could take it to her.

JOSEPH excitedly grabs the bag and heads after Rosalyn but is too late to catch the door before it closes, so Terry BUZZES him in. JOSEPH runs through but Ros’s bag’s strap catches on the doorhandle and his momentum swings him into the wall.

Unharmed but embarrassed, JOSEPH unhooks the bag and dashes into the Backstage corridor. 

TERRY
			(to self)
Looks like puppy love, poor lad.


INT. BACK STAGE CORRIDORS - NIGHT

CLASSICAL MUSIC FADES IN AND OUT as we move between the Tannoy speakers set close to the ceilings in the corridors.

JOSEPH scampers down the corridor after ROSALYN, passed several closed side-doors. He approaches one that is propped open leading to a cavernous set building workshop, ROSALYN is turning right up ahead. 

Members of the backstage crew bustle out the open door, blocking his way, with an unwieldy bit of theatre set. They are dressed in black, wearing tool belts. Some of the crew have unusual hairstyles, tattoos and/or piercings. 

CREW 1 
I always get t’eavy end.		

JOSEPH eventually squeezes by and takes a right turn up a short flight of stairs, then turns right again towards a slowly closing GROUND FLOOR fire door.


INT. STAIRWELL - NIGHT

JOSEPH is on the GROUND FLOOR landing. It is quiet except the sound of JOSEPH’s BREATHING and ROSALYN’s HEELS ON THE STAIRS above. He glimpses her hand on the stair rail.

JOSEPH goes up the stairs, two at a time around the FLOOR 1 landing and up again towards FLOOR 2. Rosalyn is already on the FLOOR 2 landing pushing open the fire doors to the Panto dressing room corridor.


ROSALYN turns at the sound of JOSEPH’s feet. He trips on the last step and her bag flies from his grasp spilling the contents across the landing. Rosalyn gasps and scrabbles for her lipstick and hair spray before they roll through the metal stair rails and puts them back in her bag.

JOSEPH
I’m sorry, I’m sorry.

JOSEPH gathers up the spilt cards. They are postcard sized and have the printed photo of ROSALYN (as seen in an earlier scene) looking like a 1950’s starlet arriving for a premier.

One card is larger, and across its bottom in thick, black, graceful cursive is written,

“To the Star of the Show
Much love forever
Rosalyn”

JOSEPH stares at the card. 

ROSALYN snatches up a final item that had slid against the wall, and as she slips it into her jacket pocket, we see it is a pregnancy test. 

ROSALYN
Thank you, sweetie, you are an 
absolute life saver. I don’t 
know where my heads at.

ROSALYN holds her bag open for JOSEPH to put the cards in. Reluctantly he does.

ROSALYN
You okay?

JOSEPH nods mouth ajar.

ROSALYN
I have to ...
(she nods towards the door)
Thanks again, you’re a star.

ROSALYN leaves the quiet boy and enters the FLOOR 2 dressing room corridor. 

Actors in partial costume chat by open doors, exchanging good luck cards. A Wardrobe worker and an Assistant Stage Manager hurry by on errands.      


EXT. STAGEDOOR – NIGHT

TRAFFIC SOUNDS, drizzle, streetlight. BOB is tipsy and crosses the road to the Stagedoor at an angle while performing vocal warm-ups

BOB
Do, re, me, fa, so, la, ti, do.
Do, ti, la, so, 

A car drives towards him and HONKS. BOB bows and skips to the pavement. He begins a tongue twister as he walks carefully up to the stage door.  

BOB
I’m not a pheasant plucker, I’m the
pheasant plucker’s son, and I’m only 
flucking peasants, till the present
plucker comes.	

BOB pauses at the Stagedoor, gathering himself, then enters. 	

INT. STAGEDOOR – NIGHT

BOB ignores Terry and heads straight to the backstage door. Terry BUZZES him in and BOB walks through. 

On one of the security-screens the evening audience begins to stream into the theatre’s front entrance. Terry’s walkie talkie blinks a red light.

FRONT OF HOUSE MANAGER (O.S.)
Terry, we have a wheel-chair assist, 
In the Foyer.

GINA (47), the receptionist, enters from the Back Stage door, scowling. She has a file under her left arm and a Greenroom cafe jacket potato with tuna mayonnaise on a plate in her right hand. 

TERRY
You’re a sight for sore eyes.

GINA
That man goes from bad to worse.

TERRY
(standing)
Nutter by name...
     (into walkie talkie)
I’m on my way.

TERRY heads for the other internal door, FRONT OF HOUSE.


INT, FLOOR 1 TOILETS/SHOWER ROOM – NIGHT

The shower room is clean with cream tiled floor and walls. Even here the QUIET TANNOY MUSIC PLAYS but echoier.

