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Characters

in order of appearance
SILVER JOHNNY, seventeen
SWEETS, early twenties
POTTS, early twenties
BABY, twenties

SKINNY, early twenties
MICKEY, thirties

Act One takes place upstairs at Ezra’s Atlantic in Dean Streer,
Soho, July 1958.

Act Two takes place downstairs in the club and starts around
6 p.m. on the same day.
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ACT ONE
Scene One

Upstairs at the Atlantic. SILVER JOHNN Y stands alone. We
hear the drums, the thudding bass, the screams Sfrom the club
below. SILVER JOHNNY does steps by himself, tight,
menacing, explosive, like a boxer in the seconds before a fight.
A low distorted voice announces the act, the girls scream, but
he keeps them waiting. The music rises, faster, louder. It reaches
its height, SILVER JOHNNY stands at the top of the steel
staircase. When the moment comes, he vaults into the stairwell
and vanishes, enveloped by sound.

The drums pound on in the blackout. Suddenly they stop and the
next second we are back upstairs at the Atlantic, after the show.
SWEETS and POTTS are sitting at a table. There is a pot of tea
on the table with three pretty cups, on a tray. The door to the
back room is shut.

SWEETS. Is that brewed?
POTTS. Four minutes.
SWEETS. You want a pill?
POTTS. My piss is black.

SWEETS. It’s the white ones. Don’t eat no more of the white
ones. (Pause.) So where is he sitting?

POTTS. Who?

SWEETS. Mr Ross.

POTTS. He’s on the couch.
SWEETS. Right.

POTTS. Mr Ross is on the couch.
SWEETS. Good. How is he?
POTTS. What?
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SWEETS. Good mood, bad mood, quiet, jolly, upfront, offhand.
Paint me a picture.

POTTS. Tan suit. No tie, Penny loafers. No tassle.
SWEETS. Does he look flush?

POTTS. He’s Mr Ross.

SWEETS. Absolutely.

POTTS. He’s a flush man.

SWEETS. Naturally.

POTTS. Ten-guinea Baltimore loafers. Suit sweat a year for you
couldn’t buy. Shirt undone. Tanned like a darkie, Yes he
looks flush.

SWEETS. Ten-guinea Baltimores? Fuck me briefly.
POTTS. Penny. No tassle.

SWEETS. They're talking about it aren’t they... (Pause.) Okay.
Okay. So where’s Ezra?

POTTS. Ezra’s at the desk, but he’s not in his chair. He’s round
here to one side.

SWEETS. The Mr Ross side or the miles-away side?
POTTS. Round here to the side on the poochy stool.
SWEETS. Poochy stool. Good.

POTTS. Sit behind the desk it’s like I’'m the man. Like I'm
trying to big you out. Sit round the side on the poochy stool,
Hey Presto, we’re all a circle.

SWEETS. Okay. Okay. So where’s the kid?
POTTS. Couch.

SWEETS. Couch. Good.

POTTS. On the couch with Mr Ross.

SWEETS. Exactly. Let him see the merchandise.

They sit there, waiting for the teq to brew.
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You know Beryl? She goes to me tonight, she goes, ‘When
Silver Johnny sings the song my pussyhair stands up.’

POTTS. Relax.

SWEETS. I know. I know. Her pussyhair.

POTTS. We just sit here.

SWEETS. I know. Her fucking minge. Her fur. I stands up.

POTTS. I see these girls. It’s voodoo. Shaking it like they hate
it. Like they hate themselves for it.

SWEETS. In the alley. ‘Get it out,’ she says. ‘Get it out I'll play
a tune on it...’

POTTS. One day he’s asking his mum can he cross the road the
next he’s got grown women queueing up to suck his winkle.

SWEETS. Seventeen. Child.
POTTS. These girls. They shit when he sings.
SWEETS. Exactly. (Beat.) What?
POTTS. Mickey knows. They shit. He seen it.
SWEETS. They what?
POTTS. It’s a sex act. It’s sexual.
SWEETS. Hold it. Hold it. Stop. Wait. (Beat.) They shit?
POTTS. All over.
Beat.
SWEETS. What does that mean?

POTTS. Means they have no control in front of a shiny-suited
child. Sad fucking world. The end. I'm going to use this as a
rule for life: ‘Anything makes polite young ladies come their
cocoa in public is worth taking a look at.’

SWEETS. Good rule.
POTTS. Great rule.
SWEETS. There’s got to be rules and that’s a rule.
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POTTS. What time is it? Okay. Good. Sweets. Listen. (Beat.)
When he announces it —

SWEETS. Hey —

POTTS. When Ezra —

SWEETS. Hey. Hey —

POTTS. If he takes you aside... (I know. I know. But listen) —
SWEETS. Could be me could be you. Could be me could be you.

POTTS. Exactly. I'm planning. I'm... listen. He takes you aside
tells you takes me aside, it’s not important. For me there’s no
difference.

SWEETS. It’s exactly the same thing. Me or you. Exactly.

POTTS. Exactly. Good. The important thing is whichever way it
comes, when he announces it, when it happens, act
‘Surprised and Happy’.

SWEETS. Surprised and Good. Good.

POTTS. Happy and Good. Good. The end. That’s four minutes.
(Stands and picks up the tea tray.) What?

SWEETS. Absolutely. What? N othing.
POTTS. I'll be straight back.
SWEETS. Right. Good luck.

POTTS. Relax.

SWEETS. I am relaxed. I'm talking.

POTTS takes the tea into the back room. He closes the door.
SWEETS lights q cigarette. POTTS returns.

So?
POTTS. So what?
SWEETS. So what happened?
POTTS. Nothing.
SWEETS. Right.
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POTTS. They’re drinking the tea.

SWEETS. What about the Campari? Has the kid drunk his
Campari?

POTTS. He’s sipping it.

SWEETS. Good.

POTTS. It’s casual.

SWEETS. Good sign.

POTTS. You know? Loose.
SWEETS. Excellent. Excellent sign.

POTTS. Ezra’s still on the poochy stool. But he’s moved it.
He’s tugged it over in snug next to Sam.

SWEETS. Hold it. Hold it. Stop. Who?
POTTS. What?

SWEETS. You said Sam.

POTTS. Indeed.

SWEETS. Who’s Sam?

POTTS. Mr Ross.

SWEETS. Oh.

POTTS. Sam is Mr Ross.

SWEETS. Oh right.

POTTS. Sam Ross. That’s his name.
SWEETS. Since when?

POTTS. Everyone calls him Sam. His mum named him Sam.
SWEETS. Lah-di-dah.

POTTS. Listen. Sam Ross is here next to Ezra he’s got his legs
crossed and he’s letting his loafer hang off his foot like this.
It’s bobbing there.

SWEETS. Don'’t.
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POTTS. Right next to Ezra’s leg.

SWEETS. Stop.

POTTS . Eyes wide like this. Both of ’em. Like long-lost
puppies.
Beat.

SWEETS. What’s the kid doing?

POTTS. Nothing. Sitting in between looking pretty.

SWEETS. Good.

POTTS. He ain’t saying nothing. Just sitting there looking foxy.

SWEETS. Good. The kid’s doing good.

POTTS. He knows why he’s there. He’s paid to warble and look
pretty. He ain’t paid to give it large in the back room.

SWEETS. Has he got the jacket on?

POTTS. Who?

SWEETS. The kid. Has he got the Silver Jacket on?
POTTS. He’s took it off. It’s on the table.

SWEETS. Hang on. Hang on. He’s took it off?

POTTS. It’s on the table.

SWEETS. Hang on. Hang on. What the fuck is he doing?
POTTS. What?

SWEETS. What the fuck is going on?

POTTS. What’s up?

SWEETS. He's supposed to wear the Silver Jacket. He’s Silver
Johnny. Silver Johnny, Silver Jacket.

POTTS. Sweets —

SWEETS. Silver Johnny, Silver Suit. That’s the whole point.
POTTS. I know.

SWEETS. Ezra buys the Silver Jacket he should wear it.
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POTTS. It’s hot in there.

SWEETS. I don’t give a fuck if it’s hot. Mr Ross deserves the
full benefit. He’s not called Shirtsleeves Johnny is he. He
was called Shirtsleeves Johnny it would be perfect.

POTTS. It’s laid-back. It’s a jackets-off atmosphere. He’s right
to take the jacket off. It’s good.

SWEETS. I’'m not happy. (Pause.) Has he got the trousers on?
POTTS. What?

SWEETS. Has he got the silver trousers on?

POTTS. Of course he fucking has.

SWEETS. Well that’s something.

POTTS. Fuck do you think they’re doing in there? He’s gonna
sit there in just his pants?

SWEETS. I know. I'm just excited.

POTTS. He’s got his trousers on.

SWEETS. I know. Relax.

POTTS. You relax.

SWEETS. I am relaxed. I'm talking.

POTTS. Exactly. (Pause.) Ezra done this. (Winks.)
SWEETS. At you?

POTTS. Ezra don’t forget. I mean who fucking discovered
the kid?

SWEETS. Right.

POTTS. Fact. One solid-gold forgotten fact. Ask Mickey. Up
Camden. Luigi’s.

SWEETS. Luigi who fucks dogs.

POTTS. Yes. No. Luigi with the daughter. Parkway. With the
Italian flag up behind the. The thing behind the.

SWEETS. With the daughter. Does the liver and onions.
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POTTS. That’s him. I'm up doing all the Camden jukes. Three
Wweeks running Luigi’s light on his pennies. Every machine in
Parkway is pulling in eight nine quid a week, Luigi’s it’s one
bag, two, three quid if you’re lucky. So I say stop having a
chuckle, inky pinky blah blah blah you’re gonna get a kidney
punched out.

SWEETS. Only fucking language they speak.

POTTS. So he’s gone, listen, he’s gone, ‘No one’s playing the
Jjuke.

SWEETS. Yeah right.
POTTS. He says. Nobody’s playing it.
SWEETS. Like we’re in Outer Russia,

POTTS. Like it’s the Moon. Outer Russia. Exactly. He says
they're doing it themself. He says they’ve got a kid comes in
here, gets up in the corner, does it himself. The fucking
shake rattle roll himself. I mean. Camden kids?

SWEETS. Micks.

POTTS. Do me a favour,

SWEETS. Micks and Paddies.

POTTS. Do me a good clean turn.

SWEETS. Micks and Paddies and wops who fuck dogs.

POTTS. He says, ‘Come back tonight, you’ll see.’ So [ come
back tonight. And I take Ezra, Mickey we're gonna scalp him
take the rig back he’'s told us a fib. (Pause.) Lo and behold.

SWEETS. No.

POTTS. In the corner, all the moves. Doing ‘Sixty Minute
Man’. Everyone watching. In the corner. A child. (Pause.)
That’s what happened. I'm not Whining. I'm not bleating.
You know, am I supposed to get back in the van start doing
sums? ‘T want X-Y-Z. Twenty, thirty. forty per cent.’

SWEETS. You’re not some fuckin’ vulture.
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POTTS. I’'m not some fucking doorboy. I want what’s due. I
want what’s fucking mine.

Beat.
Enter BABY . He stands there for a bit.

BABY. Drinking wine spo-deeodee, drinking wine,
Drinking wine spo-deeodee, drinking wine,
Drinking wine spo-deeodee, drinking wine,
Pass that bottle to me.

POTTS. Oh watcha Baby...

SWEETS. Watcha Babes. How you getting on?

POTTS. How’s it going down there? Anyone left?

BABY. Hello Sweets. What a night eh?

SWEETS. Yeah...

POTTS. How you feeling Babes?

BABY. Well Sid, actually I feel great.

POTTS. Yeah? You look awful.

SWEETS. Go and put your feet up. You look like a corpse.

BABY. Well let’s play then. Bring a crate up, relax, few disks..,
Let's get it started.

POTTS. Yeah. Actually. We’ll get it started later. ..
BABY. Oh. What’s up?
POTTS. Nothing.

SWEETS. Nothing at all. No. (Pause.) It’s just they’re having a
bit of a meeting.

POTTS. No they’re not.

SWEETS. Exactly.

BABY. What’s going on then?

POTTS. Nothing. They’re just relaxing.

S
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BABY. What? In there?

POTTS. Something like that. It’s nothing. Best keep the noise
down,

BABY. Say no more Sidney. (Laughs.) Ssshhh!
SWEETS. Exactly. Sssh.
BABY. Look at that, We forgot the cake.

SWEETS. Yeah. That was my fault. I was supposed to take it
down at the last song, pass it around. Completely forgot.

BABY. Look at that cake. That is a briiliant cake. You better
hide it Sweets. Or you’ll be in hot water,

SWEETS. Yeah I will. I'm gonna hide it.

BABY. Well. All right. I'm gonna go downstairs now.
POTTS. Brilliant.

BABY. Have a spruce-up drink.

POTTS. Good idea.

BABY. Just to spruce me up a bit. You want to join me?
POTTS. Yeah. We’ll be right down.

BABY. Sweets?

SWEETS. Yeah. I'm gonna be straight down.

BABY. All right. I'm going down now.

POTTS. Okay. See you in a bit mate. Play a game later.
BABY. Drinking wine spo-dee-o-dee. My piss is black.

SWEETS. It’s the white ones. Don’t eat no more of the white
ones.

BABY. The white ones. (Laughs.) Spo-dee-o-dee. Sssshh!
Exit BABY.

SWEETS. Do you think he knows?

POTTS. What do you think?
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SWEETS. Ezra wouldn’t tell him.

POTTS. He couldn’t find the gents’ in this place without asking.

SWEETS. Ezra wouldn’t tell him. Ezra wouldn’t trust him.

POTTS. Ezra wouldn’t trust him to run a tub. He doesn’t know.

SWEETS. If you don’t know you don’t know.

POTTS. Good. Good. The end. Sweets. I heard ‘fifty-fifty’.
Pause.

SWEETS. Okay. Say that again.

POTTS. I don’t know.

SWEETS. Okay. Just that little last bit again.

POTTS. I don’t know.

SWEETS. You heard fifty-fifty. You said you heard fifty-fifty.

POTTS. I don’t know. Don’t turn it into nothing. Don’t knit a
blanket out of it.

SWEETS. Okay. Stop. Sid. Think. Was it Sam? Did Sam say it?

POTTS. Tricky. With the smoke, I'm pouring tea bent double I
heard those words. That word. ‘Fifty.” Twice. Fifty. Fifty.
Five-O. And the single word ‘America’.

They look at each other.
SWEETS. Okay. Okay. Okay. All we know —
POTTS. All we know is ‘Fish are jumping, and the cotton is
high’.
SWEETS. Fish are jumping. Precisely.
POTTS. Good. The end. Talk about something else.
SWEETS. Exactly. Good. Great night.
POTTS. Great night. Exactly. We’re fucking made.
SWEETS. My life makes sense.

POTTS. Go upstairs see if there’s an angel pissing down the
chimney.
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SWEETS. My whole fucking life makes sense. (Pause.) Hold it,
Hold it. We’ve not been told.

POTTS. Makes no difference.

SWEETS. Have you been told?

POTTS. Have you been told?

SWEETS. No.

POTTS. Makes no difference. Go to the museum.
SWEETS. Right. What?

POTTS. Go down take a look at any picture Napoleon. Go take
a butcher’s at the Emperor Half the World. And you'll see it,
You'll see. They got a lot of blokes standing around. Doers,
Finders. Advisors, Acquaintances. Watchers. An entourage.,

SWEETS. Big fuckers in fur boots. On the payroll.

POTTS. Napoleon’s chums. And they're all there. Sticking
around. Having a natter, Cleaning riffes. Chatting to cherubs.
Waiting. Waiting for the deal to come off,

SWEETS. They weren’t there they wouldn’t have fuckin’
painted them.

