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Cinderella Boys was first performed by Strathclyde Theatre Group at the Ramshorn Theatre, Glasgow on 15th June 2011 with the following cast:
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Characters
Ross McLeod 30s Rangers supporter
Diane McLeod 30s Ross’ wife
Danny McMeechan 30s Celtic supporter
Melanie McMeechan 20s Danny’s wife
Johnny Lattimer 30s Celtic supporter

Setting
The front room and kitchen of Ross and Diane McLeod in Partick, Glasgow, on the evening of Wednesday 19th April 1972.




Act One Scene One

While in blackout a football commentary plays. Scotland beat reigning World champions England at Wembley in 1967, followed by the final whistle blowing and Celtic winning the 1967 European Cup.

Lights Up


We are in a reasonably appointed Glasgow tenement flat living room. Ross McLeod is on the sofa directing an increasingly exasperated Diane McLeod who is darting around the room with a television aerial, trying to get a spot where it picks up a decent television picture. When we join them, it is clear this has been going on for some time. Diane ends up dangling precariously in a plainly uncomfortable position hanging partly out of a window.

Ross
No, no, oh! Nearly... no. You’ve got it! Aw you’ve lost it! Over a bit! Aye! Naw!

Diane
Ross, see if I rupture myself trying to get a picture for your daft football, I’ll fucking swing for you so I will! Och shite. Put a shillin’ in my swearbox for me.

Ross (getting up to do as Diane asks)   A shilling? Should be two bob, besides, since when has it been a shilling? It’s “five pence”.

Diane
Aye thanks for that. There’s nothing a lassie loves more than being corrected by a tubby clown humming of pies and export. Drives us wild so it does.

Ross
Here! That’s no pies. It’s Hai Karate!

Diane
So tell me again. Why am I watching football all night? Is this what we got this tele for? Cos if it is, it can go back as far as I’m concerned...


Ross
You’re not watching football, you’re watching history! Rangers showing the rest of Europe how it’s done against the might of the Boche! And this is exactly what we got the tele for. This is live! Live entertainment! I could be out there tonight, packed into the bar like a sardine, braving the elements like all they other mugs but I’m not.  I’m here. Enjoying the spectacle in my own home. My castle. Like a civilised man. A gentleman even.

Diane 
Aye well fair enough. I certainly feel like a lady hanging out this window. Look, I’m getting down. I’ve stuff to do in the kitchen before Melanie and Danny get here. You’ll just need to sort your picture yourself...ah, my fucking toe!

Diane climbs down and puts the aerial on top of the TV. Without missing a beat Ross hands her a coin which Diane deposits into the swearbox.

Ross
Och Diane could you not just...ooh. Actually that’s perfect! Here, I got pies from the butchers. Think you could have them ready for half time?

Diane
We’re not giving my visitors pies. I got a quiche. Bombay mix. And vol-au-vents.

Ross
Vol-au-vents? What the fuck is a vol-au-vent?

Diane
Right you. Swearbox. And it's a wee puff pastry thing. They’re new in the supermarket. Too good for the likes of you. They’re for visitors only!

Ross
Pfft. Visitors. Folk from down the close you mean.

Diane
Melanie is my friend. Don’t start.

Ross
So why has Danny got to come? He’s Sellick. He’ll no’ want to watch this. It’ll be awkward.

Diane
He’s one of your oldest friends...

Ross (interrupting)
Och no he isnae. He’s husnae been for years.

Diane
Well they’re coming, so you can lose the petted lip. Or it’ll be no vol-au-vents for you.

Ross
Wouldnae want one anyway. Foreign muck. What’s wrong with a good old pie?

Diane
And what’s wrong with trying something new once in a while? Christ, vol-au-vents? Is that as exotic as I’m gonne get? It’s all right for you, swanning off round Europe following that shower of yours. Meanwhile I’m sat fae nineteen canteen never abroad once in my days.

Ross
Swearbox.

Diane
Fuck off. For what?

Ross
For “Christ”. And “fuck off” just there.

Diane
You’ll need to sub me.

Ross (putting some coins in the swearbox)
   This decision of yours to stop swearing is costing me a fortune.

Diane
What? Am I not worth it?

They smile at each other and give each other a wee peck. Just then there's a knock at the door. Diane opens the door and Melanie McMeechan enters.

