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Characters


MR POOTER


MR DARWITTS


MR BIRKS SPOONER


MR HILLBUTTER


MR PUTLEY


MR DARWITTS plays: CARRIE; CUMMINGS; FARMERSON; CARRIE’S MOTHER; and provides the voice for the LILLIE GIRL dummy.


MR BIRKS SPOONER plays: SARAH (until page 50); GOWING; the WAITER; the SECOND HELPFUL MAN; LUPIN; and provides the voice for the DAISY MUTLAR dummy.


MR HILLBUTTER plays: HORWIN; PITT; TRILLIP; MRS JAMES; the OLD FRIEND; the FIRST HELPFUL MAN; FRANK MUTLAR; SARAH (from page 50); and provides the voice for the MURRAY POSH dummy.


MR PUTLEY plays: the piano.


There is also the disembodied VOICE OF PERKUPP.


 


 


Author’s Note


It is essential to successful performance of the play that the actors resist the temptation to ‘send up’ Pooter. All the people swirling around him should be played as truthfully as possible. This is especially true of the female characters. Any hint of the Monty Python crone, say, will kill the desired theatrical effect.


H.O.













 


 


ACT ONE


A Victorian theatre.


POOTER enters from the wings, carrying his large, leatherbound diary.


POOTER. Good evening. My name is Mr Charles Pooter. I have long considered the question: why should I not make public my diary?


He gestures to his diary.


My diary. I often see reminiscences of people I have never even heard of, and I fail to see – because I do not happen to be a ‘Somebody’ – why my diary should not be of interest to the public.


He gestures to the audience.


The public. Therefore, I am honoured this evening to present a series of readings from my diary, for which a musical accompaniment will be provided by Mr Gervase Putley of Isleworth. Mr Putley!


POOTER enjoins the audience to applause. PUTLEY is revealed and gives a flourish up and down the keyboard.


Furthermore, those episodes of my life deemed especially worthy of interest will be subject this evening to dramatic representation. To that end, I am delighted to welcome, first of all, Mr Carleton Darwitts. Mr Darwitts!


POOTER leads the applause. DARWITTS, to an accompaniment from PUTLEY, strides on and joins POOTER.


DARWITTS (to POOTER). Good evening.


POOTER. Good evening.


DARWITTS (to the audience). Good evening.


POOTER. Mr Darwitts is an actor of considerable histrionic power, and is, currently, principal comedian with that celebrated amateur theatrical club, the Camberwell Minstrels. He will assume a multitude of roles this evening –


DARWITTS. Indeed.


POOTER. – including that of my dear wife, Carrie. I confess to having initially felt a degree of unease about this. However, I have been reassured that, such are Mr Darwitts’ transformational abilities, the theatrical effect rendered will be wholly convincing.


DARWITTS gives us a snatch of his CARRIE.


CARRIE. Charlie, I’ve been to Jibbons’ and ordered some Irish linen collars at four-and-six a dozen, but the butcher says he won’t have any kidneys till Thursday.


PUTLEY provides a ‘ta-daah’, as DARWITTS gives a quick bow to the audience.


POOTER. Well. There is a passing resemblance, to be sure, although to my mind there’s more of a look of dear Carrie’s mother. Thank you.


DARWITTS. No, thank you. (To the audience.) Thank you.


POOTER. Moving on –


DARWITTS (still to the audience). Thank you.


POOTER. Moving on –


PUTLEY provides another ‘ta-daah’.


Moving on, I should now like to introduce the next member of our little ensemble, Mr Leopold Birks Spooner. Mr Birks Spooner!


POOTER and DARWITTS lead the applause. To another accompaniment from PUTLEY, BIRKS SPOONER enters and joins the others.


BIRKS SPOONER (to POOTER). Good evening.


POOTER (to BIRKS SPOONER). Good evening.


BIRKS SPOONER (to DARWITTS). Good evening.


DARWITTS (to BIRKS SPOONER). Good evening.


BIRKS SPOONER (to the audience). Good evening.


POOTER. Mr Birks Spooner is, of course, well known as one of the leading lights of the Sons of Thespis, Hoxton –


BIRKS SPOONER. Most certainly.


POOTER. – where he is chiefly noted for his energetic recitation of ‘The Arab’s Farewell to His Steed’.


BIRKS SPOONER. That is correct.


