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A HAPPY END.    A Play.

  List of Characters:

  ROBERT WINSTON - 46 yrs. Minor `New Labour' politician for the seat of Gorsewater, a fictional 



back alley of Surrey. He is originally from Yorkshire, resentful of his lack 



of political clout, happily married with one son from a previous marriage. 



Pompous.

  SALLY WINSTON  -   31 yrs. Wife of Robert. Blonde. Perky but already fading beneath Robert's 



gaze. From Surrey. Tendency to drink.

 TIMOTHY WINSTON - 17 yrs. Homosexual. Has dabbled in prostitution and drugs. Robert's son. 



Blonde, handsome and the well adjusted member of the Winston family.

  DR. LAWRENCE   - 59 yrs. Director/ Resident consulting erectile dysfunction specialist at the 



`Happy End' impotence clinic. Mad. Terry Thomas.

  EVA BENDZITOVA - 25 yrs. Ex-supermodel nymphomaniac bald nurse hiding out at the `Happy 



End' clinic to escape the pressures of the catwalk. Tall, blonde wig. Has 



started eating.

  PAUL TITCHMARSH - 52 yrs. Patient at `Happy End'. Super-masochist. Fat, bearded. Dog.

  GARY CONNERY   - 35 yrs. Tall, muscular, fake tan, superstud. Ex-territorial accountant. Patient 



at `Happy End'.

   RELAXED RALPH  - 62 yrs. Drinks machine engineer. Yorkshireman.

   SISTER JULIE   - 68 yrs. Extremely large matronly type. Obliging. Cornish.

   GRACE DICKENS - 36 yrs. Sexual therapist obliged to have sexual contact with the patients. 



Small. Tight. Terrified of sex.

   HAROLD LAWRENCE/ - 76 yrs. Dr Lawrence's uncle. Prone to flashing.

    HARRY BELLS

    TONY GREER     - 39 yrs. The Prime Minister.

   + 2 large burly unshaven attendants.




A HAPPY END.
   act one - scene one

  The stage is dark. We hear voices in the dark.

  ROBERT: Blast it. Come on. Damn thing. Come on, what's wrong with you?

  SALLY : (Sounding drunk) It doesn't matter.

  ROBERT: It bloody does matter. Of course it matters. I feel like a  party political broadcast by 

      the liberals.

  SALLY : Well I've tried my best with it. There's nothing more I can do,.. without the aid of a foot 

    pump.

  ROBERT: I know. Damn it. What's wrong with me?

  SALLY : Or a shoe horn. Perhaps you're thinking about something else.

  ROBERT: I'm not thinking about something else. This is all I've been thinking about all day.

  SALLY : Well how about thinking of someone else. I don't mind if you don't.

  ROBERT: I don't want to think....what?

  SALLY:  Look, perhaps you've stressed yourself out. Relax.

  ROBERT: I am relaxed. Relaxed isn't what we need right now, is it. Bloody thing. Didn't used to 

      be like this.

  SALLY : I should hope not. Is it me?

  ROBERT: Yes.

  SALLY : What?

  ROBERT: Well you asked. Perhaps it is you.

  SALLY : It is not me. If my breasts got any perkier, they'd be dangerous.

  ROBERT: Alright, it's not you.

  SALLY : Do you want me to try again?

  ROBERT: No I bloody don't. I'm sore already. Let's just leave it.

  SALLY : Leave it? We've left it nearly a month.

  ROBERT: I know that. Don't you think I know that.

  SALLY : Alright. I'll get myself another drink.

  ROBERT: If those martini's didn't have olives in them you'd starve. Blast it. What's wrong with me?

  SALLY : Perhaps it's the re-election campaign. Tony's put a lot of work on you.

  ROBERT: And no bloody thanks.

  SALLY : And no bloody thanks. Look, perhaps a professional.

  ROBERT: I am not going to a prostitute. I'm a member of parliament.

  SALLY : I didn't mean that.

  ROBERT: Not that it stops most of the cabinet.

  SALLY : What made you think of a prostitute?

  ROBERT: (Pause).....Go to sleep.

  SALLY : I meant a therapist.

  ROBERT: I am not going to a bloody therapist for this.

  SALLY : Well it seems to help the Americans.

  ROBERT: I'll be alright. I just need a little time. Space. I'll be alright.

  SALLY:  Look at the poor little thing.

  act one  scene two

  LIGHTS UP.

  A pastel green and white decor.

  A desk, stage right. A large leafy pot plant behind it.

  Two hospital doors with circles of glass in them, left and right.

  A large prominent backdrop showing a picture of vibrant erect daffodils.

  A hospital gurney, stage right.

  A criss-cross pattern on the floor.

  A venus de milo fake centre stage.

  Paul enters stage right with a long blonde wig. He puts it on the statue, then hides underneath 
  the desk.

  Eva enters in nurses uniform. She is bald with an eastern European  accent.

  EVA: SONOFABITCH. Wait until I find you Mr fat man. I scar you permanent this time.







Eva retrieves her wig and puts it on.

  EVA: Where you hiding little boy. You no leave.







Eva sits on the desk.

  EVA: We play some more games, you and I. You want Eva give you  sore little general? We 

bring cheese grater out for you, yes?







Paul whimpers.

  EVA: Yes. We make you scream today.







Paul whimpers again.

  EVA: You scream for lovely Eva.







Eva walks around the desk and opens







one of the drawers. Inside is a large







cream cake. She takes a large bite.

EVA: Mmmm. Naughty Eva. Big sexy creamy Eva.







Paul giggles. Eva responds violently,







kicking him from beneath the desk.

  PAUL: Ooh.

  EVA: You laugh? You laugh at Eva?

  PAUL: No. No mistress.

  EVA: You no laugh. Or Eva not stop at just cheese grater.

  PAUL: No I'll be good.

  EVA: Maybe we get big spiky cucumber for you, huh?

  PAUL: No. No, not that!

  EVA: You give Eva draughty head. Worm. You know punishment.

  PAUL: No. No. Not the spikes. Please mistress.







Paul cowers, kissing Eva's stiletto's.







She drips a little cream on the edge







which Paul licks off.

  EVA: You good dog?

  PAUL: Yes mistress. Yes.







Eva slaps him hard.

  PAUL: Thank you mistress.

  EVA: You be good dog for Eva. Come on now.

  PAUL: Yes. Yes.







Paul begins to wimper like a dog.







Eva strokes his hair.

  EVA: Yes. Good little pooch pooch. You iron for Eva later?







Paul barks happily.

  EVA: Yes. And no creases like last time.







She slaps him again. He wimpers.

  EVA: Good little pooch pooch.







Eva bites into the cream cake again







as Paul begins panting and barking







like a dog again. He howls to the moon.







Dr Lawrence enters followed by Robert







and Sally Winston. They all pause







surveying the scene. Eva and Paul 







quickly stand, embarrassed. Eva with a







mouthful of cream, which she spends 







an age swallowing.

  DR LAWRENCE: As I was saying. We get all types in here. Some almost  as bad as your case 



    Robert. Eva. Take the cream cake and  the dog out of here will you.

  EVA: Yes, Dr Lawrence.

  SALLY: The dog?

  DR LAWRENCE: Yes. Been here for years. I think he likes the place.







As Eva leads Paul out of the room







he growls at Sally.

  DR LAWRENCE: Remember, show no fear, or he'll have your hand off. Right. Sit over there.







He points to the hospital gurney, then







goes and sits behind his desk. Robert







and Sally do so, awkwardly.

  DR LAWRENCE: We don't stand on ceremony here Robert, no matter who you are. Politician. 



Rock star. Bishop of Bath. Everybody is treated the same, because in one way or 



another the problem is always the same. No privileges. Just a guarantee that 



you'll be with us until the problem is  solved.

  SALLY: Why is it called an asylum? If I can...ask.

  DR LAWRENCE: Feel free my dear. We have no secrets at `Happy End'.







Pause.

  SALLY: So....why do you call it an asylum?

  DR LAWRENCE: We find that most of our patients prefer to be regarded as mentally 

                  incompetent. I mean consider the alternative.

  ROBERT: That they'd be seen as sexually incompetent.

  DR LAWRENCE: Precisely. Most rock stars I know. And believe me I know  a few, their entire 



careers would be decimated by a flop. I've had several patients whose careers 



actually improved after they said they were insane. Of course they're mostly 



Australian, but..

  SALLY: So, will I be able to visit?

  DR LAWRENCE: Any time you like. We're not barbarians. A little harsh sometimes for the 



patients own welfare, but nothing that can't be fixed by plastic surgery. Now, tell 



me why do you think you're here Robert?

  ROBERT: Because my ego needs a straight jacket?

  DR LAWRENCE: Only as a last resort, old boy.

  ROBERT: (Stern) Because, I can't get it up.

  DR LAWRENCE: Now, now. I'll stop you right there Robert. At the `Happy End' clinic we never 



call it, it.

  ROBERT: You just did.

  DR LAWRENCE: What?

  ROBERT: You just called it,.....it!

  DR LAWRENCE: Did I? Well yes I suppose I did Robert, but then I'm allowed to aren't I. After all, 



I'm not Australian. I can call it whatever I like. You, on the other hand, shall from 



now on call your penis, Harold.

  ROBERT: Harold?

  DR LAWRENCE: Yes. I once had an uncle called Harold. He used to take me into the fields 



behind my aunts house and show me his,..Harold. You see how just changing 



the word has an enormous affect on the way you see it, the Harold. So...


             Robert..why's the spaghetti spineless, do you think?

  ROBERT: I'm having nightmares.

  DR LAWRENCE: Nightmares. Tell me more. Are they sexual.

  ROBERT: They're awful.

  DR LAWRENCE: Oh. Never mind. Tell me anyway.

  ROBERT: My mother-in-law.

  SALLY: Ex mother-in-law. From his first marriage.

  ROBERT: Yes. Ex- mother-in-law.

  DR LAWRENCE: They're the best.

  ROBERT: She keeps pointing at it.

  DR LAWRENCE: Robert. I wont tell you again.

  ROBERT: Sorry. At my...Harold. She keeps pointing at Harold.

  DR LAWRENCE: Filthy mare.

  ROBERT: And laughing.

  SALLY: He's been awfully stressed because of it.

  ROBERT: And she's wearing these marigolds, you see. Pointing with these marigolds and 


laughing. So I look down at myself. You would wouldn't you if someone was laughing.

  DR LAWRENCE: Quite.

  SALLY: Tell him Robert.

  ROBERT: I'm telling him aren't I. Shut-up woman.

  SALLY: He's been awfully stressed.

  ROBERT: And all I can see when I look down are these dead flowers.

  SALLY: Daffodils.

  ROBERT: Daffodils. Between my legs. Dead daffodils.

  SALLY: It's been nearly two months.

  ROBERT: Yes alright Sally! Nearly two months. Every night the same. Dead daffodils. I can't 

       walk through a field anymore.

  SALLY: He even threw away the window box.

  ROBERT: Yes alright! It brought me out in a cold sweat.

  SALLY: And then there was the incident at the Chelsea flower show.

  ROBERT: ENOUGH! This is difficult enough. I am a politician. I am  supposed to be impotent, 

      shit, important!

  DR LAWRENCE: Calm down Robert. We're all here because we love you. This room is full of love.

  ROBERT: Is it?

  DR LAWRENCE: Love Robert. We all love. We must all relax and enjoy the love of Harold.

  ROBERT: You love my Harold?

  DR LAWRENCE: I love my Harold. Regularly. But, do you love yours?

  ROBERT: I'm not sure.

  SALLY: I love it....Well I try my best.

DR LAWRENCE: You must learn to love it Robert. Give it the love to rise again. And remember, 



the early bird that catches the worm isn't just a saying.

  ROBERT: Right...So, the nightmares?

  DR LAWRENCE: Quite common. I wouldn't worry.

  SALLY: They are quite worrying though aren't they?

  DR LAWRENCE: In themselves, yes. Bloody worrying.







Dr Lawrence opens a drawer and pulls







out a massive, dangerous looking







hypodermic.

  DR LAWRENCE: But, you see Sally. May I call you Sally?

  SALLY: If it helps.







Dr Lawrence walks over to the gurney







with the needle, making Robert look







decidedly nervous.

  DR LAWRENCE: You see, Sally. Worry is a choice. Or as we in the profession like to call, an 



option. A way to go. A road down which some people travel. A gateway through 



which one might...

  ROBERT: We get it.

  DR LAWRENCE: Right. Worry, Sally is a choice. And you don't have to choose worry, do you?

  SALLY: No?







Dr Lawrence sits on the bed next to Sally.

  DR LAWRENCE: No you don't. We at `Happy end' like to believe in self-determination. The 



     determination to choose..... something else.

  ROBERT: What?

  DR LAWRENCE: Ah Robert. That is up to you. You see Sally, Robert, your husband, your rich, 



loyal, loving, sexually incompetent husband has chosen to worry, and we must 



remember that he chose that of his own free will.

