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About Sheffield Theatres

Sheffield Theatres is home to four theatres: the Crucible, the Sheffield landmark with a world-famous reputation; the Tanya Moiseiwitsch Playhouse, an intimate, versatile space for getting closer to the action; the gleaming Lyceum, the beautiful proscenium that hosts the best of the UK’s touring shows, and the Montgomery, a theatre and arts centre with a longstanding history of championing children’s creativity.

Sheffield Theatres is the ticket to big names and local heroes, timeless treasures and new voices, and each year welcomes over 400,000 audience members.

With a long-standing reputation for bold new work, many multi-award-winning shows have been made in Sheffield including Life of Pi and Everybody’s Talking About Jamie which have both enjoyed West End and international transfers before returning to the theatres as part of UK tours.

Other recent transfers include the acclaimed Accidental Death of an Anarchist, and the sensational Sheffield-set new musical Standing at the Sky’s Edge which transferred to the National Theatre and the West End in 2024. Jack Holden and Ed Stambollouian’s KENREX had a sell-out run in the Playhouse in autumn 2024, transferring to Southwark Playhouse Borough in February 2025 and more recently to The Other Palace for Christmas 2025–26.

Committed to investing in the creative leaders of the future, Sheffield Theatres’ dedicated talent development hub, The Bank, supports a new cohort of emerging theatre-makers from the region every year.

In January 2025, the Montgomery Theatre and Arts Centre joined the Sheffield Theatres family of venues. A leading arts centre for children, families and community groups in Yorkshire, the Montgomery is also home to many of Sheffield Theatres participatory strands for children and young people.

Sheffield Theatres Crucible Trust is a Registered Charity. No. 1120640 and is a company limited by guarantee No. 6035820

Sheffield Theatres Trust is a Registered Charity No. 257318 and is a company limited by guarantee No. 932254
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Characters

Brian

Kathy

Mike

Rebecca

Rajesh

Sean

Jules

Nina

Hanif

Melissa

Maya

Safiya

and others.

Settings

A living room. Sheffield, South Yorkshire. 1969–2024.

Doubling

For a cast of eight the doubling of parts is as follows.

Kathy

Brian / Estate Agent

Mike

Rebecca

Taxi Driver / Hanif / College Friend / Labour Councillor / Rajesh

Old Woman / Jules /Aunty Gayle / Nicole /College Friend / Melissa / Safiya

Sean / Geoff / Phillip / College Friend /Davey-Boy/ Shan / Young Man

Karen / Kay / Janey C. / Nina / Maya / Young Woman




Note on Text

All scenes should flow effortlessly into each other (in as much of an inventive or simple way that you can find).

Dialogue and entrances/exits at the beginnings and endings of scenes are written in bold to help you find the speed and rhythm of the scene changes.

As usual a solidus / denotes an interruption, but there are other interruptions that you’ll find that I haven’t marked.

Some sections of dialogue run side by side. Have a go. Sometimes it really matters that certain lines ping out, sometimes it can be a fun jumble.

It would be ideal if you could use the pieces of music DREAM 13 (MINUS EVEN) by MAX RICHTER and THIS WOMAN’S WORK by KATE BUSH which feature, respectively, towards the end of Act 1 and Act 2.

Imitations of real people – such as Boris Johnson or various people on news reports – shouldn’t be played as caricatures (for cheap laughs).




Act One

1969

Monday July 21st (3.00 am)

The curtains in the living room are open, the lights are off.

Moonlight shines in.

The Moon landing is being broadcast by the BBC on a vintage 1969 radio.

A Woman in her seventies, in her night dress/dressing gown, sits in the armchair, smoking a cigarette, watching the moonlight as she listens to the broadcast.

Long pause.

A sound like broken glass from the front of the house, offstage.

Woman Bill?

The Woman slowly gets up from the sofa and crosses the room.

She steps into the hallway, exits the living room.

