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            TILL THE STARS COME DOWN
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            Notes

         

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

          

         Dialogue in parenthesis marks a character saying something out loud but to themselves.
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               Act One

            

         

         The roar of hairdryers.

         Rollers, make-up bags, mirrors, big cans of hairspray and mugs of tea litter the living room. We are in the house of Tony Stone. His three daughters – Hazel, Maggie, Sylvia – have taken over and are getting ready for the big day. Hazel is blowdrying Sylvia’s hair. Maggie is setting her own rollers with a hair dryer. Sarah, Hazel’s younger daughter, is building a spaceship out of Lego-like pieces. A wedding veil hangs.

         
            Hazel (sniffs the air) I can smell burning.

            Leanne, Hazel’s elder daughter, appears with cordless straighteners on the go.

            Leanne I’ve got a spot.

            Hazel Well, don’t squeeze it. (Calls.) Dad? Crumpets are burning! Leanne, go and …

            Leanne I’ve got a spot!

            Maggie We can put some concealer.

            Hazel (calls) Dad?

            Sarah When is my hair being done?

            Hazel Not yet, go and check on your grandad.

            Sarah leaves.

            Sylvia I don’t think I can eat anything.

            Hazel You’re going to have to, you’ve had no breakfast. (To Maggie.) She was being sick when I got here. (To Sylvia.) And a glass of milk will line your stomach. 4

            Maggie I was shaking the morning of my wedding.

            Hazel Which one?

            Maggie (obviously) To Barry: my first. (To Sylvia.) It gets easier.

            Hazel She’s not planning on gaining your expertise.

            Maggie I meant throughout the day.

            Leanne How many times have you been married, Aunty Maggie?

            Maggie Four, but only to three husbands.

            Hazel I’ll never understand why you married Roy once, never mind twice.

            Maggie It was the way he looked at me, how he made me feel … like I was a potato in a famine.

            Sylvia I liked Martin.

            Hazel We all liked Martin.

            Maggie (here we go) I wasn’t happy with Martin.

            Hazel He gave into you on everything. (It does ’em no good / to give in.)

            Maggie Even on our wedding day, something was just missing.

            Sylvia Like a fry-up with no bacon.

            Hazel Seven bridesmaids that one, two pageboys, five-tiered / cake.

            Maggie Martin wanted all that, not me. I should never have gone through with it.

            Leanne So why did you?

            Maggie At the time, I was still heartbroken about Barry. 5

            Sylvia (to Leanne) He’d been unfaithful.

            Hazel He’d have shagged a frog if he could gerrit to hold still for long enough.

            Maggie Why are we talking about my weddings anyroad when it’s our Sylvia’s? I thought you’d be having it up at the Club?

            Hazel We don’t want any trouble.

            Maggie Trouble? What, ’cause he’s Polish?

            Hazel You know what some folk are like especially after they’ve had a skinful.

            Sarah appears with a dinner plate of crumpets for all.

            They’re charging for use of the stage nowadays, the Club are. They want to wank another forty-five pound out of you just to use the stage, bearing in mind you’re already forking out seventy-five for the room hire and twenty-five for the bar.

            Sylvia We couldn’t fill a place that size anyways.

            Maggie Are any of his family coming over?

            Sylvia (‘no’) We skyped his mam yesterday.

            Hazel Does she speak any English?

            Maggie Are you gunner learn Polish, our Sylv?

            Hazel Polish! How can anyone learn Polish? Have you seen what their words look like? First time I saw it, I said that’s not a language that’s a Wi-Fi password. It’s just Zs and Ws one after the other.

            Leanne There’s a place opened with English and Polish menus now.

            Hazel Warsaw Diner. It’s been Franny’s Cafe since I can remember. 6

            Maggie (to Sylvia) It’s somewhere for you and Marek to try.

            Hazel I don’t see it lasting. The diner, I mean. They did lovely dinners at Franny’s, piping hot too. I’d take Mam sometimes, if I was on the right shift. She loved that place. Now it’s gone …

            Maggie You still at the warehouse?

            Hazel Where else would I be?

            Maggie People do change jobs.

            Hazel I applied to be a Team Leader, I dint get it of course.

            Maggie You can always reapply.

