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OLIVE!

by Anthony L ee

ACT I

PROLOGUE: Lights.

(Two charladies, MARIGOLD and DORIS, are sweeping the stage. Enter SETH).

Seth: Excuse me.

Marigold: ‘Allo, ducks, wotcher want then?

Seth: We’'re about to do a play here.

Doris. A what?

Seth: A musical play.

Doris. Always the same:soonasyou try to sweepsomewherdt goesand gets
trodden all over.

Marigold: Wotcher doing then?

Seth: It's called ‘Olive!

Marigold: Oh, by .... er .... what the Dickens is his name ...?

Doris: Very good, Marigold. That’s very good for you.

Marigold: Eh?

Doris: Charles Dickens. ‘Ee wrote it.

Marigold: What? Oh yes, | see! Silly me! Old Charlie boy Dickens was it?

Doris: Yes, ‘ee wrote ‘Oliver’, but | don’t think ‘ee wrote the music.

Marigold: ‘Ows it start then.(To SETH) Something about food, ain't it?

Seth: Well actually it startswith a song which is sort of a tribute to Charles
Dickens, or Charlie as you call him. But ....

Doris: There you are: told you so!

Seth: No, you've gotit wrong, but anyway- we’ve got to startnow, soif youdon’t
mind ....?

Marigold: Ohsorrylove,you go aheadDon’t mind if we watchdo you?We won'’t
get in the way or nuffink and we’ll finish off here when you’ve done.

Seth: Fine. Excuse me.

(Exit SETH)

Doris: | like a bit o’ culture, me.

Marigold: Yer. Go n’ makeus a cuppatea, Doris. I'll tell you if you miss
anything.



SCENE1: 1968. Grafton Place, a pedestrianprecinct just off Carnaby Street.
Threeshopfronts facethe pavement: Harry’s Fish Bar to the left; Number
13, gloomy and indeterminate in the centre; the Piece of Cod to the right.

(Thesceneopenswith the songTO CHARLIE, involvingvariousstreetcharacters
aschorusanddancers. After the songthe CHORUSmoveoff leavingHARRY
with SETH and CAROL).

MUSIC 1: TO CHARLIE

All: If you could see us today
| wonder would you laugh?
If we could wish you with us now
What would you say?
You wouldn’t have a clue
What all the gadgets are meant to do
You wouldn’t care
Not knowing you

We're still the people you love

'Cos people stay the same

And if you’re watching from above
You'll recognise our game

It's still the same old fight

Between the forces of wrong and right
Sometimes we’re right

Sometimes we’re so wrong

You could always see

The workings of the heart and soul
You could always see

The way to go

And what we need is you around
To set our feet back on the ground
Such a long way on because of

You could always see

The workings of the heart and soul
You could always see

The way to go



And what we need is you around
To set our feet back on the ground
Such a long way on because

It's nineteen sixty eight.

Harry: Don’'t betoolong, youtwo; it's nearlytime to openup andl don’t wantthat
lot to get the early punters ahead of us.
Seth: (on roller skates)Ve’'ll be five minutes.

(Exit HARRY. Enter MICK, on skates, and ROSY).

Seth: Hi, Mick. Hey! That's pretty good.... you're standingup. You're usuallyflat
on your back when you've got those things on your feet.

Mick: Havery ha. Look. | betyou can'tdothisyet. (He doesa spreadeagleand
comes to a neat halt)

Seth: You mustbe joking! | could do that beforel could walk. (Attemptsit and
goes shooting off stage followed by a loud crash)

Carol: (cleaning HARRY’s windows. As he does sdBe .gareful, Seth.

Mick: (as SETH, crestfallen,returns, supportedby ROSY)That was really very

good for a beginner. With a couple of years hard practice you should get it.
Rosy: Mick, could you pop round to the store? Murphy wants some more vinegatr.

Seth: And let’s face it, you need a lot of vinegar to hide the flavour of your fish!

Rosy: Well at least it’s fish and not fried rubber that we serve.

Mick: Give us some money then, Rosy.

Rosy: Here’stwo bob. Vinegar'sone andseven so makesureyou bring backfive
pence change and don’t spend it on bubblegum.

Mick: Anything you say, little Miss Purse-stringsGirls .... blimey! You coming
Seth? Leave them to chat about the Beatles.

Seth: Don’'t mention The Beatles, they’ll start screaming.

(SETH skates off backwards and is caught by MICK. Exeunt).

Carol: Boys are so stupid. Anyway, I've grown out of The Beatlesnow they’'ve
gone all Eastern and Flower-power and all that.

Rosy: Yes, my tastesare a bit more sophisticatednow. But oh, isn't Paul
handsome(They both sigh heavily).

(Enter OLIVE looking tired and dishevelled her worldly possessiong a plastic
bag. She is looking at a piece of paper).



Olive: (approachinggirls) Excuseme. I'm looking for NumberThirteen, Grafton
Place. It's a sweet shop. Do you know it?

Carol: Well this is Grafton Place and that's Number Thirteen, but it sure as
anything isn’t a sweet shop.

Olive: Oh.

Rosy: Look, if it's just some sweets you want, I've got some Rolos.

Olive: No, it's not that.| wastold | could get somework thereand somewherdo
stay.

Carol: Well I think you've beensold a dummy. As you canseefor yourself,it's
not a sweetshop.Mind you we’ve neverfound out what it is exactly. The
same person owns all these buildings. What's his name, Rosy?

Rosy: Santana.

Carol: That's right. SantanaYuck! A nastypieceof work from what I've heard.
Anyway, he ownsall thesebuildingsthis side of GraftonPlaceandwe think
he usesthe middle oneassomesortof a warehouseMost of the stuff goesin
and out at the back where there is always a guard. You hardly ever see
anyonegoingin this way, andthoseyou do aren’tthe sort you wantto stop
and chat to if you know what | mean.

Rosy: Certainly somethinghappensthere.If you listen carefully you can heara
muffled clanking that goes on all through the night. What's your name?

Olive: Olive.

Rosy: Well I'm Rosy and this is Carol. We work there and there.

(Enter MICK and SETH)

Rosy: And thesetwo idiots are Sethand Mick. This is Olive. She’slooking for
Number Thirteen. Says it's a sweet shop. Where’s the change?

(MICK blows a bubble).

Seth: There’sa sweetshopin CarnabyStreet,that way, and onein Kingly Street,
that way, but not here. Why do you want it, if that's not a silly question?

Olive: Well .... 1 ....

Carol: Shewastold shecould get somework thereand somewherdo stay. Who
told you?

Olive: Well ... it wasthis boy at EustonStation.He just cameup to me andaskedif
| was looking for somewhere to stay.

Mick: Are you new in town then?

Olive: Yes .... | ....

Seth: Where’s your home? Why have you come to London?
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Rosy: Oh shutup. Can’t you seeshe’supset?ZComeon, Olive, you cantell us.It’s
all right.

Olive: Promise you won’t give me away?

Mick: Don’t be daft. What have you done .... murdered someone?

Olive: | ranaway.l wasatthis orphanagen the country.l savedup enoughmoney
to get a train to London.

Seth: Why did you run away? Did they beat you?

Olive: No.

Seth: Did you have to work all day every day with no holidays?

Olive: No .... I ....

Seth: Well?

Olive: | couldn’t standthe food. There was so much of it and we had to eat
everything we were given. It used to make me sick.

(Enter MURPHY).

Murphy: Oi! Are you two ever going to do any work or am | supposed talo
everything myself? (Exit).
Carol: We'd bettergotoo. Heylook, Olive, we finish work ataboutten. If you've
had no luck by then, come into one of the fish shops and we’ll look after you.
Olive: Thanks. You're very kind.
Rosy: See you later maybe.

