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Introduction





I suppose what immediately links these plays is that they were written within a four-year period (1984–87) and could be loosely described as belonging to my ‘social’ period.


That is to say, they all deal with Society, capital S, in contrast to some of my earlier domestic pieces where human activity tended to revolve around the sexual tensions of the dining table or the three-piece suite. Even Henceforward … in its claustrophobic way is light years apart from the family familiarity of, say, The Norman Conquests.


A Chorus of Disapproval had a curious start. I wanted to write a play about an operatic society, heaven knows why. My first idea was to pen something for a large cast, using professional principals and a supporting cast of dozens of amateur singers. The latter would be seated in the auditorium, to all appearance like members of the audience, but they would from time to time during the action stand up and sing some linking comment or other like an operatic Greek chorus. I planned to base the play around a presumed production of The Vagabond King. I had read the libretto and I confess it amused me no end, particularly its choreographic stage directions.


Several things conspired to thwart the original idea. The Rudolph Friml Estate, fearing for their play, refused to release the rights. For which I didn’t blame them one bit. Simultaneously, those members of the local Scarborough Operatic Society whom I had approached seemed reluctant to accept anything but leading roles, for which I didn’t blame them either; and finally Equity, the Professional Actors’ Trade Union, declared the whole idea of including amateurs in this way unacceptable. Which forced me into swift solutions, all of them, it transpired, blessings in disguise.


First I decided to work with an entirely professional company and thus with a much smaller cast; sensible and far more economic. Secondly, to avoid further copyright problems, I found an author who had been dead so long that he and his relatives no longer cared. Which led me to a musical play I greatly admired and had always wanted to produce, Gay’s The Beggar’s Opera. Which in turn provided the missing piece to the whole venture. Gay’s play had a plot which echoed almost perfectly the one I intended to write and provided the perfect mirror image on which to build my own dramatic structure.


Moral: always work with something you admire and not with something which you only set out to make fun of. That way you might even manage to raise your game rather than lower it.


A Small Family Business, written in 1986, was unusual in that it was the first play for over twenty years which I had to submit and await someone else’s verdict as to whether it merited production.


Sir Peter Hall, who had introduced me to the National Theatre in 1977 with Bedroom Farce, had been an occasional producer of my plays on the South Bank ever since (including A Chorus of Disapproval). In 1985, Peter asked me if I’d like to take a break from Scarborough and come and run my own company at the National. My brief was to direct three plays over a two-year period, one in the conventional proscenium-arched Lyttelton, another in the large open-staged Olivier and a third on the smaller-scale, flexible Cottesloe stage. The only condition was that the one in the Olivier must be a new one of my own. I would have choice of the other two plays and be able to hand-pick my own acting company of twenty. The prospect of playing with such large toys proved irresistible.


I knew the Olivier of old. Not the friendliest of spaces for those purveyors of modern low-key naturalistic drama. ‘For love scenes you stand six feet apart and shout at each other,’ Michael Bryant, that most experienced of Olivier performers once advised me. ‘All other scenes you stand twenty feet apart and yell.’


In the end, the solution I came up with was a variation of the one I first used with my first play in the Lyttelton, Bedroom Farce. Namely, if you can’t find anything big enough to fill the space, then divide the space. With A Small Family Business I found the perfect excuse to put on stage something that had always been till then beyond my wildest budget, namely a two-storey house complete with working kitchen and bathroom. The biggest dolls’ house in the world. Peter described the piece as a modern morality play. He said it reminded him of Ben Jonson. I later read some Ben Jonson but I must confess I didn’t understand much of it. Still, I was very flattered.


While I was waiting a year to direct that (the National always need things so far in advance) I wrote Henceforward … This combined two or three of my interests at the time. It’s a play about the creative process: always difficult to portray on stage and rarely that convincing. Actors sitting pretending to be novelists, scratching away fiercely with quill pens whilst declaiming their prose aloud at twice the speed they are supposedly writing – Wuthering Heights in five days. It never makes good theatre. Nor do classical composers humming or painters holding up one thumb and squinting, and as for poets … But a modern composer, that was a different matter, especially one who worked entirely electronically with pre-sampled and generated sound. The result there could be, with only the smallest dramatic licence, quite immediate.


Henceforward … is on the surface a comedy but it does present a gloomy prediction of a possible future world where society, maybe as a direct result of the behaviour portrayed in A Small Family Business, has all but collapsed. And I suppose any play in which the hero allows his wife and daughter to die whilst he finishes writing his latest composition can’t be considered all funny. (I wonder where I got this reputation for being a comic dramatist.)


Jerome, the composer, was based on someone whom I met briefly one Christmas: an art historian who chose to live, or rather to remain living, in one of the bleaker of our Northern inner-city no-go zones. Alone on the top floor of his vandalized and abandoned tower block he sat writing, surrounded by the sounds, the images and the beauty of Renaissance music and art. ‘Why do you stay there?’ I asked him. His answer was quite chilling. ‘I feel’, he said, ‘that if I go, then the light might finally go out completely.’ The idea that each of us has a duty to provide illumination, as it were, in order that others might see more clearly is an image that has remained with me.


Henceforward … also provided me with the opportunity to indulge my love of robots. In particular the British (sorry-about-that-mate-we’re-still-waiting-for-the-part) sort of robot: totally eccentric, idiosyncratic, unserviceable and unreliable.


Finally, in Man of the Moment, written in 1988, I turned my attention to the nature of celebrity and fame, particularly with regard to television. Based on the unoriginal but eternally true observation that good news is no news and bad news is good news, I reflected on the question of why it is that the camera can often make the really good appear dull whilst transforming villains into instant sources of fascination and attraction. The answer is, of course, that whereas it doesn’t tell flat lies, the camera often tells less than the whole truth. And to make it work for us we master techniques and tricks, all those skills which come naturally to the manipulators, the dissemblers and the con men but which are often beyond the capability of the earnest, the decent and the sincerely honest.


Driving each day to the National whilst rehearsing Man of the Moment, I passed posters for the film Buster, celebrating the life and crimes of one of the Great Train Robbers. It occurred to me then that the forgotten man in that media-celebrated event was the train driver himself who subsequently died of his injuries. Who would make the film about him? It was a small journey from there to the staged reunion between Douglas Beechey, the have-a-go bank clerk and the successful media star and reformed bank robber, Vic Parks. Once again, and by no means for the last time, I brought light and darkness face to face on stage, clear cut and identifiable.


Would that the choice was always that easy.


 


Alan Ayckbourn


March 1995






















A CHORUS OF DISAPPROVAL

























Characters





Guy Jones


Dafydd Ap Llewellyn


Hannah Llewellyn


Ian Hubbard


Fay Hubbard


Jarvis Huntley-Pike


Rebecca Huntley-Pike


Ted Washbrook


Enid Washbrook


Linda Washbrook, their daughter


Bridget Baines


Crispin Usher


Mr Ames


Raymond  


Stage Managers (non-speaking)
















Note on the Action





The action occurs between the first rehearsal and first performance of an amateur production of Gay’s The Beggar’s Opera (February–May).


It takes place in and around a small provincial theatre.






















First Performance





A Chorus of Disapproval was first presented at the Stephen Joseph Theatre, Scarborough, on 2 May 1984 with the following cast:




Guy Jones Lennox Greaves


Dafydd Ap Llewellyn Russell Dixon


Hannah Llewellyn Alwyne Taylor


Bridget Baines Jane Hollowood


Mr Ames Paul Todd


Enid Washbrook Dorcas Jones


Rebecca Huntley-Pike Heather Stoney


Fay Hubbard Lesley Meade


Ian Hubbard Mark Jax


Jarvis Huntley-Pike Alan Thompson


Ted Washbrook Robert Cotton


Crispin Usher Daniel Flynn


Linda Washbrook Caroline Webster






















 







 





and subsequently at the Olivier Theatre, London, on 1 August 1985 with the following cast:




Guy Jones Bob Peck


Dafydd Ap Llewellyn Michael Gambon


Hannah Llewellyn Imelda Staunton


Bridget Baines Jenny Galloway


Mr Ames Paul Todd


Enid Washbrook Jane Wenham


Rebecca Huntley-Pike Moira Redmond


Fay Hubbard Gemma Craven


Ian Hubbard Paul Bentall


Jarvis Huntley-Pike David Ryall


Ted Washbrook James Hayes


Crispin Usher Daniel Flynn


Linda Washbrook Kelly Hunter




 





Directed by Alan Ayckbourn


Settings by Alan Tagg


Musical Direction by Paul Todd
























Act One








The lights come up abruptly on a stage filled with people and we are suddenly and unexpectedly into the final moments of a first performance of an amateur production of Gay’s The Beggar’s Opera. The performance by PALOS (The Pendon Amateur Light Operatic Society) is filled with gusto and enthusiasm. What it lacks in polish (in some quarters) it makes up for in flourish. Among the performers are centre, on a small raised platform, Guy Jones (Macheath).


 


He is surrounded by his ‘doxies’. Amongst these are Hannah Llewellyn (Polly Peachum), Linda Washbrook (Lucy Lockit), Rebecca Huntley-Pike (Mrs Vixen), Fay Hubbard (Dolly Trull), Bridget Baines (Jenny Diver) and others. Also present are Ted and Enid Washbrook (Mr and Mrs Peachum), Ian Hubbard (Matt of the Mint), Crispin Usher (Filch), Jarvis Huntley-Pike (Lockit) and others. At the piano, Mr Ames (The Beggar).




Guy (as Macheath)




Thus I stand like the Turk, with his Doxies around;


From all sides their Glances his Passion confound;


For black, brown and fair, his Inconstancy burns,


And the different Beauties subdue him by turns:


Each calls forth her Charms to provoke his Desires:


Though willing to all; with but one he retires.


But think of this Maxim, and put off your Sorrow,


The Wretch of To-day, may be happy To-morrow.





All    




Each calls forth her Charms and provokes his Desires:


Though willing to all; with but one he retires.


But think of this Maxim, and put off your Sorrow,


The Wretch of To-day, may be happy To-morrow (etc.)







The dance that accompanies the final chorus finally finishes with a triumphant tableau. The lights dim slightly to indicate the curtain has fallen. The company shuffles quickly into fresh positions. Muffled applause is heard. The lights brighten as the curtain goes up and the applause becomes louder and clearer. The company is all smiles at once. Several of these pre-rehearsed variants follow with finally Guy as Macheath taking a solo call and being applauded by his fellow artistes. Graciously, he presents his two leading ladies, Hannah (Polly) and Linda (Lucy). Both, in turn, are presented with bouquets. Next, the company turns in the direction of Mr Ames (The Beggar) at the piano who rises and makes a sheepish acknowledgement. The general bow follows and, at this point, with a sort of reluctant alacrity, the producer, Dafydd Llewellyn, springs on to the stage from the auditorium. The cast, in turn, applauds him. Looking somewhat incongruous in his modern clothes, he bows modestly and finally raises his hands for silence. The applause ceases.





Dafydd   Ladies and gentlemen, thank you all for that wonderful, wonderful reception. There are a million people I ought to thank. There are a million people I’d like to thank and there are a million people I’m afraid I’m not going to thank, at least by name or you’ll be sitting here till tomorrow morning.




He laughs. The cast smiles with relief.





I will, if I may, restrict myself to saying this. Thank you, wonderful cast. Thank you, wonderful, wonderful Stage Management. Thank you, marvellous audience. But thank you most of all to one individual without whom none of this could have happened. He joined PALOS but a few weeks ago. The emergency occurred and the man rose to the occasion. What more can I say? – He’s been … Well, your reception said it all. Ladies and gentlemen, our very special Macheath, Mr Guy Jones.




