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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Lumpy Custard waswritten to providethe opportunityfor 50 youngpeople,aged
13-18 years, to act, sing, dance and to enjoy musical theatre.

It wasfirst performedby the youth theatreartsgroup, Act One - SceneOne,for
whom it was written, in January1990. It has since played twice at the
GulbenkianTheatre,Canterbury for the Kent Young Composerof the Year
Awardsandthe CanterburyFestival. The companytook Lumpy Custard to
the EdinburghFestival 1990 at the invitation of the National Youth Music
Theatreandreachedhe finals of the 1990BarclaysAwards,performinga 20
minute extract at the Queen Elizabeth Hall on the South Bank.

Lumpy Custard is an investigation into what happensto people who are
successfulhow it changesother people’sperceptionof them and how they
changethemselves. The subject of the play is a young songwriter who
discovergthat beingsuccessfuis not asfulfilling ashe hadanticipated. His
story is told in scenes with his family, friends and his professional colleagues.

The Music has beenwritten by the awardwinning composer,18 year old David
Mastersandis scoredfor a bandof electronickeyboardsand optional live
instruments from within the company.

The action is set in the present.
THE SET

As therearemanydifferentsettingsin Lumpy Custard, stageblocks,doorframes,
mirror frames,furniture, propsandlighting wereall usedto create“different
pictures” in the original production.

We also usedtwo internally lit rostra which could changecolour and could be
wheeledto any partof the set. Theserostrabecamecornersof a bedroom; a
window with a Londonskylinein front of it; a bar; partof a kitchen;shelves
in a boutique etc.

An upright bed on wheelswas built for the nightmaresequencet the end of the
first act. Thisenabledhecharacter,Martin, to getinto bed ando be moved
aroundwhilst his nightmarehappenedo him.



THE CAST

* Martin Cole - A young composer and songwriter
* The Boy
* The Musician

Martin’s Family
* Mother
* Father
Julie -Martin’s younger sister
* Cheryl - Martin’s girl friend

Martin’s Business Associates
* Miss Parkes -his agent

Gloria -an incompetent temp. in Miss Parke’s office

Herr Lupkne -a non-English speaking executive of a German toothpaste firm
* Mr. Jacques -a producer of TV commercials

Jeremy -Mr. Jacques’ right hand man

Joy Browne -a writer of Brownie Christmas Extravaganzas

Nora -Joy’s favourite Brownie

Martin’s Friends
* Clive Gregory -Martin’s friend and next-door neighbour
Martha Gregory -Clive’'s Mother
David
Melvyn
Trevor
Jim
Stacey -Jim’s girlfriend
* Carol - Cheryl's best friend

Characters in London Underground
Jane }
Wilma } - two secretaries
Gentl }
Gent 2 } -two city gents
Nicola }
Ben } -three schoolchildren
Dierdre}



Characters in Boutique
Girl 1
Girl 2

Characters in Song “LOVE ON NEVER-NEVER”
* Parents
Teenagers

Characters in the Slipway TV Commercial
Ms Voice -the presenter
Lola - an actress
Chaperone
2 Child Actors
Director
P.A. - assistant to director
Camera Operator
Sound Operator
Clapperboard
Make-up Artist
Dog Minder
A Loving Couple -an actor and an actss

Characters in the Pub
Barmaid 1
Barmaid 2

Additional Characters
Brownies
Brownie Helpers
Shop Assistants and Customers in Boutique
Extras for Slipway Commercial
Customers in Pub
Female DJ woice over
Male DJ  -voice over
Stage Manager voice over

* Denotes that the character has a solo singing part.



1.
*2.
3.
4.

15.
16.

MUSICAL NUMBERS

Clink, Clink, Milkman
Isn’t it Strange?

Here with You

Play the Thing

. Brownie Marching Song
. Listen to Me

. Lumpy Custard

. Hold all Calls

. Carol’'s Song

. Listen to me (reprise)

. Love on the Never-Never

. Slipway Parking Lot Song
. If You Like
. Fleeting Glances

Same Time, Same Places
Reach Out & Touch Me

Company

Musician/Narrator

Martin

Martin, Boy, Mr. & Mrs. Cole,

Cheryl, Buskers

Joy & Brownies

Martin, Clive & Martin’s

friends

Company

Miss Parkes

Carol & Girls in Boutique

Cheryl

Mr. & Mrs. Cole, Parents,
Teenagers

Company

Mr. Jacques & Cheryl

Musician/Narrator &/or

Martin

Martin & Pub Customers

Martin, Clive, Boy &
Company

* “lsn’t it Strange?” is sungby the Musician/Narratorand is reprised
throughoutthe show. It actsasa commentaryn the actionaswill
as providing a link during the scene changes.

A versionof “ReachOut and TouchMe” wasrecordedwith Martin
singingit, to soundlike a “pop single”. Wethenrecordedthe
voices of DJ radio presenters speaking over it.



LUMPY CUSTARD

Book and lyrics by Syd Ralph
Music by David Masters

ACT 1

SCENE 1
Late afternoon. The play opensin darkness. We hear the recordedversion of
MARTIN COLE singing'REACH OUT & TOUCH ME”

Voice over: Reach out & touch me
And I'll take all your pain,
Reach out & touch me,
You'll feel better again,
If only you could trust me,
Open up to me,
Together we can make you smile again.
@ DISC JOCKEY's voice cuts in over the song).

D.J.: Brand new single there from Martin Cole - “Reach out & Touch Me”. Fresh
in at number5 in this week’s charts. My tip for the top that one. Whata
terrific hook! He’s a hipster,he’s a flipster!, he’s a finger poppingdaddy-o!
Ah we’re motivatingnow. (Lightsup. MARTINIs sitting at a keyboard. He
is composing. The ’phone rings)

Father: (in spotlight - heanswerghe’phone) Yescertainly(he shouts) Martin!
it's for you.

Mother: (in spotlight) That’phone’sredhottoday. How is he supposed tgeton
with his writing?

Martin: (picksup his own’phone) I've gotit Dad. Hello Martin Cole speaking.
(in spotlight, entrepreneur, Mr. Jacques. He is on the 'phone)

Mr. Jacques: Ah Martin. I've gotalovely little earnerfor you. You're writing the
music for a commercial.

Martin: Oh great.

Mr. Jacques: The man wants to sell a parking lot.

Martin: A parking lot?

Mr. Jacques: A parkinglot, Martin. Detailsareon their way. SpecialDelivery!
Bye.

Martin: Bye. (in spotlight. MISS PARKES, MARTIN'’S agent. The 'phone rings)

Martin: Hallo.

Miss Parkes: Martin?



Martin: Speaking.

Miss Parkes: [I've just been asked to phone you on behalf of a VERY
IMPORTANT CLIENT. How’s your German?

Martin:  GERMAN?

Miss Parkes: With the singlemarketwe’ll all haveto learnto diversify. Oh, and
Martin, Empire Recordsare still waiting for the new song. My office.
Tomorrow - twelve o’clock sharp. Bye.

Martin: Right. Bye. (He puts down the phondjwelve o’clock sharp.

(In spotlight CLIVE, a friend. The phone rings).

Martin: Martin Cole.

Clive: Hallo Mart. Justheardyou on the radio. You gavehim what for, didn’t
you!

Martin: Look Clive. I'm a bit busy right now.

Clive: What a terrific hook! What's he think you are? A bloomin’ fisherman?
(He laughs).

Martin: Hook’s a musical expression. It's the bit that turns you on.

Clive: Try telling thatto thefish, Mart! Try telling thatto thefish. (He laughs -
MARTIN hangs up on him).

(In spotlight, a BROWNIE leader, JOY. The phone rings).

Martin: Martin Cole.

Joy: Martin, it's me, Joy.

Martin: Joy!

Joy: Guesswhat? I've gotanotheilittle musicalcookinghereon my kitchentable.
Just a few little tunes to help us out, would be so lovely.

Martin: Joy, | really am busy at the moment.

Joy: Perhaps | could just pop round....

Martin: Pop round....

Joy: How sweetof you. | knew you’'d maketime, Martin. You're sucha dear.
Bye.

(In spotlight, CHERYL, MARTIN'’S girl friend. The phone rings).

Martin: Hello, Martin Cole speaking.

Cheryl: Good afternoon, Mr. Cole. This is your girlfriend Cheryl, remember?

Martin: You'’re angry.

Cheryl: We were supposed to meet.

Martin: I'm sorry. | completely forgot.

Cheryl: Charming.

Martin: | saidl wassorry. Look I'll meetyou off the tubeat WestParkin about
(He looks at his watchjwenty minutes. O.K.? I'll be on the platform.

Cheryl: Don’t put yourself out.

Martin: West Park Station in twenty minutes. O.K.?
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Cheryl: Don'’t be late Martin.(She slams down the phone).
Martin:  (shouts) I'm just off out. Meeting Cheryl. Be back soon.(MARTIN
switches off his keyboard and exits).
Mother: Don’t belong Martin. Supper’sin half anhour. He treatsthis placelike
a running Caff.
Father: (shouts)Half an hour , your Mother said, Martin. Half an hour.
(Black Out)

SCENE 2

The London Underground - rush hour.

MUSIC 1: “CLINK, CLINK, MILKMAN”

Company: (sing)
Hurry. Hurry. Walking. Walking.
Listen. Listen. Can't stop talking.
Put out the cat.
Shake out the mat.
Clink. Clink. Milkman!

(Inset SCENE 1)

Jane: So | said to him.... it's THADr a holiday. Take your pick.
Wilma: Bet he was well pleased.

Jane: He was. They’re delivering it Friday.

Wilma: What you doing Thursday?

Jane: Seeing a show.

Wilma: Oh yeh. What about?

Jane: A bunch of people being miserable. See you!

Wilma: Yeh. See you.

Company: (sing)
Forward. Forward. Running. Turning.
Listen. Listen. Can't stop talking.
Cross the doorstep



Light the fire.
Clink. Clink. Milkman!

(Inset SCENE 2)

Gent 1: Got to get ahead of the market.

Gent 2: Impossible. Well not impossible.

Gent 1. Quite. Lateralthinking. That'swhat'sneededld boy. Lateralthinking.
Same place. Same time tomorrow, then?

Gent 2: Toodle-oo0.

Gent 1: Toodle-oo.

Company: (sing)

Bustle. Bustle. Pushing. Shoving.
Listen. Listen. Can't stop loving.

(Part of the COMPANY mime getting into a train)
Hold on sanity.
Mind the doors.
Clink. Clink. Milkman!

(The “train” moves off)

(Inset SCENE 3)

Nicola: It must be true. | saw it on the telly.
Ben: BBC or ITV?

Nicola: Channel 4 actually.

Dierdre: That explains it!

Nicola: What's that supposed to mean?
Ben and Diedre: See you!

Nicola: Prats!

Company: (sing)

Bustle. Bustle. Pushing. Shoving.
Listen. Listen. Can't stop loving.

(The rest of the COMPANY mime getting into a train)
Hold on sanity.
Mind the doors.
Clink. Clink. Milkman!

(The “train” moves off)



(A latecomer just misses the train)
Flower seller: Keep yeh peckerup dahlin! It might not neverhappen. (The
LATECOMER and FLOWER SELLER exit).

Company: (offstage - sing)
Hold on sanity.
Mind the doors.
Clink. Clink. Milkman!

(Blackout)

(CHERYLLis discoveredwvaiting on the platform. Underscoreof “CLINK. CLINK.
MILKMAN” continues under the following scene - enter MARTIN)

Cheryl: Congratulations.