(Exeunt except OLIVE)
MUSIC 2: DON'T POINT THOSE EYES AT ME

Olive: Taking a train and coming to London, starting out again
No one to help me along but I'm going to see it through
Thousands of faces, so many people, rush from A to B
No time for anyone else, and all of them frown
Always look down, Oh what a town!
| could lie here dead in the street
Ignored by all of the feet
'‘Cos no one even wants to know that I'm here
I’m not after the big time
Come on give me a break, I'm
Not here asking for all that much
.... just a bed
.... jJust a place



.... just a face

Taking a train and coming to London, starting out again
But you pass on by .... look away .... carry on

And whatever else you do don’t point those eyes at me.

Starting out over, trying to make it, nothing wrong in that
I've got nobody to care if | make it or | disappear

Who would have thought that so many people make you feel alone
They have their own little world; they shut it away,
Nothing to say, out of the way

"Don’t disturb” signs hang on their places,

"Keep out” stamped on their faces

Just pretend that you're not here. Go away.

All' I need is an opening

Something worth all the hoping.

I’m not asking for all that much

.... just a bed

.... jJust a place

.... just a face

Starting out over, trying to make it, nothing wrong in that
But you pass on by .... look away .... carry on

And whatever else you do don’t point those eyes at me.

(Enter FIZZ).

Fizz: Oh ho, so you got here then!

Olive: Yes, but look, this is the addressyou told me to cometo but where’sthe
sweet shop?

Fizz: Sweet shop?

Olive: Yes. You wrote it down here. The sweetshop, Number Thirteen, Grafton
Place,andtold meto give it to aman whowould be outside but therewasn’t
a man here.

Fizz: Yes,| couldn’t get hold of Finkermanto tell him to meetyou. Sweetshop!
That says SWEAT Shop, you green little thing!

Olive: Whatdo you mean?And whereis it? This doesn’tlook muchlike anysortof
shop to me.

Fizz: Ah well no. It's .... um .... just being redecorated/ou see.Anyway, you'd
better come along with me and meet the Boss. And then we’ll get you
comfortably settled into this .... er .... "sweet shop" Come on, little girl.



(Exeunt. As OLIVE and FIZZ exeunt,DORIS appearswith two mugs of tea.
MARIGOLD appears).

Doris. ‘Ere you are, Marigold.
Marigold: Ta, love.

(Lights).

Marigold: Oh blinkin’ ‘eck! I can’t seenuffink. You ‘aven’t missedmuch. They
sang this song about Dickens I think ....“If you could see us today ....”

Doris: No don’t sing, Marigold. It's not your strongest point.

Marigold: Charming!Well anywaythey’rein this streetjust off of CarnabyStreet
- you know, flower-power‘n all that. Thenthis Olive girl arriveswhat’s run
away from an orfnige, but it looks like she’s fell into evil ‘ands.

Doris: ‘Ees good,that Dickens.First modernnovelistto considerthe implications
of a classstructure inwhich poverty and cruelty played suchan important
part in the discontents of the urban civilization.

Marigold: Yes.... Mind you, | don't think it is that Dickensfing afterall cosl saw
that at the flicks and it's not the same.

(Lights).

Marigold: Oh! Off we go again. Come on Doris, get out the road.

SCENE 2: The office of BOSS SNAKEYES SANTANA.

(Also presentare his sidekick,AL FINKERMAN; CATTLEPUNCHCUTTLER,a
boxer / bodyguard and MILLY, the Moll).

Santana: There you are, Cattelepun(diving him two notes from a wad).

Cattle.: It doesn’'t seem very much, Boss.

Santana: What! He was only in the ring with you for nine secondsbefore you
knocked him out. You can’t expect more than that for nine seconds’ work.

Cattle.: But I'm supposed to knock them down aren’t |, Boss?

Santana: Yes, you clever boy. That's why I’'m giving you so much money.
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Cattle.: Oh. Thanks, Boss.

Santana: (to MILLY) There you are, Doll, buy yourself a new smile.

Milly: Wow, thanks.

Santana: Now, Finkerman;where are those plansof Grafton Place? Number
Thirteen is doing so well we must expand it.

Fink.: There you are, Snakeyes.

Santana: Mmm. (Showing plans)Now, | own these three premises, Right?

Fink.: Right, Boss.

Santana: Tell me again: that's Number Thirteen, what are those two?

Fink.: Harry’s Fish Bar and The Piece of Cod.

Santana: Right. Seemsdaft anyway,two fish and chip shopsalmostnextto each
other.

Fink.: Theyboth do well: onegetsthe customerdgrom CarnabyStreeton this side,
the other from Kingly Street on that side.

Santana: Well one of them’s going to haveto go. The flower-power shirts are
selling sowell we can’'t makeenoughof themjustin NumberThirteen.Fizz
will have to get some more kids for Laslo’s crew when we expand.

Cattle.: | don'’t think it's fair.

Santana: What?

Cattle.: Using kids like slaves.

Santana: | don’t payyou to think, CattlepunchCuttler.1 payyouto box andbe my
bodyguard.

Fink.: Which of the chippies are you going to close down, Snakeyes?

Santana: Well now, they both do well, you say. But we musthavemore roomto
expandthe sweatshop.l'll tell you what! We’ll give themonemonthandat
the end of that we’ll look at the booksand whicheverhasdonebest,we’ll
close down the other.

Fink.: Good thinking, Boss.

Santana: Yup. Ah, the beautyof bricks and mortar! That was the bestthing my
daddyevertold me: ‘Put your moneyin bricks and mortar, son.” Can’t go
wrong. Whenthey askme how | startedout on the roadto successgdo you
know what I’'m going to say?

Milly: You robbed a bank.

Santana: | robbeda bank.... Hell, no! That was just a little .... mm .... capital
raising ventureto get me started.No, | shall tell themhow | usedto make
mud-piesin the backyard at homeand build theminto little housesBricks
andmortar,just like my daddyusedto tell me. And nowthoselittle mud-pies
are half of London.



MUSIC 3: BRICKS AND MORTAR

Santana: Some put money in shares and stocks
What a shock if your money goes down down down
Like a bucket in a well, well you won'’t catch me
Cos | put my cash in something | can see

Nothing is safe you can bet your boots

If you dream up a scheme for making some loot

When the ink’s still wet on the cheque there’s trouble

And the scheme goes pop like a South Sea Bubble.
(Spoken): Bit of history.

Chorus: One day we’ll soon be walking on the moon
But there’ll be no end to the property boom
Everybody’s got to have a roof on top
And a place to live they can call a home.

(During the song, enter FIZZ with OLIVE).

Santana: My friend Jim, what a dim dim bo
Bought what he thought was a Michaelangelo
Thought he’d make a packet like a piece of cake
Till he found that the thing was a useless fake
(Spoken): Silly boy.
You won't get far by chucking in the towel
Take a trowel, take a bowl of cement and water
Stick it in a brick like a good man ought to
Rule one: bricks and mortar,

Chorus: One day we’ll soon be walking on the moon
But there’ll be no end to the property boom
Everybody’s got to have a roof on top
And a place to live they can call a home.

Santana: Ever play Monopoly? Me, | did
And | bought bought bought and I bid bid bid
Mayfair, Soho, got ‘em on the cheap cheap
Sat in prison and made a heap heap
(Spoken): Cheated of course.



Now that I'm a big boy I play for real

| graft and | push and | wheel and deal
So look at me now with a big cigar
Bricks and mortar.

Chorus: One day we’ll soon be walking on the moon
But there’ll be no end to the property boom
Everybody’s got to have a roof on top
And a place to live they can call a home.

Santana: You can’t go wrong with bricks and mortar.

Santana: What you got there, Fizz?

Fizz: Another poor lost, homeless little soul, Boss!

Santana: Goodwork, Fizz! | was just sayingwe’d needsomemore kids. Is she
traceable?

Fizz: Don’t reckonso. Foundher wanderingaroundEustonStation. Thinks she’s
going to a ‘sweet’ shop!

Santana: Ah! What's your name, my dear?

Olive: Olive.

Santana: Well, Olive, I'm Mr. Santana.Where do you live? Where are your
parents?