Dafydd turns and presents Guy who acknowledges fresh applause. Again, the cast joins in. The curtain falls finally. The lights again dim to indicate this and the applause becomes muffled, finally dying out. The cast starts to disperse, chattering and laughing and moving towards the dressing room. Guy, quite suddenly, is all alone. No one, once the curtain has fallen, speaks to or even acknowledges him. He stands for a moment before starting to remove his costume, beginning with his wig and hat, then jacket and cravat. Stage managers begin to move round him re-setting and striking props, including the raised platform. In time, the remaining stage lights go out and are replaced by harsh working lights. Similarly the stage reverts from a performance to a rehearsal state. Hannah, still in her basic Polly costume, comes on carrying Guy’s clothes. She watches him for a second.





Hannah   (softly) Well done.


Guy   Mmm?


Hannah   Well done.


Guy   (dully) Thank you.


Hannah   (indicating his clothes) Here are your …




Guy makes no move.





I’ll leave them here …




Hannah puts the clothes gently on a table and makes to leave.





Guy   Thanks.


Hannah   (turning as she goes) I – (changing her mind) Right. I must … Goodbye.


Guy   Yes. Goodbye.




Hannah goes. Guy finishes changing, finally putting on his mac. He seems about to leave but turns in the doorway and surveys the darkened stage. We hear the distant sound of the piano playing ‘Youth’s the Season made for Joys’. It’s a fragment, a wistful echo of his memory. It is now three to four months earlier. February and very cold. Voices and laughter are heard from a distance in the dressing rooms offstage. Guy, having entered from the street, stands uncertainly wondering whether to proceed further. Bridget, in a coat, hat and boots, enters with a small rehearsal table which she bangs down rather noisily. At first appearance she is a rather graceless, galumphing girl who has long ago dispensed with social niceties and conventional sexual role-playing. She gives no sign of having seen Guy but continues on her way. Guy makes a little gurgling sound in his throat.





Bridget   (turning back at the last minute) Did you want somebody?


Guy   Mr Jones.


Bridget   Mr Jones?


Guy   Yes.


Bridget   No.


Guy   No?


Bridget   No. No Mr Jones here.


Guy   No, no …


Bridget   This is the Operatic Society.


Guy   Yes, yes.


Bridget   We haven’t any Mr Jones.


Guy   No. You won’t have.


Bridget   No?


Guy   Well, you might have but … No, I’m Mr Jones.


Bridget   You’re Mr Jones?


Guy   Yes. (Slight pause.) Sorry.


Bridget   We’ll start again, shall we?


Guy   Yes.


Bridget   I’ve just come in. Right?


Guy   Right.


Bridget   OK. So. Who do you want?


Guy   Mr Llewellyn. Mr – (looking at an envelope he has taken from his pocket) – Mr D. Ap Llewellyn.


Bridget   Is he expecting you?


Guy   Yes, I think so. He said round about this time.


Bridget   Wait there, then. Mr Jones, yes?


Guy   Yes.




Bridget goes.







Guy hops around a little. Half because of nerves, half because of the cold. He spies a piano in the corner and moves to it. From the envelope he is holding he produces a small piece of music, obviously torn from a book. With an inexperienced finger, he taps out the odd note and attempts to match them with his voice. 







Whatever he plays appears to be outside his range. He clears his throat but it’s quite obvious that his voice has packed up completely. With sudden determination, Guy screws up the piece of music, stuffs it into his pocket and marches towards the door. Before he can leave, there is a burst of chatter from off and Dafydd enters. He is a busy, slightly overweight, energetic man in his late thirties. A live-wire. The mainspring of the society. Never using one word where three will do, never walking when he can hurry. Whatever the temperature, Dafydd always appears to find it a little on the warm side.





Dafydd   (seeing Guy) My dear chap, I’m so sorry. I’m deeply sorry. I knew you were coming. I wrote down you were coming. It slipped my mind. How do you do? Dafydd ap Llewellyn. Good of you to come along. We’re on our first stages of rehearsal. Just getting started. Broken for tea for ten minutes.


Guy   Ah. Yes.


Dafydd   (calling) Mr Ames? I’ll just fetch Mr Ames in and he can play for you. Brought something along to sing, have you?


Guy   Well, I had sort of –


Dafydd   (calling) Mr Ames? Otherwise we’ve got plenty of bits and pieces lying around, you know. And of course, Mr Ames, he’s encyclopaedic. He’s played practically every musical comedy you could name. Choose a key, choose a tune, choose a tempo, he’s away – where the bloody hell is he? Excuse me. (He moves to the door, calling.) Mr Ames? – ah, there you are. This is Mr Ames.




Mr Ames enters. He is a small, intensely shy man whose silent, unobtrusive personality is in direct contrast to that of Dafydd. 





Dafydd   Mr Ames, this is Mr – God, I’m afraid I don’t even know your name – Mr …?


Guy   Jones.


Dafydd   Mr Jones – not Welsh, are you?


Guy   No. No. ’Fraid not. From Leeds.


Dafydd   (dubiously) Leeds?


Guy   Originally.


Dafydd   Originally from Leeds. Right. This is our Mr Ames. Mr Ames, Mr Jones is going to sing for us. Give us an idea of his range. And intonation. Which is a polite way of saying can he sing in tune? (He laughs.) If not, welcome to the club. What are you, tenor, are you?


Guy   I think I’m a sort of light baritone. I think.


Dafydd   Oh yes? Light baritone, eh? Yes, we’ve got plenty of those lurking in the back row, haven’t we, Mr Ames? They’re what we call our down the octave brigade.


Guy   (laughing) Yes, yes …


Dafydd   Come on then. Let’s have a listen. Did you say you had some music? Or shall we ask Mr Ames to rifle through his golden treasure chest of memories?


Guy   (fumbling for his music) No, I’ve brought … (unable to find it and rummaging through his pockets) Just a second …


Dafydd   Bit of Merry Widow? Fancy that?


Guy   (somewhat panic-stricken at the thought) No, no, please …


Dafydd   West Side Story? Oklahoma? The King and I?




Mr Ames plays a bar of this last. 





Guy   (finding his music at last) No. Here we are. Found it. Here. (He holds up the crumpled piece of music.)


Dafydd   Is that it?


Guy   Sorry.


Dafydd   You shouldn’t have splashed out like that, you know. Not just for an audition. (He laughs again, and takes the scrap of music from Guy and gives it to Mr Ames.) Here we are, Mr Ames. Second Act of Tannhäuser, by the look of it. (He laughs.) No, I’m sorry, Mr Jones. We’re only having a little joke. Don’t mind us, you’ll get used to it. Possibly. (briskly) Right. Seriously for a moment. Be serious, Llewellyn, boy. What have we got here? (putting on his reading glasses) My word, my word. You still claim you’re not Welsh? What does that say there, Mr Ames? What does it say to you? ‘All Through the Night’. ‘Ar hyd y nos’.


Guy   Yes. Coincidence.


Dafydd   (mock serious) Well. I don’t know. Should we allow a man from Leeds to sing this, Mr Ames? Eh? What do you think?


Guy   It was just the only song I happen to …


Dafydd   Well. Seeing your name is Jones. Maybe. Special dispensation, eh?


Guy   (gamely trying to keep up with the joke) Thank you very much …


Dafydd   Just this once.


Guy   It was the only song I knew in the piano stool. My mother used to sing it. Years ago.


Dafydd   Your mother’s Welsh, then?


Guy   No.


Dafydd   But she sings?


Guy   No, she …


Dafydd   Bring her down. Bring her down next time with you.


Guy   No, she’s dead.


Dafydd   (sadly) Ah. Well. Too late then. Too late. Sad. Can you play that, do you think, Mr Ames?


Mr Ames   Yes, yes … (He plays a chord or two, peering at the music.)




Enid Washbrook appears in the doorway during this. Behind Enid, her daughter Linda cranes round her to catch a glimpse of the newcomer.





Enid   Are we starting again, Dafydd?


Dafydd   In just one moment, Enid, just one moment. We’ll give you a call. We’re just going to hear this gentleman sing …


Enid   Oh, right. Excuse us, won’t you …


Dafydd   We’ll give you a call.


Enid   (to Guy, as they go) Good luck.


Guy   Thank you.




Enid and Linda go out.





Dafydd   Now, Mr Jones, the million dollar question. Are you going to sing this in Welsh or in English?


Guy   Well, I’m sorry, in English if that’s all right …


Dafydd   (hopping about in mock pain) Oh, oh, oh, oh … Like ‘Pomp and Circumstance’ in Japanese … If you must, if you must … Right. When you’re ready, Mr Ames. Take it away … 




Mr Ames plays the introduction. Dafydd moves away slightly. Guy opens his mouth to sing. Before he can do so, Dafydd is there before him sounding off in a full Welsh tenor.





Dafydd   




Holl amrantau’r ser ddywedant, Ar hyd y nos,


Dyma’r ffordd i fro gogon-iant, Ar hyd y nos;


Go-lau a-rall yw tywyll-wch, I arddangos gwir brydferthwch,


Teulu’r nefoedd mewn ta-welwch, Ar hyd y nos.







Dafydd stops singing. Mr Ames stops playing. There is a respectful silence.





Sorry. I’m sorry. I sincerely beg your pardon, Mr Jones. Every time I hear … (He breaks off, too moved to  continue. Then, clapping Guy on the shoulder) It’s all yours. Take it away, boy.


Guy   (horrified) Right.




Mr Ames re-starts the introduction. Dafydd moves away to the far reaches of the auditorium. Guy, by now very nervous, misses the introduction first time round but manages on the second.











(nervously)


While the moon her watch is keeping,


All through the night,


While the we–











Dafydd   (calling from the darkness) Mr Jones, sorry to interrupt you just as you were getting underway. That’s lovely. Very pleasant. A little tip. Just try facing out this way a bit more, would you? You’re not in need of the music, are you?


Guy   (straining to see Dafydd) No, no. 


Dafydd   No, it didn’t appear you were reading it. (waving Guy away from the safety of the piano) Now. Just try placing your weight equally on both your feet. Legs slightly apart. That’s it. A bit more. Now, can you feel yourself balanced, can you?


Guy   Yes, yes.


Dafydd   Singing is a great deal to do with balance, Mr Jones. Balance, you see. You can’t sing on one leg now, can you? You’d feel unbalanced.


Guy   Yes, yes.


Dafydd   Good. Shoulders back, then. Shoulders right back, man.


Guy   Yes.


Dafydd   That’s better. That’s better. Now, before you start this time, Mr Jones, I want you for a moment to breathe, if you would. Like this. (Dafydd demonstrates noisily from the darkness.) In through the nose, you see, out through the mouth. That’s it. And again. Deep as you can, that’s it.




Guy sways and staggers.





No, no. There’s no need to hyperventilate. Breathe normally, that’s all. Now, Mr Jones, can you feel all that air, can you? In your passages? Can you feel it rushing along your passages?


Guy   Yes, yes.


Dafydd   Blowing the cobwebs from your passages?


Guy   (coughing slightly) Yes.




From this point, people begin to assemble, unseen by Guy, to listen to him. First to appear are Jarvis Huntley-Pike and Ted Washbrook. Jarvis is a man in his late fifties – the epitome of a ‘Knowing Northerner’. Ted, ten  years younger, is a mild, pleasant, abstracted, ineffectual man.





Dafydd   Now you look like a real singer, Mr Jones. From the top, please, Mr Ames. From the top.




Mr Ames starts again.





(over the introduction) Let it flow out of you, Mr Jones. Let it flow. It’s a song that sings itself, you see. Like a river. (singing) Holl amrantau’r … You see?


Guy   Yes, yes. (He waits for the introduction to come round again.)




Fay Hubbard and Enid Washbrook enter and stand watching. Fay is an extremely attractive woman in her thirties. One of the local younger married jet-set. Enid, a little older, is a careworn sort of woman, even less effectual than her husband, Ted.











(singing)


While the moon her watch is keeping,


All through the night,


While the weary world is sleeping,


All through the night.











