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A Note on the Text







This play is, in fact, three plays: A Collier’s Friday Night, The Daughter-in-Law and The Widowing of Mrs Holroyd. Written between 1911 and 1913, and barely known in Lawrence’s lifetime, they describe life in the mining community of Eastwood, where Lawrence was born and brought up.


Discovered and staged as a trilogy by Peter Gill at the Royal Court in 1965, the plays represent a sustained and intense examination of the themes that would preoccupy the writer throughout his career. Husbands and Sons puts the three families and three narratives of the trilogy onstage simultaneously, an experimental examination of the way each work anticipates and echoes the others.


The process of combining them into a single coherent whole has necessitated a large amount of conflation and compression and certain changes to narrative detail. I hope that the result carries forward the spirit of each of the component parts and, in bringing them together, also generates something new. This collage does not replace the individual plays, masterpieces in their own right, each of which has rich rewards for both reader and audience member in their individual, full-length, versions.
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Premiere Production





Husbands and Sons in a co-production with the Royal Exchange Theatre, Manchester, was first performed in the Dorfman auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 19 October 2015, with the following cast:




 





THE HOLROYDS


Lizzie Holroyd  Anne-Marie Duff


Charles Holroyd  Martin Marquez


Grandmother  Sue Wallace


Jack Holroyd  Flynn Allen / Oliver Finnegan / Tommy Rodger




 





THE LAMBERTS


Lydia Lambert  Julia Ford


Nellie Lambert  Tala Gouveia


Walter Lambert  Lloyd Hutchinson


Ernest Lambert  Johnny Gibbon




 





THE GASCOIGNES


Mrs Gascoigne  Susan Brown


Joe Gascoigne  Matthew Barker


Luther Gascoigne  Joe Armstrong


Minnie Gascoigne  Louise Brealey




 





Gertie Coomber  Katherine Pearce


Maggie Pearson  Cassie Bradley


Mrs Purdy  Josie Walker


Blackmore  Philip Mc Ginley


Carlin  John Biggins


Clara  Josie Walker


Laura  Tala Gouveia




 





Director  Marianne Elliott


Designer  Bunny Christie


Lighting Designer  Lucy Carter


Video Designer  Tal Rosner


Movement Director  Scott Graham


Music  Adrian Sutton


Sound Designer  Ian Dickinson


Fight Director  Kate Waters


Company Voice Work  Jeannette Nelson


Dialect Coach  Penny Dyer


Associate Director  Katy Rudd
















Characters







THE HOLROYDS


Lizzie Holroyd


a miner’s wife


Charles Holroyd


her husband


Grandmother


Holroyd’s mother


Jack Holroyd


their young son




 





THE LAMBERTS


Lydia Lambert


a miner’s wife


Nellie Lambert


her daughter


Walter Lambert


a miner, Lydia’s husband


Ernest Lambert


their son




 





THE GASCOIGNES


Mrs Gascoigne


widow of a miner


Joe Gascoigne


her youngest son


Luther Gascoigne


her eldest son


Minnie Gascoigne


Luther’s new wife




 





Gertie Coomber


Nellie’s best friend


Maggie Pearson


Ernest’s girlfriend


Mrs Purdy


a neighbour of the Gascoignes


Blackmore


an electrician and a friend of Lizzie’s


John Carlin


a miner


Clara


a woman from Nottingham


Laura


a woman from Nottingham



















HUSBANDS AND SONS




















 




And her soul died in her for fear: she knew she had never seen him, he had never seen her, they had met in the dark and had fought in the dark, not knowing whom they met nor whom they fought. And now she saw, and turned silent in seeing. For she had been wrong. She had said he was something he was not; she had felt familiar with him. Whereas he was apart all the while, living as she never lived, feeling as she never felt.


from Odour of Chrysanthemums


by D. H. Lawrence




















The Setting







The village of Eastwood, on the border between Nottinghamshire and Derbyshire. A small mining community.


The action takes place over three weeks in October 1911.


To one side of the village lies the entrance to the Brinsley Pit. The imposing pit-head stands above the cottages, its great wheel always turning.


Offstage in the other direction is the village pub, The Ram.


Between the two landmarks, the kitchens of three cottages are visible to the audience, those belonging to the Lamberts, the Gascoignes and the Holroyds.


The Lambert kitchen is typical of the village: two armchairs by a large open hearth, a wooden table and dining chairs. A simple bookcase. Off to one side is the scullery.


The Gascoignes’ house is a similar size and layout but has been decorated in a more idiosyncratic way. It is more fussy, less usable, somehow old-fashioned: rush-bottomed chairs, black oak bureau, brass candlesticks and a gramophone. Green cushions on the chairs.


The Holroyd cottage is smaller than the others and slightly set apart. There is less furniture in the kitchen. The scullery and the yard beyond are visible.
























Act One





THIS VERY MORTAL NIGH








Friday, towards five o’clock. It is growing dark. The women of the village appear in their houses.


