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‘Comedy. Psychological insights or the same old tired one-liners? I’ll be swapping gags with Ben Elton, Jim Bowen and Charlie Williams as we test the very latest in contraceptives. But if you like your comedy female-style, take a look at this!’


Unused script from Victoria Wood’s All Day Breakfast (1992)
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CONTINUITY ANNOUNCEMENT


Victoria Wood had more to say and do. Loving to work, she would certainly have carried on creating through her sixties, well into her seventies, and perhaps beyond. This helps to explain the widespread sense of loss when she died in 2016. While working on Let’s Do It: The Authorised Biography of Victoria Wood, and after its publication, I found that the same lament was voiced again and again by fans old and new: what a struggle it was to accept that we would never again come across a new joke from that irreplaceable source..


Happily, I knew this to be not quite true. After the contents of Victoria’s office were archived and made available for research, I started to encounter material that had never seen the light of day. In particular, in a box containing scripts from Victoria Wood As Seen on TV, I opened one folder labelled ‘multiple provisional scripts’ and, leafing through a thick pile of A4, came across a sheet with five and a bit typed lines under the title ‘CONTINUITY’:


Susie: Well, we certainly seem to have lots of goodies for you in our new season. For lovers of TV magic, and there can’t be many, there’s a new series of ‘I crack the jokes round here’, comedy magic from all over the world. And the series opens with the Magic of – someone I’ve never heard of. Looks quite a bumptious little prat from the photograph.


Under it Victoria has scrawled ‘20 secs’. This was written for the As Seen on TV continuity announcer, played with such craft and beady charm by Susie Blake. I could hear her reading it so clearly that I imagined I actually had – yet I couldn’t have because it was never broadcast. As if by magic, the folder promptly yielded up a sketch called ‘Magic Show’, in which a florid conjuror struggles with an uncooperative lady volunteer. One had been written to cue in the other and both had apparently been sacrificed together. There was more, including several sketches set in department stores, or at a terrible dry-cleaner’s. A long monologue for a woman running an extremely local radio station from her home had clearly been earmarked for Victoria to play herself. There was a sketch called ‘Private Lives’ in which two characters straight out of a play by Noël Coward turn out to be something else altogether. In ‘Tupperware Party’, written for Julie Walters, a nervous housewife hawks sex aids. These were all from the first series. In the end, from the show’s thirteen episodes, there were in the region of sixty sketches written in the inimitable voice of Victoria Wood. Further delving yielded another cache of unseen material for Victoria’s three Christmas shows from 1992, 2000 and 2009.


The reason for all this overwriting goes back to Wood and Walters. A pilot of Victoria’s first sketch show was broadcast early in 1981. A year on came a series which proved bruising for a set of interlocking factors. Just before it went into production, her trusted producer Peter Eckersley died. His successor scheduled recordings for the afternoon, which meant a sketch show fronted by two young women was performed in a studio packed with unsmiling pensioners. It was only as her gags wilted before this bewildered audience that she realised she couldn’t ditch anything: she didn’t have a surplus. And yet even with Wood and Walters the archive contains offcuts which, for specific reasons, did not make it into the show. One sketch, an astute parody of 1940s radio comedy with its baffling catchphrases, was written fifteen years before The Fast Show gave us Arthur Atkinson’s wartime show ‘How Queer!’1


From then on, Victoria Wood wrote too much. The early months of 1984, when she sat alone at home in a quiet village on Morecambe Bay and came up with the first series of As Seen on TV, must count as the most intense and brilliant period of comic productivity to issue from a single pen in this country since Coward or even Wilde in their pomp. As Victoria wrote, she stockpiled sketches and songs to make sure she would never go short again.


The question can be legitimately asked: if sketches didn’t make the cut, can they be as good as the ones that did? On one level that’s for the reader to decide. But it’s important to stress that many were discarded for reasons that had nothing to do with their quality. When her producer Geoff Posner oversaw the edit, he tended to favour sketches that featured Victoria and Julie Walters over those written for other members of the company. There was also the question of balance. Victoria wrote copiously about bad theatre, naff television and – connected to her own experience – compulsive eating. Some sketches covering similar terrain were in competition with each other and, sometimes before they were filmed or even rehearsed, a swift decision had to be made to favour one or the other.


The idea that Victoria cannot have valued these sketches because she didn’t let them be seen on TV does not hold water. If she really regarded something as a failure, she would chuck it in the bin. There is no trace in the archive of the several plays and film scripts she attempted to write in the 1980s. Everything else she kept and, in some cases, published. Up to You, Porky, her first sketch collection from 1985, compiled sketches from Wood and Walters and the first series of As Seen on TV plus monologues from her stand-up show Lucky Bag. Among them Victoria smuggled in four sketches that were not seen on TV.2 Its successor Barmy, published two years later, consisted of sketches from the second series, the complete Acorn Antiques and sketches that were yet to be broadcast in the As Seen on TV Special. There were also nine unseen sketches.3 Evidently, they had been filmed because the casts were listed. While it didn’t make the cut, Victoria was happy to allow this work to be consumed in written form. Indeed, when she submitted the typescripts of Barmy to Geoffrey Strachan, her publisher at Methuen (see here), she made no distinction between seen and unseen sketches.4 ‘Vic simply delivered them all with the contents she wanted, in the sequence she wanted and with the presentation she wanted,’ he told me. ‘If you have writer–performers of genius who know how to present their work in book form, you cherish and salute a professional to her fingertips, publish and rejoice!’