Olive: | don’t know: in Russiasomewhere]| think. | wasbornin Czechoslovakia
and I've been at an orphanage since my granny died two years ago.

Santana: And you ran away to find fame and fortune in the bright lights of the
City! Oh, better and better. What number will she be, Finkerman?

Fink.: Number 17.

Milly: Give her a chance, Snakeyes, please.

Santana: Sure,l'll give her a chance- to be useful. Well, Number seventeen,
welcometo my empire.In afew hourstime you’ll be wishingyou’d stayedat
the orphanage, but that’s life!

Olive: Well, thankyou for your kind offer, Mr. Santanaput | don’t think | really
want to work for you after all.

Santana: I'm afraidthatwhatyou wantto do doesn’tcomeinto it, little girl. We’'ll
takeherdownto the sweatshop.... the "sweetshop".... Finkerman.Shecan
starttonight.l'll just phonethe manager®f the chippiesto tell themthey’ve
gotamonthof fighting for their livelihoodsaheadf them.And attheendthe
month, one of them goes under!

(Lights).
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Marigold: Right little lot we've got there, Doris.

Doris: A rats’ nest if ever | saw one.

Marigold: Up to no good, that Snakeyes bloke, if you ask me.

Doris: Very good example, really.

Marigold: What's that, Doris?

Doris. Of the microcosmof aweary,stale,profit-consciousworld in which theonly
hope for the future lies in individual regeneration.

Marigold: Don’t think | could’ve put it better meself, Doris.

Doris: ‘Ees a big boy, that boxer bloke, inne! Reminds me of my boy, Albert.

Marigold: What, likely to end up in nick, you mean.

Doris: Sauce! No .... all heart: a big softie.

Marigold: ‘Ere. Lot of banging going on behind us.

Doris: Better get orf before we get caught up in it.

SCENE 3: Grafton Place that evening.

(A few peopleare drifting by. The HARE KRISHNAsect[shorn headsand yellow
robes]enterandstart up their dirge - Hare, HareHareetc.... Someonatops
and they try to converthim as the Salvation Army enter with drums etc.
singing"O God our help in agespast”. This developsinto a singing duel
with the two songseventuallyrunning together. Both eventuallysit down
exhausted and eat sandwiches).

(Lights. Enter MURPHY and HARRY).

Murphy: | suppose Mr. Santana phoned you as well.
Harry: Yes. What are we going to do?

(ROSY, SETH, MICK and CAROL drift on).

Murphy: Well, the way | seeit, at the endof the monthone of usis goingto be
without a job.

Harry: Butwhy? That'swhatl don’t understandThere’salwaysbeentwo chippies
in Grafton Place, certainly since Santanabought the freehold, and we’'ve
always had a successful and friendly rivalry.

Murphy: ‘Economic streamlining’ he said to me; whatever that means.

Harry: | supposeéhatit meanghatat the endof the monthoneof us staysandone
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of us goes.

Murphy: Well | can’t afford to be without a job.

Harry: Nor me.

Murphy: So ....

Harry: So .... it's a commercialduel. I'm sorry, Murphy, I've alwaysgot along
with you, butit's war now. I'll do nothingunfair, but I've gotto getin more
customers than you.

Murphy: (to MICK and ROSYAdvertising! See what you can think up.

(Enter SANDWICH MAN).

S. Man: The end of the world is nigh. Prepare ye for the tumult of Armageddon ....
(MURPHYtalksbriefly to him thenrips off the messagen oneof theboardsandon
the blank paper beneathwrites: "The Piece of Cod leaves all others
standing!" MeanwhileHARRY ,SETHand CAROL are negotiatingwith the
HARE KRISHNA Singers).

Krishnas: Hurry, hurry hurry, hurry hurry to Harry’s Fish Bar etc

(The reverse now happens.HARRY and co. write on the other side of the
SANDWICHMAN'’s board; MURPHY and Co. negotiatewith SALVATION
ARMY ....).

S. Army: O Piece of Cod in ages past
Thy chips the finest were
With oil my sole anoint, and cast
Some salt and vinegar
(Thisdevelopsnto anothersingingduel. Exeuntthe HARESandthe SALVATION
ARMY).

Seth: Well this is a right turn up. Us against you.

Rosy: | don't want to lose my job, I'm saving up to go to college.
Carol: It's Harry | feel sorry for. He’s been running this place for years.
Mick: It's not fair, is it.

Seth: Anyway we’ve got to get the takings up.

(Enter a HIPPY and GIRLFRIEND).

Seth: Excuse me, Sir; wouldn’t you like to try our excellent fish and chips?
Hippy: Right on, man. Peace.
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Carol: I wouldn't bother, Seth. Those ones are all vegetarians.

Mick: Best chips in London if you step this way, brother.

Girl: Fab.

Hippy: | mean, it's a heavy scene, man.

Rosy: Hangon. Er .... like, hey, you cool dudes,are you into like organicfood,
man? Like ecology, man; you know, potato power?

Hippy: Oh wow! Right on. That’s beautiful, sister. Stroll on Mother Earth. That
grabs me.

Girl: Gear. Let it all hang out.

(ROSE leads them to MURPHY?’s).
Rosy: (to others)You jerks are just too heavy. Peace, man!
(SETH has accosted a BUSINESS MAN).

Seth: Wouldn'tit give you somegoodvibes,brother,to boogieon downinto some
fab fish and a few hip chips?
B. Man: They should never have ended conscription. You punky little junky.

(Enter SANTANA with  FINKERMAN, CATTLEPUNCH and OLIVE. He is
motioning FINKERMAN to take her round the back).

Carol: That's Mr. Santana, the owner, isn't it?
Santana: .... and check that the bouncers at the back are being vigilant.

(Exeunt FINKERMAN, CATTLEPUNCH and OLIVE).

Mick: Yes. And what's he doing with that girl Olive?

Carol: Be careful what you say, Seth.

Seth: (to SANTANA)Why are you going to close down one of our shops?

Santana: Who are you?

Rosy: We work at them.

Santana: Oh | see. Business reasons, kiddies, and none of your business.

Seth: | should say that losing our jobs was very much our business.

Mick: What were you doing with . (CAROL kicks him)

Carol: Who was that little girl you were with just now, Mr. Santana?

Santana: Oh.... erthatwasmy secretary’dittle niece;we werejusttakingherfor a
walk in the park. Now, while I'm herel might aswell havea look at these
properties of mine.
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(Exit SANTANA into one of the shops).

Seth: What'sgoingon?ThatwasOlive, andif she’shis secretary’dittle niece,then
I’'m a fried haddock.

Carol: There’s something very odd going on, that’s for sure.

Mick: You didn’t have to kick me so hard.

Rosy: Very, very fishy.

Seth: (smelling himselfyWell what do you expect?

(Lights).

Marigold: | could just fancy a nice portion of cod andchipsright now, couldn’t
you, Doris?

Doris: Don't temptme, Marigold. I’'m on adiet. Lettuceleavesandcrackerdor me
tonight.

Marigold: What, you? Thin as a rake you are already.Lose any more and you
won't have to open a door to get through it.

Doris: It's me condition.

Marigold: Oh .... Elsie’s still got ‘er condition.

Doris: Mmm. ‘Ere Marigold?

Marigold: Yes Doris?

Doris: Do you think it's safe‘ere?|l mean,it's awful dark. We might get knocked
orf the stage or mugged or something.

Marigold: You got yer broom, ain’t yer.

Doris: | ‘ope we getanicehappytunein thenextbit. | like anicetuneto singalong
with.

Marigold: | wasin the choir at our churchwhenl wasa little girl. Canyouimagine
that: me in the choir!

Doris: No.

SCENE 4: The sweat shop - the basement beneath number thirteen.

