FURTHER EDUCATION

Further Education

CHARACTERS

EMMA:   
21.  A student

CLAIRE: 
21.  A student

RACHEL: 
22.  A student 

JAKE  

40.  University lecturer.

FRANK:  
45.  A miner.

ANNE  

40s. Frank's very pregnant wife 

MELANIE
30s. Jake's very pregnant wife.

(Emma and Anne can be doubled)

SET

A scruffy student flat in Wivenhoe, Essex. 1985. There are three doors off to bedrooms, a front door and a kitchenette to one side. There is an old record player, television and fridge.

SYNOPSIS

In 1985 a miner Frank goes to stay with three female students – Emma, Rachel and Claire - in a student flat at Essex University. The miners picketed small ports like Wivenhoe through which coal was being imported. One of the girls is proto-feminist, the other two just struggling through student life. The violence of the picketing escalates, and two of the girls embark on unwise affairs.

AWARDS

Further Education was given rehearsed readings at the Greenwich Theatre and the Wolsey Theatre and was short listed for Channel 4's The Play's The Thing

PAINES PLOUGH READER’S REPORT

I must admit to being desperately put off by the title of this play and the accompanying synopsis of what it was about. I thought I was about to read another self-conscious, rites-of-passage expose. I apologise for that assumption outright, and can safely say that I saved the best till last because this really is a very witty well-written play

The characters are extremely well drawn and the writer’s skill has been in giving each of them their own pace – the volatile, unreasonableness of Rachel constantly clashes against Frank’s belief in traditional systems of values, and yet he too has his contradictions and an ability to laugh at himself.

The characters are, in a sense, all representations of a type but what takes them beyond that is that something in each of them changes or is thrown into doubt by their encounter

The arrival of MELANIE and ANNE, the pregnant wives of JAKE and FRANK respectively, in a flat at the same time seems implausible, but somehow works because of the way in which it sets the class system and political correctness up for a tumble. Rachel’s realisation that you might be loyal to the great sisterhood but you might find it difficult to like all of its members is a particularly deft stroke on the part of the writer.

The only areas that I would consider need another look are the news that the miners have killed a lorry driver, and the end of the play. As regards the first, I felt I wanted to hear some kind of primal scream coming from the television because this is man at his most base when reason gets left behind by the momentum of collective gang action and this moment of raw aggression should be recorded more authentically in the play. I think the decision to keep the action of the play within the confines of the one room is the right one, but I think that the writer has to somehow acknowledge the horror of what just happened.

The ending as it stands is fine, but somehow I cannot help feeling that it takes the thunder out of the scene before. Maybe that is just because endings are always difficult but it might be worth just playing around with a few other ideas. 

ACT ONE

SCENE ONE. SATURDAY MORNING. 10.30 AM.

(Claire is laying across the sofa surrounded with old newspapers and sweet wrappers. She hasn't changed from the night before. Her make-up has run and she looks a mess. Enter Emma: just out of bed in a long t-shirt with uncombed hair)

EMMA:
What's the time?

CLAIRE:
(In preoccupied gloom) No idea.

EMMA:
(Looking into the kitchenette) Any milk?

CLAIRE:
You're joking.


(Emma goes over and looks in the fridge)

EMMA:
Oh God, there's things living in here. Look 


(Emma produces a disgusting looking green object) 

EMMA:
I mean, what is this? It's older than we are. Rachel can deal with that. I really could do with some coffee.

                (Emma replaces the object)  

CLAIRE:
Have it black.

EMMA:
God. Black coffee. It'd make me throw up.

CLAIRE:
Charming.


(Emma sits beside Claire)

EMMA:
What's up with you then?

CLAIRE:
Nothing.

EMMA:
I was drinking cider last night. Cider and Guinness. I feel so ill. Dave drank seven pints. He was really bad. I thought we'd have to take him to the hospital. He tried to get off with Rachel. I thought she was going to smack him in the teeth. Not that he'd have noticed. He'd have thought it was foreplay. You know when you fall over when you're drunk. You don't feel anything. And then the pain sort of starts percolating through your system. About half an hour later you go, 'Ow. My bloody leg'. Look. (Indicates a slight scar on her leg) I'm probably deformed for life. I won't be able to wear tights ever again. 'Won't you, Emma, what a shame?'. Yes it is, isn't it? 'Never mind, Emma, you'll soon feel better.'

CLAIRE:
What?

EMMA:
I thought you were coming last night. You said you would.

CLAIRE:
I got held up.

EMMA:
You weren't working. It’s Friday.

CLAIRE:
I met Jake.

EMMA:
Jake. Oh right. Well that explains everything, doesn't it?  

CLAIRE:
Does it?

EMMA:
All this depression. You're always like this when you've seen Jake.

CLAIRE:
I am not.

EMMA:
Every time.

CLAIRE:
I am not always like this.

EMMA:
Where did he take you? Somewhere nice I expect. Somewhere expensive. Meal at the Royal, was it.

CLAIRE:
The Grapes.

EMMA:
The Grapes. That's really shoving the boat out, isn't it? The Grapes. 

CLAIRE:
We can't just go anywhere, can we. Someone might see us.

EMMA:
You know it's not going to get any better, don't you? You're just going to be skulking round places like the Grapes for a couple of months and then that'll be it.

CLAIRE: 
I know. I know.

EMMA:
So why do it?

CLAIRE:
It's just a bit of fun.

EMMA:
Yeah, you really look like you're having fun. Whoopee. Hey yeah let's pull some crackers.

CLAIRE:
We understand each other.

EMMA:
He's a middle aged man...

CLAIRE:
He is not middle aged.

EMMA:
What is he then?

CLAIRE:
He's a... slightly... older... young man.

EMMA:
A what? He's a middle aged man with a free pass on dozens of attractive intelligent young girls. Most men have to pay money for  that. Not him though. He gets it free.

CLAIRE:
Oh great. So that's what I am is it - a prostitute. Thanks.

EMMA:
You're a really, nice clever girl who just doesn't like herself very much. And he's a shark who picks up vulnerability on his sonar from a mile away.

CLAIRE:
I don't want to hear all this again. You've said it all before a million times, you and Rachel. I get enough lectures in the week, thank you.

EMMA:
I'm just concerned about you, that's all.

CLAIRE:
Just don't bother. Mind your own bloody business.

EMMA:
Okay. Okay. I get a kind of feeling you don't want to talk about this.

CLAIRE:
Oh Emma. What am I going to do?

 (THEY HUG)

EMMA:
It's okay. It's okay. We're probably just being cynical. You never know. It could turn out fine.

CLAIRE:
Could it? 

EMMA:
No, not really. I'm just saying that to cheer you up. Tell you what. I'll make us some nice coffee (Picks up the coffee jar). Or rather, some disgusting tasteless instant coffee. Why do we buy this stuff?

CLAIRE:
Because it's cheap.

EMMA:
Oh yeah, poverty. I forgot about the poverty.

CLAIRE:
Did you tell her?

EMMA:
Tell who?

CLAIRE:
You know who - Rachel. Did you tell her?

EMMA:
I forgot.

CLAIRE:
You didn't forget. You chickened out.

EMMA:
I did not chicken out, thank you very much.

CLAIRE:
We'll have to tell her soon. He'll be here tomorrow.

EMMA:
Today.

CLAIRE:
What?

EMMA:
He's coming today. Rick told me last night. They're coming down in a coach. They'll be here about two.

CLAIRE:
That doesn't give us much time.

EMMA:
There isn't much to do is there. Just clear all this crap off the settee.

CLAIRE:
Thanks. First I'm a prostitute. Now I'm crap.

EMMA:
I don't mean you.

CLAIRE:
It's okay. It's fair comment. I am crap. That is who I am: Mrs Crap.

EMMA:
I don't understand why you think like that. Look in the mirror. I wish I looked like you. And you're miles ahead of everyone else on the course. You're probably the most intelligent person in the whole year. 

CLAIRE:
And you're just trying to change the subject. We've got to tell her.

EMMA:
He's a man.

CLAIRE:
So.

EMMA:
You know what she thinks about men.

CLAIRE:
It's just talk. It doesn't mean anything. She just gets in with those Nazi cows and gets carried away.

EMMA:
She's always hated men. She hated men before she got here.

CLAIRE:
Rubbish. Anyway I'm sure she won't mind. She supports the miners doesn't she?. She can wear the new T-Shirt. How's it go? 'We're Going Down With The Miners'.

EMMA:
Supporting them is one thing. Having one in your house is something else.

CLAIRE:
We have to tell her.


(Rachel enters) 

RACHEL:
Tell her what?

EMMA:
Hi. Do you want coffee?

RACHEL:
Who is her?

CLAIRE:
You are.

RACHEL:
Okay. So what is it I mustn't be told?

CLAIRE:
We've agreed to put somebody up - for a while.

RACHEL:
Who?

EMMA:
A miner.

RACHEL:
A man.

EMMA:
There weren't any women miners available.

RACHEL:
Exactly. And ask yourself why not sometime. So. You've agreed to put a man up in the house. And you don't even have the courtesy to ask me.

EMMA:
There's fifty of them.

RACHEL:
They're not all bloody coming here.

EMMA:
Just Frank.

CLAIRE:
We do have a sofa.

RACHEL
So I'm sitting on the floor from now on, am I?

EMMA
It won't be for long. Just while they're picketing the docks

RACHEL:
When's he arrive?

EMMA:
Today. 

RACHEL
Well thanks for the bloody notice.

CLAIRE:
We thought you'd agree - he is a miner.

RACHEL:
(Brightly) Okay.

EMMA:
You don't mind?

RACHEL:
Why should I mind?

CLAIRE:
Because he's a man.

RACHEL:
I don't hate men. Men are alright. It's just the role they play I don't like. Men are victims – same as women.

CLAIRE:
So it's okay?

RACHEL:
I've said yes, haven't I? What more do you want? I don't mind, alright. He can sleep with me.

EMMA:
What?

RACHEL:
It'll save time, won't it? I mean, he's a man. He's bound to get round to screwing one of us eventually. 

EMMA:
Rachel!

RACHEL:
No, really. I feel it's my duty to offer my body to my oppressed brothers. I am a socialist after all.

EMMA:
You're not serious.

RACHEL:
Of course. I've been a socialist since I was 12. Of course I'm going to sleep with some tattooed, hairy-arsed working class moron I've never met before, aren't I? Honestly, Emma, you're so bloody naive at times. 

CLAIRE:
He'll be here this afternoon. His name's Frank.

RACHEL:
What's he like?

CLAIRE:
No idea.

EMMA
You're not going to be difficult are you?

RACHEL:
Moi?

CLAIRE:
I really don't want a lot of fuss at the moment. I need a bit of peace. That's not too much to ask is it?

RACHEL:
What's the matter with her? (Meaning Claire)

EMMA:
Jake.

RACHEL:
She's still seeing him then.

EMMA:
Yes.

RACHEL:
After I specifically told her to dump the prick.

CLAIRE:
I am standing here, you know.

RACHEL:
I don't think we should bother talking to her anymore. She’s beyond help.

CLAIRE:
I'm going back to bed.

RACHEL:
You're not keeping him in the house are you? He might have a disease.

CLAIRE:
(Exiting) Leave me alone.

RACHEL:
(Calling after) I'll be searching that bed later. (Normal voice) Check for bed-bugs and middle-aged lecturers with unfashionably long hair and pot bellies.

CLAIRE:
(From offstage) He has not got a pot belly.

RACHEL:
HE HAS. Unless, of course, he's three months pregnant. 

EMMA:
She's not very happy.

RACHEL:
From the feminist's perspective, I would say it's a classic case of a male in a position of authority exploiting an insecure female.

EMMA:
I don't really care what the feminist perspective is. I just don't want her to be unhappy.

RACHEL:
Then we ought to do something about it.

EMMA:
What can we do?

RACHEL:
Well, we can sit here and watch our friend's self-esteem demolished brick by brick. Or. We can do something about it. (Picks up the telephone book) And I am going to do something about it. 

EMMA:
What?

RACHEL:
Here it is. I am going to call Jake's wife.

EMMA:
Rachel.

RACHEL:
Yes. Do you have some sort of problem with my plan of action?

EMMA:
You can't.

RACHEL:
(She goes over to the phone and dials) Two of my sisters are being exploited by an unscrupulous toe-rag.

EMMA:
Two?

RACHEL:
Yes. Two. Claire and Jake’s wife - whatever she's called. They're both being exploited. And I feel it's my duty - as a feminist - to intervene on their behalf.

EMMA:
You're mad.

RACHEL:
Feminists don't get mad. They get even. (To phone) Oh hello, who’s this? Oh yes, I’m glad I caught you.(Pause) Yes. My name's Rachel. I'm one of Jake's students. We met at your party. (Pause) Yes, that's right. The thing is, I thought you ought to know that your husband has been screwing my flatmate. (Pause) No really, it's true. Her name's Claire. She's very pretty. She's only twenty one you know. Great body (Pause) Hello. Hello. Hello. (She replaces the receiver) Well that’s a bit rude. I was only trying to help.


EMMA:
You cow. How could you do that? What did she say?

RACHEL:
She sounded a bit shocked.

EMMA:
I'm not bloody surprised. What did she say?

RACHEL:
It was a bit garbled but I think she said, (Imitating the speaking clock) At the third stroke it will be 10.32. Precisely. Funny thing to say!  

EMMA:
(Picks up a cushion) You rotten bitch.  I'm going to bloody murder you.


(Exit Rachel being beaten with a cushion by Emma) 


SCENE TWO. SATURDAY. 2 PM.

(Claire is asleep on the sofa. Emma enters with Frank. They whisper at first so as not to wake Claire)

EMMA:
This is it.

FRANK:
Right.

EMMA:
How long did it take you to get here?

FRANK:
Not too long. The police stopped us once. Dunno what it’s got to do with them.

CLAIRE:
(Half asleep) You don't have to whisper. I'm awake.

EMMA:
This is Claire. She says she's awake.

FRANK:
Hello Claire.

CLAIRE:
(Not opening her eyes) Hello Frank.

EMMA:
What do you think?

FRANK:
I think she's asleep.

EMMA:
I mean, of the flat.