Dafydd   (over this, as he sings) Good, good. Don’t hunch. Don’t hunch. You can’t sing if you’re hunched, Mr Jones. Good. (joining in with him, singing) All through the night.




Linda Washbrook and Crispin Usher have meantime entered. Linda is the nicely brought-up, rather petulant daughter of her over-anxious parents, Ted and Enid. Crispin, her currently unsuitable boyfriend, is a tough, hostile young man very much at odds with his present environment and with most of the Society.





Guy   




O’er my bosom gently stealing,


Visions of delight revealing,


Breathes a pure and holy feeling


All through the night.







As Guy reaches the final stages of the song, Ian Hubbard and Rebecca Huntley-Pike appear. They are followed by Bridget. Ian, Fay’s husband, is almost her male counterpart. An ambitious young man with a cultivated laid-back cool designed to make money and charm women, in that order. Rebecca, Jarvis’s wife, is younger than him by a few years. She has that dignified appearance of one who has just had several stiff drinks. Maybe she has. Guy finishes.





Dafydd   (applauding) Bravo. Bravo.




The rest of the company joins in his applause. Guy jumps in alarm, unaware that such a large audience has gathered.





Ah, here they all are. Ladies and gentlemen, may I present a new member of our Society. Mr Jones, who has just passed with flying colours.




A burst of general chatter and greeting.





(through this) Now, these are – these are a lot of different people who are going to have to introduce themselves. I can’t be doing with that.




The following section overlaps.





Rebecca   Hallo, welcome. Is he playing Matt the Mint?


Dafydd   Ah, well. Maybe, maybe.


Rebecca   We need a Matt the Mint. He’d be wonderful. Lovely voice.


Guy   (smiling gratefully) Thank you.


Rebecca   Isn’t it? A lovely voice. Most unusual. 


Fay   Yes.


Rebecca   Mr Jones, is it?


Guy   Guy.


Rebecca   Guy. Oh, that’s a nice name. I like the name, Guy, don’t you? It’s very masculine.


Enid   Manly, yes. Manly.


Fay   Frightfully, yes.


Ian   Are we going on or going home? I’m for going home.


Jarvis   I don’t care what we do. Five past ten, I’m in the pub. I tell you.


Dafydd   Everybody, could I have your attention? Please. Just a second, everybody.


Bridget   (shouting) Shut up!


Rebecca   I do wish she wouldn’t shout like that.


Dafydd   Now, everybody, I must apolo–


Rebecca   Why can’t she just ask people to be quiet?


Dafydd   I must apologize, ladies and gentlemen, for making much, much slower progress than I anticipated. So, apologies for calling you all in and for keeping you hanging around. Mind you, I must say this evening has not been wasted. We’ve done some good solid groundwork and that’s surely going to pay off later. So what I’d like to do just before we call it a night, is a quick recap from the top. OK? All right, Ted?


Ted   From the top?


Dafydd   If you’d be so kind. OK, Mr Ames?


Rebecca   Oh, good. We can watch.


Ted   (to Mr Ames) We’re going from the top, apparently.


Mr Ames   Right.


Jarvis   What’s the time, then?


Ian   We’ve got half an hour yet.


Fay   (to Rebecca) Do you want to go over now?


Rebecca   Not on your life. We’ve all been sitting back there in the cold for two and a half hours. Let’s see what they’ve been up to, for heaven’s sake.


Dafydd   So. The house lights dim. Blackout. Mr Ames in position. Ted in position. And then the soft glow of lamp light very gently – and – cue.


Mr Ames   (reading as The Beggar) If Poverty be a Title to Poetry, I am sure Nobody can dispute mine. I own myself of the Company of Beggars; and I make one at their Weekly Festivals at St Giles. I have a small Yearly Salary for my Catches, and am welcome to Dinner there whenever I please, which is more than most Poets can say.


Ted   (reading as Player) As we believe by the Muses, ’tis but Gratitude in us to encourage Poetical Merit wherever we find it. Be the Author who he will, we push his Play as far as it will go. So (though you are in want) I wish you Success heartily. But I see ’tis time for us to withdraw; the Actors are preparing to begin. Play away the Overture.




Ted exits with a flourish. Then reappears somewhat sheepishly having evidently gone off the wrong way. He tiptoes across to the correct exit, and, with an apologetic look at Dafydd, goes. A silence.





Dafydd   (choosing to ignore Ted’s mistake) Splendid, splendid. Well done.


Rebecca   Is that it?


Dafydd   Yes, yes. So far.


Rebecca   That’s all you’ve done?


Dafydd   Yes.


Rebecca   My God. We’re not on till page 30. When do you want us? Next June?


Dafydd   All right, all right.


Ted   (anxiously) Was that OK?


Dafydd   Marvellous, Ted, marvellous.


Rebecca   Riveting. Can’t wait to find out who done it. Right, let’s have that drink, then.




A general move to the door. Chatter.





Jarvis   (confidentially to Dafydd) Just looking at that scene, I think you’ll find it might benefit from a bit of gesture, you know …


Dafydd   (gathering up his things) Yes, yes, thank you, Jarvis. I’m sure it would …


Jarvis   It’s just in those days they used their arms a lot, you know. Great deal of gesture.


Dafydd   Yes, well, I’ll be stuffing it full of gestures at a later stage, Jarvis. Be patient. You won’t see the stage for arm movements …


Jarvis   You don’t mind me saying …?


Dafydd   Not at all. It’s just, you know with Ted you can’t go too fast. It takes a month or two just to get him pointing the right way … You know old Ted. (He laughs.)


Jarvis   (going out) You don’t mind me coming up with the odd idea, do you, now and again?


Dafydd   Not at all, Jarvis, any time … feel free …




Jarvis goes out.





(calling) You really must do a production yourself some time. (muttering) And I’ll come and bugger yours up, you interfering old fascist … (seeing Guy is still there) Ah, Mr Jones, you’re still here. Splendid. Fancy a quick pint? We usually go across the road to The Fleece. He’s a cantankerous old bastard, the chap who runs it, but it’s the best pint for 30 miles …


Guy   Righto. Splendid. Lead on.




Bridget comes from backstage.





Dafydd   Ah, Bridget. You’ll switch off, will you?


Bridget   Yes.


Dafydd   Bridget’s our stage manager. Also playing Jenny Diver. We couldn’t function at all without Bridget. She’s the one who keeps us all sane, Mr Jones.


Guy   Good for you.




He smiles at Bridget. Bridget doesn’t react. Dafydd gathers together his papers. Guy perseveres cheerily.





I’m just going over the road to brave this cantankerous old publican. See you over there, perhaps?


Dafydd   You certainly will. Bridget’s his daughter.


Guy   Ah.


Bridget   Are we picking it up tomorrow from where we stopped?


Dafydd   Yes, we’ll carry straight on, my love.


Bridget   Right. From the bottom of page 1, then.


Dafydd   Oh, now please, please. Don’t you start, there’s a dear. (to Guy) Fit then, are you, Mr Jones? Right. Away we go.




The scene changes to the pub. A crowded saloon bar containing most of the Society. Dafydd and Guy jostle their way in.





Dafydd   (shouting above the din) Tends to get a bit crowded but it’s worth it for the beer.


Ian   (calling across) Pint, Daf?


Dafydd   Oh, bless you, my love. Though I think it’s my shout.


Ian   It’s all right, I’m getting them.


Dafydd   Pint for you, Mr Jones?


Guy   Would it be all right to have a gin and tonic?


Dafydd   Gin and tonic? That’s what they’re drinking in Leeds, is it? Right. (calling) Ian? Can you get this fellow a gin and tonic?


Ian   Gin and tonic. Is he coming in here a lot, is he?


Dafydd   (laughing, to Guy) You mustn’t mind him. He’s got a great sense of humour. Ian and his brother, they’re in partnership together. The brother does the work. Ian spends the money. (He laughs.)


Rebecca   (her voice ringing across the pub, to Guy) We’ve all voted for you to play Matt the Mint. We think you’re lovely.


Guy   Thank you.


Dafydd   Mrs Huntley-Pike. Another singer we put well to the back. In her case preferably in the car park.


Guy   Like me, you mean? (He laughs.)


Dafydd   God, no. You haven’t heard her. If she sang in the dairy she’d make cheese. I tell you. Married, of course, to old Councillor Huntley-Potty-Pike. One of the whiz-kids on our Council. Which explains why this town’s in the state it is.


Ian   (arriving with the drinks) There you go.


Dafydd   Ah, thank you, Ian. Bless you.


Ian   Gin and tonic.


Guy   Thank you very much.


Ian   Hope you don’t want ice because he hasn’t got any.


Dafydd   He’s got ice, the miserable old sod. He just hides it. You can’t charge for it, don’t put it out. That’s his maxim. His beer mats are screwed to the bar. Cheers.


Ian   Cheers.


Guy   Here’s to the – production.


Dafydd   Yes, why not? Here’s to it. The Beggar’s Opera. (waving his glass in the direction of the women’s table) To The Beggar’s Opera.


Fay   (echoing) Yes. The Beggar’s Opera.


Rebecca   Hear, hear. The Beggar’s Opera.


Guy   When do we – when does it – start? Open?




A phone rings faintly from behind the bar.





Dafydd   Oh, not till May. We’ve got three and a half months yet. Still, with dear old Ted there, I think we’re going to need it. Mind you, we’ve got used to him now, haven’t we, Ian? We had him one time in, what was it, Sound of Music, was it? –




Bridget has appeared the other side of the bar and is  now calling and waving in an attempt to attract Dafydd’s attention.





Bridget   (calling) Dafydd. Dafydd.


Ian   (seeing her, to Dafydd) Dafydd, I think she wants you.


Dafydd   (turning) Hallo. Yes, my love?


Bridget   (miming) Phone. Phone.


Dafydd   Ah. Telephone. Do excuse me, won’t you? (to Guy, handing him his pint) Hang on to that a second, would you mind?


Guy   (taking it) Certainly.


Dafydd   (moving away) I trust you.


Bridget   It’s Hannah for you.


Dafydd   What the hell’s she want …




Dafydd goes to a corner of the bar, takes the receiver, sticks a finger in his ear and starts a conversation which we cannot hear. With the departure of Dafydd, the small talk between Ian and Guy seems thin on the ground.





Ian   Cheers.


Guy   Cheers.




Pause. Guy, rather nervously, takes a swig of beer.





Ian   Get on well with Dafydd, do you?


Guy   Well, yes, I think –


Ian   I hope so, because you’re drinking his beer.


Guy   Oh, God, yes. Sorry. Do you know that’s something that I’m always … well, not always – but occasionally –




Fay approaches them and interrupts. 





Fay   Darling, have you got a light? They’re all dreary non-smokers over there. (smiling at Guy, her reason for joining  them) Hallo, I’m Fay. I’m this thing’s wife. How do you do.


Guy   Hallo.


Fay   You don’t know what a pleasure it is to see a new man in the Society. It’s mostly filled with us boring women. Dreadful.


Guy   (gallantly) Dreadful for some, perhaps.


Fay   (throwing her head back with a tinkling laugh) Yes. Depends on your point of view.


Ian   (not quite to himself) Jesus … (He moves away to put his glass on the bar.)


Fay   (after him) Where are you off to?


Ian   Going to bring the car round. Why?


Fay   Heavens and not yet closing time. What’s come over him? (She smiles at Guy again.) Hallo.


Guy   (a fraction uneasily) Hallo. Well, I suppose I must be making a move, too.


Fay   You got a car? Only otherwise we could drop you.


Guy   No, thanks. I’m mobile …


Jarvis   (who is heading towards them with some empty glasses) I say, I say.


Fay   (under her breath) Oh, no. Quick, hide, take cover.


Jarvis   (reaching them) I say. Yes. You. You’re a Scotchman, aren’t you?


Guy   No, no.


Jarvis   They’re the only people who do that, you know. The Scotties. That’s the way you tell ’em. 


Fay   Tell what?