(Severakmall CHILDRENIn a sort of uniformare workingrobotically at a bankof
machines which produce flower-power shirts. A tread-mill of sorts is
involved.Cloth is cut, dipped,folded etc. in time with the music.LASLO,a
gin-sodden overseer slumbers in an armchair).
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MUSIC 4. DEPRESSION

Thesweat shop} Depression
boysand girls. } Depression
Depression, from dark to dawn
Working until our hands are worn
Working all through the long and weary night.
Wishing that we had not been born
Wishing that we could stop to yawn
Wishing the overseer might make an oversight.

All we eat is cold rice pud
They seem to think it makes us good
And gives us strength to work the whole night through.

Depression, we get no pay

Never get a chance to run away

Never get a chance to live before we die
Can’t remember friends or home, we

We haven't anyone we’re quite alone, cos
No one even knows that we are here.

Depression, depression, depression, depression.

(Enter FINKERMAN, manhandling OLIVE, and CATTLEPUNCH.the children
continue to work mechanically. FINKERMAN kicks LASLO awake).

Fink.: Takea break,brats,l can’'t hearmyselfthink. Geta grip, Laslo, the Boss'll
be here in a minute.

(Enter KITTY, LASLO'’s wife)

Kitty: What's this! Another preciouslittle blossomcometo join us?Aren’t you a
lovely little ducky then!

Olive: | don't want to stay here, | want ....

(KITTY slaps her viciously).
Kitty: Don’t open your mouth except to breathe, you little worm.
Fink.: Number seventeen is she, Laslo?

Lado: Er .... yes .... um, seventeen, Mr. Finkerman, that’s right.
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(Enter SANTANA).

Santana: What's production running at, Laslo?

Lado: Er .... nearly five hundred a night, Boss.

Santana: Any problems with the kids?

Ladslo: No. Me and Kitty watch ‘em pretty good. Work all night; sleep all day.

Santana: We'll beexpandingsoon.I’'m goingto knockinto oneof the basementto
the sideandwe’ll be ableto doubleproduction.Beautiful,isn’t it: no labour
costs,no transportcosts,just up to CarnabyStreetandthe touristsdo therest.
Five hundredsatisfiedcustomersa day, evenif the shirtsdo fall to piecesin a
fortnight. Beautiful little operation. Right, carry on. (Exiting) Beautiful,
beautiful, beautiful ....

(Exeunt SANTANA, CATTLE, FINK. Lights).

Marigold: Poorlittle beggarsshutup downin thatbasementl nearlywentin there
and gave those blokes what for!

Doris: You can't do that, Marigold.

Marigold: Well it's not right, is it?

Doris: It's a story, Marigold, you mustn’ttakeit to heart.| mean,wherewould we
beif peoplestartednterruptingplaysbecauseheydidn’t like whatwasgoing
on. What would happenif Juliet says,“Romeo, Romeo,whereforeart thou,
Romeo,”andsomegeezempipesup, ‘Right below you, you blind bint, so let
‘im in before‘ee catches'is death.’ Or Oliver Twist goesup and asksfor
moreandsomeonesays,’Ere you are,son;‘ere’s half a packetof wine gums.
Shut up and eat them and you won't get into trouble.’

Marigold: | seewhat you mean.Still. Funny name,Laslo. Foreign. Polish or
something. You know that old bloke what runs the newsagents?

Doris. Stan?

Marigold: Yes. EesPolish.Stanislasor something‘is nameis. Cameover ‘erein
the war and stayed.

Doris: Well | never! Speaks good English, dunnee.

Marigold: Mmm. But you can tell ‘ees foreign.

Doris: How's that?

Marigold: ‘Ee opens the door for me when | go down to get the Sunday papers.
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SCENE 5: Grafton Place, early next morning.
(Enter, yawning, SETH, CAROL, MICK, ROSY).

Mick: Harry got you on an early start as well, has he?
Seth: Yup. We've got to scrub out the whole place.
Rosy: From top to bottom.

Carol: Side to side.

Seth: End to end.

Mick: Floor to ceiling.

Rosy: And for two of us it’s all a waste of time.

(A tapping is heard).

Seth: | want to go back to bed.

Carol: Ssh. What's that?

Mick: What's what?

Carol: That tapping.

Mick: It's coming from under this man-hole. Here, give me a hand.

(MICK and SETH lift the man-hole cover. SETH lies on his belly and peers down).

Seth: Hello?is anyonedownthere?.... GoodLord! .... it's what’'s-her-nameQlive.
Whatareyou doingin there?.... |1 can’t hearproperly,speakup. | see....the
overseer’'sasleep? What overseer?... shesays it'sa sweatshop.... slave
labour.

Mick: Get her out of there!

Seth: Olive, comeup here.... Oh, shecan’t. All the kids aretied togetherandthe
last one’s tied to the overseer.

Carol: All the kids?

Seth: They’re meantto be asleepShe’sthelaston theline andhasmanagedo get
theinspectionhatchinto this drainoff. Hangon....shavantsa knife to cutthe
ropes. Give us your penknife.

Mick: There. Is she coming ug@iving knife to SETH who hands it down).

Seth: .... Fouro’clock tomorrowafternoonwhenthe woman’sout .... all seventeen
of them .... up this manhole. She’s gone.

Carol: Didn’t she say anything else?

Seth: Just something about "Santana”.

Rosy: | said there was something fishy going on.

Mick: Let’'s get this straight: that Olive girl who was here yesterdayis down in
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somebasementvith a load of otherkids who are being forcedto work for
Santana?

Carol: At night | expect. That's the noises we sometimes hear.

Rosy: But slave labour went out a hundred years ago.

Seth: If they’re all like Olive, who's going to trace them?

Mick: What's moreto the pointis we've got to be hereto helpthemout tomorrow
afternoon. Hey! Isn’t it tomorrow afternoon that the Maharishi bloke’s
coming to Carnaby Street?

Rosy: Who?

Carol: The MaharishiMushi. He’s one of thoseEasternReligionsnutterswho go
around saying "make peace, not war". You know, Hara Krishna and all that.

Seth: And hedoesprettywell out of it too. Apparentlyhe’sgot abouttwenty Rolls
Royces.

Mick: Sounddike a goodjob! But anyway,how arewe goingto getOlive andthe
other kids out with half the population of London milling about?

Seth: We’'ll think of something. Watch it: rozzers!

(Enter POLICE INSPECTOR and P.C.).

Insp.: Any of you seena young girl walking aroundthis areaon her own? There
was a reported sighting yesterday.

Carol: About eight years old? So high? Brown hair?

Insp.: That sounds like her!

Rosy: No we haven’t seen her.

Insp.: Oh. Well, if you do, give thelocal stationaring. It's very importantwe find
her.

(Exeunt POLICE).

Mick: Blimey! That must be Olive. Now what?

Seth: Why do you suppose they want her?

Mick: Perhaps she has murdered someone.

Rosy: More likely theyjust wantto sendherbackto the orphanagePoorgirl. Talk
about out of the frying pan into the fire.

(Enter STREET CHARACTERS).

Carol: Anyway, the day would now appearto be officially underway. We’'ll meet
up at lunchtime.
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Chorus:

Group 1:

Chorus:

Group 2:

Chorus:

MUSIC 5: CARNABY STREET

Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Let the whole world know

Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
You can go, man, go.

Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
You can go, man, go.

Want to buy a motor, nice four-wheeler

Nothing on the clock and a reputable dealer
Such a lovely line it'll make you want to feel her
Only one owner, loved it like a baby

Not a single mark, not even a maybe

Really just the job for a gent or lady

We put the car in Carnaby Street, so

Snap it up John before we go to Soho

Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Let the whole world know

Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
You can go, man, go.

Jewelry, fine jewelry

The brightest and the best

Bangles of gold and ivory

Spangles all bright and silvery

Jewelry, fine jewelry

The brightest and the best

Bangles of gold and ivory

Spangles all bright and silvery

Try one, then buy one, and put it to the test.

Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Let the whole world know

Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
You can go, man, go.
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Group 3: Quiality shirt, buy a quality shirt, none of yer cheap junk ‘ere
Made by hand in India
Lighter than the wind they are
Quality shirt, buy a quality shirt, none of yer cheap junk ‘ere
Made by hand in India
Lighter than the wind they are
Feel the texture.

