
London SWE

A Radio Play

Cast List

Gordon - 30s-50s

Caroline - 30s-50s

Marcus - 30s-50s

Sarah - 30s-50s

Note: There are lots of one liners in here from other characters - these can be pre-records or live
interjections by the actual cast using different accents.

Daytime, a smart terraced house somewhere in SW London.

Sound of key in a door. Sound of door opening, then closing. Hurried footsteps on a hallway floor.

GORDON: Caroline? Where are you?

CAROLINE: (off) I’m in here, darling.

Sound of hurried footsteps.

CAROLINE: The fabric samples have arrived.

GORDON: Caroline, the most extraordinary –

CAROLINE: Look at these. I think the lavender for the curtains, don’t you?

GORDON: I don’t know. Listen –

CAROLINE: I mean, this red, it’s so sensual, so…animalistic. I think it would be wasted on curtains.

GORDON: Bollocks to the curtains.

CAROLINE: Gordon! Did you get the wine?

GORDON: No I didn’t. That’s what I’m trying to tell you. I went to get it, on my way home, but…

CAROLINE: But what?

GORDON: But the shop’s gone.

CAROLINE: The organic wine shop?

GORDON: Yes.

CAROLINE: ‘Naughty By Nature’?

GORDON: Yes.

CAROLINE: It can’t have gone. I went past it yesterday, on my way to the hairdressers. It can’t just
have disappeared overnight.



GORDON: Oh no, the shop’s still there.

CAROLINE: Well then. What are you talking about?

GORDON: The outside is there. But the inside isn’t. Well, no, actually the inside is, but the inside isn’t
it.

CAROLINE: Darling, do you need to have a little sit down?

GORDON: No, I don’t. I need to show you. I can’t explain, you have to see it for yourself.

CAROLINE: Gordon, I don’t have time for this. Sarah and Marcus will be here in an hour, and I haven’t
even started on the celeriac.

GORDON: Caroline! Listen to me! This is important. Something very strange is…and I can’t… you
need to come and see. Now. Please.

CAROLINE: (sighing) Ok! Alright. Let’s go and see what all the fuss is about.

Footsteps echoing off down the hall. The door opens and shuts.

Genteel street noise – light traffic, birds

GORDON: Right, here we are. See?

CAROLINE: Yes. I see the wine shop. Exactly as I saw it yesterday.

GORDON: Right. Now, walk in.

CAROLINE: Is this a joke?

GORDON: No, go on. Walk through the door. Then walk back out and tell me what you saw.

CAROLINE: For God’s sake. Fine, ok. Here I go. Walking into the wine shop…

Footsteps, a door opening and the jingling of an old-fashioned bell, suddenly and shockingly
juxtaposed with a loud motorbike noise, shouting, dogs barking and the bouncing of a football.

CAROLINE: Argh!

The sound of a skateboard approaching at speed

SKATEBOARDER: Look out!

CAROLINE: What…? Where…?

SKATEBOARDER: Sorry love. Shouldn’t come out of shops without looking where you’re going, you
know what I mean?

CAROLINE: Out of a shop?

SKATEBOARDER: Yeah. Are you ok?

CAROLINE: Yes, I… a shop, yes. I think I’ll go…back in there.

SKATEBOARDER: Forget something, did you?



CAROLINE: I … yes. I did. Goodbye.

Sound of a door opening and an electronic bell. More genteel street sounds.

GORDON: Welcome back.

CAROLINE: Gordon, I…

GORDON: You look how I felt twenty minutes ago.

CAROLINE: Where the hell was I? Where did I go?

GORDON: If it was the same place I went to, then I believe it was a corner shop on the Pineview
Estate.

CAROLINE: The where?

GORDON: Pineview Estate. There was a green sign outside the shop - ‘Pineview Estate, no ball
games’. Didn’t you see it? Just next to the child with the football.

CAROLINE: I didn’t notice. And where the hell exactly is that?

GORDON: East London. I looked it up on my phone while you were gone. See? Just here.

CAROLINE: East London? But Gordon, this is SW! We live in SW! What is an East London estate doing
in our wine shop?

GORDON: Exactly! And, more to the point, how do we make it go away?

CAROLINE: This isn’t real. It can’t be real. It’s a … a mirage or something. A shared illusion. What did
we eat yesterday?

GORDON: We had the pork. Always gives me wind, but it’s never made me hallucinate a whole East
London estate before.

CAROLINE: But Gordon, be sensible! These sorts of things just don’t happen! Not here! Do you think
we’re going mad?

GORDON: I suppose it’s possible. It runs in my family, as you know. Remember my uncle Timothy?

CAROLINE: But not in mine. Gout, yes – but not madness!

GORDON: Alright then. Why don’t we try it again, together? Just to be sure?

