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Scene 1

LIGHTS UP

The stage is empty. Enter from stage left SOPHIE and from stage right DWIGHT to up centre stage. They stand side by side.

SPOTLIGHT ON SOPHIE

Sophie: (to audience) Hi there everyone. My name’s Sophie Elms. I was born in Kensington, West London in 1935. I’m sure you all know that I would have been one of the children evacuated out to the countryside in 1939. It was horrible! I had to share a room and everything! Anyway, I managed to get back to London by 1945, when I was just 10.My mum was really happy to see me. My dad however....well... he always hoped I’d have been a boy....

Sophie freezes

SPOTLIGHT MOVES TO DWIGHT
Dwight: Welcome all! I from the West Indies. I were also born in 1935, but I moved from there in 1945, just after the war ended. I livin’ in Notting Hill, have been ever since. Had to deal with some major problems along the way... what with the race-haters and all. I’m dead now too. (loud) Bet that surprised you! Yep, I was killed in 1990. Got caught in the way of some England fans right after they lost to those Germans in the footie. Used me head as one of those soccer balls they did!

Dwight freezes

DWIGHTS SPOTLIGHT OFF

Enter NARRATOR stage left. He is dressed in 1945 clothes and holding a large black book.
SPOTLIGHT on Narrator. He stands at down stage left.

Narrator: Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, and welcome to this special Biography on post-war Britain. Let’s have a quick look at its life shall we? (Opens book) Born in 1945 after the end of the Second World War, the beginning was very bleak for the country after the massive toll the war had taken on the country. The country managed to recover...eventually...from the devastation of the wars. The 1960’s provided a brief respite from the decline- with the era of the ‘swinging sixties’. However the 1970’s...with the miner’s strikes.... and the three day working week...soon ended that. These were examples of the decline of Britain.

Narrator freezes.
Enter NARRATOR 2 stage right. He is dressed exactly the same as Narrator, and has an identical black book. He stands at down stage right, parallel to Narrator.

SOPHIE AND DWIGHT’S SPOTLIGHTS OFF.

The narrators move in a straight line up stage so they are at up stage right and left respectively. Dwight and Sophie move from centre stage to replace the narrators at down stage right (Dwight) and left (Sophie).

Exit Dwight and Sophie.

SPOTLIGHT ON NARRATOR 2

Narrator 2: The 1970’s and 1980’s saw the rise and overspill of the British football hooligan movement- something that to this day still exists....  another miners strike in 1984 was overshadowed by the attempt to assassinate Margaret Thatcher by the IRA. You get the idea of how Britain has declined since the war. But let us take it back. Let us visit our good friends Dwight and Sophie... back in 1945... and let them explain just how it was!

Exit Narrator, stage left 

Exit Narrator2, stage right

LIGHTS CHANGE

SCENE

Scene 2

LIGHTS UP

The backdrop shows two pictures; on the right backdrop is an image of a boat, and to the left it has a back display of a slum.

Enter Dwight from stage right. He stands in the centre-right of the stage, so the backdrop of the boat is behind him. 

Dwight: I arrived from here (points at boat backdrop) from the Windies in 1945, when I were just 10.

Lights change and then change back again. During this time Dwight has taken on the persona of a 10-year old.

Dwight moves to centre stage left. The backdrop of the slum is now behind him.

Dwight: And this is me, a lil’ nipper at 10. (Looks around the stage). It’s not exactly the bestest of places is it. My daddy says that soon it’ll be the best place to live, all the buildings will be big and....erm what did you say dad?

Dwight moves to front centre stage .From stage right, enter FATHER. He stays at up stage right and looks at audience whilst addressing Dwight.

Father: I said lil’ Dwight, that Britain is where we gonna be for the rest of our lives. It’s gonna be a wonderful place... even though it’s not the best at the moment son!

Dwight: That it dad. Hey... who that coming t’ward us?

Enter MAN stage left. He is dressed in slum clothes, and is covered in brick dust. He stays at up stage left, addressing Dwight but facing audience.

Man: So who the bloody ‘ell are you then?

Father: Who asking?

Man: (to audience) Well then! We got ourselves a cocky one eh!?  I said what’s your name?

Father: All right, I tell you. Me name’s Abraham. This me son Dwight.

Man: And about time too. So, you come off the boat from the West Indies?

Father: Last week. What it gotta do with you?

Man: You’d do us good if you left. We don’t need you here.

Father: S’cuse you? I get to go wherever I want. ‘specially as the government here let us in !

Man (angry): I don’t care. You have no idea how much trouble you’ll bring here. Give it 5 years. (points out towards audience) Just you wait!

Man exits stage left.  Dwight looks up at audience whilst addressing Father.

Dwight: Why that man got so many problems wiv us? We jus come over for a better life?

Father: I don’t know. One day we will though.

LIGHTS CHANGE

Dwight has returned to his original persona. 

Exit Father and Man.

LIGHTS CHANGE

Dwight (to audience): And so it began. As a 10 year old I saw the beginnings of the Brits’ sentiments towards us. And just 5 years from now there will be riots right here in Notting Hill. It’s ok for the children who have just been sent back HOME. Like out there... (pointing out towards audience) over that side of London! I’m sure there’s probably some girl who’s just come back to see her mummy and her daddy!

Dwight looks about the audience, staring into the audience.

Dwight (to self): Yep. Lucky people.

LIGHTS CHANGE

SCENE

Scene 3

The back display shows the interior of an upper class house in the 1940’s. 

From stage left enter MUMMY and DADDY. They are waiting for their daughter SOPHIE to arrive home.

Mummy and Daddy move to centre stage.

Mummy: I do hope my little Sophie is okay.

Daddy: Yes. Great.

Mummy: I wish you gave Sophie a little more respect at times.

Daddy: Why? What would that achieve? Could she fight? Could she have gone out and served her country? I think not!

Mummy: How dare you! 

Mummy goes to slap Daddy; however he blocks her and strikes her. She falls to the floor. Daddy turns away for a moment as Mummy picks herself up.

Mummy: I will not have my Sophie spoke of that way again! You know full well she is only 10!

Enter Sophie through the door, stage right. She is carrying her oversize suitcase and her name tag round her neck. 

Sophie: Mummy! Daddy! How nice to see you again! I have missed you so!!

Sophie runs towards Mummy and Daddy. Sophie drops her suitcase as Mummy picks Sophie up and hugs her, but Daddy tentatively turns away. Mummy puts Sophie down in between herself and Daddy.

Sophie: Daddy? What is wrong? Mummy seems so happy to see me but...well you do not seem so?

