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CAST

in order of appearance

FRANK a newspaper vendor
SHIRLEY SUTTON a 16 year old runaway
PAUL a teenage mod

MAX a worldly-wise busker
RUTH a teenage waitress
PATSY a teenage waitress
JACK a 15 year old street kid
JIM a teenage mod

BOB a teenage mod

ELLA an aristocratic bag lady
DEC a lovesick teenage mod
ALFREDO an over-worked café owner
LYDIA his long-suffering wife
NORMAN their sickly pot washer
DAWSON a thug in a suit

DOYLE a thug in a suit
TOMMY KING a businessman

BETTY BLACK his floozie

Runaway Girl is set in London, February 1963.

The action is based in and around Alfredo’s, a late night café in Dean Street, Sohu

A production should make use of pop music from the early 60s.
It also featuredili Marlene (Schultze - Leip - DietrichQriginal Cast



AUTHOR'S NOTE

Runaway Girl is the secondof threeyouth plays createdfor Young Perspectives
theatrecompany. They canbe readand performedas separatelaysor asa

trilogy.

We didn't setout to follow the characterof Shirley Sutton over three plays and
twenty-odd years but, like Shirley herself, the idea just kept on running.

We first met Shirley asa 16 yearold schoolgirl,just oneof the charactersn Twist
& Shout, which re-createdhe night in 1963 when The Beatlesfirst played
Mansfield. At the end of the play, the pregnantShirley runs away to
London. When| wasaskedto write a secondplay for Young Perspectives,
we felt therewas scopefor a sequel. Runaway Girl followed Shirley into
the exciting and dangerous world of 1960's Soho.

Thewriting of both playshadbeena collaborativeprocess.Director Anne Clifford
and| deviseda storyline, membersof the youth theatrework-shoppeddeas
and | wrote the scripts basedon those sessions. The writing process
continuedduring rehearsals&andbeyond. This versionof Runaway Girl has
been revised since its last performance.

We took Twist & ShoutandRunaway Girl to the NationalYouth Arts Festivalin
Devon. On the last night of Runaway Girl , Anne said "l think Shirley
becomesa cabaretsinger”. Not for the first time, it wasasif she'dreadmy
mind. From that momenton, we knew we still hada storyto tell. Working
from improvisationwith three young actors,we set out to discoverwhat
happenedo Shirley 21 yearsafter we first mether. In Shirley's Song her
story comes full circle.

Amanda Whittington
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RUNAWAY GIRL

by Amanda Whittington

ACT |

SCENE 1 ST. PANCRAS STATION, LONDON. Early evening.

(We hear a whistle blow and the soundof a steamtrain grinding to a halt. Enter
SHIRLEYSUTTON,carrying a suitcase. Shelooks around the station in
awe. The stationfills up with people,all caughtup in their own affairs -
meetingfriends, rushing homefrom work and buying a copy of the London
Standard from FRANK, the newspaper vendor.

Frank: Standard, Evening Standard!
(SHIRLEY tries to catch the attention of passers-by).

Shirley: Excuse me -

Frank: "Worst Winter for A Century Brings Britain to its Knees".

Shirley: Can you tell me -

Frank: "Profumo Scandal Rocks Corridors of Power".

Shirley: Do you know where -

Frank: "JFK Shot Dead"(to the audience)1963 - what a year it's gonna be.

(Enter PAUL, to buy a paper).

Paul: What's the forecast, Frank?

Frank: More of the same, son.

Paul: (looking at the headline)lhe fog's killed three hundred, so they say.
Frank: So you watch your step.

Paul: Always do, Frank.

(Exit PAUL. SHIRLEY takes a letter from her pocket and approaches FRANK).
Shirley: Excuse me?

(FRANK gives SHIRLEY a newspaper).
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Frank: That's a penny to you, gal.

Shirley: Can you direct me to Dean Street?

Frank: Take the tube to Tottenham Court Road.

Shirley: Tottenham Court Road?

Frank: West End.

Shirley: West End?

Frank: Standard, get your Standard!

Shirley: Excuse me?

Frank: I'm trying to earn a crust, 'ere.

Shirley: I'm sorry. But which end is this?

Frank: North.

Shirley: (to get her bearingsNever-Eat-Shredded-Wheat.

Frank:  North, South,East,West. Or if you wantto be particular,North, East,
West,South: News. Sometownsmaketextiles,sometownsmakesteel- this
town makes news.

Shirley: 1 just want to make it to Dean Street. I've come to see my mother.

Frank: Takethe Piccadilly Line and changefor TottenhamCourt Road. Head
straight up Oxford Street and left into Soho.

Shirley: Oxford Street? Like the one in Monopoly?

Frank: You'll need Monopoly money to shop there.

Shirley: Sotherereally is an Old Kent Roadanda ParkLane anda Marylebone
Station?

Frank: Blimey girl, where've you bin all your life?

Shirley: Mansfield.

Frank: And where's that?

Shirley: Behind me now.

(FRANK points across the platform).

Frank: Seethatred circle with the blue line across? The Underground- that's
where you're heading.
Shirley: Thank you. Thank you very much.

(SHIRLEY picks up her suitcase).

Frank: And don't be dragging your heels, all right?

Shirley: 1 won't.

Frank: 'Cosit ain'ta nightto be out on your own. It ain't atown to be out on
your own. Well, notunlessyou knowsit like | do. And for themwho knows
it - I mean really knows what it's about - it's the best town in all the world.
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SCENE 2. DEAN STREET, SOHO. Continuous action.

(FRANKremainsasin Scenel. BuskerMAX playshis accordionoutsideAlfredo's
Caféasthe streetcomedto life. WaitressesRUTH and PATSYstopto throw
a coin in MAX's hat beforegoing into the café. Streetkid JACK watches
from the shadows).

Frank: London; home of royals and reprobatesgalleriesand gangsterstheatres
andthieves. London;the town whereyou canloseyourselfandfind outwho
you are. FleetStreet,RegentStreet,AnywhereYou WannaGo Street. And
then therethe placewhere all them streetsare heading;wherethe highlife
meetsthe lowlife andthe good times neverend. Welcome,my friends, to
savvy, sleazy, sensational Soho!

(Enter BOB, JIM and PAUL, with his newspaper).

Paul: (to FRANK) Didn't | see you at the station?
Frank: I'm on every corner, mate.

(Enter ELLA, clutching a bottle of spirits in a brown paperbag anda discarded
portion of fish and chips, wrapped in newspaper . She stops to listen to MAX)

Ella: When music sounds, all that | was, | am.

Frank: How's tricks, Ella?

Ella: Ere to this haunt of brooding dust | came.

Frank: You've not graced us with your presence for a couple of days?
Ella: We've been away to the country.

(ELLA settles down in her favourite spot).

Frank: (to theaudience) Shehadit all, sotheysay. Title, thelot. (To ELLA) So
you wrap up warm tonight, my lady.

(FRANK offers her a pile of newspapers).

Ella: We couldn't possibly-
Frank: It's yesterday's news. I'm a man of the moment.

(ELLA puts the newspapersnside her coat and FRANK goesinto ALFREDO'S.
BOB and JIM look anxiously down the street).
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Jim: I'm telling you mate, she's a right goer.

Bob: Tell us again what she's got.

Jim: Horizontal barrel.

Bob: Cool.

Jim: Front fork dampers.

Bob: Nice.

Jim: And a top speed of fifty.

Bob: Fifty miles an hour?

Jim: All the way to Margate.

Bob: Hear that, Paul? We can get her up to fifty.

Jim: We're talking frame breathersWe're talking square-and-boreonfiguration.
Lads, we're talking ...

Jim }

Bob } Mod.

Paul }

(ELLA has laid out the fish & chips on the step. She calls to MAX).

Ella: Minstrel? You play so beautifully. Will you join us for supper?
Max: Why, I'd be delighted. Are we formal?
Ella: Naturally.