They sold well, and had an important role to play in keeping her sketches alive when video-recording was still in its infancy. Yet Victoria pretended to be modest about these publications. ‘I didn’t really know what I was going to talk about tonight,’ she said in a speech to launch Barmy. ‘The publisher’s no help – they just want you to say “Buy My Book Tell Your Friends Buy My Book Tell Your Friends” till it’s time to sit down. Then he said, “You could tell them how you came to write it,” and I said, “Well, I didn’t, it’s just a load of old sketches, I didn’t even type it.”’


This collection pulls together a load of new old sketches covering three decades. Wherever the scripts in the archive indicate who Victoria wanted to be in them, or who actually was before they fetched up on the cutting-room floor, that information is included. But wherever it isn’t, you the reader are encouraged to do your own casting, and directing and designing too.


But there is much more in the Victoria Wood archive than sketches. Several character monologues that were once enjoyed by live audiences are nowadays less than widely recalled. Victoria’s shows were crafted to fill an evening, and when it came to memorialising them in an album or a video, not everything could fit in. Two stage monologues were included in Up to You, Porky,5 and three more in Chunky.6 But scholarly fans are aware that for her live show between 1983 and 1985, she came on in the second half in the character of a slatternly northern comic called Paula Du Val. The lyrics of the song Paula sings were included in Victoria’s very first publication, The Lucky Bag Songbook, but there was no space for her monologue on the Lucky Bag album released in 1984. Tapes of the whole show survive, recorded at the King’s Head Theatre in Islington and at other venues – so Paula Du Val now rides again, as do other vibrant characters from Victoria’s live shows up to 1990.7


As for her songs, at a conservative count Victoria composed somewhere in the region of two hundred of them and probably no more than a fifth are widely known to even her most ardent fans. Yet to begin with, performing at the piano is what got her noticed. This collection revisits some of her finest lyrics from the 1970s and beyond. Even without a melody, her gift for rhyme and rhythm can convey a sense of a song’s energy on the page. Some of these songs were written when Victoria was still a drama student at Birmingham University. In the same era she began to find her voice as a writer of monologues and sketches and, in the case of a script she submitted to BBC Birmingham, a whole half-hour drama. All are part of her story and are unveiled here.


As is ‘Sex’. The sketch Victoria wrote for herself and Julie Walters to perform in the summer of 1978 is the foundation stone of her career in comedy. As she would often say, it was where she discovered how to make an audience laugh. But those audiences were minuscule. In at the Death, the revue of which ‘Sex’ was a part, was seen every night for three weeks by the ninety or so people who crammed into the tiny Bush Theatre above a pub in west London. It was briefly revived a few years later.8 It has never been published.


Meanwhile, when the occasion was right, Victoria would sometimes stand up and tell her own story in the form of a well-made speech. Not quite the same as stand-up, this was a skill she developed at her book launches and then when accepting honorary degrees. There were laughs to be had in looking back over her life. But when there were students in the audience, she also knew that her unique odyssey as the First Lady of British entertainment meant that she had something important to tell them – not just about herself, but about us all. She still does.


A note on sources and presentation. The sketches, lyrics and speeches, as they exist in the archive, don’t all come in the same form. There are manuscripts and prompt cards in Victoria’s hand. Studio scripts are more formal documents for use by cast and crew, but even here she would often make cuts and edits. Once she moved to computer almost everything is, naturally, in the merry font known as Comic Sans. Wherever she wrote or typed, Victoria was not pernickety about punctuation – she was a serial employer of the dash – but rather than stay scholastically faithful to holy writ, this edition discreetly dots the odd i, crosses a t or two, and here and there respectfully adds an inverted comma. But often, particularly when written by hand, Victoria’s less punctuated prose conveys a sense of a monologue’s rhythm. In such cases it would have felt quite wrong to pepper her work with commas and semi-colons.


The scripts use the following abbreviations: CU for close-up, Ext for exterior, Int for interior, OOV for out of vision, VO for voiceover. Footnotes refer to Victoria Wood and others who are regularly mentioned by their initials: GD (Geoffrey Durham), JW (Julie Walters), CI (Celia Imrie), DP (Duncan Preston), GP (Geoff Posner). The same goes for shows: GF (Good Fun), W&W (Wood and Walters), LB (Lucky Bag), ASOTV (As Seen on TV), AVW (An Audience with Victoria Wood), ADB (All Day Breakfast), DL (dinnerladies), ATT (All the Trimmings), H49 (Housewife, 49) and MLX (Mid Life Christmas).


