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PRODUCTION NOTES

Anonymous beganlife asa seriesof workshopsl conductedwith a group of A’
Level studentsat CrossHall High Schoolin Ormskirk. Theywereanxiousto
find a small castensembleiecethatthey could useto developtheir skills as
ensembleplayersand give them experienceof a more stylised approachto
theatre. Betweenus we cameup with the basic ideasvhich are exploredin
Anonymous,.e. how the mundanityandanonymityof ordinarylife candrive
people to do extraordinary and destructive things.

After somediscussiorandimprovisationl wasableto put togetherthe framework
of the play. The piece has a stylised form to help promote the idea of
alienation,lonelinessandof courseanonymity. The setis only suggestedby
the use of tablesand chairs. Costumeis kept to a minimum, props used
sparingly.

As apostscriptl ampleasedo saythatall the studentpassedheexam. All in all |
think that | am as pleased with that as | am with the play.

This play is dedicated to Adie, without whom . . .

C.M.



CAST

Housewife
Husband / Boss
Henpecked
Mother / Friend

Wild Child.



ANONYMOUS
by Chris Maybury

(The Charactersare sitting on chairsin various positionson the stage. We
hear a steadypulsing rhythmticking awayin the background. Thiswill be
usedas a basisfor the rhythmic patternsof speechthat the characterswill

use. AseachCharacterjoins in the vocal fuguehe or shemovesheir chair
to centrestageuntil theyare all in a line to representa commutettrain. The
rhythm patterns are meant to represent the sounds of a train).

Charac 1: Put on my coat, put on my hatepeat)

Charac 2: Mustn't be late, mustn't be latéepeat)

Charac 3: Don't want to go, don't want to gdrepeat)

Charac 4: Same ev'ry day, same ev'ry dgyepeat)

Charac5: Travel to town, travel to town(repeat)

(When all the characters are seated they all take up the same chant).

All Characs. Anonymous, anonymous, anonymoyszpeat)

(All the CHARACTERS disappear behind newspapers).

Housewife: This is the train my husbandakes. Every morningthe same. Like
clockwork. Regular. Unchanging. Never varying. Dependable, | like that.

All Characs. Dependable, dependable, dependaliepeat)

(Oneof the malecharacterstakeson therole of the HUSBAND. He setsup
a table and two chairs. He sits on one of the chairs and disappearsbehind
his newspaper again).

Housewife: (miming putting out a meallt's another lovely day dear.

Husband: (without lowering his newspapet} it? | hadn't noticed.

Housewife: Are you doing anything interesting at work today?

Husband: (slowly putting down his papeidnteresting? How do you mean?

Housewife: You know, interesting, unusual, exciting.

Husband: (with infinite patience) Darling | work in an insuranceoffice, not for
the S.A.S.! (checkshis watch) Heavensls thatthetime? I'll missmy train
if I'm not careful. 'bye Darling! Mustn'tbe late! (he goesbackto his train
seat).

All Characs. Mustn't be late, mustn't be late, mustn't be |&tepeat)

(HENPECKED stands up and paces. He consults his watch)

Henpecked: I'm goingto be late! I'm goingto be late! Where'sthe train? I'm
going to be late!

(A female character takes on the role of HENPECKED'S MOTHER)

Mother: Well don't go blaming me my lad! | woke you in plenty of time, didn't 1?
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Henpecked: Yes mother.

Mother: Don't you use that tone of voice with me my lad!

Henpecked: No Mother!

Mother: You're not too big for a clip round the ear. You remember that!

Henpecked: Yes Mother. (MOTHERSsits down) I've madeit! I've madeit!
Nobody saw me come in late, I've made it!

(TheHUSBANDhasbecomehe BOSS. He staresat HENPECKEDwho
cannotmeethis gaze. The BOSSindicatesone of the chairs at the table.
HENPECKED reluctantly sits down. The BOSS circles in a predatory way).

Boss. Late again. (It is a statement)

Henpecked: Yes, I'm sorry, only I....

Boss: | don'twantany excuses!| wantto seeanimprovement. If not, well there
are plenty of young men whowould give their eye teeth for a job with
Peregrine Insurance. Am | making myself clear?

Henpecked: Oh! Yes! Perfectly clear.

Boss: I'm gladto hearit! Now geton with your work, andremembethat my eye
iS upon you.

(BOSS returns to his train seat).
All Characs. Get back at him, get back at him, get back at Hirepeat)
(WILD CHILD stands up. She stretches langorously).

Wild Child: Sol like to havegoodtime O.K.? There'sno law againstit, is there?
The clubs are a good placeto be seen. I'm waiting to be discovered. It
shouldn'ttakelong. I've gotwhatit takes. Soin the meantime do Temping
to paythe bills andbuy the clothes. It's deadboring but it will do. You need
theright clothesto attracttheright people. | meanmen. Not thatl haveany
trouble in the department. Just the opposite.