(MAX takes out a bowtie from his pocket).

Max: | foundthis tied to arailing on New Year'sDay. I've beentrying to figure it
out ever since.
Ella: Father showed me the way.

(ELLA ties MAX's bowtie. Enter DEC, carrying a scooter mirror).

Jim: If that scooterwere a girl, she'dbe Dusty Springfield. Venuson ten inch
wheels.

Bob: Here's Dec.

Paul: And he's got the .... mirror?

Jim: Where's the Lambretta, Dec?

Bob: Did you not raise the cash?

Dec: | raisedit, all right. Thenl gaveJim'smatethe cashandrodeit outthegarage.
| rodeit right down the Holloway Road.l would haveriddenit all the way
here if it hadn't seized up when | hit twenty miles an hour.

Jim: It just needs running in.



Dec: Running in? It's karked it! I'd get to Margate quicker on my Ma's hoover.
(DEC walks off towards ALFREDQ's).

Jim: Dec?
Dec: Three months wages on a mirror.

(DEC throws the mirror to the floor and goes into Alfredo's).

Jim: Decl!

Bob: (sarcastically) Dusty Springfield?
Paul: Venus on wheels?

Jim: Shut it.

(JIM retrievesthe mirror and putsit in his pocket. BOB, PAUL and JIM follow
DEC into Alfredo's. ELLA and MAX bow their heads in prayer).

Ella: For what we are aboutto receive,may the Lord make us truly thankful.
Amen.

(ELLA and MAX begin to eat).

Max: Amen,indeed. If God'slooking down, I'd like to know why He'ssentus a
winter like this.

Ella: Ours is not to reason why.

Max: As if we don't suffer enough.

Ella: Our suffering is nothing.

Max: Compared to who?

Ella: Mr. Profumo.

Max: How do you know about that?

Ella: One reads the gutter press.

(ELLA givesa newspapeto MAX. He putsit inside his coat. ELLA savoursthe
fish and chips).

Ella: 1 do think the salmon has been marvellous this year.
Max: Freshly caught today, | believe.

(Enter SHIRLEY, looking for a door. ELLA holds out her hat).



Ella: Help the homeless?

(SHIRLEY reaches in her pocket for change and drops it in ELLA's hat).

Ella: Well, one tries to.

(SHIRLEY looks at the door next to the cafe and puts her suitcase down).

Shirley: Number 34. Flat C.

(SHIRLEYlooksat the letter in her handthensummonsip the courageto knockon
the door. As shewaits, JACK sneaksup, picks up her suitcaseand runs
away, unnoticed. No-one answers the door).

Shirley: Is she in, do you know? Jessie Sutton.

Ella: Distinguishing features?

Shirley: She's.... well, she's40 or thereabouts.Blonde hair, blue eyes,| think. |
haven't seen her in a while.

Ella: We see a great many blue-eyed blondes.
Shirley: I've got a photograph.

(SHIRLEY hands a photograph to ELLA).

Ella: Charming.

Shirley: Do you know her?

Ella: Minstrel?

(ELLA shows MAX the photograph. He shakes his head).

Shirley: That was her wedding day. She'll have changed a bit since then.

(MAX hands the photograph back to SHIRLEY).

Max: Never seen her.
Shirley: Like | said, she'll have changed.

(SHIRLEY bangs on the door and waits for a reply).

Max: She's changed her address, | know that much.
Shirley: I've got another picture. In my .... case.
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(SHIRLEYgoesto pick up her suitcase. Seeingit has gone,shefrantically looks
around).

Shirley: Where's my case?

Ella: Over the hills and far away.

Shirley: I've got to find it.

Max: All you'll find down hereis trouble. So do yourselfa favour. Turn around
and go home.

Shirley: I am home.

(Exit SHIRLEY, searching for her case).

Max: Remember when we all thought the streets were paved with gold?

Ella: The young have aspirations that never come to pass.

Max: And what did you aspire to, Lady Ella?

Ella: Truelove, dearboy. But theysenthim to war. Onecanstill closeone'seyes
and see his pianist hands, sinking in the mud.

(MAX starts to play Lili Marlene. MAX singsthe first verse,ELLA the second.
Enter JACK with SHIRLEY'ssuitcase. He goesto his corner and opensthe
case,pulling out clothesin searchof somethingvaluable. He finds a letter
and begins to read. What SHIRLEY has written intrigues him).

SCENE 3. ALFREDO'S CAFE, DEAN STREET. Later that night.

(Like its ownersALFREDOJALF] andLYDIA, the caféhasa shabbywarmth. ALF
reads the paper behind the counter and LYDIA makesup wage packets.
WaitressPATSYpaints her nails as RUTH clearsthe tables. BOB, PAUL,
JIM and DEC occupytheir usualtable. JACK s at onetable with a cup of
tea and FRANK goes up to the counter).

Paul: (reading) "An ‘arley Streetdoctor warnsteenagersgainstthe Twist. The
dance can lead to spinal displacement, loss of libido and premature death".

Frank: A bit like your tea, Alf.

Alf:  Tuppence.

Frank: Back to the salt mine.



(Exit FRANK).

Alf: Last of the big spenders.

Lydia: It's tuppence more than if he'd gone elsewhere.

Alf: (noddingto the Mods) And we could do without themmakingonecappuccino
last a lifetime.

Lydia: They're skint.

Alf: They're bone idle.

Lydia: They've been laid off the building site since Christmas 'cos of frost.

Alf: We're not a caff, we're a soup kitchen.

Lydia: There's plenty 'round here who'd be glad of the trade.

Alf: Like who? The Sally Army?

Lydia: You'd be lost without 'em and you know it.

Patsy: He'd have nothing to moan about.

(ALF surveys the café).

Alf: Candles that'swhatwe need. Candlesn Chiantibottles. Bring in thetheatre
crowd, would that. A nice new bit of lino and candlight.

Ruth: Then they won't see the muck.

Alf: Ragazze giovane! You have no respect!

Ruth: Respect is earned, Alfredo.

Alf: So are wages - or haven't you heard?

Ruth: Wages, what's them?

Alf: Enough to keep you in new outfits.

Ruth: Good job mini-skirts are in, that's all | can say.

Alf: You get tips, dont'cha?

Ruth: We did get a tip once. What was it, Patsy?

Patsy: Don't eat the food.

(Enter SHIRLEY. She looks around nervously for a table).

Bob: Pull up a chair, luv?
Lydia: (to BOB) Oi! Don't scare the customers.

(SHIRLEYsitsdownat JACK'stable. JACK startsto watchher. SHIRLEYtries to
ignore him but JACK can'ttake his eyesoff her. TheMODSare also staring
over).

Bob: So what would you give her out of ten, boys?
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Jim: Body? Eight.

Paul: Threads? Two.

Bob: Dec?

Dec: What?

Bob: What do you reckon to the new girl?

Dec: | dunno.

Paul: Look, son. It's abouttime you put your rod backin the water,know what |
mean?

Dec: | hate fishing.

Paul: There's more sardines in the sea than Betty Black, mate.

Dec: (wistfully) Betty Black.

Jim: (to PAUL) Now you've done it.

Dec: You know, | always promisedBetty I'd buy a Lambretta. And | had this
stupidideathatwhenshesawl'd finally doneit, sawl'd finally got something
to show for myself that she'd .... that she'd ....

Bob: Go all the way?

Dec: Come back, if you must know. Leave Tommy King and come back to me.

Paul: There's only one thing that girl wants, mate. Filthy lucre.

Dec: So what should | do? Get on me bike and rob a bank?

Bob: Or a big house up in Knightsbridge.

Paul: Or a mail train.

Bob: A mail train?

Paul: | overhearda fella talking in a pub. They carry two million quid in used
notes, so he says.

Dec: It's dirty money. We'd be no better than King.