Jarvis   Look, look, look. Look, you see. Glass in each hand. Whisky, beer. Whisky, beer. That’s the way they do it. Scotty, right?


Guy   No.


Jarvis   Always tell ’em. Always tell ’em. (He moves away.)


Guy   I didn’t understand that at all.


Fay   (laughing) Don’t worry. He’s completely mad.


Guy   Ah.


Fay   Quite harmless, though.


Guy   Glad to hear it.


Fay   No, it’s her you’ve got to watch. (She nods towards Rebecca.) Hallo. (She smiles again at Guy.)




Ian returns from the bar en route to the door. He drags Fay out with him.





(as she’s whisked away) I think this means we’re going. Goodnight, then.


Guy   Goodnight.


Ian   ’Night.


Fay   Do excuse us. Some nights he can hardly contain himself.




Fay and Ian go out.





Jarvis   (from the bar calling to Guy) Hey! I say, you, Jimmy … Jimmy.


Guy   (mystified) Me?


Jarvis   You want another wee dram in there …?


Guy   No thank you, this is gin …


Jarvis   (to Bridget) And a wee one for our friend from over the border.


Guy   Oh, Lord …




Over in the other corner of the bar, Mr Ames begins playing the piano. Shortly, Ted starts singing and is then joined by most of the others.





Ted   (singing)




Fill ev’ry Glass, for Wine inspires us,


    And fires us


With Courage, Love and Joy.





All   




Fill ev’ry Glass, for Wine inspires us,


    And fires us


With Courage, Love and Joy.





Ted   




Women and Wine should Life employ.


Is there ought else on earth desirous?


Fill ev’ry Glass, for Wine inspires us,


    And fires us


With Courage, Love and Joy.





All   




Women and Wine should Life employ (etc.)







Guy stands bemusedly as this starts. His bemusement slightly increases as Jarvis passes him and pours a large scotch into his gin glass. Jarvis moves to the piano and joins the singers. Dafydd, having finished on the phone, rejoins Guy.





Dafydd   (over the singing) Good old Ted. Get him near a piano, he’s away. Marvellous music, isn’t it? All traditional tunes, you know. All the tunes Gay used were traditional.


Guy   Really?


Dafydd   Still as fresh as they ever were …




Bridget, from the other side of the bar, appears, ringing a large bell. The singing stops.





Bridget   My dad says he’s not licensed for music and dancing and would you please stop that bloody row …




A chorus of booing and catcalls.





Only he didn’t say please, like I did.


Crispin   Why’s he got a piano for, then?


Bridget   That’s reserved for private functions …


Rebecca   This is a private function …


Crispin   Yes. Bugger off …


Bridget   Hey, you. Watch your language, you. You’re not in the gutter now, you know …


Jarvis   (to Mr Ames) Play a Highland Fling for the Scotty over there …


Bridget   Sorry. Those are the rules of the house. Thank you very much. And last orders, please …


Crispin   You want to get rid of that piano if people can’t use it …


Bridget   (ignoring this) Last orders, please.


Linda   It’s a filthy place, anyhow.


Bridget   You know where to go if you don’t like it, don’t you? Sitting there drinking half of shandy for three hours. We can do without you for a kick off …


Linda   What’s it got to do with you what I drink? What on earth business is it of yours, may I ask …


Bridget   (mimicking her) What on earth business is it of yours, may I ask?


Dafydd   All right, girls, that’s enough now … Call a truce.


Linda   Snotty little barmaid …


Ted   Now, now, Linda …


Bridget   (looking dangerous) Hey … hey … You watch yourself.


Enid   Now come on, Linda, we’re off home now …


Dafydd   That’s enough …


Ted   Now, now, now … Linda …




Crispin plays a provocative chord on the piano.





Bridget   Hey, you. Did you play that? You touch that piano again, you’re out that door, all right …


Crispin   Yes, miss … Wasn’t me, miss …




Linda plonks out several notes on the piano.





Enid   Linda! Oh, she is a naughty girl …


Ted   Now, now, now, Linda. Now, now …


Bridget   (coming round the bar like a tornado) All right, you. I’ve had it up to here with you …


Dafydd   Bridget. Easy, Bridget girl. (to Guy) God, she doesn’t want to get her roused. That girl set up Carousel single handed …




Bridget approaches Linda.





Bridget   Come on. Out I said.


Linda   Really? You try and make me leave.


Bridget   (shoving her) Out. Out …


Rebecca   Peace, children …


Enid   (with her) Stop them somebody. Someone stop them …


Ted   (with them) Now, now, Linda. Now, now …


Dafydd   (with them) I think we’ve all had our bit of fun and high spirits, people …




Crispin, during this last, steps between the two women and confronts Bridget.





Crispin   Hey … Who you pushing around, then?


Bridget   Anyone who gets in my way. Want to make something of it?


Crispin   Haven’t you ever heard that the customer’s always right? Haven’t you ever heard that, then?


Bridget   Not in this pub they aren’t. Now sod off …


Crispin   Language, language …




He pats her under the chin. Bridget really goes wild, launching herself at Crispin with an initial knee to the groin which he narrowly avoids. She follows this with a huge swinging punch, which again he narrowly avoids and which – had it connected – would certainly have laid him out cold. Under this barrage of kicks and punches, Crispin beats a somewhat undignified retreat towards the door. Linda watches appalled. The others respond with a mixture of amusement and alarm.





Bridget   (as this happens) Go on … get out, out, out, out, OUT!


Crispin   (half amused at this onslaught) All right, all right, all right. I’m going, I’m going.




They both disappear into the street momentarily. Then  Bridget returns triumphantly. She gets a cheer. Linda stalks with dignity to the door. Bridget with mock politeness holds open the door for her.





Enid   (apprehensively) Linda …


Linda   (coolly) Good night.


Bridget   Good nate.




Linda goes out.





And it is now time, please, so can I have your glasses? Thank you.




Mutters and groans of complaint.





Jarvis   (calling to Guy) Hey! Scotty. Remind you of Glasgow, eh? Home from home. (He laughs.)


Dafydd   (gloomily) Whenever you’re in here you just have to keep saying over to yourself, ‘I know it’s hell but the beer is good.’ That my glass, is it?


Guy   (handing him the totally depleted glass.) Yes. Sorry.


Dafydd   Oh, well. Bang goes another reason for living. (He shrugs.) I hope Bridget hasn’t offended that lad. We need him for the show.


Guy   What’s he playing?


Dafydd   Macheath. Well, maybe he wasn’t the most ideal choice for the leading role. Temperamentally, anyway. But we had no real choice. Not with Tommy Binns’ cartilage problem.




Rebecca and Jarvis pass them on their way out. Rebecca moving with extreme, sedate caution.





Goodnight, both.


Rebecca   Goodnight. (with a glassily charming smile to Guy) See you tomorrow.


Guy   Yes, indeed …


Jarvis   See you the noo. Eh? See you the noo … (He laughs.)


Guy   (laughing) Yes, yes …


Rebecca   (as they go out) Are you sure he’s Scottish …?




Rebecca and Jarvis leave.





Dafydd   See you where, did he say?


Guy   The noo.


Dafydd   It’s just round the back. (He roars with laughter and slaps Guy on the shoulder.) Sorry, Guy, you’ll have to bear with my coarse Welsh rugby player’s humour … Beg your pardon.


Guy   Are you a rugger player?


Dafydd   God, no. Can’t stand the game. Had to play it for seven years. Total misery. But my Dad was a fanatic. One of those. All his language was in terms of rugby, you know. That man’s up-and-under imagery constituted my entire verbal childhood upbringing. Making sure life fed you plenty of good clean ball. Getting women in loose mauls and all that bollocks. God, I was glad to leave home …


Guy   Your poor mother …


Dafydd   No, she was all right, she left with me …




Ted and Enid pass them.





Goodnight, Ted. Enid …


Enid   We’re going off in search of Linda, Dafydd …


Ted   She’s only a child you see, Dafydd …


Enid   (almost overlapping him) She’s always been mature, you know …


Ted   (almost overlapping her, in turn) … physically, you know …


Enid   … physically … but emotionally …


Ted   … her emotions are still very far from …


Enid   … for her age …


Ted   … mature, you see.


Enid   … immature, yes.


Ted   And we’re not happy with this lad at all, Dafydd. I mean we’re not …


Enid   … snobbish at all …


Ted   … class conscious. But he’s not right …


Enid   … he’s very wrong …


Ted   … he’s a very wild lad …


Enid   … oh, very wild …


Ted   … and we’ve got a feeling we know where he’ll finish up, don’t we, Enid?


Enid   Yes, I’m afraid we do. Only too …


Ted   … too well …


Enid   … too well …




Mercifully they both run out of steam. Slight pause.





Dafydd   Well. If you find you do have a problem, give me a ring at home.


Ted   Thank you, Dafydd …


Enid   Thank you very much, Dafydd …


Dafydd   I’ll be back there in ten minutes. So. ’Night.


Ted   Goodnight.


Enid   Goodnight. I hope you sleep well. (to Guy) All through the night. (She laughs.)


Guy   Thank you. Goodnight. (He laughs.)




Ted and Enid go out.





Dafydd   An effortlessly witty woman is Enid, you’ll discover. Listen, we haven’t settled this business of casting, have we? Think we ought to settle that now, don’t you?


Guy   Yes. That would be nice. Give me something to be getting on with. If I know what I’m playing …


Bridget   (making a threatening move to come round the bar) Are you two leaving or do I have to throw you out?


Dafydd   (retreating in haste) No, no, Bridget. We’re going. We’re going. Have you got your car, by any chance …?


Guy   Yes. Just round the corner …


Dafydd   Well, look, my place is only a couple of streets away. I could give you a script and a cup of cocoa. That suit you?


Guy   Fine. Lead on.




Guy and Dafydd leave the pub. Bridget continues to clear up for a moment. Suddenly, Crispin is in the doorway. He stands menacingly. Bridget sees him and tenses, ready for a scrap. Silence. Crispin advances on her slowly. They stand face to face. With a sudden swift movement he reaches out and grabs her by the back of her head. Their mouths meet in a savage kiss. The scene changes to Dafydd’s sitting room. Pleasant and comfortable but small. Certainly too small for Dafydd.  A room shared with children. A large, male, home-made rag doll sits on one of the chairs.





Dafydd   (in a whisper) Yes … As I thought. She’ll be in bed. She’s not much of a night owl, my wife. Of course the children get her up pretty early …


Guy   How many do you have?


Dafydd   Two. Twin girls.


Guy   (indicating doll) Is that theirs?


Dafydd   Oh yes – let me take your coat – he’s what they call their Other Daddy. Whenever I’m away, they bring him out and pretend it’s me. I think it’s been left there as a hint by someone this evening. I’ll put the kettle on. Won’t be a second. If you’re cold at all, put the fire on. Personally, I think it’s pretty warm, don’t you? Wait there …




He goes out. Guy surveys the room. After a moment, he sits and waits patiently. It’s obviously quite chilly. Quite suddenly and unexpectedly, Hannah enters. She is in her night things, her face shiny with cream and she is obviously not expecting company.





Hannah   (speaking as she enters) Dafydd, if you want anything to – (seeing Guy) Oh.


Guy   (rising) Hallo, I’m –


Hannah   Oh, God. Excuse me.




Hannah flees the room. Guy stands a little bemused. The following conversation is heard off.





Hannah   Dafydd …


Dafydd   (cheerfully) Hallo, darling. Got a little bit held up. Sorry. 


Hannah   You told me you weren’t bringing anyone home.


Dafydd   Yes, I know, I know.


Hannah   I mean I phoned especially, Dafydd. I phoned and said would you be bringing any of them home tonight …


Dafydd   (under her) It was a spur of the moment decision …


Hannah   … And you said no, which is why I got ready for bed.


Dafydd   You can go to bed. You can go to bed.


Hannah   Not if there’s someone here I can’t.