Martin: Pardon?

Cheryl: You've made it.

Martin: Listen, I've got recordcompaniesagentsparents..all of themgoing at
me from all sides.

Cheryl: So?

Martin: So.

Cheryl: (referring to the sunglasse$e is wearing) What you got thoseon for
then?

Martin:  Someone might recognise me.

Cheryl: You what? (laughing) Well you'll be O.K. now. Got your minderwith
you. (They exit).

(Blackout)

Company: (offstage - sing)
Hold on sanity.
Mind the doors.
Clink, clink, milkman!

SCENE 3
MARTIN’Shome- early evening. Lightsup onMOTHER. Sheis in the middle of

her ironing. She is on the phone.
Mother: .... tomorrow at noon?.... Well, I'm sure he hasn’t forgotten, Miss
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Parkes....Oh no, no. Just poppedout. He's been working on it all
afternoon....oftourse. He'll be thereat twelve with the new song....Not at
all. Good-bye. (Enter FATHER)

Father: Isn’t he back yet? Maeve. | said isn’t Martin back yet?

Mother: No.

Father: Where’s he got to then{Enter JULIE. She starts to get ready to go out).

Mother: I'm notpsychic,Dave. (to JULIE) And wheredo you think you're off to,
young lady?

Julie: Just round to Jane’s.

Father: And he’s off somewhere with that girlfriend of his.

Mother: (to JULIE) Just hold it right there.

Julie: But, Mum!

Father: I'm going out. Meeting Jack at the club. | won't be late.

Julie: Please Mum, | won’t be long.

Mother: (to FATHER)Did you ring your mother?

Father: No, not yet.

Julie: Mum?

Mother: Wait a minute Julie.

Father: Like | said. | won't be late.(FATHER exits)

Julie: Mum, it's only for a few minutes.

Mother: I've told you before, | don't like you going around there.

Julie: It's to do with homework.

Mother: Supposeyou’ll haveto.... seeingasit's homework. But | don't like it
Julie.

Julie: Thanks Mum. (JULIE rushes out)

Mother: And no watchingthosevideos....(MOTHER switcheson the radio. We
hearthe secondverseof “REACH OUT AND TOUCH ME” Shecontinues
to iron, listening attentively)

Voice over:

(MARTIN singsReach out & touch me

And I'll take all your pain,
Reach out & touch me

You'll start laughing again,

If only you could trust me,
Open up to me,

Together

We can make you smile again.

(Enter MARTIN and CHERYL)
Martin: I'm sorry I'm late.... oh great! They’re playing it!
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Cheryl: Turnitup! Turn it up!

Mother: Shhh! Be quiet! (We hear the end of the songand a femaleD.J. is
heard)

FemaleD.J. (voiceover) And that's Martin Cole’s single,“ReachOut & Touch
Me”. A beautiful ballad from this very talentedyoung man.... currently
shooting up the charts.... but will it make number 1? | wonder.

Martin: What else did she say? Before the song?

Cheryl: Shut up, Matrtin.

Mother: I've only just switched it on.

FemaleD.J.. (voiceover) And nowwe’re moving on. We’ve got Doris on the
line here, from Longfield. Hallo Doris?

Martin: GoodbyeDoris! (He switchesoff theradio - henoticesa parcelonthe
table) Is that for me?

Mother: Yes. It camefor you SpecialDelivery. And beforel forget, Miss Parkes
phoned again....

Martin: Oh. Okay.

Mother: Now have you eaten?

Martin: No. I’'m not hungry.

Mother: Cheryl?

Cheryl: No I'm fine thanks.

Martin: (taking paper out of packag&)ipway!

Mother: Well justin case,l did savesomespongebut I'm afraid the custard’s
gone a bit lumpy.

Martin: An ad! They want a jingle for an ad.

Cheryl: (reading over his shoulderparking lot?

Martin: And they want it like now!(He starts to exit)

Mother: Why don’t you use that marchingfinale you wrote for the Brownies’
Christmas show if it's a rush job?

Martin:  Mum! (He is not impresséd

Mother: I'm only trying to be helpful.

Martin: | must get on.(MARTIN exits. CHERYL follows him out)

Mother: | really liked thatnumber. (Shenoticestheyhavegone. Sheswitcheson
the radio and continueswith the ironing. We hear a verseof “ISN'T IT
STRANGE?” sunglive by the MUSICIAN. Thelight fadeson the motheras
he sings-

MUSIC 2: “ISN'T IT STRANGE?”

Musician: Isn’t it strange how circumstance rules us
Ignoring our daydreams?
Isn’t it sad how we just stand there feeling trapped by fate?



We know what we want to do

But we're angry and helpless

Aware of the lumps underneath
Though the surface looks great.

The other side have it so much easier,
The other side have it better by far,
Don’t wanna dig down deep,

Don’t wanna find imperfection,

| want the glitz and the ritzy car.

SCENE 4

MARTIN’S bedroomone hour later. The lights fade up as the MUSICIAN is

finishing“Isn’t It Strange”. MARTINis workingat his keyboard. CHERYL
is looking at magazines.

Cheryl: Ooh! Thosetrousersarebeautiful. Thoughl’'m notsure. No. Maybenot.
They look all right on her. (pause - MARTINIs ignoring her, trying to
work) Oneday,whenl’'m rich, | shall havea differentoutfit for everyday of
themonth - whatam| talking about! | shallhavea differentoutfit for every
dayof theyear. (pause - MARTINSstill ignoresher) | think I'll write to the
ClothesShow - askthemto do athingonme. You know. “This is Cheryl
Anderson...Now Cherylhasbeautifuleyesbut rathera dull skin. Sheshould
use blusher on the end of her nose and have her bum seen to....”

Martin: Chez! I'm trying to work.

Cheryl: “.... but otherwise, not a bad looker!”

Martin: Chez. Please.

Cheryl: “andwhatdo you think, expertNo. 2?” “Well Cherylhasanicefigure -
at leastnothing that a pair of wellies and a kneelength balaclavawouldn’t
cure....” (She realises that she has gone too far)

Martin: I'm trying to work. O.K.?

Mother: (offstage- shouts) Straightto bedJulie. And don’t disturbMartin. He’s
busy.

Martin:  Trying to work. (CHERYLgetsup in silenceand throws down the
magazine)

Mother: (offstage)l’'m round at Martha’s if you need me.

Cheryl: I'll make some coffee.(There’s no reaction from MARTIN).
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Mother: (offstage)Julie? Julie?
Cheryl: Want a biscuit?
Julie: (offstage)l heard you Mum.

Martin:

No thankyou. | donotwantabiscuit. (CHERYLexits. MARTINfinishes

off writing something. He starts to try it on the keyboard. He begins to sing).

Martin:

MUSIC 3: “HERE WITH YOU”

I’'m here with you,

But you can’t really see me,
I’'m here with you

But you can’t seem to free me.
| want danger,

And you need care,

| scale mountains,

And you dive deep

Because you want to keep

Me here with you.

(MARTIN slamsdown on the notesof the keyboard. He is frustrated. He restarts
the song in a new tempo)

I’'m here with you

Can’t you feel we've lost direction?
I’'m here with you

But you're faced with imperfection.
You need order,

And | am chaos,

You want loving,

And | bring hate,

Because | can't relate from

Me to you.

It was so easy when we started,
We were soft, so warm, so kind,
It was so easy when we started,
But the ME that’s in your mind
Has changed....

Moved on....

Is no longer what you need....

(CHERYL has entered during the third section. MARTIN is taken aback)

9



Cheryl: That's beautiful Martin.

Martin: You think so?

Cheryl: Really lovely. Sad.

Martin: It's sentimentalgarbage.  (He tears up the paper on which he has
written the song).

Cheryl: What did you do that for?

Martin: Its too similar to “Reach Out & Touch Me”

Cheryl: 1t was good.

Martin: It wasn’t good enough!(pause)

Cheryl: 1 don’t understand you.

Martin: I'm sorry’ | just can’t concentrate.

Cheryl: You're tired.

Martin: Yes. Perhaps I'd better take you home before...

Cheryl: Your mum and dad are both out.... It's still quite early.

Martin: Chez,I've got a jingle to do. A new songfor tomorrow. Deadlinesto
meet.

Cheryl: You're leaving no room for life, Martin.

Martin: Yes. Well. It'll be better when this lot’s finished.

Cheryl: You reckon?

Martin: Yes! | reckon. (Blackout)

SCENE 5

ThelLondonUnderground - later that evening. Wehear a versionof “Reach Out
& Touch Me” playedlive by the BUSKERS~who are seton stageready for
Sceneb5. Any combinationof instrumentscam be used. Lights fade up.
BUSKERScontinueplaying. Peopleare waiting for trains. A boy with a
trumpetis with the BUSKERSbut notplaying. [A trumpetis optional but it
doesneedto be aninstrumenthatyoublow.] EnterMARTINandCHERYL.
MARTINnoticesthe BUSKERSndwalksoverto them. He dropsmoneyinto
their hat)

Martin: That's a good tune!

Cheryl: Oh really! Talk about being big-headed.

Busker 2: We try to keep up to date with our material.

Martin: That's very important. Yes. Keepingup to date. (pause) | like your
arrangement of the song.

Busker 4: Who is this fella?(The BUSKERS start laughing and stop playing)

Martin:  You could put a goodtrumpetpartin there. (MARTINIookspointedlyat
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the boy).

Cheryl: Oh come on, Martin. | thought you said you were tired.

Martin: (to the BOY) What'sthe problem? (CHERY Lflouncesoff to anotherpart
of the platform).

Busker 1: Start playing quick, might earn yourself a couple of quid!

Busker 2: He’s booked the spot for a whole week but he hasn't even played a note

Busker 3: Perhaps he can'’t play.

Busker 4: He told me he doesn’t know where to start.

Busker 1: Why doesn’t he try beginning?

Busker 2: That's the usual place.

Boy: They don’t understand. They just don’t understand!

MUSIC 4: “PLAY THE THING”
(During the song the BUSKERS play. People waiting for trains dance).

Martin: Just play the thing
Lift it up and blow.
It's like anything,
Pick it up and throw
It to the stars!
And watch them fall,
Scatter through the sky,
You have gotta try....
Then you'll find your beginning.

Boy: But how can you try
When you don’t know
Where to start?
How can you find
That beginning?
How can you try
When you're frightened
That if you start
That you won't find that beginning?

Martin and Just play the thing

Company: Lift it up and blow.
It's like anything,
Pick it up and throw
It to the stars!
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And watch them fall,
Scatter through the sky,
You've gotta try....
Then you'll find your beginning
Mother and
Father: (in spotlight)
At the beginning
We saw you as you started,
Started to take chances.
Yes, we caught you if you fell,
Took our chances
When we said....
(spoken)Okay. If that's what you really want. Do it.

Cheryl: (sings - in spotlight)
At the beginning
| saw you and it started.
| took my chances
And you caught me as | fell,
Caught me as | fell,
Yes you caught me as | fell
In love with you....
Martin and
Company: Just play the thing,
Lift it up and blow.
It's like anything,
Pick it up and throw
It to the stars!
And watch them fall,
Scatter through the sky,
You have gotta try....
Then you'll find your beginning.
(At the end of the song the BOY plays one note on the trumpet).
Martin: (to the BOY)There you are. No problem.
Cheryl: Come on, Matrtin.
Martin: (to the BOY)See you around. O.K(MARTIN and CHERYL exit).

