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ACT I








The Baines house. 5.00 p.m. Visible are a ground-floor living area, and the kitchen leading off that. Stairs up lead to a corridor with bedrooms leading off it. The visible rooms are Lucy’s room, small and tidy. She is that exception to the rule, a young teenage girl with an excessive love of orderliness. Besides the bed, it has a small desk/work table, an easy chair and a wardrobe/cupboard. A notice board filled with her private lists and favourite sayings and quotations.


Next to hers is her older brother Gary’s room. By complete contrast this room is a tip. Clothes strewn everywhere, an unmade bed, cluttered tables and chairs. Prominent among all the clutter is Gary’s pride and joy, his hi-fi equipment. At the start, GARY is lying on his bed atop a mound of clutter that he hasn’t bothered to move, listening to something loud and aggressive. Something, fortunately, that we’re unable, as of now, to hear. GARY, in appearance, almost exactly matches his room.


Downstairs in the living area, drab and also rather untidy. WALT, Gary’s and Lucy’s father, lies slumped fast asleep in an armchair, facing the TV which has on an early-evening news programme. We can’t, at present, hear this either. Looking at WALT, we can understand who GARY takes after. Overweight and unkempt, WALT asleep is almost as unprepossessing as WALT awake.


In the kitchen, JOY, wife and mother, is preparing tea. She does this, as she does everything in life, with a great sense of sorrow. Seldom can anyone have been more unsuitably named. She sighs to herself as she moves about the kitchen. We hear none of this though, for we are as yet still outside the house. LUCY now appears from along the street, carrying her school bag. She stops as she reaches her house. Faint traffic and perhaps a little urban birdsong.




LUCY:   (To the audience) It all started the Friday I came home from school to tell my family some exciting news. By the way, my name’s Lucy Baines. That’s my mother there in the kitchen. And my father pretending he’s watching the telly but actually he’s fast asleep. And that one upstairs, that’s my older brother – known usually as Grisly Gary. Anyway, you’ll meet them soon enough because unfortunately they all feature in this story I’m going to tell you. As soon as you have met them, you’re immediately going to wish you hadn’t met them. I mean, they’re all right. I suppose. Sometimes. Very, very, very occasionally. Like every fifth Christmas in June, they’re all right. It’s not that they’re cruel to me or anything. I think they actually do love me, really, though you’d never know it most of the time. They’re just so – gloomy and glum. Like you know that saying: ‘Eat, Drink and Be Merry for Tomorrow We Die’? Well, my Dad’s version of that is, ‘Tomorrow We Die, So What Are You Looking So Cheerful About?’ I mean, I don’t expect them to leap about laughing all day long but, well, on a day like this for instance, when I came home on this particular Friday with this terrific news – it would have been nice to have had a really warm welcome.




(She goes through the front door.)


(Calling as she goes) Mum! Mum!





JOY:   (Immensely cheerily) Lucy, you’re home at last! How lovely to see you!


LUCY:   Hallo, Mum.




(They embrace.)





JOY:   Oh, you’re looking so bonny. Have you had a good day at school? Tell me all about it.


LUCY:   Wonderful, I’ve had a wonderful day. I have to tell you, Mum, it’s so exciting – I’ve been chosen for the school swimming team.


JOY:   (With a cry of delight) You haven’t!


LUCY:   I have! The relay and the 200 metres backstroke.


JOY:   Backstroke! Oh, that’s just wonderful. We must tell your Dad. Dad!


LUCY:   Oh, don’t wake him up …


JOY:   No, I must. He’ll want to know. Walt! Walter!


WALT:   (Waking up cheerfully) What’s that? What’s all this?


JOY:   Dad, listen to this, listen to this news …


WALT:   (Playfully) Did I doze off? I must have dozed off.


JOY:   (Affectionately) Yes, you did, you know you did, you old devil. And now you’re awake you can just listen to Lucy’s news.


WALT:   News? What news is this? Come on, out with it, young Lucy.


JOY:   Tell him your news.


LUCY:   I will when you’ll let me get a word in. Dad, I’ve been picked for the school swimming team …




(WALT stares at her, speechless.)


(Shrugging modestly) That’s all.





WALT:   The school swimming team?


LUCY:   Yes.


JOY:   Backstroke and relay.


WALT:   (Rather overcome) Backstroke and relay?


LUCY:   Yes.




(WALT moves to LUCY and hugs her fiercely. He is obviously deeply moved.)





WALT:   I’m so proud, girl. I’m so proud of you. This is the proudest day of my life.