Daddy: I do Sophie... I am happy to see you but....well I must tell you that whilst you have been away, things are not all the same that they used to be.

Sophie: Oh?

Mummy (to Daddy): Must we do this?

Daddy: We must. (Turns to Sophie). Sophie. Whilst you were away we had to make changes to the house. Your room has been moved to accommodate for the lodgers that we have. We have had to ....fire our butler too. He was not using our rations properly.

Sophie (sobbing): My room? Where is it now?

Daddy: Well when I mean moved, I mean....

Mummy: Do not fret over it. We will get you a new room my dear Sophie...once we have the money back.

Sophie: The money? I thought you and daddy had lots saved up?

Mummy: We did! The war changed that. What with your Daddy’s 

leg injury and all- the government could not pay him his benefits. They had to pay for the whole war effort. For the whole reason they sent my precious little Sophie away! I lost my job years ago...when our offices were bombed. There’s no-one left there now. And we found out the butler had been stealing our rations for his own family. As if he needs them!

Sophie: So what do we do now Mummy? What is there left?

Mummy: Not an awful lot. This is going to be a very hard time for all of us.

Daddy (muttering under breath): If only you were a boy.....

Mummy scowls at Father. 

Mummy (to Sophie): Why don’t you put your cases away darling? I’ll see what I have in the cupboard that I can cook!?

Sophie: Ok!

Exit Sophie stage left. Mummy stares at Daddy scowling.

Mummy: Why did you have to go there!? I thought we agreed ....to lie?
Daddy: What would be the point? She’d find out anyway. Besides there’s more important things to be done now. Someone tells me that there’s another boat load of immigrants from the West Indies come in. Another lot we don’t need!

Mummy: I don’t believe you! We’re almost bankrupt! We’ve got hardly any rations left! I mean we have powdered milk and powdered egg and that’s it- and you’re bothered about the immigrants! You try and make dinner out of nothing but powdered foods! It is almost impossible without solids! That’s why we need our money back! So stop worrying about those irrelevant immigrants! I’m sure they mean no harm!

Daddy: You moan now, but just wait and see. I’ll be right.

Exit Mummy and Daddy.

LIGHTS CHANGE

Enter Narrator stage left. Narrator moves to centre stage.

SPOTLIGHT ON NARRATOR

Narrator: Yes, this was the harsh reality of post war Britain. And in the years that followed, it would only get worse. There would be a massive hike in fuel bills because of the harshness of the weather over the next two years. Not only was the economy turning against the British but it seemed that the weather had turned its back on them too. Little did the people of the United Kingdom know what they were getting into. But worse was to come. The loss of the mighty British Empire and the losses incurred through two world wars had affected the very heart of Britain. And the government took a big hit. But the government had no idea how the people on the ground were taking it. I’m sure they did not even consider the West Indian immigrants in 1950.

Exit Narrator

LIGHTS CHANGE

SCENE

Scene 4

The stage has a backdrop image of 1950’s Notting Hill. 

Enter CARD 1 and CARD 2 stage right.

Card 1 stands at far stage right and Card 2 moves to stand at far stage left. They are both holding placards. We cannot see what they say.

LIGHTS CHANGE.

Enter from stage right DWIGHT. He is dressed in clothes typical with that of a poor 1950’s man. He stands at the centre front of the stage facing the audience. He does not acknowledge Card 1 or Card 2 and they do not react to him. 

Dwight (to audience): I suppose you don’t know what year it is. Let me tell you. It is 1958. I had to shut up and lock up my house today. Some old riot kicked off in the street below. They say they not happy with us all from the beautiful West Indies. I can’t believe they even wanna suggest that! What wrong with them? I got myself a modest life. It not much of a living. I not gone and stolen anything. But no. They have to come in with their banners and their bottles. I be wanting no part of this. I only want my own life. Hell, I even met this nice girl! Well...I did...until she realised I was from the West Indies. Well to be more precise...her dad found out. And so visited me. With a gun. Made that one short relationship!

Dwight grimly smiles to himself.
Sounds of a door being kicked in

Dwight (shocked): Shit. How’d they even get in? maybe they haven’t. I probably hearing something....

Dwight stops as he hears his door being kicked in. Enter stage left THUG 1 and from stage right THUG 2.Neither ‘see’ Card 1 or Card 2.. They walk to front stage to confront Dwight, one either side of him. They freezes and Dwight steps forward to address the audience.

Dwight: We both know this won’t be ending well for me!

Dwight steps back to his original position. The scene continues.

Dwight (attempting a lame English accent): Well good evening gentlemen how can I....

Thug 1: Shut it. What the fuck you think you doing in our Notting Hill?

Dwight : Come on lads I be doing nothing wrong and that!

Thug 1: Shut up man, you have done wrong. 

Thug 2 looks at the audience whilst talking to Thug 1.

Thug 2: The said Dwight Cameron has committed the crime of dragging his arse from the West Indies to these glorious shores. The punishment is... kicking your fucking head in!!!

Thug 1: I think I agree. Anything you wanna say before we pass sentence? I mean...kick you in?

Dwight: I done nothing man! You’re all fucking psychopaths! What the hell is your problem?

Thug 2 I tell you. All you scumbags that have come to our shores from the West-whatever-the-fuck you call it; you have all taken our jobs!

Thug 1: Our houses!

Thug 2: Our wives!

Thug 1: Our money!

Thug 2: You see!

They all freeze. Thug 2 steps out in front to address the audience.

Thug 2: We didn’t really know...or care...at the time but we were the beginnings of a new era. We thought it would be a good idea. We thought that this pressure might work. But we were wrong. Very wrong. I’m sure that where (points at audience) you are now it’s probably the same. Or worse. And we both suffer from the same problem. Governments that don’t listen. Well we tried. And in 1967...we were to create something that looked good at first. But god ...where we wrong.

Card 1 and Card 2 turn their placards around. The one on the left (stage right) says ‘1967’. The other placard (on right; stage left) reads ‘National Front formed’ 

Thug 1: Now, to deal with you.

The lights fade down, as Thug 1 and Thug 2 take Dwight off stage left by the arms. Card 1 and Card 2 follow behind, motioning if they are celebrated and jeering. They are however silent.

ALL EXIT.

The stage remains empty for about half a minute. Then, a bloodied and battered Dwight is dragged back onto the stage by Thug 2. Dwight’s clothes are dishevelled.

SPOTLIGHT ON DWIGHT.

 The spotlight is on Dwight on the floor mid stage as Thug 2 looks toward the audience and speaks to Dwight.