Blackout.
MUSIC 5: “ISN'T IT STRANGE?”
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Musician: Isn’t it strange how when someone else tells you
It all seems so easy?
Isn’t it true they can take it
And make it
Just come right?

We hear what we want to hear,
Never asking our questions,

But beware of the lumps underneath
Though the surface looks right.

The other side makes it seem so easy,

The other side makes it better by far,

But dig down deep and you’ll find imperfection,
Never mind the glitz or the ritzy car.

SCENE 6
CLIVE’'s Scene - His bedroom. CLIVE is sitting with a headset on.

Mrs. Gregory: (offstage)Clive! Clive! David’s here to see you. Clive! Can you
hear me? Hang on DavidShe marches in)Would you mind taking those
headphones off.

Clive: Pardon?

Mrs. Gregory: Headphones! Offl David’s here.

Clive: Oh no....

Mrs. Gregory: (quietly) Now don’t go pulling faces. He’s come round to see you
specially. Can’t spend every evening moping around, can {@nter
DAVID quietly) Pull yourself together,Clive. (normal voice) Oh hallo
David!

David: | came on up(pause)

Mrs. Gregory: I'll make you some tea - or coffee rather! | know what you boys
are like! (false laugh. She exits. Long pause)

David: What you listening to then?

Clive: Music.

David: Yeh. - | can see that!! | heard this brilliant new album yesterday - round
at Jim’'s. Really great it was.
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Clive: Oh?

David: Yes. Really great(pause)Can’t remember what it was called but it was
really . . .

Clive: Great.

David: Yes.

Clive: Oh. (pause)

David: Haven't seen you about much. Been busy?

Clive: No.

David: | have. Trying to catchup onall the coursework. Don’t think I'll ever
make it.

Clive: You will. You're a grafter.

David: Oh! So you still talk! Still got opinions, then?

Clive: Oh shut up. (pause)

David: Jim's gota GIRL FRIEND.

Clive: You what?

David: Thought that might wake you up!

Clive: Jim?

David: Yes. That's nearly all the mob hitched up now then, eh! Martin, Jim....

Clive: What's she called then?

David: Stacey, Tracey - something like that. They met on holiday.

Clive: Ohyeh?

David: Yes. Shecomesfrom up northsomewhere.Showedme herpicture. Quite
nice. Tho’, you know, nothing spectacular.

Clive: Writing to her, is he?

David: Yes. Writing. And phonecalls. His Dad’s going balmy aboutthe phone
bill.

Clive: So what's new?

David: Yes! What's new? (pause)

Mrs. Gregory: (enters) Your coffee’'sreadyandl’ve put somebiscuitson a plate
for you. Clive’s favourites. CustardCreams. I'm just off now Clive.
Popping down the road to see Doreen, She’s had a lovely little baby girl.

Clive: Yes Mum.

Mrs. Gregory: Well I'll be off then. Goodbye David.

David: Goodbye Mrs. Gregory.

Mrs. Gregory: Bye, bye Clive.

Clive: Bye Mum. (He wants his mother to leave. Exit MRS. GREGORY)

David: Seen Martin lately?

Clive: No.

David: Only, | thought you might have met up.

Clive: Look | said NO. Okay. | have not seen Martin.
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David: Phoned him?

Clive: Look let's drop it. O.K.?

David: | thought you were good mates?

Clive: Drop it.

David: So what happened?

Clive: | said drop it.

David: Look he’shit the“so called”, big time. Beenon thetelly a coupleof times.
Been in the papers....

Clive: (screams at DAVID)Drop it! (pause)

David: And now he doesn’t want to know his old friendgpause)

Clive: | expect he’s been busy.

David: And that's why you're sulking aroundat homeevery evening? He’s not
worth it. (MRS. GREGORY enters - she has heard shouting).

Mrs. Gregory: Clive? Clive, I'm off now Clive. (She exits)

Clive: (to DAVID) Want a biscuit?

David: No, ta.

Clive: He was my mate. We had great laughs. 1 told him everything.

David: So?

Clive: So.

David: You weren’tmarriedto him! (pause. CLIVE putsonheadset)l'd better
go. Fancy coming down to the pub later? We'll all be there.

Clive: Cheers. I'll think about it.

David: Well if not tonight - we’re theremostevenings. Usualdive. (DAVID
starts to exit)

Clive: (sarcastically) ListenDave. It's THE KING himself! (DAVID goesover.
CLIVE shoveghe headsett him. Wehear*“REACH OUT & TOUCH ME”
- they speak over it)

Voice Over: Reach out & touch me
(MARTIN singsAnd I'll take all your pain,
Reach out & touch me
You'll feel better again.
Share it with me,
Trust it to me,
Together we can make you whole again.
Reach out & touch me
And I'll take all your pain,
Reach out & touch me
You'll start laughing again.
If only you could trust me,
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David: Yes. They're playing it moreandmore often, aren’tthey? I'd bettergo.

Open up to me,

Together we can make you whole again.

(hands back the headse®ee you down the pub sometime.

(DAVID exits. Thesongfinishes. Wehearthe following voice-over. Lighting fades

until CLIVE is lit in silhouette)

D.J.: (Voice-over).....of coursethe mega-talentedpnein a million Martin Cole,
singing his own hit number‘ReachOut & TouchMe”. This weekup to the
number3 slot, andit’s still climbing. He cameinto the studiofor a chatthe
otherday. Justterrific to seethatsuccesfhasn’tchangedviartin onelittle bit.

(CLIVE throws off the headset in anger).

Blackout.

Musician:

SCENE 7

MUSIC 6: “ISN'T IT STRANGE?”

Isn’t it strange how we know what we’re feeling
But cannot express it?

Isn’t it sad how we helplessly watch

The lines get jammed?

We know what we’d like to say

But are frightened that others

Are searching for lumps underneath,

So our surface gets damned.

The other side make it seem so easy,

The other side make it better by far,

You could dig down deep and find imperfection,
But they've got the glitz and the ritzy car.

MARTIN’S home - late evening. Voices heard offstage.

Joy: Martin!

Brownies: Yoo! Hoo!
Joy: Oh hello Martin. It's only us.

Martin: Joy!
Joy: We've just got here. Haven't been waiting long, have we girls?
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Brownies: No Miss Browne(They giggle)

Joy: So no need to worry.

Martin: | wasn’t expecting you.

Joy: We won't take long.

Martin:  Well.... | supposeyou’d bettercomein. (MARTIN entersfollowed by
JOY, NORA, two HELPERSand a motley selection of BROWNIES.
MARTIN switches on some lights).

Martin:  (He looks around) Oh sorry. There aren’t enough chairs. (The
BROWNIESrush off and collect chairs for themselvesJOY and NORA -
and put themin a formal line acrossthe centreof the stage. Thisis not what
MARTIN meant). Ah! Do sit down.

Joy: | know it's awfully late andall that, Martin, but | wasjust driving everyone
homeatfterour little rehearsaandl said“We’ll poproundto Martin’s andsee
if he’s at home”, didn’t | girls?

Brownies: Yes Miss Browne.

Martin: | was just seeing Cheryl home.

Joy: How gallant of you! How sweetly old-fashioned and lovely!

Martin: (smiling ruefully) Just wish | had a car!

Joy: Quiteright, quiteright! - Can’thaveapopstartrundlingaroundtown onour
public transport system. Can we girls?

Brownies: No, Miss Browne.

Martin: Got to pass the test first.

Joy: A meretechnicality. It'll bea chauffeur-drivedimousinebeforeyou know it!
Now then....(The BROWNIESsit up very straight) Could you hold my bag
for meNora? (NORAcollectsherbag) Now then....(TheBROWNIESeap
into newpositions)...l know | phonedyou earlierto give you a teenyweeny
ideaof what | had got up my sleevebut I thoughtwe’d bettercomeround.
Tell you exactly what's going on.

Martin: You’re putting on another splendid show.

Joy: “Another SPLENDID show!” Well yes. It wasrathersuper,wasn’tit! But
that was two years ago. We can’t afford to rest on our laurels. Can we girls?

Brownies: No, Miss Browne.

Joy: We musttry for anothersplendidshow! Though| must admit to quite
tearfully moving memoriesof that wonderful marchingfinale you wrote for
us, Martin. It was superb.

Martin: My mum liked that one.

Joy: They still remember it!

Brownie: Gofor it, Nora! (NORApulls a tuning fork out of her pocketand gives
them the note).

MUSIC 7: “THE BROWNIE MARCHING FINALE”
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Brownies: It's a Brownies promise to perform
A good deed every day,
To think of other people,
And to help in every way.
We skip around our toadstool,
All us pixies, sprites and gnomes,
Make beds, serve tea and lend a hand,
Help others in their homes.

With good deeds!

Welcome! Welcome! Welcome!
With good deeds!

We promise to do our best.

Good deeds!

Is what we are here for,
Thinking and doing -

We've told you all the rest....

Think, do, think, do,

Think, do, think, do,

Good deeds every day!

Good deeds every day!

It's a brownies promise to perform!
It's a brownies promise to perform!

So! Our promise was to think of you
You've heard our brownie plan,

We hope you have enjoyed osinow
We’'ve done the best we can!

Think! do!

Think! do!

Do the best we can!

(During the songJULIE appearsin her night clothes. Shewalksoverto MARTIN
and hasa go at him, to no avail. Sheexits. Shere-enterswith a glassof
milk and goesbackto bed. At the end of the songthe phonerings. The
BROWNIES sit down to listen as MARTIN answers it).

Martin: Hello, Martin Cole speaking(CHERYL appears in spotlight)
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Cheryl: It's me. Just phoned to see if you're O.K.?

Martin: I'm fine.

Cheryl: Managed to get anything done?

Martin: No.

Cheryl: What?

Martin: | was met by Joy and some of her youngsters at the front door.

Cheryl: Oh Martin. You’re not wastingyour time with her? What's she after
anyway? Another show?

Martin: Sort of.

Cheryl: You're joking! Doesn’t she realise what's happened to you?

Martin: Look. | can't really talk right now....

Cheryl: | don't believethis! You sendme off packing’cos you can’t concentrate,
but you don’t mind being invaded by a bunch of brownies.

Martin: Not by choice.

Cheryl: Thenwhy did youlet themin? Goodnight Martin. (CHERYLslamsdown
the receiver).

Martin:  (He is still speakinginto the receiveraware that he is being watched).
Yes | do too! (The BROWNIES reactpye Chez.(He replaces the receiver)

Joy: The lovely Cheryl? She must have the patienceof Job to shareyou so
willingly with the likes of us.

Martin: Yes! She is very understanding.

Brownies: Aaaah!

Martin: (He takes a deep breatiiNow about the production, Joy.

Joy: Quiteright, Martin. Must geton with the businessn hand. Can'tlive in the
past, can we girls?

Brownies: No Miss Browne.

Martin: Look. | don't really think thatI’'m goingto havemuchtime free...(He is
searchingfor words)... you know what it's like.... pressureof the music
industry....It's all getting quite high-powered!

Joy: You poorsoul! (MARTINIlooksrelieved) Well I'll tell you whatwe’ll do.
Nora! (NORAleapsinto action) I'll give you Nora’s phonenumberandthe
script. Have a quick glancethroughthe lyrics and whenthe tunesstartto
flow you canjust pick up the phoneand hu-u-mthemdown the line to her.
She’sso superon the piano. Shecan pick up anything! Can’t you Nora?
(NORA blusheswith pleasure) GradelV Pianoforteand a whizz on the
recorder! Just like you when | first met you.

