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You’re Not Watching Me, Mummy


and


Try a Little Tenderness


 


 


John Osborne was born in London in 1929. Before becoming a playwright he worked as a journalist, assistant stage manager and repertory theatre actor. Seeing an advertisement for new plays in The Stage in 1956, Osborne submitted Look Back in Anger. Not only was the play produced, but it was to become considered as the turning point in post-war British theatre. Osborne's protagonist, Jimmy Porter, captured the rebelliousness of an entire post-war generation of ‘angry young men’. His other plays include The Entertainer (1957), Luther (1961), Inadmissible Evidence (1964), and A Patriot for Me (1966). Both Look Back in Anger and The Entertainer were adapted for film, and in 1963 Osborne won an Academy Award for his screenplay for Tom Jones. John Osborne died on 24 December 1994.
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CAST


JEMIMA


LESLIE


MRS COLBOURNE


ROGER


SUSAN


LENA


RONALD


FREDDIE


ANTHONY


KLOB


AUBREY


GIRL


RENÉ


STAGE MANAGER





1. EXTERIOR. NIGHT. SHAFTESBURY AVENUE


Lines of huge coaches are parked outside the theatres waiting for the customers to come out. Hundreds of tourists of all nations pour up and down the street in their shirtsleeves, dripping with cameras, eating hot dogs, staring into the amusement arcades, coming out of Wimpy Bars. And so on. Germans, Japanese, Americans, the moving garbage of modern tourism. During this glimpse of what was once known as ‘Up West’, there is a smug-sounding voice intoning:


VOICE: (Off) And, so, in these days of chronic, rising inflation, we must do all we can to encourage and promote, promote and encourage, I say, the burgeoning British tourist industry. In these days of chronic and steadily rising, rising inflation, we cannot sit back and say calmly ‘we are an island’. We are no longer an island. To coin a phrase, no man is an island. And why? Because he can no longer afford it. And we, none of us, can afford it. There was a time, not so very long ago, when you’d say, with justifiable pride, ‘I am a Londoner’. Well, today, every visitor to these shores, may say also ‘I, too, am a Londoner’. And why? Because he is supporting the very life blood of our economy. That’s what counts in these harsh times, what it brings in to your pocket. Even if, at times, one feels as if one has lost a little of the old intimacy and—seclusion even. Those days are past and won’t return. . . .


2. EXTERIOR. NIGHT. SHAFTESBURY AVENUE


The first theatregoers trickle out on to the pavements, some looking for taxis, waving their programmes.


3. EXTERIOR. NIGHT. SOHO STREET


Against the red sign STAGE DOOR, a small group of autograph hunters wait quietly.


4. INTERIOR. NIGHT. STAGE DOOR-KEEPER’S BOX


Looking up from his television set, the stage door-keeper consults his watch. There is a crackling sound from the Tannoy, a silence, and then the sound of applause. He sighs and goes back to his viewing.


5. INTERIOR. NIGHT. THEATRE EXIT DOORS


A clatter of iron bars as a couple crash out into the street, quivering with long-suppressed mirth. The man exclaims, ‘Oh, my Gawd! What about it!’ His companion shrieks, ‘What about her!’ ‘Evening—Evening Standard Drama Award! Drama!’ They disappear into the street, giggling.


6. EXTERIOR. NIGHT. SHAFTESBURY AVENUE


The audiences are beginning to come out in force. Chauffeurs open car doors for their owners.


CHAUFFEUR: Enjoy it, madam?


LADY: (Getting in car) She’s superb. Absolutely superb.


VOICE: (Off) And let us make no apologies. We have an enormous treasure house of history, tradition, pageantry, art and culture to offer the world. Architecture, our royal palaces and stately homes and gardens. Shakespeare, Opera, Ballet, Sport and the finest theatre in the world.


