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  ‘Even a snail will eventually reach its home.’




  Nigerian saying




  





  




  Characters




  WYNONA, twenty, catering employee




  HABEEB, twenty, catering employee




  NEIL, fifty-five, paediatrician




  VAL, fifty, pharmaceuticals PA, his wife




  FLORENCE, thirty-eight, catering manager




  SARAH, eighteen, non-student, Neil and Val’s daughter




  HUGO, twenty-five, special political adviser, Neil and Val’s son
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  ACT ONE




  2022. Night. A large, dark, panelled early nineteenth-century room in a London school. Portraits of (male) worthies on walls: headmasters in academic gowns, chairmen in suits. There’s a crest above the door. A number of chairs are piled up in one corner, and two long oak tables are against the back wall. There are double doors, closed at the moment, and a handsome oak sideboard to one side of the doors. Darkness except for a dribble of light from the corridor.




  The doors are kicked open.




  WYNONA and HABEEB barge in, carrying heavy plastic crates. They’re both wearing puffa jackets over uniforms of white shirt with a black tie, black trousers/skirt.




  WYNONA speaks fast with an Irish accent, very loudly, without drawing breath. HABEEB switches the lights on.




  She dumps a heavy crate on a table.




  WYNONA. Plates.




  He dumps his crates.




  HABEEB. Glasses.




  WYNONA. It’s a school, you eejit, and it’s not a school for fecking wizards so if you’re thinking of casting a spell on me you can think again. Isn’t it you should be carrying the plates?




  HABEEB. Have you never heard about equality of the sexes?




  WYNONA. Heard it but never seen it.




  They start out of the room.




  I’ve met your mammy, she would have taught you better than that.




  WYNONA’s voice still heard as VAL and NEIL MARRIOT come into the corridor from the other direction.




  NEIL (calling after them). Excuse me…




  VAL and NEIL enter the room. She is carrying flowers in a plastic bag. They are both smartly dressed: evening wear and topcoats. They are both from Lancashire and still retain their accents.




  I assume they’re coming back.




  VAL. Well, they’re called Feast and Fast.




  NEIL. You chose them.




  VAL. We chose them.




  NEIL stands in the centre of the room and stamps his feet in delight like Lopakhin after buying the cherry orchard.




  NEIL. Aaaalright!!




  VAL. Stay vertical.




  She puts the flowers on the sideboard.




  NEIL. I always do.




  VAL. Not when you get nervous.




  He claps his hands in pleasure.




  NEIL. It’s great.




  VAL. It’s a morgue.




  NEIL. You said it was a wonderful room.




  VAL. When?




  NEIL. At the what-d’you-call-it, Parents’ Day.




  VAL (looking at the portraits). I didn’t see the corpses.




  NEIL. Hugo loved it here.




  VAL (mimicking NEIL). ‘It gave him the education I didn’t have.’




  NEIL. It did.




  VAL. Would that be bullying and buggery?




  NEIL. Val, you wanted to do this.




  VAL. I agreed to do this, Neil, I didn’t say I wanted to. We could have done it much better in a hotel. Cheaper too.




  NEIL. Give us a hug.




  He gives her a hug.




  VAL. Mind my hair.




  NEIL. Doesn’t this have a bit of class?




  VAL. But half the price up north.




  NEIL. I know what you think.




  VAL. You know what I think but when I disagree with you, you tell me I’m being thick.




  NEIL. I don’t say that, I’ve never said that.




  VAL. Don’t shout at me.




  NEIL. I wasn’t shouting.




  VAL. Well, don’t disagree so loudly.




  NEIL. D’you think Sarah’ll come?




  VAL. She’s always keen on a meal.




  NEIL. As long as it doesn’t have meat in it.




  VAL. Do you think your girlfriend will come?




  NEIL. Who d’you mean?




  VAL. You know who I mean.




  NEIL (of the caterers). Have they disappeared?




  She shrugs.




  How does my tie look?




  VAL. You look like a snooker ref. How do I look?




  NEIL. Fine. (Looking at her.) Lovely.




  VAL. Please don’t mention me in your speech.




  NEIL. Why not?




  VAL. It embarrasses me.




  NEIL. I mean to please you.




  VAL. You mean to bully me into being gracious.




  NEIL. Mightn’t be a bad idea.




  VAL. Meaning never complain.




  NEIL. I want you to enjoy yourself.




  WYNONA (off). I don’t have a phobia about rats, I just don’t like animals who want to bite me.




  WYNONA comes in with HABEEB, carrying another two crates. HABEEB gives a curt nod of acknowledgement. WYNONA puts down her heavy crates with a clang.




  (To NEIL and VAL.) We’re Feast and Fast. He’s Feast, I’m –




  NEIL. The drinks will be in the Powell Room – (Pointing down the corridor.) that’s –




  WYNONA. We’ll do the tables first, then we’ll set up the drinks in the other room.




  NEIL. The dinner guests will arrive at seven thirty. We’ll have dinner at eight fifteen and the other guests will arrive for nine forty-five for the…




  VAL....for the dancing and…




  NEIL....the dancing and the speeches. Canapés and champagne before dinner and for the speeches, then wine for the dancing. There don’t seem to be enough of you to serve drinks and dinner.




  WYNONA. There’ll be three of us. The manager’s not here yet. (Pointing at HABEEB.) She’s his mother. And there’s Szymòn.




  HABEEB. He’s the chef.




  WYNONA. He has an assistant. And there’s a coat-check woman from the school. And the guy who does the sound system.




  HABEEB. We’ve done this before, you know.




  VAL. I should hope so.




  WYNONA. Do you want Royal or Corporate?




  NEIL. I’m sorry?




  WYNONA. Royal’s when the host and hostess are sitting beside each other in the middle, Corporate they sit at either end.




  VAL (to WYNONA). Corporate.




  NEIL. Royal. My wife will do the flowers.




  VAL. I’ll do the flowers after you’ve laid the table.




  WYNONA. Do you want candles?




  VAL. I don’t want candles or candelabras, I said specifically –




  NEIL. She wants nightlights.




  VAL turns away in irritation, starts to go.




  We won’t hold you up.




  They go.




  WYNONA. And fuck you too. Eejits.




  HABEEB and WYNONA get on with their work. They start to unstack the chairs, which are Victorian. Two of the chairs have arms.




  HABEEB. Did they ask you if you could do silver service?




  WYNONA. No, they didn’t ask me if I was a virgin either.




  HABEEB. They asked me where I came from. I said Barking.




  WYNONA. I said I’m a bogger.




  HABEEB. A bugger?
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