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SCENE ONE





The living room of a 1940s-built terraced house in Low Fell, Gateshead, Tyne and Wear. The wallpaper is twenty years old and corners hang loose. Photographs of family life stretching back through generations adorn the walls and sit on the mantelpiece above the defunct 1970s three-bar electric fire. A hatch is cut into the wall, on the other side of which is the kitchen. A small TV with a Sky box sits on a 1970s wooden TV and video station. Opposite this is Harry’s armchair – battered, green, and comfortable. Harry, seventy, stands in the centre of the room, eyes closed, body jerking in rhythm to the music: Louis Armstrong and Duke Ellington, ‘Don’t Get Around Much Anymore’. He then throws in a bit of pretend trumpet, a little dance with his partner, sings a couple of lines, and fades the music with the remote.


Harry I’m ready, Gracie. I’m ready, my love.


He picks up the phone, hits a button, and a light comes up on Frank, late forties, answering the call.


Frank Hello …


Harry Frank …


Frank Hello, Dad, alright?


Harry Aye, fine. You?


Frank Yeah, fine, yeah.


Harry How are my boys?


Frank Fine, little bastards. They wake up at six, start fighting at ten past, and stop fighting when they go to bed.


Harry That’s natural.


Frank I know.


Harry Brothers.


Frank I was gonna bring them over this weekend but Suze is working …


Harry She’s gotta take it while it’s there.


Frank The week after. I’ll make sure we get over then.


Harry Listen, er, I’ve, er, I’ve got some bad news … I’ve, er … Cancer, I’ve got cancer.


Beat.


Frank Right.


Harry It’s okay. It’s not that bad. I’m not gonna die. Not yet, anyway. (Laughs.) No, it’s bowel cancer, I think they might have caught it in time. I’ve gotta see the specialist in a few weeks.


Frank A few weeks? You can’t wait a few weeks. Let’s go private, we’ll pay.


Harry No, no, no. I wouldn’t do that.


Frank Dad.


Harry I don’t want t go private. I support the NHS.


Frank Dad, this isn’t a time for principles.


Harry It’s exactly the time for principles. Anyone can spout principles when they’re not bein’ tested.


Frank We’ll pay for the initial consultation. Just to see where we are.


Harry I’m not barging someone else out of the way by flashing money.


Frank Dad …


Harry One more word on the subject and I’ll hang up.


Frank Okay. Okay. Okay. Right. Okay, Dad, okay. To be honest, Dad, you know I’m not a fan of conventional medicine, anyway. What about – I know you’re not a believer, but we know the most amazing healer.


Harry No.


Frank He’d just lay his hands on you.


Harry If he lays his hands on me, I’ll lay my hands on him.


Frank Okay. Have it your way. Die when you don’t have to. Go on, die. (Pause.) Sorry, Dad.


Harry Anyway, apart from that everything’s okay.


Frank I love you, Dad.


Harry chokes up. Terry, fifty, wearing a Newcastle shirt, appears at the window, looks in, and knocks. Harry looks over. Terry goes to the front door.


Harry That’s Terry, I’d better go.


Frank Have you told him yet?


Harry No. I’ll tell him now.


A key turns in the lock and the front door opens.


Frank I’ll come over at the weekend.


Harry You don’t have to do that.


Frank I’ll bring the kids.


Harry Just be normal.


Terry enters, picks up the TV remote, switches on Sky Sports News.


Frank I’m coming.


Harry I’d better go.


Frank I’ll see you Sunday.


Harry Well … okay. That’d be lovely.


Frank Bye, Dad.


Harry Bye, son.


They hang up. Lights down on Frank.


Terry Who was that?


Harry Frank.


Terry Woman.


Pause.


Harry Er …


Terry I’ve been made redundant.


Harry What?


Terry I’ve been made redundant.


Harry What d’you mean, you’ve been made redundant?


Terry I’ve lost my job. What d’you think I mean?


Harry Why? What you done?


Terry Nothin’. They’re downsizin’. I’m the odd man out.


Harry They can’t do that.


Terry Well, they have.


Harry You’ve been there since school.


Terry So what?


Harry Just you?


Terry Just me.


Harry Why you?


Terry I dunno.


Harry You dunno?


Terry I dunno.