Chorus: Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Let the whole world know
Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
You can go, man, go.

Group 4: Turn away, turn away
Turn away from all the sin of the city
God will show you where the profit lies

Chorus: Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Let the whole world know
Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
You can go, man, go.

Group 5: Hare, Hare
The East is calling to your spirit
If you just shave your head like
Hare Hare
The East is calling to your spirit
If you just shave your head like
Hare Hare
Wear a flower and feel the power

All: Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Let the whole world know
Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
You can go, man, go.

All: (Five groups in harmony):

Group 1: Want to buy a motor, nice four-wheeler ....
Group 2: Jewelry, fine jewelry ....
Group 3: Quiality shirt, buy a quality shirt ....
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Group 4: Turn away, turn away ....
Group 5: Hare, Hare ....

All: Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Let the whole world know
Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
You can go, man, go
Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
You can go, man, go.

(Shouted): Go!

Marigold: ‘Arf time, Doris. Let’'s go down to the bar ‘n ‘ave a quickie.
Doris: | wish they’d put the blinking lights on.

(House lights).

END OF ACT |
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ACT Il
SCENE 1. That night. An attic room somewhere in London.

(Around a table are seated five Anarchists: RUDI, TARQUIN, MARTHA,
MAURICE and TOM).

Rudi: Right. You all know why we’re here.

Others: (pause)Well, not really .... no .... no idea etc.

Rudi: Well, we are the West One Cell of the Pan-Europearnti-Privilege, Anti-
Religion,andAnti All OtherFormsof Sociallnequalityand Sociallnjustice;
or PEA PAR AOFSIASI for short.

Tarquin: Why?

Rudi: Becausdhat'swhatwe are,isn’t it - anti-privilege,anti-religionandanti all
other forms of social inequality and social injustice.

Tarquin: No, | mean, why the PEA PAR AOFSIASI?

Rudi: It's an acronym, brother Tarquin.

Tarquin: Oh | see.

Rudi: Good, now ....

Tarquin: What's an acronym?

Rudi: Well - it's a name madeout of the initial letters of the organization.
Like....NUT standgor the NationalUnion of Teachersyou see.N.U.T. Now
can we get on. We have seenin Paris this year the effect of organized
revolution as a means of orchestrated anarchy and ....

Tarquin: Excuseme for butting in againlike this, old chap,butisn’t it a bit of a
mouthful?

Rudi: What?

Tarquin: Well, | meanit takesa bit of the credibility out of it, a namelike that.Can
you imagineit: “This is the B.B.C. news.A bombexplodedin Buckingham
Palacethis afternoonkilling at least three thousandpeople including the
entire Royal Family and the whole Cabinetwho were visiting. A telephone
caller later claimed that the PEA PAR AOFSIASI were responsible.”

Tom: He’s gota point, you know. Most anarchisgroupshaveshort,punchynames
like "The Red Brigade"; "The Angry Brigade" or "Baader Meinhof" or
something.

Martha: How about something romantic like "The Velvet Fist"?

Tarquin: Shouldn’tthatbe"The Iron Fist"? You seethe expressions "an iron fist
in a velvet glove".

Tom: A bit like "a sheep in wolf's clothing", yes.

Maurice: How about "The Iron Sheep"?
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Martha: Or "The Velvet Wolf"! That's good.

Tarquin: No, I still like "The Iron Fist".

Rudi: Oh, for God’s sake, we’ll never get anywhere if we carry on like this.

Maurice: (pause)l thought we were against him.

Rudi: Who?

Maurice: God.

Rudi: Yes, well, we are. It was just an expression, brother Maurice. Now ....

Maurice: I'm against names.

Rudi: What?

Maurice: I'm againstnames.Namesare hooksuponwhich hangthe trappingsof
class.

Tarquin: Just because you've got a silly name like Maurice.

Maurice: Hark who's talking! | mean,"Tarquin" simply reeksof the aristocracy-
public school,cucumbersandwiche®n the lawn andthe privilegedclick of
croquet balls ....

Tarquin: You leave my public school out of it.

Tom: But you were expelled, weren’t you?

Tarquin: Only for making a bit of a bang in the stinks lab.

Martha: If we put "and Anti-Names" on the end we'd be the PEA PAR
AOFSIASIAN.

Rudi: | think, brothersandsisters,f | may usesucha form of addressthatasyour
cell leader | am about to get very cross.

Tarquin: What's more, | was jolly good at croquet.

Rudi: Oh I give up! Let's go down and get somefish and chipsandwe cantry
later.

(Exeunt. Lights).

Marigold: ‘Ere, Doris?whereareyou?.... Doris?.... Oh blimey, shemustbestill at
the booze.

SCENE2. Insidethetwo fish and chip shops.Thetwo countersare nearthe front
with a small box set representing Number Thirteen between them.

(Behind one counter, HARRY,SETH and CAROL. Behind the other MURPHY,
MICK and ROSY. Customerscome and go, including MARIGOLD and
ANARCHISTS).
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MUSIC 6: COD ‘N CHIPS

Group 1: White and gold, sitting in a newspaper
They don’t grow old like those who swim free
Shoal by shoal they live for today
Perfection sealed in oil and page three

Crisp and hot, on a bed of potato
Their happy lot is frying tonight
Shoal by shoal they live for today
To give you joy with every bite

Group 2: Gadus morhua linnaeus or callarium
Solanaceae solanum tuberosium
Glory to the humble cod and chip
Happy culinary fellowship
Batter and baste, add salt to taste

All: (in harmony):
Group 1: Cod and chips, what a miracle flavour
For three-and-six you'll dine like a king
Cod and chips, a meal to savour
To the cod we gratefully sing.

Group 2. Gadus morhua linnaeus or callarium
Solanaceae solanum tuberosium
Glory to the humble cod and chip, happy fellowship
Every single day another million.
(Lights).

Marigold: Have a chip, Doris. Go on. One won't do you any harm.

Doris: Oh, all right then. Mmm, good aren’t they.

Marigold: I've lost the gist of this lark a bit. Who were that lot round the table
having an argument?

Doris: Bolshies or somesuch. It's a sub-plot.

Marigold: Oh. Sub-plot. What's a sub-plot then?

Doris: It's like a sort of secondarystory, seeminglyunconnectedvith the main
themebut neverthelesdearingan essentialrelationshipto it. It'll probably
surface at the denouement and become entwined with the other bits.

Marigold: Oh .... They are good chips, aren’t they?
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SCENE 3. BOSS SANTANA's office, the same evening.
(CATTLEPUNCH, FINKERMAN and MILLY are discovered).

Cattle.: It's not right, you know.

Fink.: What ain’t right, Cattlepunch?

Cattle.: Those kids. It's cruel.

Fink.: Who caresif it's cruel?It paysyour salary.As Snakeyesaid,it’'s a beautiful
businessFive hundredfancy shirtsa nightfor hardlyanylabourcost;outinto
CarnabyStreetat dawnwith no transportcosts.Five quid profit a shirt. No
wonder he wants to expand.

Cattle.: | really felt sorry for that little girl yesterday.

Fink.: You're just soft.

Cattle.: (towering over himWVhat?

(Enter SANTANA).

Santana: Now, now, boys! What's the problem?

Fink.: Nothing, Boss.

Santana: We can’'t havethe peaceandquiet of the family homeupset, carwe?If
there’s a problem, spit it out.

Fink.: It's just that Cattlepunchis troubledin his greatbig, soft heartby the fact
that Number Thirteen is not Butlin's Holiday Camp.

Santana: Oh dear,I’'m sorry thatmy little businessnethodsdon’t meetwith your
approval.If you think you can afford to go againstme, then just you go
ahead.You canwalk out of hereright now, but| can’t guaranteehat! would
manageto keepmy big mouth shutaboutyou-know-whatif | happenedo
find myself talking to a policeman.