POTTS. Just cos now he’s got a big horse don’t mean he don’t
need chums. He's got big, they’ve put him on the big pony,
his mates go — ‘Maybe Napoleon don't want us around no
more. Cramping him up. Holding him back.’ Cos one thing
Sweets. They've put you in sealskin boots told you you're
Emperor, that's when you need mates. Cos one day they’re
gonna lift you back out. stand you in the snow watch your
fucking toes drop off.

SWEETS. Listen. Okay. All we know —

POTTS. All we know is ‘Fish are Jumping, and the cotton is
high’,

SWEETS. ‘Fish are jumping.’ Exactly.

POTTS. ‘It’s a Nice Day’ and “Oh look the fish are Jumping,

and will you look how high that cotton’s got.” Good. Good.
The end. They're going back to his.
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SWEETS. Tonight?
POTTS. Billiards.They’re going to Sam’s house for billiards.
SWEETS. Clover.

POTTS. Knee-deep. Thrashing around in it. God spoke to me
last night Sweets.

SWEETS. Doesn'’t surprise me an ounce.

POTTS. God, said to me. ‘Do not be troubled Sidney for your
ship is coming in. Yours is the racy big cock-shaped one over
there going faster than the rest so just keep your mouth shut
and wait.’

SWEETS. Doesn’t surprise me an ounce.

POTTS. He's gone ‘Keep your mouth shut, unless your nose is
in the trough, then open your mouth, and chew like fuck.
That’s all there is chum.’

SWEETS. You know what God said to me last night? He goes,
“Sweets, There’s no God, do what you will, good luck, end
of message.’

POTTS. He’s got dyed hair.
SWEETS. Who?

POTTS. Sam Ross has got dyed hair.
SWEETS. You’re kidding.

POTTS. He’s took his hat off wham! Bright-yellow dyed hair.
Not blond or nothing. Yellow. Like a banana.

SWEETS. I never thought I’d know that. I never thought I"d
know that detail.

POTTS. Sweets. Sweets. The shoes. The motherfucking shoes
on the man.

SWEETS. Buckskin. Hand-stitched.

POTTS. Baby buckskin. Baby fucking hand-stitched buckskin,
SWEETS. Baby fuckin’ buckskin hand-stitched by elves.
POTTS. Baby fucking buckskin.
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SWEETS. Baby what? Who knows? (Laughs.) Eh? Who
fucking knows?

POTTS. Something rare. Somethin g rare and soft. Something
young, can hardly walk, kill it, turn it inside out —

SWEETS. Unborn pony.
POTTS. That’s the one. Stil] attached. Still in the —
SWEETS. Still in its mother’s womb.

POTTS. Asleep in the fucking exactly, Wake it up, rip it out,
lah-di-dah, pair of shoes. Bom. It’s over. I'm going out.

SWEETS. You don’t like it? Who cares? I’'m fucking paying.
Feet on the steps.

POTTS. Don’t say nothing. Fish are Jjumping.

SWEETS. The cotton is high.
Enter SKINNY with a broom. He is seething, furious.

SKINNY (shouts). You cheap fucking sweaty fucking. ..
fucking... Jew... fucking... (Pause. Lights a cigarette )

SWEETS. All right Skinny? What’s up?

SKINNY. Nothing. (Pause.) I'm leaving. I’ve had enough. I'm
telling Ezra. I'm going to get a proper job. I'm going to work
in a bank.

SWEETS. Oh yeah? Something gone wrong.

SKINNY. You know the one in the dress with the thing up the
back? We're having a chat, she’s up for it, and Baby swans
up, stands in here, close, and he does the thing with the...
Says the thing about bad breath. The thing about that I've got
bad breath. About my breath being bad. I get fifteen minutes
free time, yeah. en joy the night before the coats start leaving
and he gives it the breath.

Pause.

I'm tickets at the door seven Saturdays in a row. Seven

s

straight. ‘Skinny, you’re on the door.” ‘Skinny you’re on
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coats.’ The juke’s fucked, who finds a spanner greases up his
new shirt? ‘Skinny chum, mop this pile of sick up for two and
six an hour.” Yeah? Meanwhile, right, what's he doing? What's
he doing? Oh look, he's at the bar. Oh look, he’s mnma:m on
the fucking bar. Is that Alan Ladd? No. I don’t think so.

POTTS. Come here.

He does.

Breathe.

He does.

Skinny, your breath smells beautiful.
SKINNY. Thank you.
POTTS. It smells like English roses.
SKINNY. What? Thank you. Thank you.
POTTS. It’s a pleasure.

SKINNY. Start of the night about five people in here, he comes
up behind me on the door squeezes my bollocks. Zow playful.
Really gripping. And you know when you’re not crying but
water comes to your eyes. (Pause.) Fucking night. What you
doing up here?

POTTS. Nothing.

SKINNY. Fucking weekend. Where’s Ezra?

SWEETS. He ain’t here. He’s gone home.

SKINNY. It’s all right, you just sit up here have a natter.
SWEETS. They all cleared off?

SKINNY. That darkie’s still down there dancing on his own.
POTTS. Chuck him out.

SKINNY. You playing a game later?

SWEETS. Dunno.

POTTS. We’ll see.
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SKINNY. Is Baby playing? Because I’'m not playing if Baby’s
playing.

SWEETS. Skin. Pop up the Half-Wops, get us all a frothy
coffee, come back, then we'll all play.

SKINNY. Okay. I'll go and get a coffee. I've had enough of all

this. I'm going to get hurt. I might want to have children
one day.

POTTS. Go up the Half-Wops, come back, we’ll play.
SKINNY. Fucking weekend. My piss is black.

SWEETS. It’s the white ones. Don’t eat no more of the white
ones.

Blackout. Drumming.

Scene Two

Upstairs at the Atlantic. SKINNY is tied with his hands around
the back of a jukebox, his panis round his ankles. BABY, naked
Jrom the waist up, wild, is wielding an old navy cutlass and
screaming at SKINNY that he is going to die. The others are gll
appealing to BABY o stop, but BABY swings the cutlass
around, pointing it ar each of them in turn. SWEETS geis up on
the desk, still shouting as BABY pushes the point against
SKINNY s cheek. Enter MICKEY,

SWEETS is the [first to spot MICKEY in the doorway. He calls
1o BABY over and over. and after the music ends it is a Jull ten
seconds before the din subsides and SWEETS is just calling
‘Baby’ over and over, his eves shut. Having won BABY ’s
attention, SWEETS indicates 1o the door.

BABY. Oh. Hi Mickey.
SKINNY. Mickey. Christ. Thank Christ.

BABY puts the cutlass down. MICKEY walks 1o the blinds
and opens them. Bright sunlight pours into the smoke-filled
room. MICKEY opens the window, Sounds from the street,
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POTTS. Gonna be another corker Mickey. Look at all that
sunshine.

MICKEY just stands there.
How’s your head cold Mickey?

SWEETS. Mickey, how’s your head chum? You feeling better
chum? Bit more like it eh?

MICKEY. Everybody having a good time?

POTTS. Looks bad doesn’t it?

SWEETS. Looks dreadful. Tell me how bad it looks. Tell me.
POTTS. Last night Mickey! You should have been there.

SWEETS. You missed a night. Like everyone’s birthday at
once. Place looks like a palace.

POTTS. One word. Sequins.

SWEETS. I'm going to say one word now and it’s just been
said... The fucking sequins.

POTTS. Sequin after sequin after sequin. Sequins on the walls.
Sequins on the ceiling. Sequins round the bar.

SWEETS. Looks like Little Richard walked in and exploded.

POTTS. I was saying only just now, wasn’t I Sweets.
Underwater theme. ‘Ezra’s Atlantic.’ See, we noticed.
The whole joint sparkles like the Briny Deep. Like
Neptune'’s cove.

SKINNY. Hold it. Hold It. I say ‘Fuck the Decor’. I say back to
the issue of Me Being Tortured,

SWEETS. Look, this sprung from, you know, from
circumstances. Game of cards. Few drinks. Few laughs.
Few pills.

POTTS. Great pills. Sweet’s pills.

SWEETS. M’mum’s pills. Slimming pills.

POTTS. You have to wolf hundreds but in the end. ..
SWEETS. So. Few drinks. Few laughs. Few pills...
POTTS. Then lots of pills.
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SWEETS. Our big mistake.

POTTS. Giant Mistake. Turned sour see. Big up then a big
dipper down. What's the word? Emotional.

SWEETS. Emotional. That’s Mum. Thin as piss but so
emotional.

POTTS. You’re up then ‘bing’ ~ (what’s the word?) Jivey.
SWEETS. ‘Antsy.” Antsy in the pantsy.

POTTS. Puts the big gorilla monkey on your back. So. Few
pills. Pale Ale. Big hand, it’s all tense, Skin here whips the
King of Spades out his sock.

SWEETS. Clean out his shoe.
SKINNY. I swear. It fell on the floor.

POTTS. I miss it, Sweets missed it, Baby sees it, he’s got
Queens-over-eights. Nine fucking guineas lying panting on
the table.

SWEETS. And the rest is history.
POTTS. Exactly. The rest mostly speaks for itself. So.

SWEETS. So. That’s what happened. That’s what happened up
until now.

POTTS. Hold it. Hold it. (Beat.) My heart’s stopped.
SWEETS. Breathe.

POTTS. I can’t breathe. My heart’s stopped.
SWEETS. Are you sweating?

POTTS. I got no pulse.

SWEETS. Take a white one.

POTTS. I already had a white one.
SWEETS. Have your feet gone dead?
POTTS. Check.

SWEETS. Prickly face?

POTTS. Check.
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SWEETS. Pits pouring sweat?

POTTS. Check.

SWEETS. Take a white one.

POTTS. You said —

SWEETS. It’s up to you. Take a white one or die.

POTTS. What about black piss?

SWEETS. You want to be dead or you want black piss?
POTTS takes one.
Put your arms above your head and pant like a dog.
POTTS holds his arms above his head. He pants. Pause.

SKINNY. Mickey. What we were talking about in the van.

POTTS. Bingo. I’m back.

SWEETS. Welcome home. You should get a rush.

POTTS. I’'m getting a rush.

SWEETS. Euphoria. Your body’s glad it’s not dead.

POTTS. She’s going like a choo-choo...

SWEETS. You’re glad to be alive.

POTTS. Great to be me. Great to be me. This is a fucking great
time to be me. I'm all right.

SWEETS. Great night. Great night.

POTTS. I'm better than all right. I'm fantastic. Great EmE..
Great night. Hey Mickey. Mickey. Guess what? I saw this
bloke sick up in his bird’s mouth.

SWEETS. I saw that.

SKINNY. Mickey. Enough. Remember what we spoke about in
the van. And this isn’t for me. It’s for you. Fuck me. For you.

BABY. This is advice you’re about to get Mickey.

SKINNY. Advice? Are you Italian now? No. You’re not. You’re
aJew. Be one.
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BABY. He’s pulling them out his shoes, I'll just lie down and
take it eh?

SKINNY. It fell on the ground. It falls on the ground you pick
it up.

POTTS. Baby. I think you have something to say to Mickey.

SWEETS. Yeah, ¢'mon Babes and we can all get on with our
fuckin’ lives,

Pause.
BABY. Uh, Skinny. (Laughs.) What are you staring at?
POTTS. Charming. Charming. Baby —
SKINNY. Fuck off.

BABY. What, are you giving me the eye? Are you giving me
the evil eye?

SKINNY. You nothing fucking piece of dog’s plop.
SWEETS. Baby ~

BABY. Because (excuse me Mickey). Because if you’re giving
me the evil eye you're doing it wrong.

SKINNY. I fuck your mother and she shouts your name.

BABY. Because you look like you love me. You look like you
want to put your cock in my ear. Look away. Look away.

SKINNY. Fuck off. I'm not playing.
SWEETS. Drop it Baby. We’re all a bit honky-tonk.

BABY. Lookin’ like YOu want to put your cock in my ear. Look
away. Look at the floor.

SKINNY. Big man. Big man.
BABY. Look at the floor. Don’t look at me. Look —
SKINNY. I'm going to get hurt here Mickey.

POTTS. Oh this is helping. This is fucking perfect for a tired
man with head cold to come back to work to.

BABY. Sweets boy, put on something slow and evil. Mickey
looks like he wants 1o dance,
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SKINNY. This is it. Mickey. You see? It’s time. ..
BABY starts to leave.
... Watch this. Watch this.
MICKEY. Baby...
BABY stops.
Where you going?

BABY. Well, Mickey, you know I thought I"d pop out and get a
toffee apple.

Pause.

SKINNY. A toffee apple... What does that mean? For me it
means Mickey you take it up the bum with a toffee wm_u._o you
let me walk out of here. I don’t see how it could possibly
refer to anything else.

Pause.
MICKEY. Go out the front. Don’t go out the back.
SKINNY. Brilliant.
MICKEY. Lock the door.
BABY.Idon’t have my key.
MICKEY. Where is your key?
BABY. I lost it. Dancing.
MICKEY. Don’t go out the back.
BABY. How’s your head cold Mickey? You feeling all right?
MICKEY. Did you hear me? Don’t go out the back.

BABY. Oh. Mickey, I forgot to say. I love the sequins. They
make the whole night sparkle.

Exit BABY. They untie SKINNY.
POTTS. Hard-man act.
SWEETS. Nutter act.
POTTS. Complete fucking bollocks.
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SWEETS. Giving it the stare. Complete fucking bollocks.
POTTS. You only do that when it’s bullcrap.

SKINNY. Mickey, with the key bit. Did you hear? He lost it
dancing... Eh? And some people get trusted with keys some
don’t - You watch. Now we']] get the till nicked and we’l] all
stand around wonderin g how they got in. I get kicked in the
shins, get my nuts squeezed. Now do something or don’t do
something but it's time to do something Mickey. It's time to
do something.

MICKEY (low). Shut your fucking gob all right? Shut your
fucking gob.

MICKEY snaps the blinds shut.
SKINNY. I'm sorry? Are you talking to me?
MICKEY. What time did you leave?
POTTS. Whassup Mickey?
MICKEY. Shut up. What happened here last night?
SKINNY. That’s fucking charming.
SWEETS. Relax Mickey. It all went like a clock.

POTTS. Look, Mickey you know what he’s like, he’s talks a lot.
Chat. I'll make sure this don’t happen again.

MICKEY. Fuck all this. You stupid cunt. We’re finished.

SWEETS. It’s not that bad. Take a minute to clear up.

POTTS. What’s up Mickey.

MICKEY. What’s up? What's up? Ezra’s dead.
Everything stops.

SWEETS. Something... uh. .. (Pause.) Something happen
Mickey?

MICKEY. Yeah. Yes. Something happened.
Pause,

POTTS. He’s fucking whar?
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SWEETS. You said that Mickey. You said he’s dead.
Pause.

MICKEY (trembling, quier). Jesus fucking Christ.
Silence. Then, all at once.

OMNES. Oh Jesus. Jesus, Jesus fucking Christ.
Pause.
Jesus. Jesus Christ.
Pause.

SWEETS. What’s happened Mickey?

MICKEY. I don’t know.
Pause.

SWEETS. Okay. Can I ask you something? We're all momzm.woc
know... going... bit honky-tonk, and and and and and things
are pretty going pretty fast here now to be honest m_a. I feel
you know I got my fucking heart flutters and everything —

SKINNY. Okay. Okay. Take it back. Take it back to before.
MICKEY. I got a call.

SKINNY. Are you sure?

MICKEY. I got... Of course I'm fucking sure.

SKINNY. Why didn’t you fucking say?

MICKEY. It’s... Why the fuck do you think? You're all sitting
here going sixteen million —

POTTS. Mickey -
MICKEY. You're all... You fucking prick.
SKINNY. I'm sorry.

MICKEY. You're all doing six million miles an hour yap yap
yap. You bunch of fucking children. Don’t give me any mouth.

