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         The play spans five decades in five acts:
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            THE HOUSE OF SHADES

         

      

   


   
      
         
2
            Note

         

         
            The play is for a cast of twelve.

            Actors move fluidly through the family roles and the doubling is delineated throughout the script.

            The other roles are divided as follows:

            Neighbour

            Laura / Lena Nowak

            Teenage Agnes / Teenage Natalie

            Agnes / Natalie

            Eddie / Neil

            Helen / Neighbour 2 / Sarah

            Aneurin Bevan / The Entertainer

            
                

            

            A forward slash ( / ) marks the point at which the next speaker interrupts.
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               Act One

               1965

            

         

         
            ‘You don’t have to believe in the supernatural to recognise that the family is a haunted structure.’

            Mark Fisher

         

         The Webster house.

         A soft light picks out the naked corpse of an old man on a table.

         A Neighbour, cloth and basin to hand, washes Harry Webster. Eventually …

         
            Neighbour (to us) Here at the beginning. Here at the end. Births, deaths … it’s all the same to me. Mrs Taylor, four streets away, prides herself on not laying out men. Mrs Ainsley will – but only those she’d tackle alive. Me? I’ll lay out anyone for half a crown. Though I do draw a line at orifices. The plugging of arse, ear, nostril, mouth; the fixing of jaw, finger, neck … I leave to the undertakers. I’m here before the rigor mortis kicks in.

            It’s slower work than you think, death. The blood drains, the temperature sinks, but the changes occur slowly. As if the body itself don’t know yet what’s happened to it. But once the bacteria gets going it attacks everywhere and meeting no resistance the rot sets in. After that you’re left with a corpse. Not much different to a deserted factory. Or boarded-up street. Hard to imagine anyone ever lived in it.

            The Webster family are now visible, seated and stood, silent as a photo.

            That it was once alive.

            
               *

            

            4 Rain. Constance steps forwards and sings the first verse of ‘April Showers’ by Al Jolson, brightly.

            She sparks up a ciggie – she often has one on the go, precariously dangling from her mouth. Alistair, her husband, is reading the paper.

            Constance Anyone interesting die?

            Alistair What?

            Constance The obituaries. Anyone interesting die?

            Alistair I’m not there yet.

            Constance Well, it’s on the next page. Just turn over the page and look.

            Alistair I’m not there yet.

            Beat.

            Constance You know who died last week? Rita Johnson.

            Alistair Who’s Rita Johnson?

            Constance She’s an actress.

            Alistair Which one? There are many.

            Constance She’s a Hollywood actress.

            He’s no longer interested but she continues as if he is …

            She was the murderous wife in Here Comes Mr Jordan. She was the doomed wife in The Unfaithful … You do, you do know. She had an enormous forehead. She had an enormous porcelain forehead and wore a lot of hats. Black berets, mostly. The studio were very strict on things like that – foreheads, ears – you had a big forehead, you were in a hat. They had standards then. And I read that she died. You’ll never guess how.

            Alistair How?

            Constance Guess.5

            Alistair You’ve just said –

            Constance A hairdryer. Her own hairdryer.

            Alistair It killed her?

            Constance It fell on her head.

            Alistair And killed her?

            Constance She got concussion.

            Alistair But you just said –

            Constance She got brain damage – it was a big hairdryer – went into a coma … I can’t remember it all now but anyway she was in a bad way: lost her speech, movement. Eventually, she regained it but never her career. She played a few bit parts and that was it. But at night, Rita Johnson would go up to the top of the Hills, and yell, ‘Hollywood, city of lights, I’ll lick you yet!’

            Beat.

            Alistair So how did she die?

            Constance What? Oh, booze. No, no, brain damage. Oh, I can’t fucking remember.

            Alistair You only read it last week.

            Constance Well of course you’d remember because all you remember is FACTS.

            Alistair I would just like to know how she died.

            Constance You dint even know who she fucking was two minutes ago.

            Alistair But now you’ve got me so riveted, I’d like you to finish what you started.

            Constance And I’d like you to finish what you started with me. I’d like you to finish what you started with me last 6night … (She toys her finger along his collar.) I’d like that very much if you could finish what you –

            Alistair I’m trying to read the paper.

            She stares at him for a moment.

            Constance You’re getting old. Look at you, you’re getting old.

            Alistair We all do.

            Constance Just look how far away you’re holding the paper! You need glasses. And your hair’s thinning.

            Alistair You’re getting fat.

            Constance I beg your pardon.