(The BOSS is seated at his desk. WILD CHILD sits opposite him).

Boss. Well. Miss, ah! Haveyou had anyexperience- in this kind of work? (He
leers)

Wild Child: (to the AUDIENCE) | could feel his eyesall over me. | know his
type, (plaintively) "My wife doesn'tunderstandne!” (to the BOSS) Oh!
Yes! It's all in my references.

Boss. (without taking his eyesoff WILD CHILD) Yes you seemto be amply
qualified.

Wild Child: (aside) Creep!

Boss. Let meknow if thereis anythingl cando to helpyou settlein. (He returns
to his train seat)

Wild Child: It waslike thatthewholetwo weeksthatl wasatthatoffice. Nothing
thatyou could call realharassmenjust looking andthe odd comment. As if
I'd haveanythingto do with a boring middle aged,middle classcreeplike

2



him! I've got my standardsyou know. A man'sgot to have a certain
somethingf he'sgoingto be seenwith me! We'retalking at leasta Porsche
here!

All Characs: A Porsche here, a Porsche here, a Porsche here.

(WILD CHILD sits down. HENPECKED stands up)

Henpecked: Call this a Holiday? With herwhining the wholetime? (MOTHER
stands up).

Mother: | don'tlike theway thatwaitresdooksatyou. Too familiar by half if you
ask me.

Henpecked: Nobody asked you Mother..

Mother: What did you say?

Henpecked: Nothing, Mother.

Mother: 1 shouldthink not. Now comeon, | don't want to miss the flower
arranging exhibition.

Henpecked: Yes Mother.

(HENPECKED and MOTHER sit down, WILD CHILD stands up).

Wild Child: | wasglad whenthat job cameto anend. | couldn'tgetout of the
doorfastenough. Troubleis I left soquickly | left somestuff behindin my
desk. I'd go backfor it, but that'soneof my rules,neverlook back,nevergo
back. No regretsho entanglementsjo hassle.l mean|f | dwelledonall the
little thingsthathavegonewrongin my life; the menthathavelet me down,,
the menthatI've let down, well it would be really depressing.Thenl'd get
worry linesall overmy faceandwe can'thavethat,canwe? Sol squaremy
shouldersstick out my chin andgo out to meetthe world on my own terms.
| like it that way.

All Characs: | like it that way, | like it that way, | like it that wayrepeat)

(WILD CHILD sitsdownon the railway seat. HOUSEWIFEmovesto the
table and sits down. She is joined by MOTHER who becomes FRIEND).

Friend: (handingacrossa holiday snapshot)Thisis thelastone. That'sthe coach
we camehomeon andthey'rethe staff at the hotel. There'shatwaitresswho
kept making eyes at my boy, | soon put her straight, | can tell you.

Housewife: Why aren'tthereany picturesof your son? Do you know I've never
met him?

Friend: Oh he'sa very keenphotographermy boy. Much ratherbe behindthe
lens. He's a bit shy(changing the subjectiHow's hubby?

Housewife: Much the same,he did seempositively perky thesepast couple of
weeks. Sprucedhimself up and evenstartedwearingthat aftershavethat |
bought him for Christmas, and for work as well!

Friend: (not really listening) Fancy!

Housewife: Of courseit didn't last. He'sbackto normalnow. Backto his old,
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reliable self. 1 like it that way.

Friend: (still not listening) Fancy!

All Characs: | like it that way, | like it that way, | like it that way(repeat)

(HENPECKED stands up).

Henpecked: Back at the office. Why couldn'tit haveburneddown when| was
away?

(HUSBAND becomes BOSS and stands up).

Boss: Oh! It's you. Bright eyed and bushy tailed after your little holiday then?

Henpecked: | suppose so.

Boss. There'safirst time for everything. Well suppose/ou getoverto your desk
and get some work dong®eavily sarcastic)Any time this year will do!
(HENPECKED sits at the table).

Henpecked: | hate him! | hate him! | hate him!

All Characs. | hate him! | hate him! | hate him!

(HENPECKEDfins the objectsthat WILD CHILD hasleft behind. Theyare
a hairbrush, a bottle of perfume and a lipstick).

Henpecked: What on earth? The Temp musthaveleft them. (He sniffsat the
perfume) Hmm! Not bad! Not the sortof stuff you'd expectsomeonevho
works here to wear. Not your common or garden Temp this.

(An inspiration burstsupon him. Nothing lessthan great, magnificent
inspiration. He producesa penand paperand beginsto write furiously. As
he does so BOSS walks across. HENPECKED shields his paper).