FRANK:
Well, to be honest it's not... quite what I expected. It's a bit of a tip, isn't it?

EMMA:
Really? We spent hours tidying it up this morning.

FRANK:
I'd've thought, with three women and all…

EMMA:
We're students. This is how students live.

FRANK:
Why?

EMMA:
I don't know. It's just the way it is. I suppose it's because we've got no money.

FRANK:
There's plenty of people where I come from got no money. The' don't live like this though but.

EMMA:
You don't have to stay here you know.

FRANK:
Look I'm sorry. I didn't mean anything. It's just a bit of a shock. Anne - that's me wife - well she's a very house proud woman. She's been working since the strike. She gets up at five does the housework gets the breakfast gets the kids off to school, goes to work, comes home. Then she goes off to help with the meals down the club. The house never looks like this though.

EMMA:
She sounds like a busy woman - your wife.

FRANK:
Oh she's busy alright. Carryin' the bairn's made n'difference. She's on the woman's strike committee an'all - can't see the point of it meself but there you go.

CLAIRE:
What do you do then?

FRANK:
When?

CLAIRE:
When she's doing all that?

FRANK:
Not a lot.

EMMA:
Bloody hell.

FRANK:
What?

EMMA:
Don't you think that's wrong?

FRANK:
What?

EMMA:
Letting her do all the work?

FRANK:
It's not a question of letting her, is it? She won't let us near her kitchen. Says I leave everything where she can't find it. She won't let us do the housework. Says I make a right mess of it. In fact she won't let us do anything. That's my Anne for you.

EMMA:
You won't have that problem here.

CLAIRE:
It all still sounds a bit antediluvian.

FRANK:
Anti - what?

CLAIRE:
Old fashioned.

FRANK:
Aye well, it's the way we do things where I come from. I go to work, bring in the money. She looks after the house and the kids. We both work bloody hard - at least w'do when I'm working. When I'm on strike, well it makes things a bit of a muddle doesn't it?. I expect she'll be glad to have us out from under her feet

EMMA:
Well if you did want to practice your housework while you're here. Help yourself. The hoover's... Where is the hoover?

CLAIRE:
I didn't know we had one.

EMMA:
Would you like some tea?


(Emma goes out to the kitchen)

EMMA:
(Calls from kitchen) Are there any cups out there?

FRANK:
There's one here.


(Frank  picks up a mug but then notices the mould emerging from the top) 

FRANK
Dear God.

CLAIRE:
(Grabbing the cup) Just needs a bit of a wash, that's all.


(Claire takes the cup out to the kitchen)

FRANK:
(Aside) Needs paint stripper more like.


(Frank goes around the room inspecting the debris. He comes across a packet of mates which he picks up not realising what they are and inspects them. Enter Rachel)  

RACHEL:
Help yourself.
FRANK:
What are they?

RACHEL:
Mates.

FRANK:
Mates?

RACHEL:
They're condoms.

FRANK:
What! 

(Frank puts them down immediately)
FRANK
What’re they doin’ on the table?

RACHEL:
I don't bloody know. They're not mine.

FRANK:
It's not the sort of thing you leave lying round, is it? A kid could pick them up.

RACHEL:
So?

FRANK:
You don't want kids getting hold of them things.

RACHEL:
Why not? They're not going to eat them, are they? They'll just think they're very dull balloons that don’t taste very nice. Anyway there aren't any kids around here, are there? Except us. Or is that what you mean?

FRANK:
I'm just not used to seeing the things just lying around on the table that's all. You never know. People might get the wrong idea.

RACHEL:
Ay?

FRANK:
You come into a flat full of women and there's Durex lying on the table. Well they might get the wrong idea.

RACHEL:
Like what?

FRANK:
You know.

RACHEL:
Know what?

FRANK:
(Whispering) People might think it's a knockin' shop.

RACHEL:
Who might?

FRANK:
People.

RACHEL:
This is the eighties. Hadn’t you noticed? It's the fags you hide in the cupboard. You keep the condoms on the table.

FRANK:
Not in South Shields, you don't. Flowers more like, pet.

RACHEL:
Do I look like a budgerigar?

FRANK:
Sorry?

RACHEL:
I said, do I look like a budgerigar?

FRANK::
I'm not with yer.

RACHEL:
I am not your pet.

FRANK::
Oh I see. Well if I can't call yer pet what can I call yer then, man?

RACHEL:
Not bloody man for a start. You're Frank, I presume.

FRANK::
That's me.

RACHEL:
So, Frank, welcome to shit city.

FRANK:
Thank you. (Pause) By the way, yer don't have to swear y'know.

RACHEL:
Sorry?

FRANK:
You don't have to swear. Not for ma benefit.

RACHEL:
What are you talking about?

FRANK:
When I stayed at Southampton they all swore all the time. I think the' felt the' had to.

RACHEL:
Why?

FRANK:
Trying to make us feel at home, I suppose. They thought that's what miners expected. Thought it was our language. We don't all swear like that.

RACHEL:
Not if a lump of coal lands on your bonce.

FRANK:
Oh aye but that's different. We swear in the pit and the pub and the like, but we don't swear at home - not when there's women and children about. 

RACHEL:
Women and children!

FRANK:
It shows a lack of respect, swearing in front of them. We don't do it.

RACHEL: Children swear all the time.

FRANK:
No the' don't.

RACHEL:
They do.

FRANK:
Aye, in the playground maybe. Not at home though. Not if the' don't want a clip round the ear.

RACHEL:
So. You can swear in the mine. The kids can swear in the playground. Where do the women get to swear?

FRANK:
The' don't.

RACHEL:
Oh yes they do Frank. Still at least we've got things clear, haven't we? No condoms on the table, no women swearing. Is everything else to your satisfaction?

FRANK:
I'm not criticising.....

RACHEL:
Yes, you are. Two minutes in the place and you're telling us what to do.

EMMA:
(Bringing in the tea) you two getting on then?

FRANK: 
Oh yes, we're getting on like a house on fire.

RACHEL:
I've been explaining to Frank what Mates are. He doesn't think we should keep them on the table.

CLAIRE:
Nor do I.

RACHEL:
Yours then, are they?

CLAIRE:
(Defensively) No.

RACHEL:
Emma?

EMMA:
(More defensively) 
No.

RACHEL:
They must be someone's.

EMMA:
When do you start picketing?

FRANK:
Tomorrow.

RACHEL:
She's changing the subject. They must be hers. 

CLAIRE:
How many will there be?

FRANK:
A dozen to start with. If we need more, we'll send for them.

EMMA:
What will you do?

FRANK:
We'll picket.

EMMA:
I know. But what does that actually mean.

RACHEL:
God, Emma. Don’t you know anything?

FRANK:
We stand at the gates. We stop the lorries - if they let us - and we ask the drivers - nicely like - not to pick up the coal. 

CLAIRE:
What if they do?

FRANK:
If the' do, the' do.

CLAIRE:
It's not like that on the telly.

FRANK:
Some places the police won't let us talk to the drivers, that's when you get the trouble. All we want to do is have a quiet word like. Nobody need get hurt.

CLAIRE:
It looked like a riot.

FRANK:
Aye well, it never used to be. It was just the push and shove.

CLAIRE:
What's that?

FRANK:
Bit like a rugby scrum. The' push, we push. The' push, we push. Not like that now. Now the' get out the' riot shields and truncheons.

EMMA:
I saw some miners chucking rocks.

FRANK:
Aye, there's some do that. Not me. The' don't show the copper chuckin' 'em back, do the' though. The' sing football songs an' all, 'Here we go, Here we go, Here we go..'. Tha's the coppers, mind. Not the miners.

CLAIRE:
But if you throw rocks, the police have to have shields, don't they?

FRANK:
I don't know. I don't know who turned nasty first. Still. It's not all like that though. I've 'ad a game a football with the coppers before now. At dinner time, mind...

EMMA:
Dinner time!

FRANK:
Aye. We've all got to have dinner, haven't we?

CLAIRE:
And then you go back to fighting each other?

FRANK:
It 'appens. You see, we've got to do what we've got to do. And the coppers, they've got to do what they've got to do. Sometimes it's okay, it's a laugh. Sometimes we end up beating seven bells out of each other. We all know the rules. But when the line breaks it's you or them. Kick or get kicked.

EMMA:
It won't be like that here will it?

FRANK:
I wish I knew, love. I thought I knew it all before all this. Not so sure now. I'll get me things, shall a?


(Fade)

SCENE THREE. MIDNIGHT. FRIDAY.


(Frank is in a sleeping bag on the sofa trying to sleep. Rachel enters, clearly drunk. She staggers to the kitchen. Then staggers across to her room, slams  the door and puts on a record. The needle slipping in the process. Frank again tries to sleep. Claire enters and goes to the kitchen. She emerges and, quietly sobbing, goes across to her room. She turns on some suitably depressing music. Frank continues to try to sleep this time by burying his head in the cushions. Emma comes in goes to the kitchen and gets herself a drink and sits on the chair opposite frank)

EMMA:
(Whispering) Are you awake?

FRANK:
(Sits up and lights up a cigarette) Awake? 's like Piccadilly Circus in here tonight.

EMMA:
Rachel doesn't like people smoking in here.

FRANK:
She'll not notice tonight, state she's in. Anyway who says she makes the rules. There's three of you, isn't there?

EMMA:
Can't be bothered to fight her. Sometimes we do what she says. Sometimes  we just ignore her.

FRANK:
The' all had a good time tonight, though man.

EMMA:
Was Claire alright?

FRANK:
She was crying, sound of 'er. What's up?

EMMA:
Boyfriend trouble.

FRANK:
Oh aye.

EMMA:
Well he's not really a boy -  Jake - he's her tutor.

FRANK:
That's a bit out of order, isn't it?

EMMA:
There aren't any rules about it. Apparently.

FRANK:
Flippin' well ought to be. Tutor's a tutor.

EMMA:
He's a bit of a bastard really. He's already got a daughter. And his wife's pregnant. He does stuff like that all the time. Every year he gets himself involved with someone or other.

FRANK:
Sounds like he wants 'is trousers sewing up. I thought you lot were supposed to have brains. Y'ought to be able to spot someone like that a mile off.

EMMA:
There's plenty of brains out there - not much sense that's all.

FRANK:
What about you?

EMMA:
Me?

FRANK:
Rachel's drunk. Claire's crying. What's your problem​?
EMMA:
I haven't got a problem. Except for Clive that is. Clive's my boyfriend. Sort of. On and off. He wants me to move in with him.
FRANK:
Bit young for that, aren't you?

EMMA:
Lots of people do it.

FRANK:
But not you.

EMMA:
No, not me. Not yet.

FRANK:
I've read about these universities. Everybody's at it. All of 'em. Like bloody rabbits.

EMMA:
Some are. The men are. Some of the girls. Not all.

FRANK:
And not you.

EMMA:
I didn't think it was so obvious. Sometimes I think it's like being in hell here. All these naked bodies desperately clinging on to each other for a bit of comfort.

FRANK:
My Anne's a Catholic. Very strict. Nothing till we marry. That's what she used to say.

EMMA:
I'm a Catholic. Sort of.

FRANK:
Can't be a sort of Catholic, can you? Either y'are or ye'r not.

EMMA:
Are you?

FRANK:
No. Oh, I go along with it, me. Too much of a battle to do anything else. Wouldn't do to tell 'em what I really think.  (Pause) So. A good catholic girl are yer? Saving it fer yer hubby?

EMMA:
I didn't say that.

FRANK:
You don't have to pet.

EMMA:
It's none of your business.

FRANK:
Look I didn't mean...

EMMA:
I'm going to bed.


(Emma gets up and goes to her room and closes her door. Music is heard from her room)

FRANK:
Sorry. I really am sorry. Sorry I spoke. Sorry I ever bloody come here.


(Frank settles down to sleep. Moments later Rachel: emerges. She staggers to the bathroom stepping on and breaking a coffee table on the way. She finally gets to the bathroom and we hear the sounds of her vomiting. clashing music is still heard from the rooms. Frank sits up turns on the light)

FRANK:
Dear God - how does anyone sleep in this place? Yer need ear protectors on. Ah well. There's no shift tomorrow is there? (He lights up a cigarette and picks up a book) Aye, what’s this? German Greer. 'The Female Yunuch’  Don’t think I’ve read that one. Right, that’ll do me.  Better be funny though but. (He begins to read) What?


(Fade) 

SCENE FOUR. SATURDAY AFTERNOON. 2.00 pm. 

(Claire and Emma are at the table working. Rachel is watching a film on the television. When Claire and Emma reply they do so in a distracted manner)

RACHEL:
(With long pauses) Unbelievable. (Tuts). Did you see that? (Tuts) Incredible. I mean, look at that.

CLAIRE:
(Without looking up) You look at it!

RACHEL:
(Tuts) That's just typical, isn't it? Unbelievable. Un-bloody-lievable.


(Emma throws a cushion at Rachel)

EMMA:
Can you turn that down. We're trying to work.

RACHEL:
Bollocks.

CLAIRE:
Rachel.

RACHEL:
Did you see that? Did you see what happened? That ship is supposed to be in the middle of an earthquake right? There's all these blokes running around dealing with it. Then this woman comes out on deck. Does she deal with it? No she doesn't. What does she do? She screams of course. ‘cause that's what women do, you know, in an emergency, don't they. They scream. They scream and scream until some bloke comes along and slaps them one in the chops. Well thank Christ for men. That's all I can say.

EMMA:
It doesn't matter.

RACHEL:
Of course it matters. It's Saturday afternoon. There's hundreds of impressionable juvenile males..

CLAIRE:
I think you'll find they're called boys.

RACHEL:
There's hundreds of them - whatever you want to call them - staring at this crap with their brains in neutral, being told not only is it alright to hit women, but it does them bloody good. Unbelievable.

EMMA:
Turn it off if you don't like it.

RACHEL:
It's not me you've got to worry about. I can see it for the propagandist gender stereotyping that it is.

CLAIRE:
We're trying to work. Watch it and shut up or turn it off. You're probably the only person in the country watching it anyway.

EMMA:
Turn it over and watch the sport or something.

RACHEL:
What - loads of muscle-bound moronic yobs rushing around a muddy field.