Bob: We'd be rich like King.

Jim: King might be rich. But he's not got a Series 1 Lambretta.

Dec: Nor have I. I've got no cash, no wheels, no Betty.

Jim: Wanna bet?

(JIM leaves the table).

Dec: Where's he going?
Jim: The Holloway Road. | ain't gonna let that scooter die.

(Exit JIM, followed by BOB, PAUL and DEC. LYDIA taps PATSY on the shoulder).

Lydia: Patsy, petal? Can | trouble you to take the lady's order?
Patsy: I'm on my break.
Lydia: No, love. That finished in October.
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Patsy: | can't pick nothing up.
Lydia: Why?
Patsy: My nails ain't dry. Do you like the red?

(PATSY holds out her hand to show her nail varnish).
Lydia: It matches your eyes - now wake up and get to work.

(PATSYreluctantly goesto take SHIRLEY'sorder. Enter NORMAN, from the
kitchen).

Norman: Alf ... ?

Alf: What have you got, Norman?

Norman: Flu.

Alf: Pots.

Norman: Me glands are up again.

Ruth: Aah, let's have a look at you.

Norman: Me mum says | shouldn't have come in.
Ruth: Where does it hurt?

Norman: Everywhere.

Patsy: Does this make it better?

(PATSY pulls NORMAN's elasticated bow tie).

Norman: | hope it's contagious.

Alf: Pots!

Norman: But Alf .... ?

Alf: What do | pay you for, Norman?
Norman: Pots.

(NORMAN goes back to the kitchen and LYDIA comes to the counter).

Lydia: Lay off him, will you?

Alf: Lay him off, don't you mean?

Lydia: He's the best kitchen hand we've ever had.

Alf: That's like saying 'this is the best rash I've ever had'.

Lydia: At least he turns up. Where's this new waitress you promised me?
Alf: She's not coming.

Lydia: Since when?

Alf: We're overstaffed.
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Lydia: Overstaffed? We've not had a night off since Christmas.

Alf: We're breaking our necks just to break even. We can't afford her.

Lydia: You promised me a holiday in Spain.

Alf: Why do you want Benidorm when you've got me?

Lydia: You know what, Alfredo? | wish you changedyour underpantasoften as
your mind.

Alf: Meaning?

Lydia: If I don't get a waitress, you won't have a wife.

(PATSY stares into space as SHIRLEY reads the menu).

Shirley: What's Spaghetti Bolog-naise?
Patsy: Four shillings.

Shirley: I'll have that. With chips.
Patsy: (shaking her headNortherners.

(PATSY gives ALF the order. She and RUTH take off their aprons).

Alf: And where are you going?
Patsy: I've finished me shift.
Alf: We've got customers.

(Enter NORMAN, sniffing).

Norman: Alf?

Alf: Later, Norman.

Norman: Alf?

Alf: Don't sniff in front of customers.

Norman: (whispering to ALF) There's two fellas ....
Alf: I've heard your jokes before. They ain't funny.
Norman: At the back door. In suits.

Alf: Health inspectors?

Norman: Sharp suits

Alf: How sharp?

Norman: You'll cut yourself looking.

(Enter DAWSON and DOYLE, from the kitchen. They stare menacingly at
ALFREDO).

Alf: Who's sent 'em?
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Norman: Who do you think? Tommy King.
Alf: King of Soho.

(DAWSON beckons ALFREDO over).

Norman: What does King want with a greasy spoon?

Alf: If my spoons are greasy it's 'cos you ain't washed 'em.
Patsy: All right if we get off, then?

Alf: Yeah, yeah.

(PATSY and RUTH look at each other in amazement).

Lydia: I'd go now, girls - before he changes his mind.
Ruth: It's pay-day.
Alf: Ain't it just?

(LYDIA takestwo wage packetsfrom her apron pocketand handsthemto PATSY
and RUTH. ALFREDO checksthat LYDIA isn't watching then sneaks
through to the kitchen. JACK smiles at SHIRLEY).

Shirley: (exasperated)What?
Jack: | knew you'd come.

SCENE 4 DEAN STREET, SOHO. Later that night.
(FRANK reads the newspaper).

Frank: (reading) "Film starDianaDors cutsthe ribbon on the latestventurefor
Sohobusinessmaiommy King, who saystherewill be ‘glamouron tap'at
his new nightclub, The Pink Flamingo. Mr. King, who has many business
interestsin and aroundthe WestEnd, is alsoknown for his charitablework.
He hasalreadypledgedto hold his annualBarnardo'sChildrensParty at the
glittering new venue, 'but with lemonade corks popping instead of
champagne’, he reassured our correspondent”.
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(FRANK folds up his paper).

Frank: He buys his paperfrom me. Well, his floozie does.But Tommy always
nods when he's passing. Knows eveyone,doesTommy. Knows Barbara
Windsor. Personallike. | sawherleavinghis placethe othermorning. That
one didn't make the papers.

(FRANK gestures that he has received a backhand payment).

Frank: He lives up onBrewer Street. Penthousdlat. Gota pile in Surrey,an'all.
With apool. Mostfolk look wherethey'regoing whentheywalk down this
street. WhenMr. King's around,they look wherehe'sgoing. Well, if they
know what's good for 'em, they do.

SCENE 5 TOMMY KING'S OFFICE, SOHO. Later that night.

(TOMMYi s alonein his office, listeningto a record of Nessun Dorma. He lightsa
large cigar, sits back and loses himself in the music. Enter BETTY BLACK).

Betty: Tommy?
Tommy: Sshhh.
Betty: But Tommy ....
Tommy: Hear that?
Betty: What?
Tommy: Claaass.
Betty: Klaus Who?

(TOMMY turns down the music).

Tommy: How did it go, babe?

Betty: Oh, Tommy. I'm gonna be a star!

Tommy: You got the job?

Betty: The director says I'm just what he's looking for.
Tommy: What did | tell yer?

Betty: And guess what? He's heard of you.

Tommy: Little me?
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Betty: Sends his regards.

Tommy: Nice.

Betty: And he said that he was sure that my lack of any formal kind of dance
training would not detract from my performance.

Tommy: See? You're a natural.

Betty: | know. And he's going to reveal it to the world.

Tommy: Didn't get fresh with you, did he?

Betty: 'Course not. He's a consummate professional, he said so himself.

Tommy: So long as he knows better than to consummate my girl.

Betty: | hope you're prepared, Tommy. Life will never be the same again.

Tommy: No.

Betty: This show is going to catapult Betty Black into an object of desire.

Tommy: There's only two things you need to be a star.

Betty: What's that, Tommy?

Tommy: Presence, babe. And passion.

Betty: Show me, Tommy. Show me.

(TOMMY turns upNessun Dorma and sings the vocal to BETTY).
Betty: Oh, Tommy. You send shivers up me spine.

(As TOMMY reachesthe climax, enterDAWSONand DOYLE. Whenhe reaches
the end, they give a polite round of applause).

Doyle: Bravo, boss.
Dawson: Brings a tear to the eye.

(TOMMY nods,returnsto his seatand gesturefor DAWSONand DOYLEto enter.
TOMMY takes a key from his pocket and gives it to BETTY).

Tommy: There'schampagnen ice at the club, babe.Go homeand makeyourself
beautiful.

Betty: Can we have strawberries? All the stars have strawberries with champagne.

Tommy: I'll pick you up in an hour.

Betty: Tommy?

Tommy: | got a bit of business to see to.

Betty: When you say beautiful?

Tommy: Strapless red dress. Long white gloves. Mink stole.

Betty: Hair up or down?

Tommy: You know how | like it.
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Betty: Yes, Tommy.
(Exit BETTY).

Tommy: Lovely girl.
Doyle: Bright future.

(TOMMY takesa brown envelopefull of moneyout of his deskand givesit to
DOYLE).

