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                  City of Dreams
            SYNOPSIS

Fred Newman, a local government accountant, is given early retirement after suffering a major heart attack. He flees his unhappy marriage and dreary job to fulfil a long cherished dream of travel and adventure with Dallas, Texas, his first port of call. After spending the night of his arrival out on the town, Fred wakes up late with a hangover. Rosita Alvarez, the Mexican chambermaid who comes to clean his room, also turns out to be on the run from a failed relationship. They find solace and enlightenment in each other’s company, and it begins to seem they might form a more permanent relationship. But Rosita reveals she is an illegal immigrant and when her violent former partner turns up in town, she has to flee. Fred, left alone in his hotel room, is at first in despair and has doubts about his decision to leave England, but, fortified by the champagne he had planned to share with Rosita, his spirits begin to rise once more and he determines to continue with his Great Adventure – until a recurrence of his heart problems seems to have put paid to his plans. Or has it? Amid the sound of ambulance sirens the audience is left guessing.  




                City of Dreams

             Characters

  

Fred Newman………………………………………. early fifties

Rosita Alvarez……………………………………… late twenties

    
 Scene 1

A hotel room in Dallas, Texas. FRED has just woken up and is sitting at the coffee table UC in his dressing gown, facing the audience. He has a hangover and is drinking a cup of black coffee. The self-serve coffee pot is on the table. He holds his head in his hands and groans. Looking up he shades his eyes from the sunshine streaming in through the window UR. He stands up shakily and walks slowly across the room to the unmade bed DL. As he sits down on the edge of the bed he catches sight of his image in the dressing table mirror DR. 

FRED: (speaks with a UK regional  accent). Oooh!… Morning Mr Newman. It is you, isn’t 

it? You look terrible. (He leans over and switches on the bedside radio.)

VOICE  OF RADIO DJ:… And the temperature here in downtown Dallas right now is a 


pleasant twenty-four degrees. It’s coming up to two thirty on this Thursday afternoon


edition of the Ross Edmonds Show, bringing you the greatest names in country and 

western music. Yesiree folks, this is where it’s at in the heart of the Big D. Here’s one 

of the all-time…

FRED:  (switches off the radio).  No offence, Ross, but I’d prefer a bit of hush for now. Feels


like I’ve got a corps of drummers practising in my skull… Blimey, did you say nearly 

half past two… in the afternoon? 

(He walks gingerly over to the window DR and stands looking out..)

FRED:  (affects Texan drawl). Howdy Dallas! How’re y’all down there? Yuh shoh do look 

perty in the sunshine. Mind you, yuh looked perty good last night, far as ah kin 

remember. Y’all know how to make a body feel mighty welcome and no mistake.


(He moves back to the  coffee table and sits down, putting his feet up on the table. As 

he leans back, a broad smile spreads over his face.)
FRED: (resuming his UK  accent). You’ve done it, you’ve bloody well done it. 


(He begins to laugh so much he can hardly get his words out.). One fell swoop… 

Crossed the Rubican… Burned your boats…Made the quantum leap… You’ve 

cracked it, mate, you’ve finally cracked it… I can taste it! Feel it! Breath it!


FREEDOM!


(He claps his hands above his head, jumps up and jigs across the room, dives 

on the bed and lies with his arms and legs spread-eagled. Calming down finally, he 

sits on the edge of the bed, facing the audience.)
FRED: I have to be honest, Doreen. I’ve got just one regret about leaving you. Know 

what it is? That I didn’t do it a lot bloody sooner. Twenty-eight years I put up with

 you. I’d have volunteered for a Siberian gulag if I’d known what was in store. The 

only time I had even the tiniest twinge of doubt about leaving was at the farewell 

party my mates threw for me. One or two of them thought I was barmy doing 

something like this at my age and with my health record, but most of them were 

envious. I can hear them now…’You lucky bugger’… ‘Need somebody to carry your 

bags?’… ‘Hope that dodgy ticker of yours is going to stand up to all the wine, women 

and song.’ (He gets up and walks slowly over to the window and stands looking out.) 