(Claire gets up and turns the telly off)

RACHEL:
I was watching that.

CLAIRE:
Well, you're not now are you? 

RACHEL:
(SULKILY) Got nothing to do, now.

CLAIRE:
You could try doing some work.

RACHEL:
Work. My headache's too bad to work.


(Long pause)

RACHEL:
I bet HE slaps his wife around...


(No response. They continue working) 

RACHEL:
I bet you anything he does. Working class tosser. I bet he beats her up every Friday night. A skinful of Tetleys, a bag of chips and then home to asphyxiate the wife with beer fumes.  Unbelievable.


(NO RESPONSE)

RACHEL:
If he ever opens a door for me I'll throttle him.


(NO RESPONSE)

RACHEL:
I thought the rugby teams were the absolute pits. He makes 'em look like suffragettes.

(NO RESPONSE)

RACHEL
I bet he even kicks his whippets.

CLAIRE:
Who? Who kicks his whippets?

RACHEL:
Him. Him. Who else?


(NO RESPONSE)

RACHEL:
Probably shags them for all I know.


(CLAIRE SLAMS DOWN HER PEN AND PUTS HER HEAD IN HER HANDS) 

CLAIRE:
Oh God. I'm never going to finish this.



(EMMA STOPS WORKING)

EMMA:
For God’s sake, what are you going on about, Rachel?

RACHEL:
(Indicating the sleeping bag on the sofa) What am I going on about? - Neanderthal man, here. That's what I'm going on about. 'Aye up missus get your clobber off. I want to have it off quick 'fore I start throwin’ up. Foreplay? That for T'nancies'.

CLAIRE:
You can bloody talk.

RACHEL:
What do you mean?

CLAIRE:
What do you think? You were throwing up half the night.

RACHEL:
I was not.

CLAIRE:
You were.

EMMA:
Frank couldn't sleep because of all the bloody noise.

RACHEL:
I was not throwing up.

EMMA:
You were rat-arsed.

RACHEL:
He only couldn't sleep 'cause he didn't get to go five rounds with the wife on a Friday night.

EMMA:
He's a perfectly nice respectable man.

RACHEL:
Bollocks.

CLAIRE:
(Aside) So much for the cut and thrust of intelligent debate.

RACHEL:
You two walk around with your eyes shut.

EMMA:
You're the one who broke the coffee table.

RACHEL:
It was dark.

EMMA:
You were drunk.

RACHEL:
Bollocks.

CLAIRE:
You've got an answer for everything haven't you? Unfortunately the answer is  always bollocks. Is that all you say at seminars - bollocks?

RACHEL:
Why not? It's what the men talk.


(There's a knock at the door. Rachel gets up and lets Frank in. He is looking dishevelled and distressed and has a scruffy bandage round one of his hands)

RACHEL:
Are you alright?

FRANK:
Aye I'm alright.


(He limps over to the sofa and sits down painfully)

FRANK:
'chance of a cup of tea.

CLAIRE:
Yeah, course.


(She goes off to make it)

RACHEL:
What happened?

FRANK:
I dunno. Bloody chaos.

RACHEL:
What have you done to your hand?


(Frank unwraps the bandage) 

FRANK:
It's nowt. I just caught it on some barbed wire.

RACHEL:
(Seeing the wound) Oh my God. That's really disgusting. Emma you deal with this.

EMMA:
Me?

RACHEL:
Someone's got to. You were a girl guide, weren't you? I hate the sight of blood. You ought to go to the doctor with that.

EMMA:
(Comes over and takes Frank’s hand) Urghh. Nasty. Have we got some plasters?

RACHEL:
Somewhere.

FRANK:
It looks worse than it is.

RACHEL:
I'll go and get Clive. He can run you to the hospital.

FRANK:
I don't need the hospital.

RACHEL:
Well I bloody soon will - looking at that. I’ll get Clive’s number.


(Rachel exits) 

EMMA:
(Inspecting his hand) You've got to go, Frank. You need a tetanus injection if it was barbed wire.

FRANK:
It's not that deep.

EMMA:
Don't be stupid.

FRANK:
It'll be okay.

EMMA:
It won't.

FRANK:
Look. I'm not going to the hospital, and that's that.

CLAIRE:
(Bringing the tea) My God, you're frightened aren't you?

FRANK:
I am not frightened.

CLAIRE:
Yes, you are. What are you frightened of?

FRANK:
Injections. I hate bloody injections. One look at a needle and I'm on me back. 'appens every time.

EMMA:
But you're a miner.

FRANK:
Yeah. I'm a miner. I don't get claustrophobia. I'm not scared o' heights. I.. just.. don't like.. needles, a'right?

EMMA:
Alright. Alright. So what happened?


(Rachel enters)

FRANK:
Not really sure. All we wanted to do was to talk to the drivers. The police wouldn't let us get near them – bastards, the' are. Anyway, the' finally let one of us through to talk to 'em. But them drivers wouldn't stop. Just kept on going. Wouldn't even look us in the eye, those blokes. I mean they're working men aren't the'? Since when do working men run yer down for trying to have a chat?

EMMA:
Was somebody knocked over?

FRANK:
No. Not this time. But there could've been easy enough. They weren't looking where they were going them fellers. Head down, foot flat on the floor, straight through. Never mind who's in the way. I've heard this happens. Didn't believe it, though. I do now.

EMMA:
How did you hurt your hand?

FRANK:
The' wouldn't talk to us. Not when they were moving like. Couple of us thought we'd get over the fence. We thought we'd have a word before they loaded up. Got half way over the fence and the coppers saw us. Dragged me down. Got me hand caught on the wire. No more than fifteen by the look of him - the one that got hold of us. I should have smacked him one.

EMMA:
You can't do that - you mustn't.

FRANK:
Just ler'rum drag me down, is that it? Let some spotty faced lad stand in me way - I've got some rights left y'know. I don't know. Law abiding citizen me. It's the coppers acting like football hooligans out there. Makes yer wonder who's in the right. We just wanted to talk, that's all. Just a chance to tell 'em what we're up against here. But that's England for yer now isn't it - barbed wire and coppers with shields. With those bloody helmets on so yer can't see their faces. If they're in the right, how come they're hiding their faces. You tell me. 

RACHEL:
He's here - Clive.

FRANK:
Right - hospital then.

EMMA:
I'll come with you.

FRANK:
No need.

EMMA:
Someone's got to pick you up when you faint.

FRANK:
Just don't let on, mind you. I don't want me reputation shot to pieces any more than it is already. Living with women. Women holding me hand in casualty.

EMMA:
Just come on and stop whinging.

FRANK:
You don't want to comb me hair before we go out, do you?


(Frank and Emma exit. Fade)

SCENE FIVE. SATURDAY.8:00 pm

(Frank and Emma return to the empty flat)

EMMA:
Do you want anything?

FRANK:
No. Thanks.

EMMA:
Something to eat. (She opens the fridge door) There's eggs. There's some chop suey (She takes out the foil container and sniffs it) Oh God, no there isn't (She throws it away and looks in the cupboard) There's tinned artichoke hearts. Curried beans. Ambrosia Creamed Rice and.... (Reaching into the back of the cupboard) ..... a pregnancy test kit. Out of date. Who the hell put that there? 


(During this speech, Frank has sat down. He looks tired and depressed)

EMMA:
Frank. Do you want something to eat or not?


(Emma sits beside him)

EMMA:
You haven't said a word since the hospital.

FRANK:
Haven't I? No. I don't suppose I have.

EMMA:
Not since you rang Anne. Is something the matter?

FRANK:
No. No. Nothing's the matter. Everything's fine.

EMMA:
The injection wasn't that bad, was it?

FRANK:
I stayed on me feet, didn't I?

EMMA:
(Patting Frank) You were a very brave boy. There is something, isn't there? 

FRANK:
Aye.

EMMA:
So. What is it then?

FRANK:
(Standing up. He’s embarrassed to say this) Well if yer have to know... I suppose what it is... is that I miss me wife and I miss me kids and I miss me house. I'm a forty five year old man. I'm a bloody coal miner. I've been in there when a shaft's collapsed. Dug out men with me bare hands. And what am I? I'm bloody homesick, that's what I am.

EMMA:
That's nothing to be ashamed of.

FRANK:
It is where I come from. I'm a miner, not a bloody...

EMMA:
... not a bloody girl.

FRANK:
Not a bloody kid, I was going to say.

EMMA:
When I got here last year, I felt… so alone. It was the first time I'd been away from home for more than a couple of days. I didn't tell anyone what I felt like. You don't, do you? I just shut myself in there, put the stereo on and cried my eyes out every night.

FRANK:
I won't be doing that, don't worry.

EMMA:
I wouldn't mind if you did. Why shouldn't you? I just wanted to be at home then. Except, two weeks after I got here, my parents split up. They must have just been waiting for me to leave. I couldn't be homesick could I? I didn't have a home any more. After that... well I just got on with things. In the end, that's all you can do, isn't it, get on with things.

FRANK:
You've still got a home though, haven't you? In fact, you’ve two.

EMMA:
Oh I've got places to stay. But home's where your mum and dad live, isn't it? Anywhere else… is just a house.

FRANK:
She's coping alright.

EMMA:
Who?

FRANK:
Anne.

EMMA:
Oh.

FRANK:
She always does. Doesn't need us around. Says I get under her feet. Which I do. I used to bring in the money. That was my job. I don't even do that any more.  

EMMA:
You will. When things are better.

FRANK:
It's not just being away from them. It's thinking maybe they don't need us back. Me - I'm just the old bastard who sits in front of the telly and shouts at the kids. Can't even ger'em presents for Christmas, man. What sort of dad is that?

EMMA:
Kids don't always want things.

FRANK:
Tell that to my two.

EMMA:
They'd rather have you there than presents...

FRANK:
Kids are different these days.

EMMA:
No, they're not. They're not Frank. My dad gives me loads of money. He's paying for everything. But I'd rather be like everyone else and just have him home.

FRANK:
You're a little rich girl then?

EMMA:
A bit. I don't have to live off broken biscuits. Once the strike's over, things'll be different.

FRANK:
No the' won't. Things’ll never be the same. Everyone's getting out, you know. It's good money getting out - for a year or so. I mean who wants to work down a bloody pit - it's dirty, it's hot. Bound to be isn't it: half a mile closer to hell. I wouldn't want a son of mine going down there.

EMMA:
You haven't got a son - you've got two girls.

FRANK:
You bloody students know it all, don't you? What do you want us to say - No daughter of mine is going down the pit? Give us a bit of poetic licence will yer? Anyway, that Rachel'd go down the pit alright. She'd be hewing coal with her teeth.

EMMA:
You're not going to resign are you?

FRANK:
Resign, is it? You make us laugh you students do sometimes. Oh, I've thought taking the redundancy often enough.

EMMA:
Why?

FRANK:
Because then yer don't have to worry who's side yer on any more. The way things are now you've got to be one thing or the other. You're either a union man, all together, shoulder to shoulder, all for Arthur and Arthur for all. Or you're one of the bastards in the buses turning their heads, hiding their faces.

EMMA:
We know what you are.

FRANK:
Do yer? I wish I did.

EMMA:
You're one of the good guys.

FRANK:
This week I am. Next week I could as easy be on that bus keeping me head down.

EMMA:
You wouldn't do that.

FRANK:
Oh I would. I would. If needs must. Except Anne'd have my bollocks in the mangle the minute I got home.

EMMA:
The mangle.

FRANK:
Aye the mangle. I know. I know. What do you want me to say - in the microwave? 

EMMA:
I thought you believed in the strike.

FRANK:
I didn't want it. Wouldn't have voted for it. It's a mad bugger that goes on strike in the summer. Power stations got coal coming out of their ears. She knows. Steelmen won't come out or they'd never get back in. Railways - well who uses the railways anymore? It's all bloody madness.

EMMA:
If it's like that. If that's what you believe, why did you go on strike?

FRANK:
Because I don't have a choice.

EMMA:
Did they make you?

FRANK:
Yer've been readin' the papers again haven't yer. It's nuthin' t'do with intimidation. Every fella I know works down that mine. That's what we are. Miners. Miners stick together. It's the only way yer can do it. If we strike we all strike. You walk out together and you walk in together. (Pause) That's the theory of it. Only, by the time we get back this time, there'll be padlocks on the gate and they'll be selling the windin’ gear for scrap.

EMMA:
I didn't realise it was as bad as that. I don't even know what a coal mine looks like. I've seen a few pictures. Not much coal in Sussex.

FRANK:
I'm sorry, pet. Listen to us goin' on. Feeling right sorry for meself, aren't I? You should be out - Saturday night. Not listening to some old man pour out his troubles. Where's yer boyfriend?

EMMA:
We had a sort of a row. We're not really talking.

FRANK:
'Sort of row', is it? When me and Anne have a row, the coppers evacuate the area. W’ warn air traffic control about the flyin’ plates.

EMMA:
He's a nice bloke. Everybody says so. Too nice really. You find yourself walking all over him.

FRANK:
If I had a girlfriend like you. Looking like you. I'd 'ave to let yer walk over us an'all.

EMMA:
Oh shut up.

FRANK:
Mind you. Can't see you walking all over anyone... nice girl like you?
EMMA:
I'm not that nice. I mean, I'm very polite. Which is a real liability at university. I ought to be more like Rachel

FRANK:
I don't think yer need to go that far - an' being a bit polite never hurt anyone.

EMMA:
Thanks.

FRANK:
You're a right looker you - you know that, don't yer?

EMMA:
What's that got to do with anything?

FRANK:
I don't know. I'm just saying.

EMMA:
Well don't.

FRANK:
Why not? 
EMMA:
People don't say stuff like that.

FRANK:
Right old-fashioned me - an old fashioned, old man.

EMMA:
Oh poor, Frank. Give me a hug.

FRANK:
What me?

EMMA:
Don't worry it'll be like hugging my dad.

FRANK:
Okay.


(They hug)

EMMA:
Actually this isn't like hugging my Dad at all.

  
(They kiss. Claire's door swings open. Emma and Frank instinctively pull apart. Jake emerges)

JAKE
Oh sorry. Didn't think anyone was here. Got to go. Wife thinks I'm playing rugby. Or rather, having a drink with the boys. See you later.