Thug 2: Don’t take it personally.

Thug 2 runs off stage left. We are left with a spotlight on a bloodied and beaten Dwight centre stage. 

DWIGHT’S SPOTLIGHT OFF.

He lays almost motionless for a few moments

DWIGHT’S SPOTLIGHT ON.

Suddenly, Dwight jumps back up to his feet as if he has recovered. He dusts himself down before facing and addressing the audience.

Dwight: Shit me that were one hell of a beating I took! He was right though. Not that twat at the end. It was totally personal! I mean the other bloke. He were right about the future. Even I know when enough is enough. The future not looking too amazing really. Well I mean, almost. I got a bonus! (points to bruises/blood) the nurse that fixed me were a nice little one! So much so that me and myself here (points to crutch) got her a bit pregnant! 
Dwight moves from centre stage to stage left. 

Dwight: At least the 1960’s are supposed to be good. That what I been told anyway....

Exit Dwight stage left.

DWIGHT’S SPOTLIGHT OFF.

LIGHT CHANGE

SCENE

Scene 5

 Enter SOPHIE and JOHN stage left.

Enter DWIGHT stage right.

The back display is in two parts to reflect two scenes; on the left (stage right) the backdrop shows a poor part of west London. On this side-front stage- is Dwight holding a baby. On the right (stage left), the backdrop is that of an upper class area of London.

Sophie and John stand centre-right of the stage. They are all wearing clothes that reflect their class and the fact that it is the 1960’s.

There are two spotlights- one on Dwight and one on Sophie and John. 

They are all facing the audience.

Sophie and John are frozen.

Dwight: Hey all. Look what I have! (Holds baby as if to show audience) Isn’t he amazing! Funny thing how he came about though. I was in a café being served by some scouse bird and before you know it...bang and I’m a father! Funny thing! She ran off to Liverpool soon as she could though. Shame. I got a name for him too. He’s called...Nathan. Nathan Cameron. (pauses). You know the best thing? He gonna hold a British passport. That means he not gonna have t’deal with any of that racist crap. Jesus yes!

Dwight freezes.

Sophie: Good evening all, may I introduce to you my darling child, who we are calling Henry. This here is my darling husband John. He owns half of a company which is going to make a big profit one day; they are inventing some sort of thing called a microwave...whatever that is!

John: ‘Evening ladies and gentlemen. Nice to see you all. I think it goes without saying that I’m sure you all know I have a nice healthy bank balance- most probably better than yours (sniggers to himself) anyway...only the best for our son. Oxford...Eton...they all beckon!

Sophie and John freeze.

Dwight: I don’t have much, you know. Just enough. I know there some people out there who think they have everything. All the money they need. All the possessions they need. But they probably miss. Lack. The one thing I have. And that’s my baby boy. I know....I know the mother’s not around...but so what? She not interested. So I holding the baby. And I feel proud to. I know that people don’t always approve of the kind of family that I’m going to raise this baby in- but so what? I’m a loving parent...and I know families that think they are doing the best for their kid...and are just doing it for themselves. I bet you can probably think of one.... I bet you can see one right now!

Dwight freezes

John: I only want the best for me.....my family. I’ll get us a lovely house in the countryside and a lovely big car. Cars look lovely...don’t they dear?

Sophie (to John, facing audience): Oh. Yes dear. Whatever you want.

John: Of course I’m right. It’s my money after all (chuckles to himself).

Sophie and John freeze. From far stage left enter NARRATOR. The narrator is dressed as a 1960’s mod character. The narrator moves to mid stage – in between Dwight and Sophie/John. Narrator then freezes.

Dwight: I gonna raise my boy the way I always wanted to. I gonna show him the world. Show him the best that I can. And....well I hope....I hope that all these pigs that think they can try and ruin my life will try and ruin my boy. Because there’ll be hell to pay for anyone who tries. Just dare.  I DARE YOU TO! (Dwight stares with vicious intent into the audience)

Exit Dwight stage right.

John: I hope my boy won’t need much attention. I’m sure he’ll just be happy playing with his toys. I have too much work to do. To expand my wallet...I got to do the job! (half-laughs to himself)

Sophie looks at John with a grimace. John freezes. Sophie takes another look at him before looking back at the audience.

Exit John stage left. 

Sophie: Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. No no...it is best for little Henry. I don’t want it...but for Henry...my baby....damn John....

Sophie sobs a little as she exits.

Exit Sophie stage left.

 Narrator walks to front centre stage, facing audience.

Narrator: And so...ladies and gentlemen... This is the 1960’s.  We have the second generation on our special timeline of Britain. But even these parents needed jobs. Sophie had one of the best jobs at the time....she taught English at Essex University. Whilst John continued his soon-to-be doomed job. And Dwight...he was to have the hardest time in finding a job. The topic of immigration was getting bigger. Certain ‘Brits’ (Narrator makes inverted commas with fingers) felt threatened by the influx of immigrants. But why? It makes sense to ask one.

Enter RACIST stage left. He is dressed in torn denim and has gang badges sown into his jacket. He stands to the right of the narrator.

Racist: Why you ask? We can’t even have our country to ourselves? First it was the slaves from the West Windies or somewhere. Now some European punks want our turf? Some country called Poland. I know they had some fucked up shit and that but we helped. The least they could do is leave us be.

Exit Racist stage left.

Narrator (to audience): Hmmm. I think that answers most of our questions. But it wasn’t over. Even the older wiser Dwight couldn’t escape the immigration issue. Some people even called it a ‘distasteful necessity’. That statement holds some meaning for some people. But who?

Exit Narrator stage left.

Lights CHANGE

SCENE 

Scene 6

 The stage backdrop displays a government office. A chair is at the back (centre) of the stage.

Enter WILSON stage left. He is the Prime Minister.

 Wilson gets up and walks to the front (centre) of the stage. He addresses the audience.

Wilson: So here we are. 1967. The damn National Front is growing in popularity. All their support is coming from this immigration issue. I’ve no choice but to do something. Something that people will like. But there will be collateral. 

Enter Dwight stage right. He stands Centre stage and faces the audience.

Enter John stage left. He stands Centre stage and faces the audience.

Wilson: That is why I have introduced a new policy. I shall call it the Immigration Act!

Dwight (to audience): No!

John (to audience): About time!!

Wilson (to audience): This act will limit the amount of immigrants that can enter the country. A ceiling of eight and a half thousand should do the trick!

John: And about time! Those ghastly immigrants can run along to somewhere else!

Exit John stage left.

Dwight: You have to be laughing! This is outrageous! I have to speak to the government!.

