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1. Exercise in form and structure – (ii) A One-Act Play 
Late
[Excerpt – see Appendix: I]
Lewis: [Trying to stay calm] We’re not going to be late.
[Silence]
Lewis: Rose?
Rose: [Shortly] We’re always late.
Lewis: No we’re-
Rose: -but we are, aren’t we?
Lewis: [Short pause] Ten minutes is still plenty of time.
Rose: [Scoffs]
Lewis: And then there’s the curfew period; they don’t shut the doors until-
Rose: -Yes, but I don’t want to get there for the curfew, do I? I don’t want us to have to spend ages trying to find a parking space and then to run in, making everyone stand up as we squeeze past them-
Lewis: -all right, all right. [Laboured] Just stop… stop shouting at me all the time.
[Silence]
Rose: When do I ever shout at you Lewis?
[Talking over one another]
Lewis: Don’t keep-
Rose: -I don’t, do I?-
Lewis: -doing this. Please-
Rose: -I don’t ever shout at you, I just let you carry on-
Lewis: [Actually huffing]
Rose: For God’s- Is that all you’re going to do? Sit there and huff?
Lewis: I don’t know what else you want me to do.
Rose: [Demanding] Say something.
Lewis: [Getting more agitated] Like what?
[Silence]
Lewis: Like what Rose?
[Silence]
Lewis: When you keep interrupting me.
[Silence]
Lewis: I’m bored of this. [Tuning the radio into various different stations. At last he gives another huff] There’s nothing. [And turns it off completely.]
[Complete silence]
Lewis: [Trying to be calm again] You don’t shout, but you…
Rose: What?
Lewis: You get all-
Rose: -get all what?
Lewis: You just constantly badger-
Rose: -it’s not badgering-
Lewis: -yes it is.
Rose: Because you don’t do anything! [Pause] How can you not see any of this from my point of view?
Lewis: Your point of view?
Rose: It’s been like talking to a brick wall for three years. Yes it’s… [Struggles] difficult now… it always will be… but I ask you to do something and-and nothing, nothing happens! They’re simple things, like taking your washing upstairs or cleaning the side after you’ve used it and getting ready! Getting ready in the two hours I gave you before we had to go, so we don’t miss Natalie’s christening-
Lewis: [Shouting, sounds of hitting the steering wheel] -Yes, because it doesn’t matter!
[Silence. Gradually the sounds of sniffling can be heard]
Rose: [Distressed] Stop the car.
Lewis: [Bewildered] What? No-
Rose: -stop the car.
Lewis: I’m not going to st-
Rose: -Lewis I will fucking scream! 
Lewis: [Muttering] I believe that.
Rose: Lewis!
Lewis: I’m pulling over-
Rose: -there’s no-one around you can just stop!
[The car stops and there is the sound of the hand-break being pulled up. A seat belt is undone.]
Lewis: What are you doing?
[Car door opens]
Rose: I’m walking there myself.
[She starts getting out]
Lewis: Don’t be-
Rose: -Just stop!
[Car door slams. There is a distant sound of high heels on the road. Lewis is sat there in silence for a bit, then he turns the engine off, opens the door and gets out as well]
Lewis: Rose? [Pause] Rose?
Rose: [Distant shout] Just go home!
[He slams the door and follows. We hear him catching up with her and her voice getting slowly louder as he gets nearer]
Lewis: It’s freezing. And dark! Get back in the car.
Rose: [Crying] No.
Lewis: Please, we can go to this concert, or we can go home – or whatever, we can do what you want.
Rose: -no, it’s all empty promises. Even though it’s my birthday-
Lewis: -We can still-
Rose: -No!
[Silence, Rose still crying]
Lewis: I’m sorry.
Rose: No you’re not-
[Talking over one another]
Lewis: -Yes I am-
Rose: -because you don’t care enough to be sorry anymore.
Lewis: For God’s sake; it’s not all about you!
Rose: [Back to angry] No it never is, is it? I’m just your horrible little wife who badgers you about the dishes and being late all the time and it’s oh so unfair on you-
Lewis: [Resentfully] -That’s not true. You’re twisting-
[Talking over one another]
Rose: -but it is, isn’t it?