Boss: Hard at it | see. Wonders will never cease.

(BOSSsits down. HENPECKEDfinisheshis letter. Thenhe carefully
smearssomelipstick on it, spraysit with perfumeand pulls somehairs from
the hairbrush which he carefully folds into the letter. He then placesthe
whole concoction into an envelope and seals it).

Henpecked: (with relish)Let's see him get out of that!

(He handsthe letter to the nextpersonin theline of chairswho passest on
to the nextand soon until it reachedHOUSEWIFE. While this is happening
all the CHARACTERS chant).

All Characs. Get out of that! Get out of that! Get out of that!

(HOUSEWIFE opens the letter).

Housewife: (reading) Is this your perfume? (shesniffsthe letter) Is this your
shadeof lipstick? Is this the colour of your hair? (shelooksat the strandof
hair) Signedawell wisher. (Pause) Ohmy God! (HUSBANDsits at the
breakfasttable. HOUSEWIFE addressesthe AUDIENCE) From that
momentl knew | couldn'ttrusthim. (HUSBANDopenshis newspaper) |
could see the guilt in his every movement and in every word he spoke.

Husband: Any more toast Dear?



Housewife: Whathadl doneto deservehis? Hadn'tl beena goodloyal devoted
wife?

Husband: I'll beoff to work now thenDear. (He standsand walksawayfrom the
table).

Housewife: In my mind's eye | could seethem together. Touching, laughing
abouthow theyweredeceivingme!

(HUSBAND and WILD CHILD act out HOUSEWIFE'S fantasy).

Wild Child: (pawing at HUSBAND)Do you think she knows?

Husband: Who cares?| provideherwith aroof overherheadwhatmorecanshe
expect? A manneedsa little excitemenin hislife. (Theybothlaughnastily
and sit down).

Housewife: Who could | turn to? What could | say? | was so frightenedand
ashamed!

Friend: (standing) You haven'tbeenlooking yourself lately, nothing wrong is
there? (She just wants a juicy titbit of gossip).

Housewife: Wrong? Of course not! Why should there be anything wrong?

Friend: No reasonnoreasomatall. It's justthatyou haven'tbeenyourselflately
that's all. All the girls have been saying so.

Housewife: (aside) They all know! Oh! my God! It's written all over my face!

Friend: Justrememberthat you can always confide in me. I'm the soul of
discretionl am. By the way did | tell you what Doris saidto me the other
day?

Housewife: I've no one to trust!

(HOUSEWIFE and FRIEND sit down. ALL CHARACTERS chant).

All Characs. No oneto trust. No oneto trust. No oneto trust. (HENPECKED
stands up)

Henpecked: | watchedhim for weeks. Looking for any signsof strain. Nothing.
Nothing! | was going to have to do somethiniOUSEWIFE stands up).

Housewife: | watchedhim for weeks. The stainof guilt grewon him everyday. |
must do something (WILD CHILD stands up).

Wild Child: | can't just leave my stuff there. I'll have to do something.

(HUSBANDsits at the breakfasttable. HOUSEWIFEstandsnearby.
HENPECKEDpreparesfor work. MOTHERfussesverhim. WILD CHILD
carefullyappliesmakeup). Only onethingfor it! I'll haveto go backto the
office and get my gear. If he so much as looks at me I'll do him for
harassment! (She sits on the Train).

Henpecked: There's only one thing for it. I'll have to write another letter!

Mother: Are you sure you've got everything dear?

Henpecked: Yes Mother, don't fuss Mother.

Mother: I'll fuss if | want to. Now off you go and have a good day.
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Henpecked: Oh! | will Mother, | will.
(HENPECKED and MOTHER sit down on the train).

Housewife: | can't | can't stand it anymore! There's only one thing for it!

Husband: Is there any toast Dear?

Housewife: Just coming dear.

Husband: There doesn't appear to be a knife for the marmalade dear.

Housewife: Hereit is darling! (Sheproducesa knife from her apron pocketand
plungesit into her HUSBAND'Sback. HUSBANDslumpsacrossthe table,
Dead. HOUSEWIFEcalmly wipesthe knife on her apron, placesit in her
handbag,puts on her coat and takes her seaton the train. HUSBAND
remains slumped across the table).

Housewife: This is the train my husbandakes. Every morning the same,never
varying. Like clockwork. Dependable. But not today.

All Characs: But not today, but not today, but not today.

Housewife: They'll catchme of course. | don'tcare. For the momentl'll just sit
here, among these strangers. Anonymous.

All Characs. Anonymous, anonymous, anonymoyszpeat and fade).

(The lights go down. The sound fades away).

THE END