JOY:   And mine, Dad. And mine.


WALT:   Where’s that lad Gary, then? We must tell Gary.


JOY:   Oh, yes. We must tell Gary. (Calling) Gary!


WALT:   (Calling) Gary!




(GARY, at the sound of their voices, springs off his bed and starts downstairs eagerly.)





LUCY:   Oh, don’t disturb him.


JOY:   No, he’ll want to know …


WALT:   The lad’ll want to know …


JOY:   (Calling) Gary!


WALT:   (Calling) Gary!


GARY:   (Having come downstairs) Yes? What is it? (Overjoyed)


Hallo, Lucy! Are you home from school already?


LUCY:   Hi, Gary.


GARY:   Did somebody call? What can I do for you?


JOY:   Tell him your news, then.


WALT:   Tell him your news.


LUCY:   I’ve been picked for the school swimming team.


JOY:   Two hundred metres backstroke …


WALT:   And the relay.




(A fractional pause, then GARY steps forward, picks up LUCY and whirls her in his arms.)





GARY:   (As he does this) YIPPEEE!




(A huge crowd starts cheering.)





JOY:   Hooray!


WALT:   Bravo!




(The briefest burst of vigorous brass-band music. Before festivities can get under way, LUCY disengages herself from the riotous group and steps back outside the house again. Under the next, the others quietly resume their original starting positions.)





LUCY:   (As she moves) I mean, I didn’t expect them to behave quite like that. But, you know, they could have at least said ‘good’ or something. ‘Well done’, even. But anyway, on this particular day, I came home from school – this is my house by the way – Number 162 Sycamore Street – it’s just past the traffic lights and before you get to the zebra crossing, I don’t know if you know Sycamore Street at all but – (Breaking off again) Sorry, I’m rambling again. On this Friday I came home full of excitement, with my fantastic news about the school swimming team.




(As LUCY enters the house, the traffic sounds disappear and are replaced by the noises inside. The TV drones on throughout and upstairs, faintly, the thud of Gary’s music.)


Mum!





JOY:   (Without stopping her tasks) Shh! Your father’s asleep.


LUCY:   (Whispering) Sorry! Mum, guess what?


JOY:   Your dad’s had a terrible day. His van broke down again, miles from nowhere …


LUCY:   I’ve got this amazing news …


JOY:   … he had to walk five miles …


LUCY:   … go on, guess what happened to me today.


JOY:   … by the time he’d phoned the AA and then walked five miles all the way back again, someone had stolen his front wheels …


LUCY:   Shall I tell you?


JOY:   Left his van standing on six bricks. I mean, I don’t know what the world’s coming to, I really don’t.


LUCY:   I’ll tell you, shall I?


JOY:   Stealing people’s front wheels. I mean, what if your dad had been a pensioner? What if he’d been disabled …?


LUCY:   I’ve been picked for the school swimming team.


JOY:   They should bring in stricter laws and stop all this vandalism in one fell swoop. I mean, the way we’re going at the moment, none of us will be able to sleep securely in our beds …


LUCY:   Two hundred metres backstroke. And the relay.


JOY:   I mean, look at old Mrs Hadron. Those lads rode their bike right through her back garden. Ruined her bird table, cut up her lawn …


LUCY:   Isn’t that great news?


JOY:   I mean, they should have been locked up. She’s got no husband and her little dog’s poorly … You see, if this council worried less about putting up new bandstands and building multi-storey car parks and a little more on making the streets safe from vandals and layabouts …




(LUCY holds a conversation with herself.)





LUCY:   (Under this last) ‘Tremendous news, Lucy. Absolutely fantastic. You’re brilliant, I don’t know how you do it …’ ‘Oh, it was nothing, Mum, really …’


JOY:   (Stopping as she sees LUCY) What are you going on about there?


LUCY:   Nothing.


JOY:   What were you saying?


LUCY:   Nothing. Just talking to myself, Mum. (Under her breath) As usual.


JOY:   (Suspiciously) You haven’t got that friend of yours back, have you?


LUCY:   What?


JOY:   That – invisible friend of yours? I hope you’re not starting all that again?


LUCY:   No.


JOY:   You know how that annoys your dad.


JOY:   Yep.




(She moves away.)





JOY:   Where’re you going?


LUCY:   Upstairs. Put my things away.


JOY:   Well, come straight down again. It’s nearly tea-time. You can give me a hand.


LUCY:   Right.