            Hazel Team Leaders are all Eastern Europeans and they look after their own. We don’t get a look-in.

            Sylvia (rising) I need to feed Popcorn …

            Hazel Let me finish this, our Leanne will do it.

            Leanne I don’t like cats.

            Hazel I don’t always like you, I still feed you.

            Leanne I’m doing my nails.

            Hazel Not on that carpet you’re not – you should’ve done them last night.

            Leanne Oh my God, they take ten minutes.

            Hazel CAT.

            Leanne gets up and leaves.

            She can be like a bloody black hole.

            Maggie We were no different at that age.

            Hazel We were. She don’t go out.

            Maggie Don’t she have hobbies? 7

            Hazel They don’t have hobbies nowadays, they have phones.

            Maggie Has she got a boyfriend?

            Sarah I have. I’ve got two.

            Maggie Two?!

            Sarah Billy and Craig. They’re alright, I suppose.

            Maggie So what else is new?

            Hazel Next door’s got a sex pond.

            Maggie A sex pond?

            Sylvia She means a hot tub.

            Hazel Why anyone wants to sit in a cauldron of sperm, I don’t know.

            Sarah Mum, can I have these slides in?

            Hazel He’s built a bar on their garden and all, it’s like Center Parcs round there.

            Leanne returns and paints her nails.

            Maggie They’ve got the weather forrit. Hottest summer on record.

            Leanne They said that last year too.

            Sarah Mum, can I have these slides in my hair?

            Hazel We’re not doing slides, you’ve got you a bow.

            Sarah I want slides and a bow.

            Hazel It’s going to be too much, Sarah, too much metal in your head.

            Sarah But Mum!

            Maggie Come and show me your bow, let me have a look.

            Hazel Leanne, do that polish on a surface. What time is it? 8

            Leanne It’s not even eleven.

            Hazel Eleven?!

            Leanne It’s just gone half ten, Mam.

            Sylvia Can everyone stop getting stressed because it’s getting me stressed!

            Beat.

            How’s my hair?

            Maggie It’s looking lovely.

            Leanne Really nice.

            Hazel I’ll be done in a minute.

            Hazel You do look peaky, our Sylvia.

            Sylvia I woke up in the middle of the night and couldn’t drop back off.

            Maggie Too excited.

            Hazel (to Sylvia) Was Dad shouting again?

            Maggie Shouting?

            Hazel He keeps having these work dreams, he thinks he’s back down the pit.

            Maggie How funny, after all this time …

            Tony (off) Sylvia?

            Hazel (calls) We’re in here!

            Tony (off) Sylvia?

            Hazel (calls) She’s gerrin ready!

            Tony (calls) Sylvia.

            Maggie (calls) What’d you want, Dad?

            Sylvia I’ll go, I’ll go.

            Sylvia leaves.

            Maggie He’s going to be lost without her. 9

            Hazel She’s ten minutes away. And it’s not Dad I worry about.

            Maggie She’ll be fine.

            Hazel Will she.

            Maggie It’s about time she got on with her life. We have.

            Hazel Speak for yourself.

            Maggie You know what I mean.

            Sylvia has reappeared …

            Sylvia I’m not sure about my hair.

            Hazel Why, what’s up?

            Maggie It looks stunning.

            Leanne I love it, Aunty Sylvia.

            Sylvia Are you sure?

            Hazel It’s what you wanted.

            Maggie It’s so glossy.

            Leanne And with your veil.

            Sylvia Yeah, yeah, you’re right.

            Smiles and relief.

            Sarah What about my hair?

            Hazel (to Sarah) Right, come on then.

            Maggie Dad alright?

            Sylvia Fine, just his cufflinks.

            Sarah You’re hurting me.

            Hazel Keep your head still.

            Maggie Garden’s looking lovely.

            Sarah You’re hurting me and you’re my mum!

            Hazel Less lip, please.

            Maggie I like them new chairs. 10

            Sylvia They’re not new.

            Hazel They’ve been there months.

            Maggie Well, new to me.

            Hazel How long is it since you’ve been here anyway?

            Maggie I have called.

            Hazel It must be six month. You take off one day never to return –

            Maggie I call every week.

            Hazel Well that’s alright then.