Silence.

SWEETS puts his hands on his knees. He dry vomits.
POTTS bends over and sticks his fingers down his throat.
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SWEETS. I got no sick.

POTTS. Put your... Stick your fingers down your throat. Tickle
that thing at the back.

SWEETS Got to... hang on.
POTTS. Tickle that bit that hangs down... the fuckin’. ..

SWEETS. I got no sick. T'll... Just be a minute. Just get back on
the flat.

SWEETS and POTTS #y to vomit. Nothing happens.
Silence.

SKINNY. What did they say Mickey? When they rung.
Pause.

MICKEY. They said ‘You’re finished.’

SKINNY. “You’re finished.’

MICKEY. They said ‘You’re finished’ and ‘Look in the bins’.

SKINNY. Okay. Okay. Okay. Okay. Okay. We're fucked.
Pause.

SWEETS. Jesus.

POTTS. Jesus Christ.

SWEETS. They say we’re finished | believe them.

SKINNY. How do you know?

SWEETS. He got rung up this morning.

SKINNY. Yes. I know. Who by?

MICKEY. Alec Guinness. How the fuck should I know?

SKINNY. Mickey, who —

POTTS. How does he know? Eh? How does he know?

SKINNY. Mickey. Who off?

POTTS. People. .. Fuck me gently... People Ezra knows.

SKINNY. Did they say who they was?
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POTTS. No. No. Listen. (Laughs.) They don’t tell you. They
tell you it gives it away you catch them it makes it easy. ..

SKINNY. I'm not addressing you.

POTTS. Please. Please? Can I... Please... Someone he don't
know isn’t going to walk up do him for fun. He’s not a
fuckin’ he’s not some slug. He’s not a fucking spider
crawling across the floor.

SKINNY. Hey bullcrap, slow down. Open a window, take deep
breaths. Relax, have a bubble bath. I'm talking to Mickey.

SWEETS. Warm milk. I need some warm milk.

Pause.

POTTS. All right. All right. All right. Stupid question Mickey...
and good. Let’s ask questions. Stupid, brilliant, we don’t
know till it’s asked. Exactly. Right. Good. Are you sure?

MICKEY. Am I sure what?

POTTS. I don’t know. It’s early. That he’s dead. Good question,
Eh? Mickey. Eh?

SWEETS. Good question.

POTTS. Eh? Eh? My question and it is a question is are you
sure?

MICKEY. He’s out there.

Pause.
POTTS. Out where? Out the back?
SKINNY. Fucking hell. Now?
SWEETS. Fucking hell.

POTTS. It’s a joke. It’s Mickey’s joke. It’s Mickey’s moming
Jjoke.

SWEETS. Out where?

SKINNY. Don’t you listen? By the bins. That’s what they said.
*You’re finished’ and ‘Look by the bins’.

SWEETS. You said ‘by the bins’. Mickey said ‘in the bins’.
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POTTS. By the bins in the bins. Is that the issue here? If it’s
‘by’ are we safe? If it’s by’ is there a deal?

SKINNY. Mickey. Okay okay. Indulge me. Please. Are you sure?
Are you ten times out of ten sure that he’s passed away?

MICKEY. He’s in two bins.
Pause.

SKINNY. You hear that? Is it clear now? He is dead because
they fucking cut him in half. So yes, he’s fucking passed
away. Allow Mickey to know. So. So. (Pause.) Sweet
Fucking Hell Jesus and Mary.

POTTS. Fucking Nora. Fucking hell.

SWEETS. Suffering Jesus. They sawed him in half.

SKINNY. Poor fucking man.

SWEETS. You sweat your life away..,

SKINNY. Poor fucking man.

SWEETS. Into a bucket. ..

SKINNY. Poor fucking man. Poor fucking man.
Silence.

MICKEY. Fucking mess. ..

SKINNY. Poor fucking man.

SWEETS. Wake up have breakfast. They saw you in half.

MICKEY. Hideous fuckin’ mess. ..

SKINNY. Poor fucking man. Poor fucking man.
Silence.

POTTS. Sit down Mickey.

SWEETS. Sit down.

MICKEY. I'm all right.

Silence.
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SWEETS. Who's got a pill? Get a pill here for Mickey. Or a
glass of warm milk.,

POTTS. Mickey —
MICKEY. I don’t want a pill.

SWEETS. We need a blanket. Shall I put some music on? Soft
music?

POTTS. You fucking prick. Yeah, and we’ll all have a slow
dance till the coppers get here.

SWEETS. I don’t know. I’'m not someone’s mum.
POTTS. Jeeesus.

SWEETS. Fuck off. I'm not someone’s mother. I'm not
Mickey’s mum.

SKINNY. I said. I said. You make a stink you attract the big
lights.

POTTS. It’s done.

SKINNY. Make a stink you attract big lights. Make a stink you
attract big lights.

Pause.
POTTS. What the fuck does that mean?
SKINNY. You know... Fuck off. You know what it means.
POTTS. Make a... What the fuck can that possibly mean?
SKINNY. Fuck off Sidney Potts.

SWEETS. Mickey. Mickey. Mickey. Let’s talk... Listen. ..
Listen. Mickey. Listen to me now. Okay. Okay? Mickey.
Charlie Dodds.

SKINNY. We’ll... Mickey —

SWEETS. Please. Please. Couple of pistols just to make me feel
better. Please. Listen, please, as a precaut — Listen. ..
Mickey... Mickey... Please. Just in case. In a drawer.
Something. A safety net...
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SKINNY. Mickey listen. ..

SWEETS. One or two. Just one or two pistols. You know? One
Or two in a drawer in a jacket. All we’ve got’s an old cutlass.
Let’s at least try and make it fair sides.

SKINNY. We’re gonna make this worse, We’re gonna make
this worse.

SWEETS (overlapping). Just something down here just so it
ain’t the fucking - just so it ain’t the fucking Alamo.

SKINNY (overlapping). Sweets. Sweets. Sweets. Sweets.
Sweets. Sweets. Sweets. Sweets. Sweets. Fuckin® ease down
mate. Lie down. Lie down take deep breaths.

SWEETS. I'm fine,
SKINNY. Lie down.
SWEETS. I'm fine. I'm going to die.
MICKEY. Where’s the kid?
POTTS. Sorry?
Pause.
SKINNY. Fuck the kid. This —
POTTS. Mickey -
SKINNY. Excuse me Mickey. But really. Fuck the kid.
MICKEY. Where is he? Where's the kid?
POTTS. Mickey —
SKINNY. This isn’t about the kid.
MICKEY. Is my question.
SKINNY. This isn’t about Silver Johnny.
MICKEY. Where is he Sidney?
POTTS. 1 don’t know. Well I'm not in charge amI...
MICKEY. Did he leave?
POTTS. He’ll be round his mum’s. He’ll be having a nap.
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MICKEY. No one saw him leave?

POTTS. Sorry. It’s dark down there. Maybe you want the full
story you should have been here. I don’t know.

SKINNY. Hold it. Hold it. Mickey wasn’t here. We were here.
You were fucking here. You were here too so stop slinging
shit.

MICKEY. Right. Right. All of you. Listen to me. Listen. What
time did the kid come off?

SKINNY. Eleven. Sung ‘Boogie Woogie Flu’ came off.
MICKEY. Eleven.

SWEETS. Just before. I didn’t see.

MICKEY. And Ezra left?

POTTS. Yes.

MICKEY. Right. Right. Who with?

POTTS. No one.

MICKEY. He left on his own?

POTTS. Entirely on his own.

MICKEY. Skinny, did you see him leave?

SKINNY. I was handing out the fucking coats for a change.

MICKEY. Right. Then you all came up here. It’s. (Pause.) So I
get called at eight say. That’s five hours. And no one heard
nothing,

POTTS. What like.

MICKEY. What like? What like? Like someone sawing your
boss in two outside the fucking window.

POTTS. We didn’t hear nothing. We had the juke on.

SKINNY, You have to listen. .. Mickey, these are the people you
got here. They fuckin’ —

POTTS. I like the juke on.

SKINNY. They get it all day long they’ve got to listen to it all
night.




-




40 MOJO

POTTS. I like the juke on. You put on a quiet platter you don’t
expect to have to listen out for untold carnage in your fuckin’
back alley,

SKINNY. You live in a dream world.

POTTS. So now I did it. I did it. It’s all my fault Charlie Chan.
You caught me straight off. | popped out to stretch my legs,
bumped into Ezra, strolled around the back, and sawed him
in two. Why don’t we all kill each —

SKINNY. Listen you fuck —
POTTS. Yeah. Kill each other now make it fucking simple.

. SKINNY. No one stuck a fucking cutlass up your nose for
breakfast did they? You 're jumpy?

POTTS. Look at him getting on Mickey’s side.
_ SKINNY. There are no sides. There’s Jjust our side and them,

POTTS. They just sawed one of us in two. I don’t think I want
to be on our side.

Pause.

SKINNY. Mickey, what do you think. Do you think we’re
finished?

Silence. MICKEY takes his tie off and puts it on the desk.
SR SWEETS. Mickey. There was something.
POTTS. Sweets —
SWEETS. He was talk — (To POTTS.) What?

POTTS. Can I speak to you? Please can | speak to you please.
Aside for a tick. Please. Excuse me. Sweets please.

SWEETS. What?
POTTS. Can I speak to you?
SWEETS. What?

POTTS (quietly). Do we know about this Sweets? I don’t think
we know about this.
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SWEETS. They said. It’s finished.
POTTS. Fish are jumping Sweets. Fish are still jumping.
SWEETS. It’s now.

POTTS. We spoke about this. And it’s not over. It’s not over
necessarily. You see?

SKINNY. Is this some game between you two?

POTTS. Sweets. My advice, please, and I've thought about this.
is “Shut the uck up’.

MICKEY. Tell me Sweets.

SWEETS. Um. (Pause.) 1 think maybe Mr Ross was here.
Pause.

MICKEY. Where?

SWEETS. Last night. We thought perhaps Mr Ross was here
last night.

MICKEY. Look at me. Look at me.
POTTS. Mickey —

MICKEY. Shut up. Shut your mouth.
SWEETS. We thought you’d been told.
MICKEY. Did you see him?

SWEETS. Well not exactly.

MICKEY. Hang on. What do you mean ‘not exactly’. What the
fuck does that mean?

SWEETS. Sid did.
Everyone looks at POTTS.

POTTS. Okay. Okay. Okay. It’s simple. Mickey. If you’ll just
give me thirty seconds and don’t say anything because you
don’t want to get angry, I don’t want to get angry, none of us
does, we’re all good ol’ boys and all that so let’s take it easy.
Okay? Right. Now. It goes like this: What Sweets just said.
It’s a lie.
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SWEETS. Sid.

SKINNY. What’s going on?

POTTS. It’s bollocks. It’s not true.

SWEETS. Oh. Sid?

POTTS. That’s — What? What?

SWEETS. It’s just they said we’re finished.
Pause.

POTTS. Shut up. Mickey. It’s simple. What Sweets has said is
not true. He thinks it’s true but actually it’s not. You see?
MICKEY. No Sidney. No I don’t.

POTTS. Okay. Please. Please. Can I finish. Please? I know. I
know, but. Hold on. Hold on. Exactly. Relax Mickey and
I'll say.

SKINNY. I don’t believe this.

POTTS. Hang on. Hang on. Mickey. Listen. This is my point.
There was a chap here. But it weren’t Mr Ross.

SWEETS. Sam.

SKINNY. What?

SWEETS. That’s his name. Sam Ross.
SKINNY. Oh for fuck’s sake Sid.

POTTS. We don’t know it was him. We — don’t... excuse...

Mickey. Some bloke called Sam. Could be Sam Spade. Sam
Cooke. Sam Davis Junior.

Excuse me. Excuse me. I cannot put my hand on my heart
and say yes I saw him. Because I’ve never clapped eyes on
the man in my life, I'm working all night I'm full of pills,
people coming and going. Faces. Saturday night. I'm like
who’s this, who’s this, drink more, smoke more. Busy busy
busy. Really can’t say.

SKINNY. I don’t fucking believe this.
MICKEY. What did he look like?
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POTTS. Normal. Everyday.

MICKEY. Sweets, what did he look like?
SWEETS. I didn’t see him.

MICKEY. What was he wearing?

POTTS. Usual. Trousers. Shirt. Jacket. Menswear.
SWEETS. And uh... Sid...

POTTS. What? What the fuck are you going to say now? What
the fuck else might you possibly... hold on... Hold on. Shut
up. What might you possibly wish to add?

SWEETS. Well... About the fifty-fifty.

POTTS (1o MICKEY). I don’t know what he’s talking about.
SWEETS. About them saying fifty-fifty.

POTTS. Ididn’t say that.

SWEETS. Oh. Right. I thought you did.

POTTS. That’s not what I said. Mickey. I thought they might
have. I thought they might have said fifty-fifty. I was excited.
All right. I was excited and a bit honky-tonk. It’s not my
business who comes here who doesn’t. I take the tickets on
the door and then I help clean up after. I drive —

SKINNY. Sid -

POTTS.I- Hang on. Hang on, because I... Some days I drive
the van and I fix the machines. I don’t front the place up. I
hear a little rumour and I pass it on. That’s me. I'm a cunt,
Everyone knows it. So what? Doesn’t make me Al Capone.

MICKEY. Sweets. Listen. Did he have yellow hair? (Pause.)
I’m asking you. Did he have bright yellow hair?

Pause. MICKEY walks up to POTTS and slaps his face.
SWEETS. Oh fuck... Oh fucking Nora. We’re dead.
SKINNY. What?

MICKEY. Is it locked downstairs?
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SWEETS. They're coming for us. Mr Ross is coming for us.

MICKEY. What did I tell you? Look at me. What did I fucking
tell you?

SWEETS. They all came up here for a meeting.
MICKEY. How many of them was there?

SWEETS. Three or four. Two with tattoos. One thinks he’s all
fashionable. Maybe a couple more. I couldn’t tell.

MICKEY. Sidney, tell me what you saw.
POTTS. Fuck off.
SKINNY. Tell him Sidney. What happened.

POTTS. Fucking handing out the cuffs. Getting all cuffy when _
I'm over here trying my best. Fuck off.

SWEETS. Give over Sid, we're all bang in this now.
POTTS. Really helps that. I'm feeling really relaxed now.
MICKEY. Are you listening? Did they leave with Silver Johnny?

POTTS. Hold it. Hold it. It was fucking busy, we work here,
it’s the middle of the night it’s packed and you're too ill to
be here, I'm supposed to leave the party, leave the night in
the middle of everything seek you out to report back some
half piece of information ain’t even our lookout. Sorry, I'm !
not doing my job, next time I'll know.Who made you Prime
Minister anyway? I get my wage off Ezra and he’s dead. 1
don’t answer to you, and no one else here does either. You :
have head cold. You weren’t there so you don’t know, !
You're walking in at the end.

Re-enter BABY.

BABY (sings). They call it a teenage crush,
They can’t believe it’s real.
They call it a teenage crush, _
They don’t know how I feel.

Pause.

SWEETS. Baby. ..
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SKINNY. Mickey. Mickey... Mickey... Fuckin’ hell. You
know. Fucking hell.

MICKEY. Shut up.
SKINNY. You know? Fuckin’ hell.
MICKEY. Shut up. All right? Shut up.
BABY produces five toffee apples from behind his back.

BABY (sings). They’ve forgotten when they were young.
And the way they yearned to be free
All they say is the young generation
Is not what they used to be.

He gives each person a toffee apple.

This is just for now. Tonight Skinny Luke I’'m gonna buy
you a drink apologise. I’'m gonna buy Mickey a drink
apologise. I'm gonna apologise to everyone.

SKINNY. Mickey... Baby...

