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A) READING:  
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 1/11/19 Downstairs workshop
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5/11/19 Scene On A Train workshop
5/11/19 Set In A Prison workshop
5/11/19 Death In A Cell workshop
8/11/19 Improvements and Fairytales workshop
  
B) WRITING: PORTFOLIO ELEMENT 
 1. Exercise in form and structure 
  a dramatic monologue;  
 Concrete Feet                 A radio play
2. Exercise in characterisation 
  a dialogue establishing characters though contrast
 The Window                 A one act play
3. Exercise in a chosen genre 
 a piece playing with dramatic conventions of realism
Caterpillars and Vinegar          A scene from a family drama 

TOTAL WORDS  1993 (I think)   Appendix is highlighted

Concrete Feet


[The warm sound of an old diesel engine]
Running light, running light. 
I heard Harry hit a stop on Fargate. He took it out they said. Pulling in too fast in a fancy new bus, automatic, with that special suspension to lower on the curb side. Too fast Speedy too fast. Shattered the glass, bent the bus.
 I’ve not seen him at the depot for a few weeks.
 He normally does a lot of overtime.
 10.40.
Blooming lights. [sound of hard breaking and litter sliding] Good job I’m running light. You’ve got to brake slow if the old dears are on their feet, with their shopping and hip replacements. Doesn’t bare thinking about.
 Concrete feet, [wry chuckle], Harry gave me that name, bitter sweet. We all trained together on the old practice bus. A single decker with an instructor on Valium, or so he said. I wouldn’t blame him. “There’s a dead horse in the road” he’d shout. So I’d go for the emergency stop and everyone lurches forward, laffin’ and clutching at hand rails and bell poles. Concrete feet… 
[The bus engine starts again]. Not the heroic ring of some of Harry’s nicknames for the others. Like “The Captain”, he used to do HGV and can do a Windsor knot. Or even “Boy Wonder”, he barely looks sixteen but is a good driver, steady. 
Steady now…. But I’m busting for a piss.
  X   Oh not again. There’s some sick controller turning these bleeding lights against me. [breaking]
Now’s my chance. Handbrake, neutral. I’ll shave 30 seconds off my turnaround. Leave the number 42, reach and crank the display to Low Edges. All while the lights red. Nicely done. Oof! Bloody back. No time to adjust the seat.
[engine engages again]
Who named Harry Speedy though? 
Last time I saw him, moustache and stubble, neck tattoos, in full uniform but still his scruffy self. “Caught any more Grannies in your doors?”  How did he hear about that? I didn’t get a complaint for that one. I hate disciplines. But she was shook up, her papery skin bruised at the wrist. In her seventies, at least. The shock in her eyes. She didn’t blame me but… We were pouring our change into the counting machines. Those coin counters never add up quite right. You get disciplined if it happens too much so I topped it up, £2.73, out of my wallet. Harry was the other way, counting it in slow and holding back the spare. What’s he up to there? 
 “Don’t take it too seriously” he said as I was going.  I was probably looking tired. Exhausted.
 There’s a bond. Those who trained together but we’re ships that pass in the night now. I’ll wave at the other Mainline drivers even the Terriers, though they don’t always wave back. I don’t know them though, not really, Now there’s no conductors it’s just you and the bus. Passengers come and go.   
[sound of bus pulling in engine idling and then pneumatic doors]  X
Bus station. 10.47
A waft of diesel fumes and cold concrete come in as I hop out and stretch. [sound of a cigarette being lit] Should’ve brought my jacket out. No time to get to the loo and back. I balance on the curb between the bus and the no smoking signs on the shelter.
10.51. The seats still warm. [sound of pneumatic doors then the bus pulling away]. Hard to get comfortable. Over seven hours I’ve been cramped in here. 
 The bus knows the way. Six times today. There and back. Ferrying folk to where they’re going. But I’m not going anywhere. 
One more run then I’m done. Ease off, no rush. I can’t be early. Still busting for a pee though. No public toilets anymore. There’s a quiet spot by the Fox estate. I’ll water the back wheel then. These industrial roads look bleak and shiny. A woman waits up ahead, no stop there, she looks brittle and under dressed. You see the other side of the city on this job. Sad really sad.
There’s the moon. It looks lonely up there. 
 The radio kicks off.
” Driver 6134 t’control”. The man’s voice is hurried, scared?
 “Go ahead Duck”. The familiar camp sound of our radio controller.
 “There’s kids at terminus threwin’ stoens”. I don’t recognize the drivers voice.
“Are you at Low Edges Brian?” Control asks. That’s where I’m headed. I loosen my collar.
“They were at t’emergency exit, climbin’ back o’ bus“ his answer is clipped short.
“Brian, are you at Low Edges” Control must know which route the drivers on surely.
“I’m comin’ back.” Can this Brian hear Control. My hearts sped up and I’m really listening, just driving on autopilot.
“Any breakages?” Typical, thinking of the rolling stock what about the driver?
“Got me through t’window, I’ve wound ‘em oop now” I glance at my side window even though I know I’ve closed it against the chill. I see the cold moon riding shot gun.
“Brian, any passengers?”
 “What about the poor bloody driver?” I say to the empty bus. I’ve trapped a nerve and my right leg jiggles.
“Dropped last off at terminus, tell ‘em t’keep t’ windows clo-esd” Why did he have his window open anyway, smoking on the bus maybe? There’s cameras in some of the cabs, that would be a discipline.
“Bring her in Not in Service” Control says in his serious voice, and then, “all drivers, all drivers. Code 9 at Low Edges terminus, feral kids on half-term damaging buses. Don’t go to the terminus. Last stop Hawthorne avenue then return to the station. “
Then it’s quiet again, I’m already in the estate, hardly any lights in the rows of low flats. Most are boarded-up, the stop ahead is empty. I shift in my seat but can’t get my back comfy. It’s been getting worse again. Some drivers pee in bottles. I only have my flask. It’s empty but…. I’m not that desperate. I don’t know this estate, so urban so far from town. No shops. The street lights are casting black shadows for my imagination to dwell in. Pellet guns, catapults, broken bottles, knives.
I just keep going, to the top of the hill. The estate abruptly turns to countryside. I pull over [engine in neutral pneumatic doors opening] tugging at my belt and let flow out the double doors. The relief, the relief…[sound of water splashing then the engine switches off]
[sobs]  the footwells damp, but I’m not moving, except shivering. I don’t know how long. Hugging my knees. Funny thing is my backs eased off, my minds blank. I see a fox is watching me just a few meters away, moonlit. It’s amber eyes, wild, intelligent, communicate.
“You alright mate? Have you broken down?” 
 I want to explain myself. I want to reply out loud. But then he’s away light on his feet.