Harry They must have given you a reason?


Terry I don’t drink. That’s what it is. I don’t drink.


Harry What d’you mean, you don’t drink?


Terry I’m the only one who don’t get pissed on a Friday night. Everyone else gets arseholed. I don’t drink. That’s what I mean.


Harry Who made that decision?


Terry The Head of Department.


Harry Who is he?


Terry What’s it matter who he is? It’s his job.


Harry What’s his name?


Terry Bart.


Harry Bart?


Terry Simpson.


Beat.


Harry This isn’t a joke. You have to learn to stand up for yourself. I can’t do it for you for ever, you know. I won’t be around for ever. What’s the union say?


Terry The union? (Laughs.)


Harry What do they say?


Terry Unions are a joke nowadays.


Harry Who’s your shop steward?


Terry Who cares?


Harry When I was at Leslie’s …


Terry Shut up.


Harry D’you pay your subs?


Terry No choice.


Harry Well then. This is what a union’s for.


Terry Not any more it’s not.


Harry I’m ringin’ Mickey Harris.


Terry Leave it.


Harry What’s your steward’s name?


Terry Roman.


Harry Roman?


Terry Abramovich.


Beat.


Harry You’ve got kids. You can’t take this lyin’ down.


Terry I already have. It happened a month ago.


Harry What?


Terry I’m goin’. (Heads for the door.)


Harry Come back here.


Terry stops. Beat.


Terry I dunno what to do, Dad. I’ve not told Los.


Harry I’m ringin’ Mickey Harris.


Terry No.


Harry He owes me. I was his shop steward. I put him up for the area council. He loves me. I’ll sort this out.


Opens his address book and looks up Mickey’s number.


He’s always said, ‘Harry, any problems, ring me.’ (Picks up the phone receiver.)


Terry I took some money.


Harry What?


Terry I didn’t mean to. It was on the table. I just took it.


Harry What money?


Terry Two hundred quid. It was just lyin’ there and I took it.


Pause.


Harry It was just lyin’ on the table?


Terry Aye.


Harry Was anyone around?


Terry It was Friday night. They’d all gone to the pub. I was sweepin’ up. Puttin’ the teas away. There it was. Two hundred quid.


Harry And you took it?


Terry Yeah. I forgot about the CCTV. I thought I’d got away with it.


Harry Whose was it?


Terry It was the whip for the piss-up. They’d left it behind. I’d just put it in my pocket and Dodge walked in, he was like, ‘Where is it?’ And I like, ‘I dunno,’ it just came out. I was thinkin’ of takin’ it over to ’em but I just said ‘I dunno.’ And once I’d said that I couldn’t go back, could I?


Harry So they weren’t downsizin’? You got the sack?


Terry Yeah.


Pause.


Harry You won’t get another job as good as that.


Terry I know.


Harry You’ll have to get some sort of job.


Terry I thought I’d do some mini-cabbin’.


Harry In your car?


Terry I’ve not got an MOT.


Harry You can’t pick up passengers in a car with a hole in the floor.


Terry I know.


Harry What you talkin’ about then?


Terry I dunno.


Pause.


Harry And you’ve not told Los?


Terry I thought I’d try and get another job first.


Harry I’ll phone Dave. See if he’s got a car you can cab in.


Terry I’ve asked him. He’s got one I can have for fifteen hundred. I’ve not got it.


Harry What about your redundancy? They’ve got to pay you redundancy.


Terry I’ve had it. When the firm got took over we all signed it away for a lump sum. It was either that or the sack. They owed me tuppence-ha’penny, but they, you know – ‘We’ll prosecute,’ so … It’s finished, Dad. It’s over. I’m out on my arse. I dunno what to do, Dad. I can’t keep up. I’m crackin’ up. I dunno what I’ll do.


Pause.


Harry I’ll buy you the car.


Terry Can you?


Harry No, I can’t. But I will. I’ve got credit cards. I’ll use them.


Terry Thanks, Dad. I’ll pay it off. I promise.


Harry I’ve heard that before.


Terry I will. On me life. I will.


Harry Go away. I’m tired. I wanna sleep.


Terry Thanks, Dad. Sorry.


Harry It’s alright. Leave it with me.