(Jake exits)

FRANK:
Who was that?

EMMA:
That was Jake.

FRANK:
Jake?

EMMA:
He's a lecturer in government. He specialises in..

FRANK:
I can see what he specialises in. (Pause) I still don't think it's right - man of his age with a girl like that. He'll be in trouble if they find out, won't he? 
EMMA:
Who's they?

FRANK:
The authorities.

EMMA:
As far as I know the authorities think it's a bit of joke. He's a married man with a daughter. Nobody cares about that stuff any more.

FRANK:
Don't they? My Donna al'as talking about university when she's older. She'll not go if it's like this.

EMMA:
Like what?

FRANK:
Like Sodom and bloody Gomorrah.

EMMA:
You really are out of the ark, aren't you?

FRANK:
I’m sorry about... you know, just then.

EMMA:
That's okay. I don't think it's a very good idea though, do you?

FRANK:
I think it's a bloody stupid idea.

EMMA:
We'll just forget..

FRANK:
Forget it happened. Aye, we'll do that.

EMMA:
I'd better get off to the bar. See Clive. Do you want to come?

FRANK:
Not me. I've had enough for one day. I'll stop here. Early start tomorrow.

EMMA:
Right. See you later.

FRANK:
Yeah. See you later


(Emma exits. Frank gets out his wallet. Draws out a photograph and looks at it)

FRANK:
I'm in trouble here, Anne. Right out me depth. Right out o' me bloody depth.


(Fade)

SCENE SIX. MONDAY. 6:00 pm

(Emma and Claire are reading. Frank is sitting with his feet up reading the Sun. Enter Rachel laden with books and groceries, etc which she dumps on the floor)

RACHEL:
God, you're not reading that are you?

FRANK:
What's that?

RACHEL:
The Sun.

FRANK:
Aye I am. What of it?

RACHEL:
This! (She rattles the paper) is crap!

FRANK:
There's not much gets past you students, is the' ? 

RACHEL:
You know what it says about the miners, don't you?

FRANK:
Aye I do - we're handsome heroes, takin' on the likes o'Thatcher and MacGregor on behalf of the workin’ people a’ Britain. 

RACHEL:
It says you're as big an enemy of Britain as the Argentinians.

FRANK:
(Sarcastically) No! does't really? I can't believe it. 
RACHEL:
It does nothing but attack you. Why do you read it?

FRANK:
As a matter of fact, there is a good bit in here about us. Apparently we've been picketing Heysham for two weeks and there hasn't been a single coal lorry in or out. Marvellous. And do you know why? 'Cause it's a Nuclear Power station that's why. You see it's not just muscle with the miners: it's strategy.

RACHEL:
And what about that?

FRANK:
What?

RACHEL:
(Rattles the paper again) Her.

FRANK:
What about her?

RACHEL:
Kneeling there with her tits stuck out - looking like the simpering stupid halfwit she is.

FRANK:
Yer can tell that, can yer, just by looking at her? Ye'r wrong you know. It says here. 'Jenny is 19 years old. She 's got big ambitions and a promisin' career in front of her'

RACHEL:
It's an insult to women.

FRANK:
I don't see why.

RACHEL:
Because men think all women are like that.

FRANK:
I don't think all women are like that - this one looks a bit top heavy t'me.

RACHEL:
You know what I mean. Men look at her and they say, 'Yeah that's what women are like. They're all begging for it'. And then they go and assault some poor woman on the street.

FRANK:
All of us do that, do we? Blimey.

RACHEL:
Some of you do. Some of your mates do.

FRANK:
Come again.

RACHEL:
Your mates, the ones in the bar sexually harassing women.

FRANK:
Are you seriously telling us, that miners have been harassing women, man?

RACHEL:
They do it all the time. Didn't you know? They get bought a skinful, stagger out of the bar and then they really start.

FRANK:
What miners are you talkin' about?

EMMA:
(Warning) Rachel.

RACHEL:
It's true. You know it's true. That George bloke and the one with the tattoo on his hand.

FRANK:
Mick. I wondered where he'd got to.

RACHEL:
Well, now you know, don't you?

FRANK:
Right then. I'll not have this. I shall go and have a word....


(Frank gets up, throws his jacket on and moves towards the door)

CLAIRE:
Where are you going?

FRANK:
I'm going to sort them out. I'm not havin’ this. You students have helped us out. You've put us up. Fed us. No one else wants owt to do with us. I'm not having your hospitality kicked back in yer face. If those blokes have been harassing women, then there's some sorting out to do.

RACHEL:
I don't think..

FRANK:
Don't say another word pet. Just leave it t' me.


(Frank exits)

RACHEL:
What's he going to do?

EMMA:
What do you think he's going to do? He's going to beat them up.

RACHEL:
He wouldn't..

CLAIRE:
Of course he would.

RACHEL:
(Rushes to the door and calls out) Frank, Frank. It's okay they were only whistling. Oh God, he's gone.

CLAIRE:
You don't half say some stupid things sometimes, Rachel. Sexual bloody harassment. Every time you get with those Nazi cows you come out talking total shite.


(Frank reappears at the door)

FRANK:
Whistlin'.


(Frank removes his coat)

FRANK:
And that's what you call sexual harassment, is it – whistlin'. 

RACHEL:
(Defensively) Yes.

FRANK:
Whistlin’. I don't believe it.

RACHEL:
Well they were...

FRANK:
It's getting beyond us, all this.

RACHEL:
They shouldn't do it.

FRANK:
I don't know how you people talk down here but where I come from sexual harassment means something a bloody sight worse than whistling. We're workin’ men. Some of us whistle at women. Personally, I don't, and I don't like it done to me wife, either. But some men do it and frankly I don't see it as the end of the bloody world.

RACHEL:
It's demeaning and patronising. People don't like being whistled at.


(Frank approaches Rachel and thrusts his face in hers) 

FRANK:
I could be beatin’ seven bells out of one of me best mates right now. An’ all cause of whistlin’ at girls. You need to grow up, lass, ‘fore you do some real damage.  


(Frank swings his coat over his shoulders and marches out slamming the door behind him. Emma and Claire glare at Rachel)

RACHEL:
What?

EMMA:
You know what.

RACHEL:
Don’t blame me. I wasn't the one who was whistling. (Pause) Oh bugger yer then. Thanks for the solidarity.


(Rachel stomps off to her room. Claire and Emma look at each other. Claire raises her eyes to the heavens. Fade) 

SCENE SEVEN. LATER, SAME EVENING.

(Emma is alone in the room. Frank walks in looking sheepish)

FRANK:
Am I in trouble?

EMMA:
I think you’re safe.

FRANK:
Thought I prob’ly blotted me copy book like. Sorry.

EMMA:
Nothing to be sorry about. She was being stupid. She exaggerates. Mind you. I agree with her a bit. I don't see why I can't cross the square without being whistled at.

FRANK:
If it was you I might find meself whistling. (Pause) Anyway, I've told them.

EMMA:
Is that where you've been?

FRANK:
I had a word. The' won't do it again. Had a couple of pints. Cheap as the club down there, mind. Just as well. That's all me budget stretches to these days.


(Frank sits next to Emma and during the following conversation they are drawn closer and closer together)

FRANK:
Trouble is. Couple of pints an’ I find meself thinking about you.

EMMA:
Frank.

FRANK:
Don't worry. I'm a good husband. Never strayed once, me. Never even looked at another woman. (Pause) I've looked at you a few times though, since I've been here. And I don't mind saying it frightens me what's going on in me head.

EMMA:
I don't think you should be talking like this Frank. You've got children. Your wife's pregnant.

FRANK:
I know. I know. You're right. It's just every time I shut my eyes. There you are. I'm thinking I'd better find somewhere else for us to stay.

EMMA:
It isn't necessary.

FRANK:
I don't think you know just how necessary it is.

EMMA:
We just have to be sensible.

FRANK:
Aye, you're right. We're all grown ups here. I think I'd better get back to me room.

EMMA:
This is your room.

FRANK:
Aye. So it is.

EMMA:
I'll go.


(Emma kisses frank) 

EMMA:
I've never kissed a man with such a stubbly beard.

FRANK:
Me neither.

EMMA:
You're talking rubbish.

FRANK:
It's the drink talking.

EMMA:
Then you'd better stop drinking before you do something you'll regret.  Goodnight Frank.


(Emma goes back into her room)

FRANK:
Goodnight pet. (To himself) It's like a whirlpool, this. Don't know how to stop yerself gettin' dragged in.


(Fade)

SCENE EIGHT. ONE WEEK LATER
(Frank is sitting on the sofa, dozing. Enter Jake. He moves quietly over to Claire's bedroom. She's not there. He makes as if to leave but Frank wakes up)

FRANK:
What are you up to?

JAKE
(Nervously) Sorry. I was trying not to wake you up. (Pause) I was looking for Claire.

FRANK:
She's not here. None of them are.

JAKE
Right. Best be off then.

FRANK:
Suit yourself.

JAKE
You're Frank. We met - just briefly - the other night. How's it going? I'm Jake by the way.

FRANK:
Aye. I know who you are.

JAKE
I hear it's going pretty well.

FRANK:
Did you now.

JAKE
Some of my students have been down on the picket line, you know, helping out. They get very enthusiastic about these things.

FRANK:
I’m glad someone is.

JAKE
You don't sound too happy about it.

FRANK:
I've stood at that gate for a week. As far as I can see we've not stopped a single lorry, not one. All we've done is get them bastard-drivers a big bonus and given a few coppers earache. That's not what I call goin' well.  

JAKE
Yeah. Well. I suppose if you're there all the time it looks a bit different. I was coming down myself but I'm er rather committed at the moment.

FRANK:
If I were you, I'd keep away. Keep yer students away too. Got a habit of turning nasty these things.

JAKE
Really. It looked quite civilised to me.

FRANK:
Aye. Generally starts that way. People get fed up after a while though - watching those fellas in and out - Fifty quid a load, that's what Murphy gives 'em. Don't do to hang about talking to miners when you're on that sort of money.

JAKE
What can you do, if they won't stop...

FRANK:
There's other ways. If standing in the road don't help, there's other ways of doing things. Best keep your students away.

JAKE
If you say so. Still, it's great what you're doing. (Makes fisted salute) Right on, and all that.

FRANK
Oh aye.

JAKE
Someone’s got to stand up to Thatcher.

FRANK:
Have they? If people want that woman in charge, they can 'ave her. I'm not standing out in the pissing rain every day to save this country from the Tories.  It’s not just the miners she’s after, you know.

JAKE
I don't vote Tory. I don't know anybody who does. Most of us are Labour - socialists.

FRANK:
Socialists. God 'elp yer. What  are you going to do - nationalise Marks and Spencer’s?  Don't bother taking yer jumpers back if yer do.

JAKE
We're not thinking of nationalising anything - just make things a bit fairer.

FRANK:
I stopped voting ten year ago. I can't stand Labour, pious crap the' talk. I hate Tories, free-loading bastards. And I'm certainly no bloody communist.

JAKE
I don't think many people are, these days. I think there is quite a substantial difference between socialism and communism.

FRANK:
Is there? Perhaps you'd like to explain that to Scargill, then. 'Cause he 'asn’t noticed. You want to listen to what he's on about sometime - Ask him what he thinks when there’s Russian tanks are rolling down the high street. I tell yer, e's a bloody raving lunatic. Thatcher, Scargill. I hate the pair of 'em.

JAKE
Really - I'm surprised. I've talked to some of the others, in the bar. They won't have a word said against Scargill.


(Pause)

FRANK:
You've got kids, haven't yer?

JAKE
(Surprised by the abrupt change of subject) One. And one on the way.

FRANK:
What are you doing, messing around with that Claire then?

JAKE
Just one of those things I suppose. It happens.

FRANK:
Happens a bloody sight too often by the sound of things.

JAKE
I would have thought you'd have understood. I hear you and Emma are pretty close.

FRANK:
Who said that?

JAKE
They don't have any secrets - Emma and Claire.

FRANK:
(Sighs) So it's common knowledge, is it?


(Pause)

JAKE
Like I say. These things happen.

FRANK:
There's a difference.

JAKE
I don't see why.

FRANK:
Because I didn't ask for any of this. That's the difference. I didn't ask for this strike. I didn't ask to be stuck down here wasting me bloody time. Go down the pit, get me wages and bugger off home. That's all I've ever asked for.

JAKE
I know it must be difficult for you.

FRANK:
You don't know the half of it. I've got two daughters, meself, and one on the way. And I'm no bloody use to 'em. No bloody use at all. I could get run over by one of Murphy's lorries and it wouldn't make a blind bit of difference to me family. They'd still get the social security and the wife's money. What do they need me for?

JAKE
Well, I suppose they need you because you're their dad. Look. In some ways we're all in the same boat.

FRANK:
No, we're not. You're just a middle-class tosser who can't keep his dick in his trousers for two minutes and you're about as socialist as the Duke of Edinburgh. (Pause) God listen to me rantin' on. I'm beginning to sound like Arthur Scargill.

JAKE
You've got a lot to put up with. I can understand that.

FRANK:
(Calming, conciliatory) Can yer? Well, yer the only one that does. 'The enemy within' - that's what she called us was’n’it . Enemies in yer own country. What a thing to say about workin’ men.

JAKE
She thinks it's the Falklands - another war.

FRANK:
Maybe it is. Feels like a war on that picket line, sometimes.  D'you know, a few months ago I was thinking to meself how well everything was going. 

JAKE
Asking for trouble…

FRANK:
Don't I know it. And listen to me now. I know you people think you're helping - Maybe yer are. It's just yer can walk away from it any time you like. Me -  I'm stuck in the middle and I can't find me way out.

JAKE
Do you want a beer?

FRANK:
You'd have to pay. I've got nay money me.

JAKE
I'm used to paying. Students've never got any money either. Someone must have some money somewhere mustn't they?

FRANK:
I wouldn't say no to a beer if there's one going. Something with a head on it mind. None of this real ale crap.

JAKE
I'm sure we can find some.

FRANK:
What about Claire?

JAKE
I'll see her later.

FRANK:
Yer shouldn't.