Dafydd   It’s all right. This chap doesn’t matter.


Hannah   Who is he?


Dafydd   He’s no one. He’s no one important. He’s a small-part player, that’s all.


Hannah   I’ll get dressed.


Dafydd   (calling after her as she departs) Don’t bother. He’s not worth getting dressed for. (Pause.) God damn it.




A door slams off. A second later, Dafydd reappears. He is holding a script.





Here we are. Sorry to keep you. (suddenly aware that Guy must have heard some of that) Things are just – heating up out there. By the way, I never asked you. Tea, coffee or cocoa?


Guy   Tea?


Dafydd   No problem. Now – (he studies the script) – I – er – hear you ran into the wife.


Guy   Well …


Dafydd   Or rather she ran into you. (He laughs.)


Guy   That’s more like it, yes.


Dafydd   (feeling some explanation is due but unable to think of one) Yes. She’s – you know – women …


Guy   Yes.


Dafydd   Never like being taken by surprise, do they? Unless they know what it is in advance. (He laughs.) I’d like to surprise you for your birthday, darling, what would you like? Now then. This casting business. I have a feeling, an instinctive feeling in my bones, you know, and I’m not often wrong – sometimes, not often – that you’d make a pretty good Crook-Finger’d Jack. Fancy that, do you? Having a crack at Crook-Finger’d Jack?


Guy   Yes, he sounds pretty interesting … yes …


Dafydd   I’ll be honest, it’s not a vast – you know The Beggar’s Opera at all –?


Guy   No. It’s one I haven’t …


Dafydd   No, well, it’s as I say, it’s not a vast part. But he does feature. He features pretty strongly really. I mean for the sort of size of part he is. I mean, he’s got – what – in terms of speeches –? (He flicks the script vaguely.) Well, he’s got probably just the one line in Act Two but he’s the sort of character, you know, at the end of an evening, an audience tend to remember quite graphically …


Guy   Perhaps that’s because of his finger …


Dafydd   (failing to see this small joke) What? No, you see the play’s full of these marvellous characters. There are the highwaymen … (savouring the names) Crook-Finger’d Jack, Jemmy Twitcher, Nimming Ned, Ben Budge, Matt of the Mint … (He reflects.) Yes, there was the possibility of that character but – my feeling is, as director, that Matt of the Mint could be a little too adventurous for you first time round.


Guy   No, fair enough. I wasn’t …


Dafydd   That, of course, is not in any way a reflection on …


Guy   No, please, please. I’ll be guided by you …


Dafydd   (relieved) Well. Good. Good. I’m giving that particular part to Dr Packer who has, to be fair, had a good deal of experience. Still, it’ll only be the first of many for you and us. Hopefully.


Guy   I hope so, too.


Dafydd   Good. (handing Guy the script) You want to take this one?


Guy   Thank you.


Dafydd   You’ll find he comes on around page 32. Then he goes off on page 35, I think. And then I’m thinking seriously about bringing him on again in Act Three. But that’s to be confirmed.


Guy   Splendid. Thank you very much.


Dafydd   Quite a departure for PALOS, this, you know …


Guy   PALOS?


Dafydd   Pendon Amateur Light Operatic Society …


Guy   Oh, yes. Sorry. Of course …


Dafydd   Makes a change from The Student Prince. Not that I don’t … But it’s good to have a change now and then. I had a lot of opposition in committee over this one, I can tell you. Lot of old die-hards there. Original walk-ons in Chu Chin Chow. You know the sort … But I’m absolutely convinced that this show – first produced when was it –? 1728 – it’s as entertaining and as vital and as relevant as it was then … Suky Tawdry … Dolly Trull … Mrs Vixen … Those are the whores and pimps of the town … almost see their faces in their names, can’t you? Polly Peachum. That tells you all you need to know about her, doesn’t it? What an age, eh? What an age. Well, compared to our own.


Guy   Yes. Yes. Of course, they didn’t have any …


Dafydd   I mean, look at us today. Sex shops, I ask you. Can you imagine Captain Macheath furtively purchasing marital aids …? What’s happening to us, Guy? What’s happening to us, eh? (Slight pause.) Sorry, I get a little – over-enthusiastic occasionally. So I’m told.


Guy   Not at all. Did you ever consider doing the theatre professionally? I mean, it’s just that you seem …


Dafydd   Oh, I was, I was. I was in the profession for some years.


Guy   Really?


Dafydd   Oh, yes. I’ve done my bit.


Guy   As a producer?


Dafydd   No, no. Acting in those days. I was acting. And a little bit of stage management, you know.


Guy   Whereabouts?


Dafydd   (vaguely) Oh, all over. A lot of it in Minehead.


Guy   Oh. Yes.


Dafydd   Still. That’s under the bridge. Respectable solicitor these days. Well, reasonably. What line are you in, then?


Guy   Oh, I’m –




Before he can reply, Hannah enters. She has made  herself more socially presentable now, pretending the earlier encounter with Guy did not occur. She carries a tray with two mugs of cocoa. Guy rises politely. Dafydd, unused to such niceties in his own home, does so belatedly.





Hannah   Hallo …


Guy   Hallo.


Dafydd   Here she is … This is my wife, Hannah.


Hannah   How do you do?


Guy   How do you do?


Dafydd   Dearest, this is Mr Jones. Guy Jones.


Hannah   Hallo.


Guy   Hallo.


Dafydd   Let me … (He helps her with the tray.) … On here, shall we?


Hannah   Yes, it’ll mark it on there … (to Guy) Do sit down, please … Brrr! It’s cold in here. Heating’s off.


Dafydd   Is it? Can’t say we’d noticed, had we? Boiling.


Hannah   I presumed you both wanted cocoa. I saw the tin was out.


Dafydd   Oh, no. Guy wanted tea. Sorry, love …


Guy   It doesn’t matter …


Hannah   I can make tea …


Guy   No, please, really …


Dafydd   Tea’s no trouble …


Guy   No, this is perfect. Please.


Hannah   Well. If you’re quite sure.


Guy   I’m just as happy with this.




Slight pause.





Hannah   Well, I’ll leave you both to it, then.


Dafydd   Don’t go, don’t go …


Hannah   If you want to talk business …


Dafydd   No, we’ve finished. Sit down for a second.


Guy   (smiling) Please.


Hannah   Well. Only if I’m not in the way. (She sits.)


Dafydd   Anyway. Hardly call it business, could we?


Hannah   Oh?


Dafydd   Guy’s going to be giving us his Crook-Finger’d Jack.


Hannah   Sorry?


Dafydd   Our missing brigand. He’s just joined us.


Hannah   Oh. Wonderful.


Dafydd   Think he’ll make a good Jack, do you, Hannah? Think he’ll make a highwayman?


Hannah   Well. Possibly …


Dafydd   Oh dear, Guy. She doesn’t sound too convinced. Doesn’t he convince you?


Hannah   Yes. I just think he looks a bit handsome for a highwayman. (She smiles nervously.)


Dafydd   (roaring with laughter) Well, I don’t know what you say to that, Guy, I really don’t. What do you say to that?


Guy   I don’t really know.




He smiles. Dafydd’s laughter subsides. A silence.





Dafydd   Maybe we can give him an eyepatch.


Hannah   Yes …




They laugh. Another silence.





Dafydd   Are the girls all right?


Hannah   Yes. They’re asleep.


Dafydd   Gwinny stopped coughing?


Hannah   Oh yes, I gave her the linctus.


Dafydd   Good. Good. (Pause.) Good.


Hannah   (to Guy) We have twin girls.


Guy   Yes …


Hannah   Gwynneth who’s got a cold. And Myfanwy who’s just getting over it … They just go in circles.


Guy   Nice names.


Hannah   Yes. Dafydd’s mother chose them.


Dafydd   With our help.


Guy   Ah …


Dafydd   Everything’s Welsh in this house …


Hannah   Except me, that is.


Dafydd   Except her, that is. She was made in Middlesex.


Guy   (rather over-reacting) Oh, really? Middlesex.


Hannah   Yes. Are you from Middlesex, then?


Guy   No.


Hannah   Oh.


Dafydd   He’s from Leeds. Aren’t you?


Guy   That’s right.


Hannah   Oh. Leeds, yes … Is your wife local?


Dafydd   No, dearest, he hasn’t got a wife …


Hannah   No?


Guy   No, she … She died, recently.


Hannah   Oh, dear.


Dafydd   Oh dear, I didn’t know that. Accident, was it?


Guy   No. Not really, it was … (He searches for words.)


Dafydd   Deliberate. (He laughs.)


Hannah   (fiercely) Dafydd …


Dafydd   Sorry, sorry. I do beg your pardon. I’m sorry, Guy.


Guy   That’s quite all right …


Hannah   He’s always doing that.


Guy   She was ill for some time, actually …


Hannah   Oh, dear. How long’s she … How long’s she – been now?


Guy   Just over a year …


Hannah   Ah.


Dafydd   Ah …


Guy   It took me a little time, obviously, to adjust …


Hannah   … yes, it would …


Guy   Still, eventually I decided it was high time I took a grip on things and got out and about again. Which is why I took the plunge and wrote to David …


Dafydd   (correcting him) Dafydd …


Guy   (attempting the correct pronunciation) Dafydd …


Dafydd   Nearly. (spelling it out slowly) Da–fydd …


Guy   Da–fydd …


Hannah   Oh, really. It’s near enough.


Dafydd   Near enough is not enough …


Hannah   It’s bad enough as it is. How do you fancy standing in the Dry Cleaners trying to pronounce your own surname?


Dafydd   (the full Welsh) Llewellyn. What could be simpler? Llewellyn …


Hannah   You work locally, though, do you?


Guy   Yes, I’m with BLM, actually.


Dafydd   BLM? Over on Western Estate?


Guy   That’s right …


Dafydd   The big boys, eh?


Guy   Well, they are, I’m not.


Hannah   What do they do, BLM? I’ve always meant to ask.


Guy   Well…


Dafydd   That’s a difficult one to answer, eh, Guy?


Guy   Just a bit …


Hannah   I mean, what do they do? Do they make anything?


Dafydd   (laughing) Vast profits mostly … Right?


Guy   Right. (He laughs.)


Hannah   Oh well, don’t tell me if you don’t want to …


Guy   We’re a multi-national company that’s become extremely diversified …


Dafydd   Diversified, dearest. That means they’re into all sorts of different –


Hannah   (tetchily) Yes, I know, I know …


Dafydd   All right …


Hannah   I know what diversify means.


Guy   (a fraction embarrassed) And so it’s a bit difficult to pin down. Certainly it is from my limited viewpoint. In a rather small local branch in a rather obscure department called Alternative Forward Costing. In which I am a very small cog indeed.


Hannah   I’m impressed anyway.


Dafydd   It’s interesting you should be in BLM because –




In the hall the phone rings.





Hannah   Who can that be …? (She starts to rise.)


Dafydd   (rising) I’ll go, I’ll go. It could be Ted …


Hannah   Oh, is it Linda trouble again?


Dafydd   (as he goes) Yes, as usual. As usual …




Dafydd goes out.





Hannah   It’s these friends of ours, they have this daughter that they absolutely dote over. And of course she just takes terrible advantage of them all the time …


Guy   Yes, I met them.


Hannah   Did you? Yes. She’s a real headache for them. She set fire to all her mother’s clothes, you know …


Guy   Set fire to them?


Hannah   Yes. Enid wasn’t in them at the time but it was everything she had in the world except what she was standing up in. They both came home from a meeting of the Civic Society and her wardrobe was ablaze.


Guy   Heavens.


Hannah   Mind you, I can’t help thinking, in some ways, they brought it on themselves. I hope ours will turn out all right. Do you have children, Mr –?


Guy   Guy, please. No. My wife wasn’t able to have any. She – wasn’t very strong …


Hannah   Shame. Do you miss her a lot?


Guy   (as if considering the question for the first time) Yes. Yes, I do. Very much.