The footnotes, which offer further context and commentary, are there to be enjoyed or ignored. For the benefit of some younger fans of Victoria’s work, they briefly explain who on earth she is talking about when, for example, a stage character of hers asks, ‘Mother Teresa, Mary O’Hara, Rosalind Runcie: what do they have in common?’9


To capture the development of Victoria’s voice and the journey of her career, I have edited the material to run more or less chronologically. She begins with a jolly poem and, nearly fifty years on, ends with one. But first, here’s another new continuity announcement …


Susie: Well, now’s the time to catch up with any re-pointing or exterior paintwork you may have been putting off, while those of us with no excuse to leave the house catch up with yet another episode of Acorn Antiques.





1 When Arthur Atkinson was included in The Sketch Show Story, a history of sketch comedy presented by VW in 2001, she didn’t mention that she’d got there first.


2 ‘Cleaning’, ‘Madwoman’ and a sketch each featuring ‘Kitty’ and ‘Margery and Joan’.


3 ‘Nora’, ‘Men Talking’, ‘Salesman’, ‘Reports Local’, ‘Wine Bar’, ‘We’re Half Asleep’, ‘Lady Police Serial’ and two ‘Margery and Joan’ sketches.


4 Methuen published nine titles by VW: two editions of The Lucky Bag Songbook; Up to You, Porky; Barmy; a volume of her play scripts Talent and Good Fun; Mens Sana in Thingummy Doodah; Pat and Margaret; Chunky; and dinnerladies: First Helpings.


5 ‘Brontëburgers’ and ‘This House Believes’.


6 ‘Fattitude’, ‘Toupée Time’ and ‘Madeline’.


7 For her tours in 1993–94, 1996–97 and 2001–02, VW invented fewer stage characters, instead relying on Kimberley’s friend, a succession of fitness instructors, and Stacey Leanne Paige to get her on after the interval and/or the encore.


8 As part of a charity revue at the Theatre Royal Stratford East in March 1982.


9 Although I have worked on the assumption that Mother Teresa needs no footnote.
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STARTING OUT


SCHOOL


As a teenager Victoria wrote for Cygnus, the annual magazine of Bury Grammar School for Girls. The edition that came out in the summer of 1966 contains a mock-heroic ode. This was the first published piece of work by Victoria Wood. Even in the upper fourth, she reveals an early feel for meter and rhyme, and for the poetry to be found in domestic items. A year later, in the term she turned fourteen, an unsigned and unpunctuated paragraph titled ‘Pardon?’ foresaw an entire career. Once in the sixth form Victoria started writing shows with songs, including Pearl: A Melodrama. The script hasn’t survived but the mock advert she inserted into the script has. It riffs on the idea of TV dramas being funded by soap powders. On the top right of the typescript it says ‘lyrics by V. WOOD!’ This was her first spoof of what she’d seen on TV.


AN ODE


Most venerable object,


We hail thee with acclaim.


Of articles most famous


We praise thy holy name.


Throughout the whole of England,


As one we all agree,


One fact we all unite on,


We can’t do without thee.


The time has come to name thee,


This object without sin.


At last I will pronounce it: –


The Famous Safety-Pin!


PARDON?


I was born with a warped sense of humour and when I was carried home from being born it was Coronation Day and so I was called Victoria but you are not supposed to know who wrote this anyway it is about time I unleashed my pent-up emotions in a bitter comment on the state of our society but it’s not quite me so I think I shall write a heart-warming story with laughter behind the tears and tears behind the laughter which means hysterics to you Philistines but let it pass if anyone is having any trouble with his toenails or dustbins please write to oh I mustn’t say it must I the following passage has been censored by a brigade of white mice who think it unsuitable so I shall have to think of something else anyway I liked that joke about not calling you ladies as I know you too well it’s alright chaps I’ve passed the little pencil line and can continue normal service back to the rats it’s no use I shall have to write a poem about November the fifth happy days with the dustbin lids no I didn’t get that off anybody else goodnight all mind how you go here’s a jolly game try and put the punctuation in …10


THE CUPID’S KISS CORNPLASTER SONG11


Are your toenails troubled …?


Are you going lame?


Did you think there was no remedy …?


Are your ankles weary …?


Are your feet in pain …?


If you thought there was no answer


You will have to think again.


With a Cupid’s Kiss Cornplaster


You can run much faster


You can live a life of bliss …


With a CUPID’S KISS!


With a Cupid’s Kiss Cornplaster


You’ll have feet like alabaster


Be a Mrs not a Miss …


With a CUPID’S KISS!


UNIVERSITY


Victoria began to study drama at Birmingham University in 1971. There were not many female roles to go round and invariably she missed out. In 1973, she was especially miffed not to be cast in Loot. As a sop she was invited to sing hymns before and after the show, and during the interval. Instead, she paraded her own compositions. Among them was ‘Going Home Again’, an exuberant attack on middle-class students pretending to have proletarian roots.