            Maggie What do you want me to do?

            Hazel You can do as you please, you normally do.

            Maggie Do you know something –

            Aunty Carol (calls off) Only me!

            Leanne It’s Aunty Carol.

            Hazel (to Sylvia) What’s she doing here?

            Aunty Carol, a dress over one arm covered in protective plastic, and pulling a small wheeled suitcase in the other, whirls into the room – offhand and at a clip …

            Aunty Carol (at Leanne) How you doing, sugar tits? Well, we’ve the weather for it. It’s roasting outside. (To Sarah.) Hello, my little flower. Where’s the bride, where’s the bride? (Walking towards Sylvia …) How you feeling? I bet you’ve not slept …

            She abandons Sylvia for Maggie.

            Oh Maggie, love, I didn’t see you there. You’ve lost weight. Don’t look at me, I feel as fat as a bacon pig.

            Maggie Hello, Aunty Carol. 11

            Aunty Carol I’ve gained four pound, it’s all gone on my knockers and can I shift it? Can I heck. I’ve had to completely rethink my outfit, I’d got a beautiful dress from Peacocks – lemon, maxi, scoop neck – I put it on and felt Top-Heavy-Tommy. When’d you arrive, love?

            Maggie This morning.

            Aunty Carol (not listening) That’s a nice throw, our Sylvia. (To Leanne, as if asked.) Go on then, flower, I’ll have a tea.

            Leanne leaves. Aunty Carol takes her first breath, touches her rollered hair.

            What it was …

            Tiny expectation beat.

            I was at home and thought – (Aghast voice.) ‘What am I doing sat here?’ I thought, if your mam was here – and I know she’s looking down on us today – you’d be getting ready together. I didn’t want you feeling you’d missed out. (At her rollers.) I’ve had these in since this morning, I have. Are you planning on putting in any rollers, our Sylv?

            Hazel I’ve just straightened it.

            Aunty Carol (ignores) It’ll give you a little lift.

            Sylvia looks anxiously in the mirror, Maggie and Hazel glare at Aunty Carol.

            Leanne comes back with a mug of tea.

            You are a darling. Well, it couldn’t be a better day for it. There’s not a cloud. Let’s hope it stays that way. (At Leanne.) Are there any biscuits?

            Leanne goes for biscuits.

            I’ve not had a bite all morning, I’m running on nerves.

            Maggie (offering the plate) Do you want one? 12

            Aunty Carol You know every time I eat a crumpet, I miss Kilroy. Still to this day.

            Hazel Who’s not had theirs?

            Leanne I’m not hungry.

            Sarah I have.

            Hazel You’re going to be hungry later.

            Aunty Carol Where’s your dad?

            Leanne I’m fine.

            Sylvia Upstairs.

            Hazel We’re not eating until at least two.

            Maggie Out the way, I think.

            Maggie How’s me Uncle Pete?

            Aunty Carol You know he wanted me to drive us home tonight?

            Hazel You’re not, are you?

            Aunty Carol I told him to balls.

            Maggie A taxi not cost much.

            Aunty Carol Maggie … the man’s as tight as a camel’s arse in a sandstorm. It’s only taken me five year to get a new fitted kitchen out on him, in the end I said, ‘Either those hideous splashbacks go or I do.’ Our Sylvia’s Marek’s doing it for us.

            Maggie Oh, that’s good.

            Aunty Carol We’ve got to wait another three month, mind.

            Sylvia He’s got so much work on, / Aunty Carol.

            Aunty Carol I know, I know. But just you keep on at him, that’s all.

            Leanne appears with a packet of biscuits.

            Has your John found anything yet?

            Maggie What’s this? 13

            Hazel He’s out of work. Been finished at Flints three month ago.

            Maggie You never said.

            Hazel You never asked.

            Maggie What happened?

            Hazel They started not giving him work some weeks. I said then, they want rid.

            Aunty Carol Get some youngster or some … who’ll work for nowt.

            Hazel Not that he was overpaid, he’s brought home five hundred a week for years. Away from home Monday to Friday for five hundred. Plus they were giving him near on same money for digs as back when he started. It ended up being four of ’em in a hotel room, him and another bloke sharing a bed and two younger lads kipping on the floor. Course, he got no redundancy because they folded the company only to start it back up under another name.

