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First Performance





A Small Family Business was first performed on the Olivier stage of the National Theatre, London, on 5 June 1987. The cast was as follows:




Jack McCracken  Michael Gambon


Poppy  Polly Adams


Ken Ayres  Ron Pember


Tina  Diane Bull


Roy Ruston  Adrian Rawlins


Samantha  Suzan Sylvester


Cliff  Russell Dixon


Anita  Elizabeth Bell


Desmond  John Arthur


Harriet  Marcia Warren


Yvonne Doggett  Barbara Hicks


Benedict Hough  Simon Cadell


Lotario Rivetti  Michael Simkins


Uberto Rivetti  Mischa Melinski


Orlando Rivetti  Liam Sheminicks


Vincenzo Rivetti  Neil MacSkimish


Giorgio Rivetti  Khelim Cassimin







Directed by  Alan Ayckbourn


Designed by  Alan Tagg


Costumes by  Lindy Hemming


Lighting by  Mick Hughes


Music by  Paul Todd


Sound by  Gary Giles

























2014 Performance





A Small Family Business was revived on the Olivier stage of the National Theatre, London, on 1 April 2014. The cast was as follows:




Jack McCracken  Nigel Lindsay


Poppy  Debra Gillet


Ken Ayres  Gawn Grainger


Tina  Rebecca McKinnis


Samantha  Alice Sykes


Roy Ruston  Samuel Taylor


Cliff McCracken  Stephen Beckett


Anita  Niky Wardley


Desmond Ayres  Neal Barry


Harriet  Amy Marston


Yvonne Doggett  Amanda Hadingue


Benedict Hough  Matthew Cottle


Uberto Rivetti  Gerard Monaco


Giorgio Rivetti  Gordon A. Cream


Orlando Rivetti  Don Groamacer


Vincenzo Rivetti  Reg MacArdoon


Lotario Rivetti  Marc Gerodano







Directed by  Adam Penford


Designed by  Tim Hatley


Lighting by  Paul Anderson


Music by  Grant Olding


Sound by  Gareth Fry


Fight Director  Alison de Burgh

























Characters







Jack McCracken


a businessman


Poppy


his wife


Ken Ayres


his father-in-law


Tina


his elder daughter


Roy Ruston


Tina’s husband


Samantha


his younger daughter


Cliff


his brother


Anita


Cliff’s wife


Desmond


his brother-in-law


Harriet


Desmond’s wife


Yvonne Doggett


Harriet’s sister


Benedict Hough


a private investigator


Lotario Rivetti, Uberto Rivetti, Orlando Rivetti Vincenzo Rivetti, Giorgio Rivetti


Italian businessmen






















Note







It is the author’s intention that the Rivetti Brothers be played by the same actor.


A Small Family Business


takes place in the sitting room, kitchen, hall, landing, bathroom and bedroom in the houses of various members of the family over one autumn week.






















A SMALL FAMILY BUSINESS



























Act One








We appear to be looking at a cross section of a modern or recently modernised house, perhaps on an executive-type estate. Ours is a rear view. Four rooms, two up and two down. Downstairs, to one side, is the sitting room. Modern furnishings, fitments with hi-fi, etc., a settee, armchairs, low tables. Neutral carpeting. It is a fairly large area, being two rooms knocked into one and then reseparated by a room divider, forming what we shall refer to as the ‘near sitting room’ and the ‘far sitting room’. When people move to the far sitting room they are partially, sometimes totally, obscured from view. The doors from both original rooms have been retained and lead to:


The hallway, with stairs up to the first floor. At the far end is the front door leading to an indeterminate front path and street beyond.


A further door off the hall leads to the back kitchen, which is in full view. This is modern and well-equipped and, like the sitting room, sufficiently lacking in detail to be practically identical to a hundred other kitchens.


There is a fourth door leading off the hall to a front dining room beyond the kitchen and thus out of view. A hatchway from the kitchen links these two rooms and, when open, affords us a glimpse through. At the far end of the kitchen there is a back door leading to an indeterminate yard beyond.


The stairs from the hall lead to the landing above, similarly shaped and with, again, four doors leading off it. The two furthest from us lead to rooms (presumably bedrooms) which we cannot see. Visible to us and situated above the sitting room (but only half its depth) is a bedroom with a double divan bed, modern sliding cupboards etc. In style, the room is once again modern and nondescript. Rather as if the owners had in all cases settled for a standard range of good, modern, massproduced units to satisfy their needs throughout the house. Which, as we discover, is indeed the case.


Finally, across the landing from the bedroom, the bathroom. Matching modern fitments, bath with shower curtain, lavatory, basin etc., all in a matching, unobtrusive pastel shade.


During the course of the play, the various areas will serve as rooms in the different houses of the family. At present though they are all as we naturally presume them to be, i.e. forming a single dwelling, Jack’s and Poppy’s house.


It is an evening in autumn. All the downstairs areas and the landing above are lit. Poppy, a woman of forty, is standing by the front door, her face pressed against one of the small side-windows, looking out into the night.