Enter one man, the GOVERNMENT (known in the script as Gov.) stage right. He is smartly dressed, and carrying a briefcase. He stands down stage right.

Wilson: You know, thinking about it I better give the Maltese some of those numbers. I think a thousand should do it. Can’t leave the old Maltese out! 

Wilson chuckles to himself. John smiles and Dwight holds his head. 

Gov. faces Dwight.

Gov.:  You wish to make a complaint Sir?

Dwight: You damn right I do son! My dad been here since the end o’the war, and I be bought up as an Englishman. Yet you tryin’ to throw out all the hard-working immigrants! You ‘avin a laugh! 

Gov.: Your complaint has been heard, Sir. We shall have a response for you. In about 4 years. Goodbye.

Dwight gesticulates as Gov. leaves the stage (right). Dwight turns to the audience.

Dwight (to audience): Hi all. Nice to see you again. Damn hard to speak to the government in these times! Just like my dad. He had trouble too. But you know that. I hope my son ok. He 7 this year! I hope... when he my age... that he gets treated with a little more dignity. Just have to hope that he doesn’t go and get some woman pregnant too early eh?! 

Dwight laughs to himself.

Dwight freezes.

Wilson (to audience): We both know the act won’t work anyway. It’ll be strewn with errors. People won’t listen. And Africa will push out all the British Asians. And where will they go? Britain. And what will they expect? Equality. And what will I need for that? The Race Relations Act.

Wilson moves to front stage left.

Wilson: But will anyone listen?

Wilson walks to front stage right.

Wilson: Of course they won’t. The British are British. A few restrictions and laws won’t change their mind!

Enter NARRATOR, dressed as an MP. Narrator walks to centre stage.

Narrator: Well! It goes without saying that the 1960’s was bad for British politics, and....

Wilson (to Narrator): Shut it! Who the hell are you anyway?

Narrator: I am the narrator.

Narrator turns back to the audience.

Narrator: So...the 1960’s were bad for politics, with the immigration....

Wilson:  I am not finished with you yet!

Narrator: But I am narrating. How can I narrate if you keep interrupting me?!

Wilson: What are you wearing? You look like you should be in the cabinet!

Dwight walks to Wilson and puts his hand on his shoulder.

Dwight: Just let him do his job.

Dwight helps Wilson walk off stage left. Wilson can be heard muttering incoherently. They exit stage left.

Narrator: (clears his throat) Ok. Where was I? Oh yes. The politics of the country were in disarray and the students of Britain’s universities were no exception....

BLACKOUT.

 The narrator is left standing in centre stage in pitch black.

Narrator: Oh come on!

Exit Narrator stage left.

LIGHT CHANGE

SCENE

Scene 7

The stage backdrop displays row of books, akin to a library. Three chairs and two tables are in the middle of the stage. 

Enter from stage left SOPHIE.

 It is apparent that she is a tutor at Essex University. She faces the audience.

LIGHTS UP

Sophie: See how talented I am? Thirty-three and I am a tutor here at Essex University. All I had to do was borrow some of John’s money and get myself a fancy degree. It seems to be great here. It’s a bit run-down though. You wouldn’t think universities were loved if you looked around Europe though. There are some awful things going on.

Sophie moves to up stage left, then freezes.

Enter NARRATOR stage right, still dressed in his clothes from the previous scene. It is apparent that he has been rushed onto the stage.

Narrator (to anon off stage right): 1968. That’s right. Isn’t it? Bloody people directing me around. Haven’t got a clue.

The narrator realises the audience are watching him. He clears his throat and attempts to un-crease his clothes. He then re-discovers his usual ‘narrating’ pose, and moves to centre down stage.

Narrator: Yes. This was 1968. The year before anyone knew that anyone was to land on the moon...

A voice comes from off stage right, aimed at the narrator.

VOICE    : And even that’s debatable!!

(off stage)

Narrator: Yes...Thankyou for that. Anyway. 1968 was something of a revolutionary year. Riots at the University of Paris were the start of a cluster of riots aimed at the higher classes and the government. The small matter of the Vietnam War and the general disillusion of university life did nothing to help the cause. The student uprising in Britain...was a little more...modest.

Narrator freezes. Enter from stage right STUDENT 1 and stage left STUDENT 2. They are, apart from looking like generic scruffy university students, wearing hundreds of anti-war, anti American badges. In Student 2’s hand is a banner. It is scrunched up.

 They stand centre stage.

Student 1: Hey! Soph! I hope your not one of the bourgeoisie, those who corrupt the classes below. Or even ...upper class!

Student 2 boos in disapproval.

Sophie: Now. Listen here. I am certainly not one of those budgie-see people and certainly not upper-class!

Student 2 walks up to Sophie and faces her. In Student 2’s hand is a banner. It is scrunched up.

Student 2: Then you won’t mind us putting up this banner. And taking over this library!

Sophie looks shocked Student 2 unfurls the banner, which reads ‘UP YOURS WILSON’ Students 1 and 2 hold the banner between them. Sophie walks behind the banner and addresses Student 1.
Sophie: But. No. This isn’t right. What do you think this will achieve?!

Student 1: Look around! The students are uprising. The London universities are rebelling and we are taking over the offices and the libraries. Enough of the university regime!

Sophie: I don’t understand why you are doing this? What is so wrong?

The stage freezes. The narrator walks to centre stage. He has regained his confidence.

Narrator: Allow me to help. The students were sick of the universities’ attitude to living conditions. They were sick of the hierarchies. They were sick of the segregation of the sexes. They were...above all this annoyed with the United States’ attitude to Vietnam and the government’s attempt to back the U.S... The government had no idea just how disenchanted the huddled masses were with them.

Sophie looks at the narrator.

Sophie: So what your saying...is that because of these revolutionaries...I am to suffer?

Narrator (to Sophie): Pretty much. Have a good one.

Exit Narrator stage right.

Sophie: But! No! 

Student 1: Oh yes! You are one of the bourgeois. You will feel our pain. You will feel the government’s idiocy. You will suffer the turmoil that the poor Vietnamese have had to endure. You picked the wrong day to come in! 

Student 1 and 2 begin to laugh manically to themselves.

Re-enter narrator from stage right. In his hand is a newspaper.

Narrator: Oh for god’s sake. I always have to do everything don’t I.

Voice (from o/s right): Pretty much. You are the narrator!

Narrator: Well played.

The narrator looks at the newspaper.

Narrator (to audience, self): Oh would you look at that. Russia has invaded another small country! Czechoslovakia according to this! 

