SAMUEL FRENCH
SAMPLE PERUSAL

This sample is an excerpt - an appetiser, if
you will - from a full Samuel French title.

This sample is just for you to try out, and it
can’t be used for performance, downloaded,
printed or distributed in any way.

Take it for a whirl and see if it tickles your
fancy!

For more information about licensing this
or other shows, or to browse thousands
more plays and theatre books to buy
please visit our website.

www.samuelfrench.co.uk
or, in the US www.samuelfrench.com

IH gF PERUSALS



Hitting Town
A play
Stephen Poliakoff

Samuel French — London
New York - Toronto - Hollywood




Copyright © 1976 by Stephen Poliakoff
All Rights Reserved

HITTING TOWN is fully protected under the copyright laws of the British Commonwealth,
including Canada, the United States of America, and all other countries of the Copyright Union.
All rights, including professional and amateur stage productions, recitation, lecturing, public
reading, motion picture, radio broadcasting, television and the rights of translation into foreign
languages are strictly reserved.

ISBN 978-0-573-11179-2

www.samuelfrench.co.uk
www.samuelfrench.com

For AMATEUR ProDUCTION ENQUIRIES

UNIiTED KiINGDOM AND WORLD
EXCLUDING NORTH AMERICA
plays@samuelfrench.co.uk
020 7255 4302/01

Each title is subject to availability from Samuel French,
depending upon country of performance.

CAUTION: Professional and amateur producers are hereby warned that HITTING
TOWN is subject to a licensing fee. Publication of this play does not imply availability
for performance. Both amateurs and professionals considering a production are strongly
advised to apply to the appropriate agent before starting rehearsals, advertising, or
booking a theatre. A licensing fee must be paid whether the title is presented for charity or
gain and whether or not admission is charged.

The Professional Rights in this play are controlled by Casarotto Ramsay & Associates,
Waverley House, 7-12 Noel St, Soho, London W1F 8GQ.

No one shall make any changes in this title for the purpose of production. No part of this
book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, by any
means, now known or yet to be invented, including mechanical, electronic, photocopying,
recording, videotaping, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher.
No one shall upload this title, or part of this title, to any social media websites.

The right of Stephen Poliakoff to be identified as author of this work has been asserted in
accordance with Section 77 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.



CHARACTERS

Hitting Town was first staged at the Bush Theatre,
Shepherd’s Bush, London, in April 1975, with the
following cast:

Clare Judy Monahan
Ralph James Aubrey
Nicola Lynne Miller

Directed by Tim Fywell

It was subsequently televised by Thames Television on
April 27th, 1976, with the following cast:

Clare Deborah Norton
Ralph Mick Ford
Nicola Lynne Miller

Directed by Peter Gill
Produced by Barry Hanson

The action takes place in a city in the Midlands, e.g.
Leicester

The set should be suggestive of an overall precinct-style
environment, neon-lit, in which Clare’s room is the
dominant part, a featureless, nasty, blank box. Other
areas and the front stage can be used for the rest of the
locations—walkway, precinct, snack-bar, and disco—
which can be suggested simply by concrete blocks, etc.,
litter-bins, and bright, striking graffiti

All locations are indoors






HITTING TOWN

SceNE ONE
Black-out. Voices on the telephone

Clare’s Voice Who is this? (Pauzse) Who is this speaking?
Ralph’s Voice (speaking with a foreign accent) Hello.
Clare’s Voice (impatiently, loud) WHO is this?

A dim spot comes up on Clare talking at the sort of telephone box
found on landings

Ralph’s Voice (with the accent) Want to ask you about your
knickers, lady. I mean are they the see-through variety. Can
one see through them—if one looks.. . .

Silence

Clare Oh, it’s you. (Pause) Where are you then?
Ralph’s Voice (speaking normally, terse) In a phone box.
Clare Are you still in Birmingham?

Pause

Ralph’s Voice No. I’'m by the station.

Clare So you’re here at last.

Ralph’s Voice May be.

Clare (annoyed) 1 thought you said you’d be here by lunch-
time.

Ralph’s Voice Well, I wasn’t, was 1?

Clare You really shouldn’t be so unreliable, you know. 1 never
thought you’d be as late as this. (Pause) You coming now?

Ralph’s Voice Probably.

Clare Well, I’ll see you soon, then, won’t 1? (She replaces the
receiver loudly)

Ralph’s Voice (as she does it) Could be.

The Lights come up full on the room area. Clare’s room is a bare,
wooden box—modern, hideous, with a door leading to a bedroom
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off. Clare is tidying brusquely, slightly bad-temperedly; she is about
thirty—withdrawn, and of efficient appearance. Ralph stands in the
doorway; he is twenty, untidy, unshaven. Both are nervous, but
offhand

Ralph I’'m here.

Clare So I see.

Ralph Good.

Clare You’'re late.

Ralph I apologize. (He leans against the door, chewing, his manner
is unexpected, edgy)

Clare What you chewing?