If only I’d listened to my pals before I married you, Doreen. Know what they used to 

call you? Deadly Doreen, that’s what. They’ll never know just how spot on they 

were. Trouble was, I was a bit of a soft touch where women were concerned. Always 

found it difficult to ditch them when they got too clingy and started hearing the sound 

of wedding bells ringing in their ears. I hated the hassle and tears when you told them 

it was goodbye. Somehow I just seemed to sleepwalk into marrying you. It starts my 

angina twitching just thinking about it. Which reminds me it’s time I took my pills.

         
(He goes over to the coffee table, sits down, and pours another cup of coffee. He takes

 a box of tablets from his dressing gown pocket, removes two tablets and swallows 

them with the coffee.)

FRED: Ahh, Doreen. It seemed like one minute I was having a fine old time drinking with 

the lads and playing the field and the next, there I was hitched and living in the back 

bedroom of your folks’ council house. The only saving grace was your dad. I liked 

him. He was  real salt of the earth , kind-hearted, saw the funny side of life. 

Mind you, he needed to being married to your mother. She’s got all the human 

warmth of a tarantula. Sad you turned out like her instead of your dad. Perhaps you 

couldn’t help it… No I’ll be damned if I’m going to start feeling sorry for you now. 


(He takes another swig of coffee.) I remember after my heart attack; there I was lying 

in the intensive care unit wired up like a bloody Christmas tree, tubes going in 

all directions, and all you could go on about was the state of the garden, your 

lumbago, and the awkward bus journey to the hospital. Fortunately over the years I’d 

perfected the technique of seeming to listen to you while my mind was somewhere 

else. The occasional nod, shake of the head, or grunt was usually enough. Ah well, 

they say every cloud has a silver lining. If it hadn’t been for the heart attack I’d never 

have got early retirement and I’d still be rotting away in the Town Council’s housing 

department, and I’d still be stuck with you. The golden handshake was the best thing the Council ever did for me in all the years I worked for them. Mind you they only 

gave me what they had to under the rules, and I wouldn’t say it was over-generous 

compensation for thirty-six years of number crunching boredom. Call it conscience 

money if you like, Doreen, but I didn’t lose any sleep about giving you half the 

handout and a cut of my pension. It still left just about enough to take off on my big 

adventure… Anyway, I expect you’ll be content enough with your fags and your TV soaps. Yes content is the right word. Couldn’t use a word like happy about you  

Doreen. Much too strong a human emotion; like love or passion. I’d have liked kids, 

but I reckon  old mother nature knew a thing or two making it impossible for you to 

get pregnant. Oh occasionally you seemed to show what might have passed for maternal instincts when you held other people’s babies, but I never heard you express 

any regrets about not being able to have your own. Somehow I couldn’t picture you 

as a mother; all those sleepless nights and dirty nappies and the disruption to your 

routine. Anyway babies are supposed to be born out of love, aren’t they? (He stands

up and pulls out a packet of condoms from his dressing gown pocket.) Wonder what 

you’d make of these, Doreen? (Reading aloud from the packet.) The ultimate boost

for your love life. Shaped for maximum excitement. A different colour for each night 

of the week. (He opens the packet, takes out a condom, pulls and stretches it, then 

inflates it. He releases it to deflate, laughing.) God bless you and all who sail in you. 

(He sits down again.) Remember that boring old cost accountant that used to 

live with you, Doreen? Well, I left him at Heathrow Airport when I climbed 

aboard the jumbo. He doesn’t exist any more. I’ve got a new identity. Let me 

introduce myself: Frederick H. Newman, writer, at your service. Well not at 

your service, but at the service of all the interesting people I’m going to meet 

in my new life. You’d probably call me a pathetic poser, but I am keeping a 

diary and I’m planning to write a novel one day… Oh by the way, d’you know 

what that middle initial ‘H’ stands for? Happy! That’s what. The state I’ve 

been in ever since I left you, and your mother, and cost accounting, and my 

boring old life. That’s all history now, nothing whatever to do with Frederick H. (for Happy) Newman. And likewise those warnings by the cardiologist that too much booze and excitement could prove fatal; they applied to that poor sap Fred Newman, the henpecked accountant, not the writer, traveller and adventurer presently disporting himself in the Big D… Yes this is the life Freddie boy. This is what you were born for. You may be a little battered round the edges, but there’s still some juice in the old motor. (The door buzzer sounds and Fred goes and opens the door UL.) 