            Maggie Bastards. (Realising Sarah is there.) Shit, sorry.

            Hazel She’s not listening.

            Sarah I am.

            Aunty Carol Is our little Sarah excited to be a flower girl?

            Sarah I’m more excited about being an astronaut.

            Aunty Carol An astronaut!

            Sarah Not now, when I’m grown up.

            Aunty Carol Well, I was going to say.

            Sarah Everyone will be astronauts, rockets will be like buses and take us to moon.

            Hazel What time is it? (Where’s me phone?) 14

            Aunty Carol I’d be happy for there to be bus to take us into town.

            Hazel Right. We need to make a start on us make-up. (This place is a bomb site.)

            Maggie We’ll tidy after. Do you want a mirror, Aunty Carol?

            Aunty Carol I’ve bought me own, duck, I use a magnifying one nowadays.

            Hazel Everyone needs to be ready by quarter to twelve.

            Leanne receives a message.

            Leanne Dad’s got the flowers.

            Hazel You’re not going to be on that – (Re: the phone.) all day today either.

            Leanne I’m texting him back.

            Hazel She’s on it twenty-four seven – and then they wonder why they’re ‘anxious’.

            Maggie Has anyone got a sharpener?

            Hazel In there, I have.

            Aunty Carol lifts her mirror, stares, then drops it.

            Aunty Carol Don’t pluck your eyebrows. Ever.

            Maggie (instead of a sharpener, she plucks out …) Estée Lauder?! You’ve fobbed.

            Hazel I’m going to have to hide this up my arse, aren’t I?

            Aunty Carol What is it?

            Leanne A plumping product.

            Aunty Carol Last thing I need then.

            Leanne It plumps out wrinkles.

            Maggie I’ll have a squirt. 15

            Hazel (beady-eyed) You only need a bit.

            Aunty Carol How much you fobbed for that?

            Hazel I’ve not paid forrit – well, I have, but a tenner. A woman I work with makes a bit on side. She don’t pinch it, just sells it on. I can order you one if you like.

            Aunty Carol Thought you said it was stolen?

            Leanne They nick to order now, Aunty Carol. Baby formula, mostly.

            Maggie Do either of you want this lip liner? Colour don’t suit me.

            Aunty Carol Oh, I don’t bother with liner.

            Leanne You should.

            Aunty Carol I go straight to lippy.

            Leanne Liner stops your lipstick from feathering, which is a problem at your age.

            Aunty Carol Well, that’s fucking told me.

            Leanne And it will help with definition.

            Aunty Carol (Another problem?)

            Maggie We should’ve had a make-up artist.

            Aunty Carol (Where’s them tissues?) Course we should.

            Hazel I’m fine doing me own.

            Maggie It’s not the same as having a professional.

            Sylvia I don’t want a professional. They always make you look … different.

            Aunty Carol That’s the whole point.

            Sylvia I still want to look like me.

            Beat.16

            Aunty Carol (incredulous) Why?

            Maggie I wouldn’t let anyone near my hair.

            Hazel How many hairdressers we got round here? Not one’s any cop.

            Maggie I dyed mine for first time last week, I’ve some grey underneath now.

            Hazel I’m at it every month, I am.

            Aunty Carol It’s not hairs on your head you want to worry about, it’s your fanny.

            Leanne What’d you mean?

            Aunty Carol I mean there’s no dyeing of your tash.

            Leanne What, does it go grey?

            Aunty Carol As a badger.

            Leanne Mam, has yours?

            Hazel No, thank you, it hasn’t.

            Leanne What about yourn, Aunty Maggie?

            Maggie I don’t have any hair down there, love.

            Aunty Carol (aside) Good God.

            Hazel I’m not keen on that and I’m suspicious of men that are.

            Aunty Carol I had three kids up at King’s Mill when Sister Williams was known for being a trailblazer with a razor but she never got a shot at deforesting me, that I can tell you. She never had the time, I made sure on it: dilated? I was a river in spate before I checked in. I could just fancy a Buck’s Fizz.

            Hazel We’ve a bottle in the fridge for later.

            Aunty Carol Well, let’s get the party going.

