The Golden Rectangle

by Rob Evans

Agent: Casarotto Ramsay

www.casarotto.co.uk

Characters

Hogg – a Tory MP

Female MP: a female Lib Dem MP

(The female MP is sitting. Hogg is looking at her.)

Female MP: I'm sorry.

Hogg: But you can't.

Female MP: What?

Hogg: I mean. This is my place. You can't sit here.

Female MP: I'm sorry. I'm definitely here.

Hogg: No. No. Now...

No.

You can go to the end.

Female MP: I'm sorry.

Hogg: Go to the end. There's plenty of room there.

This bit's really- It's not really for you.

Female MP: I'm sorry?

Hogg: Look. We've bagsied it.

Female MP: We?

Hogg: Yeah. We bagsied it last year. Once Brown fucked the early election. Everyone drew straws for it. I'm here.

Barny's there.

Smithy

Dudders

Jenko

Jazza

Froggo

Frippy

Philpot

Dingbat

Davey

Olly

Thumper

Jasper

Crusher

Bitsy.

Female MP: Bitsy?

Hogg: Yeah. 

Female MP: Well maybe you could sit in Bitsy's place and he could sit somewhere else, maybe back with the other six dwarves.

Hogg: No. No. It's not allowed. This is my place. You have to move.

Female MP: No. I. Don't.

It's the back benches. I can sit where I like.

Hogg: But you know.

Female MP: What?

Hogg: (between clenched teeth) You know. This is the bit.

Female MP: What bit?

Hogg: The best bit.

Female MP: I'm sorry.

Hogg: The bit where you get to be seen. The golden rectangle. Prime Minister's Questions. Where the cameras focus. We've spent ages working it out. Bitsy there, me here, Jasper, Froggo. We've worked it out. Bitsy, Jasper, Froggo, Basher. We're all here and then right in front is David. See! David and gorgeous George and Ken. (ecstatic) Ken fucking Clarke. Don't you see? You can't just sit there with your fucking stupid tights and your yellow pieces of shit hanging off you. It's got to be blue, hear me? BLUE. We've got to be blue and big and ready, ready to just rock and scream and just roar if we have to. Roar. We're lions see! Lions! Roaring and raging and ranting and we are going to tear this place apart. We are going to make it what it was again. We are going to pull the earth out from under us. Pull it out and tear it up and drag it round with us just sitting on our claws. Our enormous raging claws. So fuck you. You hear me? Fuck you, you cunts, with you shitty little faces looking at us. Asking us to to calm down. Tie ourselves to you. Pull back our claws for you. We will rape you, you hear me? You are going to leave this place like starved little creatures. Little Lib Dem wafes without a voter left who even wants to stick a shitty finger in you. David is going to fuck you so hard you won't know what hit you. David and Liam and Georgie and Nick. Yeah. Maybe even Nick. He's one of us. Knew him from the league. The posh-boys-play-special-old-fashioned-games league which you'll never be a part of cause the uniform alone costs more money than your pissy little family have ever earned in their  shitty little semi-detached lives. The kind of uniform that has gaiters and tiebacks and gowns and pig's bladders just pouring out of it. Hear me? I played football with an offal sack. I ran up and down the fields of Eton being whacked with a stick. You hear me? And I didn't mind. I loved it. I loved it because I knew that sack stood for England. Good old glorious gorgeous England with it's pomp and it's ceremony, with it's rolling hills and it's tiny little stupid thick as shit people standing naked, waiting to be whipped as we kicked that sack from one end of the field to the other. The same sack of shit that Oliver Cromwell kicked, that Bobby Walpole fucked, that earls and dukes and kings and princes have kicked and kicked and kicked till the stuffing's come out of it, till the seams are ragged and old till there's nothing left but a flaking flapping piece of skin that flies through the air and still we kick it. Still we kick it. And do you know why? Because we can. Now move.

(she hands him a memo)

What's this?

Female MP: Part of the New Politics.

New agreement. See. We may only be a small little party with 'yellow pieces of shit hanging off us', but you're right, we do have tights. That's one thing we do have over you. A bit more skirt. And you see that seems to be what Dave actually wants. 

At least in his Golden Rectangle.

See. We've sold him a bit of modernity. A few blacks, a few Asians, some women for his Golden Rectangle. 

And do you know what I got for that? Me alone. To sit here smiling behind Davie boy's fat face. I got closer ties with Europe.

(he is nearly sick)

That's right. We're going to be practically fucking those Frogs in Brussels. Bending over for Sarkozy to spit and slip it in. (sexually) Oh, closer borders, oh, EU directives, OH! Monetary UNION!

And do you know what my friend Lynne got?

Human Rights Act. 

(He is going to be sick. She takes the paper off him)

Can you believe it? Just for sitting here.

So. Where are you?

Hogg, isn't it?

K3. They've numbered them all.

That's down there. That's right. Right down that end. Practically out of the chamber I'm afraid. 

(He wanders off)

Keep going.

That's it.

Keep going. Yep. Into the dark bit. Yep. That's right. Keep roaring tiger. Keep roaring.

(he sits. Looks around. Quite happy)

The End

4