Lewis –my words-
Rose: -Because I can’t grieve, can I? If I was allowed to wallow and grieve, like you, like I want to every day, what would happen?
Lewis: [Quieter] I-um…
Rose: Go on, what would happen?
Lewis: [Quietly] I don’t-
Rose: -I’ll tell you, shall I? We wouldn’t have any clothes, Lewis. Not clean ones anyway. The house would be a mess. We’d have no food - should I let you starve to death because I don’t have the energy to put food in the oven? Should I, Lewis?
[Silence. Rose can be heard walking a little on the spot. She whimpers and sniffs again]
Rose: [Hurt] You don’t even talk to me properly anymore.
[Silence apart from Rose sniffling]
Rose: If nothing matters-
[Talking over one another]
Lewis: - that was about the christening-
Rose: -What’s the point in me even being here?
[Silence]
Lewis: [Voice wobbling as well] I understand about the being late and not helping you out… but why… why did that christening mean so much to you?
[Silence]
Lewis: They would have understood if we hadn’t turned up, but you just kept insisting we go – why did you want to go? Why did you want to put us through that?
Rose: Because it might have helped-
Lewis: [Incredulous] -Helped?! Helped how? We had to bury ours – it’s not fair! [Pause. He’s crying now too.] My little girl would have been seven in April – what… what really matters other than that?
Rose: …I want to move on… if I can.
Lewis: You mean you want to forget-
Rose: -no! But I can’t…
Lewis: Can’t what?
Rose: Can’t live like this forever… even if I have to do it without you-
Lewis: -what do you mean without me – what, don’t you love me anymore?
[Silence]
Lewis: [Helpless] Rose?
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2. Exercise in characterisation – (i) a dialogue establishing characters though contrast
[Excerpt – see Appendix: II]
Darkest England
NICK: Oi! [He desperately tries to wipe the coal dust off.] The fuck yous playin’ at?
ROB: [Feigning] Oh sorry, is that new?
NICK: Yeah, ya knows it is – that’s vhy yous done it. [To DAVID who also thinks it’s funny] Shut ya face, you. [DAVID stops laughing. NICK is still trying to brush it off] Fuck sake. [To ROB] Yous payin’ fer that to be cleaned.
ROB: [Ignoring him, playfully] Vhere’d you gets it, then?
NICK: [Offhandedly, still trying to get the coal off] Missy’s, vhere else?
ROB: Vhat? Somefink that nice? Look like honly one ovver person’s ewer vorn it. At Missy’s they tends to be someone’s vhat got it from their cousin, vhat got it from their cousin, vhat got it off the back of some dead geezer, know vhat I mean?
NICK: Yeah vell… [Picking at his food self-consciously] got lucky didn’t I?
[DAVID looks round from looking at the woman to find ROB trying to wave at him. At first he gets side-tracked, noticing that DAVID was staring at the woman and points over to her. DAVID waves him off. ROB then points to NICK’s jacket over his head. Before DAVID can respond, NICK looks up and they try and act nonchalantly.]
NICK: I can sees ya.
[There is some awkward silence between the three of them, though DAVID and ROB are smiling mischievously at one and other.]
ROB: [Clears throat] So vhat yous need a new jacket fer then?
NICK: [Short] I needs it.
ROB: For?
NICK: Vork.
ROB: Ya needs it fer vork?
NICK: [Defensive] Bleedin’ ‘eck, ‘as your ears gotten ewen vorser? Need me to say it again?
ROB: [Still finding it funny] Cor, someone’s touchy-
DAVID: [Confused] -But we’s both vork at the docks an’ I don’t needs a new jacket.
NICK: [Suddenly uncertain] Yeah vell… that’s ‘cause... that’s ‘cause yous gits chosen fer more shifts ain’t it? I’s gotta stand out - look like I knows vhat I’s doin’. [He smugly uses a bigger word] I looks dependable, so I’s chosen more.
DAVID: [Still confused] …so it ain’t got to do vere you vent the ovver day then?