The Window

A woman dressed smartly in black, enters stage left and surveys a large black canvas hung on a white wall. A man with a hipster beard wearing ridiculous but fashionable clothes holding two plastic glasses of red wine, one in each hand. He sips from the left and then sniffs and attempts to brush his nose with his inner right arm. He struggles to not spill the wine.

Man is it a joke? This has got to be a joke right? He gestures unseen towards the canvas
Woman without turning I don’t think so.
Man There’s nothing there, it’s depressing and pointless.
Woman Excuse me?
Man Oh god, you’re not the artist are you?
Woman shakes her head without glancing round
Man steps to her side trying for eye contact. Phew. Well what am I supposed to think, this sort of patronising rubbish isn’t going to regenerate the arts. pause waiting for her attention It’s empty, hollow, I’ld rather be admiring the wall. He looks the woman up and down
Woman  finally glancing at the man. Or the wine. She rolls her eyes.
Man The wine! He notices his two glasses. Hey that’s not the only reason I’m here, I love… He stops to offer the fuller glass from his left hand
Woman Making eye contact and shaking her head no. Love what?
Man Well maybe not love. He finishes the right hand glass and puts it by his feet. I appreciate good work but this is taking the piss, I mean the emperors new clothes all over again.
Woman Returns to detachedly looking at the painting
Man Gesticulating wildly with his free hand You don’t have to be a painter to see this is nonsense, and some idiot will probably buy it and hang it in the hallway of a second home as an investment.
Woman So you think it will sell? She glances at him interested in his response.
Man He over cautiously steps around the empty glass and approaches the wall to read a tiny card below the picture. As he stoops his low slung trousers reveal the top of his garish boxers his smart phone wedged in the back pocket.
Woman She follows the man forward as if to read over his shoulder. She has to step back quickly as he rises suddenly
Man The Window. Then outraged.  Seven thousand pounds. It would be cheaper to put a real window in the wall. He looks pleased with this observation
Woman  I think it’s internal.
Man Oh Jesus, some kind of introspective comment on depression
Woman Oh no I mean the wall, it’s internal.
Man steps back and knocks over the empty plastic glass.
Woman I don’t find it depressing more perplexing
Man Perplexing, apoplexing more like! He looks pleased with this pun. I won’t be had by arrogant fraudsters I can see right through this.
Woman she walks deliberately towards the canvas and she adjusts the painting slightly.
Man What, hey! alarmed we aren’t allowed to touch the paintings he looks uncomfortably around.
Woman I work here. She briefly untucks a name badge from her buttoned fitted jacket. How’s that. She levels the picture slightly. She smiles enquiringly at the man.
Man Oh that’s better. Yeah it looks better now.
Woman I think you should pick that up
Man does as he is told crouching awkwardly and she deftly slips his smart phone from his back pocket.
Woman  You know I would like that drink after all. she smiles charmingly.
Man He looks at both his empty plastic glasses then says excitedly I’ll be right back and he leaves stage left .
Woman leaves stage right.
 