JOY:   I’ve been on my feet all day, I’ve not had a minute’s break since I got up, it’s all right for the rest of you …




(JOY’s stream of complaining drops to a low mutter as LUCY moves out of earshot. She moves to where WALT is sitting asleep in front of the TV. As she nears him the TV fades up a little.)





TV VOICE:   And finally … more sobering economic news as the pound slumped lower still against a basket of other currencies. On top of that, inflation, as we heard earlier, is also up and indications are, according to the latest forecasts, that it will rise still further over the next three months. Later on this evening, in Newsnight, we shall be showing a special programme in which seven European economic experts will be giving their verdict: Is Britain’s Economy a Sinking Ship? That’ll be on Newsnight at 10.30 tonight. But now it’s time to go over to Bert Cod at the London Weather Centre for the latest picture.




(LUCY watches this for all of two seconds and scowls.)





LUCY:   (To audience) Even the TV’s depressing in our house. We’re only allowed to watch the programmes he wants to watch. And they’re all dead boring. This is my father. Who’s the current Guinness Book of Records twenty-four-hour sleeping champion. (Loudly) Whey-hey, Dad!!


WALT:   (Snorting awake) Whah!


LUCY:   Sorry, Dad, did I wake you?


WALT:   (Drowsily) Not just at the moment, love, I want to watch the news …




(He falls asleep again.)





LUCY:   (To audience) That was the extremely rare glimpse of my father awake. Would that we’d had a camera team here to capture that moment. No, I don’t want to be too mean about Mum and Dad, but really … I don’t honestly know why they’re still together, if you want the truth. These days they don’t even seem to like each other … I mean, don’t get me wrong, I don’t want them to start getting all lovey-dovey and daft …




(WALT springs up from his armchair and faces JOY with adoration all over his face. She does likewise. They sing a brief  excerpt from The Beggar’s Opera.)





WALT:   (Singing) ‘I would love thee ev’ry day …’


JOY:   (Singing) ‘Ev’ry night we’d kiss and play …’


WALT:   (Singing) ‘If with me you’d fondly stray …’


JOY and WALT:   (Together) ‘Over the hills and far away …’




(They swiftly resume their original positions again.)





LUCY:   I wouldn’t want anything like that, for heaven’s sake.


Yuk!


JOY:   (Calling from the kitchen) Lucy, are you coming to help me, or not?


LUCY:   Yes, Mum.


TV VOICE:   (Under all this) Well, as to the weather picture, I’m afraid it’s another gloomy one tomorrow as far as most of the country’s concerned.


LUCY:   With heavy rain mostly situated over Number 162 Sycamore Street …


TV VOICE:   As you can see there from our radar chart, this large area of low pressure here continues to sit over most of northern Europe. And that, of course, is causing those outbreaks of thunder we’ve been experiencing in certain areas, together with that virtually non-stop sleet and heavy rain which has also been affecting most regions during today. Tonight, well, it’s going to get a good deal colder over most of the country, particularly up here in the north-east. Widespread frost, especially inland, with temperatures getting down in one or two places to as low as minus two or even three centigrade in some sheltered areas. And that promises to be more or less the picture over most of the country during the next day or so …




(During this, LUCY starts upstairs. As she moves away from the TV the sound fades down. Simultaneously, the rock music from Gary’s room gets a little louder.)





LUCY:   (As she goes upstairs, to audience) Come with me, if you will. Upstairs. If you listen very carefully you can just hear the distant sounds of the greater spotted Grisly Gary, my unbelievably talkative brother. Grisly Gary is doing a building course at the technical college, training to be a bucket.




(She reaches the door of Gary’s room. The music is louder now.)


Here we go. I’ll just have a quiet word with him. Cover your ears.


(LUCY opens Gary’s door. The heavy-metal music comes up to a deafening level. LUCY, when she speaks, is quite inaudible. GARY, lying on the bed with his eyes closed, fails to notice her at all.)


(Mouthing, swiftly) Hallo, Grisly. It’s your loving sister, Lucy. Just to tell you I’ve been picked for the school swimming team. Thought you’d like to know. Bye, Grisly.


(LUCY closes the door again. The music goes down to a lower level.)


I enjoyed that chat.


(She opens the door of her own room and goes inside.)


This is my room. No one’s allowed in here, except me. I’m a very tidy sort of person. Which is a bit extraordinary in this house. I think I must be a freak. I actually like to know where I’ve put things. This is my bed. That’s my desk. And up there on the shelf. Those are my special, most favourite books.