(said sarcastically, expectantly) Oh dear. I hope this doesn’t upset anybody anymore!

The students look at the narrator. They then look at each other in shock. Sophie joins in with the staring, realising that she has a chance to get out.

Student 1: Oh my god. That’s outrageous!

Student 2: I hope the government realises that this is another absurd act!

The narrator looks to off stage left, expecting to see an MP or government person appear. Upon realising that no-one will enter, he feigns a voice and looks away from the students, facing audience.

Narrator: I am the voice of the government. We think that Russia’s attack on Czechoslovakia is ludicrous and an exaggerated power usage. We hope that everyone will agree with us....including the students.

Student 1 looks around for the voice but just shouts upwards.

Student 1: You damn right we do!

Student 1 and 2 stare at each other. Then they fold up the banner, and inaudibly apologise to Sophie. They exit stage left.

Sophie: Amazing how simple things can divide people. And how simpler things can bring them back together again.

Sophie exits stage left. The narrator moves to centre stage. 

LIGHT CHANGE.

NARRATOR’S SPOTLIGHT ON.

Narrator: The following years were slightly slower. And a lot calmer. However... there was always the old love tension. And nothing says tension like a love triangle. I’ll show you what I mean. But you’ll have to excuse me. I have to get on the underground to 1986.

The narrator exits stage right.

LIGHTS CHANGE

SCENE

Scene 8

The backdrop shows a typical 1980’s house. There is a table and two chairs (behind the table) at centre-left stage.

LIGHT CHANGE

From stage right enter NARRATOR. The narrator is still dressed as previously, except now he is wearing a denim jacket as well. He stands at centre-right stage.

Narrator (To audience): And here we are. 1986. Remember the little tykes from 1960? Well they’ve grown up. And they’ve had very different lives.

Enter from stage left NATHAN. He is dressed as a poor 26-year old. He goes to sit at the table, facing the audience.

Narrator: This is Nathan. Dwight’s kid. He has had something of a poor upbringing. He’s spent most of his life growing up in a council estate in Hackney. His dad still lives in Notting Hill... but it’s the rough end of Notting Hill. He does however have a significant other. Meet Rebecca.

From stage left enter REBECCA. She is wearing clothes reminiscent of a slightly poor family; a generic 1980’s multi-coloured tracksuit. She sits next to Nathan, and gives him a kiss and a cuddle. They both sit there.

They Freeze.

Narrator: The wonder of love has kept them together for 3 years now. And as for Henry...Sophie’s spoilt kid?

Enter stage right HENRY. He is a very affluent 26 year old, wearing a dapper suit, although still looking quite 1980’s. He hands the narrator some ‘money’ and stand to stage right of the narrator.

The narrator looks at the ‘money’.

Narrator: Hmm...Yes. Well Henry was given a lot of money by his dad...

Henry (interrupting): 3 and a half million pound actually.

Narrator: Yes. And as a result he was able to purchase a lot of property and build up his own fortune....

Henry (interrupting): Yes. And now I’m rich as. (laughs to himself, snorting)

Narrator (irritated): Yes! But despite this Henry still doesn’t have a girlfriend.

(muttering but loud enough for audience to hear) wonder why.....

Henry: Look here chap. Here’s some money. Stop narrating and go and buy something pretty. A nice car or something.

Henry gives Narrator some more money. The narrator looks at the money. He thinks about the offer.

Narrator: Well...no actually what am I saying! Stick your money! I going to leave anyway...without your money! 

The narrator throws the money at Henry, and moves to far stage right, out of the lights. Narrator freezes.

Henry looks puzzled as to why the narrator did not take the money. However, Rebecca seems interested in Henry. She gets up from her seat and walks over to Henry. Nathan watches with anger.

Rebecca: So...Henry is it?

Henry: It is indeed. And what is your name?

Rebecca: It’s Rebecca. Did you not hear the narrator?

Henry: Narrator? Silly man. I wouldn’t listen to him. I wouldn’t even employ him!

Henry laughs to himself as the narrator gesticulates towards Henry, then freezes.

Henry: So...Rebecca? Tell me something about yourself?

The lights fade on stage leaving just a spotlight on Nathan. Henry and Rebecca, it is clear to see, are flirting and chatting away, though we cannot hear them. Nathan gets up and throws the chair to the back of the stage. He then paces to the front centre of the stage, facing the audience, in front of Henry and Rebecca. 

Nathan (To audience): I knew this would happen. It would only take one man with a wallet as big as my fist. To take away the girl of my dreams. But what can I do? I don’t want to go to jail? I don’t want to end up dead? But I hate him. Look at him. His hands all over my girl. That’s bang out of order and he knows it. He thinks he so great because of his bank balance. But what does that really mean? What does it show? Will he love her?

Henry turns to the audience. There is a spotlight on him as he speaks.

Henry: No.

Nathan: And will she love him?

Rebecca turns to the audience. There is a spotlight on her as she speaks.
Rebecca: No chance!

Nathan: And so I have my point proven;


  All the facts inter woven.

  And what can I do?

  I haven’t a clue

  As much as killing him will make her wail;

  I’ve no intention of going to jail.

  My own deficiency

  Has led to me being left all at sea.....

Nathan realises he has being rhyming and shakes his shoulders. He then looks again at Henry and Rebecca, who by now are chatting and flirting quite heavily.

Rebecca turns to Nathan.

Rebecca: I’m sorry. But Henry just really suits me. Please please don’t take it personally! He’s really nice once you see!

Nathan: But what about me? We’ve been together years!

Rebecca: Like I said...don’t take it to heart. But I and Henry seem like a horse and cart. We go together so well!

Nathan: Fine. Suit yourself. Goodbye.

Rebecca does not answer; as she is too busy talking to Henry. 

Narrator re-emerges from far stage right, and helps Nathan exit stage right. Henry and Rebecca have moved (by dancing) and find themselves out at front stage left. Narrator walks up to them.

Narrator: What have you done? (points to audience) these people were expecting a romance between Rebecca and Nathan....and you’ve let them down!

Henry stops what he is doing and looks at Narrator. He looks slightly amused by the fact that Narrator continues to talk to him.

Henry: Look...boy. Run along now or I’ll have my guards come and make you run!

Narrator seems disgusted by this outburst. He slowly walks up to Henry and offers his hand for a handshake. Henry notices and smirks at it. However, he shakes his hand.

Henry: See isn’t that better...

Henry cannot finish the sentence because Narrator pulls in Henry and squarely headbutts Henry. Henry falls to the ground and Rebecca looks shocked. 