NICK: [Shocked] Vhat?
ROB: ‘Ere, vhere’d ‘e go the ovver day?
NICK: [Giving DAVID a look] No-vhere-
DAVID: -Vell they lined us up, usual like, an’ neivver of us vas chosen-
ROB: -yeah an’?
DAVID: An’ ‘e told me just to go ‘ome, like, vithout ‘im-
NICK: -yeah ‘cause I vanted to see if there vas hany ovver vork-
ROB: [Shushes him gleefully] –Dee’s tellin’ the story; then vhat ‘appened?
DAVID: Vell, ‘e vas bein’ veird so I’s follow ‘im an’ ‘e vent into the road - you know vhere the ‘ospital is, round there?
ROB: Yeah?
NICK: Davie, I ‘as no idea vhat yous talkin’ ‘bout.
DAVID: Yeah yous do, you vent into that big ‘ouse.
[There’s some silence, then ROB emits a loud snicker.]
DAVID: Vhat? Vhat’s so funny?
NICK: No no no; it ain’t vhat yous finking –
[Talking over one another]
ROB: [Still laughing] -Vhatever yous needs to do-
DAVID: -Vhat? Vhat’s so funny?-
ROB: -to get some money mate.
NICK: Davie I’s goin’ to kill ya.
DAVID: Vhat I do? I don’t heven know vhy ‘e’s laughin’.
ROB: Your brovver ‘as bin gettin’ ‘imself ovver vork at the docks-
NICK: -no I ain’t! I ain’t ‘er ovver there! [Pointing to the woman by the bar]
DAVID: [Suddenly understanding] Nick! Vhat vould Ma fink?
NICK: [Steadily losing the will to live he puts his head in his hands] It ain’t like that I swear-
ROB: [Putting his arm around NICK, playfully] -Don’t vorry, ve’s still lowes ya.
NICK: [Shouts] Fuck sake- I vent to my tutor.
[Everyone goes silent]
NICK: [To the room] Vhat you lookin’ hat?
[They go back to their own business again]
ROB: [Unamused] …Ya vhat?
NICK: [Nervous] I bin…
ROB: [Serious] Yeah?
NICK: I bin learnin’ to read… that’s hall.
ROB: That’s hall?
NICK: Look, if I vants to learn to read, I can learn to read hall right?
ROB: Vhat fer? So’s yous can read the sign of the pub yous in?
NICK: So’s I can get better vork.
ROB: Vhat’s vrong vith the vork ve do? [Gesturing between himself and DAVID]
NICK: Vhat’s vrong vith it? There ain’t hany, that’s vhat’s vrong vith it. An’ vhen there is it ain’t ewer for e’nuff money his it?
DAVID: ‘Ow long’s this bin goin’ on?
NICK: [Shrugs, quietly] Few veeks…? Maybe?
DAVID: An’ you didn’t tell me?
NICK: Davie, understand vill ya? You’d ‘ave told Ma.
DAVID: No I vouldn’t-
NICK: -ya vouldn’t ‘ave meant to, but ya vould ‘ave. You know ya vould.
ROB: If you hain’t go vork ‘ow’s you got the money for a tutor, an’ a fancy new jacket eh?
NICK: … I’ve loaned some money.
DAVID and ROB: Vhat?!
NICK: Not much-
[Talking over one another]
ROB: -you mug-
DAVID: -I don’t believe this-
NICK: I ‘ad to. I don’t ‘ave noffink to pawn do I?
[Upset, DAVID has gone back to permanently looking at THE WOMAN as ROB and NICK argue]
ROB: Vhy didn’t you say noffink? I could’ve gotten you a job at fact’ry can’t I?
NICK: I don’t vant that-
ROB: -vhy not? ‘Ittin’ steel hall day’s better than learning letters an’ bein’ in debt to some bleedin’ Jewish money lender-
NICK: -‘ow’d you know he’s Jewish?
ROB: Vell… they’s hall is hain’t they? Jewish is all penny pinching bastards ain’t they? Tight as hanyfink. That’s vhy they’s got all that money to lend.