Tommy: Feels good to be a patron of the arts.
(DOYLE smirks and puts the envelope in his inside pocket).

Tommy: Now; Spaghetti Joe.

Doyle: We paid him a visit.

Tommy: Is he speaking our language?

Dawson: We told him there were big countries and small countries.
Doyle: That the small countries need the big countries to protect them.
Doyle: If they ain't got no defence, they might get attacked.

Tommy: It's a nasty world we live in.

Doyle: "Tommy King rules a big country. You need his face on your stamp".
Dawson:"Or we'll stamp on your face".

Tommy: So is he taking out insurance?

Dawson: We explained the advantages.

Doyle: Set reasonable terms.

Tommy: And what did he say to you?

Dawson: No.

Tommy: No?

Doyle: Says he can't afford to.

Dawson: We said he can't afford not to.

Doyle: But he still said no.

Tommy: To such a tempting offer?

Dawson: He's thick, boss.

Tommy: | hope you didn't say that to his face?

Doyle: No, boss. Honest.

Tommy: Our Italian friend should invest in his future. Why, Dawson?
Dawson:Er ....

Doyle: Cos you never know what's ....

Dawson: Round the corner, boss.
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Tommy: So, boys? How can we convince him of that?
Dawson: Break his cooking arm.

Tommy: Be nice to him.

Dawson: Nice?

Tommy: Be so nice, he can't say no. Got it?
Dawson: }

Doyle: }Yes, boss.

Tommy: And boys?

Dawson: Yes, boss?

Tommy: Get the lady strawberries.

Doyle: Strawberries?

Tommy: Red things. With stalks.
Dawson: At this time of night?

Tommy: You'll find 'em, boys. For me.

(TOMMY turns his music up. Exit DAWSON and DOYLE).

SCENE 6 ALFREDO'S CAFE. Later that night.

(Theonly peopleleft in the café are SHIRLEY , JACK and LYDIA, who is shutting
up for the night. JACK is still watching SHIRLEY, who is finishing her meal).

Jack: | knew you'd find me.

Shirley: Look, I've told you; | don't know you.

Lydia: Leave the lady alone, all right?

Jack: (to SHIRLEY) I knew you'd come.

Lydia: All right, Jack. On your bike.

(LYDIA grabs JACK and drags him out).

Jack: I'm not Jack. I'm John.

(LYDIA slams the door on JACK. Enter NORMAN, zipping up his anorak).
Norman: Night, Lydia.
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Lydia: Where's Alfredo when | need him?
Norman: Gone to bed.

Lydia: Bed?

Norman: He must have caught my cold.
Lydia: I'll see you tomorrow, then.
Norman: (sniffing) Don't count on it.

(NORMANDbuilds up to a huge sneeze. SHIRLEYtakesa hankerchieffrom her
pocket and gives it to him to sneeze into. NORMAN smiles and offers it back)

Shirley: Keep it.
Norman: (touched) Can 1?

(Exit NORMAN. LYDIA goesto take SHIRLEY'deacupand gestureso JACK,who
is hanging around outside).

Lydia: He's been out there too long, that's all. Are you done?

Shirley: Can | have another, please?

Lydia: Ain't you got no home to go to?

Shirley: I'm stopping with my mother. She'd let me stay out all night if | wanted to.
Lydia: Don't she know what it's like round here?

Shirley: 'Course she does. She knows everything, my mother.

(LYDIA looksinto SHIRLEY'seacup. Sheturnsthe cup over, poursthe dregsinto
the saucer then sits down to read the tea leaves).

Lydia: Mmm .... interesting.

Shirley: What do you see?

Lydia: A woman. Early forties, I'd say.

Shirley: Is she blonde?

Lydia: Yeah, she is. And she's stood at a window. She's looking for someone.

Shirley: Is she looking for me?

Lydia: | can seethat she'sworried. What has shegot to be worried about, |
wonder?

Shirley: Nothing.

Lydia: Well, why don't you go home and tell her? We're closed.

(LYDIA picksup SHIRLEY'otsandtakesthemthroughto thekitchen. Assoonas
sheis out of sight, SHIRLEY makesa movetowardsthe door but LYDIA
seems to have eyes in the back of her head).
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Lydia: SpagBol, chips,treaclepuddingandthreecupsof tea. That'sfive shillings
and sixpence.

(SHIRLEY puts her hand into her coat pocket).

Shirley: Five shillings and how much?

Lydia: Sixpence.

Shirley: That's strange. | can't find my purse.
Lydia: Keep looking.

(SHIRLEY takes a sixpence from her pocket and hands it to LYDIA).

Shirley: Here's sixpence. Can | owe you the rest?
Lydia: Fancy her sending you out just with sixpence.
Shirley: Who?

Lydia: Your mother.

Shirley: | had a ten shilling note. | lost my bag.
Lydia: So how will you get home?

Shirley: I'll walk.

Lydia: All the way?

Shirley: Yes.

Lydia: Where is home exactly?

(Awkward silence).

Shirley: I'll seeyouright, | promise. Firstthing tomorrow, 'l getmyselfajob. I'll
pay you back, every penny, | swear.

Lydia: How old are you?

Shirley: Twenty-one.

Lydia: Try again.

(Beat).

Shirley: Sixteen.

Lydia: What's your name?

Shirley: You won't call the police, will you?

Lydia: What's your name, love?

Shirley: Shirley. Shirley Sutton. Pleasedon'tcall the policethey'll only sendme
back.

Lydia: Runaway girl, are you?
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Shirley: I'm looking for my mother, she used to live next door. Jessie Sutton?
Lydia: Don't ring a bell.

(SHIRLEY gives LYDIA the letter from her pocket).

Shirley: She wrote to my father. She gave that address, look.
Lydia: Yeah, in 1956.

Shirley: She might come back.

Lydia: She might not.

Shirley: But I will. Just as soon as I'm sorted. | give you my word.

(SHIRLEYgoesto the door, where JACK is waiting outside. LYDIA picksup an
apron).

Lydia: Thehoursareshockingthe money'sworseandyou'll nevergetathank-you
from theboss. But mealsarein andthere'sa bedroomupstairs. It's not much
to write home about -

Shirley: I'm not planning to.

Lydia: If you graft like you talk, you're the answer to my prayers.

(LYDIA smiles and hands SHIRLEY the apron).

END OF ACT I
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ACT 1

SCENE 1 ALFREDO'S CAFE. Next Day.

(SHIRLEY is hard at work cleaning tables. RUTH and PATSY watch her
suspiciously. ALFREDOcan't take his eyesoff the door, LYDIA is watching
ALFREDOand NORMAN:s collecting pots. BOB, DEC and PAUL are at
their usual table).

Patsy: Ain't it time you took a break, Shirl?
Shirley: | don't want a break.

Patsy: Can | have it, then?

Shirley: Feel free.

(Enter JIM, in overalls).

Bob: What's the news?

Paul: Will she pull through?

Jim: Herignition'slostit's spark,her kick-start'sstoppedher exhausts exhausted.
I'll be honest with you, Dec. It's touch and go.

Dec: All right - how much?

Jim: Ten quid for a fighting chance.

Dec: Ten quid?

Paul: Do you want Betty back or don't you?

(DEC sighs and gets out his wallet).

Lydia: (to ALF) Expecting someone?

Alf: No. 'Course not. I'm not expecting no-one.

Bob: 'Ere, Shirl? Are you coming out with us tonight?

Shirley: No, ta.

Bob: Why not?

Shirley: I've got work to do.

Bob: You're in swinging London, Shirl.

Paul: It's time you learned to swing.

Shirley: There is one thing I'd love to see.

Bob: Name it.

Shirley: Thechangingof theguard. You know from Winnie the Pooh? My mother
used to read it to me.
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(The MODS and WAITRESSES groan).

Bob: What? (BOB pulls outa chair and sitsdown,with the backof the chair facing
forwards). The Changing of the Guard? Climb aboard.