News of her performance resulted in her first ever gig. On the evening of Wednesday 27 June 1973, Victoria performed a dozen of her own songs in a venue at a hall of residence. ‘My next song,’ she says on a scratchy mono recording of the concert, ‘is called “Sad Salad Sunday” because it’s about those three things.’12 A witty teenage take on the stultifying lives of adults, no early song of hers was to have a longer lifespan.


Then in her final year, as part of a course in television, Victoria wrote a song to accompany an experimental film shot by fellow student Catherine Ashmore. ‘King Kong’ told of a statue commissioned by the city council in Birmingham which was later rejected and ended up in the forecourt of a car dealership.


Songs were to remain her primary creative output, but as her thoughts turned towards television, she submitted an untitled script set in a girls’ school to the BBC’s drama department in Birmingham. It was rejected, and she refashioned it for her TV course. While it’s possible to see why it wasn’t right for television, it nonetheless shows Victoria finding her voice and exploring the themes of female friendship that would be the focus of Talent and Nearly a Happy Ending and, in a different way, Pat and Margaret. For the first time she contrasts two young women, one confident, the other awkward. It was written around the time Victoria had her first dalliance with an older man, and she used the script to explore her ambivalent feelings.


Its rejection did not dissuade Victoria from continuing to write. As friends of hers performed in practical examinations, she would supply them with scripts. In the summer of 1973 she wrote a monologue for Alison Sabourin, who was sitting her finals, in which Victoria drew on the experience of breaking up with her boyfriend. A year later she wrote a sketch for first-year student Chrissie Poulter. Once more it explored with even more striking directness the power dynamics in female friendships. Though she did not overtly write herself into this snapshot of two flatmates, Victoria found it easy to imagine herself into the mindset of both the alpha aggressor and the beta victim. Titled ‘Sketch One’, it was the first Victoria Wood sketch to be performed to an audience.


She wrote the second when, after finishing as a student, she stayed on in Birmingham and remained embedded in the lives of friends in the years below. In the summer of 1975 Robert Howie asked her to write something for himself and Chrissie Poulter to perform. She wrote it rapidly and they went on just before the interval. Thus the programme listed a first half consisting of work by John Ford, Percy Bysshe Shelley, TS Eliot, Edward Albee, Edward Bond and Victoria Wood.


GOING HOME AGAIN13


Put back your accent where you found it


And climb into the train


You’ve got to pass


As middle class


You’re going home again.


Conversation should be tactful


Or you’ll cause your mother pain


Keep off the Jews


You know their views


You’re going home again.


In the lies about your father


I think that you have rather


Strayed from the path


He’s not a crippled miner, he’s a winer and diner


More at home in a sauna than an old zinc bath.


Hope your friends don’t discover


The truth about your mother


She’s never been near a loom


She’s not dying of bronchitis


She’s just got conjunctivitis


Magnolia emulsion in the new spare room.


They’re bound to meet you at the station


All resistance is in vain


You’ll have to wait


They’re always late


You’re going home again.


If only they were trendy


With morals that were bendy


It wouldn’t be such a bore.


You could sit around on cushions


Have political discussions


About the possibility of a Third World War.


If you sprinkle marijuana


On your custard and banana


They won’t even look up


They’re too busy watching auntie


Do Jimmy Durante14


With a very silly voice and a plastic cup.


You’ll leave the college for the suburbs


And stare into the rain


Although you curse


It could be worse


You’re going home again


Although you curse it would be worse


You’re going home again.


MONOLOGUE FOR ALISON SABOURIN15


I must look awful. I never thought you’d be back so early. Have you a hanky I’ve run out of tissues not like me. Not like me at all must be old age ha. Thank you. It’s a nice big one. I didn’t know you had a middle name.


Anyway – I liked her. I did like her. But she wasn’t like me or my friends. She used to swear a lot. Not just bloody or any of those – And she used to wear those dresses from charity shops – all flowered down to her ankles – and platform shoes. I didn’t know Roger liked platform shoes – he used to say they were like barges. She suited hers though …


Well I suppose it was when her window got stuck. Well my friends and I used to go to the launderette on Saturday mornings – Roger would drive us wait for us at the flat then drive us back. He didn’t like the launderette. But she wouldn’t come with us. She didn’t like it either. Well after he’d mended her window he said what a nice room it was – all pictures. Roger did ART at school you see. So I bought one at Boots. I don’t know anything about them but I thought it must be good or they wouldn’t have it. It was abstract. A sunset over a lake with a black tree at the front. Well when I showed it him he said he wanted her to see it. So he took it upstairs. I could hear them laughing.


He saw her a few times after that. He said she was lonely. And then on our anniversary – we’d been going out for a year – we were having a meal in my room. I’d made it – it was beef curry and rice. We had candles. And wine. And I’d bought a new dress. It was red gathered under the bust with a low neck and puffed sleeves. Full length. And I’d had my hair done – it was long then. It went up like this and a ringlet in front of each ear. And my white shoes.