MICKEY. It’s all right. Baby, I call... I got a call this morning.
Somebody’s murdered your dad.

BABY stands still. He puts his toffee apple down on
MICKEY ’s desk, walks around the desk and sits in the chair.
They watch him.

BABY. Guess what I just saw. (Pause.) Out there. Go on. Guess.

MICKEY. Baby —

BABY. Have a guess. Out there on Dean Street. Have a guess.
Silence.

SWEETS (guietly). Some girl?
Pause.

BABY. Wrong. Mickey?

MICKEY. I don’t know.

BABY. Guess.

MICKEY. Baby —
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BABY. Sidney? Have a guess.
POTTS.Idon’t know.
BABY. Have a guess. Have a guess.
POTTS. Tony Curtis. Give up.
BABY. Guess. No. Guess.
POTTS. Henry the Eighth?

BABY laughs at this. Pause.

BABY. There’s a Buick parked out there. A Buick in Dean
Street. Right outside the Bath House. It’s brilliant. (Pause.)
Makes it look like Las Vegas. (With a soft G. Pause.) Tonna
kids hanging off it pretending they’re. .. they’re in a film.
(Pause.) What's happening to this town? A Buick.

Silence.
MICKEY (to SKINNY). Is it locked downstairs?
SKINNY. I’ll check.

MICKEY. Go and check. Check the back and the front and check
the windows. Check everything then come back up here.

SKINNY. I will. Mickey —
MICKEY. Check the windows check the doors. What?
Do that and come back up. Don’t g0 outside.

SKINNY. Right. (Pause.) Baby, look, I'm sorry about before, I
had the card in my sock. I'm sorry. I'm not... with the pills. ..

Pause.

BABY (t0 SKINNY). Why didn’t you say so earlier? I've just
spent fivepence on presents.

SKINNY. What? Yes.
BABY. Toffee apples. Fivepence.
SKINNY. I know.

BABY. You cost me fivepence. Penny each. Five of us.

“ivepence. You've just said sorry. You owe me fivepence for
toffee apples.
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MICKEY. Okay look —

BABY. It’s your fault (hang on). It’s your fauit pay for the
toffee apples.

SKINNY. I don’t have it.
BABY. Borrow it off someone.
MICKEY. Baby don’t mess around.

BABY. I think things should be fair round here now, or we’ll all
start wondering if we’re getting done fairly. We don’t want
any hard feeling what with everything else do we. Do we?

MICKEY. No...

BABY (fo SKINNY). Then pay me. Pay me. Pay me.
Pause.

SKINNY. Mickey can I borrow fivepence?

MICKEY. Okay. Okay. Let’s do this first. Because this is quite
jolly. Are you having fun?

MICKEY finds the money and makes to give it to BABY.
BABY. Ah ah. Not to me. To Luke.
MICKEY. Just take the money. Take the money.
Pause. He does, and puts it in his pocket.
BABY. I accept your apology Luke.
MICKEY. Check it’s all locked up come back up.
SKINNY. I've got to talk to you Mickey.
MICKEY. Just do it. (To POTTS.) Bring the bins in.

SWEETS. Right. Mickey, I’'m sorry. It’s the pills. Warm milk
we’ll be fine.

MICKEY. Bring the bins up. Don’t go out the front.
POTTS. Shall I help him?
MICKEY. Yeah. And give us a minute. Don’t go out the front.
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POTTS. Right. (Pause.) I'm sorry Baby.
Pause.

BABY. Fucking night eh Sid?

POTTS. Yeah. Yeah. Fucking night.

Exit SKINNY, SWEETS and POTTS. BABY sits in
MICKEY s chair. MICKEY watches him. He picks up the
cutlass and carries it into Ezra’s back office. He re-emerges.

BABY. You seen Luke’s trousers?
MICKEY. What?

BABY. T go all the way to Monkeytown buy myself some stay-
like-it six-pleats. T walk around in them one week. Lo and
behold Luke walks in here this morning it’s like I'm looking
in a mirror. And the red plims. Where’s he got that idea
from? Fucking six-pleats and red plims,

MICKEY. Baby —

BABY. What? He copies my walk. I'm seeing myself
everywhere. I look over there, there’s another me .

MICKEY. It’s because he likes you.

BABY. It’s because he likes me. Oh I know. He loves me. You
know that smoke-ring thing I used to do.

Pause.

MICKEY. You need a sleep?

BABY. Me. I feel great.

MICKEY. You look horrible.

BABY. I feel lovely. I feel like I'just flew in from Rio.
Pause.

MICKEY. Sid said someone was here last night,

BABY. Hold it. Hold it. If we’re gonna talk business I don’t feel
right. If we're gonna uh... I'm not dressed right.

BABY takes MICKEY ’s rie, puts it on.
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MICKEY. Okay. We’ll do... Fine. We’ll do this later.
BABY. But it’s a working day. And I’'m a working man.
MICKEY. Are you going to be funny about this?
BABY.I'm ail ears.
MICKEY. You're all ears. You're all ears.
BABY.I'm all ears.
Pause.
MICKEY. Do you know who Sam Ross is?
BABY. Who?
MICKEY. Sam Ross. I know you know who he is.
BABY sits there. MICKEY stands up.
We’ll do this later.
BABY (overiapping). Yes.
MICKEY looks at BABY. He sits back down.

MICKEY. Ross was here about the kid. He been after a part of
the kid.

BABY. Oh yes? Which part?

MICKEY. He... Listen. Ross wanted to do a deal with your dad.
BABY. Over John?

MICKEY. Over... yes... Over Silver Johnny.

BABY. No one told me.

MICKEY. I know you knew.

BABY. No one told me.

MICKEY. I know you knew. Even Sweets knew.

BABY. No one told me. This is fun. Two businessmen enjoying
the morning.

Pause.
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MICKEY. He was... Ross was saying he could get us into the

halls, into the... into the cinemas. The money was going up.
But..

BABY. But what?
MICKEY. Your dad weren’t going to swap the kid for anything.

BABY. That’s touching isn't it? (Pause.) We can do this later
Mickey. If it’s too upsetting.

MICKEY. Ross has got the kid. I don’t know what the fuck has
happened, I don’t want any of this.

BABY. Mickey, I just drink the beer, have a laugh, kiss the girls
and make them cry. Don’t ask me.

MICKEY. They’re going to come here. ..

BABY (overlapping).I wish I was more like you Mickey. I
wish I was less like me, and more like you.

Pause.
MICKEY. Listen to me. They’re going to come here.
BABY. They’re going to come here.
MICKEY. Yes. I think they are.
BABY. Yes. I think they are.
MICKEY. If... listen.
BABY. If... Listen.
MICKEY. Baby —
BABY. Baby -
Pause.
MICKEY. You think you’re in a book.
BABY. T am. I'm Spiderman.
Re-enter SWEETS and POTTS.
SWEETS. Mickey. I've just...
MICKEY. What?

— T —— T

e ——
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SWEETS. Sorry. It’s just I’ve just had a thought. What about
Ezra’s Sunday Parlez-Vous?

MICKEY. What?

SWEETS. The Sunday... Ezra’s Sunday Parlez-Vous.
Everyone’s gonna wonder why we’re shut...

POTTS. What time is it?

SWEETS. Eleven. Says noon on the ticket.

POTTS. He’s right.

SWEETS. There’ll be a queue.

POTTS. I sold about a twenty tickets last night alone.
MICKEY. Listen.

POTTS. It’s going to be very popular. We’ll have a queue round
the block in twenty minutes.

MICKEY. Listen. Listen. Fuck the Sunday Parlez-Vous. I'll...
fuck the Sunday Parlez-Vous. I’ll worry about that.

SWEETS. Yeah but Mickey, there’s going to be a queue outside
in ten minutes.

BABY. It’s a problem Mickey. What are you going to do?

MICKEY. I worry about that. We’ll put a sign on the door say
we’re decorating —

BABY. We just decorated...
MICKEY. I don’t fucking care. We’re doing it again.
Enter SKINNY.

SKINNY. It’s all locked. There some kids hanging around out
the front.

POTTS. It’s the Par... Mickey. What did I just say? Eh? It’s the
Parlez-Vous.

SKINNY. What? Fuck.
POTTS. What did I just say?
SKINNY. Fuck. Is it Sunday?
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POTTS. You watch. They’Il flock.
SWEETS. Everyone was on about it last night.
POTTS. You watch.

SWEETS. That Sylvia, with all those mates. Knows those Mick
builders.

POTTS. Who's suggestion was it? Eh? Turn Sunday, a dead day
in the week, make it something. Who thought up the name.
The continental feel. Who was it?

MICKEY. Sidney. Please.
POTTS. I'm just pointing it out.

MICKEY. I know. Just... Just keep the door locked they’1l fuck
off. Shut up. Just keep out of sight they’ll all fuck off.

BABY. Skinny you look fantastic.
SKINNY. Sorry?

BABY. You look like a prince. Can I ask you a question? Where
d’you get those trousers?

SKINNY. What? Oh...
MICKEY. Leave the trousers,

BABY. Aren’t they lovely? With the pleats. Little turn-up. (Looks
down at his own and feigns shock.) Well well. Small world.

SKINNY. Mickey —

BABY. Now I ask myself, where would you get a fashionable
idea like that from?

SKINNY. Baby I never knew you had a pair. Mickey, I never
knew he had a pair.

BABY. It’s lucky that or people might think you were copying
me. People might think you loved me or something,.

SKINNY. I bought them over Monkeytown. I saved up.
BABY. You're a fucking liar Skinny Luke.
MICKEY. Baby go downstairs.
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BABY. I’'m gonna... Excuse me Mickey... I’m gonna let you
wear them so long as you kiss mine.

SKINNY. What?

BABY. I promise. I won’t cause a fuss, if you just come over
here and kiss my pegs.

SKINNY. Fuck off. Mickey —
BABY. Kiss my pegs.
POTTS. Here we go.

BABY. Kiss my pegs.
SKINNY. Fuck off.

BABY. I know why you say all those things about me. It’s
because you love me so much. Mickey says.

MICKEY. Baby, leave him alone.

BABY. It’s because you're fighting with yourself. I know what I
do to you Skinny Luke. Now show me. Kiss my pegs. Kiss
them. (Throws a chair at SKINNY.) Look at the floor. Look
at the floor.

SKINNY. Great fucking game. Great fucking game. Great
fucking game.

BABY. Look at the... Look at the floor. I'll close your fuckin’
eyes. Kiss my pegs.

SKINNY. Fuck off.

BABY. Kiss my pegs. Kiss my pegs.
SKINNY. Fuck off. Mickey —
BABY. Kiss my pegs. Kiss my pegs.
POTTS. Kiss his fucking pegs.

SKINNY. Smashing chairs Mickey. That’s a new one. That’s an
escalation. What did I tell you about the pattern. Insults,
spitting, squeezing, threatening. Smashing chairs. I’'m going
to end up dead Mickey. You watch.
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MICKEY. All right. Calm it down.

SKINNY. I've had enough.

MICKEY. Skin listen. Go over Charlie Dodds’.

SKINNY. I've had enough.

MICKEY. Shut up and listen. Go over Charlie Dodds’.
SKINNY. Right.

MICKEY. Do you know where he is?

SKINNY. Who?

MICKEY. Charlie Dodds’. Does the guns. Do you know —
SKINNY. Yeah. Yes. Old Compton up the top.

MICKEY. Get the best he’s got. Go there come back. Don’t talk
to no one. Don’t get stopped.

SKINNY. Right.

MICKEY. Stuff it up your shirt down your trousers. Don’t get
fuckin’ pinched.

SKINNY. What if I bump into someone?
MICKEY (handing over money). Act.
SKINNY. Right. And I'lll get some sandwiches.

MICKEY. Listen. For fuck’s sakes. Are you listening to me?
Just go Charlie Dodds’ come back here. Go now.

SKINNY. Right. I've got to talk to you Mickey.
MICKEY. Do it now then come back here.

SKINNY. Good. Good. I've... We’ll talk Mickey. I might want
to have children one day.

Exit SKINNY.
SWEETS. This is it. This is it. We’re all going to die here.

MICKEY. We're not going to die. We’re going to stay here,
we’ll be all right,
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SWEETS. I'm scared Mickey.

MICKEY. It’s all right. Go out the back get those old
mattresses.

POTTS. Are we staying here?
MICKEY. Just get them.

SWEETS. Are you sure Mickey? That we’re going to be
all right?

MICKEY. Yes. I am. I'm sure it’s all right.
BABY gets up to leave.
Where are you going? Baby.
BABY. I fancied a sandwich.
MICKEY. Stay here.
BABY. I’m hungry.
MICKEY. Stay here. Do you want to still be a part of this or not?
BABY. Do I want to be a part of this...? This is brilliant!
MICKEY. Because you are a part...
BABY. Is this an... an invitation...?
MICKEY. You’re supposed to be a part...
BABY. Am I being asked? Am I being courted?

MICKEY. Look. I don’t care what you do long term, I don’t
mind. But for a couple days I need you here.

BABY. What for?

MICKEY. Because you’re his son. It goes Ezra you me to the
outside.

BABY. That’s why I've been here? Decoration. Like the sequins.

MICKEY. They’re going to come here. If not Ross, anyone
wants this place. Now to the outside you’re the son, so
you’re the man.
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BABY. So why did they call you? (Pause.) Somebody decides
to kill my daddy, do they call me tell me? No Mickey. They

give you the call. (Pause.) You see what I mean? You got
the call.

Re-enter SKINNY .
SKINNY. Mickey.
MICKEY. What the fuck is it? I sent you to do a job.
SKINNY. It’s just I found this on the doorstep.

SKINNY holds out a box, big enough to hold a football, gifr-

wrapped with a silver ribbon. He puts it on the floor in front
of them all.

POTTS. I know what that is. I know what that is.
SWEETS. What?

POTTS. I know what that is.

SWEETS. What is it?

SKINNY. Fucking hell.

POTTS. Oh no.

SKINNY. Fucking hell. Fucking hell.

POTTS. It’s the kid. It’s the fucking kid’s head.
SKINNY. Oh Jesus.

POTTS. Look at it. What do you think it is. It’s the kid’s head
isn't it?
SWEETS. Oh Jesus.

POTTS. It’s the kid’s head. It’s the fucking kid’s nut isn’t it.
Well isn’t it?

MICKEY. Shut up.
POTTS. Look at it. Perfect size. It’s his nut.
MICKEY. Shut up.

SWEETS. Look. It’s his fucking head. It’s his fucking head in
a box,

O i et

———

ACT ONE, SCENE TWO 57

POTTS. How heavy is it? Heavy. I bet it’s about a couple of
stone. If it’s a couple of stone it’s his nut. One two stone it’s
the nipper’s nut without much doubt.

MICKEY. Shut up.

POTTS. Oh my Jesus. They cut his head off.
MICKEY. Calm down.

POTTS. They’re going to kill us all.
SWEETS. My God.

POTTS. 1t’s over.

MICKEY. Shut up. All of you. Shut up.

SKINNY. Just say if it is because I don’t want to see. Just nod
if it is.
POTTS. We’re finished. We’re finished.

BABY goes to the box. He unties the ribbon and opens it. He
stares into it, standing over it. He pulls out a silver jacket,
folded up. He unfolds it and looks at it. He holds it up for the
others to see. Puts it on.

He goes to the jukebox, jingles his pockets, finds a penny,
drops it in the slot, presses a number and a tune begins.

Rock 'n’roll plays loud in the office. All eyes are on BABY.
He ties the silver ribbon round his head and begins to
dance. He starts slowly, menacingly, quick steps, tight,
arrogant. As the song builds he moves faster and faster until
it has become a noise. The sound grows, the drums getting
louder, the instruments in discord, the beat intensifies until it
reaches fever pitch, a wall of sound. It grinds deafeningly as
BABY gets closer and closer to MICKEY, until he is right
in his face. At its peak, everything stops except the
drumming, with BABY frozen, staring into MICKEY ’s eyes.
They are staring at each other. The drumming halls.
Tableau.