Cattle.: It was self-defence! You know that!

Santana: Oh, | know that, sure.But all the police know is that they’re looking for
the killer of an apparentlyinnocentman. If | wereto saythat| might have
beenmistakenin my alibi for you, thenyou’d be in the slammerfor thirty
years. (CATTLEPUNCHgrabs him). Oh yes, go on! You'd love to
wouldn’t you. (CATTLEPUNCHTreleaseshim). But you won’t; you
haven’t got the guts. Now get out of here.Finkermango and get me some
beer.

(Exeunt FINKERMAN and CATTLEPUNCH. Santana speaks to MILLY).
Santana: You're very quiet,my dear.What's going on in that pretty little headof
yours?
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Milly: Nothing.

Santana: Uhuh! Be nice to me, sweetheart, be nice!

Milly: You make me sick.

Santana: (grabbing her arm) Well I might makeyou sick, darling, but you just
remembemwho you are:a cheaplittle nothing- alittle speckof dirt. You owe
me everything.l pickedyou out of the gutterand| candrop you backthere
whenever | want.

Milly: You're hurting me.

Santana: I'm sosorry,duchessl couldn’t hurtyou: you haven'tgotany soulleft to
hurt. Where’s that beer?

(Exit SANTANA).
MUSIC 7: NOWHERE TO GO BUT DOWN

Milly: | packed my bags today
| will tomorrow too
There doesn’t seem a lot to say
I'd never see it through, so why
Pretend that | could say goodbye

I've got my pride you know

| won't be pushed around

Huh. If saying is believing

No point in looking down to see

My words have made a clown of me

It might have been so different
The way the dice can roll

Me with my big ideas
Drowned in my useless tears
Nowhere to go

Nowhere to go

Nowhere to go but down

The cab is waiting still

The meter set to run

The clock upon the window sill
Is waiting for the sun, and |

Will hold the night within my eye
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You make your luck they say
But mine would always break

I never hold the cards to play

| always have to fake my hand
But no one seems to understand

The door is still wide open

I might still make the cab
Head for the quiet somewhere
Make a new start somewhere
Where would | go?

Where would | go?

Nowhere to go but down

| packed my bags today

| will tomorrow too

There doesn’t seem a lot to say

I’d never see it through, so why
Pretend that | could say goodbye
No point in looking down to see

My words have made a clown of me.

(Lights).

SCENE 4. The ANARCHISTS’ attic.
(They are finishing their fish and chips).

Martha: Well | still feel that somethinga little more catchywould be better....
something like "The Purple Butterfly".

Rudi: Now comeon! We've agreedto hold no further discussiontonight on the
questionof our name.Anyway, | tendto agreewith you, brotherMaurice -
sorry for usingyour name,Maurice,but | can’t really think of an alternative,
or at leastl can,but anyway- | tendto agreewith him that nomenclatures
the domainof capitalistdiscrimination.What we’re hereto discussis.... the
Operation!
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Tarquin: The biggie!

Rudi: Indeed.Theeliminationof no lessa personthanthe MaharishiMushi: a blow
aimed at the very core of quasi-religiousmind-bendingthat so undermines
the pure concept of egalitarianism.

Tarquin: Eh?

Rudi: We're going to blow up the Maharishi Mushi.

Tom: But isn’'t he a man of peace?

Rudi: Oh no, brother. There you are deceivedby the media - the fawning
mouthpieceof the middle class.He s in fact animperiallackeypromulgating
a utopianpanacealesignedto divert the minds of the peoplefrom the real
iIssues of moment, at the moment.

Tarquin: | do wish you'd stopusingall thoselong words, Rudi. Do | takeit that
we’re against this Maharishi chappie?

Rudi: We are. You know you’'ll haveto expandyour revolutionaryvocabulary,
brother Tarquin. What | said was quite simple; he’s an enemy of our
movement.

Tarquin: Right. Well, let’s pop his clogs for him.

Rudi: Did you get the gelly, Maurice?

Maurice: Yes. But | alwaysget thedirty jobs. Why doesit haveto be me who
makes the blasted bomb?

Martha: Cos you're the only one with an alarm clock.

Rudi: Now to the plan. The Maharishi’svisit to CarnabyStreetis scheduledor
tomorrow afternoon.After a processiordown the streethe is dueto address
his followers (consultingan A-Z) in GraftonPlace,a pedestriarprecinct.The
Police ....

All: Pigs!(spit)

Rudi: Sorry, the Pigs, (spit) have put him hereto keeptoo large a crowd off the
actualmain road. He travelson a sort of curtainedpodium carried by four
men.Thereshouldbe no difficulty in slipping the bombbeneatthim with all
those people about.

Tom: What about security guards?

Martha: At every meetinghe askseveryoneto closetheir eyesand meditateor
something for a minute. That's when you slip it under, Maurice.

Maurice: Me again.

Rudi: Right. Whenwe getbackafterthe bombingwe’ll havea fair anddemocratic
vote to seewho getsthe job of phoningthe pressto claim responsibility.
Now, as is our custom, we shall end with a rendition of our anthem.
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MUSIC 8: AT THE BARRICADES
(THE ANARCHISTS)

Chorus A: What do we care for anybody else?
We don’t give a damn for all that's gone before
Two thousand years of merciless repression
Hasn’t got a chance with us the day we go to war

ChorusB: Death to the plans of privileged corruption
Tear down the law in all its awful shades
Clench high the fist of chaos and destruction
Rally round the flag and join us at the barricades

Group 1: | was sent to Eton for a proper education
All the family’s been there since the days before Stonehenge
Sent back home and beaten for a minor detonation
Now my life revolves around a chance to get revenge

Chorus A: What do we care for anybody else?
We don’t give a damn for all that's gone before
Two thousand years of merciless repression
Hasn’t got a chance with us the day we go to war

Group 2: | was always taught that opportunity was equal
But the grass is greener under other people’s feet
Death and revolution are the only real sequel
If you can not join it then the system you must beat

ChorusB: Death to the plans of privileged corruption
Tear down the law in all its awful shades
Clench high the fist of chaos and destruction
Rally round the flag and join us at the barricades

Group 3: We believe that nobody is better than another
No one should be in the job of power like the polispit)
Everyone is equal like a sister or a brother
Everyone is fascist who believes in filthy peace

All: What do we care for anybody else?
We don’t give a damn for all that's gone before
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Two thousand years of merciless repression
Hasn’t got a chance with us the day we go to war
Death to the plans of privileged corruption

Tear down the law in all its awful shades

Clench high the fist of chaos and destruction
Rally round the flag and join us at the barricades.

(Lights).

Marigold: Sub plot again there, Doris.

Doris: Right, Marigold.

Marigold: | been thinking, Doris.

Doris: Mmm?

Marigold: It doesseema bit daft having two chippiesalmostbangnext door to
each other.

Doris: That's yer artistic licence for you.

Marigold: | didn’t know you hadto haveoneof them.How muchdo they cost?Or
does it depend on what your style is, like black and white or colour?

Doris: No, it's not a licence as in a permit.

Marigold: | wasgoingto say,otherwiseShakespeareould have beerustbefore
‘ee even started.

Doris: It's thefreedomto takelibertieswith likelihood for the purpose®f dramatic
interest.

Marigold: Blimey! Bad asthat Rudi bloke you arewiv all themlong words. Still,
you know your stuff, Doris. I'll say that for you.

Doris: | mean,your normal drab, everydayexistenceisn’t what peoplewant to
comeandsee,s it? Imaginewatchingtwo hoursof you doingthe housework.
Dramashouldtakethe mind out of the realmsof the mundanevia thevehicle
of imagination.

Marigold: Are you bin watching that Open University lark again, Doris?

SCENE 5. The sweat shop at dawn the next morning.
(THE KIDS are at the end of a hard day’s night at the machines. LASLO is stirring).

Lado: Rightyou little basketsDawn. Time to knock off andgetsomesleep.How
many, you?
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No. 14: Er .... 487, Sir.

