A public house in London’s East End, December 1885 – somewhere between the sixteenth and twenty-fourth.
It is plain, with little amounts of people frequenting the pub. There are seven including FLO serving behind a bar CENTRE STAGE RIGHT. The air is smoky and smells as such. The floor is also caked in mud, with boot prints trekking in and out of the front door UPSTAGE LEFT and fanning around the room. The green wallpaper might have once been nice, however its colour has since faded and the bottom of it is virtually non-existent in places. There, too, is a noticeable patch of damp in the LEFT corner.
When the curtain rises, there are two people being served at the bar having an inaudible conversation; a man and a woman. She is of dubious moral character, given that her clothing choice is rather colourful. He is evidently a banker’s clerk, made apparent by his dress and the calculations on his shirt cuffs. His intentions for speaking with her are quite clear. There are three two-person tables: One empty table between UPSTAGE RIGHT and UPSTAGE CENTRE, another DOWNSTAGE CENTRE with a lone woman in the RIGHT chair. She is eating a pie, with a glass of gin also on her table. The hems of her skirts are completely covered in mud, however her clothing is too fine for her surroundings and her table manners are a lot better than the three men crowded around the table CENTRE LEFT. The men are hunched over their meals, using their fingers, unlike THE WOMAN, eating the same fare. They have a pint each, all nearly finished. They are very working class, possibly verging on criminal class. DAVID – sitting on the RIGHT - is wearing two waistcoats. One is far too small; the other hangs loosely, acting almost like another jacket. NICK’s jacket swamps him, so that throughout the exchanges he will constantly be rolling his sleeves up as they fall down over his hands. He is sitting in the CENTRE seat, whilst ROB occupies the remaining. ROB is covered in soot from head to toe. They are all still wearing their flat caps and their striped shirts have neither collars nor cuffs. They also all look older than they are - which is mid-late twenties.
They are all sat in silence for a good amount of time, shovelling their food in noisily. Every now and then ROB sniffs loudly, wiping his nose on his sleeve, whereas DAVID continuously stares round at THE WOMAN on the table behind him.
When the men eventually speak they use a simplified version of the cockney accent that is appropriate for the period; wherein ‘v’s and ‘w’s are swapped in places and ‘h’s are dropped in some instances and added in others. [Ower = Over, Hall = all, ect.]
ROB stops eating suddenly, following something in the air. He stops, going back to his food. Within two bites he starts up again. He slams his hand down on the table, capturing the whole attention of the pub.
ROB [Half-deaf, he speaks loudly] Bleedin’ flies. [He wipes his hand on NICK’s sleeve, not only smearing the fly, but coal dust down it. He sniffs again and goes back to eating.]
NICK [Looks down at his sleeve and back up to ROB again] You’s payin’ for that.
ROB [Flippantly] Fuck off. [He is still eating.]
NICK I’s hain’t jokin’, mate, this is new. Honly two ower people ‘as ewer vorn this.
ROB Yeah, smells like it ‘en hall.
DAVID’s attention starts waning, diverting towards THE WOMAN for longer than the previous times he has turned around. Meanwhile, ROB and NICK are continuing their disagreement by talking over one and other, again diverting the attention of the room.
NICK I’s serious, I needs this jacket. It hain’t like your job, yous alvays got vork hain’t ya?-
ROB -yeah but it hain’t fizzin’ [*very good] for me eivver is it?-
NICK –yous don’t ‘ave to stand in line at vhatever it is in the mornin’-
ROB -it hain’t great ‘ammerin’ steel hall day in a room vith ‘undereds ov ower men-
NICK -vaitin’ to be chosen to do vork that honly lasts four ‘ours at a time-
ROB – I can tell ya, it bleedin’ reeks- and you can’t ‘ear noffink-
NICK -for six shillin’s a veek- at most!
Rob abruptly dominates the argument simply by being the loudest.