JAKE
I know. And you shouldn't see Emma.

FRANK:
Right pair 'a lads, aren't we? 

(They exit. Fade)   

SCENE NINE. LATER THE SAME EVENING.


(Enter Frank. Emma is sitting on the sofa, reading)

EMMA:
Where have you been?

FRANK:
I went for a drink with that Jake bloke.

EMMA:
I didn't know you knew him.

FRANK:
I didn't. He was round here looking for Claire.

EMMA:
What did you think of him?

FRANK:
He's alright. Lives in an Ivory Tower, like the rest of them. Still if he's buying, I'm not complaining. 

EMMA:
I can't bring myself to speak to him.

FRANK:
Aye. I started off like that. Once you've had a beer or two though, people always look a bit better, don't they? I could drink with Norman Tebbit, me 'long as he had his muzzle on.  (Pause) You an’ me are having a thing - so th' say.

EMMA:
Really.

FRANK:
It's all round the university apparently. Nice middle class girl roughing it with the working classes.

EMMA:
One thing I love about my flatmates is their discretion.

FRANK:
Just as well it's not true.

EMMA:
Just as well.

FRANK:
We're not are we?

EMMA:
No. We've just kissed each other a couple of times. Accidentally. That's not really a thing, is it?

FRANK:
Suppose not.

EMMA:
Disappointed?

FRANK:
No. No. It's just, us working class men, when we've been to the pub, you know...

EMMA:
No.

FRANK:
It's traditional - a bit of the other or, failin’ that, domestic violence or whatever...

EMMA:
I'm not going to beat you up if that's what you want.

FRANK:
No. No. I quite understand yer reservations.


(Frank comes and stands over Emma and then sits down beside her)

EMMA:
What?

FRANK:
If I ever was to have a thing, though. Not that I would. But if I did, I'd want it with someone like you.

EMMA:
A woman you mean.

FRANK:
Yer know what I mean, like.

EMMA:
I thought you didn't want this.

FRANK:
I never said that.

EMMA:
We'll have to ask Rachel first.
FRANK:
I did. I saw her in the bar. She said it would be alright to go ahead, like, if we wanted to.

EMMA:
You're not lying to me, are you Frank? I don't like men who lie. It's not a good way to start a relationship - with deception.

FRANK:
Open and honest, me. That's what I believe in. Name's Mel, by the way. Mel Gibson.

EMMA:
I knew I'd seen you somewhere before.


(They kiss)

FRANK:
Do you want to come back to me room?

EMMA:
This is your room.

FRANK:
Aye. So it is.

EMMA:
I think mine would be better.


(Emma leads him off into her room and closes the door. A few moments pass. There is some banging and crashing and swearing outside the door, and attempts to get the key in the lock.  Rachel and Claire enter. Rachel is drunk)

RACHEL:
When’s that bastard landlord going to replace that lightbulb. Typical man.  They're bastards. All of them. Every single one of them's a bastard. (Collapses on the sofa)

CLAIRE
They speak well of you, too.

RACHEL
We’ve got to embrace our inner woman, Claire. Lesbianism: it's the only answer.

CLAIRE:
Don't look at me.

RACHEL:
Oh God, not you. You must be joking. I'm looking for a bimbo. One of those Page Three girls. And talking of Page Three girls, where's Emma? I left her here. I left her here with specific instructions not to move until I got back.

CLAIRE:
Perhaps she's gone to bed.

RACHEL:
I particularly wanted to lecture her on this horrible middle-class tendency she has to be nice to everyone. It really makes me sick.

CLAIRE:
Oh is that what it is. Frank's not here either.

RACHEL:
Yes he is. He's always here. Boring old bugger. Just look for a copy of the Sun. He'll be the one behind it wearing the tattoos.(Pause) Wait a minute. Where are they?

CLAIRE:
Where are what?

RACHEL:
Them. Them. They're not here.

CLAIRE:
What? What are you talking about.
RACHEL:
The Mates. They were here. They were here on the table.

CLAIRE:
Perhaps they've fallen off.

RACHEL:
Couldn't have. (Pause) You realise what this means, don't you?

CLAIRE:
The Condom Poltergeist is back?

RACHEL:
Frank. Emma. Mates.

CLAIRE:
No. Can't be.

RACHEL:
It is. We've got to do something. She doesn't know what to do with them. She's a Catholic. She might put it on upside down. We've got to help her.

CLAIRE:
She can do some things on her own, can't she?

RACHEL:
I don't mean help her put it on. I mean, help her from making a terrible mistake.

CLAIRE:
What can we do?

RACHEL:
Why don't we... (Indicating Emma’s door).

CLAIRE:
Why don't we what?

RACHEL:
... have a listen.

CLAIRE:
We can't.

RACHEL:
Why not? It’s for her own good.

CLAIRE:
Yeah. Why not? 


(Rachel and Claire silently and comically struggle to get their ears against the door. As they strain to listen, their faces are grotesquely distorted. Rachel is virtually on top of Claire: when Emma swings the door open they fall in a heap on the ground)

EMMA:
Yes? Did you want something?

CLAIRE:
I dropped my contact lens.

EMMA:
Pathetic.

RACHEL:
I'm helping her look.

EMMA:
This is none of your business.

RACHEL:
(Whispering to Claire) I don't think she's seen us. Just keep perfectly still.

EMMA:
You're supposed to be my friends.

RACHEL:
Oh God, I've broken my back.

EMMA:
Good.

RACHEL:
Emma. Have you got Frank in there?

EMMA:
Yes, I have. I've got Frank, a dozen flying pickets and the rugby second eleven. And I've got to get through them all by twelve. So do me a favour and piss off and mind your own business.


(Emma slams the door)

RACHEL:
I think it’s ok. I don’t think she saw us.

CLAIRE:
Are you sure?

RACHEL:
She doesn’t suspect a thing.

CLAIRE:
(Getting up) We certainly handled that pretty well.

RACHEL:
(Getting up. Painfully) I think I'm going to bed. Shall I throw up now, or wait till the ceiling starts moving?

CLAIRE:
She has got Frank in there you know.

RACHEL:
I know. She doesn't sleep with people.

CLAIRE:
She does now.

RACHEL:
Fancy doing it with a miner. I didn't think she liked politics.

CLAIRE:
I just hope she knows what she's doing.

RACHEL:
No-one knows what they're doing. Didn't anyone tell you​? No one in this whole bloody place has the faintest idea what they're doing. (Pause) Except me. Me - I'm going to bed and I'm going to die. 'night Claire.


(Rachel goes into her room)

CLAIRE:
'night Rachel. 'night Frank. 'night Emma.


(Claire turns off the light)

RACHEL:
(After a pause, calls out)  The bucket. Bring the bucket, Claire. Quick.

(Music and Fade) 

END OF ACT ONE

ACT TWO

SCENE ONE. MORNING. TWO WEEKS LATER.

EMMA:
Quick. Quick. She'll be here in a minute.

CLAIRE:
Just don't say a word.

EMMA:
What? I thought that was the whole point.

CLAIRE:
No.

EMMA:
What are we going to do then?

CLAIRE:
We're not going to say anything. We're just going to let her know we know.

EMMA:
How? How?

CLAIRE:
By that look on your face for one thing .

EMMA:
What's the matter with my face?

CLAIRE:
It's got a bloody great grin on it.

EMMA:
It hasn't.

CLAIRE:
It has.

EMMA:
It hasn't.

CLAIRE:
Believe me - (Pointing to Emma’s face) This. Is a major grin.

EMMA:
Okay (She wipes her hand across her face, removing the grin)  Right. Ready. Poker face.


(Claire comes over and puts her face close to Emma's. Emma's face breaks into grin)

EMMA:
Oh shit. I can’t do it.


(A key is heard at the door)

CLAIRE:
She's coming. She's coming.

EMMA:
Sit down. Sit down. Look natural.


(Claire and Emma sit down looking anything but natural. Rachel walks in and dumps her books. She fetches a drink. As she drinks she notices the way Emma and Claire are looking at her)

RACHEL:
What? What? 

EMMA:
What do you mean?

RACHEL:
You're both grinning.

EMMA:
We're not.

RACHEL:
Yes you are (Pause) So? What?

CLAIRE:
We're just sitting here like normal people.

RACHEL:
Normal people under the influence of major hallucinogens 

EMMA:
There's nothing you want to tell us is there?

RACHEL:
No.

EMMA:
Nothing at all?

RACHEL:
No.

CLAIRE:
Sure?

RACHEL:
What is the matter with you two?

CLAIRE:
Nothing.

RACHEL:
Why is she grinning then?

EMMA:
I'm not grinning.

RACHEL:
I think I'm going back out - I can't bear this.

CLAIRE:
(Innocently) Have a nice time last night?

RACHEL:
(Realising they know) Oh God.

EMMA:
Your bed looked very tidy this morning. Almost as though it hadn't been slept in.

RACHEL:
How do you know? Who told you?

EMMA:
I just went in and had a look.

RACHEL:
I'm not talking about the bed. As you bloody well know. Who told you?

EMMA:
Told us what?

RACHEL: 
Oh bugger this. Alright, Alright, yes, I did go home with Chris last night. Yes, I know he's a rugby player. Yes, we did sleep together. Yes, we did have sex. At least I assume we did. It didn't last long enough to be really sure.

EMMA:
What about the ironing?

RACHEL:
Ironing?

EMMA:
We heard you did his ironing.

RACHEL:
Me? Ironing?

CLAIRE:
You were seen doing his ironing. We have two independent witnesses.

RACHEL:
I ironed a shirt. One shirt, alright. I did not do his ironing. He is twenty-two years old and he doesn't know how to iron a shirt. I am not responsible for the domestic incompetence of men. He had an interview. That's all there is to it. 

CLAIRE:
All! You call that 'all'. You sleep with a man: a rugby player, you iron his shirts....

RACHEL:
Shirt. I ironed his shirt.. t.. t.. t  Not his shirt..ser.

CLAIRE:
.... and you expect us to ignore it?

RACHEL:
Yes. I mean, I know it's unusual around here to sleep with an unmarried man under forty...

CLAIRE:
(Singing voice) You're trying to change the subject.

RACHEL:
No, I'm not. The subject is carnal knowledge. With old men. Necrophilia it's called, isn't it?

EMMA:
I thought the subject was shirts, ironing of, by former feminists.

CLAIRE:
They probably need someone to run the line this afternoon. Are you available?

EMMA:
And then there's the kit to be washed...

CLAIRE:
Cheerleaders. We could be cheerleaders. Have you got a short skirt, Rach?

EMMA:
I've got some pompoms.

RACHEL:
Bollocks. Bollocks. Bollocks. Bollocks. Bollocks.


(As she says this, she gives the girls double v signs. She goes back out the door slamming it behind her. Emma and Claire do a palm slapping victory dance)

EMMA:
Yes. Yes. Yes. We got her

CLAIRE:
At last. I've waited a whole year to do that. We got her. (Pause) Trouble is, she got us too.

EMMA:
What do you mean?

CLAIRE:
About the old men.

EMMA:
They're not old.

CLAIRE:
Yes they are. Too old for us. I mean, what are we laughing at Rachel for - for having a  relationship with someone the same age as she is. What have we got - Men with bald patches. And pregnant wives. And kids. And mortgages.

EMMA:
At least they're not rugby-playing fascists.

CLAIRE:
They probably were twenty years ago.

EMMA:
The blokes in our year - they just seem so young.

CLAIRE:
Yeah, but life's a lot simpler with one of them, isn't it. No guilt. No skulking around.

EMMA:
I don't skulk around.

CLAIRE:
You will, don't worry. At least Rachel believes in something. She's a complete hypocrite. But that's one better than us, isn't it. We can't be hypocrites. We don't have any principles. We've got nothing to be hypocritical about.

EMMA:
You're feeling guilty.

CLAIRE:
Yes I am. Aren't you?

EMMA:
Not really. Perhaps I ought to be.

CLAIRE:
You qualify.

EMMA:
I suppose 'cause his wife isn't just up the road, I haven't really thought about her. I haven't seen his wife or his kids. Just some photographs.

CLAIRE:
That's it. That's just it. You're laying in bed with a man who's showing you photographs of his family. That has to be wrong. It's immoral. Stupid. Stupid, immoral, selfish...

EMMA:
And a sin. One of the top ten. Maybe even number one. You get an eternity in hell.

CLAIRE:
I think I'm already there. You don't still go to confession, do you?

EMMA:
No. Not any more.

CLAIRE:
Somewhere along the line one of us, both of us, should have said no. This is wrong. We're not going to do this. I didn't even start thinking about it until we'd been to bed a couple of times.

EMMA:
Me neither. You're making me feel soooooo… depressed.

CLAIRE:
Good. Join the club.

EMMA:
I'm going to do some reading (Going towards her room) I was so looking forward to getting Rachel too. Didn’t work. What a swizz!


(Emma exits to her room)

CLAIRE:
(Putting her head in her hands) A swizz! A swizz! God! I'm living with one of the Secret Seven.


(After a moment Frank comes through the door)

FRANK:
What's up?

CLAIRE:
Me. Life. Existence. Humanity. The British Political system between 1825 and 1914. How's the picket line?

FRANK:
(Sitting down wearily) Much the same as yesterday. And the day before. We stand at the gates – what’s left of us. The lorries go in. The lorries go out. We stand at the gates. The lorries go in. The lorries go out. The tide comes in. The tide goes out. We'd probably be better off trying to stop the tide. 

CLAIRE:
Not going too well, then?

FRANK:
Aye. Yer could say that.

CLAIRE:
Sorry

FRANK:
Not your fault is it.

CLAIRE:
(Dejectedly) Isn't it? Everything else is.

FRANK:
You're not supposed to be like this yer know.


(No response. Claire is staring into space)
FRANK:
Are yer listening to me? (Pause) Hello. Anybody in?

CLAIRE:
What? Sorry I didn't hear what you said 

FRANK:
I was sayin', yer not supposed to be like this.

CLAIRE:
Aren't I?

FRANK:
No.

CLAIRE:
Why aren't I?

FRANK: 
Because yer young, yer intelligent, yer pretty. I am allowed to say that, am I?

CLAIRE:
No, you're not.