Hannah   That’s nice. For her, I mean. Of course not for you. I’d like to think I’d be missed.


Guy   You?


Hannah   Yes.


Guy   Why? (An awful thought.) You’re not …?


Hannah   Oh, no. No, I’m right as rain. I think. So far as I know. It’s just I sometimes wonder, I suppose a lot of us do probably, whether if I – you know – died, people would really … Silly really, isn’t it?


Guy   I’m sure you’d be missed.


Hannah   Maybe.


Guy   By David – Dafydd. And your children.


Hannah   Yes, possibly the children would. For a few years more, anyway. I don’t know about Dafydd. Now he is missed. You see that big doll there? Every time Dafydd’s out of the house for more than 20 minutes the girls insist it’s brought out. Then all their games revolve round that wretched doll. Tea with Daddy-doll and walks with Daddy-doll and supper with Daddy-doll and bed with Daddy-doll … Well, I’ve stopped them taking it to bed with them now. I did think that was getting too much of a good thing. Of course, Dafydd thinks it’s terribly funny. I suppose it is quite flattering for him, really. The trouble is, my family are under the impression that there’s a female counterpart to that thing that runs round the house after them. Only it happens to be me. Hooray for Mummy-doll. (Slight pause.) Heavens. I haven’t talked like this for years. I am sorry. It’s very boring of me.


Guy   (gently) No.


Hannah   No?


Guy   No.




He smiles at her. Hannah, uncertainly at first and then more warmly, smiles back at Guy. As they gaze at each other, Dafydd returns from the phone to break the spell.





Dafydd   (as he enters) That was Enid. They got home and found Linda in bed.




Hannah is about to say something.





Yes, that’s what I asked. And the answer is no. Fast asleep on her own. So, false alarm, they still have a daughter and more important we still have a Lucy Lockit. What’s been going on in here? Anything I should know about?


Hannah   I think it’s my bedtime, if you’ll excuse me …


Guy   (looking at his watch) Oh, Lord, yes. I must be …


Dafydd   Don’t go on my account. I’m a late one myself …


Guy   No, it really is …


Dafydd   (going out briefly) I’ll fetch your coat, then.


Guy   (to Hannah) Thank you very much for your hospitality …


Hannah   Not much of that. You didn’t even drink your cocoa.


Guy   Another time, perhaps.




Dafydd returns and helps Guy into his coat.





Thank you. I hope, in any case, I’ll see you again before too long.


Dafydd   What her? You’re talking about Hannah, you mean? You’ll see her tomorrow night.


Guy   (pleased) Oh, really?


Dafydd   Didn’t she tell you she’s in the show? She’s our Polly Peachum, aren’t you, love? (He cuffs her affectionately.)


Guy   Oh, I see. Good Lord.


Hannah   (as she leaves with the tray) I look better in the mornings. Usually. (She laughs.) See you tomorrow.


Guy   Goodnight. (He stares after her somewhat as of a man enchanted.)


Dafydd   (a man with his mind on more serious things) Listen, Guy … a word before you go …


Guy   Yes?


Dafydd   This coincidence of your working for BLM. It could be quite opportune. The point is, I’m acting for a client at the moment who’s involved in purchasing a couple of acres of wasteland. Small stuff. Nothing very exciting. Except for two things. One, the land is actually slap bang adjoining your premises –


Guy   Oh, round the back there, you mean?


Dafydd   Yes, the old sports field. Used to be a sports field. Second, and this is only hearsay, rumour has it that you boys are shortly planning to expand. Any truth in that, do you know?


Guy   No, I don’t … Not so far as I know …


Dafydd   Only, of course, if you are, then of course the land in question could suddenly be worth a bit. Do you follow?


Guy   Yes, I do see.


Dafydd   Depending of course on how many people get to know about it. I mean, putting it in plainer words, if the chap who’s selling it doesn’t know, whereas we who are buying it do know – then we could be getting a bargain. But you’ve no definite knowledge yourself?


Guy   No, as I say, not that’s come to my ears. I could ask …


Dafydd   Well, tactfully if you do. Don’t want to disturb things, do we? Of course, if you could help, there’d – there’d be some arrangement, no doubt …


Guy   Oh, there’d be no need for …


Dafydd   Oh, yes, yes. Fair’s fair. Fair’s fair …


Guy   Yes. Though I suppose if we were being really fair, we really ought to warn the person who’s selling the land.


Dafydd   Oh, I don’t think that’s on.


Guy   No?


Dafydd   If I did that, I’d be betraying my own client, wouldn’t I? Wouldn’t be ethical.


Guy   I see.


Dafydd   No. It’s up to this other fellow’s solicitor to warn him. Not me. Anyway. Keep your ear to the ground.




He steers Guy towards the front door.





Guy   I will certainly.


Dafydd   But remember, mum’s the word.


Guy   Oh, yes, rather. Goodnight then. See you tomorrow.


Dafydd   You betcher. Seven o’clock. And we’re really going to get cracking, I can tell you. You won’t see that stage for dust.


Guy   (moving away) Right …


Dafydd   (calling after him as Guy goes) Better bring your racing skates …




Dafydd stands in the doorway for a second, savouring the night air. A man well pleased with his evening’s achievements. As he stands there, lights up on Ted. He is in full evening dress, holding his script.





Ted   (as Peachum, singing)




A Fox may steal your Hens, Sir,


A Whore your Health and Pence, Sir,


Your Daughter rob your Chest, Sir,


Your Wife may steal your Rest, Sir,


A Thief your Goods and Plate.


But this is all but picking,


With Rest, Pence, Chest and Chicken;


It ever was decreed, Sir,


If Lawyer’s Hand is fee’d, Sir,


He steals your whole Estate.









Lights come up on the full rehearsal area. Also on stage now are Dafydd, prowling the auditorium watching Ted. Guy sitting to one side, absorbed and eager to learn. Bridget sitting with the prompt script, slightly bored and restless. And away in another corner Ian, at present reading the evening paper and taking no perceptible interest in proceedings. As the song finishes, Ted consults his script, makes to sit, changes his mind and exits offstage. As he does so Enid, as Mrs Peachum, and Hannah, as Polly, come on, also holding their scripts. Enid is also in evening dress.





Hannah   (reading, as Polly) ’Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in a Damask Window-Curtain, a Hoop Petticoat, a Pair of Silver Candlesticks, a Perriwig, and one Silk Stocking, from the Fire that happen’d last Night.




She stops at the end of her speech. Both women look up expecting Ted to reply, but he has gone.





Dafydd   (yelling) Go on, go on, go on. Don’t stop again, for God’s sake. We’re ten days behind as it is.


Hannah   We can’t go on.


Dafydd   Who’s next, Bridget? Keep your eye on the script, girl. Who speaks next?


Bridget   Ted.


Dafydd   Ted? Well, where the hell is Ted? He’s just walked off the stage. Where’s he gone to? (yelling) Ted!




Ted returns a little apprehensively.





Ted   Did you want me, Dafydd?


Dafydd   Ted, love, there is no earthly point in leaving the stage when you’re in the middle of a scene, now is there?





Ted   (consulting his script) Oh. Don’t I go off? I thought I went off …




Enid and Hannah go to Ted’s rescue, showing him where he is in the script.





Hannah   … I don’t think you go off till there, Ted …


Enid   … there, dear, you see. Not till there …


Ted   … Oh, I see. There. I thought it was there …


Dafydd   (on the move with impatience, as he passes Guy over this last) Unbelievable this, isn’t it? Unbelievable. Ten days we’ve been at this. Ten days. And where are we –? Page 15 or something …


Hannah   (to Dafydd) We’ve got it now. It was a mistake.


Ted   My mistake. Sorry, everyone. I shouldn’t have gone off …


Dafydd   Well, I’m sure you were only expressing in actions, Ted, what will by this stage be the heartfelt wish of the entire audience …


Ted   (laughing, nervously) Yes, yes …


Dafydd   Those that won’t already have dozed off, or died of old age …


Hannah   (in a warning tone) Dafydd …


Dafydd   Why are you dressed like a cinema manager, anyway, Ted?


Hannah   It’s their dinner dance, Dafydd. They were due there an hour ago. You promised to release them early.


Dafydd   Oh, terrific. My whole rehearsal grinds to a halt because of a Co-op staff dance, does it?


Ted   No hurry, Dafydd. No hurry. We didn’t want the dinner.


Dafydd   All right. Let’s get on. (fiercely) On, on …


Hannah   (picking it up again, as Polly) … one silk stocking, from the Fire that happen’d last Night.


Ted   (as Peachum) This is not a Fellow that is cleverer in his way, and saves more Goods out of the …


Bridget   That’s cut.


Ted   Sorry?


Enid   I think we cut that, dear …


Dafydd   (storming on to the stage) Ted, that is cut. That was cut two days ago …


Ted   I’m sorry. I didn’t have it …


Dafydd   You don’t have anything, Ted. That’s your trouble, man. You don’t have any ability, you don’t have any intelligence, you don’t have one single scrap of artistic sensibility and most important of all you don’t even have a bloody pencil.


Hannah   Dafydd …


Dafydd   (wrenching Ted’s script from his hands) That is cut … (stabbing his finger at the page) That is cut and that is cut. And the whole – (wrestling with the script) – sodding thing is cut. (He rips Ted’s script in several pieces.  Breathless) There! That make it any easier for you? You boneheaded – tortoise …




Ted stands shattered. He opens his mouth to reply and finds himself unable to do so. He leaves the stage rather swiftly, one suspects on the verge of tears.





Enid   Oh, Dafydd … You really are – sometimes. You really are … There was no need for that …




Enid goes off after Ted. 





Dafydd   God, it’s hot in here, isn’t it? Anybody else find it too hot?


Hannah   (in a low voice) That was unforgivable, Dafydd. To Ted of all people. Absolutely unforgivable … (She picks up the torn script, angrily shouting.) And these scripts are supposed to go back. I hope you realize that.




Hannah goes off after Ted and Enid.





Dafydd   (searching for fresh allies) Dear old Guy. Dear old Guy. You sitting there quietly picking up some tips, are you?


Guy   (smiling) Yes, yes …


Dafydd   I’m afraid this is what we term the amateur syndrome, Guy. When the crunch comes, they can’t take the pressure, you see. Want to be off to their dinner dances. God, there are times when I come close to wishing I was back at Minehead.


Guy   I wondered – if you had a minute – I wondered if I could ask you about Crook-Finger’d Jack …


Dafydd   Who?


Guy   My part. Crook-Finger’d Jack …


Dafydd   Oh, Crook-Finger’d Jack. Yes. What about him?


Guy   It’s just that I’ve been thinking about it over the past few days, you know, and I wondered whether you’d like him with a finger.


Dafydd   A what?


Guy   A finger. (He holds up his hand and demonstrates.) Something like that. (Pause. Offering Dafydd an alternating choice of hands) Which do you think?


Dafydd   (snapping out of his reverie) Yes. Do you think we could leave that for a day or two longer, Guy, old boy? I’ve one or two rather more pressing matters.


Guy   Oh yes, yes. Of course. Sorry.


Bridget   I’m going to make some tea. (She starts to get up slowly.)


Dafydd   Splendid, my love, excellent …




Rebecca and Fay come on, followed by Linda. All in their coats. Bridget goes off.





Rebecca   Dafydd. We come to you as a deputation. We have been sitting backstage in that ghastly smelly little kitchen for the best part of two weeks …


Dafydd   All right, all right, all right. Don’t you start …


Rebecca   We’re not being unreasonable, Dafydd. All we want to know is, will you be needing us this evening or will you not? If not, fair enough. Only some of us have nice comfy homes we’d prefer to be in …


Dafydd   Go on, go home. Go home to your nice, comfy little homes. Go on, bugger off, the lot of you.




A glacial moment. Bridget crosses and goes off.





Rebecca   Well, I am certainly not staying after that. Not to listen to language like that.


