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  The Good Life was first produced by Fiery Angel and opened at Theatre Royal Bath on 7 October 2021, before touring the UK. The cast and creative team was as follows:
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        SIR/HARRY THE PIGMAN/


        POLICEMAN/DR JOE
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  Characters




  TOM GOO




  BARBARA GOOD




  MARGO LEADBETTER




  JERRY LEADBETTER




  ‘SIR’ aka ANDREW FERGUSON, also plays HARRY THE PIGMAN, POLICEMAN and DR JOE




  FELICITY FERGUSON, also plays MARGARET THE SECRETARY, MILKWOMAN and MARY THE RECEPTIONIST




  The play is in four acts.




  ACT ONE




  1976, Summer




  Goods’ House – later Leadbetters’ House




  ACT TWO




  1976, Autumn




  Scene One – Goods’ house




  Scene Two – Leadbetters’ house




  ACT THREE




  1976, Christmas




  Goods’ house




  ACT FOUR – Postlude




  1977, Summer




  Leadbetters’ house


 


 


  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  

    

  




  




  ACT ONE




  ‘Beginnings’




  1976, Summer




  We hear Lord Kitchener singing ‘Life Begins at 40’.




  Lights up on BARBARA in pyjamas, joke wig (complete with tiara) and feather boa putting the finishing touches to a birthday breakfast. Enter TOM in his shirtsleeves. She can put a glittery conical hat on him and blow a serenade on a party horn, maybe a chorus of ‘Happy Birthday’ on a kazoo.




  BARBARA. HAPPY BIRTHDAY!




  Champagne? Fresh from the vineyards of Asti Spumante! Via Peter Dominic.




  TOM. The perfect breakfast wine.




  BARBARA opens and pours the wine.




  BARBARA. Open your card, ingrate. Shall I flambé the bacon?




  TOM. Why change the habit of a lifetime?




  BARBARA busies herself with breakfast.




  (Reads the front of handmade card.) ‘Roses are red, violets are blue. Mozart was dead by forty. (Opens the card.) Why aren’t you?’ Hag from hell.




  BARBARA. You called, sir? There’s more.




  TOM. I was worried there might be. (Reads.) ‘You had plenty at twenty. You were dirty at thirty. Will you be naughty at forty?’ Very good, and, yes, play your cards right. Early night tonight?




  BARBARA (bringing food to the table). Your birthday treat. Never miss a year.




  TOM. You’re very kind to an old man.




  BARBARA. Birthdays and Christmas, that’s the rule.




  TOM. And look on the bright side, I might still be nifty at fifty! I remember when I was at school we’d think how amazing it would be to be married. It meant you could have it off every night.




  BARBARA. ‘Have it off’? Charming.




  TOM. That’s what we used to say.




  BARBARA. Well let’s have this off… (Removing a dish cover with a flourish.) Da-da… Birthday cornflakes with added… (Sprinkles from a teacup.) hundreds and thousands.




  TOM. Yay. Why are they called that though? I mean which is it, hundreds or thousands? Surely one includes the other.




  BARBARA. Good point. If slightly dull. Okay. Birthday candles, now? Later?




  TOM. Or perhaps it means there are literally hundreds and thousands. Does someone count?




  BARBARA. Still quite dull. But if they do, they’d be right at home at…




  TOM. At JJM, you’re right. One of the bean-counting whippersnappers would be spot on for that job.




  BARBARA. Now come on. It’s not that bad.




  TOM. No, you come on. And it is. Worse.




  BARBARA. No, darling. Please not today.




  TOM. And yes today of all days. I’m now officially past it. I used to be a promising artist, remember. Well, a promising art student.




  BARBARA. And me. Promising piano student.




  TOM. And now look at us.




  BARBARA. Come on. Candles, Tom. Jerry will be tooting tout de suite. We have four candles. One for each decade.




  TOM. How did we get stuck in this life? Me designing plastic toys to put in cereal packets. (Panicked.) My God, there’s not one in here, is there?




  BARBARA. I fished it out. Didn’t want to traumatise you.




  TOM. Baking Powder Submarine?




  BARBARA. Brightly Coloured Dinosaur.




  TOM. That’s what I’ve come to. Scarlet Stegosauruses. That’s me. And you, teaching madwomen the piano.




  BARBARA. Mrs Smith is not mad.




  TOM. Barbara. Did you know…




  BARBARA. Bad, certainly… I’ve got her this afternoon.




  TOM. Barbara, listen.




  BARBARA. We’ve been on the same piece for seven months.




  TOM (insistent). Did you know that after the age of forty the body starts running down?




  BARBARA. Tom. Have you been at the Reader’s Digest again?




  TOM. It’s a known fact. From now on, two million cells a day drop off like dandruff and they’re not replaced, not ever. I’m over the hill, and rapidly careering down the other side. Life begins to end at forty! Lord Kitchener never sang that.




  BARBARA. Is there any particular part of the body they disappear from first? Just asking.




  TOM. It’s not that I’m feeling old, I’m not. It’s just that I’m now officially old. And what have I achieved? I mean really? After all these years, I’m still looking for ‘it’.




  BARBARA. I promised – later tonight.




  TOM. No, not that ‘it’. I mean ‘it’ as in ‘IT’. The ‘it’ people mean when say ‘I’ve got it’ or when they say ‘That’s it.’ That ‘it’. IT.




  BARBARA. I’ve no idea what you’re talking about. Sounds like Morse code. (A thought.) My God, you’re not getting broody are you?




  TOM. I’m just taking stock.




  We hear a rhythmical car horn outside.




  (Irritated.) Oh, for God’s sake. Why’s bloody Jerry so bloody merry? Damn the man.




