presents

MICHAEL FRAYN'S
BRILEIANT COMEDY

i

b

N@ISES




e e T ST ——

70 NOISES OFF

to Ashton-under-Lyne! What’s it going to be like by the time we’ve
got to Stockton-on-Tees?

POPPY. If only she’d speak!

TIM. If only she’d unlock her dressing room door! Look, if Dotty
won’t go on...

POPPY. Won’t go on?

TIM. If she won'’t.

POPPY. She will.

TIM. Of course she will.

POPPY. Won’t she?

TIM. I’m sure she will. But if she doesn ...

POPPY. She must!

TIM. She will, she will. But if she didn t...

POPPY. I'd have five minutes to change. Four minutes.

TIM. If only she’d say something.

(The pass door opens cautiously, and LLOYD puts his head around.
He closes it again at the sight of POPPY.)

POPPY. I'll have another go. Takes your mind off your own
problems, anyway.

(Exit POPPY in the direction of the dressing rooms.
LLOYD puts his head back round the door.)

LLOYD. Has she gone?
TIM. Lloyd! I didn’t know you were coming today!

(LLOYD comes in. He is carrying a bottle of whisky.)

LLOYD. I wasn’t. I haven’t.

TIM. Anyway, thank God you're here!

LLOYD. I’'m not. I'm in Aberystwyth. I'm in the middle of re-
hearsing Richard III.

TIM. Dotty and Garry ...

LLOYD. I don’t want anyone to know I’'m in,

TIM. No, but Dotty and Garry ...
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LLOYD. I just want two hours alone and undisturbed with
Brooke in her dressing room between shows, then I’'m on the 7:25
back to Wales. (Gives TIM the whisky.) This is for Brooke. Put it
somewhere safe. Make sure Selsdon doesn’t get his hands on it.

TIM. Right. They’ve had some kind of row...

LLOYD. Good, good. (Takes money out of his wallet and gives it
to TIM,) There’s a little flower shop across the road from the stage-
door. I want you to buy me some very large and expensive-looking
flowers.

TIM. Right. Now Dotty’s locked herself in her dressing room...

LLOYD. Don’t let Poppy see them. They’re not for Poppy.

TIM. No. And she won’t speak to anyone...

LLOYD. First house finishes just after five, yes? Second house
starts at seven-thirty?

TIM. Lloyd, that’s what I'm trying to tell you — there may not
be a show!

LLOYD. She hasn’t walked out already?

TIM. No one knows what she’s doing! She’s locked in her dress-
ing room! She won’t speak to anyone!

LLOYD. You’ve called Beginners?

TIM. Yes!

LLOYD. I can’t play a complete love-scene from cold in five
minutes. It’s not dramatically possible.

TIM. She’s had bust-ups with Garry before, of course.

LLOYD. Brooke’s had a bust-up with Garry?

TIM. Brooke? Not Brooke — Dotty!

LLOYD. Oh, Dotty.

TIM. I mean, they had the famous bust-up the week before last,
when we were playing Worksop.

LLOYD. Right, right, you told me on the phone.

TIM. She went out with this journalist bloke ...

LLOYD. Journalist — yes, yes...

TIM. But you know Garry threatened to kill him?

LLOYD. Killed him, yes, I know. Listen, don’t worry about
Dotty — she’s got money in the show.

TIM. Yes, but now it’s happened again! Two o’clock this morn-
ing [’m woken up by this great banging on my door. It’s Garry. Do I
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know where Dotty is? She hasn’t come home.

LLOYD. Tim, let me tell you something about my life. I have the
Duke of Buckingham on the phone to me for an hour after rehearsal
every evening complaining that the Duke of Gloucester is sucking
boiled sweets through his speeches. The Duke of Clarence is off for
the entire week doing a commercial for Madeira. Richard himself —
would you believe? — Richard II1? (He demonstrates.) — has now
gone down with a back problem. I keep getting messages from
Brooke about how unhappy she is here, and now she’s got herself a
doctor’s certificate for nervous exhaustion — she’s going to walk! I
have no time to find or rehearse another Vicki. I have just one after-
noon, while Richard is fitted for a surgical corset, to cure Brooke of
nervous exhaustion, with no medical aids except a little whisky —
you've got the whisky? — a few flowers — you’ve got the money for
the flowers? — and a certain faded charm. So I haven’t come to the
theatre to hear about other people’s problems. I've come to be taken
out of myself, and preferably not put back again.

TIM. Yes, but Lloyd...

LLOYD. Have you done the front-of-house calls?

TIM. Oh, the front-of-house calls!

(TIM hurries to the microphone in the prompt corner, still holding the
money and whisky.)

LLOYD. And don’t let Poppy see those flowers!
(Exit LLOYD through the pass door.)

TIM. (Into microphone.) Ladies and gentlemen, will you please
take your seats. The curtain will rise in three minutes.

(Enter POPPY from the dressing rooms.)

POPPY. We’re going to be so late up!

TIM. No luck?

POPPY. Belinda’s having a go. I haven’t even started the front of
house calls yet... Money? What’s this for?