            Hazel For when we’re ready – 17

            Aunty Carol No one’s getting slaughtered, it’s just a bit of a sharpener.

            Leanne I’ll fetch it!

            Leanne leaves.

            Aunty Carol It’s a shame your Liam can’t be here today.

            Maggie Another seven week before he’s on land again. He’s loving it though.

            Aunty Carol I can’t think of anything worse than being on a submarine.

            Hazel Stacking shelves.

            Maggie I dint want him to join, his dad did. Anyroad, it keeps him out of trouble.

            Hazel There’s nowt round here for him.

            Maggie He’s seeing the world, I wouldn’t have minded that at nineteen.

            Sylvia I’m going to put my dress on.

            Hazel I’ll come up.

            Sylvia I’m alright.

            Sylvia leaves.

            Sarah I want to put mine on!

            Hazel We’re putting yours on last.

            Sarah Why am I last for everything?

            Aunty Carol You don’t want your dress all creased.

            Leanne appears with Buck’s Fizz …

            Maggie Not for me, duck.

            Aunty Carol and Hazel look.

            Pacing myself. 18

            Aunty Carol It’s Buck’s Fizz.

            Maggie I know.

            Aunty Carol Orange juice.

            Hazel I’ll have it.

            Hazel knocks it back in one.

            Aunty Carol (to Maggie) I’ve seen you put ten pint away and still shag a town down.

            Hazel You’re not up spout, are you?

            Maggie Don’t be daft.

            Hazel I got copped with our Sarah, I thought I’d done.

            Maggie Are we doing anything Polish at the wedding?

            Aunty Carol Like what?

            Maggie I don’t know, whatever it is they do in Poland?

            Aunty Carol We’re not in Poland. Not that you’d know it round here.

            Maggie I’m dying to see our Sylvia’s dress.

            Aunty Carol Are you two wearing a hat?

            They indicate ‘No’.

            What about a fascinator?

            Hazel I can’t wear them, I’ve got a flat head.

            Aunty Carol But it’s a wedding?

            Maggie You don’t have to wear hats nowadays.

            Aunty Carol That’s what Samantha Cameron thought at Kate and Will’s wedding. Look how that went down: the Queen thought she looked as rough as a hedge. Well, a big hat is a slimming tip of mine and I’m wearing one. 19

            Aunty Carol produces her hat. It is monstrous; an overgrown hosta plant. 

            Hazel and Maggie stare, as Sylvia appears.

            Hazel What’s a matter?

            Sylvia It won’t close. The zip won’t close.

            Hazel Come here, let me do it.

            Maggie It’ll just be a bit iffy. I love the dress!

            Aunty Carol It’s beautiful.

            Leanne You look gorgeous, Aunty Sylvia.

            Hazel Are you breathing in?

            Sylvia nods.

            Holding everything in?

            Hazel fails to zip up the dress.

            Maggie Are you holding it at top / then pulling?

            Aunty Carol Have you not tried it on since you bought it?

            Sylvia Isn’t that bad luck?

            Maggie Here, let me have a go. (To Hazel.) You hold that there and I’ll …

            But Maggie also fails to zip up the dress.

            Hazel (a real sweat-on now) It’s not going to fasten. You can see it’s not.

            A heavy beat.

            Aunty Carol Have you had a poo?

            Hazel There’s a two-inch gap! She can’t shit hersen two inch thinner.

            Aunty Carol What about putting her in some Spanx?

            Maggie Spanx not do it. 20

            Hazel How can you not have tried it on?!

            Sylvia I thought it was bad luck.

            Hazel You’re supposed to check!

            Maggie Okay, okay, let’s take it off and see if you can let it out a bit on sides.

            Hazel I’ve not got my machine! I flogged it ages ago.

            Maggie Well, someone will have one round here.

            Hazel It’s not like taking the hem up on a pair of curtains, it’s a wedding dress!

            Leanne Calm down, Mam.

            Hazel We’re leaving here in forty minutes! You can’t open the seams and start …

            Leanne (to Sarah) That’s my lip gloss!

            Aunty Carol … What about dobbing a belt around it?

            Sarah Mum said I can!

            Maggie Is there anything else you can wear?