7. INTERIOR. NIGHT. STAGE PROMPT CORNER. APPLAUSE


STAGE MANAGER: Oh, someone’s in a hurry to get home! All right, give the silly buggers another one. (He presses the tabs switch and the curtain goes up again, with a few sidelong scowls from the line-up of actors.) Well, Cadburys made a fortune even if the bars didn’t. Look at that shower—they think they’ve had a Cultural Experience—culture!


8. INTERIOR. NIGHT. THEATRE AUDITORIUM


The line-up of the cast. In the middle, the leading man, AUBREY, and the leading lady, JEMIMA, smile at each other, hold hands and step out and bow to the applause.


9. INTERIOR. NIGHT. THEATRE STALLS


CU audience.


10. INTERIOR. NIGHT. THEATRE STAGE


AUBREY and JEMIMA bowing.


AUBREY: (Smiling at audience. Lips not moving) Goodnight! Silly, tasteless bastards. Come on, I want my grub. Bastards.
(Smiling more than ever.) Crass Nips, Krauts and Yankees!
Give us your money and piss off ’ome!
(AUBREY waves. Curtain falls.)


11. INTERIOR. NIGHT. STAGE


The actors trail off to the prompt corner.


JEMIMA: If you feel that much contempt, I don’t know why you bother.


AUBREY: I need the bread, mate. And my stomach’s rumbling.


JEMIMA: I heard it all through the last act. So did the audience I expect.


AUBREY: Best thing they heard tonight.


JEMIMA: Listen, they’re not all fools, you know.


AUBREY: No


JEMIMA: I should lay off the grub a bit too. Your paunch is quite repellent in that jacket.


AUBREY: At least I’ve got something to snuggle up to. All those boring diets of yours.


JEMIMA: You’re an actor. Or supposed to be. Try and remember it. Besides, it’s disloyal to the audience.
(They proceed to the corner on their way to the dressing-room.)


AUBREY: Disloyal! To them! Vultures. (To STAGE MANAGER.) Milking it weren’t you? No late night cruising then?


STAGE MANAGER: Don’t you believe it.


AUBREY: Good hunting! Don’t get beaten up again if you can. Jemima won’t love you.


JEMIMA: Of course I will. (Kisses STAGE MANAGER.) Always.


AUBREY: Still on the dinge kick?
(STAGE MANAGER nods.)
What’s this one—not our director’s driver?


STAGE MANAGER: Oh, he’s stale news. He’s a boxer.


AUBREY: Heavyweight?


STAGE MANAGER: And hung.


AUBREY: Better rehearse your Aircraftsman Ross limp. ’Night.


STAGE MANAGER: ’Night. Don’t forget—


JEMIMA: Matinée tomorrow! Will you tell that boring stagehand not to watch me in my first change? I’ve got no knickers on.
(To AUBREY.) Anyway you’ve a duty to the author.


AUBREY: Sorry, love, but ladies can’t write plays.


JEMIMA: Then why be in them? I know—for the loot.


AUBREY: Just because she fancies you.


JEMIMA: Balls.


AUBREY: Well, she’s in your bleeding dressing-room nearly every night. And laughing at her own lines at the back. Do you know what they call her?—Eve.


JEMIMA: Eve?


AUBREY: Eve Harrington. You know. All About Eve. She even imitates your mannerisms, poor old soul. Speech, everything.


JEMIMA: Rubbish.


AUBREY: Afraid she doesn’t have your style for it.


JEMIMA: How’s the crumpet stakes?


AUBREY: Oh, living off the land.


JEMIMA: Some teenage scrubber, I suppose.


AUBREY: Someone who likes me, paunch and all.
(AUBREY and JEMIMA approach the pass door. He opens it for her, and she passes through.)
’Night, love.


JEMIMA: ’Night. Try not to be too sated for the matinée. You remember, Thursday.


AUBREY: Not much. Give my love to Eve.


JEMIMA: Bitch! Don’t get her in the club again.


AUBREY: She wants to be the mother of my child.


JEMIMA: Blimey, she must be a little cretin. All she’ll get is chronic crabs again. ’Night, Aubrey.