  ROBERT: Hold on.

  DR LAWRENCE: This is Robert's fault Sally. You must never forget that.

  ROBERT: Just a bloody minute.







Dr Lawrence brandishes the hypo.

  DR LAWRENCE: Again, Robert is choosing to worry. You can see it in his eyes can't you?

  SALLY: Well...yes, as a matter of fact.

  ROBERT: What?

  SALLY: Well you do look worried.

  DR LAWRENCE: And is that choice wise?

  ROBERT: If you're about to stick me with that thing it is.







Dr Lawrence slams the hypo into Robert's leg.

  ROBERT: AAAaaarghh. You Bastard!!

  DR LAWRENCE: You see Sally, first we must teach Robert not to choose  worry. First he must 



choose confidence. Choose virility. Choose you.

  SALLY: That would be nice.

  ROBERT: I feel woozy.

  DR LAWRENCE: Frankly I don't see how he could have chosen anything  else but you. So 


     young. So lovely. So desperate.

  ROBERT: Hey.

  DR LAWRENCE: But how can we know what goes through a man's mind  when he's naked.

  SALLY: Probably nothing.

  ROBERT: I demand to know what was in that.

  DR LAWRENCE: My own recipe. I am an expert.

  ROBERT: Expert bastard!







Robert collapses back onto the gurney







unconscious.

  SALLY: Robert!

  DR LAWRENCE: Don't you worry your pretty little head about him. We begin the treatment 



immediately for reasons even I don't understand. Now you leave him here with 



us, alright? And remember, don't worry. You can go out. Enjoy yourself. Forget 



all the problems you've had, let your hair down, have a party, blow out the 



cobwebs, give yourself...

  SALLY: I get it.

  DR LAWRENCE: You see Sally. Here at `Happy End' we not only work with the patients 



themselves, we often have to work with their wives. To restore their confidence, 



their belief in their sexual attractiveness...







Dr Lawrence and Sally draw closer







to one another, as though about to kiss.







Grace Dickens and Gary Connery burst







through the door, stage left.

  GRACE: Take your filthy hands off me you unfeeling pond scum.

  GARY: Wait a minute.







Dr Lawrence stands up.

  GRACE: Oh.

  DR LAWRENCE: Grace. (To Sally) Patients and staff must feel that they can see me at any time.

  GRACE: Who's this loose looking shag pony?

  DR LAWRENCE: Grace. This is Sally and Robert Winston. Robert is here to be treated. He'll be 


      one of your patients.

  GRACE: Frigging hell. Not another one.

  DR LAWRENCE: I'm afraid so.

  GRACE: Can't any of you bastards keep it up, for Christ's sake.

  DR LAWRENCE: (To Sally) Grace, has a colourful way of expressing herself, but she really is 


    the best in the business.







Sally stands up.

  SALLY: Pleased to meet you.

  GRACE: I'm sure you are. He was doing it again.

  DR LAWRENCE: Who?

  GRACE: Little Joe here. (Points to Gary)

  GARY: Stop calling me that.

  DR LAWRENCE: Gary. You know you mustn't annoy Grace otherwise we'll have to start 


     irrigating twice daily.

  GARY: No. No, not that. I'm sorry. I'll be good. I didn't mean it.

  SALLY: What did he do?

  GRACE: He touched me.

  SALLY: Where?

  GRACE: On my nose. Filthy ex-territorial accountant bastard.

  DR LAWRENCE: Gary is something of a contradiction.

  GRACE: Dick, more like.

  GARY: She's the sex therapist. You're supposed to be able to touch her.

  GRACE: NOT THERE!

  DR LAWRENCE: You know anything above the waist isn't allowed.

  GRACE: Except the nipples.

  DR LAWRENCE: Except the nipples...Go on now Gary, back to community.

  GARY: She's perverted, that's what she is.







Gary exits.

  GRACE: True, but we don't let them know that. So this is the next one is he? Another head 

     case.







Grace looks at Robert.

  DR LAWRENCE: Nothing you can't handle. Relatively typical. Small penis anxiety coupled with 


     a flower fixation.

  GRACE: Let me guess. Daffodils?

  DR LAWRENCE: Yes, daffodils. (To Sally) Told you she was good.

  GRACE: No problem.







Grace climbs on the gurney and







sits on Robert's face.

  SALLY: Hey!

  DR LAWRENCE: Don't worry. She marks her territory like a wolf.

  SALLY: But that's my husband.

  GRACE: You want him well, don't you? 

  SALLY: Yes, but..

  GRACE: Sent back into your arms with a pistol in his pocket?

  SALLY: Well...

  GRACE: Don't worry. A few sessions with me, he'll be good as new.







Grace climbs off.







Robert breathes in deeply, mouth 







open.

  GRACE: Book him in for tomorrow lunchtime.







Grace exits.

  SALLY: But...Does she, I mean?

  DR LAWRENCE: Oh yes. It's the only way to be sure.







Lights down.

  act one  scene three

  Robert is sitting centre stage. The table, pot plant and Venus de Milo have gone. He looks at his 
  surroundings. He sighs.

  ROBERT: Well...Well isn't this....lovely...just lovely. Just  sodding lovely.







Sister Julie, her large frame bursting







out of a dress, two sizes too small







bursts through the door stage right







wheeling Paul, strapped to a 







wheelchair. He is growling. The nurse







wheels him to the side of Robert.

  JULIE: And you can stay there. I've got to apologise to Ralph for what you did on the wheel of 
               his car. Hello Robert.

  ROBERT: Oh, hello?

  JULIE: I'm sister Julie. And anything I can do, you just tell sister Julie. Anything at all, my petal.







She winks at him.

  ROBERT: Right.

  JULIE: Not like this one.







Paul growls again.

  JULIE: Cockin' his leg on the caretakers car. Should be ashamed of himself.







Paul howls triumphantly. Julie







clips him around the ear hole.

  JULIE: That's enough from you. Be good. (To Robert) Mind you if 'e were in 'is right mind, 'e 
               wouldn't be 'alf as happy. I'll see you later Petal.







Sister Julie exits.







Robert sits quietly for a while.







Paul stares at him.

  ROBERT: Name's Robert.







Robert extends his hand, until he 







realises Pauls hands are tied.

  ROBERT: Oh.. Bob, I suppose. Call me Bob.

  PAUL: (Accentuated heavily)     Bob.

  ROBERT: Right...er......Been here long? (Pause)...I suppose you know I'm new...Not really sure 
                   of the ropes yet.

  PAUL: Ropes.

  ROBERT: What?

  PAUL: Love ropes. Hard, strong, coarse ropes. Have to be coarse, you understand. Cutting into 
              you. Love ropes.

  ROBERT: Ah..right. 

  PAUL: Politics. Isn't it?

  ROBERT: Erm, yes. Yes, politics. New politics. New me, new you, you know.

  PAUL: What's wrong with the old me?

  ROBERT: What? Oh, nothing, nothing. You're....fine. It's just a slogan.

  PAUL: Politician?

  ROBERT: Yes.

  PAUL: 'Bout as much use as water wings on a duck.







Eva bursts through the door stage left







wheeling Gary. He is also bound in an







straight jacket.

  GARY: I said no more and I meant it. But you just went ahead and did it anyway, didn't you. 

  EVA: You like, really.

  GARY: I do not bloody well like. As soon as I get out of here I'm going to complain to my M.P.

  EVA: M.P? You have military police too? Where are they? They here? I do nothing.

  GARY: Member of Parliament, you bald pig.







Eva hits Gary round the back of the head.

  EVA: Eva not bald. Eva have lovely gold hair.







She strokes it.

  GARY: Mad cow, that's what you are. I'm writing to my M.P as soon as they let me use pens 
               again. (To Robert) Oh hello?

  ROBERT: Hello...Who's your member of parliament?







From behind Gary's head, Eva pulls a







large donut and takes a secretive bite.

  GARY: Oh it's....oh, what's his name now. Robert. Robert Winston. Have you heard of him? I 
               hear he's very good.

  ROBERT: No. No I haven't.







Paul giggles.

  ROBERT: (Glaring at Paul) No. No I haven't.

  GARY: You were unconscious the last time I saw you.

  ROBERT: Yes. Sorry about that.







Eva begins stroking Robert's hair.

  EVA: You nice boy.

  ROBERT: I'm not a boy.

  EVA: Everyone boy in here. Not man in place. I make you man yes.







Eva roughly kisses Robert with a







mouthful of donut.

  EVA: There. You like?

  ROBERT: NO I DON'T...What was that?

  EVA: Blueberry sauce.

  GARY: Mad bald nympho.







Paul grins and growls at Eva.

  EVA: Everyone loves Eva. Eva loves everyone, in special way.







Eva slaps Paul, then blows him a kiss.

  EVA: (To Robert) You tell Eva what you like. Eva like older men.

  GARY: Eva likes any man between 18 and 45. The army should use you in recruitment posters.

  EVA: I bring my nose to you later. You no complain then, little Joe.







Gary closes his eyes in almost orgasmic







expectation.

  GARY: Grrrhhhh.







Eva strokes Robert's hair again.

  EVA: You have lovely hair.

  GARY: Nose. Oh God her nose.

  EVA: (To Robert) You like Eva's hair?







Eva pulls off the wig and drops it







in Robert's lap. He jumps up in







shock.

  ROBERT: Aaaarrghh!! Jesus!







The wig falls to the floor.

  EVA: NO!!

  ROBERT: WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT??







Eva retrieves her hair.

  EVA: My lovely gold hair.







She puts it back on crookedly.

  ROBERT: Christ, I thought it was a ferret.

  EVA: Ferret? Not ferret hair.

  GARY: Horse, I think.

  EVA: You bad boy.

  GARY: Or moose.

  EVA: Eva need mirror...and food.







Eva exits.

  ROBERT: Well how was I supposed to know all her hair had fallen out.

  GARY: She showed me once.

  ROBERT: Her head?

  GARY: There too.

  ROBERT: Oh,..er..well,..er.. I'm Bob, by the way.







Robert extends his hand again, then







notices the straight jacket on Gary.

  ROBERT: Oh..

  GARY: Gary..Call me Gary. And the growler's Paul.

  ROBERT: Right.

  GARY: Don't know why I'm in here actually. Bunch of loonies.

  ROBERT: (About Paul) I see what you mean.

  GARY: Oh no, he's alright, aren't you?

  PAUL: Can be.

  GARY: When he can be bothered. No I mean the staff. Bunch of loonies. Don't know why I'm in 

  here at all, hardly a problem actually. Used to have a different woman every night. Can't 

  see why I'm here.

  PAUL: Then discharge yourself.

  GARY: Ooh no. No. Don't really want to cause a fuss. They think they're doing good. And you 

  learn to accept discipline with my background.

  PAUL: Discipline..Grrrrr...







Gary and Robert look at Paul.

  GARY: I was in the army, you see. That's why I'm so big.

  ROBERT: Right.

  GARY: Keep in shape, you know. Can bench press twice my own weight.

  ROBERT: Lovely.

  GARY: Well, once you've got it. I'm pretty good with cars too. Fix anything. That's why I can't 

 
  understand why there's a problem,  but don't want to make a fuss, you know.

  PAUL: He whines like a baby. He just doesn't enjoy it.

  GARY: (Whining) I don't whine.

  ROBERT: So what were you complaining about? 

  GARY: Yogurt.

  ROBERT: Yogurt?

  GARY: Yes, hate yogurt.

  ROBERT: Oh it's not so bad. Once you're used to it.

  PAUL: You like it?

  ROBERT: Yes. They say it's very good for you.

  GARY: Slimy though.

  ROBERT: Well.

  PAUL: Makes me itch.

  ROBERT: What?

  PAUL: Like it though. Grrrr.







Sister Julie enters.

  JULIE: Alright my loverly. Your turn.

  ROBERT: What?

  JULIE: Your turn for the yogurt. Trust me you'll love it.

  ROBERT: Oh, well, I've never minded...







Dr Lawrence pushes the door open







stage right. He is holding an







irrigation unit, full of yogurt.

  DR LAWRENCE: Chop, chop nurse. Robert! Hello again.

  ROBERT: Hello doctor...What's that?

  DR LAWRENCE: Just think of it as your early morning wake up call Robert.



   A clean mind, but first a clean body, eh?

  ROBERT: Wait. You mean...

  JULIE: Come along luv. It's painless really and ever so good for your bowels.

  ROBERT: I don't have a problem with my bowels.







Dr Lawrence points towards Robert







with his head, and two large unshaven







hospital attendants appear from 







behind him.

  ROBERT: Now look.

  GARY: It's no good fighting it Bob.

  ROBERT: I didn't come here for this.

  DR LAWRENCE: Everything starts with the bowels Robert.







Robert stands but is quickly being held







by the two attendants. He struggles.

  JULIE: You'll get used to it, petal. They all do.

  GARY: No we don't.

  JULIE: Come on now. We don't want you tensing up.

  PAUL: Or they'll have to do it again.