Mrs Gascoigne sits at a table. She is a large, matronly woman in her sixties. With her, standing at the stove, is her daughter-in-law, Minnie. Although this is her house, there is no doubt that the higher status is held by the older woman.


Lydia Lambert is laying the table for her family’s supper. She is in her early fifties, still attractive, although tired now and sad, somehow. She wears a black dress and spectacles. She polishes the cutlery as she lays it out.


Lizzie Holroyd is a woman in her late thirties. She too looks tired, although there is a quiet searching behind her eyes, as if hope had not yet quite left her. She is going back and forth between the scullery and the yard outside her cottage, hanging washing.


She picks a shirt from the line and looks at the sky.




Lizzie   (aloud, to herself) Ah, but these clouds. Always on a washday. How are you to get anything dry? Great heavy clouds. (Quiet.) It’ll rain and wash us all away … (Shaking her head.) A foolish thought in an idle brain.




She moves into her kitchen, carrying the shirt.
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Minnie Gascoigne suddenly gasps and goes to pick up her coat and hat.


Mrs Gascoigne   Minnie. Wheer are ter goin?


Minnie   I’ve forgotten the treacle. Luther’ll want some treacle with his pudding.


Mrs Gascoigne   Goin’ out now? Ee. So when he gets a back from pit, he’ll find s’wife gone and absent? A fine state of affairs for a newly married man t’ come whoam to.


Minnie   If they get here before I’m back, give them the stew. I’ll not be long.


Mrs Gascoigne   Yi. I’ll mek sure they’re fed.




And Minnie goes.





A fine state of affairs.




She stands, moves to the stove and stirs the stew.
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Lizzie spreads the shirt out in front of the fire.


Lizzie   (aloud, to herself) You know they’re not dry even now.




She continues bringing clothes in.
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Mrs Gascoigne serves her stew into a china bowl as her youngest son, Joe, enters. He takes off his cap. His arm is in a sling.


Joe   Where’s Minnie?


Mrs Gascoigne   Off gettin’ treacle for our Luther. We’ll not wait for her. Tha’s niver bin a’ this while at th’ office.


Joe   They kep’ me ower an hour, an’ then gen me nowt.


Mrs Gascoigne   Gen thee nowt! Why, how do they ma’e that out? It’s a wik sin’ tha go hurt, an’ if a man wi’ a broken arm canna ha’ his fourteen shillin’ a week accident pay, who can, I s’d like to know?


Joe   They reckon I niver got it while I wor at work.


Mrs Gascoigne   Then where did ter get it, might I ax?


Joe   I wor foolin’ wi’ a wringer an’ a pick-heft.


Mrs Gascoigne An’ tha reported it as a accident?


Joe   It wor accident, worn’t it? I niver did it a’purpose.


Mrs Gascoigne   But tha didna tell ’em how it happened.


Joe   I said some stuff fell on my arm, broke it, an now I canna work. An’ worna that trew?


Mrs Gascoigne   It wor very likely trew enough, lad, if on’y they’d ha’ believed it. Tha’s done thysen one i’ th’ eye this time. When dost think tha’ll iver get ter be a butty, at this rate?


Joe   I’d as rather be a day man as a butty i’ pits that rat-gnawed there’s hardly a stall worth havin’; an’ a company as ’ud like yer ter scrape yer tabs afore you went home, for fear you took a grain o’ coal.


Mrs Gascoigne   Maybe – but tha’s got ter get thy livin’ by ’em.


Joe   I hanna. I s’ll go to Australia.


Mrs Gascoigne   Tha’lt do no such thing, while I’m o’ this earth.


Joe   Ah, but though, I shall – else get married, like our Luther.


Mrs Gascoigne   A fat sight better off tha’lt be for that.


Joe   You niver know, Mother, dun yer?


Mrs Gascoigne   You dunna, me lad – not till yer find yerself let in. Marriage is like a mousetrap, for either man or woman. You’ve soon come to th’ end o’ th’ cheese.


Joe   Well, ha’ef a loaf’s better nor no bread. Besides, we s’ll be out on strike afore we know wheer we are.


Mrs Gascoigne   I’m sure. You’ve on’y bin in –


Joe   Now, Mother, spit on thy hands an’ ta’e fresh hold. We s’ll be out on strike in a wik or a fortnit –


Mrs Gascoigne   Strike’s a’ they’re fit for – a pack o’ slutherers!




She moves out to the scullery and leaves Joe sitting.
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Lydia Lambert looks up at the noise of her outer door opening and closing. A moment later, her daughter Nellie enters the kitchen. After glancing at the table, she crosses the room, drops her two exercise books on the wooden chair by the bookcase.


Nellie   Oh! I am weary.


Lydia   You are late.


Nellie   I know I am.




She takes off her hat and hangs it on a peg by the door.





Work was murder. I’m sure the youngsters have been regular demons.