ROB Vhat’s this got to do vith your fuckin’ jacket?
NICK I’s gotta stand out - look like I knows vhat I’s doin’. [He smugly uses a bigger word] Look dependable, so I’s chosen more.
ROB …Did you vear it to the docks today then?
NICK Yeah, so?
ROB So you’ve vorn it. Hain’t new then his it? [Smiling cheekily]
NICK [Unamused]
ROB [Relenting] ‘Ow ‘bout I’ll buy the next round?
NICK [He thinks about it] Hall right.
ROB [Getting ready to get up] Pint again?
NICK Yeah
ROB [Turning to DAVID] Dee, vhat ya- [gleefully to NICK] ‘as ‘e bin starin’ at that bird this ‘ole time?
NICK Davie?
DAVID is biting his nails, as is his habit, still staring.
NICK Oi. [Not getting a response he tugs at his arm] Oi, Davie?
DAVID Vhat?
Both look at him for a moment, ROB more amusedly than NICK.
DAVID [Affectedly, knowing he has been caught] Vhat?
ROB [Snickering, nodding towards THE WOMAN] You vant to go ower there?
DAVID [Grumpily ignoring him, he picks at the pastry left on his plate]
ROB Dee?
DAVID [Shaking his head] …Nah.
ROB [Playfully] Come on.
DAVID [More irked than before] No.
ROB [Still playful] I can do it for ya? Puts in a good vord?
DAVID [Short temperedly] No! [At this point anyone else looking over only does so briefly] Jist leave it.
They sit in silence again. DAVID, calming down, starts to swig at his drink. Evidently he is drinking for too long as ROB grabs it away from him, spilling it down DAVID in the process.
DAVID Fuck sake- [Desperately trying to brush himself down]
ROB [Ignoring DAVID] –jist go ower there an’ hask ‘er name. That’s hall.
DAVID I ain’t goin’ ower there out ov no-vhere is I? [Biting his nails again]
ROB Vhy not?
DAVID ‘Cause it’s vierd.
ROB [Talking with his mouth full] Nah it ain’t, I’s do it hall the time.
DAVID Yeah, I knows you do.
ROB ‘Ere, vhat’s that meant to mean?
DAVID [Ignoring him] An’ I can’t go ower vith bleedin’ drink hall down me can I? I’d look bleedin’ great vouldn’t I?
NICK Ain’t impressin’ hanyvay is ya?
DAVID [Sarcastically] …Fanks.
NICK Vhat? She’s vay too posh for hany ov us, right Rob?
ROB Yeah, but if she’s so posh vhy is she in ‘ere? [Suggestive] An’ alone.
NICK Prolly same reason as the ‘Judy’ [*prostitute] ower there. [Cocking his head towards the woman at the bar]
They start giggling like school boys, agitating DAVID. THE WOMAN, thus far having shown no sign of hearing this conversation, looks up in their direction.
DAVID Keep it down vould ya? [Checking she is not looking]
ROB Vhy? She don’t know it’s ‘bout ‘er, does she? [Catching sight of her looking at them he starts chuckling again] Opss.
Back to silence as they drink their pints or carry on eating. DAVID looks round one more time and both of his friends groan, ROB banging the table with his hands.
ROB [Imploringly] Jist go ower I’s beggin’ you.
NICK [Grumpily] Yeah, eivver go ower or stops lookin’. I hain’t bein’ stuck vith this [gestures up and down DAVID] hall night.
DAVID [Mulling that over, haughtily, he pushes his chair back, scraping it along the floor] Werry vell, I’s goin’.
His friends are silent, ROB appearing rather gleeful at the new development. DAVID adjusts his cap and his jacket, making sure he looks nice. He starts making his way towards her. As he walks he is hunched over, almost as if he is carrying something weighty on his back. After a few steps he stops, checking his breath this time. He wrinkles his nose and worriedly looks back at his friends. ROB signals for him to carry on. Begrudgingly, DAVID walks forward a few more steps. He gets halfway between the two tables and stops once again. He takes another step, takes a deep breath, then legs it back to his chair.