  JULIE: Or we'll have to do it again.

  PAUL: I always tense up. Ggrrrr...

  ROBERT: No look. This isn't right.

  JULIE: Do what the doctor says luv, he knows best.







Paul and Gary look at each other,







eyebrows raised as they drag Robert off.

  ROBERT: Stop it. Stop it I tell you. I'm impotent, not incontinent.

  JULIE: Ooh. If you've lost your erection, what does your dignity matter?

  ROBERT: No. You've got no right.

  GARY: They've got every right. You're insane remember.

  ROBERT: But I'm not insane.

  DR LAWRENCE: I'll decide that, thankyou. I'm the Doctor.

  ROBERT: No. Get off me you big buggers.

  PAUL: I should write to your M.P. if I were you.







He struggles but is slowly dragged







off, screaming. The attendants, nurse







Julie and Dr Lawrence exit.

  GARY: Funny chap.

  PAUL: Mmm.







Lights down.

  act one  scene four

  Grace Dickens office. The decor is similar to Dr Lawrence's office, but now a seductive red. 

  There is a drinks machine in the corner and a leather chaise longe stage right.

  Grace is dressed in revealing, accentuating silk garments, through which the shape of her 

  breasts can be seen.

  Ralph, the caretaker has the drink machine open, fixing it, whilst  sitting on the floor.

  GRACE: Do you have to damn well do that?

  RALPH: Oh, don't mind me. You go right ahead, luv.

  GRACE: You're always fixing that frigging thing.

  RALPH: Tricky things drinks machines. Got to take yer time on 'em or they get all 


   temperamental.

  GRACE: Five frigging times a week.

  RALPH: Aye lass. She's been givin' me jip this week, true enough.

  GRACE: Mmm. Well keep your advice to yourself this time.

  RALPH: Who me?

  GRACE: Yes you. No more pearls of wisdom thankyou. Keep your swiny  little trap shut.

  RALPH: Fair enough, you're the boss. Yer'll never even know I'm 'ere.

  GRACE: No shouts of give her one when they're crying on my shoulder.

  RALPH: Right. Just tryin' to help.

  GRACE: What makes you think I need your help?

  RALPH: Oh, I'm sure yer don't lass. Still, weren't same in my day.

  GRACE: Oh shit.

  RALPH: I mean, a lass wer a lass. Yer wer never really bothered about  what made 'em tick, or 


   whether yer wer best they ever 'ad. Yer  were just glad when they let yer.

  GRACE: Prescicely which day was your day?

  RALPH: I know what they would've said, to all them yer've got comin' in ere. Cryin', frownin all 

    the time.

  GRACE: Surprise me.

  RALPH: They woulda said fancy makin' that much fuss o'er a lass.







There is a knock on the door.

  GRACE: Yes. Thankyou for that. Come in!..You must love the cut and thrust of intellectual 

    debate.

  RALPH: Aye. Reet enough.







The door opens and Robert is wheeled







in strapped to his chair, by an orderly.

  GRACE: Robert!







Grace flounces off the couch and sways







seductively towards Robert.

  GRACE: Thankyou.







The orderly exits. Grace extends her







hand but Robert can't get past the







restraints.

  GRACE: Oh....well. Glad you could come.

  RALPH: Dunt look like 'e 'ad much choice.

  GRACE: Shut-it!

  ROBERT: Well. It's nice to meet you certainly.

  GRACE: Oh we've met before. You were just unconscious.

  ROBERT: Oh...(He sniffs) What's that smell?







Grace sways back to the couch.

  GRACE: Smell?

  ROBERT: Yes. Familiar smell. Sure I recognise it.

  RALPH: Like a fishing village?

  ROBERT: Oh, hello.

  GRACE: Ignore him. Just a minion, minioning. Pay no attention.

  ROBERT: Well...

  GRACE: Well. Not often I have such exalted company.

  ROBERT: Oh well I'm nothing special. Not in the grand scheme of things.


    Just a little fish in a big pond.

  GRACE: And now you're caught in my net, Mr Winston.

  RALPH: God 'elp yer.

  ROBERT: Of course I've tried to help my constituents. Tried to..

  GRACE: And I'm sure they appreciate you, Robert.

  ROBERT: But I don't know. Don't know if we ever really help.

  GRACE: Oh please, don't underestimate yourself.

  RALPH: We've already done that fer thee lad.

  GRACE: Ralph!! Pay no heed, he's just a caretaker...Do you like my  little room?

  ROBERT: Er...(Looks around) Well, yes. It's very...very you.

  GRACE: Really, do you think so? I'm glad you like it, because we're going to be spending quite 

     some time here. Just you and I.

  ROBERT: And Ralph?

  RALPH: Don't mind me lad. Nothing shocks me. 

  GRACE: You look a little constrained Robert.

  RALPH: Not about politician's anyway.

  GRACE: Do you like that?

  RALPH: 'Course I've allus wondered why she dresses like she's running out of a burning 
 
    building.

  GRACE: RALPH!

  RALPH: Sorry lass. I don't suppose tha' knows 'owt about drinks machines, does tha?

  ROBERT: Er, no. Sorry. Waitress service in Westminister.

  RALPH: Pity. I'd 'ave untied thee if tha had.

  GRACE: Robert?

  ROBERT: Yes. Sorry?

  GRACE: Do you like being tied up like that?

  ROBERT: No. I'm a labour man.

  GRACE: Well then. If you don't like that, perhaps I can let you out of there.







Grace sways over to him again and







begins slowly removing his restraints,







making sure to brush against him as







much as possible.

  GRACE: We'll soon have you released from everything that's holding you back Robert. No need 

    to feel restrained anymore.

  ROBERT: Thank you.

  GRACE: I like my clientele to feel comfortable. At ease in my presence.

  RALPH: I've seen mice jump on the table in your presence.







Robert stands up.

  RALPH: Does tha want a drink lad?

  ROBERT: Erm, no, no thank you.

  RALPH: On the 'ouse.







During this exchange Grace has pulled







a vase, filled with daffodils out of







her desk and put them in plain view.

  ROBERT: No, I....what are those?

  GRACE: Just flowers Robert. They make the place look brighter, don't you think?

  ROBERT: Flowers. Just flowers.

  GRACE: That's right. Why don't you sit down.







Grace points to the chaise longe.

  ROBERT: I...I think I'll stand.

  GRACE: Come now Robert, we don't stand on ceremony here.

  ROBERT: No, really...

  GRACE: SIT DOWN!!

  ROBERT: Yes, yes of course.







Robert sits down.

  GRACE: There that's better, much better. Do you feel relaxed?

  ROBERT: Well..

  GRACE: RELAX!!

  ROBERT: Right.







Robert's shoulders droop.

  GRACE: That's better. Relaxed. Totally relaxed.







Grace straddles the back of Robert







massaging his shoulders.

  GRACE: No pressure. Nothing expected.

  ROBERT: What are you doing?

  GRACE: This is a sensual massage, Robert. I want you to feel free, with nothing to prove. Even 


    though I'm a woman you've nothing to prove.

  RALPH: Except you're not guilty.

  GRACE: Open your mind and body, Robert. Let your senses feel everything. Feel my body 

     against yours. My heat, my breasts.

  RALPH: That smell.

  GRACE: Can you feel it Robert?

  ROBERT: Not on my own?

  GRACE: Let yourself go. Think of me as woman. All women.







Grace begins to rub herself up and 







down Robert's back.

  ROBERT: Er...

  GRACE: Feel it Robert? Womanhood. Bursting through, full of life. Full of energy. Full of.....

  RALPH: Gunge.

  GRACE: WHAT?

  RALPH: Bloody things full of gunge. What you been doin' to this drinks machine?







Ralph walks over to the chaise longe







holding a machine part. It is sticky







and pink.

  GRACE: What do you mean?

  RALPH: Gunge. This should be full of grease an' oil.

  GRACE: Well isn't it?

  RALPH: No. Smells like...(He sniffs)...smells like a baby's bottom.

  ROBERT: Looks like baby lotion.

  RALPH: What you been doin' to it?

  GRACE: Nothing. I don't know what you mean. I've hardly touched it.

  RALPH: Someone's been playin' silly beggars.

  GRACE: Well not me. What would I be doing with a bottle of baby lotion and a drinks machine.

  ROBERT: Well I'd need a diagram.

  GRACE: I'm a people person. I deal with people, not machines. I never touched him, it. I never 


touched it...Wouldn't baby lotion be good for it, though, I mean instead of all that black 


sticky stuff, wouldn't it, I mean.

  RALPH: No lass, it wouldn't. (To Robert) I sometimes wonder if I'm mad tha knows.

  ROBERT: Really?

  RALPH: Yer ferget what normal is in a place like this. I'll go an get a replacement part. Bloody 

    baby lotion. I can't get my breath.







Ralph exits mumbling to himself.

  GRACE: Well.

  ROBERT: Well.

  GRACE: Well. I don't know what he was talking about? Honestly. Probably Eva's fault.

  ROBERT: Because she's foreign. I see where you're going.







Grace stands up.

  GRACE: Well. O.k....Now I want to try something. O.k Robert? I want you to listen to the sound 

     of my voice. Only my voice. Alright?

  ROBERT: Alright.

  GRACE: Keep facing forward Robert. Don't look at me. Don't dare look at me, o.k.?

  ROBERT: O....k.







Grace begins to move slowly towards 







the drinks machine.

  GRACE: Just keep listening to the sound of my voice, my lovely voice.


   Moving about inside your head. Can you hear me?

  ROBERT: Yes.

  GRACE: Now I want you to close your eyes Robert. Close your eyes and imagine that I'm close 

     to you. Are you imagining that Robert?

  ROBERT: Yes. Close to me. Sitting next to me.

  GRACE: Sitting right next to you. And I'm naked.







Robert jumps, looking to his left







to check she isn't. He breathes a







a sigh of relief.

  GRACE: CLOSE YOUR FRIGGIN' EYES!







Robert's eyes snap shut. He resumes







the pose.

  GRACE: That's right. I'm sitting next to you. And I'm naked.







Grace is now very near the drinks







machine.

  GRACE: Can you see me Robert?

  ROBERT: Yes.

  GRACE: Can you see my breasts?

  ROBERT: Yes.

  GRACE: Full of goodness, ripe. Nipples hardening.

  ROBERT: (Strangled) Yes.

  GRACE: I want you to touch them. Do you want to touch them?

  ROBERT: Yes. No...I, My wife.

  GRACE: SCREW THE BITCH!! Sorry.......Your wife's not here, Robert. I'm here. I'm naked. The 

     givers of life are waiting for you. Touch them Robert. Go on. Reach out your hand and 

     touch them.







Robert reaches to his left with his







right hand, makes a pincer shape.

  GRACE: Yes Robert. Go on Robert. Touch them.

  





Grace has sidled up to the shiny







drinks machine and as Robert closes 







his fingers, she throws herself 







against it.

  GRACE: YES! OH YES! THAT'S IT, MY BIG SHAG PONY, YES. FEEL ME. FEEL 


   ME.  CAN YOU FEEL ME ROBERT, CAN YOU FEEL ME?

  ROBERT: Er....







Grace is writhing against the machine,







orgasmically.

  GRACE: Yes. I feel you. Big stiff. Lovely. Hard.







Robert looks down at himself,  mystified.

  GRACE: Do it to me big boy. Oh....Oh







Ralph walks in, unseen by Grace







with a part in his hand. He grins







and watches her.

  GRACE: Oh God, that's it. Oh lord, I'm coming, oh god, yes baby. Oh baby, big hard friggin 

     baby. Oh...







She judders against the drinks machine,  spent.

  GRACE: Oh, did you like that Robert?

  ROBERT: Well...

  GRACE: I ASKED YOU IF YOU FRIGGIN LIKED THAT, ROBERT!!

  ROBERT: Yes, yes, very good. Thank you Ms Dickens. Thank you.

  GRACE: You're welcome Robert, you're welcome.







She kisses the drinks machine, tenderly.

  RALPH: Same thing every bloody time.







LIGHTS DOWN.

  act two  scene one

  Robert is sitting outside in the green courtyard of the asylum, looking slightly dazed and 

  unbelieving. He has a newspaper in his hands. Gary is sitting next to him.

  ROBERT: Bloody marvellous.

  GARY: What?

  ROBERT: Finished. Kaput. All over. End of the road for Robert Winston M.P.

  GARY: Hey, don't be like that. Right woman. You'll get it back..maybe. Problem's just in your 

  head.







Robert hands Gary the newspaper.

  ROBERT: Is that just in my head.

  GARY: Oh. I see...Well at least you don't see his face...You should have told me who you were.

  ROBERT: Yes. Sorry.

  GARY: First time I've met a member of parliament.

  ROBERT: Yes, just a bit, you know.

  GARY: Bowel open embarrassing.

  ROBERT: Yes, somewhat.

  GARY: Well no need. All men are equal in this place.

  ROBERT: Yes. Equal...Perhaps all men should be impotent.