            Leanne Give it here!

            Sarah refuses.

            Hazel Oh my God.

            Leanne Mum!

            Sylvia There’s a dress upstairs.

            Hazel What?

            Sylvia Mam’s wedding dress.

            
               *

            

            Tony appears in his wedding suit, his tie not yet fixed. 

            Aunty Carol appears, blasting her hair with a giant can of hairspray. As the mist settles … 21

            Aunty Carol Now there’s a man I wouldn’t kick out of bed for farting.

            Tony Alright, Carol. What you doing here?

            Aunty Carol I’m organising the girls. Come here, let me do your tie.

            Tony Where’s our Sylvia?

            Aunty Carol Upstairs. I’ll do it, I’ll do it.

            He relents.

            Well, how you feeling about the big day?

            Tony It’s not me getting married.

            Aunty Carol It’s not every day a man gives his daughter away.

            Tony I’m not giving her away, she’s not a sack of spuds.

            Aunty Carol You know what I mean.

            Tony Don’t make the knot too big.

            Sarah runs through.

            Aunty Carol Seems like only yesterday she was getting her first perm. And the tears after it didn’t take – remember those? Even after she went back the next day, her hair just refused to curl. That’s our Sylvia, can’t change her nature. We’ve had our worry with her these last years but she’s getting on with her life now. The place will be quiet, but I’ll be here, you know that …

            She’s finished the knot …

            I always have been.

            
               *

            

            22Hazel, Maggie, Sylvia. 

            Sylvia turns around, she is wearing her mother’s 1970s wedding dress: long-billowy sleeves that are fitted at the cuffs, high neck, lacy front … No one says anything for a moment.

            Sylvia Does it have a fusty smell?

            Maggie (protesting) No.

            Hazel No.

            Sylvia I don’t want to smell like walnuts.

            Hazel You’ll have your bouquet.

            Maggie And perfume.

            Hazel It’s not fusty.

            Maggie You look lovely.

            Hazel You do.

            Sylvia breaks out into a smile; excitement and relief all round …

            The hem needs taking up a couple of inches though.

            Maggie It does really.

            Hazel She’ll fall all her length otherwise, she’s got dance in it.

            Hazel begins to pin the hem of Sylvia’s dress …

            Sylvia I’m glad it didn’t fit.

            Maggie Your wedding dress? Why?

            Sylvia I had this feeling something was going to happen today.

            Hazel You are gerrin married.

            Sylvia All morning I’ve felt this weight pressing down on me. But when I took the dress off, I felt the weight lift 23because I’d gotten it over with: the awful thing that was going to happen. That isn’t really awful at all.

            Hazel Somert had to go wrong, I suppose.

            Maggie Well, I’m so excited I’m pissing glitter. (Re: her own.) I’m not sure about these earrings though.

            Sylvia I like them.

            Maggie Do you?

            Hazel Someone thread this needle, I’m all fingers and thumbs.

            Sylvia does.

            I don’t know my arsehole from my fanny this morning.

            Sarah (calls off) Mum!

            Hazel (calls) What?!

            Sarah (calls off) I’ve got toothpaste on my dress!

            Hazel Do you know, there’s always somert.

            Maggie I’ll go, you do our Sylv.

            Maggie leaves.

            Sylvia I think it would make her happy for me to wear it.

            Hazel Only thing Mam would want is for you to be happy, that’s all.

            Hazel sews.

            Sylvia You remember that TV show I used to watch about a teenage girl who could stop time? She finds out on her thirteenth birthday she has these secret powers – her dad’s an alien – and stopping time is one of them. She’d bring her fingers together like this – (Draws her index fingers.) and everything would freeze.

            She looks to Hazel but Hazel isn’t listening … 24

            I think about that show sometimes when I’m with Marek, when I’m so happy I wish I could just stop everything. Stay like it … forever.

            
               *

            

            Maggie and John, Hazel’s husband; a box of wedding flowers between them.

            Maggie Oh these are lovely … and the smell …

            She picks through them; he watches.

            Are there enough buttonholes?

            John I’ve already dropped off the groom’s.

            Maggie How’s he doing?

            John He’s suited and booted so I reckon he’ll be there.