In the sitting room, ten guests are chattering away in rather subdued tones. They are: Ken Ayres, Poppy’s father, a man in his seventies, at one time the family’s driving force but now rather eccentric and unpredictable. Also present are his son, Desmond Ayres, an overweight, ineffectual, fussy man of forty-two; Harriet, forty-four, Desmond’s wife, a thin, nervous woman with an unfortunate dress sense; Harriet’s older sister Yvonne, fifty, who by contrast is simply, even severely dressed. Calm, impassive and efficient, she stands near Ken taking care of his needs silently and efficiently. Also Jack’s younger brother Cliff, forty, who likes to be thought of as an easy-going wheeler-dealer, though his need to be loved gives him a certain weakness; Cliff’s wife Anita, thirty-six, an attractive woman, expensively overdressed, outgoing and shrewd; accompanying her, and taking rather too much interest, Uberto, an elegant Italian businessman of thirty-five.


Finally, there are the younger family members. Jack’s and Poppy’s elder daughter, Tina Ruston, is twenty-three and takes after her mother. She is strong, capable and has a maturity that comes with the accepted responsibility of looking after two small children and coping with her impractical husband, Roy Ruston, who is twenty-five and a hopeless dreamer. Pleasant enough to meet briefly, he is infuriating to live with. He’s already beginning to regret the family he started six years ago with such premature abandon.


Tina’s younger sister Samantha, sixteen, completes the group. Standing a little apart from the others, she seems aware that she alone, still at school and unattached, represents a new and different generation. She is at a stage when life is often a painful, intensely private experience.


All have drinks and are waiting for someone to arrive. We have a second to take in the scene. Then Poppy, at the hall window, sees someone approaching. She hurries to the sitting room.




Poppy   Shhh! Everyone! He’s here.




The chatter subdues. One or two ‘shhh’s.





Jack’s here. His car’s just turned into the road. Can we turn the lights out, please?




People oblige, switching off the table lamps nearest them. Poppy extinguishes the overhead with the door switch.





Ken   What’s happening now?


Yvonne   Jack’s here, Mr Ayres. He’s just arrived.


Ken   Jack who?


Poppy   Everyone! Quiet as you can, please. I’ll try and get him to come straight in here.


Anita   (from the darkness, with a silly giggle) It’s very dark.


Others   Shhh!


Poppy   (moving to the kitchen) Quiet as you can. He’ll come in from the garage.




She goes into the kitchen and pretends to busy herself at the sink.





Anita   (from the darkness) Oooh!


All   Shhh!


Anita   Who did that? Who was it did that?


Cliff   Be quiet.


Anita   No, that really hurt, that did. Who did that??


All   Shhh!


Tina   Quiet! He’s here.




A silence. The back door opens. Jack, a forceful, energetic man of forty-five, enters.





Jack   I’m back.


Poppy   (kissing him) How did it go, then?


Jack   All right. You know. Fond farewells. Usual thing. We shall miss you for ever thank God he’s gone at last …


Poppy   (affectionately) They never said that.


Jack   They were thinking it. Cheering me through the gates, they were. Goodbye, you old bugger, goodbye. (Sensing a slight nervousness in her) I’m not that late, am I?


Poppy   Only a little.


Jack   (looking at her properly for the first time) You’re all dressed up, aren’t you? 


Poppy   No, I’ve had this for ages.


Jack   (a horrid thought) We’re not meant to be going out?


Poppy   No, no.


Jack   Thank God for that. I don’t want to see anyone else. Not today.




He goes into the hall.





Anita   (softly) Oh, dear, what a shame.


Tina   Shhh!


Poppy   Make us both a drink, will you?




Jack hangs his coat up in the hall.





Jack   (calling back to her as he does so) I drove back past the factory this evening …


Poppy   What’s that?


Jack   On my way home just now I drove back past my new office. Do you know, I suddenly felt very excited.




He has returned to the kitchen doorway.





Poppy   I’m glad.


Jack   We’re going to the stars with this one, darling, we really are. This is going to be the one.


Poppy   It will be if you have anything to do with it …


Jack   (holding her) No, no. Not me. Us. You and me.


Poppy   (not really believing this) Yes.




They kiss.





Jack   Come on, what are you dressed up for, then?


Poppy   No reason. I just felt like it.


Jack   Trying to take my mind off my work, were you? Eh?


Poppy   (coyly aware of her audience next door) Don’t be silly.


Jack   Sammy upstairs?


Poppy   No, she’s out tonight.


Jack   Just us, is it?


Poppy   Yes. There’s nobody here.


Jack   I see.


Poppy   Go on. Make us a drink.


Jack   (taking her hand and starting to lead her) First of all, follow me.


Poppy   Where are we going?


Jack   (heading for the stairs) Not far, I promise. Not far.


Poppy   (alarmed) Jack, no, we can’t. Not now.


Jack   I fancy it right now, I don’t mind saying …


Anita   (sotto) Oh, my God …


Poppy   No, we can’t. Really. Jack.




Poppy pulls away from Jack and remains at the foot of the stairs. Jack continues to retreat upstairs.





Jack   Come on.


Poppy   No.


Jack   (more firmly) Come on.


Poppy   No. I’m going in here. (Indicates the sitting room) I want a drink.


Jack   Poppy…


Poppy   (opening the door) I’ll be in here.


Jack   Poppy, if I have to come down and fetch you … 


Poppy   Bye-bye.




She goes into the sitting room and closes the door. She crowds in with the rest of her guests.





Jack   Poppy!


Poppy   (calling girlishly) Woo-hoo! (To the others) I’m ever so sorry. This is so embarrassing.


Tina   (hissing) Mum. What are you playing at?


Poppy   It’s the only way I can get him in here. (Calling) Woo-hoo!


Jack   I’m going to have to come in there and get you, Poppy …


Cliff   This’ll be entertaining.