  GARY: Equality through infirmity.

  ROBERT: Sounds like the house of lords...Mind you it'd stop a lot of arguing.

  GARY: No more worrying about its size.

  ROBERT: No more watching the clock to time yourself.

  GARY: No more condoms.

  ROBERT: No more daffodils.

  GARY: What?

  ROBERT: Never mind.

  GARY: No more unwanted pregnancies.

  ROBERT: Just test tubes.

  GARY: And sperm ice cubes.

  ROBERT: And finally women would appreciate us for our minds.







Gary and Robert look at each other.







Pause. They burst into tears.

  GARY: I just want to be hard again.

  ROBERT: Me too.







They embrace.

  ROBERT: With a bigger constituency.

  GARY: Don't we all.







They giggle and part.

  GARY: I remember the first time. The first time I looked down and there was nothing.

  ROBERT: Who can forget.

  GARY: I remember she looked, well, almost pleased.

  ROBERT: What?

  GARY: As though,....she had won something.

  ROBERT: Yes...I know what you mean.

  GARY: And then do you know what she had the cheek to say?

  ROBERT: What?

  GARY: Keep your pecker up.







They both laugh. Gary stands.

  GARY: Well time for my session with Ms Dickens.







Robert nods and Gary exits.

  ROBERT: Poor sod.







Sally enters. Once again she seems a little drunk.

  SALLY: Robert?

  ROBERT: Yes? Oh Sally it's you?

  SALLY: Yes, it's me. Come to see you.

  ROBERT: Right.

  SALLY: Robert!

  ROBERT: Oh sorry. Hello Sally.







He kisses her on the cheek.

  SALLY: That's better.

  ROBERT: You must forgive me Sally. I'm not feeling quite myself today. I'm itching.

  SALLY: Itching?

  ROBERT: Yes.







Robert squirms on the seat.

  ROBERT: Have you been drinking again?

  SALLY: What makes you say that?

  ROBERT: You don't walk, you ripple...Have you seen this?







Robert hands her the newspaper.

  SALLY: Oh..we were hoping you hadn't seen that.

  ROBERT: Well I have...We?

  SALLY: Yes. He's talking to some tall woman. About wigs I think.

  ROBERT: Oh Eva. Eva Bendzitova, ex-supermodel. Paul was telling me all about her, in 

      between growling.

  SALLY: Is he the fat one?

  ROBERT: Yes.

  SALLY: Yes. He chased our car all up the driveway. I had to tell him off.

  ROBERT: Oh. He would have liked that.

  SALLY: Are you feeling alright.

  ROBERT: Fine, fine. Tony called me this morning. Says they're having meetings.

  SALLY: Oh. That can't be good, can it?

  ROBERT: No. Look what happened to Benson. One emergency meeting and suddenly he's 


heading up the peace campaign in Northern Ireland.

  SALLY: Poor Benson. I do miss him.

  ROBERT: Yes...And now this.

  SALLY: He's awfully sorry.

  ROBERT: So he bloody should be. I mean, it's not like he doesn't have money. I give him 


money, every month. He's never gone without money. I just wish...

  SALLY: What?

  ROBERT: Never mind. He's my responsibility. I'll deal with it.

  SALLY: The newspapers always make it sound worse than it is.

  ROBERT: Yes. Be a few years before they forget though. Tony never forgets. Shan't make the 


cabinet now. Damn it Timothy. What were you thinking?







Timothy is led in by Sister Julie.

  JULIE: Here he is. The one with all the explainin' to do. You ought to be ashamed, embarrassin' 


yer dad like that. And him with problems of his own to sought out. (To Robert) Don't you 


worry petal, it'll  all blow over.







Julie exits.

  TIMOTHY: Hello dad.

  ROBERT: Hello Timothy.







Timothy comes and sits down next







to Robert.

  TIMOTHY: You've seen then?

  SALLY: Everything....And the rest.

  TIMOTHY: Yes. I was hoping they didn't allow newspapers in places like this.

  ROBERT: Well they do!

  TIMOTHY: Right...Good picture of you I thought. And Sally. You looked  lovely Sally.

  SALLY: Thank you Timothy. I have my moments.

  TIMOTHY: Not so good of me though, not in that position. Never my best side, if you know what 

        I mean. Dad?...

  ROBERT: Yes?

  TIMOTHY: Nothing......Sorry, dad. 

  ROBERT: Yes. Me too.

  TIMOTHY: I thought...well, I felt, I mean there were times, you know in the past, when I thought, 


        well.

  ROBERT: For god's sake spit it out.

  TIMOTHY: No. Doesn't matter...I'm just sorry Dad..

  ROBERT: It's a bloody awful mess you've caused Timothy, and that's  all there is to it.

  TIMOTHY: Yes...Sorry..It's nice here though....Peaceful. Lovely daffodils.

  ROBERT: Yes, I thought you'd like them.

  TIMOTHY: Nice people. Recognised Eva from Milan. Saw her do a show once. She used to be 


       very good, 'till her hair fell out. I think she was even making a pass at me.

  ROBERT: Hadn't read the paper then?

  TIMOTHY: No. No I don't suppose she had. She said this was an impotence clinic. That's not 
 
       true, is it dad? I mean you're not, are you?

  SALLY: No, of course he isn't. They treat all sorts of wierdos.

  TIMOTHY: So you're not then?

  SALLY: No, Timothy, your father's just lost his marbles that's all.

  TIMOTHY: Phew. That's a relief, eh?

  ROBERT: It's not funny, Timothy.

  TIMOTHY: No, no s'pose not. I....

  ROBERT: What?

  TIMOTHY: I didn't choose this, you know, to hurt you dad.

  ROBERT: No, but that's what you've accomplished isn't it.

  TIMOTHY: Right.







Pause. Paul enters on all fours.

  ROBERT: Morning.

  PAUL: Morning.

  SALLY: Ggrrr......

  ROBERT: Sally!!

  SALLY: Well.







Paul growls at her. He then sits







normally next to Timothy.

  ROBERT: Remember, don't look him in the eyes.

  PAUL: Grrrrowl. Politician!

  TIMOTHY: Politician...yes, politician.

  ROBERT: You chose your life, I chose mine.

  TIMOTHY: I DID NOT CHOOSE MY LIFE!

  ROBERT: You chose what you did with it, though, didn't you? Chose that! £50.00 a time. My son.

  SALLY: ROBERT!

  ROBERT: You didn't have to choose that, did you?

  TIMOTHY: I don't...I didn't.

  ROBERT: Dirty old men, grubby hands all over you.

  TIMOTHY: I just....

  ROBERT: All over my son.







Pause. In the quiet we realise that







Paul has begun to wet himself. There







is a slow wet drip, drip ,drip onto







the floor. Robert, Sally and Timothy







slowly turn and stare at him.

  PAUL: Seems to me that the boy just wants a bit of attention.






LIGHTS DOWN.

  act two  scene two

  Outside Dr Lawrence's office. Two white doors. Two waiting area orange fabric chairs.

  Sister Julie is mopping the floor. Sally Winston walks in disconsolately drinking a bottle of cider.

  JULIE: You alright m'luv?

  SALLY: Yes..No. It's all so worrying.

  JULIE: What is?

  SALLY: All this. Him.

  JULIE: Oh taint nothin' I'm sure. 

  SALLY: I mean it's been nearly two months now. And the last time was hardly memorable ...
                 when was it exactly.

  JULIE: Like they say, it happens to all men at least once. And the ones I've known, more than that.

  SALLY: He used to be so....

  JULIE: Horny?

  SALLY: Every night when we first met.

  JULIE: Ah, that be lust, luv. Pay no attention to lust. Gets us girls nowhere. The more they give 


yer at first, the less you can expect later on.

  SALLY: Even when it was two or three times a week I didn't worry. I just thought, well, he was 

   working a lot, you see.

  JULIE: You're younger than 'im?

  SALLY: Of course!

  JULIE: Ex-wife in the background is she?

  SALLY: She's dead.

  JULIE: Oh, an he met you after she was dead, did 'e?

  SALLY: Well......

  JULIE: Thought not.

  SALLY: She was dying.

  JULIE: Oh well that be alright then. Listen..







Julie goes and sits next to Sally.

  JULIE: You take it from an old 'and. Oi been dealing with men since I wer fourteen years of age, 


and back then I wer considered loose. Not like these days. Men! When they can't 'ave it, 


or aren't supposed to 'ave it, they're all fer it. When they can 'ave it and ar supposed to 


'ave it all they do is think about it,... with someone else.

  SALLY: But why?

  JULIE: Because bless them, they're men. Flesh and bone, or in this this place, flesh but no 


bone. No matter how beautiful, no matter how willing to let them do all the things they're 


not supposed to do, and I was always willing to let them do what they weren't supposed 


to do, even had to force a couple, no matter how good an actress you are when you look 


at their  thing, once they know you're going to be it fer the rest of their lives, they begin 


to wilt.

  SALLY: Like a bouquet on a headstone.

  JULIE: Time, give him time. Eventually they all come around and their thing starts waking up 


again. He did the decent thing and married yer. It just takes a year or two fer it to sink in 


that he actually married yer. Now's when he makes the decision to stick with yer or....

  SALLY: Or find another headstone.

  JULIE: My goodness you ar married. Still, beautiful young thing like you. 'E's not gonna give 


you up. 'E's just let 'is mind get in the way of 'is natural instincts. Noble really.

  SALLY: Noble?

  JULIE: Well, at least it shows 'e's thinkin' on something, my dear. Men never used to think in my day.

  SALLY: Good days?

  JULIE: Bloody marvellous. My Archie, God rest 'is soul, not a thought in 'is 'ead for nigh on 30 

  years. Hard as a rock, every night. 

  SALLY: He get's so worried about it.

  JULIE: 'Course they do. They all worry about it. Since feminist's asked 'em to think fer a 


change. Guarantee they'll never 'ave a stiff one if they 'ave to think fer themselves. That 


wer beauty of the old system. We came up with the bright ideas and let them take the 


credit. When they felt big and beautiful, they were big and beautiful, 'specially my Archie, 


'E made all the decisions in our 'ouse, as soon as I'd told 'im what to do.

  SALLY: We made our bed.

  JULIE: And now we're 'avin to lie in it, on our own. What wer 'er name, the one caused all that 

 trouble, German something..

  SALLY: Germaine?

  JULIE: She's the one. She still alive?

  SALLY: I don't know. 







Julie goes back to mopping.

  JULIE: I'm not sayin' we should go back. I'd rather 'ave equal pay than a stiffy, these days. 


Well,...well on pay day, that's 'ow I feel. But don't throw baby out wi' the bath water. They 


had some good qualities.

  SALLY: Had?

  JULIE: Aye well. Trouble with today is that it moves too fast for the the little darlin's. Men need 


time to catch up, always 'ave always will.







Pause.

  SALLY: I'm think I'm going to learn how to be a contortionist.

  JULIE: Why?

  SALLY: So I can sit on my own face.








Lights down.

  act two  scene three

  Dr Lawrence's office. Dr Lawrence is in a dress, with stocking's and high heels.

  Dr Lawrence is standing over Gary who is  lying on the gurney,  hypnotised. He swings an old 

  fob watch above his face.

  DR LAWRENCE: That's it Gary. Now you're fully in my control. We are going to make you well 


      again. Can you hear me Gary?

  GARY: Yes.

  DR LAWRENCE: Good. Now Gary, I want you to imagine that you're walking down a long 



      country road. It's a summers day. Are  you walking Gary?

  GARY: Yes. 

  DR LAWRENCE: It's hot. Very, very hot. So hot that you have to take off your shirt.







Gary takes of his shirt.

  DR LAWRENCE: That's it Gary. And your pants.







Gary takes off his pants and stands







there in his underwear.

  DR LAWRENCE: Very good. And at the end of this road is a beautiful woman. So beautiful.

  GARY: Yes.

  DR LAWRENCE: You like her Gary. You like her a lot. Open your eyes Gary.







Gary opens his eyes, but is still hypnotised.

  DR LAWRENCE: Can you see the beautiful woman?







Dr Lawrence poses like a movie star.

  GARY: Yes.

  DR LAWRENCE: Is she beautiful Gary?

  GARY: Yes.

  DR LAWRENCE: Is she sexy?

  GARY: Yes.

  DR LAWRENCE: How sexy?

  GARY: Very sexy.







Gary makes a move towards Dr Lawrence.

  DR LAWRENCE: No! No, you've not quite reached her yet. You're still walking down the road.

  GARY: Yes.

  DR LAWRENCE: She's so beautiful, isn't she? The girl of your dreams?

  GARY: Girl of my dreams.

  DR LAWRENCE: And what do you want to do to her, Gary?

  GARY: I want to have her.

  DR LAWRENCE: You beast. What if she doesn't want you?

  GARY: Don't care.

  DR LAWRENCE: Ah, but you do care don't you Gary?

  GARY: No.

  DR LAWRENCE: You care what she thinks about you, don't you?