Woman (as she exits) Bill, love, are yer –

1970

Monday March 16th (Morning)

Kathy (20) is heavily pregnant. Brian (21) is dressing for work, spliff in his mouth.

Kathy (20) (as she enters) – really goin’ out like that?

Brian (21) Just try n’ stop me. Good trousers these, Kath.

Kathy Well I doubt they’ll want yer servin’ customers lookin’ like the Grateful Dead.

Brian Then I’ll take it up with the Union. Courdroy discrimination, it’s a national scandal.

Kathy Scandal if they let yer through the door more like. Yer know it’s gone half past.

Brian Don’t worry, Mr Punctuality, me.

Kathy Yer said that about Woolworths.

Brian I could say a lot about them backstabbin’ bastards.

Kathy ’Ow d’yer know British Home Stores are any different?

Brian ’Cause the Super’s a Marxist, and they have coloureds on the tills. And they let yer go the pub on yer lunchbreak.

Kathy At least someone’s havin’ fun.

Brian Responsibilities, Kath. House int goin’ to pay for itself.

Kathy This freezin’ cold dump, yer mean. Flippin’ toilet were frozen over when I went forra pee just now. Big cloud o’steam between me legs. I mean I knew rents were cheap up Burngreave, but I dint expect dark ages.

Brian Well all yer Pakistanis and Sikhs seem to like it, and at least I’m not goin’ to get my ’ead kicked in for havin’ long hair.

Kathy Were better off at my mum’s. Pitsmoor by name, Pitsmoor by nature. Some dead old woman’s junk everywhere still.

Brian Oh, I dunno – this thing’s got some life left in it, look.

Brian picks up and tries to tune the vintage radio from the previous owner.

Static, the sound of BBC Radio Sheffield, playing “Whiter Shade of Pale” by Procul Harem.

Brian Bit of Tony Capstick t’get yer in the mood?

Kathy grabs the radio and turns it off.

Kathy Yer not funny.

Brian Oh, I’m deadly serious I am, Kath. (Passes the spliff to Kathy.) Hurdy Gurdy.

Kathy (taking the spliff) Hurdy Gurdy Hurdy Gurdy.

Kathy takes a drag of the spliff.

Should do that top button up, they’ll only hold it against yer.

Spliff in mouth, Kathy buttons up Brian’s top button, straightening his white tie.

Kathy Yer know I quite fancy you in a tie. Cute little baby-face.

Brian I’ll ’ave you know this cute little baby-face were hitch-hikin’ down Droitwich Free Festival when you were still arsin’ around at school. John Mayall’s Bluesbreakers in the pissin’ rain. Me n’Sean n’a pocket full of quaaludes.

Kathy (passes the spliff back) Nursin’ college, not school.

Brian Eh?

Kathy USH Nursin’ College, and I certainly weren’t arsin’ around. You try changin’ some dirty old sod’s colostomy bag at the end of a twelve hour shift.

Brian Then it’s a good job I came to yer rescue then, int it. The most beautiful girl this side o’Sheaf Market.

Kathy Mm, n’ one split rubber johnny later I’m about as big as Sheaf Market. Twenty goin’ on forty. Flower power on hold.

Brian On hold? Pfft, I’m fightin’ capitalism from within, me.

Kathy Where, at British bloody Home Stores?

Brian Oh aye, John Lennon’s got nothin’ on me, babe. (Sings, dances badly to make Kathy laugh.) “Power to the People! Power to the People right on!” – ’Ere . . . –

Brian escorts her to the armchair, placing a Littlewoods catalogue on her lap.

Brian (cont.) – stop yer moanin’, Yoko, have a look through that Littlewoods catalogue, see if there’s a colour telly goin’ cheap. Washin’ machine or somert.

Kathy Don’t need a washin’ machine when I’ve got this one. He’s doin’ somersaults, feel.

Brian Oh . . . –

Kathy (to her belly) Spinnin’ round like a little bloody acrobat aren’t yer, love? Feel, go on.

Brian Yeah, no –

Kathy places Brian’s hand on her belly.