Dafydd   Goodbye.


Rebecca   And furthermore, I shall be having a word with the Committee about this whole business. Do you realize Mr Washbrook is in tears out there?


Dafydd   So am I …


Rebecca   (to Fay) Are you coming, Fay?


Fay   No point in staying here, is there?




Rebecca sweeps out. Fay goes to follow.





(to Ian, indicating Guy) We’re going over the road, all right?


Ian   Right. (He starts to fold up his paper.)


Fay   (seeing Guy is watching her, brightly, to him) You coming for a drink?


Guy   Probably. In a minute.


Fay   Good. See you over there.




Fay goes out after Rebecca. Linda trails after them. Bridget returns with a pint of milk.





Dafydd   Linda, is your Crispin around anywhere, do you know?


Linda   I don’t know where he is. Why should I know?


Dafydd   Well, have you seen him?


Linda   No, I have not seen him and I have no wish to see him, thank you very much … (at Bridget) I should ask her.


Dafydd   Oh, God. (to Bridget) Do you know where he is?


Bridget   Where I left him, probably.


Dafydd   Where?


Bridget   In my bed. Asleep.




Linda glares furiously and goes. Bridget goes out, looking pleased. She passes Ted and Enid, now in their coats, who both cross the stage on their way out. Both are very tearful and snuffling softly. Dafydd watches them.





Dafydd   (rather lamely) Goodnight … folks. Have a great evening, won’t you? (after they’ve gone, filled with remorse) Oh, God. (He sits.)




Almost immediately, Hannah returns.





Hannah   I told the Washbrooks they could go. Phone for you, backstage. Dr Packer. Says it’s urgent.


Dafydd   More problems … more problems …




Dafydd goes off. Hannah catches Guy’s eye briefly and smiles. Ian intercepts the look. Hannah goes after Dafydd. Ian now also moves to the door.





Ian   Right. After that exhausting night’s work, I feel like some refreshment. (to Guy) You coming?


Guy   I was just going to run my line a couple of times. I’ve got one or two ideas I’d like to try …


Ian   (drily) Well, don’t get stale, will you? Two months to go yet. (He starts to move off.)


Guy   (calling him back) I say … (demonstrating his Crook-Finger’d Jack stance again) Do you think this is too obvious? Crook-Finger’d Jack …


Ian   Can’t be too obvious for Dafydd. Did you see his Sound of Music?


Guy   No.


Ian   He had them all on trampolines.


Guy   Heavens.


Ian   Bloody hills were alive, I can tell you. So were the front stalls. Once they got in their costumes they couldn’t control the bounce, you see. Screaming nuns crashing down on the punters. Three broken legs and one of them concussed on the spot bar. Probably some still up there for all we know …


Guy   (not knowing quite whether to believe this) Yes. I think I’ll try it without the finger to start with …


Ian   By the way …?


Guy   Mm?


Ian   We’d like to invite you round some evening. To our place.


Guy   Oh. That’s very nice. Thank you.


Ian   I don’t know if you’ve got anyone you’d care to bring. I understand you’re not married any more …


Guy   No, my wife was –


Ian   Yes. Well. I dare say you’ve got a friend. Or someone. Eh?


Guy   Yes, I think I could probably find a friend, yes.


Ian   (smiling) Female, of course.


Guy   Oh yes. Of course. Don’t want to spoil your numbers.


Ian   No, no. (Pause. Uncertain whether Guy has got the message) The point is Fay and I, we – well, you’ve probably gathered by now she’s pretty – gregarious.


Guy   Yes.


Ian   And she likes to meet new people. All the time. And frankly, so do I. So it all tends to work out. If you follow me.


Guy   (who doesn’t) Well, that’s splendid. When were you thinking?


Ian   Is Friday OK for you?


Guy   Friday, yes.


Ian   We can have a bit of fun. (He laughs.)


Guy   Splendid.


Ian   Don’t forget your friend, though.


Guy   I won’t.


Ian   (as he leaves) And I’d like to talk to you about your job sometime. I’m very interested in that.




Ian goes.





Guy   (puzzled) Really?




Realizing he is alone, he decides to experiment.





(as Jack) Where shall we find such another set … (He  breaks off.) No. (trying again) Where shall we find such another Set of Practical Philosophers who to a Man are above the Fear of Death? Ha! Ha! Ho. (He tries again.)




Jarvis has entered from backstage, on his way home. He watches him. Guy stops, rather embarrassed as he becomes aware of Jarvis.





Jarvis   Hey! The noo. That’s what I like to see. A man practising his craft. I have a story about that. Will interest you. When I first went into t’firm as an apprentice lad – no matter I were boss’s son I started on t’shop floor – the first day there the foreman says – big fellow he was – sweep that floor spotless, lad. Spotless. I want to eat my dinner off that floor. All right? And I sort of half swept it, you know, like you might. And when he comes back he said, what’s this then, he says? And he bends down and he picks up this handful of sawdust that I’d missed, like. Under the bench. And he says, you’re not expecting me to eat me dinner off this floor then, are you? He says, I’d like to see you try it, my lad, he says. And he tells me, sit down, and he fetches a gummy-bowl and spoon from rack and he makes me eat all that sawdust. Just as it is. Every scrap.


Guy   Heavens.


Jarvis   Nothing on it. Nor milk nor sugar. Raw sawdust. And it’s the same like that every day for three months. No matter I were t’boss’s son. Those lads down in that shop, they taught me the hard way with mouthfuls of sawdust.


Guy   Tough life.


Jarvis   Oh, aye. Mind you, a while later, me Dad had his stroke and I took over t’firm. I went down that shop, first thing I did, and sacked every bloody one of ’em. But I learnt the trade. I were grateful to ’em for that.


Guy   Jolly good.


Jarvis   Keep at it. Practise your gestures. They all had gestures, you know …


Guy   I will, I will.


Jarvis   And another thing. Don’t put on that fancy voice for it. Use your natural accent. That’s what I do. Besides, he could be a Scotty. Couldn’t he? A Scotty.


Guy   True, only …


Jarvis   Stick up for thissen then, lad. Stick up for thissen. People won’t think the less of you for it, you know.


Guy   Yes. Right. Thank you.




Jarvis goes out. Guy briefly tries his role with a thick Scots accent. More for his own amusement than anything.





Wherrr shall we find such anotherrr wee Set o’ Practical Phullussupherrs, Jummy. Whoo to a man are above the ferr of dea’ …




Hannah comes on with two cups of tea. She catches some of his performance.





Hannah   I brought you some tea.


Guy   Oh, thank you.


Hannah   Dafydd’s on the phone. Another crisis, I think.


Guy   Ah, well.


Hannah   You – er – you weren’t thinking of playing him like that, were you? With that funny accent?


Guy   No, no. That was just an – experiment.


Hannah   Oh, good. Only I thought you nearly had it right yesterday. With the limp. The slight one.


Guy   Yes. Maybe I’ll stick to that. I think it’s waiting all this time to rehearse the scene, it makes you – anxious …


Hannah   Yes. He’ll get to you eventually.


Guy   Oh, yes, I’m sure.


Hannah   (more to herself) God knows when, though. (producing her script) I wondered if you’d mind awfully hearing my lines again.


Guy   No. Not at all. (He takes her script.) Where would you …?


Hannah   Just from the top of the page.


Guy   OK.


Hannah   (as Polly) And are you as fond as ever, my Dear?


Guy   (reading, as Macheath) Suspect my Honour, my Courage, suspect any thing but my Love. – May my Pistols miss Fire, and my Mare slip her Shoulder while I am pursu’d, if I ever forsake thee!


Hannah   (as Polly) Nay, my Dear, I have no Reason to doubt you, for I find in the Romance you lent me …




She hesitates. Guy nods encouragingly.





… you lent me, none of the great Heroes was ever false in Love. 




She smiles at Guy. Guy smiles at her. Dafydd enters. His head is bowed. Hannah and Guy wrench their attention away from each other. Dafydd solemnly beats his head against a piece of furniture.





Hannah   (to Dafydd) Problems?


Dafydd   One or two. Dr Packer has just phoned to inform me that faced as he is with the alternative of either reorganizing the new hospital rostas entirely or relinquishing the role of Matt of the Mint, he has reluctantly decided on the latter course of action. So there you are. Once again, as my father would put it, we are beaten by the bounce.


Hannah   What are you going to do?


Dafydd   How the hell should I know?


Hannah   (softly, nodding in Guy’s direction) Guy …


Dafydd   (sotto) What?


Hannah   Guy.


Dafydd   Guy?


Hannah   Yes.


Dafydd   You think so?


Hannah   Of course.


Dafydd   (turning to Guy, extending a hand) Guy …


Guy   Yes?


Dafydd   I think you are to be cast in the role of saviour. Can you do it? Matt of the Mint?


Guy   Oh.


Dafydd   For me? For us all?


Guy   Well. I’ll have a go.


Dafydd   Thank you. Thank you.


Hannah   Super.


Dafydd   (brightening) Splendid. Well, what do you say? A drink to celebrate?


Guy   Well, why not?


Dafydd   I’ll get them in. I’ll get them in. (moving to the door) But tomorrow, remember, we work …


Guy   Er …


Dafydd   Yes?


Guy   What about Crook-Finger’d Jack?


Dafydd   What about him?


Guy   Only, I’d just learnt him. I wondered if …


Dafydd   Forget Crook-Finger’d Jack, boy. You’re Matt of the Mint. You’re a star now. Nearly.




Dafydd goes.





Hannah   I’m so thrilled for you. Well done.




Impetuously, she kisses him. As it turns out, it is a far more serious kiss than either of them intended. Guy eventually releases Hannah. He moves to the door, looking back at her. She looks at him. Finally, he leaves without a further word. As this occurs, the introduction is heard to the next song. The lights come up on Enid, whilst also remaining on Hannah.





Enid   (as Mrs Peachum, sings)




O, Polly you might have toy’d and kiss’d,


By keeping Men off you keep them on.





Hannah   (as Polly, sings)




But he so teaz’d me,


And he so pleas’d me,


What I did you must have done.





Enid and Hannah   (together)




But he so teaz’d thee/me


And he so pleas’d thee/me


What you/I did I/you must have done.







The lights at once crossfade again and we are in Fay’s sitting room. She is dressed to kill. Fay holds two exotic drinks.





Fay   (calling) We’re in here …


Guy   (off) Right.


Fay   (calling) Can you find it all right? Light switch is just inside the door.




She listens. Hears nothing. Assumes all is well. She puts the drinks down on the table and checks her already faultless appearance in the mirror. Guy enters.





Guy   Sorry. At last.


Fay   (indicating his drink) Help yourself.


Guy   Thank you. (He takes his drink.)


Fay   Do tell me if it’s too strong, won’t you? I can never tell.


Guy   (going to drink) No, I’m sure this will be absolutely – (He nearly chokes as he drinks but controls himself.) That’s – perfect, yes.


Fay   Ian’s just popped out. To get some more tequila. I’m afraid we’re hooked on it, these days.


Guy   Oh, yes?


Fay   Have you been there?


Guy   Sorry?


Fay   Mexico.


Guy   No. No. Not Mexico …


Fay   Glorious. Parts of it. If you dodge the poverty.


Guy   Ah.


Fay   So. You’re the first.


Guy   Yes. (looking round) Yes. Looks like it.


Fay   I’m all right, then, anyway.


Guy   Yes?


Fay   I’ve got you. (She laughs.)


Guy   Yes, yes. (Pause.) I suppose that means I’m all right as well then. (He laughs.)


Fay   (laughing with him) Very true, yes.




Pause.





Guy   (indicating the walls) Nice pictures.


Fay   (vaguely) We find them quite stimulating.


Guy   Yes. She’s going it a bit, that one up there, isn’t she?


Fay   Yes. What about him behind you, then?


Guy   (turning in his chair and then with obvious shock) Oh, good Lord. Yes. (studying the picture) Good Lord.