FRANK:
You've got everything going  for you.

CLAIRE:
Like what?

FRANK:
Like... well, everything.

CLAIRE:
(Counting on her fingers) I can't write essays. My face looks like a pizza. I can't sleep. Can't stop eating. I feel like a whale that's been washed up on the beach. I don't know what's wrong with me.

FRANK:
Well I'd say, speaking from me own experience, you're either in love - or sufferin' from clinical depression. The's not a whole lot of difference.

CLAIRE:
I'm going to pack it in. I'm going home.

FRANK:
Yer can't do that.

CLAIRE:
Why not? 

FRANK:
Because you'd be throwing away all yer chances.

CLAIRE:
I'm not happy. I don't fit in. I don't even know what I'm doing here. I'm studying politics. I don't like politics. I don't want to spend three years studying something I'm not even remotely interested in.

FRANK:
Why not? Most of 'em do, don't they?

CLAIRE:
Yeah, but most of them are idiots.

FRANK
All the more reason to carry on. This... thing... yer having with Jake. Is that at the bottom of all this.

CLAIRE:
No.

FRANK:
It's not helping though is it? Maybe if you found someone your own age...

CLAIRE:
Like Emma has...

FRANK:
No. Not like Emma has.

CLAIRE:
I'm just going to go home. My dad thinks it's all a waste of time anyway.

FRANK:
And when did girls start takin' notice of what the' dad thinks? Anyways, how do you know yer won't feel the same at home?

CLAIRE:
Oh God. Don't say that.

FRANK:
Why not?

CLAIRE:
Because if I'm going to be the same at home that means there's no escape anywhere. I'm just going to be stuck in my own head forever.

FRANK:
Most of us are, pet. Yer'll feel better. Bound to. Things always get better don't they? In the end.

CLAIRE:
No. Whatever gave you that idea?

FRANK:
I just know. I'm a coal miner. Coal miners know these things.

CLAIRE:
Can I come and work down a coal mine with you?

FRANK:
'Course you can. Mind you, Yer'll have to share a shower with 50 naked men. All covered in grime you'll be. Like this, look.


(Frank holds out his hands)

CLAIRE:
Bloody hell - Your hands are filthy. Look at them.

FRANK:
That's not dirt. That's coal dust. Can't wash that out. It's ground in, like a tattoo. That's part of me, that black. That's why I'll always be a miner.

CLAIRE:
I don't know what I'm doing any more Frank.

FRANK:
Don't give up. We have to stick it out, people like you and me. There's always light at the end of the tunnel and I know that for a fact 'cause I've spent most of me life in a tunnel.

CLAIRE:
Yeah. Ditto.


(Rachel crashes through the door)

RACHEL:
Yoohoo. I'm back.(To Frank) I've got something for you.

FRANK:
Oh aye.

RACHEL:
In here (She waves an envelope) It's from GALS. It's over a hundred quid. All for the miners.

FRANK:
What gals are these?

RACHEL:
GALS! G.A.L.S. Don't you know what GALS is?

CLAIRE:
It's the Gay and Lesbian Society.

RACHEL:
They had a disco. Go on. Take it then. It's not got germs on it. Do you have a problem with this - with gifts from gays?

FRANK:
(Hesitantly) No. No.

RACHEL:
That's a lot of money from students you know. We have to live for a month on that. Do you want me to sterilise it or something?

FRANK:
I didn't know you were a lesbian like.

RACHEL:
(Over dramatically and placing her hands on Frank’s legs) It doesn't mean we can't be friends, does it Frank?

FRANK:
Nobody said.

RACHEL:
Why should they? It's not important is it? What people do in their beds is their own business.

CLAIRE:
Since when have you become a lesbian? I hope you told Chris.

RACHEL:
You could give that money to the Gay Miners group.

FRANK:
No such thing.

RACHEL:
There must be. Where do all the gay miners go?

FRANK:
Yer don't get 'em down the pit.

RACHEL:
(Coming closer and closer) Oh yes you do, Frank. And it's very very dark down there. You could be bending down to pick up some coal and one'll come creeping up behind you. One bite on your neck and you'll be gay too. You do realise that, don't you, Frank?

FRANK:
Yer talking rubbish, man.

RACHEL:
No I'm not. It's all true. Man. 

FRANK:
The things you come out with lass. I've never 'eard a woman talk like you.

RACHEL:
Well you'd better get used to it, then, hadn't you? We'll all be talking like this one day.

FRANK:
(Pulling away) Not where I come from, the' won't.

RACHEL:
Actually, I'm not a lesbian. I just happen to prefer the company of my sisters more than I do men.

FRANK:
You got big family then?

RACHEL:
All women are my sisters.

FRANK:
I’ve no idea what you’re on about.

RACHEL:
That money's from your friends, Frank. Blacks, gays, women, working men. We're all on the same side now you know.

FRANK:
I just don't see it meself. Who says w' are?

RACHEL:
Thatcher. And the sooner you realise that, the better.  


(Rachel marches off to her room)

FRANK:
What planet is that woman living on?

CLAIRE:
She is right, you know. We ought to stick together.

FRANK:
We. Who's we? Queers is't now?

CLAIRE:
We call them gays.

FRANK:
What difference does it make?

CLAIRE:
A lot.

FRANK:
I can't see 'em on the picket line. Not in the push and shove.

CLAIRE:
Why on earth not?

FRANK:
They wouldn't be up to it, would they?

CLAIRE:
They're not all like Larry Grayson, you know.

FRANK:
I know. I know. But to be perfectly honest with you, I don't like 'em. I don't like what they get up to.

CLAIRE:
It's called homophobia.

FRANK:
Aye. There's bound to be a long word for it. But yer can't help what yer feel about these things.

CLAIRE:
Yes you can. You can if you know it's wrong.

FRANK:
It's me that's wrong, is it? Not them.

CLAIRE:
Yes it is.

FRANK:
I still don't see it, meself. If yer ask me, life's too bloody complicated down here. I thought digging coal was right. Now the' tell us I'm killing half the trees in Norway. I thought bringing in a wage packet was right. Now I'm supposed to come home and  wring out the nappies.

CLAIRE:
Why not?

FRANK:
Women are better at these things...

CLAIRE:
No, they're not.

FRANK:
I've got to like darkies. I've got to like queers..

CLAIRE:
Blacks and gays...

FRANK:
The's words I'm not allowed to say. Thoughts I'm not allowed to think. I don't know whether I'm coming or going.

CLAIRE:
Welcome to the real world.

FRANK:
Is that what it is? Then the sooner I'm back down me hole in the ground the better. Anyways. I'd better get back. The lorries'll be coming in soon. They'll miss us if we're not there. My turn to make the tea tonight, is it?

CLAIRE:
Yes. You are capable.

FRANK:
And that's the cooker over there, is it? The big white thing with the knobs?

CLAIRE:
Yes.

FRANK:
And yer do use bread to make the toast.

CLAIRE:
Yes.

FRANK:
And you crack the eggs before you scramble them, right.

CLAIRE:
Frank.

FRANK:
Aye?

CLAIRE:
Piss off.

FRANK:
I take it yer want me to leave.


(She throws a cushion at him and he exits through the outside door. Claire goes to her room) 

(Fade)

SCENE TWO. A WEEK LATER. 11:00 am
(The flat is empty. There is a timid knock at the door. Enter Melanie. She knocks tentatively on some of the bedroom doors but there is no reply)

MELANIE
Hello. Anybody in? Hello.


(She sits on the sofa with some difficulty. After a moment there is a knock at the door. She tries to get up but despite several attempts she finds she can't. While she is trying to get up, the door opens. Enter Anne)

ANNE
I know the feeling.

MELANIE
Sorry. Just can't make it.

ANNE
I'd stay where you are if I were you.

MELANIE
I could be here for the rest of my life.

ANNE
I'm looking for Frank.

MELANIE
Frank? I think you've got the wrong flat. There's no men here.

ANNE
Is there not? (She consults a scrap of paper) I'm sure this is the right place.

MELANIE
There's no Frank here that I know of... unless... He's not the miner is he?

ANNE
That's my Frank.

MELANIE
I don't think he's in. I don't think anyone's in.

ANNE
Do yer mind if I wait?

MELANIE
Er... I'm not sure..

ANNE
I really could do with taking the weight off me feet.

MELANIE
No, I mean, I'm sure it's okay. I don't actually live here. I'm Melanie. I'm not a student. 

ANNE
(Sitting with difficulty) Y'd be in a bad way if you were. You look like you're due any second.

MELANIE
Two weeks. You?

ANNE
Five. Your first?

MELANIE
Second.

ANNE
This is my third. Gets easier they say. I'll believe that when I drop one when I'm peeling the potatoes. (Pause) Bloody awful this bit. Just want to get it over and done with. Right bloody tip this is.

MELANIE
Haven't you seen a student flat before? This is one of the better ones. They've actually got a loo brush...

ANNE
Sure it's not a hedgehog died a' shock?

MELANIE
I was the same when I was at uni.

ANNE
Looks like they ought to teach 'em how to hoover before the' start on politics.

MELANIE
They're used to having mums to do everything. They're not used to doing things themselves.

ANNE
Just like men, then. They'd get used to it pretty sharp in my house. How many live here anyway? 

MELANIE
There's three of them. Rachel - she's a bit of a fright. Emma - don't really know her. And then there's Claire. Claire's the one I've come to see.

ANNE
You don't know them very well then.

MELANIE
They're my husband's students.

ANNE
I see (Pause) What are you doing here then?

MELANIE
It's sort of personal...

ANNE
Okay with me love. I'm not one to pry into other people's business. I expect Frank'll tell me anyway.


(Long pause)

MELANIE
I think Claire is... seeing... my husband.

ANNE
Jake is it?

MELANIE
How did you know that?

ANNE
Frank told me about him.

MELANIE
I suppose it must be true then. (Pause) I just wanted to know for sure, that's all. I thought there must be something going on. I was just hoping it was my imagination.

ANNE
Little cow.

MELANIE
Oh I don't suppose it was her fault.

ANNE
Never anybody's fault these things are the'? What are yer going to do about it?

MELANIE
I don't really know - talk to her I suppose. No good talking to Jake. He'd just deny everything. He always does.

ANNE
Done it before has he?

MELANIE
The last time was when I was expecting Kate. I was six months gone when it started.

ANNE
Comes back when you're in working order then. I know the type. The' only get one chance as far as I'm concerned. I'd've thrown him out the first time. 

MELANIE
Yes well. I didn't. And I haven't. And I'm not likely to now... being like this. Can't even get out of the chair on my own.

ANNE
If I were you, the minute that one's squealing, I'd be off like a shot. Or better still, I'd kick him out. He can try living here. See how he likes it.

MELANIE
I expect you think I'm a bit pathetic.


(Enter Rachel from the front door unseen)

ANNE
No. No. No. That's the trouble with women. We're  always blaming ourselves: 'It must be me that's driven him away'. Great, isn't it? They make the mess and we take the blame.

RACHEL:
Yeah right on... 

(Rachel rounds the sofa and is confronted with two very pregnant ladies) 

RACHEL:  Bloody hell! Big ladies! 

(Melanie tries to get up) 

RACHEL
No, no, don't get up. It's okay.
MELANIE
The door was open. I just let myself in. You're Rachel aren't you?

RACHEL:
Yep. And you are... Oh God I know who you are. You're Jake's wife. I came to your party. Sorry. That sounded a bit rude...

MELANIE
And this is Frank's wife... sorry I don't know your name.

ANNE
Anne. It's Anne. Frank's told us about you.

RACHEL:
Nothing too obscene I hope. 

ANNE
I think he quite likes you. But he says you don't like him.

RACHEL:
I've done my best to hate him. Hasn't quite worked that's all.

ANNE
Why would you want to hate him?

RACHEL:
Because he's a man.

ANNE
Not much he can do about that is there?

RACHEL:
No. But I’d expect an apology at least.

MELANIE
Rachel's a feminist.

ANNE
Aye. I've 'eard about 'em. All Doc Marten's an' dungarees, isn't it? Melanie here - now she has got a reason to hate men.

RACHEL:
(Embarrased) Has she? Right. Are you looking for Jake? He's not here.

MELANIE
I came to see Claire.

RACHEL:
Ah. Anything in particular?

MELANIE
I think I'll wait till Claire gets here, if you don't mind.

ANNE
She just wants to know is if she's screwing her husband or not.

RACHEL:
I see. Well that had better wait for Claire then.

ANNE
You must know.

RACHEL:
It's probably best if I don't say anything right now...

ANNE
Some bloody feminist you are. 

RACHEL:
I still don't think...

ANNE
What do you think of a man who goes chasing after teenage girl 'cause his parking space is occupied. With a bairn. With HIS bairn.

RACHEL:
I'm not really in a position...

ANNE
He's out, dipping his wick, while she's staggering round Tesco's with a toddler and a trolley, looking like a sumo wrestler. That's alright with you is it? If it were my Frank, I'd want to be told. 

RACHEL:
I still don't think it's my business..


(As Rachel says this, Claire enters through the front door)

CLAIRE:
Hello. 

(Claire puts down her books) 

CLAIRE:
You're Mel aren't you?

MELANIE
I prefer Melanie.

CLAIRE:
Melanie

RACHEL:
And this is Anne. Frank's wife.

CLAIRE:
You're both pregnant.

ANNE
Not much gets past you does it love?

CLAIRE:
Bit of a surprise... seeing you here.


(Pause)

ANNE
Melanie here's got something to ask you.

MELANIE
Perhaps we could have a word in private.

CLAIRE:
If you like.

ANNE
Don't mind us. We already know what's going on. At least I do.

CLAIRE:
I see.

MELANIE
Yes. The thing is... What I mean is... I mean I don't want to be intrusive or anything... I know it's a bit presumptuous.. but..

ANNE
She wants to know if you're sleeping with her husband. Your mate here wasn't very forthcoming on the subject.

CLAIRE:
I think this is a matter between Melanie and me, isn't it?

ANNE
Pardon me fer livin’.

MELANIE
I had heard there was something going on.

CLAIRE:
Have you asked Jake?

MELANIE
Yes.

CLAIRE:
What did he say?

MELANIE
He said I was imagining things.(Pause) Again.