(The music pounds through the wall.)


Actually, one of the reasons I keep it tidy is because my very, very best friend, Zara, also likes things tidy. Oh yes, I ought to explain to you about Zara. You may have heard my mum talking about my invisible friend. Do you remember? Well, that’s my invisible friend, Zara. (Introducing her) This is Zara. I want you to meet Zara. Zara, say hallo. That’s it. Will you say hallo to Zara, my invisible friend? I invented Zara – oh, years ago – when I was seven or eight. Just for fun. I think I was ill at that time and wasn’t allowed to play with any of my real friends, so I made up Zara. She’s my special friend that no one can see except me. Of course, I can’t really see her either. Not really. Although sometimes I … It’s almost as if I could see her, sometimes. If I concentrate very hard it’s like I can just glimpse her out of the corner of my eye. (She is thoughtful for a second.) Still. Anyway. I’ve kept Zara for years and years. Until they all started saying I was much too old for that sort of thing and got worried and started talking about sending for a doctor. So then I didn’t take her round with me quite so much after that. But she’s still here. And when I feel really sad and depressed like I do today, then I sit and talk to Zara. Zara always understands. Zara always listens. She’s special. Aren’t you, Zara? (She listens to Zara.) What’s that? Yes, I wish he’d turn his music down, too. I’ve asked him, haven’t I? (Mimicking GARY) ‘How can I hear it if I turn it down, I can’t hear the bass then, can I?’ I used to have pictures in here but every time he put a disc on they fell off the walls.


(Pause. The music continues.)


I mean, don’t get me wrong. We like loud music, don’t we, Zara? We love loud music. Sometimes. (Yelling) BUT NOT ALL THE TIME.


(Pause.)


Why doesn’t he ever listen to quiet music? Just once.


Wouldn’t that be nice?


(The music changes to a delicate piece of Bach, just for a second. GARY sits up in an attitude of deep appreciation, eyes still closed. Then the music resumes as before and he lies back down again.)


But if he did that, he wouldn’t be Grisly Gary then, would he?


(Pause.)


Oh, Zara, did I tell you I’ve been picked for the school swimming team? Isn’t that exciting? Yes. Thank you. I’m glad you’re excited, too. Good.


(Pause.)


(Shouting) IF ANYONE IS INTERESTED AT ALL, I WAS PICKED FOR THE SCHOOL SWIMMING TEAM TODAY. WHAT ABOUT THAT, FOLKS?


(She listens. No reply.)


Great. Thanks for your support, everyone. (Tearful) They might at least … They could have at least … Oh, Zara … I know you’re always here, but sometimes I get so … lonely …


(She sits on her bed, sad, angry and frustrated. Downstairs, JOY has come to the foot of the stairs and now calls up to LUCY.)





JOY:   Lucy, I told you to come straight down, do you hear me?


LUCY:   (Calling) Yes, Mum.


JOY:   Well, hurry up, then. And tell your brother tea’s nearly ready.




(JOY goes back into the kitchen. LUCY comes to a sudden decision.)





LUCY:   All right, then. Come on, Zara. I don’t care what they say. Today you’re coming downstairs to tea. If they won’t listen to me I’ll invite someone who will listen. Come on, Zara, down to tea.




(Leading Zara by the hand, LUCY goes first into Gary’s room. A burst of loud music as she enters. GARY lies as before.)


(Yelling) Gary! Tea-time! Gary!


(GARY doesn’t hear her.)


Gary!


(She picks up a spray can of shaving foam from among the junk and sprays him with it. GARY sits up, indignantly.)





GARY:   Oy!


LUCY:   Tea-time.


GARY:   (Swinging off the bed) I’ll get you, you …




(But LUCY, with a laugh, is out of the room before he can catch her, slamming the door behind her. She now leads Zara downstairs. GARY ruefully mops himself down and in a moment switches off his sound gear and puts on his Walkman. He then goes off to the bathroom.)





LUCY:   (To audience, as she goes downstairs) Once, Zara used to come everywhere with me. I never left her behind for a minute. She used to sit with me at school and she came on holiday one year. And we even had to pack her a special suitcase. Dad was wild.




(As LUCY passes WALT, still asleep in his armchair, we hear a brief excerpt from a gardening programme. This fades as LUCY reaches the kitchen.)





TV VOICE:   … and there’s a very wide species of these. Some of them are evergreen and some deciduous. So make sure you get the right sort. They’ve lovely bright flowers and fruits. Like this chap here. There, who can ask for anything more colourful? And the good thing about Berberis is that he’s not too fussy about the soil …


LUCY:   Here we are.