NICK: Vell I don’t care.
ROB: [Incredulous] ‘Ow can you not care? Yous gittin’ yourself into trouble fer noffink-
NICK: -it ain’t noffink –
ROB: [Turning to DAVID] -Dee tell ya brovver- Dee?
[They both calm down considerably from being distracted by DAVID staring]
NICK: [Glad of the distraction] ‘As ‘e bin starin’ at that bird this ‘ole time?
ROB: Vas earlier an’ hall.
NICK Davie?
DAVID [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.]
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. This time it’s NICK and ROB looking at one another mischievously. 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 and it’s NICK’s turn to laugh at him.]
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 You don’t git to say noffink to me – traitor.
NICK: Don’t be like that-
ROB: -Just go ovver there.
DAVID: No… she’s too posh fer me.
ROB: Yeah, but if she’s so posh vhy is she in ‘ere? [Suggestive] An’ alone.
NICK: Prolly same reason as the Judy ower there. [Cocking his head towards the woman at the bar]
ROB: She prolly did find ‘erself vork at the docks.
[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. THE WOMAN realises what he’s doing and puts her head in her hand. 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.
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-
[When THE WOMAN 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: Excuse me.
ROB: [Stops] She speakin’ to us?
NICK: I fink so...
DAVID: See this is vhy I told ya to shut up!

3. Exercise in a Chosen Genre – Abstract/Fantasy
Descent
[The stage is dark, with a black back-drop, apart from a white spotlight shining on THE STORYTELLER. She is dressed in a long, traditional night-gown, holding a lantern. She may be wearing a shawl around her shoulders. At the beginning her five HELPERS are in a line directly behind her. Throughout the rest they illustrate her story without props, relying on physical theatre. Their clothing is green, gold and gaudy. There is a constant low hum in the background at three different octaves. There is also some birdsong which starts at the beginning before the STORYTELLER speaks and slowly fades out.]
THE STORYTELLER: At this very moment,
In a far off land,
There is a tree, in a lake,
Standing tall and grand.
[HELPERS spread their arms out from behind THE STORYTELLER to illustrate the tree.]
Its roots clutch and cling
To the darkest of depths,
Where the serpents swarm,
As if from a hornet’s nest.
[Three HELPERS slowly drop down and begin to crawl out from behind THE STORYTELLER, hissing and acting like creatures.]
And as the waves lap gently
Upon the base of the tree,
They hide a chaotic
Scorching glee,
The sight of a traveller,
Drawing ever close,
Excite those who lust
For his soul the most.
[HELPERS on the floor continue, getting closer to the audience and reaching for them. The other HELPERS are still behind THE STORYTELLER acting as the tree branches.]
But in this tree,
Sweet treats delight,
Made of sugars and spice,
Grace the climber’s sight,
From bough to bough,
From leaf to leaf,
Reveal twist and turns
Beyond belief.
[The three HELPERS on the floor retract and act out the following]
The first branch of many,
Aloft leaves of ruby,
Satisfies the traveller’s
Yearning for money.
No need for modesty,
“Take it all”,
Stuff his pockets full
Of rocks, rose and gold.
[The HELPERS mine stuffing one another’s pockets – including THE STORYTELLERS’]
If it’s clothes he likes,
Soon they bloom all along,
Fine enough to make,
A duckling, a swan.
Or mirrors reflecting
The image he wants,
Eternally beautiful,
Eternally young.
[Image of one of the HELPERS brushing their hair in front of a mirror]
Then again his wishes
May be as simple,
As eating swathes of sweets
Without being sinful.
Climb higher, climb higher,
Traveller, climb higher,
Each promise is greener
Than the current desire.
Coming up top,
To sing like a bird,
Cloud lands betoken
To bliss yet unheard.
Keep every item,
Indulge every whim,
No limit to be
Imposed on him.
[The HELPERS start to slowly wander and spread out around the stage]
But a warning I give
To travellers all,
The farther you climb,
The farther you’ll fall.