Well from where he was sitting he could see into the garden. And she was there. It was summer so it was still light – and she was in the middle of the lawn with her legs crossed. She had those denim jeans on cut off at the top and a blue T-shirt. She was brown as well. I suppose it was because she was a student. They have more time in the day than we do.


Roger kept looking at her. She just sat there with all her hair over her face not combed or anything.


And because it was our anniversary I got a bit upset and started to cry – smudged all my new make-up. But he didn’t say anything – just kept looking out of the window.


Then he stood up and sort of smiled … Then he went out. I drew the curtains then …


This room’s a mess isn’t it. I ought to go to the launderette really …


SAD SALAD SUNDAY16


Children be nice to your father


He is still alive at thirty-five


While your eyes get brighter


His trousers get tighter


His wife’s hair is as hard as her voice


And his freedom of choice is blown out through the window


That cost him so much to put in.


While the light that streams through them is making him sad


His daughter is rolling her eyes saying DAD!


The salad’s ready for the ninetieth time.


Chorus:


Sad salad Sunday,


Sad greens and blues


Everybody’s feeling they’ve nothing left to lose


Sad salad Sunday,


Sad blues and greens


Everybody’s feeling things might have been.


Children be nice to your mother


She is nearly alive at thirty-five


As she hitches her skirt and says look at the dirt


In the sunlight that streams through the windows


That cost her so much to put in.


And she hopes it doesn’t matter that she’s really rather fatter than she was the year before the year before the year before the year before that


She wasn’t fat


And she feels there is something she should have had


And she doesn’t know what but it makes her sad


And she doesn’t know but she knows she hasn’t got it whatever it is.


Repeat chorus.


Children be nice to your father


Or he won’t survive on the eight oh five he takes to work on Monday trying to lose that Sunday feeling


The men in the office will say


‘What kind of weekend have you had?’


He’ll say, ‘Not so bad, old boy, not so bad.’


KING KONG17


A sunny shopping Saturday I chanced to pass


The most beautiful gorilla ever seen in fibreglass


And as I stood beneath the sky


A sky of jungle blue


I said, ‘King Kong I’ll write a song and sing it just for you.’


Chorus:


Ding dong King Kong


Loved you from the minute I saw you


You caught my eye, I don’t know why


I thought everybody would adore you.


Dong dong was wrong


Which caused me so much pain


But whatever I do wherever I go


I will get you back again.


Lady from the council decided he wasn’t right


‘I’ve seen him twice and he’s not quite nice


He frightened the kiddies who think he’ll bite’


An unexpected saviour


And expert in car dealing


Came in the end to save our friend


Which showed he wasn’t lacking in the finer feelings.


Repeat chorus.


Man from the garage has decided the gimmick is dead


Where will he go we don’t know


Where he can lay his big black … head


Too bad, how sad


They don’t want him at the zoo


Who’ll give a pillow to a fibreglass gorilla


Maybe it could be you.


Repeat chorus.


UNTITLED TELEVISION SCRIPT


1: Int. School room. Day.


A small room full of plastic chairs, a desk and chair for the form mistress. No blackboards or anything schooly. There are two doors, one leads on to the corridor, one into a locker room. Christine comes in from the corridor, drops her satchel near the door, takes a hymn book and bible from the windowsill, pushes a chair into a corner with her foot and sits on it with her hands jammed deep into her blazer pockets. The bible and hymn book need re-covering. Her uniform doesn’t fit properly, her socks are grey and woolly, her shoes need cleaning.18


She sits. Barney comes in from the locker room. Her uniform is clean and smart; she wears a shirt and tie as well as a little jumper and looks as if a quirk of fashion had made her the ‘school uniform look’ in this year. Her hymn book and bible are covered in flowered paper. She smiles when she sees Christine, and goes and sits near her.


Barney: It’s a good morning, isn’t it?


Christine: What?


Barney: It’s a good morning.


Christine: Hm.


Barney (going to window and waving): There’s Charlie. (She mouths violently through the window.) Have you got your clean overalls on, Charlie? (Pause.) Your overalls. (Pause.) Doesn’t matter. (Comes back to Christine.) Deaf as a post. (Pause.)


Christine: Who’s Charlie?


Barney: He’s my friend. One of the boiler-men. He put the heel back on my shoe that day I chased Heather Thing out of the common room.


Christine: Heather Douglas?


Barney: Yes.


Christine: But she’s a sixth-former. She’s allowed to be there.


Barney: Not with a face like that she isn’t.


Christine: Didn’t she mind?


Barney: She thought it was quite an honour, considering no one’s spoken to her for about six years. Oh, I did personally congratulate her on the occasion of her falling over the Bishop’s tin leg in the Carol Concert, but apart from that she’s rotted quietly away in that rather disgusting locker room, hearing no sound save the slow steady drip of her hair onto her meek and lowly shoulders. Not bad that, for a Monday morning. Do you always come in this early? Yes you do don’t you, at least you’re always here when I come. I came in early though to finish that essay on the Seven Deadly Sins. ‘The Seven Deadly Sins’ starring Heather Douglas as at least three of them.