Blackout. End of Act One.
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Can 1? Good. Lovely. I've come up with a plan and it makes
sense to me in my head, but before you answer, mull it over
for half a minute, live with it a tick then see if I'm wrong.
Okay? So: (Pause.) I say we all do a runner.

ACTTWO Pause.

Scene One MICKEY. Sweets —

Downstairs at the Atlantic. Sequins everywhere. A staircase up SWEETS. Mull it over Mickey.

to the office at the back with a chain across, ‘Private’. MICKEY. Is that it?

An enormous banner across the back reads ‘Ezra’s Atlantic SWEETS. Sounds obvious but the best ones always do. We've
Salutes Young People’. had a shock lah-di-dah who says we all of us put it behind us

jump on a train. All of us, as a team, train down Margate

BABY is out cold at a table, wearing the silver jacket. .
splash in the sea.

MICKEY takes the banner down.
SWEETS and POTTS enter dragging dustbins. ] MICKEY. Baby wakes up let me know.

MICKEY. Is the back locked? SWEETS. Give it half a minute watch it grow on you. The cool
POTTS. I've put the bolt on. sea breeze. Cure-all. Works wonders for head cold. What?

MICKEY. That bolt’s too weak. A kid could break it in. MICKEY. We’ve got no lease on this place. We’ve got no deed.
Where’s Skinny? SWEETS. Right...

Pause.

Sl IoaHeR e backs MICKEY. It gets out about Ezra anyone who wants this place
POTTS. Look. It’s gone six. can walk in make themselves at home.
SWEETS. Count on it Mickey. He’s fucked it up. SWEETS. Ub-huh.

MICKEY. So we go down Margate, lark around, come back find
it’s gone. Then we’ve lost it all.

SWEETS. Absolutely.

g : MICKEY. So we're gonna stay here sweat out the weekend. See
SWEETS. Mickey. Can I have a quick word? : what happens, hopefully Monday it’s still ours. After that, I

MICKEY. What? . don’t know.
SWEETS. Had a little idea. SWEETS. Horse sense. Twenty-four carat.

MICKEY. What is it Sweets? MICKEY. You see?

SWEETS. Quick little tetty over here... SWEETS. Mickey, go up there, close the door, lie down, let

the dirt drop out your fingernails. Any news we’ll give you
MICKEY waits. e o

POTTS. You sent the wrong bloke. Probably had his collar felt
five pistols down his pants.

MICKEY. Tell me when he wakes up. (Heads towards office.)
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POTTS. There’s a hole in your plan Mickey.
MICKEY. Oh yeah Sidney. Tell me.

POTTS. This. What if Mr Ross comes back? (Pause.) En? Sam
Ross gets his strength back comes here finds we hung
around. What next?

MICKEY. Then I don’t know.
Pause.

SWEETS. You don’t know?

MICKEY. No.

SWEETS. Think about my plan Mickey. It’s got something.
Sun. Donkeys. Kiss-Me-Quick. ..

MICKEY. Nothing’s keeping you here Sweets. You want a
piece of what’s left, okay; you want to go out in the sun get
an ice cream, go to Margate you’re welcome. Train goes
from Victoria.

Pause.

POTTS. Mickey. Do you think he’s going to come for us?

MICKEY. You’ve met him Sidney. You tell me.
MICKEY goes up the staircase.

POTTS. What?

SWEETS. What? Nothing.

POTTS. I thought you said something.

SWEETS. No. Me? No.

POTTS. Handing out the cuffs. Fucking getting cuffy. I didn’t
start all this.

SWEETS. He’s as shook up as any.
POTTS. My ears still ringing.

SWEETS. I know. Wake up tomorrow you’ll be right as rain.

POTTS. We’re not waking up tomorrow. You heard what he
said. He hasn’t got a plan. What if T cuffed him. That’d be it
wouldn’t it? But no. 'l just stand there line up let you all

ACT TWO, SCENE ONE

have a swing. (Pause.) He tries it again I’'m gonna start
thumping back. And hard as I can.

SWEETS. Relax Sid. Have some cake.
POTTS. Who fucking discovered the kid?
SWEETS. Right.
POTTS. Fact. One solid-gold forgotten fact.
Pause. BABY stirs in his sleep.
SWEETS. Poor bastard.
POTTS. I shouldn’t worry about him too long Sweets.
SWEETS. Don’t you feel a pang for him?

POTTS. I’ve got my own plate of shit to eat today thank you. I
don’t even know this hurts him.

SWEETS. Big heart Sid. Course it hurts him.

POTTS. Mickey first says it to him, ‘Sorry Baby but your dad’s
been done.” What does he do? He gives it the Buick. Some
sketch about a car in the street. (What he’s already told you
and me the day before, the same fucking words.) Now chop
my old man up see if I stand around swapping car models.

SWEETS. Yeah but there’s dads and dads. %o:“aw thinking of a
dad. Like in a book. Fucking figure of something.

POTTS. Yes but —

SWEETS. Not some bloke waits for you come home home
from school stuffs his hands down your pants. Not one has
you biting the sheets and then don’t tell your mum.

POTTS. Don’t get me wrong. I like him. I’m not saying I’d run
back in and save him the building catches fire but he’s a mate.
He’s one of my best mates isn’t he? But he’s a cunt. Oh. He’s
had it tough. Oh. His dad did the funny on him. Well that’s all
the past isn’t it. Fucker’s dead. He ought to draw a line now.
Start afresh. But he won’t. I know he won'’t. The trouble with
his type is they think the world owes them a big kiss and a trip
down the z00. (Pause.) Have you got any pills?
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SWEETS. I've run out.
POTTS. Thank Christ for that.
Enter SKINNY.

SKINNY. Relax. Panic over. You sweat for nothing and
suddenly it's okay. Sweets you are a genius. This is your
town. (Removes a Derringer purse-pistol.) Can you see that?
Can you just make that our?

SWEETS. Christ.

SKINNY. A Derringer.

POTTS. Marvellous. ..

SKINNY. An antique. ..

POTTS. Sweets...

SKINNY. A collector’s item. A curiosity.

SWEETS. Where d’you get that?

SKINNY. They crash in here it turns sour I'll w:: them all down.
POTTS. Brilliant.

SKINNY. Mow ’em all down g0 up the Nellie Dean.
POTTS. Marvellous.

SKINNY. Five quid for the week off Charlie Dodds. Our private
angel over Old Compton Street.

POTTS. Fuck. It’s a sign.

SKINNY. It is. It’s a sign. It says ‘“We are the men with the
small gun’,

SWEETS. Did you say you was with me?

SKINNY. Yeah. Yeah. Yes. Yeah. ‘Sweets Who?’
Beat.

SWEETS. Cunt.
POTTS. That’s a big hole in the plan then.
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SWEETS. My brother had two Webleys off him last March.
SKINNY. Bow and arrow we’ve got the set.

SWEETS. Colin did. Pair a Webleys.

SKINNY. Have you bolted the back?

POTTS. What’s the point? A kid could break in. Hang on. How
did you get in?

SKINNY. Mickey gave me the keys.
POTTS. When?

SKINNY. Last night. When he said I was in charge. I’m going
to go and check the back. Come back find you all dead.

Exit SKINNY. Pause.
POTTS. Did you know that?
SWEETS. I had no idea.
Pause.
POTTS. Do you believe him?
SWEETS. He’s got the key.
Pause.
POTTS. This, Sweets, is very bad for us.
SWEETS. What the fuck is going on?
POTTS. He’s got the... Mickey gave him the key.
SWEETS. Big mistake. Mickey’s made a big mistake there.
POTTS. I'm disappointed. I'm disappointed in Mickey.
SWEETS. It explains a lot. The whole... the —

POTTS. Minute we turn our backs — ‘Mickey can I help you
with this.” ‘Mickey let me shake the drips off.’ Before, right,
before it’s this is wrong with the club, that’s wrong with the
club, and and and as soon as soon as there’s aggro he runs
under the fucking shawl.

SWEETS. Don’t waste any time do you Missy..




u
l.I

N R I
i

A T I TN S e S S I



64 MOJO

POTTS. You watch, they’ll share a fucking mattress tonight.
And with the... with the Charlie Dodds. Who suggested that
eh? Who suggested it?

SWEETS. Me.

Beat.

POTTS. Exactly. And who gets packed off. Who gets trusted?
You and me? Now... Now he’ll walk in here and he’ll want
us all to kneel down kiss his crack.

SWEETS. With all the ordering us about with the mattresses.
Like it’s a Scout camp. ..

POTTS. Getting into it. This isn’t a fuckin’ fresh-air fortnight.
This is real.

SWEETS. Thinking he’s in the trenches —
POTTS. Giving it the Uncle Tommy —
SWEETS. The fucking Uncle Tommy —

POTTS. We're gonna get the Uncle Tommy. We'’re gonna get
the Uncle Tommy. (Pause.) Fucking mess we’re in.

Re-enter SKINNY .,
SKINNY. Where’s Mickey?
POTTS. See?

SKINNY. Where is he. (What?)
POTTS. Never you mind love.
SKINNY. What?

SWEETS. He’s upstairs.
POTTS. He’s got his head cold.

SWEETS. He’s got his head cold doesn’t want bothering.
What’s it like out there?

SKINNY. Beautiful. Sunny. There’s a few kids out there. Stupid
bastards are queueing up.

SWEETS. Yeah. Tell *em the show’s round Mr Ross’s tonight.
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SKINNY (re: the bins). This him then?
POTTS. Yeah. Yeah that’s him.
SKINNY. Fucking hell. (Pause.) You had a look?
POTTS. You haven’t got the stomach.
SKINNY. A quid.
POTTS. Done.
SKINNY. Here. Half a crown and a Bazooka Joe.
POTTS. Done.
They shake. SKINNY readies himself. He can’t do it.
Shitter,

SKINNY. It’s harder than you think. (Gives NOHHm :Q.N\ a
crown and the Bazooka Joe.) I don’t fucking like this.

POTTS. Don’t you feel bad about it? What with :.mz happening
on your first night in charge. Not a pretty start, is it?

SKINNY. Fuck off,
POTTS. Saps your confidence though I bet. As a leader.
SKINNY. I'm not listening to you.

Pause.

SWEETS. Poor man. One minute he’s up on the mﬁmmo..Uom.sm
all the introducing. In his blue suit. His best blue suit. His

little joke at the start.
SKINNY. We should have stuck to the machines.
POTTS. Here we go. What was that Skipper?

SKINNY. What? Ezra never saw straight again the day the kid
walked in here. Buying him silver suits. Wearing tight
trousers himself. I mean an old man wearing tight trousers.
It’s asking for trouble.

SWEETS. That's true.

SKINNY. Eh? Thinking I am in love all’s well in Eo.ioig. .
Thinks if he combs his hair puts on tight trousers it’s All Hail
the Prince of Clothes.
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POTTS. You’re all heart Skin.

SKINNY. Just because some old man wants to fuck children for

a hobby don’t mean we all have to die in his good name.
SWEETS. He was always level to us weren’t he Sid.
POTTS. Treated me fair. Played the gent.

SWEETS. Poor man. I’ll miss him. (Pause.) All right. Here's a

good bet. Which half’s his legs and which half’s his head?
POTTS. Ten bob says left one’s his head.
SWEETS. I reckon left.
SKINNY. Yeah you’ve picked ’em up.
POTTS. Yeah but we haven’t looked.
SKINNY. Null bet. Null bet.
POTTS. Jeeez. Nice to be trusted.
SWEETS. You should be a bit more trusting.
SKINNY. I watch my back all right.
SWEETS. You should be a bit more trusting my son.
SKINNY. I watch my back all right.
Pause.
POTTS. You get any sandwiches?
SKINNY. Mickey gave me a fiver. I spent it on a small gun.
SWEETS. Eat the cake.
POTTS. I've eaten the cake.
SWEETS. Eat the cake. It’s got... It’s the same as bread.

POTTS. I eat any more of the cake I'm going to die. I'm going
to turn blue die of cake poisoning.

SWEETS. It’s the same as bread.
POTTS. The cherries. They’re wax. They taste like wax.
SKINNY. Chuck a bit over then. (Blue icing...)
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POTTS (to SWEETS). Look at this...
SKINNY. What.

POTTS. Am I the cake-fetcher?

SKINNY. I'm asking you — Just gimme a piece.
POTTS. Am I your cake-fetcher?

SKINNY. No. No. You’re not. Absolutely. You jumpy cunt. I
thought we were mates.

POTTS. Would you get me a piece of cake?
SKINNY. Mates. Friendship. You know?
POTTS. Would you fetch me cake?

SKINNY. I thought we were mates.

POTTS. We’re business friends.

SWEETS. I'll get you some. You want some of the cake?
SKINNY. Grow up.

SWEETS. I'm sorry?

SKINNY. No.

SWEETS. What did you say?

POTTS. He said ‘Grow up’.

SKINNY. I don’t want to play.

POTTS. He said ‘Grow up’.

SKINNY.I don’t want to play that’s all.

POTTS (to SWEETS). You see?

SKINNY. What?

SWEETS. Fucking Victor Mature.

POTTS. Fucking coming-of-age party.

SKINNY. You two live in a dreamworld.
POTTS. Whereas you have a long flowing beard.
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SKINNY. A world of your own.
POTTS. You have the long whiskers of wisdom.

SKINNY. You know nothing about the real world. My Uncle
Tommy was in the RAF, yeah, and when they were pinned
down, and some, say someone said, ‘Here Tom, Tommy,
fetch me a bit of cake or a cuppa tea’ you did it because of
team spirit.

POTTS (to SWEETS). With the Uncle Tommy...
SWEETS (to POTTS). Do you hear that?
POTTS (t0 SWEETS). What did I say...?
SKINNY. What?

POTTS (to SWEETS). Fuckin’ Uncle Tommy who won the war
on his own.

SKINNY. It’s true... they helped each other out. Someone says
‘Can I have a cup of tea’ —

POTTS. Uncle Tommy and his Halifax bomber. Uncle Tommy
who shot down Hitler. Uncle Tommy who pinned down the
Bosch single-handed at the Somme.

SKINNY. He fought in both World Wars.
POTTS. Here we go. And they’re off.

SKINNY. What? Fuck off. He fought in both World Wars. He
said he was older than he was in the First and younger than
he was in the Second.

SWEETS. And he had four brothers and they all died in action
at the Somme.

POTTS. I bet they did it on purpose. I bet they did it on purpose
to get away from Uncle Tommy.

SKINNY. I'm not listening to you. I asked you for a piece of
cake. You just have no understanding of history. Those
people died for you.

Pause.

SWEETS. There’s toffee apples.
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POTTS. I know there’s toffee apples. Stop fucking toffee-
appling me.

SWEETS. They’re good.
POTTS. Fucking mess we’re in.
Pause.

SWEETS. Anyway, why’s he called your Uncle Tommy when
he’s shacked up with your mum?

SKINNY. Fuck off. I’m not listening.
SWEETS. Eh? Sid. Uncle.
POTTS. Fucking friendly uncle.
SKINNY. I'm not listening.
Pause.
POTTS. Fucking mess we’re in.
Enter MICKEY from the upstairs.
MICKEY. What did Charlie say?
SKINNY. Mickey. I'm sorry. He only had this.

POTTS. Might as well give Sam Ross a Chinese burn as pop
him with that, Waste of Sam’s time.

SWEETS. He’s got more. I know he’s got more.
POTTS. Mickey, sorry but you sent the wrong bloke.
SKINNY. He doesn’t even know you.

POTTS. That’s nice Skin. Mickey gives you a job, you walk
around in the sunshine, fuck it up, come back point the
stinky finger at Sweets.