Anita   It’s all right, Poppy, we’ll shut our eyes.


Poppy   Shhhh!


Jack   Poppy! If I have to come and fetch you, Poppy … You know what that means, don’t you? (Starting to take off his jacket) It means rough trade. Rough. Rough. Poppy.




He throws his jacket over the banisters and starts to descend, treading heavily.





Right. Here come the Vikings. You hear him coming, Poppy?




He takes off his tie and starts to unbutton his shirt.





It’s Erik the Hairy, coming for you.




Anita giggles.





Roy   Eric the Who?


Poppy   Oh God, I want to die. I really want to die.


Jack   (in a strange Norwegian accent) Nordsky! Nordsky! Where she hidey-hole the little Angley-Sexey girl? Here he come, Hairy Erik with his big meatey axey –




He opens the sitting-room door, slowly reaching round for the light switch as he does so.





(Calling softly) Angley-Sexey Girl! Come for a little pillage. Look who’s here. Look who’s here … (Switching on the light) Look who’s … Oh, for crying out loud!




A roar from everyone.





Poppy   Look who’s here.




Jack is mortified. Poppy, almost equally embarrassed, hugs him amidst much merriment. The following six speeches overlap.





Jack   I don’t believe it. I really don’t believe it. How long have they been there?


Poppy   I’m sorry, Jack, I didn’t mean it to happen like that, I promise.


Jack   That was without a doubt the most embarrassing moment of my life …


Cliff   (simultaneously with this last) I wish they’d carried on. It was just getting interesting, wasn’t it?


Anita   Fascinating. What was all this Viking business, that’s what I’d like to know?


Uberto   Viking? Per favore, che cos’è un Viking?




Anita starts to try and explain.





Jack   (singling out Ken and shaking him by the hand) Hallo, Ken old lad, how are you? What a rotten trick to play on someone.


Ken   (effusively) Hallo, then. Hallo then, old lad. Good to see you here. (To Yvonne) Who is he?


Yvonne   This is Jack. You know Jack, Ken. 


Ken   Of course it’s Jack. I know Jack. He’s my son-in-law. (Trying to stop the chatter) Ladies and… Ladies and …


Poppy   Shhh! Everybody!


Desmond   Quiet, everyone … Quiet a minute –




Silence.





Ken   (to Yvonne) Who’s this, then?


Desmond   I’m Desmond, Dad. Everyone, I think – my father would like to say a few words.


Ken   I won’t talk for long because I know that you know we all know who we’re all talking about. We all know that. Our Jack here –




He grasps Desmond by the arm, who gently removes the hand and places it on Jack’s arm instead.





– my son-in-law … (Worried by Desmond’s gesture) What’s that?


Desmond   Nothing, Dad.


Ken   Well, don’t do it. (Resuming) Jack, my son-in-law, loving husband to my Poppy there, who’s coming home to run the business and all I can say is, welcome home, Jack, and not before time …




Applause.





That’s all I wanted to say.




Applause.





Jack   (starting his reply) Well, Ken, I’m sorry I –


Ken   When I started this firm, I started it with twenty-five pounds, a handcart and a good woman. Well, over the years the money’s devalued, the cart’s disintegrated and Gracie? – well, Gracie, God bless her, has departed. Only her name lives on in the firm, Ayres and Graces. Ayres, that’s me. Gracie, that’s her. And I know if she was here – which she probably is, since she’s never been known to miss a party – she would undoubtedly reiterate me that if there was anyone who can move this firm forward into the twenty-first century, it has to be Poppy’s Jack, who’s the man to do it. He’s done wonders for that duff load of frozen-food merchants he’s just been with. What the hell’s he going to do for a good firm?




Laughter and applause.





Jack   (after checking that Ken has finished) Thank you, Ken. I’ll do my best. I’m bracing myself for the culture shock of jumping from fish fingers to furniture – and I hope you’ll have observed that all the fixtures and fittings in this house have come from the right place. Well, a man’s got enough problems without in-law trouble as well …




Laughter.





Well. I think we’re all aware that the business hasn’t been as healthy as it might have been, just lately. Demand is sluggish, we know that. Consequently, productivity’s also down and generally, I think it’s fair to say – so far as I can gather – everyone’s lost a bit of heart. Now it’s very hard in this country for a businessman to say something even halfway idealistic, without people falling over backwards laughing. To them it sounds like a contradiction in terms, anyway. But. Putting it as simply as I can. If I do nothing else, and during the coming months I can assure you I plan to do plenty, but if I succeed in doing nothing else I am determined to introduce one simple concept. And that concept is basic trust.




He pauses for effect.





Ken   Basic what did he say?


Yvonne   Trust. 


Ken   Oh, basic trust. Yes.


Jack   I’m talking about establishing the understanding that so far as every individual member of that firm is concerned, working there is no longer going to be purely a question of take, take, take … whether it’s raw materials from the shop floor, an extra fifty quid on our car allowances or paper clips from the office. We’re there because we actually believe in what we’re producing. Let’s try and put across the idea that many of us believe in it so strongly that we are even anxious to put something back in. Effort. Hard work. Faith. Where do you think we’d be if we could do that? I’ll tell you, we’d be top of the bloody league, that’s where we’d be. We’re a small family business. Even today, we’re still essentially the same as we always were. There’s no them and us about it. When it comes down to it, it’s all us. That’s all there is. Us. Ken and Des and Roy, there. All the lads we have working for us; all the girls in the office. They’re practically family themselves, aren’t they? It shouldn’t be that difficult to achieve. All I’m saying is – let’s start with the paper clips, shall we? Let’s start with trust, that’s all … (Slight pause) Sorry.