AUBREY: ’Night. . .
(JEMIMA rushes up the corridor to her dressing-room. It is marked No I, and opens as she approaches. Her dresser, LESLIE, is waiting for her.)


LESLIE: They’ll be here in a minute. What’s the two extra calls for?


JEMIMA: God knows. Really thick house, thick, thick, thick. Keep them out for five minutes. Here—


12. INTERIOR. NIGHT. DRESSING-ROOM


Clutter of clothes, bottles, fridge, souvenirs, wig blocks, dozens of first-night telegrams on the walls, toy animals. The usual. LESLIE deftly helps JEMIMA out of her dress and into her dressing-gown.


JEMIMA: Oh God, she still hasn’t fixed that bloody lining yet! Look at it!


LESLIE: I’ll take it up to wardrobe—if she hasn’t gone home yet.


JEMIMA: Gone!


LESLIE: She has to get her bus to Balham.


JEMIMA: Someone should write a play called ‘Last Bus to Balham’. It’s what this business is all about nowadays. I must have it when I get in.


LESLIE: Will do.


JEMIMA: Got my drink?


LESLIE: On your table. Just opened.
(LESLIE hangs up JEMIMA’s dress carefully, and JEMIMA flops on to her chair. She stares at herself in the mirror.)


13. INTERIOR. NIGHT. DRESSING-ROOM


JEMIMA’s reflection in the mirror.


JEMIMA: Shit! (She gulps at her glass of champagne, then, placing a ribbon round her hair, proceeds to put cream on her face and remove her make-up. She stops and stares intently at her image, frontal and profile. Pause.)
(LESLIE waits.)
Do you think I need it yet?


LESLIE: What?


JEMIMA: The job—you know—here. (She scrunches up her eyes, wrinkles her nose and wiggles her mouth.)


LESLIE: ’Course not. I keep telling you.


JEMIMA: But you see me all the time. What do they really think when they all come trooping in here—with a greasy face and an old scarf round my head? I look like the Queen when her horse has lost the Gold Cup. Christ, look at my eyelids! They’ll be the first to go.


LESLIE: Laugh lines.


JEMIMA: Balls.


LESLIE: Frown lines.


JEMIMA: Middle bloody age more like. Still, I look better than Harriet and she’s two years older. Do you know she always manages to get herself in the papers as thirty-eight?
Thirty-eight! If she’s thirty-eight, I’m Twiggy. My mother knew her mother in Nairobi and she met a girl who went to school with her well before the war and she swears she’s at least forty-seven.


LESLIE: Must be.


JEMIMA: I think it’s showing too. Do you know she’s not got her date of birth in Who’s Who? That’s not just common, it’s stupid. People always add on ten years. Mine’s there forever, I’m afraid. Born Nairobi, December 1932. Geoffrey says she’s just had a whole face job only, typically, she went and got a cheap one. And it’s a disaster. He said he went to see her the other night and she looked like Minnie Mouse, doesn’t move her face.


LESLIE: Daft.


JEMIMA: Sometimes I wish I’d let Paramount bully me into that nose job after all.


LESLIE: Lose that—


JEMIMA: I know, and I lose my unique stage presence and a decent nose. Like Jean, she’s got a super nose. Doesn’t matter she’s such a hopeless actress. (Pause) What about my tits?


LESLIE: Lovely—if that’s what the men like.


JEMIMA: To hell with the men! What about these! (She hoists her breasts up for examination. They stare at them.)


LESLIE: No use asking me really, is it?


JEMIMA: What about my arse then?


LESLIE: You’d better get off it quick, that’s all. They’ll all be here in a minute.


JEMIMA: Damn! Why can’t they wait! Do you know who was in?


LESLIE: Lena.


JEMIMA: Did you hear her laugh?


LESLIE: You can’t help it.


JEMIMA: I never hear it.


LESLIE: Getting deaf in your middle age. You need an ear, nose and throat, not a face job.


JEMIMA: Oh, why do they have to come in for a second performance.
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