Lydia   I’ve no doubt they felt the same towards you, poor little wretches.


Nellie   (with a short laugh) I’ll bet they did, for I spanked one or two of ’em well.


Lydia   Trust you, trust you! You’ll be getting the mothers if you’re not careful.




Nellie comes towards the table, pushing up her hair with her fingers.





Nellie   Is there only potted meat? You know I can’t bear it.


Lydia   (conciliatorily) Why, I thought you’d like it, a raw day like this – and with toast.


Nellie   You know I don’t. Why didn’t you get some fruit? – a little tin of apricots –


Lydia   I thought you’d be sick of apricots – I know Ernest is.


Nellie   Well, I’m not – you know I’m not. Pappy potted meat!




She sits down on the sofa wearily.







[image: ]





Mrs Gascoigne has cut up Joe’s meat.


Mrs Gascoigne   It’s a rum un as I should start ha’in’ babies again, an’ feedin’ ’em wi’ spoon-meat.




She gives him a spoon.
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Lizzie Holroyd is looking off into the distance.


Lizzie   (calling) Jack? I don’t want you playing down by the tracks again.
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Lydia pours out two cups of tea, and replaces the pot on the hob.


Lydia   Won’t you have some, then?


Nellie   (petulantly) No, I don’t want it.




Lydia stands a moment, then she goes out. Nellie reaches over to the bookshelves and takes a novel which she opens on the table and reads, sipping her tea but not eating.
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Lizzie   Jack?




Receiving no reply, she leaves to find him.
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In the Lambert kitchen, Nellie glances up at the sound of the opening of a tin.


Nellie   Have you fetched some? Apricots? Oh, you are a sweetling!




Lydia enters, with a little glass dish of small tinned apricots. They begin tea.





Lydia   Polly Goddard says her young man got hurt in the pit this morning.


Nellie   Oh – is it much? (She looks up from her book.)


Lydia   One of his feet crushed. Poor Polly’s very sad. What made her tell me was Ben Goddard going by. I didn’t know he was at work again, but he was just coming home, and I asked her about him, and then she went on to tell me of her young man. I expect your Father won’t be long.




They both begin to read as they eat.
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Gertie Coomber goes across the village towards the Lambert cottage.


After a moment she enters the kitchen, moves immediately to the sofa and sits down.


Gertie   Hello, my duck, and how are you?


Nellie   (looking up) Oh, alright, my bird.


Lydia   Evening, Gertie.


Gertie   Hello, missus. Friday tonight … Ooh, are those apricots?




Nellie holds out the dish as Gertie sits and tucks in. Lydia continues to read.





Later on, can we go jinking off up town and wink at the boys? I like market night.


Nellie   You can wink! I’ll bet you’ll not catch me! You can go making a spectacle of yourself.


Gertie   Oh, you’ll be looking out for your Eddie. Anyway, I don’t like to make a spectacle. I go like this: ’Oh, good evening, how are you? I’m sure I’m very pleased –’




Gertie breaks down in a fit of giggles. Lydia, with her cup in her hand, leans back and laughs.





Nellie   You are a daft object! What about last week, when David Thompson –




Gertie puts her hand up and flips the air.





Gertie   David Thompson! A collier! I’m not going to wash stinking pit-things.


Nellie   You don’t know what you’ll do yet, my girl. I never knew such cheek! I should think you want somebody grand, you do. But look here, Gert, you’ll get paid out, treating David Thompson as you do.


Gertie   (suddenly irritated) Oh, I can’t abide him. I always feel as if I could smack his face. He thinks himself slikey. He always makes me –




Lydia bristles. Nellie is about to reply when they hear someone approaching, outside the cottage.


She draws back against the bookcase as Walter Lambert enters, black from the pit. His shoulders are pushed up because he is cold. He has a bushy, iron-grey beard. He limps slightly, one leg being shorter than the other. He hangs up his coat and cap in the passage and comes back into the living room. No one speaks. Lydia rises and goes to the scullery, carrying the heavy saucepan. The two girls watch the miner.
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Mrs Purdy, a pursed little woman in her fifties, crosses the village.
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In the Gascoigne house Joe stands and answers a knock on the door. Mrs Purdy is there.


Mrs Purdy   Is your mother here, Joe?


Joe   (calling) Mrs Purdy wants ter speak to thee, Mother.




Mrs Purdy enters the house.





Mrs Purdy   And the other Mrs Gascoigne, our Luther’s wife? Is she in?


Joe   No, she’s out. Why?




Mrs Gascoigne crosses the kitchen heavily.
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Lizzie Holroyd returns from looking for Jack without him.
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Mrs Gascoigne   Good afternoon.


Mrs Purdy   Good afternoon.


Mrs Gascoigne   Er – what is it?


Mrs Purdy   I wanted to speak to yer rather pertickler.


Mrs Gascoigne   Oh, yes?




She looks around the cottage.





Mrs Purdy   T-t-t! So this is ’ow she fancied it?