SWEETS. It’s got a lovely bone handle.

MICKEY. Give it here. (Takes the gun.) All right. Don’t worry.
We’ve still got the cutlass.

SWEETS. Where is it?
MICKEY. It’s up there.
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SWEETS. Shouldn’t we have it down here? Handy.
MICKEY. Leave it. Have you eaten?

POTTS. Mickey, it’s about the cake, I can’t actually eat any
more or I'm going to sick up.

SWEETS. It’s the same as bread.

POTTS. We need some supplies. You’re in charge. What next?
SKINNY. Mickey, can I have a word?

MICKEY. What about? (Eat the cake.)

POTTS. Sorry. It makes me gag.

SWEETS. There’s toffee apples.

SKINNY. Mickey —

POTTS. Fucking leave it with the toffee apples.

MICKEY. For tonight it’s the cake. We’ll get something else in
the morning.

SKINNY. Mickey.

SWEETS. Mickey, what do you suppose he’s doing right now?
MICKEY. Who?

SWEETS. Silver J ohnny.

MICKEY. I don’t know. He’s with Sam Ross.

POTTS. He’s on a plane to Aca-fucking-pulco with Sam Ross.
He’s sitting in a bubble bath. I know he s, Right now up to
his scrawny neck. Eating a goose off a floating platter.

MICKEY. He’s got a big fat smile across his face I can tell you
that much.

SKINNY. Mickey.

SWEETS. Do you know what I think? I think he’s had all his
teeth covered in silver, and he’s got silver-plated hair and
nails, silver feet and silver pubes and he’s singing at the
Washington Bowl with loads of famous people watching.

Pause.

ACT TWO, SCENE ONE 7

SKINNY. Mickey?
MICKEY. What?
SKINNY. Can I have a quick word? It’s private.
MICKEY. What is?
SKINNY. The quick word. Can we go up there?
MICKEY. Okay. Go up.
SKINNY goes up the stairs.
Tell me when he wakes up.
Exit MICKEY up the stairs.
POTTS. Stick a pin in me.
SWEETS. If I hadn’t seen it...
POTTS. Did I fall asleep miss the wedding?
SWEETS. Bad for morale that. Very bad.

POTTS. You know he can stand in the corner down here
clicking his fingers being big with the twelve-year-olds
waving like he don’t drive the van. He drives the van and I
say he should drive the van.

SWEETS. Standing at the bar like he don’t drive the van.
POTTS. In the corner with the twelve-year-olds...
SWEETS. And... and... and... With the fuckin’ —
POTTS. The fucking American.

SWEETS. With the American accent.

POTTS. Honestly. It’s sad.

SWEETS. To girls. In this stupid American accent.
POTTS. He sounds Welsh.

SWEETS. Getting snug.

POTTS. Cuddling up to Mickey... this is wrong that’s wrong.
With his fucking bunch of keys.
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SWEETS. ... Fucking bad breath —

POTTS. Fucking bad-breath van-boy. Fucking bad-breath van-
boy with chat.

BABY suddenly sits up. He sits there, not moving. |
Here we go.
SWEETS. Hello Colonel. How’s that?
POTTS. Bit more like it eh?
SWEETS. Now that feels a lot better don’t it.
POTTS. Sweets, get Baby a glass of water.

SWEETS. How you feeling Baby-o. Ready for the party?
Pause. BABY sits there.

BABY. What time is it?

POTTS. What? It’s the evening.

SWEETS. July. Lovely long evening.

POTTS. Still hot. Long shadows down Dean Street I bet.

SWEETS. Lovely out. Must be.

POTTS. Boiling hot. Skin said.
Pause.

BABY. I miss anything?

POTTS. Yeah. There was a wedding.

SWEETS. Yeah. Mickey and Skinny got hitched.

POTTS. Whirlwind romance. Very touching.

SWEETS. That’s the cake. Potts was best man and I sung the
carol.

BABY. Where is he?

SWEETS. Mickey? He’s up there mate.

POTTS. Up there with the lucky lady.

SWEETS. He’s up there bumming him off right now.
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POTTS. Yeah. He’s bumming off his bad-breath van-boy bride.
So. Mickey don’t love us any more. That’s what’s happened.
That’s all you missed.

Pause.

BABY. You know it is a hot evening. I can smell it on the breeze.
Like when you're a kid and you wake up and it’s summer.

SWEETS. Typical eh? Rains all July, then the day they chop
your boss up you go into hiding, wouldn’t you know, a
scorcher.

POTTS. Shut it Sweets.
SWEETS. Absolutely. Sorry Babes.
POTTS. It’s the cake. He’s eaten nothing but cake for ten hours.
SWEETS. It’s the blue icing.
POTTS. Relax.
Pause.
BABY. So who wants to go up the pictures?

POTTS. That’d be the one wouldn’t it. Normal Sunday have a
cold lemon go up the Curzon.

SWEETS. Fuck about after up St James.

POTTS. Maybe head down Monkeytown. Hang out.
SWEETS. Town’s your oyster.

BABY. What about it? Quick flick. Eh? Quick Bob Mitchum.
POTTS. Yeah. Sorry Babes. Can’t.

SWEETS. Love to Babes. Not allowed.

BABY. Come on. Who wants to go and see a Wild West?

POTTS. I personally would love to. But Mickey’s decided it.
We’re all stopped here.

BABY. Who says?
POTTS. Mickey says.
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BABY. Mickey says.

Pause.

There’s probably kids outside.
SWEETS. Skin said there’s a few.
BABY. Shall we get them in. Open the bar?
SWEETS. We can’t mate. Love to. Can’t.
BABY. Oh. (Pause.) Sidney, quick film?
POTTS. All right Baby. Stop pulling my cock.
BABY. What?

POTTS. You know we ain’t going out, having a party, doing a
conga, nothing. We’re staying here. Why? Because of
what’s in those bins. Blunt as it is, I’ve had nothing but
sorrow and birthday cake since sun-up, so stop the Music
Hall. All right love?

SWEETS. Relax Sid.
POTTS. I am relaxed. I'm talking.
BABY. This him?

He lifts the lid off one. He looks. He puts it down. He lifts the
lid off the other. He looks, then puts it down.

Sweets?
SWEETS. Yes Babes?
BABY. I think I'll have that glass of water now please.
SWEETS. I'll just get you one.

Exit SWEETS.
POTTS. Fucking weekend. You feeling all right?
BABY. Tell the truth I'm a bit tired.
POTTS. Yeah?

BABY. Yeah. Feel... tired like when you see old people and
they look tired. You know what I mean?
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POTTS. You’ll pick up. It’s the shock. (Pause.) You shouldn’t
have done that.

BABY. What?

POTTS. Had a look. You'll only have a bad dream now. I
remember when I was four I saw this dog get ripped up by
these pikeys. They had it tied up on a swing and they had
these pinking shears and a rake. (Pause.) Carried that little
doggie round in my head for weeks.

BABY. Yeah. Maybe I'll have a bad dream or something.
Pauyse.

POTTS. You should hear what Skinny was saying about you
Babes.

Pause.
BABY. About me?
POTTS. What?
BABY. You just said.
POTTS. Yeah. He was saying stuff to Mickey. About you.
BABY. What about me?
POTTS. How now’s the time to brush you off.
BABY. Did he say that?

POTTS. Fucking bad breath... He opens his mouth something
uncouth plops out.

BABY. What did he say then?

POTTS. He saying to Mickey he reckons we should brush
you off. That ‘blah blah pissing on we don’t need the Jew
no more’.

BABY. Ah... He doesn’t mean that.
POTTS. He said it. Something like it...

BABY. He doesn’t mean that. He only says that because he
loves me.
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POTTS. Yeah? They’re up there right now. Luke and Mickey.
He’s fucking got his feet nicely under the table.

BABY. I take no notice. I know it’s just because he wants to
walk like me. You all right Sid?

POTTS. Me? Tops. ]
BABY. You look white. :
POTTS. It’s the pills. I'm crampy. My stomach’s all shrunk.
BABY. Your tummy? Does it hurt?

POTTS. It’s like a lump of stone.

BABY. You had a sleep?
POTTS. What? No. I can’t.
BABY. You should have a sleep Sid. I'll keep watch.

POTTS. Go and stick your head under the tap. Clear your
thoughts. (Pause.) I'm fucking shitting myself Baby.

BABY. Ah I shouldn’t worry. Mickey’s got it all under control.

POTTS. He ain’t even got a plan. Besides, they made him God I
missed it. Fucking getting cuffy with me.

BABY. He hit you?
POTTS. Right on my eardrum. It’s ringing.
BABY. Mickey hit you? Did he hurt you?
POTTS. What? Not bad. But it knocks you back you get a cuff,
BABY. I'll say. That’s not like him.
Re-enter SWEETS.
SWEETS. Here you go. Nice chilly drink.

BABY. Thank you Sweets. ﬂ

POTTS. You run it for a bit? The nippers climb up there slash in
the tank. Always run it count to six.

BABY drinks the water.
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SWEETS. You ever seen him before?

BABY. Who?

SWEETS. Mr Ross.

POTTS. Fucker’s a legend South of the River.

SWEETS. Last year. Last year, when the Billy thing. Billy the...
POTTS. The Billy thing.

SWEETS. The fuckin’ Billy thing. The fucking Billy the Bass.
POTTS. The double bass —

SWEETS. The double Billy thing. The stand-up bass player.
Getting his own —

POTTS. Says he wants —

SWEETS. About his own manager. Shows up one night he’s got
his own manager along. He’s the bass player. What happens?
Eh? I"ll tell you what happens.

POTTS. To the manager. This is the Hyde Park —

SWEETS. They find him lying in Hyde Park. I'l] tell you what
happens. They find him lying in Hyde Park.

POTTS. (... fuckin’...)
SWEETS. They find him twitching in the park.
POTTS. (... fuckin’...)

SWEETS. They’ve woken him up driven up the Hyde, staked
the fucker out and and and and and —

POTTS. The lawn —

SWEETS.... and drove a lawnmower over him. Over his face.
Drove a lawnmower over his face.

POTTS. Fuckin’ hell.

SWEETS. Over his face.

POTTS. Fuckin’ hell.

SWEETS. Lawnmower. Over his face.
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POTTS. Fuckin’ hell.

SWEETS. The bloke’s a vegetable.
POTTS. He’s chopped liver.

SWEETS. His face is chopped liver.
POTTS. (... a pool of its former glory...)

SWEETS. A mockery of its former self. Then they’ve had
breakfast, gone round the bass player’s and they’ve cut his
thumb off.

POTTS (simultaneous with ‘cut’). Cut his fucking thumb off.

SWEETS. Lah-di-dah — they’ve cut his fucking thumb off.
Round his mum’s. In front of his mum. Him in his jimmy-
jams.

POTTS. (Pyjamas.) Thereby depriving him of his livelihood.

SWEETS. Thereby depriving him of his thumb. The livelihood
speaks for itself.

POTTS. You do that and it can speak for itself.
SWEETS. Then exactly.

POTTS. Good.

BABY. I don’t know him no. But I'd like to meet him.

POTTS. Yeah? Well it looks like you’re going to get the chance
my son.

SWEETS. I know one thing. He comes back here I'm over the
roofs and in Stepney before he’s had time to get his saw
out again.

Re-enter SKINNY and MICKEY.
POTTS. So what’s he like?
SKINNY. What?
POTTS. You ought to brush your teeth more.
SKINNY. What?
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POTTS. Me? Nothing. What’s that smell?
SKINNY. What are you talking about?

POTTS. Mickey, can I say something. As it’s all up in the air,
I’'m a bit jumpy, Sweets is a bit jumpy, can we have the little
councils down here in the open. Not up there with the
cutlass. I mean I love you both but I’m a bit scatty with the
pills and I might get the hump kill you both in your sleep.
I’'m not saying you’re planning nothing but my mind might
be damaged. You never know.

Pause.
MICKEY. You all right Baby?
BABY. I'm fine thank you Michael.
MICKEY. You feel better?
BABY. Sweets here got me a nice drink of water.
SWEETS. He’s looking the part now.
BABY. Mickey, can I have a word with you?
MICKEY. What?
BABY. In private.
MICKEY. What do you want to say?

BABY. It’s not for everyone to hear. It’s like... (Laughs.) It's
private.

MICKEY. Baby —
BABY. Seriously, I want a word.
MICKEY. Anything you want to say, say it to us all.

POTTS. Hang on. Hang on. Do I have to point out the fucking
obvious here?

SKINNY. What?
POTTS. Giving me the what? Mickey. Come on.
MICKEY. What’s your problem Sidney?
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POTTS. Why don’t I tell you. I get a thump in the head Skinny
gets a massage upstairs.

SWEETS. Let’s all take a step back.

POTTS. You should hear the stuff he says when you’re not here. !

SKINNY. I do not.

POTTS. ‘Mickey should have done this...Mickey fucked this
up, Mickey knew all about the deal did nothing.’

SKINNY. Mickey I did not.

POTTS. He did. He said you knew all about Sam wanting the
kid and you done nothing.

SKINNY. He’s lying Mickey.

MICKEY. Sid, relax.

POTTS. I'm not happy Mickey. My ear’s still ringing.
MICKEY. I'm... Listen. Relax. I'm sorry I hit you.

POTTS. I’ve got some things I could say. I've got some ideas.
MICKEY. I know.

POTTS. I'm not happy Mickey.

MICKEY. Just relax Sidney. Everyone knows you’re here.

BABY. Mickey, I want to say sorry. (Pause.) Uhhh. (Pause.) All
right. I think... Well. (Laughs.) I know I don’t do much to
run things, in the past. And I haven’t like... Well, I've
decided to buck myself up. Make improvements. Because I
want to stay round here, and I think if we’re going to uhh...
Well, that’s it.

MICKEY. It’s still too early for —
BABY. No. I'm serious. I’ve thought about it.
MICKEY. I'm pleased.

BABY. I know what you must think. But you know, there’s
nothing like someone cutting your dad in two for clearing the
mind. (Pause.) I do think that, what with my making
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improvements, I should be allowed to be more of a help to
you Mickey. As if we were going to run things together. I
mean, obviously you’re in charge, but we could like run the
club together. Like I could tell people that we run it together.
Do you know what I mean?

MICKEY. I’m glad you’ve thought about it. We need you here,
like I said.

BABY. I know. And I know why and I understand. I’m happy
with that. I mean, where else would I go eh? Where else
would I have this much fun?

MICKEY. Baby, I'm going to make you a deal. You don’t dance
me around, you leave Skinny Luke alone, then you help out
a bit more then in a week we’ll talk. That’s all I’'m gonna say.

BABY. I want to try.

MICKEY. You do that, you leave Skinny to get on with it, we're
in business. Yes?

BABY. Okay.

MICKEY. You start squeezing his nuts I've got a problem.
Because he’s a good little worker, and he’s telling me now
he’s walking out of here you give him any more niggle.

BABY. You said that.
SKINNY. I've just had enough Baby. I want us to get along.

BABY. Skinny, I'm sorry. I'm not going to squeeze your nuts
any more.

SKINNY. It’s just it really hurts. I might want kids one day.
BABY. I'm sorry.

MICKEY. Right. What time is it?

POTTS. It’s sunset. Getting cooler.

MICKEY. All right listen. Skinny, get the other mattresses.
Bring in the painting covers and stuff, make some blankets
and things.

SKINNY. Right.
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MICKEY. You two, take some full beer barrels from in there,
push them up against the back door.

SWEETS. Right.

MICKEY. Baby, give them a hand.

BABY. Okay. Uh. Mickey.

MICKEY. What?

BABY. What are you going to do?

MICKEY. I'm making a call.

BABY. Right. I’ve had an idea.

MICKEY. What's the problem?

BABY. I think maybe you should give them a hand.
MICKEY. Sorry.