Kathy Can’t yer feel it?

Brian No, it’s proper good that, Kath. (Passes her the spliff.) Hurdy Gurdy.

Kathy (takes the spliff) Hurdy Gurdy, aye, yer know I might pop next door later, say hello to the neighbours.

Brian Well I hope yer’ve brushed up on yer Urdu. – ’Ey, don’t worry about that mess, I reckon the rag n’bone man’ll take most of it on Sunday, n’I’ll call the coal-man t’drop off some fresh tomorrow. Get that fire goin’, make it cosy for yer.

Brian grabs his keys and kisses Kathy.

Brian And if yer do us a Fray Bentos tonight, I’ll bring yer back a Cherry B.

Brian exits.

Brian (off) Couple o’pints round the Bay Horse before closin’.

Kathy (her stomach hurting, putting down the spliff) Yeah, no, um. . .

Brian (off) Big company BHS, got to celebrate somehow. Never know, give it another year I might be earnin’ close to . . . –


	Brian (22) (enters) – one n’ nine it says on the board. Give ’im two bob n’e refuses to take it. I’m like “says it on the board there, Des, one n’nine. Decimise yer own prices before yer start havin’ a go at me”.
	1971




	             
	Monday February 15th (Evening)




	                 
	Brian (22) enters with a bag of fish and chips and a handfull of loose change. Kathy (21) is on the sofa, feeding Baby Mike a bottle of formula.




He drops the loose change on the table.

Brian (22) Took us about half hour t’work out the soddin’ change n’all. Fourteen new pennies when it’s supposed to be two n’ one, robbin’ bastard.

Kathy (21) Who’s a robbin’ bastard?

Brian Chippy Des round the back. Doesn’t even feel like real money, feel the weight.

Kathy Well, we’ll just have to get used to it I s’ppose. Money’s money.

Brian Yeah, and that’s precisely why they’ll never be a revolution in this country. ‘Money’s money.’ Imagine if they took away the Deutschmark, eh? There’d be riots in Italy if they decimilised the lire, and yer can forget about Northern France. Pocket full o’half crowns I can’t use.

Kathy Take ’em down the bank before yer go in tomorrow then, can’t yer? Get ’em changed.

Brian We’re on strike tomorrow, I told you that last night – don’t look at me like that, I told yer.

Kathy You were better off at British Home Stores.

Brian Oh gi’oer, Kath, I’m wasted on a shop-floor, we’re fightin’ corruption on a massive scale, ’ere.

Kathy How about bein’ skint on a massive scale? His nappies don’t grow on trees, yer know.

Brian We’ll be a lot worse off if the Government don’t pay us our due.

Kathy Pay us whose due? Yerra part-time van driver for the GPO.

Brian Yeah, n’I’m still on the pay-roll, the Union – ‘ey, we’re in this together, aren’t we? Someone’s got to stand up for pretty young whats-’er-face at Pond Street sortin’ office.

Kathy Who’s pretty young whats-’er-face?

Brian It’s a figure of speech. – Christ, yer startin’ t’ sound like me dad. Sat there, refusin’ to see the bigger picture –

Kathy Well, he turned out alright dint ’e?

Brian Oh aye, run ragged down Steel Peach n’ Tozers his whole life, bent over that furnace gobbin’ up clots. It’s blokes like ’im were up against, Kath. Too fuckin’ weak n’ subservient to stand up t’the management when it matters. Did yer bring the cutlery up?

Kathy No, the forks are demandin’ overtime.

Brian Funny, yeah –

Kathy Yeah.

Brian Funny as this – (Of Monty Python on the TV.) . . . whatever the hell it’s supposed to be. Dead parrot.

Kathy Could’ve been on a regular wage meself now.

Brian opens the fish and chips with his hands.

Kathy Brian –

Brian That’s too much milk for a one-year-old I reckon.

Kathy It’s formula. Busola lent it us.

Brian Who?