Caterpillars and Vinegar

X   A large family kitchen/dining room. A cooker, sink and worksurfaces along the back wall, a radio plays madness’ our House. Sophie, age10, sits at the left, dungarees and pigtails. Billy, age 6, sits at the right, shorts and a superhero T shirt. Dan their dad serves pasta onto three of the plates returning the rest to the work surface and puts pans of tomato sauce and steamed broccoli onto the table which is already set for four with mismatched plates and cutlery. There are also bowls of sweetcorn corn, carrot and sweet pepper sticks, along with a selection of condiments.
Sophie adds pesto, sweetcorn and cheese and eats slowly. 
Dan at the back assembles a bit of everything on his plate and tops it off with a large dollop of mayo. As an afterthought he switches off the radio, then notices his son.
Billy has taken a heap of pasta which mostly lands on his plate and has started to eat with his fingers.
D You can’t just eat pasta.
B Can. (mouthful) I am. (some falls from his mouth)
S Gross
D (patiently) If you want to grow up big and strong you need to eat a healthy mix of foods.
B I am strong. I can pick up Sophie.
S Can’t
B Can
S Can’t
B (quick as a flash he runs around the front of the table and heaves his sister, chair and all)
S Get off. Get off worm. (she pinches Billy)
D That’s not how we behave at dinner. Bums on seats both of you.
D How about some carrot sticks? (he slides the bowl to Billy) They help you see in the dark.
B No
D I need to know you have had more than plain pasta.
B I had an apple at lunch, and yoghurt and crisps and sandwiches.
D You didn’t eat your sandwiches.
B Did, (looks at Dad) I ate the ham.       
D Have some pesto and cheese or a bit of broccoli. (He holds up a floret) X
B I hate broccoli, it tastes like sick.
S Gross
D No it doesn’t
B Does. Last time you made me try some I sicked it up straight away. It tastes like caterpilars and vinegar.
S Caterpillars do eat broccoli so
D That’s not helping. I need your brother to eat a proper dinner. How about some sweetcorn?
B (Continues eating plain pasta)
D (Grabs the bowl)
B Not fair.
D Sweetcorn, broccoli or carrot sticks. Or no dinner!
B (Gets out of his seat and runs around to the worksurface) I’ll get more self. You can’t stop me.
D I can and I will
B (shovelling with hands from the pan into his mouth)
S Gross
D Come back to the table, I want us to have a civilized meal for once. Right now! WILLIAM TUCKER SIT DOWN RIGHT NOW!
D Three, Two, One. (Then under his breath) You little shit.
S (Giggles)
D (Standing) That’s not funny. That’s it. (Dad races round the table to grab the boy)
B (runs just ahead barging his sister each time he goes around laughing all the way)
D (Second time round and catching up) You. Are. In. So. Much. Trouble.
Mum (Quietly she opens the door. Standing just outside shaking drips off her umbrella. She’s wearing a wet coat and carrying a heavy bag)
B (Billy slides to temporary safety under the front of the table laughing manically)
D (On his hands and knees reaches for the squirming boy) You little monster. (He grabs him by the foot and pulls him out like a struggling prize fish)
M (Coming in) What on earth are you doing? Leave Billy alone, you’re setting a bad example.
S Yeah Dad. Stop mucking around and eat your dinner.
M Honestly, it’s hard to tell who’re the kids in this family.