  GARY: Yes.

  DR LAWRENCE: Whether or not you're going to be man enough to fill the void.

  GARY: Yes.







Gary looks to his crotch.

  DR LAWRENCE: After all, she might laugh at you.

  GARY: Laugh...at Harold.

  DR LAWRENCE: And you don't want that, do you? Don't want a woman laughing at Harold. So 


     what do you do?

  GARY: Work out.

  DR LAWRENCE: Work out.

  GARY: Get big.

  DR LAWRENCE: Yes. Make all your muscles nice and big. But what about Harold? Is Harold 


     nice and big?

  GARY: No.

  DR LAWRENCE: No. Why not?

  GARY: Embarrassed.

  DR LAWRENCE: Embarrassed. You? With your muscles and medallion and your ability to fix 


     cars. Why are you embarrassed?

  GARY: Mother.

  DR LAWRENCE: Mother? Where is your mother?

  GARY: In the doorway.

  DR LAWRENCE: In the doorway.

  GARY: Doorway to my room. I'm sorry. I'm sorry.

  DR LAWRENCE: Did she catch you?

  GARY: Caught me.

  DR LAWRENCE: Were you doing something you shouldn't.

  GARY: (Nodding) Naughty boy. Dirty. Don't let me see it. Dirty, dirty boy.

  DR LAWRENCE: You were a bad boy.

  GARY: Very bad boy. I'm sorry mummy. I'm sorry.

  DR LAWRENCE: Poor, poor boy.

  GARY: Poor boy.

  DR LAWRENCE: But you're not a boy anymore are you?

  GARY: No.

  DR LAWRENCE: No, you're a man. A big strapping man. So strong. So handsome.







Dr Lawrence rests on Gary's chest,







feeling the muscles in his arms.

  DR LAWRENCE: And we can't have you worrying any more, can we?

  GARY: Tired of worrying.

  DR LAWRENCE: That's right. You're tired of worrying what women might think of you. You just 


want a woman to love you for you, don't you?

  GARY: For me.

  DR LAWRENCE: That's right. Big, strong, sensitive you. Well. You've found that woman now, 


      haven't you Gary.

  GARY: Yes. 

  DR LAWRENCE: Yes. She's waiting at the end of the road, for you Gary.







Dr Lawrence pulls away to the other







side of the room.

  DR LAWRENCE: Can you see her again?

  GARY: Yes.

  DR LAWRENCE: She can see you. Big, lovely, hard you.

  GARY: (Heated) Yes.

  DR LAWRENCE: Now listen carefully Gary. I'm going to say a word. A word, or a phrase, a little 


     saying, a....you get it right?

  GARY: Right.

  DR LAWRENCE: O.k. We're going to have a little saying just for Harold. Just to wake him up. 


And when you hear this phrase from now on, you'll hardly be able to contain your 


excitement. But you will, you will contain it, for the sake of your dry cleaner, but it will 


make you feel all full and big and ready for your beautiful, beautiful woman. Are you 


ready Gary?

  GARY: Yes. Ready. For my woman.

  DR LAWRENCE: The phrase that's going to make you the proudest man in the world is...







Timothy bursts through the doors







quickly followed by Eva.

  TIMOTHY: I'M GAY!!

  DR LAWRENCE: NO!

  TIMOTHY: Oh, sorry. Look tell her to leave off, will you.

  EVA: Come here my little blonde bombshell. Eva straighten you out.

  DR LAWRENCE: Eva. Leave that boy alone.

  TIMOTHY: Nice dress.

  DR LAWRENCE: This is for the benefit of a patient. Eva!

  EVA: Damn it. Never allowed fun in place like this. Give girl complex or something. 

  DR LAWRENCE: Who are you?

  TIMOTHY: Hello. I'm Timothy Winston. Robert's son.

  DR LAWRENCE: Oh, the rent boy, drug trafficker.

  TIMOTHY: That's right. Pleasure.







Timothy extends his hand to Dr 







Lawrence who shakes it.

  DR LAWRENCE: Dr Lawrence. I've been treating your father.

  TIMOTHY: Oh right..Well, I'm sorry the revelations wont have helped his mental state much.

  DR LAWRENCE: Oh don't worry about that. It's going to get much worse before it gets better.







Eva walks over and takes Gary by the arm.

  DR LAWRENCE: Wait you'll break the.....







Gary wakes up.

  DR LAWRENCE: Spell.

  GARY: Where am I? Aaaargh I'm naked.

  EVA: Not quite, but Eva help, yes?

  GARY: No, wait, what's going on. Why are you wearing a dress?

  DR LAWRENCE: It was part of your therapy.

  GARY: Why would my therapy involve you wearing a dress?

  TIMOTHY: I think you'd been hypnotised.

  GARY: Who are you?

  TIMOTHY: I'm Timothy.

  EVA: He is gay son, allegedly.







Eva glares at Timothy.

  TIMOTHY: Yes I'm Timothy.







He extends his hand to Gary who turns







(away from audience) to shake 







Timothy's hand.

  TIMOTHY: And I'm gay.







Gary shakes Timothy's hand, but 







Timothy suddenly looks down at Gary's







 crotch.

  TIMOTHY: Well well. Reminds me of the summers spent camping in cornwall.







Gary suddenly looks down at his erection.

  GARY: Oh God, oh jeesus.

  EVA: Hey, hope for little Joe yet. You cured.

  GARY: Oh, well, excuse me. Sorry, terribly sorry, don't know what happened there, silly thing. 

  EVA: I'm liking British men more I think.

  GARY: Pleasure to meet you Timothy.







Gary shakes Timothy's hand again, and







whilst crouched tries to make his exit.

  TIMOTHY: Likewise I'm sure.

  DR LAWRENCE: Why does this always happen?

  GARY: Please excuse me wont you, just, erm got to see to something, having a strange old 


day, what with one thing or another, sorry if I've embarrassed myself, wont happen 


again, pretty sure of that, hadn't happened in nigh on six months, so can't see it being 


much of a problem,...I hope.

  EVA: Wait. You wait for Eva little Joe. We rub noses like Eskimo.

  GARY: Piss off!







Gary and Eva exit.

  TIMOTHY: He wasn't the shy type was he?

  DR LAWRENCE: You'd be surprised.







Dr Lawrence goes over to his desk







grabs a cigarette and lights it.

  DR LAWRENCE: Want one?

  TIMOTHY: Very kind. 







He takes a cigarette. Dr Lawrence







lights it. There is a moment.

  TIMOTHY: Love the shoes.

  DR LAWRENCE: Oh, thank you. Must seem strange, you bursting in, me in a dress, patient in 


     his underwear.

  TIMOTHY: No, not really. Not these days.

  DR LAWRENCE: Quite. Still, my methods are sometimes a little, shall we say, on the cutting 

          edge, pushing the boundaries, breaking the circle, heading towards the light, jumping off...

  TIMOTHY: I get it.

  DR LAWRENCE: Right. But I do get results. Not always the right ones but...I'll do anything for 


     my patients.

  TIMOTHY: Of course you will. I think that's very admirable.

  DR LAWRENCE: Oh, well...thank you. It's sometimes very stressful.

  TIMOTHY: I'm sure.

  DR LAWRENCE: Although there are more stressful work places.. Yours, for instance.

  TIMOTHY: Quite. But then I make quite a healthy living from other people's stress. The angst in 


        living. The pain in hiding. I allow people to come out of their shells for a while.

  DR LAWRENCE: Yes. Lots of people hide behind masks don't they.

  TIMOTHY: We probably have more in common than you think. Of course you're a professional.

  DR LAWRENCE: So are you.







Another moment.

  TIMOTHY: Well. I suppose I better be going. I can hear them beating their drums in the distance 

       already.

  DR LAWRENCE: That'll be the patients.

  TIMOTHY: Well, Dr Lawrence. It's been a pleasure meeting you.

  DR LAWRENCE: Thomas.

  TIMOTHY: What?

  DR LAWRENCE: My name's....Thomas.

  TIMOTHY: Well. It's been a pleasure meeting you,..Thomas.

  DR LAWRENCE: Perhaps...

  TIMOTHY: Yes?

  DR LAWRENCE: Never mind. Silly idea.

  TIMOTHY: Yes?

  DR LAWRENCE: I thought perhaps I could show you around the garden.  The daffodils have 


     come out early this year.







Lights down.







THE HALF.

  act three  scene one

  Night. Out in the courtyard. Robert is walking around hoping not to be seen. A  flashlight. He   

  spies what he's after.

  ROBERT: Right, you little bastards. You've been looking at me all bloody day.







He begins tearing up the grounds







daffodils, one by one, ripping them







to shreds, bashing them, stamping







on them.

  ROBERT: Yahooo!! 







Another flashlight.

  RALPH: Who's out 'ere?







Robert switches off his flashlight.

  RALPH: Who's out 'ere?

  ROBERT: (Pause) No-one.

  RALPH: No-one eh?

  ROBERT: No-one at all.

  RALPH: Mr Winston. That you?

  ROBERT: No.







Robert switches the flashlight on under his face.

  RALPH: What you up to?

  ROBERT: Just taking a stroll.

  RALPH: At midnight?

  ROBERT: Couldn't sleep.

  RALPH: Couldn't sleep, eh? Well, not surprised the state you chaps work yerself into. Are those 
                my daffodils?







Robert tries hiding them behind his back.

  ROBERT: Are they?

  RALPH: Yes they are. What you been playing at?

  ROBERT: Look, sorry. I'll pay for the damage. Don't know what came over me, just had to do it, 

      for some reason.

  RALPH: Aye well, tha not the first.

  ROBERT: Really?

  RALPH: No. And not the last I suppose. Don't know why I bother planting 'em. Always me 


daffodils. Never a begonia or a bunch of daisies. Always me bloody daffodils.

  ROBERT: Yes, well like I said, sorry about that. How come you're out so late anyway?

  RALPH: Report of an intruder in the grounds. Probably just some news hound looking for a 


    juicy story.

  ROBERT: Do you get many?

  RALPH: Intruders?

  ROBERT: Reporters.

  RALPH: Not many, an' i soon make 'em clear off, wi' this.







Ralph produces a large meat cleaver







from behind his back.

  ROBERT: Christ.

  RALPH: They soon shift when they see old Betsy flyin' towards their knackers.

  ROBERT: I'll bet.

  RALPH: 'Course, there were a report of some nutter 'scaped from the nut-house down the road. 


An' that really is a nut-house, not the loverly bunch of daisies we got 'ere. Some of 


them'd take Betsy in the knackers an' keep right on running.

  ROBERT: Proper nutters then.

  RALPH: Proper as they get. The royalty of nutters if you like, in fact a few of 'em might actually 

   be royalty, there 'as been talk.

  ROBERT: Really?

RALPH: Really. Summat about talking to plants, I don't know. I don't listen to gossip. So why 

  couldn't you sleep? You still worried about, you know....catching a perch without the 

  right equipment.

  ROBERT: What?

  RALPH: You know. 'Ow can I say it. Openin' the curtains before the sun rises, you know.

  ROBERT: Oh no. I'm sure another few sessions with Ms dickens and I'll be so appalled that I'll 

      never bother with it again anyway. No, it's just...well, can you keep a secret Ralph?

  RALPH: 'Course I can, what d'yer think I am, a lass?

  ROBERT: No, of course not. Well, the thing is, what with my son..

  RALPH: Oh aye, 'eard about 'im. You know what they'd 'ave done in my day, don't yer?

  ROBERT: What?

  RALPH: Shot the bugger at dawn.

  ROBERT: Bit extreme, surely.

  RALPH: Never stood for that kind of behaviour in the ranks. Had one sergeant major, big ugly 


bugger 'e was, gap between his teeth. Allus whistlin', even when he wasn't tryin'. 


Anyroad he found this young lad makin' eyes, spendin' a long time weshin' 


behind 'is ears, if you get me drift, dragged 'im out onto the parade ground front of all the 


others, naked as the day 'e was born, starts layin' into 'im, poor little  bleeder 'e was. Bled 


a lot in fact. In the end I 'ad to drag Whistler of 'im, but not before 'e'd given' this kid a 


bloody good hidin'. I wanted to drag 'im off straight away. I mean even then, I weren't a 


barbarian. But I couldn't see, 'cus all the others were watchin' .Watchin'. 


Laughin'. Stopped it too quick an' they'd 'ave 'ad a go at me. Might 'ave thought there 


was somethin' funny goin' on, yer know, between me an this poor little bugger, so I 


mean, yer've got to let them 'ave their fun, fer the good of the corps, yer know...Funny 


thing  was, this kid, even when 'e was bein' kicked in the ribs or between 'is legs, 'e was 


lookin' at me all the  time. Like 'e was sayin' stop this, yer know, stop this. Funny what 


you  remember...So, like I said they didn't stand fer it in my day.

  ROBERT: Right....Well, what with my son and all the fuss over that, and my recent admission 
 
      into a mental asylum.