Kathy Busola next door, swears by it apparently. She’s got three young ’uns of ’er own. Plus, it really soddin’-well hurts whenever I feed ’er like the . . . –

Brian Battered sausage.

Kathy What?

Brian Battered sausage. They only ’ad one cod, so I got us a battered sausage.

Beat.

Suit yerself.

Brian bites into the battered sausage.

Course, they’ll probably have us back in on Wednesday anyway.

Kathy Best keep me fingers crossed then.

Brian No, but, yer know? Make a day of now can’t we? Tomorrow, I mean. Take these down the bank like yer said. Make up for lost time if that’s what yer want.

Kathy If that’s what I want?

Brian Yeah, lost time, Kath, me n’ you, um. . . The three of us like.

The Baby makes gurgling noises.

Brian See? Even short arse agrees with me, look. Get Sean n’ Jules over, few drinks, few what-yer-ma-call-its. Beats sittin’ in front of this crap every night, could have a right bloody . . . –

1972

Sunday May 28th (Night)

A party. Brian (23) and Sean (24) have guitars and drinks. Kathy (22) and Jules have spliffs and drinks.


	Brian (23) – . . . point of it, he doesn’t have to answer to anyone.
	Jules (24) – . . . paddyfield thousands of miles from home, except they shouldn’t be out there in the first place.


	Sean (24) ‘New Morning’ is a piece of shit, Brian, the sooner you stop kidding yourself . . . –

Brian It’s called re-invention.
	Kathy (22) In the first place, yeah . . . –

Jules And he knows that more than anyone – Tricky Dicky . . . –


	
	Kathy Tricky Dicky!


	Sean Oh Jesus, you are so fucking deluded.

Brian It’s a great album.
	Jules Course he’ll never come out and say they’ve surrendered.


	Sean ‘Blonde on Blonde’s’ a great album and that was five fucking years ago. Dylan’s finished.

Brian I’m telling you it’s a great album.

Sean ‘Great album’, there’s only three decent tracks.


	Kathy Is he queer, do you think?

Jules Who, Richard Nixon? I wouldn’t’ve thought he’s anythin’. Someone who sends young men to Vietnam for no reason dunt deserve to be anythin’.


	Brian ‘Sign on the Window’, ‘Father of Night’.
	Kathy Looks nice, Vietnam. Nice trees.


	   

Sean Over-produced granny music. He should leave that sort of shit to John Lennon.
	Jules Nice or not, we’d be a lot better off if we did away with the libido altogether.

Kathy Did away, where’s the fun in that?


	Brian John Lennon wrote ‘Norwegian Wood’, Sean, he can produce as many grannies as he wants.
	Jules Now, if Richard Nixon had a vasectomy, –

Kathy Edward Heath.


	Sean Give me the Stones any day of the week.
	Jules Edward Heath is a vasectomy. What we need is a female prime minister.


	Brian Hangin’ off the coat-tails of the Beatles when they aren’t rippin’ off Robert Johnson.
	Kathy Yes!

Jules A woman with some actual fucking –


	Sean Alright, so let’s talk about Hendrix if yer want to start stickin’ the boot in.
	Kathy Tits!

Jules (laughs) Eh?


	Brian David Bowie.
	Kathy A woman with some actual tits!


	Sean Ah, fuck off Bowie, that kid can’t decide if he wants to be Syd Barrett or Lou Reed. Give me some actual fucking . . . –

Sean picks up his guitar, strumming.
	Jules I was goin’ to say balls.

Kathy Tits, balls – what’s the difference? . . . – (Spills wine on herself and the floor.) Oh crap, all over my good clean top.


	Sean – . . . rock and roll, you know what I mean?

Brian Jim Morrison, Janis Joplin –

Sean Sure, if the stupid bastards hadn’t both fucking croaked.

Brian Trout Mask Replica.

Sean Now Beefheart I don’t mind.
	Jules The difference is centuries of misogyny and male-dominated patriarchy. If it were up to me I’d give ’em all the chop. Read yer Germaine Greer, it’s time we burnt the bra.