            Alistair It’s coming on, the little extra podge, round the middle there.

            Constance That’s a barefaced lie.

            Alistair It happens to us all.

            Constance Not to me. To you it is. You and your nightly fridge feasting. There was a pound of cheddar in that fridge and a quarter of potted meat and it’s near as damn it gone. Its sheer greed – you can’t be hungry, you’ve had your dinner. Greed and sly. You’re not supposed to eat at night anyway, it’s not good for you. Though you can drop fucking dead for me.

            Alistair Then why does the fridge have a light?

            Constance What?

            Alistair Why does a fridge have a light if you’re not supposed to eat at –

            Constance Oh I don’t know, I don’t know, that’s not the point. The point is … (Suddenly aghast.) Did you see Margaret Smith at funeral? I dint recognise her – she’s piled 7it on. Even in black, she’s wider than she is tall – a little bungalow. She’s my age, you know? You wouldn’t think it, would you?

            She checks for a reaction – there’s none.

            She looks a good ten year older. She said so herself, she said, Constance Webster, you’ve not aged a day, duck – (Trills.) not a day. It must be eight years since I’ve seen her. Personally, I don’t even like myself in black. I’m never at my best in black. A woman can easily look dragged down in it – especially as she gets older.

            Alistair (whilst reading) I like you in it …

            Constance You’ve never said. Alistair?

            Alistair Hmm?

            Constance You’ve never said.

            Alistair You always look nice …

            But then he’s back to the paper. Constance looks at herself in the mirror.

            Constance (as Bette Davis) I’ll admit I may have seen better days, but I’m still not to be had for the price of a cocktail, like a salted peanut.

            Alistair Hmm. What?

            Constance Bette. Davis. Bette Davis. / Bette Davis Bette Davis.

            Alistair Am I supposed to know every line of every / Bette Davis picture?

            Constance I’m sick of telling you what you’re supposed to – it’s not like you listen.

            Alistair I’m trying to read the paper. Man can’t have a moment’s peace / in his own house.8

            Constance You’ll have all the peace when you’re dead. You’ll have all the peace and quiet in world then. Well, I’m not dead. I’m alive, I’m alive, I’m –

            A girl’s ecstatic scream is heard.

            Top of the Pops is on.

            Another ecstatic scream.

            It’ll be that prat, Mick Jagger. God knows why she’s going batchy over him. He’s eight stone wet through and looks like he needs a good basin of stew – and I can’t stick his gob.

            Edith appears dressed head to toe in black. Constance’s mother is glacially still, having spent her life trying not to be noticed. It is this embodiment of absence that makes her so present.

            Edith Your dad’s coat’s gone. It’s not on the back of the door.

            Constance It’ll be somewhere.

            Edith It was there last night.

            Constance I’ll have a look upstairs later.

            Edith I’ve already looked.

            Constance What do you want it for?

            Edith I was on my way out and saw it wasn’t there.

            Constance Out where?

            Edith I thought I’d nip and see him.

            Constance You’re not going to the cemetery again?

            Alistair It’s raining, Mother.

            Edith It’s starting to slow –

            Constance His headstone’s not a hearth, you don’t have to keep cleaning it!9

            A knock comes through the wall.

            (Calls.) Laaaura … Harriette’s calling! Who wants a tea?

            Alistair A nice cup of tea …!

            Alistair and Constance sing …

            Both 

            
               ‘I like a nice cup of tea with me dinner

               And a nice cup of tea with me tea

               And when it’s time for bed

               There’s a lot to be said

               For a nice cup of tea!’

            

            Agnes and Jack (as teenagers) appear, they are rain soaked.

            Edith Have either of you moved your grandad’s coat?

            Teenage Agnes No, Grandma.

            Teenage Jack No. When’s dinner, Mam?

            Constance Another half hour yet till I dish up.

            Teenage Jack I’m starving.

            Teenage Agnes I don’t know why, you had all your lunch and most of mine.

            Constance Growing boy.

            Constance is physically affectionate to Teenage Jack; he recoils. Alistair watches.

            Shall I make you a cob?

            Alistair He can wait.

            Constance I’ll fix you a cheese cob.

            Teenage Jack I’m hungry ’cause I graft.

            Teenage Agnes And I don’t?

            Teenage Jack It was non-stop in the wheel shop today, Dad.10

            Teenage Agnes I work just as hard as you, only difference is you’re on more money for it.

            Edith He’ll have a family to support one day.

            Teenage Agnes We should be paid same until he does, it’s not fair.