Ladlo: What! Shortagain.Five hundred’sthe target. You know what that means,
don’t you! Yes! Extrarice puddingto feedyou up so’s you canwork harder
tonight.

(Enter KITTY).

Lado: Ah, Kitty, my sweetling, extra rice pudding again this evening, please.
Kitty: Ohyes,my dove! That'll put somemuscleon ‘em. | shallhaveto getsome
more when | go shopping this afternoon. I'll go and put it on my list now.

(Exit Kitty, kicking a kid).

Ladlo: Time to rope up(Starts to tie kids with single long rope)

No. 1. Do we really have to have more rice pudding?

Lado: You know therules.You'll just haveto work harder.Now, go to sleepand
don’t disturb me.

(LASLOtakesa hugeslug of vodkaand sinksinto his armchair and instantsleep.
After a momentthe first kid in line inspectshim for signsof life and then,
satisfied,nodsto the others.Theydraw into a huddlearound OLIVE. They
speak quietly).

No. 2: So. It’s all set then.

No. 3: Four o’clock, you say?

Olive: We cut therope, then, throughthe inspectionhatchand up the drain. My
friends will be there to get us out, | hope.

No. 4: I'm so excited; I'll never be able to wait till then!

No. 5: What'll we do when we get out?

Olive: My friends will help us, I'm sure.

No. 6: | wonder what it will be like.

No. 7: Real fresh air!

No. 8: Real light!

No. 9: Real people!

No.10: I've been here so long | can’t remember what real food tastes like!

No.11: Mars bars!

No.12: Baked beans!

No.13: And a real bed to sleep in!
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MUSIC 9: CHILDREN OF DARKNESS

Sweat Shop Kids: All we want is a chance to be free
Feel the sunshine and run by the sea
Dream of Christmas and birthdays and friends calling
Mums to feed us and bonfires and snow falling
Even school would be heaven to us
Jokes to laugh at and teachers to fuss
Somewhere to say "This is mine and mine only"
Someone to say "You are mine", and love only me

All we want is a chance to be free

Watching telly with ice-cream for tea

Playing records and dancing to pop music
Learning street-talk and learning to not use it

Stay up late on a Saturday night

Doing homework and getting it right

Somewhere to say "This is mine, and mine only"
Someone to say "You are mine", and love only me.

(Spoken): We are the lost ones, the children of darkness
Locked in a prison of everlasting night
Doomed for eternity to loneliness and darkness
Nobody to take our side and lead us to the light

All we want is a chance to be free

Someone somewhere is waiting for me

Normal people, we don’t want the best

Normal children like all of the rest

Running free with the wind in our hair

Trusting someone and learning to care
Somewhere to say "This is mine, and mine only"
Someone to say "you are mine" and love only me.

Marigold: Is this the fi-nar-lay coming up then do you reckon, Doris?

Doris: ThedenouementThat’'s Frenchfor the untying of the knot. In otherwords,
revealing all.

Marigold: ‘Ere. It's not one of them"Oh Calcutta"larks is it wherethey take all
their clothes orf is it, this denouement thing?

Doris: No, Dickens didn’t write nudey plays.
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Marigold: Good, cos | don’t hold with that sort of caper.

Doris: | can't quite see,myself, how they’re going to manageo getthosekids out.
Rest assured it'll be an ‘appy ending: they always are, these things.

Marigold: Romeoand Juliet wasn’t. They both topped‘emselves.| sawit on the
telly.

Doris: Yer wrongthere,Marigold, becausehe sacrificesof the youngstar-crossed
lovers purgedthe feud that had lain betweentheir two families, but I know
what you mean.| like a thing to turn out nicely. | hopethat Santanagets
what’'s coming to him.

Marigold: If ‘ee doesn't I'll have something to say about it.

Doris: | ‘opeit finishessoon,Marigold. There’ll be‘ell to payif my Fredgets‘ome
and finds ‘is dinner not ready.

(During the next scene they remain on stage)

SCENE 6. Grafton Place Afternoon.
(CHIP SHOP KIDS on stage).

MUSIC 10: FLIP-FLOP [Instrumental]
(DANCERS)

Rosy: Perhaps we just ought to go the police and tell them everything.

Carol: No way! For a startwe don’t really know whatis going on until we gethold
of Olive andthe others, andhenwhat would happento Olive anyway?We
know they’re looking for her.

Seth: We'll just have to think of something and trust to luck.

(Enter MICK on skates).

Mick: They’re coming! The Maharishi bloke.
Seth: (looking at watchFive to four! He couldn’t have picked a worse time.

(Chantingand shoutingfrom off stage,which increasesand the HARE KRISHNA
singersburst on, dancing,singingand strewingflowersin a veritablefrenzy
of religious passion,followed by the MAHARISHI MUSHI perchedon a
curtain hungpodiumborneby his followers. Therest of the CHORUSfollow
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and take up positionsas an audience SETH,seeingan opportunity,grabsa
cameraand, indicating the light, signalsto the bearersto moveso that the
podiumis situateddirectly over the manhole. SETHtakesa photographas
MUSHI poses aesthetically, then melts into the crowd which becomes silent).

Mushi: Greetings,my children, and a jolly good afternoonto you. By goshit’s
parky up here:let’'s not makeit along one,boys.A quick doseof peaceand
light andthenlet’s get thehell out of hereandbackto the hotel. Now, my
children,we will startwith a moment’ssilent meditation.... chiefly sothat |
canthink of somethingto saysothatyou’ll all join my movementand give
me lots of money(With conjoined fingers he goes into something of a trance)

Business-man: (after a momentyVhat's the blighter up to?
Marigold: ‘Ees medicating. Shut yer cake-'ole and pay attention.

(A telephone rings. MUSHI picks up receiver from his cushion).

Mushi: Hello, hello, MaharishiMushi PeaceandLight Show.Mushihere,pleasebe
speaking... No, sell Australiangold andbuy into nuclearfuel. | think they’re
going up. Thankyou. Now, my children, welcometo the MaharishiMushi
Peaceand Light CampaignbracketsEuropeanlLeg close brackets.Now,
what, you may be askingyourselvesmight all this be about.| askmyselfthe
samething everyday andl still haven’tgot a blinking clue. But the pointis
this. Whenyou takea look around.... no you silly billies, pay attention;l am
speakingin metaphorsWhenyou look aroundyou, what do you see?You
seegreedandunhappinessgvhich aretheresultof your Westerncivilization. |
sawa Westernon thetelly only lastnight andall they did waspot off lots of
Indians,which might be jolly goodsportfor you butit's pretty rottenfor us
chaps.Now then;whatis the way out of your unhappinesyou may ask.The
answeris very simple, like mostof you. All you haveto do is jump on an
aeroplaneandcomeout to Tibet. As an official representativef the Tibetan
Tourist Board | am able to offer you specialdiscountson the new Hippy
ClassPeaceand Light Special Flights which you can book at your travel
agentsNow, it's four o’clock andtime for my cup of tea.So, just sothatyou
feel you’ve got your money’sworth we’ll endup with abit of tranci.... trashi
... what's it called?

(His AIDE whispers to him).

Mushi: Ohyes! TranscendentdVleditation! | wantyou all to closeyour eyesand
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do like me.

(MUSHI holds his handsup, closeshis eyesand startsto chant: ‘Om. Om.Om...’
Thepeoplefollow. During this CAROLand ROSYgo underthe daisand one
by onethe sweatshopkids- comingup throughthe holein the stage- appear
and creep off. Exit FIZZ. SimultaneouslyMAURICE thrusts a hold-all -
containingthe bomb- beneathiMUSHI on the other side.Oneof thefirst kids
outappearswith it in hishandandin passinghangsit overMAURICE’sarm
while, with the otherswith fingersin ears, he meditatesWhenhe becomes
aware of it he looks at it.)

Maurice: Oh that's kind. Someone’s given me back my bag.
Rudi: What! You fool. The bomb!