  RALPH: Not a real one. Yer not a real nutter.

  ROBERT: Well, the head of the party, doesn't seem to think that it's broadcasting the right 

 
      signals, if you catch my drift, so Tony's coming to have a few words, tomorrow.

  RALPH: The head of the party?

  ROBERT: Yes.

  RALPH: The Prime Minister?

  ROBERT: Yes. Even though we don't use that phrase any more, wasn't considered user friendly 


       enough by Tony, Tony prefers simply the Head!

  RALPH: Bloody nora. Comin' 'ere?

  ROBERT: Tomorrow. But it's got to be our little secret o.k.?

  RALPH: Aye lad, fine by me. Can't wait to see the look on their faces when I tell 'em,..I mean, 

    when the head arrives.

  ROBERT: Right...Whilst I've got to come up with a way to get some kind of positive spin on this.

  RALPH: Why don't you try the truth? Yer son's a rent boy, but that dunt stop yer tryin' yer best 


   for the people that voted for yer.

  ROBERT: Yes,...lovely idea, very touchy feely. Not quite ready for political suicide yet, but keep 


       trying. We just need a different spin on things.

  RALPH: Well at least you can promise not to get up their noses while yer in 'ere...or up 

    anywhere else either.







Suddenly the sound of a large twig snapping.

  ROBERT: Ssshhh. What was that?

  RALPH : Failing that, just lie. That's what they seem to want anyway.

  ROBERT: I'm sure I heard something..What do you mean they want me to lie?

  RALPH: Well yer all do. They must like it or they wouldn't keep votin'  for yer.

  ROBERT: Good point.







Suddenly behind them Harold appears.







He is wearing the traditional dirty







mac, and as they turn, he opens his







coat, and they scream. 

  ROBERT/RALPH: AAAaaarrgghhh... RUN!!!







Robert and Ralph exit in different







directions. As they part, Harold closes







his coat to save the audience their







blushes. He grins maniacally.







Lights down.

  act three   scene two.

  Dr Lawrence's office, pot plant, Venus de Milo, etc.

  It's late. He is lying on the gurney with Timothy, both in their underwear, smoking a post coital 

   cigarette.

  DR LAWRENCE: I knew it.

  TIMOTHY: Knew what?

  DR LAWRENCE: Knew it as soon as I saw you.

  TIMOTHY: I have that affect on a lot of people. Not that I mind being drop dead gorgeous, but it 


       wont last forever.

  DR LAWRENCE: No, you're right. It doesn't.

  TIMOTHY: You're not a bad example though, of an older man.

  DR LAWRENCE: I bet you say that to all your clients.

  TIMOTHY: Clients? Is that what you think?







Timothy sits up, offended.

  TIMOTHY: I haven't charged you, have I?

  DR LAWRENCE: No, sorry, I just assumed, you know, what with me being somewhat older.

  TIMOTHY: And mad, so dad tells me.

  DR LAWRENCE: Well, mad for you that's for sure.







Dr Lawrence tries to laugh and pull







Timothy back down onto the bed.

  TIMOTHY: No..no, you've spoilt it. I thought you'd understand.

  DR LAWRENCE: Understand what?

  TIMOTHY: That I want someone, you know, someone to take care of me  for a change. To give 


me a bit of attention. I'm always giving them attention, selfish old buggers. £50 quid and 


see yer sonny. Wipe your feet on the way out.

  DR LAWRENCE: I'm sorry. 

  TIMOTHY: Well, be nice to me then.

  DR LAWRENCE: I will.







Timothy lies back down on Dr 







Lawrence who strokes his hair.

  TIMOTHY: Tell me about yourself.

  DR LAWRENCE: Me?..I'm just a big bear that can't hibernate. That can't find a resting place, you 


    know.

  TIMOTHY: You've got this place.

  DR LAWRENCE: Have I? In this place I fix their troubles and flirt with their wives for effect. Look 



     how big and virile I  am. How potent. All for effect. So they can compete. Men 



     need a challenge, a mountain to climb, a barrier to break through, a...

  TIMOTHY: I get it.

  DR LAWRENCE: They need to feel like heroes just so they can rise to the occasion again.

  TIMOTHY: So this isn't an asylum.







Dr Lawrence shakes his head.

  TIMOTHY: Poor dad.

  DR LAWRENCE: He'll be o.k. Funny....

  TIMOTHY: What?

  DR LAWRENCE: That I come across hardly any impotent homosexuals. They're all 


     heterosexual.

  TIMOTHY: We've got nothing to prove to women....Except we've got better dress sense. Why 


       doesn't he just take a pill or something?

  DR LAWRENCE: Do you really think a pill could help your father? With his profession? At the 



`Happy End' clinic, I give them clean minds, clean bowels. We do not pump them 



full of drugs just  so they can function like a dildo. Trust me, there are other ways 


to make them feel like real men again.







Suddenly we hear a commotion outside







the office. Dr Lawrence and Timothy







jump off the gurney.

  DR LAWRENCE: Quick. Hide.

  TIMOTHY: Where?

  DR LAWRENCE: Don't know.

  TIMOTHY: What if it's dad?

  DR LAWRENCE: Then he probably wont pay my fee, and he definitely wont pay yours...The 


     desk.

  TIMOTHY: Underneath the desk....It's like being back at West Minister.

  DR LAWRENCE: Go!

  TIMOTHY: Right.







Timothy moves towards the desk, then







rushes back to Dr Lawrence and kisses him.

  TIMOTHY: You're lovely.







Timothy dashes underneath the desk







as Ralph dashes into the office. Dr







Lawrence is stroking his cheek where







Timothy has kissed him.

  RALPH: PERVERT!!

  DR LAWRENCE: I beg your pardon. I never touched him.

  RALPH: PERVERT ON THE GROUNDS! What?

  DR LAWRENCE: Never mind. On the grounds? What's so strange about that. This place is full 


      of perverts.

  RALPH: This isn't one of ours.

  DR LAWRENCE: Oh, right....Well sound the general alarm. Everyone up looking for the pervert! 


     Off you go.

  RALPH: RIGHT!! We'll flush him out.







Ralph exits brandishing Betsy.

  DR LAWRENCE: O.k Timothy...No wait.







Robert enters running and out of breath.

  ROBERT: Flash.....big...with a coat....got no....well couldn't see any.....old.....flasher...flashed me, 


turned round and there it was, daffodil, next to the rose bushes...big....for his  age...quite 


a shock really.

  DR LAWRENCE: Yes Robert. Been told. You can calm down. No need to  worry  yourself.

  ROBERT: But he's from the asylum down the road.

  DR LAWRENCE: Never mind. Don't...really? From the asylum down the road. Shit.

  ROBERT: Shit?

  DR LAWRENCE: Yes shit. Very dangerous. Don't want dead people. Well, not any more. Very 


     bad for business.

  ROBERT: Any more?

  DR LAWRENCE: Don't you worry Robert. Go to your room and lock the door.

  ROBERT: Right....Hold on. There isn't a lock on my door.

  DR LAWRENCE: Then....just don't worry. I'm dealing with the situation. But if you come across 



anyone you don't recognise in the corridor....just remember what Margaret 



Thatcher said  on her death bed.

  ROBERT: Which was.

  DR LAWRENCE: “I don't know what I've done to offend you, but please put down the knife”.

  ROBERT: Did that work?

  DR LAWRENCE: Well, it wouldn’t for her, but you never know, you're not a Conservative. That'd 



     be a good point to get across too.

  ROBERT: Right.

  DR LAWRENCE: Right.

  ROBERT: Ok.

  DR LAWRENCE: Time to go.

  ROBERT: Right.

  DR LAWRENCE: Any time you're ready, I'd like to get dressed.

  ROBERT: Right. I'll go then shall I?







Grace dickens bursts into the room







clutching a bottle of baby lotion.

  GRACE: RIGHT! WHAT THE FRIGGIN' HELL IS GOING ON!

  ROBERT: It's alright Grace. Nothing to worry about. Just a pervert.

  GRACE: Right. I'm not seeing anyone at this time of night. You tell  them.

  DR LAWRENCE: I will.

  GRACE: Right then.

 





Grace exits.

  DR LAWRENCE: Was that baby lotion she was carrying.

  ROBERT: I think so.

  DR LAWRENCE: Right..remind me to ask her about that. Come on, I'll  walk you to your room. 



     Mustn't have the guests murdered in their sleep.

  ROBERT: Or the corridors.

  DR LAWRENCE: One thing at a time Robert. Remember fear is a choice and we don't have to 


      choose that do we?

  ROBERT: Don't we?

  DR LAWRENCE: Well, perhaps in this case. Come on.

  ROBERT: Don't you want to get dressed?

  DR LAWRENCE: I'm at ease with my body Robert. Something you'd be well  advised to take on 


     board.







Robert and Dr Lawrence exit.







Timothy waits for a few seconds, then







peers out from underneath the desk.







He comes out and tiptoes across the 







floor. As he does so Eva bursts in







scantily clad, minus wig.

  TIMOTHY: Christ!!

  EVA: Ti..mo..thy. You pervert?

  TIMOTHY: NO!....Well...

  EVA: Looking for pervert. Somewhere round here. You see?

  TIMOTHY: No..no perverts here.

  EVA: Shame. You still gay?







Gary bursts in.

  GARY: Eva. I'm sorry, I just couldnn't...

  TIMOTHY: I've told you. I'M GAY!!







Gary immediately crouches, holding







his crotch.

  GARY: Doohhh. God, sorry,..terribly sorry. Funny old day isn't it?

  EVA: AHA!! NOW WE DO BUNNY DANCE!

  GARY: Wait, no, God, sorry. Hello again timothy. You staying the night?

  TIMOTHY: Hello. Seems like it.

  EVA: WE GO NOW.

  GARY: What about the pervert?

  EVA: He have to wait! No threesomes unless you marry me!

  GARY: Wait.

  EVA: Go little Joe. Hachtssshh.







Eva makes a whipping sound.

  GARY: Right..Er..nice seeing you again Timothy. Best regards to your Father.







Gary backs out of the room.

  TIMOTHY: Nice to see you too,..again.

  EVA: You got food?

  TIMOTHY: Pardon?

  EVA: FOOD. YOU GOT FOOD?

  TIMOTHY: 'Fraid not.

  EVA: HAH! This place like British railway carriage. Empty stomach, NO GOOD!!







Eva and Gary exit.







Timothy makes a dash for his clothes







but hears a commotion outside. He







dashes out stage left.







Robert enters pulling Sally behind him.

  ROBERT: Just look at yourself.

  SALLY: (Clearly drunk) It's the cider. Cider with Rosie.

  ROBERT: Who?

  SALLY: Is it Rosie? Julie. Cider with Julie. Big girl, very generous.

  ROBERT: Pull yourself together.

  SALLY: I am together....Why wont you shag me??

  ROBERT: SALLY, THIS IS NOT THE TIME.

  SALLY: BUT I WANT A SHAG. SHAG ME NOW!!

  ROBERT: Sally. Control yourself.

  SALLY: Come on big boy. Like the old days. 

  ROBERT: NO!

  SALLY: I WANT A SHAG. YOU MEAN BASTARD!!...Why wont you shag me? I'm not on. We 

   wont get pregnant. And I wont say a word honest. Wont even moan, so it can last a bit 

   longer. Honest, no moaning.

  ROBERT: GET A GRIP!

  SALLY: Not that that's difficult. Never moaned in the first place did I. I was once engaged to a 

   midget, did you know that. Worked at a circus in the summer holidays. Really tiny 

   person. Huge...

  ROBERT: SALLY! SOBER UP.







Robert shakes her.

  ROBERT: I DEMAND YOU SOBER UP. 

  SALLY: Ughurghurghugugurghug. Stop that. You should have seen what we got up to on that 

   trapeze.

  ROBERT: I DON'T WISH TO KNOW.

  SALLY: Back of an elephant. Really short, but my God you could hang your washing on him.

  ROBERT: There is a dangerous pervert on the loose so I don't want to hear anything more 

      about your washing.

  SALLY: And the dry cleaning...He was amazing. I mean he deserved to be in the circus. Now 


   what have I got? A member of Parliament with a floppy majority.

  ROBERT: Sally. You'll regret this in the morning.

  SALLY: I WANT TO GO TO THE CIRCUS.

  ROBERT: I'll remember this.

  SALLY: CLOWN!! I remember when you used to love me. (Getting tearful)

  ROBERT: I still love you.

  SALLY: PROPERLY! I REMEMBER WHEN YOU USED TO LOVE ME  PROPERLY.

  ROBERT: I STILL LOVE YOU PROPERLY.

  SALLY: When? Was I asleep. Probably was.

  ROBERT: Unconscious more like. with the booze.

  SALLY: THEN YOU SHOULD HAVE WOKEN ME UP! The limper you got, the more I drank and 

   right now I could drink Richard Burton under the table.  Oh why don't you just shag me. 

   What is it? Aren't I pretty enough. I'm dead sexy and you bloody know it!!