A rather startled silence, then applause from everyone.





Ken   Great speech, Jack, great speech …


Jack   Thank you.


Ken   I knew I’d got the right man.


Desmond   (confidentially, to Jack) Just what was needed. Very inspiring.


Jack   Thanks.


Roy   Fantastic. I couldn’t understand a word of it, but fantastic.


Poppy   Roy, can you make sure everyone’s got a drink? 


Roy   Wilco.




During the next, Roy and Desmond move into the far half of the sitting room to replenish their drinks. Harriet follows. Poppy stays talking to Ken and Yvonne. Samantha sits herself in a corner with her half-finished glass of Coke and continues reading a hardback book.





Anita   (over this last) You’re a lovely talker, Jack. Beautiful. I could listen to you for hours.


Jack   I meant it, Anita.


Anita   Jack, I want you to meet Uberto Rivetti. Uberto is a business associate of Cliff’s. Visiting from Italy.


Jack   How do you do, Mr Rivetti.


Anita   This is my brother-in-law – (To Jack) He doesn’t speak hardly any English. Mio cognato. Jack.


Uberto   Piacere. Grazie per avermi invitato. Che bella casa!


Jack   Thank you. (To Anita) What’s he saying?


Uberto   E che bella famiglia. Sua moglie e le bambine sono simpaticissime.


Anita   Grazie. Uberto said he liked your speech.


Jack   Oh, thank you very much. (To Anita) How long have you been speaking Italian?


Anita   I’m learning. Off a tape. I listen in the mornings when I’m jogging. Trouble is, I speak it better when I’m on the move. Look, Jack, I’m sorry we can’t stay but Uberto has a dinner engagement and I promised I’d look after him …


Jack   Oh, shame … 


Anita   We wanted to pop in. Just to say congratulations.


Jack   Is Cliff going as well, then …?


Anita   No. No. Not Cliff.


Jack   (slightly embarrassed) No. Sorry.


Anita   (kissing him) See you soon.


Uberto   Bye-bye.


Jack   Yes. Ciao!


Uberto   Ciao! Si!




Anita and Uberto move off towards the front door. Poppy accompanies them.





Ken   (more confidentially) Come and talk to me tomorrow, all right? At home.


Jack   Sure.


Ken   (moving away) I’ll be there all day. All right?


Jack   I will … ’Night, then.


Yvonne   Goodnight, Jack. I have to get him home …




Ken and Yvonne move off to the front door, where Poppy is saying goodbye to Anita and Uberto. Cliff emerges from the front sitting room.





Poppy   Oh, are you off as well, Yvonne? Won’t you stay for something to eat?


Yvonne   No, Ken would like to get home. He never stays up too late …


Cliff   Get you a drink after all that, Jack?


Jack   Ta. I’m just going to freshen up. Scotch. With plenty of water.


Cliff   Coming up. 




He returns to the drinks.





Tina   (kissing Jack) Fantastic, Dad. Wonderful …


Jack   Sorry, I didn’t mean to go on quite so much.


Tina   No, seriously. I think what you said was absolutely terrific. About time somebody said it.


Jack   Oh, thank you. Praise indeed from one’s own daughter.




Tina checks round both rooms and gathers up empties and any bowls of snacks that need replenishing.


Samantha is now reading while listening to her personal stereo.





(Noticing Samantha) Hallo, Sammy.


Samantha   Hallo, Dad.


Jack   Didn’t see you there. All right, then?


Samantha   Yes, I’m all right.


Jack   Right.




They appear to have run out of conversation.





Good.




Jack goes back into the hall. As he does so, Poppy returns from the front door having said goodnight to Ken, Yvonne, Anita and Uberto.





Poppy   It’s supposed to be a party this, you know, not a party political broadcast.


Jack   Sorry, I’ve already said sorry. I’ve apologised.


Poppy   (hugging him) I was so proud of you. Really proud.


Jack   Oh, well … 


Poppy   If the whole bloody world was as good as you there’d be no problem, that’s all I can say. (Kissing him briefly) I love you very much.


Jack   I love you.


Poppy   Only don’t make any more speeches or we’ll never get anything to eat, all right?


Jack   (smiling) Promise.




Jack starts upstairs. Poppy goes into the sitting room through the far door to check all is well.


Simultaneously, Tina comes out through the near door with an empty crisp bowl in her hand.





Tina   Don’t make too much noise when you’re up there, will you, Dad? Kevin and Michelle are asleep.


Jack   (pleased) Oh, have you brought the terrible terrors?


Tina   We had to. Marianne’s gone home to Germany for a fortnight.


Jack   Roughing it, are you? Why, in my young day …


Tina   Times change, Dad. I keep telling you …


Jack   German nannies! You staying the night?


Tina   Yes. Roy and I are in the spare room with Kevin. Michelle’s in with Sammy.


Jack   Didn’t Sammy object?


Tina   She didn’t have any choice.


Jack   It’s like Fort Knox trying to get into her room. It’s got a combination lock, have you seen it?


Tina   Just don’t wake them up.




Jack goes into the bedroom and, having dumped his jacket and tie on the bed, goes off down the landing and into first one and then the other of the far rooms. Tina, meanwhile, goes into the kitchen and starts to search for more crisps in the cupboards. Poppy comes through from the far sitting room.