Rebecca (shouting, screaming): What the hell do you think you’re doing! That’s my future husband!

Narrator (laughing): Oh yes. And I assume you’ll live a happy life all marvellous and sparkly!

Rebecca: Yes. Yes we will! Just you wait and see! In fact...come back in 3 years. 1989. I bet we’ll have a kid too!!

Rebecca helps Henry up and they both exit stage right.

Narrator: I’ve read this. So I know you will. But nether less....1989 here I come!

The Narrator runs and exits off stage left

LIGHT CHANGE

SCENE

Scene 9

The stage is bare except for a table in the middle of the stage, and a chair at far stage right. There is some popcorn underneath the chair. The backdrop shows a grotty hospital ward in the 1990’s. 

LIGHTS UP

Enter from stage left Narrator. He is holding a black book, the covers of which are tatty and thread bare. Narrator is wearing denim and an England shirt from the time, as well as a bloody head bandage.

Narrator: So here we are, all. In 1989. Not quite the nineties yet! Not an awful lot has happened in the three years that have passed. Except for....

Narrator opens the book.

Narrator: Remember my friend.... ok no. Let’s be honest he was an ass. Henry? Him? Well after stealing Rebecca from Nathan they got married and have just had a child. Spoilt bastard.

Voice from off stage

Voice (o/s): Hey! Language!

Narrator: Sorry. And what of Nathan? I suppose most of you would like to know how he got on? Well... (Scanning through the book)...apparently he’s in this hospital too?

From stage right enter NATHAN and from stage left enter HENRY. They are both dressed in surgeons gowns, as expectant fathers in a hospital should be. They are dishevelled and tired. They stare at the narrator, then each other. They then walk, eyes locked, to front centre stage. They continue to stare and freeze. The narrator walks to the left of them.

Narrator (to audience): I think we both agree that this isn’t going to end well.

(The narrator cackles with sick laughter.) Let’s watch and enjoy!

The narrator goes and sit on the chair far stage right and picks up the popcorn, as if he is watching Nathan and Henry in the middle of the stage. The lights fade down leaving a spotlight on Nathan and Henry.

Nathan: What the fu....

Henry: Nice to meet you again.

Nathan: What you doing ‘ere?

Henry: Ditto.

Nathan: Ditto? That ain’t no answer man.

Henry (sighing): I see your intelligence hasn’t improved!

Nathan: So where Rebecca at?

Henry (pointing to off stage left): In there. Having a baby. OUR baby!

Nathan: Spoilt bastard.

The narrator laughs.

Narrator (to audience): See I said that too!

Henry and Nathan do not hear the Narrator.

Henry: I know. And you hate it. So...why you here? Finally give in and stab someone?

Nathan: Fuck off. My girl havin’ a kid too. 

Henry (laughing): Didn’t know you could pay someone to have a kid.

Nathan: One more word man....

Henry: Or what? What you gonna do?

Henry and Nathan freeze. The narrator excitedly springs out of his chair and runs to front centre stage, in front of Nathan and Henry. He is rubbing his hands in glee.

Narrator (to audience): Yes! I knew this would kick off! Now. Let’s enjoy.

The narrator returns to his chair. Henry and Nathan turn to square up to each other. 

Enter DOCTOR from stage left. He stands at far stage left, facing the audience.

Doctor: Mr Elms? Mr Elms!

Henry turns to audience, hearing the Doctor.

Henry: Yes?

Doctor: I have no idea what you are doing out here. But your wife is just about to give birth. Are you vaguely interested?

Narrator (to Doctor): No! He wants to finish off this idiot! Go away!

Doctor (to narrator): I’m sorry who are you? Why are you here?

Narrator: My name is the Narrator. And.....
The narrator points to his head wound. 

Doctor: So? This is the maternity ward. The a & e ward is downstairs. Goodbye... Neil Rator was it?

Narrator (shouting): TWAT!

Exit narrator stage right. 

Doctor: Anyway. Mr Elms! 

Henry: Don’t fret doctor. I’m coming. 

Henry turns to Nathan.

Henry: As much as I hate you....best of luck.

Exit Henry with Doctor stage left.

Nathan (to audience): Oh great. I’ve been left out here with you lot. What are you looking at? I know I should be in there. With my girl. But I well scared and that. How the hell I supposed to afford this? It’s not like Mr Monopoly there. He’s loaded. He’s happy. He’s spoilt.

The narrator appears from stage right, peeking his head out from behind the arch. 

Narrator: Oi! Nath! That doctor gone yet? I’ve got narrating to do!

Nathan: Yea man. Come back.

Enter fully from stage right Narrator. He moves to centre stage, next to Nathan. He has his book with him.

Narrator: So. (opening his book) As you all know Henry and his other are having a baby. Which they will call Paul.

Nathan looks at Narrator, stunned.

Nathan: Wow man. You some sort of psychic?

Narrator: No. I am the narrator.

Nathan: Yea I heard you the first time Neil. Answer my question!

Narrator: No you moron. Look!

The narrator opens up his book and shows Nathan.

Nathan: Oh look there’s me! And that idiot Henry. And....is that my son? What’s that police photo of?

The narrator slams the book shut.

Narrator: Never you mind! Although I am the narrator... you are a character. You can’t go looking at the ending! Now go and be with your other. A doctor will come out...now!

Nathan and Narrator look round at stage right. No-one appears. 

From stage left enter Doctor. He stays at far stage left.

Nathan: You know...for a narrator you suck Neil.

Exit Nathan and Doctor stage left.

Narrator: You stupid moron! Now I have to narrate the rest of the scene.....

LIGHT CHANGE.

The Narrator is now standing, mid stage, in the dark.

Narrator: No! No! You know what...put them back on!

LIGHT CHANGE.

Narrator: Not so difficult now was it Mr Director!

The narrator looks down into his book.

Narrator: Now then.... Nathan and his girl have just given birth to a baby boy. Mr Imagination has named him Nathan Jr. Stunning really...how someone can have that little brain.....

A voice from off stage stops him.

VOICE (off stage): Get on with it!

Narrator: Alright! 

Narrator looks into the book.

Narrator: Ok....babies born....blah blah blah....ah here we are! We end up in 1990. One year later. And we meet up with Dwight. Not so hard after all was it....

Exit Narrator stage left.

LIGHT CHANGE

SCENE

Scene 10

Enter Dwight stage left.

LIGHT CHANGE

Dwight stands at the back of centre stage. The backdrop display an alleyway in 1990’s London. As Dwight speaks, he slowly walks toward the front of the stage, stopping and starting as he speaks. There is only a single spotlight.