            Teenage Jack I’m seven minutes older.

            Another knock on the wall.

            Constance (shouts at the wall) Hang fire, Harriette! Jack, just nip –

            Teenage Jack Why can’t our Laura go? I’ve just got in.

            Alistair Then it’s just as easy to go back out again.

            Constance (reacting to Alistair) Teenage Agnes, you go.

            Teenage Agnes What? I’ve been at work too, / you know.

            Teenage Jack I’ll go, I’ll go.

            Teenage Jack leaves.

            Teenage Agnes What’s Harriette doing knocking at this time anyway?

            Alistair She could have fallen down the stairs for all you know.

            Constance (I wish she fucking would.)

            Teenage Agnes We’re too old be running to shop for Harriette every touch and turn – and so is our Laura. She still gives her two sweets for going, like she’s a child. Like she’s simple.

            Constance Well, she is simple.

            Teenage Agnes swings around to Constance but Laura runs in with her hula-hoop …

            It’s no good coming now, our Jack’s already gone for you.11

            Laura runs out again.

            This bleeding tap. When are you going to fix it, Alistair?

            Alistair (to Teenage Agnes) Did you pick up my library books, love?

            Teenage Agnes (she has) Everything but Yeats. We saw Linda Bailey on our way home.

            Alistair How’s her Dennis?

            Teenage Agnes He’s having to sleep downstairs because he’s struggling with the stairs.

            Constance I saw him last week in the Co-op, he dint look badly to me.

            Teenage Agnes She’s on about taking on a cleaning job to make ends meet, Dad.

            Alistair The union can’t do any more. I’ll go and see her tomorrow.

            Constance How sick are we talking?

            Teenage Agnes (impatiently) He’s got a sick note, Mam. You don’t get a sick note –

            Constance Men round here would have to be in hospital first than have their wives go out to work for them. (At Alistair.) Course, not all men.

            Alistair What was that, dear?

            Constance I said most men round here insist on their wives not working.

            Alistair You know I’d never compromise your independence like that.

            Constance I don’t remember you saying that when you put three fucking kids in me.

            Laura reappears. Constance is peeling some veg. 12

            Teenage Agnes I’m going to work when I’m married.

            Constance Have a belly-full of housework, then we’ll see how many mornings you want to stand at factory bus stop freezing your tits off when you could be sat at home with your feet up and a biscuit.

            Teenage Agnes I like the factory, and besides I want money.

            Constance Then take my advice – marry a man with some.

            Laura I’m going to marry Mick Jagger.

            Constance I’d rather be sat on the shitter with diarrhoea and toothache.

            Edith You want to marry a miner, pit house, free coal.

            Teenage Agnes I want to earn my own money, Grandma.

            Constance You should’ve kept in with him our Jack knocked about with – what’s his name? Him who’s posh and goes to the poly. I know he’s ginger but his mam and dad’s got a lovely house up on Faircross Street. Bay windows, strip of garden on front. Your mate wasn’t so daft she / got in there.

            Teenage Agnes Have you not heard? Julie went into hospital on Monday. She’s pregnant.

            Constance Gerraway.

            Teenage Agnes So she put a knitting needle up her flue and got her gall bladder instead.

            Constance Ouch.

            Alistair Do you mind?

            Teenage Agnes (ignores him) Best about it … she’s still pregnant.

            Edith Poor lass.

            Constance She thought she’d get copped and get a bay-windowed house out of it.13

            Teenage Agnes I don’t know if she’s even told him, Mam.

            Constance She’ll say that, duck, but really, he’s chuffed off and left her up shit creek.

            (To Laura.) You can take these peelings when I’ve done to Glenis’s house.

            Teenage Agnes Shall we do some of your reading for school?

            Laura I’m not going to school tomorrow.

            Teenage Agnes You’re not staying home again.

            Laura I’m not very well.

            Teenage Agnes There’s nothing wrong with you.

            Constance I’ll be glad when she’s left place and starts paying some board.

            Laura I’ll clean all the windows for you, Mam.

            Teenage Agnes You’re going to school.

            Laura I’ll wipe all the skirting boards.

            Teenage Agnes You’ve got cookery tomorrow, remember?

            Constance That school’s always wanting summat.

            Teenage Agnes You’re making quiche.

            Constance A triangle of cold eggs and bacon on a plate, who’s that going to feed?

            Edith I could put it in the hole of me tooth.

            Teenage Agnes Come on, let’s get your ingredients –

            Laura (urgent and mardy) I can’t go to school.