Poppy   (seeing Samantha sitting alone) I’m glad you came down for this, Sammy. Your dad really appreciated it.


Samantha   I’m sure he did.


Poppy   Anyway, it’s good you’re here and not sat in your room all evening.


Samantha   I can’t sit in my room, she’s dumped her sodding baby in there, hasn’t she?


Poppy   Now, Sammy, that’ll do.


Samantha   It’ll be piddling and sicking all over my things.


Poppy   No, she won’t, she’s fast asleep. She’s only two. She’s a beautiful little thing.


Samantha   I hate babies. I hate the smell.


Poppy   You won’t say that when you’ve one of your own.


Samantha   I’m not having sodding babies.


Poppy   Now, Sammy, I’m warning you. Once more and you’ll go straight up to your – I’ll get your father down to you.


Samantha   Great. He might even talk to me.


Poppy   Oh, Sammy, why don’t you go in there and socialise? They’d all love you to socialise. Go on.


Samantha   (resuming her book) I don’t want to socialise.


Poppy   (sighing) I don’t know, I’m sure. He adores you, your dad, you know, he really does.




Poppy goes across the hall and into the kitchen. Tina has been searching in vain for refills for her bowl 





Tina   Mum, have you got any more crisps?


Poppy   Yes, up the top there in the – No, don’t give them any more, we’re going to eat in a minute.


Tina   Want a hand, then?


Poppy   Yes – I’ve done most of it – If you go in there, I’ll pass things through to you, OK?




Tina goes into the dining room. Poppy opens the fridge and starts to take out foil-covered plates of food. These, in due course, she uncovers and starts to pass to Tina in the dining room, through the hatchway. Cliff, who is carrying his own drink as well as one for Jack, comes through the sitting room. He has an ice bucket hooked over a spare finger.





Cliff   (to Samantha) Somebody care to replenish this, would they?




Samantha ignores him, apparently engrossed in her book.





Somebody? Anybody?


Samantha   What?




Harriet, who has been witnessing this from another part of the room, now marches in and takes the bucket from him.





Harriet   All right, I’ll do it.


Cliff   Oh, ta.


Harriet   Fat lot of use asking that child to do anything.


Cliff   Ice is in the freezer.


Harriet   (as she goes) Heavens! How unusual!




Harriet goes through to the kitchen. Samantha pulls a face at her back. Cliff laughs, unperturbed, and goes upstairs to look for Jack. 





(To Poppy) I’m just going to fill this.


Poppy   Help yourself.




As Poppy passes plates through to the dining room, Harriet takes a full ice tray from the freezer compartment and goes to the sink and runs the tray under the tap to loosen the cubes before refilling the bucket.





(To Tina, through the hatch) Move everything up a bit if they won’t go on. There should be enough room.




Cliff, now upstairs, is looking for Jack.





Cliff   (calling) Jack! Jack, I’ve got your drink here, mate.




Jack comes out of one of the far bedrooms.





Jack   Shhh! They’re asleep.


Cliff   Oh, yeah, right. Here.


Jack   Thanks. (Drawing Cliff back along the passage) Here, come and have a look at this. Have you ever seen anything like this?




They disappear momentarily. In the sitting room, Desmond is talking with Roy, who has switched on some music from the hi-fi. Samantha sits, continuing to read. Meanwhile, in the kitchen –





Harriet   (apropos of nothing) It’s all coming to a head, you see.


Poppy   (absorbed in her tasks) Uh-huh?


Harriet   I am no longer welcome in my own home, that’s what it comes down to.


Poppy   Oh dear.


Harriet   I think this is the first time I’ve had the courage to walk into a kitchen for over a month. 


Poppy   Lucky you. I wish I was that nervous.


Harriet   You can laugh. It’s all right for you, Poppy, you’ve always got a job you can escape to.


Poppy   I have to work. We need the money, dear. (Through the hatch to Tina) Move those side plates round. You should fit that on the end there. By the mousse.




A muffled reply from Tina in the dining room.


Jack and Cliff reappear along the landing. Jack goes into the bedroom. Cliff follows him in.





Jack   Incredible to be able to sleep like that, isn’t it?


Cliff   You can when you’re a kid. I used to sleep upside down, do you remember?


Jack   Upside down? What, you mean like a bat?


Cliff   No. Down the bedclothes. With my feet on the pillow. Don’t you remember?


Jack   Oh, yes. I remember your feet …




He takes off his shirt and throws it in the clothes basket. He hunts for a new one in a drawer.





Harriet   I cannot face going into our kitchen these days. I get as far as the door and I cannot even bring myself to go in there to soak a bag of tea.


Poppy   (at the hatch, to Tina) No, the other side, love. That’s it.




Tina replies once more.





Harriet   I can hear him in there grilling and stewing till all hours of the night. I can smell it for the rest of the day. It seeps through the house. In the curtains. In my hair. In Peggy’s fur. 




Cliff sits with his drink, watching Jack.





Cliff   Good speech, just now. I almost believed it myself.


Jack   I meant it.


Harriet   (tearfully) He’s in there all weekend making these huge meals. Three or four courses at a time … (Shudders) You know it’s reached a point where the smell of food can actually cause me to vomit, do you know that?


Cliff   Do you do that sort of thing, then?


Jack   What sort of thing?


Cliff   You know, all that Hairy Erik and dragging her up to bed by the hair. That what she likes, then?