Kathy I’m not burnin’ my bra, this was two pounds fifty from Atkinsons.


	Brian Country Joe n’ the Fish!
	Jules Should be compulsory, like gettin’ the chop.


	Sean Ah, well now you’re talking . . . 
Sean sings and plays VERSE 1 of “Feel-Like-I’m-Fixin’-to-Die Rag” by Country Joe and the Fish.

Brian joins in the song’s chorus – singing/playing.
	Kathy Gettin’ the chop? D’yer know how many hospital beds that’d take?

Jules Yeah, well, if a bloke can’t control himself after a few pints of John Smith’s. If women like you end up throwin’ a whole career away then it just means more work for the rest of us. Funny, I always thought Brian’d end up with someone older, more independent. Course, if yer end up up the duff, you end up up the duff, we can’t all be Gloria Steinem.


	
	Kathy moves to the boys and joins in singing the chorus of “Feel-Like-I’m-Fixin’-to-Die Rag” by Country Joe.




Jules joins Kathy, Sean and Brian sing the FINAL LINE OF THE CHORUS, and they cheer/ laugh, with –

Sean Mamas and the Papas eat your heart out! We should take over King Mojo’s.

Jules Ha, Penny Farthing more like.

Kathy ’Ere, play Kathy’s Song, Sean!

Brian Fuckin’ Fitzalan Square.

Sean I’m serious, Brian, screw all this happy families bollocks. How / about we put the band back together? –

Kathy / Kathy’s Song, Kathy’s Song! Come on, yer know yer love me, you big . . .

Kathy drapes herself over Sean.

Kathy . . . sexy Irish troubadour, you.

Jules Alright, steady on, Kath . . . –

Sean No no, you carry on, Kathy, . . .

Kathy Jules reckons I should burn my bra.

Sean Get upstairs, I’ll bring the matches.

Jules moves to Brian, passing him a joint.

Jules (as she does so) Well, the heart wants what the heart wants.

Brian Ha, you made your bed quick enough. So much for free love. ’Ere, how about this for an encore?

Brian strikes his guitar and starts playing/singing Helen Reddy’s “I Am Woman”.

After the first four lines of the first verse, he moves straight into the big triumphant chorus, and –

Kathy, Jules and Sean laugh, jump to their feet and join in.

As they reach the final word of the chorus, the scene instantly snaps to –


	Kathy (with the TV) – . . . a house,


	1972


	Here’s a door, Windows – One, two, three, four, Ready to knock, Turn the lock, it’s –
	Monday May 29th (Daytime)


	             
	Kathy (23) and Mike (2) sit on the sofa watching ‘Play School’ on the black and white TV.




She watches a bit more of Play School, stroking Mike’s hair.

Kathy (23) (with the TV) Humpty, Hamble n’ Big Ted.

Mike (2) Ted Ted.

Kathy (with the TV) Little Ted, Jemima, Big Ted . . .–

Mike Big Ted.

Kathy (to Mike, strokes his hair) It is Big Ted, yer right. Clever boy.

Mike Big Ted.

Mike yawns, dozes off. Kathy discreetly reaches over for her spliff from the ashtray.

As she lights the spliff –

Kathy Big Ted, Little Ted, Humpty, Hamble, Dapple n’ –

Suddenly, there’s a blackout.


	Kathy – Bollocks.
	1973


	Brian (24) Well, I did warn yer.


	Friday December 14th (Evening)


	Kathy I thought they said the blackouts weren’t till ten o’clock.

Brian It is ten o’clock, mind yer arse.

Kathy Ow!

Brian Mind yer flippin’
	In the darkness, Brian (24) is holding a couple of candles, looking for somewhere to put them.

Kathy (23) is laying on the sofa, smoking a spliff, holding a copy Germaine Greer’s The Female Eunuch.




. . . –

They both giggle.

Kathy (23) You mind your arse, I bet all your bastard Union chiefs aren’t sat round in the dark.