Dwight (to audience): Am I glad to get away from that rabble down the road. (points off stage left) Damn football fans. Have no idea why people love that sport so much. Nothing wrong with just relaxing and having a glass of rum. (rubs stomach in anticipation of rum). Whole bunch of those England fans down the road sulking coz the German team beat them. Looks like a riot. Idiots. (laughs to himself)

Dwight is now front stage. As Dwight laughs to himself, enter stage right FAN 1 enter FAN 2 from stage left. They stand at the back centre of the stage. There is no light on them. They are stereotypical England fans- complete with replica England shirts, and one of them has an England flag draped over his shoulders. Dwight is blissfully unaware of the people.

Dwight now walks from front stage left to right, still talking to the audience.

Dwight: You know what. It’s funny. I been living in London for nearly fifty years. I seen so much shit go down here. And you know ...apart from those riots back in the fifties...I never really been that scared o’this place. But today...it feels different like. I think I in trouble. Not that there’s anyone around here (laughs nervously to himself) but just the way that this place changed. It so different. You know...I remember when I bought my boy over here. It were a different place. I know people hated us. But they got used to it. But today...these days...something is amiss.

As Dwight thinks about what he has said, Fan 1 and Fan 2 slowly head towards him. They get to halfway up the stage and then stop again.

Dwight: Now my boy got his boy. He be only one but he still his boy. He my grandkid. That a scary thing to think about, even if I am 65! Because that means....as the world sees it...that I a spent force. What use am I to the world anymore? The workplace don’t want me. The government wont support me. The council won’t house me. The family don’t respect me . The whole world don’t see me as a person anymore. More of a rubbish bag.

Dwight stops and thinks about what he said. The people move again. They are now within touching distance of Dwight. He still cannot see them.

Dwight: I guess I enjoyed it while it lasted. Ever hear that song by David Bowie? Space Odyssey. I loved it. I wish I could’ve been a spaceman!

Dwight begins to sing the countdown from ‘Space Odyssey’ 

Dwight: 10...9...8....7...6...

The people behind Dwight get ready to pounce on him.

Dwight: 5...4...3...2...1....

Dwight gets half way though ‘one’ when the Fan 1 grabs Dwight, and the Fan 2, the man with the flag, puts it over his head. The spotlight cuts to black. The men drag him off stage left.

LIGHT CHANGE
SCENE

Scene 11

At centre stage left is a table and chairs. The backdrop displays the inside of Paul’s lavish bedroom.

Enter PAUL stage left. He is dressed in a lavish tracksuit. He sits on the chair behind the table facing the audience. He is visibly annoyed.

Enter from stage left HENRY. He moves to front of the stage facing the audience.

Henry: I’ve told you once I’ve told you a million times I don’t know where your mum moved to! If I don’t know....how can I tell you?

Henry and Paul freeze.

Enter from stage right Narrator. He is wearing a suit looking very ‘metro sexual’. He stands up stage right.

Narrator: Welcome one and all to 2007. a little more recent you’d agree.

Henry: Would you be quiet! We’re having an argument!

Narrator: Oh well excuse me!

The narrator moves to far stage right.

Paul: You know I don’t believe you! You expect me to believe that she just walked out on you...one of the richest in Britain?

Henry: It’s true! Something about love whatever that is. She didn’t want my money anymore. I’m surprised!

Paul: Wow! Really?
Henry: I know. So...will you believe me now?

Paul: I don’t have much choice do I?

Henry: Nope.

Henry laughs to himself. Exit Henry stage left.

Paul gets up from the table and moves to stand centre stage.

Paul sighs to himself.

Paul: When will he learn? I tried telling him last year. And the year before that. He just seems to think that women run on money. He hasn’t a clue. Today’s women expect attention. Dedication. Not just money. He drummed that ethic into me from a young age. It’s probably why mum left. She just wanted attention.

Narrator: Can I come out now?

Paul: In a second. I’m monologing.

Narrator: That’s not a word.

Paul: It is now. My PR department just invented it.

Narrator: Your PR team suck.

Paul: Go away now then. Before I sue you.

Narrator: Sue me? With what lawyers? Oh wait...you have lawyers. Don’t you. 

Paul: You bet your ass I do.

Narrator: Damn.

Exit narrator stage left.

Paul: As I was saying...my dad just thought that all women wanted money. Who am I to not believe him? He used to spend thousands upon thousands on her before she left though...

Now look at me. I’m worth millions but can’t get a girlfriend. That’s why I don’t understand. I spend loads of money in bars and what not....so why no women?

Re-enter Henry from stage right. He stands next to Paul.

Henry: I’m sorry son. How about I give you some money and...

Paul: Dad! It’s not about the money! Damn it! Look around you. Just because you spend money doesn’t make people happy!

Henry: But...I thought it did! I thought money would make everyone happy?

Paul: Look around Dad. We are rich! Rich and won’t ever need anymore. But tell me...was you ever happy? Because I don’t think you was.

Henry: Take some money. Take my card. Take my wallet.

Henry throws his wallet to the floor in front of Paul. He picks it up.


 Just never EVER ask me that question again.

Exit Henry stage left.

Paul: As I thought. I have the feeling that I’m the first man in three generations to realise that money isn’t everything.

Exit Paul stage left.


Enter Narrator stage right. He moves to centre stage. He has his black book in his hands.

Narrator: And this is how Paul lived out his life for the next 40 years. Some say he had it easy. I’d agree. Except for this.....

The narrator opens his black book.

Narrator: It starts off well for Paul. However he will make some errors in 2008. This year would reveal to be one of the hardest financially ever and would set a precedent for the next decade. Paul kept most of his money in his private safe. The collapse of the banks in 2020 proved him right to do so. Okay....so maybe he did well through the 2021 Wall Street Collapse...but it’s not all good news for him.

The narrator turns the page.

Paul will go on to start a chain of council homes around the country in what would become the biggest shake-up of public housing since the 2022 law passed by the Nationalist government that banned immigrants from owning a house... there must be something bad here!

The narrator turns the page again, desperate to find something. 

Yes! Here we are. His father will die in 2010. With an odd twist of irony it will be his mother who kills him. She then killed herself. So on the whole it leaves Paul without parents. He may have money. He may have everything he needs. But not quite everything.

The narrator closes the book, then shakes his head.

Narrator: That didn’t give me the feeling that I wanted. What was it that I did wrong? Maybe it was the ending. Maybe. I don’t know. But what can we take away from the story of Paul? Of Henry? Of Sophie? Of the Elms? I think the answer here is simple. Money isn’t the answer.