Martin: Well done Nora.

Joy: And now we really mustbe going. Chairsbackgirls! (The browniesrush
aroundreturningthe chairs. MeanwhileNORA'’Sphonenumberand a script
are handed over to MARTIN).
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Joy: Ready?

Brownies: Yes Miss Browne.

Joy: Thenoff we go! (The BROWNIESstart to exit, hummingtheir marching
songastheygo). | do hopeyou enjoyit, Martin. (Sheindicatesthe script).
I've got the pixies and gnomesall meetingin a disco. Leadsto frightful
confrontationof course. Ratherlike “West Side Story” - but | wantedto
updatethingsabit. Whirling toadstooldiscolights, andall that! Wonderful!
Anyway it's all in there. And copyright! So no pinchingmy ideas! We'll
see ourselves out!

Martin: Goodbye. (Theyexit noisily. Wehearthe car doorsslamandtheydrive
off. Thensilence. MARTINstartshummingthe BROWNIEfinale ashelooks
through the Slipway parcel).

Martin: (sings) Thencomealongto Slipway....(The phonerings) Oh go away!
(He doesn’tanswerit but movesinto his bedroomarea and sits downready
to work. JULIE enters. Shecrossesverto the phonewhichstopsjustasshe
reachesit. JULIE walks overto MARTIN’'Sbedroomdoor and is aboutto
speak. Thephonerings again. It continuesto ring until cuedout during the
following VOICE-OVERS).

Martin: | saidgoaway! Goaway! All of you! (JULIE slipsquietlyawaybackto
her room. MARTIN starts to get ready for bed. We hear the following
VOICE-OVERS: -

Miss Parkes: Martin? I've just beenaskedto phoneyou on behalf of a very
important client. How’s your German?.... German?.... German?....

Clive: Justheardyou againon theradio. Follow thatthen,eh? Follow that! (He
laughs).

Cheryl: You're leaving no room for life Martin.

Mother: Where'veyou been? You could havephoned,Martin. You could have
phoned. (The phone stops ringing).

Miss Parkes: Empire Records are waiting, still waiting, still waiting....

Busker: He told me he doesn’t know where to start.... start.... start.... start....

MUSIC 8: “LISTEN TO MFE”

(MARTINstandslooking at himselfin the bedroommirror as he sings. Therestof
the stage is in darkness).
Martin:
(in spotlight)  Listen to me when I'm talking to you.
Are you in there?
I’'m trying to reach you.
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You are somewhere,
Deep under my skin.
You are me,
And you won't let me in.
Clive:
(in spotlight)  Look at me when I'm talking to you.
Are you in there?
I’m trying to touch you.
You are somewhere,
Deep under my skin.
You are me,
And you won't let me in.

Both: Who are you?
Do you know who | am?
We are partners,
But the deal is a sham,
'Cos you've left me
To face this alone....
| am you
And you're me.

(Six of MARTIN’Sfriends enterasif in his dream. Only their facesare lit. This
effectcan be achievedby using hand-heldtorches,eachcharacterdirecting
the beam into his own face).

Musician: Listen to me when I'm talking to you
Are you in there?
I’'m trying to reach you.
You are somewhere,
Deep under my skin.
You are me,
And you won't let me in.

All: Who are you?
Do you know who | am?
We are partners,
But the deal is the sham,
'Cos you've left me
To face this alone....
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| am you
And you're me.

Martin: | am you and you're me.
(TheFACESdisappearand MARTINgetsinto bed). Wehearthefollowing VOICE-
OVERS:-

Mother: Night, night. Sleep tight. See you in the morning.

Martin: Mummy!

Mother: Here’s your juice. And your toys are at the bottom of the cot.

Martin: Mummy!

Mother: We'll turn on the music, shall we?

(Music cue -CRADLE MUSIC UNDERSCORE

Mother: There. Night, night.

Mother: Is the catout, Dave? Only we don’t wantit jumping on him during the
night.

Martin: Mummy!

Mother: Go to sleep, Martin. Go to sleep...(The phone rings)

Father: Martin! It's for you.... it's for you.... it's for you....

Mr. Jacques: The music for a commercial.

Busker: Perhaps he can't play.

Miss Parkes: My office tomorrow. 12 o’clock sharp.

Busker: Why doesn't he try the beginning?

Miss Parkes: 12 o’clock sharp.

Mr. Jacques: A parking lot.

Busker 3: That's the usual place.

Father: It's for you.

Cheryl: We were supposed to meet.

Clive: Try telling that to the fish.... the fish.... the fish....

Mother: You could have phoned Martin.

Cheryl: You're leaving no room for life.... life.... life...

Mr. Jacques: Music for a commercial... commerc:lal . commercial....

Miss Parkes: EmpireRecordsarestill waiting. How’s your German?...German?

...German?....

Father: It's for you....

Mother: The custard’sgonea bit lumpy....gonea bit lumpy.... (All the VOICES
start repeatingtheir final line, building up to a crescendo, as the VOICE-
OVERS cease. Silence.)

Martin: It's no problem,Mum. It's no problem. Don’t worry aboutit. It's fine.
It doesn’t matter. It's no problem, Mum. It's no problem . . ..
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MUSIC 9: “LUMPY CUSTARD”

(For this song the whole company can be dressedin bright yellow. Five
“SUPREMES” type girls can be matchedwith five “DALLAS” boys - all
bizarrely attired. The rest of the company act as chorus behind them)

Supremes &
Dallas Boys:

Company:

Call it yellow,

Call it bland,

Pour it, scoop it,

Loop the loop it,

Call it yellow,

Call it bland,

But Mmm, mmm, we're the tartrazine band.

Slip it, slop it,

Throw it, drop it,

Pour it, scoop it,

Loop the loop it,

Call it yellow,

Call it bland,

But Mmm, mmm,

We’'re the tatrazine band.

The custard’s gone a bit lumpy.
The custard’s gone a bit lumpy.
The custard’s gone a bit lumpy.

Mother: Do you know the Germanfor custard Martin? (MARTINgetsout of bed
and joins the song)

Martin and
Company:

Mix it, fix it,

Cook it, hook it,

Pour it, scoop it,

Loop the loop it,

Call it yellow,

Call it bland,

But Mmm, mmm, (repeat x 3)
We’'re the tartrazine band.

(Thesongends. TheCOMPANYput on masksduring the following VOICE-OVER.
MARTIN returns to his bed).
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Martin: (VOICE-OVER) Currentlyat numberthreeandstill climbing. He came
into the studiothe otherday for a chat. How nice to seethat succes$asn’t
changedMartin Cole one little bit. (Behind MARTIN'S Voice-overthe
Brownie Marching Finale is heard in the background,getting faster and
faster - like a fairground merry-go-round.Othervoicesare alsoheard. The
number resumes but has become a total nightmare).

Company: Call it yellow,
Call it bland,
Pour it, scoop it,
Loop the loop it,
Call it yellow,
Call it bland.
But Mmm, mmm, (repeat x 3)
We’'re the tartrazine band.

(Alarm clock, bell or buzzer)
Mother: Wakeup, wakeup Martin! You're dueat Miss Parkes’office in twenty

minutes.

Blackout.
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ACT TWO
SCENE 1

MISSPARKES'Office - the nextday. MISSPARKES,a theatrical agent,is
sitting at her desk. Sheis on the phone. A very importantperson,HERR
FRIEDRICH LUPNE s with her. He is flicking throughsomepapers. It is
not necessaryfor the V.I.P. to be German, but it is necessarythat the
character should have a poor command of English.

Miss Parkes: Yes - ohyes,| appreciatghat. But we did setup the shootin a
frightful hurry. No time to double-checlall the details....Yes| KNOW you
wantedsomeoneavho couldride side-saddle..but you neverstipulatedwhich
side - well - thesethingscananddo upsetpeople! Yes....yes....(Enter
GLORIA, a secretary,carrying a tray with coffee) Yes, well I'm delighted
you've solvedit.... running the whole sectionbackwardswill certainly be
novel....(to secretary) Putit down thereGloria. (to phone)Yes....after the
introductorypassage- lovely....(to secretary) Thankyou Gloria. (GLORIA
looksbewildered. Sheis not surewhatto do next) Oh super. Listen, | really
mustgo - we're terribly busy today. And I've got a temp.in.... (The
doorbell rings. GLORIA exits to answer the door).

Miss Parkes: No, no, I’'m not complaining! Wouldn't daredarling! I'll speakto
you soon. Yes. Bye....Bye! (Sheputsdownthe phone, Indicatesto the
V.I.P. that he shouldhavesomecoffee. Thephonerings again) Excuseme
again. (Sheanswersthe phone) Hallo ParkesPersonalManagement. Oh
Beverley! Yes.... just been speaking to hifenter GLORIA).

Gloria: There’s a Mr. Gold to see you.

Miss Parkes: Hold on Beverley.(to GLORIA) A WHO?

Gloria: A Mr. Martin Gold, I think he said....

Miss Parkes: Martin COLE, Gloria, Martin COLE! The composer. Pop star?

Gloria: Ooooh! (GLORIA is now impressed. She exits in a flutter).

Miss Parkes: Now wherewas|? Ohyes! Yes! He was utterly delightedwith
you, thoughtyou werelovely.... Look mustfly - call you backokay....Oh -
you gottheflowers - good. And the hospital’'sfine? - No, no. Thehorseis
still in intensivecare. Bye! (Shecalls) Sendhim in, Gloria. (to V.I.P.)
This is your man - he’s just what you're looking for, ja?

Lupkne: Oh! Ja. (Enter GLORIA - she announces MARTIN grandly).

Gloria: Mr. Martin Cole. (MARTIN enters ruffled).

Miss Parkes: Hallo Martin.

Martin: Sorry I'm a bit late. (GLORIA is standing gawking).
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Miss Parkes: Thankyou Gloria. (GLORIAreturnsto her desk). Martin, may |
introduceyou to Herr Lupkne - He hascome here, all the way from
Frankfurtto setup....(Thephonerings. HERRLUPKNE greetsMARTINIn
rapid German during MISS PARKES’ speech on the phone).

Lupkne: Gutenmorgen,Martin. Ich heissesie willkommen. Ich bin dabeiein
Geschaftmit FrauleinParkesaufzubauenund wir interessiererunsfur lhre
Music. Wir mochten gerner dass Sie unsere neue Zahnpastareklame
vertonen.

[Translation:- Good morning, Mr. Martin, and welcome. I'm in the processof
settingup a deal with Miss Parkesand we're interestedin your music. We
would very much like you to composethe music for our new toothpaste
advertisement].

Miss Parkes: ParkesPersonaManagement.Yes.... Yes...No, we calledyou back
on that lastweek. Yes. It shouldbein your records. Goodbye. (Sheputs
down the phone)A coffee for Mr. Cole, Gloria.

Gloria: Onecoffeecomingup! Caff OR Decaff? StrongOR weak? Milk AND/
OR Sugar, either, neither OR both?

Martin: A glass of tap water would be fine thanks.

Gloria: One glass of tap water.(She starts to exit to get the water)

Miss Parkes: As | wassaying,Herr Kai Friedrich Lupkne hascomeall the way
hereto setup discussiongo explore.... (The phonerings) Hold all calls
Gloria.

Gloria: Oh all right then.(She goes back to the switchboard).

Miss Parkes: To set up discussions to explore....

Gloria: One glass of tap watefShe is trying to remember it).