CAROLINE: Darling, I don’t think I can –

GORDON: Come on. Be brave. We have to know one way or another. Here, take my hand.

CAROLINE: Ok.

Footsteps, a door opening and the jingling of an old-fashioned bell. Sudden blast of rap music and a
baby screaming. Footsteps, electronic doorbell.

GORDON: Well, that settles it. Naughty by Nature, on Mereway Road, has now become Super Price
on the Pineview Estate.

CAROLINE: Oh Gordon, it’s horrible! What are we going to do?



GORDON: It’s a problem all right. God knows where we’ll find sulphur-free vegan Sauvignon now.

CAROLINE: Sauvignon! Sarah and Marcus ! The celeriac! We have to get home now! Quickly!

GORDON: And no Sauvignon. We’ll have to improvise. Hopefully they won’t notice.

CAROLINE: For God’s sake don’t say anything to them. They’ll think we’re mad.

Running Feet on pavement

Chinking of cutlery on plates and people drinking.

MARCUS: Caroline, I must say that was splendid. As always.

CAROLINE: I’m sorry about the celeriac.

MARCUS: No, no, don’t apologise! The cumquat and radish salad was delicious. And the … what was
it?

SARAH: Cranberry crusted tofu.

MARCUS: Cranberry crusted tofu, that’s right.

SARAH: So brave.

CAROLINE: Well, it was a bit of a muddle, but I think it turned out all right.

MARCUS: Certainly did. Very … memorable. Looks like we’re out of wine. Don’t suppose you’ve got
another bottle of the sauvignon lurking about?

GORDON: Er… no. Not the Sauvignon, I’m afraid. I think I’ve got a Chenin Blanc in the fridge?

MARCUS: Not run out, has he?

GORDON: Who?

MARCUS: Your little chappie? Organic bloke. You usually have an inexhaustible supply.

GORDON: Oh. Er…no. Not run out, no.

CAROLINE: Who’d like some pudding?

SARAH: What is it?

CAROLINE: Blueberry, pineapple and chia seed blancmange.

MARCUS: Not for me, thanks. Still full up from all the cumquat.

CAROLINE: Sarah?

SARAH: Oh, just a small spoonful, please.

MARCUS: Sarah’s watching her weight, aren’t you, Squishy darling?

CAROLINE: I’ll bring it out and you can help yourself. Barely any calories.

Footsteps receding



MARCUS: Listen, Gordon, is anything the matter?

GORDON: What do you mean?

MARCUS: Well, it’s just that you’ve been a bit off all evening.

GORDON: Off?

MARCUS: Yes, off. You know…twitchy. Nervy. Shifty eyes, that sort of thing.

GORDON: Marcus, I… to be quite honest, there is…

MARCUS: Sarah, go and help Caroline, would you? Take your time.

SARAH: Alright.

Footsteps receding

MARCUS: Come on then, spit it out.

GORDON: I don’t think I can. It’s rather private, you see.

MARCUS: Come on, man. Remember the golf club pact? The brethren of the seventh hole? You can
trust me.

GORDON: But, Sarah, you know…

MARCUS: Ah. It’s like that, is it?

GORDON: Like what?

MARCUS: Another woman, eh? Well, don’t worry. Perfectly natural at your age. We’ve all been there.

GORDON: Have you?

MARCUS: Sure. You remember I got that parking ticket last year, outside Whites? Well, the traffic
warden –

GORDON: Well anyway, it’s not that.

MARCUS: What is it, then? Gordon, you’re very pale. I’m starting to get a bit worried. Here, have a
wheat-free pretzel.

GORDON: I don’t want a wheat-free pretzel. Look, you promise you won’t say anything? To anyone?

MARCUS: I already told you. Mum’s the word.

GORDON: Well, it all started earlier today, when…

Harp Glissando

MARCUS: HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA! HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!

GORDON: I should never have told you.

MARCUS: HAHAHAHAHA! I’m sorry, Gordon, but honestly that’s priceless. You’ve made my day.

GORDON: But it’s true! You have to believe me.

MARCUS: You’re not being serious.



GORDON: I am! Completely serious.

MARCUS: Good God, I think you are.

GORDON: You believe me, don’t you?

MARCUS: Listen, my friend, do you not think you’ve been overdoing it a little? Burning the candle at
both ends, that sort of thing? I know you’ve been struggling with the Oberman take-over –

GORDON: How do you know about that?

MARCUS: Caroline told Sarah. Sarah told me. Only thing to do with those sort of people is hit them
hard. Get in there first, go for the jugular. If I were you –

GORDON: It’s nothing to do with Oberman. And I’m not mad.

MARCUS: But you can’t seriously expect me to believe that a… a portal has opened up in your wine
shop?