Joe   Ah, an’ it non luiks bad, does it?


Mrs Purdy   Very natty. Very nice an’ natty. My word, but them plates is gaudy-lookin’.




She goes and looks at some decorative plates on the sideboard. Mrs Gascoigne raises her eye brows to Joe.
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Lizzie picks the shirt from in front of the fire. She sits and begins to darn.


Lizzie   (quietly) Thing gets full of holes. No matter how often it’s darned. Full of holes.




She continues to sew.
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There is a tension in the Gascoigne kitchen.


Mrs Gascoigne   An’ how have yer all bin keepin’?


Mrs Purdy   Oh, very nicely – except our Bertha.


Mrs Gascoigne   Is she poorly, then?


Mrs Purdy   That’s what I com ter tell yer. I niver knowed a word on’t till a Sat’day, nor niver noticed a thing. Then she says to me, as white as a sheet, ‘I’ve been sick every morning, Mother’ – 


Mrs Gascoigne   What?!


Mrs Purdy   – an’ it com across me like a shot from a gun.


Joe   It’s not me, though, missis. I wish it wor.


Mrs Purdy   There’s no occasions to ma’e gam’ of it neither, as far as I can see. The youngest an’ the last of ’em as I’ve got, an’ a lass as I liked, for she’s simple, but she’s good-natured, an’ him a married man. Thinks I to my self, ‘I’d better go to’s mother, she’ll ha’e more about ’er than’s new wife – for she’s a stuck-up piece o’ goods as ever trod.’


Mrs Gascoigne   Why, what d’yer mean?


Mrs Purdy   I mean what I say – an’ there’s no denyin’ it. There’s my gal gone four month wi’ childt to your Luther.


Mrs Gascoigne   Nay, nay, nay, missis! You’ll never ma’e me believe it.


Mrs Purdy   Glad would I be if I nedna. But I’ve gone through it all since Sat’day on. I’ve wanted to break every bone in ’er body an’ I’ve said I’d wring his neck for ’im. But it doesn’t alter it – there it is – an’ there it will be. It’s neither a cryin’ nor a laughin’ matter, but it’s a matter of a girl wi’ child, an’ a man six week married.


Mrs Gascoigne   But our Luther never went wi’ your Bertha. How d’you make it out?


Mrs Purdy   Yea, yea, missis – yea indeed.


Joe   Yi, Mother, he’s bin out wi’ ’er. Why, I’ve had many a glass wi’ ’em, i’ Th’ Ram.


Mrs Gascoigne   I niver knowed nowt o’ this afore.


Joe   Tha doesna know ivrythink, Mother.




Mrs Purdy fidgets in her chair.





Mrs   Gascoigne Well, I dunno what we’re goin’ to do.


Joe   We’d best keep it as quiet as we can.


Mrs Gascoigne   I sh’d a’ thought she’d ha’ known better.


Mrs Purdy   An’ what about him, missis, as goes and gets married ter another fine madam d’rectly after he’s been wi’ my long lass?


Joe   But he never knowed owt about.


Mrs Purdy   He’d seen th’ blossom i’ flower, if he hadna spotted the fruit a-comin’. And though I do consider it nowt but a dirty trick o’ his’n to ta’e a poor lass like my long thing, an’ go an’ marry a woman wi’ money –


Mrs Gascoigne   Woman wi’ money, an’ peace go wi’ ’er, ’er an’ ’er money! What she’s got, she’ll keep, you take my word for it, missis.


Joe   Nay, Mother, she’s non close.


Mrs Gascoigne   Isn’t she? – oh, isn’t she? An’ what is she then? All she wanted was as much for her money as she could get. An’ when she fun as nob’dy was for sale but our Luther, she says, ‘Well, I’ll take it.’


Joe   Nay, it worna like that – it wor him as wor that come-a-day-go-a-day –


Mrs Gascoigne   He courted her when she wor at her uncle’s, an’ he wor nowt bu’r a lad o’ twenty-two, an’ she twenty-one. He were gone on her, right enough. He says to me, ‘I s’ll ax ’er to marry me, Mother,’ an’ I says, ‘Tha pleases thysen. But ter my thinkin’ tha’rt a sight too young an’ doesna know thy own mind.’ Howsoever, much notice ’e takes o’ me.


Joe   He took a lot o’ notice on thee, tha knows well enough.


Mrs Gascoigne   An’ for what shouldn’t he? Hadn’t I bin a good mother to ’im i’ ivry shape an’ form? But hoity-toity an’ no thank yer, she wasna for havin’ him, but mun go an’ be a nursery governess up i’ Manchester. Then ’er uncle dies an’ leaves her a hundred pounds. She writes ter Luther ter come an’ see ’er an’ stop a couple o’ days. He ta’es her to the the-etter, an’s for goin’ i’ th pit at a shillin’, when she says: ‘It’s my treat, Lu ther’ … and five shillin’ seats apiece, if you please.