Brian (24) Aye, n’neither’s Ted Heath, but if it’s what it takes to improve our wages then they can turn the power off all week as far as I’m concerned.

Kathy Need a job first, Bri.

Brian I have got a job. Rhythm guitar and harmonies, Sean on lead.

Kathy A proper job, he’s goin’ to turn four next year. –

Brian Thousands of proper jobs, Kathy, aye, yer know what I mean. I doubt Clapton’s pluggin’ in his Fender tonight, either.

He finally lights the candles as Kathy takes her copy of Germaine Greer’s Female Eunuch and tries to read.

Brian Reckon he’ll stay down like?

Kathy Guess as long as the curtains don’t go up in flames.

Brian Cards or Scrabble?

Kathy Neither.

Kathy passes the spliff to Brian.

Kathy (as she does so) Says here I’m the unpaid employee of the heterosexual male.

Brian Who?

Kathy Well, that’s what it says here. Book Jules lent us. “A housewife’s work has no results. Bringin’ up children is not a real occupation. The housewife is the unpaid employee of the heterosexual male.”

Brian Best get me wallet then.

Kathy Well, I wunt want to deprive yer of yer pools’ money.

Brian Ooh cuttin’, yeah –

Kathy: Should ask Val at the post office if they’ll ’ave yer back. Yer know, I’ve read the same sentence three times now?

Brian Must be a good sentence.

Kathy It is good, I could always finish my trainin’.

Brian What?

Kathy I said I could go back n’finish my trainin’. Nursin’ school.

Brian Oh gi’over, yer not goin’ / back t’that –

Kathy I’m twenty-three, I’m hardly kickin’ / the bucket.

Brian You are not goin’ back t’that dirty old Infirmary, Kath, no chance. Cleanin’ up other people’s crap? Thought yer’d done enough o’that when yer dad were laid out.

Kathy Cleaned up plenty o’ your son’s crap. Maybe yer should try it sometime, Bri –

Brian I’ll kill bloody Jules.

Kathy Oh, bless, someone’s not a fan of the female eunuch?

Brian Not unless they’re prog rock. ’Ey, maybe I should stay ’ome n’do the ironin’ while I’m at it n’all? Mop the / kitchen floor?

Kathy Take yer keks off, more like.

Brian Eh?

Kathy Take your shitty keks off, show us what yer made of.

Kathy puts her book down.

Kathy Reckon we’ve got a while before he needs his potty yet. Three minutes at least.

Brian Three minutes? Oh, gi’over . . . –

Kathy (taking the spliff from Brian) Hurdy Gurdy.

Brian What?

Kathy (takes a quick drag) Hurdy Gurdy Hurdy Gurdy . . . –

Kathy quickly stubs out the spliff, then starts pulling down Brian’s trousers and pants.

Brian ’Ere, fuckin’ ’ell . . . Christ, are you –?

They get undressed, quickly/clumsily.

Brian Hold on a minute then –

Kathy Lift yer arse up, shift. Mind yer foot.

Brian I’m doin’ it, aren’t I? You alright?

Kathy I’m alright, yeah. God bless the National Grid.

Brian God bless the three day week.

Kathy One day week round ’ere.

Brian Alright, rent-a-gob, yer don’t ’ave to wind me up just ’cause I’ve got me willy out. ’Ere, just –

1974

Thursday September 5th (Evening)

Brian (25) – . . . stay calm, alright? Taxi’ll be here in a minute, they won’t be takin’ yer anywhere thrashin’ about like that.

Kathy (24) I don’t care, just get it out of ’ere, Bri – fuckin’ uuuuUUUUR! Fuck fuckin’ ’ell!

Brian ’Ere, sit up, get back on the/sofa . . . –

Kathy / You get back, yer twat.

Brian Alright, well wait till yer get t’the hospital at least. Can’t ’ave it droppin’ out all over the carpet –

Kathy (hitting him) Drop it on your head, this is your fuckin’ fault!

Brian Alright alright, just . . . –

Brian grabs
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