Shirley: You what?

Bob: We can't keep her Majesty waiting. Lads?

(PAUL, JIM and DEC line their chairsalongsidehim. SHIRLEYsits on the backof
BOB'S chair).

Paul: Want a ride, girls?

(PATSY, RUTH and LYDIA climb on the back of PAUL, JIM and DEC's chairs).
Bob: Music.

(NORMAN turns on the radio and the MODS ride the chairs as if they are scooters)

Bob: Out of DeanStreetandleft onto ShaftesburAvenue- homeof the WestEnd
theatre.

Paul: 'To be or not to be' ....

Bob: Round Piccadilly Circus ....

Dec: Ere, Eros ....

Bob: Down Piccadilly, round Hyde Park Corner and stop at Buck House.

(NORMAN stops the music. The MODS stand up and salute).

Paul: Commoners, | give you the Queen.

Dec: (as the QUEEN)Bow and scrape, bow and scrape.

Paul: 'Ere,your maj? You know themguardsof yours? This girl wantsto see'em
changing.

Dec: Young men changing? What a vulgar mind she has! Off with her head!

Bob: Lets get out of here!

(The music starts up and the MODS ride on).

Bob: Birdcage Walk, ParliamentSquareand the Palaceof Westminster. Cross
Trafalgar Square, dodge them black cabs along the way and what's this?

Paul: Madame Tussauds.

Jim: Home of the world's great dummies.
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(The MODS each strike a pose).

Paul: Elvis Presley.

Dec: Marilyn Monroe.

Bob: Winston Churchill. We'll fight 'em on the beaches.

Paul: I didn't know he was a mod.

Bob: From Tussauds, we'll take in The Planetarium.

Dec: Ten bob, mate.

Bob: Ten bob to see the stars? We can lie on our backs and look at ‘em for free.

(NORMAN turns the music down. The MODS look up to the sky).

Jim: What's the bright one?

Bob: That's the pole star. And the square to the left, that's Ursa Minor.
Paul: Look at that!

Shirley: What?

Paul: A shooting star.

Bob: Go on, Shirley - make a wish.

Shirley: | wish.

Bob: Don't say it out loud.

Shirley: (to herself) I wish ....

(Enter TOMMY KING with BETTYon his arm. Following themare DAWSONand
DOYLE, who stand guard at the door).

Tommy: Be careful what you wish for, girl. It might just come true.
Dec: Betty?

(BETTY ignores DEC).

Lydia: What d'you want?
Tommy: Tea for two.

(SHIRLEY whispers to BOB).

Shirley: Who's that?

Bob: Tommy King. And Dec's ex.

Shirley: What does he do?

Bob: What don't he do? Nightclubs, rackets, girls, pills ....
Shirley: What kind of pills?
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Bob: Well, you can bet they ain't aspirin.
Tommy: Alfredo?
Alf: That's me.

(TOMMY hands ALFREDO a business card).

Tommy: My card.

Alf: 1 know who you are.

Lydia: And what have you come for?

Alf: (to LYDIA) You heard what he said. Tea for two.

(Exit LYDIA, to the kitchen. TOMMY walksslowly aroundthe café. TOMMY takes
a goodlook at SHIRLEY whois the only onewho looksdirectly back. DEC
whispers to BETTY, who daren't take her eyes off TOMMY).

Dec: How are you, Betty?

Betty: On top of the world. My showbiz career starts tonight.

Dec: What showbiz career?

Betty: I'm dancing. In a nightclub.

Dec: Which one?

Betty: The Pink Flamingo.

Dec: The Pink Flamingo? That's not a nightclub, it's a -

Betty: Stepping stone, Tommy says.

Dec: Yeah. Into the gutter.

Betty: | oweit all to Tommy.He treatsmelike a Queen. I've neverbeenhappierin
all of my life.

(BETTYtakesout a mirror and checksher make-up. TOMMY takesALFREDOto
one side).

Tommy: Nice little business you've built up, Alfredo.

Alf: We do all right.

Tommy: But you could do better. With a little bit of help.

Alf: I don't need no help.

Tommy: RemembeMickey Parnham?Hada papershopon Frith Street?!| offered
to help him once. He turned me down. And thenwould you believe it?
Electrical fault. The place went up like a tinderbox.

Alf: He was unlucky.

Tommy: I'll say. He didn't have no insurance.

Alf: Insurance? You mean extortion.
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Tommy: That's a nasty little word to chuck about.

Alf: Words are all I've got, Mr. King.

Tommy: Got a nice girl, ain'tcha? A pretty girl. Lets hope she stays that way.
Alf: If you go anywhere near her ....

Tommy: | won't touch an hair on her head. Can't speak for the boys, though.

(Beat).
Alf: How much?
(TOMMY whispers to ALFREDO).

Alf: | can't get my hands on that kind of money.

Tommy: I'm a reasonable man, Alfredo. I'll give you 'til tomorrow.
Alf: You can give me 'til Doomsday. | ain't got it.

Tommy: Betty?

(BETTY takes TOMMY's arm. Enter LYDIA, with a cup of tea).

Lydia: Dont'cha want your tea, then?
Tommy: I'll come back for it tomorrow.
Lydia: That'll be sixpence.

Tommy: It says tuppence on the menu.
Lydia: Inflation.

(TOMMY takes a note out of his pocket and puts it on the counter).
Tommy: Keep the change.
(DEC steps in front of TOMMY).

Dec: | know your game.

Tommy: And who are you?

Dec: Declan Jones. And | know what kind of star you want her to be.
Tommy: (to BETTY)Is he a friend of yours?

Dec: More than a friend. We'd been sweethearts since school.
Mods: Sweethearts?

Dec: So you'd better take care of her, you'd better treat her right.

(TOMMY gives DEC a hard stare but DEC holds his gaze).
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Tommy: Ain't you showed your friend the diamond?
Betty: No.
Tommy: Show him the diamond.

(BETTY reluctantly holds out her hand to display a diamond ring on her
engagement finger).

Tommy: | take care of her. | take care of everyone. Alfredo.

(Exit BETTYand TOMMY,with a nodto ALFREDO. Exit DAWSONand DOYLE,
with a cold stare around the café).

Norman: He ain't no King.
(Exit NORMAN, to the kitchen).

Alf: Right! Everybody out. We're closed.
Lydia: Closed?

Alf: Go on. Hit the town.

Ruth: What with?

(ALF opens the till and stuffs money into RUTH and PATSY's hands).

Alf: There. Now go.

Ruth: Thanks, Alf.

Patsy: Nice one. Coming Shirley?
Shirley: No, ta. | want an early night.

(Exit PATSY and RUTH).

Dec: (to PAUL) Oneof thesedays,I'm gonnarip thatring off herfinger. Rip it off
and throw it in the Thames.

Paul: She's not worth it, mate.

Bob: Not when the drinks are on Alfredo.

(Exit DEC, PAUL, JIM and BOB, following PATSY and RUTH).

Lydia: What's going on, Alf?
Alf: Nothing.
Lydia: Nothing? You barely pay themgirls to be here,now you're paying'emto
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go.
Alf: Remember Benidorm?

Lydia: Our holiday?

Alf: Well, we're going. We're going tonight.

(Exit ALFREDO, through the kitchen).
Lydia: Alfredo? Alfredo!

(Exit LYDIA, following ALFREDO. SHIRLEYis alonein the café. Shepicksup
TOMMYKING'Sbusinesgard from the counterandtakesa long, thoughtful
look at it. SHIRLEY picks up the telephone and dials).

Shirley: Tommy King, please. No, it's personal.

SCENE 2. ALFREDO'S CAFE. Later that night.

(SHIRLEYsits in the darkness. Sheis startled by a noisein the back of the café.
Enter NORMAN).

Shirley: Norman! | thought you'd gone home.
Norman: | had pots.