DAVID Nah can’t do it.
ROB You molly. [*homosexual]
DAVID [Angrily] Vhat’d you say? Say it again?
ROB I said yous a molly.
DAVID I hain’t a fuckin’ molly.
NICK [Suddenly self-conscious] People is lookin’ ower.
ROB [Not hearing him] Then go ower.
DAVID No… [Slinking down in his chair as his anger dissipates into anxiety]
ROB [Huffing frustratedly] I’ll bleedin’ do it.
DAVID No, no, no don’t-
ROB gets up and strolls over to THE WOMAN as his friends watch from their table, DAVID looking severely embarrassed. THE WOMAN realises what he’s doing and puts her head in her hand. He gets over there and has a brief exchange with her.
ROB [Loud] ‘Ello darlin’ vhat’s your name?
DAVID Fuck sake [Putting his head in his hands]
THE WOMAN answers ROB, but it cannot be heard what she says.
ROB [Shifting uncomfortably] Fair nuff… see ya later.
He makes a beeline back to the table and sits down without saying anything.
DAVID [Bored of waiting] So?
ROB Don’t bovver.
DAVID [Concerned] Vhy?
NICK [Also concerned] Yeah, vhy?
ROB motions for them to get closer and they put their heads together, expecting him to whisper for once.
ROB [Still loud] She’s Irish.
DAVID and NICK both jump, looking around to see if anyone heard him, shushing him.
NICK Hall right mate, keep it down. 
They huddle back together.
NICK [Shocked] In that dress?
ROB I know. She’s prolly ‘iding dynamite hunder it. Might blow us to kingdom come in the next ten minutes, know vhat I mean?
NICK Like theys try vith London Bridge.
DAVID Vhy’d she be sat there eatin’ if she vas goin’ to do that?
ROB Look, I don’t know do I? Hall I’s sayin’ is: best not to go near ‘er.
DAVID begins to look really downcast.
NICK [Now consoling DAVID by putting his arm around his shoulders] It’s hall right mate, don’t be so down.
ROB Yeah there’s plenty ov ower girls. Old Flo hain’t bad.
NICK ’Specially vith that ars.
ROB An’ she’s always fancied a bit ov you.
DAVID [Disappointedly] Jist leave it, vould ya?
At the same time the LANDLORD has come onstage and started working behind the bar. As he does so FLO starts up a discussion with him at which he seems very distressed about. He starts arguing with FLO and making his way over to THE WOMAN’s table.
FLO I didn’t know vhat to do, did I?
LANDLORD You don’t let ‘er in is vhat ya do. [Talking to the woman] oi you.
THE WOMAN looks up, unaffectedly. When she speaks the accent that comes out is South Western Irish. Her vowels are stressed and in some cases will come out like ‘oi’ or ‘I’ and so on.
THE WOMAN Can oi help you?
LANDLORD Yeah you can pay tuppence for that, then you’s leavin’.
THE WOMAN [Diplomatically] That’s a little more than your barmaid said it cost.
LANDLORD It’s tuppence for you.
THE WOMAN [Still calm] Ah I see. [Straightforward] Well I’m not goin’ to pay tuppence for a meal that oi’ve not finished.
[bookmark: _GoBack]LANDLORD [Incredulous, he leans on the table, looming down at her menacingly] Look sweet’eart, no-one vants your lot ‘ere. So yous can pay fer vhat yous eaten, then yous can pop off back to Ireland, yeah?
THE WOMAN [She ponders] All roight, I tell you what: I can either leave now an’ pay you nothin’, or I’ll stay here, finish my – frankly – droi meal, an’ then pay you the usual amount. It’s your choice.
LANDLORD looks dumbstruck.
ROB [Loudly] Is she fuckin’ mental?