Miss Parkes: To set up discussions.... Gloria! Hold all calls!

Gloria: Foundit! (Thephonestopsringing. GLORIAis delightedwith her own
efficiency). Now then,oneglassof tapwater. (GLORIAstartsto exit to get
water but is stopped dead in her tracks by MISS PARKES’ song).

MUSIC 10: “HOLD ALL CALLS”

Miss Parkes: Hold all calls!
Put their worries
On freeze.
Hold all calls!
Tell them “wait
"Til I'm free”.
This lifeline is bothering me,
Blowing my mind.
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It gives others the right
To phone into my mind.

To ask me,
To blame me,
To cuss me,
To tame me....

| want to make it all so lovely,

| want to make it all so right,
With a flick of a switch

And a twirl of my pen

| want to turn your day to night!

| want to make it all so easy,

| want to smooth your cares aside,
With a flick of a switch

And a twirl of my pen

| want to turn your day to night.

(GLORIA is standing open mouthed).

Miss Parkes: You have a problem, Gloria?

Gloria: Oh! Letters!

Miss Parkes: Thankyou, Gloria. Now then - asl| wassaying - Herr Kai
Friedrich Lupkne flew in from Frankfurt this morning to discuss the
possibility of setting up..(The phone rings BOTH lines Gloria!

Gloria: Oh! Are there two of them?

Miss Parkes: The possibility of setting up....

Gloria: Course there are! Silly me!

Miss Parkes: The possibility of setting up....

Martin: (to GLORIA) Do you need a hand?

Miss Parkes: Gloria! BOTH LINES!

Gloria: Therewe are! (Shehaspulledoutall the plugs. Thephonestopsringing)
Now then.... re your letter of the 4th ingEhe continues typing)

Miss Parkes(sings)

Hold all calls!
Put their worries
On freeze.

Hold all calls!
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Tell them “Wait

"Til 'm free”.

This lifeline is bothering me,
Blowing my mind.

It gives others the right

To phone into my mind.

To ask me

To blame me,
To cuss me,
To tame me ....

Gloria: Wouldyou like meto getmy boyfriendto havealook at thatboard? He’s
trainedand everything. You could havelittle lights flashinginsteadof that
ringing! He did a lovely job for that office down the road from here....

Miss Parkes: (interrupting GLORIA and getting progressivelymore hysterical)
As | have beeltrying to sayfor the lasttenminutes - this Herr Lupknehere
- hasflown in on Lufthansaall the way from Frankfurtarriving at Heathrow
early, early, earlythis morning, to discuss,chat about, throw around -
whateveryou like, the possibility, the maybe,the do-we-think,don’t-we -
think, up - down-touch-the-grounfkasibility of you writing a jingle for a
Germantoothpastead. (During MISSPARKES’speechGLORIAcontinues
to describeher boyfriend’ssuccess:MR. LUPKNE attemptso communicate
with MARTIN; and MARTINTtries to find out whatthe advertis about. They
all shout over each other and then stop at the same time. Pause).

Martin:  Would you ratherl camebacksomeothertime? You seem - well, a bit
unhappy about things.

Miss Parkes: Unhappy Martin? Whatevemadeyou think that? | enjoytherough
and tumble of the German toothpaste industry.

Gloria: Oooh! Miss Parkes!

Miss Parkes: The glass of water for Mr. Cole, Gloria.

Gloria: Ohyes! | knewtherewassomething...(Shetotters carefully towardsthe
kitchen. On the way past MARTIN shesmilesat him) One glassof water!
(she has remembered - and exits)

Martin: Perhapsf you couldgive meanoutlineof thead....or acopyof thelyrics,
whatever.

Lupkne: Ah. Ja! Lyrics.

Miss Parkes: Thelyrics. (Delightedlyhe handsthemoverto MISSPARKESw~ho
wavesthemat MARTIN) And the new songMartin? (Shegloats over at
HERR LUPKNE - whisperdrmpire Records?
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Lupkne: Oh ja! Empire! Sehr big. Nein? Sehr big!

Miss Parkes: (to MARTIN) Fair exchange, Martin! Wouldn’t you think?

Martin: The new song isn’t ready.

Miss Parkes: What?

Martin: It's not ready.

Miss Parkes: Why not?

Martin: | don’t know where to start.

Miss Parkes: The largestrecordingcompanyin the country hasgot studiospace,
backinggroups,musiciansphotographer$?R people thelot, all standingoy,
waiting for you .... and you tell me you don’t know where to start?

(GLORIAhasenteredduring the abovespeechand arrives nextto MARTIN by the
final line. HERR LUPKNE has picked up his lyrics and walked out in
disgus}.

Gloria: Hot or cold?

Miss Parkes: (angrily) EmpireRecordsMr. Cole, have beerpreathingdown my
neck for the last two months....

Martin: Empire Records, Miss Parkes, are just going to have to wait!

Blackout

MUSIC 11: “ISN'T IT STRANGE?”

Musician: Isn’t it strange how we waste so much time
Trying to please one another?
Isn’t it true that pleasing can step out of line?
We say what we think we should say,
Misjudging the outcome,
So beware of the lumps underneath
Though the surface looks fine.

The other side makes it seem so easy,

The other side makes it better by far,

But dig down deep and you'll find imperfection,
Never mind the glitz or the ritzy car.
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SCENE 2

A Boutique. CHERYLIis trying on clotheswith a friend, CAROL. They are
rummagingalong a clothesrail. Other girls enterand look at clothesetc.
throughout the scene.

Girl No. 2: You must be joking!

Girl No. 1: Well you find somethingBETTER then! (Theymoveoff to look at
more clothes).

Carol: Oooh look Chez - they’re nice.

Cheryl: You're kidding! | wouldn’t be seen dead in them!

Carol: Why not?

Cheryl: Well they're not exactly subtle, are they?

Carol: The colours are nice.

Cheryl: Yeh - but what would you wear with thenjause)

Carol: Well what about this then?

Cheryl: Not bad.

Carol: Oh comeon, Chez. We've beenlooking at stuff for bloomin’ ages. My
feet are swelling up.

Cheryl: They're not, are they?

Carol: Look.

Cheryl: Don't be ridiculous, Carol.... Now THAT’S nice.

Carol: Oooh, yes. Gorgeous. But how much?

Cheryl: Anarmandaleg - I'm goingto try it onanyway. Won't belong. (Music
up on the boutique system. It‘Reach Out and Touch Mej.

Carol: Listen! Chez!

Cheryl: Oh no. How embarrassing!

Carol: Don't be daft. It's quite a good song

Cheryl: He’s with his agent now - talking about his next release.

Carol: So that’s what this new oultfit’s all about, then.

Cheryl: No - Martin’s donethe jingle for someadvertthing. We’re going to
watch them filming it. (CHERYLexits to try on dress. They shoutthe
following lines at each other).

Carol: Ohyeh! What' they advertising?

Cheryl: A new parking lot.

Carol: Sounds classy.

Cheryl: Shut up, Carol.

Carol: You usedto be quite happydressinglike the restof the world! (Pause.
GIRL No. 1 strides out of the changing room, followed by her friend).

Girl No. 1. That'sit! I'm going on a diet. (they exit other girls continueto
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improvisein the boutique. CHERYL appearsin an “up market” outfit.
Music fades).

Cheryl: How do I look?

Carol: Bloomin’ stupid.

Cheryl: Thanks a million. You're a great help you are.

Carol: Well, you asked.

Cheryl: What the hell am | supposed to do?

Carol: Take it off, you prat. You can't afford it anyway.

Cheryl: 1 need something SPECIAL.

Carol: What on earth for? You look great as you are.

Cheryl: Well | don't feel great. Therewill be all theseglamoroudilm peopleand
everything there. | just can’t turn up in a pair of jeans.

Carol: Martin will.

Cheryl: That's different.

Carol: Ohyeh. Why? (pause) ListenChez, Martin’s going out with you because
he wantsto, right? He likes you theway you are. You haven’tgotto change
for him.

Cheryl: But THINGShave changed!

Carol: What?

Cheryl: Things have changed!

Carol: What, between you and Martin?

Cheryl: No!

Carol: Yes!

Cheryl: You don’t understand.

Carol: Oh| don’t understandll right. You've let this whole businesgake you
over,haven’tyou? (pause) Films, chi-chioutfits. Pathetic! They’reall just
a front anyway.

MUSIC 12: “CAROL’S SONG”

Carol: Stay cool,
Stay true,
Hang on to what's inside of you, girl,
The you that’s inside,
The you that is trying
To hide,
Is the person that counts.

Stay cool,
Stay true,
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Hang on to what's inside of you, girl,
No point trying to be
Something that
Ain’t what we see.
You're the person that counts.
Carol and
Other Girls
in Boutique:  We live in a world of mirrors,
Dictating our lives,
Don’t wear this,
Don’t wear that,
I'm too thin,
And I'm too fat.
Face up to the inside,
Front that,
And you're free
Just to be....

So stay cool,

Stay true,

Hang on to what's inside of you, girl,
The you that’s inside,

The you that you're trying to hide

Is the person that counts

We live in a world of mirrors,
Dictating our lives,

Don't wear this,

Don’t wear that,

I’'m too thin

And I'm too fat.

Face up to the inside,

Front that,

And you're free

Just to be....

Carol: So, stay cool,
Stay true,
Hang on to what's inside of you, girl.
Cos the “You” that’s inside,
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The “You” that you're trying
To hide....
Is the one who is free.

(CAROL collects her stuff and starts to leave)

Carol: Am I right or am | right?

Cheryl: Just look at the time! And you said you had to be home by two.

Carol: | feelsorryfor you, Chez. Reallysorry. (CAROLexits. CHERYL stands
looking at herself in the boutique mirror. Then she starts to sing)

MUSIC 13: “LISTEN TO ME” [REPRISE]

Listen to me when I'm talking to you.
Are you in there?

I’'m trying to reach you.

You are somewhere,

Deep under my skin.

You are me,

And you won't let me in.

Look at me when I'm talking to you.
Are you in there?

I’m trying to touch you.

You are somewhere,

Deep under my skin.

You are me,

And you won't let me in.

Who are you?

Do you know who | am?
We are partners,

But the deal is the sham,
Cos you've left me

To face this alone....

| am you

And you're me.

Blackout.

SCENE 3
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MARTIN’'Shome. MOTHERIs hoovering. FATHERcomesn from the garden -
where he’s been working.

Mother: So you've finished then.

Father: What? Ohyes. Finished. Yes. I've justcomein for a cupof teaandthen
I'll start on the shed(MOTHER stops hoovering and moves coffee table).

Mother: Can’t you sortthe garageroof first. Thatleak’s spreading. Nevermind
YOUR car - IT'S parkedoutside. Nice andsafe. It's MINE that's getting
the soaking.

Father: That's a bit cock-eyed, isn't it?

Mother: Watch the language Dav¢She continues to hoover).

Father: I'll make the tea.

Mrs. Gregory: Yoo hoo! Anyone inEnter MRS. GREGORY from next door).

Mother: Come in Martha. Morning - or should | say good afternoon!

Mrs. Gregory: Have you seen the new baby? She’s lovely!

Father: Fancy a cuppa, Martha?

Mrs. Gregory: Oh. Thankyouvery much! Ooh. But beforeyou putthekettleon
- haveyou seenthis? (Sheopensa newspaper) That's a lovely picture of
your Martin. AND they’ve mentioned that charity show he’s doing.