Fay   We have to take them down when Ian’s mother comes to stay …


Guy   Yes, I can see she’d probably …


Fay   Wait till you see what we’ve got in the bedroom. (She laughs.) 


Guy   (laughing inordinately) Yes. Wow. Yes. (Pause.) You look very nice.


Fay   Thank you. So do you.


Guy   (straightening his tie) Ah.


Fay   Do you want to take that off?


Guy   No, no. No. That’s OK.


Fay   I love men in ties …


Guy   Oh, yes? (Pause.) You’d like it in our office then. It’s full of them.




Pause.





Fay   Look. I might as well say this early on. Then we can relax and enjoy ourselves. If there’s anything you particularly like or positively dislike, you will say, won’t you?


Guy   Oh no, no. I’m not at all fussy, never have been. I take just what’s put in front of me.


Fay   I mean, as far as I’m concerned, don’t worry. I’m very easy. I don’t think there’s anything. Anything at all. Well, I suppose if it was excessively cruel or painful … I would draw the line.


Guy   Oh, yes, yes. (He considers.) You mean like veal, for instance.


Fay   Veal.


Guy   Veal, you know …


Fay   No. I don’t think I’ve tried that.


Guy   You haven’t?


Fay   No. Something new. How exciting. I can’t wait. Veal. How do you spell it?


Guy   Er … V–E–A–L …


Fay   You mean the same as the meat? What’s it stand for?


Guy   No idea …


Fay   Very Exciting And Lascivious … (She laughs.) No? Viciously Energetic And Lingering …




They both laugh.





Guy   Vomitmaking Especially At Lunchtime …




Fay screams with laughter.





Fay   (recovering, glancing at her watch) Your friend’s late …


Guy   Yes. She is. I’m beginning to get a bit worried. I would have picked her up in the car only she’s very independent and she does like to make her own way.


Fay   Why not?


Guy   Quite.


Fay   Has she got far to come?


Guy   No, only a bus ride. From Wellfield Flats.


Fay   Oh, yes. I know. Near the park?


Guy   That’s it.


Fay   Wellfield Flats. Aren’t those for old people?


Guy   That’s right.


Fay   Oh, I see. She works there, does she? As a nurse?


Guy   No, no. She lives there.


Fay   Lives there?


Guy   Yes. Only – well, it’s rather tricky. She’s a proud old soul and she always hates it when people know she lives at Wellfield. So, if you could try not to mention it, I’d be grateful. You know what they’re like at that age …


Fay   What age?


Guy   Well, she doesn’t let on but my guess is early seventies …


Fay   Seventies?


Guy   But you’d never know it. She’s up and down flights of stairs like nobody’s business. She nursed my wife through a lot of her illness. I’ve always been grateful to her for …




He tails off. Fay is weeping with laughter.





You all right?


Fay   Yes, yes … (recovering a fraction) And she’s coming here? Tonight?


Guy   Well, I hope so …


Fay   I can’t wait to see Ian’s face …


Guy   Ian?


Fay   Dear God, this is wonderful … I love you. I love you.


Guy   You needn’t worry about the pictures. She’s very broadminded. She’s a game old bird, she really is. You’ll like her.


Fay   (re-composing herself) I’m sure. I’m sure.


Guy   (more dubious) I hope Ian will get on with her but …




This starts Fay laughing again. She lies on the sofa and flails her legs.





(confused) Sorry, I’m not quite with all this I’m …




Fay sits up suddenly and listens.





Fay   Shh. He’s back. Listen. Don’t tell him about your friend. Keep her as a surprise.


Guy   A surprise?


Fay   Please …


Guy   All right. Why?




Ian enters brandishing a tequila bottle.





Ian   All over the bloody place. Driven five miles for this – Hiya, Guy – Hallo, doll. You going to fix us one …?


Fay   Sure. (taking the bottle) Guy? Another one?


Guy   Well, if it could be not quite so –


Fay   Sure … (She gathers up both their glasses.)


Ian   Well, where’s your friend, then?


Guy   (with a glance at Fay) Oh, she’s … she’s … coming shortly.




Fay gives a stifled squeak of laughter.





Ian   What’s the joke?


Fay   Nothing. Nothing …


Ian   There is someone else coming, I take it?


Fay   (going out) Oh. Yes. Definitely someone else coming …




Fay goes out. Her laughter is heard ringing down the hall.





Ian   How many’s she had, then?


Guy   No idea.


Ian   (settling) Like the pictures?


Guy   Yes, I’ve been admiring them. Amazing.


Ian   (indicating one particular picture) Fay can do that, you know.


Guy   (with disbelief) Can she really? How incredible.


Ian   One of the few women I know who can. You must get her to show you. (briskly) Now, just before things start hotting up and getting out of hand – Could I just clear up this little business matter?


Guy   Of course, of course.


Ian   I won’t beat about the bush. My partner and I have this little building firm, as you probably know, and we’re contemplating buying a small piece of land which, as it happens, adjoins your factory.


Guy   Yes, I know the piece. It so …


Ian   Good. Well, there is a rumour – (laughing) – isn’t there always? – that BLM may be intending to develop their existing premises. In which case, of course, the land in question could become a little more expensive. You follow?


Guy   Yes. As a matter –


Ian   All I’m asking is, is the rumour true?


Guy   Well, all I can give you is the same answer I gave Dafydd. I honestly have no idea, but I’ll try and find out. I’ve had no luck so far.


Ian   (slightly sharply) Dafydd?


Guy   Yes. I presume he’s acting for you on this.


Ian   Yes, yes. Maybe he is. (Slight pause.) Don’t take this the wrong way but – I could make this worth your while … I think I can speak for Fay and say we both could … (He looks up at the picture and winks.) OK?




The doorbell rings.





Ah, that’ll be your friend. (yelling) Doorbell, doll … (To Guy) The sort that likes to keep you waiting, is she? (He grins.)


Guy   Well, not if she can help it. She may have fallen over, of course …


Ian   Fallen over? What is she? On skates?




Fay enters. She carries the drinks.





Where is she then?


Fay   You have to answer it.


Ian   Why?


Fay   Because you have to …


Ian   Oh, all right. (He moves to the door.)


Fay   (giving him a drink) Here.


Ian   (taking it) Ta.




Ian goes out.





Fay   (calling after him) You may need it. (to Guy) Quick, quick … (dragging him to the window) Here. Have a look. Is that your friend? My God, it must be. (She giggles.)


Guy   Yes. That’s Dilys. She looks a bit the worse for wear. Hope she’s all right …


Fay   Come on. Quick … (She drags him again, this time to the door.) Bring your drink …


Guy   Why, where …?


Fay   Beddy-bys …


Guy   Sorry?


Fay   I’m in desperate need of veal. Now.


Guy   (as she drags him off) Veal? What, in bed …




As they leave, Ian’s voice is heard returning along the hall.





Ian   (off) Yes, well, perhaps you’d like to tidy up in the bathroom. (entering, speaking back to someone behind him) The light’s just inside the door. Can you manage? That’s it … Well done … (He stands in the doorway with his drink. Stunned.) Bloody hellfire. (He drains his glass.)




The lights fade on him and come up on a section of moonlit street. Guy, paralytically drunk, staggers into view. He stops under a street lamp.





Guy   (bellowing into the night) Fear not, good citizens, now abed. Matt of the Mint is here. The highwayman with the hole in the middle. Matt of the Mint. V.E.A.L. Voraciously Enterprising Acrobatic Lover …




Guy starts to sing as Matt. Drunkenly unaccompanied at first and then, as the scene changes, as part of the rehearsal, along with the other three men, Mr Ames accompanying. Dafydd paces about watching.











Let us take the Road.


Hark! I hear the sound of Coaches!


The hour of Attack approaches,


To your Arms, brave Boys, and load,


See the Ball I hold!


Let the Chemists toil like Asses,


Our Fire their Fire surpasses,


And turns all our Lead to Gold.


Hoorah! Hoorah! Hoorah!













The song ends triumphantly. Ted, Crispin, Jarvis and Guy clink their papier-mâché tankards with great dash. Bridget is back on the book.





Dafydd   Excellent. Bravo. Well done all, thank you. Couple of minutes and we’re going on to Macheath and the ladies. Guy, please, could I have a moment?




Ted, Crispin and Jarvis are making their way backstage.





No, no, Crispin, don’t go away, boy. I need you in a minute.




Crispin remains behind. Ted and Jarvis go off.





(to Guy) He’s like an animal, that boy. Only got to mention a coffee break and he’s got his trousers round his knees. He’s got both those girls on a string, you know. Linda and Bridget. It’s not fair on the rest of us, is it …?




He laughs. Guy manages a smile.





Now. Just a word, Guy. Fay’s just had a chat with me. And. Well, it’s Ian. According to Fay, he doesn’t think he’s going to be able to do the part after all. So. We are now without a Filch. Which is serious, because it’s a very big part indeed. So, I think you know what’s coming, Guy. What do you say? Filch. Could you do it?




The women, mustered by Bridget, are beginning to assemble on the other side of the stage. They are Rebecca, Fay, Hannah, Enid and Linda.





Guy   Well …


Dafydd   You know, a month ago I wouldn’t even have considered asking you but – lately … It’s doing you good, these dramatics. You’re growing in confidence every day. Can I take it you’ll agree?


Guy   All right.


Dafydd   Good man. (He shakes Guy’s hand.)


Guy   And … thank you.


Dafydd   Don’t thank me. Thank Fay. She suggested you straightaway. Of course, I agreed. (moving to address the assembly as a whole) Ladies and gentlemen, I’d like to run the dance, please … Take your places. But just before we do, unfortunately I have to announce yet another cast change. Unavoidably, Ian Hubbard has had to withdraw from his featured role as Filch and that part will now be taken by our all-purpose replacement, Mr Guy Jones. (All the women applaud.)


Rebecca   I said he should have played it in the first place.


Dafydd   There is, however, no truth in the rumour that, at his present rate of progress, he will shortly be taking over from yours truly.




He laughs. One or two looks are exchanged.





Thank you, Mr Ames.




A dance. The women parade around Crispin as Macheath.





Women   (singing) Youth’s the Season made for Joys,


Crispin   (singing, as Macheath) Love is then our Duty,


Women   She alone who that employs,


Crispin   (as Macheath) Well deserves her Beauty.


Women   




Let’s be gay,


While we may,


Beauty’s a Flower, despised in decay.


Youth’s the Season (etc.)


Let us drink and sport to-day.





Crispin   (as Macheath) Ours is not tomorrow.


Women   Love with Youth flies swift away,


Crispin   (as Macheath) Age is nought but sorrow


Women   




Dance and sing,


Time’s on the Wing,


Life never knows the return of Spring,


Let us drink (etc.)





Dafydd   (calling encouragement) Come on, Ladies, give it some body, some body … remember these are all pimps and whores. Horizontal women. All of them …


Rebecca   (softly but audibly) Some of us may be …


Dafydd   Come on, Linda, head up, try and sell it to us. Sell us your body, Linda …


Bridget   (with a laugh) She couldn’t give it away …


Dafydd   Bridget, shut up … (to the dancers) That’s it … good … better … (as the dance is finishing) And we all look towards Macheath and curtsy …




The women are all turned in Guy’s direction except for Enid who, quite correctly, is facing Crispin. Seeing she is the only one doing this she hastens to conform with the others.





(seizing Enid and shaking her furiously) No, not at him, at Macheath. Macheath … Oh, I give up …




The music ends. Crispin goes.





All right. Thank you very much everyone. Fifteen minutes. Thank you.




Dafydd, Mr Ames and Bridget leave. The women follow, discussing as they go the events of the dance and  in particular sympathizing, some of them anyway, with the luckless Enid.





Bridget   (as they go) The kettle’s on …




Guy is left alone for a moment. He rises to follow the rest of them. He seems to us very pleased with life thus far.
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