Joe   An’ he couldna look at th’ performance, for fear as the folks was lookin’ at ’im.
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Lambert gets hold of the table and pulls it nearer the fire, away from his daughter.
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Mrs Gascoigne   Well, an’ after that, he didna write, ’cept to say thank yer. For it put ’im in a horkard position.
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Nellie   Why can’t you leave the table where it was! We don’t want it stuck on top of the fire.


Lambert   Ah dun, if you dunna.
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Mrs Gascoigne   That wor four years ago, an’ she’s nobbut seen him three times sin’ that. Then all of a suddin, three months back, come a letter: ‘Dear Luther, I have been thinking it over, an’ have come to the opinion that we’d bet ter get married now, if we are ever goin’ to.’ On th’ Monday after, she wor here livin’ at ’er a’nt’s an’ th’ notice was in at th’ registrar. An’ that’s how they got married.


Mrs Purdy   Well, it was what I should call a bit offhand, I must say.


Mrs Gascoigne   You can see now who’s to blame.
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Lambert   An’ yer got a drink for me?




Lydia comes and pours out a cup of tea, then goes back to the scullery.
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Joe   I dunno how you can lay it on Minnie.


Mrs Gascoigne   She’s played fast an’ loose wi’ him – twice I know he axed ’er to ha’e him – now she’s asked for what she’s got. She’s put her puddin’ in her mouth, an’ if she’s burnt herself, serve her right.


Mrs Purdy   Well, I didn’t want to go to court. I thought, his mother’ll be th’ best one to go to –


Mrs Gascoigne   No – you mun go to him hisself – come back when he’s here an’ tell him i’ front of her – an’ if she wants anythink, she mun ma’e arrangements herself.




She turns haughtily away. Joe approaches Mrs Purdy.





Joe   What was you thinkin’ of, Missis Purdy?


Mrs Purdy   Well, I was thinkin’, she’s a poor lass – an’ I didn’t want ’er to go to court, for they ax such questions – an’ I thought we might happen say it was one o’ them electricians as was along when they laid th’ wires under th’ road down to Basford – and –


Joe   And arrange for a lump sum, like?


Mrs Purdy   Yes – we’re poor, an’ she’s poor – an’ if she had a bit o’ money of ’er own it might be a inducement to some other young feller.


Joe   An’ about how much do you want? Thirty pounds?


Mrs Purdy   We want what’s fair. I got it fra Emma Stapleton, they had forty wi’ their Lucy.


Joe   Forty pound?


Mrs Purdy   Yes.


Mrs Gascoigne   Well, then, let her find it.


Joe   Minnie?


Mrs Gascoigne   Ay. She’s got money enough, if he’s none. Let her find it. It was her dip i’ th’ bran-tub – if there’s a mouse nips hold of her finger, she maun suck it better, for nobody axed her to dip.




With that, she picks up Joe’s supper plates and walks through into the scullery.
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Lydia enters with a plate of cabbage and looks at the cloth that Lambert has lain his arms over.


Lydia   Here, that’s a clean cloth.


Lambert   You should put a dotty ’un on, then.




She takes a newspaper and spreads it over the cloth before him. She kneels at the oven, takes out a stew-jar, puts meat and gravy on the plate with the cabbage and sets it before him.
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Mrs Gascoigne returns to the kitchen.


Mrs Purdy   Eh, missis, it’s a nasty business. But right’s right.


Mrs Gascoigne   Right is right, Mrs Purdy. And you tell him a-front of Minnie – that’s the best thing you can do. Then iverything’s straight.
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Lambert is grumbling to himself.


Lambert   It’s a nice thing as a man as comes home from th’ pit parched up canna ha’e a proper drink got ’im.


Lydia   Oh, you needn’t begin! You’ll have enough to drink later.


Lambert   Is that right? You wiser than them as knows, you are!
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Mrs Purdy   But for her he might ha’ married our Bertha.


Joe   It’s a nasty business.


Mrs Gascoigne   Nasty or not, it’s hers now, not mine. He’s her husband. ‘My son’s my son till he takes him a wife,’ an’ no longer. Now let her answer for it.
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Lydia   I know you’ve been running up a nice score at The Ram and I’ve got you to keep on the pittance you hands out.


Lambert   Tha needna, if ter doesna want.
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Mrs Purdy   So you think I’d better come back when they’re both in?


Mrs Gascoigne   I should come later tonight, that’s what I should do. 


Joe   I never should. If I was you, I’d settle it wi’out Minnie’s knowin’ – it’s bad enough.


Mrs Gascoigne   What’s bad enough?


Joe   Him an’ ’er – it’s bad enough as it is.


Mrs Gascoigne   (with great bitterness) Then let it be a bit worse, let it be a bit worse. Let her have it, then; it’ll do her good. Who is she, to trample eggs that another hen would sit warm? No – Mrs Purdy, give it her. It’ll take her down a peg or two, and, my sirs, she wants it, my sirs, she needs it!