Christine: She laddered her stockings.


Barney: When I threw her out? You mean you’ve looked at her legs? You must be mad. She wouldn’t wear stockings anyway. She shouldn’t wear legs either come to that. Have you done the essay?


Christine: No.


Barney: Oh, I wish you had. It could have been a really beautiful moment as she picked up the essays and saw they were all there. Never mind, I’ll put them in her locker and take away the bottom seven, that’s me, Stevenson, Taylor, Turtem, you, Wilkinson and Wood.19 Then she’ll think she’s lost them, because people like Maureen and Wendy always give them in.


Christine: Will you really do that?


Barney: Of course. Did you have a good weekend?


Christine: Just the same as the week really. Different clothes and no school dinners, that’s all.


Barney: Sounds a bit miserable. What did you do?


Christine: Nothing.


Barney: You must have done something. (She tries to think of suggestions but can’t think of anything Christine might have been doing.) (Pause.)


Christine: What did you do?


Barney: Played tennis on Friday night with that boy with the knees. Then went to torment that old woman, if I keep on long enough either she’ll die and leave me her money or I’ll get the Good Deeds Shield. Saturday morning crawled out to orchestra, staggered through a few symphonies, crawled back, took my sister out for a drink, bought some new shoes, played dominoes with Buster, then Dad brought a man back for me … Sunday morning climbed trees with Buster, ripped my jeans, sewed them up, watched ‘The Golden Shot’,20 ‘Stars on Sunday’, ‘Doctor at Large’,21 put Buster to bed, went out for a drink with my Dad, got pissed a bit, came home, fell over, said my prayers and went to bed.


Christine: It sounds nice. (Pause.) Is Buster your brother?


Barney: Yes, he’s five.


Enter Maureen and Wendy who wear sensible poplin macs and carry handbags and shopping bags with their books in. Judith and Gill wear slightly less sensible coats and carry their books in Boots carrier bags. They take their coats and go in and out of the locker room during this bit.


Barney: What did you do this weekend, Maureen? Oh, it was your party wasn’t it on Saturday night.


Wendy: Yes it was and we didn’t see you there, did we?


Barney: You know I’d been looking forward to it all week then come Saturday afternoon, after orchestra, there I am trying to borrow my sister’s black dress when THUMP, there I am out cold on her carpet.


Maureen: You fainted?


Barney: I did. (She nudges Christine’s arm and Christine smiles, flattered to be in her confidence.) When I came to six minutes later, there they all are running about getting hysterics with wet sponges, and so I spent my Saturday night in bed. (She coughs once for Christine’s benefit.)


Wendy: I hope you’re alright now.


Barney: Oh, I think so. Was it a good party?


Maureen: Very enjoyable. This Wendy got a bit tiddly didn’t you, Wendy?


Wendy: Only a bit, Maureen.


Maureen: Well, we shall know what to blame if you don’t get B+ for your Scripture essay this week.


Wendy: Oh be fair, Maureen. (Barney is looking out of the windows, Christine is hunched into the corner.)


Judith: When do you think you’ll let him?


Gill: After my exams, I suppose.


Mrs Burton comes in.


Barney: Hello.


Mrs Burton: Good morning, Barney. Are we all here?


Maureen: Pat’s gone to the dentist, Paula’s got a feverish cold, and Linda’s gone to her great aunt’s funeral in Yorkshire.


Mrs Burton: Ah yes. Thank you, Maureen. Shall we go in? Put that satchel in the locker room, Christine, for the fiftieth time.


Christine goes in the locker room, comes out after Judith has left. Barney goes out first, then Maureen and Wendy, Gill and Judith in pairs. Mrs Burton finishes the register.


Come on, Christine, cheer up for heaven’s sake. What’s the matter?


Christine: Nothing.


Mrs Burton: Well stand up straight for heaven’s sake. And that blazer could do with a clean, couldn’t it? Oh, and Miss Herbert wants to see you after prayers – about a missing essay. Not really good enough is it, Christine?


They go out to the prayers.


Music – shot of Christine and Miss Herbert, Christine’s head is down.


Music – mistress stops her as she walks along corridor, tells her to pull her socks up. She pulls them up.


Music – last lesson of day – Barney is holding forth – mistress and girls are laughing, Christine sits in corner. Bell goes, mistress leaves, Christine goes out first.


2: Ext. By the canal.


Christine walks home by the canal, sees man leaning against canal bridge, she walks past him and looks over at the same side. He moves up to her.


Man: Nice day, isn’t it?


Christine: Yeah.


Man: On your way home are you?


Christine: Well, yes. But I’m not in a hurry.


3: Int. Next day. School room.


The same form room before prayers. Barney is standing at the window smoking a cigarette – Christine comes in from the outside door, drops her satchel on the floor near the door and goes to stand next to Barney.


Barney (as Christine enters the room): Hello, darling.


Christine (smiling): Hello.


Barney: You don’t look like a miserable sod this morning.


Christine: Do I usually?