(NORMAN goes to lock the front door).

Shirley: It's all right. I'll lock up.
Norman: Suit yourself.

(NORMAN hesitates, as if he has something to say).

Shirley: Goodnight then, Norman.

Norman: Is it hard - running away?

Shirley: (unconvincingly)It's not hard at all. It's the best thing I've ever done.
Norman: Could | do it, do you think?

Shirley: What have you got to run away from?

Norman: Nothing much. S'pose that's why | want to.
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Shirley: You've got to have somewhere to go.

Norman: | like the look of Whitby. | saw it on a calendar.

Shirley: And what would Alfredo do without you?

Norman: Alfredo'sfinished. He'll haveto handthis placeoverto King, just wait
and see.

Shirley: Is he really that bad?

Norman: He'd sell his own mother if the price was right.

Shirley: Go on, now. You'll miss your bus.

Norman: | can stop if you like? Keep you company?

Shirley: I'm all right.

Norman: You weren't this morning. | heard you throwing up.

Shirley: | had food poisoning.

Norman: | s'pose that's what you get for eating here.

Shirley: Don't tell Lydia, will you?

Norman: Kaolin and Morphine, that's what you want. Settles me down every time.

Shirley: Goodnight, Norman.

Norman: Goodnight, Shirl.

(Exit NORMAN, through the kitchen. Outside, MAX idly plays Lili Marlene.
SHIRLEYgoesto the door and listensto MAX. On seeingsheis there, MAX
singsto her. JACK watchesfrom the shadowsas MAX singsthe third verse
to SHIRLEY. As MAX singsof true love comingher way, SHIRLEYputsa
coin into MAX's hat).

Shirley: Well, let's hope so.

Max: Any requests?

Shirley: | knew a boy who sang like you.

Max: Back home?

Shirley: Yeah. He was good. And good to me, too.

Max: So what are you doing down here?

Shirley: What are you?

Max: Me? | came looking for the Seven Wonders of Soho.

Shirley: Did you find them?

Max: The first | cameacrosswas April Alexander. Shewent to Casablanca
chorusboy, cameback a showgirl. The second? Kevin by day, Stella by
night. Stands six foot two in her high-heeled shoes.

Shirley: Boys dressed as girls?

Max: Thenthere'sBill andJackfrom the Black Cat. They'vebeentogethersince
thewar, bless'em. Thefifth is the HonourableMember. Spendshis daysin
the Housebut calls the Black Cat home. The sixth wonderof Sohois that
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scruffy buskeron DeanStreet. Playsfor penniedn the streetbut he dinesout
every night on experience.

Shirley: And the seventh?

Max: Oh, I'm still waiting for him to come along.

Shirley: Him?

Max: Mr. Right. Where are you, Mr. Right?

Shirley: Sssh! There's a law against that.

Max: Theycanlock me up andthrow awaythekey. It won't stopme beingwho |
am.

Shirley: Or doing what you have to.

Max: What do you have to do?

Shirley: Forget that boy. Forget it all. And find my mother.

(MAX singsthe last verseof Lili Marlene to SHIRLEY. Shejoins in the final
chorus. Exit MAX, with a wink to SHIRLEY. SHIRLEYgoesbackinto the
cafe. From the darkness, she is shocked to hear a voice she recognises).

Tommy: Nice voice.

(SHIRLEYputson a light to seeTOMMY KING sitting at a table with a bottle of gin
and two glasses).

Shirley: (shocked)You?

Tommy: | could do something with that voice.
Shirley: | thought you'd send one of your fellas.
Tommy: Like you said - this is personal.

(TOMMY offers SHIRLEY a glass of gin).

Shirley: What is it?
Tommy: Mother's ruin.

(SHIRLEY takes the glass from TOMMY but doesn't drink from it).
Shirley: Have you brought them?
Tommy: | always deliver.

Shirley: Good. So what do | owe you?

(TOMMY finishes his glass of gin).
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Tommy: Just an explanation.

Shirley: Why?

Tommy: This is big stuff for a little girl. You could get me into trouble.
Shirley: You say you're a businessman?

Tommy: That's right.

Shirley: Well, this is my business.

Tommy: Won't he marry you - the father?

Shirley: Does it matter?

Tommy: Can't he marry you?

Shirley: | can take care of myself.

(TOMMYreachesnto hisinsidepocketandtakesouta roll of fifty poundnotesand
throws it across to SHIRLEY).

Shirley: What's this?

Tommy: Five hundred pounds. It should be enough.

Shirley: Enough?

Tommy: To putaroof overyour head. Foodonthetable. Forabig blue pramwith
silver wheels that you can push around the park.

Shirley: | asked you for pills -

Tommy: There's no guarantee they'd do the job.

Shirley: You said you'd bring me pills.

Tommy: | said I'd help you.

Shirley: Yeah. Help me get rid of it.

Tommy: (noddingto the money) There'smorewherethatcamefrom. Plentymore
if you want it.

Shirley: | don't.

Tommy: Not the pills. The kid.

Shirley: I'm just a kid myself.

Tommy: But you've got me to see you right.

Shirley: All | cameherefor wasto Jessie. But she'snot here,is she? SoI'll do
things my way.

(SHIRLEY gives the money back to TOMMY. He puts it in his pocket).

Tommy: Jessie who?
Shirley: Jessie Sutton. My mother. She lived round here once.

(SHIRLEYtakesher mother'sphotographout of her pocketand givesit to TOMMY.
He looks at it then gives it back).
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Tommy: You're alike.

Shirley: Do you think so?

Tommy: | didn't know a Jessie Sutton. But | knew Jessie Lloyd.

Shirley: Lloyd? That's her maiden name.

Tommy: Blonde girl. Lived next door. Worked for me.

Shirley: 'Til when?

Tommy: September '61.

Shirley: Is she living round here? Has she moved on?

Tommy: Yeah.

Shirley: Whereto? | wasfour yearsold whensheleft us with my father. Please,
Mr. King, I've got to find her.

Tommy: Why?

Shirley: 'Cos I'm sixteen and pregnant and she'll know what to do.

Tommy: What if she don't want to be found?

(SHIRLEY takes her mother's letter out of her pocket).

Shirley: (reading) 'If the girls arein trouble, I'll be here. Maybe then, they'll
understand why | left'.

(SHIRLEY gives the letter to TOMMY. He reads it then hands it back).

Tommy: Jessidiked a party but it playedwith her nerves. The quackprescribed
her somethingbut shemixed it with gin. Shenevermeantto take so many.
She just wanted to sleep.

Shirley: Sleep?

Tommy: Yeah. And you're right. She would have known.

(SHIRLEYsits down, devastatedby what TOMMY hastold her. TOMMY waits in
the silence.Eventually,he takesa packetof pills from his pocketand puts
them on the table).

Shirley: How many do | take?
Tommy: I'm not a doctor.

Shirley: What do | owe you?

Tommy: Nothing.

Shirley: Nothing?

Tommy: Protection. That's my game.

(Exit TOMMY, through the kitchen. Slowly, SHIRLEY picks up the pills).
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SCENE 3. DEAN STREET. Next Morning.

(FRANK is selling newpapersfrom his usual pitch. Enter BETTY, wearing
sunglasses. She buys a newspaper from FRANK).

Frank: Standardgetyour Standard. Model in GunshotsCase. Man Accusedof
Shooting at Keeler Goes to Trial.

Betty: Keeler?

Frank: Christine Keeler.

Betty: Weren't she a showgirl at that club ‘round the corner?

Frank: That's her. And now some fella's tried to bump her off.

Betty: Why?

Frank: She'smixed up with all sorts,takemy word. There'smoreto all this than
meets the eye.

Betty: How do you mean?

Frank: (whispers) There's rumours she's been at it with a Government Minister.

Betty: No?