Mother: (stops the hooverDh! let's have a looKShe goes to the paper).

Mrs. Gregory: | wasflicking throughthe paper,andtherehe was. Staringout at
me! (FATHER rushes over to look at the paper).

Mother: Look at the state of his shi(She tuts).

Father: Never mind his shirt, Meave. That's not important.

Mrs. Gregory: They’ve said some lovely things about hinfQJULIE enters).

Julie: Have we got anything about China anywhere, Mum?

Mother: What? (She’s trying to read the paper).

Julie: China? It's for a project. It's got to be in on Monday.

Father: Leavingthingsto the lastminuteagain,Julie? You'll nevergetanywhere
carrying on like that.(He goes back to reading the paper).

Mother: Make some tea, Julie.

Father: Look! They’'ve mentioned our address.

Mrs. Gregory: We can’t havethe mediacampingon the crescentcanwe? (She
laughs inanely).

Mother: Butlook attheending,Dave! (reading) “...If hisfirst hit is anythingto
go by, Martin’s future looks certain. The new singledueto bereleasedext
month....will be his chanceto proveto the pop industrythat Martin Cole is
indeed a young talent to be reckoned with. (She beams with pleasure).

Mrs. Gregory: | knew you'd be pleased, Maeve.
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Father: Who wrote this article?

Julie: Martin probably. (The two women react)

Mother: Thought you had work to be getting on with Julie?

Julie: You said, make the tea.

Mother: We don’t have nasty snide remarks like that in this house.

Father: I'm going to phonethat paperand give theman earful. How darethey
publish MY address!

Mother: Oh don’t be so ridiculous Dave!

Mrs. Gregory: Well if I'd known it wasgoing to causesucha bother,I'd never
havebroughtit round. (Enter MARTIN. He is drunk. All four of themfire
guestions at him).

(Together}:-
Mother: } Martin? How did it go? Did she like the new song?
Father: } Did you give our address to some snivelling little reporter?
Mrs. Gregory: } Oh here comes the pop star!
Julie: } Know anything about China, Mart?

Martin: (carefullyansweringeachquestion) (to FATHER) No. (to JULIE) No.
(to MOTHER) Not very well. (to MRS. GREGORY)Hello Martha.

(Together):-
Julie: } Well you're not much use.
Father: } Oh very clever, clever.
Mother: } What do you mean “NOT VERY WELL" ?

Mrs. Gregory: } There’s a lovely article, all about you. Look!

(MRS.GREGORhruststhe paper undehis nose. Theothersrelax. Theatrticle is
good).

Mother: She must have liked the new song, Martin.

Martin: (Hereads) “.... The newsingle,dueto be releasechextmonth....” (He
laughs) I'm hungry. (They back off)

Mother: Your lunch is in the fridge.

Martin:  Has the custardgone a bit lumpy? (He approacheshe kitchenarea
where JULIE is standing).

Julie: Pooh! Mart? You stink(she sniffs) He’s drunk, mum.

Mrs. Gregory: Oh! I've just remembered! Clive’'s sausages!

Martin: “It's a Brownies promise to perform

A good deed every day....” (MRS. GREGORY skuttles out).
Father: Pull yourself together.

35



Mother: Julie! Make him some coffee.

Martin: | don’t want any bloody coffee. Just leave me alone, can't you.

Mother: Language, Martin.

Martin: Naff off!

Father:) Don’t you speak to your mother like that.

Mother:) | can’t believe it Dave.

Julie: (upset) Shutup! All of you! Nobodytalksin this houseany more - they
SHOUT. | can't bearit any longer. (to MARTIN) | hateyou! (to
PARENTS)I hateall of you! (SheapproachesvIARTIN). And do you want
to know somethingelse? Everythingwas just great before you and your
stupid music ruined it.(She exits).

Mother: Julie! Oh that's just fine, isn’'t it? You've really upset your sister now.

Martin: 1 just can’'t take any more hassles, okayPause).

Mother: What's happened?

Martin: | couldn’t get the new song together. Miss Parkes wasn’t too pleased.

Father: Huh!

Mother: What did you tell her?

Martin: | told her I didn’t know where to start.

Father: Ohthat'saniceone,isn’tit? “Didn’t know whereto start!” And you call
yourself a writer do you?

Mother: Dave,we saidthatif the musicindustrywaswhat he wantedthenthat'’s
what he should do.(She shouts).We agreed.

Father: Well hecan'tdo it, can he? He’s provedthat. He couldn’t get thenew
song together. And | bet that Miss Parkes of his was very impregsed!

MARTIN) Did shepop roundthe pubwith you then,to celebrateyour new single!
“Martin Cole’schanceto proveto the popindustrythathereally is atalentto
be reckoned with....”

Martin: You bastard! (MARTIN exits).

MUSIC 14: “LOVE ON THE NEVER-NEVER”

[AUTHOR’S NOTE:- During this songwe involved other parent charactersand
their teenagesonor daughterto sing at and about. We also projectedvery
short clips of film of each couple, showing’idyllic’ scenesfrom the past,
whentheir childrenwere muchyounger. We scouredthe areafor 6 yearold
'lookalikes’ of our teenage characters on stage].

Father: After all that we've done for him,
Mother: After all that we've cared,
Both: After all that we've done for him,

After all that we've shared
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With him....

Mother: Letting our own lives
Slip out of sight.
Father: Keeping our own needs submerged...
Mother: Right and properly
Both: That's what he’s meant to us.

We've been pulling together
But repayments start here.

Ist Parents: Watching our own needs
Slide down the list.
2nd Parents:  Giving him chances
Both of us missed.
Everyone: Right and properly
That's what we’ve done for him.
We've been pulling together
But repayments start here.
(Enter the TEENAGERS they are singing about, including MARTIN and JULIE).
Cos it’s love, love, love,
On the 'never-never’
Love, love, love,
On the 'never-never’
Nothing’s free,
I’'m sure you'll agree,
Sacrifice
Has a price.

We'll bide our time

"Til we're old and grey,
He’s got years and years
In which to pay

For this love, love, love,
On the 'never-never’
Love, love, love.

Mother and Yes that's what we've done for him.

Father: Hours that we’ve spent.

Yes that’s what we’'ve done for him,
Mother: Success is what's meant for him!
Everyone: Cos it's love, love, love,
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Mother:

Father:
Both:

On the 'never-never’
Love, love, love,

On the 'never-never’
Nothing’s free,

I’'m sure you'll agree,
Sacrifice

Has a price.

We'll bide our time

"Til we're old and grey,
He's got years and years
In which to pay

For this love, love, love,
On the 'never-never’
Love, love, love.

Watching our daydreams
Flourish and thrive.

See the investment increase,
It's coming alive!

Right and properly

That's what we’ve done for him
But repayments start here....

(The lights slowly fade out on MOTHER as she speaks)

Mother:

... 'll makesomecoffee. Sorthim out. He’s got anotherappointment

laterthis afternoon. Oh andDave,seeif you canfind somethingon Chinafor
Julie. And whenyou've finishedthe garageroof, don’t forgetto phoneyour
mother. She’s getting on, you know....

Musician:

MUSIC 15: “ISN'T IT STRANGE?”

Isn’t it strange how the conflict goes on
Never ever resolving?

Isn’t it true that we vowed that we’d never
Be the same?

We hope what we want to hope,

Never losing our daydreams,

But beware of the lumps underneath
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Though the surface looks tame.

The other side makes it seem so easy,

The other side makes it better by far,

But dig down deep and you’ll find imperfection,
Never mind the glitz and the ritzy car.

SCENE 4
The Film Set for the Slipway Advertisement.

Director: Quiet on set, please. Camera!
Camera: Camera rolling.

Director: Sound!

Sound: Sound rolling!

Clapper: “Slipway Parking Lot” Take 1!
Director: And.... ACTION!

MUSIC 16: “PARKING LOT SONG”
(SLIPWAY DANCERS and Extras dressed as SLIPWAY CUSTOMERYS)

Company: (sing)
If you want a store that’s got it all,
A happy way to choose,
Then come along to Slipway,
We can banish shopping blues.

Let Slipway zip you to new heights!
Let Slipway ease your feet.

Let Slipway make your shopping trips
A special buying treat!

With Slipway....

Dial it and buy it....

With Slipway....

Choose it and boot it....

With Slipway....

Dial it and buy it....
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With Slipway....
Choose it and boot it....

(Ms VOICE is the presenterfor the advertisement. Sheapproacheshe Slipway
CUSTOMERS; the music continues under her dialogue).

Ms. Voice: (spoken) Are you tired of pushingheavyshoppingtrolleys? Are you
tired of long checkoutqueues?Are you tired of havingto postcold piecesof
metalinto othershoppingtrolleysto retrievedepositcoins? Are you tired of
being tired? Slipway has the answer!!

Director: Hold on Ms. Voice, Camera one.

Ms Voice: Justdrive into our brandnew parkinglot - positionyour vehicleunder
one of Slipway’s designerchutes; dial in your purchaseson the Slipway
computerphoneby your carand SLIPWAY!! Your goodswill be delivered
directly into your boot. No fuss! No bother! SLIPWAY!!

Director: Inset film, Roll!

[AUTHOR'SNOTE:- Weshowed pieceof film during this song. An open-roofed
car containingan elderly married couple arrived on their first visit to the
Slipwayparking lot. Themandialled in his purchasesand openedhis boot.
Thedesignerchute - a paintedchild’s slide - swungacrossand emptiedthe
month’s groceriesinto the car through the openroof, therebyburying the
lady, who was knitting, in cornflake packets,detergentbottles etc. This
footage causedgreat consternationto producers,film crew etc on stage,
adding to the total chaos of the whole scene].

Company (sing) If you want a store that’s got it all,

A happy way to choose,
Then come along to Slipway,
We can banish shopping blues.

Let Slipway zip you to new heights!
Let Slipway ease your feet.

Let Slipway make your shopping trips
A special buying treat!

With Slipway....

Dial it and buy it....

With Slipway....

Choose it and boot it....

With Slipway....

Dial it and buy it....

With Slipway....
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Choose it and boot it....

So if you want a store that’s friendly,
Yes, a store that knows what's what,
Then come along to Slipway,

With its brand new parking lot!

Ms Voice: (overthelastlinesof song) Yes! Your goodswill bedelivereddirectly
into your boot. No fuss. No bother. SlipwayThe number finishes)
Director: Cut! Losethe dancersAND the extrasplease. Setup the pioneershot
please. Canyou coverit, CameraNumberOne? (MS. VOICE approaches
the “dummy” car. Dummy car can be a painted hardboard cut-out on
supports showinga sideview of the car. Theactors“inside” sit on stoolsin

suitable “front” and “back” seat positions).

Camera One: No problem! (The DUMMY CAR and its PASSENGER$ake
position).

Director: Quiet on the set please. Camera!

Camera: Camera rolling.

Director: Sound!

Sound: Sound rolling!

Clapper: “Slipway Pioneers” Take 1!

Director: And ACTION!

Ms. Voice: | amheretodayto talk to someSlipway pioneers. (LOLA rolls down
her window. Two CHILDREN are beatingthe hell out of eachotherin the
back).

Ms. Voice: May | ask for your reaction to....

Lola: Sorry? Can't hear you. Jacko, darling, he’ll have....

Director: Cut!

P.A.: Cut!

Lola: ....to speakup if thesekids....(Sheturns round and screamsat them). Oh
will you shut up!

1st Child: He said act as though we were fighting.

2nd Child: Yes.

Lola: Who did?