Barney: Yes. (Small pause.) I mean I don’t mind, it just confounds the theory that these are the best days of your life. I suppose they could be. You’d have to have a bloody miserable life when you left though.


Christine: I thought you like school.


Barney: I’m talking about you. I’m a ray of sunshine.


Christine: Is that difficult?


Barney: Mornings like this it can be. (Pause.) Why don’t you?


Christine: What?


Barney: Look like a miserable sod.


Christine: Just in a good mood.


Barney: Why?


Christine: I’m just thinking about what somebody said to me.


Barney: When?


Christine: Last night.


Barney: What did he say?


Long pause while Christine scrunches up her toes.


Christine: He said I had nice eyes.


Short pause.


Barney: Well you have. (Pause.) I didn’t know you had a boyfriend.


Christine: Oh yes. He doesn’t often say things, that’s all.


Pause.


Barney: Go on.


Christine: What?


Barney: Tell me about him. (Short pause.) What’s his name?


Christine: George.


Pause.


Barney: And?


Christine: I don’t know his other name.


Barney: No I mean tell me about him. I mean I’m not surprised that you’ve got one, it’s just you’ve never said anything about him. I’d like to hear about him.


Christine: Have you got one?


Barney: Sort of. There’s that actor I never see and that man from my father’s department, I can’t get rid of. No one exciting. Is he exciting, George?


Christine: Well. (She shuts her eyes, opens them.) He’s twenty-one. (Short pause.) And he works for a newspaper.


Barney: Which one?


Christine: The Guardian. (Pause.) He’s six foot two and he wears a denim suit (pause) not jeans and a Levi jacket – a suit.


Barney: Where do you meet him?


Christine: Where did I meet him?


Barney: No. Where do you go when you go out together? Or do you go to your house?


Christine: I go to his flat. (Pause.) I make his tea and he wears an apron and pretends to be Fanny Cradock22 and puts garlic in the baked beans. It’s nice.


Barney (smiles): It sounds great. (Pause.) What happens after the beans?


Christine: We go into his living room. It’s a big room with one wall all curtains and a big television and a desk where he writes. And a blue phone.


Barney: Pale blue?


Christine: Navy. (Pause.) Then he puts the television on and turns the sound down till it comes on to the adverts.


Christine isn’t looking at Barney. Gill and Judith and Maureen and Wendy come in from outside. Barney gestures to Gill and Judith and they come and sit with Barney, Maureen and Wendy in the locker room.


… because he likes them best because his friend Paul’s on one for beer and then after a bit he turns it off and tells me to come and sit next to him on the sofa.


Barney: A big sofa.


Christine: Wide. Dark blue velvet.


Gill: Are the lights on?


Christine: Only the one by the sofa. A blue light.


Judith: What does he say?


Barney: What does he do?


Christine: I sit on his knee (pause) and he hugs me (pause) and I look at his shirt.


Barney: Well what does he do?


Judith: Has he asked you to?


Gill: Or doesn’t he want to?


Christine: He always wants to.


Gill: Do you let him?


Maureen and Wendy have come in – they see the set-up and stand apart but watching.


Christine: Yes.


Gill: What’s it like? Was the first time awful?


Christine: It hurt a bit but I like it all the time now.


Judith: Do you do it a lot?


Christine: Nearly every night. That’s why I can’t do these essays.


Pause.


Barney: Hadn’t you better tick her off, girls?


Gill: What?


Barney: The list.


Gill: Oh yes. You’ve got it, Judith, haven’t you?


Judith: In my handbag, hang on. (She takes from the handbag by her chair a printed list of names – all the girls in the sixth form.) Now. Upper VI B. Christine Trent. (She marks a tick against the name.)


Gill: How many is that now, Judith?


Judith: Well that’s – four out of ten in Upper VI L, three out of ten in Upper VI W, and now three out of nine in ours.


Christine: Is that you and me and Gill?


They don’t answer.


Gill: I suppose you’re still not going to tell us, Barney?


Barney: I’ve told you, darling. I’m waiting for Buster to grow up. I’ve always had a fancy for incest.


Gill and Judith: Oh Barney.


Gill and Judith go into the locker room to disrobe. Maureen and Wendy have sat down some time (perhaps on essays).


Barney: Well you’re well in now.


Christine: Am I?


Barney: Member of the fraternity, pal. To you is afforded the dubious honour of sitting in the Whore’s Corner in the common room, discussing orgasms, relative sizes of organ … things like that.


Christine looks at Barney to see if they are friends.


4: Int. The Assembly Hall.


The Assembly Hall – the girls sit in a row – Maureen, Wendy, Gill, Judith, Christine, Barney. Maureen is reading the bible, which is on a lectern. Judith and Gill are not listening. Gill is looking at a photograph of her boyfriend who is in the army. Wendy is listening to Maureen. Barney is nodding in agreement with the bible reading to make Christine laugh. Christine laughs silently.


5: Int. School Room.


After prayers. Mrs Burton in form room, others coming in.