  ROBERT: Sally.

  SALLY: I'M SO LONELY!

  ROBERT: Come here Sally.

  SALLY: I LOVE YOU!!







Sally rushes into his arms.

  ROBERT: I love you too, very much. More than anyone I've ever met.

  SALLY: So, now will you shag me?







Sally falls unconscious in his arms.







Robert lifts her up and puts her on







the gurney. He tenderly kisses her







on the forehead.

  ROBERT: One day. One day, I promise. Right...well can't leave you here. Come on baby, you're 

      coming with me.







Robert pushes the gurney off stage







left. Timothy dashes in stage right







and makes for his clothes.







Unfortunately they were hanging 







underneath the gurney, which has just







been wheeled off.

  TIMOTHY: I....Dammit. 







Timothy hears a howling, off stage.







He dashes underneath the desk again.







Ralph enters. He has Paul on a leash.







Paul sniffs the air.

  RALPH: Good dog. Sniff him out.

  PAUL: Sniff, sniff. 

  RALPH: Can you smell him?

  PAUL: Dr Lawrence. Robert, (sniff sniff), Robert's wife, (sniff sniff), Eva, Gary and Grace....and, 
               (sniff sniff) 







Paul carries on sniffing towards the desk.

  PAUL: (Sniff, sniff.....sniff, sniff)....Come out.

  RALPH: WE'VE GOT 'IM! WE'VE GOT 'IM!

  PAUL: We haven't got him. Timothy, come out of there.







Timothy slowly makes his way from







underneath the desk.

  RALPH: Who the bloody 'ell are you.

  PAUL: The politician's son. Grrrr.

  TIMOTHY: Good dog. Good doggy....That's very clever by the way.

  RALPH: Trained 'im meself.







Dr Lawrence bursts in.

  DR LAWRENCE: You've got him? Oh!..Hello, who are you?

  PAUL: (Sniff, sniff – towards Dr Lawrence). Don't give me that!!

  DR LAWRENCE: SHUT-UP! BAD DOGGIE. Hello, I don't think we've met.

  TIMOTHY: Hello. I'm Timothy, Robert's son. Pleased to make your   acquaintance.







Timothy shakes Dr Lawrence's hand

  DR LAWRENCE: The pleasure is all mine.

  TIMOTHY: Oh, I wouldn't say that.

  RALPH: So why is he in 'is underwear?

  DR LAWRENCE: Ralph! We have work to do. I suggest you carry on the search for our mystery 


     guest, don't you?

  RALPH: If tha says so.

  PAUL: Sniff, sniff.







Ralph and Paul exit, leaving Timothy







and Dr Lawrence staring at each other.







They kiss.







Lights down.

  act three  scene three.

  Grace Dicken's room.   Robert wheels the gurney with Sally on board into the room.

  ROBERT: We should be safe in here.

  SALLY: Earth's moving. Why's the earth moving?

  ROBERT: It's the bed. I'm moving the bed.

  SALLY: Where are we going?

  ROBERT: Nowhere. We're staying here.

  SALLY: choo,choooo!







Sally becomes unconscious.

  ROBERT: Sally? Sally! 







The front of the drinks machine







swings open and Grace Dickens steps







out seductively dressed.

  GRACE: What the hell are you doing in my FRIGGING ROOM??

  ROBERT: We're hiding.

  GRACE: Hiding?

  ROBERT: Yes, hiding. There's a mad pervert on the loose.

  GRACE: Yes, I can see that. But what the hell are you doing in my room?

  ROBERT: Not me. 

  GRACE: Oh, another mad pervert. Why's your breed mare unconscious?

  ROBERT: Never mind. She'll be o.k.

  GRACE: Look, there's a time and a place, and this isn't it, now  shove off.

  ROBERT: Look, you wierd cow, there's an escaped inmate from the nut-hatch down the road, 


    on the loose in this nut-hatch. He's old but definately lively and I really didn't want to


    stick around to see what he did next, so for the time being we're going to stay, alright?

  GRACE: Alright, alright. No-one can say I'm not hospitable.







Grace goes over to her desk and takes







out the vase of daffodils.

  ROBERT: What are you doing?

  GRACE: My job. As you're going to be here for a while.

  ROBERT: Put them away.

  GRACE: Why. They're just daffodils. Nice, young, vibrant, erect daffodils. Of course I had to cut 


   them off at the root, so eventually they will wither, but then I can always get some more


   can't I.

  ROBERT: Look, I'm not in the mood.

  GRACE: I bet you've said that before. 

  ROBERT: Hah, frigging hah.

GRACE: Come now Robert. We must work out your aggression towards these vibrant young


  petals.







Grace brings the vase closer to Robert.

  ROBERT: Stop it.







He backs away, but is stopped by the







gurney. Grace closes in.

  GRACE: Why are they so threatening I wonder...After all you don't  seem to mind young, vibrant 

    petals of the female variety.







Grace looks at Sally.

  GRACE: She is very young isn't she. So young, so helpless, so ripe for the taking.







Grace bites the head off one of the daffodils.

  ROBERT: I'm not listening, or watching. So you can take your filthy metaphorical mind 

      elsewhere.







Robert puts his hands over his ears







and closes his eyes.

  ROBERT: Lalalalalalalala

  GRACE: She is so lovely.







Grace touches Sally's stomach, then







bites the head off another flower.

  GRACE: So helpless.

  ROBERT: Lalalalala







Grace climbs on to the gurney and







straddles Sally's face, as she had 







done Robert's.

  GRACE: Grrrrrr. (Childlike voice) In the field, let's play in the field, just you and me. You're so 


much better at climbing trees than I am Emily, so much better at swimming too. Look, 


you've got your dress all wet, you'll have to take it off now.







Grace has closed her eyes.







Suddenly Harold bursts in stage right.







He dashes, stage front, turns and







faces Grace.

  ROBERT: Lalalalalalala. Your daffodils don't impress me, Ms Dickens.







Grace opens her eyes, and Harold







flashes her, holding his coat open







wide. Grace screams loudly.

  GRACE: AAAAAaaaaaarggggghhh.







Sally's face rises from underneath







Grace's skirt. Her eyes focus on







Harold.

  SALLY: Well his daffodil certainly impresses me.







Sally grins and falls unconscious 







again. Robert opens his eyes.

  ROBERT: Bloody hell.







Harold once more dashes out of the







room, past Robert. Grace is by now







crying hysterically. Robert helps







her down from the gurney.

  ROBERT: Come on. He's gone.

  GRACE: It was just so....so...

  ROBERT: I know. Shocking to see one like that on an old person. we all have difficulty 

      accepting it.

  GRACE: Yes, yes perhaps that's it.







Robert takes her to the chaise long.







Grace lies down.

  ROBERT: You just lie there awhile. Nasty shock you've just had.

  GRACE: Yes, shock. Lie down. Must lie down.

  ROBERT: There you go. All over now...Then again it's not something you haven't seen before,  right?
  GRACE: (Unconvinced) Right.

  ROBERT: You stay here. I'm going after him. Funnily enough I don't feel that scared now I've 

      seen it twice.

  GRACE: You should work here.

  ROBERT: Oh no. I've had quite enough of this place to last me a lifetime of celibacy. You stay 


      here. It's time someone sorted this out.

  GRACE: Don't go.

  ROBERT: What?

  GRACE: Don't leave me.

  ROBERT: Why? You'll be fine. He'll not get past me again.

  GRACE: No, please. I....

  ROBERT: What?







Robert sits on the edge of the chaise longe.

  GRACE: I....well, silly really. I mean you're probably right, just the shock of it all, but...

  ROBERT: But what?

  GRACE: But.......I'm scared....







Waterworks.

  ROBERT: Hey now.







Robert holds her, comforting her.

  ROBERT: Come on now. What's there to be scared of. Just an old Harold running about the 

      place.

  GRACE: I'm scared.

  ROBERT: What of?

  GRACE: Of everything....Don't you see, I can't do this anymore. I can't go on living a lie.

  ROBERT: Hey. Tough cookie like you, what you talking about?

  GRACE: I'm not tough.

  ROBERT: Course you are. Tough as an old boot.

  GRACE: HEY!!

  ROBERT: There you go. No need to cry.

  GRACE: But it's just too much.

  ROBERT: What is?

  GRACE: All of them. Their...things. Can't stand them.

  ROBERT: But it's your job? Isn't it?

  GRACE: (Nods) And I thought I could do it. Thought I should do it, put myself through it, you 


    know, to get rid of the fear, confront the fear I said to myself, face your fears and they'll


    go away....They never go away.







Waterworks.

  GRACE: It was o.k. at first, because of the state they came in. I could handle them, knowing 


nothing was going to happen, but then then I got better at my job, and things did begin 


to happen, and at first I was glad, you know, even though my stomach was churning , I 


was glad, because they could be with their wives or girlfriends again,..but then, then I 


was getting more and more of them back on their feet, and suddenly, suddenly they were 


coming at me from all sides, morning, noon, and night,...bigger and bigger, more and 


more.. and I can't stand it, I tell you, I just can't stand it anymore......I'm afraid...do you 


hear me...I'm afraid.







Grace collapses into Robert's arms sobbing.

  ROBERT: Hey, hey now. Come on. There's a good girl...God, I didn't know it could be so 


      traumatic.

  GRACE: Why don't you try it for a while.

  ROBERT: That'd be more up my son's alleyway. Come on now. It'll be alright. Everything will be 


       alright.

  GRACE: No it wont. How can it be?

  ROBERT: Well look, you haven't got me up and running yet, and I bet you never will. Hasn't 


      stirred in months and not likely to. That should make you happy.

  GRACE: You're sweet. Really. I wish I'd had the courage to face my fears long ago. To pick one 


    man, one good man and stick to him,  like you.







She strokes his cheek. He touches her







hand. A moment.

  GRACE: I'm sorry. You're so sweet. I'm so pathetic.

  ROBERT: No, no you're not. Don't say that about yourself. You're...

  GRACE: Pathetic, ugly and alone.

  ROBERT: No, no you're...you're really quite, quite beautiful.

  GRACE: You're just saying that, aren't you?

  ROBERT: No, no I'm not. You really are very beautiful. And you mustn't  say those things about 


yourself. Remember what Dr Lawrence says. It's a choice, and you can choose not to 


worry, choose not to fear them, choose to love them, or love one...You've  no need to be 


afraid, you just have to have the courage to choose.

  GRACE: Oh Robert, why couldn't I have found someone like you ten years ago...Kiss me 


Robert. Help me find the courage to choose. Kiss me. Help me. Please help me. I'm so 


afraid.

  ROBERT: Oh Grace.







LIGHTS DOWN

  act three scene four.

  Grace Dicken's room - later.   Sally is still unconscious on the gurney. Grace and Robert have 

  disappeared.

  Slowly Sally awakes.

  SALLY: Robert? Robert?...Daffodills. I remember daffodils...And an odd smell..(Sniff, sniff).







Sally finds the vase of daffodils







and smells them.

  SALLY: Alright you bastards, where are you? Huh? Where are you? Just up and left old Sally, 


huh? Old good time Sally. And didn't even leave me a drink. Thoughtless. Rotten. 


Stinking. Come out, come out wherever you are!!! Jeesus...(To God) So what's this, huh? 


Punishment for that time with the priest? He forgave me my sins....afterwards. And then 


what did old Sally do? Did she fall for the dwarf? Did she fall for the  chat show host with 


ginger hair? (She cringes) Or the priest with his very own confessional box,...mind you 


those alter boys nearly lynched me. No! She goes and falls for the politician. Me, the 


daughter of a liberal. I knew I should have gone to ballet school. The number of times I've 


had my  legs up on a bar....(Screaming) I can't go on like this. Even the greengrocer's 


giving me funny looks..No-one eats that much cucumber.







Eva bursts through the door followed







by Gary. He is grinning from ear to ear.

  EVA: No. You leave Eva alone now. 

  GARY: Come on, my big bald beautiful love puppet.

  EVA: NO! Eva need rest now. And food. Must have food.

  SALLY: Hello.

  GARY: Hello!

  EVA: You got food?

  SALLY: Not on me, no..unfortunately. And stop shouting. Why is everyone shouting.

  EVA: EVA NO SHOUT. EVA REFINED, LIKE LADY.

  GARY: Big sexy lady.







Gary tries to grab her.

  EVA: STOP NOW. YOU CRAZY FOOL. YOU KILL US BOTH.

  GARY: I'M GAY, I'M GAY.







Gary giggles and begins chasing







Eva around the room.

  EVA: YOU STOP NOW. STOP BEING GAY AND LEAVE EVA ALONE.

  GARY: I'M GAY, I'M GAY.

  SALLY: You've got a funny way of showing it.







Gary comes to a standstill in front







of Sally, eyeing her up and down.

  GARY: I'll show you if you like.

  SALLY: I don't have much use for a homosexual. My step-son might like you though.

  GARY: Not homosexual. Gay. Gay as can be.