  BARBARA. Okay, not broody, just moody. Eat up. It’s drizzle cake.




  TOM. Possibly the least appetising name for any cake, ever.




  One more honk.




  BARBARA. There you go. Ask not for whom the Volvo sounds…




  TOM. How is it that only Jerry honks like that?




  BARBARA. It sounds for thee, mate. Come on.




  TOM. He’ll be all huffed up. Big meeting today. Exciting new campaign. Sir’s announcing some world-domination nonsense… the yes-man whippersnappers will be lapping it up. Olly from the Poly, and Smarmy Barney and Cuthbert Dibble and Grubb. It’s a young man’s game, advertising – how I am still in it?




  BARBARA. Well Jerry likes it.




  TOM. Jerry likes the dosh and the Volvo and bossing me about and taking all the credit. But what’s his purpose, what’s his philosophy?




  BARBARA. I’ll ask him. And I for one don’t mind the dosh.




  TOM (drinking). All hail the dosh!




  BARBARA. How else can we pay for everything?




  TOM. But what is it we pay for? There’s not much mortgage, thanks to Great-Aunt Daisy.




  BARBARA. I sometimes think she was the only reason you married me.




  TOM. No, she was.




  Car horn again, twice this time.




  Come on, what? What do we have to pay for?




  BARBARA. Well… there’s heating, and food, and the rates, and the car…




  TOM.…which hasn’t gone for months.




  BARBARA. …And the odd posh frock, the hols, the Asti.




  TOM. Hang on, let me make a list. Can I use this? (Takes the birthday card and a pen.)




  BARBARA. Don’t make a list of our life, Tom. Get dressed.




  JERRY enters. Dressed for work. Impatiently jingling his car keys.




  TOM. Right. Here we go. Sainsbury’s. Peter Dominic’s. Macfisheries. British Gas. GPO. Millets. Hello, Jerry. Austin Reed. Dorothy Perkins. TV licence. Cornwall…




  TOM exits, still making his list.




  JERRY. What’s wrong with him? We’re late.




  BARBARA. He’s stock-taking.




  JERRY. Well, I wish he’d hurry up, the engine’s running. Oh. Do you want a shufti at the new Volvo 265? It’s a beauty, leather seats, and a six-cylinder… (Looking around at all the ‘Happy Birthday’ paraphernalia.) Ah. Ah. Is it his birthday?




  BARBARA. It’s like a sixth sense with you, isn’t it, Jerry?




  JERRY. I’ll get him a lager and lime at lunch.




  BARBARA. You’re all heart, Jerry. And do stop looking down my front.




  JERRY. I wasn’t. Was I?




  BARBARA. A bit. Have some birthday cake. Tom’s having a slight mid-life crisis, that’s all.




  BARBARA begins to clear up.




  JERRY. What brought that on?




  BARBARA. I don’t know. Mid-life?




  JERRY. Well his timing’s terrible. I need him all chipper today. It’s the Big Push!




  BARBARA. Sounds like Passchendaele.




  JERRY. That’s exactly what it’s like. Sir blows a whistle and we all scramble. Can I have a swig of this?




  JERRY drinks deep.




  BARBARA. So, what’s your philosophy, Jerry?




  JERRY. Of what?




  BARBARA. Oh, you know, life, work, that kind of thing…




  JERRY. Oh, I don’t know. Never thought about it much.




  BARBARA. Oh come on.




  JERRY. Okay, then. Here’s the Gospel according to Jerry. Suck it up, rake it in, and leave your work at the office. That’s pretty much it. Oh and golf on Sundays. (Thinks.) Oh, and keeping Margo happy, of course. (Thinks.) Actually that’s the main thing, come to think of it…




  TOM enters, now fully dressed for work, still writing, using his briefcase to support the card he is writing on. JERRY stares at him.




  TOM. Christmas presents for Margo and Jerry, birthday presents for Margo and Jerry, the Taj Mahal, the Star of Peking, the lions of Longleat, Freeman Hardy and Willis, WH Smith, Dewhurst’s, Woolies, Odeons one, two and three, Allders and Timothy Whites, hello, Jerry, ready?




  JERRY. Are you all right?




  TOM. Me? Never better. Oh yes, and the Midland Bank. Bye, darling. See you later.




  BARBARA. Yes, darling. And early night, remember?




  TOM. How could I forget?




  JERRY (to TOM, raffishly). Oh I see, it’s Sportsnight with Coleman tonight, is it? Lucky you, Tom, I mean lucky both of you, I mean… anyway come on we’re late. Moulded plastics wait for no man. Bye, Barbara…




  TOM and JERRY exit, leaving BARBARA slightly bewildered. She clears the rest of the table, switching on the radio as she passes. It’s Andy Williams, singing ‘What Are You Doing the Rest of Your Life?’ She changes channel… Cilla Black singing ‘What’s It All About, Alfie?’ Changes it one more time, this time it’s Tony Bennett singing ‘The Good Life’.




  BARBARA listens for a bit. Looks at her watch.




  BARBARA. Okay. Dressed. Dry-cleaners’. Library books. Undies for tonight…




  She turns off the radio. Rushes out. We segue to ‘sitcom’ time-passing music.




  Almost immediately BARBARA (quick-changed) re-enters, fully dressed, coat, wearing glasses. She is totally engrossed in a book she has got from the library. Maybe some shopping. She slumps down in a chair – still reading. It’s later.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
ADAPTED BY

JEREMY SAMS

BASED UPON THE TV SERIES BY

JOHN ESMONDE & BOB LARBEY






OEBPS/Images/pub.jpg