2nd Child: Thetall, goodlooking one over there. (LOLA getsregally out of the
car and walks over to MR. JACQUES).

Lola: Jacko. Darling. | know | haveto put up with beingstuckinside the damn
carfor thistake. But if you're notgoingto seeme - theleastyoucoulddois
to make sure you can HEAR me, darling.

Mr. Jacques: Of courseLola. Mmm - Jeremy- havea word, will you? Thetwo
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kiddywinks?....

Jeremy: Ah. Right. Fine. Right.(CHAPERONE approaches MR. JACQUES)

Chaperone: Excuseme. Excuseme. Are youin charge?Only thetwo childrenin
the car have to take their break for lessons now. French.

Lola: Oh goodheavens.Whatevemext. Theycan’'t evengetit right in English!
What hopeFrench! What hopeFrench? (Sheflouncesoff. MAKE-UP rush
to do her face).

Mr. Jacques: Ah Jeremy! Emm. Get the kids out. They’re on their break.
Lesson time!

Jeremy: Ohright. Fine. Right.

Mr. Jacques: We’'ll shootthatlater. Move on to the,you know, the loving couple
bit.

Jeremy: Oh. Fine. Right. Fine. Stand by the “Loving Couple”

Director: Stand by the Loving Couple.

P.A.: Standby the Loving Couple. Make-up....andcanwe havethe dog please!
(The FILM CREWStarts to setup the nextshot - a dummycar with a
YOUNGCOUPLEanda DOG in theback - areal dogcanbeused. Enter
CHERYLdressedin her up-marketoutfit. Sheapproachesseveralpeople
who all point to MR. JACQUES. MARTIN is nowhereto be seen.
CHERYL approaches MR. JACQUES who is talking to JEREMY).

Mr. Jacques: And makesurethatthe dog’s beenfor a little walk this time. (He
turns to CHERYL).

Cheryl: Excuseme. Martin, you know, Martin Cole - who wrote thejingle -or
the musicrather,is supposed tde....well, he saidit would be fine to meet
him here.

Mr. Jacques: Well he’s not here yet. I'm delighted to say!

Cheryl: Would you rather | went?

Mr. Jacques: Certainlynot! You stayherewith me. Give themsomethingo talk
about! (CHERYLIis quite taken by this idea and is led around by MR.
JACQUES).

Mr. Jacques: Whatdid you sayyour namewas? I'm Jackoby theway. No, don’t
shake my hand. We're supposed to know each other already, remember?

Cheryl: Oh yes! (She giggles)That'’s terrible.

Mr. Jacques: Not at all. Name?

Cheryl: Oh (she blushes)Cheryl.

Mr. Jacques: No, no, no! THATwon't do at all!

Cheryl: Pardon?

Mr. Jacques: Far too lovely to be a Cheryl! Cherry, maybe? Sherry? No.

Cheryl: My friends call me Chez.

Mr. Jacques: Chesney! That'sit. Brilliant! ComealongChesney. Jeremy?Are
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you set up yet? We're working a tight schedule. Tight schedule. Tight
budget. Tight everything really.

Director: Places please everybody.

P.A.: Places please everybody.

Jeremy: Oh fine. Yesright. Right. Ready(The shoot starts again)

Director: Camera!

Camera: Camera rolling.

Director: Sound!

Sound: Sound rolling!

Clapper: “Loving Couple” Take 1!

Director: ACTION!

Ms. Voice: And here’sanotherSlipway “pioneer”. (Sheapproacheghe dummy
car) Excuseme. (Noreaction. The’LOVING COUPLE’ are neckingin
the front seat. MS. VOICE knockson the window). Excuseme. (No
reaction).

Director: Cut!

Mr. Jacques: Jeremy? (pause) Jeremy?!

Jeremy: Oh. Right. Yes. Fine. (JEREMYwalksoverto the car and opensthe
door. Wedon't hear what he says. But the couplestop necking. JEREMY
returns to MR. JACQUES’ side).

Mr. Jacques: Nice one Jeremy.

Director: Quiet on set please. Camera!

Camera: Camera rolling.

Director: Sound.

Sound: Sound rolling.

Clapper: “Loving Couple” Take 2!

Director: ACTION!

Ms. Voice: And here’sanotherSlipway pioneer.... (The COUPLEthrow openthe
door of the car, gaspingfor air. Improvised - the companyin the vicinity of
the dog react to the odour from the car).

Director: Cut. Cut. What's the matter now?

Make-up Man: Thatdogshouldn’tbe sitting thereanyway! That's the boot part,
isn’t it? It would have beersmotheredo deathby the week’s shoppingby
now. (MR.JACQUESsenseshattheatmospheras notimprovingwith time.
The CREW are getting restless. MS. VOICE is onto her third nervous
breakdown. The LOVING COUPLE are refusingto get back into the car.
CHERYL is looking lovely and the pub is just next door).

Mr. Jacques: Jeremy! Jeremy! Canwe do a mock up of this in the studio
tomorrow? You know - tight in on the facesin the cars - lose the
background etc.?

43



Jeremy: Right. Fine. Right.

Mr. Jacques: Looks like rain. (He looksup at the sky. It obligingly beginsto
rain).

Jeremy: Ah. Right. Yes. Rain.

Mr. Jacques: Got the big number in the can anyway.

Jeremy: Ah. Yes. Yes.

Mr. Jacques: Call it a wrap, then?

Jeremy: Right. Yes. Fine(shouts)It's a wrap.

Director: It's a wrap. Checkyour calls for tomorrow before leaving please....
(EVERYONHlivesfor coverand exits. MR.JACQUESmagicallyproduces
a huge umbrella and holds it up over himself and CHERYL).

Mr. Jacques: What perfect timing.

Cheryl: Sorry?

Mr. Jacques: The rain. It's washed away everything else. Just left you and me.

Cheryl: My feet are getting wet.

Mr. Jacques: You've got amazing eyes. Very honest. Direct.

Cheryl: Thank you.

Mr. Jacques: Ever thought of being an actress?

Cheryl: I'm not beautiful enough.

Mr. Jacques: You let me be the judge of that. (He kissesher. As this happens
MARTINarrives. He seeshekiss. Theykissagain. MARTINexits). Come
on. You're wet. Let’s getyou dried off andthenwe cantalk the evening
away.

MUSIC 17: “IF YOU LIKE”

Mr. Jacques: If you like,

Cheryl: | would like
Very much,
| think....

Mr. Jacques: Hoped you'd say...
Cheryl: | would like?

Mr. Jacques: Very much.
| think you're beautiful
Nothing fussy and false.

Cheryl: | think you're wonderful
Really witty and tall.
Together: | can’t believe that this is happening to me!
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It can’t really be real,

It's like some awful ‘B’ movie,
But I'm starting to feel,

That | would like very much....

Mr. Jacques: Hoped you'd say....
Cheryl: I would like?
Mr. Jacques: Very much.

Mr. Jacques: Are you wet?
Cheryl: | am wet,
Very wet!
| think.

Mr. Jacques: Hoped you'd want....
Cheryl: To dry off?
Very much.

Mr. Jacques: | think you're beautiful,
You're so fresh and alive.

Cheryl: | think you're wonderful
You look born to survive.

Together: | can’t believe that this is happening to me!
It's hit me so fast
Without any compunction
I've said 'cheers’ to the past,
Cos | would like very much,

Mr. Jacques: Hoped you'd say,

Cheryl: | would like...
Very much.
(They exit).
Blackout.
SCENE 5
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Martin’s Bedroom. The lights comeup on MARTIN who is composingat his
keyboard. Thesong “FLEETING GLANCES” canbesungby MARTINor
the MUSICIAN)

MUSIC 18 “FLEETING GLANCES”

Fleeting glances,

Lowered eyes,

Untold stories,

Untold lies.

| can’t explain it,

| can’t contain it,

It just seems so wrong
That at the end of the song,
You're not there.

Tell tale gestures,

Hidden signs,

Switched off feelings,
Switched off eyes.

| can’t explain it,

| can’t contain it,

It just seems so wrong,
That at the end of the song,
You're not there.

You go one way and I'll have to go on mine,
There’s no longer any reason

For our paths to cross,

So, stop, and take account of those....

Fleeting glances,

Lowered eyes,

Switched off feelings,
Switched off eyes.

| can’t explain it,

| can’t contain it,

It just seems so wrong,
That at the end of the song,
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You're not there.
She’s not here.

Blackout.

SCENE 6

PubScene. DAVID, MEL, TREVORAare all sitting at a table, waiting for therestto
turn up. There is a juke box in the Pub.

Barmaid: Chickenin the basket? Twice. (A COUPLEat anothertable indicate
the order is for them. Sheservesthem. Shewigglesbackto behindthe bar
where another GIRL is working).

David: And | tried to persuade Clive to come out for a drink.

Mel: Well he didn’t turn up last night, or the night before.

David: No. But he knows this is our regular pitch. He knows where to find us.

Mel: IF he wants to.

David: It's just not like him. | meanthis whole Martin businessseemsto have
phased him.

Trevor: Well it doesn’t bother me. Either way.

Mel: Right. Look he’s just written a few songs. So what? Big deal.

David: Well it's blowing Clive out. They were mates. Good mates. Fancy
another?

Mel: Yeh. Why not. Same again ta.

Trevor: I'll get me own. Only I'm a bit short this week.

David: Nah. Go on. It's all right.

Trevor: Oh well, ta. Just a half in there.

Mel: I'll have a pint seeing as you’re paying.

David: Won't be a sec.(DAVID goes to bar).

Barmaid: Sol told him to getstuffed. Know whatl mean?Justcosl work in here
doesn’t mean I'm public property. Yes love?

David: Two pints of lager and another half in there.

2nd Barmaid: Well I'm thinking of jackingit in altogether. My dadkeepsgoing
on abouthavingto collectmelateat night - youknow - theusual. And he
won't let me go home on my own.

Barmaid: You shouldbe so lucky. My dad doesn’'tevennotice I'm out of an
evening. Too busy watching football on the telly. That'll be £2.46 love.

David: And one for yourself.
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Barmaid: Blimey. You're flush tonight, aren’t you?

David: Never mind the third degreéshowing off to her)Do you want a drink?

Barmaid: Thanksvery much. I'll havealargevodkaandorange. That'll be£4.10
please. (DAVID looks miffed but pays up and goes back with the drinks).

David: (under his breath)Keep the change love.

Barmaid: He’s under age anyway.

2nd Barmaid: You reckon?

Barmaid: Yeh. Barelyoutof nappieghatlittle lot. (EnterJIM with his girl friend
STACEY. She’s very attractive and he’s dying to show her off).

David: Watcha Jim. You just missed out on a round!

Jim: Don’t matter! Err - thisis Stacey. Staceythis is David and Mel, and
Trevor’s the one with the stupid haircut.

Stacey: Hallo. Pleasedo meetyou. (Shehasa veryplummyaccentandnotat all
what DAVID imagined).

Jim: Well sit down then.

Stacey: Thanks.

Jim: What'll it be?

Stacey: A bitter lemon, please. Slimline if they've got it.

Jim: One slimline bitter lemon coming up. Anyone else?

Mel: Nota. We've just gotoursin. (JIM goesto get thedrinks. Long pause.
The FELLAS don’t know how to communicate with STACEY).

David: You just got here then?

Stacey: Daddy had business to sort out down south so | hitched a ride with him.

Trevor: Oh that’s nice..(The FELLAS laugh. STACEY doesn’t. Long pause).