JOY:   (Suspiciously) Here who are?


LUCY:   Me.


JOY:   At last. Where have you been? Never mind. You can lay the table, it’s nearly ready.


LUCY:   OK. (To Zara, still holding her hand) Come on then, Zara.


JOY:   What?


LUCY:   Nothing.


JOY:   What’s the matter with your hand?


LUCY:   Nothing.


JOY:   Have you hurt it?


LUCY:   No.


JOY:   Well, don’t be so silly and lay the table.


LUCY:   Yes, Mum.




(During the next LUCY lays the table with five places and also brings up an extra chair. JOY doesn’t notice, she is so busy preparing the meal.)





JOY:   (As they do this) I saw Mrs Hedges today in the street. She was just coming back from the doctor’s. She’s no better. And her Ted’s legs are going. He can barely take his weight on them now. Only a matter of time. And her Arthur’s hand’s still useless. She doesn’t know which way to turn, I can tell you. Not that she can turn at all, poor woman, not with her back the way it is.


LUCY:   Mum…


JOY:   She was in agony just talking to me. Tears of agony. She shouldn’t have been out except she can’t bear to stay in. Not now her Tom’s gone.


LUCY:   Mum …


JOY:   And then I met Mrs Bracewell – don’t interrupt me, I’m talking, Lucy – she’s had a chapter of accidents, too. Just got over her poorly foot and then her son rings up to say he’d broken both his legs skiing. So I don’t know who she’s going to get to lift her Maureen out of bed …


LUCY:   (To audience) As you see, conversation is very much a one-way business in this house …


JOY:   … and all that on top of her dog going. I mean, I don’t know how she keeps cheerful, I don’t.




(She pauses briefly.)





LUCY:   (Seizing the opportunity) Mum …


JOY:   Oh, yes, and talking of that, old Mr Perkins, you remember him, he used to give you barley sugars, well, he’s passed on at last. I saw his daughter, Mrs Clarke, with the hip, in the supermarket. She said it was a great relief to them all. Mind you, I don’t know how Mrs Perkins will cope now without him. She’s very feeble these days and all.


LUCY:   Never mind, Mum. On the brighter side …


JOY:   Have you called your brother?


LUCY:   Yes. A really good thing happened to me today …


JOY:   Call your father then. I can hear all that later.


LUCY:   Right.


JOY:   I’ll hear it later.




(JOY moves back to the kitchen.)





LUCY:   Yes. (To herself) I bet. (To Zara) Come on, then.




(She crosses to WALT who is still asleep. As she does so, we hear more of the gardening programme.)





TV VOICE:   … the real question of course is how much to cut off. Well, if you look at any branch of a shrub, like this one here, you’ll see that the tip is soft and green. Now if you look from there back towards the main stem, you’ll see a ring marking the end of last year’s growth – just there, you see? There’s your old wood. And there’s your new wood. Now, you want to cut back, almost to your old wood, just about – there. Like so. And that’s where your new shoots will be. And that’s where your flowers are going to grow. Now, that’s your winter or early-spring varieties. There’s nothing mysterious about pruning. All it takes is good old-fashioned common sense and a little tiny bit of know-how …




(During the next, GARY comes downstairs with his Walkman on. He is in a world of his own. He goes to the table and sits nodding to the silent music.)





LUCY:   Dad! Dad! (She shakes him.) Tea-time.


WALT:   (Snorting awake) Just a minute, love, I’m watching this.


LUCY:   Tea’s ready.


WALT:   I’m watching this, love.


LUCY:   (To audience) Why’s he watching this? It’s a gardening programme and we haven’t even got a garden.




(They watch for a moment.)





JOY:   (To GARY) Will you be out tonight, Gary? (Louder) Gary?


GARY:   (Lifting one earphone) What’s that, Mum?


JOY:   I’m saying, are you going out tonight?


GARY:   Yes, I’ll be out with Ronnie and Billy and Jimmy and Tel.


JOY:   Oh, that’ll be nice.


LUCY:   (To audience) Ronnie and Billy and Jimmy and Tel are Gary’s special mates. From the tech. Also training to be buckets. Except Tel, who’s studying to be a pile of sand.


WALT:   What’s all this we’re watching?


LUCY:   I don’t know. You had it on.


WALT:   I don’t want this. Who put this on?


LUCY:   You did.


WALT:   I wanted the film. I’m missing the film.