POOTER. Which, regrettably, we shan’t have time for this evening. Nonetheless, we look forward to his skilled portrayal of multifarious personages, including that of my dear son, William Lupin Pooter.


POOTER and DARWITTS expect BIRKS SPOONER to give a snatch of his LUPIN. None is forthcoming. PUTLEY gives another ‘ta-daah’ in any case.


Finally, I should also state that further assistance with certain dramatic scenes and tableaux will be provided by Mr Samuel Hillbutter.


To another accompaniment from PUTLEY, HILLBUTTER enters and joins the others.


HILLBUTTER (to POOTER). Good evening.


POOTER (to HILLBUTTER). Good evening.


HILLBUTTER (to DARWITTS). Good evening.


DARWITTS (to HILLBUTTER). Good evening.


HILLBUTTER (to BIRKS SPOONER). Good evening.


BIRKS SPOONER (to HILLBUTTER). Good evening.


HILLBUTTER (to the audience). Good evening.


POOTER. Mr Hillb–


PUTLEY. Good evening.


THE OTHERS (to PUTLEY). Good evening.


POOTER. Mr Hillbutter joins us tonight all the way from… from just outside Enfield –


HILLBUTTER. Cockfosters.


POOTER. Just so. – where he is a member of the Middlesex Young Methodists’ Amateur Dramatic Association.


HILLBUTTER. A proud member.


POOTER. Just so.


A silence. Eventually:


It only remains for me to caution those members of the audience of advanced years that Mr Brownish, our theatrical technician, will be deploying a full range of auditory effects.


A solitary sound effect: a cat.


(To the back of the auditorium.) Thank you, Mr Brownish. And now for my diary.


Music. The others disperse.


April 2nd. My dear wife Carrie and I have just been a week in our new house: ‘The Laurels’, Brickfield Terrace, Holloway – a nice six-roomed residence, not counting basement, with a front breakfast-parlour.


PUTLEY starts playing ‘Home Sweet Home’.


We have a nice garden which runs down to the railway. We were rather afraid of the noise of the trains at first, but the landlord said we should not notice them after a bit, and took two pounds off the rent. He was certainly right: we have suffered no inconvenience, beyond the cracking of the garden wall at the bottom.


PUTLEY has by now finished playing.


After my work in the City, I like to be at home. What’s the good of a home if you are never in it? ‘Home, Sweet Home’, that’s my motto.


PUTLEY strikes up ‘Home Sweet Home’ again.


Thank you, Mr Putley.


The music stops.


I am always in of an evening – apart from this evening, of course. Our old friend Gowing may drop in without ceremony –


BIRKS SPOONER (as GOWING). Pooter.


POOTER. Gowing. So may our other old friend Cummings, who lives opposite.


DARWITTS (as CUMMINGS). Pooter.


POOTER. Cummings. But Carrie and I can manage to pass our evenings together without friends. There is always something to be done: a tin-tack here, or part of a carpet to nail down; while Carrie is not above putting a button on a shirt or mending a pillowcase. It is also a great comfort to know that our boy William is getting on so well in the bank at Oldham.


Sound effect: Victorian doorbell.


April 3rd. Tradesmen called for custom.


PUTLEY quietly plays a bouncy, vulgar little tune, to suggest bustling activity.


DARWITTS (advancing as FARMERSON). Mr Farmerson presents his compliments, and begs to enquire whether Mr Pooter will be intending to patronise Farmerson & Son, Ironmongers, established 1873.


POOTER. Very well, Farmerson. I’ll give you a turn if I need any nails or tools.


FARMERSON. Very good, sir.


FARMERSON retreats, while BIRKS SPOONER, as GOWING, advances.


POOTER. Dear friend Gowing called.


GOWING. Pooter.


POOTER. Gowing.


GOWING. Just walked here all the way from the ‘Angel’. Thirsty work, too, I’ll be bound.


POOTER. I’m sure. I’d offer you a brandy-and-soda but we finished the bottle last night.


GOWING. Ah. I shan’t stay; there’s an infernal smell of paint.


The music stops. GOWING retreats as POOTER sniffs.


Sound effect: the doorbell again.


POOTER. April 4th. Tradesmen still calling.


PUTLEY resumes the bustling music.


HILLBUTTER (advancing as HORWIN). Mr Horwin presents his compliments, and begs to enquire whether Mr Pooter will be intending to patronise Horwin & Son, Butchers of Quality, established 1869.