Joe   I’ll pay it. From my money, Mother. Gie me it; it’s mine by rights.


Mrs Gascoigne   No – let them pay themselves. It’s not thy childt, is it?


Mrs Purdy   Well, I mun go. I come back later then. Thank yer, missis.


Mrs Gascoigne   And thank you!


Mrs Purdy   I hope yer arm’ll soon be better.


Joe   Thank yer.




Mrs Purdy leaves the house and heads away across the village.







[image: ]





Lambert   Besides, we s’ll be out on strike afore we know wheer we are.


Lydia   I’m sure. You’ve on’y bin in –


Lambert   We s’ll be out on strike in a wik or a fortnit.




Lambert pours out his tea into his saucer, blows it and sucks it up. Nellie looks up from her book and glowers at him. Gertie puts her hand before her mouth and giggles.
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Joe   Well, that’s a winder!


Mrs Gascoigne   Serve her right, for tip-callin’ wi’m all those years.


Joe   She niver ought to know.


Mrs Gascoigne   I – I could fetch thee a wipe ower th’ face, I could!




He sulks.







[image: ]





Outside the house, Minnie Gascoigne is returning from the market. She passes the departing Mrs Purdy.


Minnie   Good evening.


Mrs Purdy   Good evening.




And she bustles off. Minnie opens her front door.





Minnie   (calling) I’m back. Is Luther back?


Joe   No sign o’ him. Come on, Mother, let’s leave Minnie to make him his supper.


Minnie   You’re leaving? Have you eaten?


Mrs Gascoigne   Ay, we must get back. Mek sure thy doesn’t stint on his meat.


Minnie   Of course.


Mrs Gascoigne   I don’t know where he gets to till this hour. (Meaningfully.) When he was at home, he’d come back straight at the end of the day.




Mrs Gascoigne leaves the house. Joe shrugs apologetically and follows. Minnie glances anxiously up at the clock.
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Lydia puts back her chair against the wall and sits down.


Lydia   Are your trousers wet?


Lambert   A bit.


Lydia   Then why don’t you take them off?


Lambert   Fetch my breeches an’ wa’s’coat down, Nellie.


Nellie   (continuing to read) You can ask me properly.




Lambert glares at her with futile ferocity. She reads on. Lydia rises and goes up stairs.





Lambert   You lazy, idle bitch, you let your mother go!


Nellie   You can shut up.




Lambert eats. The girls glance at each other.
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Minnie is waiting, looking at the clock.


Minnie   I wish he’d come. If I didn’t want him, he’d be here half an hour since. As if the day wasn’t long enough.




She sits and waits.
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Lizzie finishes her sewing and puts it to one side. She looks into the distance.
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The sound of footsteps outside Minnie’s kitchen. She rushes towards the door just as her husband Luther appears in the doorway, in his pit-dirt. He is a collier of medium height, with fair moustache.


Luther   My word, you’re on the hop!


Minnie   Why are you so late?


Luther   I’m non late, am I?


Minnie   You’re twenty minutes later than yesterday.


Luther   Oh ah, I stopped finishing a stint, an’ com up wi’ a’most th’ last batch.




He takes a tin bottle and a dirty calico snap-bag out of his pocket, puts them on the bureau; goes into the scullery.





Minnie’s Voice No!




She comes hurrying out with the saucepan. In a moment, Luther follows.





Luther   Tha art throng!


Minnie   (at the fire, flushed) Yes, and everything’s ready, and will be spoiled.


Luther   Then we’d better eat it afore I wash me.


Minnie   No – no – it’s not nice –


Luther   Just as ter’s a mind – but there’s scarce a collier in a thousand washes hissen afore he has his dinner. We niver did a-whoam.


Minnie   But it doesn’t look nice.


Luther   Eh, wench, tha’lt soon get used ter th’ looks on me. A bit o’ dirt’s like a veil on my face – I shine through th’ ’andsomer. What hast got? (He peers over her range.)


Minnie   (waving a fork) You’re not to look.


Luther   It smells good.


Minnie   Are you really going to have your dinner like that?


Luther   Ay, lass – just for once.




He spreads a newspaper over one of the green-cushioned armchairs and sits down. She disappears into the scullery with a saucepan.
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Lydia comes downstairs with a pair of black trousers, from which the braces are trailing, a flannel shirt and a black waistcoat. She drops them against her husband’s chair. Lambert kicks off his great boots and begins to warm his breeches before the fire.


Gertie   Are they cold, Mr Lambert?


Lambert   They are that! Look you, they steaming like a sweating hoss.


Lydia   Get away, man! The driest thing in the house would smoke if you held it in front of the fire like that.


Lambert   Ah, I know I’m a liar. I knowed it to begin wi’.


Nellie   Isn’t he a nasty-tempered kid!


Gertie   But those front bedrooms are clammy.


Lambert   (gratified) They h’are, Gertie, they h’are.