[The HELPERS collapse]
[Blackout]


Appendix
I – Late
[The background noise is that of the inside of a car. The speakers are male and female, married, at about late thirties to early forties. There may be a radio on set to classical music, but it’s low.]
Rose: [Accusing] Admit it.
Lewis: [Calmly] Admit what? There’s nothing to admit.
Rose: We’re lost.
Lewis: We’re not lost we’re… we’re taking a detour.
Rose: We’re lost.
Lewis: No we’re-	
Rose: -we are. Or are you telling me this is meant to be it? Because all I can see are trees.
[Silence. Then the sound of indication.]
Rose: Why are you indicating? There’s no-one around is there?
[Silence. A sharp breath can be heard.]
Rose: And don’t breathe like that!
Lewis: I was only breathing.
Rose: That was not breathing, that was huffing – you huffed.
Lewis: It wasn’t meant to be-
Rose: -well it was.
[There’s another awkward silence, for longer this time.]
Lewis: [Trying to stay calm] We’re not going to be late.
[Silence]
Lewis: Rose?
Rose: [Shortly] We’re always late.
Lewis: No we’re-
Rose: -but we are, aren’t we?
Lewis: [Short pause] Ten minutes is still plenty of time.
Rose: [Scoffs]
Lewis: And then there’s the curfew period; they don’t shut the doors until-
Rose: -Yes, but I don’t want to get there for the curfew, do I? I don’t want us to have to spend ages trying to find a parking space and then to run in, making everyone stand up as we squeeze past them-
Lewis: -all right, all right. [Laboured] Just stop… stop shouting at me all the time.
[Silence]
Rose: When do I ever shout at you Lewis?
[Talking over one another]
Lewis: Don’t keep-
Rose: -I don’t, do I?-
Lewis: -doing this. Please-
Rose: -I don’t ever shout at you, I just let you carry on-
Lewis: [Actually huffing]
Rose: For God’s- Is that all you’re going to do? Sit there and huff?
Lewis: I don’t know what else you want me to do.
Rose: [Demanding] Say something.
Lewis: [Getting more agitated] Like what?
[Silence]
Lewis: Like what Rose?
[Silence]
Lewis: When you keep interrupting me.
[Silence]
Lewis: I’m bored of this. [Tuning the radio into various different stations. At last he gives another huff] There’s nothing. [And turns it off completely.]
[Complete silence]
Lewis: [Trying to be calm again] You don’t shout, but you…
Rose: What?
Lewis: You get all-
Rose: -get all what?
Lewis: You just constantly badger-
Rose: -it’s not badgering-
Lewis: -yes it is.
Rose: Because you don’t do anything! [Pause] How can you not see any of this from my point of view?
Lewis: Your point of view?
Rose: It’s been like talking to a brick wall for three years. Yes it’s… [Struggles] difficult now… it always will be… but I ask you to do something and-and nothing, nothing happens! They’re simple things, like taking your washing upstairs or cleaning the side after you’ve used it and getting ready! Getting ready in the two hours I gave you before we had to go, so we don’t miss Natalie’s christening-
Lewis: [Shouting, sounds of hitting the steering wheel] -Yes, because it doesn’t matter!
[Silence. Gradually the sounds of sniffling can be heard]
Rose: [Distressed] Stop the car.
Lewis: [Bewildered] What? No-
Rose: -stop the car.
Lewis: I’m not going to st-
Rose: -Lewis I will fucking scream! 
Lewis: [Muttering] I believe that.
Rose: Lewis!
Lewis: I’m pulling over-
Rose: -there’s no-one around you can just stop!
[The car stops and there is the sound of the hand-break being pulled up. A seat belt is undone.]
Lewis: What are you doing?
[Car door opens]
Rose: I’m walking there myself.
[She starts getting out]
Lewis: Don’t be-
Rose: -Just stop!
[Car door slams. There is a distant sound of high heels on the road. Lewis is sat there in silence for a bit, then he turns the engine off, opens the door and gets out as well]
Lewis: Rose? [Pause] Rose?
Rose: [Distant shout] Just go home!