Diane (Continued)
Hello!

Melanie   Hello hen how are you getting on?

Diane
Och you know, the usual.

Melanie    That bad eh? Here, I brought some flowers and a wee bottle of giggle juice as well...

Diane
I’ll just get some glasses...

Diane exits to the kitchen stage right.

Melanie  Hiya Ross, how are you? You all right?

Ross (distracted, watching TV)    Hiya Melanie, aye I’m fine hen.

Melanie   Danny’ll be along in a minute. He’s just away to get some cans.

Silence for a few seconds.

Melanie     That the football you’re watching? Live is it?

Ross (distracted, watching TV)    It is aye. It’s the Rangers game I’m watching though. I expect Danny would prefer to see the Celtic game.

Melanie     I’m sure he’ll no’ mind.

Ross (distracted, watching TV)    Well I hope he disnae. Cos it’s the Rangers game I’m watching.

Diane re-enters with wine, breaking the slightly awkward tension that has been building.

Diane
Here we are!

Melanie   Oh lovely. So anyway, how's you?

Diane
Och you know, the usual. Works work. Been at it with the gaffers all this week. They want to reduce our shift allowances. But that’s no’ the worst of it. They’re talking about making us pay for the broken biscuits. Can you believe it? They’d charge us for breathing if they thought they could get away with it.

Ross
They should charge you for talkin’...
Diane
Aw bugger off you!

Ross
There’s you costing me another shillin’!

Diane
Whit? For bugger? Bugger’s no’ a swear word!

Ross
Aye it is!

Diane
Och it is not! Not a bad one anyway.

Ross
Naw, you’re right enough. It’s a dainty expression. Kind of word you’d use speaking to minister on the way out of church on a Sunday. Hello minister, bugger of a sermon there! I’m just away up the road to bugger some Sunday lunch before I head down for a wee bugger in the park. Enjoy your buggering day now!

Silence for a moment.

Diane
That you made your point is it?

Ross
Yes.

Diane
I’m sorry you have to see this hen. You must envy me. Fighting my work for broken biscuits and coming home to David Niven there. It’s like I’m waving “having it all” right in your face or something.

Melanie   Diane, you don’t need to tell me. See the bother I’ve had this week with that Paul Newman? He’ll no’ leave me alone...

Diane
Oh aye?

Melanie  Well you know the hairdressers I go to? In Monte Carlo? You know the one where Sophia Loren gets her shampoo and set?

Diane
That’s a good one that. My mum goes there for the pensioner discount...
Melanie  Well there I am in curlers, talking animal skin bikinis with Rachel Welch when in he comes, on bended knees. “Melanie!” he says. “Leave the glamour of Partick behind! Come on and join me on my yacht and I’ll feed you grapes and treat you like a queen!”

Diane gets up, Melanie follows, together they look (mock) wistfully into their fantasy future.

Diane
Oooh, think about it. California! Horseback riding! Vineyards! Spas! You could get wan o’ they mud baths!

Melanie  I know. Me and Paul. I’d take you anaw Diane for company. We’d put you in the east wing...

Diane
But how could you ever leave Glasgow? Your estate? Your staff? Your many responsibilities?

Melanie  And you? How could I drag you away when you’ve got that big hassle about the broken biscuits to sort oot? I told him no, of course I did. We’re from different worlds so we are. He goes on safari and hunts Bengal tigers. I go to the co-op and follow the Glasgow Tigers.

Melanie drains her glass. Diane starts pouring more in.

Diane
Wee top up?

Melanie  Widnae say no. Isnae everyday you lose a man like Paul Newman.

Ross 
You two sure that’s just wine you’re drinking?

A face appears at the window stage left. It is Danny McMeechan. He loudly chaps the window. The unexpected chapping startles Ross who falls off his seat.

Danny
   Hullo!

Ross  
Jesus Christ Almighty! I aboot shat myself!

Ross opens the window and Danny clambers inside with a big polly poke of cans.  He's not exactly dexterous and the whole operation is something akin to a pudgy cat climbing out a storm drain.

Diane
Right, we’ll leave you pair to it. Gonne help us in the kitchen hen?

The girls exit to the kitchen stage right. There's a brief silence as Danny gets to his feet.