We peer over a cubicle wall. ROSALYN has her back to us, buttoning her snug high-waisted, blue, sateen, trousers in a toilet cubicle. She is also wearing a ruffled, pale-blue shirt over a binding corset. Her hair is pulled back in a bun. She stares at a moist, Clearblue pregnancy test balanced on the cistern. She crosses the fingers of both hands.

ROSALYN
   (Quietly) 
White, white, white, white.

The test window turns blue. 
   (beat)

With THREE DEEP BREATHES she does up her final trouser button, with difficulty, and composes herself. 

TANNOY
Ladies and Gentlemen of the Mother
Goose company, this is your 15-minute 
call. You have 15-minutes thank you.


INT, FLOOR 1, OUTSIDE DRESSING ROOM 1 – NIGHT

BOB’s door, with its star and sign, is closed. Arranged along the wall on either side of it are cards and gifts from all the Panto cast; a handmade one from the BABE’s covered in stars and crowns, gifts wrapped in purple and red that could only be bottles, rectangular packages suggesting chocolates and more cards from guests in the audience. Even a flamboyant hamper with a card from MARK JAY the (co-)writer.

ROSALYN, in her androgynously dashing Squire Colin costume and make-up, approaches BOB’s dressing room door. She finds the last and largest card from her bag. She crouches gracefully and stands it with the others. 

D.S.M. (O.S.)
Ladies and Gentlemen of Mother Goose
Company. This is your ACT 1 Beginners 
call. Act 1 Beginners to the stage 
please. Stand by please all management
and technical staff. This is your Act 1 Beginners call, thank you.

Hearing the Tannoy ROSALYN rushes back down the corridor as the Beginner actors head from their dressing rooms to the Mainstage wings.

MIKAELA from the Wardrobe Department approaches BOB’s door and, after hesitating, knocks very quietly. She has a sewing case in her other hand, a fabric tape measure over her shoulder and a row of assorted pins and needles in her velvet jacket.

MIKAELA
 			  (to the door)
  Mr. Nutter do you need a/
 
The door opens suddenly. Bob Nutter is padded and clothed as Widow Twanky, in a flouncy, billowing, orange and yellow 
frock. His face is painted three quarters white, and he holds a greasepaint sponge in his left hand. BOB is proud of his Barnsley accent, even when he is theatrically posh it shines through.

BOB
(Theatrically posh)
Ah need peace! An artist needs peace.
(beat) What do ah need?


MIKAELA
You need peace.

BOB closes the door between them sharply. MIKAELA begins to walk away,

MIKAELA
You need a kick in the/ 

 BOB opens it again. He holds a wedge of cards instead of his sponge.

BOB
As you’ve nowt better to do, Y'can 
‘and these out, and,
 	(he nods towards the gifts and cards)
bring those in.


INT. FRONT OF HOUSE, MAIN FOYER – NIGHT

The Crucible Theatre Foyer is steadily filling. People make their way to the box office, toilets, and bar. CHATTER AND JAZZY MUSIC FILL THE AIR. A few ushers dressed in black are ready to help.

TERRY is opening a lift door with his key. A person in a wheelchair and their 3 friends, wait nearby. 

Behind them Philip holds the main entrance door open for MA, (Gwynedd Williams, 55). She is wearing her best maroon two piece and matching hat. Philip carries MA’s heavy maroon bag.

MA
(Welsh accent)
What a gentleman. Rosalyn is so 
lucky to have you.

PHILIP
What have you got in here Gwynedd?

MA
Call me Ma, cariad. Just some light 
sustenance I know you like my bara 
brith. Hold on a mo.

They stop mid foyer and MA rummages in the bag while Philip holds it, and she takes out a tiny jewellery box.

MA
Oh, I’m so happy Philip, I know my 
Barry (she glances up) would have 
been so proud. 

Ma opens the lid and we see an engagement ring sparkle inside.

MA
There’s romance, see.

MA hands the box to Philip, who clicks it shut and puts it in his breast pocket.

PHILIP
Thanks Gwynedd. 
(beat) 
Thanks Ma.

The Front of House Manager approaches them as they are blocking the flow of theatre goers coming in.

MA
Can you help us, bach. Philip here
has a very special request.

FADE INTO: the black and white security camera view of the Theatre Foyer.

INT, STAGE DOOR RECEPTION - NIGHT 

GINA is sat behind the counter within view of the footage of the foyer and the five other camera images on the video screen. She is reading a book ‘The 7 Habits of Highly Effective People’. Her walkie talkie is on the counter next to the remains of her dinner.

We focus on the image from the lower entrance camera and see the scruffy woman with the misshapen hat sidle in and make her way to the entrance of the downstairs toilets that is just in view on the screen.


WORD COUNT 3951