BABY. I think you should. With the barrels.
MICKEY. That didn’t last long then did it?

BABY. No. No. Hang on. It’s just... What are you going to do?
MICKEY. I told you.

BABY. What was it again?

MICKEY. I'm going to make a fucking telephone call.
BABY. Who to?

MICKEY. What do you mean ‘Who to*?

BABY. Just who might you have to call?

MICKEY. I've got to call a band.

BABY. Which band?

MICKEY. What do you mean what... a band that was gonna
play here Tuesday lunchtime.

BABY. Right.
MICKEY. An oldies’ band.
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BABY. I'll tell you what Mickey. You help them. I’ll make
the call.

MICKEY. I'm sorry?
SKINNY. Mickey —
MICKEY. It’s all right. What do you want to prove Baby?

BABY. Nothing. I just think you should carry the barrels.
Pushing them up against the door. It’s a good idea.

MICKEY. You want to make a big deal out of the first fucking
thing we do?

BABY. No. No. I just think we should start like it’s all fair, and
you should help with the barrels.

MICKEY. I've asked you to.
BABY. And I've asked you to.

MICKEY. Have you finished being hilarious? Because if you
have I’ve got a phone call to make.

BABY. What'’s the number?
MICKEY. Fuck off.

BABY. Tell me. Tell me the number. What’s the big deal? It’s
only a phone call. Don’t you trust me to make a phone call?

SWEETS. Baby —

BABY. What? Mickey, listen, if Ezra asked you to carry the
barrels, what would you do?

SWEETS. Me and Sid can manage the barrels. You put your
feet up.

BABY. Mickey. You know? If Ezra asked you what would you
do? Because the other day Ezra asked you to stick five
thousand sequins all over here and you crawled round on
your hands and knees all day. You did. I saw you.

POTTS. Babes that ain’t going to help.
BABY. What? I don’t see the problem.
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MICKEY. It’s all right Sid.

SKINNY. Mickey.

BABY. What’s the difference now? Just imagine I’'m Ezra.
Pause.

MICKEY. All right Baby. You’re the boss. Tell me what you want
me to do. Why don’t you tell us all what we’re going to do?

Pause.
BABY. Are you serious?
MICKEY. I'm waiting. Tell us all your plan.
BABY (laughs). All right. Who wants to go and find the kid?
POTTS. Don’t fuck around Baby.

BABY. I'm serious. Why don’t we all chip up Sam Ross’s let
him know how we feel. Let him know we’re not happy and
all. I reckon we ought put up a bit of a struggle. What do you
reckon Sweets? All chip up at Sam Ross’s door ask for him
back Sidney. (Pause.) Skinny. Fancy it? That’s not very
Dunkirk of you. I bet your Uncle Tommy would be game.

SKINNY. Baby, just do this and it will make Mickey happy.

BABY. What?

SKINNY. What?

MICKEY. Go upstairs Skin.

SKINNY. What did I say?

MICKEY. Just go upstairs.

SKINNY. What did I say? What... Mickey? What did I say?
Pause.

BABY (quietly). Kiss my pegs.

SKINNY. Fuck off.

BABY. Kiss my pegs.

SKINNY. Fuck off. Mickey —
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BABY. Do it. Kiss my pegs.
SKINNY. Two minutes. Two minutes and we’re off again.
BABY. Kiss my pegs. Kiss my pegs.
POTTS. Baby.
BABY. Kiss my pegs.
SKINNY. What did I say?
POTTS. Kiss his pegs.
SWEETS. Kiss his fucking pegs...
BABY. Do it. Do it. Do it.
MICKEY. Baby, why do you do this. Go upstairs cool off.
BABY (to SKINNY). Fucking get rid of me you cunt. ..
MICKEY. Go upstairs.
BABY stops. He goes upstairs.
SKINNY. That’s it. I'm off.
MICKEY. Skinny —
SKINNY. I've had it Mickey. I’'m going to get hurt I stay here.
SWEETS. Just wait down here. He’s in shock.
SKINNY. Fuck shock. He’s a nutter.

POTTS. It’s an act. He’s a bullcrap. Go up there, punch him in
the face, he’ll turn into Little Bo Peep.

MICKEY. Skinny. Stay down here.

But BABY is coming back down out with the cutlass.
POTTS. Here we go.
SWEETS. Oh for fuck’s sake Baby. Who do you think you are?
SKINNY. Now I’'m going to get hurt. Now he’s going to kill me.
POTTS. He’s not going to kill no one. It’s bullcrap.

SWEETS. Don’t shame yourself up Baby. Put the sword down.
Look. Just stand there. Million pounds says he doesn’t.
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SKINNY. Sorry but that’s not enough.

POTTS. We can do this again or we shift the barrels. That bolt
won’t hold.

BABY. Kiss my pegs.
SKINNY. All right. I'll do it.
POTTS. No you won'’t.
BABY. Do it.
POTTS. Tell him to fuck off.
SKINNY. Fuck off. I'll do it.
MICKEY. Baby. Get out.
BABY. I'm sorry?

Pause.

MICKEY. I'm sorry for you, but I don’t want you around here
any more.

Pause. BABY is taken aback. He laughs.
BABY. That’s not very nice.
MICKEY. Just go.
BABY.Isee.

MICKEY. I hope you do. I hope you do. I'm sorry, but I want
you to leave.

Pause.
BABY. Now?
MICKEY. Yes. Now.
BABY. Right now. This second.
MICKEY. Yes.
Pause.
BABY. Uh, Mickey.

MICKEY. I'm not listening to you Baby. You've fucked around
here for too long. I'm sorry.
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BABY. I’ve always liked you Mickey...
MICKEY. Leave.
Pause.

BABY. Oh. Mickey. You've... You're so... You're a very
decisive person aren’t you. I mean, you’ve always been a bit
of a dark one, a bit of a Mrs Mopp for my dad and now...
Well, you’re showing qualities aren’t you. You surprise me.

MICKEY. I’m sorry. I'm not going to ask you again.
Pause.

BABY. Mickey. (Pause.) Watch what you say to me.

MICKEY. I don’t think I have to. I don’t think any of us do.

BABY. This is my dad’s place. And there’s... I'm his son. There
must be deeds, and it passes on to me.

MICKEY. There’s no deeds. You'd ever opened a drawer here
you might know that.

BABY (quietly). Well.
Pause.

Be-bop-a-lula she’s my baby, be-bop-a-lula I don’t mean
maybe...

Pause.

Be-bop-a-lula, she-hee-hee’s my babuh, mah babuh. Mah
Babah.

Very long pause. On and on. BABY stands around. He lifts
the cutlass and holds it over MICKEY.

MICKEY. Go on. Do it. Do it!
BABY stands there. In the end he lowers the cutlass.
Now fuck off. And don’t come back.
BABY stands there. He leaves. Pause.

SWEETS. Jesus.

POTTS. Mickey —
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MICKEY. Put the barrels against the back door.
SWEETS. What? Right. Come on Sid.
Exit SWEETS and POTTS.
SKINNY. Mickey —
MICKEY. Skin, get the sheets.
SKINNY. Right. Thank you Mickey.
MICKEY. Get the sheets.
SKINNY. It’s really got to me. I've been sleeping bad.

MICKEY. Use all the ones don’t have paint on them. You can
tear them up into... well, you know.

SKINNY. Leave it to me Mickey.

MICKEY. And check all the doors and windows. You finish
that, help the others.

SKINNY. Right. Mickey. Where are we sleeping tonight?
MICKEY. You can sleep down here.

SKINNY. Good. Good. I just thought we could sleep up there
with... all together. I just thought it would be better if we
were all together.

MICKEY. Okay. Take the mattresses up.
SKINNY. Is that all right?

MICKEY. Take them upstairs. Yes.

SKINNY. Thank you Mickey. I'l] sleep better.
MICKEY. I’ve got to make a call.

SKINNY. Okay. Thank you Mickey.
MICKEY. Do the sheets.

Exit SKINNY. MICKEY is alone. Enter POTTS, holding a
large bowl with a cloth over it.

POTTS. Mickey old son? I made you this.
MICKEY. What is it?
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POTTS. For your head cold.
Beat.
MICKEY. Right.

POTTS. It’s hot from the steamer. Strictly you need friar’s
balsam but I’ve bunged in a couple gills of créme de
menthe. It’s all spearmint or something. All does the trick
on your pipes.

He sets it down.
MICKEY. I’m fine. Do the barrels.

POTTS. It doesn’t hurt or nothing. You stick your head over,
breathe it all in, fixes you up in minutes. Come here.

MICKEY. I'm all right.

POTTS. Nonsense Mickey, come here.
MICKEY goes to the table and sits down.

MICKEY. What do I do?

POTTS. You just breathe. You just put your head over it and
breathe. Short while you'll feel like a baby. You’ll be clear
as rain.

MICKEY puts the cloth over his head and breathes.

I’'m going to do the barrels now. You just stay there Mickey.
All right? (Pause.) Just breathe Mickey.

Exit POTTS, leaving MICKEY alone, breathing in the

steam.

Blackoust.
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Scene Two |

Downstairs at the Atlantic. Hanging upside down in the middle
of the room, gagged, is a young man, wearing silver trousers
and a pink shirt. This is SILVER JOHNNY.

Perched on a bar stool opposite is BABY, wearing the silver
Jacket and drinking beer. There are empty beer cans on the bar.
The cutlass is across his knees.

BABY....I was about nine, bit younger, and my dad tells me
we’re driving to the country for the day.

He’s got this half-share in this caff at the time, and it was
doing really badly. There was a war on. So he was always
really busy working day and night, so like, this was totally
out of the blue.

So I got in his van with him, and we drive off and I notice
that in the front of the cab there’s this bag of sharp knives.
And a saw and a big meat cleaver.

And I thought “This is it. He’s going to kill me. He’s going to
take me off and kill me once and for all.” And I sat there in
silence all the way to Wales and I knew that day I was about
to die.

So we drive till it goes dark, and Dad pulls the van into this
field. And he switches off the lights. And we sit there in silence.
And there’s all these cows in the field, watching us. And
suddenly Dad slams his foot down and we ram this fucking
great cow clean over the top of the van. And it tears off the
bonnet and makes a great dent in the top, but it was dead all
right. See we’d gone all the way to Wales to rustle us a cow.
For the caff.

Now a dead cow weighs half a ton. So you’ve got to cut it up
there and then. And I was so relieved I had tears in my eyes.
And we hacked that cow to pieces, sawing, chopping, ripping,
with all the other cows standing around in the dark, watching.
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Then when we’d finished, we got back in the cab and drove
back to town. Covered in blood.

Pause.

Do you know why I'm called Baby?
Pause.

Take out the papers and the trash,

Or you don’t get no spending cash;
If you don’t la la la la la,

You ain’t gonna rock 'n’ roll no more
Yakety yak, don’t talk back.

Pause. He drinks. Pause. He laughs.
Yakety yak don’t talk back.

He laughs, he gets up and walks around.
Yakety yak don’t talk back.

BABY laughs. He moves the chair to right in front of
SILVER JOHNNY and sits down.

So, like... (Pause.) So like when you met Little Richard,
what were you gonna say? (Pause.) ‘Evening Richard... I...
(Pause.) ‘Evening Little. Can I call you Little?’ ‘Sure, if [
can call you Silver.” (Pause.) Seriously, you must have had
some pretty nifty plans. What did you have planned? Were
you going to go to Niagara Falls, Just you, Sam and the
majestic spray.

’

Pause. BABY clicks his fingers along to a tune in his head.
He stops. He drinks. Pause.

Do you think I’'m good-looking? Seriously... No come on, I
mean... Do you think I'm quite good-looking?

SILVER JOHNNY nods helpfully.

Seriously. Am [, like... Am I would you say rugged or
striking? (Pause.) Hold on. Am I rugged?
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SILVER JOHNNY shakes his head.
I'm not. Am I striking?

SILVER JOHNNY nrods.

I am... You think so.

BABY finishes his drink, crumples up the can and puts it in
the pocket of the silver jacket. He searches through the other
pockets of the jacket. He finds a guitar pick.

What this? Is it a... guitar pick? Plectrum. Is it a plectrum?
SILVER JOHNNY nods.

Do you play the guitar? I didn’t know you could play guitar.
Can you play it? Seriously?

SILVER JOHNNY shakes his head.
Then what have you got this for?
SILVER JOHNNY doesn’t respond.

‘What am going to do with you blowjob? Eh? What am I
gonna do with you? (Pause.) What am I going to do with you?

Enter SWEETS with the Derringer.
SWEETS. Who is it? Who’s there?
BABY. Who'’s that?
SWEETS. I’ve got a gun. Don’t move.
BABY (quierly). Sweets. My man. You should be asleep.

SWEETS is halfway down the stairs. It is dark and he can’t
see SILVER JOHNNY.

SWEETS. Oh. Watcha Baby. We thought you’d gone.

BABY. Ah... you know... I thought I"d drop by.
SWEETS. Right. How are you?

BABY. I thought I'd pop back in. (Fine, yeah).
SWEETS. What time is it?
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BABY. No idea. Must be... You been asleep?
SWEETS. Yeah... we'’re all...

BABY. Must be nearly morning. It was getting light out.
Gonna be another beautiful day. What you doing up so
bright and early?

SWEETS. Oh. I'm supposed to be on watch.

BABY. What for. Baddies?

SWEETS. Something like that.

BABY (pointing to Derringer). The fuck is that?

SWEETS. This? It’s a... You know Charlie Dodds? It’s off him.
BABY. Give it here.

SWEETS. It’s shit.

BABY. Give it here.

SWEETS. Wouldn’t scare a kid.

BABY. It looks like a Turkish Delight.

SWEETS. Yeah. (Pause.) Baby, can I ask you a question?
BABY (points it at SWEETS). Fire away.

SWEETS. Right. Um... How did you get in here?

BABY (stops). I came down the chimney. Like Father Christmas.
SWEETS. Right. Right. We never thought of that.

BABY. No. No. You know my key. The one I lost dancing.
SWEETS. Yeah.

BABY. Well, I never lost it dancing. It was in my shirt pocket
all that time.

SWEETS. Right. Right.
BABY. I found it. I had it all the time. In here.
Beat.

SWEETS. Yeah actually, because I’ve been writing you a letter.
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BABY. You have? BABY. Aaaaahhhh!

SWEETS. Yeah. Sounds a bit daft saying it like that. SWEETS. You dirty shit.
BABY. What does it say? BABY. I got you sunshine.
SWEETS. Well, I've only just started it. It’s just you know all SWEETS. You dirty bastard. You had me there.

that stuff Mickey said. Well I, for one and I think certainly
Sid, right... Anyway. Just to say I don’t really agree with

BABY. Your face.

Mickey on that one. I think he’s wrong. SWEETS. I was thinking, ‘“What? What’s he on about.’
BABY. Thank you. ; BABY. You should have seen your face.
SWEETS. Because we’ve always been mates. SWEETS. You dirty bastard. I twigged though.

BABY. We have.

BABY. You went grey in the face.

SWEETS. And, you know Mickey’s like chucked you out. SWEETS. I knew pretty soon.
Yeah. Well, as far as I'm concerned we should still go for ! )
drinks and stuff. I mean, who knows what’s round the BABY. You need a drink after that don’t you.
corner? And I bet Mickey changes his mind. Between you SWEETS. Telling me. You rotten git.
me and the lamp post. :

BABY. Drink?

BABY. Yeah?
SWEETS. Fuck it. Why not. Mickey comes down Il just tell

SWEETS. What? Yeah. Who knows? Who knows eh? What him you forgot something.

the fuck...

L . BABY. Is it a problem?

BABY. Yeah... Thing is Sweets, that’s really nice and all, but . . . . .

the thing is I’ve always thought you were a bit of a tosser. SWEETS. What? No. I'll just give him a spiel. Lovely.