(MAURICE has lifted the bombout. The alarm on the clock goesoff. He stopsit
while the other anarchists cower away).

Maurice: Blast. | must have wired it wrong.

Tarquin: Typical.

Rudi: (snatching bombiBut....what is this? It's....it's jelly!

Maurice: | could only get orangeflavour at the supermarketYou told me to use
jelly for the bomb, but you didn’t say which flavour.

Rudi: | told you to get gelly, yes....gelignite!

Maurice: Oh silly me!

Rudi: (as they chase him offou IDIOT.

(Exeunt ANARCHISTS).

Mushi: It neverfails to give meajolly goodchuckle,seeingeveryonedo this. They
look like a load of silly goldfish. (Claps hands)Righto! That'll do. You'll
feel betternow. Off we go, you fellows. Strike up the band.(HARESchant
off) My word what a noise! Byee!

(MUSHI wavesto the crowd as he is borne off, precededby the HARES and
followed by mostof the crowd. As the last two strategically placed crowd
members depart they reveal the figure of LASLO, half out of the manhole).

Lado: Help. I'm stuck! (ROSYand CAROLimmediatelygo eachside of him and
stand on his hand€)w! Get off! You're standing on my hands!
Seth: Everyoneout? (To LASLO)You, | presumeare the overseerof that sweat
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shop down there. Right?
Ladlo: I'm saying nothing.

(The girls stamp on his hands)

Ladlo: Eeow! Yes!

Seth: And Snakeyes Santana is your boss, right?

Laslo: Yes.

Murphy: | don’t know what’s going on here, but I'm going to get the police.

(Exit MURPHY.Enter SANTANACATTLEPUNCHFINKERMANandMILLY and
FIZ2).

Santana: Now what’s this troubleyou’re babblingabout,Fizz?....Laslo! What are
you doing there?

(As if in answerall the sweatshop kids appear and form a semi-circlearound
SANTANACATTLEPUNCHand MILLY are at eachend. SETHand MICK
are in the line).

Santana: Oh.| see.(Approache<CATTLEPUNCH)RIght, Cuttler. Time for you to
earn your bread. Hold them off while I run for the car.

Cattle.: No, Boss.

Santana: What do you mean? Give me a hand, won’t you?

Cattle.: Sure, Boss.

(CATTLEPUNCHIaunchesa mighty punchinto SANTANA’smidriff. SANTANA
doubles up, spins round and staggers across the stage towards MILLY).

Santana: (gasping)Milly!

(MILLY deals him an uppercut which sends him sprawling to the ground.
Simultaneously MICK, SETH and the kids grab FINKERMAN and FIZZ).

Milly: That's for me and all the other people you've trodden on, scumbag!
(Enter INSPECTOR and P.C.)

Insp.: Well here’s a happy little gathering!
Santana: | canexplain, Officer. You see,l havejust returnedfrom a businesgrip
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abroadto discoverthat my bodyguardherehasbeenrunning- believeit or
not - anillegal sweat-shoplmaginemy horror when| discoveredwvhatwas
going on. | have just personally supervisedthe releaseof these poor
unfortunateyoungstersand | am so glad that you are hereon handto deal
with this witlessvillain who hasbeenusing my good nameto line his own
pockets. shallseethatyou arecommendedl know your seniorofficer, you
see ....

(MARIGOLDand DORISmoveto the centreof the scene DORIS,with her broom,
bars the way of SANTANA who is backing out to make his escape).

Marigold: Oi! call yerselfa copper,mate?You’re not going to let him greasehis
way out of it like that are you?

Insp.: Of course not! You'll have to do better than that, Mr. Santana.

Santana:. | can explain, Officer.

Insp.: Indeedyou can, and indeedyou will. We've had an eye on your little
operationfor sometime now. You've gota greatdealof explainingto do. Get
them down to the station.

(ExeuntSANTANA'sgroup shepherdedy P.C. This includes LASLO whom the
girls haveextricatedfrom the manhole.The INSPECTORSs aboutto follow
when he notices OLIVE. He consults a photograph).

Insp.: Now you're the one | was really looking for.
Seth: Oh no.

Insp.: You are Olive, aren’t you(OLIVE nods)
Carol: But Officer.....

Insp.: Keep out of this please, Miss.

(The INSPECTOR takes OLIVE off. The others come forward).

Mick: Poorold Olive! Out of the orphanagento a sweatshop,out of thathell-hole
and back into the orphanage all within a few days.
Rosy: Sometimes you just can’t win.

MUSIC 11: SOMETIMES YOU JUST CAN'T WIN

Company: So, the story stays the same
And life is just a game
The rules never change, just the time
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When the wheel spins for you
There’s nothing you can do
For luck has no reason or rhyme

Dreamers may say fortune favours the brave
But the brave ones are broken as well
You could spend your life wondering why

Time is ticking off our days

We’'re just a passing phase

The same goes for now as for then
All we value so today

Will slowly fade away

And ending is starting again

Olive today is the Oliver yesterday
Places and faces might change
But the story stays ever the same

Sometimes you just can’t win
The harder that you try

If fortune has it in for you
You just can’t win

Marigold: Is that it then?

Doris: I don’t think much of that as an ending. Can’t they do better than that?

Marigold: Yes. Oi!l....put the blinking lights on will yer!

(House lights).

Marigold: Oi! We don't think muchof your ending.... Sortyourselveoutandgive
us something a bit more cheerful.

(MICK and SETHIook anxiouslyoff stageand shrug. Theyturn to the othersand
nod.In an exactlyreversemovementaccompaniedby a strobeandthe sound
of music running backwards the characters move backwards into the
positions they held when the officer first spoke to OLIVE).

Insp.: Now you'’re the one | was really looking for.

Seth: Oh no.
Insp.: You are Olive, aren’t you?
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(OLIVE nods).

Carol: But Officer ....

Insp.: No, it’s all right. I'm not nicking her. The only crime she’scommittedis bad
timing. What do you know about your parents, Olive?

Olive: Only what they told me at the orphanage:that they disappearedn
Czechoslovakiavhen| wasthreeandl wassentto Englandto live with my
grandmothelandthenwhenshedied therewasno oneelseto look after me
so | went into the orphanage.

Insp.: That'sright. Your parentswveretakenoff to a dissidents'campin Russiaput
lastweekthe Czechleader,Dubcek,intervenedon their behalfandmanaged
to have them freed and flown over here. The morning you ran away to
Londontheywereableto trackyou downto the orphanagendarrivedjust a
few hoursafter you'd leggedit. We knew you'd beenseenaroundherebut
thenyou disappeare@gain.You seethosetwo peopleoverthere?(Indicates
off stage)

Olive: Yes?(Looks back at the INSPECTOR) My parents? ....

(He smiles and nods)
Olive: Mummy! Daddy!
(A pair of arms at the side is seen to catch her and lift her up).

Marigold: Oh that's much better. Nothing like a happy ending.

Doris: Quite brought tears to me eyes, Marigold.

Marigold: Right then.Comeon, you lot. Onelastsing up thenyou’ll haveto go;
we’ve got to tidy up in ‘ere so get a move on.

MUSIC 11: FINALE

Company: Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Let the whole world know
Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
You can go, man, go.
Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
You can go, man, go.

39



We're still the people you love

'Cos people stay the same

And if you’re watching from above
You'll recognise our game

It's still the same old fight

Between the forces of wrong and right
Sometimes we’re right

Sometimes we’re so wrong

You could always see

The workings of the heart and soul
You could always see

The way to go

And what we need is you around
To set our feet back on the ground
Such a long way on because of

You could always see

The workings of the heart and soul
You could always see

The way to go

And what we need is you around
To set our feet back on the ground
Such a long way on because

It's nineteen sixty eight.

Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Let the whole world know
Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
You can go, man, go.
Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
Get a grip of the swing, it's a happening thing
Here in Carnaby Street it's the heart of the beat
You can go, man, go.

(shouted): Go!

CURTAIN
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