CLAIRE:
Do you believe him?

ANNE
Of course she doesn't. That's why she's here.

CLAIRE:
I can't think why you think this is anything to do with you.

RACHEL:
Does anybody fancy a cup of tea. I could make one.

MELANIE
No... No... Not at the moment. Thanks. I just want to know that's all. I didn't come here to cause trouble. 

CLAIRE:
Alright. Well. To answer your question: The answer's no. I'm not sleeping with Jake.

MELANIE
Really? I.. I thought you were..

CLAIRE:
No.

ANNE
Tell her the truth.

CLAIRE:
It is the truth. I am not sleeping with Jake. (Pause) I was sleeping with Jake. But I'm not any more. 

RACHEL:
Since when?

CLAIRE:
I saw him this morning. I told him it had to stop. It was stupid and pointless. He has a wife and children. He should be with them. I don't know why I let it happen in the first place. And I'm sorry. I really am sorry. For everything.

ANNE
It's a bit late for that now.

RACHEL:
It's not Claire's fault. It's him. Jake does this stuff all the time. (Correcting herself) Well, you know, not actually sleeping with people, but chasing after his students, chatting them up..

MELANIE
It's alright. I know what he does. I keep hoping he'll stop. For Kate's sake, for the baby's sake. I keep hoping. And he keeps letting me down.

CLAIRE:
I'm not blaming anyone else for this. I knew he was married. I knew he had a daughter. I knew you were pregnant and I knew what he was like. It's just sometimes, when you don't like yourself very much and you find someone - attractive - who seems to like you, it's sometimes easier  to let things happen, than to not. And I let things happen. Pathetic isn't it?

ANNE
Damn right it’s pathetic.

CLAIRE:
(To Anne) You seem to have set yourself up as judge and jury on this. I don't suppose you've ever done anything like this in your life.

ANNE
Me?

CLAIRE:
Yes you. You seem to think you can judge everyone else in this room. Have you looked at yourself lately?

RACHEL:
(Warning) Claire.

CLAIRE:
I assume you're perfect in every way, are you?


(There is a loud knocking at the door. No one moves. The knocking is repeated. Jake's voice is heard from outside)

JAKE
Claire... Claire... Are you there? I know you're in there Claire... Come on let me in.. We've got to talk. You know I love you, don't you... It's not what you said. This is different...

CLAIRE:
(To herself) Yeah. It's different alright. You're not used to getting dumped.

JAKE
I'm going to leave Melanie. I've decided. Right after the baby's born. Come on Claire. This is ridiculous. People can hear. I love you Claire. Let me in please.

ANNE
Let him in.

MELANIE
I don't think..

CLAIRE:
Let him in.


(Rachel goes to the door and opens it)

JAKE
Oh hi Rachel. Is Claire here? Sorry about all that shouting. Making a bit of a pratt of myself. As usual.

CLAIRE:
(To herself) You don't know the half of it.

JAKE
(Sees Claire) Hi Claire. (Sees Anne) Hi...

ANNE
Anne.

JAKE
Hi Anne.

CLAIRE:
She's Frank's wife.

JAKE
Oops.

ANNE
What do you mean oops?

JAKE
Nothing. Nothing at all.

CLAIRE:
There's someone else here, Jake.


(Jake has not yet seen Melanie as she is sitting on the sofa facing away)

JAKE
Party is it? Should’ve brought my Liebfraumilch. So who is... Melanie. God. What are you doing here? God. This is... all a bit embarrassing isn't it? 
ANNE
We're not embarrassed.


JAKE
No. I suppose not. You all know each other then....


(The women glare at him)

JAKE
.... I wasn't expecting a party. Haven't brought any Liebfraumilch? Already said that didn't I....


(Glares continue. Lights begin long slow fade)

JAKE
.... Thought I'd find Claire on her own... you probably guessed that... 'cause of the shouting. Didn't expect the Spanish Inquisition... No one expects… No doubt we’ll all have a good laugh about this one day... (Eyes upward in desperation) Oh... please God! Take me now.


(All frozen as lights fade)

SCENE THREE. SAME DAY. 10pm.

ANNE
I bet the' think I'm a right cow, those girls.

FRANK:
The' don't.

ANNE
What's the matter, Frank?

FRANK:
Nuthin'

ANNE
It's always nuthin, isn't it? There's something wrong and I want to know what it is. I didn't drag meself all the way down here just to get nuthin.

FRANK:
Well nuthin' is the matter. I've told you.

ANNE
Yer different. Yer sound different, on the phone. I know you Frank. I see the signs. It's like when yer dad died.

FRANK:
Yer don't have to keep bringing that up.

ANNE
If yer just said, you know, what yer feeling. Then I'd know what was going on and I wouldn't have to prise it out of yer. You've not fallen fer one o' them girls, have yer?

FRANK:
Don't be daft.

ANNE
Why not? It's all going on down here from what I hear.

FRANK:
Nothing is goin' on.

ANNE
Then what is it, Frank?

FRANK:
It's all this… this place… these people. All these middle class twats playing at being poor. There's none of 'em happy, yer know. They should live where I live. Do what I do. The' don't know the half of it.

ANNE
What does it matter pet? Yer don’t live here.

FRANK:
Aye, what does it matter? I don't know. I just seem to have lost me way, that's all.

ANNE
When are you coming home Frank?

FRANK:
I will come home. Just as soon as I’ve finished here.

ANNE
And when will that be?

FRANK:
When the job's done.

ANNE
Yer said yerself, you're doing no good here anymore.

FRANK:
Aye maybe. I'm not ready to go skulking back with me tail between me legs. Not yet anyhow. Anyways. I'm doin' no good at home, am I?

ANNE
We want yer home Frank. The girls are missing you.

FRANK:
Oh aye. Missin' the grumpy old git, are they? Missing being shouted at?

ANNE
The’ don't mind. They understand.

FRANK:
You manage well enough without me cluttering up the place, pet. Yer've said so yerself.

ANNE
I can manage, Frank. I’ll manage whatever. But that doesn't mean I don't want you there.

FRANK:
I've got no reason to be there.

ANNE
I'd've thought two girls and another one on the way'd be enough.

FRANK:
Another girl is it?

ANNE
Could be.

FRANK:
I was hopin’ I’d get one that plays football - one I can have a kick around in the garden with? 

ANNE
If she kicks a ball like she's kicking me she'll be playing fer Sun’land next month.

FRANK:
She won't need me that's fer sure. None of 'em need me. Not really.

ANNE
You’re talkin’ rubbish, man.

FRANK:
I just want to be working.

ANNE
We've got to face it Frank. Things are different now. Even when you go back - how long is it going to be for: a year, eighteen months. Mining jobs are going every day.

FRANK:
My great grandfather..

ANNE
Oh no. Don't start all that. What difference does it make what your dad and what his dad did. Donna's not going down that pit. Beccy's not going down that pit. When you finish, that's the end of it. Full stop. S' stop feeling sorry for yerself and get out and do something..

FRANK:
....or don't bother coming home.

ANNE
You don't listen to a word I say do you? I love YOU Frank, not yer bloody pay packet. I want yer, we want yer, home.

FRANK:
Home to a house full of women.

ANNE
Oh yes and what have you got here - houseful of schoolgirls. If I'd've known you were going to be shacked up with these three, I'd've never let you come.

FRANK:
Aye. Fell on me feet here alright.

ANNE
I'm going home tomorrow. Come with me.

FRANK:
There's business to finish here - with Murphy. When that's done I'll come home.

ANNE
What business?

FRANK:
Never you mind.

ANNE
Oh I see. Men's stuff, is it? Can't 'ave the little woman poking her nose into that can we? Might start talking sense int' yer.

FRANK:
Murphy's made a fortune running that coal through the line. We're just going to make things square.

ANNE
What are you going to do, break his arms? You're supposed to be pickets not bloody thugs.

FRANK:
I knew you'd see it that way.

ANNE
You know I'm right, that's why. Leave it to someone else. You've done your bit.

FRANK:
I know, but I need t' be there, stop 'em doing something daft. You know what these lads are like when they get a drink inside them. If we're going to do it, it's got to be done right.

ANNE
Well, for once, I just hope you know what you're bloody doing. 

FRANK:
That'd be a first, wouldn't it?

ANNE
I'd better get back to me B and B. I don't think there's room for the two of us sleepin’ on that settee, is there?

FRANK:
Three more like.

ANNE:
‘sides, there’s thing’s growing on the back of it.

FRANK
(He looks round the back of the sofa) Dear God, there’s bloody snails…

ANNE
Come home, Frank. There’s nothing for you here.

FRANK
I promise…

ANNE
It's not long now, you know.

FRANK
I promise I’ll be back in time fer that one.

ANNE
Mind you are. I need you there Frank. Whatever this lot down here say, I need a man around when I'm producin'. I need an ear to scream in.

FRANK:
Make a lot of fuss you women. All yer gotta do is lie then a’ shove.

ANNE
Want to do for me this time, do yer?

FRANK:
I can't do it for you, but I'll be there alright. Don't you worry about that.


(They embrace clumsily)

FRANK:
(Affectionately) Never let the kids come between yer. Isn't that what they say?  Well this one has. For now. Come on. I'll find a student to run you back. If I can find one that's sober.

ANNE
If you're a good boy I might let yer kiss me goodbye on the doorstep.

FRANK:
There'll be none of that, young woman. You know where that led to last time (Pointing to her baby) Who said it'd be alright if yer did it standing up?

ANNE
You did.

FRANK:
Never trust a man.

ANNE
I trust you Frank.

FRANK:
More fool you.


(They exit. Rachel emerges from her room)

RACHEL:
It's okay. They've gone.

(Claire emerges from her room) 

CLAIRE:  Thank God for that. Emma's due back any minute.

RACHEL:
It's a bit bloody confusing all this. All these wives and mistresses everywhere.

CLAIRE:
Mistresses! Is that what we are?

RACHEL:
Well, what word would you use for it?

CLAIRE:
Idiots.

RACHEL:
Yeah, well, you're that all right. (Pause) You know I was that close to telling that woman about Emma and Frank.

CLAIRE:
You're joking.

RACHEL:
I'm not.

CLAIRE:
Why?

RACHEL:
a) because she's a sister. She's got two daughters and another due any minute and b) because I'd've liked to have shut the stupid cow up for a minute. I’m surprised she didn't turn up with an apron and rolling pin.

CLAIRE:  
She was a bit hard, wasn't she? Perhaps she's had a hard life.

RACHEL:
(Assuming northern accent)  Aye it were 'ard life. All we 'ad to eat were lump 'a coal 'n no gravy.

CLAIRE:
Telling her would have been a really bad idea. Just as bad as telling Melanie about Jake and me.

RACHEL:
I didn't.

CLAIRE:
I know, but the same arguments apply, don't they? She'd have eaten Emma alive.

RACHEL:
Yeah but somebody has to do something about these men. You can't keep letting them get away with it.

CLAIRE:
Is that really how you see it - men exploiting women?

RACHEL:
Don't you? 

CLAIRE:
No I don't. I mean, how does that make Emma and me look: a right pair of simpering idiots, waiting for some dastardly man to drag us into bed. We're adults - intelligent adults. We're not being seduced. We're being stupid, yes, but that's another matter. Jake, me, Emma, Frank - we're just people swimming about grabbing at the nearest bit of driftwood.

RACHEL:
Men have it both ways though don't they - wives to look after their children. Girlfriends to take to bed.

CLAIRE:
And you really think that makes them happy?

RACHEL:
It must do something for them - else they wouldn't do it.

CLAIRE:
If everyone - men and women - took responsibility for what they did. Well, we wouldn't get into these messes, would we. It's not just men.

RACHEL:
They need to change.

CLAIRE:
We all need to change. (Pause) Anyway, now I'm no longer selling my body for better grades, I'd better start doing some work. So should you.

RACHEL:
I'm shattered. I need a drink.

CLAIRE:
You need to do some work.

RACHEL:
Tomorrow.

CLAIRE:
You'll be writing that on your finals paper - I'll do it tomorrow. It's called a fail Rachel. Think about it.

(Fade)
  

SCENE FOUR. THE NEXT DAY. MIDDAY.


(Frank is sitting on the sofa. Emma is at the table writing. She finishes her essay)

EMMA:
That's that then - another epic out of the way. C plus maybe a B. You've been sitting there for an hour.

FRANK:
Got a lot to think about haven't I?

EMMA:
Has Anne gone?.

FRANK:
Aye. She went this morning.

EMMA:
Claire said she was a bit fierce.

FRANK:
She can be - specially with girls who've got their hands on her husband. She's alright when you get to know her.

EMMA:
I doubt I'll be doing that.

FRANK:
No. Prob’ly not.

EMMA:
You should have gone home with her.

FRANK:
Should I?

EMMA:
I wouldn't have minded.

FRANK:
No?


(Emma comes over and sits beside Frank) 

EMMA:
Until she came, I didn't realise... I didn't realise what we were doing... Nor did you, not really, did you? That's why you slept on the sofa last night.

FRANK:
It didn't seem right.... Not with her here.

EMMA:
It isn't right when she isn't. Anne was just a name.... But she isn't just a name, is she? She's your wife. And you ought to be with her.

FRANK:
I've made a right bloody mess of things haven't I?

EMMA:
People go to bed all the time these days. It doesn't always mean anything.

FRANK:
It does t' me. Look, it was my fault getting you into this. I was feeling sorry for meself and there you were. Lots of men go daft after young girls, don't they?

EMMA:
It wasn't just you. (Pause)  I just decided to sacrifice my virginity to the cause. Arthur Scargill wasn't available so I had to make do with you. 

FRANK:
You wouldn't have liked Arthur. Got no hair has he. Not when the wind's blowing.

EMMA:
Anyway I don't think you can write meaningful essays on the political influence of the working classes until you've slept with at least one of them.

FRANK:
I was just a bit of research was I?

EMMA:
Empathy, they call it. It's part of the course. You won't tell Anne, will you?

FRANK:
I thought about it: She'd kick me out of the house, I'd never see me bairns again, her brothers'd kick seven bells out of us. I don't think I'll bother.