Terry Cheers, Dad. Sorry.


Harry Forget it. It happens. Don’t worry, son. We’ll be alright.


Pause. Terry exits. Pause.


Harry What’s he gonna do when I’m gone, Gracie? What’s he gonna do?


Harry sighs, sits in his armchair, turns the TV off and Louis and the Duke back on. Fade to black.
















SCENE TWO





Harry sits in his armchair. Frank enters with a glass of green juice.


Frank Carrot, spinach, broccoli, avocado, alfalfa, and a spoonful of spirulina.


Harry It looks like sewage. (Takes the glass.)


Frank It’s really nice. Try it. You’ll probably feel a bit of a ‘rush’ when you drink this.


Harry A rush?


Frank Yeah, you know, kind of a whoosh, ‘let’s go’. That’s what I get. Honestly. And it’s full of all the nutrients you’re gonna need to fight off the radiotherapy.


Harry The cancer.


Frank The cancer, yeah. Honestly, you’re gonna need every nutrient.


Harry takes a sip.


Harry Mmm. Lovely.


Frank So you know how to use the juicer, now?


Harry Yeah, got that.


Frank And I’ve left a list of all the ingredients for each juice.


Harry Good.


Frank But the only one you really need to have every day, there’s a jug full in the fridge, is the colon cleanser.


Harry Lovely.


Frank We’ll get there, Dad.


Harry I know, son.


Frank We’ll beat this.


Harry I know, son.


Frank Drink up then.


Harry In my own time.


Frank Absolutely. Yeah. Right.


He delves into a carrier bag and takes out a very large aromatherapy candle.


Fantastic, these are. They change the atmosphere of a place completely. It kind of … harmonises, Dad. A sense of calm. And, I’ll tell you what, I’ve got some Tibetan monk music you might want to listen to.


Harry I don’t know about that.


Frank No, honestly, Dad, let me just put some on for you, see if you like it.


He takes a CD from the bag and holds it up for Harry to see.


The Dalai Lama, Dad. You know, I know you don’t but – Honestly, just look at his face, he’s … he’s happy, isn’t he? You should hear his laugh, Dad. Have you ever heard him laugh?


Harry No.


Frank Oh, Dad, honestly. It’s the greatest laugh ever. It’s infectious. It must be on a tape somewhere. I’ll tell you what, I’ll get it for you. If the whole world heard him laughing, they’d be laughing too. I wish I had a laugh like that. And I’ve got a book as well. (Takes a book from the bag.) Advice on Dying. I mean, I know it sounds like it might be depressing but it’s not. It’s actually life-affirming. Not that you’re going to die yet. I mean we all die at some point. Even me. I’ll die one day. Not before you obviously. I hope not, anyway. For your sake. Well, that would be worse, wouldn’t it. I mean, the natural order is best. Your kids dying first, that’s unbearable. Anyway, it’s about preparation for death. I wasn’t going to get it, no one talks about death, do they, not in the West, but Susan said I should give you the option. Just so it’s not a taboo. So, you know, if you do want to talk about death, I’m all ears.


Harry Another time maybe.


Frank Fine. I’ll leave it anyway. put it there. It’s up to you. But just listen to this. (Puts the CD on.) I’ll light the candle so you get the aroma as well.


Lights the candle. Tibetan monks begin to chant. They listen.


Susan wants this on her deathbed. (Pause.) Not that I’m saying – Dad, I mean you don’t have to be dying to listen to this. I mean, you know, I listen to it. I love it. And you’re not dying anyway. You won’t die. Not yet. We’ll beat this. Drink that juice.


Harry If I do die …


Pause. Frank turns the music down.


Frank Yeah?


Harry If I do die. I’d rather go out to Satchmo, thanks.


Frank Oh. Yeah, well, of course. Sorry, Dad. Okay. Well, come the time I’ll do it, I’ll be there, promise. You’ll go out to Louis Armstrong. What I’ll actually do is, I’ll put him on the moment we think you’re actually dead. Because, apparently, after that your brain can still hear. The last thing to go is your hearing. So I’ll put him on then.


Harry Put him on before that.


Frank Oh, yeah, alright. Whatever you want. I’ll do it. When the time comes. So 2050, then.


The front door opens and closes. Terry enters.
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