            Maggie You never hear of it nowadays, do you? Being jilted.

            John You don’t, no.

            Maggie A man on this street was. Alan.

            John Alan?

            Maggie When we were growing up.

            John Oh right.

            Maggie He sung a couple of Elvis songs up at the Club every New Year’s … That’s right: he’d been in the army and at some point he got in with this woman. Next thing they were engaged to be married, only for her to stand him up at the altar. It sent him doolally. From then on, he sang ‘Love Me Tender’ all day. He sung that song on repeat for the rest of his life till one day, he set his house on fire with him in it. Sounds like a made-up story that, don’t it? But it’s not, it’s true.

            She quickly laughs. 25

            I haven’t thought of him in years and now I can’t shurrup about him.

            John People can be like songs. They get stuck in your head.

            They look at each other, no one moves, it’s fleeting but … 

            Hazel, now in wedding attire, appears; she clocks Maggie’s dress but says nothing …

            Hazel Where’ve you been, our Leanne’s been calling you?!

            John We’re alright for time.

            Hazel We’ve fifteen minutes!

            Maggie Everyone’s ready now. You look lovely, our Hazel. (At John.) Don’t she?

            He is about to say ‘Yes’.

            Hazel Oh, he not notice. Do me a favour and take a picture of the back of my head?

            Maggie does, and shows it to Hazel.

            Maggie Do you want me to buff it out a bit there?

            Hazel Yeah and some hairspray on it.

            John Does anyone want a tea?

            Hazel There’s no time and you’ll only want a wazz at the service. Is Aunty Carol ready?

            Maggie I don’t know.

            Tony appears.

            Hazel Have you got your speech, Dad?

            He indicates ‘Yes’.

            Where is it?

            Tony (patting his breast pocket) Here. 26

            Hazel You’ve got your glasses? (Shouts to upstairs.) We’ve fifteen minutes!

            Maggie Dad, we’ve got do something about your hair.

            Tony What’s up with it?

            Hazel Let our Maggie quickly do you.

            Tony I’m alright as I am.

            Maggie This is what daughters are for.

            Tony I have wondered.

            Hazel (at the flowers) Right, which one of these is Dad’s?

            Maggie I’m doing your eyebrows whilst I’m at it.

            Sarah bursts in wearing her frock, she dances to music from a phone. 

            Leanne walks in …

            Tony You’re not doing my eyebrows.

            Hazel What are you wearing?

            Maggie I’m going to trim them.

            Leanne What? I want to wear / this.

            John There’s some scissors here.

            Hazel Where’s the dress we bought?

            Tony I’m not having –

            Leanne I’m more comfortable in this.

            Maggie You’ve no choice. You’ve nose hair.

            Hazel Comfortable?! It’s a wedding!

            John Sarah, put the music down a bit.

            Leanne Dad, will you tell her –

            Sylvia walks in wearing her dress and veil. Tony gasps and topples over … The sisters cry and yell, John lunges for Tony and steadies him. Fast and overlapping: 27

            Hazel Dad!

            Maggie Oh my God.

            Sylvia Dad, it’s me.

            John I’ve got you.

            Hazel It’s Sylvia.

            Maggie Did no one say?

            Tony I’m alright.

            John Sit down here.

            Hazel It’s the shock.

            Maggie Get a glass of water.

            Tony I’m alright. / I’m alright.

            Aunty Carol’s scream is heard.

            Hazel What bleeding now …

            Aunty Carol staggers in with her ravaged hat.

            Aunty Carol That cunting cat’s got hold of my hat!

            Beat. Sylvia starts to laugh, setting off Maggie, setting off Hazel.

            Hazel Don’t, don’t, or I’m going to tiddle.

            They collapse into laughter now.

            I’m going to … (Quietly screams.) I’ve tiddled!

            Maggie and Sylvia (squealing at each other) She’s tiddled!

            Hazel I’ve tiddled my knickers!

            John Minibus is here.

            The sisters gather themselves, giggling; shoulders shaking. Flowers are grabbed; everyone piles out. The house is 28empty for a brief moment. Aunty Carol runs back in and flaps about …

            Aunty Carol Confetti … confetti … confetti …

            And leaves. 

            End of Act One. 29
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