Re-enter Henry stage left, carrying a wad of cash. He walks to next to the narrator.

Henry: Sorry. But it is. 

Narrator: What is? And why are you back here?

Henry: Money. It is the solution to everything. And I’m back here to remove you.

Narrator: You know you can’t kill me. I’m the narrator. The guide. The storyteller. Without me....people will never hear the tale.

Henry: We’re working on a financially suitable replacement.

With that Henry pulls out a knife and promptly stabs the narrator. The narrator stumbles off stage right.

Henry: See. I did what you all wanted.

Henry laughs to himself as he exits the stage.

LIGHT CHANGE

SCENE

Scene 12

The backdrop shows a modern day council estate in Hackney. 

Placed on a chair at far stage right is a small box radio.

Spotlight on the RADIO.

Radio (voiced o/s): Good evening. My name is Edward. I am your new narrator...replacing the utterly non cost-effective Narrator. Welcome ....whoever you are.... to 2007. 

LIGHT CHANGE

Radio: This is Hackney. This place is now one of the worst in London...and it is here that we find a Mr Nathanial Cameroni....

Enter from stage left Nathan Jr. He is dressed in a blue tracksuit. It is apparent he is a member of one of the Hackney gangs. He stands centre stage.

Nathan: Shut it you twat! Who the fuck is Nathanial Cameroni? That’s some crazy shit.

Nathan walks to the radio and throws it off stage (right). Nathan then looks around the stage.

Nathan: Oi! Narrator! I got you your shit back!

Nathan looks around again.

Nathan: Oh so that how it gonna be. Fine. You’re a twat anyway.

Enter from stage left Paul. He is wearing a suit and has a briefcase. He stands next to Nathan.

Nathan: Well well well! Look at this little boy! You in the wrong part of this manor!

Paul: Quite. Where am I? I was looking at the property I just bought down the road and got lost. Can you help?

Nathan: Oh I can tell you boy. You in the blue manor of Hackney. Down Fascination Street. Where’s this shit you bought?

Paul: Down the road. It goes with the one I bought in Notting Hill.

Nathan: Notting Hill....wait a second. No! You ain’t who I think you are. Are you?

Paul: I’m hoping not.

Nathan: You bought my grandad’s flat!

Paul: Oh so you’re Nathan then. Yes I bought it.

Nathan: I got a message for you.

Paul: What?

Nathan: Actually it ain’t for you. It for your old man.

Paul: Dad? What is it?

Nathan: My old man had a hit out on your dad for years. For stealing his bird years ago. Something my dad never been able to shake off. Even with my mum in the picture and that. He want him iced man.

Paul: What? I thought I was in trouble...but my dad?

Nathan: Yea man. I got no beef with you...it for that reason I giving you this info.

Nathan pauses.
Nathan:  What you mean you’re in trouble?
Paul: Well when I got off the train. There was a bunch of kids wearing yellow. They followed me from the station. I think I lost them.

Nathan: Tell me you’re babbling.

Paul: Nope. I think.

Nathan: Shit man! Quick...follow me.

Paul: No way. Why should I follow you? Your dad wants my dad dead!

Nathan: Unless you want to go the same way...follow me!

Paul: What do you mean?

Nathan and Paul freeze. From stage left enter BIRD 1 and BIRD 2. They are two afro-Caribbean gangsters from Hackney. They are dressed in yellow; yellow tracksuits, yellow bandanas. They are both holding guns.

Bird 1 and Bird 2 stand at far stage left, facing Nathan and Paul.

Bird 1: Well now...we found ourselves one o’the Camerons!

Bird 2: And look who’s with him! The little daddy’s boy we saw at the station.

Bird 1: This’ll be easy.

Nathan pushes Paul, who falls. Nathan moves to mid-stage right. Bird 1 and Bird 2 move to mid stage left. Paul is left laying down centre stage.

LIGHT CHANGE

NATHAN and BIRD 1 & 2 SPOTLIGHTS ON.

Bird 1: Oh look he pushed daddy’s boy o’the way.

Bird 2: Looks like he just wants it out between the Jailbirds and the Camerons!

Bird 1 and Bird 2 laugh to each other.

All Freeze.

From stage right enter Narrator. He is dressed as he was in the last scene, except he has a bandage over the area where he was stabbed. The bandage is thick red with blood. Narrator stands alongside Nathan, facing the Birds.

Narrator: Paul. I might hate you and your money grabbing family but get the hell out of here!

Paul: I thought you were...

Narrator: Dead? Of course you did. Everyone did. Everyone forgets...I am the narrator. I can’t die. I tell the story.....

Bird 1 promptly pulls out a gun and shoots Narrator. He falls to the ground. Paul runs and exits stage left.

Bird 1: Man shut the fuck up!

Nathan: Why you do that? What he done?

Bird 2: Just the way life goes.

Bird 1: You stole my line.

Bird 2: Sorry.

Bird 1: It’s okay...wait a minute fuck this! (turns to Nathan)

Nathan: What would be the point of this man? What is killing each other worth?

Bird 1: This land.

Bird 1 shoots Nathan, who falls to the ground. Bird 1 walks off and exits stage right. Bird 2 walks over to Nathan.

Bird 2: I sorry about that. Don’t take it personally.

Bird 2 exits stage right. From stage left enter Nathan Snr. 

SPOTLIGHT ON NATHAN (Snr)

He immediately sees the dead body of Nathan Jr. He runs over to his body.

Nathan Snr: Oh no! Jesus no! You bastards! I’m going to get you! You bastards!

From stage left enter HENRY. He stands at far stage right, facing the audience.

Henry: I’m sorry for your loss. 

Nathan Snr: That it? You not gonna rub it in my face about Rebecca?

Henry: Even I have morals.

Nathan Snr: So do I. I also finish what I start.

Henry: What do you mean?

Nathan Snr: You’re dead. But first....some common decency. Even if our kid’s generation doesn’t have it.

Henry: Agreed.

Henry and Nathan Snr pick up the body of Nathan Jnr and exit stage left.

LIGHT CHANGE

SPOTLIGHT ON NARRATOR

The Narrator gets up and walks to centre stage.

Narrator: And so we reach the end of our story. It may have taken 60 years or so. But have we learnt anything? Really. Has anybody learnt anything in 60 years. I have. Get a job as a Narrator. You can’t die and you get to see history. I’d leave out the future though. It doesn’t look too good.

Exit Narrator stage left.

LIGHT CHANGE

SCENE

LIGHTS DOWN
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