Mrs Burton: Just a minute, girls, before you go to your first lesson. As I was late this morning we didn’t have time to vote about whether you should bring your boyfriends to the sixth-form party. Now Upper VI L votes against. Upper VI W voted for, so it’s up to us really. (Pause. The six girls are seated.) Maureen?


Maureen: I vote against.


Mrs Burton writes it down.


Mrs Burton: Wendy?


Wendy: So do I.


Mrs Burton: Judith?


Judith: Ooh yes.


Mrs Burton: You vote for?


Judith (laughing): Yes.


Mrs Burton: Barney?


Pause.


Barney: I abstain.


Pause.


Mrs Burton: Oh. (Short pause.) That leaves the casting vote to you, Christine.


Pause. Christine thinks hard. Gill and Judith stare at her. Barney looks at her. Maureen and Wendy are unaware of the implications.


Christine: I vote for.


Mrs Burton: Beg your pardon?


Christine (clears throat): For. I vote for.


Mrs Burton: Right. Thank you. I’ll tell the Headmistress. (Girls get up to go out.) Move that satchel, Christine.


6: Int. School corridor.


Christine in front of the homework lockers – small square lockers in blocks with the names of mistresses on each door on little plastic strips.


Christine: Perhaps they wouldn’t laugh at him if he came. (Pause.) He’s not like what I said though. (Pause.) I could say I had two. Barney’s got two, and one’s quite old. (Pause.) I could get him a suit. (Pause.) I could say I was ill. I could say he was ill. Or on a job. (Pause.) They’d laugh if I brought him. He’d be embarrassed. He’d be embarrassing. He’s horrible.


She begins to cry but tries to stop as Barney comes round the corner with a dead rat. She stops near Christine.


Barney: Hey, I’m sorry about that essay.


Christine: It doesn’t matter.


Barney: Do you like my rat? (She puts it in a locker.) That’s what happens if you eat custard creams while you’re marking one of Barney Murdoch’s essays.


Christine smiles with the side of her mouth nearest to Barney. Barney goes away.


Christine: If he was like I said he was I could have brought him. They would have been jealous. (Pause.) They might like him.


She walks down the corridor. Barney comes back round the corner, takes the rat out of the locker. Christine turns round.


Barney: I changed my mind.


7: Int. The Evening Before. A small dark room.


A bed with not enough bedding, a table, chair, big empty wardrobe door won’t shut. Christine sits on the bed with her satchel held to her. The man stands looking out of the window. Pause.


Man: The kettle won’t be much longer. (Pause.) I’ll just go down and …


He goes out. Christine pulls her socks up, licks her finger and takes a mark off one of her shoes. She looks in her satchel, takes out half an old bar of chocolate, puts too much in her mouth, hears him coming back, takes it out and puts it back in her satchel. The man comes in with two tea cups. He puts them on the table. He puts sugar in both and starts to drink his, leaving the other on the table. Christine puts her satchel on the bed. Takes the cup on the table and stands next to him looking out of the window. Pause.


What’s your name?


Christine: Barney.


Man: Is that a proper name then?


Christine: Yes.


Man: Never heard it before.


Pause.


Christine: Do you like it?


Man: Sounds more like a boy’s name. (Pause.) Have you got a boyfriend?


Christine: Not this week.


Man: What do you mean?


Christine: I mean, I had one last week, but I haven’t this week.


Man: Chucked him, did you?


Christine: Yeah. He was stupid.


Pause.


Man: I bet you have a lot, don’t you?


Christine: Boyfriends?


Man: Yes. I bet you tell them where to get off.


Christine: Well—


Man: Or do you let them? (Christine looks down.) You’ve got a nice bust. (Pause.)


Christine: Have I?


Man: Yes, it’s nice.


He puts his arm round her. Pause. Christine thinks.


Christine: Yes, I do let them.


8: Int. Same. Afterwards.


Man sits on bed. Christine near door just going.


Man: I’ll meet you by that bridge then, tomorrow.


Christine: Yes. Goodbye.


She goes.


Man: Goodbye, Barney.


9: Ext. A bus stop.


Christine stands with other girls.


Girls: You don’t usually come this way, do you?


Christine: No.


10: Ext. The canal bridge.


The man stands smoking. He finishes his cigarette, grinds it out on the bridge wall, throws it into the water and walks in the direction of his room.


11: Int. School room. The morning after the party.


Barney, Gill, Judith, Maureen, Wendy all sitting together before prayers. (Two other girls sit apart, Paula and Pat – not absolutely necessary.)


Barney: I’m surprised he got here at all with a jacket like that. (They all laugh.) Did you notice one of our illustrious members was conspicuous by her absence? (Small pause.)


Gill: Christine Trent.


Judith: She said she was coming, she …


Gill: She said she was going to bring that journalist. I wanted to see him.


Barney: Well she didn’t come. And we didn’t see him.


Maureen: I bet he wasn’t a journalist.


Gill: Probably a paper boy.


Wendy: Well I can’t see a journalist going out with someone like that, can you? She’s so scruffy.
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