Gertie   I know the things I bring down from ours, they fair damp in a day.


Lambert   They h’are, Gertie, I know it. And I wonder how ’er’d like to clap ’er arse into wet breeches.




He stands and goes into the scullery to change.





Nellie   Father!




Gertie puts her face into her hands and laughs.





I can’t think what you’ve got to laugh at, Gertie Coomber.




Lydia laughs as well and begins to fill the bread tins with dough. She sets them on the hearth.
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Outside Lizzie Holroyd’s cottage a man appears, smaller than the miners we’ve met so far and noticeably neater. He wears blue overalls. He stands listening and then slowly places his hand on the stone wall of the building.
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Luther takes off his great pit-boots.


Luther   Tha’rt non bad-luikin’ when ter’s a mind.


Minnie   When I have a mind?


Luther   Tha’s allers a mind – but when ter lights th’ lamp tha’rt i’ luck’s way.


Minnie   Come on, then.




He drags his chair to the table.
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Lambert comes back in, carrying the heavy moleskin pit-breeches, and drops them in the corner.


Nellie   I wonder why you can’t leave them in the scullery; the smell of them’s hateful.


Lambert   You mun put up wi’ it, then. Or get thee somewhere else.




He sits down and recommences eating.





Nellie   Fine! Come on, Gert! We’ll stop at yours.




And she grabs her coat and hat and leaves the cottage. Gertie stands, grabs her things, nods to Lambert and follows. He watches them go out and continues to eat noisily.
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Luther is at the table.


Luther   I s’ll ha’e ter ha’e a newspaper afront on me, or thy cloth’ll be a blackymoor.




He starts moving the pots on the table. She jumps up.





Minnie   Oh, you are a nuisance!


Luther   I can put ’em a’ back again.


Minnie   I know your puttings back.


Luther   Tha couldna get married by thysen, could ter? – so tha’lt ha’e ter ma’e th’ best on me.


Minnie   But you’re such a bother – never here at the right time – never doing the right thing –


Luther   An’ my mouth’s ter wide an’ my head’s ter narrow. Shalt iver ha’ come ter th’ end of my faults an’ failin’s?




She starts to serve him.





Minnie   I wish I could.


Luther   An’ now tha’lt snap my head off cos I slobber, shanna tha?


Minnie   Then don’t slobber.


Luther   I’ll try my luck.




He grins and eats. She sits and watches him.
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Lizzie is still folding as the man in blue moves around the cottage and calls in at the door. 


Blackmore   Well, have you got them dry?




Lizzie jumps.





Lizzie   You – you – I don’t know what to call you! The idea of shouting at me like that – like the Evil One out of the darkness!


Blackmore   I ought to have remembered your tender nerves. Shall I come in?


Lizzie   No – not for your impudence. But you’re late, aren’t you?


Blackmore   It’s only just gone six. We electricians, you know, we’re the gentlemen on a mine: ours is gentlemen’s work. But I’ll bet Charles Holroyd was home before four.


Lizzie   Ay, and gone again before five.




Blackmore comes into the kitchen.





Blackmore   Where’s he gone?


Lizzie   Ah, Ram I expect, on a Friday.


Blackmore   Jack out playing?


Lizzie   Yes. And he ought to be in.




She takes a sheet in a bundle from the table, and goes up to Blackmore.





Here, take hold, and help me fold it.


Blackmore   I shall swarf it up.


Lizzie   Oh, you’re as tiresome as everybody else.




He moves into the scullery.





Blackmore   Well, I can soon wash my hands.


Lizzie   That roller towel’s ever so dirty. I’ll get you another.




She goes to a drawer in the dresser, picks out a clean towel, and then back toward the scullery.





Blackmore   Why, bless my life, I’m a lot dirtier than the towel. I don’t want another.




She hands it to him.





Lizzie   Here you are.


Blackmore   (softly, now she is near him) Why did you trouble now? Pride, you know, pride, nothing else.


Lizzie   (also playful) It’s nothing but decency.


Blackmore   (softly) Pride, pride, pride!




She watches him as he washes his hands.
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Lydia Lambert finishes her bread and, glancing at her silent husband, carries the tins through into the scullery.




[image: ]





A child of eight suddenly appears in the doorway of the Holroyd kitchen.


Jack   It’s so dark!




Lizzie comes back into the kitchen. As she does so, the Grandmother also enters.





Lizzie   Jack. Where have you been? What have you been doing?


Jack   Why, I’ve only been out to play.




Lizzie fiddles with the glass in a gas lamp on the table.





Grandmother   I found him by the tracks. Isn’t Charles home?




The glass slips from her fingers and drops on the floor with a smash.





Jack   There, now!


Grandmother   Now we’ll have to have a candle.




Blackmore comes through at the noise.





Blackmore   Is that the lamp-glass? Have you got another?




Grandmother looks searchingly at Lizzie.





Grandmother   I didn’t realise company was coming.