            Teenage Agnes Laura.

            Laura (snaps to Teenage Agnes) I’ve not got a fucking pen!

            Edith Language, young lady.14

            Constance I gave you a brand-new biro two fucking days ago!

            Laura Someone pinched it!

            Constance Well you pinch one then, someone’s pinched yours!

            Teenage Agnes DAD!

            Alistair (finally participates) What are you teaching the child?

            Constance Survival.

            Teenage Jack appears and throws two sweets at Laura – she rejects them.

            Teenage Agnes She’s pretending to be ill.

            Laura I’m not pretending!

            Constance Agnes, set the table.

            Teenage Jack Len was in the shop. I asked him how he fancied his candidate’s chances.

            Edith You mustn’t be cheeky, our Jack.

            Teenage Jack I wasn’t – he was. He said if Labour put a dog up it would be elected.

            Laura What does that mean?

            Alistair It means we all vote Labour, flower. Len’s the only Tory on the street.

            Constance (He’s the only one with a fucking car too.)

            Laura Would we have a car if we were Tory?

            Alistair Why do we need a car, when we’ve got bikes?

            Laura For when it pisses it down.

            Edith Language, Laura Webster.15

            Alistair Your skin’s waterproof, isn’t it?

            Constance The truth is, Laura, most men round here work overtime. Len Fowler pulls in nights regular and every Saturday without fail, then he takes his Glenis – with her matching handbag and shoes – out for a spin on a Sunday. A basket and blanket on the backseat, they while away the afternoon, inhaling the fresh air, taking in the views, and no doubt communicating. But not all men are the same, Laura. When it comes to your dad over there, nothing stirs his soul more … than a committee. The pressing issues of the day addressed and minuted, the fascinating formalities, the never-heard-before speeches – it’s all very exciting. But what it means is that his weekends, his evenings, when he could be earning overtime, are spent earning Jack-shit.

            Alistair (to Laura) Has she finished?

            Laura shakes her head.

            Constance But what this endless cycle of activity does do for your dad, is leave him with very little time for personal reflection. Which is just as fucking well.

            Teenage Agnes What’s a matter, Grandma?

            Edith It’s that smell again.

            Laura What smell?

            Edith Your grandad’s pipe. I can smell his pipe.

            Constance You’re imagining it.

            Edith I know. But I can still smell it.

            Constance I’ll tell you what I can smell – (At Laura.) That bleeding jumper.

            Teenage Agnes She’s been in it all month.

            Constance Take it off. Come on, it’s going in the wash.

            Laura No.16

            Constance Take it off. Laura, I won’t ask you again.

            Laura (panicked) No.

            Constance Laura! Take it off now.

            Laura tries to run but Constance gets hold of her and wrestles it off. Everyone stares at Laura’s belly under her tight vest.

            Laura There’s a baby.

            
               *

            

            Constance and Alistair. She walks over to a chair, holds on to it but can’t sit.

            Constance She won’t do her.

            Alistair What?

            Constance She won’t do her.

            Alistair (it dawns) You’ve not … (Disbelief.) You’ve not been and taken her –

            Constance She’s too far gone.

            Alistair You’ve taken her there?

            Constance Half the bleeding women on this street have been seen to by her. I’ve known women with bellies out here somewhere and she’s seen to them. And not batted an eyelid, I bet. But she won’t do our Laura. Oh no, she won’t help us out of a jam.

            Alistair What were you thinking?

            Constance What was I thinking? What was she thinking not telling me? She’s waited so we can’t get rid of it.

            Alistair She didn’t know. / She didn’t know.

            Constance She knew. She knew she’d been on her back, opening her legs. I could kill her, the gormy twat. I could kill him! I don’t suppose you’ve been round there yet?17

            Alistair I’m not carrying on the way you do: shouting and bawling.

            Constance The way I – what about her carrying on with half the street?

            Alistair Don’t talk about her like that.

            Constance I’ll talk how I want. The shame. The shame she’s brought on this house. Here’s me knocking on that filthy cow’s door – there was six months’ muck on her doorstep if there was a day’s – showing myself up, curtains twitching –

            Alistair You should never have taken her!

            Constance Someone round here’s got do something. Isn’t that what you were betting on? God forbid you get your hands dirty. Oh no, no. That’s my job. I know that. (Beat.) She’ll have to go into a home.

            Alistair We are not putting our Laura in one of those places.

            Constance She’s put herself there. She’ll not stay. Soon as she’s had it, she’ll adopt.