(WALT jabs the remote control. TV changes to western music. A little dialogue. A lot of gunshots.)


That’s better.





LUCY:   (To audience) Oh no. Westerns. I hate westerns …




(JOY brings a casserole dish to the table. A burst of country music. The lights change.)





JOY:   Here y’are, boys. Y’eat this up while it’s still good and hot, y’hear?


GARY:   Yahoo, Maw. Is that a clam bake ah spy theyur?


JOY:   Nope. This’n just plain old bacon ’n’ beans, boy. You get them down inside you.


WALT:   Better get your vittals, son. We got a long hard, dusty ride tomorrow, boy …


GARY:   Yippie! Yeah, Paw. Yee-haw!




(The music stops. The lights revert to normal.)





LUCY:   No. I think I prefer things the way they are, really …




(JOY brings the casserole dish to the table.)





JOY:   It’s on the table.


WALT:   (Keeping his eyes glued on the TV set) Right.




(WALT sits at the end of the table, turned half away, watching the TV. GARY sits jigging to his music. LUCY sits next to the additional chair. JOY returns with four bowls. She starts to serve. LUCY gets up and crosses to the kitchen cupboard.)





JOY:   Where are you going, Lucy? Sit still and have your tea.


LUCY:   Just getting an extra plate, Mum.


JOY:   I’ve got enough here.


LUCY:   No, we’ve got – (Indicating the extra place) Look.


JOY:   (Realizing) Oh, no.


LUCY:   Zara’s here.


JOY:   Oh, no, she isn’t.


LUCY:   She is. Promise.


JOY:   Well, I’m not serving extra food to her … I’m not going through all that again. She’s not having any, I’m sorry.


LUCY:   All right, she can have mine.


JOY:   Lucy! I’m warning you.


LUCY:   I’ll share mine with her …


JOY:   Walt! Walter …


WALT:   Just a second, love. I’m just watching this.


JOY:   Tell this girl. You tell her. I’m not having this again. I’m not going through all that. Double meals. Double loads of washing … Double baths … I’m not starting all this again …


WALT:   (To the TV) Yeah!


JOY:   Walter!


WALT:   What’s that? I’m sorry, love, what’s the problem?


JOY:   Tell this girl I’m not having that so-called friend of hers back here again.


WALT:   Back where?


JOY:   (Indicating Zara’s place) There!


WALT:   Friend? I can’t see any friend.


JOY:   No, her invisible friend. That one. That Sarah.


LUCY:   Zara.


WALT:   Oh, no. We’re not having that, Lucy. We’ve had quite enough of her, thank you very much.


LUCY:   Zara’s got to eat …


WALT:   Well, I’m sorry. Not at my table. You clear that place right away, do you hear me?


LUCY:   Then she’ll starve, won’t she?


WALT:   (Sharply) I said, clear it away. At once, Lucy!


JOY:   There! That’s your dad telling you that, do you hear?




(LUCY gets up and starts to clear the place away to the kitchen.)





LUCY:   It’ll be your fault if she dies of starvation.


WALT:   Damn good job if she does. The sooner the better.


JOY:   Oh now, Walter …


WALT:   What?


JOY:   You mustn’t talk like that. Even about …


WALT:   Even about what?


JOY:   Well, even about invisible people. I don’t think that’s right. You mustn’t wish them dead.


WALT:   What are you talking about, she’s not even alive.


JOY:   Well, maybe she isn’t alive, I don’t know. But you still shouldn’t wish her dead, it’s not right.




(LUCY returns to the table.)





WALT:   Rubbish. (To LUCY) And you can put that extra chair back as well.


LUCY:   (Indignantly) You mean Zara has to stand all through the meal, as well?


WALT:   (Fiercely) DO AS YOU’RE TOLD! You’ll get no tea in a minute.


JOY:   You hear that, Lucy? You’ll get no tea.


LUCY:   (Muttering) I don’t want any tea.


WALT:   You won’t get any tea at this rate.


LUCY:   I don’t want any tea.


JOY:   Now, now, that’s enough of that, just come and eat your tea.


LUCY:   I’ve said, I don’t want any tea.


WALT:   You do as your mother tells you, girl, and eat your tea.


JOY:   You hear that, Lucy? That’s your dad telling you that.




(LUCY returns the extra chair.)


I thought you’d grown out of all this, Lucy. (To WALT) I thought she’d grown out of it. I mean, most children grow out of it by this age. I mean, they do, don’t they? How old is she now?
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