Frank: (whispers) And at the same time as him, she had a Russian.

Betty: It's a free country, | suppose.

Frank: Not for our Christine. There'll be no escape from this lot, that's for sure.

Betty: But at least it's made her famous.

Frank: That won't help her when the bomb drops.

Betty: Don't you want to be famous?

Frank: Me? Who'd sell the papers if we all made the news?

(EnterPAUL, JIM, BOB,PATSYRUTHand DEC, looking slightly worsefor wear.
BETTY hides behind her newspaper).

Paul: Morning, Frank.

Jim: We've been up all night.

Frank: I'd never have guessed.

Jim: We saw the bestgroup on the planet,Frank. They'll be on the front page
before long.

Mods: 'Talking 'bout my g..g..generation'.

(BETTY peers from behind her newspaper).

Betty: Dec?
Dec: Betty.
Jim: (to DEC) We'll see you in Alfredo’s.
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(PAUL, JIM, BOB, PATSY and RUTH stagger into Alfredo's).

Dec: So - how's the highlife?

Betty: | made my showbiz debut last night.
Dec: Big hit, were you?

Betty: A very big hit.

(BETTY lowers her sunglasses to reveal a black eye).

Dec: What happened? Was it Tommy?

Betty: Sshh!

Dec: His men? It was one of his men?

Betty: | hadto dancetopless. That'show everybodystarts,so Tommy says. |
closedmy eyessol couldn'tseethemen. Thenl fell off the stage pangedme
head and got the sack.

Dec: (smiling) You did?

Betty: Everyonewaslaughing. Everyonebut Tommy. He saysit's the end, Dec.
The end of my careerthe endof me andhim. He wantshis ring backand
everything.

(BETTY looks at the ring on her finger. DEC takes her hand).
Dec: And what Tommy wants - Tommy gets.
(DEC pulls her diamond ring off and throws the ring as far as he can).

Betty: You shouldn't have done that, Dec.

Dec: If he wants it, he can find it in the gutter.

Betty: It belonged to his mother. You don't know what he's like about his mother.

Dec: All I know is that I'd be the richest man in London if you'd come back to me.

Betty: You don't want me. Not after what I've done.

Dec: Do you know what | want, Betty Black? Jellied eelsoff StepneyMarket,
remember?

Betty: We ate 'em under the arches 'cos it rained.

Dec: And that's not all we did there, do you remember?

Betty: Dec!

Dec: You told me you were going to be a star and what did | say?

Betty: That | was.

Dec: And you always will be in my eyes.

Betty: Oh, Dec.
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Dec: Oh, Betty.
Betty: Oh, the ring!

(BETTY runs off in the direction of the ring, followed by DEC).

SCENE 4. ALFREDO'S CAFE.

(Continuousaction. LYDIAIs hard atworkin thecafé. EnterALFREDO,carrying
suitcases).

Alf: Lydia? What are you doing?

Lydia: Same as | do every day.

Alf: We've got a plane to catch.

Lydia: I've said me piece on that.

Alf: And do you want to end up in a pasta?

Lydia: King rulesby fear,that'sall. If we ain'tscaredof him, there'snothinghecan
do.

Alf: But we are scared.

Lydia: He don't know that.

Alf: I think he's got a fair idea.

Lydia: He's a bully. All that makes him in my eyes is a frightened little boy.

Alf: Sowhatareyou goingto dowhenhe comesfor his dosh? Smackhis wrist and
send him home?

Lydia: Nothing.

Alf: Nothing?

Lydia: We're going to open up and do an honest days work.

Alf: This time last week, all you wanted was a holiday.

Lydia: And what would you and me do all day in Benidorm?

Alf: It'd be that honeymoon you never had.

Lydia: And why didn't1? 'Coswe put everylast farthing we hadinto this place.
Now, it might not look like much but it's ours, Alfredo. This is wherewe
belong. And I'm not leaving it. Not for Tommy King or no-one.

(Enter SHIRLEY, wearily tying her apron).

Shirley: Morning.
Lydia: Holy Mother! What's up with you?
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Shirley: | didn't sleep very well.

Lydia: Get yourself a coffee, quick. You put the punters off their pizza.
Alf: Lydia?

Lydia: What?

(ALFREDO takes LYDIA aside as SHIRLEY pours herself a coffee).

Alf: Did you say you like it here?

Lydia: 'Course | like it here.

Alf: With me?

Lydia: Who else?

Alf: | thought ....

Lydia: What?

Alf: Well, I never amounted to much, did I? Me and my backstreet caff.
Lydia: Café.

Alf: Yeah - café.

(LYDIA puts her arms around ALFREDO).

Lydia: Ti amo, Alfredo.
Alf: Ti amo anch'io
Lydia: Why don't we go up and unpack?

(Exit LYDIA and ALFREDOthroughthe kitchen,with suitcasesSHIRLEYforces
down a coffee. Enter JACK, carrying SHIRLEY's suitcase).

Jack: Are you ready?

Shirley: That's my suitcase.

Jack: It's my suitcase. You gave it to me.

Shirley: No, I didn't.

(SHIRLEY tries to grab the suitcase but JACK pulls it away).

Jack: Yes, you did. You wanted to tell me.
Shirley: Tell you what?

(JACK takes a letter out of his pocket and reads it).

Jack: "Dear, John".
Shirley: Give it back.
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(SHIRLEY tries to grab the letter but JACK steps back).

Jack: That'sme, John. They call me Jackbut my realname’'sJohn. No-oneknows
my real name but you.
Shirley: You're mistaken, do you hear me? You're wrong.

(As SHIRLEYIlistensto the letter, her angerturns to resignation. As JACK reads
the letter, everyone in the café starts to listen).

Jack: "DearJohn,l love you. We haveto betogether.I'm carryingsomethinghat
belongsto you. Meet me by the backdoorand!'ll leavewith you tonight.
Once we're away from here, | know it will be all right. All my love, Shirley."

Shirley: That's not for your eyes.

Jack: I'm John, aren't I?

Shirley: You're not John Lennon.

Jack: John Who?

Shirley: John Lennon. He's a pop star. You must know him?

Jack: Do you?

Shirley: No. No, | don't.

(SHIRLEY sits down, unsteady on her feet).

Jack: What's the matter?

Shirley: He cameto Mansfield with his groupand| thought.... | thought.... oh,
God, | don't know what | thought.

Jack: Tell me?

(SHIRLEY takes the letter from JACK and reads it again).

Shirley: | fell pregnantall right? | fell pregnanby alad backhomeandsaidit was
JohnLennon's. It didn'tseemsofrightening,then. It didn'tseenreal. | told
myselfit washis, thenl told otherpeopleandyou know what- they believed
it. In the end,evenl believedit. Johncameto town with his groupso |
packed my bags. And once you've done that, there's no going back.

Jack: You're a liar.

Shirley: And a fool. What would John Lennon want with me? What would
anyone want with me?

Jack: | want you.

Shirley: For the last time, | don't know you.

Jack: You didn't know him.
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Shirley: And | won't make that mistake twice.

Jack: But we're leaving today. You wrote me a letter. We're leaving tonight.

Paul: Are you all right, Shirl?

Jack: I've beenwaiting andwaiting andl can'twait anylonger. No-onewantsusso
we're going.

(JACK takesout a knife and pointsit at SHIRLEY. Everyonein the café freezes
with fear. Only SHIRLEY appears calm).

Shirley: Put the knife down.
Jack: We'regettingout, you andme. We'regoingfar awayfrom here. To a place
where no-one can find us.

(JACK walks towards SHIRLEY.Behind him, from the kitchen, enters TOMMY
KING. TOMMY pulls out a gun andfires a single shot. JACK falls to the
floor).

Shirley: Jack!
Jack: John.

(JACK dies. SHIRLEYgoesto him. The gunshotbrings ALFREDO,LYDIA and
NORMAN running into the café. Behind them come DAWSON and DOYLE).