(Emma comes over and kisses him and hands him her essay) 

EMMA:
You can read this and tell me what you think

FRANK:
I won't understand a word of it.

EMMA:
That's okay. I don't understand a word of it either.

FRANK:
I am sorry, pet.

EMMA:
Forget about it.

FRANK:
I won't do that - forget about it. Not ever.  Was I really the first?

EMMA:
I told you before. It's none of your bloody business. Or do you want to put a notch on your shovel?

FRANK:
That’s a bit harsh.

EMMA:
Then why do you want to know?

FRANK:
When I meet my maker, I don't want him knowin' stuff I don't.(Pause) I didn't mean to hurt anyone.

EMMA:
I'm not a child, Frank.

FRANK:
No. You're not that are you?

EMMA:
I thought you had to be somewhere.

FRANK:
Oh God is that the time. (Grabs his coat) I'll see you later.

EMMA:
 Where are you going?

FRANK:
Got an appointment with Murphy.

EMMA:
There's no lorries at this time of night.

FRANK:
(As he exits) There is where I'm going.










SCENE FIVE.  THE SAME DAY. MIDNIGHT.

(Emma and Rachel are watching tv. Claire enters noisily)

CLAIRE:
Have you heard?

EMMA:
Heard what?

CLAIRE:
There's been trouble at the bridge.

RACHEL:
Trouble at t'Mill.

CLAIRE:
I'm serious. Someone's been killed..

EMMA:
That's where Frank was going.

RACHEL:
Who's been killed?

CLAIRE:
One of Murphy's drivers.

RACHEL:
What were they doing up at the bridge?

EMMA:
They were going to fix Murphy's lorries.

RACHEL:
Why would they do that?.

EMMA:
I mean fix them - so they wouldn't go.

RACHEL:
I know what 'fix 'em means.

EMMA:
How was he killed - the driver.

CLAIRE:
I don't know. Nobody said.

EMMA:
I'm going up there to see what's happened.

CLAIRE:
I don't think it's a good idea.

EMMA:
We've got to do something.


(Emma grabs her coat but as she exits she meets Frank coming in)

EMMA:
Frank. Are you okay?

FRANK:
Me? Yeah I'm fine.

CLAIRE:
We heard someone had been killed.

FRANK:
They have - one of the  drivers.

RACHEL:
They killed him. God. I didn't know they were going to do that.

FRANK:
It was an accident. Nobody meant to hurt anybody. I knew somethin' like this'd happen. I told 'em. I warned 'em. But they never listen do they - these young lads.

EMMA:
So what happened?

FRANK:
We found out where Murphy parks his lorries overnight - under Park Bridge. The idea was to let some tyres down, get the rocker arms off, just stop 'em going. Nothing serious. But the lads had been drinking...

CLAIRE:
I saw them in the bar. They were pretty far gone then.

FRANK:
We were fixing the lorries and some of 'em found a tree stump near the bridge. By the time I realised what they were up to they had the thing balanced on the wall. I just ran out of the way. Came crashing down, smashed the windscreen, hit the tarmac. They were all shouting and cheering. And then I saw him. One of Murphy's drivers. Just lying there. God knows how he got there - must've been kippin' in the cab.

EMMA:
It was an accident.

FRANK:
If yer dump tree stumps off bridges there's liable to be accidents isn't there?  There was nothing we could do. We just ran for it. There'll be hell to pay for this.

EMMA:
It wasn't you that did it.

CLAIRE:
No one saw you did they? 
FRANK:
How many miners are there left down here - a dozen. They know who we are. They'll be after us quick enough.

EMMA:
But you haven't done anything. You would have tried to stop them if you'd known.

FRANK:
Aye I would. But that won't do me any good, will it?

CLAIRE:
Why not?

FRANK:
Well I'm hardly going to tell the police what happened, am I?

EMMA:
You've got to.

FRANK:
No, I haven't. If no one says anything they'll not know who did it. We'll all be up for this together.

RACHEL:
That's just bloody stupid.

FRANK:
There's no other way.

CLAIRE:
God - you're like school kids. You haven't smashed a window - somebody's been killed.

FRANK:
Doesn't make any difference. We started this together and we'll see it through together. That's the way we do things.

CLAIRE:
Christ, Frank. It isn't like that any more. There's loads of miners going back to work. Most of your mates have gone home. You're not all in it together anymore. You didn't kill that driver. They did. You would have stopped them. You said. You don't owe them anything.

FRANK:
I'm not a scab and I'm not a tattle-tail.

CLAIRE:
Tell him Emma.

EMMA:
There's going to be terrible trouble over this, you know there is....

FRANK:
I'll lose me job, me redundancy, I'll get prison maybe. I'll miss me new daughter screaming her head off. I know. I know all that.

CLAIRE:
This is nothing to do with the strike.

FRANK:
Listen. We've stood and watched those bastards driving in and out for a month. That gets to you in the end. Smiling and waving they was today. That bastard's not smiling and waving any more, is he? (Pause) My father told me about times when the' didn't have enough to eat. I thought we were past all that. But she's bringing it back, that woman. There's people begging, people livin' on the streets..

CLAIRE:
You won't change that going to prison...

FRANK:
Aye maybe not. Like I told yer, I've lost track of what's right and what's wrong since I come here. The only thing left to do is to stick by your mates. It's a stupid pointless waste of time this whole bloody strike. It's broke some men.  The whole union's splitting in two. If the last of us don't stick together - well, there's nothing left is there? 


(Pause)

RACHEL:
What are you going to do?

FRANK:
Nothing. Stop here. Wait. Have a smoke. There'll be here for us soon enough. It's all a bloody mess.


(Fade)

SCENE SIX. THE NEXT MORNING.


(Emma and Frank are sitting on the sofa. Frank is smoking)

FRANK:
You know, I sometimes think I was born a hundred years too late - yer dad worked down the mine, you worked down the mine, yer son worked down the mine. Yer wife looked after yer children and the union looked after you. Life was a whole lot bloody simpler.

EMMA:
I don't suppose it was ever like that, not really.

FRANK:
No, I don't suppose it was. But at least th' knew where th' were. Not like now. Things are always changing. Yer don't know where you are from one minute to the next. Scargill. Thatcher. The' think they know what they're doin'. The' don't. There's bloody great waves sweeping across us all. All you can do is duck yer head under and hope you've got enough puff to come up the other side.

EMMA:
It's not as bad as all that, Frank.

FRANK:
It is pet. It is. (Pause) Do you know why they built the pyramids?

EMMA:
(Confused) What?

FRANK:
Do you know why the' built the pyramids?

EMMA:
To bury Pharaohs, I suppose.

FRANK:
No, no, no, no. That was what they were for. That isn't why they built them. It was because they COULD build them. They had the money and the tools and the slaves and the power. They had to do something big, something impressive. That's why they built pyramids.

EMMA:
I don't understand what you’re saying.

FRANK:
We know how to dig coal - we've got all this technology and skills and miners who work themselves into the ground..

EMMA:
Literally into the ground...

FRANK:
Yeah, yeah. But yer see what I'm saying don't you?

EMMA:
Not really.

FRANK:
We can dig millions of tons of coal from half a mile underground better than anyone else in the world. But nobody wants it. It stinks, it fills the air wi' smoke, kills trees. Nobody wants it. Nobody needs it. All we're doing is building bloody great pyramids of coal. In Australia, they’ve got machines stripping more coal in an hour than I can produce in a year. But we can't stop ‘cause that's the only think we know - digging coal wi’ picks and shovels. 

EMMA:
You could do other things.

FRANK:
No, I can't.

EMMA:
You can.

FRANK:
In a thousand years time they'll find those pyramids and they'll say 'Why?', 'What were they for?', ‘why did they build ‘em?’ 

EMMA:
They'll think we buried Margaret Thatcher under one.

FRANK:
You'd need a big one - t'keep that cow under. No. They're already turning the mines into museums. They'll hire us back to pretend we're digging coal, so gangs of schoolkids can 'ave a look round. Look at that. That's what it's like digging coal. That's what it's like 'aving a job

EMMA:
I know it'll be hard. But you could do other things. You're intelligent. You don't need to be lugging coal around. Why should you? You could come to Uni. You've got more brains than most of them here.

FRANK:
Oh aye. I'll be alright one way or another. We'll all survive, but all those things we used to be will be gone. Oh I know it isn't all brass bands and community spirit, we don't all come out singing, 'Whistle While You Work' but there was something there, something we all did together and it's not going to be there any more. (Pause) What's the time?

EMMA:
One o'clock.

FRANK:
I suppose I could make it easier by giving meself up.

EMMA:
I'll come with you.

FRANK:
There's no need. They won't be giving injections. I'll get me stuff.


(There's a loud banging on the door which continues)

FRANK:
Looks like me lift's here.

EMMA:
Can I do anything?

FRANK:
Give Anne a ring. Tell her what's happened.

EMMA:
You'll be alright.

FRANK:
I've been through worse. (Calls out) Keep that up and you'll never get a tip out of us. Alright I'm coming. I'm coming.


(Fade)

SCENE SEVEN. THREE WEEKS LATER.


(Emma and Claire are sitting working. Rachel enters)

CLAIRE:
Good God. It's her, look.

RACHEL:
How’s it going? Just come for some things.

CLAIRE:
It's official then.

RACHEL:
I'm moving in. See how it goes.

EMMA:
I hope you're not ironing his shirts.

RACHEL:
I iron the shirts. He does the cooking. We take it in turns for the hoover. How are you two, apart from smug?

CLAIRE:
We're getting more work done.

RACHEL:
You miss me really.

EMMA:
It's a lot quieter. Seems a bit empty at times.

RACHEL:
I'll keep paying the rent. You never know. I could be back next week.

CLAIRE:
Is he worth it?

RACHEL:
He's okay. He plays rugby to keep fit. He doesn't do all the drinking and that.

CLAIRE:
You mean, you don't let him.

RACHEL:
We do what we like. We don't own each other.

EMMA:
I hope it works out.


(A knock at the door)

RACHEL:
That's him now. Come to help with the things.


(Another knock and the door opens).

FRANK:
It's me. Mind if I come in?

EMMA:
Frank.

FRANK:
Yer still recognise me, then.

EMMA:
We tried to come and see you...

FRANK:
No, no. You were best to keep away.

CLAIRE:
What's happened?

FRANK:
Plenty. Got a new daughter, me. Kelly. Missed it all though. Me daughter's comin' in ter the world and I'm in a rat hole in Ashford staring into a bucket of piss. Still. Better get used to that.

CLAIRE:
But you're out...

FRANK:
...out on bail, that's all. There's the trial to come yet.

RACHEL:
They can't put you in prison.

FRANK:
Can't they? Try tellin' them that. Oh, it won't be too bad. Coupla years maybe.

EMMA:
A couple of years - that's forever.

FRANK:
It's only one more than you lot do, isn't it?

EMMA:
But it's not fair. You didn't do anything. It was the others.

FRANK:
If the' find out who it was, they'd crucify 'em. The papers'd do it. They're the ones that run this country now. As it is - well there's nineteen of us. We'll all ‘ave to do our bit, won't we?

EMMA:
You could stay here. When you come back for the trial.

FRANK:
No. I don't think so. I'm in enough trouble as it is. Anyways. I don't think Anne'd let me. Thinks I can't be trusted. Don't know where she got that idea from. (Pause) So I'll be on me way then. Goodbye Rachel.

RACHEL:
(Hugging him) Goodbye yer great hairy tattoed working class git.

FRANK:
Big job in the city for you eh? Plus doin' the ironin'. Some man doesn't know what's going to hit him. Bye Claire.

CLAIRE:
(Hugging him) Take care.

FRANK:
Keep away from them lecturers. And remember what I said about those tunnels. If yer get in too deep give us a shout and I'll come and dig you out.

EMMA:
(Hugging him) Goodbye Frank.

FRANK:
I'll not forget you in a hurry pet.

EMMA:
You better not. I hope prison isn't too bad.


(fade in music. ‘Part of the Union’ by the Strawbs)

FRANK:
Ah well, we're always locked up somewhere, aren't we - us workin' men - in a cell, in the cage, in a shed on the allotment hidin' from the missus. You look after yerselves, never mind about me.

EMMA:
But we do mind about you Frank. 


(Frank looks around) 

FRANK:
You know, there's something different about this place. I can't quite put my finger on it.  Wait a minute - am I dreamin', or is this place tidy? It is y' know.(Runs his finger along a shelf) Where's all the dust gone? There's been a Hoover on the loose in here. What's going on, girls? I can't believe it. Hold on. Hold on (From behind the sofa he picks up the mug he found on the first day – only now it has even more mould) Now that's more like it. Now I can go home happy.

THE END

PRODUCTION NOTES
7 actors required or 6 if Emma and Anne are doubled. An authentic Geordie accent

for Frank and Anne is essential. Some of the Geordie dialogue is written phonetically.

EMMA:   
21.  A student
CLAIRE: 
21.  A student
RACHEL: 
22.  A student (Punkish dress)

JAKE  
40. Trendily (that is, for the 80s) dressed university lecturer.

FRANK:  
45.  A Geordie miner.

ANNE  
40s. Frank's very pregnant wife 

MELANIE
30s. Jake's very pregnant wife.

BACKGROUND:

During the miner's strike, pickets were dispatched to various non-unionised small ports around the country which were being used to import coal. The pickets stayed where they could. At some universities including Essex, the student unions arranged temporary accommodation.

MUSIC:

(Heard on various stereos in the flat during the play)


Brothers in Arms - Dire Straits, Like a Virgin - Madonna, Born in the USA - Bruce Springsteen, Private Dancer - Tina Turner, Dream of Blue Turtles - Sting, Rum, Sodomy and the Lash - The Pogues, Hounds of Love - Kate Bush, Easy Pieces - Lloyd Cole and the Commotions.

PROPS LIST

Act One. Scene one. A disgusting mouldy green thing in the fridge.

Act One. Scene two. Pack of Mates condoms on the table. Mouldy mug

Act One. Scene three. Sleeping bag and cushion for Frank. A copy of German Greer's The Female Eunuch
Act Two. Scene one. Books and drink for Rachel.

Act Two. Scene four. Essay for Emma.

Act Two. Scene seven. Mouldy mug
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