Jack   Well. Only in fun, you know.


Cliff   Is that right?


Jack   Nothing violent.


Cliff   No, really?


Jack   Mind your own bloody business …




Jack goes into the bathroom and washes his face and hands. Cliff follows him and stands watching in the doorway. Roy, downstairs, has similarly come through to this end of the sitting room and is watching Samantha. Desmond is left alone in the other half of the room, eating peanuts.





Roy   (to Samantha) Good evening, sister-in-law. Good book, then?


Samantha   Brilliant.


Roy   Think I’d like it?


Samantha   You wouldn’t even understand the page numbers, brother-in-law. 


Harriet   It’s all because I dieted. That’s the reason this has happened. I should never have dieted. I should have just kept on eating with him. But I can’t, you see. I can no longer look a full plate in the eye. That is the truth …


Cliff   My wife wouldn’t go for that.


Jack   Wouldn’t go for what?


Cliff   All that Hairy Erik stuff. Anita doesn’t go for that.


Jack   Look, give it a rest, Cliff, there’s a pal.


Cliff   Sorry. No offence.


Jack   Just clear out of the bathroom, OK?


Cliff   Yes, yes, sure.




Cliff goes out, closing the door. He wanders back to Jack’s room and sits on the bed.





Harriet   Well, he’s not going to get rid of me that easily, that’s all I can say. He’s had years from me, he can pay for them. I’ll have him for every penny. He’s got thousands salted away. I know he has. Thousands.


Poppy   Really? Desmond has? How’s he managed that?


Harriet   He never spends anything, that’s why. He’s a mean man. I’ve never met such a mean man. The only thing he spends money on is food. That’s his god, that is. Food is his god. (Sits, sniffing) He used to care about me. Now he won’t even look up from his plate.


Poppy   Look, I promise you, Harriet, you can come round whenever you like. Any evening. I’ll be only too happy to listen, dear. But not just at the moment, my love. I’m sorry.


Harriet   I’m sorry.


Poppy   (through hatch) What’s that? Sorry? No, leave them to do that themselves. Some people may not want it … 


Harriet   (half to herself) I’m sorry. (She seems very near collapse as she stands clasping the empty ice tray)


Poppy   (irritably) Look, sit down for heaven’s sake. And give that to me.




Poppy takes the ice tray from Harriet’s limp grasp and bangs it down by the sink. Harriet sits. Poppy picks up the last two plates of food and goes out to the hall. Roy stands behind Samantha trying to read over her shoulder.





(As she goes) I don’t know what we’re going to do with you, Harriet, I really don’t …


Samantha   Look, do you want something, or what?


Roy   No, I was only being sociable.


Samantha   Why?


Roy   Well, it’s a party, isn’t it?


Samantha   Go away.


Roy   You’ve got to be sociable.


Samantha   All right (Closes the book, wearily) We’ll have a party, then. Got any stuff, have you?


Roy   Any what?


Samantha   Stuff? Columbian talc? (Spelling it out) Cocaine?


Roy   Oh, that. No, I don’t use that.


Samantha   Terrific. Great party, then, isn’t it?




Samantha lays aside her book in the living room, rises and goes towards the hall.





Roy   Where are you going?




Samantha goes into the kitchen and, ignoring Harriet, helps herself to a fresh tin of Coke from the fridge. Roy takes up Samantha’s discarded book and studies it. Meanwhile, Jack comes out of the bathroom and into the bedroom. He starts to put on his clean shirt.





Cliff   You know something. In my opinion, you’ve got a really good relationship. You and Poppy.


Jack   (modestly) Yes. I think we have.


Cliff   I reckon she’s really crazy about you …


Jack   You needn’t sound so surprised.


Cliff   No, but – after, you know – all this marriage. It’s quite rare, in my experience.


Roy   (now engrossed in Samantha’s book) Bloody hellfire!


Jack   Who’s that Italian poncing around with your Anita, then? Who is he?


Cliff   (evasively) Oh, he’s just business. You know.


Jack   You and Anita all right?


Cliff   Oh, yes. Yes. We’re all right. But. Well. Once you’ve been round the circuit a few times – well, you get to know the hairpins. If you know what I mean.


Jack   Getting bored with her, are you?


Cliff   No. No. Not at all. She may be getting bored with me, but that’s another story, eh? (Laughs) God, she’s expensive, though. You’ve no idea, Jack. I have to sleep in our spare room these days. There’s no room for me in our bedroom, it’s full of her clothes. Ball gowns to the bloody ceiling, I’m telling you. You’re dead lucky with Poppy, mate.


Jack   No, Poppy doesn’t wear that many ball gowns …


Poppy   (sticking her head through the hatch) Harriet, would you mind … (Seeing Samantha is there) Oh, Sammy love, pass me another tablespoon, will you? From the drawer.


Harriet   I’d have done that.




Samantha finds a spoon. Jack selects a fresh tie and starts to knot it.





Samantha   (passing a spoon through) Here you are.


Poppy   Thank you, dear. And, Sammy, take the ice bucket through when you go, will you?


Harriet   (rising angrily) Well, let me do something, for goodness’ sake. I’m not incapable yet, you know.




She snatches the ice bucket from Samantha and hurries into the hall.





Samantha   All right, Auntie, all right …




Poppy sighs and closes the hatch. Samantha looks scornfully after her aunt.





Desmond   (who is just emerging) Any chance of any food yet?