POOTER. Very well, Horwin. I’ll give you a trial and order a shoulder of mutton.


HORWIN. Very good, sir.


HORWIN retreats while DARWITTS, as CUMMINGS, advances, holding a pipe.


POOTER. Cummings dropped in, to show me a meerschaum pipe he’d won in a raffle in the City.


CUMMINGS. Pooter.


POOTER. Cummings. What have you got there?


CUMMINGS. It’s a meerschaum pipe.


POOTER. Where did you get it?


CUMMINGS. I won it in a raffle in the City. By-the-by, did you see my article on the advantages of the tricycle over the horse, in this week’s Bicycling News?


POOTER. No.


CUMMINGS. Ah. I shan’t stay; I don’t care much for the smell of paint.


The music stops again. CUMMINGS retreats as POOTER sniffs again. CUMMINGS stumbles over an imaginary doorscraper.


You ought to get that scraper fixed, you know.


POOTER (waggishly). Yes, or I shall get into a scrape.


He laughs boisterously at his own wit.


CUMMINGS. I’ll see myself out.


He leaves.


POOTER (to the audience) . I don’t often make jokes. In the meantime, Carrie arranged with Borset, the butterman, and ordered a pound of fresh butter and a shilling’s worth of eggs.


DARWITTS advances as CARRIE.


CARRIE. Charlie, I’ve arranged with Borset, the butterman, and ordered a pound of fresh butter and a shilling’s worth of eggs.


POOTER. April 5th. Two shoulders of mutton arrived,Carrie having arranged with another butcher without consulting me. In the evening, Gowing called.


BIRKS SPOONER advances as GOWING.


GOWING. Pooter.


POOTER. Gowing.


He stumbles over the same imaginary doorscraper that CUMMINGS did.


GOWING. That scraper wants fixing.


GOWING retreats, but not before he has sniffed for paint again.


POOTER. April 6th. Couldn’t find umbrella, and though it was pouring with rain, had to go to the office without it.


BIRKS SPOONER (as SARAH, the maid). Beggin’ yer pardon, sir –


POOTER. Ah. It’s Sarah, our domestic servant. What is it, Sarah?


SARAH. Beggin’ yer pardon, sir, Mr Gowing must’ve took the umbrella last night by mistake, cos there’s a stick in the ’all what don’t belong to nobody.


POOTER. Thank you, Sarah.


SARAH. I never seen it before, that I ain’t, and no two ways abaht it.


POOTER. Thank you, Sarah.


SARAH. It’s a rum go and no mistake, I don’t care who knows it.


POOTER. Thank you, Sarah. That will do.


SARAH. Yes, sir. Very good, sir. Beggin’ yer pardon, sir.


SARAH gives a little bob, and exits.


POOTER. April 8th. Took a walk round the garden.


He walks around the stage, while PUTLEY plays the first four-bar phrase of ‘An English Country Garden’.


Discovered a beau–


PUTLEY plays the phrase again; POOTER feels obliged to walk around the stage again.


Discovered a beautiful spot for planting mustard-and-cress and radishes. Planted some mustard-and-cress and radishes. Went to bed at nine.


April 9th. Called at Farmerson’s, the ironmonger, and gave him the job of removing the scraper. In the evening, Gowing dropped in.


GOWING appears.


GOWING. Pooter.


POOTER. Gowing.


GOWING (to CARRIE, who has appeared from somewhere). Mrs Pooter.


CARRIE. Mr Gowing.


GOWING starts to sniff.


POOTER. You’re not going to complain of the smell of paint again?


GOWING. No, but I tell you this: I distinctly smell dry rot.


POOTER. Yes, well. You’re talking a lot of dry rot yourself!


CARRIE and POOTER laugh uproariously, at some length.


CARRIE. Dry rot!


POOTER. Dry rot!


CARRIE. My sides are aching with laughter.


GOWING. I’ll see myself out.


He goes.


POOTER (to the audience). I actually woke up twice during the night, and laughed till the bed shook.


CARRIE. Aching with laughter!


POOTER. Dry rot! As I say, I don’t often make jokes.


April 10th. Farmerson came round to attend to the scraper.


DARWITTS bounds forward as FARMERSON.


FARMERSON. So where’s this scraper, then?
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