Stacey: Do they sell potato chips in here?

Trevor: Yes! But not the slimline type tho'(Laugh STACEY gets up).

Stacey: Thankyou very much. I'll seewhatthey’ve got myself. (STACEVYoins
JIM at the bar. She’s not a happy girl. CLIVE enters).

David: Clive! Nice to seeyou me old mate! Sit down! What'll it be? (CLIVE
draws up a chair and joins them).

Clive: No needto go overthetop, Dave! I'll haveashandy. (DAVID goesto buy
the shandy).

Trevor: How's things, Clive?

Mel: Yeh! Good to see you! How’s it going?

Clive: Ohthesameasusual....You know....braindamagerom the old girl.... she
could win prizeswith herverbal! (Theylaugh. JIM and STACEYreturn to
their seats. Shehasnot boughtany crisps. Shewould like to leavebut JIM
has bought drinks).

Jim: Watcha Clive!

Clive: All right Jim?
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Jim: This is Stacey. Stacey, Clive.

Stacey: Hallo!

Clive: Ohyes! I've heard all about you!

Stacey: (putting on a bravefront) Bushtelegraph! (Shelaughsfalsely - therest
don’t. DAVID returns with CLIVE’S drink).

Clive: Cheers, Dave.(pause)

Jim: Staceyand| werethinking of going out for a meal later tonight. Thought
we’d try the new place up the road.

Mel: My mum and dad went there. Said it was rubbish.

Jim: What did they mean? Rubbish.

Mel: | don’t know. Justsaidit wasrubbish. (Enter MARTIN) Look whatthe
wind’s blown in!

Jim: (to STACEY) That's Martin. Remember? Martin Cole. (MARTIN goes
straight to the bar and buys himself a drink).

Clive: What's he playing at then?

David: Search me.

Mel: 1 don'’t believe it.

Trevor: Slumming it, if you ask me.

Clive: Big-headed git.

Stacey: (to JIM) Helooksquite normalto me. (TheGROUPreactsto STACEY’S
remark. MARTIN approaches them. There is no spare seat).

Martin: Hi everyone! (They respond uncomfortably).

(Together and/or overlapping -

David: } Hello Mart.
Mel: } Watcha.
Trevor: } Evening.
Stacey: } Hallo.
Jim: } Hi.

Martin: Thought I'd drop in!

Trevor: That's nice.

Martin: Knew you’d all be here!

David: Yes. Suppose we are pretty predictable, really!

Clive: That's a big word, Dave!

Mel: “Predictable”.

Trevor: Prat! (They laugh amongstthemselves. Then there is another
uncomfortable pause).

Martin: You're a bravewoman! Mixing unattendedvith thislot! (TheGROUP
reacts. A CUSTOMERat anothertable switcheson the jukebox. It is the
music for “Same Time, Same Placep”

Stacey: They seem quite harmless to me!
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Martin: (to himself) Don’t you believe it!
MUSIC 19: “SAME TIME, SAME PLACES”

Martin: Same time,
Same places,
Same emotions,
Same old faces,
Nothing has changed,
Or been rearranged,
You sit there
Sorting others’ lives.

Can’t you hear me?

Won't you shift your eyes and see,
I know you're trying to hide

The hate that’s inside,

| can’t change what's happened
To me!

(TheBARMAIDSclear the glassesff the table during the following dialogue. This
is to makethetable availablefor the choreographyfor this song! Themusic
continues under the dialogue).

David: Drink up everyone!

Martin: No need to rush on my account....

Stacey: Come along James.

Jim: Okay | got the message.

Clive: Where’s Cheryl, Martin?

Martin: 'Who?

Clive: Cheryl? Chez? Remember?

Martin: She’sbusy. (CLIVE is held back from going for MARTIN by DAVID.
The song resumes)

Martin and

Girls: Same time,

Same places,

Same emotions,
Same old faces,
Nothing has changed,
Or been rearranged,
You sit there
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Sorting others’ lives.

(Musical break - BOYS start to dance)
Fellas and
Girls: Same time,

Same place, friend!

But take a shiftee on the view.

We know you’re trying to hide

The pride, that’s inside,

We can’t take what's happening

To you!

(At this point in the song, both versions of the words are sung together).

Martin: Same time,
Same places,
Same emotions,
Same old faces.
Nothing has changed,
Or been rearranged,
You sit there
Drinking,
Slowly sinking,
Sorting other people’s lives.

Fellas: Drop the front friend,
Take a shiftee,
We see ,we see your pride

(At the end of the numberthe GROUPand MARTIN are readyfor confrontation.
There is a pause. MARTIN breaks the tension)

Martin: | needadrink. (He moveso thebar. TREVORcollectshis paper. The
rest of the GROUP relax a little).

Trevor: I'd better go. Got some stuff to finish off before tomorrow.

Mel: Wait for me, Trevor. I'll walk back with you.

Trevor. Getamoveonthen. (TREVORand MEL exit. MARTINis at the bar
during the next conversation).

Martin: A pint of lager, please.

2nd Barmaid: Hey? lIsn’t that the fella that was on telly?

Barmaid: No. He’s just a regular. He’s been in here loads of times.

2nd Barmaid: Not recently tho'. Are you sure?
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Barmaid: Come to think of it - he does look - you know, familiar.

2nd Barmaid: It is him. He wassingingsomesongabouttouching - reachingout
- all that.

Barmaid: No. It's not him. The fella on the telly looked much bigger.

Martin: (gettingimpatient) A pint of lagerplease. (JIM and STACEYstandup.
The BARMAID is pouring the pint)

David: Why don’t you stay for just one more?

Jim: Nota. Got to find somewhere to eat.

Stacey: (meaningfully) We're both STARVING, aren’t we James? (STACEY
starts to exit).

Jim: (to DAVID and CLIVE) Yeh. Starving. (He seessheis leaving) Seeyou
around. (JIM rushes out after STACEY. They exit)

Clive: I'm not hanging around much longer.

David: (He would like to makepeace. He shoutsto MARTIN) Get me a pint,
Martin.

Martin: You must be joking. I'm broke.

Clive: (gets up)I'm off.

David: Give him a chance. Perhaps he IS broke.

Clive: | don’t needthis. (He startsto leave. MARTINhaspaid for his pint and
sees CLIVE is about to go).

Martin: (shoutsacross) Backto the studying,heyClive? Getyour qualifications
and then....

Clive: Shut it Martin. (MARTIN starts to walk over to CLIVE).

Martin: .... now whatwasit you saidyou really wantedto do with your life? Bus
driver, was it?

David: Leave it out Martin.

Martin:  No I'm wrong. LORRY driver. That'swhatit was! (asif quoting) The
freedomof theroad! Be your own boss! Writing poetryasyou squirtround
the M25 in ever decreasingeircles. (CLIVE walks over to MARTIN and
grabs him).

Clive: Why don't you stick to writing songsMartin. Make-believesuitsyou better
than real life! (CLIVE exits. DAVID gets up to go).

Martin: | didn’'t mean.... | was just joking! Stupid prat!

David: Supposeve’re all stupidprats,REALLY - in your eyes. Thenl expect
that's what you people have to do, isn’t it? Set yourself “up there”
somewherewatchingall of us,“down here” somewhere.What'sit feel like
then? UP THERE. Having a good laugh are you? Gettinglots of ideas?
Using me, the others,anyoneor anythingthatturnsyou on. Turningusinto
songs! Yeh! Why not? Like | saidsupposédhat’s whatyou peoplehaveto
do,isn'tit? Look downontherestof theworld. Haveagoodlaughandthen
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get your ideaswithout feeling too much. Seeyou Martin. (DAVID exits.
Thelights fadeleavingonly a follow spoton MARTIN. Wehearthe voice of
the STAGEMANAGER):- Martin Cole andcompanyon stageplease Martin
Cole andcompanyon stageplease (MARTIN sits on a stool and is madeup
by a make-upartist whilst DAVID’S last speechis repeatedas a voice-over.
At the end of the Voice-overMARTIN gets up and movesas though he is
respondingo his call to go onstage. He seegsheBOY,in a follow spot,with
his trumpet).

Martin: You still here!

Boy: Yeh! I'm with the bandnow. Listen! (He playsa phrasefrom “Play the
Thing”).

Martin: That’'s good.

Boy: Next thing you know, I'll be famous! You'll see.

Martin: Is that what you want?

Boy: Yeh! Go forit! It would be brilliant.

Martin: You reckon?(MARTIN smiles ruefully and walks to centre stage).

Boy: Have a good show!

[AUTHOR'SNOTE: During the musicalintroductionto “Reach Out and Touch
Me” thelights graduallyfadeup. The*ONSTAGE” companyenterslowly,a
few at a time. Weused12 companymembersas “fans” and plantedthem,
during the previous scene, in the auditorium. We called them the
“OFFSTAGE” company)

MUSIC 20: “REACH OUT AND TOUCH MFE”

Company

Voice 1 Reach out and touch me,
And I'll take all your pain.

Voice 2: Reach out and touch me,
You'll feel better again.

Voice 3: If only you could trust me,

Voice 4: And share it with me.

Voice 1,2,3,4: Together we can make you whole again.
Voice 5 & 6: Reach out and touch me

And we’ll take all your pain

Stay cool, Stay true.....

Voice 7, 8: Reach out and touch us,
You'll start laughing again.
Voice 9: If only you could trust me,
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Voice 10:
All 10 Voices:

Martin:

Company:

Martin:

Company:

Open up to me,
Together we can make you smile again.

Can’t find my way,

Can't find the truth,

Cos my truth lies in fantasies,
Colours of the rainbow.

Can'’t see the sky,

Can't feel the rain,

They’re just notes on a keyboard
Playing over and over

Again.

Over and over again.

(The whole “onstage” company are in position round MARTIN).

Company:

Clive:
Boy:

Offstage
Company:
Onstage
Company:

Reach out and touch us,

We won't fade in the night,

Reach out....

Listen to me when I'm talking to you,
Are you in there, I'm trying to reach you
Just play the thing, lift it up and blow.

......... Touch us!

Look our colours
Are glowing so bright!

(During the following verse we hear “We love you Martin” etc. shoutedby
OFFSTAGECOMPANY as they approachthe stagefrom the back of the
auditorium. These are MARTIN’S fans ).

Onstage
Company:

Reach out and touch us,
We won't fade in the night.
Reach out and touch us,
Look our colours

Are glowing so bright!
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(COMPANY and MARTIN sing together)
On and Offstage
Company: Reach out and touch us,
We won't fade in the night.
Reach out and touch us,
Look our colours
Are glowing so bright!
Martin: Can’t find my way,
Can’t find my truth,
Cos my truth lies in fantasies,
Company: Colours of the rainbow,
Martin: Can'’t see the sky,
Can't feel the rain,
You're just voices in my head,
Playing over and over
Again.

(The COMPANYand MARTIN beginto repeatthe final section. The OFFSTAGE
COMPANY take off their coats and join the ONSTAGE COMPANY.
MARTINis slowly lifted into theair - he suddenlystopsthe songand jumps
down).

Martin: (shouts) No! Stop! Stop!(He turnsonthe COMPANY) It's not working!
| wantedto believein you. To believethatyou, atleast, cared. But you
aren’'t evenreal! You're just voicesin my head. (to BOY) Yes! andl
thought it would all be so “brilliant” - so perfect....

(MARTIN climbs off the stageand walks into the auditorium and out through the
exit doors. The door is slammed.)

Curtain
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