Ralph (continuing to chew) Nothing. (He puts his hand up to his
mouth, slips something out of his mouth into his pocket, and
moves past her)

Clare Are you all right?

Ralph Yes, tremendous. (He moves into the room) 1 can’t stay
long.

Clare You look a mess.

Ralph Do I?1 got wet on the train.

Clare On the train?

Ralph Yes, it rained. All the time. (He looks down at his feet) And
it got in.

Clare You haven’t got a hole in your shoes?

Ralph No, I don’t think so. Only a small opening.

Clare Why do you let yourself look like that?

Ralph Like what? (Slightly aggressive) 1 look fine—people stop
me in the street and tell me so. (He moves round the room, he
has a slight smile and is edgy. Suddenly) Tell you something, on
the train there were two people making love on the lavatory.
No, honestly, this is true. It’s not uncommon now. And the
whole carriage was listening. We couldn’t help it—we could
hear the noise. All of us pretending to ignore it, reading our
newspapers as it grew louder.

Clare Really?

Ralph Yes—really. (He sits on the bench-type sofa. Pause) You'd
believe anything. I think I'll have a quick nap now. IF I
may.

Clare (surprised) Now?

Ralph You know, sleep.

Clare Where?



Scene 1 3

Ralph (lying down) Here’ll do. (He snuggles down with his coat
still on, as she watches) You don’t mind, do you?

Silence. His eyes shut

Clare (looking down at him, sharply) You might take your coat off
first.

The Lights fade to a Black-out, then immediately, but slowly, fade
up

Ralph (just before the fade-up is complete) Am 1 awake ? (Pause)
How long have I been asleep ?

Clare About two minutes.

Ralph Oh Christ—(ke turns over)—I couldn’t think where I was.
(Pause. He curls up again) You’ve grown fatter you know.

Clare Thanks.

Ralph (curled up) My pleasure.

Clare (quietly) I went through a compulsive eating stage for a
bit. Had to have the feel of food in my mouth all the time.
Ralph (loudly, not listening to her) What’s that noise ? (He sits up

suddenly, staring at the back wall) Sssh.

Clare There’s no noise.

Ralph I heard something. (He lies down again and curls up)

Clare How’s the architecture going?

Ralph (curled up, grunting) All right,

Clare Have you been doing any work, then ?

Ralph Why—should I have been?

Clare I was worried about you, you know.

Ralph Were you—why?

Clare You know why. The bombings.

Ralph Where? What bombings ?

Clare In Birmingham.

Ralph Those bombings.

Clare Yes, those. I thought you might have been near them.
(Pause) Were you?

Ralph No. (He shifts his position and turns his back) I'm here,
aren’tI?

Clare (watching him) You’ve got to ring Mother.

Ralph (quietly) Yes. (Suddenly loudly, sitting bolt upright) For
Chrissake. It’s getting louder!—the noise. I’'m trying to go to
sleep for Godsake. Don’t people realize ?

Clare What noise?
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Ralph You must be able to hear it. (He points to the wall) From
there. Noise. It’s late—he shouldn’t be making noise. Who
lives there?

Clare I don’t know. I've never ever seen him,

Ralph (turning) You’ve never seen him!

Clare He doesn’t come out. Must be nervous.

Ralph It definitely has got louder! How come you can’t hear it?

Clare I can just. It’s always on.

Ralph Do you wear ear-plugs, then?

Clare Occasionally.

Ralph It’s not a very pretty picture that. You curled up here,
your ears stuffed with ear-plugs. (Smiling facetiously) Are they
very big? Can I see them?

Clare You’re putting mud all over the floor you realize. If you’re
going to be a nuisance you can leave.

Ralph Right.

Clare (snapping) And take that coat off for Godsake,

Silence. Ralph watches her, puts the thing back in his mouth and
lies down, chewing

Ralph I got your letter.
Clare Did you?

Ralph It was full of moans.
Clare (gets up) Was it?

Pause

Ralph (moving his head, he stares up at her) How are you, then?

Clare I manage . . . more than manage.

Ralph Then why dxd you write to me?

Clare (suddenly looking at him) 1 don’t know. Because I haven’t
seen you for five months.

Ralph You never usually write to me.

Clare No. (Pause) I’'m beginning to wish I hadn’t. And stop
chewing that . ..

She moves past him—he puts out a hand and catches hold of the
beads round her neck

Ralph What’s that?

Clare It’s mine—and I like it.

Ralph (looking at her dress) And is this one of your firm’s—
wearing your own products, are you?



WAIT, THERE'S
MORE!

Please visit our website to buy the full
script, apply for a license to perform
this show (if it’s available), or to explore
hundreds of similar titles.

www.samuelfrench.co.uk
or, in the US www.samuelfrench.com

To be the first to know about new
books, licensing releases, and enjoy
other theatre-related larks, do follow
us on our spangley social media
channels.

{f | Samuel French London

$7 | SamuelFrenchltd

IH gIF PERUSALS