Lizzie   No. We can manage with a candle for tonight.


Blackmore   I’ll see if I can’t get you one from the pit. I shan’t be a minute.


Lizzie   Don’t – don’t bother – I don’t want you to.


Blackmore   Excuse me, Mrs Holroyd.




Nodding politely at the Grandmother, he picks up the broken glass and goes.





Jack   Did Mr Blackmore come for tea, Mam?


Lizzie   No; he’s had no tea.


Jack   I bet he’s hungry. Can I have my tea now?


Lizzie   (standing a lighted candle on the table) Yes, and you can get your boots off to go to bed.


Jack   It’s still early.


Lizzie   It doesn’t matter.




She goes over to the stove as Jack takes off his boots and returns with a bowl of stew that she sets before him. He starts to eat.
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Lambert is finishing his food.


Lydia   I wonder why you always have to go and set her off in a tantrum as soon as you come in.


Lambert   A cheeky bitch; ’er wants a good slap at th’ side o’ th’ mouth!


Lydia   If you’ve no more sense than that, I don’t wonder –


Lambert   You don’t wonder – you don’t wonder! No, I know you don’t wonder. It’s you as eggs ’em on against me, both on ’em.


Lydia   You set them against yourself. You do your best for it, every time they come in.


Lambert   Do I, do I! I set ’em against me, do I? I’m going to stand ’em orderin’ me about, an’ turnin’ their noses up, am I?


Lydia   You shouldn’t make them turn their noses up, then. If you do your best for it, what do you expect?


Lambert   A jumped-up monkey! There’s neither of ’em but what treats me like a dog. I’m not daft! I’m not blind! I can see it. You blasted …




He bangs the table with his fist. His wife glares at him and walks out.
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The Grandmother looks at Lizzie.


Grandmother   Charles not here then. I suppose something you’ve done’s set him off.


Lizzie   It’s nothing I’ve done.


Grandmother   You’ve never been able to agree.


Lizzie   We agree well enough except when he drinks like a fish and comes home rolling.


Grandmother   (whining) Well, what can you expect of a man as ’as been shut up i’ th’ pit all day? He must have a bit of relaxation.


Lizzie   He can have it different from that, then. At any rate, I’m sick of it.


Grandmother   Ay, you’ve a stiff neck, but it’ll be bowed by you’re my age.


Lizzie   Will it? I’d rather it were broke.
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Lydia brings the two bread tins from the scullery and places them in the oven. Lambert glares at her.


Lambert   An yer got any puddin’?




She takes his plate away. Out of the oven, she lifts a rice pudding.
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The Grandmother stands.


Grandmother   Well, I’ll be away. I hope Charles comes home. Goodnight, Jack.


Jack   (through a mouthful) Bye, Grandma.


Grandmother   G’night Lizzie. Look to your husband.


Lizzie   Goodnight, Mother.




And the Grandmother leaves. Lizzie sighs and watches her son eat.
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Lydia places the rice pudding in front of Lambert. He looks at it.


Lambert   Is this what you’n had?


Lydia   No; we had nothing.


Lambert   No, I’ll bet you non ’ad this baby pap.


Lydia   Goodness, man, are you so mightily particular about your belly? This is the first rice pudding you’ve had for goodness knows how long, and – No, I couldn’t make any other. In the first place, it’s Friday, and in the second, I’d nothing to make it with.


Lambert   You wouldna ha’e, not for me. But if you ’a wanted –


Lydia   You needn’t say any more. The fact of the matter is, somebody’s put you out at the pit, and you come home to vent your spleen on us.


Lambert   You’re a liar! A man comes home after a hard day’s work to folks as ’as never a word to say to ’im, ’as shuts up the minute ’e enters the house, as ’ates the sight of ’im as soon as ’e comes in th’ room –!


Lydia   We’ve had quite enough! Our Emest’ll be in in a minute and we’re not going to have this row going on; he’s coming home all the way from Derby, trailing from college to a house like this, tired out with study and all this journey: we’re not going to have it, I tell you.




She walks out into the scullery.
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Luther finishes his stew.


Luther   What hast bin doin’ a’ day?


Minnie   Working.


Luther   Has our Joe bin in?


Minnie   Ay, they had their tea here earlier.


Luther   Did they not wait to see me?


Minnie   No, they rushed away.


Luther   I wanted to hear about Joe’s arm. We’ll go up to visit them tonight.


Minnie   I wanted to do my curtains.


Luther   But tha’s got a’ day to do them in.


Minnie   But I want to do them tonight – I feel like it.


Luther   A’ right, I’ll go. I shanna be long, at any rate. What dost keep lookin’ at?


Minnie   (laughing) It’s your mouth – it looks so red and bright, in your black face.


Luther   Does it look nasty to thee?


Minnie   No-no-o.


Luther   (pushing his moustache, laughing) It ma’es you coloured, i’ your pit-dirt – just th’ whites o’ your eyes!
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