Lydia: What the hell's going on?

Shirley: He's dead.

Tommy: No name, no home, no future. He's been dead since the day he arrived.

Shirley: But it was you who pulled the trigger. You shot him in the back.

Tommy: | savedyour bacon,lady. Sodon'tgetideasaboutsquealingto the pigs.
There'sthe law of the land andthe law of the streets. | think we both know
which side you're on.

Shirley: All | know is this, Mr. King. If it's a crimeto be lonely or frightenedor
wrong, then load the gun. You'd better shoot me as well.

(Thereis a rumble of agreementfrom the crowd. TOMMY looks around at the
hostile faces).

Tommy: So what shouldl havedone? Let the little rat run wild? Leavehim to
feedin your dustbinandlive in your backyard? 'Costhat'sthe reality, my
friends. Theycomeherewith nothingandthey'repreyingon you. That'swhy
you need me. That's why you need protection.
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(Enter ELLA and MAX).
Ella: And who protected you, Mr. King?
(TOMMY gives ELLA a coin).

Tommy: Alfredo? We've got business to attend to.
Ella: Thomas Kingsley?

(TOMMYturnsand ELLA holdsup thediamondring. TOMMY goesto takeit but
ELLA closes it back into her hand).

Tommy: Where did you find that?

Ella: In the gutter.

Tommy: Gutter? It's worth a fortune.

Ella: Fortune, misfortune. 'Tis a fake.

Tommy: You what?

Ella: A fake, dear boy. A remarkably good one. But a fake nonetheless.

(ELLA takes a gin bottle from her pocket and scratches the ring down it).
Tommy: Oi?

(ELLA shows TOMMY the bottle).

Ella: Not a scratch, you see. A diamond would have left its mark.
(TOMMY tries to grab the ring but ELLA keeps hold of it).

Tommy: It's my mother's engagement ring.

Ella: Indeed. She was a rose by name and nature.

Tommy: How do you know my mother?

Ella: RoseKingsley wasour parlourmaid. Oneday, we found her crying on the
stairs. She'dmet a soldier. Saw him oncebut he nevercameback. Nine
monthslater, their baby was born. Rosecalled him Tommy. Shebought
herself a ring and swore she'd never, ever tell him that the diamond was glas:

Tommy: My fathergaveherthatring. He wasa rich man,a powerful man. He
wanted to look after us, she told me.

Ella: Of courseshedid. Shewasprotectingyou. With love, with compassionwith
not a pennyto her namebut a heartof solid gold. Rosewas the bravest
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youngwomanl've everknown. But for her courage you'd be runningwith
the rats.

(ELLA gives TOMMY the ring and exits to her favourite corner of the street.
TOMMY looks at the ring then nods to DAWSON and DOYLE).

Tommy: Boys.

(DAWSONand DOYLE pick up JACK. Everyonebowstheir headsas they carry
him out throughthe kitchen.SHIRLEYdraws TOMMY away from the crowd
while their heads are bowed).

Shirley: Your mother was like me?

Tommy: She was nothing like you. She had guts.

Shirley: You needgutsto take what you gaveme, Tommy. And you'reright - |
don't have 'em.

(SHIRLEY puts the packet of pills in TOMMY's hand).

Tommy: The pills?

Shirley: They're all there. Every one.
Tommy: | knew you wanted it.

Shirley: There's only one thing | want now.
(SHIRLEY picks up her suitcase).

Tommy: Where are you going?
Shirley: Where are you?

(Exit SHIRLEY ,unnoticedby everyoneexceptTOMMY. WhenJACK has gone,
ALFREDO clears his throat and steps forward).

Alfredo: Mr. King? We can forget aboutwhat happenecheretoday - if you can
forget we need insurance.

(Beat).
Tommy: What insurance?

(Exit TOMMY, into Dean Street).
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Alf: You know what? | think he's gone. He's really gone.

(ALFREDO and LYDIA hug each other, hardly able to believe what has just
happened.On Dean Street, TOMMY runsinto BETTYand DEC. Watching
them is ELLA).

Betty: Tommy? I've got something to tell you.

Dec: We've got something to tell you.

Betty: You won't like it. You won't like it at all.

Tommy: You lost the ring.

Dec: Yeah. So hit me now and we'll say no more about it.

(DEC puts his chin out to TOMMY, who reaches into his inside pocket).

Betty: He said hit him, not shoot him!

(TOMMY takes out his wallet, pulls out a wad of notes and gives them to DEC).
Dec: What's this?

Tommy: Enough to buy you that scooter.

Dec: And what do we have to do in return?

Tommy: Enjoy the ride.

Ella: Help the homeless.

(ELLA holdsout her hat. TOMMY putsin a handfulof notes. ELLA takesjust one
and gives the rest back to TOMMY).

Ella: Money is the root of all evil, Mr. King. And contraryto popularbelief, it
cannot buy you love. Not even in your Soho.

(Exit TOMMY. DEC takes BETTY by the hand and enters the café).

Dec: Alfredo? Two of your finest cappucchinos.
Alf: On the house.

(Everyonein the cafe cheers. LYDIA turns on the radio, which plays One Fine
Day by The Chiffons. They all get up and dance to the music).
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SCENE 5. ST. PANCRAS STATION.

(Soundof a steamtrain and a whistle blowing. FRANK is selling newspapers.
Enter SHIRLEY. She looks at her watch and up at the Arrivals board).

Frank: Foreverytrain comingin, there'sanothergoingout. Headingnorth, south,
eastwestandawayfrom the smoke. A secondchanceon a third classticket.
Makes you wonder sometimes, | tell you. Makes you think ....

(A whistle blows and a voice calls 'all aboard. Enter TOMMY KING. He
approaches SHIRLEY).

Tommy: What are you waiting for?

Shirley: My train. It hasn't come yet.

Tommy: | takeflowersto my mothereverySunday. Shesays'they'reall very well,
son. But when are you gonna bring a nice girl home?"'

Shirley: You and me?

Tommy: Why not?

Shirley: I'm not a nice girl.

Tommy: Nor wasshe. But she'she bestmotherl know. And she'sgotabedmade
up, if you want it.

Shirley: What | wanted was to take them pills. | wanted to so badly.

Tommy: It wouldn't have matteredif you had. All they'd havegot rid of wasa
headache.

Shirley: What were they?

Tommy: Aspirin.

Shirley: Aspirin?

Tommy: And a chanceto wipe the slateclean. To startafresh. Thatnewlife you
came looking for? It's inside you, Shirley Sutton.

(TOMMY puts the diamond ring on SHIRLEY's finger. She looks at the ring).

Shirley: It's beautiful.
Tommy: It is now | know what it's worth.

(SHIRLEY looks up at TOMMY).

Shirley: | don't love you, Tommy.
Tommy: But what good has love done you?
Shirley: | don'tevenknow if I'll love this child. But | feel something. | feel it

40



stronger than a gunshot and harder than a diamond.
Tommy: You'll love it.
Shirley: How do you know?
Tommy: Trust me.

(SHIRLEYcan't help but smile. Entera YOUNG GIRL carrying a suitcaseand
looking around the station in awe. SHIRLEY watches her approach FRANK).

Girl: Penny for 'em?
Frank: Sorry, darling. | was miles away.

(FRANK hands her a newspaper and she pays him a penny).

Girl: Are there jobs in tonight - and rooms to rent?

Frank: There'sobsandroomsandtheatreandnightclubsandfashionandpolitics,
moneyandcrime. There'swho'sin, who'sout, who'sup, who'sdown, who
does, who don't and who ought to know better.

Girl: London Standard. I've arrived!

(Exit YOUNG GIRL. SHIRLEY picks up her suitcase and hands it to TOMMY).

Shirley: Take me home.

(Exit SHIRLEY, followed by TOMMY).

THE END
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