GORDON: I do. It has,

MARCUS: I don’t even know if I’ve got the terminology right, there. Is it a portal? Or maybe a
vortex…

Footsteps approaching

CAROLINE: Here we are. Marcus, are you sure you won’t have just a tiny bit?

MARCUS: I’ve got it! It’s a WORMHOLE!

SARAH: Marcus?

MARCUS! A WORMHOLE!!! HAHAHAHAHAHA!

CAROLINE: Gordon!

GORDON: It’s not my fault! I didn’t say –

MARCUS: IN A WINE SHOP!

SARAH: What’s he talking about? Marcus, what are you talking about?

CAROLINE: I don’t believe you, Gordon. You just can’t keep your mouth shut, can you? Well, since the
cat’s out of the bag, there’s only one thing left to do, isn’t there?

GORDON: What, I don’t…

CAROLINE: If you don’t want Marcus and the entire membership of the golf club to think that we’re
completely off our rockers, we’re just going to have to show them, aren’t we?

GORDON: Show them?

CAROLINE: Yes. Show them. Come along, I’ll get your coats.

MARCUS: Oh, this should be fun.

Footsteps receding

SARAH (off) Where are we going?



Genteel street at night noise. Electronic doorbell

MARCUS: What the…what the…

SARAH: Marcus, I don’t like it! I don’t like it!

CAROLINE: It’s alright, Sarah, you’re perfectly safe. So. Now do you believe us?

MARCUS: It’s incredible. It’s absolutely incredible.

GORDON: Told you.

SARAH: (sobbing) It was so awful. So awful!

CAROLINE: There, there. I know. Here, Sarah, take my hanky, have a good blow. A good blow. Right,
everybody ok? Now then. What are we going to do?

MARCUS: I don’t know. The police? NASA?

GORDON: Why NASA?

MARCUS: Well somebody has to do something. This isn’t right. It isn’t natural.

SARAH: It’s horrible.

CAROLINE: Yes, we’ve established that. Does anybody have any ideas? Any sensible ideas, I mean?

SARAH: I think we need to warn the neighbours.

CAROLINE: The neighbours? Why…?

SARAH: Well, if we can walk into the shop and go…there…

CAROLINE: Yes?

SARAH: What’s to stop…them… coming here?

Babel of confused, angry upper class voices.

MAN 1: It’s unacceptable…

WOMAN 1: They can’t, can they?

MAN 2: Oh, they can and they will. I mean, what’s to stop them?

WOMAN 2: They don’t even have to take the tube…

MAN 3: What about the house prices? Has anyone thought of that?

WOMAN 3: And the litter…

MAN 4: We’ll call in the army, that’ll show them…



MAN 1: Not to mention all the noise…

WOMAN 4: And the language!

WOMAN 1: What about my dog! They’ll steal my poor little Bellaboo for dog fighting!

CAROLINE: Alright everyone, calm down! I think we can all agree that the situation is untenable, and
that something has to be done.

GORDON: Yes, but what?

CAROLINE: We don’t want to inflame the situation. Not at this stage. So far they have not shown
themselves to be aggressive.

MARCUS: That’s what I don’t understand. I mean, why aren’t they here already? Surely at least one
of them will have popped into the shop for a can of Red Stripe.

CAROLINE: We can only assume not, Marcus. Otherwise, as you say, they would already be here,
swarming our quiet, peaceful, clean streets. So, what I propose is this. One of us must go over there
and treat with them.

SARAH: Treat with them?

CAROLINE: Yes. Explain that we mean them no harm, and ask them politely to refrain from crossing
the vortex –

MARCUS: Wormhole.

CAROLINE: Yes, thank you, Marcus. The vortex, wormhole, whatever it is – until we have had a
chance to ascertain what exactly is going on. I mean, we have no idea how exactly this thing works!
For all we know, going back and forth through it might be extremely deleterious to the health.

GORDON: What?

CAROLINE: Bad. Bad for the health.

GORDON: (muttering) Well why the hell don’t you just say that, then?

CAROLINE: At the very least, it probably has serios psychic repercussions. And we can’t allow that to
happen to us – or to them.

MARCUS: So…what? We negotiate?

CAROLINE: Absolutely. We appeal to their better nature.

MARCUS: It won’t work.

CAROLINE: Of course it will. We’re civilised people. And I’m sure they are not total savages. We will
establish an entente cordiale.

GORDON: A what?

MAN 3: And who exactly is going to do this, then?

MAN 4: What about you? You managed to get me blackballed from the tennis club, you’re clearly a
plausible wanker.

MAN 3: I did not, you’re delusional -



WOMAN 2: I don’t want to go again, not it it’s going to injure my karma.

MAN 1: I’ll give it a pop.

WOMAN 3: Daddy, you’re not going anywhere, you’re eighty four!