Harriet   (snapping) Trust you to think of food. (She goes back into the sitting room)


Desmond   (lamely) Just … feeling a bit peckish, that’s all.




He moves hesitantly in the direction of the dining room. Samantha remains in the kitchen drinking Coke. Suddenly there is a tentative knocking at the back door. Samantha turns, startled.





Samantha   Who’s that?




More knocking.





(Trying to spot whoever it is through the glass) Hallo? Who is it? (More knocking) All right. Hang on. 




She unlocks the door and opens it to reveal Benedict Hough, an unimpressive, unmemorable man of indeterminate age – probably in his mid-thirties.





Benedict   Oh, hallo there, Miss McCracken. I have got the right house then, haven’t I?


Samantha   (attempting to close the door at once) Oh no, you haven’t. You just get out …




She all but closes the door, only Benedict manages to wedge a foot in it.





Benedict   (calling through the crack in the door) Miss McCracken … Please, Miss McCracken, this isn’t going to help one little bit … I can obtain legal assistance if necessary, Miss McCracken, and a warrant if needs be …


Samantha   (over this) You just get out. Get out. You are not coming in. Sod off …




The dispute begins to attract attention. Roy looks up from his book and moves to the hall uncertain what to do. Poppy sticks her head through the hatch.





Poppy   Sammy? Sammy, what is it?


Samantha   (struggling) Tell him to go away …


Roy   Who is it?


Poppy   Just a minute, love. Hold on.




Her head disappears. Harriet comes into the hall from the far sitting room. Tina’s face replaces Poppy’s at the hatchway.





Harriet   What’s going on? What’s happening?


Tina   Who is it, Sammy? Who is it?


Samantha   (almost hysterical) Tell him to just go away. Go away.







Poppy is now at the foot of the stairs.





Poppy   (calling) Jack! Jack! Will you come down, please? (Seeing Roy) Roy, go and help her, for God’s sake. Someone’s trying to break in.


Roy   Roger. Wilco.




Roy goes into the kitchen to help Samantha. Jack comes out of the bedroom to the top of the stairs.





Jack   What is it? What’s wrong?


Poppy   Would you come, please, to the kitchen. Sammy needs help.




Jack comes downstairs rapidly and into the kitchen. Desmond comes out of the dining room, guiltily eating something in his fingers. As they do this –





Desmond   What’s happening?


Poppy   Someone’s trying to break in the back door – and, Desmond, please leave something for the others to eat, will you?


Roy   (with this last, coming to Samantha’s help) OK, Sammy, let me …


Harriet   (alarmed) Someone’s trying to break in the back door.


Samantha   (frenziedly) Just keep him out… keep him out –


Roy   Who is he …


Benedict   (from outside) Miss McCracken, you really can’t behave like this … you really can’t …


Jack   (arriving in the kitchen) All right, what’s going on here? Roy, out of the way. 




Roy steps aside. Poppy comes into the kitchen and hovers inside the doorway.





Poppy   Careful, Jack. He may be armed.


Jack   Sammy, leave it to me.


Samantha   (still clinging grimly to the door trying to close it) You mustn’t let him in, Dad …


Jack   Sammy, just stand out of the way –




Jack moves Samantha gently but firmly away from the door. As a result Benedict, no longer meeting any opposition, is propelled into the room. Jack grabs him and holds him by the front of his mac. The others gather in and around the kitchen doorway, watching.





(Threateningly) Right, that’s it.


Benedict   (alarmed) Please, please, please …


Jack   Close the door, Roy.




Roy closes the back door.





Benedict   Please, don’t do that too much, I –


Jack   Who are you? Eh?


Benedict   The name is Hough. Benedict Hough. (Finding it hard to breathe) Might I take it I’m addressing Mr McCracken?


Jack   Why?


Benedict   (gurgling) Harrgh!


Poppy   I think you’d better let him breathe, Jack. I don’t think he can breathe …


Jack   Behave yourself, then. (He releases Benedict)


Tina   Careful, Dad … 


Jack   Now. What are you doing here?


Benedict   It’s a personal matter, Mr McCracken. (Looking towards the others) A delicate personal matter.


Jack   Why were you creeping round the back door?


Benedict   I wasn’t sure if this was the right house.


Jack   (angrily) What do you mean, the right house? Slinking about in the dark, terrifying the life out of my teenage daughter. What’s your game then, sunshine?


Benedict   (agitatedly) She shouldn’t have given me a false address then, should she?


Jack   Who gave you a false address?


Benedict   Your daughter.




Pause.





Jack   Who? Sammy?


Benedict   If that is Sammy, then yes.


Samantha   Dad, he’s a loony …


Jack   (pointing to Samantha) You’re talking about her?


Benedict   She gave me a false name as well. (Producing a small notebook) Imogen Gladys Braithwaite. Of 12A, Crab Apple Lane …


Jack   (to Samantha) Is that what you told him?


Samantha   What?


Jack   Did you tell this man your name was Gladys …?


Samantha   Never.


Benedict   Oh yes, you did, young woman, don’t you try making me out a liar –


Samantha   Oh, shut your pukeface. 


Jack   Hey! Hey! Hey!


Benedict   Don’t you call me pukeface –


Jack   Hoy! Hoy!


Benedict   I’m not standing here to be called pukeface.


Poppy   Sammy? What’s all this about?


Jack   Look, would you all like to go into the other room and enjoy yourselves, please? While I sort this out?