[He slams the door and follows. We hear him catching up with her and her voice getting slowly louder as he gets nearer]
Lewis: It’s freezing. And dark! Get back in the car.
Rose: [Crying] No.
Lewis: Please, we can go to this concert, or we can go home – or whatever, we can do what you want.
Rose: -no, it’s all empty promises. Even though it’s my birthday-
Lewis: -We can still-
Rose: -No!
[Silence, Rose still crying]
Lewis: I’m sorry.
Rose: No you’re not-
[Talking over one another]
Lewis: -Yes I am-
Rose: -because you don’t care enough to be sorry anymore.
Lewis: For God’s sake; it’s not all about you!
Rose: [Back to angry] No it never is, is it? I’m just your horrible little wife who badgers you about the dishes and being late all the time and it’s oh so unfair on you-
Lewis: [Resentfully] -That’s not true. You’re twisting-
[Talking over one another]
Rose: -but it is, isn’t it?
Lewis –my words-
Rose: -Because I can’t grieve, can I? If I was allowed to wallow and grieve, like you, like I want to every day, what would happen?
Lewis: [Quieter] I-um…
Rose: Go on, what would happen?
Lewis: [Quietly] I don’t-
Rose: -I’ll tell you, shall I? We wouldn’t have any clothes, Lewis. Not clean ones anyway. The house would be a mess. We’d have no food - should I let you starve to death because I don’t have the energy to put food in the oven? Should I, Lewis?
[Silence. Rose can be heard walking a little on the spot. She whimpers and sniffs again]
Rose: [Hurt] You don’t even talk to me properly anymore.
[Silence apart from Rose sniffling]
Rose: If nothing matters-
[Talking over one another]
Lewis: - that was about the christening-
Rose: -What’s the point in me even being here?
[Silence]
Lewis: [Voice wobbling as well] I understand about the being late and not helping you out… but why… why did that christening mean so much to you?
[Silence]
Lewis: They would have understood if we hadn’t turned up, but you just kept insisting we go – why did you want to go? Why did you want to put us through that?
Rose: Because it might have helped-
Lewis: [Incredulous] -Helped?! Helped how? We had to bury ours – it’s not fair! [Pause. He’s crying now too.] My little girl would have been seven in April – what… what really matters other than that?
Rose: …I want to move on… if I can.
Lewis: You mean you want to forget-
Rose: -no! But I can’t…
Lewis: Can’t what?
Rose: Can’t live like this forever… even if I have to do it without you-
Lewis: -what do you mean without me – what, don’t you love me anymore?
[Silence]
Lewis: [Helpless] Rose?
II – Darkest England
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. DAVID is the youngest.
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 is about to wipe his hand on his own trousers, when he clocks onto NICK’s jacket. Mischievously, he decides to wipe his hand on NICK’s sleeve, not only smearing the fly, but coal dust down it.
NICK: Oi! [He desperately tries to wipe the coal dust off.] The fuck yous playin’ at?
ROB: [Feigning] Oh sorry, is that new?
NICK: Yeah, ya knows it is – that’s vhy yous done it. [To DAVID who also thinks it’s funny] Shut ya face, you. [DAVID stops laughing. NICK is still trying to brush it off] Fuck sake. [To ROB] Yous payin’ fer that to be cleaned.
ROB: [Ignoring him, playfully] Vhere’d you gets it, then?
NICK: [Offhandedly, still trying to get the coal off] Missy’s, vhere else?
ROB: Vhat? Somefink that nice? Look like honly one ovver person’s ewer vorn it. At Missy’s they tends to be someone’s vhat got it from their cousin, vhat got it from their cousin, vhat got it off the back of some dead geezer, know vhat I mean?
NICK: Yeah vell… [Picking at his food self-consciously] got lucky didn’t I?
[DAVID looks round from looking at the woman to find ROB trying to wave at him. At first he gets side-tracked, noticing that DAVID was staring at the woman and points over to her. DAVID waves him off. ROB then points to NICK’s jacket over his head. Before DAVID can respond, NICK looks up and they try and act nonchalantly.]
NICK: I can sees ya.