  SALLY: Well you certainly look happy.

  EVA: I go eat. And wash my hair.

  GARY: Fine. You do that.







Eva exits as Gary continues to stare at Sally.

  GARY: These supermodels. No stamina...Hi, I'm Gary, and I'm gay.

  SALLY: Sally. And o.k. You go girl. You be proud of yourself. 

  GARY: Oh I will. I am most definitely proud. The proudest man you'll  ever see.

  SALLY: Well, isn't that nice.

  GARY: And you're the girl of my dreams, aren't you? 

  SALLY: Well isn't that sweet. The girl of gay dreams. It's just been a  peach of a day for me.

  GARY: The girl I see at the end of my road. The one I've been preying for, dreaming about, the 


one I'm gonna consume with loving.

  SALLY: And Eva was what? Entre? An appetizer?

  GARY: Eva? Who dat?

  SALLY: Such a charmer? Let me guess, your other brain cell is in the porsche outside, right?

  GARY: You'll see. Just remember I'm gay, alright and come with me.

  SALLY: Where are we going?

  GARY: You'll see. I'm gay...and I want you to be gay. Just get in the habit of saying I'm gay.







Gary begins leading Sally off stage.

  SALLY: I think your little pride march is really heading up the wrong girl, buster.

  GARY: Just try it out for me. Just say I'm gay.

  SALLY: You're gay.

  GARY: Not quite. precisely now. I'm gay.

  SALLY: ALRIGHT, I'M GAY!

  





Gary looks down at his crotch.

  GARY: There you go.

  SALLY: Happy now?

  GARY: Aren't you?







Sally looks down at his crotch.

  SALLY: Well will you look at that.....Did I ever tell you about my  time in the circus?







Sally and Gary exit.







After a second or two the front of







the drinks machine swings open and







out come Robert and Grace.

  ROBERT: That faked tanned slimy weasel!

  GRACE: Now, now. You've hardly been the model of restraint lately.

  ROBERT: He can't do that.

  GRACE: Seems like he can, as long as he's gay.

  ROBERT: I'll....I'll....

  GRACE: Whatever it is, you'll have to hurry. Didn't look like she was putting up much 

     resistance, did it?

  ROBERT: That's my wife.

  GRACE: Then go and remind her.

  ROBERT: Are, you, I mean, are you sure....

  GRACE: I'll be fine. Let's just say I'll have the courage to face any old Harold, thanks to you. Go, 


    my big brave boy. Go and rescue your princess.

  ROBERT: Thanks Grace, you really are...

  GRACE: I know...Go on.







Robert kisses her on the cheek and exits quickly.

  GRACE: Everyone needs to be a hero. Can't stand it anymore, hah! 







Grace picks up the vase of flowers







and casually bites the head off a







daffodil whilst deep in thought.







LIGHTS DOWN.

  act four   scene one
    

  Dr Lawrence's room. He and Timothy are still kissing. They hear a commotion outside.

  DR LAWRENCE: Damn it. No privacy in this place.

  TIMOTHY: Underneath the desk?

  DR LAWRENCE: This is no time for politics Timothy.







A moment.

  DR LAWRENCE: Come on, this way.







Dr Lawrence takes Timothy by the







hand and they run off stage left.







Pause..







Dr Lawrence and Timothy run on stage







left and head to door stage right.







Just as they get to it, the door opens







and Sally and Gary enter. Dr Lawrence







and Timothy hide behind the door as







it swings opens and exits as it swings







back, unnoticed.

  GARY: Now, you beautiful thing.









Gary takes Sally in his arms and







kisses her, as Robert enters stage left.

  ROBERT: Kindly unhand my wife, you big sweaty bugger.







Gary and Sally look over.

  ROBERT: Sally, put down that accountant at once.







Timothy and Dr Lawrence enter stage







right running and screaming, quickly







followed by Harold laughing and







brandishing Ralph's large knife.

  ROBERT: Oh, for God's sake. Timothy?

  TIMOTHY: Hello dad.

  GARY: Don't worry, I'll handle this. Come on Granddad, put down the big knife.

  ROBERT: Betsy.

  GARY: What?

  ROBERT: The knife's called Betsy. What have you done with Ralph?

  DR LAWRENCE: And the dog.

  GARY: Come on Granddad, put Betsy down and tell us where Paul and Ralph are.







Harold laughs.

  GARY: Alright, very funny.







Gary walks towards Harold who







brandishes the knife.

  GARY: Come on, you're not going to use that thing.

  HAROLD: (Giggling maniacally) I'm gay, i'm gay.







Gary doubles up.

  GARY: Dooohh!







Harold laughs and rushes around to







face them all, (back to audience)

  GARY: Look, awfully sorry, not really up to manhandling nutters at the moment, any other time, 

  you know.

  ROBERT: For heaven's sake. Look old man.







Harold brandishes the knife.

  ROBERT: Yes, yes, big knife, very impressive, but you've already shown me what you've got 


    twice this evening and, well  at first glance, very impressive, intimidating almost, but


    really you're old mad and sad, so put down the knife and we'll say no more about it.

  SALLY: Robert! So brave!

  ROBERT: Thank you Sally. Look old man, a penis is like a politican, great at first glance, but 


once you've lived with it for a while it pretty much resembles any other.







Harold opens his coat wide to the







gathered ensemble.

  SALLY: Oh sweet father..







Sally faints and is caught by 







Timothy. Robert takes another look.

  ROBERT: Ah, right. Well I suppose there are always exceptions to the rule.

  DR LAWRENCE: HAROLD!!

  ROBERT: Yes, it is isn't it.







Robert drop-kicks Harold between







the legs. He coughs, drops the







knife and falls to the floor.

  HAROLD: (High pitched voice) Bastard.

  DR LAWRENCE: HAROLD??

  ROBERT: You've got that on the brain, haven't you?

  DR LAWRENCE: No.







Dr Lawrence goes over to Harold on







the floor and turns him over.

  DR LAWRENCE: This is my uncle Harold. It only struck me when I stopped  looking at his face.

  ROBERT: The one that used to take you out into the fields?

  DR LAWRENCE: Precisely.

  ROBERT: Well, I'll be. Sally? Sally? Is she alright?

  TIMOTHY: She'll be fine Dad, she just fainted.

  ROBERT: Sally, Sally, wake up.







Robert lightly taps her on the face







bringing her round.

  SALLY: Robert?

  ROBERT: Yes love?

  SALLY: Take me home.

  ROBERT: Of course.







Robert takes her from Timothy and







supports her.

  SALLY: I was having a nightmare. I went fishing with some woman and we caught an elephant.

  ROBERT: Yes alright dear, let's go.

  SALLY: You smell, you smell like a riverbank too.

  ROBERT: I'll explain later...Timothy, I wont ask why you're in your underwear.

  TIMOTHY: No, best not.

  ROBERT: It wont be in the news will it?

  TIMOTHY: No dad.

  ROBERT: Good. Come on then we'll go and pack.

  TIMOTHY: Dad?

  ROBERT: Yes.







Timothy looks at Dr Lawrence.

  TIMOTHY: Well, it's just, you know being a rent boy has its good side and everything, but I 


       thought perhaps, you know, a proper job.

  ROBERT: Yes?

  TIMOTHY: Well that's just it you see. Dr Lawrence thinks I'll make a good er......

  DR LAWRENCE: Personal assistant.

  TIMOTHY: Personal assistant. So I was thinking that I'd stay on here, you know.

  DR LAWRENCE: It would be a full-time position.

  ROBERT: Right......(Mulling)....Well, well ok., as long as you're happy.

  TIMOTHY: Oh I'm sure I will be.

  ROBERT: Right, well keep your nose clean, wont you.







Timothy and Dr Lawrence look at







each other.

  TIMOTHY: I'll try, dad, I'll try.







Moment.

  ROBERT: Come here and give your dad a hug then.







Timothy gives Robert a big hug.







Genuine warmth.

  ROBERT: Right. I think it's time my wife and I went to bed.

  GARY: Yes,..erm..look, about earlier,..I mean,..well you know, things went a bit to my head, what 
 
  with Harold coming back,..and well sorry....about Sally, you know, wont ever happen 

  again.

  ROBERT: Think nothing of it. I'm sure I'd have done the same in your position. In fact I'm about 

      to.







Robert and Sally are about to exit.

  ROBERT: Oh and by the way,...I'm gay!

  GARY: DOOOHHH!!







Gary bends double as Robert and Sally exit.

  GARY: Right, well,...think I'll try and find Eva again. 

  DR LAWRENCE: Wait.

  GARY: What?







Dr Lawrence goes to his desk and pulls







out a large round cream cake and 







hands it to Gary.

  GARY: Wow!

  DR LAWRENCE: Have fun.

  GARY: Blimey, thanks doc.







Gary crouches and runs at the







same time out of the room.

  TIMOTHY: You're such a sweetie.

  DR LAWRENCE: Like I said, anything for my patients.







Dr Lawrence kicks Harold on the floor.

  DR LAWRENCE: Alright, you can get up now, mission accomplished.

  HARRY: (Scots accent) Would you be getting up if you'd just been kicked in the hootananey, 

     yer silly English jessy.

  DR LAWRENCE: Yes, sorry about that, but what do you want me to do, rub it better?

  TIMOTHY: You keep your hands off mister.

  HARRY: Dn'e worry lad, he'll no be getting his hands anywhere near my long john silver.







Harry, awkwardly rises to his feet.







holding his crotch.

  HARRY: Aye, they'll need a tender hand and no mistake. I'll no be  jogging fer a wee while.

  DR LAWRENCE: Timothy, allow me to introduce Harry Bells.

  TIMOTHY: Hairy what?

  HARRY: Harry. Harry Bells. That's my name. Course when I walk out o' here, if you hear 

    something ringin' that'll me too, ya ken.

  DR LAWRENCE: We always have a little scottish nutcase running around the grounds, it helps 



the patients feel like men again, if you catch my drift.

  TIMOTHY: So you're not mad?

  HARRY: Only for working in this place, eh? Eh, doc?

  DR LAWRENCE: Yes Harry. (To Timothy) Same joke every week.

  HARRY: AH SCREW YER! I'm off to see if Sister Julie's got any o' that rubbing cream, an' if 


she'll give me a hand with it, ya get me. See yer later.







Dr Lawrence picks up the large knife







and hands it to Harry.

  DR LAWRENCE: Give that back to Ralph, will you? And lock Paul back in his box for the night.

  HARRY: Right enough. See yer laddy.

  TIMOTHY: See you Harry. Nice to meet you.

  HARRY: Aye, so it is.







Harry exits. Timothy and Dr Lawrence







look around for a sign of anyone,







then kiss.







LIGHTS DOWN.







CURTAIN







EPILOGUE







CURTAIN UP.

  act four  scene  two.

  Bare stage. A park bench. Robert is sitting reading a newspaper. Backdrop of daffodils writ 

  large, for the last time.  TONY, a tall dark haired WOMAN in a power suit comes and sits down

  next to him. Robert puts down his paper.

  ROBERT: Hello Tony.

  TONY: Hello Robert.

  ROBERT: So this is it then. Where it happens.

  TONY: Did you expect anything else?

  ROBERT: No...Truth be told I'm glad.

  TONY: Glad?

  ROBERT: Yes.

  TONY: It's nothing personal.

  ROBERT: It never is.

  TONY: How's Timothy?

  ROBERT: I think he's happy...He's really a lovely boy. I hope he's happy.

  TONY: And Sally?

  ROBERT: She's happy....I can make her happy now, I think.

  TONY: Good.

  ROBERT: You've never met either of them, have you?

  TONY: No.

  ROBERT: Here. I was going to post it, but you might as well take it with you.







Robert takes a letter out of his 
pocket and gives it 






to Tony. She opens and reads it.

  TONY: Very noble...

  ROBERT: I tried my best.

  TONY: Sticking by your family, family values, early retirement for the sake of family.

  ROBERT: No point rocking the boat now.

  TONY: No. Are you happy?

  ROBERT: I am. 

  TONY: You'll find it boring.

  ROBERT: No I wont...They're enough,..for me.

  TONY: I'm sorry.

  ROBERT: Don't be...I'm sorry for you.

  TONY: For me? Why?

  ROBERT: Because you're the ones in control now, aren't you. And I'm glad....Goodbye Tony.

  TONY: Goodbye Robert.







Tony stands up and exits stage left.







The image of the daffodils fades away.







LIGHTS DOWN.

  act four   scene three

  a large video screen flickers.   the face of Tony writ large.

  TONY: We, in the party, must try to find a solution. A way of bringing together. We must, for the 

  sake of Britain, to be proud of Britain, find a third way. Not the first way, nor the second,


  but a third way. A way that will have to mean, abandoning the old, the tired, the used, 

  and for a brighter Britain there must be a new you, a new me, a new we, together. We 

  must be brave, we must not let those of small minds or hearts stand in our way.


  Our strength shall come from their ends.







Video image flickers and dies.







Curtain.







THE END.