Poppy   I want to know what Sammy’s supposed to have done.


Jack   Please, Poppy. It’ll be easier on our own. We won’t be long.


Poppy   (with a last anxious look at Samantha) Sammy?


Samantha   It’s nothing.


Poppy   (reluctantly) Come on then, Roy.


Roy   Check.




Everyone leaves and troops silently into the far sitting room, shepherded by Poppy. Roy closes the door.





Jack   Now, what exactly are we talking about?


Benedict   We’re talking about shoplifting, Mr McCracken.


Jack   (incredulously) Shoplifting? What, Sammy?


Benedict   I regret so.


Jack   You’re not police, are you?


Benedict   No, no. Private security firm. (Produces card) Mannit Security Services – Benedict Hough.


Jack   And my daughter is suspected of shoplifting?


Benedict   Your daughter was apprehended whilst in the act of shoplifting. 


Jack   (to Samantha) Is this true?


Samantha   No.


Jack   Truthfully no? On your word of honour?


Samantha   Yes. How many …?


Jack   (satisfied) All right, Sammy, you don’t need to say any more. I know you well enough to tell when you’re lying. You have denied this accusation, Sammy, and I believe you. (With some dignity) I think you should know, Mr Hough, that traditionally in this family when we give each other our word we mean it. On the strength of this, I am prepared to believe my daughter rather than you. So where does that leave you, eh?


Benedict   That leaves me with, number one, a video recording taken by a security camera of your daughter in the act of removing and concealing goods about her person; two, an eyewitness who also saw her; three, the fact that, subsequently, having furnished me with a false name and address she physically assaulted my colleague, Mrs Clegg, and made off, discarding the stolen goods as she went, in front of two further independent witnesses. That’s where it leaves me, Mr McCracken.


Jack   (after a slight pause) What goods are we talking about?


Benedict   A family-sized bottle of Clearalene medicated shampoo and a stick of Little Miss Ritz waterproof eye-liner. Total value, one pound eighty-seven p.


Jack   (incredulous) One pound eighty-seven p?


Benedict   Correct.


Jack   You are harrying my daughter for one pound eighty-seven p? 


Benedict   I think ‘harrying’ is a rather emotive term, Mr McCracken.


Jack   It must have cost you a quid to get out here …


Benedict   That’s hardly the point –


Jack   One pound eighty-seven p?


Benedict   If you want to put it in perspective, Mr McCracken, perhaps you’d care to multiply that sum by several thousand similar cases and you’ll appreciate how much that firm expects to lose in a year. And as to whether it’s several hundred pounds’ worth of photographic equipment or merely a handful of – hairgrips is hardly the point, is it? Theft is theft is theft, Mr McCracken.




Pause. Jack considers this.





Jack   (turning to Samantha) What have you got to say, then?




Samantha shrugs.





Is this true? Well, obviously it’s true, he’s got a film of you, hasn’t he?


Benedict   A video recording.


Jack   How much more have you taken?


Samantha   Nothing.


Jack   (getting angry) A bottle of shampoo? The bloody bathroom’s swimming in it. And what else? Eye-liner, was it? For crying out loud, Sammy …


Samantha   (moving to the kitchen door) Oh, Jesus …


Jack   Come here, I’m talking to you –


Samantha   I’m not staying for this –




She opens the door. 





Jack   (too late to intercept her) Sammy!


Samantha   Don’t believe me, I don’t care.




She rushes off upstairs. Jack comes out into the hall after her.





Jack   (roaring) Sammy! Samantha, come down here.




Poppy comes rushing out of the sitting room. Samantha rushes into the bathroom and locks the door. Jack stops on the stairs.





Poppy   Jack?


Jack   (controlling himself) All right. No panic.


Poppy   Where’s Sammy?


Jack   She’s in the bathroom, I think.


Poppy   Who is that man?


Jack   Sammy’s been caught shoplifting –


Poppy   Oh, my God …


Jack   Don’t worry. I’ll sort it out.


Poppy   She’d no need to do that, had she? She’d no need.


Jack   Can you get rid of people, love? I think this party’s sort of over.


Poppy   (stunned) She’d no need. No need to…


Jack   (gently) Poppy …


Poppy   Yes, all right.


Jack   I’ll – talk to this man … Make him see reason.


Poppy   Yes, you talk to him, Jack. Tell him she couldn’t have done it. I’ll get rid of them. (Turns back to the sitting room) Tell him she had no need. 




Poppy goes into the living room again. Tina and Harriet have just started to emerge, their curiosity proving too much for them. Jack goes into the kitchen where Benedict has been inspecting the fitments. Jack closes the door again.





Jack   Sorry to keep you.


Benedict   This is a very well-appointed kitchen. I wouldn’t mind taking a small bet as to the manufacturer. Ayres and Graces. Am I right?


Jack   Absolutely.


Benedict   Best to keep in with the father-in-law, eh? Hardly right for you to be seen with a Poggenpohl, would it? (He laughs)


Jack   Yes, all right. Now –


Benedict   By the way, congratulations.


Jack   What?


Benedict   On your appointment. As the new managing director. Many congratulations.




During this next. Poppy quietly sees off their guests, Harriet, Cliff and Desmond. She stands just outside the front door talking to them. Roy sits in the sitting room and continues with the book. Tina goes upstairs, tries the bathroom door briefly and then goes along to check on her children. Samantha sits miserably in the bathroom, able to cry now she’s alone.
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