[There is some awkward silence between the three of them, though DAVID and ROB are smiling mischievously at one and other.]
ROB: [Clears throat] So vhat yous need a new jacket fer then?
NICK: [Short] I needs it.
ROB: For?
NICK: Vork.
ROB: Ya needs it fer vork?
NICK: [Defensive] Bleedin’ ‘eck, ‘as your ears gotten ewen vorser? Need me to say it again?
ROB: [Still finding it funny] Cor, someone’s touchy-
DAVID: [Confused] -But we’s both vork at the docks an’ I don’t needs a new jacket.
NICK: [Suddenly uncertain] Yeah vell… that’s ‘cause... that’s ‘cause yous gits chosen fer more shifts ain’t it? I’s gotta stand out - look like I knows vhat I’s doin’. [He smugly uses a bigger word] I looks dependable, so I’s chosen more.
DAVID: [Still confused] …so it ain’t got to do vere you vent the ovver day then?
NICK: [Shocked] Vhat?
ROB: ‘Ere, vhere’d ‘e go the ovver day?
NICK: [Giving DAVID a look] No-vhere-
DAVID: -Vell they lined us up, usual like, an’ neivver of us vas chosen-
ROB: -yeah an’?
DAVID: An’ ‘e told me just to go ‘ome, like, vithout ‘im-
NICK: -yeah ‘cause I vanted to see if there vas hany ovver vork-
ROB: [Shushes him gleefully] –Dee’s tellin’ the story; then vhat ‘appened?
DAVID: Vell, ‘e vas bein’ veird so I’s follow ‘im an’ ‘e vent into the road - you know vhere the ‘ospital is, round there?
ROB: Yeah?
NICK: Davie, I ‘as no idea vhat yous talkin’ ‘bout.
DAVID: Yeah yous do, you vent into that big ‘ouse.
[There’s some silence, then ROB emits a loud snicker.]
DAVID: Vhat? Vhat’s so funny?
NICK: No no no; it ain’t vhat yous finking –
[Talking over one another]
ROB: [Still laughing] -Vhatever yous needs to do-
DAVID: -Vhat? Vhat’s so funny?-
ROB: -to get some money mate.
NICK: Davie I’s goin’ to kill ya.
DAVID: Vhat I do? I don’t heven know vhy ‘e’s laughin’.
ROB: Your brovver ‘as bin gettin’ ‘imself ovver vork at the docks-
NICK: -no I ain’t! I ain’t ‘er ovver there! [Pointing to the woman by the bar]
DAVID: [Suddenly understanding] Nick! Vhat vould Ma fink?
NICK: [Steadily losing the will to live he puts his head in his hands] It ain’t like that I swear-
ROB: [Putting his arm around NICK, playfully] -Don’t vorry, ve’s still lowes ya.
NICK: [Shouts] Fuck sake- I vent to my tutor.
[Everyone goes silent]
NICK: [To the room] Vhat you lookin’ hat?
[They go back to their own business again]
ROB: [Unamused] …Ya vhat?
NICK: [Nervous] I bin…
ROB: [Serious] Yeah?
NICK: I bin learnin’ to read… that’s hall.
ROB: That’s hall?
NICK: Look, if I vants to learn to read, I can learn to read hall right?
ROB: Vhat fer? So’s yous can read the sign of the pub yous in?
NICK: So’s I can get better vork.
ROB: Vhat’s vrong vith the vork ve do? [Gesturing between himself and DAVID]
NICK: Vhat’s vrong vith it? There ain’t hany, that’s vhat’s vrong vith it. An’ vhen there is it ain’t ewer for e’nuff money his it?
DAVID: ‘Ow long’s this bin goin’ on?
NICK: [Shrugs, quietly] Few veeks…? Maybe?
DAVID: An’ you didn’t tell me?
NICK: Davie, understand vill ya? You’d ‘ave told Ma.
DAVID: No I vouldn’t-
NICK: -ya vouldn’t ‘ave meant to, but ya vould ‘ave. You know ya vould.
ROB: If you hain’t go vork ‘ow’s you got the money for a tutor, an’ a fancy new jacket eh?