FEMALE VOICE: (speaking off with Hispanic accent). Your maid, sir. To clean your room. 

I rang your bell earlier, but you didn’t answer. And you had your security lock on.

FRED: Sorry, I’m a rather heavy sleeper. Drive a ten-ton truck through the room and 

it wouldn’t wake me.

MAID:  (off). I’ll come back later if…

FRED: No no, it’s quite all right. Come on in.

MAID: (off). If you’re sure sir. 

FRED: No problem at all. You have your job to do. I won’t get in your way.

MAID: Thank you sir. (She pushes her cleaning trolley into the room.) All right if I start in 

the bathroom?

FRED: (sitting on the edge of the bed). You go right ahead.

MAID: You sound like you’re English.

FRED: That’s right, I am. 

MAID:  (moves trolley to bathroom door UR and goes in to start cleaning.  Speaks off).

 You on holiday or business?

FRED: Well, sort of a working holiday really. I… I’m a writer.

MAID: (off). What kind of stuff do you write?

FRED: Er… travel, adventure, that kind of thing.


(The maid brings out soiled towels from the bathroom and exchanges them for 

fresh ones from the trolley.)

MAID: You been to Texas before?

FRED: No, it’s my first visit.

MAID: Hope you have swell time. (Returns to the bathroom with the fresh towels.)

FRED: Oh I intend to… What’s your name, by the way? 

MAID: (off). Rosita. Everyone round here calls me Rosie.

FRED: It’s a shame to shorten such a pretty name as Rosita.

ROSITA: (off). I guess my close family are the only ones who still call me Rosita.

FRED: Where are you from?

ROSITA: (off). Mexico.

FRED: Your family still live there?

ROSITA: (off). Yeah.

FRED: What brought you to Texas?

ROSITA: (emerging the bathroom). Hey, so many questions. I thought you English were 

supposed to be, how d’you say, reserved with strangers.

FRED: I suppose it depends who we’re talking to. For some reason I don’t feel reserved with 

 you Rosita.

ROSITA: That’s nice.

FRED:  I hope you didn’t think I was being too nosey.

ROSITA: It’s OK, I don’t think you’re nosey. Anyway, I like to talk. What was that last 

question you asked?

FRED: I was just wondering what brought you to Texas.

ROSITA:  To find work… OK if I do the bed now?

FRED: Of course, I’ll get out of the way. (He gets up and moves to one side.) Why 

did you choose Dallas?

ROSITA: (changing the bed linen). It kind of chose me, I guess. When I first came up from 

Mexico, I went to San Antonio, but I had to leave there. Anyway Dallas is better. 

Lots of hotels and restaurants. More jobs. 

FRED: You say you had to leave San Antonio. Would it be too nosy to ask why?

ROSITA:  If you really want to know, it was because of a guy.

FRED: A guy?

ROSITA: Yeah, a fellah called Chuck. I’d been living with him.

FRED: Didn’t work out eh?

ROSITA: You’d better believe it.

FRED: You don’t have to talk about it if you’d rather not. 

ROSITA:  (she finishes making the bed and moves around the room dusting). I’m not so sure 

you’d want to hear anyway. It’s not a pretty story.

FRED: Go ahead. I’m a good listener.

ROSITA: OK, but don’t say I didn’t warn you… In San Antonio I was working in a

 supermarket. Chuck drove a truck that made deliveries there. We got friendly and he 

asked me out. I didn’t know many people, I was pretty lonely, and Chuck seemed like 

a regular guy. At first he treated me nice, bought me presents, made me feel special. 

We moved into this little apartment together, and things were fine for a while, but 

then his drinking started to get real heavy. It made him moody, and he got very 

jealous and possessive. If he saw me even speak to another guy he’d turn nasty. We 

had a lot of rows and it usually ended up with him hitting me. 

FRED: It must have been frightening for you.

ROSITA: It scared the hell out of me. In the end I just took off. I stayed with another girl 

who worked at the supermarket, but Chuck found out where I was. One night he 

showed up and beat me so bad I was in hospital for three days. When I got out I 
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