Danny
Well? Whit did ye think of my entrance?

Ross
Whit the fuck dae I care aboot your entrance? I'm no’ wan of your boyfriends.

Danny
 Hahaha, ya cheeky bastard! Ye wantin’ a can?

Ross
Aye fine.

Danny
 This the game about to kick off is it?

Ross   Aye the Rangers game. I’m no’ turning it over.

Danny  Aye, awright! What’s wrong with the sound?

Ross
Nothing. Just promised Diane I’d watch it with the sound down. So she'll hear herself think she says. I’m assuming she thinks if the sounds up, we’ll end up no’ talking to one another.

A silence. This can be held for as long as feels comfortable.

Danny
  So whit dae ye reckon? I think youse’ll get pumped...

Ross
GOALLLLLLLL! Ya fucking dancer!!! Ye see that! A fucking beezer! Yassssss! Sandy Jardine, the very man! What a start! What a start!
Danny
 So as I was saying, I reckon youse’ll get pumped...

Ross
Keep talkin’ buddy, your predictions are working for me so far.

Danny   Okay, so youse are one up. Gonne let us check the other side? Just for a second?

Ross
I knew it, I fucking knew it. Right fine. Just to see the score.

Danny gets up and turns the tele over. He looks at the set for a moment.

Danny
  I’m fairly sure Lieutenant Uhura disnae play for Celtic...

Ross
Christ is it no’ even on yet? Get it turned back! C’moan!

Danny turns the tele back over and sits down.

Danny
  So eh, how's work and that?

Ross
Work? Work’s fine. I’m doing well. Mr Robertson’s talking about leaving me in charge when he’s away his holidays.

Danny  Far cry fae our place though eh? D’ye no’ miss it?

Ross
Whit’s tae miss Danny? No, I’m well shot of Duke Street. I go to work in a suit now. Go to work smart and come home wi’ my hands clean anaw. Nobody tapping me up, nobody greetin’ tae me about union pish and nae chancers getting me into bother every two minutes.

Danny  Sounds the gemme. Who’d have thought it? Ross McLeod, man of the people, wearing a suit and tie and givin’ it aw yer “Yes sir, no sir” patter doon the TV rental shop.

Ross 
Job's a job mate. I didnae ask to leave Wellpark as you’ll remember I’m quite sure. But that was a long time ago and here I am doing better than ever.

Danny
 Here, ye mind wee Jackie?
Ross
Jackie Bryson? He still about is he?

Danny  He is aye. Ye mind the time we stuck in that barrel and sent him to Woolwich? He was near at the gates afore the driver heard him.

Ross    I mind gettin’ the blame for it if that’s what you mean.

Danny
  You seriously never miss the place? Really?

Ross
I seriously don’t mate. I’m no’ needing a playground to muck about in. I’ve grown up. I’m oot earnin’. All that place got me was an earful fae management and a lot of pish fae everybody else about what I wisnae doing for them. It’s a place of work mate. That’s aw. Nothing special about it.

Danny
  I’m not buying any of...

Ross (Interrupting)   Danny, I’m watching the game.

Diane and Melanie enter with trays of food.

Diane
Danny sweetheart, wire into some food. There’s Vol-au-vents!

Danny looks suspiciously at Diane’s fancy food.

Danny (quietly to Ross)  Here mate, what the fuck is a vol-au-vent?

Ross
Jeez oh, have you never seen a vol-au-vent afore? Get with it Danny. Diane and I have been enjoying these for years!

Diane gives Ross a funny look. Ross picks up a vol-au-vent and eats it. Pretty much in one go. Puff pastry everywhere. Ross tries to chew but the dry pastry makes it difficult. It is obvious Ross is having difficulty with it.

Ross (through a mouthful of puff pastry)
Try one!
Danny picks one up, looks at it suspiciously and eats, not wanting to be one upped. The two men eat the vol-au-vents staring each other out, both pretending to really enjoy them.

Danny (through a mouthful of puff pastry)  Here Diane, these are delicious!

Diane and Melanie are looking at the guys like they are idiots. Ross and Danny continue to snatch at vol-au-vents and force them down their throats.

Diane
Have you ever seen the like hen? Come on and we’ll get some pies on for them before the two of them choke.  

Lights Down
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