NICK: … I’ve loaned some money.
DAVID and ROB: Vhat?!
NICK: Not much-
[Talking over one another]
ROB: -you mug-
DAVID: -I don’t believe this-
NICK: I ‘ad to. I don’t ‘ave noffink to pawn do I?
[Upset, DAVID has gone back to permanently looking at THE WOMAN as ROB and NICK argue]
ROB: Vhy didn’t you say noffink? I could’ve gotten you a job at fact’ry can’t I?
NICK: I don’t vant that-
ROB: -vhy not? ‘Ittin’ steel hall day’s better than learning letters an’ bein’ in debt to some bleedin’ Jewish money lender-
NICK: -‘ow’d you know he’s Jewish?
ROB: Vell… they’s hall is hain’t they? Jewish is all penny pinching bastards ain’t they? Tight as hanyfink. That’s vhy they’s got all that money to lend.
NICK: Vell I don’t care.
ROB: [Incredulous] ‘Ow can you not care? Yous gittin’ yourself into trouble fer noffink-
NICK: -it ain’t noffink –
ROB: [Turning to DAVID] -Dee tell ya brovver- Dee?
[They both calm down considerably from being distracted by DAVID staring]
NICK: [Glad of the distraction] ‘As ‘e bin starin’ at that bird this ‘ole time?
ROB: Vas earlier an’ hall.
NICK Davie?
DAVID [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.]
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. This time it’s NICK and ROB looking at one another mischievously. 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 and it’s NICK’s turn to laugh at him.]
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 You don’t git to say noffink to me – traitor.
NICK: Don’t be like that-
ROB: -Just go ovver there.
DAVID: No… she’s too posh fer me.
ROB: Yeah, but if she’s so posh vhy is she in ‘ere? [Suggestive] An’ alone.
NICK: Prolly same reason as the Judy ower there. [Cocking his head towards the woman at the bar]
ROB: She prolly did find ‘erself vork at the docks.
[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. THE WOMAN realises what he’s doing and puts her head in her hand. 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.
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-
[When THE WOMAN 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: Excuse me.
ROB: [Stops] She speakin’ to us?
NICK: I fink so...
DAVID: See this is vhy I told ya to shut up!
THE WOMAN: Yes I’m speakin’ to you. Can oi join in? Since you’re all havin’ soch a lovely conversation about me.
[They huddle further into a group, whispering – loudly, in ROB’s case]
NICK: Is she… Irish?
ROB: You do pick ‘em Dee.
THE WOMAN: [Playfully] Do you still want to come over?
[They all slowly turn her way]
DAVID: Vhat do ve do?
NICK: Don’t know… ignore ‘er?
ROB: Vhat if she ‘as, like, dynamite under ‘er skirts?
DAVID: Vouldn’t she ‘ave already set it off?
NICK: Ya know old Gladstone’s converted to ‘ome rule-
ROB: -Vhat?! ‘Ow’d you know that?
NICK: Read it. Hanyvay, if ‘e’s considerin’ it, then vhat vould be ‘er reason fer blowin’ us up hanyvay?
THE WOMAN: Have you come to a verdict?
[They all slowly look round at her again.]
DAVID: Before ve come ower, I vant to hask you a few questions.
NICK: Davie-
THE WOMAN: If you most.
DAVID: Vhy’s you ‘ere?
THE WOMAN: I’m eating.
DAVID: I meant in London?
THE WOMAN: I was born here.
NICK: You vere vhat?
THE WOMAN: I was born not far from here. And I’ve lived here all my life. Does that answer your question?
DAVID: If you’s from round ‘ere, vhy’s you vearin’ that dress?
THE WOMAN: Same reason as ‘m I suppose. [Nodding to NICK]
ROB: [Can’t help himself getting involved] ‘Ow come ve ain’t seen you ‘round?
THE WOMAN: Don’t know, how come I haven’t seen you either?
[They go back to huddling together]
DAVID: [Whimpers] I really like her.
ROB: You do pick ‘em.
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. THE WOMAN May 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.
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 almost rolls her eyes, and then 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?