CAROLINE: Gordon will go.

GORDON: I… what?

CAROLINE: You should go. You’re a fabulous negotiator.

GORDON: Well, I –

CAROLINE: Don’t be modest. You’ve got those Ovary people on the run, haven’t you?

GORDON: Oberman. And it’s only the –

CAROLINE: Go on, darling. It won’t take you long. Find their captain, and talk some sense into him. I
believe in you.

GORDON: You do?

CAROLINE: Of course I do. Go, my hero. Save the day. You can do it. Courage!

GORDON: Well …

MARCUS: Good luck, mate. We’re all rooting for you.

SARAH: So brave!

GORDON: Oh. Alright, then.

Jingle of old fashioned doorbell. Fade out on anxious chat

MAN 1: Good Chap.

WOMAN 4: Do you think he can do it?

MAN 2: Bloody risky.

Fade out.

Fade in on electronic doorbell. Hubbub of voices

MAN 3: Look, there he is!

WOMAN 1: Oh, he’s back!

WOMAN 2: He’s alive!

CAROLINE: Darling!

MARCUS: You made it!

GORDON: Yes.

SARAH: Well? What did they say?



GORDON: Well… I talked to one of their chaps. Ethan. Nice man, actually. Knows a lot about cars.

ALL: Yes?

GORDON: It’s all a bit odd. Apparently they’ve known about this…wormhole thingy for ages.

CAROLINE: Ages?

GORDON: Yes. It’s been there for about two weeks, they tell me. I didn’t know, I hadn’t been in there
since your birthday.

MAN 4: Two weeks?

WOMAN 3: As long as that?

WOMAN 2: My goodness.

MARCUS: But then… why aren’t they here? Why haven’t they been here for weeks, tearing the place
up?

GORDON: It appears that they… don’t want to come.

CAROLINE: Don’t want to come?

GORDON: No. Some of them came through at the beginning, had a bit of a mooch about, decided it
wasn’t for them and…pushed off. Word spread, and none of them have been through since.

SARAH: But…why?

GORDON: Well it seems that, and I’m quoting here, you understand… it’s “not their sort of place”.

CAROLINE: Well, really!

WOMAN 1: Not their sort of place?

MAN 1: Bloody nonsense.

WOMAN 2: How can they say that?

MAN 2: Two million minimum round here.

WOMAN 3: I mean, we’ve got a WAITROSE!

GORDON: They just don’t seem that interested. Apart for some concern about the fate of Kashif –

SARAH: Kerchief?

GORDON: Kashif. The chap who ran Super Price. Apparently he was very popular.

CAROLINE: That’s a good point. I wonder what happened to Jean-Luc?

MARCUS: Who?

CAROLINE: Little Frenchman, Naughty by Nature.

SARAH: Caroline! I know you’re upset, but this is hardly the time –

CAROLINE: Oh, for God’s sake. He ran the wine shop!

SARAH: Oh.



GORDON: Anyway… that’s it, really. They won’t bother us. There’s another shop on the other side of
the estate, apparently – little bit more expensive, but a greater variety and quality of product. They’ll
go there.

CAROLINE: So…they won’t try to come here? Ever?

GORDON: Um. No. They were very polite about it, of course, wish us all the best, that sort of thing.
But they won’t be coming.

MAN 1: Strange people.

MAN 2: Bloody rude if you ask me.

WOMAN 2: Oh well, each to their own.

MAN 3: Didn’t want them here anyway.

WOMAN 1: At least my little Bellaboo is safe!

CAROLINE: Oh. Well…good.

SARAH: That’s a relief.

MARCUS: All’s well that ends well.

GORDON: Yes. Well, bedtime, I think. It’s been a bit of a day.

MARCUS: We’ll walk with you. Pick up the car.

GORDON: Of course.

Footsteps and voices receding

SARAH: Thank you again for dinner, Sarah. It really was lovely.

CAROLINE: You’re very welcome.

SARAH: Our turn next.

CAROLINE: Great. Shall we pencil something in?

SARAH: How about next Thursday?

CAROLINE: Can’t. Reiki on Thursdays.

SARAH: Oh, of course. Friday, then?

CAROLINE: I’ll have to check, but that could work.

SARAH: Of course, the food won’t be anything like as good as yours. You’ll think I’m terrible, but I’ll
probably just go to M&S!

CAROLINE: You’d better watch out. You might walk through the door and find yourself in deepest,
darkest Africa or something.

All laugh

MARCUS: Well, that might not be so bad. We’ve been thinking of taking a holiday, haven’t we,
Squishy?



SARAH: Oh, Marcus, but not in Africa!

MARCUS: Well, it might not be Africa. Maybe we’ll get lucky and it’ll be the Seychelles..,.

FADE OUT

END