Pause. BABY. Ice?

SWEETS. What? Oh. ) _mémmﬁm. There’s no ice.

BABY. Yeah. I've always had you down as a right nasty little BABY. What? There’s always ice.
cunt underneath. Like, all sweetness and light to your face,
’ Y ; .
and then as nasty as can be in the real world. Also, you're SIEEIS, Notoday
not very bright, and I think you only hang around Sid all the BABY. No pills. No ice. Place is falling apart.
time because you want his cock up your arse. (Pause.) You SWEETS. Yeah
know? To be frank. _ '

SWEETS. Right. Well. What the fuck eh? (Pause.) T don’t you BABY. I turn Bw,gow for half an hour, place falls down round
KnoW our heads. Let’s have a look...

BABY. Don’t what? SWEETS. Ezra’s in there actually.

SWEETS. He’s just a mate. (Pause. The penny drops.) You ; BABY. What? In there.

rotten bastard. SWEETS. Actually. Yes.
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BABY. In with the ice?
SWEETS. Yeah. It was my idea. Just until further notice.
BABY. Both halves?
SWEETS. Yes. No. The legs are in the Frigidaire.
BABY. In the Frigidaire up there?
SWEETS. Pretty much.
BABY. Well, best leave him. Cheers.
SWEETS. Lovely. (Cheers.)
BABY. To Ezra.
SWEETS has seen what is hanging in the middle of the

room.
Top-up?

SWEETS. What? No. No. Cheers.

BABY. You sure?

SWEETS. Uhhhh...

SWEETS takes in the scene. He looks at BABY, at SILVER
JOHNNY, everything is very quiet in the glow for ages. Then
he bellows.

Mickey!! Mickey!! Mickey!! Mickey!! Mickey!!

BABY. Ssssh. Quiet. Keep it down. You want to wake up all
Soho.

SWEETS. Where’d that come from?
BABY. Keep it down. What?
SWEETS. Where d’you get that?
BABY. Oh, you know.

SWEETS. We thought —

BABY. Say hello to Sweets, John. You remember Sweets. The
Sweets Man. Does the pills.
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SWEETS. What’s going on? I'm lost.
Enter POTTS from down the stairs.

POTTS. Sweets? You all right?

SWEETS. It’s... Look.

POTTS. The fuck is all the clatter?

BABY. Sidney Potts coming down the stairs there. Bet you
never thought you’d see his ugly mush again.

POTTS. Baby. We thought you’d gone.

SWEETS. He still had his keys Sid.

BABY. Sidney. We’ve got four of us... we can have a little party.
POTTS has seen SILVER JOHNNY.

POTTS. Suffering Shit.

SWEETS. Precisely.

POTTS. Sweet Georgia Brown.

BABY. Do you like it?

POTTS. Where the fuck did you dig him up from?

BABY. What do you think?

POTTS. That is him isn’t it. (Looks through his legs upside
down.) Baby, you fucking champion.

SWEETS. We thought he was in America.

POTTS. Will you look at this. Will you look what is hanging
up there.

SWEETS. I'm lost.

POTTS. Okay. Okay. Baby. I'm catching up. I don’t get it but so
far I like it very very much.

BABY. You want a drink Sid?

POTTS. Yes. Yes. I do want a drink. I want a big drink. And I
think we should talk because this makes a different story.
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BABY. Get Sid a drink.

POTTS. My fucking... Right. Right. Back to plan one. Fish are
jumping. Fish are jumping again. (To SILVER JOHNNY.)
First things first. You little upside-down queer bastard. The
shit you’re in. Had us sitting around filling our pants. You
little wanker, Sweets here shat his pants because of you.

SWEETS. I didn’t. It was the pills.
POTTS. What? Exactly. Right. Good. I'm waking up. I'm awake.
BABY. Do you like it?

POTTS. Yes. I like it. I like it very very much. But. But. One
thing. What the fuck is going on?

BABY. He was on the telly. I went round the back, opened it,
and got him out.

POTTS. Baby. Okay. Listen. This changes a couple of things.

Enter MICKEY and SKINNY . MICKEY remains on the
stairs, overlooking the scene.

SKINNY. Fuckin’ hell.
POTTS. Eh? Feast your eyes Skinny Luke. Feast your eyes.
SKINNY. Where d’you find him?

POTTS (o SILVER JOHNNY). You fucking little bastard, not
so fucking croony now are you? You better get used to that
chain because it ain’t coming off chum. I'm keeping you on
that from now on.

MICKEY. What the fuck have you done?
BABY. Hello Mickey. You asleep?
MICKEY. What have you done Baby?
SKINNY. I don’t understand.

POTTS. Mickey. Hello. Welcome. I think you’ve got a couple
of things to say to our friend here.

MICKEY. Baby, where did you find him?
BABY. Sorry, Mickey?

|
N
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MICKEY. You heard me.
BABY. Ah, he was round Sam Ross’s.
Pause.

‘If your man ain’t treatin’ you right,
Come up and see you Dan,

I'rock ‘em roll ’em all night long
I’m a sixty-minute man.’

SKINNY. What’s going on Mickey? Baby, what have you done?

BABY. Well, 1 left here and I walked around for a bit and then I
sort of walked back up here and I saw... you know that
Buick? Well it was still sitting there. Shiny Red Car. And I’'m
looking in it checking it out and the fucking keys are only
sitting there in the hole. So I thought toodle-oo0, why not?
You ever driven one Mickey?

MICKEY. What?

BABY. One of those big yank motors. Like sitting on a velvet
cushion. Floating past Nelson’s Column, sitting on a velvet
throne. Through Waterloo, down Camberwell, all the way,
press a button, the roof comes off. Press another, the radio
comes on. Cutlass on the back seat. I felt like General Patton.

And I parked it, right, and I asked around, and the first bloke
I ask actually knows where Mr Ross lives. Belly up, knock
on the door. And this bloke with yellow hair answers. And

I chopped him.

SKINNY. You did what?

BABY. I chopped him on the top of the head with my dad’s old
sword. And he fell down. And he never got up again.

SWEETS. Baby, you chopped him. You chopped Mr Ross?

BABY. It’s easier than you think. He just opens the door, and
you chop him. (Pause.) So there’s no one around so I step
inside. First door I try, the parlour, watching telly, sandwich
on his knee, the one and only Silver Johnny. Bit surprised to
see his old mate Baby in such a place, so I take him outside,
walk him up and down, put him in the motor brung him back
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here. Except coming over Vauxhall the engine packs in. And
the buses have all stopped so this one paid for a cab.

Pause.
SKINNY. Baby? Did you kill him?

BABY. Well, Skinny Luke, I don’t know. It’s actually really
difficult to tell...

POTTS. We're fucked. We're dead. I'm dead.

MICKEY. Sweets. Get upstairs.

SWEETS. Mickey —

MICKEY. Did you hear me. Do it now.

POTTS. Mickey what —

MICKEY. Fucking get up there. Do as I say. Get upstairs.
POTTS. We're going.

SKINNY. Mickey —

MICKEY. Do you want to die today? Eh? Do you want to die
today.

POTTS. Oh my Sweet Life.

MICKEY. Do you want to die today. Get upstairs you fuck. Do
as I say. Do as I say.

Exit SWEETS, POTTS and SKINNY, upstairs. Very long
pause.

Are you all right?
BABY. Bearing up.
Pause.
MICKEY. You spoken to him?
BABY. We did have a natter on the way. Yes.
MICKEY. Right. What did he say?
BABY. How’s your head cold Mickey? You feeling all right?
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MICKEY. What did he tell you?

BABY. Why don’t we ask him. He’s right there. He said when
him and Dad left here and went to Ross’s place, that when
they got there, that you was there Mickey. He said that your
head cold had miraculously disappeared. He said you was
feeling better. He said you all played billiards. He said that he
was sent out the room to listen to some records. With this
bloke with all tattoos. And then he said he came back an hour
later, and you weren’t there no more. And Dad weren’t there
no more. [sn’t that right Johnny?

MICKEY. Baby, I had no choice. We were going to lose
everything.

BABY. He’s going a very odd shade. We probably ought to
help him. Help him Mickey. Help Johnny.

MICKEY ungags SILVER JOHNNY. He lets out a note.
A moan. Lost.

It’s all right John.
MICKEY helps him down. He unties him.
MICKEY. Are you all right?
SILVER JOHNNY. Fuck you. Fuck you Mickey.
SILVER JOHNNY runs upstairs.

BABY. Let him go. (Pause.) Fancy. You’re sitting there with the
telly on and your supper then all that. Eh? He was in
remarkably good shape after. Even tipped the cab driver.
That’s the young eh? They really bounce back, don’t they.

MICKEY. I'm going to talk now and tell me to shut up if I'm
saying the wrong thing —

BABY. Shut up Mickey. Please. (Pause.) Will you tell me
something Mickey? Were you actually in the room when
they did it?

Pause. MICKEY shakes his head.

You wasn’t?
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MICKEY. No.

BABY. Where was you?

MICKEY. I'd gone by then. I was back home.
BABY. Back home?

MICKEY. They said wait. (Pause.) They said if I went home I"d
get... we’d get the club. We could keep the club.

BABY. We?
MICKEY. That I could keep the club.
BABY. Did you go to them?
Pause.
MICKEY. Baby, this is a new time for both of us —

BABY. A new time. A new time. (Pause.) I like that Mickey.
You have a very pleasant way with words.

MICKEY. Are you sure he’s dead?
BABY. Who?
MICKEY. Mr Ross. Because if he isn’t...

BABY. Mickey, he’s got his yellow hair parted right down
between his eyes. And it’s a hell of a schlep. And I think if he
is coming he’s going to need a jolly good lie-down first.

MICKEY. Baby, I don’t know what to do.
BABY (copying). Baby 1 don’t know what to do.
MICKEY. I don’t know what to do.
BABY. I don’t know what to do.
MICKEY. Baby I'm sorry.

Pause. BABY approaches MICKEY.

BABY. Sometimes when I wake up [ feel totally not there. I
feel completely numb. And I think, ‘Come on. Come alive.
Feel it. Like you used to.” But I'm numb. I lie there, and my
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one along, fighting or laughing and I can’t feel their... pain
or nothing.

Pause.

Woke up this afternoon, I just knew it was going to be one of
those days. Beautiful, sunny, but one you’re just not there
for. Sorry Mickey.

Enter SWEETS and POTTS.
SWEETS. Mickey?
BABY. All right Sweets?
SWEETS. Mickey, we’ve got a problem.
BABY. What’s that then?
SWEETS. Something’s happened.
MICKEY (quietly). I'm dead.
BABY. What’s the problem then?

SWEETS. Well, Silver Johnny said Mickey was round Mr
Ross’s Saturday night.

MICKEY. I'm sorry.

POTTS. Mickey, what have you done? It was you. It was you,
you cunt. This whole thing. Fucking head cold. You cunt.

SWEETS. It’s not true is it Mickey? It’s because he’s been
hanging upside down so long.

BABY. Theyre really rocking in Boston. ..
Enter SKINNY.

SKINNY. Relax. It’s bullcrap. I know it’s bullcrap.
SWEETS. I told you.
POTTS. How?

SKINNY. Little cunt’s twiced us all wants to blame someone
else. It’s bullcrap.
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SKINNY. Mickey’s done nothing. Bastard’s been hanging
upside down for two hours he’s gone back to front. And I'l]
prove it. I'll prove it. Because Mickey was at home and then
he came here. He was ill. He was ill then he came here.
Anyone listens to some little fuck ditched us all in the lurch
is a sissy. I believe Mickey. (To BABY.) Shut your fucking
mouth, Jew. You don’t belong here. You’ve got no place
here. None of us want you. You’re nasty and you lie. We’ve
all had enough. Take your lies somewhere else.

BABY walks across the room with the Derringer, puts it to
SKINNY s head and fires once.

Oww. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. What did you do that for?
Blood pours from the side of SKINNY ’s head.
What did you do that for?
POTTS. Skinny...
SWEETS. Skinny...
SKINNY. I'm shot in the head. I've been shot in the head...
POTTS. It’s only the Derringer...
SKINNY. Right in the fucking head.
POTTS. It’s only the Derringer.

SKINNY. What do you mean it’s only the Derringer? I'm shot.
Look at all this blood.

POTTS. Help him. Call a doctor.

SWEETS. We can’t. We can’t.

SKINNY. Call a doctor. I might die.
SWEETS. It’s only the... It’s only a little hole.

SKINNY. What did you do that for? I wasn’t doing anything. I

was only trying to help. You twat. You didn’t have to. ..
Look. Look at all this fucking blood.

MICKEY. Skinny sit down.
SWEETS. Sit down.
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SKINNY. Look. Ive got... I've fucked up my new trousers.
I've got blood on my new trousers.

MICKEY. Try to relax. Get a towel.
SWEETS. Sid take your shirt off.

SKINNY, Fucking great. What if I die eh? Did you think of
that? What if T die. How much blood do you have to lose
before you die?

POTTS. You’ve got to lose pints of the stuff. You’ll be fine.

SKINNY. Look, I’ve lost, look. Mickey. That’s about a pint
right there. Have I got any on my back?

POTTS. Your back’s fine. Your back’s fine.

SKINNY. My teeth have all gone loose. Look. Feel. He’s
unshipped all my fucking teeth.

MICKEY. Sit down. You’re all right.
SKINNY. Feel. My teeth have gone wiggly.
POTTS. Sit down.

SKINNY. How much do you have to lose Mickey. How much

do you have to lose Mickey. Mickey? How much blood do
you have to lose before that’s it?

SKINNY dies. POTTS has just taken his shirt off.
POTTS. Skinny...

Pause.
SWEETS. Skinny. Skinny. Sid, I think he’s gone.
POTTS. Baby, I think he’s gone.

MICKEY falls to his knees to his knees next to SKINNY ’s
body.

MICKEY. No. No. No! No! No! No!!!
SWEETS. Skinny? Skinny?
MICKEY. Skinny!!!

POTTS. Is he breathing.
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MICKEY. No. No. No...
SWEETS. He might still be alive. Is he breathing?
POTTS. He’s stopped.
SWEETS. He might still be...
SILVER JOHNNY appears on the stairs.
Skinny. For fuck’s sake Skinny...
POTTS. Try to keep him warm.
SWEETS. I think he’s gone.
Pause.
MICKEY. No. No. No.
Pause.
I’'m sorry. I'm sorry Luke. I'm sorry. I'm really really...

Pause. MICKEY is hunched over SKINNY ’s body. POTTS
stands above them. He kicks MICKEY in the stomach.

SWEETS. Mickey. I thought you loved us. I thought you were
my friend.

POTTS. Let’s get out of here.

Exit SWEETS and POTTS. Pause. SILVER JOHNNY
comes down the stairs. MICKEY lies on the floor, panting.
BABY watches him. SILVER JOHNNY comes into the
middle of the room. He watches BABY.

BABY. Are you all right?

SILVER JOHNNY. Yeah. Yes I am.

BABY. You sure? (Pause.) Are you dizzy?
SILVER JOHNNY. No. I'm fine.

BABY. That’s good.

SILVER JOHNNY. I opened the windows.
BABY. I can smell the dawn. Is the sun out?
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SILVER JOHNNY. It’s getting hot. Qut in the street. There’s
people.

BABY. Good. Good. (Pause.) That’s good. Do you want to go
out there.

SILVER JOHNNY. What?

BABY. Out in the street. Get a nice cool drink. Walk around.

It's lovely out this time. It’s my favourite time of the day.
Before anything happens.

SILVER JOHNNY. Okay.
BABY. Good. Good. Let’s do that.

BABY slips out of the silver jacket and leaves it on the floor.
Exit BABY and SILVER JOHNNY into the light. MICKEY
lies on the floor. Music.

The End.
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