            Alistair We’re not adopting. We’re not having our own flesh and blood / adopted.

            Constance We’re not keeping it, Alistair.

            Alistair Not when there’s a home / for it.

            Constance There’s not.

            Alistair We can raise it as our own.

            Constance And you can balls.

            Alistair We don’t have a choice.

            Constance Yes, I do and I’ve not had many in my life but make no mistake this is my choice. I’d be the one raising it – not you. The one waking in the night, feeding it, settling it. The one up in the morning, the one who has it all day, 18every day, when it cries, when it crawls, when it talks. In my arms, on my hip, around my leg, grabbing my hand, grabbing every hour of every day, and I’ve done it, I’ve done it, I’ve done it and I’m done. I am done.

            Alistair Our Laura would pull her weight, you know she would, she loves kiddies.

            Constance Two years from now she’ll be footloose and fancy free whilst muggins –

            Alistair (incredulous) Footloose and fancy free – Laura?

            Constance She’s not that daft in the head if she’s shagging about!

            Little pause.

            Don’t look at me like that.

            Alistair Do you ever listen to yourself?

            Constance You’re going to listen to me!

            Edith appears briefly …

            Edith If you two don’t keep your voices down half the street will know.

            Little pause.

            Constance When I was young, I had so much energy. I’d fettle this place from top to bottom. Put fresh nets in windows, make a pie, rub up a dozen scones, see to our Jack and Agnes. It wasn’t like that with our Laura. I struggled … to remember she was just a baby when she cried and that’s what babies do. I dint want to clean this house, I wanted to smash it. I can’t do it all again – I can’t. Not now, not now I’m free, finally free –

            Alistair We’re raising it here. And that’s final.

            He leaves, she calls after him …

            Constance (bitterly laughs) We? We?19

            Constance sparks up another ciggie, Edith appears and folds washing.

            Edith I don’t know, I’m glad your dad’s not here.

            Constance (with relish) I’m glad he’s dead too.

            Edith (ignores the remark) It’s worth thinking over, what Alistair says.

            Constance You mean let him walk all over me, like you always did Dad?

            Edith It’s about what’s best for our Laura.

            Constance And what about me?

            Edith That’s being a parent.

            Constance When did you ever put me first? You put him above all of us.

            Edith You’ve a nasty tongue sometimes.

            Constance Oh yes, I’m nasty. Shame you never told that bastard what he was.

            Edith The dead can’t defend themselves.

            Constance I couldn’t defend myself!

            
               *

            

            Rain. Constance is getting ready for a night out. A ciggie hanging from her mouth, she sits before her lit round mirror and applies face powder with a puff. She draws two circles of red lipstick on her cheeks which she blends with her fingers before painting her mouth. She blots her mouth with tissue before painting it again. Then she brings out her father’s coat from its hiding place, hangs it up, stalks around it.

            Constance (as Harry) Where do you think you’re going looking like that?20

            The coat becomes lit in such a way that creates a dramatic presence.

            (As Harry.) Like a painted whore.

            She defiantly blows smoke above the collar where a head would be.

            (As Harry.) Filling your head with more nonsense.

            She turns her back on the coat and switches on the radio, fixes her hair. The room becomes lit with light bulbs – first one, ten, hundreds. The Entertainer appears under the light of a spotlight. He is dressed in a spanking suit and is out of time; from the 1950s. He speaks into a standing microphone.

            Entertainer (to us) Now then, ladies and gentlemen, tonight, I have a special guest. An artist of great talent. It is my pleasure to introduce … Constance Webster.

            Constance is lit in a pool of light. On the piano, the Entertainer plays …

            Constance (sings)

            
               ‘I’m always chasing rainbows

               Watching clouds drifting by

               My schemes are just like all my dreams

               Ending in the sky

               Some fellows look and find the sunshine

               I always look and find the rain

               Some fellows make a winning some time

               I never even make a gain, believe me

               I’m always chasing rainbows

               I’m waiting to find a little bluebird in vain.

            

            
               I’m always chasing rainbows

               I’m waiting to find a little bluebird in vain …’

            

            
               *

            

            21 It’s the fag end of a night out, Constance tipsily removing her heels …

            Alistair You’re back, then.

            Constance Jesus, you scared the life out of me!

            Alistair Where’ve you been?

            Constance Out.

            Alistair Where?

            Constance Where? Where? Where we always go on a Friday.

            Alistair I haven’t been anywhere.

            Constance (as if only just noticing) Oh? Well then you missed a good night.

            Alistair Do you know what time it is?

            She ignores him, goes to the fridge …

            Don’t you reckon you’ve had enough?

            Constance (as Bette Davis) There comes a time in every woman’s life when the only thing that helps is a glass of champagne …

            She cracks open a beer and drinks.

            Alistair You’re drunk.

            Constance (as Bettie Davis) Do you condemn everything that doesn’t appeal to you?

            Alistair Shut up with Bette Davis lines.

            Constance They’re my lines!

            Alistair If you say one more I’ll –

            Constance You’ll what …? You kill me every day. I’m going to bed.22

            Alistair Who’ve you been making a fool of yourself with? Don’t think I don’t know.

            Constance Know what? Know what? That other men find me attractive? That other men see me. See me for what I am, a woman, / a beautiful …

            Alistair They’re embarrassed – that I do see. Embarrassed by your carrying on, your throwing yourself at them, your hands all over.

            Constance You haven’t loved me in years.

            Alistair Is that what you tell yourself to feel better?

            Constance If you think I feel an ounce of guilt for what I am, for what you’ve made me, for what this life / has made me.

            Alistair Hah! This life, this life! You’ve not gone without.

            Constance I’ve sacrificed everything.

            Alistair You don’t know the meaning – we’ve a daughter up there and you’re out supping with fellas.

            Constance She’s pregnant, not me!

            Alistair You should be ashamed of yourself –

            Constance I stopped in for years with mine! I’ve done my stopping in, I’m not stopping in no more.

            Alistair I’m the man of this house.

            Constance I’m not a-fucking-fraid of you!

            Alistair I’m the man! / You’ll do as I say!

            Constance I’m not afraid!

            Alistair I won’t have you making a fool of me! A fool of yourself.

            Constance I was a fool to marry you. I could’ve married anyone, married a man who amounted to something instead I got you! A NOTHING!23

            Alistair If you don’t like it you can leave.

            Constance I could leave.

            Alistair Nobody would take you on.

            Constance I could’ve left so many times.

            Alistair Who’d take you on? You’re nothing but a bag, a cheap bag, a cheap, / cheap, cheap –

            Constance Stop it stop it stop it STOP

            Little pause.

            Alistair What’s a matter? I thought you liked cruelty.

            Constance (recovers herself) What do you know about it? What can you possibly know? You need to have an imagination for it. To see the difference between what you imagine and what’s really there – that’s cruelty.

            Alistair has Harry’s coat and throws it at her.

            Alistair That’s cruelty! Tormenting your own mother.

            
               *

            

            Teenage Agnes is preparing breakfast.

            Teenage Jack reads as Constance smokes, at least once he furtively glances at her.

            Constance Agnes, put a cloth in the sink under that tap, it’s driving me potty.

            Teenage Agnes I can’t hear it.

            Constance Like Chinese torture, drip, drip.

            She catches Teenage Jack looking at her; she smiles weakly, he looks away.

            What you reading?

            Teenage Jack Proposed Roads to Freedom.

            Constance Come give your mam a hug.24

            Teenage Jack doesn’t move, Edith appears with Harry’s coat.

            Edith (at Constance) Your dad’s coat was on the back of the door.

            Constance Yeah, I put it there. I found it last night, in my wardrobe.

            Edith How did it get there?

            Constance I must’ve hung it up by mistake.

            Edith Then why are there creases all over it? Like it’s been screwed up.

            Constance I said it was hung.

            Beat.

            Edith Come and try your grandad’s coat on, our Jack.

            Teenage Jack It’s a bit big for me.

            Edith You can grow into it, and with a suit underneath.

            Teenage Jack I don’t wear suits.

            Constance He doesn’t want the coat.

            Edith puts it across his shoulders.

            Take it off.

            Edith Well, look at that.

            Constance I said take if off now.

            Mother and daughter stare at each other. Alistair appears.

            Alistair Morning.

            Teenage Jack takes off the coat.

            Teenage Jack So, anyway, I’ve an announcement to make …

            Edith turns away from Constance. 25

            I’m a communist.

            Teenage Agnes I thought they’d all been shot?

            Constance A communist?

            Teenage Agnes You do realise they get you knocking door to door, converting folk – or not, as the case will be – standing on street corners flogging the Daaaaaily Woooorker. That’s every day that is.

            Teenage Jack I’m ready for that commitment.

            Constance What do you want to go off like a Jehovah’s Witness for?

            Alistair Communism will never appeal to folk round here.
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